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ONE

Hondarth did not resenble a city so nuch as a flock of
sheep pouring down over lilac heather toward the gl ass-gray
ocean beyond. From atop the soft, slope-shouldered hills
surroundi ng the scal |l oped bay, gray-thatched cottages ap-
peared to huddl e together in famlial affection

Once, Hondarth had been no nore than a small fishing
village; nowit was a thriving city whose wel fare derived
fromall manner of foreign trade as well as seasonal catches
Shi ps docked daily and trade caravans were dispatched to
various parts of Honmana. And with the ships cane an infl ux
of foreign sailors and nerchants; Hondarth had becone al -
nost cosnopol i tan.

The price of growh. Dona) thought. But | wonder, was
Mij hara ever this\al5lhaphazard?

He smled. The thought of the Mijhar's royal city\al5lwith

the pal ace of Honmana- Muj har a pendent jewel in a magnifi-

cent crown\al5las ever being haphazard was | udicrous. Had not
the Cheysuli originally built the city the Homanans cl ai ned for
t hensel ves?

Still smling, Donal guided his chestnut stallion through the
foot traffic thronging the winding street. Few cities know the
maj esty and uniformty of Mujhara. But | think | prefer
Hondarth, iff nust know a city at alt.

And he did know cities. He knew Mij hara very wel |
i ndeed, for all he preferred to live away fromit. He had, of
late, little choice in his living arrangements.

Donal sighed. / think Carillon will see to it nmy wings are
11
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clipped, ny talons filed ... or perhaps he will pen nme in a
kennel, like his hunting dogs.

And who woul d conpl ain about a kennel as fine as
Homana- Muj har ?

The question was unspoken, yet clearly understood by

Donal . He had heard sinilar comments from others, many

tiroes before. Yet this one came not from any human conpani on
but fromthe wolf padding at the stallion's side-

Paddi ng, not slinking; not as if the wolf avoi ded unwant ed
contact. He did not stalk, did not hunt, did not run from nman
or horse. He paced the stallion like a well-taned hound
acconpanyi ng a bel oved nmaster, but the wolf was no dog.

Nor was he particularly tane.

He was not a delicate animal, but spare, with no flesh
beyond that which supported his natural strength and qui ck-
ness. The brassy sunlight of a foggy coastal |ate afternoon
ti pped his ruddy pelt with the faintest trace of bronze. H's
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eyes were partially |Iidded, show ng hal f-nmoons of brown and
bl ack.

/ woul d conpl ai n about the kennel regardless of its aspect,
Donal declared. So would you. Lorn

An echo of |aughter crossed the |ink that bound man to
animal. So | would, the wolf agreed. But then Homana-

Muj har will be kennel to nme as well as to you. once you have
taken the throne.

That is not the point, Donal protested. The point is. Caril-
| on begins to make nore demands on ny time. He takes ne
away fromthe Keep. Council neetings, policy sessions

all those boring petition hearings\al5l

But the wolf cut himoff. Does he have a choi ce”

Donal opened his nmouth to answer al oud, prepared to

contest me question. But chose to say nothing, aware of the
famliar twinge of guilt that always acconpanied | ess than
charitabl e thoughts about the Mij har of Homana. He shifted
in the saddle, resettled the reins, nade certain the green
wool en cl oak hung evenly over his shoulders , , . ritualized
motions intended to camoufl age the guilt; but they enpha-
sized it instead.

And then, as always, he surrendered the battle to the wolf.
There are tinmes | think he has a choice in everything, lir,
Donal said with a sigh. / see himnake decisions that are
utterly inconprehensible to ne. And yet, there are tines |
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al nost understand him. . . Alnpbst . . . Donal smled alittle,
wyly. But nbst of the time | think | lack the wit and sense to

understand any of Carillon's notives.

As good a reason as any for your attendance at counci
meetings, policy sessions, boring petition hearings.

Donal scowl ed down at the wolf. Lorn sounded insuffer-
ably snug. But arguing with his lir acconplished nothing\al51
Lom like Carillon, always won the argunent.

Just like Taj. Donal |ooked into the sky for the soaring
gol den falcon. As always, | am outnunbered

You lack both wit and sense, and need the |oan of ours.

Taj's tone was different within the threads of the link. The
resonances of rtr-speech were sonething no Cheysuli could

easily explain because even the A d Tongue | acked the ex-
plicitness required. Donal, |ike every other warrior, sinmply

knew the | anguage of the link in all its infinite intangibilities.
But only he could converse with Taj and Lom

[/ amput in my place. Donal conceded the battle much as
he al ways did\al5lwith practiced humlity and customary resig-
nation; the concession was nothing new.

The tiny street gave out into Market Square as did dozens
of others; Donal found hinself funneled into the square al -

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%2...ysuli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (3 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:34 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

nmost agai nst his will, suddenly surrounded by a cacophony of
shouts and sing-song invitations from fishnongers and

street hawkers. Languages abounded, so tangled the syllables
wer e indeci pherable. But then nost he could not decipher
anyway, being limted to Honmanan and the O d Tongue of

t he Cheysuli

The snmell struck himlike a blow. Accustoned to the rich
earth odors of the Keep and the nore subtle aromas of

Muj hara, Donal could not help but frowm. G 1|. The faintest
tang of fruit fromclustered stalls. A hint of flowers, mnusk
and ot her unknown scents wafting froma perfume-nerchant's
stall. But nostly fish. Everywhere fish\al5lin everything; he
could not separate even the famliar snell of his |eathers,
gol d and wool fromthe pervasive odor of fish.

The stallion's gait slowed to a wal k, inpeded by people,
pushcarts, stalls, booths, |ivestock and, occasionally, other
horses. Modst people were on foot; Donal began to wi sh he

were, if only so he could nelt into the crowd instead of riding
head and shoul ders above them al |
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Lorn? he asked.

Here, the wolf replied glumy, nearly under the stallion's
belly. Could you not have gone another way?

Wien | can find a way out of this mess, | will. He grinmaced

as another rider, passing too close in the throng, jostled his
horse. Knees collided painfully. The man, swearing softly
beneath his breath as he rubbed one gray-clad knee, gl anced

up as if to apol ogi ze.

But he did not. Instead he stared hard for a | ong nonent,
then drew back in his saddle and spat into the street.

" Shapechanger!" he hissed from between his teeth, "go
back to your forest bolt-hole! W want none of your kind
here in Hondarth!"

Donal, utterly astoni shed by the reaction, was speechl ess,
so stunned was he by the virulence in words and tone.

"l said, go back!" the man repeated. His face was red-

dened by his anger. A pock-nmarked face, not young, not old,
but rilled with violence. "The Mijhar may give you freedom
to stalk the streets of Mijhara in whatever beast-form you
wear, but here it is different! Get you gone fromthis city,
shapechanger!"

No. It was Lom standing cl ose beside the stallion. What
good woul d sl ayi ng himdo, save to tend credence to the
reasons/or his hatred?

Donal | ooked down and saw how his right hand rested on

me gold hilt of his long-knife. Carefully, so carefully, he
unl ocked his teeth, took his hand away fromhis knife and
ignored the roiling of his belly.

He managed, sonehow, to speak quietly to the Honanan
who confronted him "Shane's qu' nmahlin is ended. W
Cheysuli are no longer hunted. | have tile freedomto cone
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and go as | choose."

"Not hereV The man, dressed in good gray wool but
weari ng no power or rank markings, shook his dark brown
head. "/ say you had better go."

"Who are you to say so?" Donal demanded icily. "Have
you usurped the Mijjhar's place in Homana to dictate ny
com ngs and goi ngs?"

"I dictate where 1 will, when it concerns you shapechangers."
The Homanan | eaned forward in his saddle. One hand gri pped
me chestnut's reins to hold DonaTs horse in place. "Do you
hear ne? Leave this place. Hondarth is not for such as you."

L\ al63GACY OF THE SWORD
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Their knees still touched. Through the contact, slight though
it was, Donal sensed the man's tension; sensed what drove
the other to such a rash action

He is afraid. He does not do this out of a sense of justice
gone awy. or any personal vendettalal5lhe is sinply afraid.

Frightened, men will do anything. It was Taj, circling in
seem ng idl eness above the crowded square. Lir, be gentle
with him

After what he has said to ne?
Has it damaged you?

Looki ng into brown, malignant eyes, Donal knew the other
woul d not back down. He could not. Homanan pride was not
Cheysuli pride, but it was still a powerful force. Before so
many peopl e\ al51lbefore so many Honanans and faci ng a dreaded
Cheysul i\al51t he man woul d never give in.

But if | back down, | will |ose nore than just ny pride. It
will make it that nuch nore difficult for any warrior who
cones into Hondarth.

And so he did not back down. He | eaned closer to the man,

whi ch caused the Homanan to flinch back, and spoke barely
above a whisper. "You are truly a fool to mink you can chase
me back into the forests. | cone and go as 1 please. |If you
think to dissuade nme, you will have nyself and ny iir to
contend with." A brief gesture indicated the hackl ed wol f
and Taj's attentive flight. "What say you to me now?"

The Homanan | ooked down at Lom whose ruddy nuzzle
winkled to expose sharp teeth. He | ooked up at Taj as the
falcon slowy, so slowy, circled, descending to the street.

Lastly he | ooked at the Cheysuli warrior who faced him a
young nman of twenty-three, tall even in his saddle; black-
hai red, dark-skinned, yell ow eyed; possessed of a sense of
grace, confidence and strength that was alnost feral inits
nature. He had the | ook of intense pnde and preparedness that
differentiated Cheysuli warriors fromother nen. The | ook of
a predator.
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"l amunarned,"” the Homanan said at | ast.

Donal did not smle. "Next time you choose to offer insult
to a Cheysuli, | suggest you do so arned. If 1 was forced to
slay you, | would prefer to do it fairly."

The Homanan rel eased the stallion's rein- He clutched at
his own so violently the horse's nouth gaped open, baring
massive teeth in silent protest. Back, back . . . iron-shod
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hooves scraped agai nst stone and scarred the cobbles. The
man paid no heed to the people he nearly trampled or the
collapse of a flinsy fruit stall as his nount's runp knocked
down the props. He conpletely ignored the shouts of the
angry nerchant.

But before he left the square he spat once nore into the
street.

Donal sat rigidly in his saddle and stared at the spittle
marring a single cobble. He was aware of an aching enpti -

ness in his belly. Slowy that enptiness filled with the pain of
shock and outraged pride.

He is not worth slaying. But Lorn's tone within the pattern
sounded suspi ci ously wi stful

Taj, still circling, clinbed back into the sky. You will see
more of that. Did you think to be free of such things?

"Free?" Donal demanded al oud. "Carill on ended Shaine's

qu' mahlinf'1

Neither lir answered at once.

Donal shivered. He was cold. He felt ill. He wanted to spit

much as the Homanan had spat, wishing only to rid himnself
of the sour taste of shock

"Ended, " he repeated. "Everyone in Homana knows Car -
illon ended the purge.”

Loms tone was grim There are fools in the world, and
madnen; people driven by ignorant prejudice and fear

Donal | ooked out on the square and slowy shook his head.
Around hi m swar med Homanans whom he had, till now,

trusted readily enough, having little reason not to. But now,
| ooki ng at them as they went about their business, he won-
dered how many hated himfor his race wi thout really under-
standi ng what he was.

VWhy? he asked his lir. Wiy do they spit at me?

You are the closest target. Taj told him Not because of
rank and title.

Homanan rank and title, Donal pointed out. Can they not
respect that at ieasfl It is their own, after all.

If you tell them who and what you are, Lom agreed.
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Per haps. But he saw only a Cheysuli

Donal laughed a little, but there was nothing hunmorous in

it. lronic, is it not? That man had no idea | was the Prince of
Homana\ al51he saw a shapechanger, and spat. Know ng, maybe

he woul d have shut his nouth, out of respect for the title. But
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ot hers, other Homanans\al5lknowi ng what Carillon has nade
me\al5lresent nme for that title.

A woman, passing, nuttered of beasts and dempons and

made a ward-si gn against the god of the netherworld. The

sign was directed at Donal, as if she thought he was a servant
of Asar-Suti.

"By the gods, the world has gone nmad!" Donal stared
after the woman as she faded into the crowded square. "Do
they think I amlhlini T

No, Taj said. They know you are Cheysuli.

Let us get out of this place at once. But even as Donal said
it, he felt and heard the smack of some substance agai nst one
shoul der.

And snelled its odor, also.

He turned in the saddl e at once, shocked by the bl atant
attack. But he saw no single specific culprit, only a square
choked with people. Sone watched him Qhers did not.

Donal reached back and jerked his cloak over one shoul der

to see what had struck his back, though he thought he knew.
He gri maced when he saw the residue of fresh horse drop-

pi ngs. In disgust he shook the cloak free of manure, then |et
the folds fall back.

We are leaving this square, he told his lir. Though | would
prefer to leave this city entirely.

Donal turned his horse into die first street he saw and
followed its winding course. It narrowed considerably, tw st-
ing down toward the sea anong whitewashed buil di ngs topped

with thatched gray roofs. He snelled salt and fish and oil

and the tang of the sea beyond. Qulls cried raucously, white
agai nst the slate-gray sky, singing their lonely song. The clop
of his horse's hooves echoed in the narrow canyon of the

r oad.

Do you nmean to stop? Taj inquired.

When | find an inn\al5lah, there is one ahead. See the sign?
The Red Horse Inn

It was a snall place, whitewashed |ike the others, its

t hat ched roof worn in spots. The wooden sign, in the form of
a crimson horse, faded, dangled fromits bracket on a single
strip of |eather.

Here? Lom asked dubi ously.
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It will do as well as another, provided | may enter. Dona
felt the anger and sickness rise again, frustrated that even
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Carillon\als5lwith alt that he had acconplished\al5lhad not been
able to entirely end the qu mahlin. But even as he spoke,

Donal realized what the wolf meant; (he Red Horse Inn

appeared to lack refinenment of any sort. Its two horn w n-

dows were puttied with grinme and snoke, and the thatching

stank of fish oil, no doubt fromthe |lanterns inside. Even the
whi t e-washi ng was grayed with soot and dirt.

You arc the Prince of Homana. That from Taj, ever vigi-
| ant of such things as princely dignity and decorum

Donal smiled. And the Prince of Homana is hungry. Per-

haps the food will he good. He swng off his mount and tied
it toaring inthe wall provided for that purpose-Birfe here
with the horse. Let us not threaten anyone else with your
presence.

You are going in. Loms brown eyes glinted for just a
nonent .

Donal sl apped the horse on his runp and shot the wolf a
scow . There is nothing threateni ng about ne.

Are you not Cheysuli? asked Taj smugly as he settled on
t he saddl e.

The door to the inn was snatched open just as Donal put

out his hand to lift the latch. A body was hurled through the
openi ng. Donal, directly in its path, cursed and staggered
back, grasping at arns and | egs as he struggled to keep

hi nsel f and the other upright. He hissed a Cheysuli invective
under his breath and pushed the body back onto its feet. It
resolved itself into a boy, not a man, and Donal saw how t he
boy stared at himin alarm

The i nnkeeper stood in the doorway, |egs spread and arns

fol ded across his chest. H's bearded jaw thrust out belliger-
ently. "I'Il not have such rabble in ny good inn!" he grow ed
distinctly. "Take your denon ways el sewhere, brat!"

The boy cowered. Dona! put one hand on a narrow shoul der

to prevent another stumble. But his attention was nore firmy
focused on the innkeeper. "Wy do you call hima denmon?"

he asked. "He is only a boy."

The man | ooked Donal up and down, brown eyes narrow

ing. Donal waited for the epithets to include hinself, half-
braced agai nst another clot of manure\al5lor worse\al5lbut instead
of insults he got a shrewd assessnent. He saw how t he

i nnkeeper judged himby the gold showing at his ear and ne
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color of his eyes. Hs /t'r-bands were hidden beneath a heavy
cl oak, but his race\al5las al ways\al5lwas apparent enough.

I nwardly Donal |aughed derisively. Homanans! If they are
not judgi ng us denons because of the shapechange, they
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judge us by our gold instead. Do they not know we revere our
gold for what it represents, and not the wealth at all?

The Homanans judge your gold because of what it can buy
them Taj settled his wings tidily. The freedom of the Cheysuli

The i nnkeeper turned his face and spat agai nst the ground.
"Denon," he said briefly.

"The boy, or nme?" Donal asked with exaggerated ml d-
ness, prepared for either answer. And prepared to nake his
own.

"Hm Look at his eyes. He's denon-spawn, for truth."
"No!" the boy cried. "I"mnot!"

"Look at his eyes!" the man roared. "Tell nme what you
see! "

The boy turned his face away, shielding it behind one arm

Hi s black hair was dirty and tangled, falling into his eyes as if
he meant it to hide them He showed nothing to Donal but a

shoul der hunched as if to ward off a bl ow.

"Do you wish to cone in?" the innkeeper demanded
irritably.

Donal | ooked at himin genuine surprise. "You throw him
out because you believe himto be a denon\al5lbecause of his
eyes\al5land yet you ask ne in?"

The man grunted. "Has not the Mijhar declared you free
of taint? Your coin is as good as any other's." He paused.
"You do have coin?" H's eyes strayed again to the earring.

Donal smiled in relief, glad to know at | east one nan in
Hondarth judged himnore fromavarice than prejudice. "I
have coin."

The ot her nodded. "Then cone in. Tell nme what you
want . "

"Beef and wine. Falian white, if you have it." Dona
paused. "I will be in in a nmonment."

"1l have it." The man cast a lingering glance at the boy,
spat again, then pulled the door shut as he went into his inn

Donal turned to the boy. "Explain."

The boy was very sl ender and bl ack-haired, dressed in
dark, nuddi ed clothing that showed he had grown while the
clothes had not. His hair hung into his face. "My eyes," he

20 Jenni fer Roberson

said at iast. "You heard the man. Because of ny eyes." He

gl anced quickly up at Donal, then away. And then, as if
defying the expected reaction, he shoved the tangled hair out
of his face and bared his face conpletely. "See?"

"Ah," Donal said, "I see. And | understand. Merely
happenst ance, but ignorant people do not understand that.
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They choose to | ay bl ane even when there is no blane to
lay. "

The boy stared up at himout of eyes utterly unremarkabl e\al51
save one was brown and the other a clear, bright blue.
"Then\al5lyou don't think me a denon and a changel i ng?"

"No nore than am | nyself." Donal smled and spread his

hands.
"You don't think I'll be putting a spell on you?"
"Few nmen have that ablity. | doubt you are one of them"”

The boy continued to stare. He had the face of a street

urchin, all hollowed and pointed and thin. H's bony wists

hung out of tattered sleeves and his feet were shod in strips of
battered |l eather. He picked at the front of his threadbare shirt
with broken, dirty fingernails.

"Why?" he asked in a voice that was barely a sound.

"Whay is it you didn't |ike hearing ne called nanes? | could
tell." He glanced quickly at Donal's face. "I could feel the
anger in you."

"Per haps because | have had such prejudice attached to
me," Donal said grimy. "I like it no better when anot her
suffers the fate.”

The boy frowned. "Wio would call you nanmes? And

why ?"
"For no reason at all. lgnorance. Prejudice. Stupidity. But
nmostly because, like you, | amnot\al5lprecisely |ike them"

Donal did not snile. "Because | am Cheysuli."

The parti-col ored eyes wi dened. The boy stiffened and

drew back as if he had been struck, then froze in place. He
stared fixedly at Donal and his griny face turned pale and
bl otched with fear. "Shapechanger!"

Donal felt the slow overturning of his belly. Even this
boy\ al51

"Beast-eyes!" The boy nade the gesture neant to ward
of f evil and stunbled back a single step

Donal felt all the anger and shock swell up. Deliberately,
with a distinct effort, he pushed it back down again. The boy
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was a boy, echoing such insults as he had heard, having
heard them said of hinself.

"Are you hungry?" Donal asked, ignoring the fear and
distrust in the boy's odd eyes.

The boy stared. "I have eaten.™

"What have you eaten\al5lscraps fromthe i nnkeeper's
m dden?"

"l have eatenV

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (10 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:34 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

Anger gave way to regret. That even a boy such as this wll
fall prey to such absolute/ear\al51l "Well enough." He said it

more sharply than intended. "I thought to feed you, but I
woul d not have you thinking | seek to steal your soul for ny
use. Perhaps you will find another innkeeper |ess judgnenta

than this one."

The boy said nothing. After a | ong nonent of shocked
silence, he turned quickly and ran away.

TVWO

n the norning, Donal found only one man willing to give

hi m passage across the bay to the Crystal Isle, and even that
man woul d not depart until the follow ng day. So, ieft to his
own devi ces, Donal stabled his horse and wandered down to

the sea wall. He perched hinself upon it and stared across the
| appi ng waves.

He focused his gaze on the dark bunp of land rising out of
the Idrian Ccean a nere three | eagues across the bay. Cods,
what will Electra be |ike? What will she say to nme?

He could hardly recall her, though he did renenber her

| egendary beauty, for he had been but a young boy when
Carillon had bani shed his Solindish wife for treason. Adultery
too, according to the Homanans; the Cheysuli thought little of
that charge, having no strictures against |ight wonen when a
man already had a wife. In the clans, cheysul as, w ves, and
mei j has, m stresses, were given equal honor. In the clans, the
birth of children was nore inportant than what the Homanans
called proprieties.

Treason. Aye, a man mght call it that. El ectra of Solinde,
princess-born, had tried to have her royal Homanan husband
slain so that Tynstar might take his place. Tynstar of the
I hlini, devotee of Asar-Suti, the god of the netherworld.

Donal suppressed a shudder. He knew better than to attri-

bute the sudden chill he felt to the salty breeze coning inland
fromthe ocean. No nan, had he any wi sdomat all, disnissed

the Ihlini as sinple sorcerers. Not when Tynstar |ed them

He wi shes to throw down Carillon's rule and make Homana
22
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his own. For a noment he shut his eyes. It was so clear, so
very clear as it rose up before his eyes fromhis nenory: the
vision of Tynstar's servitors as they had captured his nother.
Alix they had drugged, to control her Cheysuli gifts. Torrin.
her foster father, they had brutally slain. And her son they
had nearly throttled with a neckl ace of heavy iron
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Donal put a hand against his neck. He recalled it so well,
even fifteen years later. As if it were yesterday, and | still a
boy. But the yesterday had faded, his boyhood | ong outgrown.

He opened his eyes and | ooked agai n upon ne pl ace nen

called the Crystal Isle. Once it had been a Cheysuli place, or
so the shar tahls always said. But nowit was little nore than
a prison for Carillon's treacherous w fe.

The Queen of Homana. Donal grinaced. Gods, how coul d

he stay wed to her? | know the Homanans do not counte-

nance the setting aside of wi ves\al5lit is even a part of their
| aws\ al51but the worman is a witch! Tynstar's neijha. He scrub-
bed a hand through his hair and felt the wi nd against his face.
Cool, damp wind, filled with the scent of the sea. If he gave
her a chance, she woul d seek to slay himagain.

Taj wheeled idly in the air. Perhaps it was his tahlnorra.

Homanans have none. Not as we know it. Donal shook his

head. They call it fate, destiny . . . saying they make their
own without the help of the gods. No, the Homanans have no
tahlnmorra. And Carillon, nuch asJ respect him is Homanan

to the bone.

There is that blood in you as well, returned the bird.

Aye. His mouth twi sted. But | cannot help it, much as
woul d prefer to forget it altogether.

It makes you what you are, Taj said. That, and other
t hi ngs.

Donal opened his mouth to answer al oud, but Lom ur-
gently interrupted. Lir, there is trouble.

Donal straightened and swng his |l egs over the wall, rising
at once. He looked in the direction Lomindicated with his
nose and saw a group of boys westling on the cobbles.

He frowned. "They are playing, Lom

More than thai. Lomtold him They seek to do serious
har m

Taj drifted closer to the pile of scranbling bodies. The boy
with odd eyes.

Donal grunted. "I amnot one of his favorite people."
24 Jenni fer Roberson

You ni ght becone so. Lorn pointed out, if you gave him
the aid he needs.

Donal cast the snmug wolf a skeptical glance, but he went
off to intervene. For all the boy had not endeared hinself ne
day before, neither could Donal allow himto be beaten.

" Enough!'' He stood over the churning mass of arns and
| egs. "Let him be!"

Slowmy the mass untangled itself and he found five Homanan
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boys glaring up at himfromthe ground in various attitudes of
fear and sullen resentnment. The victim he saw, regarded him
in surprise

"Let him be," Donal repeated quietly. "That he was born
with odd eyes signifies nothing. It could as easily have been
one of you."

The others got up slowy, pulling torn clothing together
and wiping at griny faces. Two of themdrifted off quickly
enough, tugging at two others who hastily followed, but the
tallest, a red-haired boy, faced Donal defiantly.

"Who' re you to say, shapechanger?" Hs fists clenched

and his freckled face reddened. "You're no better'n him\ MW
Da says nen like you are nothing but denbns yoursel ves.
Shapechanger!"

Donal reached out and caught the boy's shoul der. He heard

the inarticulate cry of fear and ignored it, pulling the boy in.
He thought the redhead was perhaps fourteen or fifteen, but
under nouri shed. Like all of them "What el se does your

fat her say?"

The boy stared at him He hunched a little, for Donal stil
gripped his left shoul der, but soon becane defiant. "Th-that
Shai ne the Mnuj har had the right of it! That you should all
be sl ain\al51llike beasts'."

"Does he, now?" Donal asked reflectively, desiring no
further answers. He felt sickened by the virul ence of ne
boy's hate. He only nouthed his father's words, but it was
enough to enphasi ze yet again that not all Homanans were
prepared to accept the Cheysuli, no matter what Carillon had
done to stop Shai ne's purge.

Al nost twenty years have passed since Carillon came back
fromexile to make us wel cone again, declaring us free of
qu' mahlin, and still the Homanans hate us\\

Lom canme up to press against his leg, as if to offer
confort. It brought Donal back to full awareness immedi -
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ately, and he realized he still held me redhead' s shoul der.
Gimy, he regarded the frightened boy.

But not so frightened he forgets his prejudice\al51l Donal took
a deep breath and tried to steady his voice- "Do you think 1
will eat you, boy? Do you think I will turn beast before your
eyes and rip the flesh fromyour throat?"

"M ny Da says\al5l"

"Enough of yow ehan, boy!" Donal shouted. "You face

me now, not your father. It is you who will receive what
puni shrent | choose to give you for the insult you have
of fered."

The boy began to cry. "D-don't eat ne! Please don't eat
ne! "

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (13 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:34 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

In disgust, Donal shook him "I wll not eat you! | am not
the beast your father says | am | ama nan, |ike he is. But
even a man grows angry when boys | ose their manners."

Lir, Lomsaid in concern

Donal silenced himthrough the |ink and kept his attention

on the boy. "What puni shnent do you deserve? Wat 1

woul d give ny own son for such inpertinence. And when

you run hore to tell your Da, tell himalso that you sought to
harm an i nnocent boy. See what he says then."

Even as he said it, Donal grimaced to hinself. Mst likely
he will send his son out to find another hel pl ess soul. Con-
tenpt and hatred beget nore of.the sane. He tightened his
grip on the redhead. "Now, perhaps you wilt think better of
such behavior in the future."

Donal spun the boy quickly and held himentrapped in his

left arm Before the redhead could protest, Donat swatted him
twi ce\al5lhard\al5lon his bony runmp and sent himstunbling to-
ward the nearest street. "Go honme- Go hone and | eam sone
manners. "

The boy ran down the street and quickly disappeared.

Donal turned at once to the victim neaning to hel p himup,
then thought better of it. Wy give himanother chance to
revile ne for ny race?

But the boy evidently no |onger held Donal in such con-

tenpt. He scranbled to his feet, tried to put his torn and
nmuddi ed clothing into some senbl ance of order, and gazed at
Donal with tentative respect. "You didn't have to do that."

"No," Donal agreed. "1 chose to."
"Even after\alb5lafter what | called you?"
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"l do not hold grudges,"” Donal grinned suddenly. "Save,
per haps, against Carillon."

The parti-col ored eyes wi dened in shock. "You hold a
grudge agai nst the MijnarT1l

"Upon occasi on\al5land usually with very good reason."
Donal hid a second snmile, anmused by the boy's reaction,

"He is the Mijhar! King of Homana and Lord of Solinde!"

"And a man,- like nyself. Like you will be, one day." He

put out a hand and touched the ugly swelling al ready darken-
ing the skin beneath the boy's blue eye. The brown one was
unmarred. "This will be very sore, | fear."

The boy recoiled fromthe touch. "lIt\al5ldoesn't hurt."

Donal , hearing the boy's fear, took away his hand. "What
is your nane? 1 cannot keep calling you 'boy,' or *brat,' as
the i nnkeeper did."

"Sef," whispered the boy,
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"Your age?"
Cheeks reddened. "Thirteen\al51l think."

Donal gently clasped one thin shoul der, ignoring the boy's
sudden flinch. "Then go on your way, Sef, as you will not

abi de ny conpany. But | suggest you avoid such situations in
the future, do you wish to keep your bones whol e and your
face unbl em shed. "

Sef did not nmove as Donal renmoved his hand. He stood
very stiff, very still, his parti-colored eyes w de, apprehen-
sive, as he watched Donal turn to wal k away.

"Wait!" he called. "Wit\al5lpl ease\al51"

Donal gl anced back and waited. The boy wal ked sl owy
toward him shoul ders raised defensively, both hands twi sting
the drawstring of his thin woolen trews.

"What is it?" Donal asked gently.

"What iflalblwhat if | said | did want your conpany?"

"M ne?" Donal raised his brows. "I thought you feared it,
Sef."
"t\al5li do. | mean, you shift your shape.'" Briefly he

| ooked at the wolf. "But I'd rather go with you."

"Wth nme?" Donal frowned, "I will willingly buy you a

meal \al5leven a week's worth, if need be, or give you coin
enough so you could go to another town\al5lbut | had not
thought to take you with nme."

"Pl ease\ al51" One hand, briefly raised, fell back to his side.
He shrugged. It was the barest novenent of his ragged
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clothing, intensely vulnerable. "I have no one. My nother
i s\al5ldead. My father\al51ll never knew. "

Donal frowned. "I do not |ive here."

"It doesn't matter. Hondarth isn't ny hone. Just\al5ljust a

place | live, until | find better." The thin face blazed with
sudden hope. "Take ne with you! I'lIl work for my wage. 1

can tend your horse, prepare the food, clean up afterwards!
1"l do anything."

"Even to feeding ny wolf?" Donal did not smle.

Sef bl anched. He stared blindly at Loma nonment, but then
he nodded jerkily.

Donal |aughed. "No, no\al5lLom feeds hinself. | merely
tease you, Sef."

The boy's face lit up. "Then you will take me with you?"

Donal gl anced back toward the Crystal Isle. What Carillon
had sent himto do offered no place for a boy, but perhaps
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after. Having a boy to tend his horse and other snall chores
woul d undoubt edly be of hel p.

And there is always room for serving-boys in Homana-

Muj har. He turned back to Sef and nodded. "I wll take you
But there are things you nmust know about the service you
undert ake."

Sef nodded imrediately. "I will do whatever you say."

Donal sighed. "To begin, | will not countenance pointless

chatter anobng other boys you may neet. 1 understand what

pride is, and what youth is, and how both will often lead a
boy\ al5la young nman\al5linto circunstances beyond his control,
but this case is very special. | amnot one for unnecessary

el aborations, and | dislike cerenony, but there will be tines
for both. You will know them too. But you nust not give in
to the tenptation to speak of things you should not to other
boys. "

Sef frowned intently. "Other boys? Do you have so many
servant s?"

Donal smiled. "I have no servants\al5lat |east, not as / think
of them But there are pages and body-servants where we will
go, when | finish ny business here, and | nust have your

promi se to keep yourself silent about ny affairs.™

Sets dirt-streaked face grew paler. "lIs it\al5lbecause you're
Cheysul i ?"

"No. And | do not speak of secret things, merely things
that are very private. And sonetimes quite inportant." He
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studi ed Sets face and then brought his right hand up into the
muted sunlight. "See this? Tell nme what it is.”

Sef frowned. "Aring."
"Surely you are nore observant than that.'"

The frown deepened. "A gold ring. It has a red stone init,
and a black animal in the stone. Alal5llion." Sef nodded. "A
bl ack lion\al51'

*'\alblrampant, upon a scarlet Mijharan field," Donal fin-
i shed. "Do you know what that is?"

Sef started to shake his head. And then he stopped. "Once,

| saw a soldier. He wore a red tunic over his ringmail, and on
the itunic was a lion. A black lion, rearing up." He pointed.
"Li ke that one."

Donal smiled. "That soldier was Carillon's man, as they
all are. So am|. But\al5ll amnot a soldier. Not as you know
soldiers.”

"A warrior." Sef dipped his black head down. "I know
about the Cheysuli."

"Not enough. But you will learn." Donal smled and
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reached down to catch Sefs chin. He tipped up his head.
"My nane is Donal, Sef, and | amthe Pnnce of Honana."

Sef bl anched white. Then he turned red. And finally,

before Dona! could catch him he fell downward to smack his
bony knees against the salt-crusted cobbles. "My lord ." he
whi spered. "My lord\al51lthe Prince of Homana\\"

Donal suppressed a |laugh. It would not do to enbarrass the
boy sinmply because he was so in awe of royal rank. "I do not
stand on cerenony. Serve ne as well as you would serve any
man, and | will be well-pleased."

"My | ord\al51”

Donal reached down and caught a handful of thin tunic,

men pul l ed Sef up fromthe cobbles. "Do not be so\al5l
overwhel med. | amflesh and bone, as you are." He grinned.

"If you are to serve me, you nmust team | am not some petty

I ordling who seeks el evation in the eyes and service of others.
You may come with me as ny friend, but not ny servant. |

| eft enough of those back at Homana- Muj har." Hi s voice was
gentle. "Do you understand ne?"

"Aye," Sef whispered. "Oh ... ny lord . . . aye!"
Donal released the ragged tunic. / will have to buy him
better clothing, perhaps in Carillon's colors\al5ilwell, that will

have to wait. But sone manner of fitting clothing will not.
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"You shall have to earn your passage, Sef." Donal | ooked
down at the boy solemmly. "Are you willing to work for that
passage?"

"Aye, ny lord!"

"Good." Donal squeezed a narrow shoulder. "All 1 re-
quire of you is your company. Cone al ong."

"My lord!"
Donal turned back. "Aye?"

"My lord\alb51" Sef broke off, pulling again at his ill-fitting,
muddi ed clothing. "My lord\al5l1l wish only to say\al51" He
broke of f yet again, obviously enbarrassed, vivid color flood-
ing his cheeks.

Donal smiled at himencouragingly. "Before ne, you may

say what you wish. If you speak out of turn, | will say so, but
I will never strike you. Say what you will, Sef."

The boy sucked in a deep breath. "I w shed only to thank

you for coming to ny aid, and to say that usually | win the
fights."

Donal smothered a | augh- "OF course.”

"They were five to ny one," Sef pointed out earnestly.

"I counted them You are right." Donal nodded gravely.
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Set studi ed Donal a nmoment. Then, anxiously, "You said
may say what | wish. Do you nean | may ask it as well?"

"You may al ways ask. | may not al ways answer."

The boy sniled tentatively. -"Then\al51ll'd ask you what
you' d do against five nmen, ifvow were ever attacked."

"I ?" Donal |aughed. "Well, it would be a different situa-
tion. You see, | have two lir."

"They would fight, too?" Sef stared at Lomin anmaze-
ment, then turned his bi-colored gaze to the sky to pick Taj
out fromthe crying gulls.

"They will always fight, to aid me. That is what /i'r are
for."”

That, and other things, Lomreninded himdryly.
"Then five men couldn't stop you?"

Donal understood what Sef inquired, even if the boy did

not. "I do not doubt you fought well, Sef, and that bad
fortune put you on the |losing side. You need not make

excuses. As for nme, you nust recall | am Cheysuli. W are
taught to fight frombirth." Hs smle faded into a grimli ne.
"There is reason enough for that- Even now, | begin to

t hink."
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"Cheysuli," Sef echoed. He stood very still. "WII you
tell ne what it's Iike?"

"As nmuch as | can. But it is never easily done." Dona

nodded his head in Taj's direction, then gestured toward the
wol f. "There is the secret of the Cheysuli, Sef. In Taj and
Lom Understand what it is to have a U, and you will know
what it is to be blessed by the gods."

Set glanced at himskeptically. ""Gods'! | don't think there
are any."
"Ah, but there are. | amno shar tahl, dedicating ny life to

the prophecy and the service of ne gods, but 1 can tell you
what | know. Another time." Donai sniled. "Cone along."

This time, Sef fell into step beside him

THREE

n the norning the ship's captain, paid generously before-

hand in freshly mnted gold coin, cast off readily enough for
the Crystal Isle. Donal questioned himand |l earned all traffic
to the island was closely watched by nen serving the Mij har;
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the man had agreed to transport Donal and Sef only after a
close | ook at the royal signet ring. For once, Donal was gl ad
Carillon nmade himwear it.

The captain was a garrul ous man, perfectly content to

whil e away the brief voyage by telling Donal all about the
Queen of Homana's confinenent. He confided there were
Cheysuli on the island with Electra so she could use none of
her witch's ways, and they kept Tynstar fromrescuing her

He seened little inpressed with the knowl edge that he trans-
ported the Prince of Homana hinself, being rather nore

i mpressed with how he could use the knowl edge to his own

best advantage in fashioning an entertaining story full of
gossi p and anecdotes. Donal did not doubt a tale of his visit
to the island would soon nake the rounds of the taverns,
undoubt edl y much enbel lished. He quickly grew tired of the
one-si ded conversation and withdrew with what politeness he
could nuster, turning his back on the nan to stare across the
gl assy bay.

Behi nd them Hondarm receded. The pai nted cottages nerged
into clustered nasses of glowi ng white, |uminescent in the

m st agai nst a velvety backdrop of heathered hills. Before
them the island grew nmore distinct as the ship sailed closer,
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but Donal could see none of the distinguishing features. Just a
shape floating on the water, weathed in clouds of fog.

He becane aware of Sef edging in close beside him The

m st shrouded them both and settled into their clothing, so

that Sef\al5lw apped in a deep blue cl oak Donal had purchased

for himthe day before, along with other new cl ot hing\al51l ooked
more fey than human. Hi s bl ack hair curled against his thin

face\ al51lnow cl ean\al5land his parti-colored eyes stared out at the
i sland fixedly.

"I't should not frighten you,"” Donal said quietly. "It is
merely an island. A place."

Sef | ooked at the eerie, silent blanket of sea-spray and
nmorni ng fog. Even the crying of the gulls was nmuted in the
mst. "But it's an enchanted place. |'ve heard."

"Do you know the old | egends, then?"

Sef seened hesitant. "Some. Not all. I'm al5lnot from
Hondarth. "

"Where are you fron®"

The boy | ooked away again, staring at the deck. Then,

slowy, he raised his head. "From many places. My not her
earned bread by\al5lby . " He broke off uncertainly. His
face colored so that he | ooked younger than the thirteen years
he clainmed. His voice was nearly a whisper. "Because of\al51
men. We\al5ldidn't stay long in any single place." He shrugged,
as if he could dismiss it all. But Donal knew such things
woul d never entirely fade, even w th adulthood. "She died
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al nrost a year ago, and | had no place else to go. So\al5l
stayed. "

Donal heard the underlying note of shame and | oneliness in
Sefs tone- "Well, travel befits a man," he said off-handedly,
seeking to soothe the boy w thout insulting himwth synmpa-
thy. In the clans, the Cheysuli rarely resorted to enphasizing
unnecessary enotions. "You are of an age to | eamthe world,
and Hondarth is as good a place as any to begin.”

Sef did not look at him He | ooked instead at the Crysta

Isle as they sailed closer yet. The fog thickened as they
approached, wrapping itself around the ship until it clung to
every line and spar, glistening in the brassy sunlight so nuted
by the mist. Droplets beaded the railing and their cl oaks,
runni ng down the oiled wool to fall on the deck. Their faces
were cooled by the isle's constant wi nd, known to Cheysul

as the Breath of the Cods.

LEGACY OF THE SWORD 33
"WIIl you still keep me with you?" Sef asked very softly.
Donal | ooked at himsharply, frowning. "I have said 1

woul d. Way do you ask?"

Sef would not neet his eyes. "But\al5lthat was before you
knew | was a\al5lbastard."

Donal made a quick di smssive gesture. "You forget, Seflal5l

am Cheysuli, not Homanan." Inwardly he shut his ears to the

voi ce that protested the easy denial of his Homanan bl ood.

"In the clans, there is no such thing as bastardy- A child is
bom and his value is weighed in how he serves his clan and

the prophecy, not in the question of his paternity." Dona

shook his head. "I care not if yourjehan\al5lyour father\al5lwas
thief or cobbler or soldier. So long as you earn your keep."

"Then the Cheysuli are w ser than nost." The bitterness

in Sets young voi ce nade Donal want to put a hand on one
narrow shoul der to gentle him but he did not. The boy was
obviously proud as well as uncertain of his new position, and
Donal had nore cause than nost to understand the feeling.

He pointed toward the island. "Tell ne what you know,
Sef."

Sef | ooked, "They say there are denmons, ny lord."

Donal smiled. "Do they? Well, they are wong. That is a
Cheysuli place, and there are no Cheysuli denpbns. Only
gods, and the people they have nade."

"What peopl e?"

"Those of us now known as the Cheysuli. Once, we were

somet hing di fferent. Something\al5lbetter." Like the boy, he
stared across the gl ass-gray ocean toward the m sted i sl and.
Finally it grew clearer, nore distinct. It was thickly forested,
cloaked in lilac heather. Through the trees glowed a faint
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expanse of silver-white. "The Firstborn, Sef. Those the gods
made first, as their nane inplies. Later, nmuch later, were the
Cheysuli bom "

Sef frowned, concentrating, so that his black brows over-
shadowed his odd eyes. "You' re saying once there were no
peopl e?"

"The shar tahl s\al5lour priest-historians\al5lteach us mat once
the land was enmpty of nmen. It was a decision of nme gods to

put nen upon the Crystal Isle and give it over to themfreely.
It is these original nen we call the Firstborn. But the First-
born soon outgrew the Crystal Isle, as men will when there

are wonen, and went to Honmana: a nore spacious |land for
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their growi ng nunbers. They built a fine realmthere, ruling it
wel |, and the gods were pleased. As a mark of their favor,

they sent the ;i'r to them And because of the earth nagic, the
Firstborn were able to bond with the U, to leamwhat lir-
shape is\al51"

"Shapechangers, " Sef interrupted involuntarily, shivering
as he spoke.

Donal sighed. "The nane is easily cone by, but we do not

use it ourselves. Cheysuli is the Ad Tongue, meaning chil-

dren of the gods. But nen\al5lHomanans\al5lbei ng unbl essed, all
too often resort to the word as an insult." He thought again

of the Honmanan in nme Market Square; the worman who had nmade

the sign of the evil eye; the splatter of nmanure agai nst his cloak
And all because he could shift his shape fromman into

ani mal .

Surely the gods woul d never give such gifts to us was there
any chance we would use themfor evil! Wy nust so many
bel i eve we woul d?

They do not understand. Taj floated lightly, pale gold in
me silver mst. They are unblessed, and blind to the magic.

Wiy do the gods not neke them see?

Bl i ndness often serves a purpose, Lom expl ai ned. Sight
recovered is often better than original vision

Donal | ooked directly at Sef. "Shapechanger," he said

clearly. "Aye, it is truelal5ll shift my shape at will. | becone a
wol f or falcon. But does it make ne so different fromyou?

do not doubt there are things you do that | cannot. Should
castigate you for it?"

Sef shivered again. "It isn't the same. It isn't the sane.
You becone an animal, while I\al51" he shook his head vio-
lently, denying the inmage, "\alblwhile / remain a boy. A
normal, human boy."

"Unbl essed/' Donal agreed, for a monent callous in his
pri de-

Sef |ooked at himthen, staring fixedly at Donal's face. His
di sconcerting gaze travel ed fromyell ow eyes to gol den ear-
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ring, and he swall owed visibly. "The\al51the Firstborn," he
began, "where are they, now?"

"The Firstborn no |l onger exist. And nmost of their gifts are
lost."

Sef frowned. "Where did they go? Wat happened?"

The taffrail creaked as Donal shifted his weight. "It is too
LEGACY COF THE SWORD 35

long a story. One night, | promse, | will tell you it all\al5lbut,
for now, this will have to content you." He | ooked directly at

the boy and saw how attentive he was. "I amtold the

Firstborn becane too inbred, that the gifts began to fade. And
so before they died out they gave what they could to their
children, the Cheysuli, and left them a prophecy."” For a
monent he was touched by the gravity of what his race

undert ook; how inportant the service was. "It is the First-
born we seek to regain by strengthening the bl ood. Soneday,
when the proper mxture is attained, we will have a Firsthborn
anong us again, and all the magic will be reborn."” He

smled. "So the prophecy tells us: one day a man of all bl ood
shall unite, in peace, two nmagical races and four warring
realns."” Fluidly, he nmade the gesture of tahlnorra\al5lright
hand pal mup, fingers spread\al5lto indicate the shortened form
of the A d Tongue phrase nmeaning, in Homanan, the fate of a
man rests always within the hands of the gods.

"You sai d\al51they lost their gifts\al51?"

"Most of them The Firstborn were far nore powerful than
the Cheysuli- They had no single ;i'r. They conversed with
every lir, and took whatever shape they w shed. But now,
each warrior is limted to one.™

"You have two!" Sef | ooked around for Taj and Lom
"Are you a Firstborn, then?"

Donal |aughed. "No, no, | ama Cheysuli halfling, or\alb5l
perhaps nore precisely\al5la three-quarteriing." He grinned.
"But nmy half Homanan j ehana bears the bl ood of the
Firstborn\al5las well as sone of ne gifts\al5land by getting a
child by ny Cheysuli jehan she triggered that part of herself
mat has the Firstborn magic. | have two /('r because of her,
and | may converse with any, but nothing nore than that. |
amlimted to those two shapes.”

Sef turned to stare at the island. "Then\al5lthis is your
bi rt hpl ace. "

"I'n a manner of speaking." Donal |ooked at the island
again. "It is the birthplace of the Cheysuli."

"That is why you go?" Sets odd eyes were w de as he
| ooked up at Donal. "To see where your people were born?"

"No, though undoubtedly every Cheysuli should." Dona
si ghed and his mouth hooked down into a resigned grimace,
"No, | go there on business for the Mijhar." He felt the curl
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of unhappi ness tighten his belly. "Wat | am about is secur- A
ing the throne of Honana."

"Securing it\al51?" Sef frowned. "But\al51lthe Muijhar holds it.
It's his."

"There are those who seek to throw down Carillon's House
to set up another,” Dona! told himgrimy. "Even now, in
Solinde ... we know they plan a war."'

Sef stared. "Wiy7 Who woul d do such a thing?"

Donal very nearly did not answer. But Sef was avid in his

interest, and he would Ieamthe truth one way or another,

once he was in Homana- Mij har. "You know of the Ihlini, do ,
you not ?"

Sef pal ed and made the gesture warding off evil. "Solindish
denons' "

"Aye," Donal agreed evenly. "Tynstar and his m nions

woul d prefer to make the throne their own and destroy the
prophecy. He wi shes to have dom ni on over Honmana\al5land

all ne other realns, | would wager\al5lin order to serve Asar-
Suti." He paused. "Asar-Suti is your denon, Sef, and

nmor e\ al5lhe is the god of the netherworld. The Seker, he is

call ed, by those who serve him the one who nade and dwells

in darkness," He saw fear tauten Sets face. "In the nane of

hi s denmon-god, Tynstar wi shes to recapture Solinde from

Carillon and make me realmhis own, as tribute to Asar-Suti -

And, of course, his anbition does not stop there\al5lal so he
wants Homana. He plots for it now, at this nmonent\al5lbut we
know this, so we are not unprepared; we are not a conpl acent f
regency in Solinde. And so long as Carillon holds the throne\al5l
and his blood after himal5lthe thing will not be done. The Lion
Throne is ours."

Sets hands were tight-wapped around the rail. "You'l
hold the throne one day, won't you? You're the Prince of
Homana! "

He gl anced down at the attentive boy. "Now, do you see ?
why | nust teach you how to hold your tongue? Honesty is i
all well and good, but in Royal Houses, too much honesty may

be construed as grounds for beginning a war. You nust be ?
careful in what you say as well as to whomyou say it."

Sef nodded slowy. "My lord\al51ll have promised to serve n
you well. 1 give you ny loyalty." n
Donal smiled and cl asped one thin shoulder briefly. "And I
that is all | require, for now" "
LA-"*mv-1 \\JlI i nc. awKU

Hi s hand remai ned a nonment | onger on Sef's shoul der.
The boy needed good food in himto fill out the hollows in
his pasty-white face and to put sone flesh on his bones, but
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his attitude was good. For a bastard boy living fromhand to
mouth it was very good i ndeed.

Donal chewed briefly at his bottomlip. Being little nore

than an urchin, he may not prove equal to the task. He may

not mx well with the other boys. But then |I cannot judge

men by how they conformto others\al5lhow boring that life
woul d be\al5land | will not do it with Sef. | wll give himwhat
chance | can. He smiled, and then he | aughed. Perhaps

have found someone to serve ne as well as Rowan serves

Carill on.

The prison-palace on the Crystal Isle stood atop a gentle

hill of ash-colored bracken and lilac heather. The forest grew
up around the pedestal of the hill, hiding nuch of the pal ace,

but through the trees gleanmed the whitewashed walls, at-
tended by a pervasive silver mst. Stretching fromthe white
sand beaches through the wind-stirred forest was a path of

crushed sea shells, rose and lilac, pale blue and gold, creany
ivory.
Donal stood very still upon the beach, |ooking inland

toward the forest. He did not | ook at the pal ace\al5lit was not
so ancient as the island and Homanan- nade at that\al5lbut at
the things the gods had nade instead. Then he closed his eyes
and gave hinself over to sensation

The wind curled gently around his body, caressing him

with subtle fingers. It seened to prom se himthings. He
knew wi t hout doubting that the isle was full of dreans and
magi ¢ and, if he sought it, a perfect peace and solitude-
Carillon m ght have bani shed his treacherous wife to the

i sland, but the place was a sacred place. Donal had thought
perhaps the incarceration profaned the Crystal Isle.

But he sensed no unhappi ness, no dissatisfaction in the

wi nd. Perhaps the island was used for nmundane Homanan
concerns, but at heart it was still Cheysuli, still part and
parcel of the Firstborn. It nerely waited. One day. soneone
would return it to its proper state.

Donal feared to tread the crushed shells of the pathway at
first, admiring its delicate beauty, but he saw no other way to
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the palace on its green-and-lilac hill. He took nothing with
himsave his lir and Sef- And, he hoped, his courage.

The isle was full of noise. Soft noise; gentle noise, a
peaceful susurration. He and Sef and Lorn trod across crushed
shel | . They passed through trees that sighed and creaked,

whi spering in the wind. They heard the silences of the depths,
as if even the aninmals nuted thensel ves to honor the sanctity
of the place.

Sef tripped over his own feet and went sprawl ing, scatter-

ing pearly shells so that they spilled out of the boundaries of
the pat hway, disturbing the curving symretry. Aghast, he
hunched on hands and knees, staring at what he had done.

Donal reached down and caught one arm pulling himto
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his feet. He saw enbarrassnent and shanme in the boy's face,
but al so sonething nore. "There is nothing to fear, Sef," he
promi sed quietly. "There are no denons here."

"I\al5llifeet something . . . | feel it\al51" He broke off, stand-
ing rigidly before Donal. H s eyes were wide and fixed. His
head cocked a trifle, as if he listened. As if he heard.

" Sef\al51"

The boy shuddered. The trenor ran through his slender

body |i ke an ague, Donal felt it strongly in his own hand as it
rested upon Sets arm His thin face was chal ky gray. He

nmout hed words Donal could neither hear nor decipher

- Sef-"

Sef jerked his armfree of Donal's hand. For a nonent, a
fleeting nmonent only, his eyes turned inward as if he sought

to shut out the world. He raised insignificant fists curled so
tightly the bones of his knuckl es shone through thinly stretched
flesh. Briefly his teeth bared in an al nost feral grinace.

"They know that | am here\al51" As suddenly he broke off.
The eyes, filled by black pupils, |ooked upon Donal wth
recognition once again. "My |ord\al51?"

Donal released a breath. The boy had | ooked so strange, as

if he had been thrown into a private battle within hinmsel f. But
now he appeared recovered, if a trifle shaken. "I intended to
say it was only the wind and your own superstitions,"” Dona
told him "But\al5lthis is the island of the gods, and who am I
to say they do not speak to you?"

Especially if he is Cheysuli. Donal felt the cool breeze run
fingers through his hair, stripping it fromhis face. The w nd

u urn -i f-fi

was stronger than before, as if it nmeant to speak to him of
thi ngs beyond his ken.

"They know it," Sef said hollowly. And nen his nouth
fol ded upon itself, pressing lip against lip, as if he had nade
up his mnd to overconme an eneny. "It doesn't matter."

Donal felt the breath of the gods agai nst the back of his
neck. He shivered. Then he hel ped put Sets clothing into
order once again. "I will not deny | feel something as well,
but 1 doubt mere is anger init. | think we have nothing to
fear. 1 am if you will pardon ny arrogance, a descendent of
the Firstborn."

"And | amnot," Sef said plainly. Then something flick-

ered in his eyes and his manner altered. He | ooked intently at
Donal a nonent, then shrugged narrow shoul ders. "I don't

know what | am™"

Donal snoothed the.boy's black hair into place, though the
wi nd disarranged it al nost at once. "The gods do. That is
what counts."” He tapped Sef on the back. "Cone al ong. Let
us not keep the lady waiting."
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The interior of the expansive palace was pillared in white

marbl e veined with silver and rose. Silken tapestries of rain-

bow col ors decked the white walls and fine carpets replaced

rushes whi ch, even scented, grew old and rank too quickly.

Donal did not know how nmuch of the anenities had been

ordered by El ectra\al5lor, nore |likely, by Carillon\al5lbut he was
i mpressed. Homana- Muj har, for all its grandeur, was sone-

what austere at times. This place, he thought, would nake a

better hone.

Except it is a prison.

Racks of scented beeswax candles illum nated the vastness

of the entry hall. Servants passed by on business of their
own, as did occasional guards attired in Carillon's bl ack-and-
crimson livery. Donal saw a few Cheysuli warriors in cus-
tomary |l eathers and gold, but for the nost part his fell ow
warriors remained unobtrusive.

When the wonan canme forth to greet Donal, he saw she
wore a foreign crest worked into the fabric of her gown:

Electra's white swan on a cobalt field. The woman was

sl ender and dark with eyes nearly the color of the gown; he
wondered if she had chosen it purposely. And he recall ed that
Carillon had al so exiled the Queen's Solindi sh wonen.

He wondered at the decision. Wuld it not have been better
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to send the women hone? Here with Electra, they could al
concoct sone nonstrous plot to overthrow the Mij har

How? Taj asked as he lighted on a chairback. Carillon has
war ded them wel | .

| do not trust her, lir.

Nor does Carillon, Lorn told him There is no escape for
her. There are Cheysuli here.

The Sol i ndi sh worman inclined her head as she paused

bef ore Donal. She spoke good Homanan, and was polite, but
he was aware of an undertone of contenpt. "You wi sh to see
the Queen. O course- This way."

Donal neasured his step to the woman's. She paused

before a brass door that had been neticul ously hamrered and
bevel ed i nto thousands of intricate shapes. The wonan tapped
lightly, then stepped aside with a snoboth, practiced gesture.
"Through here. But the boy nust wait wi thout\al5lthere, on the
bench. The Queen sees no one unl ess she so orders it\al5land
doubt she would wish to see him"

Donal restrained the retort he longed to make, matching the
worman' s efficient, officious manner as he inclined his head
just enough to acknow edge her words. Then he turned to
Set. "Wait for ne here."

Sets thin face was pale and frightened as he slowy sat
down on the narrow stone bench beside the door. He clasped
his hands in his lap, hunching within his cloak, and waited
wor dl essl y.
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"Be not afraid,"” Donal said gently. "No one will seek to
harm you. You are the Prince's nman."

Sef swal | owed, nodded, but did not smle. He | ooked at his
hands only, patently prepared to wait with what patience he
t hought was expected, and wanting none of it.

Knowi ng he coul d do nothing nore, Donat gave up the
effort and passed through the nagnificent door. It thudded
shut behind him

Taj rode his right shoul der. Lom paced beside his left |eg.
He was warded about with lir, and still he felt apprehensive.
This was El ectra he faced.

Wtch. Tynstar's neijha. More than nerely a woman. But
he went on, pacing the length of the cavernous hall

El ectra awaited him He saw her standing at the end of the
hal l way on a marble dais. And he nearly stopped in his
tracks.

LEGACY OF THE SWIKD 41

He had heard, as they all had, that Electra's fabled beauty

was nostly illusory, that Tynstar had given it to her along

with me gift of youth and inmortality; so long as she was not
slain outright, she\al5llike Tynstar\al5lwoul d never die. He had
heard that the beauty woul d fade, since she was separated

from Tynstar. But Donal knew how nuch power runors

had\ al5las well as how little truth\al5land now as he saw t he
worman again for the first tinme in fifteen years, he could not
say if she was hunman or immortal; ensorcel ed or genuine.

By the gods . . . separation from Tynstar has not dull ed
her beauty; has not dispersed the nagic!

Her pal e gray eyes, watched hi m approach the dais. Long-

| i dded, sommol ent eyes; eyes that spoke of bedding. Her hair
was still a fine white-blonde, |acking none of its shine or
texture. Loose, it flowed over her shoulders |Iike a mantle,
hel d back fromher face-by a sinple fillet of golden, inter-

| ocked swans. Her skin | acked none of the delicate bl oom of
youth, and her allure was every bit as powerful as it had been
the day she trapped Carillon in her spell

Donal | ooked at her. No | onger a boy, he saw El ectra as a
man sees a woman: appraising, judgnmental and forever won-
dering what she would be Iike if she ever shared his bed- He
could not | ook at her without sexual fantasy; it was not that
he desired her, sinply that El ectra seened to magically in-
spire it.

/ have been blind, he realized. No nore can | say to
Carillon | cannot conprehend what nmade hi m keep her by
him even when he recognized her intent. He swall owed
heavily. / have been such a fool. . . . But he would never
admt it to her\alblor to Carillon

El ectra wore a sinple gown of silvered gray vel vet, but
over it she had draped a w ne-purpled mantl e of sheer, pearly
sil k. Unnmovi ng, she watched him Watchi ng her wat ching
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him Donal made up his mnd to best her

"You come at last." Her voice was |ow and soft, full of
the cadences of Solinde. "I had thought Carillon's little
wol f1ing woul d keep hinself to his forests.'

Donal managed to nmintain an inpassive face as he halted
before the dais. Aword within the link to Taj sent the fal con
fluttering to perch upon upon the back of the nearest chair.
Lorn stood at Donal's left knee, ruddy pelt rising on his
shoul ders

4Z Jenni fer KoCerson
As I/ he too senses the power in the wonan.

El ectra was not a tall worman, though her trenendous

sel f- possessi on made her seem so. The dais nade her taller
yet, but even marble could not conpete with Donal's Cheysul
hei ght .

It was an odd nonent. She stood before him inpossibly
beautiful and inmmortally young. Too young. He cane to
speak of her daughter, when she appeared hardly ol d enough
to bear one.

He smiled. / have you, Electra, and you do not even know
it.

She watched him The clear, gray-pale eyes did not nove
fromhis face, as if she judged himsolely by his own eyes.
Wel |, he knew what she saw. a clear, eerily perfect yellow,

eyes bestial and uncanny, full of a strange inborn w sdom and
wi | dness, and a fanatic dedication to the prophecy of the
Fi r st born.

We are enemes. W need say nothing to one another; it is
there. It was there fromthe day | was born, as if she knew
what | would conme to nean to her and the Ihlini lord she
serves.

"l have cone to fetch hone your daughter, lady," he said
quietly. "It is time for us to wed."

El ectra's head noved only a little on her slender neck. Her
voi ce was quiet and contained. "I do not give my permnission
for this travesty to go forth. No."

"The choice is not yours\al51l"

"So you may say." Slender, supple hands snpothed the

silk of her mantle, drawing his eyes to their subtle seductive-
ness. "Think you I will allow ny daughter to wed a Cheysul
shapechanger? No." She smiled slowy. "I forbid it."

He set his teeth. "Forbid what you will, Electra, it will do
you little good. If you seek to rail at ne |ike a jackdaw
because of your fate, | suggest you | ook at the cause of your
disposal. It is because of you Carillon has nade nme heir to
Homana and your daughter's intended husband. You, [ ady.
Because you conspired against him™"
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Long-nailed fingers twisted the wine-red fabric of her man-

tle. Her eyes held a nalignant fascination. "Your prophecy

says a Cheysuli must hold the Lion Throne of Hormana before

it can be fulfilled. Undoubtedly all of the shapechangers think
that man will be you, since Carillon has | et everyone know al5lno

LEQA*."Y Un | My SWKU

matt er how unofficially\al5lthat he intends to proclaimyou his
heir. 'Prince of Hommna,' are you not styled, even before the
proper tinme?" Electra smled. "But that is not the prophecy
Tynstar chooses to serve . , . nor is it mne\\ W will put no
Cheysuli on the Lion Throne but an I hlini-born man instead,

and see to Carillon's death."

"You have tried," he said with a cal mess he did not feel

"You have tried to slay himbefore, and it has failed. Is
Tynstar so inept? Is he a powerless sorcerer? O has the Seker
turned his face fromhis servant, so that Tynstar |acks a

| ord?" He waited, but she made no answer- Even in her

anger, she was utterly magnificent. He felt the tightening of
his loins, and it'made himangry with hinself as well as with

the woman. "Eiectra, | ask you one thing: have you said this
to your daughter? Do you tell her what you intend to do? He
is, after all, her father."

"Aislinn is not your concern.”
"Aislinn will be ny cheysula."

"Use no shapechanger words to ne!" she snapped. "Car-
illon may have sent ne here, but this is ny hall! My pal ace! /
rule here!"

"What do you rul e?" he demanded. *' A few pitiful acres

of land, served only by those who serve the Mijhar, except

for your |oyal women. An inpressive realm Electra." He

shook his head. "It is a pity you hold no court. Instead, you
have only the menories of what you once had the ordering

of." He smiled ironically. "The grandeur of Bellam s pal-

aces in Solinde and the magnificence of Homana- Mij har. But

all of that is gone, Electra\al5lbani shed by your treachery and
deceit. Curse not me or mne when you nust first curse

yoursel f."

For the first time he had shaken her conposure utterly. He
could see it. She trenbled with fury, and clutched at the silk
of her mantle so that the fabric crunpled and rent. Rich color
stood high in her face. "First you nust wed her, shapechanger,
to nerge the proper blood. But what is not yet done shal
remai n undone . . . and the prophecy shall fail."

El ectra stretched out a hand toward him He saw the nerest
crackle and flare of purple flame around one pointing finger,
but the color died. The hand was nothing nore than a band-
Before a Cheysuli, the arts Tynstar had taught her failed.

"Tynstar's sorcery keeps you young now, Electra," Dona
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said gently. "But you should renmenber: you are a wonan of
fifty-five. One day, it will catch up to you." He wal ked
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slowy toward the dais, nounted it even as she opened her
mouth to revile him and slowy wal ked around her. "One

day he will be slain, and then what becones of you? You will
age, even as Carillon ages. Your bones will stiffen and your
bl ood will flow sluggishly. One day you will not be able to
rise, so feeble will you have becone, and you will be bound
to chair or bed. And then you shall have only endl ess enpty
hours in which to spin your inpotent webs." He stopped
directly before her. "That is your tahlnorra, Electra ... |
wi sh you well of it."

El ectra said nothing. She nerely sniled an unsettling snile.
"What of nme?" asked a voice froma curtai ned openi ng.
"What do you wish for ne?"

FOUR

D.

"onal spun around and saw t he young woman gowned in

snowy white. A girdle of gold and garnets spilled down the
front of her skirts to clash and chi ne agai nst the hem Red-
gold hair flowed | oosely over her shoulders, in glorious disar-
ray. Her lustrous white skin and |ong gray eyes were her

mot her's; her pride was Carillon's.

"Aislinn!" It was the only word he could muster. For two

years he had not seen her, know ng her only through her

letters to Carillon. And in those two years she had crossed the
threshol d between girl hood and. wonmanhood. She was stil

young\ al51t oo young, he thought, for nmarriage\al5lbut all her
awkward days were over.

He smled at her, prepared to tell her how nuch she had
changed\ al5land for the better. But his smle slowy began to
fade as she noved into the hall.

Aislinn let the tapestry curtain fall froma |ong-fingered
hand. The gens in the girdle flashed in the candlelight. Gold
gl eaned. A fortune clasped her sl ender wai st and dangl ed

agai nst her skirts. And Donal, knowing that Carillon's taste
in gifts to his daughter ran to nmerlins, puppies and kittens,
realized the girdle was undoubtedly a present fromEl ectra-

He | ooked at Aislinn's face. It was taut and forbidding, set
in lines too harsh for a young wonan of sixteen years, but if
she had heard his final words to Electra he was not at all
surprised she should view himw th some hostility.

The girdle chined as Aislinn noved. And Donal wondered
45

40
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uneasily if El ectra had sonmehow purchased her daughter's
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| oyal ty.

Carillon should never have sent her . . . not for so |ong.

Not for two years. The gods know he neant well by it,

realizing the girl needed to see her jehana . . . but he should

have had her brought back nmuch sooner, regardless of al

those letters begging to remain a little longer. Two years is
too Il ong. The gods know what the witch has done to Aislinn's
| oyal ti es.

The girl halted before him glancing briefly at tile wolf.
Donal thought she m ght greet her old friend, but she made
no nove to kneel down and scratch Lorn's ears as she had in
earlier days.

Aislinn's pride was mani fest. "Wel|? Wat say you, Donal ?"
Her tone was a reflection of her nother's, cool and suprenely
controlled. "What of nme?"

"By the gods, Aislinn!" he said in surprise. "I have no
quarrel with you. It is your jehana who | acks nanners'"

It was obviously not what she expected himto say. She
|l ost all of her cool deneanor and stared at himin astonish-
ment. "How dare you attack nmy nother!"

"Donal ." Electra's voice sounded dangerously anused,
and he | ooked at her warily. "Are you certain you wish to
wed ny daughter?”

He wanted to swear. He did not, but only because he shut

his nouth on the beginning of the word. He glared at Electra.
"Play no games with me, lady. Aislinn and | have been
betrothed for fifteen years. W have been friends as |ong as
that."

El ectra snmiled: a cat before a nousehol e. Tri ends, aye\alblat
one tine. But are you so certain she is the woman you woul d
wi sh to keep as your wife the rest of your life?"

No, he said inwardly. Not Aislinn . , . but what choice do
have?

He gritted his teeth and made up his nmind not to | ose the
battle. Not to Electra. He knew she took no prisoners. "l

i magi ne you have done what you could to mm Ai slinn agai nst

this marriage in the two years you have hosted her." He
glanced at the girl and saw contenpt for himin her eyes.

El ectra's eyes, so cool and shrewd. Contenpt, where once

there had been childlike adoration. "Aye," he agreed grimy,

"l see you have. But | have nore faith in Aislinn's integrity."

"Integrity has nothing to do with it," Eiectra said gently.
"Ask Aislinn what she thinks of bearing unnatural children."

Shock riveted him He stared at the woman in horror
AUnnatural children\al51l"

"Ask Aisiinn what she thinks of babies bomw th fangs

and claws and tails, and the beast-mark on their faces,"

El ectra suggested softly. "Ask Aislinn what she thinks of

pl ayi ng not her\ al51no, jehana\al51" she twi sted the O d Tongue
cruelly ' "\alblto a thing not wholly human nor whol |y ani nal\al51
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but bestial instead." The perfect nouth snmled. "Ask Aislinn,
my lord Prince of Honana, what she thinks about sharing a
bed with a man who cannot control his shape\al5li'n bed or out

of it."

He took a single lurching step away fromthe dais and the
worman. “"What filth have you told her\al51?"

"Filth?" Electra arched white-blond brows. "Only the
truth, shapechanger. O do you deny the gold on your arns,
in your ear ... the animals your kind call the UV An
expressive gesture enconpassed gold and wol f and bird.

He felt ill. He wanted to turn his back on the wonan and

flee the hall, but he could not do it. He would not do it. He
woul d not allow her to win. "Lies," he said flatly. "And
Aislinn knows it. Do you forget?\alslshe has known nme since
her birth."

"I forget nothing." Electra smled with all the guil el ess-
ness of a child- "But you have the right of it, of course
Ai slinn knows you well."

Donal stood his ground- "W played together as children,

El ectra. Scraped knees, tended bee stings, shared one anoth-
er's bread. Do you think, |ady, such nenories can be de-
stroyed with but a few words fromyou?'

"l have had her two years, Donal." Electra allowed the

violet mantle to slither to her hip, exposing the | ow cut neck
of her gown and the pale flesh of the tops of her breasts. "Do
you recall what | did to Carillon in tw nonthsT

He did. And he turned at once to Aislinn. "Two years is

more than enough time to fill your head with lies, and she is
good at that. But do you forget yow ehan” It is Carillon with
whom you lived for fourteen years before you cane to El ectra.”

A pal e hand snoot hed the ganmeted chai ns hangi ng from
Aislinn's girdle. Her pinched face told himshe did indeed
recall their childhood friendship and her girlish attraction to
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him "l\al5lbelieve ny nother has told ne the truth. W are
children no longer . . . and why would she lie to me?"

"To use you." He had no nore tine for tact or dipl onacy.
"By the gods, girl, are you blind? Do you forget why she is
here? She will try to bring down Carillon any way she can-
Even now she stoops to perverting you!"

Fi ngers tangled in the ganmeted gol den chains. "But\al5lit is
not the Mij har she speaks of, Donal ... it is you. It is you
she warns nme agai nst, knowi ng your ani mal urges\al5l"

"Ani mal urges!" He was aghast. "Have you gone mad?
You know ne, Aislinn\al5lwhat urges do you speak of ?"

Her face had caught fire, as if to match nme richness of her
hair. "W were children, then ... we are adults, now You
are\al5la man . . . and she has told nme what to expect." She
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averted her eyes fromhis, staring fiercely at the floor. "I
have only to look at Finn, if | want to see what you wl|
become. "

"Finn?" He stared- "What has Finn to do with this?"

Ai stinn managed to | ook at himagain, though the chimng

of her girdle told himhow she trenbled. "WII| you deny that

he stol e your own not her because he wanted her\al5las an

ani mal wants another? WIIl you deny that he stole also the

Muj har's sister\al5lwho | ater died because of his neglect?" Aislinn
sucked in a shaking breath. "I look at Finn, Donal, your own

uncle . . . and | see what you will becone."

By the gods, Electra has driven her nmad\al51 He felt his
bands clench into fists, unclenched themw th effort, and tried
to speak coherently through his astonishnent and anger

"W will\alblspeak of this another tine. In some detail. But
for now, I nust tell you to have your things packed."

"Have you gone nmad?" she denmanded. "Do you think
will go withyoy?"

"1 think so," he said grimy. "It is the Mijhar's bidding
do, not nmy own. Aislinn\al5lhe bids us end our betrothal. The
time has conme for us to wed."

For a | ong monent, she sinply stared. He saw how she

| ooked at him appraising himeven as her nother had. Wat
she saw he could not say. But her face was very pale, and
there was true apprehension in her eyes.

She turned quickly to face her nother. "He cannot make
me go if | wish to stay with you." The question, even
through her declaration, was inplicit in her tone.

LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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"You have been with your jehana two years, Aislinn\al5l

| onger than was intended," Donal pointed out, "Carillon

al | oned you to stay because you wi shed it. He has been

overly generous, | think\al5lbut nowit is tine you returned to
him™"

El ectra snoothed the supple silk of her purple nantle. "He
i s a shapechanger, Aislinn. He can nake man or worman do
anyt hi ng, does he wish it." Her cool eyes glinted as she

| ooked at him "Can you not?"

Gimy, he wished he could slay her where she stood, even
bef ore her daughter-

El ectra nerely sniled.

"I will not," Aislinn declared. "I will go nowhere | have
no wish to go."

I nwardly, he sighed. "Then you defy your jehan, Aislinn
It is Carillon who wants you back in Homana- Myj har." Not
me, he thought. Oh gods, not ne.
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"And you do nof?" she demanded triunphantly, as if she
had won the battle and proved her point.

Donal |aughed, but nme sound | acked all hunor. "No," he
said bluntly. "Wy should | ?"

Slowy, so slowy, the color flowed out of her face. Her
gray eyes were suddenly bl ackened pits of conprehension.
Col or rushed back and lit her face. "Do you mean\al5l"

"\al51do | nmean | do not want you?" he interrupted rudely.
"Aye, that sums it up. So gainsay your foolishness, Aislinn,
and order your bel ongi ngs packed. Carillon wants you hone."

The breath rattled in her throat. "Wait you\al5lwait you\al51"
She shut her nmouth, tried to recover sonme of her vani shed
conposure, and frowned at him "To gain the throne, you

must have ne."

"Ch, aye," he agreed, "but have | ever said | wanted it?"

"But\al5lit is the throne\al51" She gestured. "The throne of al
Homana . . . and now Solinde. The Lion Throne.*' Her
frown deepened. "And yet you tell nme you do not want it?"

"l do not," he said distinctly. "Do you understand, now?

We were betrothed because Carillon had no sons, only a
daught er\ al5land no cheysul a\al5lno proper one\al5lto share his bed
and bear himany nore children." H's eyes went to El ectra,

standing stiffly on the dais. "And so, by betrothing his

daughter to his cousin's son, Carillon gets an heir for the

throne of Homana." He spread his hands. "Me." The hands

Jenni f er Roberson.
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Hopped down. "That is why | amhere, no nmatter what your
jehana tells you."

Ai slinn gathered the heavy girdle in both hands, waddi ng

the chain into the soft flesh of her palns. She was pale, so
pal e; he thought she might cry. But she did not. He saw her
reach within herself to regain her conposure.

She | ooked at her nother. She | ooked at her nother, and
wai t ed.

Wien he coul d, Donal |ooked at the wonan al so. She

stood but two paces fromhim close enough that he could put
out his hands and throttle her. He knew, for the first tinme, a
measure of the futility Carillon had experienced, and knew
hinsel f a fool for underval uing the wonan.

Gods . . . even now she does not give up. She will hound
himto his death\al5l He was brought up short. Wich is what
she wants. Even now. Even inprisoned on this island, she
will do what she can to slay him. . . even to using her
daughter. He felt ill. / cannot deal with this\al5l

El ectra regarded himquietly. "Do you see?" she asked.
"You may wi n back a part of her, in tinme\al51l do expect it, of
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course\alblbut there is a portion of Aislinn | will always hold."
Her right hand scribed an invisible rune in the air between
them as if she dallied idly. She sniled conposedly. "Her
soul, Cheysuli wolfling. | have nmade that conpletely mne
and what is nine is also Tynstar's."

Donal wat ched her hand, so slimand pale, as it closed
upon the invisible rune. By the gods, what has she done to

Ai slinn7
He | ooked at the girl. She stood very still, staring fixedly at
her nmother, and Donal felt an uprush of chilling apprehension

There are Cheysuli here\al5lEl ectro can practice no nagic.
And yet he knew, watching the wonan, that she retained a
measure of her power. How much or how little he could not
say, but there was power in her eyes. And Aislinn, Homanan
and Sol i ndi sh, was conpl etely unprotected. Vulnerable to her

not her .
Before a Cheysuli. the Ihlini |ose nuch of their power. But
not all! There are still tricks they can perform El ectra may

only know such tricks as Tynstar taught her, being no Ihlini
hersel f, but | cannot say she is as hel pl ess as we thought\al5l

Donal | ooked sharply at Aislinn. He saw how pal e she
was, how she continued clenching the golden girdle with al
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its rich cold stones. Her hands were shaking, and yet her
voi ce was quite steady, quite calm

As if she has nade a discovery, and is strengthened be-
cause of it.

"I's that why you wanted nme?" Aislinn did not nove

"For me Ihlini?" She ignored Electra's abortive attenpt at
speech. "And are you so certain your perverted nmagi c has
wor ked on nme?"

Donal stared at Aislinn. So did Electra. The sil ence was
unbroken in the hall

Garnets rattled as Aislinn clutched the girdle. *'| have
listened to Donal just now, 1 have listened to you as well,
hearing you mouth all the things you have told ne these past
two years. And\al5ll know you better than ever before: / know
you."

"Ai slinn\al51" Electra began

"Listen to me!" Aislinn's shout reverberated. "I will hear

no nore lies about ny father\al5lno nore lies. Ch, aye ... 1
know what you sought to do\al5ll know why you sought to do

it! Make the daughter into a weapon against the father."
Aislinn's voice shook. "He told ne\al5lhe told nme: once he
truly loved you. But you gave yourself to Tynstar. You

wast ed yourself on an Ihlini sorcerer! And now you mink to
twist me in spirit as Tynstar has twisted ny father in body?"
Hysterically, she | aughed, and the sound filled up the hall. "I
do know Donal \ al5land he is not what you say he is!"
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Electra's lips were pale. She stood very still on the marble
dais. "He is a shapechanger. What | have told you is true."

Ai slinn shook her head violently. "Wat you have told ne
are lies'. Did you think I would not know? Did you truly
believe | would listen to that vile filth you spewed when 1
have known him |l onger than | have yo\al71?" Again, Aislinn
| aughed. "You do not live up to your reputation, nother!

am anazed at how easily | saw t hrough your plans."

El ectra's face was bone-white. Suddenly, even through the
magni fi cence of her beauty, she was ol d.

But still she summoned a smile. "Then | will tell you the

truth in one thing, Aislinn\al5lheed ne well, | do not lie. What
is mneis also Tynstar's, and | have nade you mne." One

hand stabbed upward to cut off Aislinn's angry words. "Wit

you, girl, and you will see. Do not seek to denigrate ny

power when you have hardly known it." This time, it was
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El ectra who | aughed. "Run al ong, then, and pack your things.
Perhaps it is time 1 sent you home to the cripple who sired a
usel ess daughter when all he wanted was a son."

"Aislinn, do not." Donal's quiet tone overrode the begin-
nings of Aislinn's outcry. "Let it be. You know what she
is." He touched the girl's arm He felt her body trenble.
"Go. Pack your things. And | ook forward to seeing your
jehan, who truly |oves you."

White-faced, with tears staining the fairness of her cheeks,
Aislinn turned and ran fromher nother's hall.

When he coul d better naster himself, Donal turned back to
face Electra. "I amgrateful to you." He said it very quietly.
"You have let the girl see for herself precisely what you are,
and | need never say another word. You have made ny work
easier, Electra. | thank you for it."

"Do you?" The overwhel m ng beauty was back and all the

odd fragility was bani shed. Electra was once nore herself.
"Then | am heartened. It will nake it so nmuch sweeter when
my plans are quite fulfilled."

Donal shook his head. "You have power, |ady\al5lthat |
willingly adm t\al5land no doubt Tynstar has taught you how to
use it, but you forget- You forget sonething very inportant.”
He forced a smle, "Aislinn |oves her father, Electra . . . and
the power of that |ove you can never destroy."

El ectra considered a nonent. "Perhaps not," she con-
ceded, "but then nust we always speak of Carillon? Wy not
of you, instead?"

"Does it matter?" he demanded. "You have | ost her
entirely."

"Have I1? No, | think not. She may believe so for now al5l
she is welconme to that innocence\al5lbut she will soon see that
she cannot deny nme. | amno idle practitioner of the little
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| ove-spells other wonmen like to think they weave. No, nol\al5l
am much nore. Tynstar has nmade ne so." Slowy, she

gathered up the red-purple nantle and draped it over one

vel veted shoulder. "Aislinn is all mne. You will see it. So
shall she. And in the end, |I shall win."

"What can you do?" he demanded derisively. "Wat spel

do you think you can cast? You have seen and heard your
daughter, Electralal5lshe is none of yours. How can you think
to gai nsay us?"

Lt-t-1AMY U- 1 M. bWKU

The wonman smiled slowy, with all the seductiveness in

her soul. "Quite easily, as you will see." Electra |aughed
once nore. "Surely you know the law, Donal: No marriage

is binding if it is not consumated.'

Fl VE

T

he ship creaked as she broke swells on her way back

toward the nainland. Behind her lay the m st-shrouded is-
|l and. Already the sun shone nore brightly, even as it sank
toward the horizon and set the seas abl aze.

"I amsorry for what | said to you in the hall." Aislinn
standi ng before Donal as he | eaned against the taffrail, ig-
nored his dismssive gesture. tt! said them because ny not her
made certain | would, though | did not realize it then. She
had told me so nuch of you, and | al nost believed her." The

| owering sun set her hair aglow. "I am al5lshaned by ny
behavi or, which was not fitting for a princess." Her voice
trenbl ed. "Ch Donal \al51l am so ashaned\al51"

"Ai slinn\al51l”

"No." She nmade a chopping gesture with her right hand.

Her young face was bl otched and swollen with tears, so that
nmost of her burgeoni ng beauty was replaced with angui sh. "I
al nost believed her. Though | have known you for so |ong.
And then, when | heard her confidence\al5lwhen | heard how

she intended to use ne\al5l1ll could not bear it! | thought of ny
father as | | ooked into your face, and | knew what she neant
to do."

Donal turned fromthe rail to face her directly. "Do you
say, then, you did not know before today what it was she
sought to do?" He asked it gently, knowing it needed to be
asked; know ng al so she was extrenely vulnerable to the pain
engendered by such questi ons.

The wind played with Aislinn's red-gold hair, though she
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had braided it into a single plait for traveling. The rope of
hai r hung down her back to her waist, bright against the dul

brown of her traveling cloak. Stray curls pulled free of the
braid and crept up to touch her face.

I mpatiently, she stripped nmem back with one hand as she

brushed nore tears away, "I\albSlknew sonething of what she

i ntended. At |east\al5ll thought | did." Aislinn shrugged slightly.
"Perhaps it is just that now 1 wish to deny what sway she

hel d over ne, so 1 can find sone pride again." She turned

away fromhim "Toward nme end, during ny |ast days,

began to understand better what she wanted. And | knew 1

wanted no part of it. But | was\alblafraid. |I thought\al5lif | told
her | w shed to go home to ny father, she would forbid it.

So\ al51l waited. And when | heard you had come, | thought 1

woul d ask you to take me back. But\al5ll heard what you said

to her, how you reviled her, and | recalled all ne things she

had tol d ne\al5labout what nme Cheysuli can do\al5land | becane
afraid again." She | owered her eyes.

She was young. So very young. He was unsurprised Electra

had chosen to use her; even less so that Aislinn had so easily
been taken in. He could not begin to i magine what it had

been like for her in Homana- Mij har, princess-born and bred

by her father me Mijhar, knowing all the while her exiled

mot her was inprisoned on the Crystal Isle.

"Aislinn." He put out his hands and drew her away from

the railing, cradling her shoulders in his palns. "I amsorry
for the scene involving your jehana. But that is done now,
and you nust face the things that |lie ahead."

Al most at once he felt |udicrous\al5lhe was not the girl's
father, but her betrothed\al5land here he was speaking like a
wi se ol d man when he was nore ordinarily an unw se young

one.

Donal smiled wyly. "Listen to us, Aislinn. One would
think we hardly know one another."

She nmoved cl oser, seeking solace. "I think perhaps we do
not." Her eyes beseeched his. "WII| you be easy with ne? |
am sonmetimes a foolish girl."

"And | am sonetimes a foolish boy." Donal set a hand to
her head and smpot hed back the blowing hair. "W will have
to grow up together."

Aislinn laughed a little. "But you are already grown, no
matter what you say. Wiile | feel like an infant."

Jenni f er Roberson

"Hardly that- You should look in the polished silver,"”
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A glint crept into Aislinn's eyes. She arched her brows. "I
have. "

He tugged her braid. "And vain of what you see, are

you?" He | aughed at the begi nnings of her protest. "I amno
courtier, Aislinn, but I can tell you this nuch: you are a
worman now, and quite a beautiful one."

She touched his bare armlightly. "My thanks, Donal.
was afraid\al5ll was afraid | would not please you. And 1 do
desire to please you."

It was eamestness he heard in her voice, and honesty, not
seductiveness. And yet even in her sinplicity, there was a
powerful allure about her. She | acked Electra's guile, but
none of her nother's power to bind a man.

He di sengaged from her as easily as he could and stepped
away. He could not afford to be bound.

The sane Homanan sailed them back to the mainl and,

silent now in his astonishnent at what he heard and from
whom he heard it. Sef sat on a coil of rope nearby, watching
Donai and Aislinn with the rapt attention of a hound guarding
his master. Taj perched upon a spar high above them Lom
deck-bound, paced the length of the ship again and again, as
if something troubled him

Lir? Donal asked

Sonet hi ng. Somet hing. | cannot say. And Lom woul d say
no nore.

Taj ?
The falcon's tone was troubl ed. Nor have | an answer.

Aislinn clutched at the taffrail for support as the ship broke
swel |'s. Donal reached out and set an arm behind her back
"Forgive ne, Aislinn\al5lwhat | nust ask is harsh, | know. . |
but you must realize that others have known what Etectra is
for years. How can you have escaped it?"

Her young nouth twisted bitterly. "Ch, aye, | heard all the
stories. How could | not in Honmana-Mijhar? W have all heard
the lays fromthe harpers\al5lhow it was the Queen of Homana
sought to slay her wedded husband." Aislinn | ooked away
fromhim staring instead at the nainland as the ship sailed
closer. "I heard themall," she nuttered, "but she is ny nother,
and | wanted to see her. Ch, how | |onged to see her!"
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"Because she was the stuff of |egend?" He could not let it
pass.

Aislinn's chin rose defensively. "That, too. She was El ectra
of Solinde, Bellams daughter, ensorceled by Tynstar him
self." Her fair skin was flushed with shame. "And | won-
dered: did | have any of the Solindish witch in ne? | could
not hel p but wonder."
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"No." Donal shifted against the rail. "Aislinn\al5lyou

must know | do not blame you. | cannot say | know

El ectra wel I\ al51li ke you, | know her through the | egends\al51but
1 do know that what you said was what she had put into

your mind. She is a witch, with powers we cannot fully

compr ehend. "

"And you are Cheysuli." Aislinn's gray gaze, though

red-ri med from her angui sh, was very steady. She had nore

of Electra in her features than Carillon, but he saw a shadow
of her father in her pride and confidence. "Can your magic
not overcone hers?"

"She can use none on ne," he agreed, "because of ny
Cheysuli blood. But she is free to use what she will on you
You are Homanan\al5l"

"\al5land Solindish." She said it very clearly. "Do you
wonder, now, if |I amthe eneny also? If what she said about
me is true, then perhaps I amnothing but a tool to be used
against ny father ... or even you."

"There is no truth in Electra's nouth." Donal tugged

her braid again, and then the hand slipped under the rope

of hair to press against the cloak and her back beneath

the wool. "We nust nake a nmarriage, you and |, for the

sake of your jehan's realm But if you have even the

smal l est bit of Carillon in you, 1 need have no fear of Electra's
i nfluence."

Aislinn stared fixedly at me shoreline. "You said you did
not desire the throne." Her voice trenbled just alittle. "You
sai d\al5land cl early\al5lyou did not desire nme."

He was not a man of stone, to hear the pain in her voice
and not respond. But he could not lie to her, not even to salve
her pride.

"The truth,” he said gently. "No. | do not desire you. |
think of you as a rujholla, not a cheysula.''1l
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"1l am not your sister." Her spine was rigid beneath his
hand. "And | do not think of you as a brother."

She never had; he knew that. He had known it fromthe
begi nning. Before she was ol d enough to know what betrotha
meant, she had decided to marry him

Aislinn turned and faced him "W were young together,

briefly; you grew up too fast. You al ready had your Ur\al5lyou
were a warrior, not a boy, and too soon you wearied of

playing with little girls. Me. Your sister. Meghan." She
shrugged. "You left us all behind. But now al5lnow al511 am
trying to catch up."

He knew what she wanted. Some confirmation there coul d
be | ove between them And he knew he could not offer it-

[ will hurt her. One day . . .1 will have to.
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"Aislinn\albllet it cone of its own tine if the gods desire it.
You are young. There is tinme."

"I amyoung." Aislinn agreed, "but | am old enough. The
priests will see to that."

Donal touched her braid again. "Aye, so they will. | am
sorry, Aislinn. But I will not give you fal sehood or false
dreans. "

She turned abruptly and faced him "Do you not care for
me at a;; ?"

He wanted to retreat, but did not. He owed her nore, no
matter how horrible he felt. And he felt. Mre deeply than he
had bel i eved possible. He was fond of Aislinn, very fond; she
had al ways been a wi nsone girl, and he had al ways enj oyed

her company. But it was girl to man, not man to woman; he
had anot her worman for that.

"Aislinn," he said at last, "What you know of a nan and
worman has been twi sted by yow j ehana. You would do well
to speak to mine, to know the truth of things."

Aislinn set her jaw. It was delicately fem nine, but he did
not forget what man had helped to formit. "Alix is your

nmot her," Aislinn declared. "She will think only ofyo\al7l, and
not at all of nme."

"She is not blind to ny faults,” Donal told her wyly.
"She knows ne very well."

"But would she adnit them openly to nme?"

He | aughed. "Do you think there are so nmany?"

"Sometimes." She pushed strands of hair out of her face.
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"They say you are much like Finn. And what | have heard of
hi m a151"

"From El ectraf" Donal wanted to spit. "Gods, Aislinn,
there is nothing but hatred between them"

"From ot hers. You know what the servants say in Honana-
Muj har . "

He overrode her at once. "Mst of those stories are false.
They are nade-up things, tales to entertain those who enjoy
such petty nonsense." He shook his head. "Do you think

your jehan would keep by hima |liege nman who had done all
the things the tales say Finn did?"

"He is your uncle,” Aislinn retorted. "I think you will not
admt he has faults."

Donal smiled wyly. "Ch, aye, ny su' fali has faults.

Many of them al5lbut not so many as all these people so

willingly ascribe to him" He sighed, frowning a tittle, "But\alb5l
Carillon says | amnore like nmy jehan ... He said the |ast
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part wistfully, revealing nore of his feelings than he realized;

knowi ng only he longed to be as much like his father as he
coul d.

Ai slinn | ooked at himsharply. He was aware of the inten-
sity of her appraisal. After a noment she | ooked away agai n.
"You\ al5lnever speak of your father. You never did. At |east\al5l

not often.”
"No." Donal turned away to | ean against the taffrail, belt
buckl e scrapi ng agai nst wood. "No. For a long tine, | could

not. Now, although | can, [ find | prefer to keep himprivate."

"Because that way he is yours, and you do not have to

share him" Aislinn stood next to him Her nearness\al5land
unexpect ed under st andi ng\ al51was di sconcerting. He woul d have
preferred another woman standing at his side, blonde instead
of red-haired, but she was not there. Aislinn was. "I never
knew Duncan," she said quietly. "1 was too young when he
died." She cast hima sidelong glance, then | ooked nore
directly at him as if she threw hima challenge. "He did die,
did he not?"

"He died. As a /Mess Cheysuli dies." His tone was nore

clipped than he intended. But it was difficult to speak of his
father's fate when he resented his |l oss so nmuch. He recalled
too clearly how Carillon had given himthe news, saying
Tynstar had slain Duncan's /i'r. Dead U . dead Cheysuli. As
simple as that.
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Except it was not. He knew\ al5las every Cheysuli knewhal5l
that death was the end result of lirlessness, but no one knew
how it happened. How the life was ended at |ast.

Your/other is dead. Carillon had said. Tynslar slew his lir.

Very little el se had been necessary, though Carillon had
said the words anyway. Even at eight years of age, Dona
under stood precisely what |lirl essness neant.

"What was he |ike?" Aislinn asked.

"He was cl an-1eader of the Cheysuli. A warrior. He served
the prophecy."” He thought it was enough; at |east, for her.

"That says what he was. Not who."

Donal pushed the breath through the constriction in his
throat. "He was\al5lnore. Mre than nost. One man may
claimhe is the best hunter, another may claimthe best shot,
anot her the premier tracker. But\al5lny jehan was all of those
things. Cdan-leader at ny age, because he was the wi sest of
those young warriors who survived Shaine's qu' mahlin. Mre
dedi cat ed; he knew what faced the Cheysuli and he brought
themthrough it. He brought Carillon to the know edge of

what he was; of what he had to be. Gods ... he gave up his
own freedomin service to the prophecy, knowi ng he woul d

die. Knowi ng Tynstar would win their personal battle."

"He knew\" Clearly, Aislinn was shocked. "How can a
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man foresee his own death, and then go to it?"

Donal put out his right hand and made the Cheysuli ges-
ture: palmup, fingers spread, enconpassing infinity. "Tahl -
ffwo," he said. "My jehan had a cl earer vision than nost,
and he did not turn away. He knew what he had to do. He
knew what the price would be."

"Tynstar slew him" She stared fixedly toward the shore-
line. "There are so many | egends about that sorcerer."”

"Tynstar slew his /i'r.
in the end."

He shrugged. "One and the sane,

Ai slinn | ooked at himsharply. "Then\al5lhe did what a
lirless Cheysuli does? He sinply wal ked away?"

He was sonewhat surprised she knew that nuch. It was
not often spoken of, even in the clans. Cheysuli sinply knew.
But he had not expected Aislinn to know.

"The death-ritual." DonaPs hands closed tightly on the
rail. "It is customary. But personal for each warrior."

Ai slinn shivered. "I could never do it."
"You will never have to."
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After a nonment, she reached out and touched his arm as if
to confort him "So\al5lyou canme to |live at Homana- Muj har in
the wake of your father's death."

"No. | cane to spend tinme there at Carillon's behest, not
to live there. The Keep is ny hone."

Ai slinn | ooked at himsteadily. "And when we are wed?
Do you think / could live in such a place?

He shook his head- "No, of course not. You will live in
Homana- Muj har, as you have al ways done. But you nust

know there will be tinmes\al5lperhaps nmany tines\al5lwhen | will
go to the Keep. There are\al5lkinfolk there."

Ai slinn nodded. "I understand. My father has said | cannot
expect you to forget the blood in your veins." She shook her
head a little. "I do not understand it\al5lwhat it is to be

Cheysul i\al5lbut he has said | nust give you your freedom
when | can. That you tame a Cheysuli by keepi ng your hand
light." She snmiled at the imgery,

Donal did not. Inwardly, he grinmaced. And yet he bl essed
Carillon for preparing the girl for his absences, no matter
what i nmages were used.

But she will have to know sonetinme. | cannot keep her in
i gnorance forever.

He | ooked past her at the shoreline. "Aislinn\al5lwe are
here. You have cone hone again to Honana."
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Her reddish brows slid up. "Is not the island part of
Homana, then?"

"The Crystal Isle is\al5ldifferent.” He thought to let it go at

that, but could not when he saw her frown. "It was a
Cheysuli place | ong before Homana was settled by the
Firstborn."

She flicked one hand in a quick, disnissive gesture. "Your
history is different frommne."

"Aye," he agreed ironically. Mre different than you can
i magi ne.

"What do we do now?" she asked as the boat thudded
hone at the dock.

"W see to it your trunks are offloaded, and then we shal
find an inn that neets with your royal standards." He took
her el bow to steady her. "Tonorrow will be soon enough to
start out for Homana- Mij har."

He had thought, originally, to stay the night on the Crysta
Isle, but after his bout with Electra he felt he had to | eave, to
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take Aislinn back to the mainland quickly. The girl had been
terrified her nother would use magic on her, to force her to
stay against her will. And so Donal had taken her off the
island al one with Sef and his ;t'r, since Aislinn would have
none of her mother's Solindish wonren with her. And now

they faced the journey ahead without a proper escort for the
Princess of Homana.

Well. Sef will lend some neasure of respectibility to the
journey. | hope.

Donal watched silently as Aislinn's trunks were of fl oaded

and placed on the dock at Hondarth. Sef, as had al ready

becone his habit, stood near him The boy had been unusu-

ally silent since he had foll owed Donal out of Electra's

pal ace, but then Donal knew he hinself had not been the best

of conpany. The confrontation with Electra had left a fou

taste ie his nourn, particularly since she had nearly acconplished
what she had intended.

She al nost nmade ne doubt her daughter. She nearly made

me wonder how rmuch of Aislinn's soul is still her own. But |
thank the gods the girl has her own mnd, because it has
saved her from her nother's nachinations.

He gl anced at Sef. The boy was still pale, still secret in his
sil ences, watching as ne captain piled up all the chests. The
odd parti-colored eyes seem fastened on the distances, as if
the island had touched hi m sonehow, and he was still | ost
within its spell.

Vel |, perhaps he is. Perhaps he begins to understand what
it is to be Cheysuli-\al5lwhat the weight of history is. Does he
wish to serve me, he will have to understand it.

The dock was busy with nen. Donal turned to one of

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (44 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:35 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

them hired himwith a nod, and gestured toward the grow ng
pile of chests. "Hire nen and horses to take these to Homana-
Muj har, in Mijhara." Briefly he showed the ruby signet ring
with its black ranpant lion. The nan's eyes wi dened. "Lose
none of these things, for the Mijjhar's daughter prizes her
belongings . . . and the Mijhar prizes his daughter's content-
nent . "

The man bobbed his head in a nervous bow, accepting the

pl unmp purse Donal gave him but his eyes slid to Aislinn as
she wal ked unsteadily down the plank. She was wapped in
the heavy brown traveling cloak but, with her bright hair,

Lt nA/ v~AT ur i nn SWJKU

unconscious dignity and a subtlety of nanner that sonmehow
enphasi zed her rank, her identity was hardly secret.

"See it is done," Donal said clearly, "The Mijhar will
reward you well."

The man | ooked at himagain; at the yell ow eyes and

gol den earring. The cloak hid Donal's |eathers and the rest of
his gold, but there was no need to showit. H's race was
stanped in his face; a Cheysuli, even one born to his clan
instead of a throne, wears royalty like his flesh

The nman bobbed another bow, then quickly went about his
busi ness.

Ai slinn, having come to stand next to Donal, watched the

man cl osely. "They serve you through fear," she said clearly,
as if making a discovery. "Not loyalty. Not even know ng

you are the Prince." She | ooked into DonaTs face. "They
serve because they are afraid not to."

"Sone," he agreed, preferring not tolie. "It is a thing
nmost Cheysuli face. As for ne\al5lit does not matter."

Her coppery brows drew down. "But | saw how it grated
with you: his fear. | saw how you wi shed it was ot herw se."

"l do," he admitted. "The man who desires to see fear in
the faces of his servants is no proper nman at all."

"And you are?" She showed white teeth, small and even,
in a teasing, wnsone snle. "What proper nman takes on the
shapes of aninmals'!"

He was relieved to see the hunor and aninmation in her

face. So, in keeping with her bantering, he opened his nouth
to retort that she should know, better than nost, what it
meant to be Cheysuli. She had grown up with enough of them
around her at her father's pal ace.

But then he recalled that it was to himshe had directed her
questions, and how rel uctant he had been to answer. She had
been a child, a girl; he had been ol der, already blessed with
his lir, and therefore considered a warrior. Then, he had felt,
he had little time for a cousin with questions when there were
ot her nore inportant concerns.

Now he knew he had erred, even as he teased. He woul d
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have to spend tine with her; he would have to educate her, so
she coul d understand. Particularly if she were to conprehend
the sometimes confusing custons of the Cheysuli, which

often conflicted with the Homanan ones she knew so wel .

Uneasily, he wondered if he could explain themall properly.
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"W cannot stay here. W nust find an inn, sup, then get

a good night's rest so we may start back for Mijhara in the
nmor ni ng. " Donal gl anced at Sef. "You know Hondarth bet -

ter than |I. Suggest an inn suitible for the Princess of Honana,
then go and fetch ny horse while | escort the lady."

Sef thought it over. "The Wiite Hart," he said at last. "It

is not far\al51" he pointed "\al5lup that way, and around the
comer there . . . it's afineinn. |I can't say |'ve seen its best
parts\al5l" he smiled a little "\al5lbut I"'msure it'll suit the
princess. I'll bring your horse. And should | speak to the
host| er about buyi ng another for the princess?"

Donal smiled. Sef had taken his service to heart, seeking to
do everything Donal would have a grown nman do. "And for
yourself? O do you intend to wal k?" He | aughed as Sets

face reddened. "Fetch back ny horse and you may speak to

the hostler. Perhaps he has two good nounts for sale."

Sef nodded, bowing clunsily in Aislinn's direction, and
scranbl ed up the dock-ranp to the quay beyond. He vani shed
In an instant.

Aislinn frowned. "I have not known you to keep boys
before. Especially ones like that."

"I took Sef on because he is earnest and willing . . . and
because he needs a honme." Donal bent to run his fingers
through Lomis thick coat. "He is a good boy. Gve hima
chance, and | think you will see how hel pful he can be." He
sl anted her an arch glance. "Is it not part of a princess's
responsibilities to succor where succor is needed?"

Color flared in her face. "OfF course. And\al51l will do so."
She snugged the furred cloak nore tightly around her body
and turned her back on him heading for the dock-ranp.

Donal | aughed to hinmself and foll owed.

Seabi rds screeched, swooping over the waterfront. Fisherfolk
lined the shore, hauling in their catches. The pervasive snell
of fish hung over everything; Aislinn winkled her nose with
its four golden freckles and set a hand over her nouth. ' 'How
much farther?"

Donal reached out and caught her el bow, steadying her at
once. "Sef said it was around this coner."

"Have we not al ready gone around that coner?"

"Wel |, perhaps he neant another. Cone, it cannot be so
far."

LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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The sun fell bel ow the horizon and set the white-washed
bui |l di ngs abl aze in the sunset, pink and orange and purpl e.
Lanterns were lighted and set into brackets or onto w ndow
| edges, so that the twisting streets were full of light and
shadows. Aislinn's hair was suddenly turned dark by the
setting sun, hal oed by gold-tipped, brilliant curls.

Behi nd themlay the ocean, gilded glassy bronze by the
sunset. White gulls turned black in silhouette; their cries
resounded in the canyons of nyriad streets. The uneven and
br oken cobbl es grew treacherous underfoot, hidden in |ight
and darkness, until Donal took Aislinn's arm and hel ped her
over the worst parts

"Maybe he meant this comer,’
yet anot her.

Ai slinn said, as they rounded

Lir, Taj said, flying overhead. Then, nore urgently, Lir!

Five men cane into the street. From out of the shadows
they flowed, bristling with weapons. Three behind and two in
front. Donal cursed beneath his breath.

Aislinn hesitated, then glanced up at him He tightened his
grasp on her arm hoping to go on w thout the need for
conflict, but the men noved closer together. Al exits were
bl ocked, unless he flew over their heads. But that would

| eave Aislinn al one.

One man grinned, displaying teeth blackened by a resinous
gum he chewed even as he spoke: "Shapechanger," he said,
"we been watching you. You with your pretty girl." The

grin did not change. He bared his teeth. "Shapechanger, why
do you cone out of your forest? Wiy do you foul our
streets?”

Donal gl anced back quickly, totaling up the odds. Wth Taj
and Lom he was hardly threatened, but there was Aislinn to
t hi nk about .

The man stepped closer, and so did the others. "Shape-
changer," he said, "Homanan girls are not for you."

"Nor are they for you." Silently, Donal told Taj to con-
tinue circling out of range. Lom noved away fromhis leg to
widen their circle of safety.

"Donal!" Aislinn cried. "Tell themwho you are!"

"No." He knew she woul d not understand. But nen such

as these, now bent on a little questionable pleasure, mght see
the inplications rife in holding me Mijhar's daughter. For-
tunes coul d be nade.

66 Jennifer Roberson
"Donal \ a151!"

Bl ack-teeth | aughed. "Wo are you, then? \Wat does she
want you to say?"
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"Move away, Aislinn," Donal said. "It is nme they want,
not you."

"I's it?" Black-teeth asked. "What does a man do when
faced with a womman who consorts with the eneny?' *

"Donal \ al51stop them al51!"

One of the men scooped up a stone and hurled it at Donal

He heard it whistle in the air and twi sted, trying to duck
away, but even as that stone m ssed another one did not. It
struck a gl ancing bl ow across his cheek, smacking agai nst the
bone. And then all of the nmen were throw ng.

He heard Aisiinn cry out. But nostly he heard the crue
hatred in their voices as the nen taunted him

"Shapechanger!" they cried. "Denpon\al51l!"
To/, he asked, where are you?

About to inpale the | eader\al5l

Lorn\ al51?

Can you not hear the man scream ng?

He coul d. One of the nen reeled away, clutching at his
right leg. Lomrel eased himand | eaped for an arm cl osing
on his wist. The nman screaned again, crying out for help,
but the others were too busy.

Bl ack-teeth fell away, clawing at his back. Taj still rode
his shoulders with his talons sunk into flesh. Donal, left with
three nen, drew his knife to face them

No nmore rocks did they throw. In their hands were knives.
No | onger did he face Homanans nerely out to trouble a
Cheysul i, but men instead intent upon his death.

He was angry. Dangerously angry. He felt the anger well

up inside, trying to fill his belly. Not once had he faced a
man nerely trying to steal his purse; not once had he faced a
man sinmply wishing to fight, as men will sonetines do. Not
once had he faced any nman attenpting to |lake his life. And
now that he did, it frightened him

But the fright he could overcone, or turn to for strength. It
was the anger that troubled himnost; the anger that cane
from knowi ng they saw himfor his race, and nmarked himfor
deat h because of it.
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When a man dies. he should die for a reason\al5lnor this
sensel ess prejudi ce\al5l

And with an inward snap of rage and intol erance, he
sunmoned the magic.
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SI X

H

| e knew what the Homanans saw. Wat Aislinn saw. A
blurring voice. A coal escing nothingness. Were once had
stood a man, albeit a Cheysuli man, now there was an
absence of anyt hing.

It was enough. Carillon had said once, to nmake a nan

vonmit. The Mij har had seen such happen before, when Finn

had taken ///--shape. Apparently it was true, for one of the
men cried out and soiled hinself even as Donal changed.

It was so easy. He reached out fromw thin, seeking the

fam liar power. He sank every sense down into the earth.

Al nost at once he was engul fed by taste, touch, scent, sound
and all the bright colors of the magic. He was no | onger
Donal , no | onger human, no |onger anything identifiable. He
was a facet of the earth, small and hunble and incredibly

uni nport ant\al5luntil one | ooked at what he had done and
woul d do, and the effect it would have on others. No CheysuH
fully cognizant of his place within the tapestry of the gods,
coul d possibly deny the need for |oyal service. Donal, closer
to the tapestry than nost, did not even think of it.

The magic came at once to his call, filling himuntil he

t hought he might burst. He felt tension and urgency and utter
need, a physical conpulsion. Sul'harai, the Cheysuli called
it; having no Homanan word to describe the act of the
shapechange, they likened it to the instant of perfect |ove
bet ween man and worman. In that nonent when he was

neither man nor aninmal, Donal was nore conplete than at
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any other tinme, for he put hinself into the keeping of the
earth and took fromit another form

He felt excess flesh and bone nelting away, sloughing off

his body to flowinto the earth. There it would find saf ekeep-
ing, allowing himto set aside fear for the loss of his human
formwhil e he assumed another. It was a manner of trading,

he knew, while the earth held his human shape, it gave him
another to replace the one he put off. But he could not say

whi ch cast was better\al5lor which, in fact, held the essence of
the true Donal

He felt the alteration in sinew and skin. He felt the whol e-
ness that cane with being conpleted. He felt the vivid vital -
ity pouring through altered veins, nuscles and flesh. No nore
was he Donal as the others knew him having voluntarily put
off that nold. In its place was a nale wolf, yell ow eyed and
silver-coated. And when he heard the scream ng he knew t he
change was done
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Donal bunched his powerful haunches, letting all his strength
pour into the latter half of his body. He tensed and the fur of
his ruff stood on end until he was hackled to the tail. And
then he | aunched hinself at the nearest nman's chest, jaws
opening to display rows of serrated teeth.

The body crunpl ed, coll apsing beneath his weight. It crashed
agai nst the ground, bl ackened teeth clicking in inarticul ate
wor ds of pain and horror.

/ could take his throat\al5ltear it out\al5lwatch the bl ood spil
out to soak into the cobbles. What harmwould it do? He
sought to slay nme. Wiy not slay himinstead?

Wl f - shaped, Donal stood over the nman, head | owered,

teeth bared, alnost slavering. A m st of anger and bl oodt hirst
rose before his eyes. Everything he | ooked at had a fuzzy rim
around it, as if it bled over into another form Black-teeth's
gurgling noan of horror was | ost as Donal gave in to the

wol fish growl rising in his throat. And the other nen, their
terror-inspired paral ysis vani shing, tore away.

Donal could snell Black-teeth's fear. It clogged up his

nose until he was inmersed in the rankness of the stench

Tongue lolling, he could taste the terror. It flowed out of the
man |i ke a masma. And for a nmonent, a | ong nonent,

Donal teetered on the brink. He was angry, too angry; he was
losing hinself fast. In a flicker of lucid disbelief he saw
hinself clearly: wolf, not man; beast, not ani mal
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Gods, is this what they meant when they told me never to
resort to \\vc-shape when | was angry”

He retreated at once, lunging away fromthe nadness. He
realized how cl ose he had come to the fine line between
control and animal rage. A warrior in /ir-shape maintained his
own nmind and his conprehension of things, but the bal ance

was delicate indeed. Donal had been warned many tines that
fir-shape carried its own degree of risk. Did a warrior grow
so angry that he lost hinself conpletely within his /ir-shape,
he also lost his mnd. He woul d becone a wolf utterly, with
all a wol fs savage power, awesone strength and | ack of

hurman val ues.

And wi t hout recourse to human form

Donal fell back again, within and without, backing away
fromthe sobbing man. He heard his own breath and how it

rattl ed hoarsely in his wolf-throat; how he panted in despair.
He heard also the echo of his own anger and his desire to slay
t he man.

/ have come too cl ose, too close\al5lby the gods, | nearly |ost
mysel f\al51

At once, he sought to take back his human form The

response was sl uggish, painful; he had gone too close to the
edge. What was the essence of wolf in himdid not wish to
give up its shape

It hurt. Donal gasped, clawi ng out toward the earth. He

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (50 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:35 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

had no wish to stay | ocked in wol f-shape. Not when he was
meant to be a man.

Then, all at once, the shapechange slipped into place. He

was on one knee, one hand pressed agai nst the cobbles. Paws
turned to hands and feet, fur to hair, canines to hunman teeth.
Man- shape once again, but he was not certain how nmuch of

the wol f renai ned.

Lirf

It echoed within the Iink. Taj and Lorn, both warning him
at once.

He spun around, thrusting hinmself upward, one hand goi ng

up to thwart the blow. He saw Aislino then, whom he had
forgotten\albla wild | ook on her face as she sought to stab
Donal with her knife.

~A slinn\al51"

In the bloodied Iight of sundown he saw the flash of the
bl ade as she brought it up fromher side. Not overhand, not
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sl ashi ng downward, as novi ces usually di d- From underneath,
j abbing upward, as if she knew precisely what she did.

She does . . .by the gods\al5lshe does\al51

For a nonent, for one fatal nonent, he hesitated. But she

did not. She thrust upward with the knife even as he sought to
jerk out of her way, and the blade sliced across the knuckl es
of one hand. He cursed, junping back, and then he saw Sef

hurl hinmself at Aislinn

"No\ al51no\\ | won't let you hurt him™"

Aislinn cried out. Donal saw the flash of the blade as Sef

set his teeth into her wist; ne knife was perilously close to
the boy's thin face. But Sef ignored it, shutting his teeth into
flesh, and Aislinn cried out in pain.

Donal stepped in at once. But Sets teeth had done their

work; the knife fell clattering to the street- Donal prudently
kicked it out of reach, then caught Aislinn's armand one of
Sef s shoul ders

"Enough\ al5lenough\\ Sef\al5llet be ... | have her now"
Donal caught Aistinn under both arns and set her against the
wal |, pinning her there with his left hand. The right one he

carried to his nmouth, sucking at his bleeding knuckles. He
tasted the acrid salt of blood and the bitterness of futility.

"Aislinn . . . AislinnV He held her against the wall as she
struggled feebly to get away, "Wat idiocy is this?"

"Wtchecraft." Sef whispered. "Look at her eyes."

Donal | ooked. To him they appeared swollen black wth
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fear and sensel essness. Her face was the color of death.
"Ai slinn\al51this is nadness\al51"

But she said nothing at all.

It was Eleclra. It nust have been El ectro! Gods, will the
worman never give up? Still holding Aislinn, he glanced back
at the man on the ground. Bl ack-teeth was al one, deserted by
his cohorts. But he renmi ned, gibbering incoherently.

Was all of this planned? Donal wondered suddenly. This
attack, knowi ng how Hondarth feels about Cheysuli, and
then. having failed, an attack from Aislinn hersel f?

It made himill. He felt the slowroiling of his belly and the
hol | owness of his chest.

He | ooked at Aislinn again. Did Electra tell the truth? Has
she made Aislinn into a weapon agai nst her father\al5lor even
agai nst nme?

Aislinn was stil! his prisoner. She had fallen into silence,
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staring blankly at the ground. The hood had slipped from her
head to bare the rose-gold hair. It glowed brightly in the
sunset .

Donal closed his eyes. He felt unsteady, unbal anced by the
attenpt. But then no one had ever tried to slay himbefore,
and he did not doubt it was unsettling for any man. / would
not care to repeat it.

You may have to, in the future. Taj pointed out. There are
enem es in every corner.

I ncl udi ng ny betrothed?

The Iir chose not to answer, which was answer enough for
Donal

"My lord?" It was Set. "What do we do now?"

Donal | ooked again at Aislinn. One of the stones had

struck her, bloodying her brow He lifted his wounded hand

to wipe it away, then did not. The hand dropped back to his
side. She gets no tenderness fromne, until | know what she
pl ans. He glanced at Sef. "Did you fetch ny horse?"

Sef gestured. "There."

The chestnut stallion stood patiently in the shadows. Dona
nodded. "Then find us this inn you suggested."

Sef | ooked at Bl ack-feeth, still cringing on the cobbles, and
at Aislinn, bloodied and vacant. Then at Donal, who still felt
distinctly ill. The eyes were huge in his thin, pale face.

"What\ al51lwhat will you do to her?"

"l do not know. " Donal gestured. "Sef\alS5lshow us to this
inn."

Sef, bent down and picked up the knife. "My | ord\al51?"
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"Keep it," Donal told him "But never give it to the
princess, or | may lose nore than a little flesh." He sucked
again at the cut across his knuckl es.

"But why?" Sef whispered. "Wy would she try to slay
you?"

"I think she has been\al5li nfl uenced\al5lby herjehana."

"The Queen?" Sefs eyes w dened further. "You say the
Queen set her own daughter on you?"

"Or Tynstar, through his neijha, if it is true what Electra
told ne." Donal gestured, "Sef\al5lwal k. | have no wish to
tarry here a nonent |onger."

Sef no | onger tarried.
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The White Hart Inn was everything Sef said it was. It
boast ed good food, better w ne, warm beds and spaci ous
roons. Donal took one for hinself and Sef and another for
Me princess.

Donal led Aislinn up to her roomand sat her down on the

edge of the bed. Then, gently, he sponged away the dirt and

bl ood on her face with a clean cloth borrowed fromthe

i nnkeeper, along with a basin of water. Aislinn sat on the bed
and et himminister to her, though at first she had flinched
fromhis touch.

When she was cl ean again, though too pale, he gave me
basin to Sef to return. Then he turned to Aistinn. "Do you
under st and what you have done?"

He was not certain she would answer. She had not spoken
since she had attacked him

But this time she broke her silence. Slowy she | ooked up
to neet his eyes, and he saw how her own were cl ouded and
unf ocused. "Done? What have | done?"

"Do you not recall it?"

She seened bewi | dered by his questions. "What is it you
wish ne to recal |l ?"

Donal put out his hand. She flinched back. then allowed

himto touch her. Gently he fingered the |unp where the

stone had struck. There was hardly a mark to show what had
happened, though\al5lwith her fair skin\al5lhe was certain there
woul d be a bruise in the norning.

Yet he did not think the stone had struck hard enough to
damage her nenories. Unless they were danaged before
by someone with reason to do so.

Aislinn's eyes, Electra's eyes, regarded him al nost blindly.
Gently, he traced one brow and then the other with his
fingertips. "Aislinn, do you trust me?"

"She said | should not\al5lshe warned ne | shoul d not,
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but\al511 do." She frowned a little. "Is it all right?"

"Aye," he said roughly, "it is all right. | would never

harm you. But\al51l think soneone has. | think someone has
meddl ed with your mnd." He |eaned closer to her. "Aislinn\al5l
there is a thing 1 nust do. But | will not do it with you
unknowing ... or unwilling. You say you trust ne\al5llet ne
prove the worthiness of that trust."

Her eyes were al nost vacant. "What woul d you have me
do?"
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He wet his |ips before he spoke. "Allow nme to touch your
m nd. "

She put up her hand. Her fingers touched his own. But she
did not still their gentle novement across her brow. "You
mean to use your magic."

"Aye," he admitted. "I nust. 1 nust see what El ectra has
done. "

Her very disorientation seened to | end credence to his
suspi cions. Aislinn nmerely shrugged.

Again, he wet his lips. He slipped his free hand up to
cradle her head in his palnms. Slowy, with great care and
gentl eness, he slipped out of his skull and went into hers,
tappi ng the strength of his magic.

Gods, do not let ne harmher. If Tynstar has set a trap-

link, or Electra\al5l He discontinued the thought at once. The
inplications were too serious. A trap-link mght well have
been set in Aislinn's mnd, waiting to snare himal5lor any

ot her Cheysuli entering her m nd\al5land hold himfor |ater

di sposal

Unl ess, of course, the trap was set to slay him

He di smi ssed the thought. If such a trap existed, it was
al ready too | ate.

He felt the slow consummation of his bonding with the

earth. He tapped the source of Cheysuli magic, drawing it up
through an invisible conduit, until it filled himwth power
and strength. He sliced through Aislinn's young barriers pain-
|l essly and slipped into her mind. And he faced, for the first
time in his life, the full know edge of his power and abilities.
He had only to twist here, touch there, and Aislinn's will

woul d be replaced with his own.

But the thought was anathema to him He was Cheysuli
not |hlini

Aislinn's eyes wi dened, then drifted cl osed. He saw how
pal e she was, how her jaw slackened so that her nouth parted
to expose small portions of her upper teeth. She was his
compl et el y\al51

O is she? Soneone el se has been here before ne\albsl
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He withdrew at once, |unging out of her mind and back
into his own, badly frightened by what he had felt. Residue.
An echo. A feeling of other sentience.

CGods\ al5lis it Tynstar? Did El ectra speak the truth?
"My lord?" It was Sef, kneeling by the bed. Donal saw
LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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how pal e the boy*s face was; how fixed were his odd-col ored
eyes. And how fright was in every posture of his body. "MW
| ord\al51ldid it hurt you?"

For a nonent, Donal shut his eyes. He needed tinme to

regain his senses conpletely. But there was none. He took his
hands away from Aislinn's head, and sniled wearily at ne

boy. "I fare well enough. But 1 should have warned you\al51"

"WAas that\al5lnmagicV Sets eyes were wi dening. "Did you
cast a spell here in this roonT

"It was not a spell. W do not cast spells. We\al5lborrow
power fromthe earth. That is all." Donat |ooked at A slinn-
"I had the need to know if sorcery had been worked, and so
used ny own."

"Had it?" Sef whispered.

Donal did not hear him He watched Aislinn, frowning
slightly as he saw how she began to rouse. Col or was return-
ing to her face.

"My lonl ?2Was it?"

Donal gl anced back. "Wwhat?\ al5loh, aye. It was- But | could

not di scover the whole of it, or who had the doing of it.

El ectra, nost likely\al5lor Tynstar, through Electra herself."
He supressed a shudder. "But now, | think it is time we all

got sone rest. The princess particularly." He glanced back at
her. She seened alnbst to sag into the bed, though she
continued to sit; Donal set a hand onto her shoul der. "Aislinn,
I know you were nerely the gamepi ece. But no matter how

smal | the piece, it can overtake even the highest."

He rose. How in the names of all the gods aml to tel
Carillon what Electra has done to his daughter?

And then, as he turned to go, he felt a wave of heat wash
up to engulf his body. And he fell

SEVEN

T

_ he Miyj har hinself poured two cups of steam ng spiced
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wi ne. He had dism ssed the servant, even Rowan, which was
an indication in itself that the conversation was to be ex-
pressly private. Warily, Donal accepted the cup and wait ed.
Carillon turned. "Tell ne how Sorcha and tan fare."

In bed, bathed in sweat and filled with pain, Donal stirred.
He groaned, inwardly ashamed of his weakness, yet know ng
there was nothing he could do. The sorcery had drawn him
in. All he could do was | ose hinself in nmenories he woul d

rat her forget.

"fan has a fever," he told Carillon. "A childhood thing,

they tell nme\al5lbut he is better. Sorcha is well." He paused.
"My jehana says the child will be born in four weeks. | would
like to be with her when the pain cones upon her."

Carillon sipped idly at his wine. But his eyes. half hidden
beneat h creased eyelids, were bright and shrewd. "Provided
you are returned, | have no quarrel with that."

"Returned!" Donal |owered his cooling cup. "Were is it
| amto go?"

"To the Crystal Isle."

"The Crystal Isle?" Donal could not see any reason he

should go there. It was nothing nore than a conveni ent place
for Carillon to keep his exiled wife inprisoned. "Wy would

you send ne there?'' He grinned. ' 'Or have | displeased you

of late?"
Carillon did not return the smle. "You please me well
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enough . . . for a prince who has nore interest in Cheysul

thi ngs than Homanan."
"l am Cheysuli\al51"

"\'al5land Homanan!" Carillon finished. "Do you forget

your nmother is nmy cousin? There is Honanan bl ood in those
veins of yours, and it is tinme you acknow edged it." Carillon
set down his wine and paced to the firepit. H s age- and

ill ness-wacked hands went out to bathe in the heat, and
Donal saw the edges of the |l eather bracers he wore on either
wist. For decoration, nost thought, to hide the old Atvian
shackl e scars. But Donal knew better. Carillon needed them
to guard his wani ng strength.

"l do acknow edge it." Donal danped down his inpa-

tience and frustration. "But | have lir and responsibilities to
my clan. To ny su'fali, who is clan-leader. To ny jehana, to

my son. and certainly to ny neijha." He paused. "Wul dyou

wish me to turn ny back on ny heritage and tahl norra?"

"Part of that heritage places you first in the |line of succes-

sion," Carillon said flatly, still warmng hinself at the fire.
"So does your gods-dictated destiny. | would have you

renenber all the responsibilities you have, for there are
those to Honana as well. Not nerely the Keep and your
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Donal twisted in the bed. Every portion of his flesh ached

until he wanted to cry out with me pain. Fire had settled into
the pit of his belly, burning relentlessly, and against his wll
he began to double up. Fists dug into the flesh of his belly,
trying to knead the pain away, but it did not go.

"Do you say | neglect Homana?" he whi spered through
hi s pain.

"Aye, | do." Carillon turned to face him squarely. "You
negl ect nmy daughter, who is to be your wife."

Donal stared at him The wine cup was forgotten in his

hands. The frustration and rising anger nmelted away into
shock. "Aislinn?" he said at last. "But\al5lyou sent her away
to visit her jehana."

"Aye. And | woul d have you fetch her back to Homana-
Muj har, so | nay have her with ne again."

Donal felt a wave of relief sweep through him If Carillon
only wanted her brought back for conpany, the fetching would
not be so bad. "I will go, of course. But\al5lsurely you could
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send G yffth or Rowan, or sonmeone else. | wish to be with
Sorcha when the child is born."

"'l will give you leave for that, if you are back with Aislinn
intime. | have said it." Carillon's voice was steady. "But |
think it is time you thought al so of wedding ny daughter."

Donal tried to snmile. "I have thought of it. Many tines.
But Aislinnis still very young\al51"

"Not so young. O d enough to be wedded and bedded."
Carillon's tone did not soften. "And was not Sorcha but
si xteen when she bore your first child?"

"And it died!" Donal cried it aloud, thrashing against the
bed. Hands were on him pressing himagainst the nattress,
but he did not know them "The child died, and Sorcha
nearly did! Even with lan the tinme was hard. And now

that she will bear again-\al51'

"It does not matter." Carillon's voice was inplacable. "It
is past tinme you got yourself an heir."

Donal gestured. "You are only forty. Hardly ancient, no
matter what Tynstar's lhlini arts have done to you. | doubt
you will die any tine soon. Gve Aislinn a few nore years\al5l"

"W." Carillon said it softly. "I cannot. Look agai n upon
me, Donal, and do not mouth such nonsense. Tynstar's sor-
cery took away twenty years fromme and\al5lfor all | feel but

forty in ny heart\al5ll cannot hide the truth forever. Not from
you or anyone else." He stretched out his tw sted hands.

"You see these. Each day they worsen. So do ny knees, ny

spi ne, my shoulders. A crippled man is not the Mijhar for
Homana. "
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"You woul d never abdicate!" |t was unthi nkable in the
face of Carillon's pride.

"Abdication is hardly the point," the Mijhar said. "I
doubt | have so many years |left as you would prefer to
believe. | prefer to have the throne secured . . . and so
should you. It is, for all that, a Cheysuli thing."

Donal scow ed. "You play me as Lachlan might play his

Lady. Pluck this string, that one, and the proper tune is
heard. You call my Cheysuli heritage into conversation, and
you know what | will do."

"Then do it." For a nonent. Carillon smled. "Aislinnis
spoi l ed, as | have spoiled her, but she is also a warm and
giving girl. | think you will find it no chore to wed ny
daughter.''
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But Donal could not reconcile the | oss of Cheysuli freedom
with the Homanan title the Mijhar pronised.

Al oud, he nmuttered: "I would rather wait. Not\al51llong. A
si x-nonth. Perhaps a year." Donal twi sted. "Surely you can
see your way clear to granting ne the tine. And Aislinn wll
need nonths of preparation . . , wonen do, and she is a
princess\al5l’

"Donal ." Carillon said gently.
"Aislinn is like arujholla to me."

"But she is not your sister, is she?"

He felt the sudden desperation well up in his soul. "But 1

woul d rather wed with Sorcha!" he shouted aloud. "I wll

not lie to you\al5lit is Sorcha who shoul d be cheysul a instead of
mei j ha\ al51"

"That | do not doubt." Carillon sounded nore conpas-
sionate. "l question nothing of her honor or her worth,
Donal, as | think you know. But Honmana requires all nanner
of sacrifices, and this one is yours to nake."

"So, you would have nme play the stud to Aislinn's nare,

merely to get a cott."” He said it clearly into the roomat the
White Hart Inn. "Yet even ne Cheysuli, who have had nore

cause than nost, cannot sanction their wonmen to be treated as
mere broodmares. "

"/ have cause," Carillon retorted gently. "I have cause, |

have reason, | have nore than justification, though kings
rarely have need of anything nore than whim Oh. aye. |

have all the cause in the world." He turned his back on the
firepit. "1 have a kingdomto rule as well as | possibly can. |
have people to husband. Heirs to beget." He smiled, but

wi thout humor. ' 'but then we know | failed at that task, do we
not? There is only Aislinn, only a daughter fromny loins."

The smile fell away. "Do you not wed Aislinn, she will go to
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a foreign prince. And then we run the risk of |osing Homana,

into the hands of another realm The Cheysuli, so odd and
eerie in their magic, nmay becone little nore than ganme, once
again. Hunted, branded denpbns . . . slain. It happened once,

Donal . Can you tell ne it will never happen agai n?"

Donal could not. He knew it woul d destroy nme prophecy,
destroy the tahlmorra of his people . . . destroy, perhaps,
even Homana hersel f.

He thrashed, sweating, and doubled up yet again fromthe
pain. Wth great effort, he gave the Mijhar his answer- "I

Jenni f er Roberson
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guarantee nothing. Carillon. | know it as well as you. Perhaps
better, since | bear the tainted blood." He did not smle. It
was not a joke. In sone circles, it was said Shaine's qu' mahlin
shoul d still take precedence over Carillon's peace.

But those were circles Donal did not patronize, being in no
position to know them personally; did he know them they
woul d slay him

"/ do not do it to you." Carillon's tone was ragged. Gone
was the strength of his rank, replaced with the need of the

man. "l do itforHomana."

Even as he forces ne to do it for the Cheysuli. After a

monment, Donal nodded. "I will fetch her back."

Carillon sighed and rubbed at his eyes. "I will give you

this much\al5lyou may have ei ght weeks of freedom when you

have brought Aislinn back. It is\al5lnot long, | know But it is
all 1 can spare." Twisted fingers slipped up to conb through

a silvered forelock. "I would have you fully accl ai ned before

the year is done."

Donal , hearing the Homanan portion of his fate seal ed,
could only nod. Then he glanced up and saw the Mijhar's
ravaged face.

Carillon watched himw th a hunger and sadness Dona

could not conmprehend. It sent a chill coursing down his

spi ne. He stared back at the Mijhar, not know ng his own
face reflected the very expression that had conjured Caril -
lon's pain. "I have lost you," the Mijjhar said quietly. "lam
bound as cruelly by ny royal heritage as you are by your
tahlnorra, and | have | ost you because of it."

"My lord?" Donal's tone was soft.

Carillon sighed and waved a tw sted hand. "It is nothing.

Only menories of the man whose face you wear.'' He sniled
faintly. "Your father lives in you, Donal. . . you have all of
Duncan's pride and arrogance and convictions. | did not

fully understand himand | do not understand you. | only

know that by pressing for this marriage, | have lost what little

of you | once had.'

"You have ne still." Donal spread his hands. "Do you
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see ne?\al51ll am not gone. | stand before you. | will ever be
your man."
"Perhaps." Carillon did not smle. "It sinmply nust be

done. "
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"/ know it, ny lord Mijhar." Donal put out his right
hand, gestured defeat. "Tahlnorra, Carillon.”

"By the gods\al51" he blurted, |unging upward agai nst the
hands that tried to hold him Snall hands, two sets, one
toughened, one soft and delicate. Sef, he knew, and\al5lAi slinn?

H s eyes shapped open. He saw the dark wooden walls
revolve until the novenent dizzied him he shut his eyes at
once. A sour harshness preyed on his throat.

"Lie down again," Aislinn said. "So rmuch thrashing is
not good for you\al5lit brings nmore pain."

He | ooked at her, and did not protest as she and Sef urged
hi m down agai n. The bedcl ot hes were soaked beneath him
He shivered. "It was you\al5l"

"Not ne," she declared. "Ch, aye, it was | who cut your
ringers, but | swear | knew nothing of the poison. That, | fear,
was mny nother.'*

Weakness washed over him "Lir," he said raggedly.

Here, upon the roof-beam said Taj, though Donal could
not sumon the strength to | ook

And |. That from Lorn, sitting by the bed.

Donal ' s hand noved out to touch the wolfs nuzzle. Lom
nuzzl ed himgently, then pressed his nose into Donal's |inp

hand.
"Donal ," Aislinn whispered. "I amso sorry. | did not
know ... | swear it. Oh gods, do not die. Wat would

becone of ne?"

Through siitted eyes he watched her. The single braid was
tunmbled, as if she had spent no time on it for days. Strands of
bright hair straggled into her face and he saw how furrows of
concern had dug their way into the smooth flesh of her brow
Her cool, pale eyes were fastened on his face.

Gods . . . those are Electro's eyes ... He swall owed and
knew again the stripped feeling in his throat. "Aislinn,
swear\al5ldo you lie to ne\al51l"

"No!" She | eaned forward on the stool, reaching out to

clasp his hand. "Ch Donal, no. | do not. Sef has\al5ltold ne
what | did, and what you did after\al51lto find out why | did it.
He\ al51he said you found sonething." Shakily, she touched her
tenple, "lIs nere\alb5lsonething in ny head?"

"Sonmeone," he said wearily. "I do not doubt it is your
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j ehana' s doi ng, or perhaps even Tynstar's through the link to
El ectra. "
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She pal ed. "Then\al5lif that is true, it is not that | do these
things willingly. Donal\al5ldo you truly think I could nean to
sl ay you?"

"I could not say, Aislinn." Vacancy threatened to steal his
senses fromhim "I think\al51ll think if they have neddl ed with
your mind . . . you are capable of doing anything."

"I's there no way of gainsaying it?" she dermanded in
horror.

He | aughed. It rasped in his throat painfully, and he hardly
knew t he sound. "Ch, aye\albSlthere is always a way. But |
think you would not like it ... and | doubt you woul d
agree."

She stared down at the hand she held, dark agai nst her

own, though the illness had lent pallor to his flesh. "I wll do
what you wi sh, Donal," she said quietly. "How el se am| to

prove | aminnocent of this connivance?"

"And if you are not?" He had to ask it. "If you are not,

and seek this way of advancing Tynstar's bid to throw down
Carillon, you would do better to try another method." He

shut his hand upon hers al nost painfully. "I amnot the one

to do it\al51l amstill too young, and | ack the experience one
must havel\al5lbut there are those who could do it for me." He
wat ched her eyes and saw how she stared back. She was

clearly frightened, and there was no hint of satisfaction in her
manner, as there mght be if she sought the test out of sone
perverse plan to gain his confidence. "Even unknow ng, do

you agree to this?"

"Aye," she whispered finally. "I wll\al51ldo what you wi sh."

He Iifted her hand. "Then | hold you to it. You will be
tested. Do you understand?"”

She nodded. "But\al5lmay | know who will have the doing
of it?"

"Aye," he said carelessly, releasing her hand. "I will ask
my su' fati to do it."

Aislinn's head jerked up. "Finn?"

"Who better?" He |ooked directly at her. "He is clan-
| eader of the Cheysuli. And he has had sonme experience with
Ihlini trap-links before." Donal did not smle.

"But\ al51" She broke off.
"I think," said Donal, "we will know the truth at last."
"I swear it," she whispered. "I did not know "

Waves of pain radiated upward fromhis belly, Donal felt
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the cranping of his nuscles and knew again the total help-

| essness as he curled up against the fire. Even Taj and Lorn,
seeking to lend himstrength, could not reach him The pain
was absol ut e.

"My lord?" It was Sef, bending over the bed. "My lord\al5lis
there nothing I can do?"

"Wat ch, " Donal said huskily. "Watch Aislinn for ne."
He heard her indrawn breath of dismay. But he had no
strength to regret his cruelty. He dared not trust her now.

He recovered. Sef brought himhot broths at first to soothe
the enptiness and ache in his belly, then brought stew when
Donal could keep it down and finally, after ten days, brought
meat, bread, cheese and wine. Donal ate a little of each food,
drank down half a cup of wine, then set it all aside.

"Enough. | will burst. More will have to wait." He | ooked
at Aislinn, sitting silently on the stool across the room and
saw she intended to of fer no speech. "Well, lady\al51ll think we

shall be on our way to Mijhara in the norning."

The light fromthe |lantern was gentle on her face. It set

up brilliant highlights in her hair and painted her face quite

fair, gold instead of silver, though\al5lsave for her bright hair\al5l
she had the fairness of her mother. She had changed from

pl ain brown gown and cl oak to equally plain noss-green

save for the copper stitching at collar and cuffs. An overtunic

of darker green hid much of her femninity, though no man

woul d nane her boy. Her features were too delicate.

One day. she may rival her jehana'5 beauty, though it be a
different sort. Brighter, warnmer, |less cold and seductive as

El ectro' s\alblwell, if | nust take her as ny cheysula, better a
pretty one than a plain. Then he smled inwardly, know ng

the irony in his statement. Already you think of making her

the cheysula Carillon wants, when she may be plotting agai nst
your life. Fool

No, said Taj. Practical
Realistic. That from Lorn

Donal sat up slowy, swi nging his | egs over the side of the
bed. He was still in his clothing, he discovered; Sef, undoubt -
edly, had |l acked the strength to strip himof the sweat-soaked
| eathers, and it was not Aishnn's place to do it. He was rank
with his own stench, and ordered Set to fetch up a hal f-cask
for bathing at once.
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Aislinn, still sitting silently on the stool, colored, clench-
ing her hands in her lap. "You will send ne out, of course.”

"Have you not had your own roon?"

"You are in it," she said softly. "Wen you fell, the nobst
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we could do was drag you into nmy bed. Sef would allow no
one near you, not even the innkeeper's wife. And so we tended
you." She shrugged. "W have been together here with you

Set, you see, would not allow ne to be alone."

He frowned. "Not at all?"

Her gaze lifted to nmeet his. "But you said he nust watch

me," she said sinply. "1 have begun to think of himas ny
jailer\al5lor, perhaps, your third /ir." She did not smile. "He
i s\al5lobdurate. You chose himwell, Donal. | do not doubt he
will serve you as well as General Rowan serves ny father."

"And so you have been here with ne for all this tinme?"

He shook his head. "Perhaps it was best, but | amsorry if it
caused you inconveni ence. Sef is\al5lunaccustoned to royalty."

He sat very straight, then arched his spine to crack all the

knots. His midsection was extrenely tender, within and wth-

out, and his nmuscles felt |like rags. Even the fir-bands on his

bare arns fit a little | oosely\al5lhe had |l ost flesh as well as ten
days.

He cl asped each band, squeezing it against his arm Be-

neath his fingers curved the shapes of wolf and fal con, honor-
ing Taj and Lomin traditional Cheysuli fashion. Wen a
Cheysul i boy becane a man, acknow edged so by the bond-

ing of his lir, he put on the traditional arnbands and earring
to mark warrior status. Donal, gaining his lir younger than
most, had worn his gold for fifteen years.

"You seem nuch inproved." Aislinn ventured.

"Aye. Weary and sore, but both shall pass soon enough."

He rolled his head fromside to side, |oosing the tautness of
his tendons. "You need not be frightened of ne, Aislinn. |

do not take retribution on the wonan 1 nust wed."

"Must wed," she echoed, and he saw how tightly set was
her jaw. "That is it, is it not?\al5lyou nust wed nme. My father
has taken the choice fromyou."

"You knew mat." Carefully he rose, steadying hinmself by
pressing his cal ves against the bedfrane. He felt old, at |east
as old as Carillon\al5l "Gods'" he blurted. "Have you done

that to nme?"
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"What ?" she denmanded crossly. "Do you accuse ne yet
agai n?"

"Am 1 ol d?" He tried to take a step forward and found it
weak, wobbly, lacking all grace or strength. Before himrose
the specter of premature agi ng, and what it had done to
Carillon. "Have you nade ne tike the Mijhar?"

Ai slinn nmade a rude, banishing gesture. "You can only
hope to be like nmy father ... no man can match him Donal
Do not try."

He lifted one hand and saw firm sun-bronzed fl esh, taut
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and still youthful, though the palms were callused and tough.
He made a fist, and saw how quickly the nuscl es responded.
Not old. then . . . just\alblweakened. But that wll pass.

The hand fl opped back down at his side. "Aislinn\al51"

She rose. The stool scraped agai nst the pegged wood of the
uneven floor. "I want to“know who she is."

For a nonent he could only stare. "Wio do you nean?"

"Sorcha." She was pale and very stiff in her novements

And every inch the princess. Donal, who had intended to ask
her what had caused her change in nmanner, suddenly under-
stood it very clearly.

"Ah." He sat down slowly on the, edge of the bed.
"Sorcha."

"Who i s she?"

There was no help for it, he knew, the time had cone for
truth. Evasion was no | onger an option. "Sorcha is mny
mei j ha," he answered evenly. "In the Homanan tongue it
means |ight woman."

Aislinn's gray eyes w dened. "Your whore\al51?"

"No." He cut her off at once. "We have no whores in the
clans. W have neijhas, who hold as nuch honor as cheysul as."

Color stood high in Aislinn's fair face. "You see? There
are many Cheysuli custonms | do not know. " An accusation;

he did not run fromne guilt. "Then it is so: because we are
bet r ot hed\ al51land because nmy father would never allowit, hav-
ing no other male heir\al5lyou cannot wed your neijha. You
must wed ne instead," Aislinn stood rigidly before him a
smal |, alnobst fragile young wonan, yet suddenly towering in
her pride. "Do 1 have the right of it?"

"Aye." That only; nore would be redundant.

" And\ a151! an?"
"lan is ny son."
86 Jenni f er Roberson

Aislinn paled. He realized, belatedly, Aislinn would proba-
bly feel a woman with a child posed nore of a threat than
sinmply a woman al one. "A bastard\al51"

"My son." He pushed hinself out of the cot. "Aislinn\al5l
know you only echo what words you have heard before

but I will allow neither ny neijha nor nmy children to be
abused. "

"Children!" She gazed at himin shock. "There are nore?"

There was no easy way. And so he told her as sinply as he
could. "Sorcha is due to bear another child within the nonth.
It is why | wish to |l eave this place and hasten back\al51"
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"\al51to the Keep." She nodded jerkily. "That is why, is it

not 2\ al5lnot that you wish to fulfill my father's wi shes."
"Aye," he told her gently. "I want to go hone to mny
famly."

She stared up at him clearly stunned as well as hurt. He
saw how her nouth trenbl ed, though she fought to keep it
steady. "Then\al5lthere is no hope for ne. | ambound to a
| ovel ess marriage . . . and all because of the throne\al5l"

"Aye," he said softly. "You have begun to feel its weight\al5l
the wei ght we nust share."

"Then | do not want it." Aislinn's hands rose to cover her
mout h. She | ooked directly at him "I will have this betrotha
broken." The words were muffl ed, but he understood them

For just an instant, he felt a surge of hope well up from
deep inside. Does even Aislinn ask it, Carillon will have to
break the betrothal. And | will be free.

But the hope, as quickly, died away, and in its place was
futility. "Aislinn," he said helplessly. "1 doubt he wll
agree. "

"He will," she said. "He will do as | ask." She drewin a
trenbling breath and tried for a steady smile. "He agrees to
what ever 1 want."

Donal adnmired her brave attenpt at confidence, even though

it failed. But inwardly, he knew the truth. He will not agree
to this, nmy determ ned Homanan princess. Not when realm

and prophecy depend so nuch upon it.

But he had no heart to tell her.

El GHT

o
\\"ods!" Sef breathed. "Is this where you live?"

Donal | ooked at the boy. Hi s nouth hung open inel egantly

as he stared about the inner bailey of Homana- Mij har; though
it was far snmaller than the outer bailey, the inner one was,
nonet hel ess, inpressive. Massive rose-colored walls jutted up
fromthe earth, thick as the span of a man's outstretched
arms. The outer wall was thicker yet, hedged with ramparts
and towers. The cl ean, unadorned lines of the walls and
bai |l eys | ent Homana- Muj har an austere sort of el egance. But
Donal thought the | egends told about the pal ace formed at

|l east half of its fabled reputation-

And we Cheysuli built it. Inwardly, he |aughed. Qutwardly,

he smled at Sef. "This is where the Mijhar lives, and the
princess. I\al5lvisit here often, but the Keep is ny hone."
Donal gestured eastward. "It lies half a day's ride from here
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If you wish, | will take you there sone tine."

But Sef appeared not to hear him He tw sted his shaggy

head on a thin neck, staring around at the walls and towers

and the liveried guardsmen passing al ong the wal kways. In

the mdday sun the ringmail and silver of their steel glittered
brightly.

The iron-shod hooves of the three horses cl opped and

scraped across sl ate-gray cobbles. Donal |ed Sef and Aislinn
past the garrison toward the archivolted entrance of the pal-
ace. Though he hinself preferred a side door in order to
avoi d an excess of royal reception, for Aislinn he would enter
through the front.
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And then, as he saw Carillon cone out the open door to
wait at the top of the marble steps, he knew he had chosen
correctly.

Donal turned to speak to Aislinn, then shut his nmouth at
once. He saw how she stared at her father; he saw the shock
and disbelief reflected in her eyes. Before himthe col or
drai ned out of her face, even fromher |lips, and he saw how
her gl oved hands shook upon the reins.

"Ai slinn\alb51?"

"He is\al5lgrown so ol d\al51" she whispered. "Wien | left, he
did not took so\al5lso used up." Aislinn turned a beseeching
face to Donal. "Wat has happened to hinP"

Donal frowned. "You have heard the story, Aislinn: how
Tynstar used his sorcery to try and slay your jehan, and in
doi ng so aged himtwenty years. That is what you see."

"He is worse\al51" She spoke barely above a whisper. "Look
at him Donal!"

Accordingly, he | ooked nore closely at the Mij har, and
saw precisely what Aislinn neant.

She sees nore because she has not seen himin two years,

whi l e {\ al5lhaving seen himso often for those two years\al5ldo not
mark the little changes. But Aislinn has the right of it-

Carillon has aged. Tynstar's sorcery holds true.

In truth, the Mijhar was but forty years of age, yet

out war dl y\ al51because of sorcery |eveled against himfifteen
years before\al5lhe bore the | ook of a sixty-year-old man. Hi s
once-tawny hair had dulled to a steely-gray. H s face, though
partially hidden by a thick silvering beard, was care-worn,
weat hered to the consistency of aged | eather. The bl ue eyes,
deep-set, were crowded around by clustered creases. And

though a very tall and exceptionally strong man\al5lonce\al5lage
had begun to sap the vitality fromhis body. The warrior's
posture had softened. Pain had | eeched himof any pretense of
yout h.

That, and Tynstar's retribution. Donal felt a flutter of
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forboding. If he grows so old this quickly, what does it nean
for me?

He saw how stiffly the shoul ders were set, how they

hunched forward just a little, as if they pained Carillon
constantly. Perhaps they did. Perhaps his shoul ders had caught
up at last to his knees and hands as the di sease ate up his
joints.
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Gods, but | hope | never know the pain he knows, Dona

t hought fervently. He ignored the twinge of guilt that told
hi m he was selfish to think of himself when Carillon stood
before him Spare ne what Carillon knows. | think | lack the
courage it takes to face what he has | ost.

He | ooked briefly at the hands that hung at Carillon's sides-
The reddened fingers were tw sted away from his thunbs,

al nost as if someone had broken all the bones. And the
knuckl es were ridged with swollen buttons of flesh. How he
managed to hold a sword Donal could not say. But he did.

Carillon is what keeps Homana strong . . . Carillon and
the Cheysuli. Does he fail any tine soon, it is all left to
me\ al5land | do not want it!

"Aislinn!" Carillon called. "By the gods, girl, it has been

too long!" He put out his twi sted hands, and Aislinn\al51
forgetting her royal status and the need for proprieties\al5ljunped
down fromthe saddl e before the stable lads could catch the

reins.

Donal bent over and caught Aislinn's mare before she

could follow the girl up the marble steps. He reined her back,
then handed the | eather over to the first boy who arrived to
t ake the horse.

Ai slinn gathered her skirts and ran up the bl ack-veined

steps, |l aughing as she clinbed. Carillon caught her at the top
of them lifting her into the air in a joyous, |oving hug.
Donal , watching, saw yet again how cl ose was the bond they
shar ed.

It is alnost as if she spent no tinme with Electra. She nearly
makes nme think she is nothing but a girl not quite becone a
worman\ al51but | dare not trust her. Not until Finn has tested
her .

The Muj har did not appear an aged, aging man as he

hugged his only child. The tw sted hands pressed into the
fabric of her blue cloak, tangling in the wool. H's face, seen
over Aislinn's right shoul der, was younger than ever before.
But the image faded as he set her upon her feet, and Dona

saw agai n how Carillon had grown older in tw years.

"Donal, clinb down fromthat horse and cone in!" Caril -

lon called, one armstill circling his daughter's shoul ders.
"And tell nme why it is that the baggage train arrived ahead of
you. "

"Di smpunt," Donal said in an aside to Sef. "This is the
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Muj har you face, but be not overcone by him He is not a
god, just a man."

Set s expression was dubious. But he shook free of his
stirrups and slithered down fromthe saddle, scraping his
belly against the | eather. Another stable |lad took his horse;

yet a third caught Donal's reins with a | owvoi ced "Wl cone
back, nmy lord.'*

"My thanks, Corrick." Donal gestured to Sef. "Cone
with ne.”

"Now?" Sef demanded. "But\al5lyou go with the Mijhar!"

"So do you." Donal gestured himup the stairs, and after a
monunent al hesitation, Sef clinbed.

"You are sonewhat late," Carillon said quietly when they
reached the top of the steps. "Sone nmanner of del ay?"

"Some manner," Donal agreed bl andly.

"He was ill," Aislinn declared. "Soneone\al5lpoi soned him"

Carillon made no novement, no sound of dismay. H s face
tightened a little, but otherw se Donal observed nothing that
i ndi cated concern. "Well then, you had best cone in. As you
do not appear in inmm nent danger of dropping dead at ny

very feet, | nust assume you arc completely recovered.'

Donal smiled a little. "Aye, ny lord, | am" But he had
never been good at |ying.

Carillon did not seemto notice. "Wl |l enough. Let us

| eave of f standing out of doors- It nay be spring, but it is
col d enough to qualify as fall." He turned and escorted his
daughter into the palace as Donal, Sef and the fir foll owed.

/(is not so cold, Donal thought, concerned. Not so cold as
to trouble a man. But he said nothing to the Mijhar. He
merely followed himinto the pal ace

"I will have you fed first," Carillon said, "and then you
Aislinn, must rest. | doubt not you are weary."

"l have not seen you in two years," she protested,
you send nme to bed like an errant child."

yet

"You are an errant child. Have you not kept yourself from
me for longer than | w shed?"

Her right armwas at his waist as they paused in the entry
hall. He had not thickened or put on weight w th advancing
age, but he was considerably larger than she. "I nust speak
with you, father. It is inportant\al5l"

"Another tinme." Carillon's tone left no roomfor argu-
ment, even from a bel oved daughter. "If you do not wish to

LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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| ook I'ike nme before your time, you nmust get the rest you
require.”

Ai slinn, shocked, pulled back fromhis side. "Do not say
that! You are not old!"

Sadly, Carillon bent and ki ssed her on the crown of her

head. "Ah, but you give yourself away with so valiant a
protest. Aislinn, Aislinn, | have seen the silver plate. Gve
me truth, not fal sehood; | value that over flattery."

Wth tears in her eyes, she nodded. "Aye," she whis-
pered. "Oh gods, | have missed you! It was not the sane
wi t hout you!"

Canl | on hugged her again as she | eaned agai nst his chest.
Over her head, he nmet Donal's eyes. "Aye, | do know the
truth. There is much we nust speak about."

Miut el y, Donal nodded. Then he cleared his throat. "MWy

lord, I would have you neet Sef. It is ny hope you will allow
himto renmain in Homana- Muj har. Let himbe trained as a

page, if you wi sh, or perhaps\al5lwhen he is old enough\al5las
one of your Mijharan guards. 1 think there is good blood in
him al beit unknown."

Carillon | ooked at the boy. Sef was pal e but he drew
hinself up to stand very straight, as if he already bore sword
and wore the lion in the nane of his Mijhar.

"Do you wish it?" Carillon asked. "I will harbor no boys
who do not willingly accept the service."

"Mny lord!'" Set dropped awkwardly to his knees. "M
| ord\al51lhow could a boy wi sh not to serve his king?"

The Muj har | aughed. "Well, you will be serving your

prince, not your Kking\al5ll think you will do better w th Donal
But | suggest, first, you put flesh on your bones and better
clothing on that flesh. You are too small."

Donal marked how Carill on asked not hi ng about the boy's
background, or how he cane to be riding with the Prince of
Homana. He did not enbarrass the boy, nor did he enbarrass
Donal w th unnecessary questions. He sinply accepted Sef.

Sef, still kneeling, nodded. Black hair flipped down into
his face, hiding the blue eye. But, for the first tine, Dona
saw Sef deliberately push the hair back

As if he has accepted what he is. Wll, Carillon inspires al
manner of devotion. He smiled. "Enough, Sef\al5ifew things
are acconplished on stone-brui sed knees."

92 Jenni fer Roberson

Sef did not nove. "My lord," he appealed to Carillon, "is

it true you nearly defeated the I hlini denon?"
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"Tynstar?" Slowy, Carillon shook his head. "If that is
what the stories say about nme, they are wong. No, Seflal5l
Tynstar nearly defeated ne."

"But\al51" CQuickly, Sef glanced at Donal. He was asking

perm ssion to speak, and Donal gave it with a nod. "My lord

Muj har\ al511 thought no one escaped an Ihlini. At |east\al5lnot
Tynstar."

Carillon tousled Sets wind-ruffled hair. "Even Tynstar is

not infallible. More powerful than any | have known, it is
true, because of the power he has borrowed from Asar-Suti,

but he is still a man. And when faced with a Cheysuli\al51" He
smled grimy. "Let us say: Tynstar is a form dable foe, but
not an i npossible one."

"But\al51" Again Sef hesitated, and agai n Donal gave him
perm ssion to speak. "I heard, once, that Tynstar had slain a
Cheysuli clan-1eader."

Donal felt the sudden wenching nmovenent in his belly.
That he had not anti ci pated.

Carillon | ooked at him Conpassion was in his eyes. "Aye,"
he answered Sef quietly. "Tynstar slew Duncan's fir, and so
Duncan sought the death-ritual as is Cheysuli tradition."

Slowy, Sef worked it out. And when he had, his eyes
turned at once to Donal. Hs face was a nmask of horrified
realization. "Then if Taj and Lom are sl ain\al51"

"\al51so am/ slain," Donal finished. "Aye. It is\al5ldifficult
for the unblessed to understand. But it is the price of the
hr - bond, and we honor it."

Aislinn's eyes widened. "You would not do it if you were
Muj har\\ "

She neant it as a declaration. It sounded nore like a
question. Donal realized, in that nonent, she had assuned
once they were wed, the custonms of the Cheysuli would not
be so binding upon him And he realized she believed he
woul d turn his back on many of them once he was Mij har

"Aye," he told her. "Warrior or Mijhar, 1 am constrained
by the traditions of my people. And | intend to honor them"”

"You are Homanan as well as Cheysulil\al51"
"I am Cheysuli first,"

He saw shock, realization, and rebellion in her face. And a
mut e deni al of his statenent.

LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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Carillon's hands cane down on her shoulders. "You are
weary," he said in an even tone. "Go to bed, AisuUnn."

"No," she said, "first there is a thing we nust discuss\al5l"

"Go to bed," he repeated. "There will be linme for al
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t hese di scussions. ™

She flicked a commandi ng gl ance at Donal, as if she neant
himto bring up the possibility of breaking the betrothal; he
did not. He had no intention of it. Done with waiting, she

pi cked up her skirts and ran

Carillon turned lo Sef. "I am sure you are hungry.

suggest you ask in the kitchens for food." He gestured and
one of the silent servants waiting nearby canme at once.
"Escort the boy to the kitchens and see he is fed until he
cannot keep his eyes open. Until the prince or | call for him
he is free to |l eamhis way about me pal ace."

"Aye, ny lord." The'young man, tunicked in Carillon's
livery, nodded and | ooked at Sef. He waited.

Sef, still kneeling, |ooked up at Donal. "My |ord?"
Carillon laughed. "I see he knows his master."
Donal gestured Sef up fromthe floor. "You may go."

Silently, Sef stood up, bowed quickly, and went with the
liveried servant.

"I amsorry for what the boy said." Carillon's tone was
compassi onate. "You need no rem nding about your father's
fate. "

"One warrior's tahlnorra is not necessarily easily ac-
cepted by his kin," Donal responded evenly. "But\al51ll hope
the gods grant nme a life as effective as his."

"Effective?" Carillon did not smile. "A npdest way of
describing Duncan's loyalty and dedication. And odd, from
his son\al51"

"It does no good to dwell upon it," Donal interrupted. He
felt the clenching of his belly; the sudden cranping of his
throat. He had said nore of his father to Aislinn than he had
said to anyone in a very long tine. And it was no easier
speaking of himto Carillon, who had known Duncan better

than nmost. "Tynstar defeated ny jehan, but not before he
acconpl i shed what he was neant to.'

"Siring yow?" Carillon's nouth twisted a little. "Aye, he
sired you\al5land in doing so forged the next link in the
prophecy. "

The link that excluded a Homanan Muij har. Donal won-
94 Jennifer Robersori

dered for the hundredth tine whether Carillon hinself re-
sented the upstart Cheysuli prince as nmuch as everyone el se.
So nmuch had been given to hi mwhen he deserved none of it.

An accident of birth. No nore. And yet Donat knew it was
not. The gods had decreed his fate.

Carillon apprai sed Donal. "For a poi soned man, you seem
uncommonly fit. |Is what Aislinn said true?*'

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (71 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:36 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

"True. And | amfully recovered.” He was not; Dona

knew it. He was weary fromthe ride, too weary. He needed

food and rest. But his pride kept himfromsaying so to Carill on,
who faced nore poor health than any man Donal knew.

"Good. Cone and show nme." Carillon turned abruptly
and headed toward a corridor.

"Show you?" Donal went after him "Show you whatV

Carillon's stride was crisp and even. Hi s back was rigid.
There was no sign of advancing age in him save for the

twi sted fingers. "Rowan!" The shout echoed along the corri-
dor. Donal, hastening in the Mijhar's footsteps, frowned into
the candle-lit passageway.

Shortly after a second shout, Rowan stepped out of a

doorway. His black hair was tousled and danp, and his

clothing was a little awmy, as if he had only just put themon
following a bath. "Aye, ny lord?"

"My sword is in nmy chanbers," Carillon said briefly.
"Do ne the favor of bringing it to the practice chanber."

Rowan's yel |l ow eyes reflected startled specul ation. "Aye,
my lord. At once.”

"Carillon, what do you nean to do?" Donal at |ast fel
into step with the Mij har

"I mean to find out what order of skill you claim"”

"Sword skill?" Donal, hastening his steps yet again, shook
his head. "Carillon, you know al51"

"\'al51know what ? That you, as a Cheysuli, claimyourself
above the use of a sword? Inviolate to its threat?"

"No, of course not." Donal bit his tongue to repress his
exasperation- "I can be wounded as easily as a Homanan\al5lit
isonly . . . Carillon, will you slow down\al51?"

"Only what?" The Mij har did not slacken his pace. "Is it
only that you would sinply prefer to keep yourself to bow
and knife?"

"l am good enough with both!" Donal, pride stung, stopped
dead in his tracks. Carillon al so paused
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"Aye," he agreed, "you are. But the future Mij har of

Hormana nust also wield a sword.” He stretched out his hand
as Rowan cane striding down the corridor with a scabbard
clenched in his hand. "This sword," Carillon said, accepting
it from Rowan.

Donal scraped one hand down through his hair and over his
face. "Canllon." H's voice was nearly throttled in his at-
tenpt to remain calm "Do you forget | am Cheysuli T9

"I think that is inpossible.” Carillon's voice, raspy now,
sounded harsh in the shadowed corridor. "You take such
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pains to rem nd ne whenever the chance arises." Methodi-
cally, he held the scabbard in his left hand and placed his
right on the heavy golden hilt. At the edge of his hand, set
into prongs in the pormel of the hilt, glowed the dead-bl ack
stone that had once been brilliant crinson. A blood-red ruby,
called the Mijjhar's Eye, and perverted by Tynstar's sorcery.

Donal | ooked at Rowan. He saw nothing in the general's
face save a perfect blankness. Cheysuli blankness. He uses
his race to thwart even ne.

At | ast he | ooked at Carillon. "You wish me to spar
agai nst you."

"Aye. As we have done in the past."

Donal nodded his head in the direction of the sword. "You
have not used that agai nst nme before."

"Then perhaps it is tine | did. It is your grandsire's
sword. "

"He made it," Donal retorted. "He never used it hinself.
The Cheysuli never do."

"Hal e was all Cheysuli," Carillon agreed. "But you claim
a full quarter of Homanan bl ood, and thai nuch entities you
to learn the proper use of a sword."

Agai n, Donal gl anced at Rowan. And again, he saw the
bl ank expression. Carillon's man to the core. For all he is
Cheysul i, he seens nore Homanan than Carillon hinsel f!

Poi ntedl y, Donal |ooked at Rowan's |left side. At nme sword
sheat hed there. A Homanan sword, but wielded by a Cheysuli.

Col or canme into Rowan's dark face. Cheysuli-bom Honmanan-
bred; adversity had taught himto stay alive, during Shaine's
qu' mahlin, by ignoring the truth of his origins. And now,
though free to enbrace the custons of his race, he did not.
Cheysuli on the outside, Homanan on the inside; Carillon's

ri ght-hand nan.

96 Jennifer Roberson
In place of nmy su'fali, a proper |iege nman.

But Donal did not blame Rowan. Not entirely. Finn's

dismissal fromCarillon's service had been initiated by somne-

one else entirely, and ai ded\al5lal beit unintentionally\al5lby Car-
illon hinself.

There was, suddenly, tension in Rowan's face. And Dona

was ashaned. It is not his fault. He was raised by the

unbl essed. Lacking a lir, he lacks also a heart and soul. But
he does the best he can.

"Cone," Carillon challenged, "show ne what you know. "

Donal | ooked at the royal sword of Homana, knowing it
was Cheysuli. And then he | ooked at Rowan

Silently, Rowan pulled his forth. He offered the hilt to
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Donal

NI NE

T

he practice chanber 1liad no aesthetics about it. It was a
pl ai n chanber of unadorned dark-blue stone, even to the
floor, which had been worn into a perfectly snooth indigo-
slate sheet fromyears of swordplay and footwork. Each wall
bore only weapons racks: swords, |ong-knives, spears, hal-
berds, axes. bows and other accouterments of war. Woden
benches lined the sides for students who chose to or were
ordered to watch. Wall sconces with fat candles in themlit
the roomwith a pearly glow. Donal had been in the chanber
many tines in fifteen years, but he far preferred the training
sessions with Finn and others in the Keep

Carillon stood in the precise center of the snooth, dark

floor. He was still fully dressed, not bothering to shed even
hi s doubl et of nulberry velvet. H s boots were | ow cut, of

soft gray |leather, |acking the heavy sol es of thigh-high riding
boots. And in his twi sted hands was gripped the gold-hilted
sword with its bal eful, blackened eye.

Idly, Donal slapped the flat of Rowan's bl ade against his

| eather-clad | eg. He stripped out of his cloak and dunped it
onto the nearest wooden bench. Sighing, he turned to face
Carillon. "My lord, this will be a travesty."

"WII it?" Carillon smled. "Then | am pl eased you so
willingly admit you | ack what skill any sol dier should pos-
sess." He gestured sharply, "Rowan\al5lthe door. It nay be
the Prince of Homana will not desire anyone to see this\al51l
travesty."

Briefly Rowan di pped his still-danmp head in an acknow -
97
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edgi ng nod, then pulled the door tightly shut. He crossed his
arms and | eaned against the wall, watching both nen in an
attitude of nonchal ance, yet intently aware of each.

Donal yet held the sword in one hand negligently. The hilt
was unfam liar, being made for Rowan's hand, but then the
hilt of any sword was unfamiliar to him He had spent hours
with an arms-master, being drilled until he thought he would
go mad, but he had al ways been an indifferent student. He
knew, did the tinme come when he would have to fight, it
woul d be with knife or Cheysuh warbow.

O M-shape. This is foolishness.
""Conme forth," Carillon invited, "And tell ne howit was

you were poisoned.”
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Donal ' s short laugh was a bark. "I can tell you that

wi thout resorting to this. Carillon. And | think the answer is
easy enough to cone by. It was your cheysula, ny Lord

Muj har. The Queen of Honmana hersel f.**

"Conme forth." Carillon's tone brooked no refusal. "I, at
| east, can speak while | spar. Can you?"

He baits nme ... by the gods, he baits ne! Donal noved
forward, clad more confortably than Carillon in snug Cheysul

| eggi ngs and sl eevel ess jerkin dyed a warm soft yell ow
Though he hated swordpl ay, he could not help but nove into

a defensive posture as Carillon settled the rune-kissed bl ade
nmore confortably.

Carillon grunted. "Electra, was it? | would have guessed
the Ihlini.*

"Ch, Tynstar may have encouraged it." Donal shifted

Rowan's sword until it rested nore confortably in his hands

"But Electra had the doing of this, | amquite sure. But\al5lnot
al one. She had hel p."

"Who? Have | traitor on the island?"

"Traitors, rather . . . though | think it is too harsh a

word. | believe she was unknow ng." Donal touched his

bl ade gently to Carillon's in brief salute. "It was Aislinn. ny
lord."

"Ai slinn\al51!" The Cheysuli blade |owered slightly before
Carillon caught hinself. "Wat is this idiocy?"

Donal shook his head. "No idiocy, ny lord\al5lit is ne
truth. Ask the girl; better yet, ask Sef. He saw what she tried
to do.*'

LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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"Conme at ne!" Carillon rasped. "Tell me this over the
swor d- song! "

Donal stepped in. He parried Carillon's opening maneuver,
parried again, and ducked a vicious two-handed sw pe that
whi stl ed near his ear. He hissed in startled surprise, then
danced aside yet again as the sword swooped back to catch
himon its return.

"Say again," Carillon ordered. "Say again it was ny
daughter!™

"I't was." Donal skipped aside, blessing his Cheysuli quick-
ness. Sparring this mght be, but Carillon did not spar as nost
men did. He was strong enough to stop a powerful bl ow even

as he loosed it to the full extent of the naneuver, and so he
sparred with little held back. Except he is no | onger as strong
as he once was . . . gods!\al5lhe could take nmy head with

anot her swipe |like that! -

"Do not hang back like a fearful child!" Carillon shouted.
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"At nme, Donal! | amthe eneny!"

The royal blade blurred silver in the air, so that the runes
bled into the steel and becane invisible. Donal saw only the

di spl acenment of air and heard the swoop of slicing steel. He
moved in instinctively, answering Carillon's challenge, and
tried to turn the bl ow aside. But his blade was battered aside
al nost at once, then twi sted out of his hands. His wists and
forearns cried out their abuse as he fought to hold on, but the
hilt slipped fromhis hands. The sword fell against the floor.

Carillon took a single step forward. The tip of his blade
rested |ightly agai nst Donal's abdonen, scraping softly on the
gol d and topaz of his buckle. "It is your life, boy," ne

Muj har rasped. "It is not ne you face, but the eneny.

Per haps a Solindish soldier, or an Atvian spearnman. Neit her
will allow you time to retrieve a fallen weapon.™

"Do you expect nme to believe such a transparent ploy as
that ?" Donal snapped. "Or do you say we go to war
t onor r ow

The tip pressed nore threateningly. "Not tonorrow. Per-
haps the day after."” Carillon's jaw was set |ike stone- "I
have been receiving regul ar nessages fromcouriers out of
Sol i nde these past four weeks. Royce, in Lestra, believes
there will be a mil-scale rebellion before a sixth-nmonth is
past."

"Rebellion." Donal felt the clenching of his belly. "You
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have feared it, | know ... and you have not let me forget
what m ght happen did Tynstar ever rally the Solindi sh again.
But why would they follow himafter so nany years of

peace?"

"Peace?" Carillon laughed. "You mght call it that, hav-

ing no knowl edge of what war is. But Solinde is far from
peaceful. Royce has put down insurgents tine and tine again,
and there is talk Tynstar does nobve, even now, to unite the
Sol i ndi sh rebel s."

"If he does\al51l"

"If he does, we will go to war again. Not today, perhaps
not even tonorrow al5lbut very soon." Carillon regarded his
heir, "Now, as you know so much, tell me about Gsric of
Atvia."

"Csric! The Atvian king?" Donal frowned. "He is at
hone, is he not, quarreling with Shea of Erinn over an island
title?"

"Aye," Carillon agreed. "But what if Osric, deciding to
avenge his father's death at Homanan hands\al5las wel| as
tiring of paying me twice-yearly tribute\al5lquits quarreling
with Shea of Erinn and chooses to nmarch on Homana?"

"End the tribute," Donal suggested. "It would give him
one | ess reason to consider such a march."”
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Carillon's smle held little anusenment. "I instigated the
tribute in retribution for com ng against ne the last tinme-
Thome paid for it with his life, leaving his son to succeed
him therefore the son nust also pay for the father's folly. Do
I end the tribute, Gsric will judge ne weak. It would be an

i ndi cation that Homana's aging Mijhar, at last, is |osing
strength, opening an avenue of attack for Osric. No, no\al5l
policy dictates | continue to ask tribute to Atvia. There is no
ot her choice."

Donal had no desire to entangle hinself in the intricacies of
ki ngcraft, even verbally. "W were not speaking of the
potential for war, nmy lord, but of your daughter's conplicity
in Electra's attack on ne. Should we not finish that topic
bef ore we begi n anot her ?"

"Gods, but you drive me mad!" Carillon said through grit-

ted teeth. "Look at ne, Donal! What do you see? An old nman
growi ng ol der, and nore quickly than anyone m ght have
thought." Briefly, he shrugged, and a faint w nce of pain cut
across his face. "It was your father who told ne Tynstar gave
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me nothing | would not experience anyway; that the disease
woul d devour ny body eventual |y regardl ess of what | did

and it does. Oh, aye\al5lit does. Wo is to say | will live
to see the new year?"

"You are the one speaking idiocy now" Donal was taken
aback by Carillon's intensity. "Aye, you grow ol der, but
even now you wield a sword. Even now you defeat a
Cheysuli!"

"Aye, | do. And no warrior | have ever heard of gives in
to an eneny so easily." The tip pressed close yet again.
"You speak of Aislinn's conplicity? Then you had best
speak a little nore clearly. Now *

Donal sighed. "I cannot say for certain, Carillon. There is

no doubt she was\al5linvolved. It was her hand that held the
knife." He put up his hand and wi ggled his lingers. "Heal ed

now, and easily enough\al5lit was not so nuch of a cut\al5lbut |
got the cut because Aislinn tried to put a knife in nmy back.

And woul d have, had nmy /ir not warned me. And even then,

she cut nme. It was Sef who held her back."

"Ai slinn\al5ldid that?" Carillon's eyes were on the sun-
bronzed knuckl es.

"Aye, she did. But | doubt it was her decision\al5ll am sure
she was ensorcel ed. "

"How?" Carillon snapped.
"By Electra, ny lord\al5lwho el se?"

The creased lids with their silvered |ashes flickered just a
little. "Aislinn is her daughter- Do you tell ne Electra would
stoop to such perversion?"

Donal did not smle. "You know her better than |. Tel
me, ny lord, if Tynstar's neijha would."
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The breath was expell ed suddenly; an expl osi on of disbe-
lief and horrified acknow edgment. The sword tip wavered
agai nst Donal's abdomen. "She woul d," he whispered. "By
the gods, she would. And / sent Aislinn there\al51"

"My lord." Donal did not nove; not even in the face of
Carillon's enotions did he dare give the sword tip a chance.
"My lord\al5lwhat el se could you have done? She was of an

age where she needed to see her jehana . . . even one such as
El ectra.’
"Ch no ... | could have refused. | should have. And now

you tell ne Aislinn tried to slay you?"
Donal was noved to offer any sort of reassurance, though
102 Jennifer Robe/son

the transgressi on was serious enough. He could not bear to
see a man who was so strong be overcome by the plotting of
his treacherous wife. "My lord\al5lat |east shefailed.'”

Carillon was not amused by the purposeful mildness of the
statement. "This time. But if it is true she was ensorcel ed,
who is to say she will not try again?"

Dona) drew in a careful breath. Deliberately he kept his

tone light, seemngly offhand. "There is a way. | could
determne if the ensorcelnent is still in effect.”
" |_b\,\/?|l

"Let me take her to the Keep. Let ny su' fali go into her
mnd. "

Carillon's brows drew down. "Wiy Finn? Why not you? 1
know you have the power."

"I have tried," Donal said gently. "There is a barrier
there, the residue of someone else's presence.”

"A trap-link?" Carillon demanded at once. "Do you say
Tynstar has touched ny daughter through El ectra? *

"That\al51lthat is better left to Finn to determ ne."

"Then we shall let him" Canllon rasped, "but only on
one condition."

Donal stared. "You speak of conditions when this nmay
be your daughter's sanity?"

"When | amforced to. And you force me, Donal." Caril -
lon was unsmling. "I set you a task. A sinple task, for a
Cheysuli." Suddenly, the smle was there. "Finn could do it.

He has done it. That Duncan could have, | do not doubt. And
now it is your turn." He |aughed. "Are you not their bl ood
and bone?"

Donal regarded hi m suspiciously. "Wat would you have
me do?"

"Take the sword fromme." Carillon | aughed again. "Wn
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back your grandsire's sword!"

"From you?" Donal shook his head. "Carillon, | could

not. More than one real mknows what a renowned fighter you

are. The harpers sing |ays about you\al5ll recall Lachlan's Song
of Homana even if you do not! | would be a fool to try."

"A fool not to." Canllon beckoned with two of his tw sted
fingers. "Cone, Donal . . . take this Cheysuli sword from
t he hand of a Homanan."

Donal swore beneath his breath. And then, invoking what
skills he had | earned from Finn and other warriors, he noved
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in against the blade. He ignored the bite of steel, concentrat-
ing instead on the surprise in Carillon's eyes, and lifted a

fl exed forearm agai nst the Hat of the blade in a quick, chop-
ping notion. And nen, even as Carillon subtly shifted posi-
tion to try another attack, Donal hooked a |leg around his

ankl es and jerked himto the ground.

"My lord\alb1!'* It was Rowan, noving from his place by
the door, until Donal stopped himw th an outthrust hand.

"Do you want the sane?" he asked. "This is between
Carillon and ne."

"Donal \ al51you do not knowh al51"

"I know well enough!" Donal retorted. "He goaded me
intothis ... let himreap what seed he sows."

Slowy, Carillon hitched hinmself up on one el bow, w ncing
and swearing. He glared up at Donal. After a nonent he

st opped cursing and nodded absently. "Perhaps it is not so
necessary for you to leama sword after all. You are danger-
ous enough with nothing."

Donal felt a pang of guilt and concern as he | ooked down
upon the Mijhar. He saw again how twi sted were the call used
hands. "Carillon, | did not nean\al51"

"l care naught for what you meant, or did not nean!"
Carillon's shout was undi nm shed even by his undignified
sprawl upon the stones. "Never apol ogi ze for downi ng your
eneny. | mght have slain you with that sword; instead, you
disarmed nme." He smled. "As | ordered."

Donal bent down. "Here\al5ltake ny hand\al51"

"Tend your wound, Cheysuli," Carillon said crossly. "You
are bl eeding, and 1 amold enough to know how to find ny
feet." He found them pushing hinself up fromthe floor, but
he could not entirely hide a sharp grimace of pain.

Donal put a hand to his abdonmen and felt the slice in the

| eather as well as the bl ood seeping through. The wound did
not appear to be deep, but it hurt. Stilt, he shrugged. "It is
not hing. O no account. Honor enough, in itself." He grinned,
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relieved to see Carillon standing before him apparently all of
a piece. "It is a scar gotten from Homana's Mij har, and a

t oken of acconplishnment. | amstill alive. How nmany others

can claimthat after a confrontation with you?"

Carillon eyed himsuspiciously. "You have a facile tongue.
You nust have got it fromAlix."
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Donal smiled innocently. "My jehana taught nme only
reverence for royalty, ny lord Mijhar."

Carillon nmuttered sonething beneath his breath and ges-
tured to the Cheysuti sword |lying on the ground. "You may
at least return ny weapon to nme. | may have need of nore
practice\al51f or our next meeting."

Donal , | aughing, bent and grasped the sword by its bl ade.

He cerenpniously offered it hilt-first to Carillon, nmaking a
sol emn production out of ne gesture. The Mij har reached out
to take it with a muttered oath. Hs nouth twisted in a

gri mace of acknow edgnment, but before his fingers closed on
the hill, he froze.

"The rubyV The shocked outcry cane from Rowan

Instantly Donal glanced down at the stone set so deeply in
the prongs of the pormel. And then he lost his snile-

Li ke the stare of an unblinking serpent, the Mijhar's Eye

gl ared back at him But no |onger was it the tainted bl ack of
Ihlini sorcery. It glowed a rich bl ood-red

He felt a frisson of fear and shock. "It was bl ack\al5lit has
al ways been bl ack\al51"

"No," Carillon said hoarsely. "Before | plunged it into

the purple flames of Tynstar's sorcery, it was red as the bl ood
in ny veins. Do you see? That is a Cheysuli ruby, Donal, set
there by your grandsire's hand. Wol e and unbl ermished, as it
was nmeant to be, until tainted by Ihlini sorcery."

As Carillon closed his hand on the hilt, Donal rel eased the
bl ade at once. And the ruby turned bl ack again.

"W\ al51" Donal bl urted.

"Aye." Carillon's voice was hoarse, uneven. "By the

gods\ al51l understand it." H s eyes, rising to neet Donal's,
were filled with sudden comprehension. "I know now what

Fi nn meant when he explained it to ne."'

"Expl ai ned what T

Carillon gestured. "How a Cheysuli sword knows the hand

of its master. How it will serve well any man who wields it,
because it nust, but cones to life only in the hands of the
warrior it was neant for. Do you not know your own | egends?"

Donai stared in horrified fascination at the black stone in
the golden hilt with its ranmpant Homanan lion. "l\al5lhave
heard. But never have | seen the story proven\al5l"
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"Then | ook upon it, Donal. This sword was nade for
you."
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Sl ow y, Donal shook his head fromside to side. "Ch, |
think not ... 1 think not. 1 am Cheysuli, and we do not dea
with swords."

"A Cheysuli nmade it ... as once your race nade the

finest swords in the world, though none of the warriors would
use them" Carillon nodded. "Finn taught ne much of the
Cheysul i, Donal, and\alb5lonce, for a very little while\al5ll was
Cheysuli nyself." He shrugged at Donal's twitch of startled

di sbelief. "You do not yet understand, but you will. There

will conme a tine\al51" He shook his head quickly. "Never

m nd. What we speak of now is how this sword was made for

you. "

"No." It canme a burst of involuntary sound, but he knew
no other answer. "Not\al5lmine. It is yours."

Carillon turned the sword in the candlelight, so the flanes
ran down the blade and set the runes afire. "Do you see? 1
know you read Cheysuli A d Tongue. Decipher these runes

for me."

Donal | ooked at them He saw the figures wought in the
shining steel. He saw themclearly enough to read them and
then he drew back once nore. "I will not."

"Donal \ a151"

"1 cannot!" he shouted. "Are you blind? You tell ne ny
grandsire nmade this sword for ne while knowi ng what woul d
happen, and | dare not acknow edge what it neans."

"The runes, Donal. | can have themread by another.
woul d rather you read themto nme."

He took yet another step back. "Do you not see? If that
sword were truly nmade for nme, it nmeans | must succeed you
And | amnot certain | can!"

"Why can you not?" Carillon, stricken, stared at hi mover
the shining sword. "Do you say | have chosen the wong
man?"

Donal cl apped both hands over his face. "No, oh no, not

the wong man\al51the right man!" H s voice was nuffled
behind his palnms. "But how am| to follow you? After al

mat you have done?" Donal stripped the black hair back from
his face. "CGods, Carillon, you are a | egend by which all men
measur e thensel ves. And you are living! Can you inmagi ne

how they will neasure nme when you are gone?"

Carillon's aging face lost its color. "It is that, then. You
fear you cannot live up to your predecessor.”
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"Aye." Donal sighed and let his hands drop down to slap
agai nst his thighs. "Gods\al5lwho coul d? You are Carillon."
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"l do not want that!" Carillon cried. "Gods, Donal, be
yoursel f! Do not flunk about what others would have you
be."

"How not? There is nothing else | can do." Donal caught

his breath. The sparring session had sapped even nore of his
strength. The chanber wavered a little. He shoved a forearm
against his browto w pe the sweat away. "Surely you nust
see it. Carillon. Surely you nmust hear it. How they worship
you even as they curse the heir you chose."

"Curse you\al5l"

"Aye." Donal's throat was dry. Hi s voice scraped through

the hoarseness. "There are tines | alnost hate nyself. | play

the polished plate and reflect the things they see. Cheysuli
Arrogant. Believing nmyself better than any Honmanan. And

yet even as they mutter to one another how |l wll be given the
Lion instead of earning it, | wonder if | amworthy of your
trust."” He | ooked into the older nan's face. "Gods, Carillon\al5l
there are times | want nothing nmore than to turn ny back on

you, so | can keep a piece of nyself."

"No," Carillon said hollowy. "Do not think of it. Wth-
out you, there is nothing."

Donal raised both hands briefly and | et them slap down at

his sides. "The shar tahls say it is my tahlnorra to accept
the Lion fromyou. But\al5ll woul d sooner accept nothing from
nmy jehan."

Carillon flinched visibly. Donal saw it and realized he had
hurt the man, though he had not intended to. He woul d not

hurt Carillon for the world, not intentionally. And yet there
were times he felt his very presence hurt him because he
knew hinself living testinony to Carillon's failure to produce
a legitimate son of his own flesh and bl ood.

"1 care nothing for what others may think of you," Caril-

lon said. "They are fools. Homanan | may be, but | am not
blind. | spent too many years with Finn to disbelieve in
tahlnmorra and a man's place within the tapestry of the gods."
One comer of his nouth twitched in an effort to steady his

voi ce. "There was a time Duncan hinmself told nme how he

|l onged to turn his back on his tahlnmorra so he could share his
life with his son. But his dedication was such that he could
not ignore what |lay before him and so he net Tynstar and
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di ed. But\al5lyou shoul d not judge yourself by others, Donal
Never."

Insecurity suddenly overcanme him "I know | can never be

what they would have ne be. 1 amnot you."

"Be Donal ," Carillon said- "By the gods, you will be the
first Cheysuli Mijhar in four hundred years!”

"Aye," Donal agreed. "I will have your throne one day.
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That is nore than enough. | will not take your sword."

"But it is yours. Yours, Donal. You nust accept it now "
Carillon held it out.

Donal took a single step away. "No. Not yet."
"Do you deny your grandsire's w shes?"

"Aye." Donal stared at the runes. The runes that beckoned
him the runes he had to deny. And do | deny the power?

Carillon drew in a raspy breath. "Then\al51lif not now .

will you accept it at your acclamation?" The Mijhar smled a
little. "Shaine gave nme this sword upon ny accl amation as
Prince of Homana. Surely you could accept it then."

"No." Yet another step away. "Carillon\al51ll have no wi sh
to strip you of your power. One day there will be no choi ce,
but for now there is. And | have nade it."

Carillon's eyes, staring down at the bl ackened ruby, were
bleak in his care-womface. It was the face of a man who

sees his own endi ng, when he has only just gotten past his
beginning. It was the face of a man who recogni zes his
tahlmorra and all the futility and insignificance of his pres-
ence within the palmof the gods. The face of a nan who,

when confronted with his chosen successor, knows mat suc-
cessor was al ready chosen | ong before.

The Muj har | ooked at Rowan. "It is Donal," he said

clearly. "It is Donal, after all." He |aughed, but the sound
was the sound of bittersweet discovery. "For all Finn and
Duncan told me how inportant / was to the prophecy, it does
not come down to ne at all." Slowy, he shook his head.

"To Donal. | amonly the caretaker of this realm. . . unti
another's tinme has cone."

TEN

D1

L/ onal, nounted on his chestnut, watched sidel ong as Car-
illon mounted his own gray stallion. Tail as he was, he
seened to have trouble reaching up to the stirrup. But he
mounted. Wth |l ess grace than Donal had wi tnessed before,
perhaps, but Carillon got hinself into the saddle.

The Mujhar let go a short breath of effort conpleted and
squinted in the norning sunlight, glancing over at Donal
"You | ook sonewhat done in. Did you resort to the wine jug
| ast night?"

Donal , who had resorted to nothing but his own imaginings
followi ng the confrontation with Carillon in the practice cham
ber, shook his head a little. "No. | did not sleep.”

Carillon's silvering brows rose. "Did not\al5lor could not?"
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Donal grunted. "One and the same, |ast night."

The Muj har nodded. "Neither did I." He gl anced across
Donal ‘s nount to the snaller bay horse beyond, its rider
nearly out of earshot. "So, you bring your new servant
al ong. "

Donal drew rein as his horse fidgeted, stonping one hoof

agai nst the cobbles of the bailey. Automatically he | ooked for
Lom concerned for his welfare, but the wolf waited at some

di stance fromthe horses. Taj perched upon the bailey wall -

"Now is as good a time as any for Sef to see what a Keep
is," Donal told Carillon. "But where is Aisiinn?"

"Del aying for as long as she can,
"She wants no part of this."

Carillon said dryly.

"She said she was willing before."

108
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"Aye. Before." Carillon was unsniling. "Before she knew

aught of Sorcha and the boy."

Donal felt the clenching of his belly. "Then\al51lshe told you
how she found out.'

"Aye. She was\al5ll ess than happy about it." Carillon | ooked
directly at his heir. "W have never played ganes with each
ot her, Donal\al5lwe knew one day it would come to this. Even
when you and Sorcha grew cl ose\al5lyou knew. "

Carillon, Donal knew, did not precisely accuse. But he was
Aislinn's father and, though he understood Cheysuli custons
better than any Homanan, no doubt he felt the relationship
bet ween Donal and his Cheysuli neijha was an insult to his

daught er.

Donal drew in a deep breath that was just the slightest bit
unsteady. "l\al5lknow. As you say, there have been no ganes.
And | nean no offense even now . . . surely you nust see
that."

"I see it." Carillon shifted in his saddle, as if his nuscles
pai ned him "Donal\al51l care deeply for ny daughter. | would
not have her hurt. But neither do | wish to trespass on
Cheysuli custonms." He stared down at his tw sted hands as

he clutched reins and saddl ebow. "Aisiinn said she wished to
break off the betrothal. In the face of her tears and tattered
pride, | had to refuse her, of course ... | had no choice."

"No doubt it is difficult for a jehan to deny his child
anything he or she wants." Donal made his answer as judi-
cious as he coul d.

Carillon's smle was slightly sardonic. "Aye. And, soon
enough, | doubt not you will leamit for yourself, lan is of an
age to exert his needs and desires."

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (84 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:36 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

"I amsorry. Carillon," Donal said wetchedly. "I would
spare her as much pain and heartache as | could, were there
anot her way."

"I know that. But\al5ll think there wilt cone a day when
you find you nust make a choice." He gestured with a nod
of his head toward the marble steps. "And here is ny tardy
daughter." Carillon nmotioned for one of the stable lads to
| ead the dun-colored mare forward.

Aislinn's shining hair was plaited lightly, then doubled up
and bound with green wool en yam The knot of bright hair

hung over one brown-cl oaked shoul der. Her dark green skirts
were kilted up for ease of riding, and her | egs were booted to
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the knees. Wth the grace of youth she nounted, unaffected
in her novenments, and gathered in her reins. Like nost
Homanan wonen, she disdained a sidesaddl e and rode astri de.

She gl anced si del ong at Donal. He saw how red-ri mmed
me el oquent eyes were, as if she had cried ne night through;

her face was a little swollen and her nmouth did not hold a
steady line. But her pert nose with its four gol den freckles
was lifted toward the sky. "Do we go? Let us get this
travesty over."

Donal , despite the haughty words, sensed her unhappi ness
clearly. Aislinn was a young girl, badly frightened by what

*be faced, and resorted to what attitude she could in an effort
to control her fear. He understood it. He had done it before

hi nsel f.

Her horse was close to his own. He | eaned out of the
saddl e slightly and caught the back of her neck, squeezing
gently. "You will do well enough.™

Her denmeanor seened |less arrogant. "WIIl [?" she whis-
pered. "Gods ... | amso afraid\al51"

"Fear has its proper place\al5lor so | amtold." He rel eased
her and reined his stallion around. "But | think there is little
need for it in the Keep."

"But\al5lit is Finn\alsl"

"He is the last warrior you should fear. That nuch |
proni se you."

Ai slinn's hands, gloved in supple anber-dyed | eather, tight-
ened on her reins. The dun mare crowded Donal's chestnut.
"Then | hold you to your promse."

"If you wish, I will goin with Finn. You have felt ny
touch before. There is little |I can do, |acking the necessary
experience, but | can nonitor what he does.'' Dona! shrugged.

"Whuld it lend you sonme reassurance?"

Her gray eyes, pale as water, studied hima |ong nonent.
Then, reluctantly, she nodded. He saw the twi sting of her
mout h. "Aye. 1 want you there as well."

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (85 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:36 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

He pushed the mare's nmouth away from his knee before
her metal bit could bang against himpainfully. "Then | wll
be there."

But her fear remmined. He could see it.

"Let us go," Carillon said. "Sooner done, is it done
with." He gathered his reins and spurred the gray stallion
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about. But before he could go. Rowan called for himfrom
the top of the marble steps.

"My lord\al5lny lord\al5lwait you." The general ran down

the steps rapidly. "Carillon\al5la courier has cone. From Duke
Royce in Lestra." Rowan caught hold of one rein and held

back the Mijhar's horse. "1 think, nmy lord, you had best

hear what he has to say."

At once. Carillon |ooked at Aisiinn. H s indecision was
mani f est- But even as she reined her horse closer to his,
preparing to plead her case, he becane nore deci sive.

"Ai slinn\al5lyou will be safe enough with Donal. You have
heard what the general has said."

"You promised to go with ne!"

"And now | cannot." His tone was gentle, but equally
inflexible. "Were this testing not so necessary, | would say it
could wait for another tine. But it cannot, no nore than can
this courier." He reached out and caught the crown of her

head wi th one broad hand and cupped his twi sted fingers

around the dome of her skull. "I amtruly sorry, Aislinn.

but I know you wil! be safe with Donal."

"You give me no choice," she accused unhappily. "You
give me no choice in anything'." Wenching her mare around,
she headed for the gates.

Carillon sighed heavily. "Be patient," he told Donal

"She is young . . . and till now her lot as ny daughter has
been little nore than a beautiful gane. Now she knows its
price."

"I will bring her back before nightfall," Donal pronised.

"As for what she will face\albSlthere is nothing for you to fear
It is Finn who will do the testing."

Briefly, Carillon smled. "After all these years, it cones
again to Finn. And I think it will amuse him" Slowy, he
swung down out of the saddle and patted the horse's shoul -
der. "Safe journey, Donal. And now you had best go after
her before she gets so far ahead you | ose her entirely."

It was Sef, edging his horse close to Donal's. who re-
mar ked about the vastness of the Keep. "There are pavilions
everywhere.'

The oil ed pavilions, dyed warmearth and forest tones and
painted with nyriad lir, spread through the forest like a
scattering of seed upon the ground. The Cheysuli, when they
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could, left the trees standing, setting up their pavilions in
clustered copses of oak and el mand beech with vines and

bracken still intact. Surrounding the permanent encanmpnent,
snaki ng across the ground, stood the curving gray-green gran-
ite wall

"It seenms so, now," Donal agreed. "Wen | was a boy,

there were not so many as this. But that was when we |ived
across the Bluetooth River, trying to stay free of Ilhlini retri-
bution and Bellam s tyranny." He gl anced around the Keep

as they rode through, reining around cookfires and running
children. "This is a true Keep now, with the half-circle walls
and painted pavilions. But for years\al5ltoo nany years\al5lwe
lived as refugees and outlaws." He glanced at Aislinn, |ocked
up in her silence. "It was Carillon who allowed us the
freedomto cone hone."

Sefs parti-colored eyes were fixed on Donal. "It's no
wonder they sing songs and tell stories about him then. Look
at what he's done."

Donal felt a stab of synpathy for Carillon, even in his
absence. W have made himinto a |l egend for us to idolize,

and we have stripped himof his freedom It nust be nore
difficult for himto live up to the nane, and he is the one who
wears it.

"My father is a great man," Aislinn said flatly. "There is
no one like himin all the kingdons of the world. No one will
ever be able to match him" Her gray-pale eyes were fas-
tened with great deliberation upon Donal's face.

"Aislinn," he said gently, "I do not conpete with your
jehan. And | will not even when his throne has passed to
me." Trying to break the nonent, he glanced around the

Keep. "This is smaller now than it was when first we cane
here. But sone of the clans have gone back across the

Bl uetooth to return to the Northern Keep." Involuntarily, he
shivered. "It was cold there\al51ltoo close to the Wastes,
prefer this Keep. And now al5lhere is Finn's pavilion."

"Anot her wolf," Sef said. He pointed at the green pavilion
with its gold-painted wolf on the side. "Lom s father?"

Donal grinned down at the ruddy wolf as Lom snorted in
surprise. "No. More like grandsire, perhaps, did lir age
normal ly. But as they do not, it nakes no difference." He
junped off his chestnut stallion even as Taj settled on the
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ri dgepol e of the pavilion. "Come down, Set . . . there is
not hing to harmyou here."

"You said that about the Crystal Isle." Sef slid off his
brown horse
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"And was there?" Donal |ooped his reins about a conve-
nient tree branch and turned to help Aislinn down.

"There was," Sef said, "but | didn't let it."

I gnoring the boy's superstitions. Donal ducked under the
reins and scratched at the pavilion doorflap. "Su' fali," he
called. "Are you in?"

"No. 1 amout, but very nearly in." Finn cane around the

side of the pavilion with Storr padding at his side. The wolfs
muzzl e had grayed and grizzled, showi ng as nuch of age as a

lir could, for his lifespan parallelled Finn's. Until his warrior
died, Storr was free of normal aging.

Finn's black brows ranup beneath his silver-flecked, raven

hair. But for that and a few deep lines etched into the flesh at
the coners of his yellow eyes, he hardly | ooked ol d enough

to have a nephew of twenty-three. The dark flesh of his bare
arnms was still stretched taut over heavy nuscles; his /fr-bands
gleaned in the sunlight. "You have been a stranger to your

Keep, Donal. Wat brings you here now?"

"Aislinn," he said briefly, and sensed her instant tension
Finn glanced at her. "You are well come to the Keep,

| ady. Meghan will be pleased to know you are here. She is
with Alix just now, but | can send Storr for her."

"No." Aislinn's face was tight with apprehension. "I have
not come to see Meghan. | have cone because Donal made
me promse, and ny father insisted | keep it."

"As one should, particularly a princess." But Finn had
lost his welcoming snile as he glanced again at Dona). "This
is not a casual visit."

"No," Donal agreed. "Aislinn, as you know, has been
with Electra on the Crystal Isle. She has been\al5lt anpered
wth. "

"A trap-link?" Finn's hand shot out and cl anped on
Aislinn's head before she could nove. And by the tine she
did nove, crying out and pulling away, Finn was done with
his evaluation. "No. Sonething else. Bring her inside." He
turned and pulled the doorflap aside.

Ai slinn hung back. She | ooked at Donal, and he saw the
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terror in her face. Gently, he set one hand on her shoul der
After a noment, she slipped inside the pavilion

Sef, like Aislinn, hung back. But for different reasons. "It
isn't nmy place," he said. "He'll work nmagic in there. 1*11 do
better out here.”

"Come in," Donal insisted mldly. "What Finn will do is

not hing 1 cannot do nyself, and | do not doubt you will be
witness to it sooner rather than late. It may as well be now. "
He settled one browned hand around Set's arm and ushered
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himinto the pavilion, leaving Lorn to trade greetings with
Storr\al5las welt as the grooming ritual\al5land Taj to converse
with the other /*r.

Finn sat on a spotted silver fur taken froma snow | eopard.

As cl an-| eader he was entitled to a iarge pavilion, and he had
accepted that right. Furs of every texture and col or cushi oned
the hard-packed earthen fl oor, and fine-worked tapestries di-

vided the pavilion into sections. One of those sections, Dona
knew, bel onged to Meghan, Finn's hal f-Homanan daughter.

Thi nki ng of Meghan rem nded himthat Finn had said she
was with Alix. And his nother, no doubt, was with his
mei j ha. Quite suddenly, Donal |onged to be there as well,
wi shing to forget all about Aislinn and her troubles.

But he had pronised, and he did not break his oaths.

A small firepit glowed in front of Finn- The snoke was
drawn up to the top of the pavilion, where it was dispersed
through a ventflap. Through the blui sh haze, Finn's eyes
wer e al nost hypnotic.

Aislinn half-turned as if to flee, but Donal bl ocked her
way. Defeated, she turned reluctantly back. Her fingers crept
up to pull nervously at the wool binding her braid.

Finn | aughed. "You renind ne a little of Alix, when first

she joined the clan. Al doe-eyed and frightened, yet defiant
enough to spit in ny face. That is what you would prefer to
do, Aislinn ... is it not?"

"Aye!" she answered, summoning up her own neasure of

defiance. "I want no part of this. It is Donal who says

am al5ltainted." Her voice wavered just a little. "He said\al5lshe
has meddled with my mnd."

Finn did not smle. He did not appear privately anused, as

he so often did. H's tone, when he spoke, was quiet and
exceedingly gentle. "If she has, small one ... 1 will see that
we rid you of it." For a noment he studied her silently.
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"There is no need to fear nme, Aislinn. Do you not know ne
t hrough ny daughter? You and Meghan are boon conpani ons. "

Aislinn's eyes were huge, alnost colorless in the nmuted
light of the pavilion. "But\al51l/ have heard all the stories.”

"Al'l of thenm?" Finn shook his head. "I think not. You

had best ask Carillon for nore."” Now he smiled, just alittle,
and | ooked past her to Donal. "W is the boy you have

br ought ?"

Donal prodded Sef forward. "Answer him Hs |lir may be
a wolf, but it does not nean he will devour you. Any nore
than / will."

Sef noved forward three steps. Hi s hands were wound into
the bl ack woolen tunic that bore a small crimson ranpant |ion
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over his left breast, "Sef," he said softly, keeping his eyes
averted. "lam al51Sef."

"And | amFinn." Finn smled his old ironic smle. "You
al most resenble a Cheysuli. Donal has not brought you hone,
has he? As | brought Alix home?"

Col or rushed into Sets pale face, then washed away al -
nost at once. His eyes, blue and brown, stared fixedly at
Finn. "No," he said on a shaking breath. "I am not Cheysuli."

Fi nn shrugged. "You have the black hair and strong-

boned face for it, albeit you are too fair for one of us." For
just a nonment, a teasing glint lit his eyes. "Perhaps you are
merely a halfling gotten unknown on sone poor Honmanan

worman\ al51'

Fi nn stopped. Donal, looking at him saw the glint in his

eyes fade; heard the teasing banter die. Finn frowed a little,
| ooking at Sef, as if he sought an answer to some unknown
quest i on.

Donal | aughed al oud. "Perhaps your haifling, su' falH"
Finn | ooked at himsharply. "M ne?"

"You are no priest, su' fali, who keeps hinself from
worren. " Donal, still grinning, shrugged. "Sef hinself says
he does not know who hisjehan was."

"He was not Cheysuli!" Sef declared hotly.

Donal | ooked at him quickly, startled by his vehenence.
"Wuld it matter so nuch if he wereV he asked. "Wat if
he were Finn hinmsel f?"

Sets eyes |l ocked onto Fnm*s. So intense was his regard he
seenmed al nost transfixed. "No," he said. That word only,
and yet its tone enconpassed an abiding certainty.
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"No," Finn agreed, and yet Donal saw a faint frown of

puzzl ement. Then Finn flicked a dism ssive hand. "To get to
the point: Electra has once nore neddled with soneone's

mind, and this time it is Aislinn's." He | ooked at the fright-
ened princess. "Sit down, girl, and 1 will discover what |
can."

"Donal tried," she blurted- "He could do nothing."

"I am not Donal, and | have had sonewhat of a npbrelalb5l
personal \ al5lexperience with such tilings as Ihlini trap-links."
Briefly he | ooked at Storr, lying on a pelt nearby, as if the
wor ds evoked sone private nenory they shared. "Aislinn, 1

will not harmyou. Do you think Carillon would allow it?"

She stared at the furs beneath her feet. "No."

Donal placed a gentle hand on Aislinn's head. "Sit down.
| am here with you, Aislinn.”

She shut her eyes a nonent. And then she sat down where
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Fi nn indicated, cross-1legged, across the firecaimfromhim

"Now," he said quietly, "if Donal has done this to you
you know it will not hurt.”

"Have you had it done?" she challenged with a defiance
that only underscored her fear and vulnerability.

An odd | ook passed over Finn's dark, angular face. The

scar twisting across the left side of his face had faded from
avid purple to silver-white with the passing of seventeen
years, but it still puckered the flesh fromeye to jaw, |ending
hima predatory expression he did not entirely require, having
me | ook of a predator already. "Not\alS5lprecisely," Finn an-
swered at last. "But sonmething sinmlar was done to ne. It

was\ al51Tynstar. And yowj ehana. Together, they set a trap for
me, and nearly slew me." He studied her face closely,

unsm ling. "But | survived, though sonething else did not."

Aislinn, startled, sucked in a breath. "Wat did not survive?"

"An oath," Finn said flatly. "W broke it, ywjehan and

I, because there was nothing left to do." He reached out and
touched her eyelids with two gentle fingers. "You are not
yowj ehana, Aistinn, and | doubt she has done nuch to you

mat cannot be undone. Be silent, do not fear, and forget the
stories you have heard."

Silently, Donal knelt down at Aislinn's side. He watched
as Finn put his hands out, reaching through the snoke to
touch her face. Finn ran his fingers softly across the delicate
flesh of her brow, her nose, her eyelids, keeping hinself
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silent. And then he spread his fingers and trapped her skull in
hi s pal ns.

H s hands hel d her head carefully, cupping thunbs beneath

her jaw and splaying fingers through her hair. For a | ong
monent he only | ooked at her pale, rigid face with its tight-
shut eyes, and then his nouth noved into a grimline. He

gl anced qui ckly at Donal. "Do you come?"

"Aye, su'fali."
"Then cone." The grimess faded into relaxation, and the
yel | ow eyes turned vague and detached. Finn was patently
el sewhere

Donal knew what he did. Finn sought the power in the

earth magic, tapping the source as he hinself had done,

drawing it up into his body until he could focus it onto
Aislinn. He channeled it into the girl, seeking out the knotted
web of Ihlini interference. Could he do it, he would untangle
the web and disperse it.

Finn's head di pped down a little in an odd echo of Aislinn's
posture. Hi s eyes, fixed and unblinking, turned black as the
pupils swelled. H's nouth | cosened; his chin twitched once; a
slight trenor ran through his body.
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Donal took a breath and slipped into the link with care. He
felt his know edge of body and surroundi ngs fade away at

once, dissipating into nonexistence, until he was but a speck
of pulsing awareness in a void of black infinity. It was

not hi ngness, conplete and conplex, and yet it was the es-
sence of everything. Earth power, raw and unchannel ed,

surged up around him threatening to snmother him

Careful ly, Donal pushed it back. He naintained his aware-
ness of self and the know edge of what he did, renaining
Donal in the face of such overwhel mi ng power. And slowy,
the power fell back. allowing himroomto nove. Quickly he
sought Finn and found his presence in the void, the bright,
rich crinson spark that was the essence of his uncle.

Su'fali, Donal greeted him

That which was Finn returned the greeting. As they nade
contact, Donal felt the flare of two Cheysuli souls joined in
an odd form of intercourse. Together they would | ocate and
eval uate the residue of sorcery that resonated in Aislinn's
m nd, and they would free her of it.

There, said Finn within the vastness of their |ink.
Dona! saw it. Caught in the countless strands of Aislinn's
118 Jenni fer Roberson

subconsci ousness was a nass of knotted darkness; a spider's
web. It | ooked tenuous as any thread, and yet he knew it was
not. Tynstar's "thread" would be tensile as the strongest
wire.

Gently, Finn said. Gently. Springing the trap nmust be
carefully done, or it will catch unwanted prey.

Donal crept slowy closer to the trap-link. He prepared to
I end Finn what strength he coul d\al51

\al5land felt the sudden painful wenching of a broken |ink

Awar eness expl oded i nto a vast shower of burning frag-

ments, hissing out one by one. Donal thought at first it was
sonething within Aislinn, some formof ward-spell, then felt
the scrape of a hand upon his shoulder. No | onger was he free
of his body, but bound by flesh again.

Dimy, he heard Aislinn's garbled outcry. Finn was swear-

i ng. Donal caught hinself before he fell face-first into the
flanes, then thrust an arm agai nst the pelts to steady hinself.
He was disoriented and badly shaken, feeling distinctly ill.

Angrily, he turned. "To touch a Cheysuli in mnd-link\al51"

But he broke it off. He saw how Set sl unped down on the

fur pelt just behind, his face corpse-white in the bl ue-snoked
air. The boy shuddered spasnodically and his nouth gaped

open as if he could not breathe. Donal thrust hinself up in
one noverent and caught Sef before he tunbled into the fire.

Donal | ooked back at Aislinn. Finn still held her, and by
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the | ook of his eyes he had not stepped out of the link
Aislinn still drifted in the trance and Finn still sought ne
trap-link. But there was no doubting Donal's broken |ink had
af fected them both. The shattering had been too powerful.

Donal closed his eyes a nmonent. He still felt ill. Hi s ears
buzzed. Lights fired in his eyes. But sonmehow he nanaged to
stand up with Sef in his arns and stagger out of the pavilion

He set the boy down against a tree. Even as he did so, Sef
began to rouse. Donal, seating hinself on the ground, put his
head down against his knees and tried to regain his conposure.

Lir? It was Lorn, thrusting his nose beneath Donal's el-
bow. Lir?

Even as Sef stirred, Donal raised his head. Broken |ink, he
told the wol f. Sef touched ne.

You should have told him lir. You should have warned the
boy.

My fault, Donal said, and bl ew out a heavy breath.
LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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Col or crept back into Sets face. He blinked, rubbed dazedly
at his tenple, then tried to sit bolt upright.

Donal pressed hi mback down. "No. Be still. Do you
recal | what happened?"

Sef frowned bl ankly. '*1\al5ll was drowning. | was being
sucked down. It was like | was buried alive." He stared at
Donal. "Was it the magic? Did | feel it?"

Donal sought the best words. "Sef\al5lwhat you did was
done out of ignorance. | understand- And | shoul d have
war ned you: never touch a Cheysuli when he has gone into
another's mind."

Sets eyes widened. "Wat coul d happen?”

Donal rubbed at burning eyes. His ears still buzzed, though
the sound had al nost faded. "Many things, dependi ng upon

the severity of the break, and how deeply the warrior has
gone. And a link is a link\al5lin touching ne you touched
Aislinn and Finn. You mght have injured us all in addition to
yoursel f."

Sef sucked in a strangled breath. "Ch ny lord, |I'msorry\al51"

Donal caught one thin shoulder. "Do not fret. It is over
with. No permanent harm was done, that | can see."

"I was so afraid." Sef |ooked steadfastly at the ground.
was\ alblafraid."

"Fear is nothing to be ashaned of," Donal told him

gently. "It strikes all nmen, at one tine or another, and minics
many things. You were not drowning. You were not being

buried alive."
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Lomstill pressed against Donal's side. The boy is nore
than frightened, lir. There is sonething . . . else.

Is the boy a halfling'! Donald asked.

The wol f seenmed to shrug. / cannot say. Perhaps\al5lbut |
| eave himto you. Lomturned and went back to his place on
the rug by Finn's tent, sharing it with Storr.

Sets eyes were fixed on Donal's face. "You are\al5idifferent,"”
he said gravely. "Never do you nake ne feel a child. On,

aye, there are tines | deserve chastising, and you deliver

i t\al5lbut never do you treat ne as if | were unworthy of
courtesy. Others do."

Donal smiled. "Maybe it is because | amused to boys
aski ng questions. | have a son, you see, though he | acks ten
of your years."
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"A\al5lson?" Sef sat nore upright. "But\al5ll thought you
were to wed the princess!"”

"I am But | have a Cheysuli neijha, and she has given ne
a son." He glanced back at the pavilion, wi shing to go back
in so he could join again in the link with Finn

"I didn't know that." Sefs brows drew down in a frown,

Donal smiled. "Does it matter? You are still my sworn
man, are you not?"

"What of your son?"

"He is too young yet. lan has years before he can serve ne

as you do." He pulled Sef to his feet. "If the pavilion is too
close for you, or you feel too frightened to enter, wait here. |
wilt be out when | can." He rel eased Sets wist, but as he

did he felt sonething soft and suppl e agai nst his fingers.

"What is this?" he asked, peeling back Sets sl eeve.

It was a narrow bracel et of feathers bound around Sefs
wist. Brown and gold and bl ack

Sef jerked his wist away and covered up the band with his
other hand. "Alal5lcharm" Col or blazed into his face. "Pro-
tection against strong magic." Hi s eyes flicked toward the
pavilion. "I was\alb5lafraid. Wen\al5lwhen | was given tinme of
my own to spend as | wished, | went into the city. I\al51found
an ol d woman who nmakes charms and | ove-spells." He

shrugged defensively. "1 said | was afraid of the Cheysuli

and she gave ne this." He exposed the feathered band briefly
as the color ran out of his face. "Are you ashamed of ne?"

"Only if you paid her all the coin | gave you," Donal said

wyly. "Did you?"
Sets eyes widened. "Ch no\\ Do you think I'ma fool?
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only gave her half of it."

Donal tried not to |laugh and did not entirely succeed.
"Wel | enough, you drove a good bargain. But Mijharan

prices are higher than those in Hondarth, | will wager." He
squeezed SeFs shoulder. "There is no need for the charm
Shall | take it fromyour wist?"

"W\ als51l" Sef took a single backward step. "No," he said
more quickly. "I know you woul d never hurt ne," he nut-
tered, "but what of all the others?"

Donal shook his head and sighed. "There is much for you

to team | see. Wll enough, keep your ward-spell and know
yoursel f safe from Cheysuli 'sorcery.' " He turned to re-enter
the pavilion, then glanced back. "You may stay here or
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wander, as you like. But it will be best that you do not come
in again.”

Bl ood cane and went in Sets face. "No, ny |ord.
won't."

Donal pulled aside me flap and went back inside the tent.

Ai slinn, he saw, was slunped over, held linply in Finn's
arms. He bent down at once to take her.

"No," Finn said. "She will be well enough. It is only the
aftermath." Strain had etched new lines in his dark face. Like
Carillon, he had once been touched by Tynstar, and it showed
occasionally in his appearance and sl owed refl exes. But Finn,

unlike Carillon, had not |ost so nany years. "It was\al5ldifficult."

Donal knelt down quickly. "Is she all right? Did you
destroy the trap-Iink?"

Finn frowned. "There was no trap-link, not as | know

them There was sonet hing, aye\al5lyou saw it as well as

1\ al51but not of Tynstar's doing. And | think Electra, even
usi ng what arts Tynstar taught her, is not capable of setting
one herself. But she did work sone form of nmagic on Aistinn
There was an echo, a residue of\al5lsonething. | could not
catch it all ... it was too elusive. And once the boy broke
your portion of the link ..." Finn shrugged, cupping Aislinn's
lolling head as if she were an infant. "I do believe Aislinn
was sonehow ensorceled to carry out Electra's plans, but I
think I have ended that."

"I hope you are certain, su'fali," Donal said dryly. "I
think I would be disinclined to wed a woman who wi shes to
see nme slain.”

Finn grinned. "I do not doubt Aislinn has personal reasons
for viewi ng you with sonme di sfavor\al5lhavi ng known Homanan
worren before\al5lbut | hardly think you need worry about a
knife in the back in your nuptial bed." Then the hunor
slipped away. "Who is that boy?"
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"A foundling. He was in Hondarth alone, living in the
streets and eating what he could find." Donal shrugged. "He
begged to cone with ne when | had done hima service, and

so | let himcome. Wiay? Do you think he may really be your
son?"
Finn flicked hima glance fromhal f-1idded eyes. "I will

not discount the possibility."
Donal sat back on his heels. "You do think he is\al51"
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"l said: | would not discount the possibility.” Finn re-
peated firmy. "That does not nean | claimhe is."

"No," Donal conceded. He chewed at ne inside of his left
cheek. "But\al5lwhy should you think so? Buned dark, he
m ght be one of us\al5lbut he | acks ne yell ow eyes."

"SodoesAl i x. Sodomanyof ourhal flings." Finn shrugged.
"Perhaps he is mne, perhaps he is another's. There is defi-
nitely sonmething famliar about him but | think it does not
matter."

"Not matter[" Donal stared at himin surprise. "How can
you be so call ous?"

Finn's black brows lifted. "1 will force paternity on no
one, Donal. And he did not seemover fond of ne Cheysuli."

"He has not had a chance to know us. G ven tine\al51"

"Gven tine, he may find hinself content to be your
man." Finn smled. "Not a |iege nman, perhaps, but a |oya
conpanion. And | think you are in need of one."

"I have ny lir. They are nore nan enough."

"Aye. But you will also have Aislinn."” Finn | ooked down

on me sleeping princess in his ams. "0Odd, how she resem

bl es both and neither of her parents. It is the coloring, |

thi nk\al51strip the red fromher hair and nake it blond, and she
is nearly Electra cone again."

Donal reached out and touched Aislinn's hair, snoothing it

agai nst her scal p. She | ooked younger as she slept, but she
was no longer a little girl. "No. Not Electra. Perhaps she has
the features, but none of the witch's ways." He sighed and
took his hand away.

"Donal ." Finn's tone was oddly serious, for a nman who

only infrequently sought decorum "I know what you face,
now t hat you nust wed her. But you are Duncan's son, and 1
know you have the strength.”

"Do 1?" Donal |ooked again at Aislinn. "I am not my
jehan, much as | long to be nore like him And | could not
begin to say if | share his dedication."

"He was bomw th that no nore than any man," Finn
said. "He learned it because he had to. So will you." He

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (96 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:36 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

nodded toward the doorflap. "Go and see your neijha. You
owe her a little time."

"Ai slinn?"

"I will keep her with ne."

Donal felt the guilt begin to pain himsorely. "M/ thanks,
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su'fali. It is every bit as difficult as you warned ne, that dav
so |l ong ago."

The scar withed as Finn's jaw tightened. "I am not your

j ehan. nor can ever be. But | would give you what aid | can
It is only that eventually you nust bear the weight yourself
Again he notioned with his head. "Go and see your

meijha. | will give you what tinme | can."
ELEVEN
Dy

L"onal stepped outside the pavilion, glad to feel the fresh
air again, and found his sister in deep conversation with Sef.
In all excitement of having Aislinn tested by Finn, he had
forgotten Bronwyn entirely. He had not seen her for |onger
than he cared to adnit. But then, he put her fromhis mnd as
often as he coul d.

No. Not Bronwyn. What Bronwyn coul d becone.

She turned as he stepped out. She resenbled their nother
mostly, with Alix's anber eyes and |ighter conplexion, but
her hair was Cheysuli bl ack

O Ihlini black. In that she could take after Tynstar

Donal shut off the thought at once. He could not clearly
recall precisely how or when his nother had told hi mBronwn
was not Duncan's daughter, but another man's entirely. And
nei ther was he Cheysuli, but Tynstar hinself. Tynstar of the
Ihlini. No, Donal could not recall the words, but he could al
too easily summon up the disbelief and astoni shnent he had
felt.

That, and the fear.

One day, she will learn what powers she clains. She will
begin to play with them

He did not want to think of that day. It had been fifteen
years since Alix had escaped from Tynstar's lair bearing the
sorcerer's child in her belly. Bronwn as yet had shown no
signs of Ihlini powers, but she had been increasingly noody
lately. The lir thensel ves had been unable to predict when
she nmight cone to know her powers; all they could discern in
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her was the Cheysuli blood she clainmed fromher nother's

side, as if Alix's AOd Blood were canceling out that of the
Ihlini. No one but Alix, Finn, Carillon, Sorcha and hinself
knew the girl's true paternal heritage, not even Bronwn
herself. But it was possible her father's | egacy m ght wake in
her at any tine, and so they watched her nore closely each
day.

She wore a gown of deepest purple trimed with w ne-red

yarn in a linked pattern of animals. Birds and bears and cats
pronmenaded at collar and cuffs. The front of her skirts was
hooked over the tops of her |eather boots, as if she had been
running. As it was Bronwyn, she probably had been. She

rarely ever wal ked.

She is wild. So wild. Soneone else mght say it was the
reckl essness of girlhood. But\al5ll cannot help but wonder if
there is nore to it than that.

"Ruj ho." Bronwyn smiled at him exposing even white

teeth in a face darker than Sets but |ighter than her brother's.
"1 canme to see you, not knowi ng you were busy. Sef told ne

what you sought to do." Her snmile faded. "Is Aislinn al

right?"

"Aislinn is fine. Wiatever was there does not seemto be
permanent." He glanced at Sef. "I assune the introductions
have been concl uded?"

"1l told her ny nane," Sef answered. "Should |I have said
nore?"’

"Not unless there is nore."

Sef | ooked back at Bronwyn. Donal, having seen young

boys inpressed with girls before, hid a snile. He had the
distinct feeling that Sef, if Bronwyn were interested, would
spill nore of his life to her than to anyone el se, including the
Prince of Honana.

"Then | |eave you in conpanionship to one another," he
told them "I have private business now. "

"Wth Sorcha?" Bronwyn asked as he turned to go.

Donal abruptly turned back. Bronwn as well as anyone in

the Keep knew what he shared with Sorcha. She knew al so he
was betrothed to Aislinn; it was common know edge in the
clans. But Bronwyn was Aislinn's friend, and he did not

doubt she felt conflicting |oyalties nearly as much as he did,
if in a different way.
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"Aye, with Sorcha,*' he said at iast. "Bronwyn\al5lyou wil |
give Aislinn what confort you can\al51?"

Bronwyn lifted her head. She had pulled her hair back in a
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manner too severe for her young face, braided very tightly
and entirely bound with purple yam The color was striking
on her, but it reminded himof the Ilhlini. It rem nded hi m of
Tynstar, and the lurid fire he sunmoned fromthe air.

"Aislinn | oves you," Bronwyn told him "Wen we are

toget her\al5lhere or at the pal ace\al5lshe tells me how you nake
her feel." Abruptly she | ooked away, enbarrassed. "Donal\al5l

1 know what there is between neijha and warrior ... but I

do not think Aislinn does. The Homanans do not share.”

Donal flicked a glance at Sef. The boy |istened, but he did
so frombehind a tactful nmask. That much he had | earned of
royal custons.

"Aislinn nust |eam" Donal said finally, know ng he
sounded col der than he felt; not know ng how el se to sound.
"You | earned. Meghan teaned."

"Meghan and | were born of the clans." Bronwyn's voice
was pitched low, as if she recalled Aislinn inside the tent.
"There is a difference."

Donal turned to face her directly. "You are nearly Aislinn's
age. And you and Meghan know her better than anyone. Tel
me what you would do in Aislinn's place.”

Bronwyn clearly had never considered it. She | ooked thought-
ful, then shrugged and spread her hands. Her expression was
deeply troubled. "I have been taught a warrior may have both
mei j ha and cheysula. It is difficult for nme to think of it
differently. But\al5ll have heard how Aisiinn speaks of you
and how she dreans of the wedding and the marri age\al51"
Bronwyn stopped short as anguish filled her eyes. "Ch rujho,

be gentle with her. | think she will never understand."
"Ch, gods . . ." he said aloud, and men he turned and | eft
t hem bot h.

He went straight to the pavilion he shared with Sorcha

wi t hout paying nmuch attention to how he got there. He was
distantly aware of the normal sounds of the Keep\al5lchildren
| aughi ng, babi es crying, a wonman singing, a crow calling\al51l
and nyriad ot her noi ses. The Keep had stood so |long the
ground underfoot was beaten flat, fine as flour. Grass grew
only in patches beneath the trees. The wall was a gray-green
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serpent snaking through the trees, showing a flank of stone.
Donal snelled roasting neat.

And then he stood before the slate-gray pavilion he had

adorned with silver paint; running wolf and flying falcon. The
breeze caused the oiled fabric to billow as he pulled aside the
doorflap, then passed through and set the firecaimto snok-

ing. Blue-gray, it flowed through the interior like thin. insidi-
ous fog.

"Sorcha?" He let the flap settle behind him
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A slimhand caught the edge of the tapestry curtain divid-
ing nme sleeping area fromthe front section of the pavilion
He saw Sorcha's face as she pulled the curtain back, and the
hugeness of her belly.

"Gods," he said in surprise, having | ost track of the
mont hs upon sight of her. "Are you certain you will not
bursty

Sorcha | aughed, spl ayi ng one hand across her swoll en
belly. "No nore than | did the last tine."

Donal crossed to her, kissed her tenderly. "VWere is |an?"
H s hands went to her unbound hair and snmoothed it back
fromher face

"Meghan has him | sent himout with her, to give ne a

little peace. Bronwyn wanted to, but\al51" She broke off. He
knew what she woul d not say, because she had no wish to

hurt him And he did not blane-her for her grow ng distrust
of his sister. None of themcould afford to trust too nuch to
an lhlini, no matter how she was rai sed.

Except/or nyjehana.

A brief grinmace of pain cut across Sorcha's face. She
pl aced a hand against the smalt of her back. "A boy, | think
Again. And soon. Very soon."

"How soon?" He was al armed by the pallor of her face.
Beneath his questing hand he felt the contraction in her belly.
"Sor cha\ al51t he baby comes al ready”'

"Ch, aye . . . inpatient little warrior, is he not?" Her
smle wavered. "Different fromlan. Different fromthe first
unfortunate boy." She grimaced. "I think\al51l think perhaps

had best lie down after all. Help ne\al51?"

He gui ded her down onto the pallet of pelts they shared.
Sorcha's tawny hair spread against the fur of a ruddy fox; he
pul l ed a doeskin mantle over her and pushed a fol ded bear-
skin beneath her back for support. "Should | fetch nyjehanaT
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"Not yet," she answered breathlessly. "Soon. But | want

to share you with no one for at least alittle while." Her eyes
were green. Half Homanan, Sorcha showed no Cheysuli bl ood.

But she had been born and raised in the clan, and her custons
were all Cheysuli. "Aislinn is here," she said.

There was bitterness in her tone, and an underlying hostil -

ity. Never had he heard either fromher before. He would

have questioned her about it, but he saw how her face stretched
taut with effort. Her hand clung to his as he knelt beside the

pal | et.

"Aislinn is here," she repeated, and this tinme he heard
fear.

"Aye. Aislinn is here." He had never lied to her before;
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he woul d not begin now. No nore than he would with
Ai slinn.

"Does she know about ne?"
"She knows."

Sorcha snmiled a little. "Proud, defiant warrior, close-nouthed
as can be ... letting no one see what goes on inside your

head or your heart- But | know you, Donal." The tension in

her face eased as the contraction receded. "1 can inagi ne

how difficult it was to find the words."

"Now is not the time to speak of Aislinn." He stroked her
hand with his thunb.

"Tell me what you told her."
" Sor cha\ al51"
"Tell nme what you said."

He brushed hair out of his face. The urgency in her tone
worried him "Gods, Sorcha\al5l-this is nonsense . . . there are
better tinmes to speak of this\al5l'

"No better tinme." Her fingers were |ocked on his hand. "I

have borne you two sons and now perhaps another. | would
bear you nore willingly; |I would do anything you asked ne
to." She swallowed visibly. "But | will not give you up. 1

will not let you be swallowed up by that witch's Homanan
daughter. "

"Sorcha\al5lyou are half Homanan," he rem nded her nmildly.

Sweat glistened at her tenples. "And | would open ny

veins if | thought it would purge ne of ny Honanan bl ood. |

would cut off a hand if 1 thought it would relieve ne of ne

taint. But it would not\al5lit would not\al5land all | can do is |ook
at ny son and thank the gods he has so little Homanan in
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him" She sucked in a breath against the pain. "CGods,
Donat\ al511 hate the Homanan in me! 1 would trade anything to
claimnyself all Cheysulil\al51'*

"But you cannot." He had never heard her speak so

vehenmently, so bitterly or with a spirit so filled with preju-
dice. It seened as if the pains bared her soul. "Mijha, do
you forget there is Homanan in nme as wel | ?"

"Gods!" she cried. "It is not the same with you. You are

t he chosen\al5lyou are the one we have waited for\al5lyou arc the
one with the proper blood who will take the Lion from

Homana and give it back to the Cheysulil\al51" She shut her
mouth on a cry of pain and bit deeply into her Iip. Her fingers
dug into the flesh of his hand. "Ch Donal, do you see? You

will leave us all behind. You will turn your back on your

clan. They will make you into a toy for the Homanans\al51"
Sorcha writhed against the pallet. "Never forget you are
Cheysuli. Never forget you are a warrior. Never forget who
sired you . . . and do not allow the witch's daughter to turn

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (101 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:37 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

you agai nst your heritage with her Honanan ways\al51"

"Enough'." He said it nore sharply nman he intended.
"Sorcha, you are doing yourself harmwith this."

"You do yourself harm" Her eyes were tightly closed
agai nst the pain. "You\al5ldo yourself harm... by leaving the
cl an behi nd. "

"l cannot rule Honmana fromthe Keep," he said flatly.
"The Homanans woul d never accept it.**

"Do you see?" she asked in despair. "Already they begin
their theft of you."

"1l amnot leaving," he said. "I will cone here as often as
I may. Sorcha\al5ll am not Muijhar yet\al51l"

"But you will wed the Mijhar's daughter, and he will
make you his son instead of Duncan's\al5l"

"Never." H's hand cl anped down on hers. "Not that.
Never. Do you think I am so weak?"

"Not weak," she gasped. "Divided. Homanan and Cheysuli
because they make you so. But 1 beg you, Donal, do one
thing for ne\al51?"

He gave up, but only because she needed her strength for
ot her things. "Aye."

"Make the Lion Cheysuii again . . . and your sons and
daughters as well\al51"

In horror, he watched her knees cone up, tenting nme soft
Jenni fer Roberson
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doeskin coverlet. The nound of her belly rolled as she cried
out. Wiat he had neant to say to her was instantly forgotten;

he sunmmoned Taj through the /ir-link and sent himto bring
hi s not her.

Alix came at once and nmet her son just inside the doorfl ap.
"You," she said, "must go."

" 7"

"Go- Anywhere. But go away from here." Her hands
were on one arm tugging himtoward the entrance. "Do as

say."
He did not nove, being too big for her to push this way
and that anynore. "Sorcha is in pain. 1 would rather stay
with her."

"Loyalty does you credit, Donal\al51" Alix stopped tugging,

as if she realized the futility in the effort, and nerely pointed
toward the entrance, "\al5lbut this is no place for a man about
to becone zjehan."
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"l have been one tw ce before," he rem nded her. "I let
you shoo me away then\al5lperhaps | should have refused."

"Donal \al51just go. | have no tine for you right now"
Alix\alblstill slimin a rose-red gown\al5lturned away from him
and pulled aside the curtain. Silver clasps in her dark braids
glittered, and then she was gone behind the divider. He heard
her speak to Sorcha, but could not deci pher the words.

Yet another outcry from Sorcha; Donal wal ked out of the
tent into the light of a brilliant day and petitioned the gods for
the safe delivery of worman and chil d.

And cane face to face with A slinn

She had shed her cl oak, gowned in dark green, and in the
sunlight her red-gold hair was burnished bronze. Her face

was very pale. "Finn would not tell nme where you were,"

she told himquietly- "He tried to keep ne with him But\al51l
Bronwyn told ne the truth. | thought | should cone and neet
my rival."

She was all vulnerability, suddenly fragile in the tight; pale
lily on a slender stalk with a trenbling, delicate bl oom But
she was also pride; a little bruised, a trifle shaken, but pride
nonet hel ess. As much as clai med by any Cheysuli

Donal drew in a deep breath that left himoddly |ight-
headed- "Ai slinn\al51the gods know | have done you di shonor
by keeping Sorcha a secret, but nowis not the tine."

Fromthe pavilion there cane the muted cry of a wonan in
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| abor, and Aislinn's gray eyes w dened. "The baby\al51\\ You
told ne the child was due\al5l" She broke off, covering her
mouth with one hand, and her eyes filled up with tears. But
al nrost as quickly she blinked themaway. "No," she said.

"My nother told nme tears are not the way to win a man's
regard. Strength, she said, and determination . . . and the
magi ¢ of every wonman bonm al51"

"Aislinn!" He caught her arms and shook her. "By the
gods, girl, I amnot a prize to be won. As for what El ectra
has tol d you\al51"

"Then how can | turn your affections to ne?" she inter-
rupted. "Can | |eash you, like a hound? Can 1 hood you, like
a hawk? Can | bridle you, like a horse?" Her body was rigid
under his hands. "Or do | give you over to freedom and
know | have | ost you forever?"

He heard Sorcha's warning sounding in his head; \al5ldo not
all ow the witch's daughter to turn you agai nst your heritage\al5l

"No," he said aloud. "I am Cheysuli first."

"And Homanan | ast?" Aislinn asked bitterly. "Is this the
heir ny Homanan father chose?"
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Hi s hands cl osed nore tightly upon her arms. Too tightly;

Aislinn cried out, and he | oosed her only with great effort.
"You push ne too far." he warned through gritted teeth.

"Bot h of you\al5lpushing and pushing and pushing, pulling ne
this way and that\al5ldividing ny loyalties. Wat would you
have ne do?\al5ldivide nyself in tw? G ve each of you half of
me? What good would that do for you? Sal ve your wounded
pride?"

"G ve up\al5l" Aislinn stopped dead. The col or drai ned out
of her face.

"G ve up Sorcha? Is that what you nmeant to say?" Donal

shook hi s head, knowi ng only he wanted to go away fromit

all. "I would sooner give up nyself." He laughed a little,
albeit with a bitter tone. "For all that, it mght be easier.”

Aislinn stared at the ground as if she wished it would

swal | ow her up. The sun was bl azing off the red-gold of her

hair. "1 had no right to ask it. I knowit. You have told ne

how it is with\al5lneijhas and cheysul as. But\al5ll will not lie to
you. | want you for nyself." Her head canme up and she

challenged himwith a stare. "She has had you | onger, but I

wi Il have you yet."

Wearily, Donal pushed a strand of hair fromAislinn's
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face. "You sing the same song. Wre it not for ne, you
m ght be friends." And then he recalled Sorcha's prejudice,
and knew it coul d never be.

There canme another cry fromthe pavilion, but this one did
not belong to Sorcha. As it rose up to a wail of outraged
astoni shnent, Donal knew the travail was done.

So did Aislinn. Wite-faced, she turned from hi mand
wal ked regal ly away.

But he knew she wanted to run.

Al'i x did not send himaway when he entered the pavilion.

She did not seemto notice himat all, being too occupied with
tendi ng Sorcha and the baby. Softly he approached the par-
tially open divider and stopped short.

Sorcha's eyes were closed; Donal thought she slept. Lines

of strain were graven in her face. She |ooked ol der and very
weary, but there was peace and contentment in the slackness
of her nout h.

"Agirl, Donal," Alix said calmy. "You have a daughter
now. "

He coul d not move. He stood frozen in place, staring down
at the bundl ed baby with her pink, outraged face as she |ay
snug at Sorcha's side, and knew a vast humility.

"l do not imagine you recall being in a simlar position,
once," Alix said wyly. "I do not recall it so rmuch myself.
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But it was Rai ssa who hel ped ne bear you. as | have ai ded
Sor cha. "

"Granddane,” he said, and felt guilty that he had nearly
forgotten the wonman who had died so | ong before.

Slowy he knelt down beside the pallet and put a tentative
finger to the perfect softness of the baby's bl ack-fuzzed head.
No Homanan girl, this; she had her father's col or

"Let them sleep. Later, you may hold the girl." Alix rose,
shaki ng out her rose-red skirts. Donat saw the faint shine of
silver threads in Alix's dark brown hair and realized his

mot her, like Finn and Carillon, also aged. But |ess dramati -
cally. Her skin was still smooth, still stretched taut over
cl assic Cheysuli bones, and when she sniled it lit her anber
eyes. "It makes one aware of one's own transience, nman or

worran, and how seemi ngly uni nportant are such things as
dynastic nmarriages when a son or daughter is born," she said
gently. "Does it not?"
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He rose also. "You heard Aislinn and me outside the

tent."

"Bits and pieces. | was too preoccupied to understand it
all." Alix glanced back at Sorcha and the child. "They will
do well enough without us. 1 think we can |eave themfor a
while."

This time when she urged himtoward the doorflap, he did
not resist. He went with her willingly.

He wal ked with her to the perinmeter of the Keep, along ne
nmoss-grown wall. Unnortared, it afforded all manner of
vegetation the opportunity to plant roots into cracks and
cranni es, digging between the stones. Ivy, deep red and
deeper green, nantled the wall against the sunlight. Tw ning
flowers clinbed up the runners and formed delicate ornanen-
tation; jewels within the folds of the velvet gown. He snelled
wet nmoss and ol d stone; the perfune of the place he knew as
hone. Not Hormana- Muj har. Not the rose-red walls and nar-

bl ed halls, hung about with brilliant banners. No, not for
hi m

Even though it woul d be.

"Ai slinn has |oved you for sone tinme, since she was old
enough to understand what can be between a man and a
worman, " Alix said gently. "Surely you knew she did."

"I thought she mght outgrowit."

"Why shoul d she? Do you not wish for love in this mar-

riage?" At his frown, his mother |aughed. "Ch, 1 know al51the
Cheysuli do not speak of |ove, seeking to keep such things”

i npossibly private- But you will have to leamto deal with it,
Donal , as yow ehan and su'fali did." Wen he said nothing,
havi ng no answer for her, Alix caught his right hand and

st opped hi m beside the wall. She turned the hand over unti

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (105 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:37 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

the pal mwas face-up and the strong brown fingers |ay open
"Wth this hand you will hold Homana," she said evenly.
"You are the hope of the Cheysuli, Donal, and a link in the
prophecy. Deny nis marriage and you deny your heritage."

He expelled a brief, heavy breath in an expression of irony.
"Sorcha said differently. Sorcha said the marriage woul d
force nme to turn my back on ny heritage."

Ali x squeezed his hand and then let it go. "Sorcha
is\alblbitter."

"She never was before." He shook his head in bew | der-
ment. "lIs it because the child was coni ng?"
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"Partly." Alix touched himand urged himinto notion

once again. "I do not doubt she was frightened as well as in

pai n\al51the birth was exceedi ngly easy, but she could not have
predicted that. As for bitterness. . . ." Alix stopped to pull a

flower fromthe earth; delicate, fragile bl ossom of palest
violet. "For all these years she has known you woul d one day
marry Aislinn, not her, but it was easy to set that know edge
asi de. Now she cannot. Now she must face it, and she does

not want to do it."

"She hates Aislinn. That, | think, | can readily understand;

I do know what jealousy is. But\al5ljehana, she hates the
Homanans as well." Again he shook his head- "How do |
deal with that, when | am neant to be Mij har?"

Al'i x cupped the bl ossomin her hands. "A violet flower
anong the white is easily plucked, Donal. Easily crushed and
broken. There is no protection fromthe others when your

coloring is different-'' She lifted her head and | ooked at him
instead of the flower. "I do not speak of blond hair and green
eyes. | speak of blood, and the know edge of what one is.

Prej udi ced, aye, because she is nore Cheysuli than Homanan\al5l
and yet no one will give her that."

"In the clans, people do not care. You are half Homanan;
have you felt different from any ot her?"

"Aye," she said softly. "I spent seventeen years with the
Homanans and twenty-four anong the Cheysuli. But still |
feel nostly Homanan; 1 do not doubt Sorcha does as well."

"But she was horn to the clan\al51"

"It does not matter." She lifted nme fragile blossom "This

flower is violet. It blooned this color. It will never be able to
claimitself another color, no matter how hard it tries." She
smled and l et the blossomfall to the ground, where it settled
into the trenbling carpet of snowwhite bloons. "Once it

m ght have been purple. But never will it be white."

Donal stopped wal king. He turned to face his nother
"Then\al51lif | amthat vioiet flower, | will never fit in with the
whi t e Homanans. "

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (106 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:37 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

"No," she said. "But why wish to fit in when one nust
rul e?"

He turned her to face the way they had cone. "Let us go
back. 1 want to see ny son as well as ny newbom daughter.'

LEGACY OF - WE. SWORD
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"Afcon?"

The soft voice intruded into his thoughts. Donal turned,
shi el ding the newborn body in his arns, and saw his son
standing in the doorflap with Meghan at his side. lan's black
hair was curly as was common in Cheysuli childhood, and bis
yel | ow eyes were bright as he gazed at his father. But his
expressi on was decidedly reticent.

Donal put out a hand. "Come, lan . . . cone see your new
ruj holla."

The boy nmoved quickly across the floor pelts, dropping
down to kneel at Donal's side. His curiosity was manifest,
but he did not touch the baby until Donal pulled back the
i nen wappi ngs and showed himthe crunpl ed face.

He gl anced at Sorcha as she drifted slowy back into sleep
"Your turn, neijha\al5ll naned the | ast one."

Sorcha smiled drowsily. "Isolde, then. | |ike the sound-
Il an and |sol de."

Donal smiled at his rapt three-year-old son. "She is Isolde,

lan. And she will require your protection. See how small she
is?"

Meghan, who had brought | an soon after Donal had re-

turned to his pavilion, noved forward and craned her neck to
peer over Donal's shoulder. "Black hair," she said, "and
brown eyes, which will Iighten soon enough. A Cheysuli

then, with little Homanan about her."

Sorcha's anil e wi dened, and Donal saw triunph in her
eyes even as she closed them

He gl anced up at Finn's daughter. There was no bitterness

in Meghan's tone, only discovery and matter-of-factness; it
seenmed neither to troubl e nor please Meghan that she was me

i mmge of her Homanan not her: tawny-haired, blue-eyed, fair-
skinned; Carillon's dead sister to the bone. And she cl ai ned
all of Tourmaline's el egance and grace, even at fifteen years.
Yet she lived among the clans with a jehan who was cl an-

| eader, and she felt no | ack that she bore Homanan bl ood in
her veins. No lack at all. If anything, she was nore Cheysul

t han nost because Finn saw to it she was.

No Homanan marriage/ or Meghan. Finn will wed her to a
warrior. Donal smled ruefully. But then | amsure she will
have nore than enough to choose from

He glanced up at Alix regretfully. "WIIl you take Isol de?
Much as | would prefer to stay, 1 promsed Carillon | would
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have Aislinn back by nightfall. And\al5lthere are things to be
settled between us." Wien Alix had taken the baby, Donal

bent forward and kissed the drowsing Sorcha softly on the
mouth. "Sleep you well, neijha. You have earned a sound

rest.”

He rose, scooping lan up into his arns. "And a hug for
you, snmall warrior. You will be busy fromnow on." He
gl anced at Meghan. "My thanks for seeing to him Soon
enough you will have your own children to tend.""'

She | aughed, blue eyes dancing in her lovely face. "Not so
soon, | hope. | wish for alittle freedom first."

"Do we go?" |lan asked as Donal carried himfromthe
pavi | i on.

"No, snall one, only 1 amgoing. You nust stay here."
He saw Lomget up fromhis place in the sun by the doorflap
and shake his heavy coat, yawning w dely.

A cub and a bitch, Lom observed. How synmmetri cal .

Donal snorted. A boy and a girl, /ir. There is nothing
wol fli ke about either of them

Unl ess the boy bonds with one of ny Kkind.

Do you say he will? Donal hoped suddenly for greater
illumnation into the bondi ng process, wondering suddenly if
all the lir knew which of them was neant for each Cheysuli
bom

Lom paused and lifted one hind |l eg to scratch, doglike, at
his belly. No. Such things are left to the gods.

Taj's shadow passed overhead. Perhaps he will gain a
fal con.

O a hawk. Donal nodded. / would like himto have a
hawk. How better to honor his grandsire?

As you do yours? Lom asked.

Donal , heading toward Finn's green pavilion, glanced sharply
at the wolf. How do | honor Hal e?

The sword. Taj said. One day, it will be yours, as it was
ever intended.

Donal did not respond- Instead, as he approached with
Meghan, he wat ched how Sef and Bronwyn sat together in
front of Finn's pavilion, speaking animatedly. His sister's
pur pl e-wr apped brai d hung over one shoul der, coiling against
her skirts. Unlike Meghan or Aislinn, Bronwn |acked con-
sci ous know edge of her femninity. She noved and acted
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more boy than girl, though Donal knew she woul d out grow

it.
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Now, as she |l aughed and chattered with Sef, he saw how

she woul d | ack the pure beauty Meghan and Aislinn already
began to claim but her light would be undi m ni shed. She was
hi s not her cone agai n.

And who el se7 his conscience asked. |Is her jehan in her as
wel | 7

He stopped by themboth, still holding his son, and | ooked
down upon nmem as they glanced up in laggard surprise. He
saw how Sef had peel ed back his right sleeve to show off the
f eat hered band; how Bronwyn had drawn pictures in the dust
with a broken stick. Runes, not pictures, he noted on closer
i nspection. But none were Cheysuli

Bronwyn sprang to her feet and obscured the runes at once,
hands thrust behind her back as if she neant to hide the stick
Purple skirts were filmed with dust, tangled on her boot-tops,
but she ignored her dishevelnent- "I heard the baby has

come! "

Troubl ed, Donal nodded. "The baby has cone. A girl.
Sorcha has nanmed her |solde."

"May | see her?" Her face was alight with expectation

"No." He al nobst cursed his shortness. "Not\al5lnow. She is

sl eeping. So is Sorcha. They need time alone." He saw how

her bright face fell. "Later, ntjholla." And she was his
sister, for all she was Tynstar's daughter; he hated to disap-
poi nt her. She had had no say in what nan sired her.

But he dared not give her the chance to prove herself
I'hlini

Slowy the color spilled out of her face. "What is wong?
Is it sonething I have done? You are so short\al51"

"No." Again, he said it nore sharply than he intended.

Against his will, he | ooked once nore at the runes she had
drawn in the dust and then tried to obscure. Odd, alien runes,
with the | ook of sorcery.

"Ruj ho\ a151T

"Not hi ng," he said. "You have done nothi ng w ong.
Bronwyn\ al51what are those?" He would ignore the runes no
| onger.

She | ooked down in surprise at the drawi ngs in the dust,
then shot a glance at Sef. It was nostly veiled beneath Iids
and | ashes, but he saw the silent signal
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As tfshe neans to protect him. . . "Bronwyn!" The tone
was a comand, and he knew she woul d not ignore it.

**A secret gane," she answered pronptly- **We took an
oath not to tell." Deliberately, she erased toe rest of the runes
with the toe of one booted foot,
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He | ooked into her face and saw nothing of guile, only ne
expressi on she nornmally wore. And that nmask he coul d not
[ift. "Bronwyn\al51" But he broke it off when Finn came out
of the tent. Wth himwas Aislinn; Donal's brows slid up in
surprise. He had not thought she woul d seek hi mon purpose.

Bef ore Finn could protest, Donal set lan into his arns.

"W nust go, or me sun will set before we reach Mijj hara."

He grinned as ian | ocked an arm around Finn's neck and
snuggl ed cl oser. Wthout thinking about it, Finn settled the
boy nore confortably; he had had practice enough wth
Meghan.

Donal bent and kissed lan briefly on the forehead. "Care

for your newrujholla. | will conme back to you when | may."
He turned and hel ped a silently staring A slinn nount her
horse. Then he retrieved the reins of his own nount and
swung up into the saddle. Even as he settled, Lomwas at the
horse's side and Ta} was in the air.

Fi nn reached out and caught one rein. "How does Carillon
fare?"

Donal saw the true concern in his uncle's face. For all they
hardly saw one another now their paths had parted, Dona
knew nmere remained a |link that woul d al ways bind Finn and
Carillon. Prince and |iege man had spent five years in exile
together; two nore when the prince had become Mijhar. It

was treachery that had parted them and a broken oath mat

hel d-

Donal gl anced briefly at Aislinn. But he saw no use in

| ying; she herself had marked her father's deterioration. "He
ages," he said quietly. "Each day\al5lnore so than nobst nen,

1 think. It is the disease . " He paused. "Is there nothing
to be done?"

The sun shone off the heavy gold bands clasping Finn's

bare arns as he rubbed idly at the chestnut's nuzzle. He said
not hing for a noment, but when he | ooked up into the

sunl i ght Donal saw how he too had aged.

CGods, they shared so much . . . and now they share so
tittle.

Lt-~J/VAY U- 1 M. &WKU

"Tynstar did not give Carillon anything he would not have
suffered anyway, one day," Finn said tonelessly. "He nerely
brought it on prematurely. W cannot undo what the gods see
fit to bestow upon a nman."

"He is the Myjhar'." Donal |ashed out. "Can the gods not
see how rmuch Homana needs hi n?"

Fi nn sighed. "No doubt there are reasons for it, Donal.

The gods do nothing w thout them" Abruptly he sl apped the
stallion's shoulder. "Go back, then. See Aislinn safely to her
jehan. Do not tarry here longer if Carillon is waiting."

He serves himstill . . . he would not admit it, but he does.
In his heart, if nowhere else. He shifted in the saddle. "Aye,
su'fali. Have you a nmessage for hinP"
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Finn lifted a hand to bl ock out the blinding sunlight.
"Aye," he said. "Tell himl will cone to Homana- Mij har."

"You wi Il | ?" Donal stared. "You have not been there in
sevent een years!"

Finn smled. "I think it unlikely I would mss ny harani's
wedding. | will cone to Homana-Mij har."

Donal |aughed, and then he reached down to clasp his
uncle's armas it hugged lan closely. "M thanks, su'fal
it has been too long. | think even the servants m ss

you.

"No. They miss the stories they told about ne ... no

doubt they want fresh fodder." Finn slapped the stallion on
his broad chestnut runp. "Go. Do not let the Mijhar fret
about his daughter.”

"No," Donal agreed. But | will fret about mine, and with

no one the wiser for it. He notioned for Sef to mount his
horse. "Tarry no longer, Sef. 1 do not wish to |l ose the sun
before we reach Mijhara."”

The boy caught his reins fromthe tree and clinbed up into
his saddle. He | ooked intently down at Bronwyn. "Perhaps
will see you again."

She sti!l clasped her arnms behind her back. Her anber eyes
were slitted against the sunlight; they al nost | ooked yell ow.
"Aye. Come back. O | will cone to Homana- Mijj har."

Sef eyed Donal. "If ny lord allows ne to."

"You will conme to Homana- Muj har, Bronwyn," Aislinn
put in. "You and Meghan. Wen | am Queen, | will have to
have wormen by ne\al51l woul d have both of you."

Jenni f er Roberson
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Finn frowned at once. "Meghan does not belong at court.
Her place is in the Keep."

"Jehan," the girl protested softly. "If Aislinn needs me
there, of course 1 will go."

His tone was inplacable. "This Keep is your honme, Meghan
Homana- Muj har woul d stifle you."

"Could i not leamit for nyself?" She put a slimhand on

his bare arm and Donal saw how al ready she clained a
worman's gentle guile. "The Keep will always be ny hone,

just as it is yours. But did you not spend years out of it?"

"Aye," Finn said harshly. "And you have heard what

such folly brought ne." Hi s eyes were in AisHnhn, but his
tone indicated it was not the girl he saw. "The witch may no
| onger be there ... but her nenory survives."
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‘onal 's personal chanbers were, perhaps, a bit ostenta-

tious for a Cheysuli warrior better accustoned to the Keep\al5l
and preferring it\al5lbut he could not deny that the |uxuries
conferred a confort he occasionally appreciated. Thick woven
carpets of rich nmuted tones softened the hard stone fl oor,

wool en tapestries of every hue hid the blank rock walls. A
single fat white beeswax candle set in each of four shadowed
casenent | edges turned nme stained glass into jewel-toned

panor amas of Homanan history.

The chamber was warm as wel|; Donal's body-servant had

lighted a fire that tinged the air with the snmell of oak and ash.
Donal did not doubt Torvald had al so set warm ng pans

beneat h the bedcl othes of his draped tester bed, but he had no
intention of seeking his rest so soon. The sun had barely gone
down. Aislinn had been delivered. It was early yet, and a task
was |left to do.

On the table near the bed rested a flagon of rich red
El | asian wine and four silver goblets. Donal filled two gob-
lets, then notioned to Sef.

The boy, hangi ng back by the hal f-open door, stared,
"Me, ny lord?"

"There is no one else in the room" Donal smled. "1
poured the wine for you- WIl you join ne in a toast?"

Slowy, Sef noved forward. He accepted the goblet from
Donal s hand and peered into the wine-filled depths. Light
fromcandles and fire set the goblet's contents aflane and
bat hed Sets pale face with a rosy glow. The hamrered sil ver
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cast sparks of light into his eerie eyes. "My lord," he said,
"a toast?"

Donal raised his goblet. "To ny daughter- To Isol de of the
Cheysuli."

Sefs breath fogged the silver of the goblet as he peered
nervously at Donal. "But\al5lshouldn't this be shared with
soneone ot her than meTl

Donal shrugged. "Perhaps, were | the sort to care about

such things. But, | can hardly ask the Mijhar to bless the
birth of ny bastard daughter."” Donal did not smle. "You are
here with ne, and | would have you share ny toast."

Sef stared at himover the rimof his silver goblet. Then,
grinni ng suddenly, he drank deeply.

Wat chi ng the boy, Donal was gl ad of his conpani onshi p.
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He felt flat, enpty, as if he yearned for a fulfillment he could
not quite conmprehend. He only knew he felt cheated of time

with his neijha, his son and his daughter, and all in the nane
of Homana.

Sorcha has the right of it. Fearing ne for a shapechanger, the
Homanans will do what they can to strip my Cheysuli habits
fromme and put Homanan in their place.

Instinctively he | ooked for Taj and Lorn, know ng no
Homanan in all the world could strip himof those habits.
Because if he were, there would be no Prince of Homana.
There woul d be no Donal at all.

Lom lay curled upon the tester bed, half hidden behind
gauzy draperies. Like Donal, the wolf did not ignore |uxury
when it was offered. Taj had settled upon his perch in a
conmer of the chanber, setting beak to wing to snmooth the
shining feathers.

"My lord?" It was Sef, upper lip painted with wine until a
tongue reached up to carry the snear away. "You said once 1
could ask you any question.”

"Aye." Donal sat down on the nearest stool. "Wiy? Have
you one?"

SeFs face was very solemm in the nuted wash of candl e-
light. "Aye, ny lord. | wondered why you do not I|ike your
sister.”

Donal nearly dropped his goblet. ."Sef! Wat makes you
ask such a thing?

“You said | could."

Donal, still shocked, stared at the boy whose set jaw
LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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i ndi cated a burgeoni ng stubbornness. "But\al51that question,"
Donal said, when he could nake sense out of his words

again. "What woul d nake you ask it? O course | |ike ny

ruj holla."

Sef averted his eyes and stared down into his goblet, as if

his brief courage had failed him "M/ |ord\al5lwhen we were

at the Keep today . . . 1\al51" He shrugged with disconfiture.
"l just\al5lt hought perhaps you didn't like her. | nean\al5lyou
seenmed troubled by something." The eyes flicked up to neet
Donal ' s again. "Was it because of what Bronwyn drew in the

dust ?"

Donal tossed down the remmining wine in his goblet and set
it down on the rug with a thunp. The boy's words troubl ed
hi m deeply, but not because Sef had noticed his reaction at
the Keep. Because he had reacted at all

"A ganme," he said. "She said it was a ganme between the
two of you."
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"She told me it was\al5lmagic." Sef hunched thin shoul ders.
"I\al5ll didn't want to draw the signs, but she said if | was to
prove 1 was grown\al51l" Col or canme and went in the fair face.
"She said | was to draw the sane signs she drew, because we
could nake the magi c stronger. But\al5ll was afraid." Sefs
fingers clutched the goblet nore tightly. "I renmenbered what
you sai d about Cheysuli neaning no one any harm but\al511
was afraid. She said | had to. And then she\al51l aughed."
Abruptly he drank nmore wine. It slopped against his face and
washed over the rimof the goblet, trickling dowm the front of
his livery. This time he did not lick the spillage fromhis
upper lip. "My lord\al51Bronwyn frightens ne. "

And me. But Donal did not say so.

He bent and caught up his goblet, then rose and went

to the table to fill the cup again. He did not |ook at the
boy, did not consider the contradiction between the boy's
words and his earlier actions, being too lost within his

t houghts, and when he heard the voice at first he thought it
was Sets.

And then he realized it was Rowan, standing in the open
doorway. "The Mij har desires your presence in the G eat
Hal | at once."

Rowan's snooth Cheysuli face, as al ways, expressed con-
trolled calmneutrality. But Donal heard a faint note of ten-
sion in his tone.
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He frowned. "I have just now gotten back fromthe Keep

Is it truly so inportant?" He nade a gesture that included the
remai ni ng goblets. "Can you not join us in a drink to toast

my daughter's birth?"

The candl es sent a wash of |ight and shadows across

Rowan's dark face. He wore a plain doublet of dark blue
velvet, freighted with silver at the collar; it glinted in the
candlelight. "Electra," he said, "is free."

Sef gasped, shocked, then drew back awkwardly into ne
shadows, as if he knew it was not his place to interrupt prince
and general. He clutched the goblet but did not drink

A blurted denial died on Donal's tongue. He had only to
| ook at Rowan's face to know the truth. "How?" he asked
i nst ead.

"W do not, as yet, have all the information we need. A
messenger cane\al51l" Rowan shrugged. "The news was sim
ply that the Queen had di sappeared.”

"Fromthe Crystal IsleT" Donal shook his head. "There
were Cheysuli with her!"

"They are dead," Rowan said. "Sinply\al5ldead. It appears
they were poisoned. As for the Homanan guards . . . once
the Cheysuli were dead, Electra was free to use her magic."

Unsteadi |l y, Donal set his goblet down on the table.
* *Cheysul i\al51nurdered? *
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He coul d not conceive of how it had been acconpli shed.
Cheysuli warriors with attentive /t'r did not succunb to poi-
son, not when they guarded a known wi tch. Not when they
guarded the wonan Tynstar called his own.

"Poi son," he said intently, recalling his bout with the
sanme. "Coul d she have grown it, or had it grown?"

"Al'l food was brought in from Hondarth. Al food,"
Rowan sai d, "The Cheysuli inspected it."

"Tynstar," Donal said instantly.

The faintest flicker of consternation creased Rowan's brow.
"Every precaution was taken." Hi s voice, once untroubl ed,
now was underscored with frustration. "She was guarded by
Cheysuli for that very purpose. No Ihlini could have gotten
past the warriors."

Donal , frowning, chewed at his bottomlip. "I would not

put it beyond Electra's abilities to concoct the poison herself,
with Tynstar's help. They are |inked. How el se could Electra
have entered Aislinn's mnd?"
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Rowan shook his head. The firelight picked out the faintest
flecks of silver in his thick black hair. "All inall, it is |less
i mportant to know how it was acconplished than to discover

where she is. Were she is Tynstar will also be ... and he is

the one we nust slay."

"Then\al5lit is war." Donal felt the breath | eave his chest.
"By the gods\al51lit is\al51"

"Did you think it would never cone?" Rowan said griny.
"Did you believe the Mijhar spoke of the possibility out of
boredom having nothing else to do?"

Donal heard the faint undertone of scorn. Aye, he was due
mat from Rowan. Too often the general had watched Caril -
lon's heir seek escape fromprincely duties. Too often mat
heir had turned his back on Hormana- Miuj har to spend his tine
at the Keep.

The gods know Rowan has sacrificed enough for his lord
He woul d expect ne to do the sane.

But for the nmonent, he put off the guilt and | ost hinself in
consi deration. "You wish to know where Tynstar is?" He
frowned, staring blindly toward the hearth. "He is in Solinde.
He will rouse the nobles in ne name of Bellam their fallen
king, and in the nanme of Electra. He needs her. To the

peopl e, she is the rightful Queen of Solinde. And he will

prom se sorcerous aid fromthe god of the netherworld .

the Solindish, having turned to such things before, will turn
toit again."

The dark flesh drawn so taut over Rowan's prom nent
cheekbones softened just a little. He did not smile, but a
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wei ght seermed to |lift fromhis velvet-clad shoul ders. "You
have nore awareness than | expected\al5ll thought Carillon
woul d have to explain it all to you."

Donal shook his head intently. "I have | earned nore over

the years than you may know, for all | was a poor student.

But | see it nore clearly now " He thought again of Electra,
free; Electra, aiding Tynstar. Ch gods, how do we stop the
carnage that will come of this alliance? He blew out a breath
and | ooked at Rowan. "W will have to go to Solinde-"

There was a glint of appreciation in Rowan's eyes. "W

nmove an arny into Solinde. Qur borders are patrolled, but we
will need to send aid, and soon. W cannot afford to |et
Tynstar breach our borders.”

"When?"
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"That is for Carillon to say. But | think you will know
soon enough, if you go to see himas he wi shes."

"OfF course." Donal |ooked for the boy. "Sef\al5lthe tinme is
your own. | will send for you if |I need you.*'

"Aye, ny lord\al5lny lord\al51!" The boy hastened forward as
Donal turned to go. "My lord\al51lif you go to war . . . wll
you take me with you?"

Donal | ooked down on the anxi ous boy. "War, i have
heard, is not particularly pleasant. Perhaps you woul d do
better staying here."

"I"d rather go with you." Sets tone was defiantly ada-
mant, but his thin face was holl owed with fear

/ amhis only security, Donal realized in surprise. He
woul d rather go with ne into danger than stay behind in
safety.

He set one hand on Sets thin shoulder. "I will not |eave
you, Sef. Your service is with ne."

The Great Halt |ay deep in shadow. The candl eracks were
crowded with pale, fat tapers, but all had been snuffed out.
Donal snelled the faint odor of beeswax and snoking wi cks;

that, and the scent of dying coals. The firepit\al5la trench
stretching the length of the massive hall\al5lwas heaped with

ash and gl owi ng coals. The center of the hall was illum nated
only by the pit, and a single torch in a bracket near the
t hr one.

For a nmonent, night-blinded by distorting shadows, Dona
bel i eved the place deserted- He stared down the length of the
hall, frowning into the darkness, but then\al5las his eyes be-
came accustonmed to the glow fromthe firepit coal s\al5lhe saw
Carillon at |ast.

He sat sunken into the ancient wooden throne carved in the
shape of a lion. It crouched on curling paws with cl aws
extended, gilded with golden paint. The headpi ece was a
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snarling face, rearing up over Carillon's head. The lion seened
al nost to spring out of the darkness as if it sought prey.

The torch cast flickering light across the wood, glinting on
me gold. Illumnation painted Carillon's bearded face and
crept down to silver the knife at his belt. A Cheysuli |ong-
knife with a wol f-shaped hilt, nmade and once owned by Fi nn-

Donal halted before the dais. He felt oppressed by ne huge
hal I . The archi ng hamer-beaned |inbers | ooned over his
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head; the far wall, full of weapons, crests and | eaded case-
ments, nenaced himas it never had before. He took a deep
breath and tried to steady the banging of his heart.

"Rowan\ al51told ne." H's voice echoed in the vastness of
t he bl ackened hal | .

Carillon did not stir. "Did he? Did he tell you what it
means?"

After a nonent, Donal nodded. "It nmeans war has cone
at last."

Slowy Carillon | eaned forward. The torch behind nme throne

spilled light down his back, setting the crinmson velvet of his

doubl et agl ow | i ke a di m beacon anid the shadows of the

dais. "War was expected. 1 am not taken unaware by the

news. But\al5lthe manner of it is sonewhat unexpected." He

put his age-w acked hands to his weary face. His fingers

massaged the flesh of his brow and pushed back a | ock of hair

fromhis eyes. "Electra, with Tynstar\al5lafter all these years
we face potential disaster."

Donal stepped forward. "We face war, my |lord. Forget
those who are involved, and think only upon the strategies
necessary."

The hands dropped fromthe face. Carillon actually sml ed.
"Do you seek to teach ne what war is about?" But before

Donal could answer, he waved a tw sted hand. "No, no, say
not hi ng. The nood, for the nmonent, has passed. It is only
that | recalled what she did to nme so nmany years ago\al5lhow
she nearly castrated nme, w thout even touching a bl ade. Ah,
no\ al5lher weapon was nerely hersel f. Gods\al5lbut what a woman
she was." Stiffly, he pushed hinself up fromthe throne. "1
do not expect you to understand. But what you nust conpre-
hend is that paired, they are doubly dangerous. Tynstar wl|l
use her to gather all the Solindishmen he will need\al5lne
warhost will be nmassive. It will be an exceedingly difficult
conflict." He noved to the torch and took it down fromits
bracket. "Donal\al5ldo you do as | bid you?"

Donal watched himstep off the dais and wal k purposeful ly
toward the far end of the hall. "Usually," he answered
cautiously.

"Then do so now." Carillon's voice echoed. "Come with
me to the Wonb of the Earth."
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A grue ran down DonaPs spine. The hairs stood up on the
148 Jennifer Roberson

back of his neck. "1 have\al5lheard of it," he said. "In the
hi stories of ny race."

Carillon took the light with him |eaving Donal in the
shadowed darkness of the throne. "Now you wilt see it,
Donal . Now you will go where | have gone,"

"You!" Donal turned to stare after the Mijhar. "You have
been to the Wnb of the Earth?"

"A Homanan." Carillon's tone was scored with caustic
irony. "Aye, 1 have. | thought Finn night have told you."

"There are secret things in every man's life." Donal bel at-
edly followed in Carillon's wake. "My su'fali does not tel
me everything . . . nor, apparently, do you." He stopped
short as Carillon halted at the edge of ne firepit.

"Here," the Mijhar said. "The entrance is\al5lhere."

Donal frowned. Hi s gesture enconpassed the tiles of the
floor. "Here?"

"Blind," Carillon muttered in disgust. "A Cheysul
warrior\al5land blind." He thrust me torch into Donal's hands
and stepped over the rimof the firepit. Before Donal could
blurt out his surprise, the Mijhar kicked aside unlighted
wood and pushed away the residue of forner fires.

Donal coughed as a |l ayer of ask rose into the air. Carillon
bent down and grasped an ash-filnmed iron ring set into the
bottom of the trench. Donal heard the grate of netal on stone,
and then Carillon went down on one knee. His breath was
ragged in his throat.

"Carillon\al51?" Donat noved forward at once, bending to
touch one hunched shoul der. "My |ord\al51?"

Carillon shook his head and waved a hand. "No\al5lno\al51
am wel | enough. But\al51ll think it will require a younger,
straighler back.”" Slowy he rose, one hand pressing agai nst
his spine. "Gve nme the torch. The task is yours to do."

Donal handed himthe torch and stepped into the firepit.
Frowni ng, he bent and grasped the ring with both hands,

hal f-expecting to flinch fromthe warnth of the netal. But it
was cool to the touch, though gritty with ash and charcoal

He spread and braced his | egs, gathering his strength.

Then, grunting with the effort, he peeled back the iron plate
that forned a lid and let it fall clanging against the stone. He
stared down into bl ackness.

Stale air engulfed his face. Instantly he | unged backward,
seeking a safer distance. "Gods," he said, "down thereT
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"Whay not?" Carillon asked. "The |ast man down there
was ne."

Donal scow ed. He knew what Carillon did. The Mij har
had only to appeal to his pride, and his invitati on becanme a
thing Donal had to do

"I have the light," Carillon sounded suspi ciously anused.
"I will lead the way."

"Should | sumron ny fir?" Donal said with subtle conde-
scension, though he still felt genuine consternation

"No. There are plenty of themwhere we go." Carillon
st epped past Donal and slowy nmade his way down the nar-
row stairs.

Donal was |left alone in the darkness of the hall. After a
monent, he followed the guttering torch.

It is a hole in the earth, Donal thought. A deep, utterly

bl ack hol e, seeking to swallow ne up. Down he went, follow
ing the Miyjhar. Carillon has gone mad. The news of Electro's
escape has driven himover the edge. But even as he thought
it, he knewit was not true. Electra' s escape would sinply
make Carillon nmore careful in his planning.

He could hardly see, for the torch Carillon carried snoked
badly in the darkness, casting shadows into indistinct planes
and hollows so that walls nmerged with ceiling and the steps,
shal | ow and tapering, faded into opacity. He put one hand
agai nst the nearest wall, to steady, hinself.

The surface was cool, growing nore danp with every step

He snell ed the noldy odor of danpness, the spice of ancient
stone. It filled his senses with the perfune of agedness, and
his belly with trepidation

"There are a hundred and two of them" Carillon's voice
echoed oddly in the narrow staircase. "I counted them once."

"A hundred and two?"

"Steps.** Carillons's brief |augh was distorted. "Wat did
you think | neant? Denons?"

Donal did not laugh. His bare arnms and face were fil ned
with clamy noisture. His hair hung linply against his
shoul ders and fell into his eyes. "How much farther?"

"W are here." The echo sounded cl oser. Torchlight flared

up to fill me passageway and Donal saw that they stood in a
space the size of a privacy closet. The Mijhar waited. Against
me bl ackness, painted by torchlight, his hair forned a silver
ni thus. "Do you see?" Carillon pointed.
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Donal | ooked. He saw al nost imredi ately what the Mij har
indicated: a line of runes carved into the danp stone walls.
Ti me and seepage had shallowed the figures until they were
little nore than faint greenish tracings, but Donal recognized
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He | ooked at Carillon. "Cheysuli built this palace. It does
not surprise me that in the very foundations would be the AQd
Tongue runes."

"Firstborn runes." Carillon did not smle. "It was your
father who brought ne here, Donal. Wth no explanation, he
brought ne here to show ne the Wonb of the Earth, so 1
woul d know what it was to be Cheysuli."

Quick resentnent flared in Donal's chest. "You are
Homanan. No man save a warrior can know what it is to be

Cheysuli."
"For four days, | did. It was\alSlnecessary." Carillon put
out a hand to the wall, seeking nme proper stone. He found it,

pressed, and a portion of the wall turned on edge.

A gust of stale air rushed out of the vault, but it was tinged
with the tang of life. Shut up the place may have been, but it
was not a deathtrap. A man could go in with inpunity.

Carillon thrust the torch through the opening and the flanes
lit up the darkness. Donal, still hanging back at the bottom of
the steps, saw the nerest trace of creany color within the
vault, and the sheen of polished marble.

The torchlight was cruel to Carillon's face. Donal saw
every crease, every line, every etching enphasized by the
flanmes. But the eyes were endl essly patient.

He stepped past the Mijhar and entered the creamcol ored
vault. Torchlight danced and hi ssed, sending the shadows
scuttling up walls and ceiling into cracks and crevices. The
wal | s seened al nost to nove as he entered, and he saw how
me gol d-veined narble took life fromthe roaring flames.

Lir. Lir upon fir, |eaping out of the stone. He saw bear and
hawk and owl and boar, fox and wildcat and wolf. He saw

all the lir and nore, lining every inch of the marble walls and
ceiling. No surface was untouched, uncarved.

"Cheysuli i'halla shansu,"
"Vo'/iai, cheysu, Mijhar."

Carillon said very quietly.

Donal spun and faced the man. The words had been fl uent
and unaccented: My there be Cheysuli peace upon you, and
accept this man, this Miyjhar. He alnbst thought it was a
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Cheysuli who spoke the A d Tongue. But it was Carillon,
Homanan to the bone, who faced himin the vault.

He drew in a careful breath. "Are you not a little
pr emat ur e?"

"Because | ask the gods to accept you?" Carillon sml ed.
"No. Acceptance may be requested at any time; only occa-
sionally is it given when one asks it." For a monent, he said
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not hi ng. When be spoke again, his voice was el oquently

gentle, as if he spoke to a sinple child. "Donal\al5lyou wll be
Mujhar. But it is up to you to nake your peace with it if nme
gods are to accept you."

Resentment flared; he thought of Sorcha, beggi ng hi m not

to | eave his heritage behind. And here was Homanan Carill on
admoni shing himthe sane. "My tahinorra is quite clear, ny

lord Mujhar,"” he said with a deadly pointedness. "1 accepted

it long ago, since neither you nor the gods\al5lnor ny jehan\al5l
ever gave nme a choice."

Carillon did not indicate that the answer\al5lor tone\al51troubl ed
himin die | east. He seenmed suprenely indifferent to Donal's
feelings, as if what his heir thought was of no inportance to

hi m when wei ghed agai nst the bal ance of the present and ne

future.

"Look around you, Donal," he said gently. "No nan who

is to be Mijhar can avoid facing his heritage. Duncan proved
mat to ne when he brought me here. For all | am not

Cheysuli, he made ne see it was your race which nmade

Homana strong. | accepted it and, for a brief tinme, | accepted

me gift the gods saw fit to give ne. For ne, it was held
within those depths." He nodded in the direction behind
Donal ' s head. "For you, it may be sonething else.”

Sl ow y Donal gl anced around the vault. Gold and ivory

gl eaned. Monentarily he thought he saw a falcon's wingtip
move; then he saw nme patch of blackness in the floor. It was
a hole. A perfectly round hole, extending into nme depths.

"Qubliette," he breathed. Swiftly he |l ooked at Carillon as
the inplications cane very clear. "You do not nean\al5l"

Carillon's voice was perfectly steady. "For ne, it was
required. For you\al5ll cannot say. It is a thing between you
and nme gods."

Donal moved closer to the oubliette. The torchlight was
swal | owed up, and he coul d see nothing past the perfectly
rounded rim Nothing at all.
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And yet he saw everyt hi ng.

He cl osed his eyes. The iron collar of conprehension was
| ocked around his throat, "Wen will the nmarriage be nmade?"

"Wthin the nonth." Carillon sounded neither surprised

nor pleased, as if he had expected the conprehension. "It
gives us tine to gather guests so it can all be done quite
properly. | cannot have Tynstar believing he has frightened

me into this nove nerely to secure the throne."

"Of course." Donal was aware of an odd tack of enotion

in hinmsel f. Shock? He thought not. Perhaps it was nerely
that there was no nore roomfor vacillation. "And the nmarch
into Solinde?

"Wthin two nonths after the wedding."” Carillon did not
smle. "It gives you time to beget an heir."
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The flames roared in the marble vault with its ivory nenag-
erie. "Do you take the torch with you?"

"OF course. It is a part of the thing."

Donal nodded. Curiously, he felt no fear, no desperation,

no resentnent of Carillon's cal mpronouncenent of his fate.

He nmerely felt that all of it had to be done, in order to tenper
the links in the chain they forged.

He smiled at Carillon. "Ja' hai-na, my |lord Mijhar.
Cheysuli i'halla shansu."

THI RTEEN

|
H

le heard the scrape of stone on stone; the sibilant grate of

| i mestone wall against marble floor. The torch was gone,

| eaving only the crackle of vanishing flanes in his ears and
me bl ossom of fading fire in his eyes. Wien the noise and the
Iight were gone, he was |left alone in darkness.

Donal shivered. The vault was cool, but he thought the

qui ver through his body canme fromnore than nerely that.

He was not precisely afraid, but neither was he perfectly at
ease. G ven the choice again, he mght wal k out of the vault
instead of allowing the Mijhar to | eave him

He sucked in a belly-deep breath, held it a noment, then
released it. He shut his eyes, seeking to measure the darkness
of the vault against the darkness all nen clained, and found
it brighter behind his Iids. He opened t hem agai n.

"Shansu," he said, to see if the word would echo. It did,
but oddly, falling away into the oubliette that gaped in the
floor of the vault.

He put out his hand toward the wall that forned a door. He
found it silk-smooth fromthe skill of the master craftsman
who had brought the lir to life. Like the walls, the door was
made of marbl e except for the corridor side, which was dark,
pitted |inmestone. Through the darkness, he knew this side

was a perfect creany ivory, veined with purest gold. In

anot her palace, it would be a nonunent for all to admire; in
Homana- Muj har, it was a place of subtle secrets.

"Ja' hai," he said. Slowy, he noved away fromthe wall
The edge of the pit felt near. Carefully, he poised hinmself on
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the rim and knelt to nmake his obei sance to the gods.
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He tucked his boots beneath him settling his knees agai nst
the marble. Hi s palns he pressed flat against the floor; his
fingers curled over me circular rimof me oubliette. He
bowed his head and opened hinself to what me gods woul d

send him

Si | ence. Darkness. A perfect cessation of novenent.

He sat. He felt me beating of his heart. He felt the rush of
bl ood through his veins. He heard the quiet whisper of his
breathing. He let himself go.

Sl ow y.
One piece at a tine.

He freed hinself fromthe bindings of his body, and let his
spirit expand. He felt his awareness slipping away.

He let it slip\al5bl
\al5land then it cane rushi ng back

Li ght blazed up in the vault. He stared blindly at the
marble wall so full of shining /ir, and saw the shadow cast
upon it.

Sl ender. Hooded. d oaked.
Movi ng toward ne\al5l
\al5land the torch raised to stri ke himdown.

Donal thrust hinmself upward, spinning in place at the edge
of the oubliette. He saw only the outline of the shrouded
figure; no face, merely two delicate, slender hands. And ne
torch.

The flames buned his eyes, now used to darkness, and he
knew the fire would blind him

In silence, he thrust up his bare left arm He felt the heat of
the flames as they scorched his flesh; he snelled the stench of
t he charnel house. Pain bl ossoned. He heard hinself cry out.

Again the torch thrust for his face; again he thrust it away.
He felt the burned flesh of his armcrack, and the sticky
wet ness of bl ood.

The attack had done its work. O f-bal ance, teetering on the
brink, Donal reached out to catch the assassin's arm and
caught the flanes instead. He fell backward into darkness.

Wth a nuted scream he stretched out his arns and tried to
catch the rim

Fi ngers scraped. Bone bruised. Cawing grip slipped and
rel eased.

Hi s head, thrown back on an archi ng neck. knocked agai nst
the edge of the marble pit.
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Tunbl i ng.

Blind, he felt his body tw sting helplessly. He had no
coordi nation. A hand scrabbled briefly against a wall; an

el bow banged; bootl eather scrapped itself raw. But nostly he
tunbl ed, touching nothing but air.

Blind. Deaf. Tasting the hot acid spurt of bile into his
t hr oat .

And then he opened his nmouth and shouted a denial of his
fate.

Hi s arm dragged briefly against the silk-snpoth, rounded
wal | . Muscl es protested, stretching; he heard the chimnng
scrape of metal against the marble.

Hi s ftr-band.
Gods\ al51l am a Cheysuii warrior! Wiy fall when S can fly\al51?

He thrust out both arnms. Human arms, |acking feathers or
fal con bones. Frenziedly he reached for “r-shape, but noth-
ing answered his call

Slow. . . it issoslow. . . | will never strike the ground

And if he did not strike the ground, perhaps he woul d not
di e.

He felt the air against his body. There was no w nd, except
air rushing past as he fell. The part of himthat was fal con,
the part that understood the patterns of flight realized he
woul d have to slow hinself significantly if he was to alter a
downward fall into the uprush of life-saving flight.

He twitched. Sweat broke out on his body. He reached for
t he shapechange agai n.

Upsi de down. The jerk of trapped air agai nst outstretched
Wi ngs.

Carefully he tipped one wing, swng over, and tried to

angle a clinb. But he had m scal cul ated. The sudden change

in size and distribution of his weight sent himslicing through
me air, directly at the wall. Hi s fall was curbed, but now his
moment um smashed himtoward the marbl e.

The falcon's wings strained toward even flight. WII power
lifted hi mupward, veering away fromthe wall. And yet the
oubliette, inits purity of form nearly defeated him The left
wi ngtip caught the silk of the marble and the vibration ran up
into his body. H's direction changed. He slipped sideways

into the opposite side.

156 Jennifer Roberson
Left wing snapping with dull finality.

Sonehow, he flogged the air. Pain screamed through his

hol | ow bones and reverberated in his skull. Still, sonmehow,

he flew. Perhaps he had not fallen as far as he had feared. He
fl ew, desperately sheddi ng pinfeathers, and reached the edge

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (124 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:37 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt
of the pit.
Fal I i ng.

He felt the floor rise up to strike him battering brittle
bones, and then he | ost the shapechange. In human-form
Donal fl opped across the stone-

Sound filled up the vault. He heard it clearly: a husky,
raspy, throaty sobbing, as if it canme froma man with no
breath left to cry al oud.

He was wet with sweat. Hi s | eathers were soaked, rank

with the smell of his fear. He lay belly-down on the floor of
the vault and pressed his face into the stone, conpressing

fl esh against the bone.

No i ght.

The torch was gone. He lay in total darkness. But for the
monent he did not care; all he wanted was to know he was
alive.

Hs left arm he knew, was broken. An injury in fir-shape
translated to the same in human form How badly the bone

was broken he could not say; the dull snap of his falcon's
wing indicated it was not a sinple fracture. It was possible
me bone had shattered. Bound, it mght heal, but it was
difficult to bind up flesh already badly burned.

" 'Lir,'"" he said aloud. It hissed in the darkness of the vault.

He gat hered what strength he could and sent the appea
through the link. Lir . . . by the gods, how | need you!

When he coul d, Donal pulled his sound arm back toward

hi s body, doubling the el bow beneath his ribs. He tensed,

| evered hinself up, then curled up onto his knees to sit upon
his legs. The left armhe cradled briefly against his belly,
rocking gently on his heels as if he were a child, but |eft off
both cradling and rocking alnbst imediately. It hurt too

much to nmove or touch the arm

"My thanks," he said aloud, and heard the hoarseness of
his voice. "If this was the test of acceptance ... | would not
care to repeat it."

He tried to regulate his breading. He tried to hoard his
wani ng strength. Lir-shape was gone, he knew, he was in too
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much pain to hold either form But it would do little good if
he could. Wth the wall shut, even a wolf or falcon would
know captivity.

He felt the sweat of pain drip off his face. He shut his eyes
and waited.

" Donal -"

A band of dull pain cinched his browlike a fillet of heavy
iron. His Iip bled fromwhere he had bitten it. He tasted the
sal t-copper tang. Sweat ran down his face; no nore the danp-

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (125 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:37 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt
ness of fear.

He dared not open his nouth, even to ease his lip, or he
woul d di sgrace hinsel f.

"Donal ." It was Carillon's voice, fromwhere he stood at
hi s bedsi de. "Donal\al51Finn is here."

H s eyes snhapped open. Through a haze of fever and pain

he saw Finn conme into the room "Su'fali," he whispered
hoarsely, "tell themno, tell them no\al51l" He shifted agai nst
the bedcl othes, trying to outdi stance the pain. "Su' fali, tel

them no. They want to take ny arm"

Carillon | ooked at Finn conpassionately, but tension was
in his tone. "The bones are badly broken. And the buns\al51
they could poison himin three days."

"You cannot take his arm" Finn noved toward the bed
with Storr padding at his side. "You know better. Carillon."

"What do | know? That foolishness about a mai med war-

rior not being a useful man?" Carillon thrust out his tw sted
hands. "See you these? / amcrippled, Finn\al5lbut | rule
Homana still!"

Fi nn bent over his nephew. "A mai med warrior cannot

fight. He cannot hunt. He cannot tend his pavilion. He cannot
protect his worman or his children. He cannot protect him
self." He felt Donal's burning brow "You know all this,
Carillon\al5ll was the one who told you. A mained warrior
cannot serve his clan, nor can he serve the prophecy. He is
usel ess to his people.”

Carillon stood at the bedside. He was trenbling. Dona

saw it in his hands, in his face; in ne rigidity of his spine-
The grayi sh pallor of shock was slowy replaced with the
flush of rising anger. "You threaten that very prophecy by
sentencing himto death.”
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"l sentence Donal to nothing. | will heal him Is that not
why you sent for me?"

"And if the healing does not work?" Carillon chall enged.
"Qccasionally it does not."

"Qccasionally, when the gods see fit to deny it.*" Finn did
not spare a glance for the lord he had once so loyally served.
"Donal \ al51what happened?”

H s armpained. "Carillon took ne to the Wnb of ne
Earth," he said breathlessly. "He left ne there. 1\al5lgave
myself up to the gods. But someone cane. Soneone\alSlcame

at me with the torch. I\al5lfell." He shut his eyes a nmonent.
"When 1 could, 1 took /ir-shape, but\al5ll could not control the
fall. 1\al5lcould not\al51fly properly. And so\al5ll hit the wall."

Fi nn nodded. He gl anced around for a stool, found one,
hooked it over with a booted foot. In the Iight froma dozen
candles, the gold of his fir-bands gl eaned. "Nothing nore,"
he said quietly, sitting dowmn upon the stool. "Nothing nore
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until | amdone, and the armis whole again." Briefly he
smiled. "Shansu, Donal ... 1 will take the pain away."

"Ru' shatia-tu," Donal said weakly. May it be so.

He closed his eyes. He felt the encouragenent of both his

lir and the presence of Storr as well. Finn did not touch

hi M al51he nerely sat on the stool and | ooked at Donal \ al51but
after a nmonent his eyes went opaque and detached. The
yel | ow was swal | oned by bl ack.

Donal drifted- He was bodil ess, bound by nothing but the
pain. It flared and died, pulsing in tine with his heart; he
wondered if they were linked. But then, slowmy, he felt the
pai n di m nish, and the beating stopped altogether-

Am / dead? he wondered briefly, and found he did not

care.

Fl oati ng\al51
\al51pai nl essness swal | owed him

Donal slept for three days followi ng the healing, and on the
fourth he got out of bed. In dressing he discovered there was
no pain in his healed arm no stiffness in the bone. Only new
flesh, too pink against the sunbronzing of ol der skin.

Shall we come with you? Lominquired as Donal tugged on
hi s boots.

No. | only go to see Carillon.
Taj, fluffed to twice his size as he hunched on his perch,
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emtted a single perm ssive sound. Lorn yawned, stretched,
then rose to seek out a warner place in Donal's bed. Wl flike,
he turned three tines in place before settling down. L/rlike,
he thanked Donal for his |eftover warnth.

Donal went at once to Carillon's private solar to speak of

what had happened, and found Finn and Alix there as well.

He had vague menories of them standing at his bedside,

di scussing the state of his health; he recalled al so that he had
tried, once, to tell themto go away, so he could get sone

sl eep. He had slept, but he did not know if they had heeded

hi s suggesti on.

Alix sat on a three-1legged stool before the fireplace, indigo
skirts spread around her feet as she nursed a goblet of hot

wi ne; Donal could see the faintest breath of steamrising from
the surface. Finn sat in a deep-silled casenment, silhouetted

agai nst the sunlight and framed by chiseled stone. At his feet
lay Storr, eyes shut. Carillon filled a tooled | eather chair with
his |l egs stretched out before him Fromthe tight-drawn | ook

of the flesh around the Mijhar's eyes, Donal knew he was in

pai n.

"One good thing has cone of this. . . ." Donal shut the
heavy door. "It brought nmy su'fali back to Homana- Miuj har."

Finn swung a booted foot. H's smle was very faint. "I
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said | would conme to your wedding. This is not so very
premature."

"Shoul d you be up?" inquired his mother. "Finn told us
you m ght sleep for days."

"I have." He waved her back down as she started to rise.

"And aye, | should be up\alb5lor | wilt take root in that bed."
He scratched idly at the new fl esh above and bel ow t he heavy
golden /ir-band on his arm "Wll, at least this way you two
aging warriors may speak of old tinmes w thout a hundred
sycophants listening to every word."

Carillon shifted in the chair, clutching an arnrest with one
hand. "Od tines can wait. For now, we need to | eam

preci sely what has happened." He noved into a nore upright
position, straightening the hunched shoul ders. "Gods

when | remenber the howing Lomset up ... and Taj would

not stop flying around the hall. . . ." He shook his head. "1
left you alone in the Wnb because that is the way it must be
done. Lirless. Absolutely alone. | gave orders for no one to
enter the hall. How coul d anyone have known?"
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"The Wnb is not entirely secret,"” Finn pointed out. "All
Cheysul i know of it\al5lthough not precisely where; we are
taught about it as children. It is one of the first |essons the
shar tahls give us." He frowned. "Still\al511 doubt any
Homanans woul d know of it, save yourself. W else is in

this pal ace?"

"Ch Finn, you cannot expect us to believe someone from
Carillon's household did this!" Alix shook her head. "They
are too loyal to Carillon."

"Loyal to Carillon and Homana," Finn said evenly. "Rank
aside, there is a fundanental difference between Carill on and
Donal . "

Alix | ooked back at himlevelly. The sunlight lay full on

her face, |eaching shadows from pl anes and angles to give her
yout h agai n. Donal could al nbst see the seventeen-year-old
girl Finn had stolen fromCarillon, nen |ost to his ol der

br ot her.

But the nonment was fleeting; Donal, |ooking fromhis
mot her to his uncle, saw only a warrior and a worman, kin to
one another through their father. Hale was in their faces.

And had it not been/or that jehan and Carillon's foolish
cousi n, none of us would be here.

"Foreigners, then." Carillon scratched at his beard. "Well,

there is Gyffth. The Ellasian Lachlan sent ne\al5lwas it fifteen
years ago?" He frowned, plainly shocked to find so nuch

time had passed. "But he is nme only foreigner in the pal ace

at the monent. And Gyffth | trust with ny life, as well as

Donal 's. He hel ped Duncan and ne win Alix free of Tynstar."
Carillon shook his head. "No, not Gyffth."

"No." Finn agreed. One boot heel tapped against the wall
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Donal perched hinsel f upon the edge of a sturdy table and

hel ped hinself to wine. "I could not begin to hazard a guess-

1 know nere are Homanans who woul d sooner see nme sone-

thing other than Carillon's heir\al5land back in the Keep, no
doubt\al51" he shrugged a little, nouth twisted wyly "\al5lbut |
doubt any of them would wi sh to have me slain\al51" Abruptly,

he set the wine cup down. "No\albSlperhaps | amwong. My
reception in Hondarth was not precisely\al5lwarm "

"What arc you saying?" Carillon sat upright in his chair.
"What have you been keeping from me?"

Donal saw how attentively Finn and Alix waited for his
answer. And so he told themall, briefly > of the confrontation
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with the Homanan and the nmanure that had been thrown. "I

felt it was not significant enough to tell you," he said finally
to Carillon. "It was\al5lunpl easant\al5lbut nothing to fret the
Muj har." He turned the cup in circles on the wooden tabl e-

top, idly watching how the silver rolled against the satiny

har dwood finish. "But\al5ll do begin to see that not all of
Homana is reconciled to the ending of the qu mahlin."

"Nor ever will be," Finn agreed.

Ali x, nmute but obviously disturbed, picked worriedly at the
nap of her indigo skirts.

"I amnot surprised,” Finn went on calmy. "I think there

arc nmany Homanans who care |little enough that we exist\al5l
there is nothing they can do about that, short of starting

anot her gu' mahlin\al5lbut | also mnk they would actively resist
a Cheysuli as Mijhar. And you arc next in line."

Donal frowned. "But'would they try to have ne slainV

Alix's mouth was grimas she | ooked at Finn, "Wuld
t hey?"

He shrugged. "It is possible. Shaine's qu nahlin was a
powerful thing. It bred hatred and fear upon hatred and fear,
and fed off of violence and ignorance." He glanced at ne

Muj har. "I renenber what it was |ike when Carillon and

came back from Cal edon. The purge was over, but there were
many Homanans who desired to see ne dead." For the first
time a trace of bleakness entered his tone. "W woul d be

Wi se not to discount the possibility that the qu' mahlin stil
exists for those who wish it to."

"Even now?" Donal demanded. "You and Carillon cane

back nearly twenty years ago. Tinme has passed. Things change
Peopl e get older and less inclined to violence." He shrugged.
"Perhaps there arc sone bigots left, but surely not enough to
do Homana harm ™"

Finn eyed him "I amfifty. dd, to your way of thinking,
harani . And woul d you consi der ne a nonvi ol ent nman?"

Fifty. Dona] had not counted up ne years lately. To him
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Fi nn was agel ess. And certainly never incapabl e of violence.
"No," he said distinctly, and Finn smled his ironic snile.

Carillon rubbed wearily at his brow "Gods\al5lwill it never
end? What will happen when | am dead?"

"When you arc dead it will be Donal's problem™" Finn
stretched out one foot and touched the toe of the boot to
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Storr's left ear. "There is another problemfor us to settle
before that one conmes upon us."

"Such as: who tried to nurder ny son,” Alix said flatly.
"Ch, aye, let us turn our attention to that."

Donal shook his head. "I saw nothing clearly. Only light,
firelal5la shape. Soneone hooded and cl oaked.'*

"Thi nk back," Finn advised- "Call up the menory. Think
what you saw before you fell."

"Fire," Donal repeated, recalling that too clearly. "Banes
fromthe torch. It was thrust at ne\al5l1l threw up my armto
block it." He suited action to words. "1 was thrown off

bal ance\ al511 stepped back . . . and fell." He shuddered, recall -
ing the sensation of weightlessness. "I did not even hear the
wal | open.”

"Thi nk again," Finn said patiently. "You saw a hooded,

cl oaked figure. Tall? Short? Heavy? Sl ender?" The toe ca-
ressed Storr's ear, flipping it up and down. "Think of every-
thing you saw albSleven the bits and pieces. If there is an
assassin in this place, he will likely try again."

Donal was conscious of their waiting faces, reflecting ex-
pectations. He frowned in concentration, summoning up the
menory in vivid recollection. "Mich shorter than I\al5leven
you, su'fali. Slender. The cloak was not a |l arge one. And
renenber hands." He sat up so rigidly he nearly overturned
the table. "Hands! The hands upon the torch!" He stared
blindly at Finn, seeing only the hands upon the torch. "Slim
pal e, delicate hands, clutching a torch that seened too heavy,
too awkward for a man\al51" He stopped short. Stunned, he
turned to Carillon. "My lord\al5lit was a woman\al51"

Col or drained out of Carillon's face and left it a bearded
deat hmask. "By the gods\al5lsay it was not Electralal5l"

Fi nn shook his head. "Electra is not here. Believe it\al5l
woul d know it. The trap-link has bound us forever."

Donal still stared at Carillon. "But\alblwhat if it were
Al sl inn\al51"

"Ch, Donal, no!" Alix cried as Carillon thrust hinself out
of his chair.

"Have you gone mad?" the Mij har asked hoarsely. "Do
you think Aislinn could seek to push you into the Wnb of
the Earth?"
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"No nore than Bronwyn could,"” Alix said.
Donal ' s hand, reaching for the goblet, knocked it over
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abruptly. He heard the dull chime of silver rimagainst dark
har dwood; the sibilant splatter of w ne against carpeted fl oor
But he did nothing to pick up the overturned goblet, instead,
he | ooked at his mother in something akin to shock

"How can we say that?" he asked. "How can we say for
certain Bronwyn woul d never do it?"

Alix thrust herself up fromher stool. "Have you gone
mdr f ?" Unconsci ously, she echoed Carillon. "She is your
sister\albl'

"And Tynstar's daughter, do not forget." That from Finn,

still seated in the casenent. "Alix\al5lbefore you seek Caril-
lon's knife to throw at ne\al5lnmake yourself think clearly a
monent. " He swung his foot again idly. "She is Tynstar's
daughter. Ihlini as well as Cheysuli, no matter what you have
done to hide it fromher and everybody el se. W can say

what Bronwyn is capable of if the Ihlini in her seeks to

dom nat e?"

"No," Alix said tautly. "Not Bronwyn, how could she?
She is at the Keep."

"Not Aislinn," Carillon said. "Look to another culprit."”

"Aislinn tried to slay nme in Hondarth," Donal reninded

hi m del i berately, and saw the shock in his nother's face.

"Aye\ al51l did not tell you. It was Electra's ensorcel nent. But
who is to say she has not tried it yet again?

Carillon thrust a hand in Finn's direction. "You said he
tested her!"

"I tested her." Finn slid out of nme casenent and stood
before his Mijhar. "I swear\al5ll tested her. There was an
echo\al5la resonance\al5ll thought | had rid her of it."

Donal grimy picked up the fallen goblet and set it straight
again. "And if you did not?"

"If 1 did not, and she is Tynstar's weapon, there is yet
another test," Finn said sinply. "Let her try again."

Donal opened his nmouth to protest vehenently, but his
intention was overridden by a thin voice raised on the other
side of the door. "My lord! My lord! A nessage for you
fromthe Keep!"

"Sef," Donal said, and went to tug open the heavy door

Sef nearly fell into the room H's hair was bl own back
fromhis face and he breathed as if he had run all the way up
dree flights of spiraling stairs. "My lord\al5la nessage from
the Keep. Fromyour neijha." He paused, caught his breath.
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"She says your sister is missing. Bronwn is not at the
Keep. "

Donal heard the swift, indrawn breath from Ali x standi ng
behind him "What el se does Sorcha say?" he asked the boy.

"She says you had better cone hone to | ook for Bronwyn.
She has been gone since yesterday."

Oh\alb5l”octs . . . was all Donal could manage in the face of
his nother's fear.

But it was Finn who had the answer, "Lir-shape," was al
he said. "It will be faster than going by horse."

"Wl f - shape, then,"” from Alix- "You have no recourse to
Wi ngs."

Lir, Donat called, and |l ed the way out of the solar

And behind them as they left the old man with the boy,
Carillon cursed his infirmties.

Five wol ves and a falcon fled through sunlight into the
shadows of the sunset. Silver Storr and ruddy Finn; ruddy
Lorn and grayi sh Donal ran shoul der to shoulder with Alix,
the pale silver wolf-bitch with black-tipped tail. And above
themall flew a fleet golden fal con.

I n Kr-shape, Donal was aware of an edge to his apprehen-
sion. He was frightened for what they nmight find once they
found her, he was worried that they would not find her at all
And if they did not, and she had cone at last into a share of
her father's powers, only the gods could say what Bronwyn

m ght do to themall.

But the edge began to creep out fromunder his fear and
express a new enpotion. Anger. Frustration. |npatience and
hel pl essness. And they drove himto the edge of infinity.

VWhat if | stayed in wolf-shape? he wondered. \Wat hap-
pens if a warrior chooses to give up his human form for the
ot her shape he cl ai ns?

Inwardly, he flinched away fromthe questions. Al Cheysuli
mal e and fenmal e ali ke, were taught that fir-shape was only a
temporary gui se, borrowed fromthe earth. In borrow ng, the
borrower nust return that formwhich is borrowed. Dona

had al ways believed the statement redundant; borrow ng sone-
thing neant it had to be returned, or it was stealing. Even as
a child, he had understood the concepts very well.

But now, so lost within the essence of the shape, he
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wondered how it coul d be considered stealing when what he
wore was an integral part of his self.
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A lirless Cheysuli is not a man, but a shadow. He dwells in
darkness of nind and body. He is driven mad by the |oss, and
gives hinself over to death.

There was a ritual, of course, because there had to be.
O herwi se, the giving over of a life to the gods would be
consi dered suicide, and that was taboo.

Vi nes and creepers slashed Donal's face. A thorn tore at

his muzzl e, drawi ng beads of blood. Curving nails dug deeply
into me danp, cool soil, gouging furrows and | eaving tracks.
But the tracks were spoor of the wolf, not the trail of a man.

He heard hinself panting- But how could he be weary? In
thi s shape he had al nost endl ess endurance, because he knew
how to pace hinsel f.

Qdors filled his nose". Mist earth, old wood, rotting bark,
nearby stream ... but nostly he snelled fear. On hinself
and on the others.

Can a warrior maintain lir-shape as long as he desires it?

As a child, he had asked his father. Duncan had told hima
warrior probably could retain ~r-shape for as long as he
desired; perhaps | onger man he desired,

The last had frightened him Intuitively, he had under-
stood. A man left too long in /ir-shape m ght never turn back
into a man.

But woul d that be so bad?

No. But what if he were ever to change his nind again,
and found hinself |ocked inside the body of a wolfor fal con
forever?

No, he deci ded. No.

Weary. So weary. His left foreleg ached. And then he
recalled how it had been burned, broken, in human form me
heal i ng coul d not give back that which had been | ost. The
magi ¢ was not absolute. He had not given the injured linb
enough tine to recover

Through the /('r-link, he passed ne nessage to Lom He

must stop. Stop. It was dark now, but the nmoon, full, had
risen, and they were nearly there. They could wal k the rest of
t he way.

Donal stopped running. He panted, head hangi ng; he tucked
his tail between his legs. Slowy, so slowy, the shapechange
altered his body. He faced them as a nman agai n.
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Man- shaped, he | eaned agai nst the nearest tree. "\al51Sorry,"
he said. "Too tired\al5lcan we rest?"

Alix put a hand upon his arm A hand, not a paw. "W
shoul d have ndden at |east half the way."
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Donal shook his head. "No. W needed to get honme as
qui ckly as possible."

Finn's smle was very faint. "Sorcha should not worry;
you wi Il always be Cheysuli."

"Because 1 call the Keep hone?' * Donal |aughed breath-
| essly. "Aye\al51l could not becone a Mijharan if the proph-
ecy commanded it."

Atix glanced around. "We are al nost there. Ch gods, |et
the girl sinply be | ost "

"Unhkeiy." But Finn's tone was gentle. "She is your
daughter, Alix , . . with all your stubbornness. Perhaps\al51"

"Per haps what, Finn?" Alix scraped fallen hair away from
her face. "Perhaps she decided to visit another Keep? No.
She was hel ping Sorcha with the baby."

Finn's hand cl asped her shoul der gently. "Mijha, do not
fret so\al51l"

Donal nearly sniled at Finn's use of the inaccurate term
Ali x had never been Finn's neijha, but that had not stopped
hi m from wi shi ng she woul d someday change her m nd.

"Do you not fret about Meghan fromtine to tine?" Aix
asked in irritation. "You are ajahan, Finn, as nmuch as | am
aj ehana. Tell ne you do not know what that entails,"

Looking at them Donal saw two worried people. Mre

worried than they intended himto know. For only a nonent.
he saw the possibilities through their eyes: Bronwyn, |hUni,
attenpting to use her burgeoning powers ... or instinctively
seeki ng her father.

"But she thinks Duncan is her jehan." He said it al oud,
distinctly; Alix and Finn | ooked at himin surprise.

"Aye, of course, but\al51"

Finn's hand across Alix's nouth cut her sentence off. He
made a quieting gesture with his other hand and they instantly
obeyed.

In silence, they waited. And in silence, they heard the
ot her approach.

Because in the forest, at night, absolute silence betokens a
presence comi ng

LEQA<. Y WI |it &AUKU
I D

Bronwyn\ al51? Donal wondered briefly. She knows how to
move as quietly as any\albl

But it was not Bronwyn. It was not a wonan. It was a
man. A nan who had once been Cheysuli
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He was a shadow within shadows, a wraith anong the

trees. There was no sound, only silence; the silence born of

the passing of a spirit onits way to the afterworld, |nsubstan-
tiality, Donal thought; yet it had substance. It was not a
waith, but a man- Not a shadow. a man who was once a

warrior.

A warrior without a Ur.

Qut of the shadows a man stepped into the | um nescence of
me noon, and they saw his face clearly; old/young; human/
i nhuman; of sorrow and bittersweet joy. And his face, in the
nmoonl i ght, was Donal's, but carved of ol der, harder wood.

"Forgive ne," he said; two words, but filled with an
agony of need.

Donal felt his senses waver. For an instant, the ground

seenmed to nmove beneath his feet. He put out a hand to steady
hi nsel f, and when his fingers touched the trunk of the nearest
tree he found hinself turning to press against it. Cinging to
it. dinging, as if he could not stand up

And he knew, as he clung, he could not. He could only
press his face against the bark and let it bite into his flesh

Jehan? Jehan? But he could not ask it aloud. He no | onger
had a voice. No tongue. No teetfi. No nouth. He had lost the
means to speak.

He shut his eyes. Tightly. So tightly he saw crimson and
yel | ow and white. \When he opened them agai n he blinked

agai nst the shock of sight once nore, and realized the inpos-
si bl e remai ned.

/[(is ny jehan-\al51 And yet he knew it could not be.

It was Alix who noved first. Donal expected her to run to
Duncan. To grab him kiss him hold him To cry out his
name and her |ove. But she did none of those things.

I nstead, she turned her back

Her face, Donal saw, was ravaged. "If | |ook\al51lif | |ook\al5lhe
will be gone . . . gone . . . again. If | |ook\al5lhe will be
gone. "

Gone . . . Donal echoed. But how can he be here?

The bark of the tree bit into his face. But he wel coned the
pain; it kept himfromlosing possession of his senses,
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Slowy Finn reached out and cl osed a hand around one of

Alix's arnms. Donal saw how the fingers pressed against the
fabric of her gown\alS5lpressing, pressing\al5luntil Donal thought
she woul d cry out because of the pain.

But Alix did not.
It was Finn.

"No," Duncan said. "Ch no . . ,"
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"You." Finn's voice was ragged. "You stoop to apostasy\al5l"

"No\ al51" Alix, wenching free of Finn's hand, spun around to
face Duncan again. "How can you call a miracle apostasy\al51?"

"He can," Duncan said. "He nust. Because it is the
truth.”

"Because you are aliveT Alix shook her head. Donal saw

how she trenbled. "I begged you not to go. Wiy waste a

I'ife? But you denied nme. You said you had to go because

your lir was slain." She tried to steady her voice. "How can
you cone back now? Why did you stay away\al5lif the death-
ritual could be | eft unheeded?"

Fi nn stopped her fromgoing to the man. "Wait."

"WAit?" She tried to wench free again. "Wiitl! Have you
gone nad? That is Duncan\al5l'

"Is it?"

Duncan nmoved a single step closer to all of them And his
face was free of shadow, open to themall.

It was in the eyes. Donal saw it even as Finn and Alix did.
Enpti ness, aye. Sorrow. an abundance of it. Such pain as a
man, |left sane, could never know.

But there was no sanity left in Duncan

Oh gods . . . oh gods\al51! Donal shut his eyes. He felt the
trenbling start up in his linbs; the roiling in his belly. He is
back\ al51he i s back\al5land yet he is not ny jehan\al5l

Finn jerked Alix back beside him "Rujho," he said,
"stop."

Duncan stopped. H s head tw sted quickly, faintly, oddly

to one side, jerking his chin toward his shoul der. Twice; no
nmore. A nervous tic, Donal thought dazedly. He knew ot her
men who had them But\al5lthis was sonething nore,

"l need you," Duncan said. "/ need you ail."

"Why?" Finn asked flatly. "Wy does a dead warri or
need help fromany man?"

"Fi nn\al51" That fromAlix, in horror, but he cut her off
agai n.
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"Alirless man is a dead man, of no value to his clan. He
is half a man, and enpty, |lacking spirit, l|acking soul."

Finn's chant sounded alnbst bitter. "lIs that not what we

bel i eve?"

We bel i evelal51lwe believe\al51l Donal bared his teeth. But how
do we believe? My jehan has cone back to us\al5l

Duncan twitched again. Briefly, so briefly; Donal al nost
did not see it. But he found hinself, in fascinated horror,
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"l need your help." Duncan's hair was silver in the noon-
light. "I need your help. | need to find the magic to nake ne
whol e again."

"Whol e? You are lirless. How can you be whol e?"

"Finn!'" Duncan cried. "Wuld you have ne beg for
t hi s?"

Do not beg. do not "beg\al5lnot you\al5lnot Duncan of the
Cheysul i -\al51t hat man does not beg\al5l

Wthout waiting for an answer, Duncan dropped to his

knees. Hi s head, tilted up, exposed the | ook of nute appeal
He was a supplicant to his brother. To his wife. And to his
son. "Can you not see why | cone to be here?"

Now, they could. Clearly. It showed in the eyes; in altered
pupils, altered shape. It showed in the set of his shoul ders,

al nost hunched upon themselves. It showed in the nottled

skin of his arns, bare and naked of /ir-gold. It showed in the
bones of his hands: fragile, brittle bones, rising up beneath
the flesh to fuse thensel ves together and turn the fingers into
tal ons.

Not a man. But neither a hawk. Sone pl ace between the
t wo.

"Cai was dead'." Finn cried. "How is this possible?"

"]l am abom nati on,
whol e agai n?"

Duncan said. "Can you neke ne

"But\al5lyou are lirless.'
"Ruj ho, you are lirless ..

In Finn, the cracks began to show.

"You can nake ne whol e again."

Alix, trenbling, went down on her knees before the kneel -
ing man. She put out her arns and drew himin until his face
was agai nst her breasts. "Shansu," she said, "peace. W

can nmake you whol e again."

"He is lirless!"™ It burst out of Donal's mouth in something
near i ncoherence.
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Alix did not hear. "1 promise. 1 pronmise. W will make
you whol e again."

"Tynstar took the body. Tynstar took me body," Duncan
sai d agai nst her breasts. "I could not give ny ;ir proper
passage to the gods."

"Ch gods," Finn said. "Oh\alblgods. . - ,*'

"1 could not die," Duncan said. "There was no ritual
Tynstar had the body, and there was no ritual."

"Shansu," Alix said. "W will nake you whol e again."
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"Not without Cai's body," Finn said. "Oh rujho, surely
you nust see!”

Duncan's head twi tched against Alix arms- The tal oned
fingers came up in a twi sted gesture of supplication

Donal at |ast wenched hinmself fromthe tree and faced
themall. "The earth magic!" he cried. "There are three of
us, and the Ur. Mre than enough, is there not? W can
summon up the healing and nake hi m whol e agai n!"

Alix stroked Duncan's silver hair. "Do you see? Your son
is much like you. He will be a wi se Mjjhar."

"Donal \ a151" Fi nn began, and then he shut his eyes.
"Make nme whol e again," Duncan begged.

U. For the first time, Lom spoke. U, what he requests is
danger ous.

But it can be done?

There is nuch power in the earth, Taj said froma nearby
tree. Wth three of you to summon it, augnented by three Ur,
you can coil upon powerful sources. But there is danger in it.

And worth it, Donal said. This man is ny jehan
Slowy, Finn knelt down. He bowed his head in acqui escence.
Danger ous, Lom said.

Shakily, Donal went to the kneeling triad. There were so
many things he wanted to say to his father, whom he had not
seen in fifteen years. So many, many things; he thought none
of them woul d get said.

"Join hands," Finn said. "The |ink nust be physical as

welt as enotional and nmental. Wat we do now will stretch
the boundaries of the power; if those boundaries break, all
wi Il be unleashed. The magic will be wild."

Donal , kneeling between fattier and uncle, |ooked at Finn
sharply. "WId\al51? "

"Before there were nen and wonen in the world, there
was magi ¢ in abundance- And all of it was wild. It nade the

LG U VAT ur i mow'M 1,1

world what it is. But it nust be held in check if we are to |ive
in the world."

"Then\ al51this could destroy the world. . . -

"Duncan woul d never risk that," Alix said suddenly. She
| ooked at the silver-haired man. "Wuld you? That nuch
risk?"

H s mal formed hands trenbled in hers; in Donal's- "I am
abomi nation. Make ne whol e again."

"Duncan would not risk it," Finn said quietly. "But this
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man i s not Duncan."

VWhite-faced in the noonlight, Alix |ooked at Finn. "Then\al5l
what we do is wong."

"I's it?" Finn | ooked at Donal. "Is it wong to do this,
har anH'

Del i berately, Donal |ooked into the eyes of the raptor who
had once been his father. "It is not wong if we can contro
the magic. Stretching the boundaries is not evil, if we | eam
fromwhat we do. A risk not taken neans nothi ng of conse-
guence is ever |learned." Donal drew in an unsteady breath.

"1 say it mnmust be done."

"Down, " Finn whispered. "Down . . . and down - . . and
down. "

Drifting.
\'al5idrifting\albl
\al51down\ al51

He sank through | ayers of earth, of rock, of rock, drifting,
drifting down, until he was a speck of sentience in the n dst
of ommiscient infinity, aware only of his insignificance in the
ordering of things.

At one?

No. There were ot her specks, all black and gl assy gray, as
if they had bumed themselves out. As if the infinity had
becone, all at once, finite, and the sentience enptied out.

Down.
\al51down\ al51
\al51down\ al51

Jehan, he asked, are you here?
Down.

He felt the void reach out for him Reaching, it caught
him Catching, it tugged himin; tuggi ng, tugging, until he
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was a fish on aline; acat in atrap; a man at the end of a
swor d\ al51

\al51with the hilt in another man's hands.
Pai n.

The sword pierced flesh, nuscle; scraped across rib bone.
And entered the cage around his heart.

\al51pai n\al51

He cried out. The speck, in ne mdst of the void, cried out
to the other specks that he was in pain, in pain, and he knew
it should not be so.
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The line was cut; me trap was sprung; the sword was
shattered. And Donal, hurled back through infinity to know
fmteness once nore, heard the words screaned fromhis

mot her's nmouth: "lhlini trap-1ink\al51"

And then he knew the truth.
Not ny jehan after alH
Pai n.

He lay on his face. His mouth was filled with dirt and
| eaves. He spat. The sound reverberated in his skull

Lir. Lorn, whose nuzzle was planted solidly in Donal's
neck, shoving. Donal felt the tip of a tooth against the flesh
of his neck. Loms nose was col d.

Lir. Taj, who stirred dirt and debris into Donal's face with
the force of his flapping wings. The fal con was on the
ground, but his wings continued to flap

He felt a hand on his arm "Donal. Donal!"

Finn's voice. Hoarse. Donal allowed the hand to drag him
up fromthe ground. He fl opped over onto his back

Through slitted lids and nerging | ashes he saw Finn's face.
In the moonlight the scar was a black ditch dug into the flesh;

the other side of his face was dirty- Scraped. As if he had
been hurl ed bodily against the ground. H s | earners were
littered with dirt and | eaves.

"Gods\ al51" Donal shoved hinself up fromthe dirt. He

wavered on his knees, pressing one hand agai nst the ground.
And then he saw his nother. "Jehana\al51?" Stiffly, be craw ed
across the clearing- "JehanaT"

Finn sat down suddenly in the dirt as if he could no | onger
stand. One hand threaded rigid fingers through his silver-
speckl ed hair; he stripped it back fromhis eyes. He bared the
face of his grief to his nephew, who still could not believe.
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Storr sat down next to Finn, leaning a little against him as if
he knew wi thout his support Finn would surely fall

"He was sent," Finn said. "That was not ny rujho. Not

yow jehan. Not ny rujholla's cheysul. That was Ihlini retri-
bution." He lifted his head and | ooked at Donal. "He was
saved, and he was sent. We are alive because of Aix."

Donal could only stare at his nother's body.

Finn's voice droned on. "W are alive because when she

saw how the trap-link would swallow us all, she threw us out

of it. There was power enough in the trap to slay four

hundred C\\eysul\\, four hundred . . . not just four . . . but\al5l
she threw us out of the link . . . and let it swallow her."

Donal ' s vision wavered. He blinked. He could not say if it
were tears or the aftermath. He thought it might be both.
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Alix was clearly dead. She lay sprawl ed on her back, arns
and legs awy, spilling awkwardly fromher clothing in me
obscenity of death. Blood still craw ed sluggi shly from nose,
ears, nouth. Her anber eyes were cl osed.

Transfi xed, Donal |ooked slowy fromnother to father.

Li ke Alix, Duncan was sprawled in the dirt. The silent shad-
ows lay across him hiding nmal formed hands, hunchi ng shoul -
ders, the predatory eyes.

But not the fact that Duncan was not\al5lquite\al5ldead.

Donal twitched in shock as life spilled back into his body.
Awkwar dly he scranbl ed across to his father. He saw the
bl ood in Duncan's nostrils. He felt it in his own.

"JehanT" H's voice was a ragged whi sper as he hunched
beside the form "Jehan\al5lhave we nmade you whol e agai n?"

"A toy," Duncan said thickly, and there was\al51lbriefly\al5l
sanity in his eyes; his human, Cheysuli eyes. "Tynstar\al5l
made ne\al5la toy\al51l"

"Jehan\ al51T-
"For fifteen years\al5la toy\al51"

Al nost frcnziedly, Donal dragged Duncan's head and shoul -

ders into his lap. Tentative hands stroked his father's silvered
hair. "'Jehan," he begged, "do not go\al5ll have only just

found you agai n\al51'

And in his arnms, his father died.

FOURTEEN

D

"onal sat in his nother's pavilion. Around himwere her

bel ongi ngs, waiting for her return: wooden chests filled with
clothing and trinkets; the tapestry she had pai nstakingly worked
for his father so many years before; cook pots and utensils;

the jewelry his father had given her; many other things. And
all of them spoke of Alix.

She had, over the years, made Duncan's things hers, though
she had given many to her son. The pavilion no | onger was

me clan-leader's pavilion; mat was Finn's. But once, ms
pavilion had known the | aughter the three of them had shared;

the tears; nme evenings of stories and future plans. Once it had
known fullness. Now it knew enptiness.

He had spent the long night with Sorcha, trying to ease his
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grief in her words and her wormanhood. She had soothed him
as only she could, and yet he had found hinself |onging for
anot her woman entirely. The one Sorcha could not be.

They had spoken of his father; of what Duncan had once

been, and who, but not what Tynstar had rmade him For

Donal , the menory of the night before was too vivid. Too

real. He needed time to understand it and put it in its place. If
he coul d ever find a place for what he had experi enced.

fa the norning he had left Sorcha, his children, his lir. He
canme alone to his nother's pavilion and sat upon the ragged
bear pelt she had kept |ong past its useful ness, saying Duncan
had given it to her and she would never be rid of it- He had
sat on it as a child, and now he sat on it again; a man grown,
but knowi ng hi nmsel f hel pl ess as the child he had once been

174
LEGACY OF THE SWORD 175

A slimhand slid inside the doorflap and pulled it aside.
Donal heard the sibilant scrape of fabric against fabric. He
wat ched in silence, waiting, as Bronwyn slipped into the
pavilion. Her black hair was nussed, pulled | oose fromits
single braid. Sonme hung into her face, veiling nmuch of it
fromDonai. She was smling a little, as if she knew a secret.
Her anber eyes were alight with inner know edge. But she

was different- Very different. Aside fromthe fact she wore
the leathers of a warrior in place of traditional skirts, he
t hought she | ooked nore alive than he had ever seen her

She saw hi m and stopped short. "Donal!"
He wait ed.

The flap, half-closed, was caught on Bronwyn's shoul der
But she did not slide it free or step away. She stood in the
shadows of the entrance and stared at her silent brother

"Are you heal ed?" she asked. "Your arnP"
"Heal ed," Donal said. "Bronwyn. \WWere have you been?"

She | ooked away fromhim staring at the pelted floor

Col or came and went in her face. And then she seened to

make up her mnd to face himdown. She lifted her head

again. "I wanted to see if | could doit. And | can. | have the
ad Bl ood, too."

He stared at her blankly. He was full of his npther's death
and ne ruination of his father; he could not conprehend
anyt hing Bronwn said. "Od Bl ood?" He thought only of
Tynstar's bl ood.

"Aye," she said firmy. "Jehana said perhaps soneday |
m ght be able to | eam as she had | earned. And so | made up
my mind todo it."

"Do what?" Hi s response was sluggish. The aftereffects
of Alix's throwing himout of the trap-link had not entirely
di ssipated. He still felt weak. Disoriented.
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"Take /ir-shape,” Bronwyn answered "I went away to
try."

Awar eness returned at once. "Lw shape! You'

Col or surged into Bronwyn's face. "Aye! Do you think I
am not worthy because I am a worman?"

Donal thrust hinself to his feet. "Do not nmputh such
fool i shness when owj ehana is dead!"

He had not meant it to come out so badly; so cruelly. But
all he could think of was his nother dying to save them al
whi | e Bronwyn pl ayed her ganes.
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But perhaps they were not ganes. Not if she could

shapechange. And he coul d not discount the possibility; Aix
had clained the gift. If her daughter did as well, perhaps the
A d Blood night yet counteract the Ihlini in her

"Dead." Bronwyn gaped at him "Ow jehana\al51?"

"Last night." He saw the twitch of shock in her face; the
begi nni ngs of conprehension. "It was an |Ihtini trap-link."

Bronwyn flinched visibly. "I'hlini! But\al5lhowT

He could not tell her how That neant he nmust also tell her
of his father; he could not do it. It was too private. Too
personal . The pain was his al one.

"Donal \ a151"

"Tynstar laid a trap. He wanted Finn and ne as well
all he got was our jehana."

"Tynstar\al51" Bronwyn's anber eyes were full of tears.
"Tynstar slew our jehana\al51?"

"She has been given passage to the gods," Wth Duncan,
but Donal did not say it.

Di sjointedly, Bronwyn fell down upon her knees. She stared
bl ankly at the unlighted firecairn. Donal, still |ooking for
sonme indication of guilt, some telltale sign she dissenbl ed,
saw only grief and bew | derment. "Wy woul d he want our

j ehanal What would he want with her? Wiy woul d he sl ay

QUT j ehana\al51?"

He knew she woul d not hear him And so he did not try.
He sinply went to his sister, knelt down, and pulled her
agai nst his chest so she woul d not have to grieve al one-

"Ruj ho," Bronwyn begged, "why would he slay our
j ehanaT

"Retribution,
no reason."

he answered unevenly. "The Ihlini require

"Dead," she whispered. "Dead? But\al5l1l wanted to tell her
about it. | wanted to say what | did. | wanted her to know
how her blood is in ne, too. The Ad Blood ... as nuch as
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in her son." Bronwyn pressed her face against his shoul der
"1 wanted to have inportance ... | wanted to be soneone
who counted ... | wanted to be different..."

Ch Bronwyn, he nourned, you are nore different than you
can know.

Her tangled hair was soft beneath his chin. He snpothed
the knots against her scalp as if she were a child, and in his
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heart he knew she was, regardl ess of her age. As nuch as he
hinself was, in his bitter grief.

"1 wanted her to know,
never will."

Bronwyn sobbed, "and now she

"Shansu, " he said, "shansu. Be certain mat she knows."

After a noment, Bronwyn drew away from him "Donal\al51
what happens to ne, now? What becones of nme?”"

One last tinme he pushed a | ock of hair out of her face.

"You may stay here, if it suits. The Keep is your honme. Finn
and Meghan are here; so is Sorcha and the children, and al
your clan-mates. But\al5lif you prefer\al5lyou may conme to
Homana- Muj har. Aislinn could use the conpany. There is a
weddi ng she nust prepare for\alblin less time than | care to
acknow edge." He felt the twist of reluctance in his belly.
Fifteen days. But he knew better than to ask Carillon for a
del ay, even in light of the circunstances. Homana was at

st ake.

"Weddi ng, " Bronwyn echoed. "I do not feel nmuch like a

weddi ng. Even a royal one. Not w thout ny jehana\al5l" But
she shut her nmouth on anything nore, as if she could not dare
to say what she felt.

Slowmy he stood, pulling her up as well. "I amsorry, but I
must go back\al51"

"Now?" She stared at him "After what has happened?"

Donal sighed, wanting refuge "fromthe bew |l dered pain in

her voice. He did not blame her; he wanted to stay as well.
"Much as | would prefer to remain, Carillon would have ny
head. There are responsibilities\al51l" But he did not explain
themto her. In her grief, she would never understand.
"Rujholla ... do not forget our su' fali. You may find

confort in conforting him"

After a noment, Bronwyn nodded. "Tell Aislinn | wll
come. But\al5lnot just yet. | think I could not bear it.

He bent and ki ssed her forehead, hoping to offer sol ace.
But what he found was doubt. Ch gods . . . what if | am
wong? Wiat if the A d Blood in her is tainted by the other?

And yet he knew he night be doing his sister a grave
injustice. He had no proof it had been Bronwyn in the
Worb. None at all. The possibility seenmed renote, now that
he knew where Bronwyn had been
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And Ai slinn? Wiere was she?
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He said nothing nore to Bronwyn. He left her to grieve in
private, according to Cheysuli tradition

The guests had gat hered. The vows had been said. The
accl amation was made. In the space of an hour Donal went
fromunnamed Prince of Homana to the actual thing itself;

there was an instantaneous change. He could feel it in the air.
A tension. A vibrating urgency. No nore was it a soneday
thing; Homana woul d have a Cheysuli Mij har

When the feasting was done and the hall was prepared for

cel ebratory dancing, Donal discovered he was now the prey

of many courtiers. In his years as informal heir, the nen who

i nhabited Carillon's court had nostly tried to ignore him No
doubt they had thought\al5lor, nore likely, hoped\al5lne Mij har
m ght el evate a bastard son to legitimcy and send Dona

back to the Keep. But the Mijhar had not; Donal was not

certain there were any bastard sons, though there had been
runmors of one or two. And so now the circle was hal f way

conpl ete; the shapechanger was Prince of Honana.

They oppressed him the nobl emren of Homana. They sti -

fled himwith their insincere sudden change of regard, ex-
pressi ng condol ences for his mother's death as an opening
gambit. He stood his ground for as |ong as he coul d, using

the Homanan courtesy traditions Alix had taught himas well

as what diplomacy he had learned in his years within the

pal ace walls. But courtesy and di pl omacy ran out; he re-
treated. And at last, tiring of his evasiveness, they left him
al one.

They do not know ne. though all have known ne for years.
They realize they nust deal with me one day, and woul d
rather gain sway with me now. so they may |lay the ground-
work to make ne a puppet-prince, and a Mij har\al5lwhen it
conmes to that\al5lin their pockets.

He knew al so that the freedom he had just won woul d
never |ast; soon enough they would |l earn his noods and his
habits, and would play himlike a harp.

Donal stood well back fromthe danci ng and | aughi ng and
drinking. He | eaned against the tapestried wall and watched
in silence, considering his newwy won rank. And against his
wilt he touched the golden circlet on his brow

Carillon had put it there during the cerenbny. It repre-
sented his princely status; it represented the future of Homana.
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A sinple circlet of plain, unworked gold, |acking significant
weight. But it was enough to bind himeternally to his
tahl nmorra
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Donal smiled. But if they expected ne to be a Homanan
prince, no doubt ny |eathers shocked them Good.

As a concession to Homana, he wore the royal colors. His

jerkin was crimson suede, his |eggings were black; black

boots were stitched in scarlet. A belt of filigreed gold set with
rubi es the size of his thunbnail clasped his waist. But for that
and his lir-go\\d and newy gained circlet, he was a conserva-
tive Cheysuli. Other warriors were not so subdued.

He | eaned against the wall. But mis tinme he watched
Aislinn as she left her women to dance. He watched as she
swayed to and fro with a glittering young Homanan nobl e-
man, touching fingertips and dancing flirtatiously.

She nmoved with a grace alnpost foreign to her. Aislinn had,
growi ng up, been a coltish girl, even when attenpting rega
dignity. Since her sojourn on the Crystal Isle with El ectra,
she had | earned a new and suppl e grace that was al nost sheer
seducti veness. There was nothing coltish about her now.

The bright, rich hair swng at her hips as she noved
Unbound, as was proper for a maiden, it flowed | oosely over
her shoul ders, cloaking the pale blue gowmn. At ears and
throat and wai st gl owed sapphires set in silver.

El ectro's wedding jewels from Carillon long ago. It is no
wonder he nearly nmade Aislinn take themoff. But even a

Muj har cannot take back what is given freely, and so she has
a | egacy from her jehana,

He | ooked nore closely at her as she danced with the

nobl eman- In the weeks since Finn had heal ed his burned and
broken arm Aislinn had been busy with wedding prepara-
tions. They had hardly seen one another. Seeing her now, he
t hought the preparations were well-nmade; she was |ovely. She
was al nost a worman, with girl hood nearly bani shed conpl etely.

VWhat is mne is also Tynstar's.

He heard the words clearly, as if spoken into his ears. He
snapped upright, free of the wall, and sought Electra in the
t hrong.

But all he saw was Aislinn spinning slowy in the dance.

He stared. Her hair, a rich red-gold, seened to fade before
his eyes. He saw how it blurred, running into a duller color,

180 Jenni fer Roberson

until the red was replaced with silver-gray. And then the
silver turned to white.

But not the white of age. The pure white-blond of youth;
El ectra's ensorcel ed youth.

Aislinn's eyes caught his. She stared at him as she stepped
lightly through the pattern. He did not know what she thought;

be was aware only of her eyes. Electra's eyes, pale as water
and full of subtle prom ses. But the dreams she pronised
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wer e ni ght mar es.

The heavy girdle spun out fromher twi sting skirts. He saw

how the silver tangl ed; heard how it chimed, the dull clink of
interlocked links. Arattle of stones as the sapphires clattered.
And men the laughter was in his head.

What is undone shall remain undone . . . what is mne is
al so Tynstar's.

Donal flinched as a wi necup was pressed into his hand.
"Drink deep," Finn advised. "It will be a long night before
you can bed your bride."

He | ooked up again at Aislinn, shaken to the core. Gods\al51lis
El ectra sonmewhere here?

"I must kiss you for luck!" It was Bronwyn, comng up to
clasp his arns. "Bend down, Donal\al5lyou are too tall for

me! "

He saw how t he bl ue-enanel ed torque and earrings glit-
tered agai nst her skin. She had none of ne dark col oring of
the Cheysuli, showi ng the Homanan in her instead.

O the Ihlini? He bent slowy, still lost in what he had
heard inside his head. "You are certain this will work?"

"Everyone says it will. It must be done, you know. " She
ki ssed hi msoundly on one cheek, then | aughed up at him
"Every wonman who wants a cheysul nust kiss (he nost
recent bridegroom"'’

"Bvery wonan\al51?" He recoiled in exaggerated horror

"Every single one." She twi sted her head to seek soneone
in the crowd. "There\al51Meghan will undoubtedly be next."

"Meghan! Meghan is too young to think of marriage\al5land
so, for that matter, are you."

Bronwyn | aughed. "I amonly a year younger than Aislinn
Perhaps by the time / amsixteen, | will have found a cheysul
Her anber eyes glinted. "After all, | amdancing with nen,
not boys. | have danced with Gyffth, and Rowan hinsel f has
al ready asked ne tw ce."
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"Rowan is being polite." Donal unthreaded his armfrom
hers. "Then go dance, rujholla. Do not keep your partners
waiting."

Laughing, she whirled in a swirl of sky-blue skirts and
hast ened back to the throng of young wonen.

"She is nearly grown," Finn said quietly. "She has the
right of it\al5lby next year she nmay be wed."

A twi nge of unease unsettled Donal's belly. "It may be
best we do not let her wed. W\ al5ldo not know what powers
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she nmight claimin the coming years."

Finn | ooked at himsquarely. "If you stifle her, Donal\al51if
you seek to keep her | eashed, no matter how light the chain\al5l
you will surely twist her spirit. R ght now, there is nothing of
Tynstar in her."

"And when there is?"

"I'f thereis ... we will deal with it then."

"As we must deal with her ability to assune /ir-shape?"
Fi nn | ooked sharply at Donal. "Bronwyn? Are you certain?"
"She says so. Did she not tell you?"

"No." Finn frowned into his w ne. "She\al5lhas kept very
apart since Alix's death. Oh\al5lshe spends tine wth Meghan,
but not much with nme. | have tried. " He stopped speak-
ing. Hs dark face was stark, as if he deeply regretted his
inability to deal with Alix's daughter. "She spends nore tine
with Storr than with ne, but if, she has |earned how to take
tir-shape, that is why."

"Storr said nothing to you?"

"Storr said nothing to me when Alix | earned to shape-
change." Finn's tone was wy, but Donal saw the trace of
renenbered pain in his uncle's eyes. "The lir protect those
with the O d Blood. Mre so, | sonetines think, than they
protect those without.'

Donal frowned, "Then could they protect her against
her sel f ?"

"If she began to show signs of Ihlini powers?" Finn

shrugged a little. "W can say? All we knowis the lir are
constrai ned agai nst attacking the Ihlini, no matter what the
odds. "

"Gods," Donal said, "what ny poor rujholla faces\al51"

"W do not know." Finn said deliberately. "She may be
free of the evil, even with the bl ood."

Donal swirled wine within the confines of the goblet.
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"Aye, but\al51" He broke it off. A stranger approached, and he
had no wish to share Bronwyn's parentage with anyone but
Fi nn.

"May | join you?" the stranger asked.

Finn turned to face him then fell back a step- For a
moment there was bl atant shock in his eyes. "Caritlon did
not tell ne you were comng."

"1 was not certain | could.” The man\al5ltall, very bl ond,
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with a silver circlet banding his head\al5lsniled at Donal. "I
t hi nk your nephew does not recall who | am But why shoul d
he?\al5lit was nearly sixteen years ago when | ast "he saw ne,
and he was only a boy."

Donal released a breath of laughter. "I remenber you

Lachl an! How could I nofi It was your Song of Homana so

many of us sang the sumer when you had gone." He shook

his head. "No nore the hunbl e harper, are you, with all your
fine clothes and jewels." An el oquent H p of his hand indicated
me bl ue velvets and flashing dianmonds. "No nore hiding

your identity, but the High Prince of Ellas in all your power
and grace."

"El oquent, is he not?" Finn observed lightly. "I mnk he
gels it fromne."

Lachlan's snmile was warm and nostal gic. "Does he get
anything fromyou, Finn, it would surety be your gift for
inspiring\al5ltrust." The jibe was gentle, but the sting was

clearly present. And then it faded. "I have just cone from
Carillon. Donal\al51l amsorry for Alix's death. | adnmired and
respected her greatly. But\al5las for Carillon. . . ." Briefly, he

gl anced over his shoul der. Near one of the trestle tables
Carillon stood head and shoul ders above the nen who cl us-
tered around him Homanans, nostly, but a few Solindish
guests. "In his letters, Carillon said Tynstar had stol en away
his youth, but | did not realize he neant as nmuch as that."
Lachl an's voi ce was even, but Donal heard the undertone of
concern. "lIs there nothing to be done?"

Fi nn shrugged. "He ages. Al nen age. Tynstar has nerely
given it to him sooner."

Lachl an regarded Finn's expressionless face closely. "And
have you tried to reverse it with your magic?"

"I't cannot be done," Finn said flatly. "lhlini powers and
Cheysuli gifts arc in direct opposition. W cannot undo what
an lhlini has done when it is of such nagnitude as that."
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Briefly, he looked at the Mijhar. H's eyes belied his tone. "I
m nk he has accepted it."

"Perhaps I, with Lodhi's aid\al51"

"No." Finn's voice was flat and inflexible. "It is a part of
his tahlnorra."

"Lodhi," Lachlan nuttered, "you and your destiny\al51!"

Donal cleared his throat. "Lachl an\al5lwhere is your harp?
Have you left your Lady behi nd?"

The Ellasian's blond hair shone in the candlelit room Unlike
Carillon or Finn, he seened not to have aged at all, save for a
fine tracery of lines at the corners of his blue eyes and faint
brackets at his nouth. Blond, he was a stranger; Dona

recalled himfroma tinme when he had dyed the fair hair dark
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"No. She is in my chanbers. Wiy?\al51ldo you want a
| esson?" Lachlan smiled. "Wen you asked ne once before,

as a boy, | said you had ne hands of a warrior instead of
a harper." He glanced at his own supple hands- "And, as for
toni ght\al5lsurely nere will be other things for you to master.”

Finn's tone was subtly nocking- "And what have you
mast ered since | ast we saw one anot her ?"

"1?" Lachlan's handsone face snoothed into a hospitable

bl ankness, while diplomacy ruled his tongue. "1 have nas-
tered happiness, Finn , . . and you?" The tone altered a
little. "Howis it with you\al5lnow that Tourmaline is dead?"

Donal saw the taut muscles of linn's jawrelax just a little-
It was shock, he knew, Finn, with nost things, was inper-
turbable. But then no one nmentioned his dead cheysula to his
face,

Finn's face renmi ned expressionless, but only the habitua
sol emmity of a Cheysuli gave himthe control - Donal saw
through it quite easily.

But then the control was rel eased. Donal saw his uncle's
eyes naked for the first time in his life, and the intensity of
the pain stunned him

Finn | ooked directly at Lachlan. "Had | to do it over
again, | would give her up to you."

The High Prince of Ellas was clearly shocked. "Lodhil\al5l
why? Tony wanted you. She went with you willingly."

The tone of Finn's voice was hol |l owed- "You coul d have
kept her alive."

Col or drained out of Lachlan's face. H s hand, holding a
gobl et of gold filled with rich red wi ne, shook enough to

184 Jenni f er Roberson

make the netal glitter. "But-~t was you she wanted. Al
along. Carillon nmade it quite clear."

"And you she should have taken." Finn glanced at Donal

"I't is\alblhard to admit it when one has made a mistake. | was
too selfish, too proud. Duncan had won Alix\al51] would not
allow Torry also to go to another man when | wanted her for
mysel f. | was\al5lwrong. But the price was exacted fromher."

"I amsorry," Lachlan said finally. "I had no right to

bring it up. This is not the time for recrimnations\al5ll ban-
i shed those long ago." Briefly, he smled. "And | am wed

now nysel f\al5la | ovely woman. She loves ne well, and |I am
content with her."

Finn snmiled ironically. "Were would you find such a foo

asf Wp"

Lachl an grinned back, unoffended. "In Cal edon, of course,
since our realns have nade a peace at last. W have two
sons. "

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (150 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:38 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

Finn's mouth hooked down sourly. "Aye, your House runs
to boys. How many brothers have you?"

"Five. And five sisters.” Lachlan |aughed at Donal's star-
tled gl ance. "Speaking of that: would you care to neet
anot her of Rhodri*s sons?"

"Who?" Finn asked suspiciously. "Is this one a harper,
too?"

"No. Not even a priest of Lodhi, though he does, when he

must, admit to calling upon the All-Wse. Usually when he is
in dire need of assistance." Lachlan turned and gestured. A
young man approached: bl ue-eyed, dark-haired, well-dressed

in quiet brown with little jewmelry. He nmoved with Lachlan's
fluid grace. He was not as tall and did not claimthe same
purity of features, as if they had blurred in hi msonehow, but
he was handsone enough and his nouth was expressively

nobi | e.

He | ooked at his brother quizzically; there was a glint in his
sl eepy eyes. "Aye, ny lord H gh Prince?"

Lachl an sighed. "This is Evan, ny youngest brother. Twenty

years divide us, but we are closer than the rest. Al the others
are dutiful sons; Evan and | are the rebels." He smiled at his
brother. "He decided to come to Homana because he had

heard all the lays | sang of Carillon's exploits. He said he
must neet these Cheysuli warriors, to see if the stories were
true. "
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Evan executed a graceful bow before a startled Donal. "I
must admit | expected sonething other man civilized behavior
fromyou, ny lord, 1 thought Cheysuli were spawned with
tails and fangs."

For a nonent, Donal thought he neant it. Then he heard
the ironic hunor in Evan's tone. He smled. "Beware your
back\ al51when the noon is whol e we seek the souls of such
men as you."

Evan grinned and took the goblet fromhis brother's hand,
swal | owi ng nost of the wi ne before Lachlan could protest.
He handed it back with a challenging smle. Then he nodded
at Donal. "She is a lovely bride, ny lord."

"My nane is Donal, and aye\al5lshe is."

Evan appraised himbriefly. "I would drink to your future
gl adl y\al51had i sone wi ne."

Donal lifted his own wi necup. "Then we shall go and find
some. My cup is drunk quite dry."

"And | have none at all," Evan pointed out.

They went directly to the nearest trestle table holding al
manner of liquor. Donal judiciously stayed with the vintage
he had al ready tasted; Evan, nethodically precise, tried four
cups before he found the wine he preferred. Then he offered
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several el aborate toasts in honor of the Prince of Homana and
his bride, all spoken in the husky unintelligible | anguage of
Homana' s eastern nei ghbor. Having scorched his throat with
the words, Evan returned to Homanan and his wi ne.

The Ell asian prince was full of good spirits, sweet w ne

and dry wit. He was patently uninpressed by Donal's rank or
warrior status; he was too obsessed with having a good timne.
Donal , accustomed to wary dealings with Homanans di s-

turbed by his shapechangi ng or turned obsequi ous because of
his rank, found it a novel experience. He relaxed with Evan
as he only rarely relaxed with others. They were, he decided,
kinspirits, drawn together by nutual |iking, respect and

ci rcumst ances.

Evan wat ched t he dancers. Donal watched Evan. "WI I
you inherit the Ellasian throne?"

Evan burst into |aughter, nearly spraying wine all over

hinmself. "1? Never! There are four brothers between Lachl an
and nyself, and he has two sons. And his wife has concei ved
again; likely it will be a boy, and | will be farther away from

the throne even yet." He grinned- "Only if war, fam ne or
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pl ague slew all of them leaving only ne, would | inherit

Ell as." He shrugged, sounding insufferably contented with

his lot. "I aminsignificant within ny House. | find | prefer it
dial way."

"Why?" Donal was fascinated

*"As Lachl an sai d\al51l am sonewhat a rebel son. Being
insignificant |eaves me the freedomto be whom | wi sh and to

do what 1 wish. Wthin the bounds of reason. O course,

there are times ny father forgets the order of ny birth\al5lwas

it fourth? No? Fifth?\al5lbut all in all | like it better this way."
Hi s sl eepy blue eyes were shrewd behind dark | ashes. "Lachl an

is the heir\al5lyou have only to look at himto see what the title
means. He far preferred being a priest of Lodhi the All-Father

and a sinple wandering harper, but he was firstborn, and

therefore High Prince of Ellas. Those years he spent with

Carillon were his freedom Now he must be a proper son to

our father."

Donal | ooked at Lachlan still in conversation with Finn
"And does he resent it?"

Evan | aughed and quaffed nore wi ne. "Lachlan resents
not hi ng. He has not me darkness in himfor that. None of us
do." He grinned and arched an eyebrow. "That is Ellas for
you, Donal: a land of |aughter and happy people." H s eyes
followed the pattern of the dance. "Your w fe enjoys herself
with countl ess Homanan nobles. Is it not time you partnered
her ?"

"It is customary for the bride to dance with all the nen
bef ore she dances with her husband."” He shrugged, "O so
have been told. Dancing is a Homanan custom | | earned
because | had to."
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Evan watched as Aislinn slipped through the pattern. "But
she shoul d not have so much freedomjust after you have
wed. She will think to seek it nmuch too often.™

Donal regarded himin anusement. "Wat do you know of
worren, Evan? You are younger than |."

"Twenty," he said, unoffended. "I know nore than you
m nk. Now there is a lady | would care to know better than I
do at the nonent."

Donal | ooked. He shook his head at once. "Never Meghan."

"Wy not ?" Evan demanded archly. "Do you think 1
could not win her?"

LEGACY OF THE SWORD

187
and

"To win her you would have to win her father
that you could never do,"

Evan tossed back a gulp of wine. "In Ellas, | have fre-
quent experiences with fathers. Wen they know who | am
the thing is always settled."

"Finn, | fear, would be | ess inpressed by your rank than

with your intentions toward his daughter."''

Evan's head turned sharply. "Finn? The CheysuH?"

"My su' falil\al51" Donal sniled. "Uncle, in Homanan."
"Then\al5lshe is Carillon's niece\al51l" Evan frowned. "Per-
haps | | ooked too high. Still, she is a pretty thing ... no, |
think not. Why antagoni ze Cheysuli or Mijhar?" He tapped

his silver cup against his teeth. "Wat of ACT?"

Agai n, Donal | ooked. And again, he shook his head. "No."
Evan's brows shot up beneath his dark brown hair. "No?
Why say you no? Is she close to the Mijhar?"

"Closer to ne, Ellasian. Bronwyn is my sister."

Evan swore in disgust. "Are there no wonen here who are
not kin to royalty?"

"Very few. " Donal grinned and pushed his cup into Ev-

an's hands. "I think | will do as you suggest and dance with
Aislinn . . . before you look to her."

FI FTEEN

B

bef ore Donal could reach Aislinn, Carillon intercepted him
"Donal \ al51conme with me. There are nen you should neet."

Politics, of course. "I mean to dance with Aislinn." He
t hought perhaps an appeal to Carillon's parental prejudice
woul d del ay the need for such di scussions.
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Carillon sniled, seeing through the tactic at once. "Aislinn
can wait a few nmonents. These are nmen you will need to

know." The Mijhar's hand was on Donal's arm as he turned
himaway fromthe dance floor. "I know, this is your wed-

ding cel ebration\al5lbut you will soon | eamthat such occasions
of fer opportunities other times do not."

Rel uctantly, Donal went with himto the knot of nobl enen.
Two of them he knew, having seen themyear in and year out
i n Homana- Muj har whil e they danced attendance on Carillon
Three others were strangers to him but their accents were
Sol i ndi sh.

Carillon conducted ne introductions snoothly with |ight-
headed authority. The nuances told Donal the Mijhar neant
to enphasi ze that this Cheysuli was now ne Prince of Honana;

did the Solindish seek to discount him they discounted the
man who woul d one day rule their realm

But it was the Homanans Donal watched nore closely. He
expected hostility fromthe Solindish; it came as no shock
when he perceived it, however veiled. But the two Homanans,
wat ching himsilently, seened tense, expectant,

Gods\alblit is worse than | thought it mght be. Surely Caril -
188
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lon can see it. These nmen and others like themw || never
accept me as Mij har.

Carillon's hand was on Donal's shoulder. "OfF course we

all realize the alliance between our two real ns precludes any
nmore war\al5l" his smle was el oquently bland 'I\al51lso | doubt
Donal will ever see it. No doubt he will value the ongoing
peace as highly as | do." Carillon inclined his head at the
Sol i ndi sh nobles. "It will be a mark of Donal's tenure as

Muj har that his reign will know only peace, and will no

| onger need petty squabbling." The hand tightened. "It would

pl ease ne well to know | am succeeded by a man who can

hol d the peace so truly."

"Peace is indeed sonething all of us desire," murnured
one vermllion-clad Solindi shrman.

"Of course, | do not doubt the people of Solinde will be

somewhat al armed by the ascension of a Cheysuli in place of

their own Solindi sh House\al51" Carillon's smile, once nore,

hel d the faintest touch of irony "\al5lbut perhaps by the tine it
comes to that, they will be reconciled to Donal."

There was a qui ck exchange of gl ances anong the Soli nd-
i shnmen and t he Homanans, Donal not ed.

"Perhaps it is time | sent for Duke Royce to come hone
fromlLestra," Carillon nmused. "He has been regent of Solinde
for nmore than fifteen years\al5lhe is no |onger young- | think
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Sol i nde mi ght benefit from another, younger nman." He did
not smle as he | ooked at the Solindishmen. "How better to
accustoma realmto its future Mijhar than to send that nan
t here now?"

CGods\ al51li s he serious? But Donal dared not show his sur-
prise at Carillon's intentions.

One of the Hommnans stared. "You send himthere now?"

It was not, Donal knew, the reaction Carillon wanted. At
| east, not fromthe Homanans.

The Muj har shrugged. "First he and ny daughter shal

spend sone time together as befits those newy married. At
Joyenne, | think, before they go to Lestra." Carillon's hand
ti ghtened yet again on Donal's shoulder, as if he neant to
pull himcloser in a brief hug of parental approval

And then the wonan screaned.

Donal spun even as Carillon did. He saw a nmass of colors,
staring eyes and open nouths, all clustered within the hall, al
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running into another in a collage of shock and stillness. And
then he saw the man with the sword in his hand.

Hi s thoughts were disjointed. \al5lconing at Carillon . . . a
swor d\ al51-at a weddi ng\al51? Bur\al5lno man nay bear a sword into
the Mujhar's presence . . . and all the guards are in the

corridor\alsl

H s own hand flashed down to clasp his | ong-knife and

came up filled with steel and gold. Next to him Carillon too
had armed himsel f. But the eneny's sword, even as it sliced
through the air in a blaze of shining steel, fell free of the
assailant's hand. And the man hinself, so close to the Mijhar,
dropped a nmonent later to join his weapon on the floor.

A knife, hilt-deep, stood up fromthe dead man's back in

the very center of his spine. Dona! knew the blade at once: a
royal Homanan knife, with ranpant |ion and ruby eye. And

he knew what man had thrown it-

Carillon stood over the body. But he did not look at it.

I nstead, he | ooked at the warrior who had thrown the roya
kni f e.

Finn's bare arms were fol ded across his chest. "It does
appear, ny lord, you lack a proper |iege man."

"Aye," Carillon agreed. Hi s tone, though light, sounded
hoarse in the silent hall- "Since | tost the one | had for so
many years, | have been unable to find another."

The question was inplicit in his tone- Donal, staring at
Finn, felt a strange wild hope build up in his breast.

Gods\al51ldid Finn return to Carillon . . . things would be as
they were before\al51l Except he knew they would not. Tine
had al tered t hem bot h.
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Finn smled faintly, darkly. "Aye," he agreed. "It is
difficult to find a man well-suited to the post. | have al ways
understood a |liege man to be\al51 irrepl aceable,”

"Unl ess replaced with the original warrior." Carillon's
face was perfectly blank.

Donal | ooked not at Finn but at Rowan. The nost |oyal and
dedi cated of all Carillon's generals wore, as Donal did, the
colors of the realm But Rowan's garb, rather than Cheysul

| eathers, was the silks and vel vets of Homana.

Yet it was not the clothing Donal |ooked at, but the face.
The sunbronzed Cheysuli face which had abruptly lost its

col or, gone ash-gray in shock. Rowan's hand was on the hilt
of his long-knife, as if he had intended to draw it in Caril-
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lon's defense. And yet\al5lhe did not look at Carillon. He
| ooked instead at Finn

He waits, Donal realized abruptly. He waits for Finn's

answer. Though he is no proper liege man, he is everything
else to Carillon. He has served himso well for all these
years. | do not doubt he felt he could take Finn's place in
sonme snal |l neasure\alSlperhaps nore\al5land now he realizes
Finn might return to Carillon's side. Donal blew out a breath.
/ would not wish to live like that, ever on the edge. Ever
wonderi ng.

But at last the wondering could stop-

Fi nn | ooked down at the dead man. The golden hilt glit-

tered in the torchlight. "No," he said finally, with the faint-
est note of regret underscoring his tone. "I think those tines
are done. | have a clan to |lead. Warriors to train." He | ooked
up and net Carillon's eyes. For a | ong nonent they seened

to share an unspoken comuni cation. Briefly, Finn | ooked at

the twi sted hands and the hunching of Carillon's shoul ders.
"There is sonething i can offer you. If you will let ne do

it."
"Aye," Carillon agreed, "when | have cleared ny hall of
vermn." He replaced his own knife\al5la wol fs-head Cheysul

| ong- kni fe\al51t hen bent and pulled the bloodied knife fromthe
assailant's back. He gave the royal blade over to Finn, then
nmotioned to the guards who had cone in at the woman's

scream Quickly and efficiently two of them gathered up the
body, the sword, and took both fromne hall. The other six
waited for Carillon's command.

He did not |ook at the Solindish nobl enen who cl ustered

near the center of the crowd. "Take them al51" a wave of his
hand indicted all six "\al5land escort themto their quarters.
They will return home in the norning."

"But\al5iny lord Mij har\al51!" The gray-haired lord in ver-
mllion velvet spread his jewel ed hands wide. "My |lord\al5lwe
had nothing to do with this\al51!"

"On the day of nmy daughter's wedding. | have been
attacked in nmy own hall,” Carillon said inflexibly. "Let
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there be no nore dipl omacy between us, Voile\al5lour two

realms will soon be at war. This assassination attenpt m ght
have won it for Solinde before the thing was begun, had it
succeeded. But it failed, and you are uncovered\al5llike a grub
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beneath a rock\al5lyour plan has gone awy.'
guards to surround the Solindish nobles.

He signaled his

Donal watched the guards take the Solindi shmen away. In

a flurry of |owvoiced comands Carillon ordered the mnusic
and danci ng begun again; the cel ebration would conti nue.
Then he and Finn took their | eave fromthe hail, and Dona
slowy put his knife back into its sheath.

He turned, meaning to find a servant with wine, and nearly
stunmbl ed over Bronwyn who stood directly in his path. He
caught her arns and steadied her, marking how pal e she was.

Her hand went out to touch him "Donal\al5lhow do you
fare?"

"Well," he told her. "Bronwyn\al5lthe thing is over now "

Fi ngers | ocked on ne blue enanel ed torque around her
neck. "The sword cane so cl ose\al51l"

"I amwell," he repeated. "Cone, you had best go back
to ourjehana.”

But Bronwyn stood in place. "Why does Carillon think it
was himthe assassi n want ed?"

Donal frowned. "It was, Bronwyn. Wo el se would such a
man want ?"

"You," she said distinctly. "Ch Donal... | saw how the
man | ooked at you. Not at the Mijhar." Her anber eyes
began to fill with tears. "It was you he wanted, rujho.

swear\al51ll saw it in his face."

"Bronwyn\ al51" He gl anced past her toward the door through
which Finn and Carillon had gone. "Bronwyn\al5lare you quite
certain?

"Aye." Earrings flashed as she nodded her head. "I danced

with him rujho. He asked nme questions about you. | thought
not hi ng of it\al5lnost people do not know you. But then he |eft
me. He left the hall. And when he came back, he had a

sword. "

Donal frowned. "Were you not nmade suspicious by all the
Sol i ndi shman' s questi ons?"

She stared up into his face. "But\al5lDonal ... he was a
Homanan. "

He felt his blood turn to ice in his veins. The flesh rose up
on his bones. "Bronwyn\alb5lare you certain?"

"Aye," she said. "Ch Donal, 1 am afraid\al5l"

No nore than | am rujholla. But he did not say it al oud.
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I nstead, he | ooked for his neww fe. "Wiere is Aislinn?"
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Bronwyn gestured. "There\al5ldo you see her? Over in the
comer. "

He saw her. He saw how she stood away fromthe crowd,

as if she could not bear to be a part of it. Sapphires and silver
glittered. In both hands she held a hamrered gobl et and

raised it to her nouth. He saw her grinmace of distaste once

she had swal | owed. But he could not say if it was the w ne

that caused it, or the failure of the assassin.

Aislinn . . . | think there are things between us to be
settl ed.

Donal | ooked down at Bronwyn. "Stay here. with the
others. | think it is time |I took ny cheysula fromthe crowd."

"But\al5lwhat of the beddi ng cerenpny?"

He smiled grinmy. "I think, tonight, it would be better
Aislinn did without it." But he did not say he intended nore
for Aislinn than a sinple nuptial bedding.

He left his sister behind and snoot hly worked his way
through the crowd. The thought of dancing had fled his m nd
compl etely, though it was expected of the Prince and his
princess. Sonehow, the assassination attenpt had ruined his
taste for cel ebration.

As he reached her, Donat put out his hand and took the
gobl et out of hers. Aislinn stared at himin surprise. "Do you
want it? O do you need it?" Suspicion made hi m cruel

"What ?"

He | ooked into her face. He saw pal e pink underlying the
pal | or of her cheeks; the hectic glitter in her gray eyes.
Sensuous eyes; he knew, for all she was still young, she had
| earned sonething of a woman's seductive ways from her

i ncredi bly seductive not her.

He reached out and caught one slender wist. "You trem
ble, Aislinn. For ne or for youxjehanT

"I thought he would slay ny father\al5l"
"He did not want Carillon. The assassin was after nme."

"You! Why woul d he want you?"

Her surprise was sincere. He could not doubt it. It was |ess
than flattering, perhaps\al5lin an odd sort of way\al5lthat she
woul d think himso insignificant a target, but he was relieved.
He did not think the enotion was feigned.

"There are some nmen who m ght desire ne dead," he told
her evenly, still appraising her reactions. "Undoubtedly some
worren, as well; Electra, perhaps?' He saw how her col or
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faded. "Carillon ages. He will not hold the Lion forever.
How better to west the throne fromthe proper line than by
sl aying the man who will inherit fromthe Mijhar?"

"Ch gods," she said. "WII it always be |ike this?"

That was not precisely the reaction he had expected, not if
she were a part of the plot against him "1 hope not," he
answered fervently. "If this is what the rank entails\al51"

"You do not think you are up to it?" Her tone was very
cool. In her silver and sapphires, she was nore |ike her
nmot her each nonent.

"Well," he said, "I think Carillon will rule for years yet.
By the tinme he is ready to relinquish the Lion, | ought to be
up to nme task." He snmiled at her blandly. "You are hiding in
the coner, Aislinn. Are you avoidi ng ne?"

Col or rushed into her face. Her wist went stiff in his hand,
"Are you?" he asked in surprise.

"Alalsllittle. | have been told what to expect of the bedding
cerenony."

She sounded faintly disgusted as well as unconfortable. He
smled. "Aye. They will do all they can to disconfit bride
and groom A Homanan custom | amtold; in the clans, a
worman noves into a warrior's pavilion, and that is that."

"That is a;/?" Her gray eyes were huge. "At this nmonent,
1 would prefer this were a Cheysuli cerenony."

"Then we shall make it one." He closed her hand within
his own. "Come with ne. W will escape the predators."”

Arrangenents had been made for themto share royal apart-
ments on ne fl oor above their separate personal chanbers
No one attended them even the corridor was deserted. Pri-
vacy was absolute. But Donal took care to | ock the door
anyway.

Ai slinn stood at one of the narrow, glassless casenents. He
wonder ed what she saw, staring so fixedly out of the open-
ing. Her back was to him and he clearly saw the rigi dness of
tension in her spine.

She turned. The heavy girdle clashed. He heard the rattle
of the sapphires in the thickness of her skirts.

The room was nmade of shadows. The draperied bed was a
cavern full of prom ses. He could al nost hear the whispered
endearnents, the sighs of |overs pleased.

Aislinn faced himin silence. The wash of light froma
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singl e candl e touched her hair with gold. At her throat shone
the silver torque with its weight of brilliant sapphire. "I
am albla little afraid."”
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He | eaned agai nst the door so that the carved wood pressed
into his spine. He watched her, saying nothing. He could not,
for the noment. He was taken too rmuch by surprise. Some-

how he had not expected the strong desire he was suddenly
feel i ng.

For Aislinn? Wen there is Sorcha. who is everything to
me?

Everyt hi ng, perhaps. But for the nonent there was al so
Ai slinn.

Slowy, Aislinn noved away fromthe blackened casenent.

She went to a table. There was a flagon of wine and two

gl eaning goblets; a gift fromthe Atvian king. The bow s of
the goblets were glass. The stems were wought silver, flow
ing up around the bottom of each bowl in the shape of raven's
wings. In the decanter, the wine was red as bl ood.

Aislinn filled the goblets, then offered one to Donal. "WII
you share the nuptial cup?”

He pressed hinself off the door. He approached. He saw
how her long nails curved around the wine-filled crystal
When he reached her, he put out his hands and cl osed them
over hers.

"Shansu," he said. "Do you" think | would hurt you,
Ai slinn?"

"You woul d never hurt ne," she answered clearly. "I
have seen the | ook in your eyes." Unexpectedly, she sml ed.

Donal, still clasping her hands and the goblet, lifted it
toward her nouth. "I hope the vintage is good."

The rimwas at her |ips. Lum nance fl owed across her face.
"The cask was a gift fromny nother."

Abruptly, he jerked the goblet away. Wne spl ashed across

them both, staining the pale blue silk of Aislinn's gown in a
vivid blood-red gout. He felt the splatter on his arns, against
his face. The wi ne was tepid, warm as bl ood; he nearly

gagged on the heavy scent.

The goblet fell. It struck the carpet and shattered.

"Do you risk yourself as well?" he demanded.

"Ri sk? What risk? It was a gift\al51"

"To you? O neant for ne?"

Col or flowed out of her face. Wne droplets glittered agai nst
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die snooth flesh of one perfect cheek, then rolled down to
spl ash agai nst the gown. "Do you forget, husband, that/ was
to drink as well?"

"No nore than | forget you spent two years with that witch
on the Crystal Isle," he answered. "How am | to know she
did not dose you with the poison bit by bit each day, unti
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you grew i mune?"

"You/fw !'" she snapped. "Do you think | would wi sh for
your deat h?"

"1 accuse you of nothing." He could not, yet; there was no
proof of conplicity.

"Finn tested ne!" she cried. "You yourself were there.
Am | not free of ne taint of sorcery?"

"You have been tested." That nmuch he could give her

"But you still distrust ne." The vivid hair curtained her
face on either side. "Do you not? Do you think the assassin
was al so nmy doing? Do you really believe 1 desire to slay you
when all | desire is you?"

He took three steps, reached out, caught her wist. He
| ooked at me slim delicate hand. He could see it again before

his eyes: the creany, gold-veined vault with all its marble lir,
and the hands mat held the torch nmeant to thrust himto his

deat h.

"Aislinn," he said, "you frighten ne. | know not what

you will do."

"You are a fool." She said it wi thout heat. "A fool, to be
afraid, when | would never slay you. | would slay anyone
who tried. 1 |ove you, Donal."

He believed her. In that nonent, he was certain she told
the truth. And Finn had tested her-

Silently, he unfastened torque and girdle. He left bornin a
spill of silver and sapphire across the dark wood of the table.
And then he took her to ne bed,

Slowmy he untied the | acings of her gown, baring her
snoot h, pale, delicate back. As he touched her, her flesh
r esponded-

Naked, she | ay agai nst the bedcl ot hes. She watched him
with the eyes of a woman desiring a man. And so he divested
hinsel f of his clothing and slipped into bed beside her.
Perhaps it will not be so ill-matched a union after all.

But as he put a hand upon her breast, Aislinn screaned.
Al he could think to do was clanp a hand over her nouth.
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But she lunged away from himbefore he could, scranbling to
the farthest conmer of the bed.

"At' Jlinn\al51" He got out of the bed at once, afraid he night
frighten her further.
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"Wl f." She said it with cold precision. "Your blood is
the bl ood of a wol f\al5lyour hands the claws of a wol f\al5lyour
face the face of a wolflal5ldo you think I will lie with you\al51?"

He stared at her in horror and his flesh craw ed.

Aislinn twitched. He saw an alteration in her eyes. Briefly,
a cessation of hostility, replaced with bew | dernent. But as
he opened his nouth to say her nane, she tw tched again and
the words spilled out of her nouth.

"Beast, not man ... not a human nan ... she has told
nme\ al51she has told ne ... she has said it would be |ike\al51"

"Ai slinn, no\al51"

"She said you will take ne as a wol f because you can take
me no other way." A shudder wacked her body. "Donal ?
Donal ? What is wong? Donal ?" One trenbling hand covered
her mouth. "What is wongT

"Ai slinn\al51" slowy he noved one step closer to the bed
"\al51she has filled your head with |lies\al51"

Aislinn's eyes were black. "Wl flal5lwol f\al5loo man ... no
man - - . denon instead\al5lto take ne as a wol f\al51 '
"Aislinn, | prom se you\al51"

"Donal \ al51" She twitched. "Do you think I will breed with
you?"

He felt the trenbling begin in hinmself. Facing her, he

could not help it. She crouched, beastlike, against the tester
of the bed, knees thrust up beneath her chin and one hand
twisted into her brilliant hair. But her other hand cane up
sharply and nade the gesture agai nst Cheysuli evil

'Beasssst,'' she hissed ' 7 will bear you no denon children."’

Bef ore such fear and hatred, he was totally unmanned. Al

t hought s of bedding her, no matter how tender, fell utterly
out of his mnd. Staring at her, all he could see was El ectra.
El ectra on the dais of the palace on the Crystal Isle, facing
hi m defiantly:

"No marriage is binding if it is not consummated."

"Ai slinn,
done?"

he said, "oh Aislinn, do you see what she has

Tears were runni ng down her face. "Donal\al51? What is
w ong? What has she done to ne\al51?"
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"She has tw sted you\al51" But he stopped. Aislinn was
beyond conprehensi on

Si ckened, Donal put on his |eathers again. And then he
turned back to her, "Aislinn\al51"

"/ will not lie with a wolf."
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Clunsily, Donal unlocked the door and went out. In the
darkened corridor he stood, sickened and bereft, wanting only
to lick the pain of injured pride. He thought at once of
Sorcha, longing for the confort of her arns. But he coul d not
go to the Keep. Not on his weddi ng night.

A sound. He | ooked up sharply and saw nmovenent in the
shadows. He heard the sibilance of silk aginst the stone. H's
hand went at once to his knife. He half-drewit, men saw the
shadows take on the form of a nan and woman enbraci ng

The sound becane a fem nine giggle.

After a nonment, the couple noved closer yet, into the spil

of torchlight. The man gl anced up as he heard the slide and
click of knife going back in its sheath. "What\al5lis it Donal ?
Have we di sturbed the bride and groon?" C oser yet, and the
man's identity was reveal ed

"Evan." Donal found he could say nothing nore.

The El | asi an came onward, one arm slung around the

woman. Donal did not know her, save to know she was

Homanan. Evan apparently had given up his attraction to
worren who were kin to royalty and had found a willing girl

of noble birth. "Do you tarry out here while your bride

awai ts? Or has she sent you away whil e she divests herself of
her clothing." Evan kissed me girl quickly, then grinned
archly at Donal. And then the grin faded

Evan ki ssed the girl again, nore soundly, nen patted her
silken skirts, "Go back," he said, with only a hint of regret
in his tone. "1 have business with the pnnce."

Her protest died. She slewed her dark eyes in Donal's
direction, then gathered up her skirts and hastened back al ong
the corridor.

Evan faced Donal squarely. "There is no need to speak. |
have only to | ook at your face." H s sleepy blue eyes held
not hing of humor in them "I know a renedy, ny lord, if
you wi Il acconpany ne."

Donal stirred at last. "There is no renedy for this."

"Ah, but nere is. | promise you, there is." Evan sml ed.

"WIl you show me ne taverns of Mijhara?"
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"Al'l of them ElIasian?"

Evan nerely shrugged. "As nany as you can

before the break of dawn."

Slowy, Donal smiled. "Let us set this city afire.

SI XTEEN
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he Cheysuli were not brawers ordinarily. They were war-

riors, bred in adversity and trained to slay quickly and effort-
lessly in order to protect kin, clan and king. To fight for the
sheer enjoynent of such things seenmed utter foolishness. Yet
Dona), who had i nbibed so nuch harsh wi ne he no | onger

saw anything without a blurred halo surrounding it, found

hi msel f enmbroiled in the nmidst of a tavern braw .

He did not precisely recall how it began. Merely that
somehow he had di scerned an insult to his person and his
race, and mat redress was necessary. He dimy recalled the
of f endi ng man had gone down easily enough\al5land then ev-
eryone else in the common roomjoined in the affray.

He felt hinmself waver on his feet. Then a shoul der came
agai nst his spine and braced him Wthout |ooking he knew,
it was Evan, giving himwhat aid he coul d.

And | need it\alb5l

The tavern was a shanbl es. G oani ng bodi es spraw ed

under tables and fallen benches, counting bruises and finger-
ing cuts. Other bodies, still linply strewn in coners of the
room did not nove at all- Donal was dimy aware he and

Evan had accounted for all the weckage; the know edge

made him groggily happy. He was uphol ding the honor of his
race.

The EUasian fights like a Cheysuli . . . pity he nust go
home wi th Lachlan, now the nmarriage i s nade\al5l

A great weight |anded on himfrom behind. He fol ded
beneath it, experiencing mld surprise as his face scraped
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agai nst the wi ne-stained boards of the plankwood floor. He
struggled briefly, felt an arm wenched behind his back and
grunted with unexpected pain. Then he was jerked to his feet
and held quite still by a powerful armthrust around his

t hr oat .

Evan, he saw, was in a simlar position. The foreign prince
was brui sed and bl oodied, his face battered, but he was
smling. He did not appear unduly perturbed by the sudden
cessation of the fight or that he was so easily contai ned.

"[ will pay the danmages," he announced. "There is no
need to hold us for the watch."

A short, squat man wearing the rough wool en tunic and
breeches of a dal esman pushed his way through the weckage
and stopped before Donal. He was thickset, a comon sort,

with small brown eyes and a snall, pursed nouth. The nouth
formed his words oddly, twi sted by his thick dal esman's
di al ect.

He stared up into Donal's battered face. "Shapechangers
be not wel cone here." He spat on Donal's boot.
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Donal swallowed. "I was," he said, "before the Homanans

began to | ose.”

Smal | brown piglet eyes, malignant and unblinking. "Shane
the Muj har put purge on your sort, shapechanger. Years ago,
‘twas - . . and those of us'n here still be holdin" with't."

Donal was di zzy and disoriented, but the msts were clear-
ing fromhis head. He stared at the pig-eyed nman in dazed
amazenment. "Shaine is dead. Carillon is me Mijhar."

"Denmon-spawn, " the short man said clearly. "Yourkind'l
be bum n' in the name of good an' cl ean Homanan gods,
unspoi l ed by the foul ness of shapechanger denons.™

Donal heard stunned disbelief in Evan's voice. "You woul d
slay a man because of his raceT

"Denmons," the man repeated, and spat again agai nst the
floor. Micous foul ed Donal's boot. "I be Harbin, |eader of
these men. We all of us'n here be servin* the nenory of the
rightful Mijhar of Homana."

"Shaine is dead!" Donal repeated. "Carillon is in his
pl ace. "

"Carillon be a weaklin* king, bespelled by Cheysuli nmagic.
W don't be followin' him"

Donal becane aware of the tension in the tavern. This was
not sone sinple disagreenent or nere displeasure over the
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outcone of the fight- Carefully he took a breath, feeling the
armpress nore tightly against his throat cutting off the

i ndrawn breath- "Carillon has declared the qu' nahlin ended.
Do you slay nme, you slay a man sworn to the Mij har."

Harbin stared up at him Thick arns were crossed agai nst

hi s wool -cl ad chest; his heavy boots were planted firmy

agai nst the plankwood fl oor. "Carillon be bespelled. He

hol ds Homana because of that. Because of his masters, the
shapechangers. E en now he plots to be givin* the throne

back into the hands\al51t he paws!\al5lof denon-spawn. Us'n be
hel pl ess to reach Carillon hinsel', but can reach the Cheysuli."'
H s eyes shone in the candlelight. "One at a time, us'n be
slayin' them Us'n begin with you."

"No!" Evan cried. "You know not whom you threaten!"”

Harbin ignored him staring fixedly at Donal. Then his I|ips
stretched wi de over strong yellowed teeth as his eyes took in
the ;i'r-bands, belt and circlet; the earring shining in black
hair. "You be, for all, a wealthy denon." He jerked his

head. "Strip himof his gold!"

Donal struggled briefly, was contained, and had to stand
stiffly as hands grabbed for belt and knife and circlet. But
when they sought to pull the /ir-gold fromhis arns and ears,
it was Evan who shouted to them
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"Look at him He is the Prince of Homana!"

Harbi n' s head snapped around on his neck. "What folly
you be speakin' at ne, stranger?"

"He is Carillon's heir\al51" Evan grimaced as an armnearly
shut off his voice. "He is your prince, you fool\al5lhe is Dona
of Honmana\al51"

Har bi n | ooked back at Donal sharply. He notioned the
ot hers away, save for the nen that held himcaptive.

"Is it true?" a voice asked in bel ated discovery.

"Hol d yon tongue!" Harbin snapped. He noved cl oser to
Donal . Hi s broad, stubbled face wore a scow of consider-
ation. "Is't true? Be claimn' yersel our prince, you be?
Carillon's own heir? You wear enow gold for it!" He |aughed
suddenly, harshly. "Donal o' Homana, is't? Us'n caught us a
prize worth the bumn'!"

"If he is the prince\al51" one man began

"Hush' ee!" Harbin shouted. "He be a shapechanger. See
that beast-gold on his arnms and in his ear? The mark of

LEGACY OF THE SWORD 203

denons on him" Harbin's breath cane quickly and noisily.
"Must be burned for it. Must be sacrificed."”

"W can't bum him here\al51" another protested weakly.

The dal esnan's piglet eyes narrowed as he picked at his
yel l owed teeth. "No. But he can still be cut here, and the
body taken away for proper offerin'." He nodded. "Aye,

aye\ al51lno one be takin' notice of a drunken man carried out of
a tavern in the mddle of the night." He spun around sud-

denly and faced Evan. "You be fearin' for your own life,
stranger? Nay. We be not evil nen. W be bumin' only

denons. "

Evan's nobil e face was darkening with bruises. H's nouth
twi sted as he sought to speak clearly. "He is your prince\al5l"

"There bein' the greater offerin'." Harbin turned back,

i ndicating a | ong wooden table still upright in the center of
the common room "Lay himthere, and pin himdown. On

hi s back, barin' his throat to the gods. W be makin' this
sacrifice as our old uns did."

Donal felt fingers dig into his arns, broken and griny nails
scoring bare, vulnerable flesh. He bared his teeth at the

cl osest man and saw himfall back in terror. But the others
bore himto the table.

Fi ngers hooked into the heavy bands on either arm He felt

the nails cut as they twisted into his flesh. The lir-gold was
forcibly dragged fromhis arms until he was naked wi t hout
either band. But when a man set hand to the earring, Dona
tried to jerk away.

"Lay himdown!" Harbin shouted. "Pin himto the wood!"
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They threw himdown and stretched himflat on his back.

Hi s shoul ders smashed agai nst the tabl e as they pinned him

wi th countl ess hands, forcing his head back so that it hung off
the end of the tabletop.

Hi s senses reel ed. He heard Evan shouting. Frenziedly he

| ashed out with a booted foot, smashing at any flesh and bone
he coul d reach, but they caught and held him jerking his |egs
apart until he was spread-eagled and utterly hel pl ess. Hands
grasped at his hair and yanked down his head, baring his
throat to the bl ackened roof beans.

Donal cried out hoarsely, unconsciously reverting to the
A d Tongue of his race. He withed on the table, straining to
break free, but he was held too firmy.

Lir! he screaned. Wiy did | |eave you behind? Bl ood
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welled into his nouth as he bit the inside of his cheek. By the
gods . . . | have slain nyselflal5l

Harbin drew a shearing knife fromhis belt and approached,
eyes fixed on the bared colum of Donal's throat. View ng
the dal esman upsi de down, Donal saw only a face tw sted by
madness and the rising of the bl ade.

Gods . . . | should have stayed with Aislinn\al5l
He opened his nmouth to cry out a denial\al51

\al51la waiting how curled around the corners of the conmmon
room and echoed within the tinbers of the roof.

Then anot her cane, closer still, and no man dared npbve.

The hom wi ndow smashed as the ruddy wol f | eaped through

and drove straight at Harbin, taking himin the throat. The
knife fell as Harbin fell and the gurgling cry breaking out of
his throat was the | ast sound he ever nmde.

A second man screanmed as a striking bird of prey streaked
in through the broken wi ndow and stooped, slicing with
uprai sed tal ons at w de-open, staring eyes.

Ri gid hands released rigid flesh. Donal, freed, came up
fromthe table in a withing twist. He stood atop the wood,

bal anced above themall, breath hissing between his tight-

| ocked teeth. He felt a terrific upsurge of rage and the trenen-
dous backl ash of fear. He | oosed hinself, summoning up the
magi ¢, and blurred before themall.

Men ran screaning fromthe tavern, stunbling over others

as they fought to escape the nightmare. Sone did not make it,
for Evan had caught up a fallen sword and cut off severa
fleeing men, driving theminto a conmer where he held them

Lom bl ood-spattered and abl aze with fury, released his
third kill. He turned, seeking other prey. Taj, having raked
the eyes fromone man and sliced open the face of another,
screanmed fromthe rafters.
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"Hol d!'" Evan shouted. "Donal\al5l1lit is done\\"

Donal , | ocked in wol f-shape, heard the shout as a blur of
sound, neaningless to him He was caught up in the sheer

lust for blood, snarling in ferocious joy as he stal ked a man
al ready bl oodied fromthe encounter. Nails scratched agai nst
stai ned wood. Tail bristled. Hackles raised. Ears went flat
agai nst the sl eek, savage, silver head.

"Donal ," Evan gasped breathlessly. "There is no nore
need to fight. Look around you!"

The wol f noved away fromthe man who huddl ed pitifully
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agai nst an overturned bench, crying and shaki ng. For a no-

ment the wolf stared fixedly at the Ell asian, yell ow man-eyes
eerie and half-mad. But then he seemed to understand. The

ani mal shape slid out of focus, blurring to |l eave a void in the
air. Then Donal stood in its place. Blood ran fromhis nouth
and painted his naked arns, but he was whole, and wholly

human.

Four nen had escaped. Evan held three against the wall.
Five | ay dead and two nore badly wounded. Donal, standing
in the mddle of the tavern, shuddered once, and was still.

"Were 1 a vindictive man\al51" he said hoarsely, "\albSlwere 1
a man such as Harbin, | would order nmy iir to slay you all."

Evan stared at him "Donal\al5ldon't. Do not besmirch your
race and nane."

Donal pushed a forearm across his sweat-danmp brow, shov-
ing sticky hair aside. He left behind a snear of bl ood.
"Should I not? Should I let themgo?" For a monent, he

shut his burning eyes. "CGods\al5lwhat has happened here?" He
opened his eyes again and | ooked around the tavern bl ankly.
"What nadness infects Hormana?"

"Donal ," Evan sai d.

He shook his head. "No. | will not slay them 1 will not
besmirch ny race and nane." Again, he pushed danpened

hair fromhis battered face. "But | wilt let themsee what it is
to be Cheysuli." He noved toward the three nmen Evan hel d

in the comer. "Step away fromthem Ellasian. This does not
concern you."

Evan, dropping the sword in a gesture of distaste, did as he
was ordered. He noved to the broken w ndow and wat ched

as Donal paced slowy closer to ne nen. He held themwth
only his eyes, pinning themto the wall.

"We claimithree gifts," he told themclearly. "One is the

gift of /ir-shape, which you call the shapechange. A second is
that of healing, which you refuse to believe, believing instead
we are denon-spawn and evil. And the third, the final gift, is
truly terrible." Donal drew in an unsteady breath. "It gives

us the power to force a man's wilt, to replace it with our

own. It is the gift of conpulsion." H's voice was a whipl ash
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of sound. "Look at ne."
They | ooked. They coul d do not hing el se.

Donal held themall. "Take your wounded and care for
them Tell your wonen and children what you have done this
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ni ght, and what you neant to do, and what both things have

earned you. And know that you will never again |ay hands
upon a Cheysuli with ill intent." He stared at their bl ank,
sl ack faces; their enpty eyes. He had taken will and initiative

fromthem putting his own in the places left enpty by his
magi c. The surge of anger within himwas so powerful he
wanted only to break themall, destroying their mnds with a
singl e, savage thought, but he did not. "Go fromhere," he
said thickly, and turned away to | ean agai nst the table that
had nearly been his beir.

The nen gathered up their dead, their wounded, one by

one, and carried themfromthe tavern. Wen they were done,

| eaving Donal alone with Evan and the ;i'r, he set a hand to
hi s achi ng head. "Now\ al5lyou have seen what it is to be
Cheysuli."

Evan, slowy sitting down on a righted stool, nodded. "I
have seen it."

"And do Lachl an's |ays exaggerate?"

"No." Evan smled faintly. "I think even Lachlan cannot

capture what it is to see a man shift his shape into that of an
animal. But | think also the magi c exacts a price fromthe

men who know it fully."

Donal bent down. He gathered up the fallen /('r-bands. In

hi s hands, the gold seened to recapture its luster. "lt\al5lexacts
a price," Donal agreed. Carefully he slid both bands over his
hands and up his forearns, until they rested in place above

his el bows. "I wal ked too close to the edge of nadness."

Again he bent. He scooped up his belt, his knife, the golden
circlet of his rank. And then, too weary to rise again, he sat
down and | eaned agai nst the table.

Lom came to himat once, pressing his nmuzzl e agai nst

Donal ' s chest. Donal hung one bruised arm around the wolfs
neck and hugged himbriefly, putting his bl oodi ed face agai nst
Lom s ruddy head. Taj fluttered down fromthe rafter and
settled on the table, pipping at Donal quietly.

"What do they say?" Evan asked.

"They wish me well," Donal told him "They w sh

m ght have kept nyself fromthe encounter. They wi sh | had

not seen fit to go out with an Ellasian princeling when | m ght
have remai ned at Homana- Muj har instead, and safe from

such violence." He sniled. "They wish ne nothing | do not

al ready wi sh for nyself."
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"/ could not have said the evening would end like this!"
Evan was cleariy affronted. "In Ellas, we do not have nad-
men out to sacrifice others for their blood."

Donal draped the filigreed belt across one forearmas he
propped the el bow across his knee- The rubies glowed dully
inthe torch-1it room Like blood. Like all the blood on his
arns. Absently, he smeared it across his flesh and dulled the
gold as well."

"I'n Homana," he said, "we have two races vying for a

single throne. A Cheysuli throne, once\alb5lwe gave it up to the
Homanans four hundred years ago. For peace. Because they

feared our nagic. And now, because of Shaine, they fear us
again, and seek to usurp us."

"You will be the king of Homana."

Donal | ooked at the Ellasian. "One day. One day, when
Carillonis dead . . . and if/amstill alive."

"There will always be fools in the world, and nadnen."
Evan indicated Harbin's body. "You will have to cull them
Donal . Before they cull you."

Donal rubbed ne heel of his hand across his gritty eyes.
"Bvan," he said. "Gods\al51ll am weary unto death. What 1

have done this night is not lightly undertaken. I will pay the
price for such sorcery." He stared blearily at the El Il asian.
"WIIl you see to it | am brought safely home?"

"Of course," Evan agreed, surprised- "But why do you
ask?"

Donal managed a final, sickly smle. Then he toppled
si deways to the floor

On the first day, he built a shelter out of saplings. He wove
them together with vines. He took stones fromthe ground and
made afirecairn in the center of the shelter. He lighted afire
and put herbs into the flames, until snoke rose up to fill the
tiny shelter.

He stripped out of his |eathers and folded theminto a pile
outside the shelter. He took off arnbands and earrings,
setting themon top of the piled clothing. Naked, lirless,
al one, he entered and sat down. cross-Ilegged, and all owed
the snoke to cloak his body.

It grewwarmwi thin the shelter. Too warm What flesh had
first shrunk fromthe twlight chill now exuded sweat that
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formed in droplets and ran down sun-broned flesh to the
earth. Breathing grew | abored, and husky.

He did not close his eyes. Snoke entered them Burned;

burning, his eyes began to water. Tears coursed down his
face to drip against his chest, where it joined the sheen of
sweat that bathed his flesh.
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He sat. He waited. Wen the herbs and wood burned away
and the rocks of the cairn grew cool. still he waited. He did
not eat. He did not sleep. He did not nove at all

On the second day. he stalked and slew a silver wolf. He
drai ned the blood fromthe body, and then he sneared it onto
his flesh fromhead to toe. It dried. lItched. Flaked. But he
ignored it.

He ate raw the wol fs warm heart.
The taste was vil e.
But he disregarded it.

On the third day, he bathed in a gl ass-black pool. He
scraped bl ood and grinme and snoke-stench fromhis flesh
wi th heavy sand. Bl ood speckl ed up where he scraped too
hard; his bl ood; that which was now cl eansed as the flesh
was cl eansed, as the spirit was cl eansed; that which nmade
hi m Cheysul i

He had sweated out the inpurities fromwthin.

He had slain his other self; devoured that which had nearly
devoured him renewed the self he had slain in the bl oody
christening ritual

He was cl eansed.

|'toshaa-ni.

"Fi ve days,

Mhar . "

Donal, holding [an in his arns as he stood before his
pavilion, met Rowan's eyes levelly. "There was a thing 1
had to do."

Rowan said. "You mght have told the

A nmuscle ticked in Rowan's jaw. "You m ght have told

the Mujhar," he repeated inplacably. "The Ell asian prince

came back telling a tale of near-murder and violence - . - and
yet you see fit to leave the city without a word to anyone."

"I saw fit." As lan squirned, Donal set himdown. The
boy steadi ed hinself against his father's | eather-clad | eg, then
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ran off to chase a newfledged hawk as it tried to ride the
wi nd.

Rowan held the reins of two horses. One of them was
Donal's chestnut stallion. "You have no choice." he said.

"There is ever a choice, for ne." Donal did not smile. "I

did not flee, general. | did not run fromCarillon's wath. |
came home to ny Keep because there was a thing | had to

do. A formof expiation." H's face still bore traces of the
tavern beating, (hough nost of the soreness had passed.
"I'"toshaa-ni, Rowan ... or do your Homanan ways pre-

cl ude you from conprehensi on?"
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Dul I col or darkened Rowan's taut brown skin. For the

briefest of nonments Donal saw the general's tight-shut white
teeth when his |ips peeled back as if he woul d speak. But he
did not. He nerely pressed his lips together again tensely and
held out the reins to the chestnut horse.

"1 mght prefer /ir-shape," Donal said quietly.

"Do you chal | enge ne?" Rowan's voi ce gai ned enotion

There was anger in it, raw, rising anger. "Do you chall enge
me?" He cut off the beginnings of Donal's answer with a
sharp gesture. A Cheysuli gesture, quite rude, demanding the

silence of another. "Aye, | know what you do, ny lord. You
| ook down from your Cheysuli pride and arrogance and count
me an ignorant nan. Unbl essed, am | ?\al5la man without a ;i'r?

Do you think I do not know? Do you think | do not feel your

opi nion of ne?" Rowan stared at Donal with a predator's
chal l enge; with the unwavering stare of a domi nant wol f

facing a younger cub wishing to fight for the rule of the pack.
"Lirless | may be, Donal, but\al5lby the gods!\al51ll am Caril -
lon's man! What | do, | do for Homana. You would be better

to think of ne as soneone who neans you well, rather than

your keeper."

Resentnent rose up in Donal's belly. But also guilt, and a
tinge of honest regret. Miutely, he took the reins from Row
an's hands. "I was in need of cleansing," he said in | ow
voi ce. "Rowan\al5ll needed i'toshaa-ni."

"No doubt you will need it twice or thrice before this war
is done." Rowan swung up on his horse, pulling his crinson
cloak into place across the glossy runp of his tall white
stallion. He | ooked down upon Donal, and his face was very
grim "Carillon has no nmore tine for the follies of youth in
his heir- And neither, | think, do I."
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"Youf" Dona! nounted and spun his horse to face Rowan
squarely. "You are not of ny clan\al5lny kin\al5lyou are not
even a proper warrior. Aye, | |look down on you from Cheysul
arrogance\ al5lhow can | not? You are a Uriess nan, and yet
you live. You live, while the iir you mght have had is dead
all these long, long years."

"Wbul d you rather have me dead?" Rowan's hand caught
the reins of DonaTs horse. "By me gods, boy, you may be

Duncan's son, but you have none of his sensitivity. | hear
more of Finn in you\al5ltoo quick to judge another man by what
feelings are in yourself." Still he held the fretting stallion

Dust rose into the air. "Do you think | feel nothing? Do you
consider ne little nore than Carillon's puppet, titled out of
courtesy?" Rowan's |ips drew back. "Ku'reshtinl.\al51you should
know better. 1 earned what rank | hold, which is nore man

you can claim No\al51" Again, the sharp gesture cut Dona

off. "I was bom as you were, to the clan. But Shaine's

qu' mahlin raged, and ny life was endangered the nonment |

drew breath. My kin. in running, were slain, and I was left to
the Ell asians who found me. Am| less a man for that? Am |

|l ess a man because | claimno /i'r?" H's eyes held Donal's

wi thout flinching. "Less a warrior, aye, as you woul d count

a warrior\al5lbut not less a man than you. | amwhat | have
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made nyself. And | amcontent with that." For a nonent,
his hand tightened on the reins of Donal's horse. "Homanan
puppet, sone nmen call me. But what will they call you? You
claimthe Homanan blood . . , while | amall Cheysuli."

Donal glared. "I claimnothing but the favor of the gods."

Rowan | aughed. The sound rang out raucously, and he

threw the |l eather rein back at Donal. "Do you, now? Are you
better, then, than others?" But he stopped | aughi ng. The
ironic hunor left his voice. Donal saw the tautness in Row
an's mouth and heard the too-snpoth note of el aborate conde-
scension in his tone. "And does your divinity preclude you
fromlying with your wife?"

Donal felt his breath flow out of his chest. He stared back
and saw nmi nute disgust in Rowan's eyes.

Disgust . . . with me ... "Wuat has Aislinn said?"

Rowan shrugged with studi ed negligence and gathered in
his reins. "You wilt have to ask that of Carillon."

"Then let us do it." Donal set heels to his horse- "By the
gods, let us do it\al5l"

SEVENTEEN

C

larillon sat in his favorite private solar, soft-booted feet
propped up on a three-|egged footstool and torso slunped

back into the depths of a padded velvet chair. In his hands he
cradl ed a goblet of pale yellow w ne; he nursed it, sipping

al nrost absently. A fresh flagon sat on the table beside the
chair.

Donal, facing him felt inmpatience rise. He had sought out
the Muj har and confronted him demanding to know what

Ai slinn had said of their failed wedding night. Carillon had
said nothing, nerely waving himinto silence as if he nust
think things over. And so Donal waited.

Taj perched atop the high back of a second chair; Lom

sl eepy-eyed, slunped | oosely against the stones in front of
the fireplace. Neither offered comment: Donal thought they,
Iike he. waited.

Carillon stared fixedly into the hal f-gone gobl et of pale
sweet wine, as if he dreaned. Donal thought he | ooked | ost
sonehow, el sewhere entirely; there was a slackness about his
spirit, a lessening of the intensity Donal had always known in
him But after a nonment he stirred. "I amtold you |left
Aislinn to seek entertainments with Lachian's brother; that
you enbroiled yourself in a brawl that quickly becane nore
than a mi sunderstandi ng. Evan says you are fortunate to be
alive."
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"Aye." Donal controlled his voice with effort. "I am al51
fortunate. But 1 left Aislinn because she woul d not have ne
lie with her. There were\al5li npedi nents."

211
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"I mpedi ments?" Carillon straightened in his chair. One
hand gri pped the goblet, the other clenched on the knobbed
end of the wooden chair arm "If you speak of a young
bride's natural nodesty, you should know that a canng hus-
band can overcone inpedi nents such as that." He did not
smle. "You and Sorcha were quite young when first you |ay
together. And yet you managed it. Wy could you not nan-
age this?"

Donal felt the coil of distaste and enbarrassnent tighten
within his belly. "She would not have it," he said quietly.
"She swore she would not have it. There were\al5lwords of
insult. Words nmeant to hurt, to unman ne\al5land they did."
Donal | ooked straight at the Mujhar. "What | heard were

El ectra's thoughts, Electra's words in Aislinn's nouth, and
refuse to lie with her."

Carillon sat forward in the chair, hunching, both hands
clutching the goblet. "Electra," he said hoarsely. "By the
gods, | wish that woman were dead!"

Donal noved forward, "But she is not," he said evenly.

"She is alive, and well, and no doubt abetting Tynstar as he
seeks to attack Homana." He paused before the Mijhar, a

man grown old before his tine, and aging too quickly even
now. "But\alb5lshe is also here, ny lord . . . within your
daughter's mnd. And while she dwells there, there will be no
heirs to the Lion Throne."

For just a nmonent, the tw sted hands on the gobl et shook

Wne spilled, splashing against the soft |leather of Carillon's
boots. "And so they shall win this real mbecause there are no
children of ny daughter and her husband," he said. "Wr
becones\ al51i nci dental . Unnecessary, sonehow. Because they

can destroy us another way." Carillon drank. He tossed back

the wine as if it were water, then poured a second goblet. But
this time he only stared into it, his face lined with bitterness
and regret.

And then he | ooked at Donal. "Can you not shut her
away? Shut her out of Aislinn's m nd?"

Donal shrugged. "She is the parasite and Aislinn is the
host. A rapacious parasite . . . and a fragile, erratic host."

Carillon sighed and shut his eyes. For a | ong nonent he
kept hinself in silence. Then, "Name me a monster, if you
will, but I must bid you to use force. Use the power | know
you have."
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Donal stared at himin shock. "You would have nme force

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (174 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:39 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt
your daughter?"

"Not rape." Carillon shook his head. "No, never that.

Use the third gift. Conpel her to lie with you. I know you
will not harmher."” He pushed hinself out of the chair.
"Poor Aislinn\al5lit is not her choosing, what El ectra has done
to her. She has beconme a val uabl e ganepi ece, a ganepi ece

whi ch Electra can use to raze the House of Homana. She
infests Aislinn now, so that against her will Aislinn heeds
what El ectra intends, even to attenpting nmurder." He ran

twi sted fingers through the heavily silvered hair. "But one
way of making certain Electra does not succeed is to over-
come her with nmagic stronger than what she has | earned from
Tynstar-"

"It is force," Donal said. "Kin to rape, or worse\al5l you
ask ne to take her will fromher and replace it with ny
own. "

Carillon set the goblet down on the table and noved slowy
to one of the sun-drenched casenents. He stared out, but
Donal thought he saw nothing. "It is not force if it be
replaced with willingness."

Donal crossed to the table and picked up Carillon's goblet,
meaning to wash the foul taste fromhis mouth with a swal -

| ow of sweetened wi ne. But the Mijhar, turning back, sawit.
"No!" he said sharply, crossing to catch the goblet from

DonaTs hand. "No\al5ll amsorry ... it is my favorite, and
the cask is nearly enpty. Until nore is delivered, | am
limted to a single goblet each night ... and | ama selfish
man." Carillon smled. "I think you m ght do better to keep
yourself fromw ne this night and think of what awaits you in
your bed."

Donal shook his head. "I have no taste for this."

"I do not ask you to have taste," Carillon said raggedly.
"I ask only that you performa service any man shoul d be
ready and willing to perform"

"Ready and willing!" Donal threw at him "This is your
daughter. Carillon ... not sonme silly chanbermaid!"

"Do you think I do not know?" Carillon shouted back. His

voi ce shook a little, and Donal saw the anguish in the depths
of the fading blue eyes. "Ah gods, would that | had never
married the woman, so this would not be necessary. Wuld

that | had wed soneone el se\al51" He broke off. Tears shone in
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his eyes. "They warned ne. Finn, nostly. And Duncan

Even Alix and ny sister. Do not wed Eiectra, they said, she
is Tynstar's neijha and will only seek to slay you. Ch, aye,
they had the right of it... and now | pay the price."

Donal drew in a deep breath, knowi ng sonmehow he had to

offer confort to the man. "You took her for the alliance

bet ween Homana and Sol i nde. You have spent these past

fifteen years teaching nme the rudinents of kingcraft\al51ll think
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I understand at least a little of it. You wed her because you

had to."

"Had to?" Carillon's twisted smle was bittersweet. "Oh,

aye\ al51l had to. For the alliance ... but sonething el se as
well." He stared into the goblet. "Aye . . . there was socery

and witchcraft, but nuch nore to the woman than that. She

was\ al51unl i ke any other 1 had ever known. Even now. And\al511
think I even loved her ... for alittle while." Slowy, he
lifted the recaptured gobl et and drank down what renai ned of
the pale, sweet wine. "Do what you nmust," he said at |ast.

"but be gentle with her, Donal."

Looking at him Donal felt a chill of apprehension run
down the length of bis spine. Gods . . . grant nme health,
grant ne the kindness of never putting such choices before ne.

He waited until it was very late and nost of the servants
were abed. Then, telling his lir to remain in his chanber, he
went down the corridor to Aislinn's suite of apartnents, and

pushed open the heavy door.

He had half expected it to be | ocked. But perhaps Aislinn,
knowi ng her actions had driven himinto the city streets and
then to Sorcha in the Keep, thought he would not return to
her. And so his way was uni npeded as he entered the dark-
ened chanber.

One candl e burned in the far coner. Donal had never
under st ood t he Homanan penchant for |eaving candles it

when sl eep was sought; if there were denons sent to catch a
man, a candle would not stop them And if it were neant to
ward off nortal enenies, the light destroyed night vision and
left the victimmore vul nerable than ever.

But he did not blowit out. He wanted Aislinn to know him

when she saw him
Noi sel essly he wal ked to her draperied bed. He could see
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not hi ng through the sheen of silk and gauze. But he coul d
hear her breat hing.

Gods . . . does Carillon know what he asks7 But he knew
the Muj har did.

Qui ckly Donal shed boots and | eathers. Naked, he stripped
asi de the draperies, prepared to slip into the bed\al5l

\al5land found Aislinn waiting for him kneeling anmd the
fol ds of the coverlet.

In the shadows of the curtained bed. her eyes were bl ack-
ened hollows. Dimcandlelight threaded its way through the
draperies and burni shed bronze her red-gold hair. She wore a
thin silken nightshift; nothing el se, except her pride.

"You knew," he said.
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"I knew. No one told ne, but\al5ll knew " She drew in an
uneven breath. "All ny .life 1 have been brought up to know
my task in ms world is to bear children for ny lord. Al ny
life | have known ny first-bom son would become Mij har in
his father's place, as you will when nine is dead. Wl

there will be no son if | do not lie with you."

She was frightened even as she smled a wy little snile,
stating the obvious; that rmuch he could tell. But frightened of
herself, not of him "It is not you, Aislinn,” he told her. "It
is what that witch has done to you."

She swal l owed visibly. "I know it. But\al5lknowi ng it does
not undo what she has done."

Gently, he asked, "You know what / nust do?"

Aislinn briefly shut her eyes. "Gods, Donal\al51l would

trade al nost anything to make this beddi ng pl easurable for us
both! Do you think | wish to spew such vil eness fromny

mout h?" Her fingers were |ocked into the neckline of her
nightshift, twisting at the fabric- "For as long as | can
renmenber, you were the man | wanted. Even as children, 1
knew | could go to you for anything. And now al5lnow, when
can have you\al5ll drive you instead to her."

Her. Aislinn knew very well what conpetition Sorcha

of fered- And yet he did not, for the nonent, see jealousy in
her face. Only dashed hopes and forlorn self-hatred, because
Ai slinn bl anmed hersel f.

He nearly put out his hands to reach for her, to touch her

hair, to stroke her shoul ders, but he stopped hinself, "Aislinn,"
he said gently, "if there were another way | would seek it. |
have no taste for this."
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She nodded. And then her eyes beseeched him "Do you
think\al5lit is possible whatever ny nother did to ne has
faded? Perhaps\al5lperhaps it was neant only for the weddi ng
ni ght."

"Perhaps." He knew better\al5lshe grasped at straws\al5lbut
said nothing of it. "Aislinn\al5lcone and sit beside nme." He
hi nsel f sat down on the edge of the bed, knowi ng the posture
was unt hreatening. And after a nonent, she did as he had

bi dden.

She | aughed an odd little laugh. "I feel like a fool. Like an
untried girl, nervous before her lord."

"Are you not ?"

She sighed. "I am Donal\al51" She stopped short, gl ancing
sideways at his nudity, her eyes dark with passion and fear
Tentatively, she put up a hand and touched the /ir-goid on his
arm "Do you never take it off?"

"Rarely. It is a part of me." He let her touch the gold,
knowi ng the notion took nore than a little courage.

Her fingers explored the arnband. "1 see Taj and Lorn in
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the patterns,” Aislinn said. "The craftsnmanship is superb\al5l
have seen many fine gifts offered to ny father, but none,
think, so fine as Cheysuli ;(r-gotd. The knife he wears\al51"

"Finn's, once. They exchanged kni ves when they swore
the oath of liege man and Mij har."

"And broke it." Aislinn shook her head a little. "Wat |

know of Finn and what | amtold are two different things. A

those stories . . . and yet, he is different fromwhat is said. It
seens odd, to know a man, and yet realize others know hi m
differently fromthe years before | was born."

Donal thought of his father. He had been told countless
stories of Alix, Finn, Carillon and others about Duncan. So
many of those stories dated frombefore his birth, even before
his nmother and father had nmarried, Cheysuli-fashion. For

many years he had treasured the tales, storing themaway in
the sacred trunk of menmory, cherishing all the contents. And
now Tynstar had snmashed that trunk, destroying the nenories.

"I remenber when you were bora." He did, though not

well. But perhaps it was tine they began to fashion their own
menories for the future. "There was rejoicing throughout
Homana, that the Queen had been delivered of a healthy
child." He did not say how that rejoicing had been tenpered
wi t h di sappoi nt ment; Homana had needed a son
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Her fingers had left the gold to touch his arm Now she
wi t hdrew them "The Queen." Aislinn's nouth tw sted.
"When nen speak of the Queen, they link her nane with
Tynstar. Not with Carillon, who wed her and made her
Queen of Homana. No. Wth that vile, wetched Ihlini!"

Bitterness balled her hands into fists. "I w sh\al51l w sh he
were dead! | wi sh someone would slay him?"
"Sonmeone will, soneday." No |onger did she seemintim

idated by his nudity. "Aislinn\al51"

She did not et himfinish, turning instead to face him
squarely. Hesitantly, she reached out both hands to touch his
shoul ders, closing fingers on the nmuscles. "I want it. | want
you\ al51l have al ways wanted you."

Donal did what he had desired since he first pulled back

the draperies. He set -his hands into her hair and threaded
persuasi ve fingers, tugging her closer to him For him at that
monent, Sorcha receded; his present was only Aislm.

"Gods . . ." She breathed it against his nouth. "No one
said | would feel like this\al51'

"Who coul d?" he asked. "Electra? You see what she has
done. "

"My nother is a fool\al51" Aislinn was in his arns, tw sting
shoul ders free of her garnment to press her bare flesh agai nst
his. "My nother\al51"
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He felt her body abruptly go rigid beneath his hands.
"Ai slinn\al51?" But even as he said her nanme, he knew what
was happeni ng.

"No!" she cried. "No, no\al51" The shudder w acked her
body. Donal saw her head arch back, back, until her throat
was bared to himand her hair spilled down agai nst the
tangl ed sheets. The sound she made was one of terror nixed
wi t h madness.

"No nore!" he hissed. "By alt the gods of the Firstborn, 1
will not let Electra win\albl!"

A physical |ink was not necessary, but he sought it any-

way. Aislinn, utterly linp in his arnms, he lay on her back
agai nst the bed. He knelt over her, sinking hands through her
hair to cup each delicate tenple. He felt the pul se-beat be-
neath the flesh, against the pal mof his hands.

"Not this tinme," he said grimy. "Not this tinme, Solindish
wi tch\al51"

But what El ectra had done was not easily broken. Dona
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met resistence as he sought a way through the barriers to

Ai slinn's subconsci ous. Sonething battered back at him trying
to throw himaway. Instantly he threw up his own shields and
advanced, gritting his teeth against the intensity of Electra's
spel | .

"Aislinn . . . fight her ... fight El ectra\al5lnot ne!"

But Aislinn was too lost within the ensorcel mrent. She
fought himnentally and physically, sweating and crying in
her efforts.

He woul d 1 ose. And by losing, lose Aislinn entirely. He
could not see any way to win without risking Aislinn's welfare.

The witch set her trap very well indeed . . . if she does not
catch nme in it, she may well catch her daughter\al5l

And then he realized there was a way to win. It was not

fair. He risked Aislinn even as Electra risked her, but if he
did not try, she was lost without a fight of any sort. Dona

t hought she was worth more than that. And so he sought the
essence of the shapechange.

He woul d not change before the girl\al5ldid not dare to,

when that was El ectra's key\al5lbut he could use a neasure of
the concentration //r-shape required. It was honed sharp as
any bl ade, but offering danger to Aislinn as well as hinself.
It was a matter of bal ance again. In such circunstances as
these, he coutd tip over the edge so easily.

Donal sunmoned up the strength. And wi thout warning the
hel pl ess girl, he tore through her nental barriers and forced
his will upon hers.

He had told Carillon it was tantanmount to rape. Dona
knew only that as he forced his will upon the girl, he forced

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (179 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:39 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt
nmore than nental persuasion.

And yet, even as he fought to win Aislinn back from her

mot her and the I hlini, Donal becane dimy aware of a part of
hi nsel f that understood the need for conpul sion. A part of

hi m knew physical release as well as nental was required,
since he sought consummation as a result of forcing her wll,
and not just persuasion. Wth a nman, there was no question it
was merely a nental rape. The conpul sion was never sexual

But with a woman, with Aislinn, whom he desired anyway,

the conpul sion was linked with intensifying need.

Perversi on? He thought not. But\al5lwould he think it was
while lost in the power of such overwhel m ng desire?

Man, not wolf . . . man, not falcon . . . And yet he knew,
LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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as he slid closer to the edge, it would not be difficult to shift
into either form It was possible he might minmic the being his
father had been, neither one nor the other; a thing caught

bet ween.

He felt a wild rage building up inside of him Not at

Aislinn. But at Electra. At Tynstar. For using an innocent,

vul nerable girl as bait to trap a Cheysuli. For setting up the
obscene circunstances that required such viol ence.

For turning himinto an animal, even in hunan form

W1l they never stop? WII they never give up their abuse of
hurman bei ngs7

Distantly, he heard Aislinn crying out. So near the edge,
too near the edge; he silenced her with nme only gag he had
| eft: his nouth.

Aislinn, I swear . .'. | never wanted it this way. . . . And
until the night of their weddi ng, Donal had not believed he
wanted it at all.

Now he knew he had wanted it | onger than he cared to

acknow edge. He recalled clearly the young wonan who had

met himon the Crystal Isle: haughty, defiant princess; |ater,
vul nerabl e, frightened girl. An assassin as well, but it was yet
anot her facet of her being. She was neither the conplai sant,
spiritless woman so many Homanans were, nor the cold,

powerful sorceress Electra had nmade of herself. Aislinn

was nerelylal51Aislinn. And in their nutual battle against her
nmot her, each sought rel ease whatever way they could find it.

Sul *harai. He did not know the Homanan word for the

concept. He only knew that with Sorcha, the experience was

fam liar. The sinultaneous sharing of the nagic in their union.
Not one-sided. That was easy enough for a wonman; easier for

a man. Simultaneous. And now, he found he wanted it as

much with A slinn-

**1 will win, Electra\al51l" And with the strength of the
/ir-bond, Donal smashed all of Aislinn's barriers and | eft
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nothing in his wake, enptying her resistance |like a seedbag
spilling grain.

And as she lay enpty before himphysically and enoti on-
ally, he replaced the abhorrence El ectra had put there with a
terrible need for him

Not rape . . . not rape, if she wants nme as | want her\al51l

But he realized, as she roused to his hands and his nouth,
the compronise was a curse as well as a blessing. Because if

Jenni f er Roberson
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the time came Aislinn ever turned to himout of genuine
af fection, he would never know it.

At dawn, Donal stood at the edge of me oubliette. One

torch roared against the silences of the vault. Light rushed
across the creamy, gold-veined marble, and the lir |eaped out
at him

He teetered. C osed his eyes. Ch gods. what have | done\al5l
what have | done to the girl\al5l?

The torch roared. Everything el se was sil ence.

Except for his scream ng conscience.

Renorse? That, and worse. Yet he welconed the guilt, the
anger, the horror; the sickness that turned his belly. It neant
he was a man after all, not a beast; not a thing who took and
was pl eased by the taking, not caring howit was taken or

who was hurt. Wen she awakened Aislinn would recall only

a part of what had happened, because the conpul sion worked
mat way, but he would know it all. He would renenber
ever yt hi ng.

See what | have becone”
He stared down into the void. It was not death he sought;

not suicide. Not a formof expiation, to pay for the loss of his
soul . He had no wish to die regardl ess of the reason. Suicide
was taboo; he was too much a warrior to consider denying

hinsel f the afterworid. But he wanted a way of assuagi ng

some of the pain.

"My lord\al51?"

Donal spun at the brink of the void. He was rem nded
suddenly of the other tine he had visited the Wnhb, and how
soneone had tried to push himin. Menory flared; he threw
up an arm agai nst the assassin.

"My lord\\" Sets voice, and shocked. Menory faded;

Donal saw the boy standing just inside the open door. His
odd eyes were stretched wide in fear. "You do not nean to

j unp\ al51"

"No." The weight of the Wnb was at his back, begging

himto give hinself to the Jehana. "No, Sefl\al5ll do not nean
to junp." Donal felt sweat sting his arnpits; he snelted the
fear on hinmself. No, he had not nmeant to junp, and yet he

had conme close to it regardl ess. "Wat are you doi ng here?"
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He said it nmore sharply than he intended- Sets face bl anched
white. "1\al5lcouldn't sleep. Bevin had a girl with him and\al51"
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He broke off, plainly enbarrassed. Sharing a roomwth

Bevin nmeant sharing a roomw th nany wonen as well.

"I'Val51lwent out to wal k. I\alblwent to the Geat Hall, to see the
Li on sl eeping." Col or washed back into his face. "There was

a stairway in the firepit, and so | cane down to see where it
went." He | ooked sidelong at the walls with their leaping lir.
"What is this place, ny |ord?"

"The Wnb of the Earth." Donal saw no sense in se-

crecy, not when the boy had seen it hinself. "Cheysuli made
it long, long ago. Legends say a nan who will be Mij har
must go back into the Winb to be reborn a king."

"Have you?"

"Gone in? \al5lno. For me, | think there is no need." He did
not pursue it further. For Carillon, the rebirth had been
required; for a man bom to the clans with the gifts of the AQd
Bl ood, there were other initiations.

Set stared around the vault. "So nmany animals . . . they
| ook so alive."

"They are not- At |east\al5lnot now. " Donal frowned a
little. Wio was to say the lir had never been alive? Perhaps
they only waited for the Firstborn to cone again before they
broke free of the stone.

Donal shivered. And Sef, staring at the oubliette again,
m m cked hi munconsciously. "My lord\al51lthis place frightens
ne. "

"Then let us leave it together. There is nothing nore for
me here." Donal took the torch fromthe bracket. "Cone,
Sef. | think it is time you | earned sone geography."”

"My lord?" Sef stared.

"Maps. |If you cannot sleep, ook at maps. It is better than
counting trees."

He | ed Sef out of the vault and back up the one hundred

and two steps to the Great Hall with its sl eeping Lion- Dona
shut the hinged plate and ki cked ash and | ogs back over the
iron to hide it. Then he took Sef to one of Carillon's counci
chanmbers. Donal set the torch into an enpty bracket, selected
the appropriate map and spread it out on the table, then
lighted the fat white candle. He touched a bl ue-shaded por-
tion of the map. "There. That is SoHnde."

"All of that?" Sef stood next to the stool upon which
Donal sat. The boy stared avidly at nme map, hands cl asped
behind his back, afraid to touch the val uabl e hi de.
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"Al'l of this, aye." Donal's finger swept around the blue
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borders of the realm "Lestra is here, you see ... the city, at
the nmol nent, is loyal; but nuch of the aristocracy is not\alb5l
these men want to sever the alliance between Hormana and
Solinde, to claimthe land their own."

"But\al5ldon't they al so want Homana?"

Donal gl anced at the boy as he hung over the map. "Tynstar
want s Homana. The Mij har believes the Solindish aristocracy
woul d be content enough to ignore Homana, given Solinde
agai n\ al5lbut under Tynstar's dom nion, they give tacit ap-
proval to the war. The armes will ride against us while
Tynstar, as ever, watches froma distance."

"Then\al51Solinde isn't really your eneny," Sef said. "It's
me sorcerer, isn't it?"

Donal sighed, smling wyly. "You ask things 1 amnot fit

to answer. These are questions with historical inplications\al5l
bei ng cl an-bom and bred, | know nore of me Cheysuli than

me Homanans. But | can tell you ms nuch: for years upon

years, Solinde\al5lunder Bellam al51fought to take Homana.
Bel | am being an acquisitive man, wanted Homana for him

self. But | do not doubt Tynstar blew a fire fromthe enbers

with exceedingly careful breaths,” Idly, Donal rested his chin
in the pal mof one hand. "Bellamis dead now and Carill on

hol ds bot h real ns\al51but | doubt the Ihlini will ever give up
entirely. They will ever be our bane.”

Sef frowned, screwing his pale face into an expression of
concentration. "Then\al5lif you slew the denon, Tynstar\al5lwe
woul d be free of this war?"

"Perhaps not entirely, but | do not doubt Tynstar's death
woul d have great effect on Solinde. In tine, did he die, the
traditional enenies might make a | asting peace."

Sef straightened from his hunched position over the table.
"Then\ al51why not send soneone to slay hinP"

"Tynstar?" A wy snmle that twi sted DonaTs nouth. "Coul d
that be done, it would have been | ong ago."

"But\al5lhe's a man, isn't he? A sorcerer, aye\al5lbut a man.
Can't he die |like others?"

Donal regarded the boy' s'intensity. "Tynstar is a man, of
course, and no doubt he can die. But he has escaped death for

three hundred years\al5lit will never be easily done."
Sef bl anched. ' 'Three hundred years\al51?'
"He has the gift of immortal life frorn Asar-Suti hinself."
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"Gods\ al51" Sef whispered. "How will we ever w n?"

"Wth ny help, it will hardly prove so difficult." Evan of
Ell as, striding through the open door, grinned at them both.
"1 amcoming with you."
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Donal stared at himin shock. "I thought you had gone
hone to Ellas! After mat tavern braw \al51"

"That brawl ?" Evan asked nonchal antly. "I have seen
worse in a brothel. No, 1 have not gone hone to Ellas. Not
yet. | prefer to stay here a bit."

"To cone to war." Donal shook his head. "A foolish way
to pass the tinme, Evan. Ellas has no stake in nmis. If she lost a
prince\al5l"

"She has seven others, if you count Lachlan's sons."

Sl eepy eyes alight. Even shrugged negligently- "I have nei-
ther wife nor sons\al5lthat | know of\al5lwi th which to concern
myself, 1 will cone with you."

Sef spoke up before Donal could. "But what would the
Crown Prince say?

"Lachl an?" Evan's brows rose, though he | ooked a bit
surprised at Sets presunption. But it was Donal he an-
swered, not ne boy. "Lachlan knows he cannot gai nsay ne
when | put ny mind to a thing." He grinned. "You need ny
hel p, Donal. You rmay as well admit it."

"I't isn't Ellas's war," Sef said.

Donal gl anced sharply at nme boy. Sef stood stiffly by the

table, facing Evan squarely. H's chin was thrust upward, as if
he prepared to do battle. "Sef- This is better left to ne Prince
of Ellas and ne. You nmay go."

Sef stared fiercely at Evan a nonent, then abruptly turned
to Donal." "Aye, ny lord. But\al5l1l" He broke off and shrugged-
"1 justlal5ll just want to conme with you."

"And you think I will not take you if the Prince of Ellas
comes?" Donal shook his head. "Sef, | have already said

you may go to war with nme\al5lt hough | do not understand why
you woul d want to, any nore than | understand him" His

gl ance included Evan. "You may cone. Now al5lyou may

go-"
Sef went. Donal shook his head and Evan, staring after ne
boy, nmerely signed a little and shrugged. "He worships you,
Donal . | think he would give his life for you."

"So long as he does not have to." Donal |ooked at Evan
and began to smle. Wth the Ellasian prince he felt a weight

224 Jenni fer Robersort

lifting fromhis soul. Before Evan, he was free to be the nman
he so sel dom had been able to be. "I think we will show
Sol i nde how two princes can force a realmto its knees."

Evan rai sed one dark eyebrow. "If we can destroy a single
tavern, we should surely have no difficulty with an entire
ki ngdom "
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El GHTEEN

hen the Homanan arny marched at |ast across the west-

ern borders into Solinde, it met with little resistance. Carillon
took care to distinguish between Solindish crofters and citi-
zens who had no stake in the battle beyond trying to survive
while their realmwas battered by war, and those who sup-

ported Tynstar. Much of the realmstill served Carillon's
interests, albeit reluctantly. Still, the tension was apparent
fromthe nonent they crossed the border

The Cheysuli nmoved within the ranks independently, under

me conmmand of their clan-leaders who dealt directly with
Carillon. Donal, who had grown up in the afternmath of

Shai ne's qu' mahlin, had known only a grudgi ng peace be-

tween the two races. The incident in the tavern\al5lconmpounded
by recollections of his reception in Hondarth and the reaction
to his weddi ng\al5lserved to remind himthat the restoration of
his race was hardly conpl eted

He found that nmost of the soldiers accepted the Cheysul

readi |y enough\ al51t he races had fought together to help win
Carillon his throne\al5lbut there was uneasiness within the ranks.
It was Carillon who kept the peace. And Rowan, whose

Homanan ways and Cheysuli appearance nmade hima man of

both and neither races.

Evan proved an easy conpanion for Donal. Together they

argued and debated and di scussed all manner of strategy in al
varieties of enotions, but always recognizing the bond of true
friendship. A bond Donal had never experienced before,

bei ng caught between his Homanan rank and Cheysuli war-
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nor status, and he found it was one he valued greatly. It was
not the sane as the link with his lir, but it was very satisfying
nonet hel ess.

Now, seated across the table fromCarillon in the Mijhar's
crimson field pavilion, Donal realized his present conpanion
was somewhere else in spirit if not in body. Carillon, done
with eating, sat back on his three-legged canpstool. One

hand cupped the footed silver goblet filled with his favorite

wi ne-
It was md-sunmer and tenperate. An evening breeze
rippled the brilliant fabric of the pavilion. Light fromthe

setting sun crept through the weave of the fabric and spl ashed
color into the interior, so that the blood wood of table and
chairs was dyed a rich ocher-bronze. The silver shone gol den
in the light.

Donal snelled roasting boar, spitted in the center of the

camp. He smelled the bouquet of Carillon's wine and a faint
tinge of bitterness he ascribed to the coals in the brazier. He
snell ed the aroma of war, though they had barely met a sou

in battle. He snelled death and futility, and the strivings of
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men who woul d spend their lives in defense of a throne they
woul d never see, a throne that one day woul d be his.

Carillon slowy turned his goblet in circles on the wood.
"\Were is Evan tonight? | invited both of you."

Donal smiled. "You recall those Solindish crofters' daugh-
ters who felt conpelled to foll ow us? Evan found severa
nmore than willing to share their favors with him He sends his

regrets.”

Carillon laughed- "I amglad one of us can lose his cares

in a wnan's flesh tonight." Abruptly, he sat upright on his
stool. "Gods\al5ll have forgotten! A nessage for you from

Ai slinn canme earlier today\al51ll put it aside and forgot it.
There\ al5lin the small chest by nmy cot."

Donal pushed back fromthe table and rose, going at once

to the teak casket near the bed. Inside it he found a parchnent
scroll sealed with wax, stanped with the royal Homanan

crest.

He broke the seal. He was afraid as well as curious; in the
two nonths since the arny had marched into Solinde, there
had been no letters fromAislinn. There had been nothi ng but
sil ence between them
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Donal read the nessage, then stared blankly at the letter-
ing. "She has\al5lconceived."

Carillon rose slowy to his feet. "She is certai n?"

"There has been confirmation." Donal sucked in a deep
breath. "Well, ny lord . . . forced or not, it seens to have
succeeded. "

"Thank the gods," Carillon said fervently, "the throne is
secured at last."

Donal shook his head, "Only if the child is a boy."

"You have already sired one\al5lis it so foolish to think there
may be another?" But Carillon turned away to pour nore

wine in his goblet, not bothering to wait for a response,

t hough Donal offered none.

He watched Carillon drink. O late the Mijhar drank nore
and nore, no doubt to ease his pain. Even in the dry warnth
of a Solindish sunmer, his swollen joints ached.

/ could not bear it, Donal knew. / swear\al51ll coul d not bear
it . . . and he leads us all to battle.

He | ooked again at the nessage, penned in a wavering
hand. From Aislinn herself, he did not doubt; a scribe would
do it nore carefully.

Cods, what is she thinking . . . what does she think of me?
"She says she is well,"” he told Carillon. "But\al5ifirst births
are often hard. Wth Sorcha\al51" He broke off abruptly, know
ing it was not the time to speak-of his neijha. But then he
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turned sharply to Carillon. O late there had been a bond

bet ween them of mutual affection and circunmstances. Dona
recalled how Carillon had taught himto read a map and
expl ai ned the battles he had fought with Finn at his side. But
now, with the specter of Sorcha suddenly between them he

felt the faint tension rise up to nock them both- "You hate
me for that, do you not?" Donal asked. "For keeping Sorcha
when Aislinn is nmy cheysula.1'1

Carillon noved to one of the supple |eather chairs and sat
down slowy, lowering hinmself carefully into the seat. "I
have | earned, over the years, to respect many Cheysuli cus-

toms. | admit | do not understand nmost of them but | have

| earned what integrity there is in your race. Though, given a
choice, | would prefer you set aside your neijha\al51for mny
daughter's sake\al51l will not ask it of you."

"You did not answer ny question.”
Carillon sniled. "No, | did not. Well enough." He shifted
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in the chair and drank nore wine; the pale, sweet wine with
its acidic bouquet, that Carillon allowed no one else to touch

"l do not hate you, Donal. | kept nyself to Electra when we
were together because | desired no other\al5lshe would inspire
fidelity in any nan, regardless of his tastes ... but it does

not nean | cannot conprehend your ability to wed one woman

and keep another as well." He gazed into the brazier coals.

"For all that, | amthe last to speak of such things as a man
desiring only one woman when there is another one he cares

for. The gods know | wanted your nother badly enough,

even when both of us were wed to other people." There was

pain in his voice as he said it, inmense pain; he had taken the
news of Alix's death very badly.

Donal ' s hand cl osed spasnodi cally on the parchnment, crum
pling it into ruin. "My jehana\al51?"

Carillon turned. In his eyes was an arrested expression
"Did she never tell you?"

"Myy' efcana?" It was all Donal could nmanage

Carillon sighed heavily and rubbed his eyes. "An old

story, Donal. ... 1 thought surely you rmust know it by

now. " Twi sted fingers scraped silver hair back fromhis

pai n-w acked face. "Gods\al5l1ll cannot believe she is gone. Not
M x. After all she has been to ne ... after all she has

done. "

And nyjehan'7 Donal wanted to ask. You say nothing of ny
jehan. Is it that even in death you conpeted

Al oud. Donal said, "Wat old story, ny |lord?"

Carillon shook his head after a noment. "I never stopped
caring for her, Donal, even after she wed your father. Even
after she had borne you." He swirled wine in his goblet. "I
wed El ectra. And when that marriage was finished, | turned
again to your nother."
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Possessi veness overrul ed Donal 's enpathy, "Even while
she was Duncan's cheysul a\ al51?"

"No." Carillon | ooked at him "Your father was already
lirless. Dead\al5lor so we believed." Carillon's brow furrowed
alittle, as if reflecting a nmeasure of his grief. "The day I
took you and your nother back to the Keep, | asked her to
marry me. | would have nade her Queen.”

My jehana, the Queen of Honanal\al5l But the wonder nent
did not last. "She wanted no one but ny jehan." He said it a
trifle cruelly, but he felt threatened by Carillon's adnm ssion
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For so many years he had known how deeply his parents had

| oved one another, and how deeply Alix grieved for Duncan
Now, to think of her wed to Carillon\al51 "No," Donal sai d.
"She was Cheysuli." He thought it was enough.

Carillon lifted his head and | ooked directly at Donal. There
was no hesitation in his tone, no tact. Just raw, clean eno-
tion. "It would have nmade you nmy son ... as nmuch as if you
were ny own."

Donal stared at the aging face; at the |lines and creases and
brackets put there by Tynstar's sorcery. He saw sorrow and
regret and anguish in that face, and an al nost i nhunman
strength of will coupled with unexpected vul nerability.

Donal drew in a breath. "1 never knew, ny lord."

Carillon smiled a little. "She would not have me. She

woul d not put another man in Duncan's place. And so we did
not wed\ al51" He broke off a nonent. Wen he resuned, it

was with careful intonations so as not to display the nmagni-
tude of his grief. But Donal heard it regardl ess. "Together,
they died. And you are still Duncan's son."

"My lord!" The urgent voice cane from outside the pavilion

"Rowan\ al51" Carillon straightened in his chair. "Conme in
at once!"

Rowan pull ed aside the flap and cane through part way, so

that the crinson fabric hung over one shoul der |ike a cl oak-
"Carillon\al5lyou had best cone. There is sonething you should
see."

The Muj har pushed hinself up fromhis chair awkwardly

and noved at once to pick up his sword and sheathe it. The
black ruby glittered in the candl elight; Donal, seeing it again,
felt guilty that he had not yet accepted it from Carillon. But
sonehow he coul d not.

"Conme." Carillon went with Rowan out of the pavilion
Donal , waiting for his ;ir, threw down the crunpl ed parch-
ment and foll owed a nmonent |ater.

Qut si de, Donal frowned- Sonething was\al5ldi fferent. Some-
thing was\al5lnot right. There was a tension in the air, a
sensation that set the hairs to rising on the back of his neck
A prickle ran down his spine.
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Sorcery. That from Taj, flying above in nme darkness.
Ihlini, Lomagreed as he paced next to Donal's left |eg.

The Iight was wong. Instead of nornal deepening twilight,
it was nearly black as pitch. Torchlight illunminated the en-
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canpnent, but the flames seened al nost muted, swall owed
by the darkness. Sonething nmuffled sight, sound, snell, as
if the canp had been swept beneath a car pet.

Rowan took them westward to a line of gentle hills that
rolled out to ring the canp. He gestured briefly to the noon
hangi ng so | ow against the starless sky: its face was filled
wi th darkness. A thick, viscid darkness. The col or was deep-
est purple.

Carillon stopped at the crest of a grassy hill where another
man waited with his wolf. In the light fromthe dyi ng noon,
the sl ender stal ks of grass glowed a | um nous | avender.

"lhlini," Finn said.

Donal frowned. Weaths of cloying nist rose up fromthe
flatlands below die hills: bog steaming in a storm There was
the faintest of hisses, alnpst lost in the heavy darkness.
"Some form of spell?"

"More |like a warning\al5lor a greeting." Carillon's hand
was on his sword. "Who can say what Tynstar means by
anyt hi ng he does?"

Rowan, next to them frowned. "How can he summbn
sorcery before so many Cheysuli?"

Carillon's eyes did not stop noving as he studied the |ay of
the land and the nmist that rose to obscure it. "Here, there
are four tines as many Honmanans. Tynstar strikes at them"

Finn's expression was stark in the purpled nmoonlight. "Even
face to face with a Cheysuli, the Ihlini still have recourse to
simple tricks and illusions. Wth so many Homanans present,

he need not concern hinmself with us. He need only play upon

the superstitions of the Homanans, as he has done in the

past."

Lir, Donal said. / wi sh you could do sonething.

Not hi ng, Lorn answered- You know the | aw. W cannot
fight Ihlini

And yet Ihlini fight us.

/ did not say the law was fair. Lomlis tone was ironic. /
only know we of the Iir honor what the gods have given us.

If | die, you and Taj are dead.
It is all a part of the price.

Too high, Donal retorted. You should tell the gods.
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Way not do it yoursel f?

Gound fog rolled. Wthin the violet weaths flashed tiny
sparks of deepest purple, as if fireflies danced in the mst.
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"The men are understandabl y\al51concerned,” Rowan said
poi nt edl y.

"They are afraid." Finn had no time for wordplay. "As
Tynstar nmeans themto be."

Donal gl anced around. Behind the rimin the shall ow bow
gathered all of the Honanan arny. He heard whi spers and
mutters and curses as the river of fog flowed over the hill and
downward. The nuffled silence of the night was pal pabl e.

Donal shivered. Lir\al5lcall ne a coward. | do not like this
at ail.
Taj still hung in the air. Then all of us are cowards.

Carillon gestured sharply to Rowan. "Go and speak to the
captains. | will not have ny nen fleeing Ihlini illusions."

"Aye, ny lord, at once," Rowan departed with alacrity,
wadi ng through rolling fog.

"Donal ? Donal ?" It was Evan's voice, as the Ellasian
clinmbed the hill. "Is this what you neant when you told ne
about Ihlini magic?"

Donal waited until Evan had reached the top of the hill
"Somewhat," he answered tersely. "Evan\alb5lit is not a joking
matter."

The Ell asian prince frowned as he | ooked out across the
bl ackened land. "No," he said after a nonment. "It is not.
Lodhi\\\al51- but what a coil!"

Donal | ooked at his uncle worriedly. "You think he in-

tends no harm then\al51lif he uses only illusion?"
Fi nn shook his head. "It is not Tynstar's way to join in
battle without first seeking to fill nmen's minds with fear."

H s nmout h hooked down. "What better than to win before
bl ood i s shed?"

"That woul d never stop him" Carillon answered. "He
will spill all the blood he rnust."

"Look\\" Evan cri ed.

The nist parted, sliced neatly as if cloven with an ax. In

the wound stood a fountain of purple flame with a heart so
brilliant it burned a pristine white. The illum nation pouring
fromthe fountain filled the world up with light, bathing each
face with a starkness from which there was no hiding. Men
squinted, holding up their arms to shield their eyes. Picketed
horses screanmed and tried to bolt. Cries of fear rose fromthe
clustered mass of nen.
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Carillon spun around to face themall, thrusting up a
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bel aying hand. "No! It is only Ihlini illusion. Do not fear
what is not real!"

But Donal watched the burning fountain. It cracked open

and spilled out a sinuous gout of flame that crept across the
grass. Bl ackness spread out around it; what it touched it
consuned, and anyt hing el se near by.

"Lodhi!" Evan whi spered dazedly.

A serpent, Donal thought. Tynstar's serpent, sent to do his
sl aying for himal5l

"Carillon,"” Finn warned.

The Maj har turned. Ten feet fromthemall, on the crest of

the hill, the withing serpent halted. It coiled, rose upward,
stretched itself toward the sky. It thickened, as if it had been
fed. It swelled, as if heavy with child.

And then the swollen beily spit open, and the serpent gave
birth to a man.

He was wapped in a purple cloak so dark it was nearly

bl ack. A silver brooch glinted at one shoul der; silver earrings
flashed in his |lobes; a ring was on one hand. But it was the
eyes, hot the jewelry, that Donal saw nore than anything

el se; the eyes, black and beguiling, set in the smooth flesh of
eternal youth. The smile, framed by black and sil ver beard,

was singularly sweet.

For the first tinme Donal faced the nan who done so nuch
to destroy his life, and he found he was afraid.

Gods\ al51l amnot/it to hold the throne\al5ll can barely | ook at
t he man\al51

"I bid you farewell. Carillon." The voice was warmy
af fectionate, lacking the hostility Donal had expected. "W
have been good enem es, you and |, but | am done with you

at last. The time for your death has cone."

Donal | ooked quickly at Carillon. He could not conceive of
what he m ght say, did Tynstar speak to him But Carillon
was mnore accustoned to facing the man.

The Muj har | aughed al oud. "Tynstar, you fool\al5lwhat nmkes
you think you will succeed this tinme? Have you not failed
repeatedly before? Even the last tine we net, nearly sixteen
years ago, you could not end ny life. Onh, aye, you shortened
it\al5lbut | amstill alive to thwart you."

Donal was nore than a tittle amazed by Carillon's conpo-
sure and the audacity of his answer. But then, the Mijhar had
had years in which to refine his courage
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Tynstar's smite was genuinely anused. "It is true you
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have guarded yourself well. The Cheysuli ever serve their

Muj har." He | ooked at Finn. Then at Donal. "But now there

is one of their own who waits to take the throne\al5land you are
no | onger needed."

Carillon shook his head. "You will not put me in fear of
the warriors who serve me so well. | amnot Shaine, Ihlini. I
do not succunb to such transparent tricks as these."

The flame around Tynstar rippled, as if the serpent withed.
" Shai ne succunbed to his own fears and inner madness. You

wi Il succunmb to sonething else.” Light glinted off his silver
ornanents. "Carillon, you have played out your part in the
prophecy. You are toothless now, |ike an old lion\al5lusel ess
and nerely a bore. There is another who serves the prophecy
now, even as it serves him" One hand rose to point directly
at them "Do you see hinf? You have only to | ook at ne

warrior who wards your left side, so solem and sil ent beside
you." The sorcerer snmiled. "A man at |last, Donal ... no

nore the boy 1 sought to nake ny own so many years ago."

Unconsci ously, Donal put one hand to the flesh of his

throat. He could feel the kiss of the iron collar, the weight of
his vulnerability. Then he forced his hand away. "You are a

fool indeed if you think I will turn against Carillon."

Tynstar smled. "No. | amquite aware of the folly in
trying that. You are not so pliant as | could wish. No, you
will not turn against Carillon . . . but you will not have to.

He will be dead within a year."
"And the throne?" Carillon rasped.

"Mne," Tynstar said sinply. "As it was ever neant to
be. "

"M ne," Donal retorted. "The Lion will never accept an
Ihlini. The gods intend it for us."

Tynstar, cloaked in purple shroud and brilliant flame, nerely
shook his hal oed head. "Your shar tahi has failed your clan,
Donal . You know nothing of the histories.”

"Ku'reshtin!" Donal swore

"Resh' t a- ni
t he | anguage.

Tynstar returned equably, clearly fluent in

Donal stared. But he told hinself anyone could l|earn the
A d Tongue\al5lincluding an Ihlini\alslif there were reason enough
to do it.
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Casual ly, Tynstar made the gesture of tahlmorra. "1 shal
have to instruct you, | see, to reduce your alarmng ignorance,"

Finn | aughed. "An amusing idea, lhlini. You instructing
usT

"I know the truth of the histories," Tynstar said- "And 1
will willingly share themwth you."

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (192 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:39 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

"I will not listen," Donal told himflatty- "Do you think I
woul d heed your words?"

"Take themto the Keep with you and question your shar

tahl," Tynstar challenged. "See then who lies. See then who
speaks the truth." He put up a silencing hand. "Have you
never wondered why the Firstborn | eft Homana to the Cheysuli?
Have you never wondered precisely how an entire race died

out ?"

"You are an unlikely tutor,” Carillon told him "I think
you had better go\al5lor do what you cane to do, so we nmay
end this travesty."

"I come, | go\al5ll do as | wish.'* Tynstar did not smle.
"Heed ne well, all of you\al5ll give you insight into a truth
you have never encountered." Again, the hand was raised.

He | ooked directly at Donal. "Cheysuli warrior, you are\al5l

with a little Honanan bl ood. Because the shapechangers
serve the prophecy of the Firstborn, who gave it to them
before the race died out. Do you know why?"

"A |l egacy," Donal answered. "W are the children of the
Fi rstborn\al51’

"\al51who were the children of the gods." The flame burned
nmore brightly around Tynstar, as if it answered sone secret

bi dding. "But are you so proud, so insular, so arrogant, as to
believe they sired no others?"

A blurt of sound escaped Donal. He felt Lorn go rigid
besi de him

"VWhat are you trying to say\al51'* But Finn was interrupted.

"They sired a second race," me sorcerer said. "They sired
the Ihlini . . . who bred with the Cheysuli."

"Wo!'" burst sinmultaneously fromFinn and Donal

A rasp. Metal sliding. It hissed, alnost |like the serpent
cloaking Tynstar. Carillon drew forth his Cheysuli sword.

Tynstar |aughed. "That cannot slay ne. Carillon. Have
you not tried with it before? Have you not seen the bl ackened
st one?"

"Aye," Carillon agreed evenly, "and would you care to
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see it again?" Before the image in me flames coul d answer,
Carillon turned and thrust the sword into Donal's rel uctant
hands. "Show him Show hi mthe bl ackened stone'.'9

Donal held the edged bl ade in one hand, clasping it be-

neath the hilt. He could feel the runes against his palm
Slowmy he raised the sword, thrusting outward with a stiff-
ened armas if to ward off evil. Against the flane the sword
was a silhouette, lacking all colors save the bl ackness of the
night. As if Tynstar had | eached it of life.
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But then the ruby turned brilliant crimson and set the hil
afire.

The fog evaporated at once. The ruby blazed, and as its
magi ¢ burned away the Ihlini m st Donal felt the thrumm ng
of power in his hand. He thought at first he mght drop
the sword, so startled .was he by the grow ng strength,
but he found he could not. Fromhimthe sword took life;

fromthe sword he took strength. A perfect exchange of
power .

Tynstar's snooth face exhibited mld surprise, but very
little concern. "So\alblHale's sword at last finds its naster-
feared it m ght happen one day. | thought perhaps |I m ght
gainsay himin time when | slew himin the forest, but

obvi ously not."

"You slew him" Finn took a single step forward. "It was
Shai ne's nen who slew ny jehan\al51"

"Was it?" Tynstar smiled. "Do not be such a fool.

sought Hal e because 1 knew his was the seed that could

destroy the Ihlini race. Think you | could let himlive?" A

di smi ssive wave of a graceful, negligent hand. "Lindir |
intended to slay as well, before she could bear the child\al51but
she escaped ne and fled to Homana-Mijhar. So | slew Hal e

after | slew his lir\al5ll meant to take the sword. But he had
given it to Shaine." For a moment his beautiful, bearded face
altered into sonething | ess sangui ne, nuch nore nal evol ent.

"l shoul d have known it would be Alix's child for whomit

was nmeant. | felt it in her, before she lay with Duncan.
shoul d have slain her too, as | took Duncan's hawk. It would
have gai nsai d the propecy and saved ne the trouble of neet-
ing you here."

Donal | owered the sword. The ruby had dimmed a little, as
i f knowi ng much of its job was done; only Tynstar remained,
surrounded by his cocoon of living flame. The fog and the
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serpent were gone. "You slew her anyway. And ny jehan
When you sent himto trap us."

"That was not ny idea," Tynstar said. "It was ny\al51l
apprentice's suggestion.” He snmled. "Was it not a good
one? Nearly successful, as well."

Donal drew in an unsteady breath, recalling how his nother
and father had died. "I do not believe your |esson."

Tynstar's shrug was slight. "I know your prophecy very
well, Donal. | helped make it, merely by being bomthree
centuries ago. | understand what a tahlnorra is nuch better
man you or any other Cheysuli, for 1 have known the gods
much | onger than any of you."

"Dare you speak of gods when you worship that filth of
the net herwor!| d?" Carillon denanded.

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (194 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:39 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

"I worship nothing," Tynstar retorted. "I serve, even as
you pretend to serve. The Seker does not require the nonsense
of obeisance and ritualistic loyalty. He knows what lies in a

man's true soul." He touched the brooch at his left shoul der-
"Aye, | aman integral part of the sane prophecy that orders
Donal 's life\alblbut | serve it not. | seek only to break its

power, before the Ihlini are destroyed." For a nonent, there
was a touch of humanity in his eyes. "Can you not see? | do
ms for the salvation of ny race.”

No one answered. Donal stood with Finn, Evan and Caril -
lon as the U | ocked thenselves in silence, and | ooked at the
Ihlini. The sword was heavy in his hand.

"Salvation." After a noment, Donal shook his head. "I

do not believe you. Were the Ihlini truly children of the
Firstborn, we would not be nortal enemes."

"Ask the U why they will never attack an Ihlini," Tynstar

suggest ed.
Donal could not answer. Neither did Taj or Lorn

Tynstar snmiled- "You are idealistic, Donal\al5lor perhaps
merely young. Conprehension will conme with age. You see,

we lhlini desired nore gifts than those the Firstborn gave us.
Mor e\ al51power. W turned to nme only source that woul d heed
us when the Firstborn would not\al51"

"\'al51Asar-Suti," Carillon finished.

"The god of the netherworld, who made and dwells in

darkness." That from Finn

"Aye," Tynstar agreed. **A generous lord, in fact. He did
not stint what powers he gave those who wi shed to serve
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him" H's eyes were on the sword still clasped linply in

DonaFs hand. "But the Firstborn sought to destroy us when
they | earned of our oath to serve the Seker. Knowi ng they
woul d die before this destruction could be acconplished, they
fashi oned a prophecy instead, and left the destruction to the
Cheysuli\al51"

"No," Donal said.

Tynstar did not allowthe interruption to interfere. "They
instilled within you all a perfect and blind obedi ence that
even now bi nds your soul. They gave each warrior a fate and
called it a tahlnorra, to nake certain the task woul d be
fulfilled. They turned you into soldiers for the gods, as

dedi cated to preserving and fulfilling the prophecy as we are
to its downfall. Because that fulfillnent, once achi eved, means
the annihilation of nmy race." Tynstar's voice was harsh. "An
I'hlini qu mahlin, Donal\al5linstituted by the Cheysuli."

Donal shook his head. "The prophecy says nothi ng of
anni hilation. It speaks of a Mijhar of all blood uniting four
warring realnms and two magic races. |s that so horrible a
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fate?"

Tynstar's teeth showed briefly. "It means the ningling of
Cheysuli blood and Ihlini, Donal. It nmeans the swall owi ng of
our races and a merging of the power. No nore indepen-

dence. No nore\alb5lapartness. The I hlini and Cheysuli wll die

out, drowned in each other's blood."

Gods . . . tell nme heis wong . . . Donal felt as if he had
been wal king in darkness all of his Iife. Blind. Deaf. Mite.
Yet now he coul d see and hear and speak. Tynstar had given
hi m si ght and hearing: Tynstar had | oosed his tongue.

But he did not speak. He lifted me sword and hurled it at
the image as if the blade were a spear

The ruby blazed a trail of incarnadine fire as it arced
downward toward the colum of flanme that housed Tynstar's

i mge. The sword fell, slicing through the fire like a scythe; a
ringed hand fl ashed up and sl apped the bl ade asi de. The

sword fell, point first, and stuck into the ground. There it
stood, sheathed in flane, |like a headpiece to a grave.

"No\ al51" Fi nn caught DonaPs armas he started forward
blindly.

"Wait you\al5l" Carillon whispered.

The ruby flickered. Tynstar, smling, reached down to
Jenni f er Roberson
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touch the stone with a single finger. Again, it flickered. Then
it turned to bl ack-

Tynstar |aughed. "Shall | nake it mne? | have only to

shut nmy hand around the hilt. | will take it into ny hands and
caress the shining blade\al5luntil the runes are w ped away.

And then Hal e*s sword will be nothing but a sword, intended

for any man, even a common soldier." He reached down,
threatening languidly; one finger touched it, another; the palm
slid down to rest against the grip.

"MP!'" Donal cried.

And then, as Tynstar sought to shut his hand upon the hilt,
the ruby bl azed up again.

The T hlini cried out. He snatched back his hand instantly;
Donal heard his breath hissing in startled conprehensi on

But the hand stretched out again. It lifted. Paused. Consid-
ered. The silver ring winked in the sorcerous flanes.

Tynstar scribed a rune in the air and split the darkness
apart.

NI NETEEN
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M
|-y lord ... nmy lord\al51"

Hands caught at his shoulders, urging himto rise. Donal,
mourn tasting of dirt and flanme, realized it was Sef.

"My lord\al5lplease ... are you hurt?"

He t hought perhaps he was. H s head was filled with a
darkness rimred by colored |ight. Sets voice was distant,
fogged, distorted by the humring in Donal's ears. Even the
hands on his clothing did not seemreal

"My lord!" Sef cried in desperation. "Please\al5lget up\al5l"
Slow y, Donal rolled onto his'side, then pressed hinself

n upward. He sat on one hip, braced against a stiffened arm
S. Squi nting against the brilliance in his head, he tried to see
A Sets face.

Abruptly, he recalled what had caused his present condi -
tion. He jerked around, drawing his |l egs beneath himas if
! preparing to | eap- Splayed fingers pressed agai nst di e ground;

A the other hand half drew ne long-knife at his belt.

| - But nmere was no eneny. Were Tynstar had been was only
e a charred patch of smoking ground, and the sword.

The sword- Still it stood upright, though tilted, sheathed in

the earth fromwhich it drew power. The noon, clean and
unobscured once nore, flooded ne hilltop with silvered light.
The rune-ki ssed bl ade shone with an eerie |um nance. The
ruby, cradled in its golden prongs, was a crimson beacon in
the ni ght.

"My lord?" Sef whispered.
Donal canme out of his crouch. He rose slowy, aware of a
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faint tingling nunbness in his bones. But he did not approach
the sword. He | ooked instead for the others.

Lorn stood but two or three paces away, |egs spraddl ed as

he shook his coat free of dirt and debris. Taj still spiraled in
the air. Evan was sitting upright, spitting out dirt and nutter-
ing of Lodhi and sorcerers. Finn stood even as Donal rose.

He went at once to Carillon and put down a hand to him Just

as Rowan arrived

"Carillon\al51!" In his urgency, Rowan nearly shoul dered
Finn out of the way. "My |ord?"

Finn did not give ground. Hs very silence transnmitted
itself to Rowan, who\al5lbending down to aid Carillon\al5lgl anced
up at himinirritated inpatience.

Wat ching them both as Carillon sat up and brushed his
clothing, Donal was struck by their eerie resenblance. In the
moonl i ght the differences in their faces were set aside. A
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Cheysul i resenbl ed one another, but sone nore than others.

They are alike in nore than appearance. Donal thought.
Both of them serve the Mijhar. Finn nmay have given up his
rank as liege man to Carillon, but the loyalty is still there.

He saw the nmonentary flash of possessiveness in Rowan's
eyes. No, he had not taken Finn's place when the oath had
been broken; no man could. But he had made a new pl ace at
Carillon's side, and Donal knew he was i ndi spensabl e. Fac-
ing Finn, it would be difficult for Rowan to give way.

"Get nme up fromhere!" Carillon said testily, and caught
Rowan' s out stretched hand. Donal saw how Finn renmai ned
very still a nonment, and then noved a single step away.

Rel i nqui shing the service yet again . . . Donal saw the pain
graven deeply in Carillon's face; nme taut starkness of his
expression and the incredibly tight set of his jaw Like Don-
al's; tike everyone else's, his face was sneared with traces of
ash. Moisture glittered on Carillon's brow, and Donal real -
ized it was the sweat of unbearabl e pain.

Andyet he bears it. . . Donal noved to himat once, "M
Il ord\al51Carillon . . . how do you fare?"

Briefly, Rowan's teeth were bared in a feral, possessive
snarl. "How does he fare? Look at him Donal! How do you
fare after what Tynstar did?"

"Enough." The word issued hoarsely fromCarillon. He
stood nearly erect as they surrounded him allow ng the pain
no opportunity to swallow hi mwhol e. One handed rested on

LEGACY OF THE SWORD
241

Rowan's shoulder as if in placation; Donal saw how t he

sinews stood up against the flesh of Carillon's hand and knew
he clutched the shoul der for support. "Tynstar is\al5lgone. Let
us go as well: down fromnis hill to our pavilions. Tonor-

row, I do not doubt, we will be tested by the Solindish."

"He sought to slay us," Donal said. "Who is to say he
will not do it again?

Carillon's eyes were couched in brackets of strain. "That

was not an attenpt to slay us. That was his manner of

| eave-taki ng. No doubt he m ght have tried to slay us, but the
sword prevented that.'' A fleeting grinmace crossed his face as
he gl anced back at the shining sword- "Hale's bl ade begins

to serve its naster.'

Donal shivered once. "No. That sword is yours."

Set, standing between Donal and Evan, w enched his head
around to stare. "That's the magi ¢ sword?"

Donal | ooked at himsharply. "Wat are you saying, Sef?"

The boy shrugged sel f-consciously. "lI\al51l've heard it's got
magic init. There's a story around Homana- Mij har that it'l|

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (198 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:39 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt
be your sword, and when it is\al5l1"

"Enough!" Donal cut himoff with the sharp Cheysul

gesture. "There are better things to do with your time than
listen to stories. Go on, Sefl\al5lgo back to canmp. Is there
not hing for you to do?"

Col or nmoved through the boy's face. For a nonment his
vitality dinmed, then cane rushing back. He flicked a gl ance
at the Mujhar with his odd, uncanny eyes, then | ooked di-
rectly at Donal. "But they say the sword was nade for you."

Donal ' s bones tingled. H s head ached. He glared at Sef

t hrough eyes that burned from snoke and flanme. He pointed
at the sword. "Then go and fetch it, Sef, and see what
nonsense you nouth."

Sef shrank back. "No! / can't touch it!"

"Do not be foolish, Sef." Donal, still sonewhat disori-
ented, felt his patience slipping. "What is to keep you from
touchi ng the sword?"

"I't\alb5lit might stop ne." He shrugged. "Sonehow. It m ght.
You don't know it wouldn't." Furtively he | ooked at the

sword. "It's a magic sword, nmy lord. It isn't nmeant for a boy
li ke nme."
"Donal ." Carillon's voice, with the snap of command in
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it. "Fetch die sword yourself. | have no nore tinme to waste
on Tynstar and his tricks."

The Muj har turned away. Wth Rowan's aid he rmade his

way down fromthe crest of the scorched hill and wal ked
through his gathered army, speaking quietly to frightened
men. Finn and Evan were sil houetted agai nst the horizon,
lighted only by the noonlight. Lomwaited as well, and Taj,
still drifting in me heavens.

Donal turned from Sef to fetch ne sword. The bl ade was
hal f-buried in charred earth. He reached down, clasped ne
hilt and tugged.

At once he felt again the thrumming of life in bones and
muscl es; the pronise of power and strength. Gods . . . is nis
what has kept Carillon strong all these years as his body
decayed™ A sword\al51?

He pulled it free of the earth. The bl ade was perfectly

cl ean, unbl enished by ash or dirt. The runes seened to
withe upon the steel -

In the silvered darkness, Sefs pale face was al nbst trans-

lucent. "Hale's sword,"” he said, "is not neant for such as
me. "
"This sword," Donal said deliberately, "is neant for any

man who can wield it."

"Ch?" Finn's voice held a faniliar undertone of irony.
"I's that why it warded us agai nst Tynstar?"
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Evan shook his head. "In Ellas, magic is limted to such
things as sinple tricks and potions, or to the harpers of
Lodhi. You have seen Lachlan's power. But\al511 have never
seen anything like ms."

Donal | ooked down at the sword. In his hand, the grip was
warm The ruby bl azed bright red. "Nor have |." He could
deny the sword no longer. And so he turned and left nme hill.

The pavilion held two cots, two stools, one chair, a tiny
three-1egged table. Tripod braziers stood in tw of the cor-
ners. The fabric was pale saffron. The candl elight, thrown
agai nst the sides, painted me interior burnt gold, pale cream
and ivory. It reninded Donal of the Wnb with all its nmarble
lir.

He sat in the chair. Beside himslunmped Lom sl eepy-eyed
in the glow of fat white candles. Taj perched precariously on
Donal ' s chairback: he could feel the meticul ous bal ance of
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the falcon. In front of himstood the table, and set on the

kni fe-scarred wood was the sword. No nore did the ruby

bl aze, but neither was it black. It was the rich bl ood-red of a
Cheysuli ruby, no nore, no less\al5lyet full of significance.

"In the clans, it is held a Cheysuli-mde sword has a life

of its own when matched with the proper master. | have heard

of others nmade for foreign kings and princes because of all

the legends ... but this one\al5lthis one Hal e nmade for Shai ne.
I know the story. It was Shaine who gave it to Carillon when
he becane Prince of Homana ... it has been his weapon for
years and years. It is a part of the tales they tell about him
And now he thrusts it upon nme, says it is mne\al5l"

Evan, sprawl ed inel egantly across the cot, shrugged. He
held a cup of wine in his hand. "Perhaps it is. Does it matter
so much?"

"Aye, Cheysuli do not use swords."
Evan snorted, "Then what is the use of naking thenP"

"W do not, now. Wen the qu' mahlin was declared, no

| onger did we make weapons with which to armthe Homanans."
Faintly, he frowned. "If\alblif it is true Hal e nade that sword
for me\al51lwhy? | am Cheysuli."

"And Homanan, are you not?"

Donal shifted in his chair, disturbing the falcon. Taj repri-
manded himgently. "Aye," he said grimy. "But none of
me wants that sword."

"And if Carillon leaves it to you?"

"1 will not use it,"” Donal declared. "Never will | fight
with it. There is ny knife, nmy bow al5leven fir-shape. Wy
would 1 want a sword?'

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (200 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:39 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt
Evan smled. "Just because you don't want it, does not
mean it wasn't neant for you."

Donal ‘s smile was wyly crooked. "You sound al nost |ike
a warrior discussing his tahlnorra."

Evan drank for a noment, then shifted his posture to sit

more upright. "Well, every man has a fate. Sonme nen nake
theirs. | may not be Cheysuli, but | ama son of Lodhi\al51for
all 1 may not seem so."

"The Al -Father," Donal said wyly. "Is it true you Ell asians

believe he sired all of you?"

"Well, He did not precisely lie with ny |ady nother, if
that is what you nean." Evan grinned and drank again. "But
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aye, in a way. He did. You see, Lodhi lay with a single
mortal woman, and fromthat union sprang Ellas."

Donal, losing interest, |ooked again at die sword. He rubbed
absently at his chin. "This sword is Carillon's\al51" Abruptly,
he rose. He snatched up the sword and went out of the

pavilion, ignoring Sets startled question as ne boy rose up
fromhis mat outside the doorflap. Donal ignored everyone as
he strode through the encanpnent; he was intent upon his

m ssi on.

Carillon's crimson tent stood apart fromthe others. Tall
wooden stave torches had been thrust into the earth around the
pavilion to bathe it with light. Shadows flickered agai nst the
crimson fabric; Donal saw there were no guards

No guards\al51?
And then he heard the Miujhar's startled cry of pain.

Donal ran. He felt the grip settle nore confortably into his
palm His fingers found ridges neant to cradle his bones; the
remai ni ng space beckoned his other hand. The netal was

warm alive; he could feel the power rising. It bled into his
body and spread to fill the very nmarrow of his bones. He

al nost wanted to fight.

H s free hand ripped aside the crinson doorflap. Automati -
cally it dropped the fabric and went unerringly to the hilt,
closing around the gold. He felt the blade rising, rising,
incredibly light in his hands and yet substantially weighted as
wel | . The bal ance was perfect. The sword was a part of his
body, an extension of his hands, his arms, his mnd\al51

\al51"No! " he shouted as he saw nme man bendi ng over
Carillon's body in the cot.

Candl el i ght flashed off the blade. The reflection struck ful
across the man's face as he turned; Donal saw a haze of gold
and bl ack and bronze. And eyes- Yellow eyes, staring back at
Donal

The blow faltered. Hi s arns sagged. Donal let the weight
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drop down, releasing his left hand so that the sword dangl ed
limply fromhis right. "By the gods, su'fali... | might have
had your head\al51"

"And regretted it later, no doubt." Finn straightened. H's
hands were enpty. But he stood at Carillon's bedside, and
the Muj har was cl early unconsci ous-

"What are you doi ng?" Donal denmanded in alarm "What
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is wong with Carillon?" He noved closer to the cot, fingers
clenching the sword hilt. "Gods\al5lhe is not dead\al51"

"No." Finn glanced down at the Mijhar's slack face.
"No, not yet."

"Yet ?" Donal stopped beside the cot, but he did not | ook
at Carilion. He stared instead at Finn. "You do not nean\al51"

**\al5ll nean he has little tinme," Finn said flatly. "Are you
blind, Donal, to say you do not know it?"

"But\al5lbut he is so strong\al5l" Donal gestured with his
enpty | eft hand. He rul es\al51'

"\al51stolen time," Finn said, and his voi ce had roughened a

little. "Tynstar took it from himal51l have stolen it back. A
little. Not enough. But\al5las with all things, it carries a price."
He | ooked down at Carillon. "Donal\al5lare you prepared to be

Muj har ?"

"No!" It burst out of himinstantly. "No, su'falil\al5lno."
"Have you | earned nothing from Carillon?"

At |ast, Donal |ooked down at the man who rul ed Homana.

He saw how the flanes overlay the face and enphasi zed t he

sl ackness of the flesh, the bani shment of the strength inherent
in Carillon's bones. The beard had silvered, thinning, so that
the line of the jaw was visible- The hair, fallen back fromhis
face, no longer hid the fragility of his tenples; Donal saw
clearly the holl ows of age, the upstanding threading of veins,
the prom nent bones of the nose. '

But it was not the face that shocked Donal. It was the

| eat her that had been w apped around Carillon's naked torso.

Stiff leather, laced together; it held his spine perfectly straight,
al nost too straight. Straps ran over both broad shoul ders. The

| eat her bracers, which Donal had al ways believed were nere

cuffs providing sone neasure of support, were reinforced

with netal.

"Years ago, when the disease began to tw st his spine and
shoul ders, he had that made." Finn's tone was expression-
less. "It allows himto resenble a man i nstead of a blighted
tree. It allows himto hold the sword you have just returned."”

He is dying. | see it, nowal51 "Cods!" Donai whi spered.
"Ch, su'falilalblsay it is not true."
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"I will not lie to you."

Donal felt pain knot up his belly, rising to fill chest and
throat. "Is there nothing you can do?"
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"l have done it." The tone was mnutely unsteady, yet
tight, controlled. "I gave himtetsu root."

Donal bl anched. "How rmuch?"

Finn's snmite | acked hunmor. "Enough to do some good.
And it has. He has been\al5lbetter\al51si nce the wedding."

Donal felt a chill. ~Su' falilal5ltetsu root is deadly."

"So is growing old." Finn | ooked down at Carillon's
unconsci ous body. "It was his choice, Donal. 1 did not force
him | did not hide it in his wine. |I sinply told himabout
tetsu and what it could do for him He said he woul d take the
risk."

"Ri sk? There is no risk! Tetsu always kills." Donal ges-

tured enptily again. "Have you known a man to set it aside

once he has begun drinking it regularly? / have not. Every
warrior who desires it has taken it once, then twi ce, and soon
enough there is no stopping it, not until the root slays. By ne
gods, su'fali, you have given himover to death!"

"l have | essened sone of his pain," Finn declared. "For
him | could do no |ess."

Donal stared at the Mujhar. Al't the grief welled up and

made himfeel helpless. Carillon was dying nore quickly than
was natural. Tynstar had seen to that. But Finn, in a fina
obscene service perforned by a loyal |iege nan, had nade it
nmore i medi at e.

"How | ong?" he whi sper ed.

**A npnth. Two. Perhaps a little longer." Finn | ooked

down at his friend. "What Tynstar did toni ght destroyed
many of Carillon's defenses. His will has been such that he
woul d not give in to disease or drug. But now al5ltine is
runni ng out."

Donal tried to swall ow down the swelling in his throat.
"Does\ al5ldoes he know it?"

"He knows it."

Donal | ooked down. He would not cry before his uncle, who
woul d have no tol erance for such things. Instead, he stared
hard at the sword. In his hands the ruby gl owed, catching the
candlelight; the ranpant |ion seened to nove upon the hilt.

"Do not tell himl know," he said, barely above a whis-
per. "Do not tell himl came." Miutely, he held out the bl ade
to Finn. "Say 1 sent a servant with the sword."
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Finn relieved himof the weapon. "Ja' hai," he said. "Ja' hai,
cheysu, Mij har."
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"Not yet," Dona! said. "Ch, no ... not yet. Not while
Carillon breathes."

"He will breathe a little longer," Finn said, "but one day
he will stop. And you will hold the throne."

" 'Su'fatil\al5ldo not."

"Do not what? Speak the truth?" Finn did not snile.
"You will have to accept it, Donal. It is for this you were
born."

Donal | ooked at Carillon. And then he turned away.

TVENTY

D<

"onal gasped at the inpact of bodies neeting. The Sohndi sh
sol di er wei ghed nore heavily on himthan he had expected.

He reached in, thrusting a forearm against the nman's sword
hilt, and drove the blade off course. The tip of the sword
hovered, then drifted back near his ribs; he | eaned away,
pivoting fromthe hips, and took a firnmer grasp on the |ong-
knife in his right hand.

He thrust. The tip struck leather-and-ringmail, catching in
steel circles linked together. The bl ade scraped; a screech of
subtl e protest. Donal wrenched it away and thrust yet again.
Upward this time, beneath the Solindi shnan's arm He sought
the vul nerable, unmailed flesh of the arnpit.

The gap\al5lthere.’

The blade slid in. He felt it catch on | eather, slow ng, then
di ggi ng deeper into flesh, where there was | ess resistance.
The entire length of the blade sank in; he tw sted.

The Solindish soldier cried out. Hi's sword wavered in his

hand, then fell free altogether. Blood punped out of the nan,
flooding his side and painting his ringmail red. Donal felt the
war m wet ness fl ow down to wash across his hand, his arm
dripping fromhis el bow

As the man sagged, the knife went with him The hilt

sl i pped out of Donal's bl ood-sneared hand. He followed it
down, bending to regain the weapon; as he caught the hilt
once nore, he heard Evan's warning cry.

"Donal ! 'ware sword!"

He dropped to one knee, ducking instantly. The whistle of
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a bl ade near one ear told himhow cl ose he had conme to

losing his head. A wench freed the knife at last; he tw sted,
spi nning on the knee, and canme up offensively, slipping
beneath the swi nging sword. One hand caught the soldier's
wist, the other thrust again with Cheysuli |ong-knife.

Again, blade net ringmail. Cursing inwardly, Donal tried
to draw back and thrust again. But this man brought up a
knee in an attenpt to catch himin the groin.

He twi sted and caught the blow on the thigh- He grunted as
the inpact nearly knocked himdown; grimy, he stood his
ground and | evel ed a vicious knife swi pe at the Solindish
sol dier. The swordsman's reach was greater, but the nmaneu-
ver nonet hel ess took himby surprise. He junped back in-
stinctively and |l eft Donal free of the sword.

Donal backed away”™ First one step, then another. And

then, as the soldier prepared to follow, he flipped the knife in
his hand and threw it with a snap of his wist that sent the

bl ade slicing through the tough | eather collar at the nan's
throat and through it, into the flesh beneath.

He turned. Evan, he saw, had engaged yet another sol dier.
The field was rilled with men: Homanans, Cheysuli, Soli ndish.
Those of the clans he knew by their h'r-gold and yel |l ow eyes;

t he Homanans and Sol i ndi sh, save for blazons on their tunics,
he could not tell apart. In the .mdst of battle, one griny,
bl ood- st ai ned face | ooked very much |ike another

Fromthe comer of his eye he saw a flash of nuted gol d,
feathers blurred in flight- Taj, stooping, scythed through the
air. Donal watched hi mchoose his target: the swordsman

who confronted Evan. The Solindi shman, intent upon his

El | asi an prey, never saw the bird. Taj closed talons on |eather
gauntlets, slicing through to rend fl esh and nuscl e.

"Hah!" Evan cried as the man staggered back, sword
falling fromwunded hands. "M thanks, Donal!"

"Not ny doing," Donal returned. But the conversation

went no further. A dying Solindishman, falling at Donal's
feet, struck a final blow Knife blade flashed in the sunlight
of midaftenoon; tip bit through the | eather of Donal's |eft
boot and into flesh, cutting to the bone. Donal, staggering
back, wenched hinself free of the knife. But not before he
realized he had | ost nobst of his nobility.

He hopped back again, favoring the wounded | eg. Curses
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filled up his mnd and nouth; teeth gritted, he hobbl ed away
fromthe dying man.

Lir, It was Lorn, shoring up his side. Lir, seek help.
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Not yet, he answered, testing the leg. / can still stand well
enough.

He sheat hed his bl oodied knife. Quickly he unstrapped his
conpact Cheysuli warbow, pulled an arrow fromthe quiver

and nocked it, seeking out a target. But even as he raised the
bow, preparing to let fly, he snmelled the stink of sorcery.

Tynstar\al51? he wondered vaguely.

But there had been no sign of the Bilini since the battle had
begun.

Fog. Fingers of it, violet, drifting along the ground. And
men, alnost instantly, the fog thickened. Stretched. Swal -
| owed up the field,

He coul d see nothing. His eyes were filled with haze. The
snell of it, sickly sweet and cloying, coated his tongue, and
he bent to spit it out- Danp, nal odorous arns seened to

twi ne around his neck, putting fingers into his ears. He was
cold, wet, nauseatingly sickened by the snell.

"Donat! Lodhi\al51there are denobns\al51"

Evan's voice, raised in honest horror- Donal turned, stag-
gering one one leg, and tried to locate his friend. But the
vapor was like clay, sealing up his eyes. They burned. They
teared. He cursed.

Lir? Lir\alb51?

Here, Lom s voice sounded distant, swallowed up by the
fog. Lir\al5lthis is the Ihlini's doing."

Donal put away his arrow and the bow. Neither could help
hi m now. Taj ? he asked.

Above, ne falcon answered. Lir\al5lit is everywhere\al51ll can
see no sky\alb5l

"Evan! ** Donal shouted. "Tell ne where you are!"

There was no answer. In the depths of the heavy fog Dona

could hear other voices, all nmuffled, all indecipherable. But
the tones were clear enough. Fear. Horror. Blind, unreason-
ing terror.

" 'Evan!''’

"Denons! " Evan shouted. And nen the El| asi an screaned

Lir, go to Evan, Donal ordered, hobbling through the
choki ng mi st.

/ cannot even find you, Lomretorted. But then the wolf
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| oomed up through the fog, a solid ruddy shape in the perva-
sive violet shroud. Lir, you are |inping.
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Aye, Donal agreed. He felt safer with the warnth of the
wol f agai nst one knee. CGods\al5lwhere is Evan\al51?

Here, sent Taj. To your right by seven steps.

Seven steps. Donal hobbled. It took himnore than seven
steps. But at |ast he saw the body, belly down, spraw ed
agai nst the ground.

"BEvan!" Fear shot through him He dropped to both knees,
ignoring the pain in his leg, and put one hand on Evan's
shoul der.

The El |l asian prince cane up fromthe ground in a twi sting,
convul sive lunge. H's blue eyes were wide in a pale face, his
mouth agape in fear. But a knife in his hand, and he nearly
thrust with it.

Donal fell back, sprawling on his runp against the earth.
"Evan\ al5lwait you\al5l"

Bream rasped in Evan's throat. He stopped hunched, |egs
spread, nearly swaying on his feet. "Donat?" He peered
uncertainly. "Lodhi\alblis it .vow?"

"I," Donal agreed. It felt better to sit than to stand.
"What denons do you nean?"

The knife shook a little. "There was one. There was. It

came at nme out of the fog ... Lodhi!\al5lbut what a vile,

horrid stinking thing it was! It had no nouth\al5lno eyes ... it
was a slimy, foul, wetched tentacted thing\al51" Evan shud-
dered. "It wapped itself around nmy head and nearly snoth-

ered ne\al51" He turned his head and spat upon ne ground.
ALodhi\al51l can still taste the horrid thing!"

"But nowit is gone?" Donal had seen nothing. He thought
it likely the demons were illusion called up by the Buini for
those of the eneny who were not Cheysuli.

Evan sucked in a steadying breath. "Gone. | thought\al5l
when you touched ne\al51l thought it had cone again. But now
even ne fog is clearing.” Evan | ooked down at Donal. "You
are hurt."

Donal gl anced down at the torn, bloodied | eather of his
boot. "A slice. Nothing nore."

Evan knelt, putting away his knife, and peel ed aside the
leather. In the flesh of Donal's shin, not far above the ankle,
was a deep, clean-edged cut. "To the bone, and beyond. You

are fortunate the bone is whole." He reached out and caught
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Donal ‘s el bow. "Cone up. | will see you to a chirurgeon's
tent."

Donal gl anced around as he fought to regain his bal ance.
"The battle seems to be ended. | see both sides wthdraw ng."

"But no victory, I will wager." Evan steadi ed Donal's
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progress. "How nuch longer will this Solindish folly
conti nue?"

"In two nonths, we have got nowhere,"” Donal said.
"Nei ther side has won. Who is to say how nmuch | onger this
will go on?"

"Aye," Evan agreed grimy as Lorn trailed Donal. "W
have the Cheysuli, but the Solindish have Tynstar and his
m ni ons. The advantages are cancelled."”

Donal sighed, w ncing as novenent jarred his aching | eg.
"W will win, Evan ... the gods are on our side."

The Ell asian snorted. "Aye. And no doubt the Solindish
claimthe sane thing\al5ljust that their gods are different."

Donal gritted his teeth. "Let us cease discussing war."

"Aye!" Evan agreed. "Wiy speak of war when there are
worren in the worl d?"

Regardl ess of his pain, Donal had to snile.

Carillon canme in as the arnmy chirurgeon tied the last silken
knot of the stitches in DonaPs | eg. Donal hinself was too
intent on locking his teeth against the pain to pay nuch
attention to the Mijhar, but he was aware of Carillon's entry.

"Not serious, then?" the Mijhar asked.

The chirurgeon shook his head. "Hardly, ny lord. It wll
hanper hima little, but should heal well enough.”

"Good." Carillon's bulk bl ocked nost of the sunlight
fromthe open doorflap. "Runors said you had nearly |lost the
leg."

"No\ al51t hough it feels like it now " Donal scow ed at the
ehirurgeon as he bound the calf with tight |inen bandages -

"Do you think you will need a crutch?" inquired Evan in
nmock solicitude

Knots tied off, Donal brushed the chirurgeon aside with a
muttered word of thanks. Then he glanced up at Carillon
"My |ord\al51"

H's words trailed off. He was faced again with the advanc-
ing age of the Mijhar; with the know edge of what Finn had
done to him And Carillon's wllingness.
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"Aye?" Carillon waited.

"No," Donal nuttered, |ooking away. "Nothing."
"Courier!" called a voice. "Courier for the Miyjhar!"
Carillon turned back toward the entrance. "Here!"

A nonment | ater a young man in royal livery bowed before
the Mujhar. "My lord\al5lnessages for you and the Prince of
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Homana. "

Carillon accepted them Like Dona! and Evan, he was

obvi ously weary, clothing torn and bl oodi ed. Hands soiled by
the dirt of sweat and boiled | eather closed around the scrolls,
and Donal saw again the |eather bracers at his wists

"Yours." Carillon passed one over

Donal , frowning, broke the crinson seal. He read the two
brief lines and the signature, and felt the cot shift beneath his
wei ght .

He becane aware, suddenly, that Carillon was denmandi ng
to know what was wong. His face nmust show what he felt.
When he coul d, Donal |ooked up and net the anticipatory
eyes. "Aislinn, ny lord. She has miscarried of a son.”

For a long nonent Carillon stood unnmoving in the sunlight

as it slanted inside the tent. But then he reached out and
caught the parchnment from Donal's hand, nearly tearing it in
half. He read it, and then he shut his eyes.

Slowmy, so slowy, one hand crunpl ed the nessage. The
parchment crackled in the silence. Donai saw how the fingers
spasnmed, shutting, and how the callused, grinmy hands took

on the aspect of a corpse's.

The Muj har expelled a breath that hissed upon the air. H's
eyes, when he opened them again, were filled with a quiet
desperation. "I amsorry," he said at last. "The | oss of an
unborn son . " He did not finish the sentence.

Donal felt the kindling of distant grief into sonething very
real. A son unborn ... It had happened once before, when
Sorcha had m scarried his first child. lan and |Isol de had come
into the world safely, and he had grown conpl acent. He had

t hought Ai slinn would bear hima healthy child; he had not
considered a | oss. He had not thought of what it neant to | ose
an heir.

"My lord\al51" Donal stopped and cleared his throat. "My
| ord\al51Ai slinn says she is recovered. She says she does well
enough. "

"Aye. For which | thank the gods." Carillon | ooked at the
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scroll given to him "Perhaps this is fromAislinn as well\al51
perhaps there was sonething nore she wi shed to say\al51" He
broke the seal, read the nessage, then stared blindly at them
all.

"My lord\al51?" Donal nearly rose

Carillon turned away fromthem He stepped into the open-
ing and shouted for Rowan. He said nothing at all until the
general canme, and then his words | acked all cerenony.
"Csric," he said clearly. "Gsric of Atvia invades through
the port of Hondarth."

"Osric\als1l/" Donal blurted.
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Rowan hardly glanced at him "He means, then, to march
on Mijhara while we dally here with Tynstar."

"Aye." Carillon sighed in utter weariness. "To protect
one we risk the other."

"There is no other way," Rowan said flatly. "You nust,
my lord."

The Muj har nodded. "He has been stopped a week out of
Hondarth, on his way to Mij hara\al51just this side of the fen-
| ands. The domestic troops hold himfor now, but for how

| ong?"

Rowan's tunic was stained and torn. The ranpant |ion

hung in tatters. "W are a nonth's nmarch out of Mij hara.
Csric is only a week away fromthe city. My |ord\al5lwe nust
go now. "

"And |l ose Solinde entirely." Carillon grimy crunpled the
message. "That nmay be Tynstar's plan. Can you not see him
Rowan? He suggests to Gsric the tine is now al5lthe Atvian
sails to Hondarth while we westle here with Tynstar. Faced
with no arnmy to gainsay him Osric takes Hondarth and

mar ches toward Mij hara. Once he overcones what few do-
mestic troops there are, he has trapped us between Tynstar
and hinself: a grub between two stones." He turned to
Donal . "Do you understand what we nust do?"

Donal felt a hollowness in his belly. "W nust stop them
bot h, somehow\ al51Tynstar as well as Gsric."

Evan frowned. "My lord\al5lif you were to shift your warhost
from Solinde to Homana, would you lose this realmentirely?"

"Wth Tynstar here?\al5lof course." Carillon | ooked at Donal
"Tel! nme what we should do."

Dona! stared down at the earthen floor of the infirmary
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tent. "We fight on two fronts, nmy lord. W split the army in
hal f."

"Qur only chance, and a desperate one." Carillon turned
back to Rowan. "Speak to the other officers and the clan-

| eaders as well. W will |eave half the army here\al51l want the
Cheysuli here to fight the Ihlini\al5lwhile the rest of us go to
Csric. Rowan, you will cone with ne to Mijhara." He cast

Donal a level glance. "And you. But you wilt remain in
Muj hara only a week or two, and then return here to com
mand the army."

"Carillon\al5lno\al51" That from Rowan, even as Donal thought
to echo the identical words. "He is unschooled in warfare
and the | eading of nen. Leave ne here instead."

"You | take with nme." The tone was i nfl exi bl e.

"Rowan has the right of it." Donal pushed hinself up
fromthe cot and rose, suppressing a grinmace of pain. "What
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do | know of |eading nen into battle?"

"These are veterans." Carillon's voice was harsh. "These

men do not require you to hold their hands. They will teach

you what there is to knowal5lit is time you | earned how to
conduct yourself as a soldier nust in order to survivel\al5land to
keep others alive as well."

"Then why send nme to Mij hara?" Donal denanded. "Wy
not | eave ne here?"

"Because Aislinn is in Mijhara." Carillon's face was
conpletely expressionless. "It is difficult to conceive a child
when man and wife are so nmany | eagues apart."

"By the gods\al51" Donal said raggedly. "She has only just
recovered! There is no decency to this\al51"

"There is no time for such things as decency in war,"
Carillon said baldly. "I have an heir; you do not. It is
necessary for you to nmake one." He turned back to Rowan
again. "Make certain ny half of the arny is prepared to
| eave in the norning."

"Ay, nmy lord Mijhar.'
brushed past him

Rowan stepped aside as Carillon

"He is gone mad," Donat said hoarsely. "By the gods\al511l
t hi nk he has\al51"

Rowan raised his brows. "What nadness is there in trying
to hol d Homanalal5land in serving the prophecy?”

"Li ke thts\al51T
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"If this is what it takes." Rowan did not smle. "Be ready
toride in the norning."

The borderl ands of Solinde did not have the varied beauty

of Homana. The land was flat, and |ow, scrubby trees barely
broke the straight line of the horizon; to Donal it |ooked as
though it stretched forever

A barren, dismal place . . . fitting for the Ihlini

He and Carillon rode out ahead of the army bound for

Homana. Not far. Just barely out of eyesight- Rowan had
protested the | ack of escort regardless, but Carillon had over-
ruled him

The Mujhar rode in silence. Donal, watching himwth

subtl e, sidelong glances, saw how the norning sun glinted off
the silver of his hair. He wore few ornaments to mark his

rank: his ring and a collar brooch of gold and enerald. His

cl ot hing was exceedingly sinmple: ringnail over a boiled |eather
hauberk. Bl ack breeches. Thi ghboots. Bracers banded with

sl ender ribs of steel.

CGods, what a man he is\al5lwhat a warrior still . . . would
that | could have known hi m before Tynstar stole his youth\al5l
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And what will they say of you? Taj asked, wheeling idly in
the air.

O me? Inwardly, Donal grimaced. That | could never be
Carillon's equal

Is that truly what you desire? Lorn asked from beside the
stallion. Did he not make his own way in the worl d\al5ljust as
you yourself will?

Aye. Donal sighed. What they say, | will knowin tinme. And
perhaps they will have the right of it after all

On the crest of arise. Carillon halted his horse. Still he sat
in silence, staring eastward toward Homana. Donal, waiting
beside him heard the buzz of a bee in the air.

"I thank you for coming with nme to this place,"” Carillon
said at last. "You m ght have refused."

"Refused you\al51?"

Carillon rubbed his beard thoughtfully. "Aye. You may
refuse ne, Donal. | have not stripped you of your freedom
entirely\alblit only seens that way."

The chestnut stallion stonped to di scourage a bot hersone
fly. Dust rose. Donal snelled the pungent tang of freshly
crushed plains grass. Absently, he tapped his nount with a
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heel and reprimanded himgently, urging himinto still ness.
"I't is\albidifficult to refuse you."

"Because that is what | wanted." Still Carillon stared
eastward. "But | amdone telling you what you nust be,
what you nmust say, how you nust behave. | am done | ocking
the shackl es around your wists." At last, he | ooked at
Donal . "1 have brought you here so 1 may ask your

forgi veness."

Donal started, frowning. "Forgiveness\al5l? From ne?"

"Aye," Carillon said gently. "Duncan |left me a chunk of

naked nmetal and | did ny best to shape it into a sword\al5leven
to tenpering it to ny liking, know ng what weight and

bal ance | desired. But | amno arns-master, and | may have
unwittingly set blemshes in the steel." H's nouth hooked

down in a brief ironic twist. "Now | seek to blood the bl ade
after keeping it sheathed for nearly sixteen years."

"My |ord\al51"

"I amsorry, Donal. | could offer you countless reasons

and excuses for what | have becone\al5land what | have done

to youlal5lbut | amfinished with that. | amfinished with\al51
much." H's brows twisted briefly; Donal heard the undertone

of despair in the steady voice. "I amsorry. 1 amsorry. For
you ... for Aislinn ... for the child that nust cone of

this." He |l ooked at his ruined hands as they clasped the
saddl ebow. "Last night | said there was no tinme for decency
in war. Perhaps | nmeant it then, but it is not true. War may be
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obscene, but it is also necessary. So is decency, if you are to
retain a nmeasure of humanity." H s faded bl ue eyes net and
held Donal's. "My wars are nearly over. It is you who wll

fight themfor nme, and eventually for yourself. | pray you do
it with the decency | denied . . . and the humanity you wl|
need. "

"Ru'shalla-lu," Donal said thickly. | pray the gods it may
be so.

Slowy Carillon smled. "Ja hai, Donal. Cheysuli i'halla
shansu. "

After a nonment, Donal put out his arm Their hands net
and locked in the firm Cheysuli clasp. "Accepted," he said.
"May there be Cheysuii peace upon you."

Carillon at |ast broke the clasp. "W had best go back to
the arny. Rowan will be worried."
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"As well he should be," agreed a sinuous voice. "Have 1
caught you two al one?"

Donal spun his horse even as Carillon mimcked him
Bef ore them unnounted, stood Tynstar. And with hi mwas
El ectra.

She | aughed. "W have taken them by surprise.”
Tynstar smiled. "I think we have nade them nute."

"No," Carillon said. "Hardly that. But | am surprised you
come to us here. The army is not so far."

"What | nmean to do will not take much tine," Tynstar
sai d benignly, "and whenever has an arny been able to
gai nsay nme?"

El ectra's cool gray eyes watched Donal. He felt the power
of her gaze. "You wanted Carillon, and now we have the
wolfling as well. WIIl you give himto nme, ny |ove?"

Donal felt a frisson slip down his spine. Apprehension
filled his belly. Lir\al51

What is there to do? Lorn asked wretchedly.

Taj circled in agitation. It is law, lir, our law, given by the
gods. W do not attack the Ihiini

Because we are bioodkin? For the first time, Donal won-
dered if Tynstar's fal sehood m ght hold sonme truth after all.
I's that why you keep the | aw?

Nei t her bird nor wol f answered.

Tynstar snmiled sweetly. "If you want him Electra, | wll
give himto you when | amdone with Carillon."

Donal straightened in his saddle. "If you think I will sit
idly by while you attack Carillon, you are a fool indeed."
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"Not a fool," Tynstar answered. "Merely\alSlpatient." He
rai sed a hand noncomittally. "For now, | do not desire
your nmeddling."

The Bilini flicked a single finger. A blow knocked Dona

of f his horse and into nothingness. He floated, bodil ess and
m ndl ess, knowi ng only fear and hel pl essness and a strange,
wild grief. Then he | anded agai nst me ground and all such
fleeting sensations were knocked utterly fromhis head, along
with the breath fromhis |ungs.

He struggled up on one elbow, trying to catch his bani shed
breath, and saw the tableau take |ife before him Taj flewin
circles, shrieking in desperation; Lorn tipped back his head
and how ed in despair.

Donal 's | eg throbbed. He sank his teeth into his lip, tried to
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rise, and found hinself fastened to the ground. He coul d not
nmove at all.

"You sent Gsric to Hondarth," Canlton chall enged.
"l take Homana how I can," the sorcerer agreed. "Wuld

you not do the same? You have | earned what it is to be
ruthless in order to get what you desire."

Carillon glanced back at Donal. I|ndecision and concern
showed briefly in his eyes. But the indecision faded; Dona
saw himsmile\lal5sl

\al5land set spurs to the flanks of his stallion.

Carillon rode at Tynstar. The I htini, unnmounted, was prey
to a galloping horse. He was prey to the sword the Mij har
drew.

But he nerely lifted a | anguid hand and split the air with
flane.

Concussi on knocked Carillon fromthe saddl e. Donal saw
the Muj har crash agai nst the ground, sword dropping free of
hi s hand-

Anot her gesture brought a bolt of |ightning |ancing out of
the sky. It blasted the ground around Carillon's sprawing
body, splattering himwith dirt.

"Slowy," Electra said. "Let himknow he dies."

"dd man," Tynstar said, "shall 1 release you from your
pai n?"

Slowy, Carillon pushed hinself to his knees. Donal saw

how hi s body trenbl ed, how the chest heaved in conplete
exhaustion. Dust filmed his face; part of his beard was burned
away.
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He sl unped. Slunping, his hands went to the ground.
Fi ngers splayed. El bows stiffened. He braced hinself with
every ounce of his waning strength.

CGods\ al51 Donal begged, do not let it end like this!
Failing, Carillon's body curled forward, slunping\al5l

\al51but did not fail. Instead, he jerked the knife fromhis belt
and hurled it through the air.

"No\al51l!" El ectra screaned
The knife went hone high in Tynstar's chest.

Carillon laughed. "Wose death today, Ihiini? Mne\al5lor is
it yoursT

Tynstar's right hand clawed at the hilt. A hissing exhal a-
tion poured frombetween his |lips. "Seker\al5l" he said,
"Seker\al511 call upon the Seker\al51"
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"What ?" Carillon asked, still kneeling on the ground.

"Do your powers begin to fade? Do you call upon your
god?"

"Seker\al51" Tynstar hissed. "I call upon the Seker\al51"

"Before a Cheysuli warrior?" Carillon clinbed unsteadily
to his feet. "I think the petition will fail."

Tynstar thruat his right hand upward into the air. The
fingers shook. "Asar-Suti!" he shouted. "/ sunmon you to
me. 91'

Carillon did not wait. He hurled hinself forward and cane
down near the forgotten sword. He rolled rapidly and thrust
his failing body upward, |leveling the blade in a vicious,
scyt hi ng sweep.

El ectra screaned. Tynstar's upthrust hand dropped linply
back at his side. He stood a nonment |onger, then buckled at
t he knees.

But his head struck the ground before his body did.

The scream went on and on. It sliced through Donal's head
like a blade, and then it stopped. Abruptly.

Ei ectra sinply stared.

Donal slowy got up. He | ooked at the severed neck. The
bl ow had been quite clean, no wasted effort.

Bl ood, thick and viscid, oozed slowy fromthe trunk. But
the color was not red, but deepest black

Carillon turned to Donal. "How do you fare?"
"He did not harmne, but\al51Carillon, |look to El ectra\al51l"

The Muj har spun around. But El ectra made no nove to
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attack. Instead, she wal ked unsteadily toward the decapitated
body and knelt beside it.

VWi te-blond hair spilled down her breasts and trailed into
the blood. Slowy, the blackness benighted the shining strands.
It stained the pale lilac of her gown.

"Electra." Carillon wal ked slowy toward his wife,
"El ectra\alblhe is dead."

She | eaned forward. She nopaned. She put her hands on the
bl oodi ed shoul ders of the body. She slid them down across
the torso in a norbid caress.

She jerked the knife fromthe chest\al5l
\al5land cane up, spinning, aimng for Carillon's belly\al51

\al5lin time to spit herself to the hilt of Carillon's waiting
swor d.
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"Such beauty .
Voi ce.

he whi spered in a ragged, hel pless

The knife dropped from her hand. Knees buckl ed. She fell
and Carillon caught her.

Carefully, he pulled the blade from her body. He set the

sword upon the ground. Then he shut the lids of her gray-pale
eyes and straightened her silken skirts. Her hands, still stained
with Tynstar's bl ood, he fol ded beneath her breasts. The

glorious hair, half-black, half-blond, he snoothed away from

her flaw ess face.

Carillon knell. Donal saw the bl oodstain spreadi ng beneath
El ectra's fol ded hands. Black. Black and thick and viscid.

Wth Tynstar dead\al5lwith Electra dead . . . is Aisiinn free
at last?

The Muj har rose. He took up the sword again. He turned to
face his heir- "You nmust go back. Return to the encanp-
ment. | must go on to vanqui sh Osriclal5ll will send your
regrets to ny daughter."

Donal stared. "But\al51ll thought you wished ne to go to
her."''

"I was wrong." He | ooked down at the body of his wife.
"Once, she must have been a wonan. A woman ... not a
witch." Slowy he sheathed his sword. He cl asped Donal's
shoul der, squeezing firmy, as if he were young again. "Co,
my lord. Wn back Solinde for ne."

Donal turned away. He nounted his chestnut stallion and
eased his throbbing leg into the stirrup. Taj perched on the
saddl ebow, Lom stood by his side. He turned westward,

toward the canp that lay so many mles behind them

But when he | ooked back he saw Carillon standing over the
bodies of his wife and the Ihlini
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As if he mourns them bot h\al51

TVENTY- ONE

\al87efs odd eyes were stretched wide in shock. "The denobn
i s dead?"

Donal sat on the edge of his cot and worried at his boot,
trying to strip it off wi thout causing nore pain to the injured
|l eg. Sef stood stock still in front of his master, not hel ping.

"Aye." Donal caught heel and toe and pulled, gritting his
teeth. "At last, we are free of Tynstar's plotting ... it may
be this war will end sooner than we hoped." His foot noved

in the boot. He tugged harder, grunting with effort. "Seflal5l
help nme with this. Stop gaping at ne like a fish."

Sefs usually efficient hands caught the boot clunsily and
pulled it off. "But you did not slay hinal51?"

"No. The Mij har did." Donal, frowning, felt at his band-
aged leg. "But it was El ectra who slew herself. Had she not
tried to slay Carillon, she would not now be dead." He

wi ggled his toes experinmentally. "So we arc rid of them
both."

"And now?" Sef asked. "Wat happens to all the other
I hlini\al5lthe ones who still fight here?"

"The race is still powerful,"” Donal told him "Al of them
clai m some neasure of the dark arts. But without Tynstar to

|l ead them | think perhaps we will have less trouble with
themall. Carillon cut the head fromthe serpent\al5lit may be
all the little snakelets will wiggle about in confusion, with no
know edge of how to strike." He stretched out carefully and

lay back on his cot. "Ru'shalla-tu."

262
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Sef, moving to the table to pour a cup of wine, twisted his
head to stare over his shoul der. "Wat do you say?"

"May it be so. AOd Tongue saying." Donal scrubbed the

heel of his hand across his forehead. "Gods, but when |

recall the sight of Tynstar's head falling fromhis body\al51"
For a monent, he shut his eyes and sumoned the vision

again. "And all the bl ackened bl ood\al51"

Sef spun around, nearly spilling the wine. "Bl ackened
bl ood! Tynstar's bl ood was bl ackT

"Bl ack and thick and heavy." Donal |evered hinself up on

one arm and accepted the cup of wine. "Electra's too\al51l" He
grimaced. "It is enough to give one nightmares." Abruptly,

he | ooked at Sef with his pale face and staring eyes. "Gods,
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am sorry. | should not have spoken so plainly."

Sef shrugged. "No. No, better |I know the truth . . ." He
shrugged again, as if to ward off the gooseflesh of fright.
"But\al5lwhat will happen now? Here\al51to us?"

Donal sipped. "W continue to battle. The Mijhar and his
portion of the arny will try to stop OGsric before he reaches
Muj har a\ al51here, we nust put a stop to the Solindish-Ihlini
uprising."

"Then\ al5lwe will stay here until this war is done\al5land then
return to Homana?"

Donal nodded as he swal |l owed down the wi ne. "Aye
Carillon has left me a task. | amto | ead these nen while he
confronts the Atvian."

"Then\ al510Csri c doesn't know t he denpbn has been slain.”
Sef frowned. "Does he?"

"No. Perhaps it will aid Carillon's canpaign\al5lhe will go
agai nst Osric knowing the sorcerer is dead, while Osric antic-
i pates Tynstar's help." Donal sniled. "A surprise for the

Atvi an\al5lone that should hel p our cause."

Sets voice was tentative. "Then\al5lthese are politics?"

Donai | aughed. "More |like strategies. But often enough
they appear to be one and the sane."

It was gloomy inside the tent. N ght had fallen; candles
illumnated the saffron interior of the pavilion and turned it
pal e ocher and dull gold. Evan had absented hinself to spend
time with one of his wonen; nost of the encanpnent cel e-
brated Tynstar's downfall. Donal had passed on the news
calmy enough, then retired to rest his throbbing | eg.
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"I will rest, Sef. If you wish to go out and celebrate with
the ot her boys, please yourself."

"My thanks." Sef had grown a little since joining Donal's
service, but he was still thin, still alnbst delicate. The sl eeves
of his tunic and shirt were too short now, bony wists protruded.

I nwardly, Donal smiled. Mre clothing, yet again. "You
may go, Sef. | will not need you again until the norning."

The boy grinned crookedly. "I will drink the cider, ny
|l ord\al51l will drink a toast to the victory over Tynstar!"

"Go." Donai waved a hand, and the boy ran out of the
tent.

He sipped his wine- He stared into the shadows and thought

of how he had come to be the victimof circunmstance. Nearly
twenty-four years before a child had been bomto a warrior
and his woman. Their freedom |ike the child' s, did not exist.
The gods had seen fit to give themall another fate.

Taj perched upon the chairback. He pipped softly, preening
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his feathers into perfection, hardly aware of Donal's pres-
ence. On the floor, next to the cot, lay Lom curled upon
rough matting, nose covered by the tip of his ruddy tail. He
twi tched, and Donal knew he dreaned.

He sighed. He stretched out to set the cup of wi ne upon the
table, and then he lay back, head pillowed on arns thrust
beneath his neck. He shut his eyes, and slept.

He dreaned. He saw a pal ace and a dais and a wonan
upon the dais. She was beautiful. She was deadly. She had
the power to twist his soul

Besi de her stood a man. Cloaked in black with a silver
sword hanging at one hip. In his outstretched hand gl owed a
violet rune. It danced. Subtly. Seductively. Prom sing nmany
t hi ngs.

From behi nd them came a girl. Hal f-woman, half-child,
trapped between youth and adul t hood. Like her nother, she
was | ovely, but her beauty was unfulfilled. Like her father,
she was strong, hut without a will the strength was bl unted.

"Donal ," soneone said, "Donal, you nust cone."

He frowned. None of the npuths had npved. The rune stil
danced in the sorcerer's hand.

"Donal \ a151r ouse yoursel f\al51"
A hand on his shoul der, and he was suddenly awake.
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Awake\ al51t he dream was bani shed. He blinked dazedly at Evan
and saw how t he sl eepy eyes were filled with grave concern.

He bent at once and picked up his boot, pulled it on with
effort. Evan waited, solemm-faced and silent. There was no
frivolity in his face; no hint of celebration

Donal rose, suppressing a grinmace of pain. "Is it better
told or shown?"

"Shown, " Evan said. "Wrds would not describe it."

Lir, Donal sunmoned, and they went with himout of the
tent.

Evan | ed himthrough the encanprment to a hollow in the

hills ringing the huddl ed tents. Not far. But away fromthe
bonfires and clustered soldiers who still celebrated Carillon's
victory over Tynstar.

The night was cool. The |light had changed; it was nearing
dawn. He had slept |onger than he intended.

He saw three nen standing at the edges of the hollow. Two
Homanan sentries. The other a Cheysuli.

Finn turned as Donal cane up with Evan. H's face, |ike the
others, was solem, etched with tension. But there was sone-
thing nore in the eyes. Sonething that spoke of a hope
destroyed.
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He put out a hand and halted Donal - "There is grief in it
for you."

Both sentries held flamng torches. Light hissed and fl ared,

shedding faulty illum nation. In the hollow, Donal saw shapes
huddl ed on the ground, spraw ed awkwardly in the macabre
dance of death. Qutflung arns, legs; |inp, questioning hands.

Faces, stricken with amazenent and terror. Open eyes, star-
ing into the heavens.

Boys, all of them

One of the sentries stirred. "My |ord\al5lthe others woul d
not have themat the fires. They said it was for nen to do,
wi t hout the conpany of boys. And so they came here to

cel ebrate on their own."

Donal counted the bodies. Fourteen that he could differen-
tiate fromothers. Fourteen boys who had run nessages be-
tween the captains and tended their noble |ords.

As Sef had-

Hi s head shapped around as he stared at Finn. "Is he
her e?"
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Mutely, Finn gestured to one of the spraw ed bodies. It
was nostly hi dden by anot her.

Donal went to the body and knelt. The flickering torchlight
showed hi m shadowed, ghostly faces; slack, childish nourns.
He gently noved the body off Sets |egs, then beckoned one
of the sentries over,

The torch was unmerciful. Sefs head was tw sted slightly,

so that his face was turned away. But his neck was bared, and
the cut in his throat showed plainly. Fromear to ear it
stretched. The ground was sodden with his bl ood.

Red bl ood, Donal thought. None of the blackened Ihlin
i chor\al51l "Fourteen boys," he said aloud. "Surely one of
them nust have heard the Sotindi sh comng."

"This was Ihlini-done,"” Finn told himgrimy.

Donal snapped his head around. "Are you certain? This
smells of raiders to ne."

"It is meant to. But see you this?" Finn held sonething
out .

Donal, frowning, took it fromhis uncle's hand. It was a
stone, a round, dull gray stone with a vein of black running
through it.

"An 1 hlini ward-stone,"” Finn explained- "Apart from me
other four, it is worthless. But it tells us who was here."

"Dr opped?" Donal rolled the stone in his hand. "Used to
make them hel pl ess\al5lsilencing their cries . . ." He | ooked
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again at Sef. Near one bent knee lay a flaccid w neskin.
Donat snelled the tang. Wne. not cider; boys had tried to
mmc nen.

Carefully, Donal closed the staring odd-col ored eyes. He
recalled Carillon performng the same service for Electra.
And then such grief welied up as to nearly unman hi m before
the others. "Gods\al51" he choked "\al5lwhy did it have to be
boys\ al51T

"Because they knew what it would do." Briefly, Finn
touched Donal's rigid shoulder. "I know what he was to you
I amsorry for what has happened.”

"To ne\al51?" Donal stared up at his uncle. "Wat of you?
What if he was your son\al5lor kin or sone other kind? Wat
then, su' faur 1

The scar junped once. "It changes nothing," Finn said
evenly. "The boy is dead."

"Dead," Donal echoed. Gently, he touched Sefs right
LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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wist. He felt the feathered band. He recalled how it was
meant to be a charm agai nst sorcery.

Cheysuli sorcery.

Deftly, Donal untied the knot in the | eather |ace on the
underside of the cool, linp wist. He took the band and
tucked it into his belt-purse.

Not strong enough, he told the nurdered boy. Was | not
charm enough agai nst the sorcery you fearecH

But nen, | ooking again at the fourteen bodies, he knew he
had not been.

Donal rose stiffly. He could not |ook at Finn. "W need a
burial detail."

The other sentry inclined his head. "My lord\al5ll will see to
it." Wth the torch smoking in his wake, the Homanan went
away.

PART |1
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‘onal stared gloomly out at the drowning world from

the open flaps of his saffron pavilion. It was | ate evening, just
past supper. It was cold. Sunmer was gone; fall had settled

in. In Solinde, it rained during the fall. He was bored,

restless and weary, and heartily wishing Carillon had left
someone else to |l ead the arny.

He had led it, now, for two nonths. Cccasional word cane
fromCarillon that Gsric of Atvia still pressed themon the
pl ai ns between Hondarth and Mij hara. Wrse, it seened
unlikely there would be any i medi ate resolution. Gsric,
Carillon clainmed, was a naster strategist. The two arnmnies
were utterly deadl ocked.

Donal sighed and turned away fromthe rainy darkness to

watch Evan rattle a snmall wooden casket. It held ivory dice
and sl ender sticks of rune-carved wood. The Honmnans cal |l ed

it the fortune-gane. There were two | evels of play: a straight-
forward dicing gane for uni magi native ganblers, and the

nore el aborate rune-stick portion involving portents and
propheci es.

/| weary of prophecies. Let Evan play at being Seer\al51-1 have
enough to concern nyself wth.

The El |l asian prince had unmatched skill with both dice and
rune-sticks. Dice and sticks fell his way repeatedly, but Dona
knew he did not cheat. The gane itself was not Evan's, but

won from a Homanan soldier in an unconnected wager.

Evan rattled the casket. "Cone, ny |lord of Homana\al51l et
us see what your fortune says."
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Donal smiled wyly. "Have you wearied of taking mny
coi n? Now you wi sh to steal my fortune al so?"

Evan rai sed dark brows in feigned indignation, one hand
touching his heart. '7, ny lord? Do you m strust me, then?

But here\al51l will showyou. . . . / shall throw and read you
what 1 see.”

Donal watched idly as Evan chanted over the rune-sticks
and dice as he rattled themin their casket. Boredom settled
nore deeply in his bones.

Sol i nde, of late, had been peaceful. The Ihlini, perhaps
stunned by Tynstar's death, were quiet. The Solindish did not
attack. The nost recent encanpnent had stood safely for

three weeks. It was possible the rebellion was over; also
possi bl e the Solindish nmeant to trap the Homanans into | eav-
ing prematurely. And so the warhost waited.

Evan spilled out the dice and nine-sticks across the wooden
table. lvory rattled; rune-sticks rolled, then settled. Evan
frowned in concentration. "Ah!" he cried in discovery. "For-
tune | ooks kindly on you, ny lord. See here the rune signify-
ing the Wanderer™ And the die here for nodification? It
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means within days you shall find yourself traveling on a
journey filled with adventure and di scovery\al5lsee you here?
Jester and Charlatan." Evan's grin was sly. "A Wnan as

wel |, Donal\al5lsee you this rune here?"

"I see the folly of idleness," Donal retorted. Before Evan
coul d speak, he scooped up dice and rune-sticks w thout
dropping theminto the casket, and threw them across the
table. "There. Read them for ne now "

Evan stared at the pattern. After a nonent he lifted his
head and net Donal's eyes squarely, "You nock the gane,
my friend. Not wi se. Now what you see is a genuine destiny."

Donal snorted. "I was promised a destiny |ong ago,
El | asi an\al5lall Cheysuli are. Read ne ny fortune."

Evan | ooked back at the tunbled dice and rune-sticks. He
touched none of them but he pointed to the indicators.
"There. A Mnor rune, representing Youth. But, coupled

with a Major one, so\al5l1l" he pointed to another rune on the
same stick "\al5lthat is the Magician, Donal, and a very
power ful rune.”

Donal, still smling, nodded. "Say on. Seer."

Evan*s habitual sl eepy expression was gone. "Here\al5lthis
is the Prisoner. This die signifies time spent\al5lnonths. And
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this rune is another Major\al5lit is the Executioner." He net
Donal ' s eyes again. "Conjoined with what | threw just before
you did, the fortune is a powerful one."

"Aye?" Donal waited

Evan si ghed. "Wanderer: you will enbark upon a journey.

Charl atan and Jester: you will meet those who are nore than
what they seem Wbman i s obvious\al5lperhaps she is also the
Magi ci an. And at the end of the journey there is inprison-
ment and potential death\alS5lthere is an Executioner." Evan
gestured. "There, ny friend, is your fortune."

"A full one," Donal said lightly. "You do not underplay
t he noment, Evan."

"1 underpl ay nothing\al51" Evan began, but his words were
drowned out in a shout fromoutside the pavilion. Dona
heard his own nane called

He turned to the doorflap at once. Framed in the opening
was a cl oaked and hooded man, nearly indistinguishable from
the rain and darkness. "My lord." The voice was raised to
reach above the downpour. One hand came up to nove the

hood and the shadows shifted.

"Rowan! Cone in." Donal stepped aside at once and
gestured the general in. "Wrd fromCarillon?"

Rowan noved past himinto the pavilion. Rain ran down
the nuddl ed cl oak and spl attered agai nst the hard-packed
floor; he threwit back fromhis shoul ders. He wore | eather-
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and-ringmait, and his runpled crinson tunic was stained with
bl ood and grinme. The brazier cast harsh shadows across his
face and |limed his weariness.

"My lord," he said without cerenony. "Carillon is dead."

Donal stared at him For a nonent he felt nothing, as if

the words were syllables of nonsense. But then they cane
together into a sentence he understood. Shock reared up in his
soul. "Carillon . . ." he whispered.

Rowan reached into his belt-pouch. Fromit he took an
obj ect and placed it on the table. In the candlelight, the
bl oodst ai ns shone dark red.

Aring. Agold ring, set with a black stone, and into the
stone was carved the rampant |ion of Homana.

Rowan bent his head. Silver shone in his hair. And then,

with a gracel essness that enphasized his grief and utter wea-
riness, he kneit upon the floor. "My lord," he said. "You
are Mij har of Homana."
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Donal | ooked down at him Rowan knelt stiffly and his

head was bowed. The wet cloak nol ded itself to his body and
tangl ed on his spurs. He was wet, wet and weary, and stark
pain was in his voice

For a nonent Donal shut his eyes. Beneath his lids he saw
Carillon as he had seen himlast. Standing over the bodies of
Tynstar and El ectra, knowi ng he too woul d be dead before

the year was out-

He knew. He knewhal51l knew . . . and still | am unprepared

He | ooked bl ankly at Rowan again. No. It was not right.
The posture was incorrect. He was not the man for whomthe
homage was intended. "Get up fromthere," he said un-
steadily. "You do not kneel to me."

Rowan rai sed his head- "I kneel to the Mijjhar."

Again, the words were unconnected. He heard them but
he coul d not acknow edge them Slowy he shook his head.
"Carillon is your Mijhar."

The ol der man's face did not change expression. It was a
mask, a bl ank, weary mask, hiding what he felt. "You are in
his place, my lord. And | nust offer my fealty."

"Get up fromthere!" Donal shouted. "You do this pur-

posel y!" Hi s voice cracked. He stopped speaking. He felt the
trenbling in his body. And then, only then, did he see the
tears in Rowan's eyes

He nearly turned away. He could not face the man's gri ef,
or it would swallow up his own. instead he stared bl ankly at
the ring.

Now it is neant for nme. He | ooked down at his right hand.
On his forefinger the ruby signet ring nmeant for the Prince of
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Homana. No longer was it his. He must replace it with the
other. Gods . . . | amnot worthy.

"Donal ." It was Evan, speaking softly. "Donal\al51lwill you
keep himon his knees the I ength of ne night?"

Abruptly, Donal |ooked back at the general. He saw how

the sun-bronzed skin had | ost much of its color. It was
stretched taut over the strong, prom nent bones, shadowed in
the light. Rowan | ooked al nost ol d.

He has lost so nuch . . . Donal bent. He caught Rowan's

left armand raised himup. "Do you think I would not accept
you?" His voice was steadier now. "Did you think | would

di sm ss you?"
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"I amCarillon's nan," Rowan said clearly. "1 can never
be anyone else's."

Donal did not answer at once. He | acked a voice; the

wor ds. Somehow, he had al ways known it. Rowan was Caril -
lon's man, as he hinself had clained. For nore years than
Donal had been alive. Rowan had served his lord. He had
dedicated his life to Carillon utterly. And now the task was

fini shed.
He will never serve ne. To him | am a nmakeshift nan, not
fit to assune the Lion. | can never take Carillon's place.

He | ooked at the older man. "Surely you will aid ne. My
task will not be easy."

"Nor was his." The tears were gone from Rowan's eyes.
H s face was a nmask again.

CGods\ al51he will never acknow edge nme. Donal | ooked at the
ring again. He felt enmpty and full all at once. Enpty in spirit
because Carillon was gone; full of the grief it brought.
"Rowan, " he said softly, "I will need your help."

The other Cheysuli drew in a deep, uneven breath. "Years

ago. Carillon gave ne an estate as a reward for ny services. 1
have had it administered for nme through all the years

remai ned at Homana- MuJhar ... but | intended, when this

time arrived, to | eave royal service."

"Leave." Donal felt the apprehension spill into his belly.
"Do you think I can do this al one?"

"1 doubt you can do it at all." The tone was uninflected. It

made the words nore cruel

"Ch, gods," Donal said. "Do you hate nme so nuch?"

"I do not hate you at all." Neither tone nor expression

changed. "You are not\al5lCarillon. That is all. It is not fair,
know ... but then nothing is fair. Is it?" Rowan's eyes were
filled with bittersweet enpathy. "You are resented by die
Homanans because Carillon nmade you his heir. Onh, ayelalb5l

they begin to accept the prophecy, but they would prefer to
accept it later. Wth you, that tinme is now " Rowan sighed
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and closed his eyes briefly. "There are foreign real ns who
vi ew t he succession with alarm and di staste: they nust dea
with a man who shifts his shape. And, of course, there are the

Cheysul i, who view you as sonething |ike unto an avatar of
all the ancient gods. How can | hate a man as swal | owed up
as vowe"
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Swal | owed up\al51l Aye, he was, or would be. The Lion
woul d regurgitate a different man.

Fear | odged in his throat. "Rowan\al51ll will need your help."

After a noment. Rowan nodded. "And | will see that you
have it."

Donal turned to the table and poured a cup of wi ne. He
offered it to Rowan. "Here. You are in need of food and rest.
But for now. . . will you tell me howit was? Supposedly it
is a painless ending."

Rowan, accepting the w ne, |ooked at himsharply- "Pain-
| ess? His deaf/i?"

Donal gestured enptily. "I amtold the root is\al5lgentle.
That at the last a man sinply slips away in his sleep. | had
hoped it would be so for Carillon."

Rowan stared, the wine forgotten. "Root? \Wat do you
say?" Then his nouth dropped open. "Are you speaki ng of
tetsuT

"Aye," Donal answered. Then, in shock, "Did you not
know? | thought he told you everything."

Col or drained from Rowan's face. "Cods\al5lwas that it? 1

knew he was in pain\al5lthe di sease was eating his bones. But

not once\alb5lnever did | think he would resort to such as tetsu.'v
Hi s mask had slipped. There was bewi | dernment in his face.

"But where would he get it? It is a Cheysuli thing, and kept

hi dden from Homanans." He | ooked at Donal questioningly.

"How woul d he know of tetsu, and who would give it to

hi n®?"

Donal felt his jaw clench. "It was Finn who gave it to

him "

Shock flared in Rowan's eyes. "Finn!" He caught his

breath. "Aye\al5lit would be.' Leave it to Finn to give poison to
Carillon!"

"For the pain," Donal protested. "He said Carillon de-
sired it."

"And so he stole nore tine!" Rowan said bitterly. "D d
he tell himwhat it would do? Did Finn say to himhe woul d
|l ose what little tine was left?" H's hands shook in his anger

Donal 's fingers curled against his palnms until the nails bit
in. "I amcertain Finn told himeverything. He is not a
mur derer. Rowan. "
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the words clipped. "Mdst of the stories of himare true."
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An answering spark of anger flared in Donal's chest. "Finn
was | oyal to the Mijhar! What he did was because Carillon
desired it! Do you dare intimate to me that Finn wanted him

to die?"
Rowan shut his eyes. "No ... no ... I\al5ldo not. No.
Forgive me, | amnot nyself. But\al5ltetsu root? Wy?"

"He was in pain," Donal answered. "Did you not tell ne
that often enough?"

The ol der vi sage was haggard in the candl elight. Rowan

passed a hand across his face and rubbed at his circled eyes.
"Cods\ al5lhe neant to rule until the end ... he nmeant not to
give hinmself over into inbecility fromthe pain . . . aye, | see
it. A man such as Carillon would take tetsu and give up

quantity for quality. It was his way." Suddenly a breath of
ironic |aughter issued hollowly fromhis nouth. "And then,

for all that, it was Gsric who took his life."

Breath spilled out of Donal's body. "Gsric! Osric?"

Rowan nodded. "Three weeks ago we rode into battle
against Gsric. And it was done with. W had won the day.
We had only to gather our dead and wounded." He drewin a

heavy breath. "I saw him Carillon was nmounted, standing

on a hilltop. Just\al5ll ooking. Looking across the battlefield as
we went out to gather our dead. | saw himsitting there,

watching ... | wondered why he was so stilt. Now. | think it

nm ght have been the root. It\al5laffects a nan's perceptions.”
H's brows twi sted together in a spasmof grief. "I\al5lsaw him
fal L"

"Fal | \al51"

Jerkily, Rowan nodded. "He fell." The words spilled out.

"He went down by the hooves of his horse. For a nonent |
coul d not understand\al5l1Carillon would never fall!\al5land then

saw the arrow in his chest." He stopped talking. "I was\al5ltoo
far ... too far\al5ll could not reach himin tinme. But\al5ll saw
the Atvian archer\al5ll saw himride up to ny lord. Even as

ran across the hill, | saw himkneel down by ny Mijhar. |

shout ed\ al51gods, how | shouted!\al51but the archer did not listen.
And by the tine | reached ny lord, the Atvian was gone."

Sil ence. Donal heard the sibilance of the rain. It ran off the
pavilion and spl attered agai nst the ground- "More?" he asked
raggedl y.

Tears ran unchecked down Rowan's Cheysuli face. "He
knew it was done," he said. "He said | must not trouble
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myself to send for a chirurgeon. He said\al5lhe said he wi shed
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Finn were with him or Duncan, so they could take away the
pain." For an instant, his voice shook. "He told nme it was
Csric hinsel f\al5lthe Atvian archer was Gsric . . . that he
naned hinself to Carillon as he knelt down beside him And
then\al5lthen he said | was to carry the sword to you, because
now you woul d accept it."

"The sword . ." Donal echoed. "Gods\al5lnow it is mne."
Rowan's face was gray. "My lord\al51GCsric has the sword."
" "Csric!'’

"I could not tell Carillon,” Rowan whi spered w etchedly.
"That is what the Atvian took."

Donal recalled the sparring match he had had with Carillon
so many nont hs before. How they had discovered that, in his
hand, the bl ade knew its true master. Not Carillon's sword at

all, for all it served him Meant for another nan.

Donal | ooked down on Rowan. "Then 1 will have to get it
back."

Rowan' s voi ce shook. "I served himfor twenty-five years."
He spoke with a dry factuality, as if that woul d sonmehow
hide his grief. "I was twelve. D d you know t hat? Twel ve.

He was only eighteen hinself, but he was so far above ne |
could hardly see himfor the brightness of his spirit. And he

sawto it | was saved ... he sawto it | was rescued, while he
remained iniron." Hs smle was bittersweet. "I swore then 1
woul d do what | could to serve him Even while he and Finn
kept themselves in exile, | did what | could to serve him |

kept his nenory alive." The smle faded away. "And when

he cane hone, he took me into his service\alb5lny tahlnorra, if
you wil1\al51" He snmiled no longer. "And now it cones to
this.”" He nearly crushed the silver cup. "That service is
ended by GCsric's arrow. "

And that arrow nmakes ne ki ng\al5l Donal turned away from
Rowan. He could not bear to |look at his face.

On the table he sawthe ring, still stained with Carillon's
blood. Hs ring, now Slowy, with a dreadful fascination, he
drew of f the one on his forefinger and set it down beside the
other. His son's, if Aislinn ever bore one.

And | pray the gods she will . . . | amin need of an heir,
am| to be Myjjhar. H s inward smle was ragged with irony.

Donal took up the heavy black ring with its incised ram
LECACY OF THE SWORD 279

pant lion. Carefully he pushed it onto his naked forefinger
and felt his flesh formitself to the netal.

He turned to Evan. "See to it the general has food and
rest. Then find Finn and have himwait for ne here. | wll
cone to himwhen I can.™

"But\al5lhow | ong shoul d he wait ?"
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"Until 1 have cone back." Wthout picking up his wool en

cl oak he went out into the rain-

He ran. He thought it might ease the pain. But it only

deepened it. He felt it fill up his belly until he wanted to vomtonto
the ground. But he was enpty. He was enpty of all save

grief and fear.

He ran\al51

\al5land when he stopped, it was because he knew he had to.
Because his lungs burned and his belly ached and his soul had
shrunk up within his chest. There was nothing | eft but breath-
| essness and sorrow, and a wild, wild rage.

He stood upon an escarpnent. Below himlay the valley
and t he encanpnent. The sky was bracki sh with clouds;

nei t her moon nor stars shone agai nst the darkness.

He clenched his right fist and felt the heavy ring bite into
his finger. "You take themall," he said aloud. "My jehan,
my schenma\al5lthe boy . . . now Carillon as well. You take
themall from nme\al5land you thrust this upon ne too soon!"

Do you think yourself unworthy? Taj, spiralling in the
m sty drizzle.

/ am unwort hy.

You are a Cheysuii warrior. You are worthy of anything.
Lom s tone was inflexible. It sounded like Carillon's.

Donal shook his head. "I amafraid," he said clearly. "Do
you understand that? Afraid. Because | cannot begin to rule
as he has ruled. 1 cannot be Carillon. 1 cannot take his

pl ace!"

Lom s eyes glinted. You are not meant to take his place.
You are nmeant to nmake a new one.

Taj circled closer. In death, as in life, he served the
prophecy.

"He was Homanan, not Cheysuii! Wiy did he have to take
the risk?"

Alife without risk is enpty. Lorn retorted. Alife not risked
for sonething as high as the prophecy of the Firstborn is not
alife at all.
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"And mine?" Donal denmanded. "What is mine to be?"

Lorn pressed against his leg. Wiy not have the Ellasian
di ce you your destiny?

Donal ' s | augh was bitter

Taj circled nore closely. Wio is to say he will be wong?

Donal stared across the soaked plains. He saw the guttering

sparks of reluctant firecains built beneath fabric rainbreaks.

Hi s army\al5lhis army\al5lspread across the land like a silent tide.
And it was tine he returned to it.
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When he ripped asi de the doorflap on his pavilion he found
it enpty save for Finn. For a nonment he thought perhaps his
uncle did not know. but then he saw past the subtle control

The scarred face was perfectly blank. But the fury and

grief in his posture was such that it struck Donal |ike a bl ow.
Donal drew in a slow, even breath. "I go to Homana in the
nor ni ng. "

Finn, hal f-hidden in the shadows, did not nove at all
"You have an arny here."

The flat inmpersonality of the tone shocked Donal. Their

eyes nmet across the pavilion. Then Donal made a disnissive
gesture with his hand. "Solinde, for the monent, is quiet. |
wilt go to Honmana."

"Why?" Finn denanded

Rain ran from Donal's soaked | eathers and spilled across

the floor. "You were his liege man for nearly ten years. You
commanded Cheysuli and Honmanan alike in the wars that

won Homana back fromBellam s tyranny. | need4 you to

command this army while | fetch honme ny sword."

Finn smled tightly. "The Homanans wi |l never suffer a
Cheysuli in command. "

"They have suffered ne these past nonths!"
"At Carillon's behest."

"What of Rowan?"

"At Carillon's behest!"

Donal brought his right hand up into the Iight so that the
ring was clearly visible. "At their Mijhar's behest, surely
they will accept you as tenporary comander."

Fi nn noved forward until he stood no nmore than two paces
away from Donal. His breath hissed through his teeth as he
spoke. "/ will go to Homana and slay the Atvian serpent. /
will take his Iife. Not you. / amowed this death!"
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"Are you?" Donal held his eyes. "You said once | nust
choose nmy own path. | have done it. You will remain here
and command the armny, as once you did for Carillon, and
will go to Homana."

Finn bared his teeth. "/ amowed that death!"”

"1," Donal said. "I amhis heir. | will doit. Gsric will die
by ny hand, and | will bring hone the sword again."

Finn spat out something in the A d Tongue that set the
hairs to rising on the nape of Donal's neck. He felt color
drain out of his face. "Insult?" he asked, and heard the
waver in his voice. He fought to steady it. "I am your
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bl oodkin, su'fali! | have spent my life honoring you for
wi sdom strength, and power, and now you offer insult\al51"

"Aye!" Finn snapped. "And will again, do you nean to
deny me this."

"/ amyour Mijhar!" Donal's voice was hoarse with the
effort of swallowi ng the shout. "Do you fail nme in this, think
you the Homanans will accept ne?"

Finn's hand spasnmed as he closed it on his knife. "I want
only the life of a single Atvian |ordling\al51

"Shansu, su'fali," Donal said gently. "Do you think | do
not grieve at |least half as nmuch as you?"

The scar withed on Finn's dark face. For a nonent there
was such grief and anguish in his eyes Donal feared he m ght
go mad. But Finn contained his enotions.

When he could, he drewin a slow breath and rel eased it

carefully. "Duncan would say | ama fool ... too inpetuous

for my own good\al5lhe told nme so often enough\al5land perhaps

it is the truth." Finn's voice was hoarse. "Perhaps | am

Perhaps | nust recall all the good advice he gave ne and | et

his son offer it as well." The sigh was ragged around the

edges. "I suppose\al5lso long as Csric is slain\alblit matters little
who has the doing of it."'

Donal reached out his arns and waited, and at |ast Finn
accepted the brief clasp that sealed their bond again. "GCsric
will be slain," Donal told himclearly. "That | prom se

you. "

TWO

Fie thought it alittle like the Wonb of the Earth. The walls
were intaglioed with marble carvings, but the stone was pale
pi nk and the shapes were not lir but nmen instead; the sarcophog
of ki ngs.

Effigies and marble coffins filled the shadowed vault. Dona
stood in the hal f-open doorway and | ooked in on the silent
dead. It was a Homanan thing to carve iikenessess of the dead
into polished stone. A Homanan thing to hide them away in
privacy. A Homanan thing to store themall together in the
bowel s of Homana- Muj har, which was a Cheysuli place. To
Donal , the practice was abhorrent.

Aislinn was within. She was al one, unaware of his pres-

ence. Gieving by herself. O all the candl eracks only-one
was |lighted, throwing the intaglios and effigies into stark
relief. The illum nation enphasi zed the sepul chral silence of
the mausol eum But Aislinn did not seemto care. She held a
single candl e over a plain, undressed narble coffin.

Donal moved through the doorway. His step sounded, |oud

in the vault; Aislinn spun around with a gasp and dropped the
candl e onto the coffin. It rolled, snuffed out; spilled hot wax
across the stone. A curl of snoke drifted upward and filled
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Donal 's nose with the odor of scented beeswax.
"Donal !'" Aislinn gasped, one hand clutching at her robe.

He nmoved into the vault, a fat candle clenched in his hand.
The flame flared and guttered as he noved, striking odd
shadows across the pinched face before him He saw the glint
of tears and the lines of hitter grief.

282
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"They have put him here?" he asked. "Wy here? Wy
not above the ground, in freedon®"

Her eyes were black in the muted light. "This\al5lthis is
where all the kings are placed.”

" Shai ne too?"

" Sh-shai ne?" She stared at himin amazement, as if she
coul d not believe he woul d speak of such inconsequenti al
things in the face of her father's death. "No. Wen Beltam
took the pal ace, Shaine was al ready dead. He was not en-
tonmbed with honor. Bellam di sposed of the body; no one
knows where those bones lie."

"Good," he said quietly. "Shaine was not deserving of
any honor."

"Donal \ a151!"

He | ooked at her levelly. "Shaine was a madman and a
fool. Carillon deserves better conpany."

She turned from himthen, lurching back to face the marble
coffin. Her hands went flat against the undressed lid. Fingers
spl ayed out. She bent her head, and Donal saw how her

shoul ders trenbled. "I saw him" she whispered. "I saw

him They told ne 1 had to see himwhile they prepared him
for entonbrment\al5lso that no one could claimthe Mijhar yet
lived, and use that for some purpose."”

He heard the note of horror mxed with anguish. "But he
does," Donal told her. "The Mijhar does yet live."

She spun, pressing her back against the coffin. "Wat\al51"

He overrode her unfinished question- "I amCarillon's
heir, Aislinn . . . / am Mijhar of Homana."

Col or drained fromher face, but her voice was surprisingly
steady. "You do not waste tinme."

"1 have none." The light fromhis candle played on the red

of her heavy braid, turning it to gold. "Do | falter now, the
war may well be lost. There is no tine for a leisurely
expression of royal grief. Not even for Carillon."

"Then why do you cone hereT' She was wapped in a
robe of cerulean velvet. It slid off one shoul der and di spl ayed
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the linen of her nightshift; he had thought to spend his time in
the vault alone, since his arrival was quite late, but Aislinn
did not look as if she had slept at all

"I came to see how you fared,” he told her, "and to bid
my good-bye to Carillon."
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Tears glittered in her eyes, "I fare well enough\al5ilfor a
worman who has | ost both unborn son and father."

He wanted to go to her, to take her into his arns and offer
the confort she needed. But he was afraid. Cheysuli honored
the dead with deep respect and solemity, and the keeni ng of
women was abhorrent. He dared not sacrifice his own tenu-
ous control to acknow edgi ng Aislinn's need,

"l am al one," she said. "1 have no one in all the world."

He held hinself very still. He felt the pain blossomin his
chest, then slowy rise to fill up his throat. He found he could
hardly breathe

Slowy, he set his candle down on the coffin. Then he
touched her fingertips. Wien he felt their trenbling he knew
he was undone.

Aislinn noved into his arns. She clung but she did not
break down. She cried but it was silently, with a sort of
dignity he had not expected. Sonehow, it made the nonent
nor e poi ghant.

"How |l ong do you stay?" she asked at |ast, when the tears
had dri ed on her cheeks.

"l do not stay,'
Keep. "

he answered. "I must go on to the

Aislinn stiffened. "You go to herT

"Aye, there is Sorcha," he admitted, "but also there are
nmy children.”

She stepped back fromhim |eaving his arns enpty again.
"Then\al5lyou will not spend the night with me?" He saw how
she twi sted the fabric of her robe. "You\al51forgo a husband's
responsibilities?"

"Aislinn," he said gently, "you recall how it was | ast
time. Are you prepared for that agai n?"

"I think\al51ll think there will be no need." Color flared in
her face. "I think you will find me a willing wife instead of a
lunatic girl."

He | ooked at her. It was true there was greater awareness
in her eyes. Save for a natural enbarrassnent and proper
modesty, she appeared to | ack the fear she had shown before.

Per haps\ al51lnow t hat Tynstar and El ectro, are dead\al5lshe is
free of the link entirely.

After a nmoment, he shook his head. "Aislinn\al5ll am sorry.
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But tonight there is no tine. | nust go on to the Keep, and
then | will join the arnmy. There is a death 1 nust nete out."

LEGACY OF THE SWORD
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"Csric's?"

He nodded.

"I thought it mght be that. Wll then, | will not keep you
It is not ny place to reprove you for avenging ny father's
death." She turned, reaching for his candle. "WII you sup
with me? You | ook weary. After that, | will not gainsay
you. "

Sonberly, she led himfromthe vault.

He ate. He drank. He told her what he could of the battles

in Solinde. She listened attentively, and he found she had
gained a new maturity in the nonths since he had |eft her

The shape of her face seened different. Excess flesh had
faded so that he saw the line of her bones clearly, as he had
seen themin Electra. No nore the young wonman who only

hi nted at adul t hood; conceiving the child and then losing it
had done much to bani sh her girl hood.

They were alone. His fir were in his apartments in another
wi ng. They dined in her chanbers; the servants she had
di sm ssed, saying they would tend to thensel ves in privacy.

Now, as she set her gobl et down, she regarded hi m nore
closely. "You | ook so weary, Donal."

He | eaned agai nst one el bow. "I cane directly from Soli nde.

It is taxing to hold tir-shape so | ong w thout proper rest,
but\al51l felt the circunstances warranted the sacrifice." He
sipped fromhis cup of wine. "That is partly why I am out of
sorts. If 1 was cruel to you in the vault, | amsorry for it."

"You are unhappy." She poured nore wine for him "I

see it clearly. The heirship has been a | ong one, and now nat
it has ended and the throne is truly yours, you find you do not
like it,"

"I never wanted it," he said wearily. "I told you that,

once. But\al5lCarillon needed an heir, and | have a drop or two
of royal blood."

"More than a drop," she retorted. "For all you flaunt your
Cheysuli blood, there is Homanan in you as well. And,-as for
hei rs\al51we shoul d make sonme of our own." Her |ong-Iidded
eyes flicked a slanting glance at him "Do you not agree?"

He smiled. "I agree. And when | amdone with this war, |
shall do ny best to sire sone."

"WIIl the war take so | ong?" Reddish brows knitted to-
gether over her | anbent gaze.
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Donal scratched an eyelid thoughtfully. "Osric has en-

trenched hinself in the plains just north of the fenlands.

Mij hara is not precisely threatened . . . but it might be if we
do not continue to hold him While our strength is split, there
is little we can do. Carillon neant to stop himpernmanently\al51
nowit is up to nme."

She reached across the table and caught his hand before he
could wi thdraw. "Donal\al5lstay with ne this night. Delay a
day or two."

Her flesh was warm agai nst his. "I have said why I
cannot. And you agreed you woul d not gai nsay ne."

"I lied." Her single braid had | oosened so that her bright

hair tunbl ed around her face. Deftly she undid the |acing

until the hair fell free of its confinenent. The robe slid off her
shoul ders; through the thin fabric of her nightshirt he could

see the lines of her breasts.

"Aislinn," he said, "enough."
"No." She rose, pressing her hands agai nst the table. She
shook back her hair and smiled. "I amfree, Donal. No nore

Ihlini mgic. | can be what you wish nme to be."

He was not indifferent to her. But in his weariness, in his
si ngl e-m ndedness, he thought he could refuse her. "AisUnn,
pl ease be patient. W will have our tine."

Slow y, she rounded the table and stood behind his back
Her hands settled on his neck. "That tine is now "

"Ai slinn\al51l”

"Do you think I play a gane?" She bent forward and

pressed herself against his rigid back. Her hair hung down to
fall across his shoulders. "This is not a game. This is ny
retribution.” Abruptly she caught two handfuls of his hair.
"Do you know what it was |ike?" she demanded. "Can you
conceive of what it was |like? Can you consider what it is to
know such utter hel pl essness as what you gave to ne?"

He caught her hands and rose, stepping free of the stoo
beside the table. "Aislinn\al5lthis is nonsense\al51"

"I's it?" Her wists were trapped in his hands. "/ say it is
retribution."”

He shook his head, baffled. "Aislinn\al5lare you mad\al51?"

"You will stay the night with ne." He saw the intensity in
her clear gray eyes. "I want you to know what it is like. /
want you to feel the hel pl essness, as | did, knowing | could
do not hi ng!"
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He wavered. A shudder coursed through his body. His
tongue felt thick in his nouth- "Aislinn\al5lwhat have you
done?"

"Sought power where | can get it." Her |long eyes were
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wi de and watchful. "You have drunk nuch wine, ny lord
You are weary. You require rest. But when a husband is
stubborn, a wife nust nake shift where she can."

"By the gods\al5lyou are your jehana'f daughter\al5l"

"I amwhat | nust be." Her inmage wavered before him
She retreated. He followed, trying to catch a hand so he could
hol d her still.

She said nothing as he fell against the bed. He struggled to
push hinself upright, clinging to the carved tester and heavy
tapestries. Hs clawi ng hand pulled down the sil ken folds.

"You will know what it is |like," she said in a hard, brittle
voice. "I want you to feel what it is like. | want\al51"

But he did not hear what el se she want ed.

He dreamed of Sorcha. And sought rel ease in her supple
body.

Donal sat bolt upright in the bed, shocked into ful
wakef ul ness so quickly his heart lurched within his chest and
hi s head pounded. He thought he might be ill.

He stared at the woman blindly. He swallowed tw ce,
tasting a flat foul ness on his tongue- "Aislinn, what have you
done?"'

She turned fromher belly to her back. Languorously, she
stretched, then pulled silken sheets up dermurely to cover her
nakedness. "1 took your will away."

He rubbed at his face with one hand, trying to vanquish the
tingling nunbness. His body told himhe had lain with a

worman | ast night; his mnd recalled nothing of it. "I did not
intend to spend the night\al51l was going to the Keep, and then
on to the army."

"I know." Aislinn's smle rem nded himof Electra's.
"What was it like, ny lord, to know yourself so hel pl ess?"

He swore violently and got out of the bed, but clutched one
of the testers for support- "Wtch. No better than your
j ehana\ al51*'

"W will not speak of her." Aislinn hitched herself up-
right in bed and w apped herself nore tightly in the sheets.
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"I did not bewitch you, Donal ... 1 merely drugged your
Wi ne."

D zzy, he sat back down on the edge of the bed. "But\al5l
why did you not sinply slay nme? The gods know you have
tried before. Unless you have a different plan, now that
El ectra and Tynstar are dead."

"Plan?" Aislinn frowed. "Wat do you say? Wy woul d
I try to slay you? What do you nean\al5ll have done it before?”

He glared at her sourly. "In Hondarth, Aislinn. Do you not
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recall? That is a fine exanple."

Col or nmshed into her face and one hand flew to cover her
mout h. "But that was ny nother's doing!"

"And | ast night was yours.'
suppressing a groan of pain.

He rubbed at his head again,

She shifted closer to him kneeling at his side- "1 did not
mean for you to feel ill. But you drank nore w ne than
usual \ al51you swal | owed nore of the drug than | intended."
Her hand, reaching out to his shoulder, fell away. "By the
gods, Donal !'\al5lwhat do you expect me to do? Last tine you
took ny will fromnme with your magic and forced ne to lie
with you. | only wanted you to know what it was |ike! Can
you bl anme me? And\al5land\al5lit is true we need an heir. W
cannot put off such need,"

"We can."” \al51And now we will.

"W cannot' Do you think | amblind to the requirenents

of a queen?" Her eyes were blazing at him "You seek your
I'ight woman, my |ord\al5lwhat else am| to do when | amin
need of a son?"

"Ai slinn\al51l”

"I want a baby," she said with a desperate dignity. '*to
replace the one | lost."

He opened his nmouth to answer harshly, then shut it again.

He had never thought what it was to be a woman, waiting

only to bear sons to inherit a throne. And in Aislinn's case it
was i nperative she bear them soon; sooner, now Carillon was
dead.

He sl unped on the bed and stared at her; at her pale eyes
and pal er face. She had nmuch of her nother's beauty and al
of her father's pride.

Slowy, he rose fromthe bed and dressed. He sai d nothing
until he was done, and then he wal ked to the door. "Perhaps
a wonan rmust do a thing she dislikes for a reason that
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demands it\al5lbut | cannot forgive you for it. No nore than
you have forgiven nme."

"I do not want forgiveness!" She rose up on her knees

before him "If you cannot bring yourself to get sons on ne |
will do what | have to do." Her voice shook with tears. "CGo
back to your |ight woman, Donal\al5lgo back to your shape-
changer whore!"

It was all he could do not to cross the room and take her
throat into his hands. But he did not. "You have del ayed ne
| ong enough,"” he told her curtly. "Now | nust ride directly
to the arnmy, without stopping at the Keep." He | ooked at her
angry face and felt his own anger intensify. "You had best
hope for a son fromthis travesty . . . you will get no nore
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children fromne."
Her anger fell away. "But\alS5lHomana nust have an heir\\"
"l have a son already."

Ai slinn scranbl ed out of the bed. She stood before him
perfectly nude, but her fury was uninpaired. "You woul d not
claimher child Prince of Homana!"

"If there is no other, what else could | do?"

Pale fists clenched. "The Homanan Council woul d never
accept a bastard by your Cheysuli whore," she said flatly.
"Never."

Donal smiled grimy. "I am Mijhar. In the end. they wll
do as | tell them™

Ai slinn glared back at him But the quality of her anger
had undergone a change. Her tears were dry. He saw a new
awar eness in her eyes. A cool guardedness in her appraisal

She smled Electra's sm |l e.

Donal took a horse from Homana- Muj har, knowing if he

went straight to the arnmy in N r-shape he would be too weary
to go directly into battle. He sent Taj on to the Keep to pass
word to Sorcha that he woul d not be home after all. He did

not relish the confrontation when at last they did neet. She
woul d cl ai mthe Homanans turned himfrom his Cheysul

heritage, and in a way, he thought perhaps she was right.

As the fleet bird disappeared Donal felt a tw nge of regret.
Wthout Taj he felt half naked. A part of himself was m ss-
ing, and would be, for a while- He had told Taj to fly ahead
to the army when he had finished his business at the Keep
Still, he was nore fortunate than other warriors. He would
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lack die ability to assune fal con-shape whil e separated by
such distance, but his link to Lomremai ned intact.

Donal slowed the horse as the forest grew nore dense. The
track narrowed to tittle nore than a footpath, but hoofprints
mar ked the ground. Branches sl apped at his head. Fighting

the vines grew tedious.

Lom trotting ahead, glanced over one shoulder. Catch ne
if you can. Wth a flick of his tail he was gone.

The wol f was at hone in the forests of Homana; the horse

was not. But Donal gave it a try-

He bent low in the saddle, hugging with his legs while his
heel s urged the stallion faster. He rode high on the chestnut
withers, shifting his weight unobtrusively- Hands gave the bit
to the horse. Flying nmane whi pped agai nst his face and he
tasted the acrid salt of horsehair.

Lir\al51Ur\al51lir\al51

Lom s agoni zed scream scythed through Donal's mind as
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the path before the horse fell away into a pit. He felt weight-
| ess and a sudden bl aze of fear

Donal threw hinmself free of saddle and stirrups.

He caught a twi sted, buried root in one hand. Gnharled and
whi pli ke, the root dropped himthree nore feet before jerking
himto a halt. He felt shoul der nuscles tear

He swung in perfect silence, eyes shut tightly against ne
pain as he reached out with his other hand. As he grasped the
root he pulled hinself upward, taking me weight fromhis

i njured shoul der. Sweat ran down his face as he tried to
detach himself fromthe link with Lom for the wlfs pain
conmpounded his own. Taj was too far, there was no hope of
flying out.

He swung hinself gently against the earthen wall of the

pit, clinging with both hands. Slowy he forced hinmself up-
war d, hand-over-hand, boot toes digging into the crunbling
sides. Inch by inch he rose, dragging hinself upward to the
rim For a noment he hung suspended, gathering his strength,
then lurched upward and cl awed at the tangl ed roots that
fringed the pit.

He grunted with effort; tasted the salt-copper tang of bl ood
against his teeth; snelled the sweat of his effort and the
stench of his growing fear. The link with Lomvibrated with
the intensity of the wolfs pain. But he dragged hinself over
the edge of the pit and fell down against the ground.
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He coughed. His breath whistled in his throat. Hs belly

heaved as it tried to draw in breath. Lorn! he shouted silently,
and received no answer through the link. Only pain. Pain and
enpti ness.

Donal struggled to his knees, nursing his aching shoul der
Dazedly he pushed hinself to his feet and staggered toward
the trees, trying to follow the thin threat of contact with his

[(er.

\al51bind a lir and a Cheysuli is bound . . . harma U and a
Cheysuli is harned . . . trap a lir and a Cheysuli is trapped\al5l
The litany clanored inside his skull. H s jehan had ex-

plained it once in terms a boy coul d understand; a boy who
had received his lir too soon, sooner than anyone else. He
had never forgotten the | esson.

He fell against a tree. jan-ing his sore chest and aching
shoul der. He stunbled on, responding to the desperate com
pul sion in his body.

Lir\al51Ur\ al51Ur\ al51
He tripped. He fell to hands and knees.

A figure stepped out of the trees and stood before him
Donal , hal f-blinded by pain, saw the boots first, then slowy
| ooked up.
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He saw a slender figure in dark, unremarkabl e cl othing.
Pal e, delicate hands. And in those hands was cl asped the
sword with the ranmpant lion on ityhilt.

Donal ' s head rose. He saw the snooth, youthful face; the
parti-col ored eyes.

Set smled. "My lord Mijhar, this is well-net. Though
you seem di sconfited at the nonent."

"You\ al5lyou are dead\al51"

"Am 1? No. That was another boy. But | amglad the
illusion held. | lost one of my ward-stones, you see."

Donal gasped. 'TOM are |hlini\al51?"

"My nane is Strahan," he said, "not Set. | amthe son
of Tynstar and El ectra."

Donal sat back on his heels. "Electra lost that child! In
Hondart h\al5lon the way to the Crystal Isle\al5lnmy jehan said she
| ost the child\al51"

Sef\ al51Strahan\ al5lsniled. "So she wanted himto think. But\al5l
when you are Electra of Solinde and you have | oyal wonen

by you\al5lthere are many secrets you may keep . . . many
illusions you may hold."
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"Not before a Cheysuii."

"Look at ne, Miujhar. Tell ne if I lie.

Donal | ooked. No nore did the boy give himhumlity and
i nnocence. He gave himtruth. He smiled the pure, beguiling
smile of his father, with all the | anbent beauty of his nother.

Donal grasped at his knife with his |left hand, knowi ng his
right armtoo nunb, too weak and sore to acconplish the

task. But the boy set the tip of the sword against his throat,
and Donal did not nove.

"I hold your wolf, warrior, and therefore |I hold you. Do
you wish himto live, do nothing to gainsay ne."

Donal spat blood fromhis bitten lip. "It was you in the
Wb of the Earth. It was you ail those tines."

"COf course. / gave ne poison to ny nother so she could
escape inprisonment. / hired the Homanan to attack you

in the hall, knowi ng he would fail. | wanted you afraid. |
want ed you uncertain. | wanted you in a place special to
the Cheysuii, so | could slay you there."

"Not Aislinn," Donal said. "And\al5lnotBronwyn, either."

Strahan snmiled. "Not Aislinn. Not Bronwyn\al5lthis tinme."
The smile widened. "What is it like to know your w fe and
sister are bloodkin to the eneny? They are, do not forget.
Ai slinn through her nother, Bronwyn through her father.
What is it like, Cheysuii, to know you are kin to Ihlini?"
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He echoes Tynstar's words . . . Donal swallowed heavily

and | ooked at the rune-worked sword. In Sets\al5l1lStrahan's\al51
hands, the weapon was huge. The ruby was half the size of

his fist. "How did you conme by Carillon's sword?"

"Carillon's? Or yours?" Strahan | aughed. "Gsric brought

it tome. | had joined himby then\al5lin the aftermath of ny
"death'\al5land | asked for it. As proof of the rmurderer of mny
mot her and father was dead." Fierce anger and a powerful
hatred burned deeply in the un-matched eyes. "He shoul d

have left Carillon to me. He should have let me slay him /
woul d have given hima rmuch nore fitting death.” His teeth
showed briefly in a smle echoing mat of his father. "Do you
wonder why 1 touch the sword now? Do you wonder how I

can? Because of you, ny lord\al5lyou have been so remiss in
your responsibilities. Ch, aye, this sword knows you\albla
tittle. But you have not had the ritual performed. You have
not held it |ong enough in your possession for it to know an
eneny's hand each time one is laid uponit. It knew me on
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the hilltop\al5lknew ne for what | was\al5lbut it has been too
| ong now since you touched it. And without the ritual, the
power is reduced."

No one has spoken of a ritual to me\al5l But Donal shook his
head. "/ should have known you. Through my lir . . . an
Ihlini is ever known."

"No, ** Strahan said gently. "Not while | wore the feath-
ered band. "

Donal 's left hand went at once to his belt-pouch. But he
did not try to open it.

The boy | aughed. "Look upon it, Donal. See what has
hel ped me so well."

Unwi | I'i ngly, Donal unfastened the pouch and took out the
feathered bracelet. He looked at it nmutely. Such a sinple thing.
A sl ender band of braided feather: black and gold and brown.

He met Strahan's eyes. "How could this gainsay ny ;i'r?"
"They are fromyour father's hawk."

Breath rushed out of Donal's body. He stared blindly at the
feathers in his hand, and recalled his father's body in his
arns. How could | not have known\al51?

"A token, but powerful," the boy explained cheerfully.

"My father took the hawk's body. And then he took Duncan
Wth themboth, dead lir and live warrior, ny father fash-
ioned a powerful spell. It hid ny identity. It allowed ne to
come to you. It even nmade Finn wonder if | were kin'."
Strahan | aughed. "And it nade it an easy thing to infiltrate
the pal ace. "

/| kept this to recall Sefs murder . . . but it is a tool of ny
own. He | ooked up at the boy again. "What do you intend to
do with me?"
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"Make you a toy,
your father.'

Strahan said. "The way | nade one of

THREE

I
.nside his head, the nmenpries were at war

He recalled his father fromhis chil dhood, when Duncan

had been cl an-1 eader and responsible for people other than his
son. But he had still nade time for that son, teaching him
what he coul d.

He renenbered Duncan in his madness, with enpty eyes
and tal oned hands.

He recalled the first tine his father had taken hi m hunting,
to teach hi mwhat he nust know about tracking aninmals and
slaying themto help feed the clan.

He renenbered Duncan begging for their help, begging to
be made whol e again; a man.

He recall ed how his nother had taken care to keep his
father alive in his nenories when Duncan was gone because
all too often nenories faded into nothingness.

He remenbered how Alix had saved themail by sacrificing
hersel f.

But nostly he renmenbered how his father had died in his
arms. knowi ng hinmself a toy in the hands of Tynstar''s son.

And Donal knew he was, al so.
No.' he cried. /\alblam al51
"\al5lnot!"

He jerked awake. He heard his breathing rasping in the

confines of the cabin. The echo of his shout. The clank of

heavy iron as it rattled at wists and ankles, bolting himto the
bunk aboard the ship.

Ch gods ... He renenbered it all, now. How Strahan had
294
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captured himand thrown himinto irons, abusing Lomto
keep Donal a subdued, well-nannered prisoner

"Tell me sonething." The boy's voice; Donal opened his

eyes. "Tell me sonething, Donal . . . why was it so easy?"
Strahan stood in the cabin just inside the door. He wore dark
blue tunic and trews of the finest wool, belted with |eather
and silver.
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Donal swal |l owed. He had no intention of answering Strahan,
but his throat was very dry.

"All nmy life ny father taught ne the Cheysuli were not

men to be taken w thout expending great effort ... yet you
fell easily into my hands and nmake no effort to break free."
Bl ack brows knitted over hooded eyes. "Is this an exanpl e of

the power of the Ar-bond? | have heard how consuming it
i s\al5lhow a warrior gives up his life when the life of alir is
taken ... but Lomis not yet dead. Merel y\al5lconfined."

Strahan did not el aborate on the confinenent, but Dona

knew very well what the wolf had undergone. He could feel it
in hinmself as he lay chained to the bunk. Wakness. Hunger
Disorientation. Great thirst. Fever. And while Lorn suffered,
so did he. So would he, until the wolf was free and well.

The boy noved cl oser to the bunk. "I expected nmore from

you. In all our nonths together, you led nme to believe you
were a warrior. But | see no warnor. Just a man\al5la human
man, caught within nmy trap." Yet another step closer. "Were
is the falcon, Donal ?"

Donal heard the change in tone. Strahan was a boy, but a

boy with recourse to all the arcane arts of the netherworld. It
made himold though young. It nade himseem a nan when

he was not.

He is not a fool. . . and | dare not treat himas one. "Tal
is dead." His voice was nostly a croak

Strahan | aughed. "Do you expect nme to believe that!
know what that death entails, Donal. | know about the
madness. "

"Taj is dead."

"Do not undervalue ne!" Color stood high in Strahan's

face. I't! will paint you a picture, ny lord. Let us say the
falcon is dead. Because you have the wol f, you need not

concern yourself with the death-ritual; you are rel eased from
the responsibility. But | hold Lom Lomis\al5lill. The wolf is
not himself. And while neither are you yourself, precisely,
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woul d hardly claimyou mad." Strahan shook his head.
"Wth Taj dead and Lorn so cl ose, you would not be sane."

"What |ies has Tynstar told you?"

"None at all," the boy said gently. "It is no secret to ne.

A Urtess Cheysuli, left alive, loses what m nd he has left. But
because your race is so proud, so strong, so arrogant, you
cannot bear to see any warrior lose his mnd along with his
/[t'r. And so you created a cerenony. Gorified suicide.”
Strahan smled. "Ch, aye, | know about the taboo. A Cheysul
woul d never stoop to suicide. But what el se does a warrior do
when his lir is dead? He gives hinself over to whatever force
will slay him™"

“No\ al51"
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"Aye. | know it, Dona). Do you forget | held your father?"
Donal |unged up against his chains. "Get out of nmy sight!"
"No. "

"He was not\al5la toy . . . he was a man ... a man\alblyou
did not defeat the warrior! Therefore you did not defeat the
man! You did not defeat ny jehan\al51"

"Ch, but | think I did." Strahan stared at Donal. The
fai ntest underscore of conprehension edged his tone. "And,
in doing it\al5ll think | defeated you\al51'

"He was a man ... not a beast, not a bird, not a thing\al51"
Donal sucked in a breath. "He was Duncan of the Cheysuli
fromthe line of the dd Miyjhars ... in the days when the

Li on of Homana still belonged to us\al5l"

Strahan | ooked down upon him "Us," he echoed. "Aye.
My father has taught ne, too. How the Lion bel onged to us
all."

"Wo!'" Donal shut his teeth into his |ip. No nore\al5lgive this
boy no nore words to twi st around\al5l "The Lion was ever
ours. Cheysulil\al5lnever lhlini. Tynstar spun a tal e\al5l"

"Tynstar spun not hi ng,
the truth.”

Strahan retorted. "My father told

"The ol d gods take you," Donal said weakly. "There are
not hing but lies in your head."

"And nothing but truth on ny tongue." Strahan stood next

to the bunk. "Even if my father lied, do you think he would
ever claimkinship to you? Wuld he adnit to a taint so
willingly if there were no need for it?"

"Taint." Donal nearly spat. "Cheysuli blood would be his
savi ng grace."
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Strahan's |ips peeled back fromhis teeth in a smle full of
spile. "Then consider us nearly saved, ny |lord. Consider us
full of grace.™

"Ku'reshtin," Donal swore weakly, but the boy had |eft
t he cabin.

He did not know where Lorn was. He had wakened on

board a ship in heavy iron, half senseless fromthe bl ast of
power Strahan had | evel ed agai nst him He knew Lom sti |

lived for the link was intact. H's Od Blood gave himthe
ability to converse with his lir regardl ess of the presence of
Ihiini, but he could not break through the wolfs pain. He

was, nore or |ess, alone.

Yet again he entered the link in search of Taj, knowing it
likely the falcon was JStill too distant to hear his pattern;
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knowing also it was worth trying- Wth Taj free, he had a
chance. The fal con could rouse the others and warn of Strahan's
pur pose.

But there was no answer from Taj. All Donal could do was
detatch hinmself fromthe Iink and hope Lom woul d recover in
time.

He hung in his chains and sweated into the thin bl anket on
hi s bunk.

Donal was brought on deck under close guard. He squinted

agai nst the sunlight and nearly fell. Confinenent in irons had
stiffened his nuscles and slowed his refl exes. He caught

hi nsel f against the taffrail and wenched hinsel f upright,
then realized where Strahan had brought him

By the gods\al5ldoes he think he can hold the Crystal Isle?
This is a Cheysuli place!

The mist still clouded the island, closing down over the
ship. It settled into his furred | eathers. He | ooked past the
dock to the beaches and saw the fine white sand; the forests
that |ay beyond.

Strahan stood nearby. He was wapped in a crinmson, fur-lined
cloak as fine as any Donal had known in Honmana- Mij har

"When | ast we were here you brought nme as a servant,

thinking to el evate a honel ess orphan fromthe degradati on of
the streets." He |l aughed, "All ny talk of denons\al5lall ny
talk of fear! Enough to lull you to nmy purpose." He gestured.
"I have made the island mne. | have Atvians and lhlini to
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serve ne. Pitting, is it not, after you so eloquently told ne
how the Firstborn cane fromhere?" H's odd eyes were fixed

on Donal's face. "How does it feel, warrior, to know | have
made this an Ihlini place?"

Donai, clinging grimy to the rail with nmanacl ed hands, did
not choose to answer. \Wat he saw and what he knew
conflicted in his mind, for before himstood a sl ender, deli-
cate boy who had yet to reach proper nanhood, and yet

clainmed all the burgeoni ng power of the I|hlini

Tynstar spent nore than three centuries learning his arts.
Strahan is a boy\al5lthose centuries stretch ahead. What will he
be in a hundred, two hundred years from now?

The Atvian guards took himfromthe deck and | ed hi moff

the ship. Donal stood silently on the dock, watching how
Strahan ordered the unloading. He tried to get some glimer,
sonme indication fromthe gods that they watched what Strahan
did, but there was nothing. The wind was enpty of ommis-

ci ence.

Strahan turned to himand | aughed. "Where are your old

gods now, shapechanger? How coul d this have happened?”
Silver glinted in his ears. No nore was he the urchin but a
wel | -dressed young man instead, clothed in fine wool ens and
glittering ornamentation
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It was useless to renonstrate, to offer Strahan worthl ess
threats and pronises. If Lorn recovered, there was a chance
Donal coul d escape. If Taj at |last heard his seeking pattern,
me falcon could carry warning to Finn and the others as well.
But there was no certainty of either

"Your wol f, Donal ." \%

He swung around, taking an involuntary step forward. He
saw a crate, a wooden crate, rolled end over end down the
pl ank, fromthe ship to the dock below. He heard a nuted

yel p.

Pai n bl azed through his mind. What has Strahan done?
Lorn\al51lwhat has he done to you?

Guards held himback. He was helpless to aid the wolf. Al
he coul d do was nout h i ncoherent appeals, but he voiced
none of themto Strahan

The boy gestured. "Release him | want himto understand
what it is to confront a dying fir."

Donal jerked free of the | oosening hands and stunbl ed
across to the chest. He fell to his knees, seeking to work stiff
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fingers through the single narrow opening admtting air to the
wol f. He touched a crusted nose.

Lorn! You mnmust not faill!

The wol fs pattern was very weak. No water\al5lno food\al51
little air\alsl

You cannot die . . . Lorn. / beg you\al5l

You have another. Lorn answered weakly. You will not be
lirless. You will not face the death-ritual

Donal tried to thrust his fingers nore deeply but the wood
compressed his flesh. Lorn\al5ll will not let you die\al51l

/1 is better so. | grow weaker. Were | an unbl essed wol f of

the pack, the others would slay ne to protect thenselves. The
crusted nose pressed briefly against his bruised fingers. Lir\al51l
there is also another reason

There is no reason worthy of giving in! Donal said angrily.
Have you gone nmad? | need you

As | weaken, so do you, Lorn told him Do not deny it\al511
can feel it in the link. Do you | ose strength because of nme. the
Ihlini will have his victory.

Donal could not deny it. In the days since Strahan had

taken them both he had known a steady | essening of his

strength; a gnawi ng weakness in his spirit. Wiile Lorn was so
ill fromhis injuries and captivity, Donal was affected as welt.

Lir\al511 will not allow you to die.

"Come," Strahan said. "It is time you saw your quarters."
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Hands on his arns dragged Donal fromthe chest. Dona

| ashed out in fury with manacl ed hands and booted feet,
seeking to slay what he could reach, but the guards were

wel | - prepared. He struck out again, then froze as he heard a
| ow wail of pain fromLom

Li r\alb517

He turned. He saw the sword in Strahan's hands. The tip of
the bl ade protruded into the crate through the narrow open-
ing. "Do as | say," Strahan ordered. "Acconpany ny
servants."

"And if he dies?" Donal challenged. "How will you make
me obey you then?”

"If he dies, so does your will." Strahan smled. "You wll
live a while | onger because there is still the falcon, but when
I am done with you the madness will be a blessing."

One of the Atvians thrust an arminto the air. "MW
| ord\al51l ook\\"
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A fleet falcon swept through the air toward the ship. It
circled neatly over themall and di pped toward the dock,
screanming its agitation

Taj! Donal cried within the Iink. Go! Seek Finn and the
Cheysuli. Tell themit is Tynstar's brat who hol ds ne\al51lt he
boy we thought was Sef\al5l

"By the Seker, it is the falcon!" Strahan shouted. "I will
slay both of them"

"Taj," Donal shouted. "Go!"

Strahan took two steps to Donal and set the Up of the

sword agai nst his spine. "1 know you. | know your heritage.
Alix's son, are you not?\al5land she with all the O d Bl ood.
Seek you the shapechange? Do not. O | wili slay you here."

"Slay ne, and you | ose your tane Mijhar." Donal bared
his teeth, feigning a smle.

"I plan to replace you one day," Strahan pointed out. "It
can be sooner rather than later." He raised one hand. In the
other, the sword wavered, tilted downward, too heavy for
himto hold up. The tip bit into the wood of the dock

Fi ngers stiffened, snapped apart. Fromthe tips cane a
blinding streamof brilliant |ight. Deepest purple, tinged with
sparks. An echo of the power Donal had seen in Tynstar

He ains for Taj\al51 Donal turned on me lhlini, striking out

wi th shackl es and chains. He struck through the flame stream
ing fromStrahan's fingers and felt it spark and bum agai nst

his skin, raising crinson weals. Then the fire abruptly died,
for the boy |lay gasping and bl ue-faced beneath Donal's wei ght
and throttling fingers.
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Hands were on him jerking himfromthe boy. Dona

teetered at the dock's edge as they thrust himroughly away.
He saw that Taj stilt flew unnol ested toward the mainl and
and rel eased a sigh of relief.

Strahan got unsteadily to his feet. The sword lay on the
dock, but he ignored it. "Punishnent," he prom sed hoarsely.
"You will be sony for mat."

He thrust both arnms into the air as if he invoked a deity.
Donal , recalling how Tynstar had tried to sunmon Asar-Suti,
t hought Strahan intended the sane. He saw the air darken
around the pal e hands; snoke rolled out of the mst. It

wr eat hed the hands in flane.

Strahan | aughed. "Wul d you care to neet ny ft'r?"
LEGACY COF THE SWORD
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Donal's flesh rose up on his bones. "The Ihiini have no
lir\al51"

"No? Well, perhaps she is not a lir precisely\al5lbut she is
made of the same bl ood and bone." Crinmson sparks shot out

of the snoke as it spun around his hands. "She comes from
the netherworld, fromthe Gate of Asar-Suti. And such a

| ovely, lovely denon\al51" the flame and snoke expl oded
"\al51shall | fly her for you, Donal ?"

Bl ack snmoke and fl ame took substance. Donal saw tal ons,
wi ngs, a w ckedly curving beak. And a pair of golden eyes
that watched himwith a nalicious intensity.

"Sakti\al51" Strahan hissed, "\al5ltake the falcon for ne'"
Donat spun. "Fly!" he shouted at Taj.

The fal con di pped and dove, streaking fromthe hawk, but
Sakti was rel entless. She gained, caught up, struck out with
raki ng tal ons.

"Taj. . .flyr

Taj flew, but the denmon-hawk flew faster. Sakti rose,
st ooped, struck down with curving talons. One pierced the
fal con's breast.

"Taj!" Donal screaned.
The falcon fell out of the sky.
Taj -

\al51Tai -
Taj ?

He drifted, he dreaned. He cried. He knew hinself half
mad.

Lir\als1l

\al51lir\alb1
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Lir?
He slept. He wakened. He cri ed.
He coul d not hel p hinself.

\al51"Wanderer," Evan said, "you wll enbark upon a jour-
ney." The dice and rune-sticks fell, rattling on the wood\al51

\al51"Jester and Charl atan: those who are not what they
seem al51""

\'al51Yout h\ al51

\ al51i npri sonment\ al51

\'al51Executioner\albl
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\al51why not have the Ell asian dice you your destiny?
\al51Who is to say he will be wong?\al5l

\ al51w ong\ al51
W ong.

He sl ept.
Dr eaned.
Drifted.

\al51Your shar tahl has failed your clan. You know nothi ng of
the histories\al5l

\al51They sired al so a second race\al51l
\al51They sired the I hlm\al5l

\al51who bred with the Cheysulil\al5l
"Nol

\al51who bred with the Cheysulil\al5l

He wakened shouting No. But there was no one there to
hear .

For a long tine he forgot who he was or why Strahan held
him And then he renmenbered.
He renenbered why.

He was aione. He was |ocked within a roomthat held a
confortabl e bed, a bench, a table and hi gh narrow casenents
that let in the mst and nuted sun. The iron renmi ned on his
wrists, but he had the freedom of the chanber.

Freedom
It al nbst nade hi m | augh.

Lom he could not reach. There was a barrier in nme |ink.
But not the utter enptiness that would signify Lom s death.
The wol f |ived, but Donai could not touch him
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He tried to follow the days by scratching runes into the
bedpost with the buckle of his belt, but he knew he had | ost
track. The |ight was somehow wong. The fog occl uded the
sun. He could not judge the season or the tine.

But it was cold. One brazier was not enough.
LEGACY OF THE SWORD 303

He ate.

He drank.

He was left entirely al one.

The door crashed open. Donal spun around.
Strahan stood within the chanber\al5l
\al5land so did Finn and Evan.

The boy | aughed. "It pleases me to reunite you, now that 1
have you all."

Donal's breath rattled in his throat as he stared at Finn.
"He\ al51t ook\ al51youT

"Evan and | cane to rescue you.
reprovi ng.

The tone was wy,

The Ell asian grinned. "You m ght at |east give us your
gratitude."

"Why?" Donal demanded. "How could you cone
al one\ al51?"

"It seenmed the best idea." Finn and Evan seened wel |
enough. Unharned, and certainly |less than horrified by the
presence of Tynstar's son.

Donal glared at Evan. "Wat will H gh King Rhodri say
when he | earns his youngest son has fallen prisoner to Strahan?,"”

"Probably that | ama fool, and no |oss," Evan said
lightly. "Perhaps | am and it is not ... but 1 thought to aid
afriend."

Donal thrust out his hands, displaying the heavy shackl es.
"How?" he demanded. "By wearing lhlini iron?"

The scar twisted on Finn's cheek as he |l aughed. "I see a
| engt hy confinenent has not inproved your tenper."

Donal stared at him He felt his mouth dry up. "How
| ong?" he asked. "How | ong have | been here?"

No one answered at once. And then Strahan | aughed.

"Have you |l ost count? Did you not see the season change? It

wor ked\ al51it worked\ al51l nmade you forget everything, even the
time of year!"

Donal recall ed how he had nade marks in the bedpost to
keep track of time. One day, he had stopped. And then the
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time was | ost, and he was | ost, and now he could not recal
how | ong he had been a prisoner of Strahan

Gods . . . is this how the madness begi ns?

"I't workedV Strahan exulted. "Do you not recall all the
times you begged nme for your nanme? How you begged ne for
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a polished plate so you could see yourself? You believed
yoursel f a hawk\al5la hawk, not a falcon. M m cking your father?"

"Si x nonths," Donal whispered in horror

"Wnter has cone and gone," Finn said gently- "Donal\al5l
let it go."

He | ooked at his hands. Hands only. The fingers were

fingers, not talons. But he recalled it, alittle; he recalled how
he had feared the shapechange as he slept. As Strahan teased
himwith his power. By the gods . . . | think we have all gone
mad\ al51

He stared at Finn and Evan. "You are fools." H's tone
was inflectionless. "Fools, both of you . . . you have given
Homana over to Tynstar's son."

"1 think not," Finn answered. "You see, the boy is just a
boy\al5lstill |earning about his power. He nmay be Tynstar's
son, but can he lead his race? He is young. Young\al5land
youth has a way of tripping over hardshi ps before the highest
goal is won," He turned to Strahan. "Did you think -we fel
into your hands when we nade certain you would take us?'

Col or shot into Strahan's face. "Wat do you say to me?"
he denmanded. '"What do you say to ne?"

"That it is tine for us to go."
"You cannot! | hold you! You are ny prisoners!"

Finn's hand was in his belt-pouch. "It is tine for us to

go.

The boy stretched out his hand. At his fingertips danced a
rune of brilliant purple. "I am Tynstar's son. / amthe
Ihlinir

"And you have | ost one of your ward-stones." Finn held it

up so all could see it: a small round rock, dull gray, with a
single streak of black. "Boy," Finn said, "do you know

enough to be frightened?”

Clearly, Strahan did. He backed away, clutching at the
crimson robe he wore over dark gray winter leathers. H's thin
face turned white, then splotchy red; the rune snuffed out in
hi s hand.

Finn smled. "I do not suppose you have the other four
somewher e upon your person\al5l?"

Strahan turned and ran.
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"Apparently he does not." Finn returned the stone to his
belt-pouch. "I think it is time to go, before he fetches the rest
of the stones."
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Donal stared at his uncle. "Wy? What woul d happen if he
di d?"

"Toget her, the ward-stones augnent his power. Apart,

they can be used agai nst the sorcerer who nade them" Finn
gestured toward the door. "Do you tarry, | will think you
wish to slay.”

"l need Lom"
"W will find him" Finn preceded himthrough the door

They ran down a corridor. "Wat of the other Ihlini?"
Evan asked.

"They die like other men." Finn | ed them down a staircase
and t hrough an airy chanber. "You have a knife, EUasian\al5l
surely you can use it."

They went down. Down and down, into the bowels of the
pal ace.

"Su'fali!" Donat cried. "I can touch him. . . there\al5lLom
is there!" He gestured at a narrow wooden door hal f hi dden
by an arras.

Finn tore it aside and jerked open the unl ocked door
"Storr," he said in satisfaction. The wolf held a guard at
bay.

"Lom al51?" Donal asked.

"Through there, | would hazard." Finn indicated a second
door. "And now, |hlini\al5lsafe journey to your god\al51"

Donal ' s chai ns clashed as he shoul dered open the door. He
stunbl ed inside, ducking his head, and nearly fell over his
lir.

"Lom " He dropped to his knees beside the wol f.

Lomlay on his side in soiled straw. The visible eye was
rolled back in his head. The tongue, protrudi ng from between
his jaws, was dry and crusted. But he breathed. Barely, but
he br eat hed.

Donal touched the lusterless, matted fur. Lir\al5ll will not
all ow you to die\al5li order you to live\al5l

He felt the faintest flicker of amusement fromthe tattered
edges of the link. But it is the lir who have the ordering of the
Cheysul i

Fi ngers spasmed, then dug nore deeply into the pelt. He
felt the | adder of Loms protruding nbs. WIIl you live?

You still have need of ne.
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Donal wavered in relief, then bent and set his face against
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Lom s shoulder. / could not bear it if you died. Then he
smiled up at his uncle. "I think he will be all right."

Finn knelt and gathered the wolf into his arns. "I will take
him You arc not much stronger than he." He rose and jerked
his head at Evan. "See he cones, Ellasian. W have gone to
too much trouble to | ose himso easily now. "

Evan grinned and grasped Donal's arm "Cone, ny
| ord\al51we nust steal ourselves a boat."

FOUR

T

hey won free of the pal ace proper wi thout comng to

har Ml al51Evan sl ew three Atvi an guards\al5lbut the high white
wal | s of the bailey proved a greater foe than man. Locked and
attended gates denied theman exit as easy as their entrance.

They ducked down into the darkness of full night, hiding

t hensel ves in shadows and vegetation. Finn tended Lorn

whi | e Evan wat ched for guards. Donal knelt against the wall

and pushed a trenbling forearmthrough sweat - danpened

hair, aware the six nonths of captivity had | eached hi m of

grace and qui ckness. He rested hts head agai nst one doubl ed
knee, trying to catch his breath, and felt the hard cold iron of
Strahan*s shackl es on his arns.

CGods\ al5l1lis this what it was for Carillon when he wore Atvian
iron? Inwardly, he shuddered. /(is a perfect humliation

"Donal \ al151?" It was Evan, hunching down beside him One
hand touched Donal's | eather-cl ad shoul der.

Donal lifted his head. "I amwell enough, Evan ... see to
yoursel f.'

Evan, |aughing softly, wi thdrew the hand. "Wthout ne,
my proud Mij har, you might still be Strahan's prisoner. Do
get no thanks from you?"

Donal smiled into the darkness- "Wuld a prince accept
paynent for the aid he rendered a fellow prince?"

"Mij har," Evan corrected. "Aye, he might . . . could he

winit in a fortune-game." Slanting shadow across the Ellasian's
face hid his eyes and nose, but not his nobile mouth. He
grinned. "But there may be a better reward than that. There
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was a young woman | adnmired at your wedding cel ebration
Coul d you give her good word of nme, it mght be paynent
enough. "

"Wi ch one?" Donal asked dryly. "I cannot recall them
all."

"You sai d her name was Meghan."

Chai ns cl ashed as Donal gl anced at Evan sharply. "And do

you forget?\al51l also told you who sired her." He indicated
Finn crouching not far fromthemw th Lomstill cradled in
his arms. "Say to himyou wish to know his daughter better.”

"Were you to give himgood word of ne\al5l"

"I think he knows you better than nost." But the levity
qui ckly faded. Donal noved over to kneel beside his wolf.
Lorn?

I have not died yet, lir.

Donal smiled. Then he glanced up at Finn's face. "He
requires proper healing."

"And will have it... but not Just here."

Donal peered through the bushes at the wall. Absently, he
chewed at a broken thunbnail. "We can hardly scale the
walls with an injured wolf\al51"

"Scal e then? Wiy not fly over thenf"

Donal | ooked back at himsharply. "Taj is\al5llost. | have no
recourse to fal con-shape."

"Do you not?" Finn's nmouth hooked down as he shook his
head. "Can you not even trust your own senses, Donal? O
your own sense. Were Taj truly lost, how could Evan and 1
have found you?

"But\al51l thought you sonehow knew Strahan had cone
here\ al51"

"How?" Finn's voice was underscored with contenpt.

"Am | ommiscient? Did Evan throw t he rune-sticks? And
how were we to know the boy was Tynstar's get?" Gimy he
shook his head. "Inprisonnment has not inproved your sense
anynore than your tenper."

Donal hunched forward, trying to keep the chains from
clinking. "I sawit, su'fali\\ Strahan summoned a denon-bird
fromAsar-Suti, and she slew Taj. | saw himfall!"

"The hawk injured him aye, and he fell. But he was not
slain.” Finn indicated the wall with his head. "Do you think
that is Strahan's hawk? O is it nore likely a falcon?"

Donal ' s head snapped around. Now that Finn pointed him
LEGACY COF THE SWORD 309

out, the bird was visible. But only as a shape in the shadows.
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There was no light to give the bird nane or col or
Hope and longing |l eaped up to fill Donal's chest. "Taj?"

/ am here, the falcon said. Wiy do you tarry, lir? Do you
come, or do you stay?

"Ley/land tu'sai," he nuttered aloud in a prayer of thanks-
giving to the gods. Then, within the |link again; Finn says
must fly over the walls.

You have done such things before.

Donal | aughed to hinself wyly. / am sonewhat weary,
lir\als5lthis has not been an easy inprisonnent.

Then why not |eave it behind?

Donal shook his head in resignation. How many guardsnen,
Taj? fhlini or Atvians? If they were Ihlini, he had no recourse
to /('r-shape. And Taj could not help himattack them

Si x Atvi ans.
"Six," Donal said glumy. "And | amonly one\al51"
"Are you?" Finn asked. "I thought you were Cheysuli."

Donal scowed at him then turned to Evan. "There is

sonet hing you nust do for nme. When a warrior assunes
[ir-shape, that which he touches al so changes. | would prefer
not to take the shackles with ne; | need you to hold them
and as | change fromman to falcon you nust pull themfree

of nmy wings. Can you do that?"

Evan shrugged. "It does not sound particularly difficult."

Donal smiled a little. "And if the change enconpassed
you?"

The Ell asian's blue eyes widened a trifle. "Could it?"

"Who can say?" Donal, grinning inwardly, held out his
shackl ed arns. "Catch hold, Evan, and we shall find out."

The El |l asian, after only a nonmentary hesitation, reached

out and closed his hands around the heavy chains at wists

and ankl es. Dona!, doubled up in a sitting position, drewin a
deep breath and shut his eyes. The shapechange required
extreme concentration, and of |ate the concept had becone an
al i en one.

He felt the peace conme rushing into fill himup with a

mar vel ous sense of well-being. Al the pain and angui sh of
the past six nonths nelted away i nto nothi ngness. He was at
peace within hinself, and fromthe center of that cal mhe
reached out to tap the power that gave himthe gift of the
shapechange
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Donal froze. Even as he tapped the power and felt it run up
fromthe earth to enconpass flesh and bones, he thought of
the thing his father had been. And he could not face hinself.
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"Donai!" Finn's voice sounding oddly frightened. "Don-
al\al51go one way or the other\al51'

So, he was a hal fway thing. Even Finn saw the difference.
Instinctively he reached out to his falcon. Tap

Trust ne. Trust yourself. What Strahan did was |hlini-
wrought, and not of good, clean earth magic. Do you think
the gods would allow the magic to fail when it is you who
asks it?

No. And he reached out again, let the power enfold him
utterly, and took flight as the shacki es and chains crashed
agai nst the ground.

Two fal cons drove out of the darkness at the guardsnen,
striking with deadly tal ons and hooked, sharp beaks. They

were not | arge birds, not as dangerous as eagle or hawk in

m | attack, but in darkness\al5land unexpected\al5leven a snall
creature can prove powerfully effective

Men screaned and fell to their knees, arms flailing at the
birds. Wen three of themgroveled in the dirt, clutching

bl eedi ng faces, three others drew swords and sl ashed vi -
ciously at the attacking fal cons. One sought safety in a tree.
The other flew to the ground and becane a man.

A bl ade di pped as the hand that held it clenched in spas-
nodic fear; the tip bit into dirt. Donai stepped cl ose and
broke the man's neck with a single blow, then caught up the
sword and turned to face the other two.

He smiled. Leijhana tu'sai. Carillon . . . the skill will not
go unused after all\al51

He spun, whirling, as one man sought his unprotected

back. He swung, felt blade bite through | eathers and wool,
then nore deeply, splintering ribs and sundering flesh. But
hi s hands were ungloved in the nighttime chill, and the gush
of warm bl ood slicked the grip of the blade. It slipped in his
hands, and as the nman crunpled to the ground he took the

sword with him

The | ast guard cane at himas he turned, |acking knife,

sword or bow. Donal's arns rose slowy as he lifted them

away from his body, hands spreading in the air. He saw t he
faintest flicker of the sword in the torchlight near the wail; he
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| eaped back, nearly tripped over the dead man's body, then
| unged backward yet agai n.

Lir\al51 he began.
/ amconming, Taj replied. You require nmy help after all

The fal con swept down out of the tree and dug his tal ons

into the guardsman's hands upon the hilt. He bit out a startled
oath and dropped the sword. Taj veered away, but as he did

the guardsman drew his | ong-knife.
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Donal wat ched the knife bl ade. But the guardsman was no
fool; he swung with his other armand smashed it into Don-
al's face. Ringmail bit in and scored his cheek; Donal swore
viciously and jerked his head away. The knife sought his
abdonen even as he held the ringmailed wist.

The Atvian slamred hi m against the gate. The left armslid
up to crush Donai's vul nerabl e throat.

Thank the gods he is not Ihlini\al51 Donal took /fr-shape
instantly and |l eft the guardsman staggering agai nst the gate.
He darted up, then flew down agai n and took back his human
form

The Atvian plunged forward with his knife. Donal slid
easily aside. He caught the man's slashing armas it drove
past him and snapped it against his upraised thigh.

He caught the knife as it fell fromspasm ng fingers. He
allowed the man to fall\al51

\'al51he spun\al51l
\'al51t hrewh al51

\al51the knife was buried in the back of the Atvian's unpro-
tect ed neck.

Three nore\al5l Donal turned, prepared, but the Atvians
provided no threat to him Al three still groveled in the dirt,
hands thrust up before their bleeding faces. One man had | ost
both eyes; the other two bled badly from nouth and nose.

Al cried piteously for help fromtheir gods and Strahan.
And the man who faced them

Donal turned away. Grimy he unbarred the gate and thrust
open one of the |leaves, whistling for Finn and Evan. They
canme, acconpanied by Storr, and Lorn clasped in Finn's
strong arns.

"Six," Finn remarked as he passed by Donal into the
darkness. "A warrior after all."'*

"I slewonly three," Donal retorted.
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"Ah," said Evan, nodding as he slipped by. "That does
sonmewhat di m ni sh your acconplishnent."

Donal departed the gate and foll owed themto the dock
"Whi ch boat?" he asked.

"The cl osest!" Evan answered.
They ran\al5l
\al5land Strahan*s bl ack hawk expl oded out of darkness-

Donal was hurled to his knees as the trenmendous wei ght
drove into back and shoul ders. Tal ons cl osed. Leather tore
open; so did flesh and nuscl e.
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He arched, straining upward in an effort to catch the hawk
in his hands. Pain vibrated through his body until he thought
he woul d screamwith it. But his fingers could not touch the
bi rd.

Evan thrust with his knife. But Sakti drove upward, avoid-

ing the blade with a snap of her powerful w ngs. She shrieked,
wheel ed, stooped. Tal ons sl ashed past Evan's deperate de-
fense and drove again into Donal's back. She hurled himonto
hi s face.

Donal was half-blind with pain. He tasted blood in his
mouth from having bitten his tongue. His face pressed into
sand and seashell; he dug handfuls of fine-grained sand.
"Su'fali!" he cried. Sand and shell crept into his mouth as
Satki's weight ground his face into the beach. "By the gods,
su' falilal5lgai nsay this denon-bird\al51"

"No warbow " Finn raged. "Had | ny bow al51/"

"Do sonething'" Evan shouted, diving at the hawk. "Lod-
hi '\al51how can we stop this thing\al51?"

Fi nn set Lorn down upon the beach. Hastily he sought

stones. Those few he found he caught up in his hands, and
searched for me hawk. She spiral ed over their heads, drifting
in apparent idleness; her cries were mal evol ence given tongue.

One by one, Finn hurled the stones at the hawk. Hi s aim
was good, but Sakti was too swift. Strahan's borrowed de-
mon began to play with them all

Donal pressed hinself upward, biting his lip to keep back

his cry of pain. H's back and shoul ders were afire, but he
thrust hinself to his knees. "She\alblseeks to del ay us\al5ifor
Strahan\ al51" he said breathlessly. "W nust ignore her\al5lgo
on\al5lget away from here\al51l"

"How?" Evan demanded. "That thing is nore than hawk!"
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"Denpon\ al51" Donal gasped. "Strahan sunmoned her from
the god of the netherworld\al51"

Sakti wheel ed. Stooped. But her target was Evan now.

Hi s breath expl oded fromhis chest as the hawk drove into

his ribs, talons closed, knocking himto the ground. But this
time Finn was prepared. He waited as she rose, preparing to
stoop again, and as her wi ngs snapped cl osed he drew his
knife and hurled it into the air.

The blade glinted in the noonlight. It sliced upward toward
the hawk. Sakti, screeching, turned aside. But one foot shot
out and tal ons grasped, closing on the hilt. Wngs snapped
shut. She stooped. Now she drove at Finn

He dropped to the ground, rolling as the hawk cane at

him One lone talon slashed across his shoul der, tearing
fur-lined | eather. But she rel eased the knife, and as she hurl ed
hersel f upward to stoop again, Finn thrust hinself to his feet
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Sakti soared, wi ngs extended against the stars. Finn waited.
And when she snapped her w ngs shut he hurled the knife
agai n.

Taj darted out of the darkness directly at the hawk. Sakti's
size dwarfed the falcon, but Taj did not give in. He flew
straight at her and turned her fromher course into the path of
t he oncom ng knife.

The bl ade struck home in Sakti's chest. She screaned,;
scream ng, she fell. But her talons were still extended.

Donal , head tipped back to stare upward into the sky, cried
out as the talons sank into the side of his neck. Sakti's weight
threw himover onto his back; the talons dug deeper still.

He clawed at his neck, seeking escape. Sakti quivered and

was still, but even death did not |oosen the clutching tal ons.
It was Evan who at | ast pried themfree and cl anped a hand
over the wound in Donat's neck

"eLodhi '\ al51lhow he bl eeds!"

"\al51to death, do we not stanch it." Finn pressed Evan's

hand nore tightly agai nst the wound. "You nust keep it
shut\al51l will take Lom. . . Ellasian, get himup fromthere
W nust take himinto the forest."

Donal was hal f-senseless. He felt Evan urging himto his
feet, but his |inbs would not obey him He thought it would
be easier and far |ess painful did he sinmply remain |ying on
me beach with the cool sand under his twi tching body.
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"Up\ al5lget you up\al5l" Evan panted. "Lodhi. Donal\al5ldo
you wi sh to bleed to death?'

Evan's hand was cl anped to Donal's neck. The pressure
hurt. Donal's own hand rose up to peel the Ellasian's fingers
away, but Evan withstood his feeble attenpt.

"Fi nn\al5lcan you not conpel hin? Can you not use a little
of your magi c?"

"Not here; not |. Too nany |lhlini present. Donal mi ght
have the ability\al51" his voice broke off a nonent "\alb5lcarry
him if you have to!"

Evan dragged himfromthe ground. Donal stunbled, stag-
gered, nearly fell again. H s neck was bound up in pain.
"Gods\ al51" he said hoarsely, "\al5lgods\al51"

"Bring him" Finn said harshly, and carried Lomfromthe
beach into the forest -

\al51pai n\al51

He stunbl ed. Evan held himup. He staggered. Evan kept
himfromfalling. He nearly vonited. Evan nerely held on
more tightly and gave hi m what words he coul d of encourage-
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ment. But npbst of themwere in Ellasian.
\'al51pai n\al51

H s left shoul der was wet with warm bl ood. It soaked

through his | eathers and danpened the fur lining, until he
could feel it running down his armin rivulets. It dripped from
his fingers to the forest floor, splattering onto his boots.

\al51so nuch pain . . . pain and bl ood\al51

He staggered. But Evan held himup and nunbl ed Ell asi an
encour agenent .

"Here!" The call cane from Finn, hidden by trees, and
shadow. "Hurry, Ellasian\al51"

Evan hurried. Donal could not. But at |last they broke from
the trees into a clearing, and saw the tunbl ed ruin.

Fi nn came out of the crooked doorway, |acking Lom and

hel ped Evan cany Donal. "Bring himinside. It is cold,

damp\ al5loffering little enough shelter\al5lbut perhaps Strahan
will forget this place exists."

"What is it?" Evan asked.

Dona!, hal f-dragged, peered through slitted eyes. He saw
huddl ed green-gray stones taller than Carillon, set in a hap-
hazard circle. Slotted darkness |ay between them they had
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lost their uniformty, the perfection of their edges. They
gaped apart, like a man m ssing nost of his teeth.

"This place was once used as a place of worship by the
Firstborn,"” Finn said grimy, half-carrying his nephew "There
are a fewremaining in conmers of Honana. ... | do not

doubt this is the first, the oldest. Perhaps it will be our
protection agai nst the boy. Here\al5llet us settle himhere,
agai nst the wall."

Donal mpaned as they put himdown on the cold, danp
ground. The stone was hard and cruel against his torn back

"Lay a fire," Finn told Evan
"Wth what, ny witH' Evan demanded. "I have no flint."

Finn dug into his belt-pouch. "Here. Use your knife and
your wits. This calls for cautery.”

Evan caught the flint as Finn tossed it. "Can you not use
your heal i ng powers?"

"I amone man. | have not the strength to seal so deep a
wound. And you are not your rujholli with his magic harp."

Evan turned and went out. He brought back chips of wood
and broken branches and piled themcarefully. Sparks flew
fromthe flint as he used his knife upon it, but none caught in
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t he ki ndli ng.

"Princeling." The twisted title, fromFinn, was an insult.
"Too gendy raised in Rhodri's hall."

Evan said nothing, but Donal could see the grimline of his
mout h. Finn, kneeling next to his nephew with one hand
shutting off the blood, watched inpatiently as Evan worked
the flint.

"Su'falilal51" Donal's voice was little nmore than a broken
whi sper. "Is this how you treated Carillon?"

Finn stared down at him Hi s yell ow eyes were black in the
di mess of the chapel. Starlight shone in through the broken
beamwor k, but not enough to illumnate the place. "Wen he
was deserving of it," he said at |last. Donal saw the crooked
smle. "That was nost of the tinme."

The kindling caught at |ast and began to snolder. Carefully
Evan coaxed it into a flame, fed it nore wood, then set the
knife blade in the fire.

"Patience, Donal," Finn said softly. "Shansu, shansu\al5l
will not let the boy prevail."

Bl ood still coursed from beneath Finn's pressing hand.
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Donat felt weakness and | ethargy seep into his flesh and
spirit. Could he sleep, the pain would go away\al5l

"Donal!" Finn said sharply- "Do you forget your /i'r? He
needs your aid. Wien the wound is closed, we will heal him
But | need you for that\al5ldo not give in now"

Donal reached instinctively for Lorn, but his own pain and
Lom s weakness threw up a barrier in the link. He could

sense the wol fs presence\alb5lor was it Storr's?\al5lbut nothing
nmore. Taj as well was denied to him

Evan si ghed and rubbed an arm across his eyes. The knife

bl ade gl owed crinson at the tip; heat slowy spread up the
steel. Wen it had reached the hilt, Evan took off his fur-
lined vel vet doublet and folded it into a wap to protect his
hand as he held the knife. He took it out of the fire and
carried it back to Finn.

Donal , transfixed by the gl owi ng bl ade that danced agai nst
the dar kness, opened his mouth to tell them no.

Finn nodded. "I will take ny hand away. You nust sear it
quickly; | may not be able to hold him"

"Aye," Evan said roughly. "I amsorry, Donal\al51"

Finn rel eased the wound. Bl ood welled up afresh, spilling
down Donal's chest. But Finn caught his shoul ders and pressed
hi s back against the wall. "Now al51"

Bl ood hi ssed as the bl ade cane down. Fluids popped; flesh
was seared together. Donal's body spasnmed and arched |ike a
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man in the clutches of death. Finn held him spoke to him
but Donal heard nothing. He was eaten aiive w th pain.

"Enough," Finn said. He shut his fingers in the | eather of
Donai's winter shirt. "Rouse yourself! Lom has need of
you. "

Donai's hand clawed at the cauterized wound, then spasned
away as the pain renewed itself. "Gods\al5lhave you slain
nme?"

"Rouse yoursel f,"
[i'r?"

Fi nn repeal ed. "Do you deny your

Sense crept back. Wth Finn's aid, Donal got up onto his
knees. At Lomls side he shut his eyes and waited for weak-
ness to pass, then set his hands against the dry, staring coat.

"Help ne, su'fati. ... | have not the strength to do it
al one. "
"Nor |I." Finn's tone was uncomonly gentle. "Let your-

sel f go, Donal, G ve yourself over to the earth.”
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Donal ' s head bowed down. The puckered seamin his neck
bl azed up as if newy cauterized. Donal shut his eyes.

Gve nyself over . . . give nyself over to the earth. But\al51l
what am| to do if the earth does not wish to give nme up when
the healing has been conpl et ed?

But he could not wait for an answer he knew woul d not

come. Instead, he sank his awareness into the warnmth of the
earth and sought Finn's presence in the darkness. He found it.
They |inked at once, then sought the healing magic.

A spring, bubbling up fromunderground. It flowed. It
encapsul ated their spirits, exam ned them understood their
need, and went onward to the wolf. It flowed, bathing himin
its strength, until the wounds were heal ed and the bright
burning of his spirit was renewed. And then it flowed away.

"Done," Donal nunbled. "See how he sl eeps?"
"Done," Finn agreed. "Shansu, Donal ... it is your turn
Now.

Donal opened his mouth to answer. Nothing issued from

his mouth, not even a final sigh. He felt hinself slunp

si deways and struggled to halt his fall, know ng the |anding
woul d hurt his wounds, but his body did not obey.

He felt Finn catch him and then he sank down into a sleep
as deep as any he had known.

Fl VE
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D.

"onal roused to pain. It burned in neck and shoul ders,
down his back. He felt as if someone had flayed himalive
and left the bones to nolder in the mns.

He lay perfectly still, still wapped around the warnth of
Loms furred body. He felt the regular lifting of Lonml s side;

heard the subtle thunping of his heart. He lay relieved, with
weary exultation: he was free of Strahan, and the wolf woul d
recover fully.

Slow y, he pushed hinself into a sitting position. He grunted
against his will, torn flesh and muscl es protested. An expl or-
atory hand told hi msoneone had bandaged the tal on wounds

in his back and shoul ders. Finn, nost |ikely\al5land with Ev-
an's velvet doublet. He felt terribly weak, battered.

He scow ed, trying to clear his vision. He saw gray-green
stones surrounding themin a tunbled circle. Sone stones
stood upright, sentinels in the dawn; others tilted agai nst
nei ghbors; a few lay on the ground. Broken beammork lit-
tered the center of the chapel; a ruined altar stood farthest
fromthe fire Evan had built-

Fi nn squatted by the nakeshift caim "Well?"

Donal turned his head carefully. The flesh pulled; he touched
a puckered seamhalf a man's hand in length in the holl ow
where neck and shoul der nmet. "You have butchered ne,

su' fali."

"We did not touch your face,"” Finn retorted. "Wen the
mar ks of battle have faded, no doubt Sorcha will find you just
as pretty as before.™

318
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Donal scow ed.

Finn stood, stretching el borately. Mst drifted in the chape
and dew beaded on the stones. "I will fetch us sonmething to
eat. | go no farther until my belly is full again."”

"Make it plunp gane," Donal advised. "If Evan is as
hungry as / am we shall need a sizable breakfast."

Fi nn | oosened the Homanan knife in its sheath. Donal,
| ooking at the heavy hilt with its ranpant royal |ion. thought
again how bitter it nmust be for Finn to know Carillon was dead.

For so many years his task was to keep himalive . . . yet
in the end, he aided his death.

Finn gl anced over at Evan, still curled up on a pile of

| eaves. "The Ell asian sleeps like the dead," he said scath-
ingly, and then he went out of the chapel with Storr trotting at
hi s si de.
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"l am neither asleep nor dead." Evan rolled over and sat
up. "I was nmerely trying to get warm?"

"Then nove to the fire." Donal did so hinself, albeit
slowy, and put nore wood on the flanes.

Evan got up, twi sted to unkink his neck and spine, then
moved to the fire and squatted down. "Wat is Finn about?"

"Hunting breakfast." Donal saw how Evan's beard had

come in, form ng dark stubble along his jaw. He scratched at
it, grimacing, and Donal bl essed the gods for seeing to it the
Cheysuli could not grow beards. Too nmuch trouble to take it
of f each norning. He was anused by the transformation in

his Ellasian friend. Evan's normally immuacul at e appear ance

had undergone a deci ded change. He was dirty, griny; his
clothing was soiled and torn.

Evan put his hands out over the flanes. H's fingers were
scraped. Nails were broken. There was not much renmi ning

of the prince who had cone to Donal's wedding. "I amsorry
for the pain," Evan said, looking at the bright red weal in
Donal's neck. "Finn said it was the only way."

"It was." Donal did not finger the puckered seam "But |
do not see why you did not sinply sever the rest of ny
neck. "

Evan's nmobil e mouth hooked down wyly. "1 considered it
seriousl y\al5lbut | thought Homana mi ght wish to see her new
Muj har. She has not. you know. . . . Strahan took you too
soon. There are runors you are dead."

"And if | anP" Donal |ooked at himsquarely. "You are
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the son of a king and know of such things. In Ellas, what
woul d happen if the Hi gh King were slain?"

Evan shrugged. "Lachtan would beconme H gh King. There

woul d be no great stirring anong the subjects\al5ldo you forget
Rhodri has so many sons? And Lachl an hinself has two\al5lby
now, perhaps three. There woul d be an unremarkabl e passi ng

of the throne fromone man to another."

Donal stared into the fire. "Not here. No, not here. Wth-
out me, Homana is Homanan again." He bit at a torn flap of
skin on one thumb- "Perhaps that is what all of this is
about . "

Evan frowned and added nore wood. "Wat do you say?
This is Strahan's doing."

"Strahan's, aye\al5lbut who el se's? There could even be
Homanans. Not ail are reconciled to Carillon's heir." He

stood up for the first time, collected his senses, and gl anced
around. "Gods\alb5lthis place\al5lit makes a man feel hunble.”

He nmoved around the chapel slowy, |ooking nore closely
at tunbl ed stone and broken beammork, fallen altar and
vi ne- choked foundation pedestals. It was sunrise, but only the
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faintest tinge of orange got through the mist. It filled up the
pl ace with bronze and gol d.

Donal picked his way through the debris to the altar. It

| eaned haphazardly si deways, propped up by another stone.

Its pedestal was shattered. But on the face of the altar were
runes, velveted with lichen, corroded by danpness and tine.

He bent, picking at the runes with a broken nail. Pensively,
he frowned. And then, when he could piece together a por-
tion of the inscription, he let out an involuntary blurt of
sound.

Evan left the fire. "VWhat is it?"

"It is no wonder we were not disturbed |Iast night by
Strahan or his mnions. This is a holy place."

"Finn said it is a chapel."

"WAs. Look at the inscriptions\alblsee how they border the
altar?" Another gesture indicated the other stones. "Each-one

is inscribed, I will wager, though tinme has hidden the runes.
See you here? These runes\al5lsee how they are cut so deeply
into the stone?" He tapped with the broken nail. "This place

of fers the guardi anship of the gods to any who would seek it
of Cheysuli or Firstborn blood. Sanctuary, Evan. Even the
I hl'ini cannot touch us here."
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Taj's screamcut through me nmist |ike a scythe.

Donal spun around and felt the scabbing of his wounds tear
apart. "Evan\al5lcone!"

He ran. He felt the fire in his neck and back and shoul ders,
but he did not pay attention. He ran

Thoms snagged at his flesh and | eathers as he | eaped over
fallen trees and ski pped across tunbl ed boul ders with the
borrowed energy of fear. He heard Evan coni ng behind him
cursing the briers, but Donal had no time for oaths. Only
prayers.

He broke from dense undergrowth into a tiny clearing. He
stopped. He stopped so quickly Evan ran into himfrom
behind. But he said nothing to Evan's irritated question. He
could not. He could not speak at all

Finn lay on his back in the clearing. Hi s |inbs were
sprawl ed in an obscene parody of his normal fluid grace. He
stared upward into the m sted sky and blood ran fromhis
nmout h.

The sword stood up fromhis ribs like a royal standard. The
hilt was gold, lion-shaped; the ponmel stone was bal efu
bl ack.

Su'falilal51l Slowy, jerkily, Donal noved across the clearing
until he stood at Finn's side. He knelt, know ng shock and
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pain and a trenendous, blossoming grief. "Su'fali!" he
shout ed.

Finn's left hand lay |oosely clasped around the bl ade.
Fingers were stained with his blood. Al ready his furred |eather
shirt was sodden.

As if it had been twisted in his body . . . Donal felt the
wild grief break free. He swore softly in the Od Tongue,
repeatedly, with all the pain and rage he felt.

Finn's mouth noved in a tiny smile. "You have, at |east,
| earned enough of the A d Tongue for that."

"Su'fali . . . su'fali . . . what can | do?"
"Do not grieve, kinsman. It is a warrior's death."

"Who?" Donal heard his voice quaver. "Wo has done
this to you?"

"The boy. Retribution, he said, for the |oss of jehan and
jehana.'" Finn's face twisted briefly with i nmense pain; the
scar withed upon his cheek. "He\al5lwanted the sword back
when he was done with me. He tried to take it back. But\al5l
am Hal e' s son and perhaps the sword knew ne\al51t he magic
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cane, the sword-nmagi c\al5l Strahan was denied even as he put
hi s hands upon die hilt\al51" Miuscles in his jaw stood up. "He
want ed you as well, harani\al5lhe wanted to slay you with the
sword Hal e made for you\al5lto prove the | egend fal se\al51"

"Say no nore," Donal begged. "Waste none of what
strength is left\al51"

"He said you had denied the sword tinme and tinme again,

diluting the magi c\al5lbut he was willing to claimit\al51" A
trickle of blood overspilled Finn's lips. "You nust claimit,
harani. The sword is yours." He swallowed heavily. "It

begins ... it begins again . . . with yet another generation\al51"

"Say nothing," Donal ordered desperately. "Be silent,
su' falilal51ll will seek the magic\al51l"

"There is nothing you can do," Finn said clearly but as
froma great distance, "Release ny spirit when I am dead.
You know the custom Donal. The rite for a warrior slain in
battle."

"Aye." The word rasped in Donal's swelling throat.

Finn's fingers traced the shining blade and I eft a snear of
bl ood. "Strahan sought to hurt you by slaying ne, but he has
gi ven you back the sword that will, in the end, defeat him
Justice fromthe gods."

Justice? No, | think not\al5lnot when it slays ny su' falilal5l

"Say you will take it . . .*" Finn's voice was just barely
above a whisper. "Say you will take it and slay Gsric of
Atvia with it\al51lto avenge Carillon's death\al5l"
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"What of yours\al51?" Donal cri ed.

"My death does not matter. It was ever ny tahlnorra to

die in the service of the Mijhar. And\al511 have served them
bot h\al51" Briefly he shut his eyes as pain spasmed across his
face. "Donal\al51" ,

n Aye?ll
Finn struggled to tap nme last of his reserves.

"You never . . . never understood Carillon ... his rea-
sons for doing things the way he did them GCh, | know al5lyou
arc young, and youth | acks conpassi on and conprehensi on
but\al5lhe did what needed doing in the best way he knew
how." Again pain twisted his face. "I\al51did not always agree\al5l
but | cannot dispute results. He took Homana out of the
flanmes of war and oppressi on and nade her whol e again. He
restored our race to freedom al51"

"Su' falil\al51l" Donal begged' 1\ al5lspeak not of Carillon now'\al51"
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"Should | not? But you are so nuch alike, Donal\al5lwhen
speak of him| speak of you." Faintly, Finn smled. "There
are differences, of course ... but you claimthe sane pride
and strength and determination. | pray ne gods you use them
as well as he did."

Donal swallowed painfully. "I swear\al5ll will see to Gsric's
death. "

Fi nn caught Donal's hand in his own. The firmgrip was

weak now, like a baby's tentative grasp. "I do not\al5ldo not

go into death w thout having done a portion of nmy service
the boy\al5lt he boy | acks an ear\al51"

"Su' falilal51"

The bl oody hand cl osed nore tightly on Donal's flesh. "I
bequeath Homana to you, kinsman. . . . Answer your tahl -
nmorra."'"

Donal coul d not speak

Finn's eyes were nearly shut. "I would ask\al5lone nore
t hi ng\ al51"

Donal cl osed his own.

"Claimthe sword," Finn whispered. "Make it yours from
this noment forth."

"Su' falil\al51"

"Do as | command." The voice was little nore than a
sound. "I amclan-leader of nme Cheysuli. . - . You may be
Muj har, but you are still a warrior of the clan."

Donal heaved hinself to his feet. He stood over the dying
man. "Su'fali... | am honored."
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"Ja' hai, cheysu, Mijhar," Finn whispered. "Cheysul
i " halla shansu."

"Accepted." The Homanan word hurt his throat. "Shansu,
su' fali. Peace."

Donal put out both hands and touched the hilt. The ruby
bl azed brilliant red. He shut his hands in a stiff-fingered.
unst eady grasp.

And pul | ed.

"Ja' hai-na," Finn whispered as bl ood ran out of his body.
"Ch, Alix . . . you would be so proud of your son\al51"

Donal stood over the dead warrior with Hale's sword grasped
tightly in one hand. He felt the silent keening begin to well
up in his soul. He dared not let it becone audible; such things
were not done. Such things dishonored the code of his clan.

But as his face twisted with the pain he could not hel p but
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wi sh he were a small child again, unknowi ng, and free to cry
out his fear and angui sh.

Wien he could, he | ooked fromthe warrior's face and
stared blindly at Evan. Tears ran down his face. "I am
King," he said hoarsely. "Mijhar of Homana and Sol i nde.
And | would trade it all could |I have hi mback agai nV

Evan's face was still and white as he slowy pointed.

Donal turned. He dropped the sword instantly when he saw
Storr. Storr, who stood silently by a huge spreadi ng oak

Donal fell to his knees and gathered Finn's beloved /;r into
his arms. WIf, O wlf . . . heis gone . . . everyone is taken
from ne\al51l

You are not left alone, Storr said gently but with a frighten-
i ng hol | owness. You have your lir\al51lthe El Il asian\al51Rowan\al51
the wonen who care for you so.

Donal pressed his face against the silver pelt. But | |ose
them one by one . . . | lose themall . . . ny jehan and
j ehana\ al51Caril | on\ al51Fi nn\ al51now you\ al51

And one day you will |ose nore.

Donat drew back. Storr was wi ser than anyone he knew.
You are in pain, he said in alarmas he saw how heavily the
wol f pant ed.

It does not matter. It is tine for me to go.
You will die iff do not heal you

You cannot heal a shattered lir-bond. The wolf pressed his
muzzl e against Donal's arm / amtoo old. My tine is used
up. And\al5ll have no wish to survive, nowny lir is gone.

Storr\al5lwai t\al51ldo not | eave ne al one\al5l
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The magi ¢ has ended, kin of nmy lir . . . it is time for nme to
SO

Donal shut his eyes. / will mss you badly, old wolf.
No nore than | shall nmiss you. Storr's tone was hitter-
sweet. / had nmuch of the raising of you

Donal smiled. He passed a gentle hand through Storr's pelt

once nore, caressed the grizzled nuzzle, and knew he coul d

not gainsay him / will tend him Storr. | will tend your lir as
he is due.

He is deserving of honor\al5l The wol fs sigh was heavy,
ragged; the sound of a life used up. He is deserving of nuch
"Safe journey, old wolf," Donal whispered al oud

And in his arns there was nothing but dust.

SI X

D.

‘onal and Evan stole a boat on a night with no moon and

sailed to Hondarth, where they shed their heavy boots and

sl i pped overboard near the docks, swiming the rest of the

way SO as not to give warning to the Atvian fleet. Lom swam
strongly, apparently fully recovered, though still a little thin;

Taj flew ahead and waited, perching on the seawall.

They spl ashed out of the harbor under cover of a dark night
sky, wung water fromtheir clothing and headed up toward a
seasi de tavern. Donal clenched the sword in his |eft hand, for
he had no belt or scabbard. The bl ade gleanmed in the infre-
quent wash of torchlight; the ruby, black in Strahan's grasp,
gl owed bl ood-red in his.

"I amtrusting my life to you," Evan whi spered as they
crept into the shadow of an alley by the tavern

Donal raised his brows and slanted a curious glance. "To
me? What of yourself? | thought you ever clained yourself a
valiant fighter.'

"Ch, aye, | am | am... but certainly not as accom

plished as you. After all, you have wolf and fal con by you
and the ability to shapechange\al5lwhat have |?" He gri nned.
"And you carry that sorcerous sword."

Donal | ooked down at the sword. He thought perhaps it

was ensorcel ed sonehow, he recalled how it had warded

them agai nst Tynstar; howit had felt like a living thing in his
hands when he had nearly beheaded his uncle.

Briefly, he shut his eyes. Su'fali, oh su' falilal5l

A sound. Hi s eyes snapped open. He saw two nen passing
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in the darkness, on their way to the tavem Donal | ooked
down at his bare feet and wiggled icy toes. "I could use a
pair of boots. My feet grow weary of this abuse."

Evan grinned. "Shall we relieve those two sailors of theirs,
t hen?"

"Aye. But quietly . . . quietly.”

Evan ran lightly through the darkness fromthe alley with

Donal at his side. A nonent |later they dunped two uncon-

sci ous bodies into the shadows, stripped themof their scuffed,
fish-oiled boots and tugged the footwear on

Donal wi nced. "Too small."

"Mne will do well enough\al5land no, | will not trade with
you." Evan pushed a forearmacross his griny face. "What
do we do now, Mij har?"

Donal chewed a ragged fingernail. "I have already turned
thief with the acquisition of these boots ... | think | shal
have to worsen ny |lot and steal a horse as well."

"No, " Evan said. "These horses broke | oose of their
tethers. We only seek out their owners."

"Ah." Donal smiled. "And where might we | ook for these
owner s?"

"The arnmy might do," Evan said thoughtfully. "Rowan is
t her e\ al51doubt| ess he could use two nore horses.”

"And two nore nen\al51?" Donal went softly after the two
horses tied to the tavern's front wall. He rel eased one ani mal
and handed the reins to Evan, then took a nount for hinself.

Hooves cl opped agai nst the cobbles. Donal bared his teeth
and cursed, wi shing he could somehow muffle the iron shoes.
But at |ast he and Evan reached anot her deep pocket of
darkness in the rabbit-warren of seaside buildings. They
nmount ed and headed north.

"1 shoul d have nmade you steal them" Donal said. "It is
you who requires a nount. 1 can always fly."

"The proof of a real king lies in his humanity."
Donal scoffed. "Wat nonsense do you nout h?"

"A man who will rule others nust learn to treat them as he
hi meel f would wish to be treated.’

Donal |aughed. "Such wi sdom from a renegade prince!"

"Well, my father said those things. Rhodri grows ponpous

at times." Evan plucked his torn linen shirt, .still wet and
grime-stained, fromhis skin. "I fear I no longer resenble a
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prince, my lord Mijhar . . . nor do you rmuch resenble a
king."

Donal unsheathed the old sword attached to his saddle. It

was hardly worthy of the name; likely the sailor had carried it
for appearances in port. He | eaned out of the saddle and
dropped it into a running gutter, hearing the splash and cl ank
of poorly tenpered steel

Carefully, he slid the CheysuU sword into the sheath and
slid it hone. The old | eather scabbard was too short; the
bl ade extended a handspan fromthe lip. But it would do. "I
am not yet a king," he said absently, settling the bl ade.

"You are Mijhar. The difference lies only in the nane."

"First | nust slay Osric." Donal w shed for a cloak agai nst

the cold; winter had passed into the edge of spring, but nights
were still quite cool. "Only then will | be worthy of assum
ing the Lion Throne in Carillon's place."

"Well," said Evan, "I think it is worth the doing. And
think you will succeed."

Donal smiled grimy and rode on, one hand resting on the
gl owi ng Mij har's Eye. Beside himran the ruddy wol f; above
himflew the fal con.

They crept around the outskirts of the Atvian host and

found the Homanan arny settled upon a wide plain. It was
patently obvious the plain had been the site of repeated

battl es. The ground had been churned into a fine, pale feath-
ering of dirt. No grass grew. There was no vegetation, but the
m asma of too nuch death.

Donal slipped through the Homanan lines like a waith,

with Evan cl ose behind. He spoke quietly to the guards who
chal l enged him When they saw clearly who it was, all nen
fell to their knees and swore allegiance. It was a forcible
rem nder of Carillon's death. Donal\al5laccepting the fealty
of f ered whol eheart edl y\ al51nonet hel ess felt the weight of the
burden usurping any pride he mght have felt by the reception

Rowan's vennillion field pavilion was separate fromthe
others, perched atop a swell of a hill overlooking the spread-
ing plain. The nobon was nonexi stent; Donal could see the

tiny fires of Gsric's host on the other side of the field.

He di smounted, forgetting the sword at his saddle, and
handed the reins to a young boy, who bowed his head shyly.
Bl ack- haired, he remi nded Donal of Sef.
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Until he remenbered who\al5land what\al51Sef was.

Lorn fl opped down outside the doorflap. Taj perched upon
the ridgepol e. Dona! took a deep breath and pulled the flap
asi de.
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Rowan gl anced up fromthe nmap he studi ed. Bl ack brows

drew down in; no doubt he was irritated by the unannounced
intruder. But his mouth dropped open as he saw Donal clearly
in the candlelight. The map rolled itself back into itself.
"Donal! W had begun to fear you were dead."

Rowan shook his head. "W received word fromFinn a

mont h ago, before he and Evan went in to get you free.
But\al5lwe had begun to think the attenpt had failed." Row
an's gaze sharpened as he saw the weal burned into Donal's
neck. "By the gods!\al51lWat is thatV

"A token fromthe boy." Donal noved into the pavilion as
Evan canme up behind him "How fares the arny?"

Rowan gestured themto stools and hooked one over for

hinsel f. "Well enough. W do not advance, but neither does
Csric. He is a master strategist. He |lacks our nunbers, but he
knows how to make his few work in his favor. It is a |ong,
drawn-out affair, my lord. And now al5lhe hangs back. As if

wai ting for sonething."

"He waits for ne," Donal said

Evan, who had renmained standing in the entrance, noved
forward. He set the unscabbarded sword down on the table
with a thud and folded his arns. "He waits for that."

Rowan started, staring at the blade. "Carillon's sword!
You have got it back!"

"1l said | would," Donal said grimy. "Csric gave it to
Strahan. "

"And you took it back fromthe boy\al51l"

Donal | ooked away. "No." Hi s voice shook a little. Slowy
he reached out and touched the rune-kissed blade. "No ... |
did not take it. Strahan\al5lleft it unintentionally.”

Rowan drew in a breath. "Have you slain him then?"

"No." Donal could hardly ook at him "He left it because
it was not his, but mine. He left it because Finn sawto it he
left it. My su' falilal51" Donal broke off sharply. \Wen he
could, he nmet Rowan's waiting eyes. "He\al5lis slain. Rowan

by the sword made by his own jehan
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"Finn\al51l" Rowan's breath ran ragged. "Not Finn . . ." he
begged. "No. Cnh ... no\al5lno\al5l"

Donal could find no words to answer Rowan, so he gave
himonly silence.

After a long nonment. Rowan slid awkwardly off his stoo

and knelt in the dirt of the pavilion floor. "Forgive ne, ny
lord," he whispered. "I did not give you proper honor when
you cane in."
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Donal stared at the general's bent head. They had ever

been at odds, it seened. Rowan served Carillon, not his heir,
and that exacting a service had nade himintol erant of Don-
al's small rebellions. But Carillon was dead. And now Fi nn.
It left himwith no one at all

Save me. Donal bent and cl asped Rowan's shoul der. "I
have said I will not have you kneeling to ne."

"It is done."
"Not this night. Rowan\al5ll need your help."
Rowan stood up. "And | have said you will have it."

Donal tried to ignore the pain in his back. Finn had not had
time to heal the talon wounds. "I am Mij har," he said.
"Cheysuli . .. but I do not suit."

Rowan, turning to pour three cups of w ne, frowned. "Wy
do you say that?"

"The prophecy speaks of a man of all bl ood who unites
four warring realms. Blood of two races flows in ny veins\al5l
not four."

"Four realns," Rowan said thoughtfully, pouring the cups

full. "Solinde and Homana, of course\al5lwe are ever at war
with Solinde, it seens- And Atvia might be the third. But\al5l
which realmis the fourth?"

"El | as?" Donal turned to Evan

The El | asi an sat down on his stool near the doorflap. "I
think not. Ellas has never fought overmuch. Never with
Homana or the other realnms you name. No ... when we

fight, we fight the Steppes . , . and occasionally Faiia and
Cal edon." He shrugged. "It is why we wed their princesses

so often\al5lto settle alliances. For a while."

"It leaves Erinn." Rowan handed out the wi ne. "Erinn of
the Idrian isles. Not much | arger than Atvia\al5lbut we have
never fought with Erinn."

Donal frowned. "Shaine's first cheysula was Erinnish. The
one who bore Lindir, ny Homanan granddane."
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"But we have not treated with Erinn since then." Rowan

i ndi cated the map he had been studying. "There has been no
reason to. Erinn and Atvia fight one another like two mate
dogs over a single bone with each turn of the season\al5lsone
question of a title and i magi ned insults\al5lbut Homana has
never been invol ved. "

Evan shrugged and stretched out his |egs, displaying his

stol en boots. "Perhaps that is the key. Perhaps Erinn fights
Atvia, and Atvia fights Homana, while Honana battles

Solinde." He held up a fist. One by one he flicked up a

finger as he naned the nanes. "Honana\al51Solinde\al51Atvia\al51l
Erinn. Four realns."
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"But\al51ll | ack the bloodlines." Donal shook his head. "I
amnot the man in the prophecy."

Rowan's brows lifted a little. "Perhaps your son will be."

Donal grinmaced. "I think it extrenely unlikely |an would
ever be accepted as ny heir. He is a bastard, and the Homanan
Counci | \ a151"

"I do not speak of |an,
has conceived. "

Rowan said steadily. "Aislinn

Donal |et out a rush of sound. "Aislinn\al51"

Rowan nodded- "The child is due in two nonths. W pray
this one will be full-term"

Gods . . . she has won . . . that night she drugged me\al51
Donal shut his eyes. Does she serve Strahan, that child will be
a travesty!

"Donal, there is nore." Rowan's voice was expression-
less. "It concerns your neijha and your children."

Donal ' s eyes snapped open. "What do you say?"

Rowan took a breath. "Aislinn\al5lsunmoned Sorcha to
Homana- Muj har. What they discussed | cannot say ... but

not long after it was announced the queen woul d bear a child,
Sorcha took the children and |l eft the Keep."

"'"Left\al51" Donal was on his feet. "Aislinn has sent them

away\ al51?"

"They are well, Donat." Rowan said it sharply. "They are

well. Aislinn meant them no harm But Sorcha has taken the
children and gone up across the Bluetooth, into the Northern
Wastes. "

"To the other Keep\al51?" Donal slamred down his cup so

hard wi ne sl opped over to spill across the table. 1 cannot
believe she did it ... not Aislinn\al5lbut\al51" H s resol ve hard-
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ened as he recalled how she had tricked him "I swear\al5lif

she does this out of spite or to serve Strahan, | will do to her

what Carillon did to herjehana. Send her away from ne\al51"

"Donal ." Rowan cut himoff in md-spate. "She was not
harmed, and neither were the children."

"Sorcha would never do it," Donal said flatly. "She
woul d never | eave ne. She woul d not take the children
away. "

Rowan shrugged, plainly unconfortable. "Wo can say

what happened between Aislinn and Sorcha? They probably
argued over you. Sorcha would never give you up. But
neither would Aislinn." He shook his head. "Never Aislinn
She is too nuch |Iike her father."

"And she is pregnant,” Evan said casually. "My nother
bore twelve of us. | recall how she was with several of ny
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sisters. Breeding wonen occasionally have\al5lodd notions."

"1l do not care if Aislinn has odd notions'. 1 will not allow

her to do this to ny neijha or ny children." He set one
forefinger into the spilled wine and tapped the map- "1 will

slay OGsric\al5ll will win this war\al5land then | will fetch them
hone. "

"How?" Rowan asked- "W have been fighting Gsric for
more than half a year. Half our army remains in Solinde;

Csric supplies his men from Hondarth. Do you propose to
end this war tonorrow?" '

Donal heard the underlying hint of contenpt in Rowan's
tone. He did not blanme him no doubt it was hard for Rowan
to serve another, younger master, who had | ess know edge of
war than he did. It was a bittersweet service.

Li ke an old dog separated from an ol der, bel oved master.
Donal sighed. "Not tonorrow. | propose to do it tonight."

Rowan | aughed. But there was nothing of hunmor in his
tone. "How?" he repeated.

"I will goto himas a Cheysuli . . . and Fight himas. a
king." Donal's eyes were on the sword.

Evan snorted. "How shall you get through the Iines?"
"Not through them Evan\al5lover them... as a falcon."

Evan said nothing nore. H's silence was heavy; he frowned,
but swal |l owed his wine and sat unnoving on his stool

"When?" Rowan asked.
At | east he does not try to gainsay ne\al5l "Later, when
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darkness is hard upon us. Wien | have nade this sword truly
mne."

Rowan drew in a careful breath. "Do what you nust
do. I will not argue with the gods. But Donal\al5lyou have
no heir."

Donal caressed the shallow runes in ne gl eam ng steel
draggi ng broken nails across the incised edges. "I can nane
none now living. But\alb5lshoul d aught befall me and Aislinn
bears a son, he shall be Mijhar."

"Executioner," Evan said suddenly. "The rune m ght have
meant the boy for slaying Finn. O you, for slaying Osric of
Atvia.'

"It does not matter," Donal said calmy. "I will see to his
death regardl ess. "

Wth his U, he stood on the field of battle. Behind him
stretched the endl ess | eagues of Honana and the endl ess
Homanan arny. H's army. And before him clear to the dark
hori zon, lay the nmassive Atvian warhost.
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The nobon was a nacreous curving sliver in the blackness of
me night. But he could see by the light of the ruby.

Donal had feared, at first, the stonegl ow would give him
away. But what illum nated the area around hi m was appar -
ently invisible to Atvians and Homanans ali ke, for no man
came to investigate

O else each arny believes it sonething i nconsequenti al
Donal smiled. The ruby\al5land the sword\al5lwas hardly incon-
sequential. He had cone to believe it at |ast.

The sword was naked in his hands. Unsheathed, the stee

was silver in the moonlight. A bright, white silver, wought
with el oquent runes. Ch, aye, he could read them He could
read what was witten there. Wiat Hale had put there for
hi m

Ja' hai, bu'lasa. Homana tahlnbrra ru' maii.

Donal nearly | aughed. How he had run away. How he had
turned his back. How he had repeatedly refused to accept a
gi ft nmeant for him al one.

"Ja' hai, bu'lasa. Homana tahlnorra ru' maii." Donal spoke
the words aloud. First in the O d Tongue, and then in the
| anguage of Homana: "Accept, grandson. In the name of
Homana's tahlnmorra.'"'' '

He rel eased a trenmendous breath. And then slowy he bent
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and knelt upon the ground. The tip of the blade he set into the
powdered dirt, and then pressed downward agai nst the
crossguards. Wien he let go, the sword stood up of itself.

"Li'r," he said aloud. "I lack the proper words. | do not
know the ritual."

Aritual is what you nake it, Lom said.

Taj flew down and |ighted upon the crossguard. Say what
words you will, and they will be enough

Donal wet his lips. Tension knotted his belly. Wen this

thing was done, he would have to confront Gsric of Atvia.

For all he was willing to take on the task, he was not sure he
could do it.

He drew in a breath and held it. Slowy he closed both
hands around the bl ade just below the hilt. Below Taj's
talons. And then, summoning all his courage, he jerked his
hands downward, downward, until they touched the ground,
and he felt the pain fill up his pal ns.

"Ja' hai-nal" he cried. "Ja' hai-na, Homana tahl norra
ru' maii\\ | accept in the nane of Homana's tahlnorra\\"

He sat back on his heels- H's fingers sprang open rigidly;

he saw the bl ood pour forth. It spilled through his fingers and
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down his wists to splatter the ground.

Hi s arms shook. Pain ran the Iength of his forearns to his
el bows, then up into his shoulders. Shock filled his belly with
sickness. "Ja' hai-na," he breathed. "Accepted."

Still the blood flowed out of his hands to spill against the
soil. He saw how the drops soaked in al nost imrediately, as

if the battlefield had not had its fill of the blood of men. And
yet he could snell it. He could snell the stench of war; the
stink of rotting bodies. Al had been burned or buried, but

still he could snell the stench-

"More?" he asked. "Is that what you want, Hormana?"

But the earth did not answer him

Donal | ooked at the sword- The runes ran red with his
bl ood. But the ruby seened dull by conparison

Slowly he reached out his hands. He cl osed both of them
upon the pommel and shut away the ruby fromthe light of the
virgin noon. And then he shut his eyes and enptied hinself
of the know edge of who he was.

He needed to know what he was,

\al51lhe was a boy again, so small, and listening to his/other
Li stening to the man who was cl an-| eader of the Cheysuti.
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Wi ser than everyone save the shar tahl, who kept all the
hi stori es.

"You are a Cheysuti warrior, a child of the Firstborn, and
bel oved of the gods. You are one anbng nany; a nman who is
more than a man; a warrior who serves nore than war, but
the gods and the prophecy. In you lies the seed of that
prophecy, dormant now, but waiting for the day when you

wi Il awaken at |ast and conprehend the tahlnorra of a king-
dom Not of a boy, of a man. of a clan. O a kingdom and
you Hi7/ be its king. You will be what no one has been for
nearly four hundred years: a Cheysuli Mijhar of Honana.

The man in the prophecy."”

Donal opened his eyes. Took his hands away fromthe

sword. The bl ood-bathed ruby glowed nore brilliantly than
ever. And when he | ooked at his pal ns, he saw t he wounds
had heal ed.

Csric of Atvia, when Donal finally found him was en-

sconced in a huge black field pavilion ringed with snoking
torches. He was alone. He sat at his table and pondered his
maps, plotting new strategy. Four braziers and two tal

candl eracks illumnated the interior of the tent. Light flashed
of f ruddy hair banded by a plain gold circlet; it glinted as he
absently smoothed the nmap with a thick-fingered hand. Hi s

broad shoul ders threw odd shadows on the fabric behind him

bl ack on black. He scratched idly at his heavy, sun-gil ded
beard
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He was not old. Perhaps thirty, a year or two nore. He
was a hardened fighter in his prinme;, Donal knew he faced
harsh odds. But he would not turn fromthem

Donal stepped into the glowing light and snmiled, carrying
the sword. Gsric, glancing up at the faintest whisper of
sound, froze. H's blue eyes w dened minutely, then nar-
rowed; he did not otherwi se indicate alarmor fear. He ap-
peared nore irritated than anything-

"Hi st?" he asked curtly in his Atvian tongue. But then he
saw t he sword. He pushed hinself to his feet. "You are
Donal . " Now he spoke Homanan, accented heavily.

"1 amthe Mijhar."
"How did you come by that sword?"

Donal watched him "You took it fromCarillon. 1 got it
back fromthe boy."
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"Strahan gave it to you?"
"After a fashion."

Csric was very tall, massive as a tree. Donal recalled
Carillon's description of Keough, Gsric's grandsire, and thought
this man nmust resenble him He knew hinsel f outwei ghed

badly, outrcached as well, and undoubtedly outnmatched when

it came to deadly swordpl ay.

"Strahan held you captive, | was told."
"I was freed. | brought the sword out with ne." He
paused. "It is mne, OGsric. My grandsire nade it for ne."

Csric's blue eyes glittered. He was so vital Donal could
sense the strength noving in the man. "I have heard that
sword hol ds magi ¢, Shapechanger sorcery." The bl ue eyes

di pped to the sword, men lifted to Donal's face. "Hale was
your grandsire, then?"

"Aye. You see, do you not, | amnot an upstart warrior

who wi shes to grasp at a throne? | have a lawful right to it,
GCsric. | have blood in nme that harks back to the Mijhars of
old, and the Cheysuli Mijhars before them"

"/ have the right of conquest," Osric said. Then, "How
did you cone through ny |ines?"

"I flew "
"Fl ew?"

Donal smiled. "I ama falcon when need be\al5lor a wolf
whenever | choose." He pulled aside the doorflap. Lorn
canme into the pavilion silently. "You have chosen a bad
eneny," Donal told the Atvian lord. "W Cheysuli do not sit
idly by while you try to usurp our honel and. "

Csric still stared at Lorn. "My grandsire died because of a
wol f," he said slowy. "In Homana, it was\al5li nsi de Homana-
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Muj har- 1t was whimal5la wolfs whim It did not slay with
tooth or clamwmal5lit slew by using fear."

Donal |aughed al oud. "That wolf, ku'reshtin, was ny

nmot her . "

Csric's teeth showed briefly. "No matter. | know the truth

of you. Hold that sword if you wi sh\al51l know the truth. The
Cheysuli have no sword-skill. 1 do not mnd slaying Honmana's

shapechanger Mij har, but | would prefer a better match.”

Donal shrugged. "It was Carillon who taught ne. Judge
my skill by the reputation of ny naster's."

Csric's eyes narrowed. "Carillon is dead. / was the one
who sl ew himial5las once he prophesied.” He sniled suddenly
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as Donal started, "Did you not know? Aye\al5l1Carillon prophe-
sied our neeting. He told it to ny brother, Alaric, when 1
sent him here sone sixteen years ago." He |aughed. "Caril -

|l on said\alblif | recall it right\al5lthat if we ever net on ne field
of battle, one of us would die." He studied Donal closely.
"Carillon's reputation? Overpraised, | think. As for yours?

Let us make one now. " He turned. He caught up his own
broadsword from his cot, swng back and advanced on Donal

The hilt settled confortably in DonaTs hands. He felt the
warnth of the metal. The odd, vibrant life sprang up again.

Csric was a naster swordsnman. Donal discovered that very
qui ckly. The Atvian's bul k gave hi mboth superior reach and
strength, but slowed down his reactions. Donal was quicker
man Osri c.

He ducked under two whistling slashes that clove the air

near his head. He felt their wind in his hair. Still he ducked
away, hot yet engaging the man. | am no swordsnan, for al

| boasted to himal5l-there is too nuch | have left to | eaml al5l

Csric needed no | essons. He shattered the edge of the table
with one huge sw pe of his broadsword and | aughed al oud as
Donal stunbl ed back hastily. Teeth gleaned in his sun-gil ded
beard as he lifted the blade, teasing Donal with its tip. "You
are nmine, fool. Homana falls as you fall."

Donal ski pped back as Gsric *s blade flashed by his ribs. He
stunbl ed over a brazier, overturning it; rolled to his feet as he
bl ocked a blow with his blade. Coals burned his | egs and

feet, charring the | eather of his boots, but he ignored that as
Csric came on.

"Homana has stood firm against you for over half a year
wi thout ne," Donal pointed out, noving constantly. "Wat
makes you believe the realmw |l fall do / fall?"

"It is the way of battles involving kings." Osric struck
agai n; Donal ducked. "Sol diers require |eadership, royalty
preferred. But slay the king and the arny is slain, though
most men wal k away." Gsric shifted his stance. The sword

was a splinter in his tremendous hands. "Atvia is but a small
place. | grow weary of an island. A realmthe size of Homana
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will suit me well enough."”

Donal noved back. "After Homana\al51Sol i nde? Your pres-
ent ally?"

Teeth gleamed in Gsric's beard. "Too soon to say,
Cheysuli."
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The sword seenmed to humin Donal's hands. He felt it

protest his poor skill, as if it were disappointed by his |ack
Donal set his teeth and set up a fence of steel, trying to

mai ntain his ground as Gsric sought to batter himdown.

He stepped back, back again. The table pressed against his
spine. Donal threw hinmself onto the table in a bid to rol
away and gain his feet, but Gsric's sword was in the way. It
settled at his throat.

"True," Osric said. "The Cheysuli have no sword-skill."
The ruby bl azed up and created a ni nbus around them

both. Gsric, crying out, fell back, eyes popping in their
sockets. His own sword shook in his hands, but he was too
much a warrior to give over to fear so easily.

Donal pressed up fromthe table, Osric brought his sword
down. Bl ades clashed. The i mense strength of the Atvian
drove Donat down again. Hi s torn back pressed agai nst ne
wood.

The ni nbus continued to bum It splashed bl ood-red Iight
across Csric's face until his blue eyes turned Ihlini purple.

Donal felt me nunbness beginning in his hands, felt the

sword cleave to his grasp as if it was part and parcel of his
body. Runes gl owed white the I ength of the bl ade\al5lhe swung\al5l
\al51Csric's sword broke in a rain of shining steel-

He stood there with nothing in his hands but a useless hilt.

H s mouth hung open: a tonbstbned cavern in red-gilt hair.

Donal, still flat on his back on nme table, felt the sword lift
himup; felt the power surge through his arnms from shoul der

to fingertips. He was lifted; he thrust. The blade slid hone in
Csric's belly.

That for Carillon. That for ny su'fali.

SEVEN

D,

eonal took back his human formin front of Rowan's
pavilion. As he pulled open the doorflap he met Evan in me
entrance. "Osric?" Evan denmanded

"Atvia lacks a lord." He could still feel a residual warnth
and vitality in the sword. The ruby was red agai nst his hand.
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"Good." Evan had shaved; put on fresh clothing worny
of his rank. The stol en boots had been replaced with finer
footwear. "You are unharned?"

"As you see ne." But Donal thought Evan did not see
himclearly. There was a drawn tautness at the coners of his
eyes and nouth, as if he spoke automatically with little

t hought for what he said. "Evan\albSlwhat is it?"

Evan stepped aside and gestured linply for Donal to enter.
Hi s hand scraped against the fabric as he et the flap down
again. "A nessenger cane eariy this norning, just at dawn,
while you were still in Gsric's encanpnent.”

The pavilion was enpty. The bedcl ot hes on Rowan's cot
were runpled. One cup of wine, half-filled, stood on the
table next to a pile of maps. A fly buzzed around the rim

Donal sat down on a stool, hunching a little; he lay the
bl ade across his thighs and fingered the hilt with its ranpant
lion. "This nessage was for ne?"

"No. For ne." Evan frowned a |little. He | ooked al npst
bewi | dered. "My brother is\al5lH gh King."

Donal | ooked at himsharply. "Rhodri\al51?"

"Dead of a sudden fever." Evan conbed a hand t hrough

338
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his dark brown hair. "It took himtoo quickly\al5lthe | eeches

could do nothing."

Donal stood up again. He understood the puzzled grief in
Evan's eyes better than before, now that he | acked Finn.
reached out and clasped Evan's armbriefly. "I amsorry.
you ride for Ellas i mediately?"

He
Do

After a nmonment Evan shook his head. "I would have. At

once, of course\al5ll should go hone and pay ny respects.

But\ al5lLachl an has said no. He gives ne | eave to renmain
here," He shrugged a little. "He says\al5lhe says all of Ellas
knows how 1 honored ny father, and that now | nust honor

the wi shes of her new High King." H's eyes were full of

grief and lethargy; his anchor had been taken fromhim "He
says | must stay with you."

Donal stared at his friend. Hs own enotions were de-

tached, as if Finn's death had drained himof the capacity for
grief, but he understood what Evan felt. He has only just

di scovered how much his jehan neant to him for all he has
spoken casually of their relationship. Donal sat down again.
"Why woul d Lachl an wi sh you to stay here? | am nore than

gl ad of your company, but perhaps you would do better to go
hone. "

Evan's mouth hooked down on one side. "He heard of
Carillon's death. Qut of sorrow and a wi sh to keep Homana
whol e, he is sending five thousand men." Evan smled. "The
Royal Ellasian Guard . . . which was, | know, dispatched
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once before to Homana, when Carillon needed aid. CQut of

respect for Carillon's nenory, Lachlan w shes to nake cer-

tain Homana does not fall. But\al5ll think there is nore, though
he did not say it, | think he fears for Ellas as well. Does Gsric
take Hormana, there is a good chance he will turn his eyes to
El |l as one of these years. Wiy not gainsay that now by

sending aid to Homana? He could not do so before\al5lny

father preferred to stay out of Honmana's troubl es\al5lbut now

he is H gh King. He may do what he w shes."

Donal sighed, staring pensively at the sword. "Whatever
Lachl an's reasons\ al5lhis gesture is nore than wel cone."

Evan nodded. "Rhodri was a worthy king. Ellas |oved

him But Ellas also |loves Lachlan, the scapegrace, priest and
prince who wandered as a harper for three years, riding with
an exiled Homanan |l ord as he sought to win back his realm

He will be a valuable ally, Donal."
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Thi nki ng deeply, Donal scratched at his forehead beneath

the thick black hair that hung nearly into his eyes. "Five
thousand men may be nore than enough to swing this battle

to a conclusion. Unless, of course, Gsric's death is enough. It
may be that Lachlan's gift is not necessary. But regardl ess, |
must | eave Rowan in charge of the Homanan troops, while

you lead the Ellasians." He frowned. "It would give ne tinme

to go up across the Bluetooth."

"Still you will go?"

"I wWill. And | will bring Sorcha and the children hone\al5l
hone to Homana- Miyj har."

Evan sucked in a whistling breath. "Not w se, Donal
Aislinn is already jeal ous\al5linstalling your |ight wonan and
bast ards beneath the sane roof may not be for the best.’

"l do not care." Donal |ooked up fromthe sword. "1 am

not totally blind to Aislinn's reasons for what she has done.
But there are other factors | nust consider. She is Electra's
daughter. It nmeans 1 can never view her w thout suspicion\al5l
has she not given ne enough reason for nat?\al5lbecause it

may be that she has a neasure of herjehana's power. For al

I know, the Solindish blood in her holds stronger than the
Homanan. "

"She bears a child, Donal. Possibly a son, and heir to

Homana. "

Donal | aughed. "I have no intention of slaying her, Evan

Nor do | wish to beat her. | intend only to put Sorcha and the
children where | knew they will be safe.”

Evan shook his head. "Do not put her so close to Aislinn.
Donal \al51this is nerely jeal ousy. Once Aislinn has borne her
own, she will not resent Sorcha's children so nuch."

Donal shook his head. "For a man who has neither chil-
dren nor cheysul a® you know much about both."

"l have five sisters," Evan retorted, "and\alb5lat |ast count\al51l
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fourteen ni eces and nephews. Perhaps nore, by now al5lny
sisters breed |ike coneys. | speak from experience, Donal."

Donal sighed. "Well, nonetheless, 1 will go to the North-
ern Keep and tend to ny neijha and children. Then | will see
to Aislinn."

Rowan gave him a new sheath and belt for the sword, since
Carillon's was missing, presunmably sonmewhere in nme Atvian
encanpnent\al5lunl ess Strahan still had it. But the new one
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suited Donal's taste. It was plain dark leather oiled to a
snoot h sheen, worked with Cheysuti runes fromtop to bottom

Donal slid the blade hone until the hilt clicked against the
lip. He | ooked at Rowan. "Your workmanshi p?"

Rowan' s angul ar face was solemm. "Aye. My bl ood show
ingin ne at last. | have the Cheysuli skill."

Donal | ooked at himin surprise. "Then you are finally
admtting openly to your heritage."

Spl ot ches of color forned in Rowan's face, flushing the
sunbronzi ng darker still so that the yellow of his eyes was
enphasi zed. "I have not had to deny it for nany years," he
said with a quiet dignity. "Not since |I acknow edged the
truth to Carillon."

He will judge everything in his life by Carillon. Dona
sighed and tried to sunmon what little he knew of tact. "1
know you have never had a lir, but you are Cheysuli. You

m ght have sought a clan instead of the Homanans when you
were ol d enough to know ne truth."

Rowan shook his head. "I did not seek the Homanans,

Donal . | was rai sed Homanan. Ch, aye ... | knew what |
was inside, but how could I fight Homanan habits mat grew
to be second nature? A child becones what he is nade

and | was made Honanan."

Donal frowned down at the rune-worked bl ade. "W are
so different. The races. So\alb5lapart. W are different nen.
And | think you cannot be both."

"You can." Rowan smiled a little. "One day, you nay

see it. One day you may have to. You yourself are |ess

Cheysuli than / am if we are to speak of bl ood\al5land yet you
are the one who clains the races are different.'' He shook his
head. "You do realize, of course, that even though Homana

has a Cheysuli Mijhar once nore\al51lthat the Cheysuli race

will not |ast forever. W will be swallowed up by the truth of
t he prophecy."

Donal | ooked at him sharply. The words, oddly, echoed
what Tynstar has said; what Strahan had enphasi zed. And
Donal did not like it. Somehow, it threatened him "W haye

| ost nothing in thousands of years. W still claimthe lir and
all that bond entails. The earth magic that heals, the power to
compel \ a151"
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"Aye." Rowan interrupted calmy. "But have you never
t hought that when the goal of the prophecy is attained and ne

342 Jenni fer Robersan

Firstborn live again, there will be little roomleft for the
Cheysul i ?"

"There will always be Cheysuli in Homana." DonaTs tone
obliterated room for specul ation. "Homanan-rai sed you may
have been, but not Homanan-fwn. Did you not set the runes
into the | eather of this scabbard?"

"Some things a man never forgets." Rowan | ooked at the

devi ces he had tooled. "1 remenber\al5lwhen | was very snall\al5l
how nmy jehon used to wite out the runes with a chunk of coa

on a bl eached deerskin. It fascinated ne. | would sit for hours
before the pavilion and watch his hand draw t he runes\al5l

maki ng magi c. And the birthlines, when the shor tahl showed

me mine." He smiled remniscently. "I remenbered all the
runes. So | pieced together the prophecy and the runes, and
put it all into the |eather."

Donal wat ched the changes in Rowan's face. In that instant
he felt closer to the man than ever before. In that instant,
Rowan was Cheysuli, and Donal could understand him "What

el se do you renenber?"

The snmile fell away. "I renenber the day the Mijhar's
men canme across ny famly. How they stew themall, even
my small rujhoila. | renenber it all very well, though for

years | denied it."

"Because your new kin never said you were Cheysuli."

"They never knew." Rowan shrugged. "They were EUasi an,

conme to Homana for a new life. They found a small boy
wandering dazedly in the forest, unable to speak out of fear
for what he had seen, and they took himas their own. They
wer e\ al5lgood people.”

"But they were not Cheysuli."

"Hal f of you is not," Rowan retorted. "Wen | | ook at

you, Donal, | see and hear a Cheysuli warrior, because that is
what you desire to show to people. You have all the Cheysul
characteristics\al5lincluding that prickly pride\al5land you cer-
tainly bear the stanp. But you al so are Homanan, because of

Alix. You should let it tenper that pride. Do not becone so
Cheysuti you cannot understand the people you will rule.”

Donal 's fingers closed on ne |eather scabbard. "lI\al51l would
prefer to have nothing but Cheysuli blood in ny veins."

"But you do not. There is Homanan as well. Else you
woul d not be part of the prophecy." Rowan si ghed and shook
his head. "You are what they have nade you, your nother
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and your father. Duncan was all Cheysuli, and Alix\al5lout of a
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wi sh to keep alive the husband she had | ost\al51did what she
could to nake you Duncan cone again. It is\al5lnot necessarily
bad. | could think of worse warriors for you to enul ate\al5l
including Finn." Rowan flicked one hand in a silencing

gesture as Donal noved to protest. "Finn was what the

prophecy made him He was what Carillon needed for nany

years. But\al5lpeopl e change. They grow ol der, they mature.
Carillon no | onger needed him And neither, now, do you."

Donal shook his head in violent disagreement. "I need him
badly, ny su' fali. There is so nmuch left for me to |l eam"”
"You will leamit. But first you nmust |eamto acknow edge

the Homanan in you as well as me Cheysuli."

Donai lifted the hilt. "Do | not wear this now? Wat
Cheysul i has ever borne a sword\al5lexcept, perhaps, for you?"

"It is a beginning," Rowan agreed.

"It is nore than a beginning," Donal nuttered. "It is an
alteration of tradition."

"Perhaps it is necessary." Rowan smiled. "You are the
first Cheysuli Mijhar to hold the Lion Throne in four hundred
years, Donal. That is alteration."

Pensi vel y, Donai nodded. Then he sighed and | ooked up at
Rowan. "There is a thing | would have you do."

The general shrugged. "What | can, | wll."

"Wn this war. Wn this gods-cursed war, so | can begin
my reign in peace."

Dona! rode northward through Homana, bypassi ng Mij hara
entirely, until he reached the Bluetooth River. On the south-
ern bank he pulled in his horse, staring at the river. It had
been si xteen years since he had | ast seen the Bl uetooth, when
Tynstar's lhlini servitors had taken himtoward the Mton
Pass for entry into Solinde. He had been Val gaard- bound,
prisoners, he and Alix, but he had escaped because of Taj and
Loms aid in accelerating his ability to take /ir-shape. Aix
had not. He had left his nother behind, crossing the huge
river on his escape to Homana- Mij har.

Then it had been nuch colder, for winter had only recently
left the land. Now it was spring and the waters were qui ck,
uncl ogged by ice and slush. He stared at the wooden ferry on
the far side and wondered if he should wait for it, or cross
Cheysul i -fashi on
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Taj, perching in a nearby tree, fixed himwi th a bright dark
eye. Do you recall it. lir?

I recall.
You sought the air then. Shall you do it again?

Donal turned to stare over his shoul der, searching for Lorn
A nmoment | ater the ruddy wolf broke free of the dense
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vegetation fringing the riverbank.

No\ al151f will ride. | will have Sorcha and the children with
nme.

Lorn shook dust fromhis coat. Then | nmust swimthis river,
unl ess you bribe the ferry-master to let ne pass with you

The ferry-master, when he banked his wooden vessel,
accepted Donal's gold eagerly. He slanted an apprehensive
gl ance at the wol f, eyed Donal closely, then gestured nmem
born aboard. Donal |ed the horse onto the thick wooden
tinmbers and waited for Lorn to join him

The man cast off and began the | engthy process of pulling
the ferry back across the wide river. But it did not keep him
fromwat chi ng Donal, or fromtalking

He hawked, spat over the side into the water, and jerked
his head. "Na' neanin' to offend ye, but '"tis curious |I am
Be ye a halfling, then?"

"Hal f1ing?" Donal was startled by the rough northern
di al ect. The | anguage seened hardly Honanan.

"Hal fling. Aye. Lookit yersel'. Yon color is Cheysuli, but
ne'er | seen one dressit |like ye. Leathers, they wear, and
gold. Be ye only half, then?"

In shock, Donal realized the Homanan cl ot hing Rowan had

lent himafter his escape from Strahan robbed himof identity.
He had put off the torn and soiled | eathers, replacing them
with black soldiers' breeches, linen shirt and rich brown

vel vet doublet, which hid the gold on his arns. H's hair, left
uncut for too long, hid his earring.

He eyed the ferry-naster speculatively. "Wre | to say |
was all Cheysuli, what would you do?"

The man | aughed, hawked again, spat over the ferry again.
"Indeed, nothin'. On'y curious, master. But ye don't be
| ookin' like' ee others. Ne'er hae | seen one wear a sword,"”

Donal ' s hand dropped to the heavy hilt. Possessively, he
shut his fingers uponit. "A new custom"”

"Yon breed be fierce, naster. | seen many of 'em here,
crossin' south, bound for the Mijhar's city." Interest flared
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up in the man's brown eyes. "Hae ye been to Mij hara,
mast er ?"

Donal smiled. "Aye."
"Big as they do say?"
"Bi gger."

"Hae ye seen yon pal ace, what call ed Hormana- Muj har ?"
Hi s dial ect\al5land several m ssing teeth\al5lran the syll ables to-
gether until they were nearly indistinguishable.
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"Aye, | have."

"Ye'll say 'tis grander than | can 'magi ne, doubtless."

Donal patted his horse's nmuzzle. "Aye, it is.
"And be he the man they do say he is?"

"Who\ al51t he Muj har?" Dona! shrugged. "Tell me what
they say."

The ferry-master pulled hard upon the ropes. H s nouse-

brown hair was |ong, clubbed back with a strip of |eather. He

wor e rough wool en clothing and heavy boots. Brawny nus-

cles played across his back and shoul ders as he pul | ed agai nst
the current. "They do say Carillon chose hi'self a right'un. A
man even the 'lini give a wide road to."

Donal smiled wyly. "I thought the Ihlini feared no one."

The man eyed him "I dinna say they feared 'im The

"Hni, nost likely, fear nae man. But up here | carry passen-
gers fromall lands and all races, and | do say | hauled a few
"lini sorcerers 'cross this beast." He shrugged. "Man doesna
say nae to gude gold."

Donal stared across the swift-running river to the far side.

He shivered slightly as the chill wind blasted fromthe frozen
mount ai ns of the Ml on Pass, several |eagues away fromthe
river, but close enough to wall themin on one side. "I would

have thought," he said lightly, "that Ihlini sorcerers had no
need of a ferry to cross this river."

The ferry-master |aughed. "Aye, so ye woul d think\al51lbut
they dinna fly. Nae nore than ye do, naster."

Donal smled. "But | do."

"Fly?" The man shook his head. "Ye be jestin' w
t hen. "

me,

"No." Nae, he said silently, liking the dialect.

The man eyed himclosely. "Then why be ye takin' my
ferry?"

Donal | aughed. "I do not always fly. Besides, | will have
346 Jenni fer Roberson

company on the way back." He studied the man a nmonent.
"Do you fear nme, ferry-master?"

"l hae heard of yon sorcery. Na* feared to say | 'spect it."
"Respect and fear are two different things." Donal |eaned
idly against the rail. "You have a Cheysuli MiJhar. Do you
fear hine"

"I do fear what it mght be nmeanin'." The ferry-naster's
head rose and he nmet Donal's eyes squarely. "The | egends do
say the shapechangers once held Hormana, and gi' her oop to
men of ny race. Now ye hae it back. 'Tis no wonder honest
Homanans wonder what it all be neanin'."
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"There is no danger in it for any Homanan." Donal told

him "The Mijhar nmeans to keep peace in this realm"

"That I'lIl be havin' to see fer nysel', then."

"So you shall." Donal gestured. "W are nearly there."

The man whi pped a quick | ook at the bank, haul ed on the

brake ropes and brought the ferry in snoothly. Donal led the
horse onto the bank and nmounted. As he waited for Lorn he

saw ne ferry-master watching himin a nixture of curiosity
and suspicion. Donal raised his hand in a brief wave, then put
his horse to the northernnost track-

The Keep was set in the toothy foothills of the nountains.

Li ke nost Keeps, it was ranparted by high stone walls that
wound their way up slopes and down again to encircle all the
pavilions. It was a harsh blue-gray stone, alnost indigo, that
greeted his eyes, not the warm grayi sh-green he was nore
accustonmed to. In the Northern Wastes, many things were
different.

He rode up to the entrance and paused. Three warriors
guarded it; even now, nearly twenty years after Carillon
ended the qu' mahlin, the clans knew better than to trust any
stranger who rode in. Even one who appeared Cheysuli.

One of the warriors cane forward fromthe wall. His

yel | ow eyes apprai sed Donal shrewdly, marking the charac-
teristic Cheysuli features; marking also the Homanan cl ot h-
ing. There was calmpoliteness in his tone as he offered
casual greeting, but Donal saw the slight trace of contenpt in
di e eyes.

CGods\ al51he does not see a warrior , . . he sees a city-bred
Cheysulil\al5l It nearly made himcringe.
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"I am Kaer," the warrior said. "Have you business in our

Keep?"

A Not quite the ritual greeting of warrior to warrior\al5lwell, 1
. can expect no better. Not hiding all ny gold, even with the

n lir. Donal |ooked down upon Kaer. "My business is with ny

-l kin, who shelter here. Sorcha, ny neijha, and our children,

H lan and Isolde. | am Donal, son of Duncan."

Kaer's expression altered at once. Quickly he made the
subtl e hand gesture denoting acknow edgrment of his rude-
ness; rarely did a warrior adnit to such before another war-
rior, since Cheysuli were rarely rude, and so an apol ogy was
never spoken. The gesture was enough

"My lord Miyjjhar." He reached out to catch the stallion's
reins. "I will escort you to the clan-leader at once."

It was proper for a visiting warrior to nmeet first with ne
keep's clan-| eader. Donal badly wanted to see Sorcha and the
children, but he forced hinself into patience as he di snount ed,
gave up the reins of his horse to Kaer and went with him
across the Keep toward a rust-colored pavilion. On the side a
yel | ow nount ai n cat was pai nt ed.
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Kaer paused, called for entrance, was granted it and pulled
aside the flap. He spoke quietly to soneone inside. A no-

ment | ater he turned and gestured Donal w thin, then disap-
peared with the horse. Donal saw Taj |ight upon the ridgepole.
Lorn fl opped down beside the doorflap to exchange greetings
with the sleek tawny nountain cat who sprawl ed upon a rug.

Donat went in. A Cheysuli sat cross-|egged before the

smal |l pavilion fire, but he rose fluidly as his guest slipped
through the doorflap. He smiled. "Be wel cone anpbng us.

Do you hunger, you will be fed. Be you weary, safe rest is
yours."

Donal felt the brief flicker of nostalgia rise up, tenpered

with a touch of sorrow. So nany tinmes, as a boy, he had

heard his father say those traditional words to a stranger being
wel coned into the Keep. And then Finn. Now they were said

to him

"Cheysuli i'halla shansu" he returned. "I am Donal, son
of Duncan and Alix. My meijha, Sorcha, is here."

The yel |l ow eyes flickered, then assessed himshrewdly,
though the warrior's face remai ned bland. Wth a flash of
i nsight Donal realized he woul d be judged nore harshly by
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his own race than by any Homanan, The Cheysuli had waited
for four centuries for one of their own to regain the Lion

Now one has, but they do not know ne as well as they
woul d like to.

The cl an-1| eader nodded. "I am Tarn." He reached out to

clasp Donal's armin a gesture of welcome, then indicated the
thick brown bear pelt spread by the fire- Donal sat down
accordingly and accepted the cup of honey brew from Tarn's
own hands. "I have heard of the war you wage agai nst Osric

of Atvia." Tam poured his own cup full and drank

Donal nodded, sipping at his portion. It was warm rich
and satisfying; he had drunk too much wi ne of |ate, and

found he mssed the traditional liquor of his race. "W have
left warriors fromny clan in Solinde, but I think the rebel-
lion dies. Gsric is slain now, and we will soon boast an

addi tional five thousand soldiers fromEllas. The war should
be over soon." He did not ask why Tarn had not sent
warriors of his own; it was not the proper tine-

Tam nodded. "We are isol ated here. But we hear many
things. Such as Tynstar's death\al5land the rising power of his
son."

Donal slowy released a silent breath. "Strahan is yet a

boy, but powerful. He has |earned well from hisjehan. | do
not doubt Valgaard will soon be inhabited again\al5lif it is not
al ready. "

"W have heard nothing of that.'
"You have cone to see your kin."

Tam set down his cup
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Donal was relieved the casual talk was ended, "Aye. And
to thank you for taking themin. But now | shall have them
cone home with me."

"1\ al51think not. Not all of them" Tarn's voice was steady.
"Donal \al51it is unhappy news | bear. Shocking news, as well.
1 wish there were anot her way\al51" He broke off. then said it
pl ainly. "Sorcha has taken her life."

Donal dropped the cup. It overturned agai nst his knees,
spilling hot |iquor across the fabric of his breeches to soak
into his skin. But he felt nothing. Nothing but total shock

"Sorcha?" he whi spered. "Sorcha\al51?

Tam nodded. "I sent a nessenger to Homana- Mij har, not
knowi ng where you were."

Donal stared blindly at the man. "I was\al51l was\al51" He
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st opped speaking. He could not form another word. Al he
could do was stare at the blurred face before his burning eyes.

"Shansii," Tarn said conpassionately. "It grieves nme to
give nmy Mij har such news."

"Suicide . . ." he whispered- "Oh\al5lgods\al5lno ... she
has forfeited the afterworld\al51"

"Aye." Tam woul d not neet Donal's eyes so as not to
acknow edge a grief that should be private.

"But\al5iwhy? Wiy woul d Sorcha do such a thing?"

Still Tarn avoi ded his eyes. "The wonen canme and spoke

to ne and told me what Sorcha said before she did the
unspeakabl e. It was\al5lgrief and anger and | oss, the |oss of the
warrior with whom she had shared her life."

"She had not | ost ne\al51”

"I't was anger, much anger, she told memthe Queen had

sent her here. Banished your neijha, to keep her from your
sight." Tarn's voice was carefully nodul ated; he woul d not
be judge or arbiter, nmerely a spokesnan for what had hap-
pened. "She told them she had | ost you to the Homanans and
to Homana's queen; mat you had turned your back on all your
Cheysul i heritage."

"Ai stinn sent them here

"That is what we were told. Sorcha and your children were
bani shed here, never to go south of the Bluetoom™

"But\al5lsui ci de\al51" He could not conceive of me wonan
doi ng t he unspeakabl e.

"Sorcha was\ al5lhalf-mad with grief and anger. | spoke to
her when she cane. Donal \al51she could not face |ife w thout
you. Sharing you was bad enough, she said; she could not
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bear | osing you altogether. Not to the Homanans. And so she
enptied her veins of blood."

Donal stared blindly at the danp liquor stain on his breeches.

She said she wished to, once. To be rid of the Homanan taint

. Oh gods\al51Aislinn is no better than herjehana\al5l He shut
his eyes. What am| to do?

"I amsony." Tamsaid it gently, nore gently nman Dona
expected; Sorcha was not deserving of conpassion to a clan-
| eader's way of thinking. She had done what was never to be
done. "What will you do, ny lord?"

Donal heard the rank without surprise. Another tine, he
m ght have remarked upon it; Cheysuli rarely gave rank to
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anot her man, and never to warriors other than the shar tahis
and cl an-1| eaders.

But things are different, now He |ooked levelly at Tarn.
"I would like to see ny children." ;

"At once. Wait here\al51ll will send them" Tarn rose and 4
st epped outside, speaking quietly to someone. Wen the flap i
was pul |l ed asi de agai n, Donal saw his son

lan canme in silently and conducted hinself with grave
correctness, waiting for encouragenent before he noved cl oser
yet. He was four now, and Cheysuli pride was already appar-
ent in every line of his slender body, fromthe lifted chin to
the squared shoul ders. He wore winter jerkin and | eggings.

/ wonder . . . will he find his lir as young as | did\al51?

Then a wonan came in with |Isol de and he bani shed every-
thing else fromhis mnd. He took the girl fromthe woman's
arnms. Wen the woman went away again, he sat alone with

his children.

He snugged Isolde into his lap, settling her against his
chest. She was just over a year now, he realized, with a sense
of shock, he had lost too nuch time. Since Isolde's birth he
had wed, gone to war, been held inprisoned for six nonths\al51l
too nmuch, too nmuch tine. He cradled her silky-haired head in
one hand and felt the uprush of grief and anger.

Ch gods . . , oh gods . . . why do you do this to children?
Wiy do you take so nany people? Fromne ... and now
fromny children as well. Wy do you do this to us?

He hel d Isol de there against his chest, eyes closed, softly
caressing her wi spy raven curls- He felt a child hinself, badly
in need of conforting . . . but his jehana and neijha were
dead. Even Finn, who m ght have nocked his grief\al5lwhile
understanding it better than nost\al5lcould do nothing to help
hi m now.

Donal drew in a ragged breath. He | ooked over I|solde's

head to the face of his son and saw a matching conflict there.
| an was frightened, confused, lost. Badly in need of somne-
thing he could easily conprehend.

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (291 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:42 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

No different fromnyself . . . "She |loved you." Dona

knew perfectly well he broke Cheysuli custom by even dis-
cussing the enotion, but he did not care. Things were differ-
ent now, he wore a sword at his side. "She | oved you\al5land
so do I."

Tears welled up into the wide yell ow eyes. Trenbling,
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biting his lower lip, lan cane forward and knelt at his father's
side. H s right hand hesitantly twined itself into the w de
sword belt at Donal's waist; the other hastily wi ped the fallen
tears away.

"Jehan," he began in a small, soft voice, "where do we

go now?"

Donal slid an arm around fan's slimshoul ders.- 1sol de,
cuddl ed agai nst himcontentedly as a kitten, scratched at the
nap of his velvet doublet. "W go to nme place that will be
your hore."

| an brightened. "The other Keep?"

Donal stared into the beseeching eyes of his son and real -
ized with a sickening wench that a Cheysuli keep woul d
never again be hone to any of his children. His line, and
theirs, would cone to know only ne wall ed pal aces of kings-

Al ready, it begins. He squeezed the boy's shoulders. "lan,
you will go to the Keep and see your clan-mates as often as
you wi sh. But you | will have by me."

lan's fingers tightened on the sword belt. "WII| she cone
back?" he whi spered. "Jehana?"

"No," Donal told him "Jehana will never cone back."

Silently, his son's face crunpled, and he began to cry.

El GHT

_n the bright, cool light of md-nomng three weeks | ater,
Donal rode through the gates of Homana- Mij har. |sol de he
held in one arm guiding the stallion with the other; |an sat
perched behind himon the broad, smooth runp, clutching his
father's sword belt.

Donal was weary unto death. He had refused Tarn's offer

of an escort with a wonan to care for the children; in sone
strange, possessive way he felt it better he should tend to the
children his neijha had borne him And so he had ridden
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alone with his children and his lir and knew sonehow it was
best,

He halted the stallion by the marble steps leading to the
archivol ted entrance. Lads cane flying fromthe stables, all
vying for the horse. They chall enged one another for the
| oudest greeting, but fell silent soon enough when Donal did

not answer,

He swung one |l eg across the stallion's neck, turning in the
saddl e so he woul d not dislodge his son. |solde was pressed
agai nst his chest. He steadied hinself against the saddle, then
offered an armto lan. The boy slid off as well, clutching his
father's hand.

For a nmonent, Donal shut his eyes. He drew again on what
little strength he had left. Then he ordered the horse put away
and turned to clinb the steps.

"Jehan\al51" It was | an, noving closer to Donal's side.
"Thi s i s Homana- Mij har ?"

"Aye." The tone was flat. lifeless; he was too weary to

352
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sumon anot her. "Cone up, lan\alSlthere will be time later for

you to gape."

He hardly saw the servants who bowed or curtseyed. He
saw only endless corridors and marble pillars. And then he
saw his sister.

She ran. Both hands clutched at her skirts, pulling them
nearly up to her knees as she hastened down the corridor
"Donal\al5lis it trueTl She stopped short in front of him
breathl ess. "He said Sorcha was dead ... he said he cane
fromacross the Bl uetooth\al5l"

Bl ack hair tangled on her shoul ders. Donal thought she

| ooked genui nely shocked. Well, she would be; she and
Sorcha had been cl ose. But |ooking at her, he remenbered
Strahan. He renmenbered how closely their bl ood was |inked.

Even as Aislinn's is linked. He placed his hand on lan's
head. Then he summoned one of the wonen servants for-
ward. "Take the children. See they are fed and given rest.
They are weary. It has been a brutal journey."

To his lir he said, Go to ny chanbers and wait.

"Donal \ a151" Bronwyn began, but he waved her into silence
as the wonman curtseyed and took |Isolde fromhis arnmns.

"Go with her, lan. See how your rujholla goes with her?"
Wthout the weight in his arns. he felt enpty. Isolde began
to cry. "lan, do as | have said. And see to your rujholia." he

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (293 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:42 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

gave lan a gentle push in the direction of the woman, then
turned to face his sister. "Were is Aistinn?"

Bronwyn reached out and caught ne vel vet of his doublet.
"Donal \al5l1lis it true?"

"Where is Aislinn?"

She stared up at himin perplexed disbelief. "Can you not
answer my question? The warrior came down fromthe north
bearing horrible news about how Sorcha had taken her life\lal5l
can you not even tell ne?"

"She is dead." It hissed between his teeth. "Tell ne
where Aislinn isV He set her aside deliberately and started
down the corridor.

"Donal \ al51wai t\ al51" Bronwyn hastened after him The w nd
whi pped from her passing cast shadows agai nst the walls.
"Donal \ al51she is resting\al51l"

"Is she in her chambers?"

Bronwyn caught his armand tried to hold himback. "Aye,
of course\alb5lshe wearies quickly nowthe birth is only a nonth
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away\ al51ruj holal5iwait . . . you are hardly back, and | heard
how Strahan kept you prisoner. Donal\al5lwait\al51"

Again, he forcibly set her aside.
"Donal ," Bronwyn called, "what arc you going to do\al51?"

He did not know. He thought Aislinn mght give himthe
answer .

He said nothing as he entered her chambers. He nmade no
sound. He shut the door. Aislinn | ooked up and saw him and
terror was in her eyes.

"Donal ! Donal -\ al51" She pushed herself nore upright in the
bed, scrabbling in satin pillows. "Donal\al5lwait you\al5l"

Still he said nothing. He crossed the roomto the bed and
stood there, staring down upon her. She | ooked so young, so
def ensel ess\ al51

\al5land so perfectly willing to drive Sorcha to her death.
"D-Donal \ a151! "
"Should 1 trouble nyself to listen to your |ies?"

She shook. Her lips were colorless. "I knew al51/ knew al51
when t he messenger cane, 1 knew what you woul d think\al51"

"You sent her there. You bani shed her from her hone."

He saw how her taut belly pushed against the |inens of her
nightshirt. "Did you think it would nean nothing to her to
| ose her hone as well as ne?"

"Donal \ a1511 did not send her! She went of her own accord."”
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"Do you say you did not neet with her?"

"W net. We net\alb5ll called her to the palace. But | never
sent her away. | nerely warned her\al5l"

"Warned her about whatV

"That | would never give you up." Tears ran freely down
Aislinn's face. "Oh gods, all | did was say | would fight her
for you. | never sent her away. Donal\al51l swear\al51"

He bent over her and pressed her shoul ders agai nst the
pillows. "\al5lswear nothing! Let me see for nyself instead."

Her nmouth shaped his nane in a cry of terror, but by then
he was in her nmind.

He felt the shock of the contact reverberate through her
body. Her head pressed back against the satin, but her eyes
were not closed. They stared at the timnmbers of the roof beans;

blind, senseless eyes, filled with enptiness.

Faintly, very faintly, he heard the protests fromhis distant
lir, who knew very well what he did. And he deliberately
i gnored them
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Weak. Hardly enough to justify the nane. There was no
defense as there had been before; no effort to gainsay his
entrance. He pushed agai nst her barriers and felt them go
down, collapsing, like a castle made of sand.

\al51fear\als1l

That he could deal with easily. For the first tine in his life
he did not try to soothe her. He did not try to banish the fear
fromher mind. Instead, he intensified it, letting her see what
he coul d do

Al sl i nn npaned.

\al5la stirring in her mnd\al5l
Donal smiled grimy.

\al5lretreat\al5l
Pursuit.

He al |l owed his awareness to seek out her own, inpinging

itself upon her will, until she turned and ran fromhim In his
arns, linmp and twitching, she was hel pless; in her mnd,
chased by his will, she was even nore so

Ai slinn nbaned. She spasntd once, and was still.

Beware the trap-1ink, even now al51 He warded hinsel f quickly
with what skill he had, drawing in upon hinself. He focused,
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focused, until he could stash through the web of deceit\al51
\al5land then he found there was none.

For a nonent, he retreated. Then he touched her aware-

ness again, probing it tentatively. He recalled how he had
made contact with sonething before, sonething that had
caused himto withdraw as quickly as he could. But this tineg,
there was nothing. No shadow of a link. No trace of any
meddl i ng. Aislinn was sinply Aislinn

\'al51and not hi ng but innocence\al5l

He touched her enotions then. Fear was uppernost. But he
caught also the last fading traces of love and trust, as though
she knew, even as he forced her, he would never hurt her.

But | have!

Donal withdrew at once. He fell out of her mind and into

his own, aware he had stolen will and wits fromher. It was
worse, far worse than what Finn had done in his testing. This
time it had been nmuch nore.

"Aislinn!" H's hands still clasped her shoul ders. She hung
linply in his arnms. But her eyes were open. And bl ank
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"Ai slinn\al5lconme back\al51" He shook her. GCh gods\al5lwhat have
| done to her\al51?

He heard, dimy, voices outside the door. Bronwyn, call-
ing to ask himwhat was wong. But he could not take time to
answer .

He pull ed Aisluin against his chest, pressing her against it
as if she were a child. "Aisfinn\al51Ai slinn\al5loh gods, do you
hear ne? Aislinn\al5l/ was wong\al51 '

Her belly noved- He felt it. It spasned against his own. In
horror, he realized he had brought on her |abor too soon

Carefully, so carefully, he lay her down agai nst the bed.
Still her eyes stared blankly at the roof beans. Donal felt bile
rise up to fill his nouth, and turned to flee the room

Bronwyn stood in the open doorway, one hand pressed
agai nst her nouth. Behind her stood several others; faces he
knew but coul d not nane.

He stopped. He stared at them And then, as Aislinn cried
out in pain, he pushed through themall and ran

\al5land ran, until he burst through the hamrered sil ver
doors and nearly fell into the Great Hall

It was enpty. Sunlight slanted through the stained gl ass
casenents and cast their shapes upon the floor, all tales of
Homanan |l ore. That, and Cheysuli history. But Donal hardly
saw t hem

I nstead, he saw the Lion, It crouched upon the dais as if it
stal ked him hunching in long grass. But there was no grass,
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only the cold heart of rose-red stone and the ivory, gold-
vei ned marbl e dais. The Lion was brown and gilt and gol d;

its shape was static, trapped in agi ng wood. But Donal could
al nrost see it beckon.

Slow y, he wal ked the length of the hall. He was sur-
rounded by ornanents of the past, relics other men kept to
rem nd thensel ves of what they once had been. Tapestries
wor ked by their wonmen to show their feats of strength and
gl ory. Weapons hung up upon the stone, stained dark with
forgotten bl ood. Banners, sonme faded to dreary nonotones;

keepsakes of ancient wars. But even w thout them even

wi t hout the banners, weapons and tapestries, and the gl ow
ing, brilliant casenents, there was yet another nmonunent to
the men who had |ived before.

And its nanme i s Homana- Mij har

Donal stopped before the dais. In the dim pink |ight of
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m d-noming in the hall, he | ooked upon the Lion. And felt
old. Ad and wong.

He sat down. But not upon the throne. |Instead, he turned
his back on the silent Lion and settled upon the dais. He
stared into the firepit, enpty of coals or |ogs.

He t hought of going to his chanbers, but he could not face
his lir. Even in their silence, Taj and Lorn woul d make him
confront the truth. And so he faced the guilt al one.

Hi s eyes burned. His throat was raw. Hi s chest was heavy
with the weight of what he had done. He waited for sonmeone
to cone.

\al5lto tell ne she is dead\al51
But he was not expecting Evan.

He heard the footsteps. He did not | ook up. He stared

blindly at the fabric of his breeches stretched over his doubled
knees. He sat with elbows in his |ap; hands dangl ed bet ween

his thighs, hair falling into his face.

Evan wal ked the length of the hall until he reached the
dais. After a nonment's hesitation, he joined himon the
smoot h, cool marble. "Is there anything | can do?"

"No." He hardly knew his own voice. "1 think / have
done enough. "

Evan si ghed. For the briefest nonment their shared sil ence

was al nost conpani onabl e, | acking the tension of know -

edge. "I arrived a week ago. There was no need for nme to
stay\al5lthe war with Atvia is over." He shifted his seat upon
the stone. "Wen you slew Gsric, you took the heart from

them Two days after you left, the Atvians sent an envoy to
our canp, offering their surrender."
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"That is something." Donal ran a hand through his hair
and stripped it fromhis face. "Evan\al51"

"Alaric, | think, will also offer fealty,"” Evan went on,
"but\al5lhe is hone in Atvia, fighting Shea of Erinn over a
silly, ponpous title: Lord of the Idrian Isles." H s tone was
underscored with contenpt. "Still, | think he will comne. |
think he will ask alliance." Again, he shifted on the dais.
"Rowan has gone on to Solinde. The rebellion there is nearly
fini shed; he should be hone in a nonth or two, with words of
victory. | do not know why those fools still fight. . . . They
| ack Tynstar now. Their cause is no better than it was before.
They shoul d give up."

"They want freedom from Honmana," Donal said dully. "I
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m ght be noved to give it to them alb5lexcept Carillon was the
one who won the realm and | cannot | et go of what he has
held. Not if | wish to keep the Homanans satisfied." He
sighed. "If | could know Sol i nde woul d never again invade
Homana\ al51" He shook his head. "But | cannot. Not yet.

Per haps\ al51someday. '

"Perhaps. After nore wars."

Donal thought of the battles he had seen. He thought of

how he had slain Gsric in retribution for Carillon's death, and
because Finn had asked it. He had been proud to know t hat

he had acconplished the task his uncle had set him now,

seated on cool, hard marble with the Lion crouching behind

him he could think only of the young wonan. Carillon's
daughter, whom he had effectively slain.

He shut his eyes. "You know what | have done."
"l know what you have done."

"And will you curse nme for it? | know the others will. The
Homanans\ al51" He broke off- "Gods\al51they have every right.

I nearly slew nme Queen. And if | am exceedingly fortunate, this
will not begin a war."

"Aye," Evan agreed. Then, gently, "How could you
think it of her, Donal? Aislinn is not the enemy."

"Not the eneny, no; me victim Sorcha's victim as nuch
as Sorcha was victimherself." He buried his head in his
hands, pressing his forehead. "Ch, gods\al5lhow can | believe
it? Sorcha\al5lgone . . . and making Aislinn | ook so guilty!"

"She nmust have been very unhappy. To | ove you so nuch
and yet hate you so much\al51"

"Hate ne?" Donal's head snapped up. "It was Aislinn she
hated, and the Homanans."

"And you. For |eaving her, even briefly." Evan shook his

head. "I never knew her. | cannot explain nuch about her,
except to say that there are wonen\al5land nen\al5lwhose affec-
tion becones obsession."
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"She said | would turn away fromthe clans. Turn away
fromour customs. Seek instead the Honmanan way of Iiving."

"And you did." Evan put up a silencing hand. "No, /

know you did not\al5lbut it probably appeared so to her. You
were gone for nmonths on end. You wed Aislinn, then went

away to war. Returned | ong enough to get a child on your
Homanan wi fe, then got captured by the Ihlini. Sorcha net
with Aislinn, as Rowan said, and undoubtedly the discussion
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was\ al5lheated. Aislinn has a powerful pride. No doubt Sorcha
t hought she had | ost you for good, and to the Homanans. And

so she went away, intending to take her own life, but intend-
ing also to nake it look as if Aislinn had driven her to it."

"And succeeded."” He dug fingers into his hair. "Evan\al5l"
He broke it off. Meghan had cone into the hall

"Donal ?" Her call echoed in the tinbers. "Donal ?"

She comes with news of Aislinn\al51 Donal shut his eyes.
"Aye?" he said. "Meghan\al5ll am here."

She picked up her skirts and hastened toward the dais.
"Donal \ al51you have a son!"

He stared at her as she arrived before themboth, alittle
breat hl ess; gods knew how | ong she had been | ooking for
him "A son?"

Tawny hair tunbl ed over her shoul ders. "A healthy son,
Donal . She has given you an heir."

He felt the guilt rise up to stab himin the belly. "Ai slinn?"
he asked hoarsely.

Meghan raked a hand through her shining hair. "She is\al5l
very weak. Donal . . . you had best go to her."

He felt cold, cold and enmpty, sucked dry of all but the
know edge of his guilt. Slowy he pushed hinself to his feet.
"Aye ... 1 will go."

When at | ast he | ooked upon his wife, he saw a child in the

bed; a child whose glorious hair spread across the pillows in
rich red disarray. Her fair skin was whiter still with the waxy
| ook of the ill. Gold-tipped |ashes |ay against the dark circles
beneath her eyes. The bedcl ot hes were pulled up under her

chin, but one armlay across the coverlet, blue-veined agai nst
me fairness of her flesh,

Ch gods, what have 1 done to her? How could you let me
do it? But he knew, even as he asked it, the question was
unfair. He had only hinself to blang,

Donal sat down on the edge of her bed. He was alone with
her, having dism ssed her wonen, and now all he wanted was
to see her looking at himfromher great gray, shining eyes.

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (299 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:42 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

El ectro's eyes\al5l Abruptly he shook his head. No, her own.
I am done laying Electro's machi nations at the feet of her
i nnocent daughter

He snoot hed the strands of fine hair back from her brow.
He traced the winged |ine of her eyebrows and the cool silk
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of her eyelids. "Aislinn," he said. "She was all 1 ever

want ed. A Cheysuli warrior nmay take as many wonmen as he
chooses, providing the wonen are willing, but for ne\al51lfor
me it was al ways Sorcha. Ever since we were young." He

| ooked down on her pale, still face. "You yourself are so
young\ al5lyou cannot know what it is to | ove soneone from
chil dhood\ al51" He broke it off. By all the gods!\al5ll wong her
again, as | have wonged her all along. | pride nmyself on
knowi ng | have loved Sorcha all these years\albland all the
while | was no younger than Aislinn is now when | knew what
Sorcha neant to me. She bore nme a child when she was not

so nmuch younger than Aislinn is now Gods\al5ll have been
such a selfish brute\al5l

He cl asped her hand in his. Then, slowy, he slid off the
bed and knelt beside it, setting his forehead against the silk of
t he count er pane.

He sent the call winging deep into the earth, praying the
magi ¢ woul d answer himthough he had al ready used it
wongly. He could not afford another nistake. Not with her
life at stake.

Donal drifted. He felt the wispy, tensile strength of the
magic in the earth. He abased hinself before it, admtting
freely his guilt. He did not hide what he had done. He opened
hinmsel f up to the omiscience of the earth and let it see what
manner of man he was.

And at |ast, when he thought it would not answer, the
power flowed up fromthe earth to bathe Aislinn in its magic.

When Aislinn roused, noving beneath the bedclothes like a
fretful child, he released her fingers and rose. He put out his
hand and caught the nearest bedpost to steady hinself; he was
dizzy, disoriented. The healing should not have been done

al one. He had nearly lost hinself within the overwhel m ng

power of the magic, and he still trenbled fromthe know -

edge. But he felt the risk worth it; after what he done to her,
it was tine he did sonething/or her

But Aislinn stared up at himin astoni shnent. "No," she
whi spered, clearly terrified. "Ch, gods . . . no\al51"

"It heals," he said hoarsely, "All it does is heal. | prom
i se you that\al51"

"Promise ne? You will slay ne!" Her eyes were bl ack-
ened by fear. "As you sought to slay ne before\al51l"
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not work properly. He felt his knees buckle and clung desper-
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ately to the bedpost, sliding slowy to the floor. "1 sought\al5l
sought only to know the truth. ... | would not have slain
you\ al51l swear\al51"

Aislinn stared at himlike a doe cornered by the huntsman.
Red-gol d hair tunbl ed over her shoul ders; her nmouth trem
bled. "I loved you," she said. "I loved you all ny life.
But\al5lyou al ready had her." Color crept into her waxen
cheeks. "It was you | wanted, Donal\al5lever since | was a
child. And\al5ll wanted to bear children for you, as nany as
coul d\al5lbut even that she had al ready given you'" One shak-
ing hand was touched to her nouth as if she sought to halt her
words, but she iet themspill out with a ragged dignity.
"There was no gift left J could give you that she had not

al ready given\al5lno gift at ail ... oh aye, | wanted her
gone\ al51l wanted her gone fromhere\\ But | swear | did not
send her. Donal, 1 did notV

"I know." He held hinself up against the post. "I know
it, Aislinn\al51"

"What have you done to ne?" Tears spilled down her
face. "What have you done to ne?"

"Heal ing," he nmunbled, "only healing. | want you strong
again.”

She recoiled utterly. "Why? So you may send ne away as
my father sent ny nother?"

Donal felt his last reserve crunble. Al the savage grief he
had tried to suppress surged up into his chest until he nearly
choked on it. He took handfuls of the silken counterpane,

clenched it tightly in white-knuckled fists and wept. "i have
no one." It hissed through a throat nearly sealed by grief. "/
have no one left at all\al51" he closed his eyes "\al5lexcept for

you.
Aislinn said nothing at alt.

"Tahlnorra,"” he said thickly. "All of it\al51" And he put
his face down agai nst the bed and knelt before her, a suppli-
cant to the gods.

Aislinn's breath was audi bl e. "Do you expect forgiveness?

He heard the savagery in her tone. "No," he said, but the
word was muffl ed agai nst the bed.

"Then what do you want from nme?"
He Iifted his head and saw her face. The deat hbed pall or
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was replaced by an angry flush high in her cheeks. Her
enot i on-darkened eyes glittered bal efully.

"1 want you to live," he told her plainly. "I ask for
not hing fromyou save that."

"Why? So you may hurt ne agai n?" Her hand shook as
she touched her breast. "So you may hurt my heart again?"
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Her broken, vul nerable tone broke the final barriers against
enotion. "Wat prom ses can | nake you?" he asked in
desperation. "Wat words woul d you have ne say? After all

I have done to you, do you expect ne to change with a wave
of a hand?" He felt bitterness in his nmouth. "Wuld you

wi sh to have ne beg? | will doit."'

"Beg ne?" She stared.
He shut his eyes. "Tell ne what you want."

She swal | owed heavily. "Once\al51l wanted your |ove. But

that was too nuch to ask ... you had given it to her.'' Tears
ran down her face. One shaking hand tried to hide the quiver-
ing of her mouth. "I only\al51l only wanted a chance\al5la

chance to know what it was\alb51'

He coul d not answer her. He could only shut his eyes and
put his head down on the bed again.

"You do not love ne." The intonation was precise, as if
she wi shed to nake >t cl ear

He | ooked at her sharply, fearing she sickened again. But

he saw high color in her face and a startled recognition in her
eyes. "You do not |love me," she repeated, with wonder in

her voice, "but you need me. You need ne."

The breath slipped out of his throat. "I need you," he
admtted. "By all the gods, | do."

Aislinn stared at hima |ong nonent, all manner of eno-
tion in her face. He saw anger and pain and grief and regret,
but he al so saw sonething el se. Sonething akin to possessive-

ness.

"Well," she said in an intense, peculiar triunph, "perhaps
that will be enough.”

NI NE

E

<van raised his goblet. "To Niall, the Prince of Honana.
Four weeks old and thriving."

Donal smiled. He brought up his goblet to clash against
Evan's, then drank down a swall ow of w ne.

They sat over their cups in Donal's private solar. Sunlight
spilled through the casenents. Evan sat slunped deeply in a
chair; Donal stretched out on a snow bear pelt with Lorn
col | apsed against his side. Taj perched on a chai rback-

Evan put up his feet on a three-1egged stool. "Wat wll
you do about Strahan?"
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Donal scow ed into his cup of wine. "Wat can | do? He
is Ihlini\al5lhe has what freedom he can steal ."

"Coul d you not set a trap for hinP"

"He has gone underground. There is no word of him He

could be in Valgaard by now, high in the Ml on Muntains.

He could be in Solinde, sheltered by those who still serve the
I htini. He could be al nost anywhere, Evan\al5lthere is nothing
can do. Except wait." And the gods know | will do that, no
matter how long it takes.

Evan sighed and swirled his wine, "I know, | knowh al5lbut
it seems so futile to do nothing. You know he will do what he
can to throw you down fromthe throne."

"He is a boy," Dona! said. "I discount neither his power

nor his heritage\al5lbut he is a boy. |I think it likely he will wait
until he grows older, old enough to inspire trust in other nen.

Oh, he will lead the Ihlini on the strength of his bl ood
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al one\ al51but how many others will follow? | think he will play
at patience."

"Donal ?" It was Aislinn, standing in the open doorway.
"A nmessenger has just conme with word fromAlaric of Atvia.
It seens he is in Mijhara, intending to see you."

Donal pressed hinself upright. "Alaric is hereT

Evan nodded. "I said he would come, did | not? He will
offer fealty, does he have any sense at all."

Aislinn, hair braided and threaded with silver cord, pulled
her pale green mantle nore closely about her shoul ders.
"Shall we have his baggage noved into the pal ace?"

Donal , frowni ng, nodded. "Aye. It would transgress al
decency did we | eave himat an inn. Aye, send servants for
hi s baggage. Gods!\al51l need a bath!"

Evan | aughed. "Let him see you as you are."

Donal, draining the rest of his w ne, cast Evan a sour

glance. "I intend to\al5lbut | also intend to show hi mwhat

courtesy 1 can nmuster . . . can | nuster any." He turned to

| eave the room *' Aislinn\al5lhave Torvald set out fresh clothing. *'

"Aye," she said. "Cheysuli or Honmanan?"

He stopped in the doorway. She faced hi msquarely, exhib-
iting no fear. What had passed between them after the healing
had fashi oned her into another woman.

One | do not know. "Wich would you say is nore fitting
to receive a man who was once an eneny?"

Aislinn smled. "The shapechanger, my |lord. How can
you consi der anything el se?"
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Donal received Alaric in the Geat Hall. ensconced in the

Li on Throne. He had put on bl ue-dyed Cheysuli |eathers and

a torque of gold around his throat to match his heavy belt. To
Ataric, he did not doubt, he would resenbl e nothing nore

than a crude barbarian. Wich was precisely what he desired

So |l may lull himinto carel essness? On the throne, Dona
smil ed.

Alaric was nothing like his brother. His hei ght was aver-

age, no better; hair and eyes were dark brown. He dressed

wel | but conservatively, in black breeches and vel vet doubl et,
showi ng no ornanmentation other man a silver ring set with

bl ack stone on one hand and a narrow chain of office\al5lal so
silver\al5laround his shoul ders. He was acconpani ed by five
Atvian nobles, all dressed nore richly than hinself, but none
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of themclainmed the sane intensity or the air of absolute
command Al aric held even in silence.

Donal considered the formal greetings he had | earned. He
di scarded themall at once. He disliked Alaric instantly; he
di sli ked di pl onacy even nore.

He wait ed.

Al aric stood before the dais. He inclined his head a trifle.
"My lord\al51ll have cone to offer fealty\al5land to tender an
alliance."

"Why?" Donal asked

A mnute from twitched the arched eyebrows. But Alaric's

face retained its bland, cool expression. "Plainly, ny |ord,

you have overconme ny realm M brother is slain and | am

Lord of Atvia in his place . . . but | do recognize the virtue in
adm tting our defeat. You have\alb5lquite effectively proved

your conpetence as a king."

Donal regarded him appraisingly. "Have |? Enough to
keep you from our borders forever?\al5lor only until you rally
an arny agai n?"

A rmuscle junped in Alaric's shaven face. "A king does
not offer fealty to another unless he intends to honor it, ny
lord."

"Usual ly." Donal relaxed in the Lion. "Not always, but\al51"
He waved a hand. "Enough of mis- You offer fealty, which
you owe ne, and an alliance, which undoubtedly you need
more than | do,"

Alaric's mouth was tight. "Aye, ny lord\al51like you, | do
not doubt it."
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Donal studied him He knew instinctively Alaric was nore
than a competent warrior. He was al so a strategist. A diplo-
mat. He would give up much to gain nore. But what does he
want ? And what will he give up in order to get it? He
gestured idly. "Once before you canme here. To Carill on,
after he slew Thorne, your jehan. Then, you said Atvia
woul d offer fealty to no foreign king."

Alaric inclined his head. "I was a boy then. I ama man
now al5land king in ny brother's place\al5land | nust do what is
best for ny realm™

"Your fealty | will have\al5lyou can hardly refuse me now al5l
but the alliance | nust consider. What do you offer me?"

Al aric gestured eloquently. "My brother died wi thout heirs.
He had two sons, but both are dead of fever. | nyself am
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unmarried, without legitinmate heirs. Wiat | offer Homana is
quite sinple: nyself. And a bindi ng peace between our real ns
when children are born of this match."

Donal frowned. "You wi sh to wed a Homanan woman?"
"No. | wish to wed your sister."

Donal ' s hands spasned agai nst nme clawed arnrests of the
throne. "You wish to wed with Bronwyn?"

"Aye, ny lord. If that is her nane." Alaric did not smle.

Gods . . . he cannot nean it\\ But he knew Alaric did
When he coul d, he asked a single question. "Wy?"

Alaric's smile was very slight. "My lord, | have said\al5lto
settle a peace between our |ands."

"VWhat el sef We can nake a peace without weddi ng ny
rujholla to you."

"Perhaps." Alaric's tone was negligent. "Perhaps not.

But consider it inthis light, if you will: a princess of Honana\al5l
t hough she be Cheysulilal5lis wed to the Lord of Atvia- From

that union, provided the gods see fit to bless it, will cone
children. Sons, of course. And the eldest to rule in ny place

when 1 amdead." Alaric gestured idly. "He woul d be your

nephew, nmy |ord Mijhar\al5land never an eneny. How better

to insure peace between our real ns?"

"How better for you to make yourself a clainmant for the
Lion!" Donal's fist snacked down on the throne. "Do not

play me for a fool, Atvian\al5ll amno courtier with silken
tongue and oil ed pal ns, but\al5lby the gods!\al5lneither am /|l
blind. You desire peace between our real ns? Then keep your
armes fromnmy borders'"

Alaric's dark brown eyes glittered, but only a little. He
kept hinself under control. "But of course, ny |ord\al51l had
intended to. And yet\al5lit seenmed such a perfect way to link
our realms. As for ne desiring to claimthe Lion Throne, |
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say no. O course not. Do you not have a legitimte heir?"
Donal smiled thinly. "Aye, nmy lord, 1 do."

"Then the continuance of your House is certainly insured."
Alaric smiled- "I offer this alliance because | desire to insure
the continuation of nmy House. And nothing nore."

"Not hi ng nore?"
"Per haps support agai nst Shea of Erinn."

Donal sat back again, conforming his back to the crinson
cushion. "Wat quarrel have you with Shea?"

"He has usurped ny brother's title: Lord of the Idrian
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Isles. It was nmy father's. It was his father's. Shea clained it
when Osric died." Alaric shrugged. "I want it back."

Donal frowned- "Wth Honanan hel p? Why should | offer
that ? Homana has no quarrel with Erinn."

"No- Nor do | wish to begin one.”" Alaric spread his

hands. "Mere word of this nmarriage woul d send Shea back
behind the walls of Kilore and keep himfromny shores unti
I can regroup nmy denoralized arny\al5ldenoralized because of

my brother's death. | would not ask nen of you, ny |ord,
merely ne appearance of support. It would be nore than
enough. "

Donal frowned at the toes of his soft |eather boots. "1

cannot see a single sound reason for agreeing to this. It gets
Homana nothing. You say it gets us peace, but that we should
have anyway. W have defeated you."

Al ari c shrugged. "And eventually the Atvian throne. Your
nephew wi Il be ny heir. There will be Cheysuli princes in

Atvi a-"

Donal shrugged- "I amnot so certain that would serve
anyt hi ng\ al51" Abruptly, he stopped speaking. Hs belly turned

in upon itself. By the gods\al5lit is the prophecy . . . even from

the mouth of the eneny! He stared at Alaric in shock. Four
warring real ns\al5l

He pushed hinmsel f back in ne throne before he could
di splay his shock to the Atvian. The pattern lay before himas
clearly as if Evan had thrown it hinself. If | wed Bronwn to

him her son will have the throne. Cheysuli in Atvia. Adding
one nore realmto the prophecy. By the gods, it will cone
truel

Bronwyn in Ativa. No, he could not see it. She would
never agree. The Cheysuli did not barter wonen or use them
for sealing alliances,

And yet, things changed. So many things had to change-

H s own nother had told himhow Finn had stolen her from
the Homanans because for years the Cheysuli had needed to
steal Homanan woren, to strengthen the clan again. It was
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alien to him but no less alien than the thought of wedding his
sister to Alaric.

If I do it\alb5lif |I do it\al51Bronwyn woul d never forgive ne\al5l

Alaric still watched silently, all politeness, waiting for an
answer. He was |like a cat ready to spring, elegant in his
readi ness; Donal did not like him He did not like himat all
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Gve ny rujholla to this ku' reshtin of Atvia?

And yet, if he did not and it was part of the prophecy\al5l

[ W(7/ not decide this now. There is no need to decide this
now al51 He steadied his breathing with effort- And then, as he
prepared to give Alaric a diplomatic reason to delay the
expected answer, he realized with blinding clarity the mar-
riage could never take place. Even if the prophecy demanded

it.

Slow y, Donal sat back. "You arc guests of Homana," he
said evenly. "Cheysuli i'holla shansu." But he knew he did
not mean it.

Al aric frowned as Donal noved to rise. "My lord\al5lyour
answer? May | know when you will give it?"

Donal stood. "I give it now," he said. "My rujholla may
never marry."

Bronwyn, whom he tracked down in Aislinn's solar, |ooked

on in silence as he bani shed everyone fromthe chanber save
hersel f. She stood before an open casenent with light falling
on her shoul ders. She wore a sinple indigo gown enbroi-

dered with interlocking |l eaves in silver thread. He | ooked at
her silently, wondering when she had grown up. She had

done it without his know edge; he clearly recalled her girlish
| aughter at his wedding; her tonboyish way at the Keep. Now
she was a woman. Only sixteen and still young, but there was

a new maturity in her eyes and grace to her novenents.

He gestured her to sit down upon a stool even as he hinself
did. "Aman is here," he said. "He has cone to Homana-

Muj har because he wi shes to wed the Miyjjhar's rujholla.”

Col or bl ossoned in her cheeks. "Wed ne?"

"Aye. He offers you the chance to be a queen.”

"Queen'" Bronwyn was clearly shocked. "Wo woul d

wi sh ne to be his queen?"

"Alaric of Atvia."

Bronwyn shot to her feet. "Alaric of Atvia\\"

Donal rose slowy. He heard the horror in her tone. As |east
I may save her that. "Bronwyn\al51Bronwyn, you do not have
to wed him | promse you that. Do not think I will send you
away. "

She shut her eyes. A breath of relief hissed out of her
mout h. "Thank the gods\al5l1t hank the gods\al511 thought it m ght
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be a political thing\al51" She shuddered. "There are dangers in
being rujholla to the Mijhar."
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"I't would be a political thing," Donal pointed out. "Alaric
offers alliance to Homana. It would al so be a dynastic thing,
bi nding the real ns together."

She understood himperfectly. "lIt\al5lseens to be sound
reasoni ng\al51to bind the real ns together." Her tone was very
Hat .

"Bronwyn, you need fear nothing. There can be no roya
marriage. There can be no marriage at all."

"Not with Alaric.” Relief put life back into her tone. "But
someday\ al51"

"No." He said it plainly, wishing to have it done with.
"Bronwyn, you will never be able to marry."

She stared. "Have you gone mad? O course | wll nany!
What woul d keep ne fromit?"

"I would." He said it flatly. "I have no other choice."

She | aughed. The tone was i ncredul ous and per pl exed,
"You have gone mad. Donal . . . what are you sayi ng?"

He reached out and caught her shoul ders. "That because of
the blood in you, | can never |et you wed- You can never
bear any children."

She went stiff in his hands. He felt the convul sive shiver
that shook her linmbs. She tore herself fromhis grasp- "You
are mad\ al5lyou are mad\al5lhow can you say such things? How
can you tell me this?" Slowy she shook her head. "Do you
think nmy children would threaten the throne? By the gods,
Donal \ a1511 am your rujholla! Qur jehana bore us both! CQur

j ehan\ a151"

"\alblsired only ne." He saw the spasmin her face. "Gods,
Bronwyn, | wish | could spare you this. | wish it were not
true. But\al5lwhen you say | fear your children may threaten
the throne\al5lyou nay have the right of it 1 cannot shut ny
eyes to the possibility."

Her eyes were fixed on his face. "You said\al5lyou said we
do not share a jehan\al51l"

"No. Another man sired you."

"Who?" she demanded. "Gods, rujho, | beg you who
am al51"

He felt the tightness his throat. "You are Tynstar's
daughter. "

Sil ence. Bronwyn stared. He could not | ook away.
370 Jennifer Roberson
"Ch\al51" she said. "Ch\al5loh\al5lno\al51"

"Aye," he told her gently, and reached out to steady her.
Slowm y he guided her to the stool and nade her sit down
again. "Bronwyn, you are still nmy rujholla, still owehaiws
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daughter. Al nost half Cheysuli, and bloodkin to the clan. It
changes nothing. It changes nothing."

"I't changes everything." The words were dead in her

mout h.

"No, Bronwyn, it does not. Do you think I will send you
away? There is too nuch bl ood between us\al51"

"\'al51t oo nuch spilled bl ood between us." She | ooked up
bl ankly to neet his gaze. "Why was | never tol d?"

"There was no reason for for it. You were raised Cheysulil\al5l
it was hoped you woul d never show Tynstar's power. And\al51
unl ess you have purposely hidden it\al5lyou never have."

Trenbling, she touched the vicinity of her heart. "I have
ever felt Cheysuli . . - Cheysuli and Homanan."

"You are both. You are. But\al5lthere is also Ihlini in you."

" How\ al51?"

Donal sat down again. "You have heard how Tynstar had

our jehana taken to Valgaard- | was just a boy. He wanted
me as well, but | managed to escape." He | ooked down at

her shaki ng hands as she clutched themin her lap, "He kept
ourj ehana captive. And while she was there\al5l"

"\'al51he raped her?" Bronwyn shuddered. "Gods, oh gods\al5lit
makes nme feel so dirty\al51"

"Nol " He reached out and caught her hands. "It has
nothing to do with you."

"But | do not feel Ihlini!" she cried. "How do you know
it is true?"

He put out his arnms as she slid off the stool to kneel on the
floor. He soothed her head agai nst his shoul der, as if she
were |solde requiring special confort. One armslid around
her shoul ders. He held her close, knowi ng he could never
share her grief.

A woman told she cannot bear a child\al51 He shut his eyes.
He whi spered inanities.

Bronwyn clutched at his leather jerkin. "I begin to see\al5lall
the tinmes | sensed a barrier between us ... sonething keep-
ing us apart. That was it, was it not? The know edge | was
Tynstar's daughter?”
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"Ch rujholla, | would do anything to lift this grief from
you. "

"Jehana never said. Never did she say\al51"

"She told it to no one. Only a few of us knew, and none of
us ever spoke of it to others.*'
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"Why did you let ne live?" The question was hardly a
sound.

"Bronwyn! Onh, gods, Bronwyn\al5ldo you think we would
ever desire to have you slain? Wiat do you think we are?"

"You are Cheysuli. And\al5ll amthe eneny."

"No enemy. No eneny!" And yet he recalled all the tines
he had wat ched her, wondering, and felt the guilt in his soul
Not an intentional eneny.

"But you will never let me wed." The tears welled up

again. "Do you distrust me so nuch? Do you think I wll

wor k agai nst you? Do you think | would ever aid the boy who
slew our su'fali T Bronwyn shook her head. "Gods, Donal\al5l
woul d never do such a thing! You know | would not. W are
kin. There is blood between us."

"There is blood between you and Strahan." He shook his
head. "It is not you |I do not trust\al5lit is how your power
m ght be used. By another, if not by you."

"Power!" she shook her head. "I have no power, Donal. |
woul d know it. | swear\al51ll would know it. There is nothing in
me. Do you think I would not know?"

" Bronwyn\ al51"

"Then test ne." She rose and stood before him "Test
me, Donal! See if there is power."''

He shook his head. "Bronwyn, | could not\al51"
"You did it to Aislinn!" she snapped.

"And | nearly slew her! Gods, Bronwn, have sense\\ Do
you think I wi sh to harmyou?"

"You harm nme now," she said. "You tell nme | cannot

wed, cannot bear children\al5lyou name ne Tynstar's daughter
How can | live with that? You have given ne a life of

enpti ness!"

He coul d not answer. He had no answer for her.
"Donal ," she said, "I beg you."

He threaded his fingers into hers and pulled her down to

kneel against the tapestry rug. He | ooked into her eyes. "Do |

do this\al5ldo | test you, and learn you are Ihlini . . . you nust
promi se never to wed. Never to bear a child."
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Bronwyn shut her eyes. "Ja' hcd-na," she said. "Accepted."”

Tentatively, he parted the curtain of her awareness. He

slid through, hardly disturbing the threads of his sister's
consci ousness. What she felt he could not say; what he felt
was a sudden unexpected comruni on that nearly threw him

out of the link. It had been different with A slinn, who had
received himunwillingly. What he had done to her was little
different fromrape. But Bronwyn understood. Bronwyn de-

file:/lIF|/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%...suli%2003%20-%20Legacy%200f%20the%20Sword.txt (310 of 321) [5/21/03 10:57:43 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Jennifer%20Roberson/Roberson,%20Jennifer%20-%20Chey suli %2003%20-%20L egacy %200f %620the%20Sword.txt

sired his presence. She welconmed himw llingly, but he sensed
a trace of fear. She was not certain what he would find.

Gently. Gently. He left no residue of his passing.
The barriers went down.

In the web of her consci ousness he saw the junctions of

i nner know edge that buried itself so deeply. He allowed his
own awar eness to expand, touching the junctions carefully.

He feared no trap-link in his sister, but it was possible that
I hiini were born with warding powers. That sonmehow, uncon-

sci ously, she would nove to throw hi m back

But she did not. He sensed only conpl ete acceptance; a
trust that nearly unmanned him She had seen what he did to
Ai slinn, yet she did not fear the same for herself.

Gently, he expanded his awareness. And her own surged
up to neet him

Patterns |inked. Meshed. Knotted. Everything fell into place.
He knew, w thout a doubt, Duncan had sired them bot h.

Bronwyn sagged. He caught her against his chest and stood
up, holding her on her feet. Gently, he said her nane, unti
she opened her eyes. She was dazed, clearly disoriented. But
sense noved i nto her eyes.

" Ruj ho?"

He hugged her as hard as he dared. "Rujho, aye\alblthere is
no lhiini in you." He felt the tears in his eyes. Al those
years, all those years . . . oh rujholla, how we all have
wr onged you\ al51

Bronwyn's | aughter was little nore than a breath of sound.
"It was worth it, rujho ... oh, it was! To know | am not
that denon's daughter!" She hugged him | aughi ng agai nst

his chest. But then she went stiff in his arns. "Gods\al5loh
gods\ al51t here was the boy! He told me the truth\al51l"

Donal drew back. "Bronwyn\al5l"
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Her hand was at her nouth. "He said\al5loh, | recall it so

welt! We sat outside su'fali's pavilion while he tested Aislinn.
He showed ne those runes\al5lhe asked nme to try nmy own\al5l'

Her breath was harsh in her throat. "None of this was

necessary! Sef gave ne the answer then."

"Sef! What answer could he give\al51l" And then he recalled
it also. How he had seen them kneeling in the dust, draw ng
foreign runes.

Bronwyn nodded. " Something he said made no sense.

t hought nothing of it. But\al5lhe said | was not who you

thought | was.*' She frowned, shaking her head. "It made no
sense: You are not the woman your brother thinks you are.”

She clutched at his shoulders. "Oh gods, Donal\al5lhe knew\ al5lhe
knew | was not lhiini!"
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"He tested you." The words were bitter in his nouth,
"BEven as Finn tested Aislinn, Strahan tested you."

Bronwyn shuddered. "How could | have been such a
fool\als1?"

"No nore so than any of us." Donal |oosened his arns

and turned her toward the door. "1 amno | ess glad than you
are to have it settled at last. But we have no nore tinme for it
now, either of us. Bathe and dress yourself as fits a princess,
Bronwyn\ al51we feast the Atvian tonight."

Bronwyn made a face. "Could | not plead sickness?
woul d rather not see this man who thought | would wed
him™"

"Let him see you\al5lto know what he has lost."

She | aughed. But then she frowned. "But | have nothing to
wear ! "

Donal merely sighed

TEN

D'l

eonal saw Al aric's amazenent when first he set eyes on

Bronwyn. Undoubtedly he had prepared hinself to charma

bar bari ¢ CheysuH worman who hardly understood the niceties

of courtship. Instead, he saw a | ovely young woman in
copper-colored silk with her heavy hair bound up in a mass of

| ooped, shining braids pinned agai nst her head w th gol d.
Garnets glittered at' ears and throat; a matching girdle of tiny
bells dripped down her heavy skirts.

Donal realized, as he watched her, she knew precisely

what she was about. He smiled inwardly. Does ny young
rujholia play at being a woman? Wl |\ al51per haps she shoul d.
No | onger is she a girl.

Bronwyn, during the feast in the Geat Hall, was seated

next to Alaric. Donal, watching them both, noticed how

qui ckly Alaric saw through his partner's subterfuge. He did

not set out to charm her, as he had undoubtedly first intended;

i nstead, he spoke courteously and sparingly. But Bronwn was
not won over.

Thr oughout the feast Alaric and his countrynen were un-
ceasingly polite to the Homanan nobl es. Nowhere was there a
sign of hostility or resentnent. Nor were there any signs the
Atvi ans consi dered t hensel ves the vanqui shed. They noved

qui ckly, snoothly, speaking of unification. Mre and nore
Donal saw how nmenbers of the Homanan Council | ooked

first at Alaric and then at Bronwyn. Mre and nore he saw
consideration in their eyes.
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They will ask, he knew. OCnh, aye, they will ask . . . and |
*will have to answer them

And after the food was taken away, with Donal in an
adj oi ni ng ant echanber, the council nenbers asked.

Donal |istened. He heard the argunments for and agai nst the
mat ch. Sonme menbers said Atvia was too distant, too un-
known; the Mij har coul d never keep constant watch on politi-
cal happenings. O hers said the match would unify the two
realns, nmuch as Carillon's marriage to Electra had, while it
| asted, unified Homana and Sol i nde\al5lsave for a few insur-
gents who fought against the alliance.

But it was an elderly man, Vallis, former counselor to

Shai ne hinsel f, who spoke nost clearly to themall. "Mny

of us, my lord Mijhar, understand we are here to serve the
gods. Cheysuli, Homanan ... it does not really matter by

what nanmes we call our gods. It nerely matters that we serve
them" He was in his eighties, and frail, with a thin, soft
voi ce and thinner hair. The dome of his skull was nottled
pink. Only the nerest fringe of fine white hair curled around
his ears. "While it is true as Homanans we do not dedicate
ourselves to this prophecy of the Firstborn, we do acknow -
edge its existence. W do not discount it\al5lor should not."
He | ooked at each of the men with rheuny, pale blue eyes.
"Before the purge, Cheysuli and Homanans intermarried.

You yourself, ny lord, claimblood fromboth those races.

And does not this prophecy say there nust be nore?"

Donal agreed warily.

Vallis nodded. "Wat | tell you now is by weddi ng your
sister to Alaric of Atvia, you nove one step closer to fulfill-
ing that prophecy."

"I amaware of that." Donai kept his tone very even
gi ving nothing away of his private thoughts. "Say on, Valiis."

The ol d man braced hinsel f against a chair. Ropes of veins
stood up beneath his flesh. "Prince Niall bears the blood of
Homana and Sol i nde, as well as the Cheysuli. Do you wed

your sister to Alaric, and she bears hima daughter, in tine
that daughter could be wed to the Prince of Homana."

Donal raised his brows. "And does she bear hima son
i nst ead?"

Val lis shrugged narrow shoul ders. "Doubtl ess by then,
you and the Queen will have daughters' enough to wed into
every royal House."
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He felt their eyes upon him Slowy he wal ked to a case-
ment and stared out, though he could see little in the dark-
ness. Then he turned to face them "Bronwn does not desire
it."
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Sone of the others smled. Some faces expressed outright
surprise. He knew his statenent made no sense to them

Homanans wed their daughters to men nost able to advance
their rank or wealth.

Li ke bartering horses. He shook his head. "Bronwyn does
not desire it.”

They knew it was his answer. They had | earned that nuch
of him since he had becone Mijhar. And so they filed from
the ant echanber and back into the hall, while Vallis stayed

behi nd.

"My lord," he said, "I know you val ue your sister. Do

not lump ne in with the others. | aman old, old nan ... 1
have seen the Cheysuli el evated by Shanme and then destroyed
by hi M al51l know your custons well. She is not a broodnare.
She is not a ewe. She is not a favorite bitch. She is a woman,
a Cheysuli worman ... but she is also a part of the proph-

ecy." Slowy, the old man put out a pal sied hand. Pal m
uppernost, with the fingers spreading. "Tahlnorra |ujhala
mei wi ccan, cheysu."

Donal turned and |l eft the chanmber, returning to the hall.

Evan canme up to him holding two cups of wine. One he
held out. "So solemm, Donal ... did they put you into a
comer and meke you listen to their babbl e?"

Donal, smling grimy, accepted ne wine. "You know
court habits very well."

Evan | aughed. "Ellas is no different! Only the | anguage."
But his laughter died away. "I nust go, Donal. It is tinme |
went back to Ellas."

The taste of the wine turned flat. "Evan! So soon?"
"Soon?" Evan stared. "I have been here nearly a year."
"Stay another."

He shook his head. "I cannot. It is tinme | went hone.
There are things in Ellas for ne."

Donal drank down the rest of his wi ne, gave the enpty cup

to a passing servant and got another to replace it. He saw his
sister across the hall, laughing with Aislinn and Meghan

"Have you told Meghan you intend to | eave?"
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Evan's mouth turned dowmn wyly. "No. 1 dislike tears
cried into ny velvet doublets.™

"Tears from Meghan' ?" Donal shook his head. "She is
stronger than you think."

"Ch, aye\alblstrong. . , if you count willfulness as strength."
Evan scowl ed into his wine. "No, no tears from Meghan.
But | could wish for nore conpl ai sance. "
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"l warned you," Donal told him "She is not nmeant for
just any man- Not even for Evan of Ellas\al5ldoes he desire no
nmore than an evening in her bed."

"Ah, but he does desire nore." Evan ran the rimof the
cup across his bottomlip. "Lodhi protect me\al5lbut | invited
her home with nme."

"To EllasT' Donal stared at Evan in surprise. "Did you
really think she would go?"

"I\al5l- hoped." Evan shrugged. "It was usel ess. She refused
me. "

Donal saw the genui ne unhappiness in the Ellasian's sleepy
eyes. It was not like Evan to exhibit anything other than mld
di stress when a worman refused him it did not happen very
often, and generally he found another who suited himas well.
But Meghan was different. And Donal realized Evan knew it.

He smiled. "I amsorry. She may be Cheysuli, but there is
Homanan in her also. Living so close to Aislinn lately may
have gi ven her Homanan sensibilities when it comes to such
things as nmen."

"Because she woul d not become ny |ight wonan?" Evan
shook his head- "But | asked her to wed ne."

"You?"

"Aye," Evan said gloomly. "And a waste of tine it
was. "

Donal sighed. "I amsony. | did not know it had gone so
far."

"Ch, it had not. But | thought it was the only way | m ght
get her tolie with me." Evan grinned. "Unlike all of the
others, she did not believe | neant it."

Donal | aughed and nearly spilled his wine. "You fool! Do
you forget she is Finn's daughter? She will take a man on her
terms, if she takes a man at all."

Evan rai sed his goblet. "To Meghan," he said. "And to
the warrior who sired her."
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Donal lifted his cup. And then, abruptly, he told Evan not
to go. "What will | do w thout you?"

"Learn to govern Homana w thout nme to offer bad ad-
vice." Evan shook his head. "My tine here is done. | am
sorry\al5lbut | nust go."

"When?"

"Probably in the norning. O, depending on ny head after
this celebration, perhaps in the afternoon. But | do have to

go.

Donal reached out and clasped his arm "In advance, | wll
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wi sh you safe journey and good fortune in your ganes.
And\ al51l wish | did not have to | ose you."

"No nore than Carillon wished to | ose Lachtan." Evan
grinned. "But | am not so bound by responsibility as ny
brother, and | think I will cone back- At |east to bother
Meghan once or twi ce nore."

Donal released Evan's arm and gl anced back across the

hall. Alaric still lingered near Bronwyn. Hopi ng, no doubt,
she will have him But why does he want her? \Wat does he
expect her to bring? Peace with Homana? Support for the

i sl and wars? Gods\al51l wish | could read that man.

But he could not. Ginmy, he drank nore Falian w ne.
"You have heard, of course, that Alaric wishes to wed with
Bronwyn. "

Evan's tone was wy. "Wio has not, by now? But\al5lwith
her I hlini blood, you dare not allow the match."

"She has no Ihlini blood. | tested her today."
"None!" Evan turned sharply to him "None at all?"
"She is nmy full rujholla, Evan, She is Duncan's daughter."

The El | asi an shook his head, frowning perplexedly. "Then\al51l
if you could have tested her all along, why did you wait so
| ong?"

"Because it could not have been done without her know -
edge, without her wllingness." Donal sighed. "It was our
j ehana. She wi shed to | eave Bronwyn in peace. She did not
wi sh to awaken potential powers or bring grief to Bronwyn.
And so\al5lshe was kept in innocence."

Evan's blue eyes were fixed on the girl as she laughed with
her two ki nswomen. "Then\al5lthere is nothing preventing this
marri age. "

"No," Donal said. "There is nothing preventing this
marri age. "
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Evan | ooked at himsharply. "Lodhi!\al5lyou do intend to
honor Alaric's request!”

Donal shut his fingers on the heavy cup. "All ny life
have been told there woul d be choices placed before ne.

Choices | would hate. | knew it, of course\al5lbut it is so easy
to push the know edge away." He heard the unevenness in
his voice and worked to steady it. "I remenber all the tines |

wanted to call Carillon a fool because of the choices he nade
particularly the ones he nmade regardi ng me. And nowh al51l

now it will be Bronwyn's turn to ask me what | do, and

how al51in the nanme of all the gods\al5lcan | possibly even

consider it."

"l understand what you do." Evan said. "Being a prince,
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I can hardly ftHJunderstand why you do it. But\al51ll do not
envy you."

"No," Donal agreed. "But too many other people do."

Donal stepped forward. He waited until his stillness si-

| enced themall- And then he beckoned Alaric forward. "To-
night, in this hall, we feast you, ny lord of Atvia. Tonight
we give you good wel come and bl essings for your health. But
you cane to us with a purpose, that being to pledge us your
fealty." Donal nmet Alaric's wary eyes. He did not snmle.
"Then pledge it, ny lord. Here in this hall before us all."

Alaric's lips parted. Briefly, Donal saw the tic of a muscle
in his jaw. But he knelt. In el egance, he knelt, making it not
an act of submission but of calmw llingness to sacrifice
anything for his realm

Donal unsheathed the Cheysuli sword. The ruby blazed in
the pommel as he raised the blade toward Alaric's face.
"Swear," he said, "by all the gods you have."

Al aric bent forward. He placed his |ips upon the rune-

chased bl ade and gave it the kiss of fealty. ' 'I swear by all the
gods of Atvia, by nmy rank and by ny birth, that 1 amvassa

to Donal of Homana. My sword, nmy life, is his. | pledge this

in all good faith. | break this oath only upon ny death. My
|iege\als5lwi || you accept ne?''

Unl ess he were a false man, willingly surrendering birth-
right and royal holdings, Alaric would die before renouncing
so binding an oath. Donal did not believe the Atvian would
risk his place so casually.

"l accept your oath and do hold you by it," he agreed.
"Rise, my lord of Atvia."
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Alaric rose. His intense gaze did not nove from Donal's
face. He waited.

Donal slid hone the sword in his sheath. "By my right as
Muj har of Homana, | enter into willing alliance with this
man. Let all know there is peace between our real ns." He
i nhal ed a steadying breath. "By ny right as Mij har of Honmana,

I enter into willing agreenent with this man: that this oath of
fealty be sealed with a wedding. He has asked for ny sister in
marri age. "

He heard Bronwyn's gasp clearly- "Donal! Donal\al5lno!

You said | would not have to!" She thrust herself out of the
crowd to face himin the center of the hall. She did not | ook
at Alaric. "You said\al51l"

"1 said." H's tone was harsher than he neant it to be. "1
said, aye. But nowit nust be done."

"My lord." It was Alaric, urbane and calmy pleased.
"My lord, you honor me."

"1l do not honor you. | honor the prophecy." He would no
hide the truth, blatant though it was; he would not hide his
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open dislike of the man. "Because of that, ny lord of Atvia,
I will give Bronwyn into marriage. But nere are agreements
you must make."

Alaric inclined his head and spread his hands. "Nane
them ny lord."

"That should Bronwyn bear you a son and heir, any

daughter the Queen of Homana bears ne shall be wed to him
thus fixing the succession." He did not smle. "That should
Bronwyn bear you a daughter, mat daughter will cone to
Homana and wed Niall, the Prince of Homana."

Alaric's smile was one of subtle triunph. "Aye, ny lord,
agree. "

"Ku'reshtinf" Bronwyn cried. "You are no rujhoili of
mne!"

"Fetch a priest," Donal told a servant.
"How can you do this to nme?"

He | ooked into her angry face. "For the prophecy, | wll
do anything."

It was quickly done; too quickly. The priest was brought.

The cerenony perfornmed in front of everyone present over

| oud protestations fromBronwn; so |oud Donal doubted

anyone el se could hear the vows. It did not seemto nmatter to
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Alaric. He smled a cool, satisfied snle. But the priest was
cleariy offended by her words. And a Homanan priest at that.

At | ast Donal stepped in and caught her el bow. "Rujholla,"
he said quietly, "you lend credence to the belief we are little
nmore than beasts with such noise."

"Noi se!l" She stared at himthrough tear-filled anber eyes,
"I will make nore noise than this, given the chance. | want
no part of this!"

"It is done," he told her. "You are wife to Alaric of
Atvia."

"And | prom se a fine cel ebration when we have reached
Rondul e," Alaric said calmy

"I want nothing to do with celebrations' 1 want nothing to
do with you. I want none of it, do you hear? And | want none
of my rujhoili, who turns his back on Cheysuli customs.'*'

"Bronwyn\ al51"

"You do\\" she cried. "You sell ne off to a stranger, just
to nake an alliance\al51"

"Bronwyn, you cheapen your jehana's nane with such
behavior."
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"You cheapen it as well, Donal." Bronwyn shut her eyes a
moment, teeth clenched so hard the nuscles stood up al ong

her jaw. "I swear, / swear, when | amgiven the chance

will show you all what gifts | claim | will show you what the
a d Bl ood nmeans\al51"

"dd Blood," Alaric frowned. "I have heard runors . . -
the girl has it, you say?"

"The girl is now your cheysula, ny lord of Atvia, and
your queen. You m ght give her proper rank," Donal said
tightly."And aye, she does. Wiy? Does it make you wish to
end the marriage alnost as soon as it is nmade?"

"Not at all," Alaric said smoothly. "I wel come the Cheysul
with all their arts. | nust. It may be that ny children will
reflect their nmother*s gifts\al51'

"There will be no children,” Bronwn said bitterly. "I
will see to that\al51l"

"Enough," Donal said gently. "You will send all our
guests fromhere nuttering of your intended witchcraft."

"Let them Let them Do you think | care?" And then,

bef ore he coul d nove, Bronwyn brought the flat of her hand
across his face. "l renounce you. / renounce .you.You are no
nyhofli of mnel."
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For a nonent, Donal shut his eyes against the pain and

hum |iati on. Then he swung around to face themall. "Get
you gone}" he shouted. "Can you not see the celebration is
done?"

Bl indly, he watched them go. Bronwyn. Alaric. Even
Ai slinn, Meghan, Evan. And then the hall was enpty save
for a single man.

H s hair was disheveled. A snear of dirt marred his face.

H s clothes were soiled. Mud clotted his boots. He wore no
| eathers, no gold; there were no lir at his side. But as he
faced his Mijhar, Donal knew he was a Cheysuli

"So, the travesty is concluded."”

"Rowan\ al51" He broke it off; the tinme for defense was past.

"It is done."

Rowan smiled a little. "I came to bring news of a fina
victory in Solinde. Instead, as | nake ny way through the
hordes of departing guests, | am given news of ny own: the

Muj har of Homana has wed his rujholla to Alaric of Atvia."

"For the prophecy." The words cane out listlessly.

"Of course. Everything is done for the prophecy." Rowan
| aughed, and then the laughter died away. "But | wonder\al5l
what would Alix say to see her daughter bartered away\al51"

Donal flinched. "W do not speak of ny jehana! | have
done this thing!"
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"Ch, aye, you have. And now you nust live with it."

Donal wanted to turn away. But he did not. The tine for
that was al so passed. He was Mij har; he nust behave as a
Mijhar. "I will live withit."

"Am | to assune the Homanan Council al so desired this
mat ch?"

"Aye. And canpai gned nost el oquently for it." Dona
stared down at the cup in his hand. He had forgotten to drink
The tang of the wine filled his nose and head.

"So quickly you succunb to the desires of Homanans. Do
you think Can Council would have agreed?"

Sl uggi shly, anger rose in his defense. "This was done for
Homana\ al51Homana and the prophecy! A son of Bronwyn's
will one day sit on the Atvian throne."

Rowan's eyes narrowed. Tiny creases fanned out across his
cheeks. "Do you care so nuch for kingship?"

"Aye," Donal answered harshly. "Wuld you tell ne |
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should nofi Is it not what Hale | eft to ne when he fashioned a
sword and took a Mijhar's daughter as his neijhaVv

Rowan slowy cl osed his eyes. "Ah gods, ah gods

you have accepted it at last ... after so many years." He
opened his eyes and smiled a bittersweet smile. "Carillon
used to despair that you would ever know the cost. The

| egacy of the tiling. And a man, never knowi ng the cost of
ki ngship, is never really a king."

"Carillon despaired ..." The pain was worse than he had
expected. "And you as wel | ?"

"Fromtinme to tinme." Rowan's snmle was a little broader
but his tone was still ironic. "Now al5ldo you see what it does
to others? Do you see what it does to you?"

"You do not approve." Sonehow, he wanted Rowan to
approve. He needed soneone's approval

"It is not ny place to approve or disapprove.”

At |ast Donal succunbed and turned his back on the man.

He faced the Lion instead. "Do | see what it does to others?"
he cried- "Aye, | see what it does! No doubt it was nuch the
sanme for Carillon. And now al5lonly nowh al51ll understand why a
man curses his birth if only to escape the demands of his
entrance into the world." He drew in a ragged breath-
"Bronwyn's children will bring us another bloodline. / do

what | nust do."

He expected Rowan to answer. Wen he did not, Dona
turned. And found hinsel f al one.
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He wanted his neijha. He wanted his nother. He wanted
his father, his uncle, his lir. He wanted his rujholla. And he
coul d have none of them because this he nmust face al one.

Donal turned back to ook at the hall. He saw the case-
ments, glowing dimy; the banners, the tapestries, the weap-
ons. The Lion upon the dais.

Slowy, he wal ked the length of the hall. He stood before

the throne. He felt all the pain and grief and fea( well up into
chest and throat. He could not bear it. He thought he m ght
burst with all the anger and frustration.

Bef ore he coul d consi der the blaspheny of his actions, he

hurl ed the cup of wi ne against the ancient wood. "A;/ of

them gone!" he shouted. "A// of themyou have taken. You
have robbed ne of even ny pride, even the pride in ny
heritage, because | nust be a ruler before | ama Cheysuli. A
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man before a warrior. And a lion before a man: The Lion of
Homana"

Wne spilled down to stain the crinson cushion. The Lion
bled. O cried. He could not tell the difference.

Donal put his hand upon the hilt of his sword and drew it
fromthe scabbard Rowan had made. He heard the steel-song
as it slid; the hiss when it rattled free.

By the bl ade, beneath the crossguard, he held it. He | ooked
at me hilt fromgritty, burning eyes, and saw how t he weapon
shook in his trenbling hand.

Gold. Solid gold, with the mark of nen's hands upon it.
The curving prongs that caged the ruby, brilliant Mijhar's
Eye; the avatar of his soul

And the lion. The royal ranpant |ion

Donal | aughed. It was a sound of discovery, |acking al
hunor; the futile sound of a man who. knows hinsel f trapped
by what he has done and what things he still nust do.

He | aughed, and the sorrow filled up the hall.

"I am Donal ," he said when the echoes had died. "Just\al5l

Donal . Son of man and woman. Born of the Cheysuli and a

dutiful child of the prophecy. But\al5ljust once\al51jusf once\al5l
wish | could turn nmy back upon it all and be nothing but a

man!" Hi s challenging stare shifted fromsword hilt to crouch-

ing Lion, loomng on the dais- And then, abruptly, he shut

his eyes.

/ wish Carillon were here.

After a nonment he turned, intending to | eave. He stopped.
Aislinn stood in the doorway with their child in her arns.

Wi ti ng.

Donal sheat hed the sword and went to his wi fe and son
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