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CHAPTER ONE
“Ah, spring,” said the good knight Sir Brian Neville-Smythe, “how could it be better, James?’

Sir James Eckert, Baron de Maencontri et Riveroak, riding beside Sir Brian, was caught dightly off
guard by the question.

True, the sun was shining beautifully, but it was il alittle chilly by hisown persond, twentieth-century



standards; and he was grateful for the padding underneath his armor. Brian, he was sure, wasfeding if
anything alittle on the warm side- certainly he seemed to find the day balmy-and Dafydd ap Hywd,
riding alittle behind them, wearing nothing but ordinary archer’ sclothes, including alegther jerkin
studded with metdl plates, should by Jm’s standards a so be feding chilly. But Jm was ready to bet that
he was not, either.

Therewas, in fact, some reason for Brian' sreaction.

Lagt year it had been good wesether for them all, both in France and in England al through the summer.
But thefal had made up for that. Autumn had been steady rain; and the winter had been steady snow.
But now the winter and the snow had passed; and spring was upon the land even asfar north as herein
Northumberland, next to the Scottish border.

It was toward this border that Jim, along with Brian and Dafydd, was now riding.

Jm woke suddenly to the fact that he had not answered Brian. An answer would be needed. If hedid
not echo the other’ s cheerful sentiments about the wesather, Brian would be sure that he was ailing. That
was one of the problemsthat Jm had learned to accustom himsdlf to in this pardld fourteenth-century
world, in which he and hiswife Angie had found themselves. To people like Sir Brian, either everything
couldn’t be better, or else you were ailing.

Ailing meant that you should dose yoursdlf with al sorts of noxious concoctions, none of which could do
any good at dl. It wastrue that the fourteenth century knew afew things about medicine-though these
were usudly in the areaof surgery. They could, and did, cut off agangrenous limb-without the use of an
anesthetic of course-and they were sensible enough to cauterize any wound that seemed to have infected.
Jm livedin dread of getting wounded in some way when he was away from home and could not let
Angie (the Lady Angelade Madencontri et Riveroak, hiswife) take care of his doctoring.

About the only way he would have of fending off the mistaken help of peoplelike Brian and Dafydd
would beto clam that he could take care of the matter with magic. Jm, through no fault of his own, was
amagician... avery low-rated magician, to be sure, but one who commanded respect for histitle among
non-magicians, nonetheless,

He gtill had not answered Brian, who was now looking at him curioudy. The next thing Brian would be
asking wasif Jm had aflux or felt afever.

“You're absolutdy right!” Jm said, as heartily as he could, “ marvelous weether. Asyou say, how could
it be better?’

They wereriding across a section of flat, treeless, heather moor, thick with cotton grass, and expected
soon to be dropping down to sealevel asthey approached their destination, the Castle de Mer, home of
their former friend Sir Giles de Mer, who had been dain in France the year before while heroicaly
defending England’ s Crown Prince Edward from anumber of armed and armored assailants; and
who-being of silkie blood-turned into alive seal when his dead body was dropped in the English Channel
waters.

Their trip was ausua duty undertaken by knights or other friends under such conditions, to advise the
relatives of their former friend of the facts of his death; since news of such, in the fourteenth century, did
not always get carried back to those relaives, otherwise. Any more than it had in the fourteenth century
on Jm’ sworld-not that this reason had justified making the trip to Jm’ swife, Angie, any morethan if he
had chosen to do so from awhim.



Jm could redly not blame her. She had not been happy being left done most of last summer; with not
only the castle and itsinhabitants, which were normaly her reponsbility, but al of Jm'’slandswith their
tenants, men-at-arms and otherswho lived on them to take care of aswell.

Asaresult, she had been firmly against Jm'’ sgoing; and it had taken him a solid two weeksto talk her
around.

Jm had promised finally that their ride to Giles sfamily castle would take no more than ten days, they
would spend no more than aweek with the family, and then another ten-day ride back-so that thetrip
could take in all no more than amonth. She had not even been ready to agreeto this; but, happily, their
closefriend and Jm’ stutor in magic-S. Carolinus-had happened to show up about thet time; and his
argumentsin Jm’sfavor had won the day for him. Angie had findly agreed to let him go; but not with
very good grace.

Their destination was on the seashore just bel ow the town of Berwick, which anchored the eastern end
of the Scottish/English border-the end of the old Roman wall. The de Mer Castle was supposedly only a
few miles south of the town; and built right on the edge of the sea.

The description they had of it wasthat it was actually aped tower with a certain amount of extra
buildings attached to it, but not a great number. It was a so about asfar north asit was possbleto get in
thisdigtrict of Northumberland, which had once been the old Scottish land of Northumbria, without
entering Scotland itsdlf.

“Better, it may hardly be,” commented Dafydd gp Hywd, “but not well will it shortly be, asthe sun goes
down and the land coolsfor the night. If you'll look, now, the sunisamost on the horizon; and dready
skeins of mist are beginning to form ahead of us. Let us hope then that we reach de Mer Castle before
the daylight isfull gone; esewewill find ourselves camping out overnight once more.”

It was unusua for amere bowman to speak up so freely in the presence of a couple of knights. But
Dafydd, with Jim and Brian, had been Companionsin a couple of tusdeswith the creatures of the Dark
Powers, who were aways at work in this medieva world to upset the balance between Chance and
Higory.

Because of Jm'sbeing origindly from atechnologica civilization sx hundred yearsin advance, and
because he had picked up a certain amount of magica energy in being transported along with Angie back
to thisworld, he seemed to have attracted the particular animosity of the Dark Powers, at work here.

Carolinus, who was one of thisworld’ sthree AAA+ rated magicians and lived by The Tinkling Water,
near Jm’s own castle of Maencontri, had warned Jm that the Dark Powers were out to get him,
particularly and smply, because he was more difficult to handle than someone native-born to thisworld
andtime.

However, al that was beside the point now. The fact was that, amost as soon as Dafydd had spoken
up, Jm had begun to fed the bite of the air even more sharply through his armor and padding than he had
before. Also, for some reason-emotional, no doubt-the sun seemed closer to the horizon than it had been
even acouple of minutesearlier.

Moreover, the wigps of mists over the moorland were indeed thickening, lying like thick threads of
smoke here and there some two to six feet above the grass, and now beginning to join up with each
other, so that soon dl the moor would be cloaked in mist; and it might well be perilousto try to continue



riding under those conditions-
“Hah!” said Brian suddenly, “hereis something that comes with the night, that we had not counted on!”

Jm and Dafydd followed theline of his pointing finger. Some little distance ahead of them, the mist had
thinned to reveal movement beyond it. Movement which now emerged into full view to reved itsdf asfive
horsemen. Asthey got closer, for they wereriding directly toward Jm and histwo Companions,
something strange about them struck all three men.

“All Saints preserve ud” gaculated Brian, crossing himsdlf, “ They ride either upon air or oninvisble
horses”

What he said was beyond dispute.

The five indeed appeared to beriding thin air. From the movement of their bodies and their height above
the ground, it was easy to see that they were on horseback and that their phantom steeds were moving;
but there was nothing visible between their legs and the ground.

“What unholy thing isthis?” demanded Brian. Benesth the up-turned visor of hishelmet hisface had
paled. It was a square-boned, rather lean face with burning blue eyes above a hooked nose; and his chin
was suare and pugnacious with adight dent in the middle of it. “ James, isit magic of somekind?’

Thefact that it might be magic, rather than something unholy, plainly offered to take agreat dedl of the
supergtitious awe out of the Situation for Brian. But from Jm'’ s point of view it did nothing to render less
perilousthe physica aspect of it. The three of them; he, Brian and Dafydd, with only two of themin
armor, were facing what appeared to be five full-armored knights, their visors down and al holding heavy
lances. It was a prospect that made his blood run cold; much more so than anything supernatural would
have done. Not so with Brian.

“I think it smagic,” answered Jim, more to reassure the other than for any other reason.

There remained the faint hope in Jm that the gpproach of the five might not be unfriendly. But thiswas
firmly and forbiddingly enough dissipated. Asthose gpproaching got closer, amovement by each of them
clearly announced their intent.

“They set their lances,” commented Brian, the natura color in hisface quite back and the tone of his
voice almost cheerful, “best we do likewise, James.”

Thiswas exactly the kind of situation that Angie had feared for him, when she had objected to hisgoing.
In the fourteenth century, asit had been once on ther origind world, life was uncertain. Thewifeof a
man who had left her with acartful of produce for a nearby market town, never knew whether she would
seehimdiveagan or not.

There were innumerable perils on the way. Not merely robbers and outlaws aong the road to the town.
But the danger of fights; or even areasonless arrest and execution of her husband once he was at the
town, for hisviolation of somelocd edict, or other. Both Angie and Jm had known this of medieva
conditions. They had known it intellectually as college ingtructorsin their own twentieth century; and they
had known of it asaredity, during their first months here. But it had taken them alittlewhileto know itin
their guts, asthey did now. Now, Angie worried-and it was no weak worry at that.

But the fact of it was no help to the Situation a the moment.



Jm reached for the heavy lance resting butt down and upright in the saddle socket in which it was
normaly carried; and laid it horizonta, pointing forward across the pomme, or raised forepart, of his
saddle, ready to meet the charge. He was aso about to lower the visor of his helmet when Dafydd
trotted hishorse alittle ahead of them, stopped it, and swung down from its saddle.

“I would advise the two of you to stand clear,” said Dafydd, reaching for hislongbow, uncasing it and
taking down his capped quiver, “to seefirst what a clothyard shaft can do to these, whoever they may
be. Thereisno point in closing with them, look you, unlessyou haveto.”

Jm did not share Dafydd’ s coolness. Armored men on invisible horses could well beinvulnerable to
arrows even from Dafydd’ stal bow. But Dafydd showed no sign of fearing this.

Camly, completely indifferent to the thunder of theinvisible, pounding hooves coming rapidly nearer and
nearer to them at a canter about to break into agallop, and to the five brilliant steel points of the spears,
each with half atoninweight of striking power behind it, Dafydd draped the legther strap of his quiver
over hisright shoulder so that the quiver itself hung comfortably at hisleft hip, upper-end forward. Tall,
ahletically dim and handsome, as usud every move of hisbody could have been ademonstration of how
such action should be performed.

Now, he flipped back the wegather cover from the quiver, chose an arrow from among those withiniit,
examined its three-foot length and broad metd tip criticaly, then put it to the bow and pulled the string of
the weapon back.

The longbow stave bent, the feathered end of the arrow continued to come back until it waslevel with
Dafydd's ear- and then suddenly the arrow was away, leaping up asit |eft the bow. Jm was bardly able
to follow itsflight with hiseye, beforeit struck the foremost mounted figure squarely on the breastplate
and buried itsdlf in him right to the feathers.

Theknight-if that waswhat he was-fell from the horse; but the rest came on. Almost immediatdly, there
were arrows sprouting from three more of them. All but the one who had fallen turned to run, the three
with the arrowsin them somehow clinging to their invisible steeds so that they were carried away into the
mist and out of Sght.

Dafydd recased hisbow. Camly, he put it with his recapped quiver back in their places on his saddle,
then remounted his own horse. Together they approached the place where the armored figure first hit had
fdlen.

Hewas strangely hard to see; and when they came up to where he should be, they saw why. Brian
crossed himsdf again.

“Would you careto be the oneto look more closely at it?’ Brian asked Jm hesitantly. “-Seeing it may
be magic?

Jm nodded. Now that hisfirg fear was over, unlike the two with him he was more intrigued than awed
by what he had just seen. He siwung down from his horse and approached what lay upon the ground, to
sguat down beside it. It was acombination of chain and sted plate, with padding beneath.

Dafydd' sarrow was buried in the chest plate, up to the feathers, and the point stuck out through the
back armor. It was much like the armor Jm wore himself; but somewhat old-fashioned. Hiseyefor
armor was developing, and he was able to notice that not al of the armor parts matched with each other



the way they should. Dafydd pulled hisarrow on through the backplate to recover it, and shook his head
over the damage this had done to the shaft’ sfeathers. Jm stood up.

“Two things are certain,” he said. “Oneisthat the arrow stopped him-it looks, permanently. Secondly,
whoever or whatever wasin the armor isn't there now.”

“Could it be some damned soulsfrom hell,” asked Brian, crossing himsdf again, “sent againgt us?’
“| doubt it,” answered Jm. He cameto asudden decision. “WE¢ Il take the armor with us.”

He had got into the habit of carrying acoil of light rope, ong with the other gear on hishorse. It had
turned out to be useful anumber of times. He used it now to tie together the loose pieces of armor and
clothing; and made abundle which he fastened behind his saddle with the other goods his horse carried
there.

Dafydd said nothing.

“Now the mists have thickened,” said Brian, looking around them. “ Soon it will bethick fog and we'll
not see which way to go. What do we now?’

“Let’'sgoonalittlefarther,” said Jm.

They remounted and went on alittle way, while the fog-for it was redly fog now-thickened. But after a
bit, they could fed adamp breeze, cold on theright side of their faces; and they noticed that the ground
was beginning to dopein that direction, rather steeply.

They turned their horsesto the dope and rode down. After about five minutes they rode out from under
the fog, which now became alow-lying cloud bank above their heads, and found themselves on the
shingle of a pebble and rock-strewn seashore. The cloud had lifted. Perhaps five hundred yardsto their
left, up the bank, was adark pedl tower-acommon form of fortress to be found on the Scottish border.
It rose from the shingle like asingle black finger, upright, with some outbuildings atached to its base.

It sat right above the edge of acliff facefaling verticaly to the creamy surf that beat on the shore, but
somefifty to eighty feet aboveit; by virtue of being built on alittle promontory that grew higher toward
the end where the tower was built.

“Cadtle de Mer, do you think, Brian?” asked Jm.

“I have no doubt of it!” answered Sir Brian merrily, setting his horseinto a canter.

Therest did the same; and afew moments later they were riding over the wooden drawbridge that lay
down over adeep but dry ditch, to alarge, open doorway with two cresset lamjps, made of baskets of
iron bars forged together to hold fuel, burning on either side of the doorway some ten feet off the ground,
to hold back the darkness of the night and the mist.

CHAPTER TWO

“James! Brian-and Dafydd!”

With that shout, a short, luxuriantly mustached figure was running across the hard-packed damp earth
surface of the courtyard toward them; a squarely built young man, with avery large hooked nose. He



wore only amail shirt above hishose and hishair, flaxen in color like his mustache, wastouded.
“In God' sname!” said Brian, reining up abruptly. “First horses of air; and now deed friendsrise again!”

But in afraction of asecond his attitude had changed. He was down off hishorse
and-fourteenth-century style- kissing and embracing the smaller man in acrushing hug of his meta-clad
ams,

“Hah!” he half-shouted. “But it iswell to seeyou, Giles! Y ou were near aweek dead, with the best
speed we could make when we put your body into the English Channd waters. True, we saw you
change to a seal asyou entered the water. But after that-no word. Nothing.”

More cresset |lamps were spaced around the interior of the courtyard, but they were too distant, and not
bright enough because of that, to show whether Gileswas blushing or not. But on the basis of past
evidence; Jm, who was now aso dismounting along with Dafydd, waswilling to believe hewas.

“A dlkie cannot dieonland,” said Giles, “but | own it was a sad time after that. | came back here and
my family recognized me, of course, but there was nothing they could do to get me back into man-shape
again. Not until agodly abbot came to Berwick and they invited him down here for afew days. Inthe
end, my father talked him into blessing me, so that | became aman again. But my father aso warned me
then that | will have no second escape from degth if | again die asahuman on land. After that blessing, |
may turninto asilkiein the water, but | cannot escape my fate ashore! -James!”

Now Gileswas hugging and kissng Jm. Thelinks of the smaller man’s chain mail shirt scratched loudly
on Jm’sown armor but no more noticeably than the bristles of Giles' s beard seemed to rasp and spear
into Jm’scheeks.

The kisswas the ordinary handshake-equivalent of the period-everybody kissed everybody. Y ou would
conclude apurchase or aded of some kind with a perfect stranger by kissng him or her-and most
people at thistime had very bad teeth and therefore rather unsweet breath. Y ou kissed the landlady on
leaving an inn after spending the night there.

But Jm had generally managed to avoid this custom, so far. Now, with Giles, it would seem cold of him
not to accept it whole-heartedly. Jim wondered how women stood the beard bristles.

He made amental note-which at the same time he guiltily knew he would have forgotten by thetime he
was home again- to make sure he was as clean-shaven as possible, next time, before kissng Angie. Jm
aso winced to think of what it must have been like for Giles, himsdlf, with the solid-metal-clad deeves of
Brian’sarms enclosing him, in spite of the chain shirt.

However, Giles had made no protest, and shown no discomfort. Then Giles was hugging Dafydd, who
likewise seemed to takeit in no other way but with complete happiness, though in this case Giles schain
mail must have bit noticeably even into Dafydd’ s |eather jacket.

“But comeindgde!” said Giles. He haf turned and shouted. “Ho, from the stables! Take the horses of
these good gentlemen!”

Half adozen servants gppeared with the same suspicious quickness with which JIm’s servants at
Malencontri had atendency to appear, whenever something interesting was going on.

They led off the horses and severd of them, two of them wearing kilts of differing colors and patterns,



carried the saddles and persona gear inside.

Gilesled them forward, and flung open the door of along wooden building which was obvioudy the
Great Hdll; leading to the tower. Asa Great Hal, it was noticeably smaler than that of Jm'’s castle; but it
was arranged the same way, with along table on alower level stretching the length of the hall; and a
shorter one-the “ high table”-crosswise on aplatform at the far end.

Gilesled them eagerly to the table on the platform, which was obvioudy, by the smells, just in front of
the kitchen; which here would be on the ground floor of the tower itself. Not only the doors through
which they had entered the hall, but those beyond leading into the kitchen, now propped gar, weretall
and wide enough to ride horses through.

It was plain that this castle, like so many other border castles, was designed with defensefirst in mind. It
had been built for astuation in which everyone could, need came, retreat within the stout, flame-resistant
stone wdlls of the ped tower itsdlf.

Thiswasawise and standard practiceif attackers were too numerous or too strong to fight off in the
courtyard; or beyond the front curtain wall that held the main gate, with its two cresset torches.

The high table was deserted; and the air, dthough heavy with the same smells Jm had encountered from
al Great Hdlsthat Jm had had anything to do with, was pleasantly warm after the growing chill of the
outsde night.

Giles sat them at benches at the table and shouted for wine and cups, which came with the same
suspicious quickness that the servants had shown with regard to the horses and the gear outsidein the
courtyard.

Almost on their hed's came an individua from the kitchen doors who dwarfed al of them.

“Father, these are the two noble knights | told you about who were my Companionsin France, and the
archer of renown who was dso with ud” Giles said, beaming. “ James-Brian- Dafydd, thisis my father
Sir Herrac de Mer.”

He had not sat down himsdlf; and, next to hisfather, helooked like a midget.

Herrac de Mer was at least six feet six and muscled in proportion. His face was square and
heavy-boned, with close cropped black hair tinged with gray. His shoulders were a good hand span on

either sde wider than those of Dafydd, which were by no means narrow shoulders.

Hisface had borne afrown at first, seeing strangers already seated at the top table. But the frown
evaporated at the words of Giles sintroduction.

“Sit! Sit!” he said waving them back down, for they had dl gotten automatically to their feet at his
entrance. “-Y es, you too, Giles, if they arefriends of yours-*

“Thank you, Father!” Giles dipped eagerly onto abench severa seats away from the rest of them. It
was clear that while a seat at the high table might be his by right, not only as aknight but as a member of
the family, he could not St in hisfather’ s presence without hisfather’ s permission.

Therest sat down aswell.



“Father,” said Giles, “the gentleman closest to you is Sir James Eckert, Baron de Maencontri et
Riveroak, and just beyond him is Sir Brian Neville-Smythe. After Sir Brian, isMaster Dafydd ap
Hywel-the like of whom, | swesr, thereis none-asfar as men of the longbow are concerned.”

“Thank you,” murmured Dafydd, “but indeed it is also that no crosshowman has ever outshot me, either,
asto distance or target.”

Herrac's black eyebrows, which had been shadowed dightly in afrown above his degp-set seal-black
eyes, on seeing a seated man in alegather jerkin, abruptly smiled. He was naturally not used to entertaining
an archer a hishigh table. But, of course, thisarcher was different.

“I had heard of you al before Gilestold me about you,” he said. He had a resonant bass voice that came
rumbling softly out from deep within him. “The Ballad of the Loathly Tower has been sung eveninthis
hall, good sirs-and you, Master archer. Y ou are dl welcome. My hospitality isyoursfor aslong asyou
wish. What bringsyou?’

And he sat down himsdf at the table with them.

Hewas not only tall; but he was one of those men who, like Dafydd, kept his back as straight asan
arrow. So, if anything, he seemed to tower even more over them at the table than he had standing up.

Dafydd and Brian waited. It was obvioudy Jm'’ s position as the ranking member of the threeto befirst
in answering the question.

“We cameto bring your family the story of Giles sdeath,” said Jm. “Both Sir Brian and | saw him take
to the water-*

Thiswas adelicate way of putting it. He was not sure whether Sir Herrac would have gpproved of his
son letting others know about his silkie blood. But certainly the other could read between the wordson a
Satement like that. Jm went on.

“-but it never occurred to usthat he might be back here. Least of dl that we should see him aswe see
him now, in hisfull strength, well and happy!”

“For that, we give blessngsto Holy Church,” rumbled Herrac, “but Giles hastold uslittle, beyond the
fact that he died at alarge battle in France. My other sonswill be here soon; and meantime we can setin
process adinner worthy of your company.”

Helifted a powerful open hand from thetable, dightly, in gpology.

“It will take an hour or so. Can | suggest you dl have apitcher or so of wine, and then let Giles show
you to your room? So that you can then prepare yourselves as you seefit, to eat and drink properly, if
sobeit you think any preparation be needed. That way, when you come down, you can tdll al the family
at once. Alas’-hisface for amoment was shadowed asiif by the remembrance of agony-“that my wifeis
not hereto hear it aswell; but she died of agreat and sudden pain in the chest six years past on the third
day before Christmas. It was asad Christmasin this household that year.”

“I canwell believe s0, Sr Herrac,” said Brian, his quick and generous sympathy legping immediately into
response to the word. “How many other children have you?’

“I havefive sons,” said Herrac, “two older than Giles here, and two younger. The youngest is but



Sxteen, even now. | o have one daughter, who isvisiting neighbors today; but will return tomorrow.”

“Surely, that too isan excellent thing, Sir Herrac,” said Dafydd in his soft voice, “for aman should have
both sons and daughters, look you, if hislifeisto betruly fulfilled.”

“| fed asyou do, Master Dafydd,” rumbled Herrac.
He seemed to shake emotion from him.

“But,” he went on, “we are concerned now with the present and in particular what isto cometonight. It
will beinteresting to hear you tell of Gilesin France. He was never oneto tdll us much about himsaif”

And he looked fondly down the table a Giles, who was-Jm thought-most surdly blushing now, if only
the torches about the hall had thrown light enough to show it.

Herrac rose from the table.

“Giles” he sad, “when these good friends have drunk, will you take them to the uppermost chamber;
and seethat al their wants are satisfied?”’

It was a statement, in fact an order, rather than a question to his son. Giles bobbed to hisfeet.
“I'll take good care of them, Father,” he said, “the best care.”

“Seeyou do,” rumbled Herrac; and strode away from the table to vanish once more into the noise and
odors of the kitchen and probably to someplacein the tower above, from which he had undoubtedly
been summoned by news of their arrival.

It was up that same tower about twenty minutes later, when the wine jugs had been emptied, that Giles
led them to atop-most room. It was obvioudy normally occupied by Herrac, himself. Gilesremarked
that it had been a private chamber for hisfather and mother, when his mother had been aive. A wooden
frame with some haf-finished needlework on it till stood in one corner. Clearly, Herrac had vacated it
for hisguedts.

“You will stay at least the month, will you not?” said Giles eagerly, as he showed them to thisroom. He
was asking them dl; but hiseyeswere on Jm. “Ther€ || be fine hunting as soon as the weather warmsa
little; and fishing, if you' reinterested, such as you never encountered. There' sathousand things 1’ d wish
to show you. You will stay?’

Jmwinced interndly.

“I'm sorry, Giles,” he said, “but businessrequiresastay of only aweek; and then, 1, a least, must start
homeagan.”

Hewinced again internaly at Giles' s suddenly unhappy face.

“Y ou must remember,” Jim said, “we thought you dead, or lost forever asased in the waters of the
English Channel. We hoped to do no more here than tell your family the manner of your death, and then
make our decent withdrawa . Had we known differently, possibly we could have planned differently.”

“Oh-oh, | understand,” said Giles, with an effortful attempt at asmile. “ Of course, you wouldn't have



expected much more of astay than was necessary to afamily which had lost ason. | wasfoolish to think
of alonger stay; and wrapped in affairs, both magica and ordinary, asyou yourself must be, James... It's
quitedl right. We [l amply make the most of the week.”

Jm stood, feding terrible. It hurt him deeply to see Giles s disappointment. But he could not delay his
return, or Angie would immediately begin to assume that something had happened to him. He hesitated,
hoping that Brian would speak up and say something to back him up. But Brian stayed silent.

To someone such as Brian, aduty like the trip here to the Castle de Mer could never be thought of as
anything that could be put off amply because of wifely fears. It was a custom of the time; and customs of
the time were iron lawsin many respects.

“I’'msorry, Giles” sad Jm, agan.
“That'sdl right, as| say,” said Giles.

“Wdl, well,” said Giles, trying to smile. “ Still, it will be aweek to remember. Now the bed here, though
large, may bealittle smdl for the three of you-*

“That'sdl right,” interrupted Jm. “1 deegp on thefloor. Part of the rules of my magic, you know.”
“Oh. Of coursel” said Giles, completdy satisfied.

Jm’'sorigina excuse, that he had made avow that kept him from deeping in any bed (which would be
invariably populated with vermin), which had worked so well the previous year on their way to France,
had become alittle worn. Instead, he had come up with an excuse that his apprenticeship in magic
required him to deep on afloor rather than a bed.

This excuse served perfectly well; and it had only been afterwards that Im realized that almost any
excuse sarved, aslong astheword “magic’ was uttered in connection with it. Accordingly, he now chose
aportion of empty stone floor; and from his gear unrolled the mattresdike quilt that Angie had madefor
him.

Astravding knights with only themselves and their horses, they did not carry much in the way of
possessions. Consequently, there was not much dressing to be donefor dinner. Effectively, they took off
their armor; and Jim, after persuading Gilesto get him some water, used some homemade soap he had
brought dong and washed his hands and face.

Thisaso he had explained as anecessary magic ritual; and Brian, with Dafydd, had accepted it.
Nonetheless, they waited alittle impatiently until he was done. He wiped hisface with his hands, shook
what water remained off his hands, and- leaving these parts of him to air-dry-he went with the others
back downgtairsto the table, the refilled wine jugs and the waiting cups.

Gilesjoined them thereimmediately. They sat talking and drinking; and whilethey did, one by one,
Giles sbrothers came home.

It was plain they had aready been warned of the fact that there were guests at the high table whom their
father did not wish disturbed, so none of them had been seen. But they had most certainly been heard,
sncether individud returns. Liketheir father and Giles, they had bass voices. But they did not rumble so
much asroar. They could be heard shouting to each other al over the castle.



Finaly, with surprising hesitation and bashful ness, one by one, and clearly in planned order, they cameto
be introduced to the three famous guests.

The first to come, of course, was Alan, the oldest of the family. He-as his brothers were to prove to be
also-was cast in the same heroic mold as Herrac. Like Herrac and Giles, they dl had the seal-black eyes,
large, hooked noses and flaxen hair. None, however, had anose aslarge as Giles. Nor were any of
them-even Alan-asbig, astdll, or as wide-shouldered astheir father. But they were dl considerably
larger than Jm, or even Dafydd; and, like their father, heavily muscled. It was alittle, thought Jm, asif

he, Brian and Dafydd had been invited to the home of some giants.

However, the giants, particularly these younger ones, were clearly overawed at meeting face to face
people of whom they had heard in aballad. They came up, were introduced, and took their seats at the
table. Alan took hisasif by right, and then one by one gave the others permission to St asthey appeared.
Besides Alan, there was the next oldest brother, who was Hector; then the next youngest after Giles-who
was William- and findly, the youngest, sixteen-year-old Christopher. They dl spokein aslow voicesasit
seemed possible for them to speak.

Clearly, Herrac de Mer ran ataut household.

Asthe wine disappeared down their capacious throats, however, they became bolder; and the three
guests were plied with al sorts of questions about knighthood, weapons, armor, people in France,
dragons, and just about everything el se that the sons' minds could conceive of, and that could legitimately
be asked without being considered an uncivil question.

This continued until they al a oncefdl slent. Looking up, Jm saw the reason for it. Sir Herrac himself
had entered the Great Hall from the kitchen and was coming to take his seat a the table.

Hedid so. For amoment his black eyesfrowned at hisfive noisy sons, who looked guiltily down &t the
tabletop.

“Giles,” herumbled, “have your brothers been bothering your guests?’
CHAPTER THREE

Jm frowned dightly. Wasit hisimagination that Herrac had put adight, extraemphasis on theword
“bothered” -the kind of emphasis with which members of afamily send sgnasto each other?

It would be easy to tdl himsdlf he had heard no such thing. But he knew this was not true. Now what
wasit that Herrac feared his sons might have said or asked that Herrac thought might bother Jm, Brian
and Dafydd-or any one of them, for that matter?

Whatever the message, Giles had evidently reassured hisfather by ignoring theimplication.

Right now he was visbly swelling smply with pride at the reference to his guests. An answer seemed to
tremble instantly on histongue, and then was choked back. When he did speak it wasin amilder voice.

“I think they may just have been as excited and happy as|, to see these gentles and Magter archer,” he
sad.

“Good,” said Herrac. “William, go tell the kitchen that the serving of food can begin. We can talk and
drink aswe arefed.



“-With your permisson, my Lord and Sir Brian?’ he added. Therewas adight catch in hisvoice a the
end of the sentence. Dafydd smiled reassuringly at him, to show he understood the knight’ sinability to
include even an archer like himsdlf in the formal request.

Again, athough the words were a question, an affirmative answer had been practically implied by the
tone of Herrac' s voice. Both Jim and Brian hurried to expresstheir agreement with theideathat dinner
should start. In fact, Jm was very happy that it was starting. He had been put in a position of taking a
little more wine before dinner than he liked, considering that there would be more of it both during and
after dinner. He could dways, of course, magically changeit to milk in his cup. But right now he was

consarving every scrap of magica energy he possessed.

He had expected that Giles s actionsin France would have been the first subject of conversation.
However, Herrac was evidently a host who had his own idea of how talk at histable should go.
Consequently he engaged the three guestsin conversation, himself, while his sons sat sllent during the
early courses of the medl.

Hewas agood conversationalist. But to Jm’'s mild puzzlement, Herrac seemed to want to say little or
nothing about himsdlf, hisfamily and lands, or local matters. In fact, when Jm, out of sheer courtesy,
ventured on these topics, Herrac deftly returned the subject of their conversation back to that of his
guests.

They talked about the weather, both thisyear and last, about the differences between this part of
England and that from which the three of them came, in the south; aso, about the various ladies and
activities of the guests, and about the ballad version they had heard of the battle of the Loathly Tower.
Thislast topic gave Jm and the others an opportunity for which they were grateful, to point out where the
version of the ballad the de Mers had heard was wrong.

Thefact wasthat dl the ballad versons were wrong. This, because there had been added to dl of them

whatever the maker of that particular verson had thought would make it most interesting, aswell aslong
and dramatic as possible. Nearly al versions, including the one the de Mers had heard, had Jm going to
London and asking permission of King Edward to go out and attack the creatures of the Loathly Tower.
Whereupon, the King had gracioudy given him permission to do so, with theimplication that afterwards
he would be rewarded.

Asit had happened, this particular added part had been heard by the King, himself; and pleased his
English Roya Magesty enough to make him convince himsdlf that it wastrue. A result had been
confirmation of Jim’s possession of the castle and lands of Le Bois de Maencontri.

Another had been his award of armsto Jm. Though it was true that Jm could have creasted some arms
of hisown, on the basis of his claiming to hold the mythica barony of Riveroak, which had been the name
of the twentieth-century college a which he and Angie had been graduate students and assistant teachers.
But an award of arms from the King was a speciad honor and much to be preferred.

For this and other reasons, the matter of the King' s permission was one part of the ballad that neither
Jm, Brian, nor Dafydd bothered to correct. For al Jm knew, Brian and Dafydd might have, like the
King, convinced themsdvesthat it wasthe truth.

But there were other additions and even errorsin the reporting of the ballad that could stand correcting;
and these the three mentioned.



It was not until at last the food had been cleared away and they were well into the after-dinner
drinking-which was beginning to look rather frightening to Jm, sSinceit seemed that both Herrac and his
other large sons could outdrink even such a notable imbiber as Giles had shown himself to be, in France.
Jmwas very glad, consequently, when the question of Giles sactionsin Francefinaly came up for
discussion, asaresult of adirect question from Herrac about them.

“Giles has actudly told us nothing but that he was dain at alarge battle somewhere in France and that
the three of you brought his body back to the seafor buria,” said Herrac, looking down the table alittle

severdy a Gileswho avoided the glance. “I understand from what you gentlemen say that there was
moreto it than that?”’

“A great deal more,” answered Jim.

“Yes” sad Herrac, his deep-set eyes till on the embarrassed Giles, “why did you not tell usthe rest of
it, Giles? I’'m confident that there would be nothing unknightly or shameful about what you did.”

“Far fromit,” murmured Brian.
“Wdl, Giles?’ demanded hisfather.

“1-* Gilesamost stuttered, “I was rather hoping-just hoping, you understand-that some minor bal ladeer
somewhere might just be looking for something to make anew ballad about and chooseit. That'sdl.”

Hector let out ahoot of laughter from acrossthe table.

“Giles thought they would make a ballad about him?’” boomed Hector. “That would be something to tell
the crowd Gilesin aballad!”

“Indeed,” said the soft voice of Dafydd, “1 know of many ballads made with |ess cause and with less of
asubject to sing about.”

“By Saint Dungtan!” said Brian, bringing hisfist down upon the table with acrash. “And that isso! More
so than most of the pretty songs sung about the land!”

“Hector,” said Herrac, “leave thetable”

“Father-“ cried Hector, aready crushed by Dafydd s and Brian’ sretorts; and now further stricken at
facing the prospect of not hearing what the otherswould hesr.

“Asafavor tous,” sad Jm quickly to Herrac, “ perhaps you would forgive Hector, thisonetime. It's
difficult to redlize that someone you grew up with can do mighty thingsin the eyes of theworld. It isnot
easy for anyoneto face such afact, though often we dl must cometoit.”

Herrac looked grimly at Jm, then twice asgrimly at Hector.

“Very wdl,” hesaid, “you may stay, Hector-but only because our guest requestsiit. Watch your tongue
from now on!”

“Yes, Father,” muttered the second oldest giant, cowed.

Herrac turned to histhree visitors.



“Y ou were going to tel usthe rest of what had to do with Gilesin thismatter of hisdeath in France,” he
sad.

Once again Jm saw that histwo friends were waiting for him to spesk first.

“Sir Gilesand 1,” hetold thetable, “had been chosen by Sir John Chandos to execute a secret duty in
France. With the help of some French informer, or informers, we were to learn where the noble Edward,
our Crown Prince of England, was held prisoner by the French First Minister; and rescue him from that
place, to reunite him with the expedition that was even then being sent overseas from England to bring
him safdly home.”

He paused, rather hoping that either Brian or Dafydd would take up the tale. But Brian studioudy
avoided hiseye and bused himsdf with drinking from his cup wheress Dafydd merdly waited camly, his

eyes steady on Jm.

“Inaword,” went on Jm, “with Sir Brian and Dafydd’ s help, we did just that; and rejoined the English
forcesjust asthey met the French forces under the King of France, with which they were to do battle.
Unfortunatdly, the King of France' s Minister, from whom we rescued the Prince, was one Malvinne, a
very well-known and powerful magician-much more ablein magic than mysdlf. Mavinne, after our rescue
of the red Prince, had made with his magic a perfect duplicate of the young man, and brought that
duplicate to the battle to be fought between the English and French forces. Using this duplicate, he was
claming that our young Roya Edward had abandoned his heritage; and thrown in hislot with King Jean
and the French host-so that he would be fighting against his own countrymen.”

“Somewhat of thiswe heard,” frowned Herrac, “but | interrupt. Go on, m’Lord.”

“So with the three of usyou see hereand Sir Gilesaswell to make four,” said Jm, “in addition to our
persond levy of men-at-armsfrom Sir Brian' s estate and my own-

From the corner of hiseye, Jm caught sight of the grateful glance shot him by Brian, snce Jm’ sway of
phrasing the matter made it seem asif Brian's contribution had been theequd of Jm's.

“-And with these, acting independently,” Jim continued, “it was decided.”
“Sir James decided it, having the command in keeping,” growled Brian.

“Wdl, well-inany case,” Jm said, “there was atruce between the two armies until the following day.
Our small group made plansto attack just as the truce ended. To attack, in fact, from behind the French
lines, independently, King Jean of France and his persond bodyguard of somefifty to ahundred picked
French knightsin heavy armor. Now, with these were not only the magician Mavinne, but the false
Prince he had made. This, to ensure that King Jean, Mavinne and the false Prince should be protected,
no matter what else might happen between the French and English armies. If the French forces should
seem about to lose the day, the bodyguard could protect those threein awithdrawa; so that there would
be no danger of any of them being captured.”

He paused. The men of the de Mer household were transfixed, from Herrac on down, their eyes
unmoving on him. Gileswas dso saring & him, aso dmost asif hypnotized.

“So, aded by some small magic of my own-*



“Hemadeusadl invisble, Father!” brokein Giles excitedly. “We went through the baggage lines behind
the French with no one suspecting at al and gpproached the rear of thelast, or third line of the French,
on theright flank of which the King and hisforce sat their horsesin full aamsand armor.”

“Giles,” sad hisfather, but in akinder tone than he had spoken to Hector, “alow our guest to tell the
story as he seesfit.”

“Yes, Father.”

“Wel,” went on Jm, “to make along story short, just before charging, we removed our invighility; snce
it would not have been fair or chivdric in actua combat to continueit. In full sght, we charged theKing's
bodyguard from the rear. Our only advantage was that they had not expected anything from the quarter
from which we had attacked; and also it took them afew momentsto redlize and get ready to resist our
charge”

Christopher coughed. He had obvioudy been fighting the urge to do so for some minutes; and the cough
cameout in astrangled gasp. Therest of the family glared a him. He blushed brightly.

“Therefore,” said Jm, “we hit them asthey were only half-prepared to receive us, and with the aid of
Dafydd, here, and severd other greatly skilled bowmen he had gathered from the rest of the English
forces, we were able to penetrate through the bodyguard and take the King, himself, prisoner.
Whereupon he surrendered; and called upon his bodyguard to throw down their arms and submit. Which

they did”

Jm paused. The gtrain of story telling was greater than he had thought. He paused to take a drink from
hiswine cup, and found it surprisngly refreshing.

“Wherewas Gilesin dl of this?” asked hisfather. “What part did hetakein your charge?’

“Gileswas not with us,” answered Jm. “Earlier, to protect the true Prince Edward, | had taken both to
the ruin of asmdl, stone chapel some smal distance off. There was ashort way in among the falen
blocks, though no exit from it. But it was only wide enough for one person to come down at atime. | left
the Prince there-very much over hisown protests, | should mention-and with him, I left Sir Giles, to bar
the short passage to the Princeif any should attack. At that point, none of us expected that the Prince, to
say nothing of Sir Giles, would even be found there, let done threstened.”

“Thiswas before you charged and captured King Jean and his bodyguard?’ queried Herrac.

“Itwas,” said Sir Brian, “but ashort time before-no longer than aman might give to hismorning
prayers.”

“Thank you, Sir Brian. Go on, m’'Lord, if you please,” said Herrac.

“Once we had captured the King, the magician and the false Prince,” said Jm, “our most earnest desire
wasto confront that false Prince with the real Edward. Therefore, | sent one of our men-at-armsto fetch
both Sir Giles and the Prince. He returned only amatter of minutes|ater at full speed, with word that Sir
Gileswas under most fierce and cruel attack by anumber of knightsin armor, al bearing black marks
painted across their visor. Thiswas something that identified them as being the personal knights of
Malvinne, the magician; who, with hismagic, had divined the whereabouts of the red Prince; and
dispatched his own knights to overwhem Sir Giles, and capture, or kill, the red Prince Edward.”



“How many of these werethere, m' Lord?” asked Herrac, frowning.

“Our men-at-arms encountered some dozen and ahdf,” answered Jm. “It istrue, because of the
narrowness of the passage, that the Knights of Mavinne could only come a Sir Gilesone a atime. But
the minute he had defeated one, another took his place; and they were picked knights of great strength
and prowess.”

“Thenwhat?’ queried Herrac, dmost as eagerly as one of his sons might have done.

“I sent immediately to rescue Sir Giles and the Prince,” said Jm, “and they returned with the Prince
unharmed, but with your son suffering from nearly twenty wounds; and so weakened from loss of blood,
that it was plain he could not live. Y ou will want to ask me how many knights he encountered &t that time,
and how he dedlt with them?’

Helooked directly at Herrac and then at the sons and then back to Herrac again.

“Itiswhat | want to know,” said Herrac in ahard voice, that for the first time used something like the full
volume of hisbasstones.

“They counted eight knights fully dead, and four so badly wounded that they could not escape, and later
died,” answered Jim. “Thiswas the price your son exacted for what he paid to protect the Roya Prince;
and indeed, he protected him so well that no attacking knight got within sword' sreach of him.”

He had reached the climax of the story. But it was obvious that those listening to him were now captured
by it and wanted to hear more.

“Our men brought Sir Giles as gently as possible to the place where we held the King and his now
disarmed bodyguard. There waslittle we could do for your son. He had lost too much blood and was
il losing it-nor was there any way to stanch the flow from most of the wounds. Nonetheless, what could
be done, was done-*

“Therewasalady, fair beyond any fairnessyou canimagine,” brokein Giles, “who was most gentle with
me and said many kind things to comfort me; not only about my situation, but about my size and
my-er-nose. Would that | could return to France and find her again!”

It was ameasure of the hold that Jm’s story had taken of his audience, that Herrac did not rebuke Giles
for speaking up thistime. However, Jm turned to him.

“It'sjust aswell that you never do, Giles,” said Jm. “ She’ sa Naturd; which is something other than
human, something fairylike. Her desire would be only to take you back to the bottom of the lake where
she dwells, and keep you there forevermore. Thereis morefor you to do in thisworld yet, Giles, | think,
than spend forever being pampered on the bed of alake in France.”

“Fresh water?” murmured Herrac.

“Yes, Sr Herae,” sad Jm, “fresh water.”

“Then you are indeed fortunate, Giles. You hear?’ said Herrac to his son. “Have you thanked the good
Sr James?’

“I’ve-I’ve had no chance until now, Father,” sammered Giles. “Indeed, my great thanks, James. Not



only for opening my eyes now to the danger that lay with mein that beauteouslady; but putting mein
position to win some honor on that day of which you speak.”

“Wdl spoken, if alittletardily,” growled Herrac. “ Giles, you have brought honor to the family name.”
Gilesblushed.

“So, Hector!” said Sir Herrac, turning to the other son. “What do you think now, of theright of your
brother to have abalad written about him?’

“Indeed, Father-“ slammered Hector. “1 only wish that in my life | shal have the chance to prove mysdlf
half asworthy of such abdlad.”

“Good!” growled Herrac. “Now, my Lord and guests, enough of Giles' s story, welcome though it has
been. Let usenjoy the rest of the evening and talk of other things. How was it on your trip here?’

“Waell,” said Brian, “it isapleasure just to be abroad in springtime, at last after the winter just gone by.
But perhaps you can enlighten us about a strange and perhaps unholy thing we encountered on the way
to the cadtle, here. It wasfive knightsin armor-*

A certainrigidity seemed to Jm suddenly take al the de Mers.

“-Apparently, with lances,” went on Brian, unheeding, “but mounted upon steeds that we could not see.
They came at uswith al intent to bicker with us; but Dafydd ap Hywd, here, drove them off with arrows
before they closed. And when we came to where one had falen from his horse, there was nothing there
but the armor, the lance and some clothes. All else, horse and the man within the armor, had vanished.”

He stopped speaking; and now both he and Dafydd, aswell as Jim, noticed the change in the faces of
their hogts. Herrac' sand Giles s features were set like granite outcroppings of mountain rock; and those
of al the other sons had paled.

CHAPTER FOUR

The slence stayed for along moment around the table, during which the eyes of Sir Herrac were hard
upon al histhree guests.

“It seems,” he brokethe silence at last, “that we must speak of one of our local troubles after dl, the
which | would have preferred not to intrude upon your vigt.”

He paused for amoment, then went on.

“I am happy to learn that your encounter with these enemies of man and al Gods was so successful,” he
said. “ Because those whom you met were not ordinary opponents, but something other than Christian
souls. They are caled the Hollow Men; and we have suffered much from them. They arewhoally evil,
unlike even the Little Men. In fact, they are the ghosts of some of those who have died in thisareawe
have cometo cal the Border, from the German seato the Irish sea.

“There have been Hollow Men here from the time of the Romans,” he went on, “who built thewall of
which al men know, between England and Scotland, down to the present. Of these, those who, because
of someevil inthar lives, have been forbidden entrance into heaven or even hdl, have become what we
cal the Hollow Men. Indeed, even those who worship the old gods like Odin are shut out of Vahalla;



while others like them are shut out from their own pagan afterworld, no matter what form it takes. In
short, they are curst soulsand will know no rest until Judgment Day.”

“Nor will we who have to endure them know any rest until then,” said Hector somberly.
Thistime hisfather did not rebuke his son, but merely shook his head.

A common impulse seemed to go around the table, causing them all thereto fill their glasses or top them
off, whichever was needed, and drink deeply for amoment. They waited, but Herrac said no more.

“What of theinvisible horses, then?’ asked Brian, once the glasses had al been set back down on the
table.

“They are possibly ghostsaswell,” said Herrac. “ The Hollow Men themselves have no form or body
under ordinary conditions. However, if they can but fit themselvesinto clothing or armor, they seemto
become again the men they once were, with the same strength and the same abilities. So discovers
anyone who hasto fight one of them. Y et, if your blade should cut into one, past the armor, it isthe same
ascutting empty air, for thereis nothing there beneath.”

“Ah,” said thevoice of Dafydd, “that explains something.”
Jm looked down thetable a him.
“What' sthat, Dafydd?’ he asked.

“Why, the behavior of the arrow once it had pierced the stedl of the breastplate of the one | struck, and
from whom we recovered arrow, armor and clothing,” answered Dafydd. “ The arrow did not behave as
if it had to penetrate flesh, muscle, or even bone beneeth the armor, but asif it had gone through merely

into an empty space.”
He became thoughtful.

“Thereisachance, there...” hesad. “I must think onit...”

“But if there was nothing there-and in that case how could there be anything there to hurt?’ asked Brian.
“How wasit we found his armor and clothing on the ground, asif he had been dain?’

“He had been dain-but only for forty-eight hours,” answered Herrac. “ At the end of that time, any one
of them who has been killed comes back to life. Though, in this case, he will haveto find himsdf new
clothes and armor before he can be other than air. And he cannot begin even to search for such clothes
and armor until forty-eight hours after he was struck down by your arrow, Master bowman.”

He paused to look directly at Dafydd, who nodded.

“That isthe great curse of these Hollow Men,” Herrac went on to the table at large. “We can day them
occasonally, we can drive them off, often, but their numbers are not depleted and they keep coming
back. Moreover, over the years they have acquired agood store of armor and weapons, o that | doubt
not but what the one you killed forty-eight hours from now, after he has found hisway back to life, will
shortly be able to turn himself once more into a dangerous opponent.”

A dlencefdl onthetable.



Jm wasthinking deeply. There was astrong feding in him that Herrac was holding something
back-something worse about the Hollow Men than he had yet told them. An ugly thought camelikea
cold wind out of nowhereto Jm.

When Carolinus, friend and tutor in magic though he was, had first held a dream-conversation with Jm,
when Jm had been in France the previous year, he had admitted that-without consulting Jm first-he had
pushed Jm into apogtion of going into acontest with Mavinne, who wasaAAA magician and infinitey
Jm’ssuperior, snce Jmwasonly aD class magician. But Mavinne had sometime since fallen under the
influence of the Dark Powers. Could something about these Hollow Men mean Carolinus had acted so,

agan?

Jm remembered now how opportundy Carolinus, appearing a Jm'’ s castle gpparently by chance, at the
time when Angie had been strongly objecting to Jm making thistrip, had taken Jm’s sde with arguments
that had considerably weakened Angi€ s position.

At that time, Carolinus had pointed out that Jm’ s dutiesin thisworld could not be avoided, if he wasto
maintain his present reputation.

Jm had a sudden uneasy feding that for his own reasons Carolinus might have pushed him into this
particular Stuation deliberately. Though thiswas hard to believe. For onething it had been determined,
even before the dead body of Giles did into the gray waters of the English Channd, that he, Brian and
Dafydd should search out hisfamily as soon as possible and tell them of Giles' send, aswell as of the
heroism it had involved.

On the other hand, there was that question of whether the Dark Powers actualy had decided to
concentrate on him, again.

It was beginning to stretch coincidence that he should firgt find himsdlf in acontest with them in the
matter of the Loathly Tower, upon first coming to thisworld with Angie. Then he should discover hewas
opposing them over Mavinne. Now he had landed in a place where there were unnatural beingswho
clearly were not on the side of good; and obviously were ripe to be used as pawns by the Dark
Powers-even if they were not aready so being used.

“Can you tdl me some of the thingsthey’ ve done?’ Jm asked Herrec.
“Asmany asyou like,” answered Herrac.

So, for the next hour, that iswhat he and Giles did, telling Jm of incident after incident while the levels of
the winein the pitchers sank and the pitchers were refilled again and again.

The atacks-or forays of the Hollow Men, since when they attacked in aforce of fifty or moreit could
hardly be caled smply an attack-apparently had two aims. Though their ranksincluded the souls of men
going back through higtory, their primary aim seemed to be to get modern armor for al of them, and the
best of the modern armor they could find. Secondarily, when dive, they apparently wanted food and
wine, or the money with which to buy it; for there were those who would sdll, even to them.

They dways attacked againgt alesser number, counting on their own numbers to overwhelm opposition.

In the beginning, perhaps this may have been partidly because only afew of them werewedl armed and
armored. But in the last couple of hundred years, it seemed to be because they did not fight well asa



group; tending to be disorderly at al times and to lack any kind of unified command.

Infact, mogt of their attacks were with less than fifteen or twenty of their numbers, and aimed only at
killing living people to get their weapons, armor, and whatever food, wine or wedth the victims were

carying.

Lately, however, their attacks had seemed better organi zed than the usud raids; and to haveasanam
establishing control of agenera areasouth of, and up into, the Cheviot Hills.

Also, eventudly, when the wine had begun to show its effect visbly on the sons-though not on the
father-the fact came out that, though no one could discover the source of it, the de Mers, like many of
their neighbors, had recently been accused of actsthat actualy had been committed by the Hollow Men.

Enough of their neighbors had been so falsaly accused that Herrac was beginning to think of seeingif he
could not get aforce together, after all, to attack the Hollow Men on their home ground. Buit at the
present time, the number of such neighborswilling to joinin wastoo small to penetrate deeply into that
area of the Cheviot Hillsheld by the Hollow Men, where they might be encountered in numbers of
hundreds, or even more,

At this point, Herrac abruptly introduced another subject.

“Thereislately, dso,” he sad, “strong new rumors of a Scottish invasion of this Northumberland; and
possibly beyond, down into England’ s midlands.”

“Say you 07" demanded Brian, interestedly leaning forward over the table.

“I do,” answered Herrac. “Further, thereistalk that the Hollow Men might use this opportunity of an
invasion to rob and kill far and wide across the Border. Faced with the Scottish invaders, plusthe
Hollow Men-like ravens-ready to feed on a battlefield of corpses; such as our Castle de Mer, would
gand little chance of not being overrun and dl of usdain. For such asmysdlf and Giles, thisisthe
ordinary chance of life. But for my other sons, not yet knighted, and my only daughter-“ He glanced
expressively at the sons seated beyond Giles.

“But England and Scotland are at peace right now, | thought,” said Sir Brian.

Like Sir Herrac, he did not seem to be visibly affected by the large amount of wine he had drunk. About
the only thing that showed in these two older knights was that they were speaking more openly about
thingsthan they had earlier.

“Yes” Herrac answered, “but dl it takesisfor one of the lairdswho has afair number of clansmento
set in motion what seemsto be acattle raid. They will end up picking up men on the far side of the
border to swell their ranks before they come down upon us.”

“Isit 907" said Dafydd.

“Indeed, Master Welshman,” answered Herrac, “this tower has been our refuge too many timesfor me
to count over its years, when attacked by aforce great enough to burn and destroy our outbuildings, but
not enough to reach usin the tower itself; and without the patience for asiege that might make us
surrender-though they little know that in the worst case we need not surrender. The outer wall looks
directly over the sea; and oncein the sea-



He stopped speaking abruptly. It had been accepted by thistime that the three guests knew that the
family had dlkie blood; but it was one thing to have it known, and something € se again to speak openly
about it with those who were only recent friends.

In fact, with that sudden interruption of what he had been about to say, Herrac seemed to redlize that he
had said more than he had intended. Abruptly, he stood up from his bench at the table.

“If you will excuse me, gentles and Master bowman,” he said, “these are thingslocd ; and need not
concern you further. | must to bed; and-

He looked down the table to his sons.

“-And these should be abed too. Come, Alan, Hector, William, Christopher, timeisthat you were
adeep. Giles, because you are now a belted knight, and these are friends of yours, | leave you to Stay
with them aslong asyou wish.”

But Gilesroseto hisfeet aso, stretching.

“If they will forgive me, Father,” hesaid, “I think it weretime | dept aso. James, Brian, Dafydd, would
you pardon me, if | should leave you now?’

“I've abetter idea,” said Jm, getting up in histurn. “I"ve no exact plans for tomorrow, but I've heard a
lot tonight I'd liketo degp on.”

Brian had gotten to hisfeet dmost as quickly as Jm. Dafydd, however, gtill sat where hewas. He
looked at Sir Herrac.

“Would it be possible now,” he asked, “for you to supply me with acandle to work by? Thereisasmall
thing that | would like to try making with one or more of my arrows.”

For aflegting moment, Sir Herrac looked uncomfortable.

“1 am most deeply sorry, Master bowman,” he answered, “but candles are one thing that Castle de Mer
does not have. However, thereis a cresset torch in your room, if your friends can deegp with it burning.”

“For mysdlf,” said Brian, “I could deep with the sunitsdf in my eyes, | believe now. | had not realized
how welcome deep would be, until | began to consider it. James?’

“Il'won't mind,” said Jm.
But Dafydd looked at him shrewdly.

“Itisinmy mind,” hesaid to Jm, “that you are being more polite than truthful, m’ Lord. If our host will
permit, | will stay here and work at thistable, where the torches of the hdl itsdf will give melight.”

“Whatever you prefer,” said Sir Herrac, quickly.

“Wdl-* Jm hesitated; but he too had drunk enough wineto be alittle more outspoken than ordinarily,
“yes, to tel you the truth, Dafydd, I’ d rather not have anything but alow light in our degping room, if any.
Infact, | wasthinking of taking atorch there that would burn for perhaps no more than fifteen minutes,
before leaving usto deep in darkness.”



“Letit besothen,” said Sir Herrac. “To your deeping quarters, my sons.”

They al, except Dafydd, |eft the hal together, each of them stopping to pick up one of the dready
bound bundles of twigsthat lay ready against thewall and light it from the nearest cresset. Gilestook
two, and led Jim and Brian to the room in which they had aready deposited their goods. Once there, he
handed the torch to Brian and hesitated for amoment in the doorway-

“I cannot tell you how much it meansto meto seeyou again,” he said.

Then, asif embarrassed by his own words, he ducked out of the door with historch and disappeared
down the hal. Brian put the torch he carried into the cresset on the wall. This moment, however, Dafydd
suddenly appeared in the doorway.

“Forgiveme, m'Lord-Brian,” he said formaly. “1 had forgot that my shafts and tools were up here. | will
be gonein amoment.”

He crossed the room to the bags that had ridden behind his saddle; and carried al he had brought with
him beyond what he had worn or carried. He picked up both his quiver and one small bag.

“I will return lightly and slently, | promiseyou,” he sad.

“No need to worry, Dafydd,” said Brian, with atremendous yawn. “1 vow | could deep through ataking
of thiscadlle, itsdf.”

“No, indeed,” said Jm, “you won'’t disturb uswhen you comein, Dafydd.”
“I thank you both,” said Dafydd, and vanished.

Brian sat down on the edge of the bed, finished pulling off hisboots, and without any further preparation
tumbled over and stretched out on the bed.

“It isashame your magician’ straining forbids your lying soft as| am now,” said Brian. “Well, well.
Heigh-ho! Good night!”

“Good night,” answered Jm.

He lay down on the matiress he had earlier unrolled on the stone floor and rolled himsdlf upinit. The
mattress was not very successful in softening the hard surface underneath; but from long use with it, Jm
found it comfortable enough. Helay thinking over the evening’ stak, while the torch burned itsdlf downin
the cresset, and finally expired from flamesto glowing ends of smoldering wood, to absolute darkness.

Brian and Dafydd, Jm aready suspected, were expecting to stay on more than the week, after al. It
was smply not doneto leave afriend and the friend’ sfamily just when they might be expecting an attack
by overwhelming odds-

Of course! How could he have been so stupid not to redize it until now? Understanding suddenly
lit up IM’smind. That wasthe “ bothering” Herrac had been subtly inquiring of Giles, just before dinner.

There must be indeed something at work up here concerning not only the Dark Powers and the Hollow
Men, but possibly a Scottish invasion of England aswell. The de Mer Castle and family probably did



face serious danger; and Herrac had been afraid one of his sonswould blurt out aquestion or an
assumption that these three champions of song and story would stay and help them ded withit. If Brian
suspected this, Jm was on the spot. Brian-and Dafydd aswell, for al his gpparent mildness-liked to fight
amost as much asthey liked to eat. Not only that, but Brian’ s code of honor would never let him
abandon the de Mersin such astuation and he would never understand it if Jim did-close friends asthey
were.

On the other hand Jm could just imagine how Angie would react if he did not appear on time, after all.
Particularly if she heard about the Situation up here.

Curioudy, it was only with the coming of complete darkness that he found his mind working to some
purpose.

He had contacted Carolinus once from France by willing himsdlf to dream of the magician. At that time
Carolinus had warned him that Malvinne aso dreamed; and that thiswas arisky way for the two of them
to bein contact, snce Malvinne would know anything they said to each other.

Also, at that timewhat his dream had shown him was essentidly areplay of the scenein which Carolinus
hed talked Aargh into following Jm to France, by telling the wolf that Jm was going to be in contest with
amagician who had dl the advantages over him.

Now, however, Jm could think of no reason why it should be dangerous for him to talk to Carolinus.
Supposedly any other magician of Carolinus srank, or just alittle below, could listen in; and probably the
same thing went for the Dark Powers themsalves. Nonetheless, contact was important. He closed his
eyesand tried to degp while willing himself to dream of Carolinus.

Sumber came much faster than he had expected. In his dream he was walking up the front walk to
Caralinus slittle cottage.

But it was not daylight, asit had been when he had contacted Carolinus before. It was night. It occurred
to him belatedly that, in fact, it was probably the sametime of night there that it waswherehewasup in
the de Mer Castle. Carolinus slittle cottage was dark and silent.

Jm hestated a the door. Waking people was not exactly the sort of thing he felt comfortable doing. On
the other hand finding an opportunity-or even the capability-to dream about Carolinusin the daytime
would be difficult. In addition to that, the question he had to ask was not only a question of some
urgency; but it was a question that Carolinus had brought upon himself by hisadmisson of last year. It
was gtill with some hesitation that Jim raised his hand and knocked lightly at the cottage door.

There was no response.

Hewaited. The grass, the flowers, the little fountain that together surrounded the cottage, dl were as
they werein the daylight, but without color, like a photographic negeative under the moon that was now
shining above the surrounding trees. After waiting what seemed avery long timeindeed, Jm grew alittle
annoyed.

He knocked again. Knocked hard, thistime.
Again, for along moment there was nothing. Then he could hear the sound of someone stirring around

ingde the cottage. A moment later the door was snatched open, and Carolinus, with anightcap on and a
long white nightgown, was staring out a him.



“Of course!” snapped Carolinus. “Who dse could it be? Anybody el se would have the decency not to
wakemein the middle of the night.”

“I think,” said Jm, casting his memory back over the evening and the fact that they had in fact eaten right
after sunset up at the de Mer Cadtle, “it’s probably only about ten o' clock or alittle after.”

“Middleof the night | said; and middle of the night | meant!” snarled Carolinus.

He stuffed acorner of his mustache into his mouth and chewed on it-aways a sure Sign that he was
thoroughly irritated. Then he removed the corner of the mustache from his mouth, spat out afew Stray
hairs and stood back from the doorway.

“Wadll, aslong asyou're here,” he said ungracioudy, “you might aswell comein.”

CHAPTER FIVE

Jm followed the magician indde, shutting the door behind himsdlf. They stood in the center of the single
room that was Carolinus s al-purpose establishment under one roof.

“Wdl?" demanded Caralinusangrily.

Jm was feding some annoyance, on his own behdf. To begin with, he had come here with what he
thought was a legitimate problem or at least alegitimate problem about a possible grievance; and
Carolinus s customary crustiness was rubbing him the wrong way.

“At least you're not in that dragon body of yours,” muttered Carolinus, “thrashing around and bresking
up al my furniture”

Since Jm had never so much as brushed, let alone broken, any of Carolinus' s furniture when he had
been indde the house in his dragon body, thiswas alittle unfair. Jm decided to ignore it, however, and
push on to the main point of hisbeing there.

“Caralinus,” he said gternly, *have you sent me on some kind of misson againgt the forces of the Dark
Powersagan?’

“Sent you on amisson-?" Carolinusglared a him.

“Likeyou did last year, without my permission. When | found myself in France in a one-on-one duel
with Malvinne; al of which turned out to be your doing,” Jm said. “Have you or have you not sent me
out to joust with the Dark Powers, again?’

“Interesting,” said Carolinus, in an abruptly mild and thoughtful voice. “Let me see...”

His eyes became abstracted, and he stood for anumber of seconds apparently lost in thought. Then his
eyes focused once more, thistime serioudy, and came back on Jim.

“The answer is, James,” he sad, till mildly, “yes, you do seem to be involved with the Dark Powers,
once more; and, no, it wasn’t my ideayou be so. It looks like either the Dark Powersthemsalves are
actively starting to seek you out as an opponent again; or € se Chance or History have some reason for
pushing you into situations in which you and the Dark Powers, er-joust-as you put it.”



“Wel,” said Jm, thoroughly out of temper by thistime, “if that’ sthe case, how do | reach Chance or
History and |et them know that | want no part of this?”’

“Reach-" Carolinus stared at him. “Chance and History are natural forces, James! You can't tak to
them the way you could talk to ahuman being. Y ou can’t even talk to them the way you could talk to the
Dark Powers. The Dark Powers at |east have some sentience. Chance and History are natural forces
operating according to their own purposes. Even if you could reach them and talk to them, they wouldn’t
changefor you, or move an inch from what they were going to do anyway.”

“But you said one of them might have chosen me,” said Jm. “Naturdly | got the idea-"

“It' sadifferent thing!” snapped Carolinus. He paused amoment. “How to explain? James, even you
must have heard of King Arthur.”

“Heard of him?’ said Jm, annoyed. | studied the Arthurian legend. He was either amyth or a series of
mythswhich were originaly thought to be Cdltic, but which new evidence indicates may have migrated
west with the Roman soldiery from asfar east asthe steppes of South Russia, from the myths of an
ancient people there, the Sarmatians-

“If you please!” Carolinusinterrupted him.
Jm checked.

“Don't blither!” said Carolinus.

“I-* began Jm indignantly.

Carolinus held up aminatory finger.

“Nonsense, James,” he said. “Never make statements you' re not sure of. This century isalot closer than
your origina oneto the time when the actua King Arthur lived-and indeed was involved in many of the
things that legend has him involved in, though not as quite such aheroic figure. He may not have been so
bright with glory as young Prince Edward, whom we rescued from Mavinne-“

So, we rescued Edward from Malvinne, did we? thought Jim, alittle bitterly. Carolinus had been home
in England dl thetime-well, dmogt dl thetime. But Jm did not put these thoughts into words. He was
more interested in getting information from Carolinus than in debating with him. Thetruth of the matter,
which Carolinus knew aswell as Jm did, wasthat Carolinus s only important connection with the rescue
of Edward, the Crown Prince of England, had been putting Jm, Brian, Dafydd, Giles and Aargh to work
onit.

Infact, the wholetruth was al Carolinus had done (outside of secretly lending Jm magical credit) had
been to point them in the direction of making that rescue and wait for them to do it. The equivaent of
saying “dc‘em” to adog.

“Stll,” Carolinuswas going on, “ Arthur was a potent figure in the hands of History and Chance-mainly
of Higtory. The point I’'m making to you, my dear boy, isthat there are people who find themsalves at the
point of aknife when food isto be scooped from the plate. Arthur was one. It may well be that because
of your particular and rather peculiar background in originating on afuture world, you are dso a the
point of such aknife. If so, there’ snothing you, I, or anyone else can do about it. History and Chance



may determinethat you'll belocked into one conflict with the Dark Powers, after another. | hopethat’s
not so. But on the other hand-it could be.”

“Thank you,” said Jm. “Y ou're very cheering.”

“Merdy telling you the truth, my boy,” said Carolinus. “Do you understand now?’
“No,” sad Jm.

“Inthat case,” said Carolinus, “take my word for it. Y ou’ ve no other choice, anyway.”

“Wdll, if that'show it is,” said Jm, “and I’'m destined to have battle after battle with the Dark Powers,
shouldn’t | be entitled to alittle help?'Y ou' re supposed to be my teacher. But outside of thefirst few
moments, in which you taught me how to spell mysdlf out of adragon body and back into a human and
vice-versa, you' ve smply turned meloose to find my own way and solve my problems asbest | can. Of
course, you did lend me that magical credit.”

“And you' ve been successful,” said Carolinus, “even when | didn’t help.”
“With alot of luck, yes,” said Jm.

“Maybe luck goes aong with not being helped,” said Carolinus. “Remember, you come from adifferent
place, you see things differently, and consequently you may perceive opportunities where somebody born
and raised on thisworld, in thistime, would not. Perhapsthat’ s your luck.”

“Nonethdess,” said Jm stubbornly, “1 think | could use some help from you. At least | could use some
advice”

“Advice,” sad Carolinus, setting down the candle on an dready overloaded table, so that it perched
precarioudy on top of apile of papers, which it could set on firein an instant, on over-tipping. Not that
any candle of Carolinus swould ever tip over, thought Jm. It wouldn't dare. “-is something I’ m dways
glad to giveyou-if | haveit to give. By dl means ask me whatever you' d like to know.”

“All right,” said Jm, “how about the Hollow Men?’

“Oh,” Carolinus made adismissing gesture, “you mean those shades of rgjected souls up along the old
Roman wall that Emperor Hadrian had ordered built, roughly between what's now England and
Scotland? They’ re essentidly harmless”

“They haven't proved to be harmless” said Jm. “They’ ve taken over an areasouth of and into the
Cheviot Hills, which they keep for themselves; and they’ ve raised trouble by preying on the neighbors
and chance passers-by. We were dmost the victim of some five of them on our way to Castle de Mer to
tell them about Giles-oh, by theway, Gilesisdive.”

“I wasaware of that,” said Carolinusfrogtily, “dso that he has regained his human form. Don't try to
teach your grandmother to suck eggs. Asfar asthe Hollow Men goes, officidly they’re dill just a
nuisance. Granted-a‘ nuisance in termsof this particular century and the conditions under which welive,
which isalittle more serious than a nuisance caused by the neighbor’ s dog on your front lawn, in thetime
you come from. But nonetheless, anuisance.”

“But what if the fact that they were anuisance was ddiberately put to usein someway by the Dark



Powers, to further an attack by Scotland into England? An attack that might end up with Scotland
holding at least part of Northumberland and being in a position to mount a second-front attack on the
north of England, if King Jean succeeds in making alanding in the south and attacking England with
French forces from there?’

“Hmmm,” said Carolinus, pulling on hisbeard, “it’ stheoreticaly possible, | suppose. More than that, it
could be area possihbility, given anumber of other factors. But aFrench invasion-bah!”

“There scertainly astrong rumor of it-and of invasion from Scotland into Northumberland,” said Jm,
feding no need to tell Carolinus such second-front plans had been an accepted historic fact to the
historians of hisworld, “and the Hollow Men seem determined to make ared problem of themsalves, by
gtirring up the countryside. Now, there may be something to be made of that, in terms of an attack from
Scotland, and there may not.”

“So far astha’ s concerned, James,” said Caralinus, “you have me. | know nothing of military tacticsand
drategy. Also, | know very little about intrigue and politics. In any casg, if thisisthe Stuation, what do
you plan to do about it?’

“I don't know,” said Jm, “but if Chance has meinvolved in that Stuation up therelI’min apickle”

“Pickle? Pickle?” said Carolinus, irresstibly reminding Jm of amechanicd bird in a cuckoo clock.
However, hedid not fed it would be right to mention this, and besdes there were more important things
to talk about.

“Yes” hesad, “you know what I'm talking about. Angie was very much against my making that trip up
to Castlede Mer. Y ou must remember that. Y ou showed up in the middie of it and argued on my side of
the case, which gave me whatever chance of winning | had.”

“It'spleasant,” observed Carolinus complacently, folding his hands over his smal scomach, “to seeyou
acknowledging my aid and usefulness.”

“Atany rate,” said Jm, ignoring the other’ swords, “the agreement | had with Angie was that we would
take, Brian and Dafydd and |, about ten days going up there. That’ swhat we did. Then we would Stay
only aweek, and take ten days to be back again. So that | wouldn’t be gone any longer than amonth.
Now, if you' re right and Chance s pitchforking meinto some kind of situation up there, | may well be
stuck there for more than aweek. Do you suppose you could get in touch with Angie for me, and explain
the stuation to her? That | may be delayed alittle while, but I'll be back as soon as | absolutely can?’

“I am hardly your messenger boy!” said Carolinus, his beard bristling in outrage.
“| wasasking it asafavor,” Jm sad.

“A favor!” Carolinus snorted. Then the stiffness went out of his beard to a certain extent. “Wadll, |
suppose | could passtheword aong. Yes. Yes, | could do that. | seethe Situation... in fact-*

His eyes became abgtract for amoment, a sure sign that his mind was seeing or doing things other than
that which concerned his body at the moment.

“It may bel seeit better than you. I’ ve been concerned with getting a certain smal thing taken care
of-but that’s” he said, becoming suddenly brisk and rubbing his hands together, “ another Situation
entirely. Never mind that. | takeit you haven't met the girl then, yet?”



“Girl?" echoed Jm. “What girl?’

“You'll find out when you meet her,” said Carolinus, waving the question away. “ Theimportant thing is
you want to know what you ought to do now. Hollow Men, a Scottish invasion, thisslkie friend of
yours... yes, you' re definitely tied up in amoment of History that the Dark Powers are trying to exploit.
Simply, what you should do isfollow your nose. Go ahead and do about the matter whatever seems best

toyou.”
“Just do what | want?' Jim asked.

“Exactly,” answered Carolinus. “Y ou’ ve got to choose one side or another, Chance or History. Take
Higtory. Go dong with it. Y ou know why it s better not to go along with Chance, | imagine.”

“It'smorerisky, | suppose” said Jm, alittle uncertainly.

“It' ssengble!” snapped Carolinus. “ Think about it for aminute. No one can be lucky al thetime. Can
they?”’

“No,” admitted Jm, “that’ strue enough.”

“That means, whenever you try to work with Chance, sooner or later you' re going to lose everything
you' ve got. How could it be otherwise?’

Thetruth of this seemed so undeniable that Jm merely nodded.

“Well,” said Carolinus briskly, “that takes care of that. Y ou know what you' re going to do. | need to get
back to my deep- if | can deep after being aroused like this. The door’ s behind you. Open it, and out
you go.”

Jm turned, somewhat dazedly, his mind spinning with al sorts of possibilities. He opened the front door
to Carolinus s cottage and stepped out through it. He turned back to see Carolinus in the doorway
holding up the candle.

“Good night,” he said.
“Good- “ Thelast hdf of Carolinus s answer was cut off by the dam of the door.
CHAPTER SIX

Jm found himself shaken rather violently by the shoulder. It baffled him completely; since a second
before he had been standing on the walk outside of Carolinus s cottage with the door being shut in his
face. Then he became more awake and discovered that it was Brian standing over him and shaking him.

“-And wake up!” Brian was saying. “ Are you going to deep the morning away? 1’ ve had breskfast
aready and Gilesisdown in the Great Hall starving to death, poor lad, because he won't eat without
you. Hethinksit’s not mannerly-which of courseit isn't, for one of our hosts. James! Wake up! Get up
and come aong down!”

“I"'m-awake,” growled Jm, barely able to keep his teeth from chattering with the energetic workout
Brian was giving him. *“ Stop shaking my damn shoulder!”



Brian stopped.
“You're sureyou're awake?’ he asked.

“How else could | be?” muttered Jm, till in agrowl. He yawned prodigioudy and then unrolled himself
from his mattress. Like the others, he had dept in his clothes with only his boots off. He fumbled for these
now and began to draw them on.

“You'resure, now?’ said Brian. “I’ ve known many aman fal right back to deep, after sitting up and
talking to you as sensibly asyou please. Then you turn your back for amoment and he' s snoring.”

“I don't snore,” said Jim.
“Certainly you do,” said Brian.
“You snore,” said Jm. “You're probably hearing yoursdlf.”

“No, no. | waswide awake at the time, just last night- or the night before. And I’ ve heard you before
that, James. Y ou definitely snore-not loudly, I'll grant. Not like Giles, for example. That nose of hisisa
regular hunting horn for snores. But you do snore.”

“I don't!” snarled Jim, and got to hisfedt.

It wasdl right for Brian. Brian was dready up and had had his breskfast, which dways made hisfirst
morning grumping over into hisusud cheerful humor. But Im had not esten anything yet, was bardly
awake, and in fact hisbody-mogt of it-felt asif it were ftill adeep. He craved nothing so much asto crawl
back into his bedding and drop off again. But clearly, Brian had effectively been sent with what wasa
polite summonsfor him; and it would be the worst sort of mannersto ignore that.

Hefollowed Brian down through three levels of the pedl tower and out through the kitchen-it was most
odd to dwayswalk through akitchen to cometo adining area-and saw Giles seated alone at the high
table with the inevitable jug and wine cupsin front of him. Gilesjumped to hisfeet as Brian and Jm came
in.

“Jamed” he cried, asfull of morning joyfulness as Brian had seemed to be.

“Morning,” growled Jm, sitting down at the table. Helooked at al of the pitchersin front of him, hoping
for onethat held smdl beer, for both his mouth and throat were dry from deep. But he found only wine.
He poured a cup of that and swallowed it.

Actudly, it went down fairly well.

Giles, meanwhile, must have been signding the kitchen, because in dmost the same ingtant he sat down
his empty cup, platters were put before both of them full of boiled beef and heavy dark bread. He picked
up achunk of bread, thinking he had little appetite, but after chewing into it, then into some of the boiled
beef, he began to redlize more and more that he was literdly hungry. Shortly, he wasimmersed in smply
eding.

Brian sat slent, letting them get some food into them. Findly, Jm' s plateful was reduced to ahegp of
bones, the bread was gone, and Jm had had several more cups of wine. He was surprised to find himself



feding very cheerful indeed. Also his mind was awake and beginning to work, remembering his dream
conversation with Carolinus. He had six days left of the original schedule. He should use them profitably.

He raised hishead and looked at Brian and Giles, both of them seated opposite him and drinking from
their wine cups. Giles had esten twice what Jm had, in little more than haf thetime.

“Wdl!” said Jm.

“Better, eh, James?’ said Brian. “ A man needs something in his stomach before he can expect to be
polite toward theworld.”

Jm thought that Brian was exactly right; but at the same time he remembered how he had been shaken
awake, and did not fed that he owed the other anything in the way of an explanation or an apology. In
any case, he was awake now.

“I think you'reright, Brian,” he said. “Anyway, I'm fine, now. Ready for anything.”
“Good!” burgt out Giles. “Someone ese camein thismorning that | want you to meet. My sgter.”
Hetwisted his neck looking around the Great Hall.

“Where hasthat lass got to, now?’ he said. He lifted his voice and shouted-and Jim discovered that he
was amogt as good as his brothers at making himsdlf heard. “Liseth! Liseth! Where have you got to? Sir
Jamesisherenow. LISETH!”

“I'mcoming!” floated back in afeminine equivaent of the mae de Mer voice, from somewhere beyond
the kitchen and above them. It was perfectly amazing, thought Jm, how the people of thisfamily could
make themselves heard over noises and distances both horizonta and vertical where it might be thought
that no human voice could reach.

“ She' syounger than any of us except Christopher,” Giles said to Jm apologetically. “ She hastrouble
gtting still for amoment. But she should be right here any second now. | told her | wanted her to meet
you. Also, Father told her that she should meet you as soon as possible-should meet you and Dafydd
and Brian, but she' saready met Brian.”

“I see” said Jm, letting his breakfast settle on his ssomach. He braced himself for the coming meeting,
wondering alittle what afemale version of the de Mer features, with their dramatic hooked noses, could
look like.

“Herel am,” sang ayoung woman’ svoice right behind him.

He started to turn, but by that time she had come around to stand beside the bench on which he sat, so
he could see her smply by turning his head.

He stared at her. She wastotally unlike what he had expected.
She was ddicately boned, in contrast to her male relatives, so that she gave theimpression of being
amost awaif by comparison. The deep-set, Slkie-dark eyes were there. And her hair was asflaxen a

color as Giles's. Outside of thet; everything was different.

After nearly two yearsin thisworld Jm had begun to pick up the reading of rank and duty from what



individuas were wearing. In her case she wore afloor-length russet gown, with ahigh circular neck. Her
hair wasin two thick braidsthat dropped down behind it over her rather delicate-looking shoulder blades
under the dress.

The gown, like the onesworn generdly in that fourteenth-century period by other women he had seen,
wasfitted down asfar asthe waist, and then flared out to become voluminous. About the only sign about
it that his now more experienced eye could pick up was the fact that the seat area of the gown was shiny,
which indicated that she was probably aregular, if not an addicted, horsawoman.

The gown itsdlf was of heavy woal, tightly knit. Clothes were bought and made in those days primarily to
ded with the winter temperatures. Y ou smply put up with being alittle extrawarm when summer came
aong. Moreover, in acadle likethis, it was usualy pretty icy insde, except at the very end of the
summer; when the sone walls, floor and ceiling had had a chance to warm up.

Her feet were enclosed in shoes that were hardly more than dippers. They greatly resembled the Mary
Jane shoes that were made for little girlsin Jm’s own twentieth century; and fastened with asingle buckle
and a button, which seemed to be made of bone.

The most remarkable thing about her, though, wasthe fairly wide leather belt that circled her dender
waist, and had anumber of keys dangling from it; aswell as anumber of other objects probably of
household use, but which Jm at the moment could not identify. That belt could only mean that shewas
the chatelaine of the castle-in spite of her gpparent youth she had been placed in the position of being
hostess and, effectively, commanding officer over dl the servantswithin the castle itsdf and its
outbuildings, except the stable.

Jm wasimpressed. That type of respongbility and that type of control required astrength of character
and afirmnessthat seemed too much for thefrail-looking girl in front of him. But she would not be
wearing aleather chatelaine s belt unless she could perform the duties that went along withit.

“Wdl now, Giles,” shewas saying, “are you going to ask meto st down?’

“Oh-yes. Yes, of course,” growled Giles, “though | was hoping you would have been hereright from the
moment James and Brian came down.”

“Y ou forget my duties nowadays,” she answered, seating hersalf on the bench beside Jim and looking up
at him. “Ever snce Eagter, | have been chatelaine by Father’s command; and aslong as | am within these
cadtlewadls, my dutiesleave me very little peace. There isadways something in the kitchen, the wash
house, or with the other servants generally, that callsfor my attention and decision. That’swhy I'm so
glad to get out on my mare and ride for alittie while. But I’ m here now- Sir James, I’ m redlly so honored
to make your acquaintance! | never dreamed of ever actualy getting to meet someone who actually had
dain an Ogre, amogt like King Arthur. Indeed, there can be few folk who have.”

“Oh, well...” said Jm.

It was adightly awkward Stuation. Her comment called for some show of modesty; on the other hand
even in Gorbash' s dragon bodly it had been a murderous four- to five-hour fight, that had taken him to
the very limits of his dragon strength. It would sound alittle false to pretend it had been nothing important.

She put her hand lightly on his nearest forearm.

“I’'msorry,” shesaid. “1 didn’t mean to bring up the subject if it was painful to you for any reason.”



“It'snot painful at al,” answered Jm. “In fact, to be honest with you I’ m rather proud of having doneit.
But therejust isn't agreet deal | can say about it-except that it was ahard fight.”

“I'msaureit was,” shesad. “And you turned into adragon yoursdlf right in that magician’s castle to save
your friends?’

“Wadll, yes. | did,” answered Jm, “but cometo think of it, that wasn't part of what we all told your father
and brotherslast night-

“Oh, | asked Gilesalot of questions about you!” She smiled mischievoudy and her whole face it up.
“He even told me about thisfairy who lived in the lake who fdll in love with you and followed you for
leagues and leagues right up to the battl efield between the French and English. That must have caused
you some problems.”

“Wadl,” said Jm, “it wasn't so much her following me, it was amatter of getting away from her, once she
had me underneeth the lake. She had me convinced that the only reason | could go on breething air was
by staying where she had left me. But | was ableto use alittle magic of my own and get away. So it
didn’t amount to hardly anything after al.”

“Just think of what it would have been likefor your wife,” said Liseth, “if you' d been trapped under that
lake forever. To say nothing of your friends who needed you to rescue the Prince.”

“So Gilestold you about Angie?” Jm asked her.
“Oh, yes,” shesad, amiling again. “I asked him that too.”

He had never redlly gotten over that business of being captured by the water Natural, Meusine, beautiful
as shewas. For onething, Angie had never redlly believed that nothing had gone on between him and
Melusine, while he was her prisoner on the bottom of the lake. But he had no intention of bringing that up
now.

“Asamatter of fact,” he said, “ Sir Brian, here, and Dafydd, undoubtedly would have managed to rescue
the Prince eveniif | hadn’t been ableto rgoin them.”

“I’'m sure they would,” she said. Her hand dipped from Jm’s arm as she turned to Brian, seated on
another bench on the far side of her but on the same side of the table. “And your wife must have worried
about you too, Sir Brian,” she said, “even though she’ d be used to knowing apaadin like yoursdlf could
take care of himsdf.”

“Pdadin, nonsense!” said Brian, putting down the beef bone from Jm'’ s plate, on which he had been
absently gnawing; and washing what wasin his mouth down with aquick swalow of winefirg. “All the
credit goesto James and Dafydd. Asfor awife, | have none-yet, at least. 1 am promised to my lady
love, the Lady Geronde Isabel de Chancy; but we are waiting for her father to return from the Holy
Land, to ask his permission for the wedding. It has been no short wait- nearly four years now.”

“What ashame,” said Liseth. “But he should be coming home soon.”

“If heisdtll dive,” sad Brian.

“That, too,” she said alittle somberly. “Here on the Border, we know the uncertainty of life, aswell. We



must plan for the years ahead, without ever being sure we will seethem.”
The momentary somberness passed like a cloud from the face of the sun and she turned back to Jm.
“Tdl me, my Lord,” shesaid, “how long do you think you' |l be staying here at our poor Border castle?”’

Before Jm could answer, they were joined by someone dse, atdl, dimfigurein archer’sjerkin, carrying
his bow, unstrung and cased, and his quiver, with the weather cover buckled down over it.

“And thisisthelast of my very good friendsthat | wanted you to meet,” said Gilesto Liseth as Dafydd
reached the table, leaning his cased bow againgt it and putting his quiver on the table top. “Thisis Dafydd
ap Hywd, the greatest of al archersin the world; he waswith Brian a the Loathly Tower and with mein
France!”

Liseth jumped to her feet, went quickly around the table to the other side where Dafydd stood, and
curtsed to him.

“Itisamarvelous pleasure to meet you, Master bowman,” she said. “Pray, St down.”

“And it islikewise apleasure to meet you, indeed,” said Dafydd, till standing. “Will you dso sit, and
may | perhaps pour you some of thiswine | see here?’

“Wadl-half acup,” said Liseth. “Thank you,” she added as they both seated themsealves. “ Gilestellsme
that you are married dso.”

“Toavery lovely lady, who was formerly known as Danielle 0'the Wold,” said Dafydd. “We have one
son now six monthsold.”

“Liseth,” Gilesinterrupted them, “enough courtesy and of your duties as chatelaine. We must make some
decisions here, at the table. im-what did you want to do today? | can take you fishing and there’ s some
very large fish to be caught in the sea nearby here. It s good sport. Or we can go hunting, though we' ll
have to go probably some distance to find woods that have deer, or any game worthwhile-*

“Noneof that,” interrupted Jim, suddenly making up his mind. He would indeed investigate what was at
work here. If the Dark Powers were indeed being busy against him, it would be madnessjust to it on his
hands. “What | was thinking of doing, actudly, was|ooking into the Hollow Men-*

“Excdlentideal” said Brian. “We Il find much more sport doing that than wewill in fishing or hunting.”

“Indeed | think it avery good ideaaso,” spoke up Dafydd, who had just been served a plate of
breakfast beef and bread. “I have been out this morning trying one of my arrows with some small
changesin them; and | would look forward to an opportunity of trying it aso on such targets, for which,
ashaps, | designed it.”

“And | must gowithyou!” cried Giles. “You'll need aguide. I'll haveto get Father’ s agreement, of
course-"

“Y ou must teke mewith you,” interjected Liseth, dmost softly but determinedly. “In fact you will need
to, Giles, since | am the only one who may find out routes by which we may make our way to the Hollow
Men.”



Giles s head snapped around and he stared at her.

“Now, Liseth!” he said. “Father would never approve-*

“| think hewould,” said Liseth.

She was on her feet in the same ingtant in which she spoke.

“I'll go ask him now,” she went on, and disappeared into the kitchen.

“It' strue enough,” said Giles gloomily. “ She speaksto dl the animaswild and tame, and knows more
about the hillsthan al of us put together. And it’ sinto the hillswe must go in order to find the territory of
the Hollow Men. Nor havel any great hope that Father will refuseto let her go. She hasaway of getting
what she wants from him.-Which reminds me, | was about to go and speek to Father, mysdf. Asa
knight and agrown man | don’'t need his permission; but thisfamily survives by working together, like
most Border families. He may not want me to be absent right now-though | doubt it. I'll beright back.”

“Wait aminute,” said Jm. “Just asecond. | hadn't planned on taking anyone. In fact, | wasthinking of
going aone. What | want to do is cregp up on one of their encampments without being seen so that | can
watch them and maybe listen to what they say.”

“Wadl, you'll not do it without me,” said Brian. “What if you' re discovered cregping up on them or
listening to them? Y ou’ Il need at least someone to ward your back if they come after you.”

“Indeed, that istrue,” said Dafydd. “Besides, as| started to say, but had no timeto, | am eager to try
out anew sort of arrow | havejust cut. It isdesigned particularly to go againgt the Hollow Men, if sobeit
that the opportunity occursto useit. That opportunity will be much improved if | go dong with youin
your seeking of them.”

“And you can’'t seek them without a guide-either Liseth, or at least mysalf-to keep you from being lost in
this areawhere you don't know your way,” said Giles. “ So that’ s settled. I'll be right back.”

Hewas gone, in fact, lessthan afew moments. Liseth returned with him, asmile on her face that
announced the fact that she had aso been dlowed to go dong with them. It occurred to Jm fleetingly to
wonder why nobody had asked his permission to accompany him thisway. However, it would redly do
no harm to have the otherswith him if he was going into strange territory and possibly likely to encounter
dangerous characters.

They took horses. Giles led them up and across some moorland and into an area of scattered trees and
broken ground. Thisat last grew into aterritory of miniature mountains and valeys, with streams rushing
downthevadleys.

Something about it struck achord in Jm; but he could not think whét it was until their horses carried
them laborioudy up over one crest and he looked down into anarrow little valley in which something
amost too smdl to be called ariver, but too large to be called a stream, made itsway along through an
accompanying narrow forest of bulrushes.

It was the bulrush-also known, Jm remembered idly from his botany, asthe * club brush’ -that triggered
the elusive bit of memory he was seeking. It was part of the poem by William Allingham, an early
nineteenth-century poet. A poem caled The Fairies, and one particular quatrain of it went:



“Up the airy mountain down the rushy glen, we daren’t go ahunting for fear of littlemen .. .”

Down below him wasthe rushy glen, and up where he was- though he was probably no more than a
couple of hundred feet above the rushy glen-wasthe airy mountain.

He found hims=lf wondering what € se William Allingham had written. Part of himsdlf, he supposed,
would aways be an academic. It was seldom that he was nostagic for the twentieth-century world he
had |eft behind when he had come here to save Angie from the Dark Powers. But this present moment
was one of them. If he was back home he could have run down William Allingham in the University
library and read the rest of his poems. Had Allingham ever written anything to match the poem about the
litlemen?

“Weefolk, good folk,
Marching dl together,
Blue jacket, red cap,

And white owl’ sfeather...”

“Wel, Liseth,” Giles svoiceinterrupted histhoughts, “it’s up to you now. Where do we look from
here?’

“Straight ahead,” said Liseth happily. Shewasriding with al the aplomb of someonewho normaly lived
on horseback in that form of saddle. She rode astride. The sidesaddle for women had not yet been
invented. Her voluminous skirts covered her legs ill, with propriety.

“I’ve seen three rabbits so far, and they al hopped off in the same direction,” she went on.
“What' sthat supposed to mean?’ asked Giles.
“You'll see, Giles,” sheanswered serendly.

Shetook the lead and led them on dong the top of the crest until they cameto an incline splitting of f
fromi it that led them down toward the valley below. It was by no meansatrack or trail of any kind,
merely asort of danting ledge that headed downward, wide enough for one horse a atime. But she went
down there quite cheerfully, and the three fourteenth-century men with her naturally followed without the
dightest gpparent hesitation, although it looked asif the ledge might pinch out a any moment, or crumble
beneath their horses' feet. Jim, bringing up the rear, would have preferred not to try to hide hisown
uncomfortableness with this sort of precarious descent; but the casudly indifferent attitudes of the rest

stopped him.

Eventudly the ledge brought them to thefloor of the valey itsalf. There was a certain amount of solid
ground outside the area of the rushes; and from among thetall stems and the club heads of the rushes
was the steady murmur of the stream itsdif.

“Areyou sureyou're going in theright direction?’ Giles asked suspicioudy of hissgter.

“Absolutely,” she said, not even bothering to turn and look at him. * Just around that bend in the valley up
mw.”



They followed her and rode on, finally rounding the bend in the valley and-
Therethey were.

Jm’seyes opened aswide asthey could. Right ahead of him he saw, in agroup about fifty strong, not
the Hollow Men at dl; but the Little Men of Allingham’s poem, just asthe poem said, marching all
together.

They were marching directly toward Jm. It wastrue their clothes were not exactly as Allingham had
described. They wore armor of metal plates on |eather.

Also, they carried afew things that the poem had not mentioned at al. To wit, short stabbing
swords-amost Roman legionary-style wegpons-at their belts; and al bore spears proportionate to their
height; so that the spearheads clustered severd feet above their regular ranks, some five across and ten

deep.

The Little Men themsalves |ooked to be around four feet in height and their spears probably did not
exceed seven feet at best. But they were very stout and businesdike-looking spears, with glittering metal
points.

Most of the Little Men wore bushy beards. But here and there among them Jm saw a clean-shaven
face. With the beard missing, the typical face he saw was an dmost heart-shaped one, coming down to a
pointed chin, with bright blue eyes and ashort, almost snub, nose. A nose that looked almost related to
the delicate nose on Liseth, hersdlf, so different it was from the hooked nose of Giles, and the dightly
smaller one of Brian. Dafydd, of course, had the sort of impossibly narrow and straight nose that might
be expected to go with the rest of his handsome face, and reflected the finer boning of hisWelsh heritage,
for dl hisheight and width of shoulder.

Jm, himsdf, of course, had a perfectly ordinary nose, straight enough, but unremarkable otherwise,
except for adight crook in it that came from being broken in avolleyball game and the break never being
surgicaly corrected.

But, just asthey had seen the Little Men advancing on them, the Little Men had seen them advancing. At
first dght, the spears of the two first ranks had siwung forward and down pointing directly ahead, so that
they were facing something not too different from aline of the ancient Greek hoplitesin phaanx
formation.

Then, evidently one of them ether changed hismind or recognized Liseth, because therewas asharp
command, and the spears swung up again. The whole marching group stopped abruptly, together, as
nestly asadrill team. Led by Liseth, Jm and the others rode toward the front rank before them; and one
of the Little Men init, with a gray-flecked, gingery beard, stepped forward to meet her.

“Liseth de Mer!” said the Little Man-and his voice was surprisingly bass-toned and authoritative.

“All friends, Ardac, son of Lutel. My brother Giles, here, you know. Of these other three, dll are close
Companions of his, who saved hislife when he wasin France and killed, by bringing his body back for
burid in the English Channd waters, from which he returned home. Just behind me-

Sheturned her head to look at Jm. “Best dismount,” she said.

“Youwereleading ustothe Little Men dl thetime!” Gileshissed at hissster asthey dismounted.



“Of course!” she whispered back. “Who more likely to know where Hollow Men are to be found?’

Jm and the others swung down from their horses. More on alevel with the Little Men, Jm was able to
appreciate what a sturdy bunch they were. They might be short but their bones were thick and their
bodies were compact. They were standing now with the butts of their spears resting on the ground; but
still they presented a capable-looking appearance aswarriors. Liseth was continuing her wordsto Ardac,
son of Lutd.

“-Thisis Sr James Eckert, aknight famous for daying an Ogre at a place caled the Loathly Tower-*

“We know of that Tower,” said Ardac, son of Lutdl, “but | had not heard of an Ogre-daying there,
particularly by asnglefighter.”

“-With Sir Jamesis Sir Brian Neville-Smythe, who was dso with him &t the Loathly Tower and dew a
Worm by himsdf.”

“Good fighters, they seemto be,” said Ardac, “but you' ve yet given us no reason why they should be
considered friends and allowed here; though | own that the fact that they have dain both an Ogre and a
Worm puts them on our side of the Wall, so to speak. Who isthe third?’

Dafydd came forward.

“I am Dafydd ap Hywd, look you,” he said, “and if | mistake not, my blood is none too distant from
yours, though we must go far back in time to see the connection.”

“Ah?’ said Ardec. “Where are you from?’

“Heis” sad Liseth, “aman of Wades. Though there are other reasons why you might find him afriend;
hewas dso at the Loathly Tower and almost died in holding off with his arrows the harpies that dived on
them from clouds barely overhead.”

“That,” said Ardac, “is something | would not have believed possible. Do you know thisfor afact,
Lissth?’

“All of Britain knowsit for afact,” said Liseth. “I give you my word.”

“And |, mine” put in Giles, “for what it isworth. | have seen this man and there is no better archer in the
world.”

“Doyou say 07" said Ardac. “Whereis his bow, then?’

“Itishere,” said Dafydd, stepping back to his saddle and laying his hands upon the cased bow which
rode upright in its socket just behind his saddle.

“A bow-that?" said Ardac. “ Rather aspear shaft. I’ ve never seen nor heard of any bow half so large.”
Hejerked his head backward and to the two flanks of the formation behind him.

“Our archers carry bowslessthan half that size”



“Itisnot the Size done, to be sure,” said Dafydd, “but the taper from the center to the ends. In that taper
liesthe secret of the longbow. | say this, who am abowyer, or bow-maker, myself; aswell asfletcher, or
arrow-maker.”

“If you are amaker of anything, you recommend yoursdf to us, cousin,” said Ardac, “and | call you
cousin, for | see and hear now clearly that you are indeed of the ancient blood. There was atime when
our people owned much of north and west Britain and land beyond the water west of thisidand. But tell
methis. It appearsto me, now that we learn you' re from Wales, that you bear some signs about you by
token of which it would be that we might owe you ancient respect and obedience. Answer meif my eyes
do not lieto me?’

“Y ou speak of things from ancient days, which are now forgotten,” answered Dafydd, “but in so far as
you see what you think you see, you are correct.”

“They are not forgotten by us, who are the People,” said Ardac. He spoke sharply over his shoulder.

The front spearsthat had been leveled at the newcomersal thistime returned to upright. For asecond
they lay in the hands of dl the Little Men there, then suddenly shot skyward, held up at full arm’slength,
S0 that their bright points clustered suddenly in the sun like asilent shout of salute. Then Ardac spoke
again and the spears came down.

“I thank you,” said Dafydd smply.
“And now,” said Ardac, “wewould grestly wish to see you use thislong bow of yours.”

“Willingly,” answered Dafydd, “if only we can come up with the targets for which they are
intended-without which any demondiration would have little meaning-*

He broke off abruptly, for there had been adtir in the ranks of the Little Men; and they were now all
looking off to one side. Jm, with Dafydd, Brian and Giles aso looked off to the side, and saw
gpproaching awolf. For one wild moment Jim thought it was his old friend, Aargh, appearing here, ashe
had appeared in France the year before when he was needed.

But thiswolf was smdler than Aargh, though not by much, and somewhat heavier of bone. He had
appeared from among the rushes less than fifteen feet away, and was now approaching Liseth, head
down, ears back, tail low and wagging.

For amoment, Jm felt atwinge of irritation. What was this about wolves that made them take so to
human females? This wolf was not approaching Liseth with quite the compl ete gppearance of surrender
with which Aargh approached Dafydd’ swife Danielle, whom he apparently prized above any other
human. But closetoit.

Liseth now, like Danidlle, stepped forward and put her arms around the neck of the wolf, fondling him
and scratching him amongst the fur of his neck ruff.

“I did not think to see you here, Liseth,” said thewolf. Hisvoice had the same harsh, unyielding quality
that marked Aargh'’s.

CHAPTER SEVEN

“I"ve brought some friends to meet our friends, Snorrl,” said Liseth. “Y ou see them there before you.



The man closest to meis Sir James, Baron de Maencontri et Riveroak, and next to himin armor is Sir
Brian Neville-Smythe. A little behind them, thetall man is Dafydd ap Hywe, aMaster archer. Last of all
inarmor ismy brother Giles, whom you have surely seen, evenif he has never met you.”

“1 know Giles,” said Snorrl. Hisyellow eyesroamed over the other three. “ And you say these are
friends. Do you trust them?’

“| trust them absolutely,” Liseth said fondly. “ They saved Giles slife”

“That issomething,” said Snorrl. “Very wdl, then, | will trust them aso for your sake. They may listen.”
“Why should we not listen, Sir wolf?” asked Jm curioudly.

Snorrl’ s golden eyesfocused on Jim.

“Because anyone unknown should not be trusted,” answered Snorrl. *Y ou ask ayoung and foolish
question, Sir Knight!”

“Do not speak him so!” burst out Giles angrily. “Heisnot only our friend but aMage!”
Heturned on Jm.
“Show them, James!” he said.

Jm found himsdlf, as often when that sort of chalenge came up, in an awkward position. His best trick
to date had been changing from his human body into adragon one. But that meant taking off dl his
clothesand armor, or seeing them burst apart and reduced to near ruin-aside from the fact that he hardly
fdt likedisrobing in front of Liseth, no matter how indifferent fourteenth-century attitudes might be on
such things. Luckily, he lately had come up with asubstitute. Accordingly, hetook off his helmet and
wrote aspdl on theinside of hisforehead.

MYHEAD?DRAGONHEAD

Hefet nothing, as usud, but an increased weight on his shoulders; but the change had been, asusud,
ingtantaneous. Certainly, the reaction about him was instantaneous.

No one changed expression. No one started or cried out. But a sudden absolute stillness took over both
al the Little Men and Snorrl, asif he had made aspell to that effect instead.

He wrote the counter spell on hisforehead.
DRAGONHEAD”™MYHEAD

He could fed from the lessened weight on his shoulders, suddenly, that his ordinary head was back. He
put his helmet back on. There was a sort of near-soundless sigh from the ranks of the Little Men, and
Snorrl’ s sudden tension was gone.

“So, you areamagician,” said Snorrl’ svoice. “ Asamagician you get respect from me, asfrom al
beasts, sinceit has been known for many years that magicians are our friends rather than our enemies. |
will not say I’'m sorry, because the words | spoke were the words | thought. But | will give you credit
from now on, Sir James, for your skill asameagician.”



“Tobehonest,” said Jm, “I’'m avery low-class magician, asyet; and redly don’t rate the address of
Mage. Which should actudly be only for magicians of high skill and rank. But such magic as| have, |
have; and you may believe mewhen | say not only | but my friends arefriendsto al of you. Y ou can trust

us asyou might trust anyone you had known for along time.”

“Sir James,” said the voice of Ardac, “we are a people who have some small magic of our own. But that
issmal magic, indeed; and we respect any of those who follow the hard road to higher learning in that
art. Therefore you may count usyour friends asif you had known usdl your life. | spesk for dl?’

Heturned to look at therest of the Little Men. A murmur of agreement came from them.

“Thank you,” said Jm. He turned back to Snorrl. “Can we hear this news of yours now, then?’

Snorrl turned to look at Ardac.

“I bring youword,” he said. “It is of the Hollow Men; who, having only rare chancesto est, drink, or
have to do with their own kind of femdes, have their main pleasuresin killing and dancing-and the
dancing is only ameans by which they may gart fights among themselves. Thereisaforce of about a
hundred of them again on the move; but thistime in your direction here. They have penetrated into the

upper valeys and will come upon you shortly, unlessyou turn asde.”

“Into our valeys?’ said Ardac. “They know thisland isforbidden to them. They dso know that we
aways go to meet them. Never have we turned aside from them, because we are of the old blood; and
what isoursisours, even if we die uponit. But, since dl things are done by agreement of dl, | will ask

therest.”

He turned about to face the ranks of the Little Men behind him.

“What say you?’ he asked. “ Shall we stand aside and | et the Hollow Men pass?”’

There was a dead silence from the ranks.
“Shdl we go forward and drive them from our valeys?’

There was no sound in response but once more every spear there shot upward to the full extent of the
arm of the Little Man holding it, so that again aforest of thefiercely bright points stood together over

their heads.

“Good,” said Ardac; and the spears went down. He turned back to Snorrl.

“We thank you for your warning, Snorrl,” he said. “Where might we meet them in an open space?’

“ Above this stream and above the one that runsinto it, you know the valey part that widensto asmal
meadow? Thereisfirm ground there, vertical rock al around, and no place for them to go but back,”

sid thewolf. “1 will fight with you if you wishit”

“No, friend Snorrl,” said Ardac. *Y ou are of more va ue bringing us messages like this, than by risking
yoursdlf againgt these mad shades. It may be we shal lose some men to them. But we have the
wherewitha to replace our numbers, and they do not. Nor will they gain any recruits from one of us,

whose people once ruled.”



“But | will join you, damme!” said Sir Brian. “I have yet to fed my sword strike home on one of them;
and they had the effrontery to attack my Lord James, Dafydd and myself on our way to the Castle de
Mer. Unlessthere is some reason why you will not have me, then, I’'m with you.”

“Sr Knight,” said Ardac, “any who fight on our side are welcome, provided they do it with afull heart
and for our common good, not just for some purpose of their own.”

“I will fight under your orders,” said Brian-then checked himsdf. He turned to Jim.
“Forgiveme, m’'Lord,” hesaid. “I had forgotten that you command me.”

Jm winced internally. Once more he was up agains the fourteenth-century attitude that the person
bearing the highest rank must be in command. Brian knew, better than anyone, how much morefitted he
wasto lead than Jm-since Jm had now been his pupil for two wintersin the use of arms, and was not
even beginning to be amatch for histeacher. But the formalities must be observed. Of course, this meant
that Jm must fight, too, though no one had asked him. Giles and Brian-particularly Brian-would be taking
as much for granted. So, apparently, were Snorrl and the Little Men.

“I giveyou leaveto fight asyou wish, Sir Brian,” said Jm. He turned to Dafydd and Giles. “ The same
thing gppliesto you. Sir Giles. Asfor Dafydd ap Hywd, it would be presumptuous of meto say him yea

or nay.”

“Why, then,” said Dafydd' svoice, “1 will be very glad to fight. As| have said, | have anew form of
arrow | wishto try out; and it ismade for use on Hollow Men. Thiswill be amost excellent chanceto try

itout.”
“And | will fight with you,” said Liseth, “except somebody will have to give me ashield and asword.”
“Y ou will not fight under any circumstances!” said Giles. “ Do you hear me, Liseth?”

“I hear you,” said Liseth, “and since you are my brother and my elder and thisa case of fighting, |
suppose | must obey you. But it does not please meto do so!”

“Whether you likeit or not isbeside the point,” said Giles, heatedly. “What would | tell Fether, if | had
to bring your dead body back to the castle? Would you wish me put in that position?’

“Wadll... no,” said Liseth, her voice softening. “Y ou areright, Giles. | must sland aside.”

“You'll do morethanthat,” said Giles. “ Y ou'll climb acliff the minute we enter the valey wherewe' reto
meet the Hollow Men; and watch what chances from there. Snorrl can stay with you, if hewill, and see
you safely back to the castleif it should happen that none of usis ableto escort you therewhen dl is
over.”

“He speaks only truth, Liseth,” said Snorrl. “No more than your father or brother would | careto lose
you; and even if the Hollow Men come after us, | shal have no trouble losing them. Most of them, for
some reason, are fearful of awolf.”

He clashed hisjaws.

“I could say with good reason that it is because such as| arewhat we are; but it is more than that. Their



fear of awoalf is something like the fear living humans have for ghogtslike themsdlves”

“Then you, Snorrl, and you, Liseth, will move behind our schiltron,” said Ardac. Heturned to Jm. “By
your leave, Sir James,” he said, “wewould prefer it if you four rode behind us, aso.”

“Of course. Whatever suitsyou best,” said Jim.

“But-“ Dafydd spoke up, looking at Ardac. “ Travel back there, we will, if you wish. But | must come
forward when we sight the Hollow Men, so that none of your people may be between me and my arrows
when | shoot at them.”

“Then come around our left side when thetimeisready,” said Ardac, “but, of your pleasure, return to
the rear, before they and we actually come together.”

“That | will,” said Dafydd; and took a step backward, in token of agreement.

Snorrl, Jim and the rest moved around to the rear of the company; and they al began their march down
thevaley. The Little Men increased their pace. They were not trotting, but walking quite quickly, so thet,
even asshort asther legswere, Jm and the rest had occasiondly to trot their horsesto keep up with
them. It was curious, thought Jim, watching their disciplined movement ahead of him. Theoreticaly it
should be dmost dightly humorous, abunch of smal men like that, laden down with swords and spears
and shields, moving swiftly up the valey floor like oversized toy soldiers.

But, somehow it was not. Therewas an air of purposefulness and professionalism about the Little Men
that made them seem very dangerous indeed. Jm redlized, with something like astart, that he would not
care to be an opponent facing them right at this moment. They looked entirdly too much asif they knew
exactly what to do.

They reached the valey to which Snorrl had referred and found it till empty. Clearly, the Hollow Men
had not reached it yet-which justified the speed at which they had traveled to get there.

Within generd limits, it was very much like the other little valleys they traversed, which had been likea
series of narrow openings in the rock, each connected by pinched ends, both above and below the
stream that flowed through them.

Thisvaley was something of an exception in that the stream with its surrounding bulrushes flowed down
one sde of the valey, right next to one of the rock walls, and behind the bulrushes, stretching to the
farther wall, was ardatively flat meadow, tilting only dightly toward the streambed. Its surface sheltered
by the dliff walswas aready covered with grass, thick enough and tal enough here, in young, green
Spears, to liedown in aspringy carpet underfoot.

At thefar end of the valley, where the Hollow Men would be entering, the rock walls approached each
other fairly closdly. Still, there was space enough in the extended valey floor there for the Hollow Mento
come through, possibly adozen or more abreast.

Ardac took up his position at exactly the opposite end of the valey, where the rock wall came closer
together and the front of the Hollow Men attacking them would necessarily be pinched between the
valley walls and the boggy soil underneath the bulrushes of the stream, so that at most ten or adozen of
the enemy on horseback could attack at atime.

They waited.



Meanwhile, Liseth and Snorrl had left them, and were climbing the nearby wall of rock, which wasnot a
difficult dopeat dl, but onethat did require a certain amount of scrabbling on both hands and knees by
Liseth. Shortly, however, they saw her with the wolf, outlined against the sky at the top of thewall to
their left. She waved at them and Giles waved back.

“Will shewait to see what happens?’ Jm asked Giles.

“You couldn’t pull her away with ropes,” answered Giles. “Not only that, but she' [l want to tell Father of
how things went down here. Moreover, of course, she hopeswe' I win, and she'll be able to come back
down andjoin usagan.”

It was perhaps twenty minutes before the Hollow Men put in their appearance. Ther first numbers
through the opening at the upper end of the valley checked on seeing the Little Men drawn up and
waiting for them, but after afew minutesthey came on again; and gradually their whole motley crew
Spilled out into the upper end of the valley. Thosein front were mounted upon the invisible horses, and
seemed to be clothed in compl ete sets of armor. Those farther back appeared to have only bits and
pieces of armor, but al were weagponed, with either sword, ax, mace, or long spear.

Oncethey weredl into the valley, some hesitation gppeared among them.
“What' s holding them up now?’ fumed Brian.
Oneof theLittle Menin thelast rank just ahead of them looked back over his shoulder.

“Thereare usudly severd would-be leaders among them in any group likethis” he said. Hisvoicewas
amost eerily like Ardac’ s, or maybe it was the particular timbre of the speech that must be common to all
of them. “Usudly likethis, they pause whileit' s sorted out who is actualy going to be in command.
Ardac will take advantage of this”

“Dafydd ap Hywe!” caled Ardac’ svoice in dmost the same moment from the front of the formation.

Dafydd was dready off his horse, had his bow uncased, strung and ready, aswell as his quiver of
arrows dung at hisside ready for use. He stepped around the left edge of the formation of the Little Men,
and went forward. Brian followed, asif the invitation had been agenera one, and after a pause Giles
followed dso and Jm went with him.

Ardac looked around at them when they appeared with Dafydd, but said nothing. At the far end of the
vdley the Hollow Men were till milling around, obvioudy-according to what they had been told by the
man in the rear rank-gtill in argument over who should lead or perhaps over which tactics should be used.
Some eight Little Men with their short bows on their back had aso shown up in front.

“It will beinteresting,” said one of them. “The Hollow Men are barely within awounding bow shot. An
arrow that strikesthem will strike with hardly any forceat dl.”

The voice of the small bowman was quite audible, but Dafydd paid aslittle attention asif he had been
deaf. He had aready extracted from his quiver an arrow that wasidentica in length with one of the
clothyard shaftsthat were hiswar arrows.

But instead of the broadhead metal point that awar arrow would carry, the shaft of this one wasfitted
with an dmost conica piece of metd that narrowed down from itsthick end where it attached to the



wood, and where it was no thicker than the shaft itsdf. It narrowed sharply, within no more than four or
fiveinches, to what looked like aneedle point.

Looking at it, Jm estimated that it had been a piece of mild stedl, which had been painstakingly
hammered and filed down into its present shape. An over-wrapping of bowstring covered the joint
between wood and metal.

Dafydd fitted the shaft to hisbow and drew it as usud to where the feathers on it were level with hisear.
Heletit go.

The arrow rose no more than haf adozen feet in the air, and was traveling at about chest level on the
leading mounted Hollow Men, when it reached their front ranks... And disappeared.

“He hasmissed,” murmured the Little Man archer who had spoken before.

“Let uswait and see,” said Dafydd.

A moment after that, one of the Hollow Men riding in the front rank fell from his horse, and the ranks
parted astwo more of hisfelow horsemen, in line behind him, dso fdll. Therewas aswirl in the ranks

drawing back, and it could be seen that the three bodies lay almost touching each other.

“In the name of the Night!” said the bowman who had spoken up twice now, in awed tones. “Can it be
that he struck all three?”

“Itlookslikeit,” said Jm. “Infact, it looksto me asif the arrow passed through each onein turn.”

There was amurmur of astonishment from the ranks of Little Men behind them. Beside im, Ardac
shook his head.

“This passes understanding,” said Ardac. He looked sideways and up a Jm. “-Unless hisarrow had
Some magic virtue about it?’

“No,” said Jm, “any virtue about that arrow was made by Dafydd ap Hywe himself.”

Helooked a Dafydd.

“Would it have something to do with that different point being on the shaft?’ he asked.

“Indeed,” said Dafydd, shading his eyeswith his hand as he turned to ook again &t the front rank of the
Hollow Men, which now seemed in some disorder, asif an argument was going on. “1 own, | did not
expect it to make such a successful appearance. But what it did, | madeit in hopeit would do.”

“I don't understand,” said Ardac.

Dafydd looked at him.

“It was what you, and perhaps some other said,” answered Dafydd, “to the effect that while they are
alive and within their outer casing, be it armor or clothes, they’ re possessed of the same solid bodly,

though invisible, that they had while alive. But oncethat covering is pierced, there' d be nothing to oppose
whatever pierced it, but the likeness of empty air. With that in mind, | made a point designed to go



through armor and carry on, rather than one to day only whoever iswearing the armor.”
There was nothing wrong with Ardac’ swits.

“Y ou' ve met the Hollow Men before this?’ he asked.

Dafydd looked at Jm, passing the question on to him.

“On our way up to the Castlede Mer,” Jim said, “the three of uswere set upon by five Hollow Men, all
apparently mounted. Dafydd put arrows with the usual broadhead in four of them; and except for one
who fell from his horse and left us only abundle of clothing and armor, the rest disgppeared inthe mist. It
wasjust a the end of day.”

He gazed at the leader of the Little Men shrewdly.
“Why do you ask?’ he said.

“Becausethey are acting alittle strangdly lately,” said Ardac. He paused to glance once again toward the
far end of the valley, where the argument was apparently still going on. “It is not impossible that five of
them would set upon the three of you, particularly since you would appear to be strangers,” said Ardac,
“but for them to leave asthey did isnot their normal way. Unlessdl four were actudly dain by Dafydd
ap Hywd’sarrows, and it may well belikely that they were only wounded-*

“I doubt it,” said Dafydd dryly. “The arrows went into the chests of the others at close to the same point
asthey entered the one who fdll dead from hishorse.”

“Waell,” said Ardac, “in that case, being one against three, and up against awegpon such asthey may not
have seen before, any more than we have, they may well have decided to run. Otherwisg, it istheir way
to come on. They do not fear degth, Snceit isonly atemporary thing for them. Aslong as one other
Hollow Manisdive anywhere, those killed will ride again. But putting thet aside, they have acted
grangely in coming into our valeysthisboldly. They know that we, of dl people, will not back away, but
rather attack at the sight of them. Also they know that we would die rather than yield an inch of our
ground. Thislittle piece of earth belongsto us still. Here are our wives and children; al that remains of
our race. Any enemy shall reach them only over our bodies.”

He pointed abruptly to the far end of the valey.

“Well,” hesaid, “as| told you, they are ready to come on again. In spite of these arrows of yours that
can day three at once, and in spite of the fact that they face afull schiltron of oursaves. They cannot
possibly hopeto win againg us. It isdifficult to see why they would try such amove asthis”

Jm had not stopped before to trandate the word schiltron in hishead. At first sight of the Little Men,
and their spears, he had been reminded of the Greek phaanx. But there were other ranks of spearmen a
other times. And schiltron was dso the name for a spearmen’ s formation, as used by the Scottish armies
agang the English.

Particularly, by arming the first few ranks with extra-long spears, the Scots were able to oppose ahedge
of sted points againgt the armed horsemen of the English. Their only vulnerability wasto the archersthat
the English brought up from Wales and southern England. But, used by the Little Men here, the word
schiltron seemed to imply more. It seemed to refer to afixed fighting unit-rather like a Roman legion-and,
in effect, the large rectangular shield which each Little Man carried and the short stabbing sword at his



sde was dmaost more Roman than Greek or medieval.
“Have you any more such arrows?’ Ardac was asking Dafydd.

“No,” Dafydd shook hishead, “1 made that onefor trid only. | will make more now, sobeit | survivethis
day. But | have aquiver full of my broadhead arrows, and the closer they get, the more useful | can be
with those. Also by that time your own archerswill be at work. Let me try one more experiment.”

Reaching into his quiver, he drew one of his broadhead arrows out, fitted it to his bow, and shot at the
first rank of mounted warriors now advancing on them. Thistime the arrow flew low, so that it passed
beneath the man-and immediately, he tumbled to the ground, not dead, but obvioudy unhorsed.

“Atleast | can put them afoot,” said Dafydd. “Would you prefer that, or that | Ssmply kill as many as|
have arrows for?’

“Kill,” said Ardac briefly. “Now, if you, Sr Jamesand Sir Brian, with Sir Giles, will move out on the
flank with our own archers, we will make ready to receive this charge of theirs.”

Jm, Brian, Giles and Dafydd with the archers moved swiftly to obey. Thefirg three ranks of the
spearmen swung their spears down into position pointed forward, thefirst rank kneeling on one knee, the
second resting their spears on the shoulders of those who knelt and the third rank resting their spears on
the shoulders of the second. Nor had the move been made any too soon. The Hollow Men-at least those
who seemed to be mounted-were coming on at a gallop; and the four with the archers were barely back
intheir origind station, when that first rank was struck.

The Hollow Men were agood ten armed figures acrossin rank; and they came obvioudly prepared to
die. At the last moment, their horses seemed to try to turn from the points; but they threw themselves
from their saddles forward over what must be their horses' necks, deliberately landing among the spears
and taking some of the sharp points through them, but beating others down with their weight and thelr

flailing wegpons.

They did little harm against the upward danting wall of shields that opposed them, even overlapping each
other in some cases; and very shortly were dead. However, there were others rushing in behind them,
throwing the weight of their temporarily living bodiesinsde the armor aso againgt the front ranks of the
schiltron. Eventudly they brokeinto its midg.

Jm, standing with Brian, Giles and Dafydd on adope at the foot of the cliff, on the top of which Liseth
and Snorrl stood watching, were at first able to observe, aimost like spectators. im was interested to
notice that the Little Men were evidently familiar with the Hollow Men'’ stype of attack, and were
prepared for it.

They let their formation be broken; but immediately regathered its membersinto smal tight groups of
what he could not help but think of as resembling anything so much as hedgehogs, dl pointsfacing
outward, dl shields up, and even in aposition to be swung overhead againgt a blow from above. The
Hollow Men were faced with the problem of bresking up what were essentially nuggets of ten to fifteen
Little Men, bristling in al directionswith spear points and dmaost completely able to cover themselves
with their shields.

But now, suddenly, Jm found himsdlf no longer a spectator. Behind the fully armored Hollow Men came
thosein partial armor-a sight that would have been ridiculousif it had not been so threatening. It looked
likeacloud of armor broken down into its parts, from as much aswould clothe the upper body of a



knight to asingle armored glove clutching asword. These swarmed in on the Little Men-and now also on
Jm, Brian, Gilesand Dafydd dike.

The Little Men who were archers had thrown away their bows, drawn their short swordsand runto join
the nearest schiltron. Meanwhile, aswarm of armor parts surrounded Jm, Brian and Dafydd, who fought
as closaly together asthey could, Jm, Giles and Brian protecting Dafydd amongst them with their own
armored bodies. To Jm'’s surprise Dafydd had acquired along, two-handed sword from somefallen
Hollow Man; and was swinging thislike a berserker at the pieces of armor that fought against them.

They beat back their cloud of attackers, but others came to replace them. Brian was shouting merrily as
he fought, obvioudy having thetime of hislife. Gileshad picked up the enthusiasm, for the two were
cdling back and forth, describing the kinds of armor they were knocking down, whilekilling theinvisble
men wearing them.

Even Jm found himsdf caught up-not so much as he had felt himsdf caught up in the life-or-degth
combat of hisdud with Sir Hugh de Maencontri, the pawn of the Dark Powers and the knight whose
castle Jm now owned; but as he had been caught up in afuriouslittle combat he and Brian had been
engaged in the previous spring, just outsde the wals of Brian's Castle Smythe, when that castle had been
attacked by raiders from the nearby sea.

Infact, like dl these hand-to-hand affairs, it turned at last for Jm into ablur in which onekilled, or tried
to kill, in order to stay alive; and the blur went on until, suddenly, dl at once, there was no onein front of
him|eft tokill.

He stopped, exhausted, leaning on his sword. Brian and Giles, equally breathless, were leaning beside
him; and Dafydd-for awonder, unwounded-was there aso, but looking somewhat |ess winded.

Not only, Jm saw, wastheir own immediate areafree, but the generd battlefield seemed to have either
been cleared of dl attackers, or been left with nothing but Hollow Men who had been reduced to piles of
clothing and armor.

Ashegot hiswind back, he walked over to Ardac, who had sheathed his sword, laid down hisshield
and who greeted him wearily. Now Dafydd, with the other archers, had gone out to collect as many of
his arrows as were salvageable.

“Wadll,” said the Little Men’ sleader, taking off hishelmet, “ so endsthat. But the attack was ill strange.”

“How 07’ asked Jm. He was conscious of the fact that Brian, Giles and Dafydd had moved up behind
him.

“Why, afew of them may have gotten away at the last minute, and we not noticed,” said Ardac, “but
they could have been no more than ahandful. To al good purposes, we dew every one of them. That is
not likethem.”

Hetook off hishemet, and ruffled his hair to let the air get to hisscdp. The hair itsdf was plastered
down by sweat, and, in contrast to his beard, black asjet. It made a strange combination with the beard
and the bright blue points of hiseyes.

“They don't usudly fight to the last Hollow Man?’ Jm asked.

Ardac shook his head.



“But | thought you told me that they didn’t mind dying, because as long as there was one other Hollow
Man alive, they’ d be back and active in forty-eight hours.”

“That muchistrue” said Ardac, scratching hishead. “They are more willing to die than living men would
be. But not to no purpose a al. Once it seemsthat they cannot kill sufficiently to make their own dying
worth while, they usualy withdraw. Thistime, they did not. That, coming on top of the fact that they had
ventured into our territory, where we have taught them well not to, puzzlesme.”

He paused to run hisfingersthrough hisdamp hair againto let theair getintoit.

“Also,” hewent on, “they have hurt us more than they normally do, in their eagernessto throw
themsalves away in battle with us. We have six dead; and four more who will need careful tending tolive.
As| said in the beginning, we can replace our losses, but not if they come to thismuch, regularly. Wewill
not stop fighting in any case, but if we lose more than we can replace, in the end we will die as apeople.
| do not likeit. Whatever isafoot, | do not likeit.”

A digtant piping sound came severd times on their ears. Jm and Brian |ooked around themsalves,
puzzled, but Giles and Ardac looked up to the top of the cliff where Liseth stood with Snorrl. Belatedly,
Jm and Brian looked up too. She was waving at them and making large swings of her arm againgt the

«y.

“A fine climb, after thid” said Giles, disgustedly. “However, ther€ |l be areason or Liseth would not call
uss0.”

Heturnedto look at Jm, Brian, and Dafydd-who was now back with them again.

“Will you join mein asaunter up the diffsde, gentlemen?’ he said, wiping the sweat from hisface with
the hand not holding his helmet, which, like everyone else, he had taken off for coolness.

“If you think it necessary,” said Brian; and Jm nodded. As usud, when the action redlly got going, Brian
reverted to his naturd role asleader.

It wasalong climb and ahard climb to the cliff top. When they got there, it was only after they had sat
down and struggled for awhile to get their bresth back before they were ableto talk to Liseth. She now
stood with afacon on her riding glove, temporarily hooded with ascrap of cloth that looked to have
been alight, flimsy scarf.

Winded as hewas, Jm looked with interest at the falcon. His graduate training in the medieva areahad
brought him in touch with falconry, and he recognized the bird she was carrying as a peregrine fdcon-a
magnificent one. It was much more common for women to fly smaller merlins or hobbies. Or perhgpsno
more than the eyas-the smaler mae of such long-winged faconslike the peregrine.

“Youdon't haveto ak,” shesaid. “I'll tell you. Father sent Greywings here up, knowing shewould
search and find me. Tied around one leg, she bore a piece of paper marked with asword and a cloak.
Some important visitor is at the castle now, or coming shortly; and we al should be back there as soon

aspossible”
She paused, sympathetically.

“So you' d best get started down the cliff to where our horses are,” she said. “Lead mine; and Snorrl and



| will meet you wheretheland levelsout.”
CHAPTER EIGHT
“Why don’'t you just come back down the cliff with us?’ grumbled Giles.

“I can't and carry Greywings.” She reached out with her free hand and patted Giles apologeticaly on the
arm. “If you want to take Snorrl back down with you-

“Snorrl hasno mindto go!” interrupted the walf. “I’m up hereto act as guard and guide to Liseth; and
that'sal I'll do.”

“Oh, wdll,” said Giles. He turned to the other three men. “It looks like there' s not much choicein the
meatter.”

So back down the cliff they went; the only consolation being, when they reached the bottom, that they
could climb into the saddles of their horses and ride instead of walk back the way they had come. The
Little Men had dready vanished while they were going up the cliff and getting back down.

Not even the bodies of their dead were lying in the little open valley space; and, just as Jim had done
ingtinctively, they seemed to have gathered up all items of apparel and armor that the dain Hollow Men
hed left on the ground behind them. The small stream, the bulrushes, thellittle stretch of firm ground was
amogt asif it had never been fought over.

So they rode back the way they came.

“No chance of our getting lost on the way back, isthere?” Jim asked Giles.

Giles shook his head.

“No,” hesaid. “I don’t know this ground the way Liseth does, and nowhere near as well as the wolf
does, who evidently goes everywhere and sees everything, but | know it well enough to find our way
back. It' Il be about afifteen-minute walk of our horsesto get back to where she and Snorrl areon level
with usonce more.”

His estimate was remarkably correct. The only surprising thing to Jm came from the fact that he had
imagined Liseth and Snorrl, following the tops of the cliffs, would find it dower going than they. But
evidently he had been wrong. When they came at last to the level Stretch of the ground Liseth and Snorrl
were dready there waiting for them.

Curioudy, thefadcon was no longer on thewrist of Liseth’s heavy leather riding glove.

Giles had evidently remarked thisaso.

“What did you do with Greywings?’ he demanded when they reached hissster. “ Send her back to the
castle? There' s no one back there she can talk to, or who' d understand her if she does. They won't
know whether she ssmply couldn’t find usor... what.”

Liseth shook her head.

“Greywings told me something, on our way back here,” she said. * Ranging above the forest, high up-you



know how peregrines are-

Jm remembered from his reading that the peregrine was indeed ahigh-flying bird. Greywings could very
probably have been cruising at two thousand feet or better, looking for them.

“-Greywings caught sight of alaidly Worm. There' s never been any such creature around here. In fact,
there’ ve been nothing more than old stories about such; | sent her up to seeif she could find it again and
come back to tell mewhereitis.”

They had been continuing to ride on together as Liseth had been talking. Jim suddenly drew back on the
reinsof hishorse, bringing it to astop; and the others automatically stopped with him.

“Wait,” said Jm, in answer to their inquiring faces. “We' d better stay here, hadn’t we? So she can find
usagan?’

“Greywings can find usanywhere,” she said. “ Stop to think of it, m'Lord. Sheflies so high she can see
milesin every direction; and if even ahare moves below her, she can swoop on it-although it’ strue that
being aperegrine, and trained, she likesto take her prey inthe air. Even if we reach the castle before she
comes back looking for us, she'll follow usthere and fly in through the open window to her regular

perch.”

“You'resure?’ said Jm doubtfully asthey started their horses up again.

“I?Yes I'mvery sure” said Liseth. “Y our ordinary falconer may occasiondly lose hisbird to the wild.
But Greywings and al the other birds and animals | know are like brothers and sstersto me. She'll come
back to the castleif we' ve reached it before she does. | can talk to her then, if there' s been no chance
for it before.”

“She’sright, James,” said Giles. “Because of that ‘taking’ there seemsto be a specia bond between her
and them.”

“All right, then,” said Jm.

“We'd best trot,” said Liseth, “now we' re out of the rocks and it’ s safe to risk the horses' legs on open
land”

They urged their horsesto the faster gait, therefore, and headed for the castle.

It was ashorter distance going back than Jim would have guessed from the ride out. Possibly they had
come back from adifferent angle and the distance itself thistime was|ess. It was only amatter of about
fifteen minutes before they were in the courtyard of the castle and dismounting. As he stepped out of his
saddle onto the ground, Jm himsalf noticed Brian getting down. Brian staggered abit as he got out of the
saddle and kept his grip on the saddle horn. The face that Jm saw in Side view was now white as a sheet.

Jm opened his mouth to ask Brian about himsalf; but Liseth was quicker, both in getting out of the
saddle and in speaking. In fact, she was dready up to Brian and putting her arm around him by thetime
she spoke.

“Sir Brian!” she said. “Have you been hurt? Were you wounded in the fight back there?’

“I have indeed, it seems, had some small touch,” said Brian, in athin voice, and collapsed on the ground.



“Hepme” cried Liseth, trying to lift Brian from the ground and faling, what with the man’ sweight and
armor. “We must get him to bed and bleed him immediately!”

“No!” snapped Jm. “No bleeding. Carry him gently up to the room where we' ve been staying!” Hewas
aready taking a bundle from behind the saddle of hishorse.

Giles and Dafydd had aready reached Brian and picked him up. A second later they were being helped
by the men from the stables who had been coming to take care of the horses. With four of them together
supporting him, they carried Brian into the castle. Jm paused to turn to Liseth.

“Forgiveme,” hesaid, “but in thiscase | can make sure of headling him, more so than anyonedse.”

“Of course, with your magic!” shesaid. “But, m'Lord- hurry! I'm afraid hiswound has been made
worse by climbing that cliff and the ride back herel”

“That' swhat I'm afraid of, too!” said Jm grimly, and followed the othersinto the castle.

Up in the room that had been assgned to them, with Brian on the bed, they began to strip him of his
armor and found that undernegth it, his doublet was soaked heavy with blood.

“Lift him!” barked Jm. He had not intended to sound so autocratic; but hisfear for Brian urged him on
and, happily, al those around him took without question the fact that he should be giving commands.

Gilesand Dafydd, with the help of a couple of the stablemen, lifted Brian clear of the bed, one man even
supporting his head. Jm jerked the covers off the bed and literaly threw them into the arms of Liseth.

“Take these to the kitchen and boil them; then dry them as soon as possible.”
“At once, m'Lord!” said Liseth; and, with the bed clothesin her arms, literally ran out of the room.

Meanwhile, Jm was getting off hisown armor to give himsdlf freedom of movement. He turned to the
bundle he had carried upstairs with him, unwrapped its outer cover of rough, canvadike cloth, stiffened
with wax, to reved hisown rain cloak. He spread this on the boards of the bed.

“Now, put him down on the cloak,” Jm said. “That’ sright. Fine. Now we get the rest of his clothes off,
and | want them taken to the kitchen too, to be boiled-no, wait!” he said, as Dafydd began to gather up
the clothes that were being stripped from Brian’ s body. Brian would not thank him if some of his
garments had shrunk to haf size or looked asif they would never losetheir wrinkles again. Cloth inthe
here and now was not the same thing as the wash-and-wear fabrics of his own world. “On second
thought, hang them on something spread out in front of the kitchen fireplace, instead. Make sure dl the
fleas and lice are driven out of them.”

Helooked at Dafydd and Giles.
“Will one of you seeto that? he said.

“I will!” said Giles quickly. “I know which of the people in the kitchen can be trusted to watch the
clothes asthey hang, so that they don’t scorch.”

He picked up the last of Brian's clothes and followed his sSister out of the room, aso at arun. Jm found



himsdlf for once blessing the fact that errands to which you were ordered by anyone of superior rank,
even if you were an Earl but the one who gave the order was aKing, meant that you ran and did it, not
merely walked to get it done. It was something that had grated on him when he at first had become
acquainted with it in thisworld. But a the moment he gppreciated its advantages.

Brian was now laid out naked upon the cloak. The cloak, Jm knew, had neither lice nor fleasinit and
had been perfectly clean when it had been prepared for the journey under Angi€ sdirection back at
Castle Maencontri. Jm had kept it that way.

But lying on the cloak did not make the boards much softer. However, Brian was still unconscious and
should not fed them.

There was no telling how much blood he had lost-except that it was alot. Jm turned with an order for
Dafydd; and then saw that by thistime both Herrac and histwo oldest sons werein the chamber.

“Thereisanother thing yet to be done,” he said to them. “If you, m’ Lord Herrac, or someone at your
direction can do it, | will appreciateit. | want someone to go to the kitchen and find me at least adozen
dices of moldy bread. It must not be rye, but any other kind of bread will be fine, provided it hasonit a
bluish-gray mold that looks rather fuzzy. It sthe mold | want, not the bread, but bring the dices up to me
in the cleanest cloth that the kitchen can give you. And | do mean cleanest!”

“Alan!” said Herrac, without even looking &t his oldest son. Alan vanished through the door with the
same speed that the other members of the family had shown.

Meanwhile, Jm had found and was examining the wound. Happily, in spite of Brian's heavy loss of
blood, it did not look serious, provided infection could be avoided. Some sharp weapon had penetrated
hisarmor and clothing and did dantwise up hisside, opening along shalow dash from the bottom of his
ribs, dmost to hisarmpit. The wound was still bleeding, and Jim turned back to the contents of his bundle
to take out athick rectangle that seemed to be made of wax.

But the wax was only a covering. As he broke the bundle open, it showed a piece of cloth about two by
threefeet in diameter, thick and of soft, fleecy materid. This Angie had given Jm to take dong for his
own usein case he should be wounded. Angie herself had seen it Sterilized and dried under conditions
that would not let it pick up infections and then seded it hersdf initswax covering, to keep it that way.

Jm folded the cloth into one long, thick strip. Gently, he pressed this strip againgt the wound, which was
il bleeding, and held it close to Brian’ s body with one hand. He turned to Dafydd.

“Hold it there, firmly in place,” hetold the bowman; and Dafydd wordlesdy obeyed.

With both hands once more free, Jm turned to the bundle again and took out severa more cloths-these
inlong strips. With these he bound the pad Dafydd was holding on the wound, in place around Brian's
torso. He fastened them tightly; and, athough the cloth was soon soaked through with blood from the
seepage of the wound, the bleeding did not seem to penetrate enough to cause Brian to lose more blood
beyond the bandage.

Jm was not happy about using his only guaranteed clean piece of cloth before the wound had been
washed out and the mold from the bread put on it. But the wound was till bleeding; and Jm'’slimited
knowledge of first aid from his twentieth-century background did not suggest to him any pressure points
on Brian's body that would stop bleeding on such along, open dash.



He woke suddenly to the fact that the room was far from warm and Brian was lying there naked, in
danger from thewound, and likely to bein danger from the cold that might give riseto an infection, that
could in turn become pneumonia.

Hefdt up againgt abrick wall. He smply had no more clean cloths-and then hismind cleared and began
to work properly.

Of course he had more clean cloths. Or at least, cloths that were more clean than anything the castle was
likely to produce. He began stripping off his own clothes and piling them over Brian’ s unconscious bodly.

At lagt, down to hismedieval drawers and shirt, helooked up from aBrian who was at last fairly well
covered; to find that he was alone in the room with Herrac de Mer and Dafydd.

“I was not certain, m’'Lord,” said Herrac, “but | assumed that you would rather work your healing magic
with as few watching as possible. Isthere anything morethat | or any of my people or family can do for
you?”

“If therewas someway of heeting thisroom...” Jm found himself saying.

“But of course,” answered Herrac. “ A fire-pot can be brought in. Also we can fill and light the cresset
on thewal, which will give you not only light but heet aswell. Shdl | order it done?’

“Yes” sad Jm-and then suddenly thought of the problems of having smoke build up in thereatively
gmall room. “Or perhaps, no. If we do that it’ [l soon be so smoky in hereit will be difficult for meto
work my-er-magic.”

Herrac, who had already half turned toward the doorway, turned back again.

“It' strue,” he said, “that since thiswas our brida chamber and bedroom, my dear wife and I-I had the
windows glassed-in, hard and expensive as the glass was to come by. But because we had somewhat of
the same problem, with the cresset burning and afire-pot in the room on cold winter mornings, | had a
vent made high in thewall to let the smoke out.”

Hewaked over to the outer wall of the room, the one with the windows, and reached up to what Jm
now recognized as a sort of smal, iron door with achain depending from it. He pulled this downward
and the small door, obvioudy hinged at the bottom, swung out at an angle from that hinge at about
forty-five degrees, leaving an opening through the tower wall to the air outside.

“But you won't want that opened until the fire-pot is here and the cresset aight, | would think,” he said,
looking at Jm.

“That’sright, m'Lord,” said m with agreat sense of relief. “ It was very wise and thoughtful of you to so
arrange. Nothing could be better for awounded man’s chamber. Could you then order in the fire-pot
and the cresset materid so that it too may be set dlight?’

Herrac nodded and, closing the little door, turned back to the room once more.

“Alan!” hesaid, hardly raising hisvoice, but which because of the family’svoca penetration, seemed to
be capable of going right through the sonewall itsdlf.

There was no answer. Herrac muttered something which was most likely acurse,



“Ho!” he shouted, raisng hisvoiceto itsfull formidable volume. “Whosoever iswithin hearing, come!”
He waited amoment, but there was no sound of an answer.

“I'll go order the servants mysdlf,” he said grimly. “Wait me. I'll beright back.”

He disappeared through the doorway.

“My Lord,” said Dafydd aimost formaly, “it isnot for me to make suggestionsto aMage a work. But
Brian'seydids have fluttered twice now. He will be waking from his swoon shortly; and | was taught by
my grandmother that one with great loss of blood should drink as much liquid as possible. Should | get
somewinefor Brian?’

“Not wine,” said Jm hadtily. “Water-no, not the loca water, either. Small beer and plenty of it.”
“Itisinmy mind,” said Dafydd diffidently, “that Brian would prefer wine.”

“He can prefer what the hell helikes!” Jim found himsdlf snapping. “ Smdll beer!”

“Yes, m'Lord,” said Dafydd; and went.

Left donewith Brian, Jm saw hisfriend’ seydidsflutter for what must be the third time. He hatily
checked the tight-bound strip of cloth along the wound. It was still damp, but no more blood seemed to
be coming through it. The next thing to do should probably be done as quickly as possible, even at the
risk of sarting up some of the bleeding again.

There were no germicides available in this fourteenth century any more than there had been in that of his
own world-except for one that had been common knowledge going back to timeimmemoridl.

Thiswasthat human urine both washed out awound and seemed to have the effect of helping it hedl
without infection. Jm wasjust as glad to be alonefor this process. Actually the ammoniaand other
elementsin the urine were anti-bacterial.

But it was agood thing Brian was unconscious, Jm told himsdf. The ferocious burning of the urineon
the open wound would have been hard to take.

He stripped off what lower body armor Brian still had on, and loosened the legther cord running through
the points of hishose. Only then did he venture to go back and untie the knots holding the cloth strips
binding the cloth on the wound tightly to Brian's chest. Helifted the cloth, loose &t lagt, very gently, and
was rewarded by seeing that while bleeding immediately started, it was not heavy bleeding at dl. Once
more, it was only aseepage of blood from al the surface of the wound.

Hadtily he urinated in the wound itself; as concerned with washing it out as he was with protecting it. This
additiona assault caused the wound to bleed more heavily; and he hastily, with his hose now down
around his ankles, replaced the folded cloth in the wound itsalf, and tightly relied the binding strips of
cloth around Brian’ sbody to hold it firm. Then he mopped up the excessliquid from the floor, using
some extra bedding that had been supplied to the room.

Happily, once again the bandage stopped any flow of blood from beyond its own soaked fabric.



He barely had his hose back on and his points retied when Alan, Herrac' s ol dest son, regppeared with a
shalow pan hegped with chunks of moldy bread. For the most part, Jm thought as he sorted through
them, they seemed to be pieces off one or more loaves that people had started to eat and then left
unfinished, for some reason or another. In spite of what he had said, there were some dark dices of rye
bread among the other pieces. But most of it was apparently made from millet or something like that,
because it was of amuch lighter color.

More importantly, the mold was there. The mold that-if thisworld went on to have atwentieth century
as Jm’ sworld had- would eventually have the effective components of the mold separated out and
labded penicillin.

Inthis case, Jm had little choice but to use the mold just asit was. As he had described it to Herrac and
Alan, it wasalightly tinged blue gray that sprouted rather fuzzily from the surface of the overage bread
here and therein clumps.

Jm carefully scraped dl the mold off onto asinglelarge chunk of the bread that was rdlatively flat-asif
someone had actually made an effort to cut adice from the loaf and dmost managed it.

Then, with the help of Alan thistime, he once more loosened the straps, took the folded cloth from the
wound and, with hisfingers, soread the mold within the cut itsdlf. Blood welled from the face of the
wound at his touch, threatening to wash the mold back out. But he got most of it in, and the
blood-soaked pad back in place, hastily enough so that hefelt sure afair amount of mold was till on the
wound.

“M’Lord? said Alan, dmost timidly, when they were finished, looking across Brian' s recumbent body
a Jm. “If you don’'t need me any more, may | go now, then? Father isin arage at having no one close
when he needed them. He has threatened to hang some of the servants as alesson to the others.”

“Hemusin't do that!” said Jminginctively.

“Hewill not,” said Alan. “At leadt, | think not. But it will do no harmif the rest of the family isthereto
help to take hisanger out on; since he will not hang us, of course; and so he may return to hisusual
temper and the servants be safe.”

“By dl means” said Jm, “go-go as quickly asyou can.”

Alan ran out of the room.

There was ahusky noise from Brian’ s throat, and Jm looked to see that the other had his eyes now
wide open and wastrying to say something, athough this seemed alittle difficult.

“Don'ttry totak, Brian,” Jm said. “ Save your strength.”

“What... hour isit?” amost whispered Brian, findly. “Isit time we were up and about? Have |
overdept?’

“No suchthing,” answered Jm. “It's somewhere in the afternoon. Don’'t you remember? We fought
adongsdetheLittle Men againgt the Hollow Men. Y ou were wounded-not badly at al. But you'velost a
lot of blood. You'll haveto be quiet for afew days.”

Brian stared a him for what seemed along time.



“Hollow Men?’ he managed at last in that throaty whisper. “I... remember now...”

“Don't try totak,” said Jm. “ Save your strength. Y ou've got to rebuild it. | promise you, you'll be al
right. I’ll take care of you mysdlf.”

“Ahhhhh...” Brian’s eyes closed again on what seemed asigh of utter weariness. Looking a him, Jm
made the guess that he was now adlegp, rather than unconscious. In any case, there was nothing better
that he could be doing than deep, right now. Jm rearranged his hagtily piled clothes on top of Brianto
give him the maximum amount of warmth. That fire-pot and the materiadsto set the cresset dfireingdeit,
should be aong soon, he thought. Then the room would take on amore livable temperature.

He yawned abruptly in spite of himself. For thefirst time he redlized that the mad rush that everything
seemed to have beenin, since Brian first collgpsed in the courtyard, had |eft him feding more than alittle
tired. Helooked around longingly for something to sit on and found a bench.

He yawned again-and then stopped yawning abruptly, as something sharp pricked the nape of his neck.

Hisinvoluntary reaction to turn around and see what it was was stopped by a grating baritone voice with
what sounded to him like afaint Scottish accent.

“Dinnamove!” said thevoice. “1 ha ye now, ye black wizard! Y€ vedoneyerelastill tofolk likethis
poor lad on the bed here! It' sthe post and the fire for ye thistime!”

CHAPTER NINE

Jm felt a sudden shock, as much at the misunderstanding as the danger. Evidently some sort of madman
was behind him, with aweapon that was very sharp-pointed, indeed. He opened his mouth, but could
not think of anything to say. Just at that moment, however, another voice intruded on the Stuation.

“And you are not to move amuscle either, Scotsman,” said the voice of Dafydd, also now somewhere
behind him. “ That’ s a broadhead war arrow, aclothyard in length and right now drawn to itsfullest in the
bow | hold, the point of which you fed pricking your neck. Make one move toward m’ Lord and that
point will take out your spine and gullet together.”

There was amoment of silence-baffled, Jm hoped, on the part of the unknown Scotsman who was
holding the sharp-pointed something against the nape of Jm’ s neck. Then the accented voice spoke

again.

“Y’'may kill me,” said the strange voice, “but you'll no” save your friend. A MacGreggor isna-
The voice was suddenly interrupted by yet athird one, which Jm recognized asthat of Liseth.

“Lachlan MacGreggor!” she said. “What are you doing to the Lord James? What' s going on here-and
why must Dafydd hold an arrow upon you like this? To keep you from doing some damageto this
worthy gentleman?’

“Worthy gentleman heisnot,” said the MacGreggor voice. “Heisablack wizard! And I'll rid the earth
of him, asI’d rid the earth of any of hiskind, no matter what yon cowardly bowman behind me may try
todo.”



“Thereare nowizards,” protested Jim, taking his cue from something Carolinus had once said to him,
“unless you want to count magicianswho' ve gonewrong. | an ameagician, true-*

“Enough of your clack!” the MacGreggor voiceinterrupted him. “Y e may missthe stake and the flames,
but ye'll not missthe point of my sword-*

Hewasinterrupted in histurn by the voice of Liseth.

Fourteenth-century humanity, Jm had discovered, were very uninhibited in what they might do, and even
more uninhibited in their emotions. Their eaorate pattern of manners usudly hid these things, but the
ability to fed or do what was necessary was never far below the surface. Liseth gave further proof of this
now.

Jm had noted that her voice had some of the qualities of her father and brothers, but he had not credited
her with anything like the volume that the men had shown. He found out now he waswrong. Angie, his
wife, he had noticed, had a very penetrating scream when she wanted to useit. He had to admit that
Liseth’ swas even better.

“EEEEEEE!" screamed Liseth. “Father! Come quick!”

Her voice seemed not only capable of penetrating as many walls and floors as the pedl tower possessed;
but it had a high-pitched note that |eft Im’s earsringing, so that he felt himsdlf half-desf for amoment.

When his ears cleared, he was conscious of voicesfar off, rapidly approaching, and among them were
the tones of mae de Mers-dthough he was unable to make out exactly the words they were using.
Everybody stayed where they were for afew more moments and then suddenly the voice of Herrac
exploded in the room.

“Lachlan MacGreggor! Put down that dirk!” he roared. “What? To draw naked steel in my house
againg one of my other guests-and you aMacGreggor! How can you explain this, Sirrah?’

Jm felt the point leave the back of his neck. He turned about and saw that besides Herrac and Liseth,
there was Dafydd, <till holding his drawn arrow tight against the neck of the kilted man who stood
between himand Jm.

“I think you can put the arrow away, too, now, Dafydd,” said Jim.

“Very wdl,” said Dafydd, “but mark you, Scotsman! | can draw again faster than you can move a

“And there Il be no aming of war arrows by one of my guests againgt another of my guests!” thundered
Herrac. “1f my Lord James had not asked you to put it down, | would have so ordered you, mysdlf!”

“Indeed,” said Dafydd softly, “but an order has its value depending on he who speaksit.”

Nonethdless, he had lowered his bow and released the strain on the bowstring. The kilted man svung
about to face him.

“I'll know yeagain!” hesaid. “How cdl yeyersd’?”’

“| am Dafydd ap Hywel, amaster bowman of Wales,” said Dafydd, “and | am never hard to find.”



“Have done, the both of you!” said Herrac. “Lachlan, what’ sthisdl about?’

“Why, | found this black wizard here, that you cal the Lord something or other, working hiswill onthis
puir man on the bed, who is clearly either very sick from thewizard' s own black doings; or badly hurt
and in no caseto resst them.”

Jm’ stemper wasfindly beginning to kindle.

“I’'mnot awizard, youidiot!” hesad. “I’'mamagician! Magicians are actud human beingswho've
studied magic for the good of their fellow men, as adoctor might study medicine. *Wizards' are nothing
but tales told to each other by people who know nothing and hope to scare each other!”

“That' sdoneit!” shouted Lachlan. “I’ll not stand by and hear my grandmother insulted!”

Jm gared a him.

“What’ syour grandmother got to do with dl this?’ he asked, honestly bewildered.

“It was she who told me about wizards and their waysl” said Lachlan. “You' |l be saying that she lied?’
“Wadl, no,” said Jm. “ She may well have believed these stories she wastelling. But-*

“Lachlan MacGreggor!” Liseth cut in. “Y ou don’t know who you' retalking to, or what you' re talking
about. The man in front of you, who you think of asawizard, isnot only agood magician; but he, with
the man on the bed and the bowman behind you, fought and dew the creatures of the Dark Powers, of
which your Auld Hornieis doubtless one aswdl! 1t was aday-long battle they fought, againgt terrible
oddsin aplace cdled the Loathly Tower in the fens of southern England; and songs have been sung
about it ever ance. | can only suppose you never heard any of them!”

“Why,” answered Lachlan MacGreggor in the mildest tone he had adopted so far, scratching his bristly
and badly shaven chin, the stubble of which promised to be asred ashishair, if it had been let grow out
infull beard, “1 have indeed heard such a song, not once but more than once. Y ou cannot mean that
these are two of those who did that?’

“That’ s exactly what she means!” snapped anew voice, and Giles crowded forward between hissister
and hisfather. “Not only that; but | waswith the Lord Jameswhen he struggled with atrue evil magician,
in France! An evil magician with many times his powers, and not only worsted him, but saved my life,
witha! | waswith him some monthsand | can attest that there is no nobler, braver opponent of things evil
than Sir James de Bois de Maencontri, who stands before you!”

“Say you 507’ said Lachlan, narrowing hiseyesat Jm.

“Hedoes,” boomed the voice of Herrac, “and so say al of us here. We summoned my daughter and him
with histwo friends back from hunting, to meet you. A fine greeting you have given him!”

“Ah, wdl,” said Lachlan philosophicaly, “aman can not dwaysberight. | shdl forget what | thought
before-and do you, Lord James, though ill it sticksin my throat to call an Englishman ‘Lord’ -forget and
forgive mefor any smdl error | may havefdleninto.”

A year before, when he and Angie had first arrived from the twentieth century of their own world, Jm



would not have understood this speech aswell as he did now. What he was hearing now, he knew, was
the closest that afourteenth-century individud like this could come to an outright apol ogy-without abasing
himsalf more than his pridewould alow.

“Itisdready forgotten!” he said and stuck out hishand. “My hand oniit!”

MacGreggor took the hand; and outside of asmall tendency to fall into acontest to see which of their
grips were greater, which he began gpparently unthinkingly and then broke off, seded the bargain.

“Wel,” said Herrac, “dl iswell that endswell, then. But mark what | said about quarrels beneath my
roof-particularly quarrels with naked weapons.”

“My Lord,” said Jm, “I, for one, will not only mark it but honor you for seeing thet it isso.”

“And |1, too,” said Lachlan hadtily. “I learned my manners when under another man’ sroof aswell as
anyonein thisland; and | own that I may have been awee bit carried away by anatural mistake. Herrac,
my old friend, thisdirk of minewill not seethelight againin your castle, unlessyou yoursdf give me
permissonto bring it forth!”

“Good,” growled Herrac. “Now that that’ s settled, m’ Lord James, is there anything else we can do for
SrBrian?

“Nothing moreright now,” said Jm. “Just as soon asthe fire-pot is here to warm the room and the
cresst islighted-

“That should have been here dready!” said Herrac, anote of anger back into hisvoice. He swung on
Giles “Giles, go seewhat’ s holding that up!”

He turned back to face Jim.

“Anything se, m'Lord?’

“I"d like somebody to stay with Brian,” said Jm, “somebody to stay with him and cal meif anything
happens. If you'll find the people I'll tell them what they need to do. Oh, and we need that bedding back
up on the bed here, just as soon as it has been boiled and dried.”

“I believeit isamost dry now,” said Herrac.

Heturned to Liseth.

“Will you seeto that, Liseth,” he said, “and pick two stout fellows, or apair of reliable women-or better,
apair of each- to keep awatch over Sir Brian here?’

Heturned back to Jm, who wasdl but shivering in hismedieva underwear.

“If you would deign to accept some clothing from one of my sons, or even some of mine,” he said, “we
would be most glad to make it available to you, m’'Lord.”

“Thank you, no,” said Jm hadtily. “Asamatter of fact, I’ ve got some spare hose and a cote-hardiein
my luggage. | can put that on temporarily, until the bedding isback. I'll stay here until then.”



“Very wel,” said Herrac. “1 take it then, you would prefer that the rest of usleave you donewith Sir
Brian. Wewill do so. Lachlan? Bowman?’

“If m’'Lord agrees,” said Dafydd, with atouch of stubbornnessin hisvoice.

“By dl means” said Jm, “go dong with the rest, Dafydd. I'll seeyou al, shortly, and you too. Sir
Lachlan*

“If I happen to be aknight-as| am-* growled Lachlan, “you may ignoreit. Such cal-toys mean nothing
tome”

Thiswas newsto Jm, who had understood that in the fourteenth century knights were aslikely to be
found in Scotland, asthey werein England. However, he nodded.

“I will seeyou too then, Lachlan MacGreggor,” he said.

They dl went out, leaving Jm aone once more with Brian. He had not redlly noticed the coolness of the
chamber until this moment, being caught up as he was with the emergency into which Brian had been
plunged. But now, shuddering with the chill, he dug into his baggage; which was not extensive, sinceit
was only what could ride easily behind his saddle on the way up here.

He found the extra hose and drew them on; then shook out the cote-hardie, which was very wrinkled
from being rolled up in with the rest of histhings, and put it on. The warmth from these garments was
very grateful to him; but it was only a short time before Liseth returned with the fire-pot and the bedding,
thistime being carried by the two women and the two men who followed her.

Brian woke when the two men, with Jm’s help, lifted him clear of the bed for long enough o that the
bed could be made up. This JJm inssted on doing himsdlf, reproaching himsdf silently with the fact that he
should actudly have gone down and gotten the bedding himsdlf, to keep it from being contaminated by
the hands of those who brought it up. Herrac was agood Lord of the Castle de Mer, as his century
went, but no more than any other such were his servants mode s of cleanliness.

Jm could not complain, since his servants back a his own castle had their own limitsasfar ashis
pushing them into new, more sanitary ways. Angie had brought most of them to the point of washing ther
hands before handling food. But that had been stretching things about as far as would be accepted. The
two men and women with Liseth were typica servants, therefore, asfar as cleanliness of self and clothes
went.

So, Jm kept his mouth shut about this, once the bed had been freshly made up and Brian had been put
back into it and covered up. Asfar as he could tell in the process of handling the bedding and looking it
over, it had not picked up any fresh vermin, at any rate; and the former ones would not have survived the
bailing.

Once the bed was made and he had assisted the two men in lifting Brian back on to it, Jm turned to
Liseth, having had time to think about the business of giving directions to those who would be watching
Brian.

“Liseth,” hesad, “let metell you what needs to be done here, and you can do a better job than | can of
making it understandable to your people here. | want one man and one woman awake at al times. They
are not on any account to drink from any pitchers or other utenslsthat Sir Brian uses. Thisisvery
important-



A mildly evil thought crossed his mind. He was about to take advantage of being reputed a
magician, again.

“-If they do,” said Jm, “they will bein danger of shriveling up like sun-dried toads.”

He had the satisfaction of seeing the four servant faces blanch. His own experience with other such
magical threats had made him surein his belief that temptation would not overcome the fear of what he
had just threstened them with.

“Also,” hewent on to Liseth, “they must keep the fire-pot and cresset going; and the chamber pot
emptied and clean a dl times. They must offer drink to Sir Brian whenever heisawake; and give himto
drink whenever possible. Small beer only. We want to get alot of fluid back into him to replace the
blood he lost. Meanwhile, you and | will go down to the kitchen, find some caf’ sliver, chop it up fine
and cook it over astove until it becomes a soup. Can that be done, do you think?’

“Asauredly, m’'Lord,” said Liseth. “1 can take care of it myself.”

“Make sure that the people who take care of the cooking of the soup, and the pot they put it in to bring
it up here, are both thoroughly scrubbed and clean, using soap.”

“Soap?’ queried Liseth.
“You're not familiar with sogp?’ said Jm. “It' s a substance much used by us magicians.”
He thought for a second.

“Very well,” hesad, “just have them scrub out the inside of the pot, then, until it shines, thenfill it to the
top with water and boil the water init until it'sbeen a aboil for thetimeit takes, reverently, to say at
least ten pater nosters. Then they should take the pot off thefire, set it aside to cool until they can empty
it out and fill it immediately with theliver soup. Bring that to the bail, then carry it up here; and we must
try to get Brian to take asmuch of it aspossible.”

“Does Sir Brian likeliver soup?’ asked Liseth.

“Probably not,” said Jm, “but he' sto get it down, anyway. That, and as much small beer as he can
manage. Heis not, repeat not, to be given any wine; no matter how much he asksfor it,” he said. “Can
you get that acrossto these four here?’

“Certainly, m'Lord,” said Liseth demurely. Sheturned to the four servants. “If Sir Brian dies, it will be
consdered that you have killed him, through not taking proper care of him. Therefore you will follow the
Mage sdirections exactly, or dseyou shdl dl hang.”

Sheturned back to Jim.

“I think that should take care of it,” she said to him brightly. “Would you care to go back down with me
to the hdl now, Sir James?’

“Oh, yes” said Jm, “and they’ re to call me the minute anything unusual happens. Also, one of the
women should fed hisforehead from timeto timeto seeif it iswarmer than it should be.”



“You heard that?” said Liseth to them. “What are you doing now, m’' Lord?’

“Just putting back on afew more of my clothes,” said Jm, wriggling hisfeet into his boots. Dressed, he
went out with her into the hall and they headed down toward the Great Hall of the castle.

“Would you really hang them?’ asked Jim, asthey descended the circular, stone staircase, Sde by side.
“After dl, it won't betheir fault if Brian should die-which I'm sure hewon't. If anyone would beto blame
it would be me.”

“Why, what aquestion!” said Liseth, looking up at him with her soft, dark eyes. “We could hardly hang
you, m’Lord. On the other hand, someone will have to be punished. And &fter all, that’s one of the things
servants are for. How does aman like you cometo ask aquestion like that?’

“Oh, well,” said Jm. He gave abroad wave of hishand, and |ft the answer more or lesshanging in
mid-air. To hisgreat satisfaction, Liseth did not pursueit.

“Oh,” shesaid, “ Greywingsisback, just as| sad. I’ ve taked to her; and yes, shefound the laidly Worm

agan.
“Pardon mefor asking,” said Jm, “but what kind of Wormisalaidly Worm?’

“Oh,” Liseth laughed, “ ‘laidly’ is one of the Scottish wordswe use, too. It just meansvery
ugly-something horrible to see. Y ou understand?’

“Ah,” said Jm, nodding, “go on, then. Y ou were going to tell me that he found thisWorm again?’

“Shefound him,” corrected Liseth. “Y es, the Worm was sunning itself on the rock of asmal cliff. Up
somewhere probably in the Cheviot Woods.”

“Somewhere up there, you say?’ Jm asked. “Doesn’'t your Greywings know where she saw the
Worm?’

“Oh, of course she does,” answered Liseth, “but she doesn't think of places on the ground the way we
do. | got out of her that it’sonly ashort distance by wing from the castle here but that could mean
anything from five to fifty miles, depending on how sheflew there. Infact, it smorelikdly to be closer to
fifty, if the Worm was actudly deep in the Cheviot Woods, in Hollow Men territory.”

“I wish we could find out exactly where,” said Jm thoughtfully.

“I'll ask Snorrl the next timel seehim,” said Liseth. Snorrl had parted company from them before they
had actualy comein sight of the cagtle. It appeared he had no more love for buildings and their indoors
than Aargh had displayed-Aargh being Jm’ swalf friend down in his own home territory around le Bois
de Maencontri.

“When will you see him next?’ Jm asked.

“Oh, tomorrow, or in about aweek-you can never tell with Snorrl, or with most of the animas or birds,”
sad Liseth softly. “They aren’t used to thinking of time and distance aswe do.”

“How about 5ze?” said Jm. “How big wasthisWorm?’



“That was hard to find out from Greywings, too,” said Liseth. “ She started out by telling methat it was
bigger than ahare. | knew it had to be alot bigger than that, so | asked her if it was asbig asacow. She
thought it over and said bigger. Findly | got her to say that it was at least asbig asawagon. | couldn’t
think of anything else for her to compareit to that would be any larger than awagon.”

“Did it have eyeson stalks?” Jim asked.

“Why, yesl How did you know?’ answered Liseth. “ She did say that. Like agreat snail, though
otherwise like alarge garden dug.”

“It sounds uncomfortably like the Worm Brian fought at the Loathly Tower,” Jmtold her.

By thistime they were at the foot of the stairs and entering the hal. They found Herrac with his sonsand
Lachlan MacGreggor and Dafydd at their usua high table. Jm and Liseth came up and, on Herrac's
invitation, which was offered while they were still severa paces away, they sat down on the bench of the
Sde opposite Herrac himself.

“How is Sir Brian, then, m’Lord?’ asked Herrac, pouring acup full of winein front of Jm. Liseth, he
noticed, Herrac | eft to help herself-which shedid.

“With luck, he'll bedl right,” said Im. “ Asyou know, it was mainly loss of blood. The wound' s shalow
but long, on hisleft ribs; and I’ ve donefor it what | can. Now, if he' staken care of, given plenty of
liquidsand if he'll just take as much as possible of akind of soup I’ ve suggested to Liseth be made for
him, | think we should have him up and active before the end of the week. Even if hewon't, by then, be
up to doing much more than getting around by himsdlf and joining us & meals and such, herein the
cadle”

“Oh!” said Liseth. “ The matter had dipped my mind, m’Lord. I'll go get that soup started and beright
back. With your permission. Father?’

“By dl means. Go ahead! Go ahead!” said Herrac, waving her off toward the kitchen. She rose from the
bench and disappeared.

“It' sashame he can't be with us at thismoment,” said Herrac, “when we have a serious Situation to
discuss.”

Jm was aware for thefirst time of the soberness of the faces around the table. He took alarge swalow
of hiswine, and then another, findly draining the cup. The rough, red wine tasted unusually good, and felt
good inside him, once he had it down. He redlized then that he probably had not only been thirsty, but
under consderable tenson working on Brian. He did not object as Herrac filled the cup again. Also, his
mind was redly not on the wine. He was busy trying to tiein this sudden visitor from Scotland with laidly
Worms, Hollow Men, and the second-front possibility Herrac had mentioned and Carolinus had seemed
todismisssoairily.

Mages could be wrong.
CHAPTER TEN

“I'll say ayetotha,” sad Lachlan, filling his own glass moodily and then drinking fromiit. “ Seeing asit’s
England that’ sto be invaded, and he’ sthe only Englishman among us.”



“Except for m’' Lord de Bois de Maencontri,” said Herrac. “He s English, also.”

It dmost cameto thetip of Jim'’ stongue to assert that he was not English but American-or would have
been under ordinary circumstances. But the problem of explaining what he would mean by that stopped
himintime

“Stll,” put in Dafydd, “there is something different about the fact that a Scotsman, aWelshman and a
Northumbrian, even with one Englishman, should Sit in council upon such ametter asthis.”

“Let us have done with oddities!” said Herrac sternly. “For that matter, Northumbriais become
Northumberland; and nowadays we, aso, are considered English. Moreover the matter concerns not
merely Northumberland and England, but Scotland and Waes aswell. If we are to be overrun by
Frenchmen, we will soon discover we have exchanged King Log for King Stork. Have you not stopped
to think that every Frenchman with the right to wear a sword will be looking for land of his own to make
into an edtate a the expense of whoever the former owner might be? That will include Waes-it most
certainly will include England-and it may well thresten Scotland aswell, once they arein power below the
Border.”

“Ayeto that, too,” grumbled Lachlan. “ The gold that the French send is pretty enough; but no King
spends gold for nothing but friendship; or an agreement so honored in the breach asthe Auld Alliance,
between his country and Scotland.”

Helooked directly into Jm'’s eyes.

“Inaword. Sir James-which | will so cal you, for the words come more kindly to my lips than those of
‘m’ Lord -we are talking about an invasion of England from Scotland, backed with French gold, but
made with Scottish lives and Scottish blood, that needs must be spilt before England can hopeto be
conquered-not that any hope of that thereis.”

“Y ou' re concerned about Scottish lives, then?” asked Jm. “How does it come a Scotsman like yoursdlf
would be here now, warning what may well be the enemy, of aplanned attack by your own people?’

“Because Herrac has the right of it. We can al become prey to the French,” said Lachlan. “Also I’'m no
friend of the MacDougdl, who isthe main forcein inciting Scotland into this bloodbath with England. Not
that | would mind aconquest of England that will work. But this one cannot and will not.”

“Andwhy won't it work?" asked Jm, suddenly keenly interested.

“Because the damned French won't show up when they’ re supposed to!” half shouted Lachlan,
thumping the table with hisfigt. “They never have before, and they won't now! It'sthe men of the clans,
France wantsto pull its chestnuts out of thefirefor it. Let Scotsmen conquer England; and then France
will sal up, amiling; and let off its ships enough fresh armed men to day and rout those very Scotsmen
that have gained theland for them. How e se can they gain by this?’

“You haveyet totel us, look you,” said Dafydd, “what makes you so sure that they will do just thisthing
you say.”

“Because the French have been dways such!” said Lachlan. “They seek to buy Scotsmen to conquer
England for them. It has dways been their way; and it cannot be other than their way now. How would
matters stand if Scots and French were faced with dividing England between them, somewhere down in
the midlands? If ye wouldna have had awar between them for other reasons before that, ye' d have war



between them then! Can ye think that anything € se would happen?’

It was curious, thought Jm, how Lachlan’s accent seemed to come and go. At moments he talked like
the rest of them. At other moments he was hardly understandable.

“Knowing the English and French-I, for one, think not,” said Herrac. “M’ Lord James and Master
bowman-and Sir Brian if he were here-| would say to you now that | am of the mind of Lachlan on this.
Our Border has taught usthat there will never be peace of any rea sort between Scots and Englishmen.
No moreisthere any Scot, or Englishman of the Border, who will willingly give up what he ownsto a
Frenchman. There is no doubt that what Lachlan brings usisthe truth. What we are here to discussis not
whether it will or will not be, but how it will be; and how we may possibly blunt the spearpoint of itsfirst
movement southward.”

“Do we know where the spearpoint is going to come from?’ asked Jm. “And aso what it’ll consist of ?
If it safull szearmy-*

“Would it were,” said Herrac, with asigh. “I fear meit is something much worse.”

“Why?What' sthat?’ asked Jm, surprised to see this powerful Border warrior, obvioudy one who had
had a good deal of experience in the battles of his area, sound so defeated before any kind of conflict
had begun.

“Why?’ echoed Herrac. “ Because it’s not to be an army. It sto be our old enemy, whom you’ ve met
aready. These who wounded Sir Brian, who liesupstairs.”

“Who? Do you mean-?" said Jim, wanting to hear the name actualy pronounced.
“TheHollow Men,” said Herrac.

Bingo!

Right on the button, thought Jm-and the Dark Powers pulling stringson al of them.

“So!” hesaid doud. “But | till don’'t see any great problem with it. At aguess how many Hollow Men
are there-not more than a couple of thousand, say?’

“Probably not,” said Herrac. “No one knows, of course. Noneliving.”

“Wadl, thereyou are,” said Jm, feding the effect of the wine making him alittle more talkeative than he
would generdly have been. “ Any invasion force from Scotland that intended to make a serious attempt at
England would need at least thirty thousand men, wouldn't it? Thirty thousand men on up. Maybe forty-
fifty thousand. Maybe even more-*

“How many men does it matter there are in the army of Scotsmen?’ Lachlan interrupted roughly.
“Whatever their number, England has that many fighting men and more. What mattersisthe advance
force. The Hollow Men. What' s to be done about even two thousand, if they cannabefinaly killed?”

“Well, they can bekilled-* Jm was beginning.

“But temporarily only!” said Lachlan. “If they can come back to lifein forty-eight hours, in forty-eight
hoursthey can be back, killing mortal men who won't rise again! How do you think they’ ve kept their



land in the Cheviot Hillsthislong, and none been able to take it from them?’

“But-* began Jm argumentatively; and then suddenly redlized he had nothing to argue with. What
Lachlan had pointed out was at the very least an unmistakable problem. Still, he did not see how the fact
of the Hollow Men, heading things up, guaranteed a bloody penetration deep into the land of England;
without promising the highly unlikely, which would be an overwhelming Scottish victory. The Hollow Men
were too few to guarantee a Scottish victory.

“Deil takeye, man!” said Lachlan. “Think! They cannalose-the Hollow Men cannot lose, | mean. As
long asthey leave one of their own back up in the Cheviot Hills-or better ill, for safety, asmal number
of their own, then those that go can be killed as many times over asthey want, and il return to enjoy
what oot they may have picked up, pluswhatever French money has been paid them!”

“But what good does loot and gold do them? Since they’ re dead and have no bodies?” asked Jim.

“They may be dead,” said Lachlan, “but when they are divethey are asmuch in their bodiesasyou or |,
and have the same appetitesfor food, drink, and women. Thisistheloathly part of them.”

“Wadll, of course” agreed Jm. “ Still...”

“While the Scots army will not win. Cannawin! Sooner or later, agreater English force, with the help of
such bowmen as our Welsh friend here-the same which has been the downfall of Scottish armies before
this, for we have no strong archers of out own to match them-will surround and overwhelm the Scots.”

He glared for asecond at Dafydd, who did not change expression &t all.

“All who do not escape will die. Most of the Hollow Men will die then, too; but afew may
escape-particularly those carrying vauable loot, who will have left before the final battle. England will be
ableto throw dl her strength at our Scottish forces, for | tell ye again-the French will not come!”

He paused and stared at them all for a second.

“The French will never land intimeto help us. We will face England alone; and it isacountry larger than
ours, with more people, richer and stronger. Defend oursalves againgt it, we can; when they cometo us,
in our own mountains, and across our own lochs and rivers, but we canna go out against them and hope
towin. | know this. Every good Scotsman knowsit.”

He gulped at his cup, then took a deep bresth and went on more calmly.

“But the MacDougdl will haveit that the French will land. The English will panic and split their forces,
and so we shdl have easy victory before the French are much more than landed. After which we will be
in apogtion to tell the French to go back from where they came. Which, according to him, they will be
glad to do, since they merdy came for the sake of the Auld Alliance, to give usaid!”

Thelast sentence ended on asnesr.

“What makes you s0 sure that the Hollow Men will be so successful leading the drive into England?” Jm
asked. “Truethey' re only dead for forty-eight hours once they’ re killed, but they can bekilled; and
surely, very soon enough. Englishmen will have them out of action to make them of little useto the
Scottish host.”



“Yethink 0?7’ Lachlan refilled hisglass, looking a Jm. “When the three of you met somefor thefirst
time outside the castle here, as Herrac has told me happened to you on your incoming, what was your
first feding when you saw them coming at you? Wasit to fight-or to flee?”

Jm was caught in acleft stick. Brian, and very probably even Dafydd with him may well havefelt like
running rather than fighting, when they first caught sight of the suits of armor on invisible horses galloping
at them. He himsdf had been more intrigued than frightened. But once more to explain why something
was 50, he would have to venture into that quagmire he had avoided earlier. Explaining further how he
did not redly belong in thisworld; and how, on the much more advanced world he came from, people
did not automatically think of magic and ghosts on seeing something they did not at first understand.

“Thefirg reaction at first Sght, is, of course, to run from such sights,” he said. “ Armor, clothing and
wegpons operating by themselves does seem to Ssgnd something not natural-*

“Yeadmit it then!” said Lachlan. “Though you might have said so in shorter words. How do you think,
then, the English are going to act, when they first see them, never having even heard of such before?’

“Nether had we,” put in Dafydd, alittle dryly. “And we went forward. Of course, not all may be as
m’'Lord, Sr Brianand | inthis”

“But that'smy point, man!” said Lachlan, swinging his gaze on him. “The Hollow Menwill gofar,
because most will run from them &t first Sght. If they have enough of their invisible steeds, which are
doubtless ghosts like themsalves, it is not hard for aman on horseback to run down and kill men fleeing
afoot before them. Not merely will the ordinary sort do this, an atack by the Hollow Men in full armor
and on ghost-horses will be enough to throw into disorder any force that stands to oppose the Scots... at
leest &t first.”

He had to pause to catch his breath. He had amost been shouting.

“So, for some distance,” he continued, “the Scots force will gain the advantage of any clash, and be able
to get deep into England. Meanwhile rumor will have run before them, magnifying the Hollow Men, and
making Englishmen even morefearful of them. In the end, true, there will be those who will close with
them and discover they can bekilled, at least temporarily. But by that time our Scotsmen will be so deep
into England that they may be surrounded and cut off from returning. And as| say, the English can muster
much larger forces-nor will they be dow at discovering that their archers, again like our friend here, are
just the weapon needed to kill Hollow Men from adistance, in safety for themselves.”

He stopped speaking. In the silence, Herrac spoke out.

“I hope you're convinced, gentlemen,” he said, looking at Jm and Dafydd. “Whatever the outcome, it
can’'t be good for the Scots, and the ground over which they pass asthey go; for they will certainly loct,
and bring fire and sword to anything on which these will act. The only way of avoiding the wholething,
including the promised landing of the French, would be to stop the Hollow Men ahead of time. And this,
| confess, I’ ve no thought how to do.”

“Y ou could round the Hollow Men up and kill them first,” said Dafydd. “Wasit not said, if my memory
sarves, that if al werekilled at the same time, none could come back to life? The problem then, ismerely
to get them dl together and surround them with aforce from the Border-and | venture to promise that the
Little Men would aso help-and make surethat dl are dain at onetime.”

Lachlan gave ashort, derisive laugh.



“Lachlan,” said Herrac to him, “your manners were never of the best, and they are not of the sort we
would welcome now. Our two friends here at the table are doing their best to help us puzzle out this
Stuation. Let uslisten. They may not know an answer, but something they say may suggest oneto us.”

To Jm'ssurprise Lachlan’ sface suddenly lost the sullen expression it had worn amost since they
appeared. He sat up straight, looked directly at Dafydd and Jim, and spoke to them.

“Forgiveme,” he said, without atrace of hisaccent. “It istrue, asHerrac has said. | can bean
ill-mannered kerle; and it comesto methat | have been so, just now. Will you forgive me, gentlemen?’

Jm and Dafydd both murmured quick agreement; Jm, meanwhile, puzzling over theword “kerle” He
findly identified it as the Scottish form of the medieva English “carle’-a" rude, bad-tempered lout.”

“Very well then,” said Lachlan, “1 thank you both for your courtesy. Now, | will listen.”
Hefolded hisarms and sat silent, waiting.

“Concerning thisidea of getting them dl together and killing them off al a once,” said Herrac. “Itis
certainly an excellent answer to the situation-though | would haveto point out that it is an answer that we
have talked of here on the Border many timeswithout coming to any definite plan. Itisalittle like the
story about the mice who would bell the cat until one of them asked who would do it-and then there was
agreat slence, because the question was not answerable. We have men enough on the Border and

more, dl who hate the Hollow Men well enough to forget their individua feudsfor long enough to rid the
face of the earth of them. But again and again, the question remains. How can we ever know we vekilled
themall?’

“Has none been ableto think of away,” said Dafydd, “to make certain that they were al together, in one
spot a onetime?’

“None,” Herrac answered. Helooked at the two of them. “Have either one of you any idea?’

“I know of none,” said Dafydd, “but it isin my mind, and this| have believed al my life, that thereisno
question without an answer.”

Heturned to Jm.

“James?’ he asked. “ Can you not think of some way, natura-or perhaps magical-to make them be at
one place & onetime?’

Both Herrac and Lachlan fastened their own gazes on Jm with anew aertness, asthey waited with
Dafydd for Jm'’sanswer. Jm looked back at them, thoughtfully and-interndly-alittle sadly. Once more
he was encountering the universal and unbounded belief of fourteenth-century peoplein magic. The
fedling that amagician could do anything, solve anything, by usng meansthat were not ordinary.

“Offhand, | can no more think of away than therest of you,” he told them. The aertness seemed to lesk
out of both Herrac and Lachlan; so that both men seemed to dump alittle at the table.

“But,” Jmwent on, “if you'll let methink about it abit, I can try to come up with an answer.”

“Takedl thetimeyouwish,” said Lachlan quickly. “We Il wait, and gladly. But | doubt that you' ve



anything to tell usthat’s not been thought of and seen useless, before.”

They fdl into asilence a the table. Herrac refilled everyone s cup; and they all, except Jm, sat, drinking
and staring either at the table top or at nothing.

This continued for somelittle time. Then Jm spoke.

“In Stuationslikethis” he said, “it sometimes happensthat it’ swise to know as much as can be known
about the Situation.” He looked at Lachlan. “Will you tell me how you come to know about these plans,
and as much as you know about the way thingswill be done-also who are the people involved init?’

“Wadl,” said Lachlan dowly and thoughtfully, “you see I’ ve been at court myself-the Scot court, of
course-these last ten months“ He coughed disparagingly, and took a sip from hiswine cup before going
on. “It was on business of my own, but also | was at the very court itself by favor of m’Lord Argyle, with
whom | have some small connection.”

Hetook his eyesfrom his glass and looked directly acrossthetable at Jm.

“Itwasso | heard of it, thisplan of aninvasion,” he said. “How it began-well, it was one of those
whispersin the beginning, doubtless. Either awhisper at the French court by someone there, and word of
it passed to those friends of France at our court, possibly the MacDougall himsalf. Then no doubt it was
talked over and about by those same friends of France at our court; until, finaly, the MacDougall-who
has the ear of the King-began to speak of it to him.”

“I see” said Jm, feding some kind of acknowledgment was due from him.
Lachlan nodded.

“So the thing was talked up, and it grew in favor and gathered more people of the court behind it that
were of the MacDougdl’ s shape of mind. Until finaly, plans began to be made.”

He broke off and turned to Herrac.
“Youmet my Lord Argyle, yoursdf, Herrac,” he said. “Would you consider him awise head or not?’
“I would say heis,” said Herrac.

“Wdl, my Lord Argyle saw no profit in this sort of awild attempt upon England as France' s pawn. Like
myself and others, he knows how often the French have promised aid, and that aid that has only been
coming in part. At any rate, he set me to the task of finding out the plans. How | went about that is my
own affair, but | found that French money had been promised, that it was due at the court any day and
that the MacDougall would be taking it down himsdlf to bribe the Hollow Men to fight for the Scottish
forces. He would give them part payment down only, ye understand. They are to have the rest after the
expedition has been a success. But he and the gold will beleaving shortly for ameeting with the leaders
of the Hollow Men, if they can be said to have leaders, which some doulbt-

Once more he looked at Jm.
“I was hoping that the men of the Border, or yoursdlf, now that | find you here, could think of someway

of turning hisvidt to the Hollow Men around so that they either refused to go or else can be brought to
betray the reason for which they are bought. Y e see, | know when the MacDougall will be coming down,



and roughly hisroute. It will be no trick to intercept him; and with enough men, we can do so and if
nothing ese, gain for ourselvesthe gold heiscarrying.”

“Lachlan,” said Herrac gernly, “it’snot just the gold you' re thinking of, in thisingtance, isit? With the
danger to Scotland and the Border and all the rest as an excuseto let you stedl it?”

“I'mthinking of it dl together!” said Lachlan, turning to him. “The point isthat if he cannot pay the
Hollow Men, they certainly will not perform for him. Y e see that clearly enough?’

“Indeed, itisobvious” murmured Dafydd.

“There, now!” said Lachlan, to Herrac and Jim. “ The Welshman’ s mind goesright to the heart of it, as
he aimsthe arrows from his bow!”

“It'sasmple solution,” said Herrac, “too smple. We here on the Border, and particularly those of us at
the Castle de Mer, are wdll within reach of the hand of the King of Scots. He would soon get wind of the
fact that we had a hand in stedling this French gold, and his armed men would be down upon us. | have
no eagerness to have mysdlf and my family hung from my own roof tree-or worse!”

“Wadl, now,” said Lachlan, “the whole matter of the gold' sawell-kept sate secret. The King himsdlf
would not be quick to want it talked about, particularly if it were stolen-

“What of the MacDouga |7’ Herrac interrupted him. “ Aside from the King, thelast thing I’ d want would
be MacDougdls swarming over the landscape and the castle because I’ d dain or wounded their clan
chief-or had ahand in the daying or wounding. The results would be the same asif the King heard | had
solen the gold. No, Lachlan, amply steding the gold is not by itsdlf our easy and smple answer!”

“Wadll, then,” said Lachlan, turning to Jim, “isthere any way you could by magic causethe gold to turn to
brass, or some such thing? The Hollow Men would be none too pleased if the MacDougall tried to bribe
them with brass tokens”

“I don’t know,” answered Jm. A devilish thought stirred in him. “But if you want, | can find out.”
Turning hishead alittle to one Sde, he spoketo empty air.
“Accounting Office?” he asked. “Y ou have my rating asamagician onfile. Can | turn gold into brass?’

“No!” replied adeep bass voice unexpectedly out of thin air about three feet above the ground where
Jmwaslooking. “Even a AAA magician would have to have specia reasons for making any such
change. The baance of precious metasin theworld is not to be disturbed, even by aminute amount.”

For amoment after the voice of the Accounting Office had finished speaking both Lachlan and Herrac
sat stunned. The voice of the Accounting Office was impressve enough by itself. Coming unexpectedly
and out of nowhereright beside them in answer to Jm’s question, was too much for men of the
fourteenth century to take calmly. Only Dafydd, who had heard the Accounting Office respond to one of
Jm'’ s questions before, was not startled. Hewas, in fact, alittle amused. He did not smile, but there was
aglint of humor in the squint wrinkles of the sun-tanned skin around his eyes. The fact was, the other two
seemed to be so robbed of speech that Jm became dightly darmed, as the moment of their silence
stretched out.

“Wadl,” hesaid, to bring them out of it, “it ssemsthat turning the gold into brasswon’t work ether.”



Herrac's eyesfocused and Lachlan’ s eyes blinked, as he seemed amost to wake up. He shifted at once
from astonishment into something like anger.

“Wedl,” hesad, “if ye cannaturn gold into brass, what use are ye asamagician? What isit that ye can
do?

“That,” Im reproved him, “iswhat I’ ve been busly thinking about. Let methink alittle whilelonger.”

“Wed, wedl,” said Lachlan, his accent suddenly very broad, “gang ye rean gate, then. We'll wait on
ye. We Il wait awhiles, at least.”

Jm could not tell if Lachlan’ sreaction was one of disillusonment in discovering Jm was unableto turn
gold into brass, or smply aweariness at what seemed the hopel ess search for asolution. Jm drank a
little of the wine from his cup and thought hard. The truth of the matter was, Dafydd wasright. There
ought to be no problem that did not offer some sort of solution. The only trouble here was that the sort of
solution they needed had been looked for without success for athousand or more years. In fact, evenin
his own century, there were sill no lack of unanswered questions; and no way of knowing how long it
would be before answers would be found.

Nonetheless... he thought hard.

“Tell me” he said to Lachlan, “you said you knew the route that this MacDouga | would be taking, and
about when he' d be going down it. Did | understand that you also know the number of fighting men he
may have with him asaguard?’

“I do,” answered Lachlan promptly. “He |l be starting histrip with severa dozen. Either MacDougdlls,
or those who are friends of theirs. But, somewhere short of the Hollow Men’sland in the Cheviot Hills,
hewill leave most behind and go on with only severd; and even these will beleft behind, at last some
miles back from where heis actudly to meet with the leaders of the Hollow Men.”

“And at that time he will have the gold with him?’ Jim asked.

“Of coursel” said Lachlan. “Do you think those Hollow Men are going to beieve him if the man merely
talks about gold? 1t'll not be the whole down payment, ye understand. But it’ll be enough to make them
covetous of moreto come. Also, it will be aload that he can carry easily by packhorse, aone, during the
last short ways of histrip.”

“Do you think it would be possible for usto set up an ambush for him a a point when he had | ft
everyone €se behind and hewas by himsalf?” Jim asked.

“1 see no reason why not,” said Lachlan. He looked at Herrac. “My old friend here and his sonswould
be more than enough. In fact, if need be could take him prisoner mysdlf, though he has something of a
reputation as afighter with the English broadsword and shield.”

“Have you thought of aplan, m'Lord?" asked Dafydd.

“No,” Jim shook his head, “but | may be on the track of one.”

They stared a him with new hopein their eyes.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

“Wadll, don't just St there, man!” Lachlan exploded. “What' sthis plan of yours?’

“I'mafrad,” said Jm, getting to hisfeet from thetable, “1 can’t tell you right away. Asyou suggested
earlier, Lachlan, it involves magic and | can only talk about that magic after I've made sure of it. SoI'm

going upstairs now to our room for ashort while, while I do certain things magical-“ He broke off.

“I forgot,” he said. “Brian isrecovering from hiswound in our regular bedchamber. I’ [l need a chamber
dl tomysdf, evenif it sonly asmal one”

Helooked at Herrac.
“|sthere such achamber?’ he asked.

Instead of answering directly, Herrac turned his head over his shoulder and shouted for a servant.

“Ho!” his powerful voicerang out.

Within seconds there were three of the male servants at his elbow.

“Go fetch the Lady Liseth!” Herrac snapped. “1 want her hereimmediatdly.”

The male sarvants|eft at arun for the kitchen; and within another half-minute or so, Liseth showed up.
Thistime, however, shewaswaking-if somewhat swiftly-snce there was a difference between being

summoned, and being sent on an errand; particularly if you were Chatelaine of the castlein which the
summons occurred.

She reached the table.
“Yes, Father?’

“M’Lord, here, requires achamber to himsdf in which to do somethingsmagicd,” said Herrac. “Will
you show him to such achamber, and do whatever €l se he may require for these purposes? Thank you.

“Gladly, Feather,” said Liseth. Sheturned to look at Jim, standing on the other side of the table.
“If you'll comewith me, m’'Lord,” shesaid, formdly, and amost demurely.

“Thank you,” said Jim, uncertain whether to address her asm’ Ladly in this instance-as he addressed
Herrac m’ Lord because of their respective positions as commanders of the castle-and compromising by
not using any direct form of address or title toward her.

He went around the table and she led him back through the kitchen, upstairsin the pedl tower to the
floor just below the one which held the room in which Brian now lay. She was about to turn off down a

corridor leading away from the stairs when Jm stopped her.

“If you'll forgiveme,” hesaid, “I’ll haveto go to theroom that | shared with Sir Brian and Dafydd, to
get my bedding. Could we go up therefirg?’

“Of course, m’'Lord,” said Liseth, and returned to the stairsto lead him up into the room.



Brian was till gpparently deeping there, and the pitchers were on atable that had been set up by his
bed. Thefour servants gazed at Jm with scared eyes.

“Helooksto be getting dong al right,” said Jim, to put them at their ease. “Has he drunk any of the
small beer?”

“Hehas, and it please you, m'Lord,” said the older of the two women, “if your lordship would glance
into that pitcher next to him, hewill seethat it is now only about three-quartersfull.”

“Good,” said Jm. “Keep urging it on him whenever he wakes.”

A chorus of assent came from the servants. Jm found hisrolled-up mattress that Angie had made, and
tucked it under onearm.

“Now,” hesaid to Liseth, “I'm al set. Lead meto the other room.”
“Thisway, m’'Lord,” shedirected.

They went back down theflight of stairs and aong the corridor there and into amuch smaller room. To
Jm’saurprise, it wasfurnished. Therewasatypica, very smal medieva bed in acorner, aso arough
straight chair of wood and awardrobe taller than his head, of dark wood and with itstwo tall doors
closed and bolted shut. The room itsalf was so smal that he would barely have floor room on which to
unroll hisbedding. But what surprised him the most was a drinking cup with some yellow and white
wildflowersinit, just before the narrow arrow-dit of awindow.

Jm had never seen flowersin amedieval dwelling before- except in his own castle, where Angie brought
them in to their bedroom. He stared at them; and then understanding awoke in him. Heturned to Liseth.

“Lisgth,” hesad, “isthisyour room?’

“Itis,m'Lord,” said Liseth. “I gpologize for the smalness and meanness of it for someone like ' Lord;
but dl other possible rooms have not been cleaned for years, or arefilled with such stored things,
as-even removed-would leave anill aamospherefor m’'Lord.”

“Wdl, | must say, I’'m grateful,” said Im. “Theroomisnot mean a dl, m'Lady Chatelaine-eveniif it may
perhaps be alittle smaler than the one above. It will do excdlently, since| have room to put my bedding
onthefloor. | was admiring your flowers, which add avery kind touch to the chamber.”

“I am perhaps over-fond of them,” said Liseth, “but when they and those like them bloom in the spring, |
didike to be separated from them, even for anight. So | bring some here and put them where alittle sun
will reach them. But they do not well, once they are picked and brought insde.”

“Jugt asasuggestion,” said Jm, “you might try putting alittle water in the cup that holdsthem.
Sometimes that helps flowers keep their freshnesslonger.”

“Say you s07” said Liseth. “Now | think me of it, there has been something like that mentioned; but
when | was very much younger and | had not paid attention. | will take your suggestion and add water to
the cup-but not now, so as not to disturb you.”

“That'sgood of you,” said Jm. “Just aminute!”



Liseth had dready turned to leave.
“I wonder if you could make surethat I'm not disturbed?” Jm said.

“No onewill disturb you, m’'Lord,” said Liseth. “Not only are these upper floors for people whom no
servant would trouble, but | doubt that any would have the hardiness to disturb amagician without orders
beforetimeto do s0.”

“One moment more,” said Jm hurriedly, for once again she wasturning to leave. “ There are afew things
I’d like to talk to you about for amoment. As you probably heard downgtairs, I'm about to work some
magic. It hasto do with finding away to solve the problem that Lachlan MacGreggor has brought. |
don’t know if you know about it-*

“Thank you, ' Lord,” interrupted Liseth, “but | do know about it. All about it. Lachlan would hardly
dare not tell me, evenif my brothers or my father did not.”

“l see,” said Jm. “Wdll, we were seated at the table down there trying to come up with some answer to
the Situation; and | got the beginnings of an ideathat might do it. It requires not only the magic, but certain
information. I'll begin by going into amagic deep. Oncel wake up, I'd like, without delay, to find that
wolf Snorrl again. | need him to tell me about locationsin the Cheviot Hills, in the territory held by the
Hollow Men. | understand he goes where he wills, including there, and knows every foot of the land for
some distancein every direction.”

“Yes. Yes, indeed hedoes,” said Liseth. “1 will try to locate him by sending Greywings out to look for
him. Once Greywings finds him shewill stoop on him and cry out a him. She cannot speak, and he may
misinterpret what she means. But I’ d think it most likely he would think that Greywingswould not be
coming to himin such afashion unless| myself had some great need of him. Therefore, | think the chance
isgood that he will come to ameeting place near the castle that he and | both know well. If you and | can
go there, and wait, once you have woken up-Have you any idea, m'’ Lord, about how long you want to

deep?
“Not more than an hour. Infact,” JJm went on, “half an hour should do it.”

“Inthat case,” said Liseth, “I'll send Greywings out right away. I'll be back herein fifteen minutes,
and-being careful not to disturb you, with your permission-will look insde for amoment to seeif you are
awake. If you are, we can reach the meeting place | wastaking about within very littletime. Much less
timethan it will take Snorrl, unless heisvery near to get there himsalf. Thisisimportant. For if he comes
to the mesting place and finds me not, he may not wait for us. On the other hand, if he has been derted
by Greywingsto the fact that | may bein some... difficulty, hewill certainly not leave the vicinity of the
castle. So when we leave the castle itsalf and go out to the meeting place, he will soon know of it and
come to meet usthere. So thereis no danger of losing him completely, once Greywings has found him.
Thereisonly the very smal doubt that he will not understand why Greywingsis behaving as| shdl tell her
to.”

“I think that' savery small chanceindeed,” said Jm, and meant it. “Very wdl. I’ ll expect you in fifteen
minutes. If I'm till deeping, would you mind waiting awhile? Because | doubt that I'll degp much
longer-as| say, an hour &t the utmost.”

“Just asyou say, m’'Lord,” answered Liseth, as she turned and went off.



Jm unrolled his mattress and laid it out on the available patch of floor. About to lie down oniit, he
looked again at the flowers by the window, and a strong feding of nostalgiatook him. The flowers
reminded him of Angie; and al she had done to make therr life together livable back herein
fourteenth-century conditions. When Jim and Brian and Dafydd had won their fight againgt the creatures
of the Dark Powers at the Loathly Tower, Brian finally hacking through to the Worm’ svitads, Dafydd
shooting down the harpies that burst suddenly upon them from the heavy bank of clouds only about a
hundred feet over their head, while Jim-in adragon’ s body-fought and killed the Ogre, single-handed.

He remembered Dafydd dmost superhumanly deciding to live, after aharpy’ s bite which wasinvariably
congdered fatd, only because his present wife Danidlle had findly said sheloved him.

It had been then that Carolinus had told Jim that he had gained enough magic, in his balance with the
Accounting Office, to take himself and Angie back to their own world and their own century.

Also, it had been then that Angie drew him aside, and told him that she wanted to do whatever he
wanted to do, about staying or going. Jm, who had taken for granted that she would want to go
back-athough there were e ements about this fourteenth-century world that strongly attracted him,
medievaist and athlete in his own world as he was-had been completdly floored by her attitude. Upon
searching his conscience he had decided to stay, much to the joy of Sir Brian, Dafydd and the others
and-just as she had said-with Angi€ sfull agreement and support.

It had been after that, that they had taken over the castle of Sir Hugh de Bois de Maencontri and made
it their own; since Sir Hugh, who had sold his services to the Dark Powers, had had to fleefor hislife. He
hed |eft England for the continent, unlikely to return.

The fourteenth century, Jm had found, was no bed of roses. In fact, it often seemed just the opposite-a
bed of thorns. But Angie had done amiraculousjob of making the castlelivable for them and introducing
to it some of the better elements of fourteenth-century existence, that had made al the differenceto their
dwdlinginit. The flowers now reminded him of Angie; and he redized he could hardly wait until he saw
her again.

But now it looked very much asif he would not be able to return at the time promised. Not only that, but
he would be entering into contest with the Dark Powerswith amost no magica powers of hisown to
hdp him.

The magic account balance that once would have taken him and Angie back to Earth-the Earth they had
known-was now dl but used. He had lived it up; staying here where he was and moving into Sir Hugh's
former cadlle.

It was true that he had gained some of it back by his actionsin France the year before, at the time of
Giles s death and the rescue of the Crown Prince of England. But that gain had a so been canceled out
by the fact that he had necessarily violated one of the rules under which magicians operated. So hewas
dill amagician with aD rating. Only if he ever got to be at least aAAA+ magician like Carolinus could
he have hope of taking them back to their originad home. It struck him now, not for thefirgt time, that in
spite of Angie' s stout support, and hard work on behdf of both of them, he had given her avery hard
row to hoe, in hisdecison to say.

However, there was nothing to be done about that now, except to move forward as quickly as possible
to get the current problem solved and the Dark Powers' present effort againgt him frustrated; by blunting
their hopes of the Scottish invasion of England.



Helay down on the mattresdike piece of bedding that Angie had made for him, and which he had been
careful to keep vermin free, then rolled himsdlf init. It had been designed so that he could do just this, so
it not only cushioned him againg the stone floor below him, but furnished him with insulation that would
hold enough body warmth around him to let him deep.

He closed hiseyes and used alittle bit of hismagic. Mentally writing on ablackboard that wastheinsde
of hisforehead, he created the spell that would cause his astra body, in his deep, to return to Carolinus's
cottage near The Tinkling Water in the south of England.

SLEEPDREAM ME”CAROLINUS SHOME

Asaways happened under these conditions, hefdl adeep immediatdy; and found himsdf dmost in the
same bresth standing outside the small peaked-roof cottage in the little clearing; with-now in
daylight-impossibly green grass, and the tiny pool with its megicaly activated fountain spouting in its
midst, so that its drops fell back to the surface of the pool with atinkling sound that gave the placeits
name-The Tinkling Weter.

CHAPTER TWELVE
Asusud at The Tinkling Water, the weather was delightful. The sky was blue, the tops of the tall trees
surrounding barely tirred to awarm breeze; and it was exactly the sametime of day which it had beenin
Castle de Mer just now, when he had fallen adeep. He walked up the gravel path to Carolinus s front
door.

The gravel underfoot was nesatly raked, though no one ever raked it. Magic, again. The last few times
Jm had vigted Carolinus thisway, he had found the Master Magician in the bad humor that was dmost
standard behavior with him, except in emergencies. Jm had learned that he was gentle and kind enough
underneath hisirascibility; but because of the other’ s temper, when Jm reached the green front door, he
knocked at it dmost timidly.

“Not my day for groundhogdsl” snapped Carolinus s voice angrily from within.

Jm knocked again, amore normal knock thistime.

“It' sme, IJm Eckert!” he caled. Only Carolinus recognized him by his twentieth-century name. There
was a moment’ s pause and then the door was snatched open from the inside and Carolinus s head stuck
out.

“Yes, itisyou,” said Caralinus, in avoice that was anything but pleased. “What isit now?’

“This current problem concerning the Dark Powers,” said Jim. “I need your advice. Could | comein-*

“No, no!” said Carolinus hadtily. “ Stay there. I’ll come out.”

He did s0, and was closing the door behind him, when he paused and partialy opened it again so that he
could stick his head back insde.

“I'll beright back with you, my dear,” he said, in acooing voice that Jm had never heard him use
before. “ Just be patient ashort while longer.”

He brought his head back out, started to close the door, then changed his mind. He reopened it and



stuck hishead in once more.

“Have some Madeira, my dear,” he crooned. “1t’ Il help you relax. The bottle and glasses are on the
tableright by you there.”

Hetook hishead out and closed the door firmly, then turned to face Jm.
“Wel?" he snapped. “You can seel’m busy!”

Only thefact that Jm was familiar with Carolinus sway of doing things caused him to take thiswithout
offense. It was just the way Carolinuswas. He barked at everybody-including the Accounting Office
voice, toward which Jm and everyone e se was ingtinctively humble.

“Scotland’ s planning an invasion of England with French money,” Jm said, using asfew words as
possible. “They plan to use the Hollow Men as an advance force-*

“Yes, yes. | know al about that, now,” said Carolinus. “Get to the important matter. What’ s your
problem?’

“Judt that,” said Jm hurriedly. “The Dark Powers have redly set up astrong hand for themsdvesthis
time. TheHollow Men, if dl goeswell, ought to frighten and kill enough as they move south, so that the
Scottish forces can move fairly freely behind them and get deep into England. Then at that point, the
French are supposed to land an invasion fleet in the south of England. But the opinion of my Scottish
expert isthat the French have never kept their promises on matterslike this before; and that meansthey
won't do it now.”

He paused to catch his breath. Then he continued.

“The result will be amess, with alot of people killed, both Scottish and English; and eventudly, the
Scottish army will be surrounded and destroyed by a much larger English force that has the advantage of
being able to use archerslike Dafydd ap Hywell. Y ou might want to stop and think about it; because if
and when the French forces do comein, they’ Il probably come through here.”

“I"'dadvise‘emnot to!” said Carolinus, hisbeard bristling. Then his voice quieted and became more
thoughtful . “But you' reright, they’ d devastate the rest of the neighborhood. All of them looking, as
William the Conqueror and hisarmy looked, for landsto take over, when they came ashore on
September 27, the year of our Lord 1066. No reason anyone invading now should fed any
different-except your Scots. They don't want land, they want loot.”

“The Scots dso want to protect their homes,” Jm put in. “If English land istaken, ther€ |l be attemptsto
take Welsh and Scottish landstoo.”

“True,” sad Carolinus. “Wdll, you' reright. The Dark Powers do seem to have astrong hand thistime.
And you' re baffled asto what to do about it, | take it?’

“Wadll, not completely baffled,” said im carefully. “1 have aplan of sorts, but it involvesthe use of magic.
And you know my account is not the largest-

“Now look here,” interrupted Carolinus. “1 can't, absolutely can't, give you any more credit from my
own account. The Accounting Office cracked down on melast year, after | helped you out when you
were rescuing-what’ sthat lad’ s name, again?-Prince Edward.”



“Oh, | was't thinking of borrowing any more credit from you-“ said Jm.

“A good thing!” said Carolinus grimly. “ The Accounting Officeis quite right, you know. The amount of
credit | shifted to your account-understand, this can be excusable under certain circumstances but not
under those circumstances or in that amount-was just adrop in the bucket asfar asthetota credit of all
magicians goes. Not enough to make any difference a al in the bottom line worth noticing. But, asthey
very rightly fed-and | don't blamethem at al-if I'm alowed to do it for you, then magicians everywhere
will be doing it for their gpprentices, or even for other, poorer magicians, and the whole system of ratings
built on the credit reserves of theindividuad will smply fal gpart. Could lead to disntegration of thewhole
structure by which this present universeis kept in balance.”

“Asl sad,” repeated Jm, alittle testily himself, for once, “1 was't intending to borrow any more credit
from you. What | wanted was advice from you on whether the credit | had was enough to et me do what
| wanted to do!”

“Oh?’ said Carolinus. “Wdll, in that case-go ahead then. Go ahead!”

“What | want to do istdl you the plan and see what you think of it, first,” said Jm. “The Scottish crown
is sending one of its people with adown payment in gold for what the Hollow Men will be paid, if they
agreeto this business of leading the invasion into England. What I’ d like to do istake that man’s place;
and that means magicaly making mysalf over to look like him. Now, do you think | can afford to do
that?’

“That?" Carolinusfrowned, but only dightly. “No, that shouldn’t do any great damage to your account.”

“Wadll, to tell you thetruth, at thisstage,” said Jm, “I haven't thought much beyond that. My ideaiisto
take the gold down to the Hollow Men myself, so asto meet their leaders; and get some notion of what
their numbers are and what they can do. Eventually, | hope to surround them with aforce of men of the
Scottish-English Border, plus perhaps some help from the Little Men-*

“Ah, yes” Surprisngly, Carolinus smiled dmost fondly. “The Little Men. They do go on, surviving
century after century, don’t they? Not bad people, really. Y ou know originaly they owned agreat dedl
of land not only in the Scottish area, but down along the western coast in toward Waes and even over
on the continent-

“Sothey told me,” said Jm. “Now, about what | wastelling you. Theidea behind dl thiswould beto
create an occasion that brings al the Hollow Men to one place; so that they can dl bekilled at once, and
none of them ever come back to life again. If we can do that before the Scottish army is ready to go, then
they won'’t have any Hollow Men to lead the way for them. Y ou can imagine, the Scottish King is
counting on the fear that the Hollow Men will create, penetrating down in England as bodiless, but
fighting entities”

“Yes, mmmm,” said Carolinus, thoughtfully combing his goatee with hisfingers. “The clergy and the
gentlemanly cdlassmay stand and fight for their own reasons; but the common Englishman may well run
like arabbit when hefirst sees a sword without abody coming a him.”

“Exactly,” said Jm. “ So now, what do you think of the plan?Y ou dready said | had magic enough to
make mysdlf look like this courier from the Scottish court.”

“Wadll,” replied Carolinus, still thoughtful, “It’san ambitious plan. Y ou're aware, of course-yes, | can see



you are-that you' d haveto kill every one of them off at the same time, so that none of them could rise
again?Yes, yes. But, how do you ensure that you get them dl killed off in thistidy fashion?’

“I’'m not exactly sure,” said Jm. “I’ve got someideas. My hopeis, if Herrac de Mer can raise the
Border men in sufficient numbers and the Little Men will cooperate, al together we may be ableto do it.”

“And thisislikely to involve more use of your magic?’ asked Carolinus.

“I hadn’t thought any would have been needed. Oh!” Jm interrupted himsdlf. “ Possibly, just the trick of
having them wear sprigs of leafy branchesin their caps to make them such that whoever looked at them
would refuse to believe they were there-like | did in France. A practica equivaent of invisibility.”

“A practicd equivdent of invishility, indeed!” said Carolinus. “But now you' re talking about anew kettle
of fish. The magic involved to make one of them practicdly invisblein thisfashion isabagatelle-*

“A bagatdle?’ echoed Jm.
“A nothing,” kindly explained Carolinus.
“Oh, | know what the word means-“ began Jm.

“If youdon't mind!” said Carolinusfiercely. “1 was about to say-individualy, abagatelle. But | get the
unessy feding you' re thinking of making your whole army of Border men and Little Men invisble that
way. That would add up.”

“To more than my account could manage?’ said Jm.

“Widl, we can check with the Accounting Officeif you like,” said Carolinus, “but I’ ve no doubt mysdlf
that it swell beyond what you' reworth.”

“How many people would my account bear-leaving alittle magic left over for emergency purposes?’
asked Jm.

“Well, for ashort period of magic use,” said Carolinus frowning, “and taking your magic used for a
disguise, say-twenty men?’

“Umm,” said Im glumly.

“I know it'shard, my boy,” said Carolinus, “but the road of magician was dways ahard road. Y ou just
have to take the rough with the smooth; and if there' sno smooth at al, then smply get used to the

rough.”
“Yes” sad Jm.

“Well, if that’sdl you need to know,” said Carolinus cheerfully, turning back toward the door of his
house, “1I'll be getting back insde. That poor little dryad in therewill bethinking I’ ve l&ft her for good.”

“What happened to her?’ asked Jm.

“Oh, she had an unfortunate encounter with awater troll,” said Carolinus, pausing and haf turning back.
“Now, they’ re both Naturas, you understand, but of different classes. As| explained to you once, only



humans have any red use of magic. Naturas have only their own, built-in powers. But awater troll has
something of an edge on adryad generdly asfar as such powers are concerned; and under certain
circumstances, this advantage can be redlly dangerousto the wesker party-like this particular little dryad.
But, it’s no worse than mending awing of abutterfly. The main thing isto get her into areceptive state to
let me do the mending. Essentidly, it'sasif | took out your appendix without anesthesa”

Jm gulped. Sir Brian might merely look nobly pale and pass out, while he was being cut open and a
diseased appendix taken out of him; but he, Jm, would have to be strapped down on atable-and even
then he knew very well he would scream to high heaven.

“Tut, tut,” said Carolinus, “it’s not as bad asit sounds. There are various ways of putting dryads and
othersinto receptive states. And with dryads there' s quite a selection. There' s one that works very well.
And with that, whileit won't be anesthesia, she/ll be happy enough so that it' [l be tantamount to being
anesthetized.”

“Oh?’ said Jm. “And what way isthat?

“Mind your own business!” snapped Caralinus. “I mean, you' re going to have to wait until you' ve gone
up agood two levels at least in rating as a magician, before such things can be reveaed to you. Just take
it on faith that | know the best thing to do; and I’ ll do it; even a some trouble to myself. And now,
goodday!”

He turned about determinedly and headed toward the door.

“Wait!” Jm yel ped.

“Now what?" snarled Carolinus, turning back to him, with his hand on the door knob.

“I didn’t ask you about the Worm.”

“What Worm?’

“There saWorm up in the Cheviot Woods in Hollow Men territory,” said Jm. “But | checked with the
Accounting Office and the Dark Powers themsalves don’t seem to be around there. What does it mean-a
Worm without the Dark Powers nearby?’

Carolinus frowned and his hand dropped from the door knob.

“A Worm, and no locus of the Dark Powers?’ he asked.

“That’ sright-although I’ m not quite sure what you mean by ‘locus,” said Jm.

“A locus,” said Carolinus pedantically, “isaplace, or locdlity. A point on aline, say, having no
dimensions but pogtion-*

“I know the ordinary definition of alocus!” brokein Jm. It dwaysirritated him when Carolinus seemed
to forget that he had had an education of his own-a good one-back in the twentieth century of hisown
world. “What | don’t understand is how you'reusing it here.”

“I’'mugng it in the sense of apoint of concentration” said Carolinusfrodtily. “ The Dark Powers establish
alocus-ikethe Loathly Tower, which you remember so well-and then having established it they set



about it their specia creaturesto either foray out and do damage or to defend the point or place they’ ve
chosen.”

“What' s this Worm doing up in the Cheviot Woods, then, with no Dark Powersto foray for, or
protect?’ demanded Jm.

Carolinus stared at him. There was along moment before he spoke.

“My boy,” he said in an unusually reasonable voice, “I don’t know. | just don’t know. I’ ve never heard
of it before. | can't imagine why aWorm would bethere. It isn't asif the Dark Powers could smply lose
aWorm someplace. They create them once the locus is chosen, ordinarily; and they cease to be when
thelocusis eliminated. Beyond that, | don’'t know. Did you ask the Accounting Office?’

“No,” said Jm. “Y ou know the Accounting Office. | didn’t think it would tell me.”

A sudden thought struck him.

“Maybe the Accounting Office would tell you more than it would tell me?’ he asked.
Carolinus shook his heed.

“I know | spesk to it rather sharply from timeto time,” he said, “and well | may, being one of the three
most va uable accountsit controls. But it does me no specia favors because of that. Whatever it might
tell you would be the most it would tell any magician. Y ou're lucky to have that much connection with it
and get that much of an answer. But, Jm-*

He broke off suddenly and there was a note of deep concernin hisvoice.

“Y ou must absolutely find out about that \WWorm, why it’ sthere, and what its connection iswith the
Stuation, as soon aspossible,” hesaid. “1 don't likethefed of it. | don't likeit at all. For the Dark
Powersto go outside their ordinary way of working-well, the whole thing worries me. Never mind this
dlly invasion matter. Concentrate on finding out why that Worm'’ sthere!”

“I'will,” said Im. “Infact, | intended to-find out, that is. But Snceyou takeiit that serioudy I'll giveit
absolutdy asmuch of my timeas| can.”

“Very well. Blessyou, my boy,” said Carolinus, turning back to the door and putting his hand on the
knob. “Now | redly must be going. | am indeed sorry, though, that | can’t be more help to you. It' sthis
out-of-thisworld origin of yoursthat causes dl the trouble. It's caused you to end up with enemieson a
much higher level than any magician with aD rating would be likdly to get entangled with. A master
should dways be helpful to his apprentice. But in this case my hands aretied.”

“That'sdl right,” said Jm. “| appreciate what you do for me, Carolinus.”
“Thank you, my boy!” said Carolinus.

Heturned to hisfront door, opened it and began to enter, his voice changing noticeably. “-And did you
get tired of waiting? I’m sorry. But you have indeed drunk some of the Madeira. That's agood dryad-*

The door closed behind him.



Jm stood done on the gravel driveway, the water of the fountain tinkling in hisears. He Sghed. It was
timefor him to go, too-back to his own body in the de Mer Castle.

He closed his eyes, wrote the magical line that would send him there, on the blackboard inside his
forehead. A second later he opened his eyes again to find himself rolled up in his mattress on the floor of
Liseth’s bedroom.

“You'reawake!” said Liseth, hersdf looming over him. “And | barely got here too. Well, it was most
gentle of you to wake up so promptly. I'm glad you did. Greywings has found Snorrl, and if we go right
now, we can catch Snorrl whilethere s till some of the afternoon left. What do you hope he can tell
you?’

“I need aplace” sad Jmgrimly.

“I only mention it, because he may not want to tell you,” said Liseth. “Y ou know how heis.”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

“Pardon me,” said Jm, rolling over and over to unwind the mattress from around him. He got completely
unwound and climbed to hisfeet, then squatted down again to roll the mattress up so that he could put it

under hisarm.

“You can leavethat if you wish, m'Lord,” said Liseth. “One of the servantswill bring it around to your
bedroom.”

“Thanks,” said Jm, “but if you'll forgive me | prefer to handle it mysdlf and not have anyone ese touch
it. It spart of themagic | do.”

“Oh!” said Liseth. “1 should have remembered that. In that case, we should probably drop by the room
where Sir Brian lies, so that you can leave the mattress with your other goods.”

“Yes” said Jm, asthey went out the door themselvesinto the corridor and headed toward the stairway
to the floor above.

“Asamatter of fact,” he added, “I want to take another look at Brian before | go put, anyway. | should
have been more ingtructive to the servants. They were to keep urging the smal beer on him, one holding

the weight of the pitcher to pour into his cup and even holding the cup while another of them supports his
head as he drinks.”

“I'll question them when we get there,” said Liseth. “If they didn’t understand thisbefore, I’ [l makeit
clear to them.”

“Thank you,” said Jm, asthey began to climb the Sairs.

Liseth smiled a him.

“Itismy pleasure, m’'Lord,” shesaid.

She had aface with cheeks that dimpled when she smiled so that she ended up looking twice as

dtractive as she did with amore sober expresson. Jm felt adefinite, physica tir of feding toward her.
Redizing what he was doing, he sternly pushed the fedling away from him.



“Thank you,” he said again, thistime rather woodenly; but Liseth did not seem to notice.

“Greywings found Snorrl lessthan haf amilefrom here,” shewent on. “By thistime, if he hasn't reached
our meeting place, he must be close on it. We' |l go as soon asyou' ve looked a Sir Brian.”

“Good,” said Jm.

“Good? Then why are you frowning?’ asked Liseth, interested.

“I'm thinking of tomorrow,” he said. “ That packing | put on Brian’swound is going to have to come off
and be replaced by another one. Have you boiled other cloths so that we have another long, soft oneto
replace the one on his wound now?’

“I have boiled anumber of cloths of al shapesand kinds,” said Liseth, “-or rather | made sure the
servants did so. | aso made them rinse and scrub off their hands as much as possible before handling the
boiled cloths. Was that right?”

“Itwas” said Jm.

“lI wish,” said Liseth, as they reached the floor above and began their way down the corridor toward the
room where Brian waited for them, “1 could do moreto help in thishap.”

“Perhaps you can,” said Jm, struck by asudden thought. “May | look at your hands?’
Liseth offered her hands chest high for hisingpection. She held them palms up.
“If you wouldn’t mind turning them over, please, m'Lady,” said Jm.

Sheturned them over. As he had feared, while the hands themsdves werefairly clean, every fingernail
had arim of black under the end of it.

“I think you said you didn’t have soap around here?” Jim asked.

“l amafraid so, m'Lord,” said Liseth. “Indeed, | must confessthat I’ m not quite sure what this Stuff is
you cal ‘sogp’.”

“It' smost usudly made by boiling wood ashes and animal fat together,” said Jm, “and it makes cleaning
things easier when you add it to the water in which something is going to be cleaned.”

“Oh!” said Liseth. “Y ou mean sogp! | thought you meant something for magical use, with a
same-sounding name. Why, yes, we makeit every few months, inlargevats. It is, asyou say, good for
cleaning. Also sometimes asmedicine.”

Jmfelt agreat sense of reief.

“Wadll, then,” he said, “if you' ve got soap, there' s no reason these servants up here can't thoroughly
wash their hands and arms, using plenty of soap and making sure they clean under their fingernails.”

“Under thair fingernails?’ said Liseth. “ But anything that' s safely under their fingernailsisn't going to be
touching Sr Brian or anything closeto him.”



“I'mafrad,” said Jm, “that for amatter that involves hedling by magic, it's necessary that there not even
be any dirt under thefingernails. If you will forgive mefor mentioning it, m'Lady, if youwishto hdpme
with Sir Brian to the extent of actualy handling him, | would appreciate your hands being as clean asif
not cleaner than, those of the servants.”

“Why, what athought!” said Liseth sharply. They had just reached the room where Brian lay. “ Of
course my handswill be cleaner than the servants' ! They couldn’t possibly get their hands as clean as
mine! But you do mean | should wash until thereis nothing to be seen under my fingernailsat al?’

“And then wash some more,” said Jm.

“By Saint Anne!” exclaimed Liseth, halting with an astonished expression. After a second, she followed
Jm into the room.

Jm halted by the bed. Brian's eyes were open, and he was wide awake.
“How do you fed?’ Jm asked.
Brian focused on him with alittle difficulty.

“Why, well,” hesaid. “A trifletired at the moment; but give me agood night'sdeep and | should be up
and around by tomorrow-*

“Not tomorrow or the next day,” said Jm. “Y ou rest in that bed for aweek. Have you been getting
some of thissmal beer drunk?’

He peered into the pitchers as he spoke, and saw one of them was a little more than half empty.

“I have,” husked Brian, “though | am alittle surprised my host should think so little of me as not to
provide me with wine. Would you-*

“It'snot your host’ sdoing,” interrupted Jim. “1’m the one who inssted that you be given nothing but
amall beer.”

“Wine-* began Brian; but Jm cut him short.

“Wine hastoo much acohoal init for you right now,” he said. “'Y our wound isn't dangerous, but you
don’t want to get alot of acohol into you.”

“Alco---“ Brian ssumbled over the word.

“That’ swhat’ sin wine that makes you drunk when you drink it,” said Jm. “1t' snot good for you right
now. Besides, you've logt alot of blood, and we ve got to replace that liquid in your body. Small beer
will do asafejob of doing it. Smal beer and as much as you can get down you.”

“Why, there’ sno problem,” whispered Brian. “If it is drunkenness you fear, you' ve forgotten that | hold
my winevery well. | will therefore drink only my normal three or four bottles a day; and stop before |
have got too much of thisa-whatever it is-in me. And for the rest of the day, | will drink only small beer.”

“It doesn’'t work that way, Brian,” said Jm firmly. “Besides, we want to keep liquid in you, not take it



out. And wineisadiuretic.”

“Dia...” Brian ssumbled. “ These magic words! | don’t understand, James-*

“It, er-“ Jim glanced around to find Liseth close beside him, looking a him interestedly, and the eyes of
the servants al upon him. There was no hope for it. The words*“urinate” and “defecate’” would mean
nothing at al to these people. “Wineiswhat makesyou piss.”

“Doesit!” sad Liseth brightly. “Now that you mention it, I’ m sure I’ ve noticed the fact, mysdlf. But
surely, m' Lord, pissng isaperfectly ordinary and harmless thing to do. | hate to seethe good Sir Brian,
here, deprived of the wine that would give him strength and pleasure. Could you not relent and alow him
maybe two bottles aday?’

“No!” said Jm.

Liseth and the servants and Brian, al good fourteenth-century characters, did not argue with him. He

took his mattress over and laid it down with the rest of his belongings; then he came back to Brian's
bedside.

“It was ashalow wound you took,” he said. “WEe re going to have to change the bandages on it daily;
and that may be a bit painful-*

Brian made afaint contemptuous sound.
“At any rate, if wetake care of it you'll be up out of that bed in aweek and riding in two weeks.”

“Riding intwo weeksl” Outrage lent strength to Brian' svoice. “I shall be riding within two days, three
daysat the outside!”

“WEll see” said Jm. “Now I’ll leave you with these servants and they have ordersto offer you the
small beer often. | want you to drink as much as you possibly can of it. Remember, Brian, | have put
healing magic into thissame small beer. You must do as| say!”

Brian subsided.

“Yes, James,” hesaid in so smdl avoice he could hardly be heard at al.

“I'll beintolook at you frequently,” said Jm. “Right now | haveto go out with m’ Lady Liseth here. But
I’ll seeyou in early evening and early tomorrow and so forth. As soon asyou'reredly ableto get up and
move about, I'll give you permission. All right?’

“Nay,” sad Brian, “but | will do asyou command.”

Jm placed ahand under the bedclothes on Brian’ s good shoulder. “ That’ sthe way to be! Now, we'll all
be back into seeyou later.”

Hewent out and Liseth automatically went with him.
In the corridor outside, and on their way down the stairway, Liseth bombarded him with questions

having to do with wine and its effect on the human body. Her language, like that of al the other
fourteenth-century men and women he had encountered here, was unabashedly frank; and hefdt hisears



getting red. Hefindly shut her up by taking refugein his magician’ s aura of mysterious authority; and they
continued to the front door, where Jm found she dready had a couple of horses waiting.

A few momentslater they were out of the courtyard and on a canter inland from the seatoward the hills
and the trees beyond.

There were gill agood two hours or more until sunset. It occurred to Jim that alot had happened today.
Then he remembered-he had become so used to fourteenth-century habits that he had forgotten-that this
day, likedl daysin atime of candles (if you were lucky) and cressets (if you were less so) began at
sunrise or alittle before and ended allittle after sunset.

Shortly theresfter, they passed into the relative shade of the newly budded trees, and the day seemed to
have suddenly become at least an hour later. However, here the trees were not very close and they rode
inand out of sunlight-for the sky was amost clear of clouds-until they cameto asmdl clearing that to
Jm’ seyeslooked absolutely empty.

“Isthiswhere Snorrl was supposed to meet us?’ asked Jm, asthey pulled their horsesto a hdlt.

“It' swhere | have met you,” said the harsh voice of the wolf, and Jm looked down to see Snorrl lying
on hisside, perhaps a dozen feet off in the sparse, newly green groundcover of the open space. Jm
would have sworn the wolf had not been there a second before.

Liseth got down from her horse and he followed her example. She dropped the reins of her horse on the
ground and it stayed where it was-* ground-hitched,” in the cowboy language of Jm'’sformer world. He
dropped his horse' sreins, and the action had the same effect on his steed.

Thiswas somewhat unusua asfar as horses of the fourteenth century went; but possibly had something
to do, Jm thought, with Liseth’s close rapport with al animals. Now, she led the way toward Snorrl,
who immediately got to hisfeet and came forward to her; head down, ears back and tail wagging dowly
after the fashion of wolvesrather than dogs.

She squatted down-Jm had the fedling that she would have knelt for more convenienceif the ground had
not been damp from its spring condition-and scratched around his ears and under his chin.

“Did you need me?’ Snorrl asked.

“Actudly, itism’Lord, the Mage, here, who had need of you,” answered Liseth. Snorrl glanced over at
Jm, but made no move to come up to him in the warm and friendly manner in which he had approached
Liseth.

“What isit then, magician?’ he asked. “Or Sir James, as| understand they call you.”

“Sr Jameswill be preferable” said Jm. “I wanted use of your knowledge of the Cheviot Hills.
Particularly, of that areaheld by the Hollow Men, where no men dare go. | understand you go and come
there, fairly fredy.”

“I do,” said Snorrl. He snapped his jaws ringingly shut, then opened them again. “ They are my woods,
after dl, and the Hollow Men only exist there because mortal humans like you cannot put an end to them.
| have explained to you that the Hollow Men are not comfortable around me, whether | threaten them or
not. They fear wolves as you mortasfear spirits.”



“I, mysdf,” said Jm, “do not fear spirits, Snorrl. | am prudently afraid, however, of evil-particularly of
the Dark Powers. | assume you know of the Dark Powers?’

“Who doesn't?’ growled Snorrl. “But they have no power and pose no threat to uswho go on four legs.
It isonly you two-legged creatures with whom they dispute the Earth!”

“That seemsto bethe case,” said Jm. “However, I’ ve aquestion for you. In the territory of the Hollow
Men, do you know of any place wherethey could al be gathered together, if necessary? A place from
which they’ d find it hard to escape?’

“There’ smore than one such placein the Cheviots,” said Snorrl. Therewasanote of curiogity in his
voice. “Why would you want them al gathered together; and how did you think it could be done, in any
case?’

“That, Sir wolf,” Jm answered, “| ill have not decided upon. It isenough to know from you for the
present that there are such places. | may ask you to show them to me, eventualy.”

“Y ou would go in where the Hollow Men are?’ said Snorrl, cocking hishead at him. “ Perhaps you tell
the truth when you say you're not afraid of spirits.”

“Of gpirits, no,” said Jm. “But | would take as much caution as the next man or woman against meeting
aforce of the Hollow Men, armed and ready for trouble. Aside from that, as| say, | may wish to see
some of these places.”

“All oneto me!” said Snorrl, snapping at afly that wandered by. “One Hollow Man or many. But Liseth,
isit your wish that | take Sir Jamesinto the Cheviot Woods?’

“Itisvery much so,” said Liseth, with adight note of reproach in her voice. “What Sir James saysto
you, dl of what he saysto you, iswith my gpprova and support.”

Snorrl’ s ears, which had begun to rise, flattened back again. He turned to Jm.
“When do you want to go?’ he asked. “Now?’

“No, not right now,” said Jm. “For onething, the day’ slight isamaost gone and | would not havetimeto
look them dl over properly. Tomorrow, shortly after sunrise, might be a better time. But firdt, in any
case-you said that there were more than one such place as| described. | would liketo look at, say, the
three of them which most closaly fit my needs. Let metell you more specificaly what | would like”

“Asyouwish,” said Snorrl.

“Theided sort of placel havein mind,” said Jm, “would hold dl the Hollow Men-which I’'m guessing at
around two thousand in number. Possibly, because some of them would be only partialy dressed, and
therefore not in their full bodies, they could crowd into asmaller space than two thousand armed and
armored men might. On the other hand, it would be safer to plan on as much space as could hold two
thousand men easily, with alittle open space lft over.”

“Goon,” said Snorrl, as Jm paused, looking at the wolf to seeif the other followed.

“-An open, preferably flat space, then,” said Jm. “On at least one side of this-preferably on two, but not
more Sdes- | would like there to be verticd cliffs, rock wallsthat are not easy for menin armor to climb.



So that if the Hollow Men are atacked there from the two open sides, they will have no means of
escape, but must stand and fight until the last one dies. These two open sides, then, should either dope
down and away, so theforcesthat might attack the Hollow Men will be hidden; and preferably, in
addition, be thickly wooded so the attackers can conceal themsalves until they are close upon the

gathering.”

Snorrl’s ears had come up and his head raised interestedly as Jm spoke.

“SrJames” hesad, “it sounds greetly to me asif you actudly plan such an attack.”

“Put it,” said Jm, “that I’'m hoping for such an attack. The question | have for you iswhich three of these
stesmogt closdly fit those requirements-or are there none that do? Tell me, if you will, the advantages
and disadvantages of those that you think do fit. Then tomorrow I'll go with you to look at each onein
tun.”

“I know three such you might consider,” said Snorrl harshly. “ Excdllent traps for those
two-legs-without-bodies. However, dl threelie at some distance from here, and the closest is perhaps
twenty miles, asyou and those like you reckon distance. If you come tomorrow, | will wait for you by the
firg of them.”

Heturned to look at Liseth and speak to her.

“That grouse-killer of yours can find mefromtheair,” he said to Liseth, “and then show Sir Jamesthe
way there”

“It would be hardly easy for Greywingsto first find you, then come back, then lead Jm to you,”
objected Liseth. “Cannot you meet Sir James here and lead him dl the way to thefirst place yourself?”

“No, for two reasons,” said Snorrl. “In thefirst place, why should | make around trip of forty milesor
morethat | do not have to make? Secondly, by thetime I’d met him here at sunrise and led him to the
first place, enough of the day would be gone so that it would be a question whether we could look at
both it and the two others before sunset. Then he would have hisway to make back in the dark.”

Snorrl grinned.

“I would not advisethat,” he said, “ particularly snce wewill bein Hollow Men territory dl thetime.”

Heturned to Jm.

“Have you any better suggestion, Sr Knight?’

“Asamatter of fact, | have,” said Jm. “Wait at thefirst place asyou said, and |, together with
Greywings, will find you.”

“Find me?’ echoed Snorrl. “I1t would take you aweek of daysto find me, if not more.”

“I don't think s0,” said Jm. “Y ou’ ve forgotten I’m amagician. | have my own ways of getting there with
Greywings, and | think we can doiit fairly quickly.”

“Very wdl,” sad Snorrl. “I will wait for you at thefirst location until the sun isdirectly overhead. Then, if
you' ve not come I’ Il be about my own business. | have no time to spend sunning mysdlf al day for your



purposes.”

“It'ssettled, then,” said Jm. Helooked at the sky, which was showing definite streaks of red from the
west. “We should be getting back to the castle, m’ Lady. | hope this good weather holds for tomorrow
too.”

“It will,” said Snorrl. Helooked once more at Liseth. “If you need me, I'm dways here, Liseth,” he said.
“Do meonething, Snorrl,” said Liseth. “ Take good care of Sir James. Please!”

Snorrl glanced a Jm.

“For your sake, Liseth,” hesaid, “yes, he shall be safe asfar as| can make him. | promise.”

Almost asif he possessed magic of hisown, Snorrl was suddenly gone. Liseth and Jim walked back to
their horses, mounted them and headed back to the castle.

“Sir James,” said Liseth, dmost timidly, once they were headed homeward, “how do you plan to go with
Greywings and find Snorrl asyou sad?’

“I have certain magic,” Imsad. “If you forgive me, I" d rather not tell you about it, now.”

Helooked around at the aready darkening woods. “Also, I'm never surein conditionslike thiswho
might belisening.”

“| take your meaning,” said Liseth, “asfar asyour last words are concerned.”
She shuddered.

So they returned to the castle together, in silence. Jm found himself feding alittle guilty a not being
completely open with Liseth; but he reminded himself of how much he said to these people of another
time was capable of misinterpretation and speculation.

There was no specific hecessity for hiding the magical acts he had the ability to perform. But performing
them might set off atrain of thought or action on the part of those witnessing, which might proveto have
conseguences he could end up regretting having put in motion.

Accordingly, hejoined the othersfor the evening med, paid a couple of visitsto Brian before bedtime;
and found him adegp both times, but with afair amount of the small beer drunk. Findly, Jm rolled himsalf
up in hisown mattress not far from Brian' sbed, at afairly early evening hour, since helooked forward to
risng with or before daylight. He dso left enough floor space for Dafydd, who was considerately yielding
al the bed to Brian at the moment.

It was, indeed, before daylight when he woke. He had become enough of a fourteenth-century person to
wake-most of the time-when he needed to. In this case, what he needed was to rise enough before
sunriseto dress, est and drink something, pack some more food and drink to take with him, and ride out
fromthe castle.

Hewould have preferred to have | eft the castle on foot; but that would have attracted al kinds of
attention. Knights did not go anywhere out of doors on foot when they could travel on horseback, any
more than the cowboys of the western plains-those same who had trained their horsesto stand



“ground-hitched” if the reins were dropped to the ground-had walked when they could ride.

About haf amilefrom the castle, he got off and tethered hishorse on afairly long tether to aface of
rock. It was only about twenty feet high, but vertica; and held alittle niche into which the horse could
back to face any predator that came at it. It was the most he could do for it; and it was for that reason
that, with a somewhat guilty fegling, he had borrowed one of the de Mer horses from the stable; rather
than riding out on his own war horse, who was too vauable to risk by leaving staked out al day likethis.

He patted the horse on the neck by way of gpology for leaving it done like this and took the food and
flask of drink he had packed. He carried these off until he was out of sight of the horse among the trees.
Experience had taught him that horses did not take kindly to histurning into adragon before their eyes.

A horse, quite clearly, did not bother to ask itself how a human could become adragon. It concentrated
merely on the most important fact-which was that there was suddenly now a dragon, complete with very
largejawsand claws, in itsimmediate vicinity; and usualy went wild with panic.

Once safely out of sight, he laid down hisfood and flask, then disrobed completely and rolled his
clothing up, including his boots. After amoment’ s thought he added his sword, in its scabbard.

Hetied clothes and food and weapons to his belt, looped the belt around his neck with the weight of the
sword and scabbard behind, across his shoulders; fastening the blt, findly, with the tang of itsbucklein
the last hole. Then he wrote on the blackboard on the inside of hisforehead:

ME?”DRAGON

Hefelt, as usual, no perceptible sense of change, except that the package of wegpons, food and drink
seemed to move upward on his back as his neck became very much thicker.

Looking down at hisformer arms and legs, however, he saw that they had become the forelegs and the
very strong hind legs of adragon. And he could fed the weight of the wings on his shoulders, together
with the tremendous muscles there that he needed for flying purposes. The bundle he had made up now
seemed to be holding firmly between a couple of the row of triangular bones that ran along the outside of
hisspine.

He had dipped a note under the door of Liseth’ s room before leaving the castle, with clearly printed
letters and smple words, telling her to give Greywings orders to show him the way to Snorrl; and
explaining that hewould bein thear in the form of adragon.

He gtretched hiswings, feding an actua pleasurein the latent power of those mighty wing muscles; and,
with aleap, sprang into the air and began swiftly climbing upward.

It was dragon practice, even dragon instinct, he had discovered long since, to climb to at least a
thousand or so feet, before starting to search for athermal-in other words, an updraft of air from the
surface below.

On such an updraft he could glide, making acircle with rigid out-swept wings, and without the effort of
persondly powering his heavy body through the air. Even with his great wings and massive wing muscles,
sraight flying was atremendous task. He reached his height and searched the sky for Greywings. But
there was no sight or sign of the falcon anywhere under that gradually brightening dome of pink whiteness
that wasthe early day seen from thisdtitude.



It was difficult craning his neck to turn his head enough to see behind him, so he gaveit up. The castle
was dwindling in the distance back there. He had not found atherma, and had ingtinctively goneinto a
glidewhich at ashdlow angle was taking him back to the earth below. He pumped hiswings again
vigoroudly, climbing another five hundred feet or so, and thought he caught a glimpse of aspeck inthe
sky that might be Greywings, before he went back into a glide again back toward the earth, still not
having found the thermal he needed.

He was beginning to wonder alittle bit at the difficulty at finding one of these updrafts. At dawn likethis,
with the sun hitting the night-cold ground, thermal's should be beginning, at least; although such thingsas
patches of woods and so forth might not yet have begun to set up asteady upward flow of warmed air
from the reflected sunlight.

He had dready lost what atitude he had recently gained and some more besides. Once more, alittle
angrily, he pumped hiswings and climbed agood eight hundred feet in addition. Once more, he went into
ashdlow glide; and wasjust beginning to think that he had felt athermal-though asmall one, onetoo
gmall to be of any useto aflier his sze-when there was the harsh cry of afalconin hisear and something
dedlt a stunning blow to the back of his head.

He shook his head, more out of habit than anything else. His dragon skull was quite thick enough not to
be bothered much by ablow that in his human body possibly could have made him unconscious-as,
clearly, the clawed knuckles of the falcon, both feet bunched together, had struck him at the end of adive
from the peregrine s obvioudy superior height.

Nor did he haveto be Liseth to interpret what that angry shout of afalcon’s had been. Roughly
trandated, it had meant, plainly enough:

“ Stop this damn bobbing around and start flying in sensble fashion!”

It had occurred to him that if the falcon was to keep diving on him like that, however, he might haveto
do something about it. Possibly he might roll over on hisback in mid-air, so asto catch thebirdin his
foreclaws, if not-lightly-in hisjaws; to teach her that, she would just have to put up with the fact that
dragons hed different problems from falconsin moving through the air. But at that moment hefinaly
found histhermal; and with relief went into a soaring circle, spirding up astrong updraft away from the
earth below.

Helooked around for Greywings, half expecting another blow on the back of the head, and was
abruptly relieved to see that the falcon was now circling on the same therma at ahundred feet above him.
Soaring was one thing they had in common. Even the peregrine could not fly steedily dl thetime, in spite
of the fact of being ableto dive on aprey at close to two hundred miles an hour.

As hewatched, Greywings broke out of the thermal, headed west, with the rising sun behind them,
found another therma and began circling again. Jm followed. Clearly their search was now beginning;
and they were beginning to work as ateam.

He had needed to remind himself that Greywings, no more than himsdlf, knew where Snorrl would be.
But the falcon was headed into the heart of the Cheviot Hills, or rather just above the heart of the Cheviot
Hills, and that was the direction where they were most likdly to find Snorrl.

Jm looked over the terrain below with his own, dragon’s, telescopic gaze. He could not see any place
such as he had described to Snorrl within view, nor any sgn of the wolf himsalf. He knew, however, that
the falcon probably had much better vision than he did; and was that much more likely to spot the wolf



fird.
He smply concentrated on following.
CHAPTER FOURTEEN

They spent a couple of hours soaring, from thermal to therma, with short flightsin between. The
peregrine evidently liked to pick apost of observation above fifteen hundred feet; and Jmin hisdragon
body tried to take the same dtitude, until he found that Greywings was uncomfortable unless shewas at
least a hundred or more feet above him.

He therefore made things easier for her by keegping his own atitude around the thousand-foot mark and
letting her pick her own post above that. From her higher atitude, of course, she was able to observe
more distance. Jm soared aong undernesth her, trying to remember what the advantages and limitations
of sght werefor abird like her.

He assumed that she could not seein color, as hisdragon’s eyes could. The dragon’ s vision evidently
was dmost an exact duplicate of the human range, and saw colors pretty much the way human beings do.
He knew it had been assumed that most animals saw only in black and white, and it had only been
recently before he and Angie had lft the world of their birth to come here inadvertently, that it had been
discovered that wolves, and therefore possibly and presumably dogs, saw at least two other colors, one
of them being red. He could not remember what the other color was.

Hewas disturbed at this point, by amemory about which he was doubtful. It seemed to him that he
remembered falcons, such as the peregrine-and for al he knew, al the class of hunting bird known as
hawks, as separate from those known as fa cons-a so would miss seeing anything on the ground that
stayed perfectly still-that their eyes were attracted by movement. If that was the case and Snorrl, waiting
for them at thefirgt of the possible locations that im wasto look at, waslying down or not otherwise
moving, Greywing' svison might passright over him.

Jm, worried, began to concentrate more strongly on searching the ground below himsdif.

However, whether Snorrl had happened to move just asthe falcon was looking at him, or whether Jm's
memory was playing tricks on him, it was only about haf an hour later that Greywings began to descend
onaspira, and Jm, following her down on his own updraft, saw they were approaching aplacein the
woods below that was evidently alittle higher than the rest of the landscape around it.

It was backed by rocks, or cliffs rather, as he had specified, and the space seemed ample. But only one
of the opened sides was treed; the other was avertical cliff down to astream for perhaps a hundred feet
below.

Thiswould not do. However, it was plain to Jm that if he turned up his nose immediately at thefirst pot
Snorrl had found him, the wolf might become annoyed and refuse to show him any more. He therefore
landed, which Greywings did not, only somefifty feet or so from where Snorrl waslying peacefully on his
Sde

Snorrl wasingtantly on hisfeet, sanding sdewaysto Jm, his other flank facing the treed dope and
poised, with one foot partialy raised to take hisbody weight off it, with only the toe tip touching the
ground.

It was dmost the same pose Jm had seen in a photograph, that a psychologist and wolf authority friend



of hishad described asbeing in a“classica fight or flight stance”; in other words, the wolf had his body
baanced ready to do either.

Jm hadtily wrote the magica formulaon theinsde of his skull and reverted to his naked human form with
the bundle and sword hanging down his back.

For amoment longer, Snorrl held his pose. Then circuitoudy and cautioudy he gpproached Jm, still with
his body balanced in such aposition so that he could run at amoment’ s notice.

“It'sdl right, Snorrl!” caled Jm. “It’sjust me. Sir James. | had to turn mysdlf into adragon in order to
fly so | could cover the ground to get here dong with Greywings.”

He now noticed that Greywings had settled down on the branch of anearby tree. But she too looked
uneasy with the Situation, and ready to teakethe air again in an ingant.

Snorrl did not answer, dthough he circled alittle closer. Jm, aware of the other’ s cautionary instincts,
stood ill and let Snorrl do the approaching. Findly, at last the wolf came up to him just barely to the
point where by stretching his neck to its greatest extent he could sniff directly at the naked flesh of Jm's
thigh. Hedid this, inhaling deeply for severd sniffs, then apparently relaxed. He was ill obvioudy out of
humor.

“Never sneak up on a Northumbrian wolf that way!” he growled. “Y ou could get yoursdlf in trouble!”

Jm forbore to point out that if he had stayed in his dragon body it was more likely to bethe
Northumbrian wolf who would have gotten himself into trouble, if any physica dispute had evolved.

“I didn’t snegk,” hesaid. “1 smply flew in, landed, quite openly, and changed back into my human
form.” He made an attempt to jolly Snorrl out of hisbad mood. “Y ou surely didn’t think you'd bein any
danger from anaked man?’

“You're not naked aslong as that sword is hanging down your back,” retorted Snorrl.

Jm was about to dispute thiswhen it occurred to him that in asense Snorrl was right. The phrase
“naked man” in medieva times could refer to someone fully dressed, but wearing no weapons. It was at
least one meaning for the words, and essentidly Snorrl was smply working himself out of what had
evidently been arather seriousfright on seeing adragon land dmost beside him.

“Soyou'readragon?’ said Snorrl, now, amogt asif he had read Jim'’ sthoughts.

“I'm not adragon,” said Jm. “I’m an ordinary human being. I'm Sir James. But I'm aso amagician and
| can change into dragon. Haven't you ever seen adragon before?’

“Therearen’t any around up herethat | know of,” said Snorrl, “and I’ d know if there were. It getsalittle
cold for them in winter time; and | understand they don’t like cold, though they cantakeit if they haveto.
It sthose big thick bodies. They must give off heet like acow if they’rein any closed-in placelikeasmall
cave. But, as| say, there don’t seem to be any around here-though | knew what you were, right

enough.”

“Then you should have aso known that dragons don’t go around hunting wolves,” said Jm. “They eat
cattle and other herbivoreslike that; they don’t prey on other predators.”



“| don’t know what you mean by al those long words,” said Snorrl. “But a Northumbrian wolf takes no
chances. A wolf who takes chances is a dead wolf, sooner or later.”

He broke off.

“Anyway,” hewent on, “you're here. Thisisthefirst of the places| wastelling you about. Doesit suit
your purpose?’

Jm felt that he was obligated to make some show of looking the place over. Accordingly, he stopped
just long enough to put on his hose and gambeson and ding the sword about his belt. Then he patrolled
the perimeter of the space, looking up at the cliffs, which were undeniably unclimbable, at the woods,
which were certainly thick enough for peopleto hidein, and findly over the diff edge at the nearly sheer
fal to the stream below. Findly, he came back to Snorrl, who had been waiting for him at the spot where
they had been spesking before.

“It' samogt exactly what | want,” Jm said. “But you see, | want the Hollow Men fenced in againgt cliffs
with no escape and to be able to surround all open sides by whoever we can bring to attack them. That
means| need dl sdesto dope away and be thickly treed. This cliff here-a Hollow Man who took off his
armor to become invisible might be able to get down it somehow, and escape. Our whole plan isto have
agtuation where none of them escape. So they’ll dl bekilled off at once and none of them ever rise

agan.”

“I wishyou luck,” said Snorrl harshly. “Thediff won't do, isthat it?’

“Theplaceisaposshbility,” said Im diplomaticaly, “but I'd like to look at your other two spotsfirst and
seeif one of themisn't more suitable.”

“Very wdl,” said Snorrl, turning away from him. “All oneto me.”
He trotted off into the trees.

Jm hadtily got back out of his clothes, bundled them up and fastened them to the sword belt, put
everything back around his neck and changed back into adragon. The minute he did so Greywings took
off in asudden explosion of flight and started upward hersdlf, asif the change had darmed her. Jm
leaped into the air and followed.

However, from this point on, he did not so much follow Greywings aslet Greywingsfollow him. Hewas
ableto find Snorrl moving among the treesin the woods and smply stay above, moving from thermal to
thermal asthey went dightly westward and downhill until Snorrl brought Jm at last to the second site,
where Jm landed and turned himsdf back into a human.

After dressing-because even with the warming of the day, the air was chill in early spring-Jim explored
this second place. It was dmost perfect. Its dimensions were dightly greater than those of thefirst one he
had seen-there was no doubt about there being room here for two thousand standing men even in armor,
and even dlowing for afew on horseback. The cliffswere unclimbable, risng up from the ground on two
Sdes; and scaling down into boulders and rubble at their ends. There was no dliff falling from any side.

Instead the dightly raised, dightly green open space was surrounded by woods. It even had astone
ledge a the foot of the cliffsrisng from it, that could act as a stage or platform from which the Scottish
messenger and the leaders of the Hollow Men could speak to the rest of them. The only difficultieswere
that there was a stream coming in a sort of near waterfal down one face of the cliff, and thisformed



something of asmall pool at the bottom before spilling out in asmall creek that flowed across the open
gpace and into the trees. The difficulty with that creek was that the ground for several yards on either side
of it was boggy, and would make for bad fighting ground when the time came. 1t would be easy to dip
and fdl in the damp surface underfoot.

The other objection to the areawas that the treesimmediately surrounding it were rather more sparse
than they had been at the firgt place. Obvioudy, any attacking force would have to wait farther back in
them, to be hidden from those gathered in the open space, particularly in daylight.

“Wdl?" asked Snorrl, after im had made his circuit.

“It' svery closeto being exactly what | want,” said Jm, alowing the enthusiasm to sound in hisvoice,
though he doubted whether Snorrl paid much attention to the intonations of the human spesking to him. “I
could use some more trees so that it would be more thickly grown, right up to the edge here; and | could
do without that stream running acrossit; but outside of those things, it’sfine.”

“Do you want to look at any more, then?” asked Snorrl.

“Yes. You said you had one more, didn't you?” answered Jm.

“That’sright,” said Snorrl, “and it’ sonly alittle distance off. Y ou could walk it.”

“Thanks. I'll fly,” said Jm. Hetook up his clothes-bundle, fixed it in carrying position, and turned back
into adragon. Then he sprang into the air. Snorrl had already disappeared into the trees, but Jim located
him without difficulty. Jm was aso pleased to see, proceeding aong with them and amost aspeck inthe
sky, S0 high up shewas, Greywingsin attendance.

Snorrl had been right about the other location being close. It must have been lessthan amile. Jm sat
down in hisdragon body with athump, in the middle of what was dmost aperfect circle of level earth
that would be thick with groundcover in another month, but aready had afew sparse ends of greenery
poking out of the dark earth.

Looking around himsdlf, he was amazed. This place was so idedl that it might have been constructed
solely for his purposes.

He changed back into his human body, dressed and went to look it over. The cliffswere there with no
stream and circling not merely perhaps haf the open area but more like two-thirds of it. On the open
sdes the trees marched up small dopesright to the open ground; and they were close and thick.

He made the tour of the areafedling more pleased every minute.

“Youlikethisone” Snorrl announced.

Now how had the wolf known? Jm asked himsdlf. That a creasture who was essentidly indifferent to
such obviousthings asthe intonation of his voice should be so perceptive was magic of another fashion.

He stared at Snorrl; but refrained from asking directly how the other had sensed hisreaction. When he
got back to his own castle and had a chance to talk to Aargh, he would tell Aargh what the situation had
been like and perhaps Aargh would tell him how Snorrl had known. Or, knowing Aargh, perhaps not.

“I don’t know how it could be better,” said Jm. “Theforest isthick about it, there’ sno stream dividing it



with soft ground on either side. In fact there' s nothing wrong with it at al. Except-

It had suddenly struck him that the circle of open ground wasfar too smal a space into which to crowd
two thousand human bodies; et done alowing for an equa number to attack them. He was dmost ready
to laugh at theirony of it. It waslike the case of Cinderdla s sep-sistersin the fairy story, who could not
cram their large feet into Cinderelld s glass dipper, try asthey might. He was faced with the same
problem.

“It'stoo smdl, I'm afraid,” he said to Snorrl. “Thereisn't room enough for al the Hollow Men here, let
aone spacefor usto movein and kill them.”

“I didn’t think you’ d be easy to please,” growled Snorrl. “I wasright. What do you expect meto do, go
hunting for some more places for you to look a?’

“These were the best three, | thought you said?” Jim asked.
“That'sright,” said Snorrl.

“Thenit'ssettled,” said JIm. “We |l use the second place, the one you just showed me with the stream
and the rather thin woods next to it. | should have known that no place would be just what | wanted.”

“I could havetold you that,” said Snorrl. “It' safailing among you people that go on two legs, with rare
exceptionslikethat of Liseth. Nothing redly ever satisfiesyou.”

“No,” said Jm, “| am satisfied. | like and want the second place.”

“Wdl enough,” said Snorrl. He sat down for amoment to scratch with vigor with hisleft rear leg high on
hisleft Sde, then got to hisfeet again and shook out hisfur.

“Maybeyou'll tell me now,” he said. “How do you plan dl this? What' sto happen?’

“A good dedl,” said Jm. “A great dedl, even before we start. First we have to capture aman who's
coming from Scotland. Would you like to be apart of al this?’

Snorrl looked at him both cautioudy and curioudy.
“Why should | stir mysdlf for your sske?’ he said.

“Becauseyou'd enjoy it,” said Jm, who had not known Aargh for dmost two years and fought
aongsdethat oversized English wolf without learning something about wolvish nature,

“Ah, that,” Snorrl answered after amoment of silence. “Perhaps, if it was something I'd liketo do.”

“It dl depends,” said Jm. “ Tl me something. We humans smdll, don’t we?’

“All creaturessmdl,” said Snorrl, *“ humans often a bit more than others. They even have someinteresting
amells, though they don’t seem to gppreciate those particular smells much themselves. The smell of rotting

flesh never seemed to please any human | know.”

“Wel, yes,” said Jm, rather wishing he was back in his dragon body, which had never seemed to notice
or object to rotting flesh when finishing off the carcass of acow found dead in afield. Dragons, he had



discovered to his surprise a atime when he had been one, could be scavengers like vultures, when it
cameto certain types of foods like medt.

“All right, then,” hesaid, “humans smdl. Do Hollow Men smd|?’

“Of coursethey do!” snapped Snorrl. “In fact that may be one reason they’ re afraid of me, since | know
that they’ re there even when they haven’t got clothes on.”

“And | takeit,” said Jm, “that, like humans, they dl smell differently.”

“So | cantedl onefrom the other?’ said Snorrl. “Certainly. Y ou don’t look dike, do you? Neither do
they, nor would they, if you could see them. So they don’t smell dike, either.”

“Good!” said Jm. “Then you're just what we' re going to need. Y ou see, we plan to intercept this man
coming from Scotland with gold for the Hollow Men, so that the Hollow Men will lead an attack into
English territory.”

“Gold! Silver!” said Snorrl. “What two-legs can seein those cold pieces of stone | don’t know.”

“It' ssomewhat hard to explain,” said Jm. “Anyway, the point ishe Il be coming and he'll have gold. So,
we plan to capture him. Then I'll take his place and go down there. There, I'll hand out gold to at least
some of the Hollow Men. Eventually I’ll hand out gold to each one of them. What we want to do is make
sure that no Hollow Man comes up twiceto get paid. If you'reby my side, you'll be ableto tel meif
Someone coming up is someone who's been up there before. Won't you?”

“I don't seewhy not,” said Snorrl. “1f nothing elsethey’ll have handled the gold by that timeand | can
tell they’ ve been up before that way.”

Jm looked a himin surprise.
“Gold doesn't smdll,” hesaid.

“No,” Snorrl grinned evilly, “but gold that’ s been handled by smelly people-hands does. You'll have
handled it in passing it to them, then they’ | have handled it, so some of your smell will be on them.”

“Y ou mean you can smell something that faint with your nose?’ said Jim, astonished.

“I canif it' sfresh,” said Snorrl. “Giveit three hoursand | won't be able to tel what’ swhat. But if you've
handled gold and then they handled it, alittle of your scent will have picked up-that | can smell for
perhaps the next hour or so-up close, of course. Besides, I'll probably recognize the smell of most of
them and remember the ones who' ve been up before.”

“Fine” said Jm, “you can liethere besdeme as| hand it out and look &t them. You'll like that, won't
you?’

“They’ Il walk around me as much asthey can,” said Snorrl, hisyelow eyesgleaming, “but I’ [l know.
Yes, I'll likeit.”

“Would you likeit alittle moreif | use my magic to make you about double your size in gppearance?’

Snorrl looked sharply a him.



“Y ou can do that?”
“l can,” said Jm.

Snorrl opened hisjawsin what Jm had learned, from watching Aargh, was awolf-equivalent of alaugh;
dthough it was entirdly slent.

“Then there' sno doubt about it!” said Snorrl. *Y ou can count on me being beside you, then-and
anywhere e se you need me.”

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Back at the castle, Jm went in search of Liseth, mindful of the fact that enough time had gone by so that
they would have to change that first bandage on Brian’ swound.

Hefound her at last, however, with her deevesrolled up in the kitchen; supervising what |ooked
suspicioudy like anormaly unheard-of generd washing. Sheinsisted on feeding him first before
rebandaging Brian, pointing out that it was now full noon.

“Noon, dready?’ hesaid. “Why, it seems| just |eft here an hour or so ago and it was dawn then.”

“Yes” sad Liseth, “and don't think I'll quickly forget the fact that you didn’t take me with you. | know |
would ve been ahdp.”

“Youwould, indeed,” said Jm, as soothingly as possible. “However, there was a certain matter of magic
concerning mysalf and Snorrl which needed to be discussed privily between us. You'll learn of it
eventualy. | haveto beg your forgiveness for not | etting you know about it now.”

“Oh, well,” said Liseth. Sherolled down her deeves and turned away from the huge vat of water in
which what looked like about a haf-ton of assorted clothes and other laundry werefloating, “if it’ sthat,
of course... but | shall remember that you promised to tell me. Y ou must tell mefirst, before anyone e se,
if you wish to make up for leaving me behind!”

“I can only promise,” said Jm, in hismost courtly manner, “to do my best totdll you first.”

“Well, agentleman’ s-nonethdless, | shdl expect it,” said Liseth. “Y ou say you need my help now to
change the bandage on Sir Brian?’

“Yes, indeed,” said Jm. “Particularly | want you to make sure that the cloths we use are absol utely
boiled clean, and that they have been handled by clean handsonly.”

“I had them carried after boiling only by the four who attended Sir Brian, and that only after they had
satisfied me that they had used water and soap to make their hands as clean asif they had just been born.
They put the clothsto dry on ascreen before the fire over there. Shall we take them up with us?’

“I'm afraid I d better wash my handsfirst before handling them,” said Jim.

“I can carry them,” said Liseth. “Would m’' Lord care to examine my hands?’

She held them up for hisingpection, first pams up and then turned over. They were indeed clean, and



therewas no hint of dirt under the nalls.

“Never havel seen hands“ began Jm, frantically searching his mind for acompliment, and finding one
jugtintimethat would bein termsof thisworld, “since | first took up the practice of magic, that were so
deanl”

“Oh, well,” said Liseth lightly, but there were suddenly smdll pink spots on the skin above her cheek
bones, “I’m my father’ s and mother’ s daughter, after al. | should do all things properly. Do you want to
go up, then?’

“Why yes,” said Jm, “and then | can eat lunch afterwards, after all.”

“Oh! M’Lord, | forgot!” said Liseth. “ Certainly not. Sir Brian isnot in such dire straits that he cannot
wait for you to break your fast, since | suspect you' ve eaten nothing so far today. Sit you down at the
high table and it will be brought to you.”

She whisked off to the kitchen; and Jim let her go, seeing no redl benefit in mentioning he had esten
before leaving. He sat down at the high table, discovering he did have an gppetite, anyway, after dl. In
the process of examining the three locations with Snorrl he had forgotten al about the food and drink he
hed carried with him.

He decided he must find someplace to ether hide the package or get rid of it. Possbly the easiest thing
sometime this afternoon would be to eat the bread and meat he had brought and empty the bottle-not
necessarily down histhroat, however, snce wine wastoo plentiful in hisdiet in any case.

Thefood arrived. The same bread but different meat, and, of course, more wine. Jm polished off the
food, but drank as sparingly as possible of thewine.

Still, he found when he was ready to get up from the table he had drunk quite abit more than he would
have done ayear ago, on alunch occasion likethis.

It might be, he thought, that he was becoming used to it. If so, it was not surprising. The water was not
safeto drink; and he redlly sympathized with Sir Brian drinking the small beer. Small beer would keep
you from dying of thirst, but that was about the best you could say for it.

It not only was flavored differently in every place you cameto, with every kind of condiment from
rosemary to onions; but it was always athin, flat, bitter brew with little to recommend it except that it was
amog certainly safer than theloca water.

At the same time he found himsdlf worried somewhat by the thought of what the steedy and fairly heavy
intake of wine might do to hisliver over amatter of years. Particularly if he ended up staying herefor a
lifetime, asit looked like he and Angie very well might.

The norma way of summoning people around the castle was smply to shout. It did not seem to Jim that
it was polite for him to shout for Liseth, the way one of her brothers or her father might do. He
compromised.

“Ho!” he shouted.

A servant appeared. One who conspicuoudy had not yet washed his hands, nor apparently changed his
clothesin severd years.



“M’Lord?’ he asked, bowing dightly.

“Tel m’'Lady Liseth that I’ vefinished edting,” said Jm.

“At once, m'Lord,” said the man and went off at arun toward the kitchen.

A moment later, Liseth put in an appearance with an untidy bundle of clean clothsin her arms. Im was
about to offer to help her fold them up neatly so asto make an easier package to carry, then glanced at
his own hands and thought better of it.

“Shdl wego, then, Sir James?’ said Liseth. Thefact that she addressed him by hisknightly title rather
than hisrank indicated she now felt like afull partner in the upcoming operation. A recognition on her
part that from now they were going to be co-workers.

“Absolutdy,” said Jm.

They took to the stairs; and, after afour-story climb and awak down the corridor, reached the room
where Brian lay. He was awvake when they got there, and being given some of the small beer to drink by
al four of hisattendants. In fact, what Sir Brian was doing was drinking and &t the same time swearing at
them roundly-Jim suspected because the clumsy way they were holding him was putting pressure on his
wound. But, being who and what he was, the knight was finding other excusesto complain.

“Damme! Don't hold me likethat!” He was roaring at the man holding him up from the bed and the
other man supporting his head. “ And you don't have to hold my head asif you were going to twist it off,
ether! | can hold my own head up. All the lump-fisted, pig-brained-

He broke off on seeing Jm and Liseth enter.

“Ah, m’'Lord, m'Lady,” he said in avoice so entirely welcoming and different that the change was almost
comic, “agood morning to you. See for yoursdf, James, I’m probably haf-healed dready!”

“That' swhat | intend to do, with m’Lady Liseth’shelp,” said Jm.

“Put me down, you stupid cattle!” snapped Brian reverting to his earlier manner and addressing the four
servants. “ Can't you see m' Lord is here to examine me? Make room there! Stand back!”

The four gently lowered him to the bed and scurried away to thefar walls.

Heturned to Jm and Liseth again.

“Well, James,” he said, throwing hisarmswide on the bed, “ examine me!”

“Inamoment,” said Jm. “I must wash my handsfirst.” Liseth had aready turned to the servants and
apparently done nothing but glare at them, but they were dready producing abasin, some water and

some soap.

“It'spart of the magic, you understand,” Jm explained to Brian as he pushed up hisdeevesand
prepared to immerse his handsin the bowl of water that was being held for him.

“Oh!” said Brian. Then he frowned, doubtfully. “James, | never remember seeing Carolinus wash his



hands.”

“And | should think not!” said Jm, with as much indignation as he could manage. “ An honored,
esteemed, AAA+ magician like Carolinus wash hishandsin front of any non-magician? Unthinkable!”

“Of course,” said Brian humbly. “Forgive me, James. | didn't redize.”

“Of coursenot,” Jm said, in akindly voice. Helooked suspicioudy at the water in the basinin front of
him. “Has this water been boiled?’

“Oh, yes, m'Lord,” said one of the women servants, who was not holding the basin and therefore could
give asort of abob which was neither a curtsy nor anything else, but passed for an acknowledgment of
the Stuation. “Only yesterday.”

“Yesterday!” said Jm, now summoning as much anger into hisvoice as he could. “Y esterday won't do
any good! | want some boiled fresh.”

“Lucy Jardine!” snapped Liseth a one of the women. “Down with you to the kitchen thisinstant and
bring up abowl of water fresh from one of the vatsthat are boiling right now and have had nothing-no
clothes or anything dse-iniit!”

“Yes, m'Lady,” said Lucy Jardine, and ran oui.

“Itill becomesme,” said Sir Brian after amoment to Jm and Liseth, “not to offer you the hospitdity of
something to drink. But | fear me thismagic smal beer might not be quite to your taste exactly-*

“Why, it would be excdllent,” cooed Liseth. Then she looked uncertainly at Jm. “That is, if Sir James-*

“I'mafrad not,” said Jm sternly. “Recall the specid duty we' re engaged in here, m’Lady. It would be
for the best if neither of us had anything to drink, smal beer or anything else”

“Ah! Well, thereyou are,” said Liseth to Sr Brian. “I’m sorry, Sir Brian.”
“Not at dl, m’Lady,” said Brian. “Itis| who am regretful to be such asorry hogt.”

They continued exchanging deprecatory compliments for anumber of minutes. At onetime thiswould
have astonished Jm. But he had learned it was the smdll talk of polite society under conditionslikethis.
After awhile, Lucy Jardine returned with the basin, the water in it seaming visibly and her face contorted

by pain.

“Set the basin down!” said Jm hagtily. “Lucy Jardine, if you ever haveto fetch such abasin of water for
me again, take a couple of cloths-clean ones, that is-and use them to hold the basinin bringing it up.”

“Thank you, m’Lord,” said Lucy, wringing her hands behind her after putting the basin on the table. “But
m'’ Lady did specify that the basin should befilled directly from water that was freshly boiling. Luckily
therewas avat of such in thekitchen.”

“Wadl, remember what | told you in thefuture,” said Jm. “Come here, let melook at your fingerswhere
you hedit.”

Very shyly, she came up to him and displayed hands that had been at least partially washed, and



therefore did a better job of showing the fact that she had acquired some blisters on the fingers that had
pressed against the meta of the bagin.

“Go down again to the kitchen,” said Jm, “and have someone down there rub grease thickly on those
fingers and then wrap them each gently with astrip of dried, freshly boiled cloth, if there sany Ieft. Also
send somebody up here to take your place with Sir Brian.”

“If it pleasem’ Lord,” said Lucy, “I can come back mysalf and do dl that | should. These small thingson
my fingersare nothing.”

Evidently, Jm decided, Sr Brian's stiff upper lip had its counterpart among the servants as well.
“Very wel,” hesad, “come back yourself, but have the ringers taken care of as| told you. Go now.”

She went. Once she had |eft the room, he cautioudy tested the water that wasin the basin. It was ill

hot but down to aleve of heat where he could safely put his handsin it. He took the cake of soft, and
very greasy, Soap that one of the men servants was holding out to him, smeared it al over hishands and
cautioudy immersed them in the water. After washing his hands vigoroudy, he turned to Liseth and took
one of the clean cloths he suddenly redlized shewas till holding. The weight of what she had carried was
not great, but it was an awkward bundle.

He dried his hands on the cloth, and laid it down on Sir Brian's bed.
“Y ou can put the other cloths here, m'Lady,” he said.

She unloaded her aamswith aperceptible air of relief.

Jm turned to the two men servants.

“Now, thetwo of you,” he said, “would you dide the bed and Sir Brian on it out more toward the center
of the room so that m’ Lady and | can get on opposite sides of it?’

They obeyed.

Moving around to the far side of the bed, once the servants had gone back againgt thewall, Jm faced
Liseth on the other sde.

“Now, m'Lady,” hesaid, “let me show you how we will fold these cloths.”

The clothswere of dl sorts of different materid, but largely of woven wool. They had, of course, shrunk
in the boiling water. However, Liseth had evidently anticipated this; and started out with much larger
pieces of cloth than they might have needed otherwise. What was left, Jm with Liseth folded into elther
sguares or long strips, the long strips to be those that would act as a bandage directly on Brian’ swound.
Jm reserved two of the thinnest, hardest cloths-which must have been, he thought, linen. He unfolded
these and arranged them so as to wrap around the other cloths and keep them fairly germ-free; so that
they would not need to be freshly boiled before the next bandage change.

Hewasnot at al sure that thiswould keep the under-cloths clean enough for covering an open wound.
But then, everything he was doing here was by guess and by gosh; plusafew little snatches and bits of
first @d he remembered from his own time and world.



Ah, wdll, he thought to himsdlf, after dl, they could only do the best they could. It would, in fact, have
been the best he could have done for himsdlf; if-as was more than likely- one of these days he ended up
in Brian' s position and without Angie around to help.

Brian and the four servants watched them interestedly. When dl the cloths were folded and taken care
of oneway or another, Jim lifted the bedclothes off Brian’ s upper body and exposed the long strip of
cloth that covered hiswound.

“I'm afraid the bandage will be stuck to the wound; and it’s going to be rather painful when | pull if off,”
he said to Brian.

“My dear James,” said Brian, “what of it?’
“Wdl, nothing,” said Jm. “I just thought I'd mentioniit.”
“Pull away,” said Brian, with awave of hishand.

Jm accordingly did. The bandage was indeed, glued hard to the wound by dried blood. Outsde of a
small twitch at the corner of Brian’s mouth, the other gave no sign that therewas any discomfort a dl in
having the cloth yanked |oose from the dash in hisside. As soon asthey removed it, the wound began to
bleed again. Somewhere, Jm had been told that thiswas a good sign; and that the wound should be let
bleed for alittlewhileto help clear itself of any possible matter or infection that had gotten into it Sncethe
first bandage was put on.

Accordingly, he waited afew moments, mopping up the excess fresh blood from the edge of the wound.
The gtrip of cloth they had taken off was an ugly sight with jellied red and black blood striping it dl the
way down, where the cloth had rested against the wound.

Jm could not help fedling alittle queasy, looking at the open, bleeding wound and the strip of cloth. The
flesh was flushed dightly around the wound. But looking closdly at it, Jm did not think that it had become
infected.

Looking up, however, he found no echo of hisfedingsin the faces around him. Brian was |ooking almost
proudly at the blood on the bandage, Liseth was examining it with bright-eyed interest, and the servants
were crowding forward to look at both wound and bandage themselves.

Jm passed the bandage to Liseth, who immediately handed it off to the nearest servant, who happened
to be one of the two men.

“Y ou’ ve been watching closdly,” Jm said to Liseth, in as authoritative avoice as he could manage. “This
isthe proper magic treatment for all such wounds, and you may have to do what we' re doing here now
for Sr Brianif | haveto leavethe castle for some days.”

“You'releaving, James?’ asked Brian interestedly. “Not for afew daysyet, | hope. | will be up and
about in that time, and we can go together.”

“I'm sorry, Brian,” said Jm, “but I’ m going on a secret mission; and it will be best to leave you behind to
help take care of matters here, if necessary.”

“Damnit now!” said Brian. “Am | dl that necessary, with the whole de Mer family here?’



“I will betaking some of the de Mer family at least, dong with me,” said Jm. “Particularly Sir Herrec, if
heiswilling to go. That will leave you asthe only experienced knight with age and authority on hand.”

“True,” said Sir Brian. But he was obvioudy downcast.
“Y ou've sad nothing about thisto me-thisleaving,” said Liseth across the bed, looking fixedly a Jm.

“Itisnot just the proper time and opportunity,” said Jm, looking meaningfully at the servants-not without
afeding of guilt, snce he knew that they were merely an excusein this case. But the trick worked, both
with Brian and with Liseth.

“Ah. Of course,” said Liseth. “And that iswhy you will be wanting me to take care of Brian whileyou're
absent?

“Yesm'Lady,” said Jm, “if you will be so good.”

“It will be my duty, of course!” said Liseth. Whether by accident or design, she managed to move just
then so asto jangle the keys at her bdt. “ So that’ swhy you have me here with you now, not so much to
ad you in what you' re doing, asto learn how such things are done. But you have not taught me the spells
to magic the smdl beer.”

“That’s something ese | haven't had timeto do. But | will, before| leave,” said Jm, making a mentdl
note to make up some kind of odd arrangement of words that would give the impression of putting a spell
on the beer.

“Aswadl as other magic dements” said Liseth, driving the point home.

“Much of themagic isin the handling,” said Jm. “Asit isin the use of sogp and water thisway. Buit |
promise you, you shdl befully informed before | leave. Now, we must get a new bandage on that
wound.”

He chose one of the long strips that were laid out on the linen he had spread on the bed, having Liseth
take the other end.

“Now,” hesaid to her, “either one of us can do this alone, using both hands, but it is more effective and
the chances of getting the bandage on straight are better if you put your end down and | put mine down
a the sametime. Ready?’

“Ready, m’'Lord,” said Liseth, frowning fiercely at the end of the cloth in her hands. She held it poised
above the end of the dash that was closest to her.

“Good. Now I’m going to count one, two, three, and then say ‘down’,” said Jm. “Ready? One, two,
three-down!”

They put the bandage on the wound, and then Jm showed Liseth how it should be tied down with cloth
srips around Brian' s chest. When it was al done he put the covers back over Brian's naked chest.

“Now, we'll bundle dl the boiled strips up in these other pieces of cloth I’ ve spread out, then tie them up
tightly, youand I,” Jm said to Liseth. “ Then we'll put the bundles at the back of the table here, if we can
make space for it-no, we can’'t make space. Well, we'll put it at the foot of the bed. Be careful, Brian,
not to kick it off onto the floor.”



“Of course| won't,” said Brian.

“It's of utmost importance that those cloths ingide there are not touched by anyone else but me or Liseth
and-that they eventualy touch no one ese but you,” said Jim.

“| understand,” said Liseth. She turned to the servants. “Do dl of you understand?’
There was a chorus of voices assuring her that they did.

“Now, m’ Lady, we must be getting back downgtairs,” said Jm.

“Could you not stay awhile and talk?” asked Brian, so wistfully that Jm amost gavein.

“I'd liketo, Brian,” he said, “and if there' stime before | leave, we' Il have some long talks. But for the
present it’ simportant that | gather Dafydd and dl the men of the de Mer household here with mein the
Great Hall for adiscussion of sorts.”

He put one hand gpologeticaly on Brian's good shoulder, and Brian covered it for amoment with his
own hand.

“I will be patient, James,” said Brian, “I promise you.”

Thismeek and trusting assurance threatened for asecond to break Jim'’s composure; but he kept his
face as stern as he could and ssmply nodded.

“I' know you will,” he said. He took his hand away and turned to Liseth. “ Shal we go then, m’ Lady?’
“If mLord wishes” said Liseth.

They went out. On the way down the gtairs, Liseth bubbled over with questions, that Jm did hisbest to
ether satisfy or parry. Thefirst and most important was whether she was to be included in the conference
downinthe Great Hall.

Jm had no real reason to keep her away fromiit, athough he found himsalf worrying about what kind of
suggestions and intrusions she might make into the conversation. Perhaps, he thought, he could dip ahint
to her father to keep her quiet during the important parts. If her brothers could be caled curious, it had to
be admitted that Liseth outdid all of them together two times over, in curiosity. She wanted to know the
why and wherefore of everything.

To get her mind off that, JIm went into the business of the care of Brian while he was gone. He explained
that cloths should be boiled fresh every day and be ready in case anything had happened to those | ft
over from the day before. In fact, to be completely safe, freshly boiled and dried cloths should be used
every day, provided it was she hersdf who carried them upstairs. He managed to convey, without exactly
saying o, that her carrying them upstairs somehow hel ped to infuse the cloths with the healing magic.
Liseth took this as acompliment.

Inall things, Liseth expressed hersdf asbeing not only able, but willing to take care of everything exactly
as he said. Then she brought the conversation back to the business of the gathering.

“My father and my brothers, with Lachlan, are out around our own land, right now,” shesaid. “1 don't



believe any of them have |&ft the vicinity of the castle, however. Shdll | send servantsto call them in?’

“If you'dbesokind,” said Jm. “Tell them | consider it most urgent that we talk together as soon as
possible; and that right away would not be too soon. Particularly this should be impressed on your
father.”

“That iseadly answered,” said Liseth. “1 will ride after my father mysdlf. | know where he will be found.
Asfor your friend the bowman, heisactudly in the castle, or just outside somewhere, working away with
those specid arrowsthat he' s been making against the Hollow Men; like those that had such success
agang them yesterday, when we were with the Little Men.”

“That remindsme,” said Jim. “I haveto talk to the Little Men, too, as soon as possible-after I ve talked
to your father and brothers, of course.”

“Say you 0?7’ said Liseth. “Then wewill need Snorrl again. | can send Greywings after him, but he will
be out of humor if he hasto travel along distance to get back here, after just being with you.”

“I will gpologizeto himwhen | seehim, then,” said Jm.

“I would advise you do not,” said Liseth serioudy. “ Snorrl isnot like we people. An gpology means
nothing to him. He does not apologize himsalf or understand it from others, except asasign of
weskness.”

“Thanksfor teling me” said Jm.

He should have known that, he told himsalf. He should have learned it from Aargh. In what other,
possibly important ways might he be migudging Snorrl?

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

“I believe,” Jm was saying three hours | ater, when they werefinaly dl assembled about the high table,
and the afternoon was drawing to its close, “I’ ve got a plan to ded with the envoy from Scotland with the
gold and the Hollow Men both. Particularly, away to perhaps get rid of the Hollow Men forever.”

He paused and licked hislips. He had sat at that table waiting for these others as they trickled in one by
one, beginning with Dafydd, and ending with Herrac himsdlf, who-surprisingly enough-took longer to
arivethan hissons. Asaresult, Jm had been killing time, faced with continua servings of food and wine.
He had managed to avoid most of the food but had drunk more wine than he would have liked at atime
when he wished to be clear-voiced and persuasive.

However, it now gppeared that hisinitid statement to the rest of them had been bombshell enough inits
own right to make up for any blurring in hisvoice while he uttered it.

“Did | understand you to say, m’Lord,” said Sir Herrac, hisvoice overriding and ingtantly sllencing the
clamor that had been set up by hissonsall suddenly speaking at once, “that you thought you had away
torid usforever of the Hollow Men?’

“I believe we have that chance,” said Jm. “1t'll require aforce of fighting men from the Border area; and
the ass stance of some others-whom | plan to go find tomorrow with the wolf Snorrl, if he also can be
found by that timeto lead meto them.”



“Thenlet ushear it, in God' sname!” said Sir Herrac, with more emotion in hisvoice than Jm had heard
there snce his mention of his dead wife.

“Yes, m' Lord!” echoed Liseth, her eyes shining. She had been accepted as one of the party at the table,
along with Dafydd and Lachlan MacGreggor, whom Jm had aso needed there, and whom he had
forgotten to mention to her in hisfirgt talk of the conference he wished to have.

“That will do, daughter!” said Sir Herrac to her. “ Remember you are here on the condition that you listen
but do not spesk, at least without asking my permisson firs.”

“Yes, Father,” Liseth dutifully repested the litany that seemed to come dmost immediately to the lips of
al thede Mer childrenin their father’ s presence.

“Now, m’'Lord James,” said Sir Herrac, turning once moreto Jm, “1 believe you may have been about
to answer me.”

“Yes, indeed,” said Jm. “The plan isessentially smple. With Snorrl I’ ve been ableto find aplace from
which the Hollow Men, once al gathered together, can’t easily escapeif attacked in acertain fashion.
I’m going to try to make each one of them pick up his gold personaly-to make surethey’ll dl be there.”

“Itwill tekealargeforce” said Herrac, “to kill them dl, though. | know not how many friends| can
bring to our hdp.”

“I thought of that,” said Jm. “| suggest that the schiltrons of the Little Men, who fight on foot, with
spears, charge the Hollow Men first when they are unprepared, then open lanes through their ranks for
the Borderers when the Hollow Men begin to turn and fight.”

“TheLittle Men!” exploded Herrac; and dl his sons, aswell as Lachlan, began speaking at once.
Herrac quieted them down.
“Goon, SrJames” hesad grimly. “The Little Men, you said.”

“Yes” answered Jm. “I’d like to see them included in this. Not only because they are hereditary
enemies of the Hollow Men, going back even before the time of the present families of folk like you on
the Border. But because they may have certain abilities and advantages that we lack; to make sure that
when we finish every Hollow Man there will be dain. This, of course, so that none of them can return to
lifeagain; and you'll dl befreeof them, at lagt.”

Herrac rubbed his massve chin thoughtfully with an equally massve forefinger.

“Not dl Borderers completely trust and like the Little Men,” he said, “though-to be truthful -1 know of
none who hold any particular feud with them or grudge against them. It isonly that there are stories... As
to the Little Men’ s attitude toward we people, | have no ideawhat that would be. Y ou will have to make
sure of that for yoursalf. But assuming that something like this can be done, and done successfully, what
wasyour plan for getting dl the Hollow Men-mark me, al the Hollow Men- into this place where they
might be trapped and killed?’

“That too,” said Jm, “isessentidly smple, dthough it will make use of some rather unusua methods;
and, to be truthful, some magic on my part.”



He turned to Lachlan MacGreggor.

“I believe you said something about this envoy being close to the Scottish King?” he said.

“I didnasay something about it,” said Lachlan, “I said it. Otherwise it couldnabe. For one thing, the sum
of gold the man will be carrying. 1t'll be the complete first part of the bribefor al the Hollow Men; and
that’ saweighty sum for the King to entrust to anyone but one of his closest lap-dogs. So the
MacDougall, who will be the envoy, will undoubtedly come himsdif, as| told ye earlier, mounted and
with asmall guard of men; and pack horses with the gold loaded on them.”

“Y ou know him by sght,” said Jm, “thisMacDougd|?’

“Know him? Och, man, how could | not? I’ ve seen him often enough at court and elsewhere,” answered
Lachlan. “There s somethat think him abraw callant, but he/ sawee man in my estimation and
over-Frenchified for my taste. What's my knowing how helooksto do with this?’

“I planto take hisplace,” answered Jm.

Lachlan stared at him, and then let out ahoot of laughter.

“I’'veno mind to insult you,” he said, once he was through laughing. “But you' re alittle over-large and
heavy in the shoulders and upper body to passfor the MacDougall, and nothing in your face that’ slike
his. And even if you were histwin brother, you haven't hisairs and fancy manners.”

“I know that,” said Jm, “but believe me, these are dl things that possibly can be remedied by magic.”

At the mention of this potent word, everyone around the table sobered, including Lachlan. Therewasa
moment of satisfying slence.

“I believe,” said Jm, breaking it and speaking to Lachlan, “you had aplan for intercepting this
MacDougdll and the gold in any case. A plan you wished to suggest to Sir Herrac, here.”

“Aye” sad Lachlan, moving alittle uneasily on hisbench and staring down into hiswine cup. He raised
hiseyesto Jm. “But that was something different, in that it had nothing to do with thistalk of magic.”

“| assureyou,” said Im solemnly, “hic”

Thewinethat he had been absent-minded enough to drink so much of whilewaiting for therest to
appear apparently had tripped him up after dl.

“You'll not be drunken so early in the afternoon?’ asked Lachlan, eyeing him shrewdly.

“No-hic!” said Jim, ssumbling over another hiccup. “ Thisis part of acurse put on me by another
magician many years ago, that I’ ve never completely overcome. It'll pass. Smply ignoreit.”

“Indeed,” said Dafydd, coming to hisrescue, “and | have heard of aman who died of the hiccups, with
no magic to combat them.”

“Exactly,” sad Jm. He continued, hiccupping every so often but determinedly ignoring it. “Luckily, it
only happensat rareintervas. At any rate, as| was saying, you had aplan to capture MacDougall and
thegold, Lachlan?’



“Aye,” said Lachlan again, having become suddenly very cautious and very pronounced in his Scottish
accent, “but I'mno’ that sureit will runin harnesswith what you' vein mind.”

“I'll haveto ask you to let me be thejudge of that,” said Jm Hiffly.

He had learned the hard way over the past year that, when in doubt with fourteenth-century people, it
was sometimes wise to assert whatever authority you had. “1’m the only one who controls magic at this
table,” he went on, “and knows how it would work with whatever you had planned. So, let us hear your
planin detal.”

“Wadl,” said Lachlan, putting the accent aside, “it's Smple enough. | know his route, and when he was
dueto leave, which would have been aday and ahalf ago. The placel had in mind to ambush him and
his men was a place where the road he will be following passes between two steep dopeswell covered
with trees. HE' Il have no more than half adozen men with him. More would draw attention. He should
reach this spot about afternoon tomorrow.”

He paused to empty hiswine cup and refill it.

“We have enough fighting men at thistable,” he said, “though | would Sir Brian was ableto join us, for
he’ saman that | would believe no stranger to the clash of stedl-to take care of hisescort. The
MacDougall isno great body with any wegpon, except that English broadsword and shield, nor of any
great courage, in my opinion. If we cut down his men, before he knows what’ s happened, he' |l have no
heart but to surrender- himsdf and dl with him.”

He paused thoughtfully for amoment.

“Also,” he added, “there' s an advantage in taking the man and his gold with just those of uswho are
here, so that the fewer who know about it the better.”

There was afurther moment of thoughtful sllence on the part of dl there.

“Therearemy five sons,” said Herrac, breaking it, finaly. “ Aswell asm’ Lord James-yoursdlf,
Lachlan-and the bowman. Perhaps you are right that we arein numbers to take care of them. Buit |
would not lose one of my family, do you understand, for al the gold that this man could be carrying!”

“Youwill not,” said Lachlan energeticdly. “I give you my word on't! The men with him will be men used
to fighting, true; but we shall take them at such a disadvantage that they will be out of their saddles before
they know what’ s happened. Old friend Herrac, if you would fed safer by taking some of the other
fighting men you may have around the castle here, | will not say nay. Not |, any more than you, would
wish to see even one of your family badly hurt or dain.”

“No,” said Herrac dowly, looking up and down the table at the eager faces of his sons. “ But we cannot
leave the castle without acommander. Giles, you must be the oneto stay.”

“Father!” exclamed Giles. “ And | the one knight only, among your sons?’
“For that very reason, that | leave you in charge,” said Herrac. “With Sir Brian wounded and abed-*

“Forgive me, Father,” said Giles, daringly interrupting his parent for the first time that Jm had heard any
of hischildren do so, “but | believe Sir Brian would riseto any trouble, if it should appear. In fact, |



spoke to him about when he might be up and about. And he spoke of tomorrow or even the next day.
This| know istoo soon. But | think if the castle were attacked and he needed to take command, he

would do so, wounded or not.”
There was along moment of silence.

“That,” said Herrac findly, “1 can believe. From what | see of the man-if needed, he would be on hisfeet
and sword in hand, if he bled to degth for it.”

Hedghed.

“All right, Giles” hesaid, “I give you permission to go with us. After dl, any neighbors we have who
might essay amove againgt us should be with us, instead, at the battle with the Hollow Men.”

“Thank you, Father,” said Giles strongly.

“Actudly,” said the voice of Liseth unexpectedly, “I could dso be useful, if only-*

“Liseth,” said her father, turning to her. “Under no conditions do you go. That is understood?’
“Yes, Father,” said Liseth, literdly between her teeth. “If it isyour command.”

“Itis” said Herrac. “ Also, think you aminute. Who ese would take care of Sir Brian if you wereto
go?

Shebit her lower lip.
“Thereisnoonedse,” shesad quietly, “that’ strue, Father.”

“How long-hic- * Jm asked Lachlan, “will it take usto get to this place where we might ambush the
MacDougdl?’

“Lessthan asix-hour ride,” said Lachlan. “We can leave early in the morning. Then we can bein
postion by afternoon. Evenif heisearly and comesthat afternoon instead of the morning of the next day,

wewill beready for him.”

“Wall, then,” said Jim, looking around at the rest of them for once without the urge to hiccup, “| take it
it' ssettled, we leave early in themorning.”

“Itissettled, asfar as| and my family are concerned,” said Herrac. “ Since Lachlan has dready declared
himsdf for it, thereis only the bowman-*

“I will bewith you, of course,” Dafydd' s soft voice cut inon Herrac's.

“Then | counsdl we eat and drink now, and to bed early,” said Herrac. “We will be rising before
daylight, because there will be some getting ready before we leave in the morning. Even though time,
according to Lachlan, ison our sde.”

“Good-hic-“ Jim stood up rather hurriedly and stepped backward over the bench he was sitting on to
free himsdlf from the table. “In that case | might beg m'’ Lady to find me once more an extra chamber
where | can make my own preparations. They involve magic that may keep me busy for sometime.



M’ Lady, let it not be your room that you give up to methistime. Surely, servants can be found to clean
and make ready another chamber?’

“It can be done, and will,” said Liseth, risng hersdf. “Comewith me.”

“Assoon asthat is settled, return to eat!” Herrac' s strong voice followed them. “M’ Lord, you are the
most important of usal to this expedition. | would see you fed, given to drink, and released early.”

“I'll beright back,” promised Jm. He followed Liseth into the kitchen, where she recruited anumber of
the servants, and they dl trooped upstairs onto the same floor where Liseth’s own room was. Liseth led
them to aroom that wasfilled with old odds and ends of furniture for the most part, aswell as other
clutter, very dusty and dirty. With amazing assurance and expertise she put dl the servantswith her to
work at clearing the room and thoroughly cleaningit.

“Y ou may go back down to the dinner table, if you wish now, m’Lord,” she said, once thiswas done,
turning to Jm. “I will stay alittle longer to seethat the servants are getting al things done here. There will
be abed, achamber pot, a cup and ajug of wine and asmall table and chair here when you return; if you
give them two hoursin which to get dl prepared.”

“Thanks,” said Jm. “I'll get back downdtairs, then.”

He hurried down the curving stone steps that followed the inner sde of thewall of the ped tower, finding
that his hiccups had vanished along the way. Consequently, he was able to reenter the Great Hall and St
down to dinner with the rest, without that annoying and involuntary interruption from timeto time. But he
was very cautious about drinking any more wine. When Lachlan pressed him to refill his cup, he once
more invoked the name of magic asan excuseto avoid it.

“Too muchwine” he said portentoudy, “can badly dter the spell.”

Lachlan, aswell asthe rest, seemed suitably impressed by this. Jm made himsdf as good adinner ashe
felt ableto eat; and when Liseth returned to join them at the table, he asked that apitcher of small beer
be added to the pitcher of wine that was to be set in his bedroom.

As soon as possible he returned back upstairs, to find the dirty and cluttered room completely changed.
It was now completely clean-by fourteenth-century standards. The cresset in itswal was dight, and there
was more fud for it piled against thewall benegth it. The bed, the table, the chair, the wine and beer were
al asLiseth had promised.

He had thought it wiser to accept the bed, without making a point of not needing it. But now that he was
up herewithout Liseth, he got hisrolled-up mattressto put on thefloor of his own new chamber. The
truth of the matter was, what he wanted was smply agood night’ s deep. He closed the door with some
assurance that no one, not even Liseth or Herrac, would enter without knocking first. Then he unrolled
his mattress on the floor, rolled himsalf up init; and was adeep before the cresset had burned out.

It was one of those nights that seemed to passin amere wink of both eyesfor asecond. He went amost
immediately adeep, and was awakened, dmost immediately it seemed, by aknocking at hisdoor.

“One moment!” he caled back.

He unrolled himsdlf and rerolled his mattress, got to hisfeet, poured some of the smdl beer into his cup
and swallowed, shuddering at the taste of it. It was, however, wet, and welcome just at the moment.



Rubbing the last of the deep off his eyes, he went to the door and opened it. Liseth was outside. He let
her in.

“My father isaready waking my brothers, m'Lord,” shesaid. “I took it upon mysdf to rouseyou. If |
can be of any help in your making ready-*

“That' sgood of you,” said Jm. Hismind wastoo fuzzy at the moment to come up with more than those
few words. Meanwhile she had stepped by him, and in the first pale, pre-dawn light filtering through his
window, looked curioudy at the bed.

“Youdid not deep at al, m’'Lord?” she asked as Jim went back and picked up his mattress, tucking it
under hisarm.

“I had certain duties,” said Jm, as meaningfully as he could while still not fully awake. “I’'m surem’ Lady
understands.”

“Oh, yes!” answered Liseth. Jm checked suddenly, aware of a sensation insde him that he had been too
numb with deep to appreciate until now. He turned to Liseth, who had aso stopped and was looking at
him curioudy.

“Would you leave mein thisroom by mysdf for afew minutes more? 1t will only be amoment. Let no
oneeseenter.”

“No one shdl so much as approach its doorway, m'Lord!” said Liseth fiercely. “Y ou can trust me.”
“Oh, I do!” said Jm. She went out, closing the door behind her.

L eft done, he hadtily began to unlace from their points the leather cord that held up his hose, and
approached his chamber pot. It had been along night and he had not woken once. He urinated in the
chamber pot with agreat sense of relief, then hastily redid his points and went back out and hastily up to
Liseth.

“| did not meanto be so long,” he said.

“Long?’ sad Liseth. “But it was only amoment, asyou said.”

“Ah,” said Jm, fully awake now, “under conditions of magic, timeis sometimes different. Y ou have
heard of those stolen by thefairies, or Naturas, who thought they were gone only days and returned to
find that years had gone by?’

“Ohyes” sad Lisgth again, “my nurse used to tell me dl those old tales. | particularly remember thetae
of Cinderellaand her dipper-and how the Prince she married made her wicked step-mother and
step-sisters dance in red-hot boots at their wedding. | laughed and laughed!”

“Er-yes” sadJm.

They went on down, to the foot of the tairs; and out through the Great Hall and into the stables. These,
unlike the kitchens, were in an outbuilding at asmal distance from the tower, in the courtyard.

It was only when they stepped into the furious scene of activity that was the stable, that Jm remembered
he had left hiswespons, his armor and most of the things he would need for at least an overnight trip still



up in Sir Brian’ sroom. He was searching his mind for some way of making afurther excuse to go back
up and get them, when he noticed them in a pile by the stable door of hiswar horse, Gorp.

“Why,” he said, “my wegpons and armor and al other things needed have been brought down from Sir
Brian'sroom!”

“| was s0 bold asto have the servants bring them down for you,” said Liseth. “Did | do wrong,
m’'Lord?’

“No, no!” said Jm. “Y ou did exactly what was right. Y ou picked out just the right things, just what I’ d
need. I’m indebted to you.”

“Indebted to me?’ echoed Liseth, frowning. “ Surely not, m’ Lord. These are only those things that
bel ong to you. Nothing of mine or of the Castle de Mer has been added to them.”

“Ah,” said Jm, “pardon my ill choice of words, m’ Lady. We magicians sometimes speek alittle
differently from ordinary people. | should have said I’'m obliged to you.”

He saw at this moment agroom come out of the sl that held Gorp, leading the horse, which was
aready saddled and with Jm’slance upright in its socket to the right front of his saddle.

“I will assgt you in donning your armor, nv'Lord, if youwish,” said Liseth.

Looking at her, for thefirst time, it struck Jm that the expression on her face was definitely very demure.
For thefirst time he redlized that he might have become atractive to her, as he had found himsdlf to
be-even in his dragon body-to Danidlle o'the Wold. In both cases it had been the same thing. It had been
the aura of magic about him. Danidlle had fantasized that he was an enchanted Prince. Or, at leadt, that
was what Danielle seemed to be doing, unless she had smply been using Jm to make Dafydd, her future
husband at that time, jedlous.

Magic and everything to do with it in thisworld seemed to have the same sort of attraction for its
inhabitants as | otteries had in the world Jm had grown up in and l€ft. In both cases there was the dream
of marvels, wonders and riches to be gained by even being close to someone with magic. No doubt, as
with lotteries, the chances of gaining any of these things that magic promised were oneinamillion;
nonethelessit was exciting even to bein the vicinity of such aposshility.

Hastily, Jm began to get into the armor, pausing only to eat from the bread and meat and drink from the
wine that was being handed around to them. Liseth helped him put the armor on. It did not dow him
down any to see that Herrac and hisfive sons were aready armored, packed and on horseback, and
Lachlan was amost armored and ready-in spite of being still somewhat drunk from the night before; and
scowling at Jm and Liseth, for no gpparent reason.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

They made, Jm had to admit, as they rode northward with the risng sun of morning to their right, a
pretty effective-looking band. He had read once, in an excellent book on the Scottish Border, how most
Borderers could put an armed force out of bed in the middle of the night and into the saddle, ready for
the hot pursuit of raiderswho had driven off their cattle, within something like twenty minutes or so.

He, himsdlf, wasriding in the lead of thelittle troop, which went two by two whereit could on thetrall
they followed, and single file where the way was narrow. Beside him was Sir Herrac, who bulked



enormous in hisarmor, on alarge, heavy-headed war horse which seemed well ableto carry itsrider,
plusitsown armor of hanging mail.

Jm had not sought out this position; but had found it made available to him, so obvioudy that he had no
choice but to take it up.

Thetruth of the matter was, he thought to himsdlf, that he was once more in the grasp of that dmost
ridicul ous fourteenth-century method of assuming that those of highest rank should naturaly
lead-officidly, at least, in any time and at any place. Particularly when the proceeding was toward
possible battle.

Right behind him rode Lachlan and Sir Giles, both of whom he knew had more right to be up front here
than himself. For that matter, Dafydd also should have been riding ahead of him-but it was unthinkable, of
course, that abowman should lead belted knights, under any circumstances.

Thetrouble was, that in this upcoming ambush of theirs, they, dl of them-even including an old,
experienced warrior like Herrac, who knew these woods-would still expect him, Jim, to command the
fight on their sde. And all because he' d been idiot enough when hefirst landed on thisworld to claim that
he was abaron, thinking it would be ahelp.

That claim had got him into more trouble since than dl the hep it could possibly have afforded him.

He rode dong with hisface gpparently serene, but his mind whirling inside. What he knew about
ambushes you could put in athimble and still not see with amicroscope. Particularly, ambushesinvolving
fourteenth-century wegpons and fighters.

Damn it, he thought to himsdlf, he should have had time before they set out to contact Snorrl again and
aert him about the ambush. Also time, above dl, to meet with the Little Men once more and somehow
get them committed to join in thefina battle againgt the Hollow Men. It wastypical of the peopleriding
with him that they did dmost dl thingswrong end to.

Even Herrac, here, was setting out to kidnap an envoy and achest of gold belonging to the King of
Scotland, without even having bothered to check with hisfellow Borderers, to seeif they would helpin
the battle that was planned to result from the kidnapping.

Jm wished very much that he could talk to Lachlan MacGreggor and find out from that individua what
kind of plansthe Scotsman had origindly had for the ambush. But there was no polite way to fal back
fromriding at Herrac' sSide, at this moment. He would just have to be patient until they stopped for some
kind of abreak, or findly reached the place that wasto be their destination.

It turned out to be waiting until they reached their destination. There were no breaks along the way that
alowed him any chance at an extended conversation with Lachlan. In the end, m was forced to hold
himsdlf in until they had reached the spot on the trail which Lachlan had picked for the ambush.

They werealittle off thetrail. Not so much in aclearing, asin a spot where the pines around them were
not growing too thickly. Y et there was room to unsaddle the horses, and sit down together; to help
themselves to some of the bread, meat and wine Herrac had had brought along on a baggage horse.

“Wall, you' ve seen the place now,” said Lachlan, once they had eaten and were comfortably into their
wine. “It'sabonny spot, isit not?’



Jim had to admit it was.

Thetrail they had been following-his companions spoke of it asaroad; but since nothing had been done
to makeit into aroad, Jm thought of it asatrail-was smply atrack worn into the earth. A wagon might
have gotten down it; but it would have had to have been avery thin wagon. Infact, thetrail, asJm
perssted in thinking of it, was redly fit only for a couple of horsemen riding abreast asthey had been.

For some distance before they had reached their present position and ahead of them asfar as Jm could
see, the land through which thetrail ran wasfairly level. However, from where they were now, for some
seventy-five to ahundred yards before and about the same distance behind them, the ground doped
upward on either sde away from the trail. Both sdeswere thickly treed; as had been most of the
landscape through which they had passed just recently.

The angle of either dope was not remarkable. On this side, they were no more than twenty yardsfrom
thetrail, and the ground they stood on could be no more than three or four feet higher than thetrail itself.
It was thickly covered with pine needles, however, which made even the hoof-strikes of the horses
amost soundless; and on foot aman could move noisdesdly, indeed.

They had not lit afire, first because the day was warm enough not to requireit, and secondly because
they did not want to advertise their presence. Moreover, the sun was now at noon overhead, and its heat
was enough to make Jm, at least, uncomfortable insgde his gambeson and armor. His companions-just as
Brian and Dafydd had seemed indifferent to the chill on their way up to the Castle de Mer-now seemed
indifferent aso to the warmth of the day.

Temperatures, gpparently, from afourteenth-century point of view, were something over which you had
no control; so, when there was no way of dleviating them ether with clothes or wals, you smply ignored
them. Asthe Greeks of classica timeswere said to have done with headaches.

“There sno sgn of anyone approaching, down theroad,” said Herrac. “ Therefore, | think they will not
comefor awhileat least. In fact, | would think that they might well be severa hoursfrom usyet. If we
have not seen them by the time the sun iswestering, | would assume that we will aso not see them until
tomorrow. What isyour counsdl on that, Lachlan?’

“You'reright enough,” said Lachlan. “They’ll ceasether travel asthe day darkens and chills; and set up
camp for the night. The MacDougall was ever aman who liked his comfort. HE Il want afire going and
food and wine at his elbow, wdll before sunset.”

“As| thought,” said Herrac. “ Therefore, we have time to become settled about our plans. What' re your
commands, m’'Lord?’

Thereit was, thought Jm fatdigticaly. He wasin charge whether heliked it or not. Perhapsthe others
would have wisdom enough to give him reasons why what he told them to do was not practica. He
hoped so. A thought occurred to him.

Therewas onething he was dlowed, asleader. It wasthat, in typicd leadership fashion, he could cal for
the opinions of those who would be fighting with him. Normdly, thiswould mean sampling the opinions
only of those who were sub-leaders. But since they were too small in numbersto redlly have more than
one leader, everybody could be invited to have his say.

“I must know something more about the Situation, before | decide specificaly what we should do,” said
Jm. “Lachlan, perhapsyou'll tell mewhat you had in mind?’



“Why, I’d have told you, anyhow,” said Lachlan, who was Sitting beside him. They werein arough
circle seated cross-legged on the pine needles. “They’ll beriding two and two, down the road, with the
MacDougdl in thelead, with-it might be-asumpter horse behind him; and then, it might be, the Six or
eight armed men he' Il have with him, mounted, with one or two horses carrying the gold in their midst. At
asgna, we charge on foot down upon them-*

He turned to Herrac.

“You'll have seen me do thisin wee fights we' ve been in together before,” he said to Herrac. “It'sa
matter of ducking under the bellies of the horses, ripping those bellies up with our daggers-and out with
us, the other side. The horseswill rear, and most of their riderswill go off them. Those that hit the ground
will befairly easy for thekilling. The MacDougdl himsdlf islikely to dollittle, if once hismen aretaken
down. But one of us should go ahead to bar the road before him, lest he take off at a gallop with the
sumpter horse and maybe the horses carrying the gold aswell, and we, unhorsed, are left behind.”

“Wel-* began Jm, but he was interrupted by Herrac.

“Areyou suggesting,” said Herrac; and, athough his voice was not raised more than alittle, it seemed to
roll ominoudly forth under the shadow of the pines, “that we others aso descend from our horsesto
attack on foot?’

“WE |l do aded better that way,” said Lachlan.

“I had thought you knew better what knighthood implied!” said Herrac. “When | took my vowsto be
belted knight, it was not to leave lance and horse behind me and fight on foot like any common
man-at-arms! Nor was it to duck under ahorse’ sbelly and dice open his guts like any naked
Heillandman! When | fight, | fight as aman and aknight should, on horseback, shield to shield and sword
to sword, if thereis not room for lance-work. And so shdl fight my sons.”

“And so say | dso, Father!” cried Giles.

“Ah, you're become as foolish asthe English theirsaves” cried Lachlanin disgust. “And you call
yourselves Northumbriang”

There seemed to be the nucleus of afair-sized quarrel threatening to break out between two of the most
important members of the expedition. Jm hastily spoke up to deflect the controversy.

“I makeit apoint,” he said, “not to ignore any experienced man’ swords. It may, indeed, turn out that
wewill fight in saverd different ways. And if Lachlan’ sway isthe most effective for him, certainly he, at
least, should fight that way-*

He looked around the circle of faces.

“Meanwhile,” he asked, “what isthe opinion of the others here?’

“Ther€ s one here whose opinion is made up for him aready,” said Herrac. “Lachlan, you warrant this
MacDougdl isharmless?’

“If y’'mean by that he'll naefight if hismen aredain,” said Lachlan, suddenly back into his accent,
“there snae doot to it. If y’ mean aknifein the ribs when ye re not looking, why then, he'sup toit. Have



no fear.”
Herrac turned to look at hisyoungest son.

“Chrigtopher,” he said, “you will be the oneto St your horse and bar MacDougall’ sway. Understand,
you sit, only. Y ou make no attempt to close with him!”

Christopher did not smile. Lachlan aso turned to him.

“Christopher,” he said, “big asyou are, for dl your youth, in armor and with lance leveled y€ |l hold the
MacDougdl aswell asan army.”

The sixteen-year-old son of Herrac had the appearance of someone who would like to look sour, but
dared not with hisfather’ s eye upon him.

“Yes, dr,” hesad wearily. “It' sunderstood, Father.”

“Mind you just Sit your horse, though!” said Lachlan. “For if ye make amove toward him, he may well
feel he has no choice but to fight for hislife. Then, my lad, you may find yourself facing aman of some
experience, weight and skill. I’d not give you a chance, then. But Sit your horse, tall asye are, not
moving, lance leveled and visor down-and he' |l never doubt but what ye re one of the paadins of
Arthur’ s Round Table, brought back to lifeto face him.”

Christopher alowed adight smileto creep onto his otherwise unhappy face.

“Wel,” said Herrac, it seemsthat Lachlan here will only fight on foot; and | and my sonswill only fight a
horseback. How doesthis affect what plans you had in mind, m’Lord?’

Jm decided to run alittle test.

“Youmeantotdl me” hesaid sernly to Herrac, “if | commanded you to fight on foot, you and your
sonswould not do so?’

“Sir James,” said Herrac, looking directly back at him-and there was aworld of meaning in the
difference that he used Jm’ sknightly title rather than addressng him asnv'Lord, “I am aknight, and have
my knightly honor to consider; and the honor of my sonsrideswith me. We will not fight on foot.”

Wi, thought Jm, that was that. He had grown experienced in having the door of medieva custom
dammed in hisface. It was plain Herrac meant exactly what he said. That meant he would stand behind it
with hislife.

“Itill beseemsit,” the soft but carrying voice of Dafydd broke the silence, which was beginning to
threaten to be awkward, “for an archer to speak up in such acompany of gentles. But | feel 1 would be
wrong hot to point out that, hidden by the trees and at such close range asis possible here, | could
amog offer to empty al sx or eight saddles without any of the rest of you stirring hand or foot.”

This statement gave riseto anew slence. Jm saw that it would be necessary for him to actudly take
command, or else the whole expedition would disintegrate.

“Very well,” hesaid hadtily. “These, then, are my orders. Lachlan, you will go in asyou described,
dagger in hand, benegath the bellies of two of the horses and out the other side. But | direct you to attack,



not one of the horses belonging to one of the riders, but the one or two that seem to be carrying the gold.
If you cut their girths and even hdf their gold is dumped in the road, those we fight will belesslikedy to try
to abandon it. Meanwhile-

Heturned to Herrac.

“You, Sir Herrac and your sons,” he said, “will attack on horseback, as you wish, directly at theriders.
But with Christopher barring the way, there are only five of you, and mysdlf, and | gather it'slikely there
will be at least six of them. | have no doubt that you consider yoursalves more than equa to those six, by
yoursalves. Nonetheless, | am more concerned with winning the day, than with how little forcewewinit.”

He paused to take along breath.

“Therefore, you, Dafydd,” he went on, “will take up post in the woods; and before anyone else moves
you will clear as many saddles as you can with your arrows. Sir Herrac, you and your sonswill ridethe
moment Dafydd’ s arrows have been discharged. Lachlan, you will move at the same time, counting on
the turmoail of the assault by the othersto distract attention from the horses carrying the gold. Aredl
things understood?’

He was careful not to ask if his commands were agreeable to the others, but to take it for granted that
they would be. In fact, thisworked to perfection. No voices were raised against what he had said.
Instead both Lachlan and Sir Herrac nodded. Dafydd merely smiled.

“Well now!” said Lachlan cheerfully, reaching for thewine skin. “It only remainsfor usto wait their
arrivd. For my part, | consider that gold as good asin our hands.”

He began pouring wine into everybody’ s cups.

But, asit turned out, Herrac was atrue prophet. MacDougall and histrain did not pass until about
mid-morning of the next day.

What caught the eyes of thosein ambush, first, the next day asthey waited just inside the screen of the
fird trees besde thetrail, was aflash of gold coming toward them farther up it, and il out in level
territory. But the flash was not of the gold with which the Hollow Men would be paid; but of gold facings
on the surcoat over the armor of the lead rider in the procession.

That flash of gold, and the arms benegth it-which Lachlan immediately identified as the MacDougall
arms-not even counting the pennant flying from the upright staff beside the sur-coated man’s saddle,
announced that their quarry approached.

They stood where they were, hidden by the trees, watching until the MacDougal’ s group was only some
thirty or forty yards from the beginning of the areawhere the ground swelled on either side. Then Jm
turned to the others.

“Christopher,” he said to the youngest de Mer, *you had better move up thetrail at least adozen yards,
and stay out of sight until after the attack. At the moment of the attack, and only then, move out to bar
thetrall ahead.”

He turned to Herrac and Sir Giles.

“Sr Herrac, Sr Giles,” hesaid, “you and your fellow riders should pick aposition well toward the rear,



since you will need room to build up speed for your charge, though that will be difficult in an areatreed
thisquickly. | leaveit up to you to choose less distance and a clear route to thetrail, or more distance
and the need to weave around treesin making your approach.”

“Lachlan,” he said to the Scotsman beside him, who had aready stripped down to hiskilt, and looked of
amind to get rid of that too, including sword, shield and al else but his naked poignard, to be carried by
the hand of his naked right arm againgt the enemy.

Lachlan glanced up a him.

“Lachlan,” he said, “you should be closest to thetrail of al, snceyou are lesslikely to be seen than
armored men on horseback. Y ou can hide quite well behind atree, even if part of you is showing, and
you must have a short dash to thetrail in order to be sure you strike the part where the gold-carrying
horse or horses are, whether they are in the midst of the guards, or not.”

“Wdl, now...” Lachlan said with unusua downess.

“If you will forgiveme, Sir James,” said Herrac, “Lachlan being asheis, and | knowing him aswdl as|
do, | believeit would be best if, instead of being closest to thetrail, heisfurthest fromit.”

“Ayel” said Lachlan hastily. “ Aye, have no fear that | can reach thetrain in time and at the right spot. But
| must wait further back.”

“Oh?’ said Jm, puzzled. But, since naither Lachlan nor Herrac offered any further explanation of thishe
sensed that there was areason which it was either uncomfortable or impolite to give at this moment; so
hewisdy went dong withiit.

“Very wel, Lachlan,” he said, “pick your own spot. | trust you to do asyou say. In that case though,
sncel wasgoing to stay closeto thetrail with you, | will instead join you two, Sir Herrac and Sir Giles, if
S0 pleaseyou.”

“Wewill be honored, m'Lord,” said Giles, so quickly that hisfather did not even have achanceto
answer.

“Honored, indeed,” growled Herrac, casting areproving glance a Gilesfor taking theinitiativein
answering.

Those gpproaching drew closer. Jm, Stting his horse with the de Mers among the trees, was suddenly
aware, from some distance behind him, of afaint sound. He could not really believe what he was hearing,
50 helistened closely. In amoment he heard it again; and the sound was unmistakable.

It was ahiccup.

Helooked at Herrac, but that Border knight's massive face was stony and hiseyesdl on thetrail. He
gave no Sgn that he had heard anything himsdlf.

Hedid not really need to answer, thought Jim to himsdlf, abruptly. What he had heard was a hiccup and
it was even farther back than this, and the only person who could be making that sound was Lachlan.

Apparently, something about being on the verge of getting into afight caused Lachlan to bresk out in
hiccups. That it wasasign of fear, Jm discounted without serioudy considering the possibility. Lachlan



was smply not the type to be afraid in amoment such asthis. What it probably was, was areaction to
the excitement and tension of waiting. Nonetheless, it was interesting.

It was particularly interesting, because when he himsalf had had the hiccups back at the castle, from too
much wine, and Lachlan had comein, Lachlan had expressed surprise, saying that Jm could hardly be
drunken this early in the afternoon. It occurred to him now that possibly Lachlan thought that he had
found someone e se with the same disability; and that Jm might have just come into possession of some
particularly exciting news.

In any case, there wasllittle chance of the riders, who were now entering the section between the two
dopes, hearing the hiccups. Evenif they did, it wastoo odd a sound in too unlikely a place for them to
either notice or be alarmed by it.

The MacDougd | came on. He was aresplendent and handsome sight, sitting with ramrod back on a
beautifully caparisoned, if aso armored, horse. He was perhaps three horse-lengths in front of aman
who seemed to be agroom, riding asmall, very hairy horse with broad hooves and leading amuch
better-looking horse loaded with luggage. A horse-length or so behind the groom rode, two by two, the
ridersin hadf armor. There were, in fact, eight of them. Obvioudy they were the guards of the gold,
which-as Lachlan had predicted-was in two ornate chests, one each side of a pack horse between the
front four mounted guards and the back four.

Jm gave no signd, trusting to Dafydd to know when was the best time to shoot. Therefore it wasthat,
ready as he thought himself, he was taken by surprise when suddenly the last four men, riding behind the
chests on the horses, fell from their saddles; or leaned forward unnaturally againgt the necks of their
mounts, with the shafts of arrows protruding from their backs.

Then, everything happened a once.

Therewasawild ydl from behind him, and a perfectly naked Lachlan ran past to hisleft, toward the
road, leaving behind himself Herrac and his sons, who were just now getting their horsesinto movement.

Then the horses were in movement and things degenerated into the kind of blur that every armed fight
that Jm had been in so far had falen into.

His own horse, Gorp, blundered into atree, so that he fell behind the de Mers. A moment or so later
when he reached thetrail, Herrac wasin the process of amogt literally hammering one of the guardsinto
extinction, with his superior size and strength; and Gileswas hotly asserting his superiority over the other
man-at-arms.

Things at first glance looked well, but just then Jm noticed that one of the three other sonswas aready
down; and, of the two who were | eft, both were being driven backward by the guards who had opposed
them, for al the young men’ssize and strength.

It was Smply a case of experience. Jm had no doubt that a father like Herrac would make sure his sons
al practiced daily with their weapons, particularly in mock battle with each other.

But dl the preparation in the world did not teach you hdf as much as actudly getting into your first fight.
Jm had found that out himsdlf, the hard way.

Brian had continued to tell him that he was no more than at best amediocre fighter, with
fourteenth-century weapons. His lance-work was unmentionable, and he was no more than passable, at



best, with any of the other arms. However, the one weapon he had given Jim some credit for being able
to use effectively was the combination of broadsword and shield.

After adifficult time, Jm had findly learned thetrick of tilting his shield to make an opponent’s
sword-dash glance off it. This, combined with a certain natural talent for the type of sword-work in
which abroadsword is used more like a club than anything else, had findly brought Brian to the point of
telling him that in an emergency these were the wegpons he should use.

Though to be sure, events could change that choice, asthey had in hislegd dud with Sr Hugh de Bois
de Maencontri, the former owner of Jm’s castle. Then, Jm had won that fight with along, two-handed
sword; but only by taking advantage of the fact that Sir Hugh was somewhat overweight and that he, Jm,
had unusud spring and strengthin hislegs.

Lachlan had successfully cut the girths of both the horses carrying the chests, so that both chestslay on
the ground; and was dancing, naked and poignard in hand, around MacDougdl’ s groom, who had
produced a short-handed battle ax from somewhere among his clothing.

But the next to the youngest son of Herrac' swas near to being beaten from his saddle by his opponent,
and wasin dire need of help; which his brother was not free to give to him- nor indeed was Herrac nor
Giles

The excitement of the moment came to a sudden boil in Jm. With ablood-curdling whoop, he stuck his
spursinto Gorp and charged on the horse into the attack, to the rescue of the endangered son.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Jm cannoned into the man-at-arms who was driving back William de Mer, a the sametime getting in a
blow with his sword hard enough to send the man-at-arms hafway out of his saddle. The collison came
with both his own weight and that of Gorp-who was not only agood-sized horse; but, furthermore,
outraged. Jim had never stuck spursinto him before. Wanting to get back at somebody-anybody-he
screamed and struck out at the smaller horse of the man-at-arms with hisfront hooves, dmost asif he
had been a properly trained war horse.

Jm had no timeto gppreciate this, however, since he was busy fighting with the man-at-arms himsdif.
The other regained his saddle; but, so unexpectedly caught by a second opponent, and particularly by
onewho was standing up on his gtirrups and hitting down at him from adightly larger horse, found himself
suddenly on the defensive.

He switched his attention completely from William, who drifted off, clinging to his horse; while hisformer
opponent did hisbest to turn mattersinto adud directly between Jm and himself.

If Im had not been so carried away-it struck him later that some of Lachlan’s enthusiasm might have
gotten through to him, because there was something oddly terrifying about a naked, armed man charging
aline of armored enemies-he might not have done so well. Asit was, however, Jm smply proceeded to
overpower the man-at-arms, hammering him out of the saddle, Herrac-style.

Suddenly, the small battlefield was ill. Horses and men dike were standing, or Sitting panting, or lying
on the ground. And nobody stirred until Herrac leaped from his saddle like a twenty-year-old and ran to
the son who had been knocked out of his saddle.

“Alan!” he cried on anote of anguish. Hefdl to his knees beside the young man and lifted the limp head



onto hisknee. “ Alan-

Histhick fingerstremblingly began to unlace the binding of Alan’shemet. He got it off at last to show the
young man’ sface, paper-white, and his eyes closed.

Jm felt asudden, ugly emptiness. Alan was the oldest son. To Herrac, the desth of hisfirst-born son
would be unusualy severe; unconscioudy aswell as conscioudy these many years, he had been planning
for and training Alan to succeed him as master of the castle and itslands.

Jm got down from his horse, pushed hisway past Lachlan and the other sons and knelt on the other side
of Alan. He hdld his hands over the dackly open mouth and smiled across at Herrac, who was holding
Alan’s head and rocking back and forth like atower of doom about to fall on anything nearby.

“He sbreathing,” said Jm.

Herrac burst into tears.

Once upon atime the sight of such aman crying would have been shocking to Jm; but he had found out
long since that both men and women of the fourteenth century cried aseasily as children. And certainly
Herrac had reason to do so, on hearing that his son till lived.

“Helpme!” said Jm to the sons. “Help me get hisarmor off him-gently. I'll seewhat | can do.”

Hearing that a magician promised to use his efforts toward Alan brought the other sons, evenincluding
Sir Giles, out of the fascinated trance with which they had been staring at their brother. They clustered
around Alan and gently began to get hisarmor off.

Jm carefully searched Alan’s body with his hands, looking for any sign of awound, but found none. He
took the other’ slax wrigt and felt for apulse. It wasthere, and regular but dow.

Hefrowned, but quickly erased the frown at the flash of sudden fear in Herrac’ seyes.
“Alan seems perfectly unhurt,” said Jm. “The only danger could possibly be concussion...”

He lifted his head and looked at the two nearest brothers, those who had been next to Alan when they
charged the men-at-arms.

“Did ether of you see what happened to Alan? When was he hit by the man-at-arms he rode against”?’

“The man-at-arms hit him once,” said Hector, one of the two spoken to. “It did not ook like ahard
blow to me, Sir James, but Alan fel immediately out of hissaddle.”

“Hmm...” said Jm.

Hisfingers explored the skull beneath the unruly hair of Alan’s head, now springing back into shape
snce the hemet had been removed that had squashed it flat temporarily.

“It could be aconcussion,” he said again. The other thought that wasin his mind was that there might be
something about Alan himsalf that had caused him to go into afaint on being hit. But since thistook him
into an area of medicine about which he knew nothing at al, and besides could only frighten the de Mer
family without offering any comfort or reassurance, he said nothing about it.



“Bring me somewater or wine,” Jm sad.

It was brought. JIm made afew passes over it with one hand, while muttering under his bregth, for the
generd purpose of cheering his audience with the thought that something magica in addition to the
ordinary moistening of skin was at work here. Then he took one of the wadded clothsthat he carried in a
very unfourteenth-century pocket Angie had sewn on theinsde of his shirt, dipped it in the wine-it would
be wine, after dl, that they brought, of course, he thought-and carefully bathed Alan’ sface.

For amoment nothing happened,; then as the damp cloth continued to moisten the wan features, Alan’'s
eyesflickered and opened.

“What-what isit?’ he muttered confusedly. “ Father-1 mean-Sir, wheream 17’

“On your back on the ground, laddie,” said Lachlan loudly, “ after being knocked out by one of the
MacDougdl’smen. Y’ recollect that now?’

“Yes... yes... | remember.” Alan’s eyeslooked around him, and fastened on hisfather. Herrac darted
forth ahand and caught the nearest hand of hiseldest son.

“Alan!” hesad. “You'redl right!”

“Why, yes, Father,” said Alan. “1 never fdt better in my life. Forgive mefor lying down likethisto talk to
you-*

He sat up and suddenly clutched at his head with both hands.

“What isit!” cried Herrac.

“A headache, Father...” said Alan between histeeth. “A headache | did not expect, that isall.”
Jm took hold of the young man's shoulders and pushed them gently back to the ground.

“Liedill for awhile longer,” he said. “ Someone fetch me ajacket or something from one of those dead
men or prisoners of ours.” He was alittle surprised even as he spoke to hear the callousness of hisown
voice. But acouple of years here had changed him. “Then bring me any other coverings you can find, so
that we can keep Alan warm for alittlewhilewhile helies ill. We Il wait and seeif that headache

doesn't get better.”
“It'snothing, Sir James,” said Alan on the ground. 1’ m ashamed to have mentioned it. Let me up-
“Stay whereyou arel” said Herrac. “Whatever Sir James says, do!”

“Yes, Father,” said Alan, lying back againgt theroll of unidentifiable cloth that had been placed under his
head by one of his brothers.

These others were now busily undressing both the dead men and the groom, who was not dead but had
one arm hanging limply; and his ax was stuck in atree about ten feet from the road, asif it had been
thrown there by a practiced hand- undoubtedly Lachlan's.

“Sir Herrac,” said Jm, getting to hisfeet, “perhaps you d be good enough to stay with Alan for the



moment, while the rest of uslook into other things that need to be done here? Lachlan, | think we should
talk to thisMacDougdl.”

“Aye. That we should!” said Lachlan, with what Jm could only interpret asavery evil grin. Lachlan was
testing the point of his poignard with his other hand.

“I| said ‘tak’ only!” said Jm. “Come aong with me. Y ou too, Giles.”

Leaving Srr Herrac with Alan and his other sons, Jm walked forward to the MacDougall, who was il
gtting his horse and facing forward toward amotionless, gleaming, iron figure that was young
Christopher. The sixteen-year-old had kept his word. He looked to have not moved amuscle; and to
Jm, now on foot as they moved toward him to reach MacDougall, Herrac' s youngest son did indeed
make a dangerous-looking sight, blocking thetrail with leveled lance.

They reached the man in the golden surcoat. He turned his head to look down at the two of them.

“Wel now, Ewen,” said Lachlan, in atone of satisfaction before Jim could get aword in edgewise. “It
lookslikeyou'll be paying usavigt!”

“Sr,” said Jm, “whatever your rank-*
“He s called one of these new-fangled Viscounts,” Lachlan put in.

“M’Lord MacDougall,” said Jm, “I am Sir James Eckert, Baron de Bois de Maencontri. Y ou are my
prisoner. Step down from that horse.”

“And most quickly, Ewen,” said Lachlan, testing the point of hispoignard again. “Ah, but I'd much
recommend that you do so with speed.”

MacDougal sivung down from hishorse, however, in leisurely fashion. Standing, he made less of an
impressive figure, since he was agood four inches shorter than Jm, and at least two inches shorter than
Lachlan. But histhin face with the high cheek bones was heavily marked with contempt.

“There are footpads on every road these days, it seems,” he murmured and hishand did in under his
surcoat. The point of Lachlan’s poignard wasimmediately at histhroat; and his hand stopped.

“It was akerchief only | wasreaching for,” said MacDougall softly, dowly pulling out awispy piece of
cloth that would seem more likely to be carried by awoman. A faint scent of perfume wafted fromit.
“There seems adamned smell around here, for some reason.”

“Goonlikethat,” said Lachlan dangeroudly, “and you'll have no nose to smell with. Did you pay no
attention to the name of the man who holds you prisoner? It' s Sir James Eckert- the Dragon Knight.”

Jm was completely unprepared for the result these words produced. MacDougd |’ s composure fell
apart.

“The-Dragon Knight?’” sammered MacDougdll. “ The... the sorcerer?’

“MAGICIAN!" exploded Jm, suddenly unreasonably angry. “The next man that uses the word
‘sorcerer’ to meisgoing to wish he hadn’t!”



“Yes, yes, Sir James!” said MacDougdl in atrembling voice. Hisface had gone aswhite as Alan’' s had
been when his helmet had been taken off. “ Of course, m'Lord Magician. | am your prisoner, of course.
What isyour will 7’

Jm thought quickly. He glanced back at the knot of de Mers till clustered around the fallen Alan. The
MacDougall could not have got aclose enough look a Herrac and his sonsto know who they were, and
the less he knew the better, if he was going to go on living. Jm turned back to Lachlan.

“Lachlan,” hesaid, “would you take m’ Lord the Viscount here into your specid care? We will be
leaving this place as soon as dl isready. | don’t see even the groom on hisfeet. Ishe or any of the
men-at-arms il dive but too hurt to travel ?”

“Naemore!” said Lachlan, with that fierce grin again. “1 cut dl their throats. With any luck it'll be thought
aband of thieving cattle lifters robbed and dew in this place, when the bodies are found.”

Jm suppressed a shudder. It was the kind of butchery that was completely at odds with his
twentieth-century nature; but it was the way things were done here. Any prisoners who were valuable, in
terms of ransom or otherwise, you brought along. Any who had no particular worth were smply dain,
since you had no provision for keeping them; and could not trust them if you did.

“Very well, then,” said Jm, again. “Keep m' Lord with you. I’ [l go forward and get the knight we' ve had
standing guard upon him until now. Keep your prisoner well away from the rest of us. Y ou understand?’

He had referred to Christopher asa“knight” deliberately, to make MacDougall fed better about letting
himsdf be held here. But it did not seem to cheer the other up visibly.

“Was| borninthelast hour?’ said Lachlan disdainfully. “Wed, | understand!”

“Good, then,” said Jm, and left Lachlan and the MacDougdl behind him while he walked forward to
where Christopher sat his horse. Christopher did not move as Jm came directly up to him. Jim paused
and laid ahand on the iron knee of the youth.

“You did well, Christopher,” hesaid inalow voice.
“I didn’t stir. Sir,” boomed Christopher insde his hemet. “ Just as Father said.”

“Keep your voice down,” said Jm, still keeping his own toneslow. “ There' s no reason why our prisoner
in the golden surcoat behind us should know who any of us are besides Lachlan and mysdlf. You'refree
of your duty now. Ride on back and join your father and your brothers around Alan. Tell him to send
another one of you in armor, and with hisvisor down, to let me know when Alan’sready toride.”

He thought of something just intime.

“I mean redly ready to ride, not just braving it out. His headache had better have much lessened, before
he even triesto get onto hisfeet; and at any sgn of dizziness he should lie down again. Then he' storide
at awalk; and others of you stay with him until he gets back to the castle. Then he' sto be helped
immediately to bed, and stay there. Those are my orders as amagician. Can you tell your father that,
word for word?’

“Word for word, Sir,” said Christopher, in alowered voice.



Jm had no cause to doubt him. In this period when written messages were amost unknown, except in
Latin, as penned by members of the religious establishment, most messages were verba ones, which the
messenger was trusted to carry and deliver without variation to the one who was ultimately supposed to
heer it. It was necessary; and consequently most people could do it. Jm had little doubt that Christopher
would be word-perfect, as he said, in repeating Jim’'s message to Herrac.

“Very well, then,” said Jm. “Further, tell your father that Lachlan and I, with our prisoner, will either
follow or precede you by enough distance so there' s no reason for the MacDougall to guess who you
are. There sno point in bringing trouble upon Castle de Mer. In fact, Lachlan and | may well not return
there; but camp out with the prisoner at least for one night and possibly more. We' Il get in touch with Sir
Herrac when the time comes. Meanwhile, he should see about whether his Bordererswill gather and join
forceswith the Little Men, should | be ableto get the Little Men to come into afight on our side with dl
of theHollow Men.”

“That, too, m’'Lord,” said Christopher. “I will most faithfully tel him.”

“Good,” said Jm. “Now circle around through the trees and back to your father, and I’ Il walk back to
get my horse. Then | and the MacDouga l will remount our horses. Lachlan can get his clothes back on
and aso remount. Then I’ decide what the three of uswill do.”

It was agood haf-hour or more before Alan was actualy able to be helped on his horse and ride.
Meanwhile, Herrac' s other sons had converted two of the horses of the dead men-at-arms into beasts of
burden for the chests of gold the packhorses had been carrying; before they had run off after Lachlan had
ducked benesth them and cut their girths.

Also, meanwhile, Lachlan himself had gone back in the woods, regained his clothing and weapons and
mounted to rgjoin Jm with MacDougall; who had apparently been too afraid of Jm dl thistimeto
attempt to make any kind of conversation.

Jmwasjust as glad not to be talked to for afew minutes. He was busily thinking of what should be
done next. He mugt first get away on his own and he must contact the wolf Snorrl. Also Liseth-no one
else but Liseth could lead him to the Little Men-so that he could ask their help in fighting with the
Borderersin thefind battle with the Hollow Men.

He suspected that Lachlan would not take too cheerfully to the idea of mounting guard on the prisoner
aone, while Jm was gone for severd days. Lachlan was much too likely to dip his poignard between the
other’ sribs and save himself any further bother with the man they had captured.

These were not easy questions to answer. Lachlan would take orders only to a degree; in no sense with
the obedience of Herrac' s sons-and even Herrac, himself.

About one thing Jm was determined. They would not go back to the castle. He would have to think of
how to bresk the news of thisto Lachlan. Luckily, he had alittle time before that would become
necessary. They would have to follow Herrac and his sons for some distance back toward the castle
before parting ways with them, in any case. When they at last did o, it would be time enough to let the
Scotsman know that they were not going al the way. Lachlan could well not be pleased at the prospect
of probably spending severa daysin the woods with their prisoner.

But for now, he, Lachlan, with MacDougall, back on their horses, merely moved off into the woods to
let Herrac and his sons ride back past them down the track that Jim till thought of asatrail, then
followed. This, they did.



Lachlan, Jm assumed, would be in agreement with the idea of keegping MacDougall in ignorance of who
besides Jm and himsdlf had dain MacDougd|’ s guard and taken the gold with which he had been sent to
bribe the Hollow Men. Consequently Lachlan said nothing as they watched the de Mer family go by them
and get agood distance ahead of them, more than far enough for them to be unrecognizable in their
armor to MacDougall.

Then, he, Jm and MacDougall began to follow. It had been aride of another six hours coming out to the
spot where they had waylaid the golden-surcoated clan chief. It took even longer going back, since Alan
was obeying orders and riding at adow walk, which meant the rest were doing the same.

Consequently, it was getting on to late afternoon by the time they reached the point where Jm began to
fed that they should part company with Herrac and his sons; and the trees, which now stood lessthickly
around thetrail, were throwing long shadows at a dant toward the il invisible seashore againgt which
Cadtle de Mer was built. Jm had still not worked out anything that he thought would be a fool proof
argument with Lachlan. But he had to break the news, anyway, so hessimply dived intoit.

“Lachlan,” hesaid, “I think we'll tie our prisoner to atree, after taking him off hishorse; so that we can
be sure that he won't get loose in under ten-or fifteen-minutes anyway. Then you and | are going to step
off alitlewaysand talk.”

Lachlan smiled hisevil amile, looked at the MacDougd | and winked. The wink was obvioudy intended
to promise al sorts of unwel come things to be done upon the body of MacDougall with the edged
weapons at Lachlan’sdisposd. But for dl Jm could see, the unvoiced threat bounced off their prisoner
without doing anything more than gtirring his attention for a second.

So far, MacDougall had not said aword. He continued silent as they turned off the track and found a
tree about afoot in diameter, and al of them got off their horses.

Lachlan, himsdlf, took on thejob of tying MacDougdl’ s hands behind him around the trunk of the tree. It
was obviousto Jm, athough MacDougdl did not dlow the winceto show in hisface, that Lachlan was
pulling the leather thongs of the bindings crudly tight. But Jm said nothing; and MacDougall neither spoke
nor showed by his expression that anything at al uncomfortable was being doneto him.

“Wed, now,” said Lachlan, standing back and regarding his handiwork. “That should keep you for a
while, Ewen.”

“You know,” drawled the MacDougdll, “you used to be able to speak quite passable English. What
would have caused you to have lost the ability, | wonder?’

“Och!” said Lachlan. “ Y€ remistaken. Thisistheway | talk al thetime. Because I’ m a Scotsman, al
the way through. Whileyou, y'rsdf, are hdf-French and hdf-Englishinsde.”

MacDougdl ignored this; and Jm led Lachlan off in among the trees until they were well out of hearing,
but their prisoner was il in sght. They had led al three horses dong with them; so that even if
MacDougdl got loose, they could run him down.

“Wadl, now,” said Lachlan, with no trace of a Scots accent in hisvoice at dl, “what isit you' vegot in
mind?’

“I'll tell you,” said Jim. “1 think thisis as close as we should get to the Castle de Mer. You, and | and



our prisoner back there.”
“Asclose?” echoed Lachlan, staring at him. “Now why would you say that?’

“Wadl,” said Jm, “we don’t want him recognizing the Castle de Mer and identifying Sir Herrac and his
family, dowe?’

“Not if wecan helpit!” said Lachlan. “But if that’ s the only problem, we can cut histhroat right now and
have it done with. | thought you’ d some reason in mind for bringing him aong this distance, anyway.”

“I have,” said JIm. “Remember? | was going to use magic to make mysdf look like him.”

“Wadll, then, what' s keeping you from it?’ exploded Lachlan. “Make yoursdf look like him, then; and
haveit done with!”

“I'm afraid it can’t be done just that fast,” said Jm. He began to fed alittle uneasy. He had agood two
inches of height on Lachlan, if it cameto an argument and afight, and possibly ten or fifteen pounds
heavier. But hewasnot a al sure that he was any physica match for the other. Lachlan’ s shoulderswere
amog unnaturaly broad; and his skill with the weapons hung about him would undoubtedly be something
Jm himsdlf could never match. Thiswas a Situation to be won by diplomacy.

“Y ou have to understand,” said Jm, “it’s not enough for meto look like the man, merely. | dso must
sound and act like him; with the same sort of movements and gestures, and ways of standing and sitting
and walking-just in case some of the Hollow Men may have met with him before and know what he's
like”

“Now, if you move and talk alittle different from him than they remember, what of that?’ demanded
Lachlan. “If you look like the man, you are the man. Why should they question any further than that”’

“I think you underestimate the Hollow Men, Lachlan,” said Jm.
“I do not!” snapped Lachlan.

“Permit me,” said Jm. “No offense. It sjust that, being amagician, | understand some things that
ordinary people don't. These Hollow Men are not ordinary people, themselves. Effectively, they’re
ghogts. The possihility of the body of a man they know being taken over by someone else might not
occur to you, aslong as helooked exactly the same. But it could well occur to one of them. There sonly
asingleway around it | can see. I'll have to stay with him aday, perhaps, and study him.”

“Perhaps, yes,” said Lachlan-and then brightened up. “And perhaps, no. Cometo think of it, | can tell
you how the man walks and talks and sits. Haven't | seen him amatter of years now at the court and
other such gatherings? All you need to know you can learn from me. There sno need for Ewen, himself,
adl”

“I'msorry,” said Im firmly, “but thereis. I'm very glad to hear you cantdl meadl this, and it may make
al the difference, your being able to do so. But | must so watch him with my own eyesfor alittlewhile.
That means we stay out in the woods with him. Now, what | wanted to ask you was-do you know of
some kind of shelter near here where we could put up for aday or so?’

Lachlan looked at the ground for along moment, without answering. Then heraised his eyesto meet
Jm's.



“Yes” hesad. “I'd havenowitsat dl if | wasn't ready to admit you' ve someright on your Sde. Very
well, we'll spend our day or so in thewoods; and | do know aplacefor it. It sabit of adistance and a
bit of aclimb, but | know of ashelling that hasahut onit. A hut that will at least keep the rain off us; and
let usbuild afire to warm oursalves without having the wind blow al itswarmth away. Let’ s go back,
untie Ewen and dl remount.”

They did 0. It took them more than an hour to reach their destination. By thistime, the sun was amost
on the horizon, and the last haf-hour of that had been considerably more than what Jim considered a bit
of aclimb; congdering they had to dismount and amost pull the horses up after them for short stretches.

But when they came at last to the up-land pasture-because that, im had learned, was what a sheiling
was-there were no cattle on it yet. Also, asmal hut did indeed stand back in alittle hollow against the
face of the danting meadow, itsdlf, so that the hill protected it from the wind on three Sides.

“Wall, now,” said Lachlan, cheerfully rubbing his hands together asthey started across the meadow
toward the hut. “Now we' Il see what’ swhat.”

CHAPTER NINETEEN
The hut, when they got insdeit, proved to be arude shelter indeed.

It was no more than adoor, four wals and aroof; with asmoke holein the celling above afirepit in the
earthen floor benegth.

It wasfilthy, and it stank-things Jm had gotten used to in dwellings on thisworld agreat deal grander
than this- including some castles he had been in. However, some months without an occupant had
lessened the tink, which was a combination of human body odors, raw cattle hides, and half adozen
other nameless smells. And thefilth was dirt only. Jm considered them lucky. The place could have had
far more repellent substances about its floor than that.

They tied their horsesto stakes set in the clay wall of the hut for that purpose, and carried the gear
insde. Lachlan’sfirst step wasto use agood length of rope to hobble the feet of Ewen MacDougdll.

The MacDougall clan chief had been silent through most of the trip. He seemed to have lost his
immediatefirg terror at learning that it was Jm who had made him prisoner. But he was obvioudy il
cautious, and further, plainly intended to give away nothing. He answered only when adirect question
was addressed to him, as a demand.

They got afiregoing in the firepit, and luckily there was enough of a breeze above them so that most of
its smoke was drawn out the smoke hole. With eyeswatering only dightly, they settled themsdves as
closeto thefire as possible and began to make ameal out of the meat and bread they had aong with
them. At Jm’sorder, they shared it with MacDougadll; athough Lachlan protested that thiswas awaste
of good provender.

However, with the food down, Jm began to make an effort to talk to MacDougall.

“M’Lord Viscount,” he said, blinking againgt the smoke of thefire, a Ewen MacDougall who was also
blinking, “alittle discussion between uswill help us both. Now | know why you were headed as you
were; and why you were carrying the gold you had with you. | know al aout your plans. Asit happens,
they won't work. They’ Il end in ashes, like ahouse that’ s caught fire. But how much you' re hurt by them



will depend on how much you' rewilling to talk with me and work with me.”
He waited, but MacDougdl said nothing.
“Wdl?" demanded Jm. “Do you intend to talk openly with me, or not?’

“QOch, ye' rewadting time on the man!” said Lachlan disgustedly. “He hasn’t the wit to understand what
yetdl him. He il thinksit’samighty thing he' sdoing; and his honor won't permit him to say aword.”

“That can’'t be s0,” said Jim, keeping histone as conciliatory as possible as he watched MacDougall.

“Wait and see!” said Lachlan. He opened the door of the hut and stamped outside, apparently indifferent
to the fact that the moon was not even up and there wasllittle to do outside there except take care of
bodily necessities. Of course, thought Jim, the latter reason may have been why he had left them.

Jm went on trying to talk to MacDougdll. But he did not answer. He was obvioudy very frightened of
Jm, deep down; but he still would not cooperate. Meanwhile, Lachlan had come back in and Jm turned
his atention to him.

“Lachlan,” he said, “there’ s something | need to speak to you about out of this man’s hearing. Could you
make sure that he doesn't get into any troubleif the two of usleave him done?’

“That | can,” said Lachlan. He proceeded to use everything including the saddle girths from
MacDougal’ s horse' s saddle to tie the other to the frame of abed that was little more than awooden
tray on the ground with some dried grassinside to softeniit.

“Now,” said Lachlan, standing back. “He |l do for afew minutes. But I’ d not give him much morethan a
few before we come back, dippery calant that heis.”

“Good,” said Jm, and led the way outside, closing the door behind them.

By now, the moon had begun to show itself above the trees higher on the hill above the pasture. It shed
very little light, being only approaching full, but it was better than the sarlight only that had been available
before. Jm led afew steps away from the hut and then turned toward the shadowy form and features of
Lachlan, who had halted facing him.

“How am | to get himto talk?’ Jm asked. “I have to study him-how hetalks, how he waks, how he
waves his hands. A dozen things. But theway heisnow, I’'m not going to learn anything.”

“I could havetold y'that!” said Lachlan disgustedly. “Y €1l never see such thingsin him up hereon this
sheiling. What ye must do is see him in something like the court setting he' s used to; and there’ sno such
thing near here like that, except Castle de Mer. Moreover, to see him as he normally struts and talks,
he'll haveto belet loose in most of the castle rooms, with only guards on the outer door to keep him
from leaving the building.”

“But that will involvethe de Merd” said Jm. “ The very thing | don’'t want to do!”
“Yeveno choice” said Lachlan. “If ye want what ye say ye want, that’ sthe only way to get it. Let him

play the honored prisoner and you'll see al the ways of acting the man is capable of, including hisflattery
of Liseth, who will bethe only gentlewoman within sght and hearing of him.”



Jm stood slent, himsdlf. But he could see no other way out.

“I could havetold yethisfrom the start, if I'd understood what ye d thought ye' d might be able to get
out of him up here,” said Lachlan. “He |l never show it here. For onething, awee cattle hut like thisisno
setting for him. Also, there' s none of the type of gentles he' s used to showing off to, unless he getsto the
deMers. Hell haveto go there, and he'll have to know he' sthere. We can solve that easily enough
afterwards, with one thrust of a dagger.”

Jm winced in the darkness. That was not the type of solution he was hoping to come up with.
“| ill don't-" he was beginning.

“Besensble, man!” said Lachlan exasperatedly. “It'sapopinjay ye have in there, and popinjays only
dance on the proper perch. It's not their nature to do anything else. Isthere no way ye can understand
thet?”

Jm had encountered this sort of situation before. He had congtantly to remind himsdlf that he did not
realy know these people. Even after amost two years he did not know al about how they acted; or even
agresat ded about why they choseto act, when they did. In acaselikethis, he would smply haveto trust
Lachlan; and hope that somehow he could come up with asolution that would leave the MacDougdl
alive and sill keep the de Mersfrom retribution at the hands of the King of Scotland.

“Very wel,” hesaid, “we || go on down to the castle tomorrow, then.”

“Now ye retalking some sense,” said Lachlan. Turning away from him, the Scot went back into the hut.
Jmfollowed.

MacDougal had made no attempt to get out of his bindings-which seemed to earn him Lachlan’s
contempt, instead of approval.

“Hewas dways apoor play-toy of aman,” Lachlan said to Jm. “He was afraid that we' d comein and
find him haf loose and maybe one of us would be annoyed enough at that to cut histhroat right now.
Well, we should get some deep. But for dl that he made no move while we were outside talking, it's best
we take turns deeping. Would ye careto go first on the bed, or shdl 17’

“Youfirg,” Jm said. For onething, he had no intention of lying down on that possibly verminous box of
meadow-straw. For another, his mind was still churning, trying to come up with ideas to make hiswild
planswork. He had a genera idea of what he wanted to do; from impersonating the MacDougall to
arranging things so that dl the Hollow Men had to bein that spot that Snorrl had found for him. But the
detailswere something e se again; and these hovered in alimbo full of question marks.

So he sat by thefire-or a least at adistance from it, where its smoke and heat were endurable, while
Lachlan tumbled into the box of hay and was adegp within seconds.

Twice during the night Jm was given the chance to deep while Lachlan sood watch. Herolled himsdlf in
his cloak, giving Lachlan the usud excuse that magician’ s requirements kept him from using anything like
abed, and twice he sat up watching amotionless, and occasiondly deeping, MacDougdll; but when
morning came he had still not come up with one useful idea beyond those he had had the night before,

As soon asthe sun rose, they ate what was | eft of their food, cut the bonds of MacDougall and let him
hobble around for awhile until the effect of his cut-off circulation was restored, at least to the point of



letting him get on ahorse and ride.

They reached Castle de Mer just about noon, were welcomed by the whole family and immediately set
down at the High Table with food and drink; including, at both Herrac' s order and Jim'’ s request, Ewen

MacDougdl.

In spite of the wine and the good food, and the relatively comfortable benches, after being tied hand and
foot on an earth floor dl night, it still took MacDougall the better part of an hour to thaw out and start
acting ashe might ordinarily have acted, if visting in someone dse' scadle.

He began to talk with the de Mers, and in particular with Liseth, whom he evidently took to be possibly
younger and much lessintelligent and experienced than she was. In fact, he preened himsdlf to her to such
an extent that her brothers began to devel op the beginnings of a dangerous scowl upon their faces. It was
only Jm’sgiving an appeding look to Herrac, who was wise enough to understand what was going on,
and Herrac’ s voiced order to his sons, that prevented trouble.

“Remember at dl times, my children,” he said, letting hislarge voicerall forth when there was a point of
the conversation at which it was appropriate to do so, “that though m’ Lord MacDougall here may be our
prisoner, heis also agentleman and aguest in this castle, and we must ways show dl courtesy to him. |
know you will do this”

The sons understood-the implied command in Herrac' slast line, if not the reasons for his ordering them
to act as he had said.

Shortly after Herrac said this, Jm himself took advantage of the fact that he had more than enough food
and drink to do him for the moment, and announced that he needed to talk to Liseth about Brian and
look at hisfriend, and perhaps Sir Herrac would excuse them both from the table now.

Herrac wasingtantly obliging; and Liseth rose from her bench with dacrity. They went off, followed by
MacDougdll’ s disappointed eyes-fastened on Liseth, of course, rather than Jim.

“I do indeed want to know about Brian,” said Jm, asthey began their ascent of the winding staircase
toward theinvalid' sroom. “But | also want to make other plans with you. But to Brian, first. How has he
been since| left? Also, were you able to change bandages every day; and how did the wound look each
timeyou did?’

“We changed the bandages each morning, as you demonstrated, m’Lord,” said Liseth. “The wound
seems to be mending apace-indeed, with amost miraculous speed, thanks no doubt to your magic, Sir
James. It hardly bleeds now, when the bandage is pulled loose-which isamarvel, consdering it has only
been acouple of days. Thereisno sign of the rednessin the skin around it that you warned me to look
for, ether. Moreover, Sir Brian himsdlf has become morelively; and more demanding of wine and
something more than the soup we have been feeding him. Infact, | leave you to ded with hisdemandsin
that direction when we get upstairs.”

“Thanksfor warning me,” said Jm grimly. Brian would indeed be starting to get restless, no matter what
kind of shape hiswound wasin.

“I'll answer him on that matter, and perhaps even rlent alittle bit to allow him some wine, meat and
bread,” said Jm. “But | want to look at hiswound first before | yield in any way to him on other things.”

“We have discovered some young onions, aready up and growing in asheltered spot of the castlewall,”



commented Liseth, asthey continued on up. “We might include those with whatever extrafood you alow
Sir Brian, asaspecid treat. They will bethefirg of the spring vegetables.”

When she said this, Jm’s own mouth began to water; and he felt atremendous admiration for Liseth's
cam proposal of this. Not only she, but whoever had discovered the onions, and everyone who had
heard of them, must have shown aniron disciplinein not legping upon the first vegetablesthey had a
chanceto taste since the last of the winterstored root vegetables had been used up.

One of thethingsthat had never occurred to him as a twentieth-century person, was how, inthe middle
ages, you missed vegetables-fresh vegetables, at least-for nearly nine months of the year. Then, when you
did finally get to avegetable, particularly oneyou liked, often its season was dl too short.

Heimagined that Liseth, and everyone el se, had been giving agreat ded of attention to the castle’'s
vegetable gardens for sometime. The servants who first discovered these onions might have been kept
from immediatedly grubbing them up and egting them by the fear of what might happen to them if they did.
Particularly if word got back to those two who were Lord and Lady of the castle.

But it would have taken red sdf-denid on Liseth’s part- and she surely must have been thefirst oneto
hear about the onions-to suggest they be given only to Sir Brian. On the other hand, he reflected, honor
had long since laid itsiron hand upon her as strongly as upon the male members of the household.

Naturaly the only wounded man in the castle should havefirst offering of the new vegetables. On the
other hand, it would have been all too easy to invent some excuse for not giving them to him-possibly the
argument that they might not be good for him just at the present moment.

“Hah!” shouted afully awake Sir Brian, as Jm and Liseth camein through the door of hisroom. “Y ou
arereturned, James! Come, let mekissyou!”

Jm endured thiswith the best possible composure. Brian, close friend that he was, still had about as
much body odor as any other of the fourteenth-century individuals Jm came up againgt, and lying in the
same bed for severa days had not improved it. Nor his unshaven face.

“Now!” said Brian, releasing him. “Tell medl that has occurred.”

Jm proceeded to do o, as he turned back the covers and began to uncover the wound. The bandage
cameloose with very little difficulty; and once the wound was uncovered, it only seeped blood in afew
places. There was no sign of inflammation around the edges of the wound.

Jm was secretly astounded. It was true that the origina dash, though long, had been hardly more than
skin deep. But it was through skin that wrinkled with every movement, and for anything like thisto hedl
thismuchin just afew dayswasliterdly unbelievable, particularly under the germ-laden conditions of the
environment.

The wild thought crossed his mind that perhaps on thisworld people smply healed faster. But Liseth had
been surprised aso.

A more sensible-but till very farfetched-explanation cameto him. Here, asit had been in hisown
fourteenth century, the only adults you saw were survivors. Probably for every grown person you saw
there were four to five infants, children and teen-agers who had not survived to the age of twenty.

He knew that inheritance and accustomation could arm people to deal with exposure to germsand



virusesthat others could not stand. Back in hisown cagtle, thelocal people could, with no trouble-though
they much preferred at least small beer- drink the water from the castle well. The only time Jm had tried
it he had trouble believing, even in remembrance, how sick he had gotten. Angie was dways careful to
boil any water that she and Jm were likely to encounter, not only in drinking but in cooking.

However, right here and now it was Brian' srecovery that was the matter under consideration; and the
patient clearly was aware of it.

“Wdl, what say you, James?’ demanded Brian ebulliently. “1 am practically hedled, am | not? Thereis
no reason why | cannot get up and join everyone dseinthe cadtle. If you like, | will not attempt to ride
for aday or two; but it isrealy not necessary. | could take to the saddle right now if | had to.”

“I’'veno doubt,” said Jm, abandoning the story of what had been gone through to get the MacDougall,
“that you could get up and ride if both arms and half of each leg was cut off. But that doesn't mean I’'m
going to let you. | need you whole, in no more than a couple of weeks, and that means | don’t want you
running into trouble, from the chafing of clothes againgt your hurt, or anything else-let doneriding ahorse
before | think you' re ready to do.”

“Come now, James-“ Brian began.

“No, | meanit, Brian!” said Jm, interrupting him. “I will need you desperatdly in two weeks-or less,
even! | will need you if you can only accompany meto advise. On my word as a gentleman and my
status asamagician, | swear to you that you must do as| say for alittle longer!”

Brian sagged back limply on the bed.

“James” he sad pitifully, “you cannot know what it isliketo lie here, hour after hour with these
sarvants Heinterrupted himsdlf to turn and gpologize to Liseth. “ Forgive me, m' Lady, no offenseis
meant to those under your command. It issimply that | must be up and around, or | will burst!”

Jm realized suddenly that the knight meant it; and againgt his better judgment, hiswill to resist crumbled.

“I'll tell you what, Brian,” he said. “If you'll stay asyou are, with afresh dressng on your wound,
moving aslittle as possible on the bed until dinner time, then we will come and carry you-*

“I need no carrying!” exclamed Sir Brian.

“Carry you, | said.” Jmraised hisvoice grimly. “-Let me finish-down the dairsto join the rest of usfor
dinner. Then, after dinner, perhaps you could move around alittle bit. But with someone on either side of
you; in case you find yourself weaker than you expect.”

“1?” cried Sir Brian. “Weak? After afew hoursin bed? That could not, will not and never will happen!”

“Nevertheless, those are the conditions,” said Jim. “Do you agree to them?’

He held hisbreath. If Brian pushed any more, he might give in some more; and he was surethat in that
case Brian would do himsalf more damage than could be easily repaired intime.

“Very wel, James,” said Sir Brian, “but | vow | had rather be put to the torture than spend even another
afternoon in this bed, with these servitors!”



“Good!” said Jm, on agreat exhaation of breath.
“Now, about some decent wine for meto drink-“ Brian began.

“Yes, yes, we ll let you have somewine,” said Jm. “But only alittle, because you' Il undoubtedly drink
more with dinner and you' Il have to watch yoursdlf there and take only alittle then, too. Do you
understand?’

“Praise the Lord and Saint Stephen!” said Sir Brian. “ Send one of these cattle for the wine right away,
for | vow that | may perish of thirst before they get back, asfast asthey run.”

“You!” said Liseth, pointing at one of the servants. “A pitcher-
“Haf apitcher,” quickly interrupted Jm.

“Haf apitcher for Sr Brian!” said Lissth.

The man she had pointed at ran out.

Jm and Liseth stayed long enough to see Brian take hisfirst deeply appreciative swallow of thewine
brought by the servant.

Then JJm made excuses for both of them and they started back down the stairs again.

“Now,” said Jm, when they were done on the stairs, “as far aswhat you must do here at the castle and
| must do outsdeit in the next two days, listen to me closely. Because dl our futures depend oniit.”

“Yes, m'Lord!” said Liseth enthusiatically.

Looking down into her bright, young face and brown eyes, it occurred to Jm for the first time that this
wasthe other side of the coin from Brian fretting at being confined to hisbed. Very possibly, Jm's
appearance with Brian and Dafydd at the castle-and particularly his own activities-were awelcome spice
to the ordinary life of the de Mer family.

Perhaps, even, thiswas particularly so to Liseth, who in spite of her genera maturity was young enough
to become happily excited, if given haf the chance.

“I need your help with this prisoner-er, this Ewen MacDougdll,” said Jm.
“Yes, m'Lord.”
“I can’t remember. Were you with us or not when | explained that my plan wasto try to take the place

of him, using magic to disguise mysdlf to look like him? So that | can then go to the Hollow Men and get
them to assemble dl in one place, so that both Borderers and the Little Men can destroy them once and

for dl-utterly?”

“Oh, | know al a@bout it, m’Lord,” said Liseth. “What service can | perform for you, asfar asthe
MacDougdl is concerned?’

“Jugt this” sad Jm. “Themagic | usewill be enough to make melook exactly like him. But I'm dso
going to need to learn to act like him. So what | have to do is observe him in his various moods, and



particularly when he istogether with other people. Now, he' s attracted to you-
“Do you think so?’ asked Liseth innocently.

“Why, of course heis,” said Jm. “Not only your beauty and your youth, but your wisdom and ability to
command acastle like this as chatelaine has to have impressed him well beyond the ordinary, aready.”

“Youredly do think s0?’ said Lisgth.

“Yes, | know s0,” said Jim. “Now, what | want you to do isto draw him out. HE'll try to seek your
favor, anyway. Please cause him to work as hard as possible at it. Stretch out the process of having him
atempt to-“

He could not think of agood medieva equivaent for the twentieth-century phrase “ make apass at you,”
s0 he ran down rather weakly.

“I think | understand,” said Liseth. “Y ou wish meto draw the gentleman out, to make him seek my
favor, and so show himsdf indl hisways”

“That'sit!” said Jm. “You'vegot it exactly. I’'m hoping the man will spread his featherslike a peacock,
to win your attention and your liking. That way | can observe him doing it; and later on we' |l have the
double advantage that once | have changed mysdf into alikeness of him, I cantry acting ashimin front
of you; and you can tell mewhat I'm doing right or what I’ m doing wrong. All you haveto doisentice
him-*

] S R! ”

CHAPTER TWENTY

Jm stared. Liseth had changed completely.

She had drawn hersdlf up stiffly; and her face was white and imperious. Her voice rang with some of the
unbelievable penetration of the de Mer voicesin generd. Jm winced, half expecting her tonesto carry al
through the ped tower; so that in a second or two he would see a couple of the brothers above him on
the stairs and another pair at the foot of them, al coming at him at the sametime.

The as yet unknighted de Mer sons might not show themselves as very capable against worthy warriors
like the experienced men-at-arms MacDougal | had taken with him. But Jm was no worthy warrior,
himsdlf-as Brian had bluntly told him, more than once. Besides, the thought of encountering four
opponents, who probably totaled well over seven hundred pounds on the hoof, was something no
reasonable man would go out of hisway to look for.

Of course, many knightslike Sir Brian were not particularly reasonable. But Jm was.

“Lisgth!” he said, involuntarily making ahushing gesture with hishand toward her. “What-*

“Sir!” She had not softened a bit from her appearance of afew seconds before. “Am | to understand
you right?Y ou want me to draw out this man, only? Nothing more?’

“Of course, nothing more!” said Jm. “No other ideaever crossed my mind-



“Because, Sr!” said Liseth. “I’ll have you to understand that | have my honor! And the honor of my
family! I amavirgin and unwed! | cannot think that agentleman would suggest-

“But | didn't suggest!” protested Jim. “As| started to say, what you seem to be talking about never
crossed my mind. I'm only thinking of you drawing him out in public. Unlessit’ sin aroom full of people,
you can ignore him completely. Stay away from him absolutely! No, | only want to see hisairsand
graces demondtrated in public so | can learn them!”

Liseth reverted to her pleasant self so quickly that Jm could hardly believe she was the same person
who had been sounding those ringing “ Sirdl” in his ears a second or two before.

“Forgiveme, if | misunderstood,” she said, lowering her eyes. “1 am ill young, and awesk, smple
maiden, aas. It isnot dways easy for me to understand the whys and mysterioustalk of Mageslike
yourself, let done men old enough to be my father.”

Jm redly did wince insgde thistime. He was absol utely positive that he was no more than eight years or
S0 older than Liseth, at the outside, and probably less. But it would not be sensible to go into that matter
right now. The main thing was, she was back in an agreeable temper.

“Not at al, not a al,” he said soothingly. “Y ou' re incomparably wise for your years. | assumeit's
because of your excellent heritage; and the responsbility you’ ve undoubtedly taken oninthiscastle,
where there ve been no other women of your rank al these years. It' s because | know you can control
men that | propose such athing asthisto you. Y ou will alow Ewen MacDougdl only so much nearness
asyou wish. | was sure that you could handle this by yourself.”

“I will not say | cannot,” said Liseth. “Part of what you say may betrue. | have been donein thiscastle
and | have learned something of how to handle men. Very well, then, | will do asyou ask-and, anent this
matter of knowing how to handle men. | pray that you will let me go about thisin my own manner, and
trust me; no matter how | act toward m' Lord MacDougall. Believe dwaysthat | am concentrating only
on your wishes. It may seem to you that | am not doing as you had expected; but in that case, be patient.
Youwill find I’ ve only taken the surest route to the ends you desire.”

“Absolutdly. | trust you. I'll be quite content with you doing everything your own way,” said Jm, wishing

he could wipe his brow, which now felt cool in the updraft of air through the open tower down which
their stairs was descending.

He hurried to change the subject.

“On other matters,” he said.

“Yes, m'Lord?’

“The next day or so, | must get in touch with Snorrl once more,” said Jm, “so that he can show methe
way to some of the Little Men. | can’t waste any time suggesting to them that they comein on our sideto
fight the Hollow Men. By the by, do you know if your father has sent any word of our intentionsto his
friends dong the Border?’

“I believe hehas,” said Liseth. “Infact, | know he has. But you must seek any answers on that from
him.”

“I will, indeed. Thank you,” said Jm. “ So, now, if you will send out Greywings at the first opportunity to



hunt for the wolf-*

“| dready did so, the minute you appeared at the castle,” Liseth said. “Y ou see, | knew you would need
Snorrl. She should locate him sometime today; and Snorrl will not expect to meet anyone until
tomorrow’ s morn. We will both go forth to meet him then, fairly early. If | rise before you, m’Lord, | will
knock upon the door of your chamber. Do you the samefor me, if you should rise very early.”

“I don’t know where your chamber is,” said Jm.
“Oh, that’sright,” said Liseth. “Well-yesyou do. Y ou had to use it one time to make some magic.”
“Oh!” Jim was embarrassed. “Of course. Yes, | will knock on your chamber door if I'm up early.”

Privately, he decided he would do nothing of the sort. The chance of his actions being misunderstood, if
not by Liseth then by others of the de Mer clan, was not worth the risk.

He had forgotten, until Liseth fired up alittle earlier, that these men and women of gentlerank really held
honor asavauable, if not avita, thing. He had no doubt that Brian and Giles, for example, would die for
theirsif they thought that was necessary. He had very little doubt that Herrac, and the kind of daughter
and sons he had raised, would have the same sort of reaction.

A man or woman'’s “word”-meaning “word of honor”- was literdly atype of currency. Dishonorable
people of rank, or those of very high rank, might sometimes disregard it. But if it became known that they
had, any but those of high rank risked being stripped of any belief in what they said; and would probably
encounter nothing but contempt from then on, from others whose honor had never been stained.

“Wadll, then,” said Jm cheerfully, “if you can help me get Snorrl to take me to the Little Men tomorrow,

and we find them the first day, and | spend aday talking, and then either by Snorrl or one of them get
guided back close enough to the castle to reach it by mysdlf, thenwe'real set.”

He paused, alittle out of breath from stringing so many “ands’ together.

Quite suddenly, he remembered something.

“I understand from Lachlan,” he said, “that MacDougd | was due to meet with some representatives of
the Hollow Men in something like five days. It'|l probably take me aweek or so after that just to set up a
gathering of dl of them. Which is probably just aswell, because representatives of the Little Men will
have to meet with representative Borderers headed by your father, before that; and | may haveto be
present at the Borderer meeting, to-er, make mysdlf useful in any way | can. I'll talk to your father about
that. Do you know where heis now?’

“I believe heis il inthe Great Hall with the others,” said Liseth. “If you wish, | can go ahead and speak
to him and draw him off to the Sde where you can spesk privily.”

“Would you?’ asked Jm. “I’d appreciateit.”
They had reached the bottom of the stairs by now.
“Wait here,” she said, and darted off toward the kitchens and the Great Hall beyond.

Jm waited, shifting from one foot to another as he stood at the foot of the stairs, and thinking abouit Little



Men, Snorrl, Borderers, Hollow Men and the possible dangersinherent in having the whole de Mer clan
think he had acted in any way improperly toward their daughter/sster. An early spring fly buzzed by,
having undoubtedly comein one of the open windows of the castle-since none of the windows were
glazed except the one in the bedroom where Brian now lay-and buzzed off again, possibly in search of
the kitchen. If so, it had headed in theright direction.

Eventudly the overpowering figure of Herrac gppeared in the doorway through which Liseth had earlier
vanished.

“M’Lord,” hesaid, “forgive mefor not drawing you aside before, but | thought it best to give an
gppearance of complete normality for ashort whilein front of the MacDougdl. If you will follow me now,
| will take you to a chamber where we can talk.”

Heled Jm through the doorway and off to one side, down through anarrow passageway against the
curve of the white stone wall of the ped tower, lighted only by the daylight now coming through the
arrow ditsaong thewal to their right. Eventualy the arrow dits vanished and the passage moved
between solid walls on either side, lit only by acouple of arrow ditsat itsfar end.

Luckily it was not along passage, and before they reached the end of it, Herrac had turned into aroom
which opened out again on the outer wal and had enough arrow ditsto light it with some
effectiveness-aided of course by the sill-strong afternoon daylight.

It contained no bed, but a number of bencheswith backs- that being a better description of them to
Jm’smind than to call them chairs-and aso atable with storage areas built in underneath itstop, so that it
was not that far distant from deserving the name of “desk.” Herrac dropped into one of the chairsbeside
the desk and waved Jim to another.

“I have sent for some wineto be brought us. Shal | smply tell you what has happened and what I’ ve
learned since you left uslast?” he said. They were the first words he had spoken since he had met Jm at
the foot of the sairs. “ Or have you something more urgent to spesk to me about?’

“Only onething,” said Jm, fedling that spreading the word himsdf would be aform of self-protection.
“I’ve asked the Lady Liseth to help mein drawing our prisoner to show off his courtly airs and habits; so
that when | change mysdlf to look like him, with magic, | can dso display the same movements and
behaviors. The Lady Liseth understands, of course, that thisis Smply amatter of her public behavior with
MacDougadll. | am not asking her anything beyond the bounds of good manners, or anything that would
bein any way distasteful to her.”

“Of course,” rumbled Herrac, “1 agree. Y ou are agentleman, aswell asbeing amagician, and | would
not conceive of your suggesting anything improper to my daughter. Tell me, has she agreed to this?’

“Shehas” said Jm, “just now, as we were leaving the room where Sir Brian lies. -By the by, | have
given him permission to come down to dinner. But, on the matter of Liseth and MacDougdl. | assumed
her agreement would be subject to achanceto tell you about it, and make sure that you also agreed.”

“Asamatter of fact,” said Herrac, “ she drew me asde from the table in the Great Hall just a moment
since, told me about it, and did seek my agreement. But | could hardly doubt that any daughter of mine
would be anything but politeto avisitor in my home.”

He paused.



“Beddes” hesad, “you may have noticed yourself, that she does not take kindly to nay-saying, even by
me, her father.”

Since Jm had seen none of the de Mer children do anything but agree utterly and immediately with
Herrac, thiswas somewhat of asurpriseto him. But he hid it.

“Itisodd,” went on Herrac, more to himsdf, “but the boys were aways more biddable. My dear
Margaret dways had more successthan | in guiding Liseth.”

He paused. Hiseyes were looking past Jm at something that was not in the room. Jm, who had been
about to gpeak in the momentary silence, closed his mouth again.

“Shewas so young to die, my Margaret,” said Herrac, in astrangely muted tone of voice, “-to die so
suddenly, without warning. It wasin the middle of the night and we were in bed together, adeep. And |
woke, for evenin my deep | felt thefirgt pain that hit her; asaman, fighting while pressed close against
his sword-companion, feels the shock of the blow his companion takes, through the other’ s body into his.
So, | woke.”

“’'What isit? | asked her.

“*Hold me!’ she said-oh, in such astricken voice-and | put my arms around her and held her to me, as|
would have held her against bear or lion, or Satan himsdlf. And she clungto me...”

The man' svoice had risen; and he seemed to swell asif he threastened to fill the room. His eyes now
blazed at whatever he saw past Jm; and Jm himself was suddenly as tense as Dafydd' s strung bow.

“Then the second grest pain came.” Herrac was not even talking to Jm now, but to himself-only very
much out loud.

“Andthisonel felt as she did, a pain beyond speaking that went right through me asit went through her.

“‘Margaret!’ | cried.

“But shewasgone. And | hedinmy ams...”

Tearswere now rolling down Herrac' sface, and his voice choked for amoment, so that he could not go
on. But he seemed to grow even larger, so that everything in the room, including Jm himself, seemed to
ghrink. For now, his eyes were the eyes of amadman.

“I wasat thefunera,” he went on, “but | saw only Margaret and heard nothing. But for some months-*

He spoke suddenly between clenched teeth.

“-no man dared cross my path. For fear | would see, or think to seein him, some dight-present or
past-againg her; and | would kill him!”

Herrac' s great fist crashed upon the top of the table, so fiercely that Jim started and winced at the same
time. For it did not seem that living flesh and bone could take that blow againgt the thick wood of the
tabletop.

“-Kill! Kill! For want of killing the thing-the death-the thief in the night-that had taken my Margaret from



me. If | could have found It, | would havekilled It, | would have cut and crushed and dain It like aroach
under my foot...”

Suddenly he did out of hischair, dropping to his knees, and started to pray with bowed head.

“Lord God, you have taken her to you. Hold her safe until my coming, when she will want for safety no
more. And forgive her any sinsthat unknowingly she committed-for surely she could have committed
none, knowingly. And teach me patience and strength that | may endurein thisworld until | have
accomplished dl the things she would have wanted- to see dl my sons safely into manhood, my daughter
safe, and dl thingsright, so that | am no more needed here...”

Hisvoicetralled off into slence.
“Amen,” hesad.

Slowly, he got back up into his chair and stared around at Jm and the room for amoment, asif hewas
seeing them for thefirst time.

Finaly, hiseyesfocused on Jm.

“Not even the servants would come near, for those months,” he said, in more norma tones. “Only my
children brought me food and drink, and led meto my bed, nights-Liseth first among them, for dl Alan
waseldest. Andintime, | cameto live with what had happened-though sometimes, as now, it returnsto
my mind, unawares, and the wildness comes back on me.”

His eyeswere now completely sane again.

“Forgiveme, Sir James,” he said, “but there are indeed moments when | remember; and then | cannot
help mysdlf. Tell me, you have awife, do you not?’

“Yes” sad Jm.

“Then you know what it isto love, in away even the mingrels do not know?’

“Yes” sad Jm, even more softly, histhoughts for the moment many milesdistant.

Herrac passed ahand over hisface, wiping away the last traces of histears.

“But we came hereto talk of important matters,” he said, in hisusua voice. “1 know all that my daughter
could tell me, aswell aswhat you proposed. Yes, | have sent messengersto certain of the other
Borderers, asyou wished.”

Jm cleared histhroat.

“I'mvery pleased Liseth told you, hersdlf,” he said, “so we can get right to work. Perhapsyou' d tell me

how our plans were received by the other Borderers. Including, if you had a chance to do so, about this
business of meeting the Hollow Men for afind battle that will end them, and joining with the Little Men to

fight”

“1 have sounded out a good number of my neighbors,” answered Herrac. *Y ou must understand that,
while we have our smal disputes, the one with the other, from time to time, in generd we are quite able



to join together againgt amenace like the Hollow Men. | heard from none who were not strongly in
agreement with fighting them, if they could al be cornered in one place. On the subject of joining forces
with the Little Men, however, | was faced with one question-you will forgive me-to which | had no strong
answer. Why, indeed, do we need the Little Men? | was asked by many. | had to send them what
answer | could. Which wasthat you, asamagician, congder it of vital importance that the Little Men be
present; but you had not told me why, so that | assumed it was something magical and not to be said to
usordinary mortas.”

Recdling at this point that Herrac and his children were dl silkies, for a second the term “us ordinary
mortas’ struck Jm alittle oddly. However, heignored it, and went ahead with his answer.

“Actudly, m’Lord,” hesaid, “you were giving exactly the correct answer. There are reasons magica
which cannot betold. They're vitd to our making sure that al the Hollow Men are killed, so that none
riseto trouble either you or the Little Men any more-*

“Whereisthat winel cdled for?” interposed Herrac unexpectedly, glaring at the door.
He turned back to Jm.
“Forgiveme, m'Lord,” hesaid. “I am listening; please go on.”

“Wdl,” said Jm, “1 was just going to remark that whatever the reasons, the Borderers must have the
Little Men there. | mention this because when | get to speak with the Little Men again tomorrow-1 expect
much the same question from them. They will want to know why they need any help but their own in this
find battle with the Hollow Men. | can only tell them, asyou have told these others-and if you like | will
tell it to your fellow Borderers mysdlf-that it is absolutely necessary that both Borderersand Little Men
be engaged together in thisfinal battle. Asde from those reasons which must remain hidden, there' sthe
fact that, while you and your neighbors have suffered from them for some hundreds of years, the Little
Men have suffered from them much longer than that, and have aright to bein at the end. Asafighting
man, you must seethat for yourself, and | would trust that the other Borderers you talked to, also being
fighting men, would so seeit.”

“Certainly what you have to say are strong reasons,” said Herrac, rubbing hislarge but close-shaven
chin thoughtfully, aswas his habit.

“But you see, m'Lord,” he went on, “what it boils down to isthat the Borderers are being asked to go to
aplace as yet not named, and fight a battle a ongside those about whom they have always been wary. All
this, smply on your word aone that the place isright, and the resultswill be asyou say. As| may have
sad, dl | talked to werein favor of theideaof eradicating the Hollow Men. All were alittle doubtful
about whether they wanted to join in on what little they knew about it so far.”

“If you, yoursdlf, joined with me in meseting the Little Men and heard their answers” said Jm, “do you
think they’ d be reassured? Then you could tell them as much as I’ ve told you. Would they be more
certain, then, that | could get the Hollow Men to that place? | assume they’ d take your word for the fact
we captured the gold MacDougdl was carrying with him; and that they wouldn’t doubt that the Scottish
Kingisplanning an invasion of England through Northumberland.”

“Both things would make agrest difference,” said Herrac. “If | tell them of these things, do you have
timeto get to the Hollow Men and aso meet with the Borderers, themselves?’

“I think we'll make time, somehow,” said Jm. | say we, because | indeed planned to ask you, and



Liseth, to go with mewhen | meet with the Little Men.”

“I shdl willingly go anywhere with you that will serveto bring this matter to agood end,” said Herrac. “I
fed-

There was aknock on the door of the room. It opened without an invitation to enter; and a somewhat
swesaty servant camein hastily, carrying adab of wood bearing two pitchers and two cups. He cameto
the desk and set them down on its top.

“And where have you been dl thistime, drrah?’ thundered Herrac a the man.
The servant seemed to shrink by at least athird of his height.

“M’Lord...” he ssammered, “thetray on which | usudly bring pitchers and cups like thiswas not to be
found. It took some extratimeto find this piece of wood to serveinits place.”

“Wél you brought it now! Out with you!” sngpped Herrac; and the servant vanished quickly, closing the
door softly behind him.

Herrac poured two cups from one of the pitchers, both of which turned out to be full of wine.

“Wherewas|?" he asked himsdlf. “Oh, yes, I'm willing to do anything that will aid in this endeavor.
Certainly | can seethe usefulness of the two of ustogether, meeting with the Borderers. Perhapswe
should take Lachlan aswell.”

“I’ve no objection to that,” said Jim, picking up hiswine glass and sipping from it as Herrac poured half
of hisdown histhroat.

“Asfor the busness of my going with you to meet the Little Men-1 have no objection to that either,” said
Herrac. “But will they stand, when they see me coming? I’ m not known aong the Border as aparticular
friend of the Little Men-though not probably as aknown enemy, either.”

“They'renot dl that fearful,” said Jm; and then he redlized he had et adightly ironic note cregp into his
voice, S0 he hastened to add, “ particularly when we' |l be approaching them in their numbers. We will
aso have Liseth and Snorrl to vouch for us. Now, | have made arrangements with your daughter to
summon the wolf Snorrl, who should be here tomorrow morning. If heis, we should go right away to see
what arrangements we can make with the Little Men.”

Herrac frowned.
“Talk to the Little Men, before you speak to the Borderers?” he asked.

“It would take you severd daysto arrange a meeting for me with the other Borderers, wouldn’t it?” Jm
asked.

“That istrue” said Herrac. “ Still-

“If you'll forgiveme,” said Jm. “| believethat bringing the Little Men to agreement to thismay bethe
more difficult task, Sncethey’ re adifferent sort of people from us. Also, there' sthis matter of time. If we
can get to the Little Men tomorrow, we' Il have saved some days. And time looks to be rather short; for a
number of reasons, but mainly because the Hollow Men were expecting the Scottish envoy in afew days,



now. Also, they’ Il want him to meet with some of their representatives, first, before ameeting can be
arranged with al of them together. Then, it'll take timeto gather them dl together in the place we want.”

“Very wel,” said Herrac, yielding. He drained his cup. “Let it be asyou say. The end isworth the
means.”

He pushed his cup from him and stood up.

“Now,” hesaid, “let usboth return to the Great Hall. Liseth will dready have thisMacDougal casting
interested eyesin her direction. And |, aswell asyou, wish to observe his actions.”

Therewas anotein Herrac' s voice that boded ill for the MacDougall if he should crossthe line of
ordinary socid courtesy where Liseth was concerned. Jm thought that Liseth had redlly had no need to
worry on many counts-the least of these being Jim'’ s utter lack of desire for her to do more than put the
MacDougdl in play-asit were.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

As Jim and Herrac approached the Great Hall, noisesfrom it began to be heard above the sounds of the
kitchen. Most unusua noises. Jm heard the plunking of some stringed instrument, along with agreeat ded
of thumping and an occasional sound rather like awar-whoop.

Jm looked at his companion for an explanation. Herrac looked back at him alittle sourly.

“My sonsare dancing,” he said. “ Apparently MacDougall has put them up to this; and | wouldn’t doubt
but what Lachlan has had ahand in it, aso, that wild Scot!”

They stepped into the Great Hall, and up onto the platform that held the high table. Only three people
were seated at the table right now. Onewas Liseth, looking reserved as a maiden carved from ice, near
one end of thetable. Acrossfrom her sat Dafydd; and farther down the table on the same side as Liseth,
MacDougdl lounged, hisfacein an expression that nicely blended amild curiosity and disdain.
Somewheat the same ook with which a person might watch performing fless.

Down on the main floor dongside the lower table that stretched away toward the front entrance, in an
open space, Christopher had produced alute, and was now playing atune on it while Lachlan was
dancing.

Jm stared at him in a certain amount of amazement. He had seen Scottish dancers before, at fairsand
festivals and specid occasions. But by and large they had been young girls. Evenin their case, he had
marveled. They had seemed to float in the air, weightless above their pointed toes that just touched the
ground; doing complicated things with their [egs, meanwhile, and with one hand on a hip while the other
was held up over their head.

Lachlan was doing the same thing. He had taken off his shoes; and in spite of the sounds of the impact of
his weight against the wooden floorboards of the hall, he too-for al his size and muscle-seemed to be
floating as he did the same sort of dancing. In asemicircle around these two were the other sons, one or
the other occasiondly twitching asif he would like to step out and dance himsdif.

Herrac sat down in his customary place at the center of the table, which put him closer to the
MacDougdl than to Liseth, and watched what was going on with aresgned air.



After amoment, Lachlan stopped and motioned forward one of the sons, who immediately began,
himself, to dance, while Christopher went on playing. To Jm the dancer did not seem to be doing badly;
but his brothers hooted with laughter. His face got red, but he went right on dancing, occasiondly giving
vent to the same sort of war-whoop that they had heard on the way in, and which had evidently been

emanding from Lachlan.

Jm looked again at Liseth and MacDougall, as he took a seat between Herrac and Dafydd.
MacDougall was just now sidling down the bench dong his side of the table to Liseth. He spoketo her in
alow voice. Only thefact that Jm was seated near her dlowed him to catch what he said.

“If 1 could persuade your excellent young brother to play us amore sedate and courtly type of dance,”
MacDougall said in her ear, “would my Lady deign to tread ameasure or two with me?’

Liseth did not turn her head.

“I’ve dready informed m’'Lord,” she said in avoicethat dripped distaste, “that | am not interested in
gpeaking or having anything elseto do with him, beyond what is my duty as chatelaine of this castle.”

MacDougd | gave adeep sigh and did backward aong the bench-but, Jm noticed, nowhere near asfar
away from her as he had been amoment before.

Since the Scottish envoy seemed to be doing nothing that Jm would have to notice, memorize, and in
time imitate, Jm decided that he might possibly get another duty out of the way. He leaned over to
Dafydd, and whispered in the bowman’' s ear, so quietly that no one else at the table could have heard.

“Dafydd,” he said, “could you step out with me for amoment? | need to talk to you.”

Dafydd nodded silently; and as silently got up from the table. He and Jim went back through the kitchen
and out behind it, into the empty corridor leading to the chamber where Herrac and Jm had talked.

Once he knew they were well away from all other ears, Jim stopped and turned to face the other.

“What caused dl thisdancing?’ he asked curioudy, before diving into the subject he had to discuss with
Dafydd.

“M’Lord MacDougdll,” answered Dafydd; and it wasimpaossible to tell from the cool tone of the
bowman’ s answer whether he approved or disapproved of what he was talking about, “asked if by
chance there was a lute or other such instrument around the castle. He offered to sng afew songsif this
was s0. It seemsthat Christopher, the youngest-

“Oh, yes,” said Jm. “I know Christopher.”

“Christopher had such alute,” went on Dafydd. “Not only that, but he could play it himsdif. Yet he
brought it, tuned it, and m’ Lord MacDougdl sang us severa songs, mostly through hisnose, in such a
strange manner that we could not make out half the words. Love songs, | think he said they were; and
indeed, they were most mournful, which | take the loving of such asheto be.”

“I see” said Jm.

“Then, after he had sung severd songs, heinvited one of the othersto take the instrument and sing, but
only Christopher could play the instrument; and he would not sing. Whereupon, Lachlan leaped up and



said he might not be able to sing; but he could dance if Christopher would play for him. Christopher said
he could. Thenyou camein alittle after.”

“I see” sad Jm. “Wdll, that explainsthat. | was just interested to know what was going on. At any rate,
that isn't the reason | asked you to step out here and talk with me, Dafydd. There' safar more serious
metter.”

“Indeed, James?’ said Dafydd.

“Yes” Jmanswered. “You know my plansfor concentrating the Hollow Men in one place; and then
attacking them with both the Borderers and the Little Men. Also, | plan, asyou know, to pass mysdf off
asMacDougdl.”

He paused. Dafydd nodded.

“Waell,” went on Jm, “it al needsto be done on avery tight schedule; and | can’t afford to get held up at
any one stage of setting up the battle. For example, what I’ ve got planned for tomorrow hasto go
forward without any kind of ahitch; so that I’ ve time to do the other things.”

“If it be not done tomorrow,” said Dafydd, “then it can be done another day, surdly. If you will forgive
me, James, | have noticed thisin you many times before. Y ou are over-concerned with time, and the
possiblelack of it. It is much better not to worry about such things, see you. If what we look for
tomorrow comes not to pass, then something ese will. We only have thisonelifetime and it will wend its
way asit chooses.”

Jm had asudden feding of empty hel plessness. Once again, he was up againgt adifference between
fourteenth-century thinking and the twentieth-century thinking with which he had grown up. So many
things beyond their control could interfere with the plans of peoplein that medieva time that they had
cometo congder it merely afortunate chance if they happened to get where they intended, at thetime
they had origindly expected to get there. In fact, asaresult of these uncertainties, they smply, usudly,
did not expect to get something accomplished a any particular time at dl. They would get where they
were going when they got there.

“You're probably right, Dafydd,” he said, “but | do very much want to see the Hollow Men destroyed
and | want the Little Men and the Borderersto fight side by side for once and discover each other-as
they will-which | think will be agood thing. Don't you think so, too?’

“Indeed it will, if itisto be,” said Dafydd.

“You see, that' sthe point,” said Jm. “It may be; and | see achance of making more surethat it will be,
if notimeislost in doing variousthings by way of preparation. Tomorrow, Snorrl thewolf should be here
to lead us once moreto the Little Men. Liseth isgoing out with me in the morning to meet him. I'mtaking
Herrac dong aswell, to spesk to the Little Men in the name of the Borderers, if Snorrl agreesto take us
al; which | now beieve hewill. Liseth hastold methat he has never refused her anything before. I'd like
you to come, too.”

“I will dways be glad to go anywhere you wish, if sobeit | am freeto do so; and certainly | am now,”
sad Dafydd. “But why would you be wanting me along with you tomorrow?’

“Why”-Jm found himsdf alittle unsure asto how to phrase it-“you seemed to make a particular
impression on the Little Men, the last time we met them. | was thinking that having you there on our Sde



would serveto prove that what was planned was a good thing. Now, of course, if you don’t want to
seem to be agreeing with that for some reason, I’'ll understand.”

“But | do agree, man,” said Dafydd, with dmost alittle edge to hisvoice. “How can you think
otherwise? For not only have | said that | think your ends are good ends; but we are Companions since
the time of the Loathly Tower and before, and will be Companions therefore, aslong asour lives|ast.
Will we not?’

“Oh. Certainly!” said Jm. “It'sjust that | didn’t want to impose on your friendship-

“Between us, James,” said Dafydd gently, “there can be no talk of imposing, seeyou. | would that you
not use that word to me again in making arequest of me.”

“Certainly. Gladly!” said Jm, feding asif he had blundered horribly, and a the same time not quite sure
what he had donewrong. “It’sjust that | had to ask you and-damn it, Dafydd, I’'m doing the best | can
with everybody in thismatter. And it'sal mixed up. For onething, we have to be careful to keep it secret
from Brian that thisis going forward; otherwise he Il ing st on being with us.”

“Hewill bewith usin any case,” said Dafydd, “or after us- if he discovers we are gone after we have
aready |eft. He will need to be told he cannot go before we leave, if that iswhat you wish.”

“I planto tell him beforeweleave,” said Jm. “I'll explain that | do plan to take him aong, on horseback,
to the battle, if he’ s able to comewith us by that time. I’ ve never seen anything like the way he' s hedling.
He may be so wdl by that time that not taking him will beridiculous”

“Indeed, | think that ishow it will likely be,” said Dafydd. “Very wdl. Shdl | find you in the morning, or
will you find me?’

“You're better at waking up early than | am,” said Jm. “Particularly, you're better at waking up at a
certain time than | am. Would you come and wake me up as soon as the sky beginsto brighten? And
then wewill wait in my room until Liseth comesfor usor-*

A sudden thought struck him.

“Perhaps we should go and wake Herrac first and then come back to the room.”

“That will bevery well,” said Dafydd. Abruptly he smiled warmly at Jm. “Look not so glum, m’Lord.
Thingswill go well tomorrow; and if they do nat, it shal be no fault of ours. What more can men ask?’

“Perhgpsyou'reright,” said Jim.

“Indeed | am,” said Dafydd. “Now, what is your will? Do we stay here, go someplace else, or return to
thehd|?”

Jm roused himsdf to current necesdities.

“We go back to the hdl,” he said. “I’ ve got to watch that damn MacDougall until he does some things
that | can imitate once |’ ve made mysdlf over to look like him.”

Heled off, and Dafydd went with him.



“To be sure, you are now beginning to swear somewhat in the English style,” said Dafydd. “And | must
say, m'Lord, it gppearswell in you. Frequent oaths, such as Sir Brian uses, have their usein getting rid of
the noxious humors within aman. And, concerned asyou are for many things, you have no lack of such
humorsto get rid of .”

“You don't swear much,” said Jm, casting asideways glance at him as they once more reentered the
hall.

“Ah,” said Dafydd, “but that is because | am aman of Wales, and, likethe Little Men and asyou
mentioned about them, we Welshmen, too, have different needs and different ways.”

They found their places back at the high table, and were welcomed there by Herrac, who had been
gtting gloomily by himself and drinking; since there was nothing el se to do. He passed them both cups
and filled them. Down on the floor, one of the other brothers was now dancing-or trying to dance- with
ingtructions and orders from Lachlan, who clearly had no high opinion of any of these boyswhen it came
to getting up on their toes and moving as he, Lachlan, had.

Jm sat and watched Ewen MacDougdl. But Liseth was till being anice-maiden, which puzzled Jm
serioudy. Thiswas not exactly the reaction he had asked of her. Happily, in time he remembered Angie
hiswife, occasionaly saying pretty much the same sort of thing Liseth had when the de Mer chatelaine
had warned him to trust her, even if she seemed to be acting in away that he did not expect. Clearly,
what she was doing now, she evidently thought would bring the MacDougdll to hed earlier.

And, in fact, thought Jm, watching them, to a certain extent it seemed to be working. Asthe afternoon
wore on, MacDougd | became more and more asuitor. And, gradudly, Jm saw Liseth gpparently
seeming to thaw under this concentrated pressure.

Inthe end, shefinally agreed to tread a single measure with him, of amore courtly dance. It turned out
Christopher knew only one tune that would suit itsalf to that sort of dance. But he played this; and
MacDougall decoroudy led Liseth at arm’slength through the paces of the dance, explaining the moves
as he made them. Whether she redlly needed thisingtruction, Jm could not make up hismind. But she
followed MacDougdl’ s directions docily enough.

However, once the dance was over she returned to being an ice-maiden, at her end of the bench; and
continued that attitude through dinner and up to the point where she left for bed.

Jm followed shortly thereafter. Thetime he had set for getting up in the morning was early, even though
he had adjusted to fourteenth-century standards to a certain extent. He knew, particularly after the
amount of winethat he could not avoid drinking without giving offense to his hogtsif he stayed, he would
fed like death warmed over when Dafydd finally came to wake him up in the cold pre-dawn.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

No onein the group had a hangover the following morning, as Snorrl conducted them through the rugged
country that led into Little Men territory. Of course, thought Jm, Lachlan was not one of them thistime.
Jm and Herrac werein full armor, including lances; Dafydd rode behind them al with hislong bow dung
over one shoulder and aquiver full of arrows on his hip. Liseth rode on the other side of her father from
Jm; or if the way became too narrow, she dropped alittle behind. Snorrl, of course, ranged ahead.

They weredl fully armed. Liseth even had abroadsword in its sheeth, attached to abelt hidden, like the
broadsword itself, in the folds of her outer dress and under her cloak.



It was unheard of for a gentlewoman to wear asword. But Jm felt sure that she would not be wearing it
without her father’ s knowledge and approva; and if he agreed to her carrying the weapon, then
undoubtedly she had learned to useit.

In addition, she would aso undoubtedly have a dagger hidden somewhere else about her. It was not
only Scots like Lachlan who carried the skean du-or “black knife’-in their sockings. Thislast wasa
short but broad-bladed dagger narrowing rapidly to aneedle point; aweapon that could be very effective
at close quarters, aswell asbeing invisible until needed in the ordinary course of events.

Thethought of Liseth and apossible Skean du in her stocking or boot reminded Jm of anew problem
that had cropped up.

Last night at dinner, Brian had joined them, as he had been promised, helped down the stairs, much
againg his protests, by Liseth on one side and Jim on the other. In spite of the knight’ s objections, Jm
noticed that the other had atendency to lean fairly heavily on him from timeto time; and guessed that if
nothing elsethe severa daysin bed had had the effect of making him alittle unsteady on hisfeet. The
amount of blood in hisbody should by now have pretty well replenished itsdf. It was Smply amatter of
the dash itsalf hedling safdly; and it was il showing aremarkable ability to mend fast.

S0, they had negotiated the stairs on the way down with no trouble, and Brian had been welcomed by
dl-including arather digant and lordly welcome from Ewen MacDougdll.

Whether it was the tone of thiswelcome, or anaturd antipathy of some sort, MacDougall and Brian
seemed to be automaticaly at swordpoints from the beginning. MacDougall talked ddliberately about
court doings and Brian had let him talk. Until he mentioned tournaments.

At that point, Brian had chimed in with afew reminiscences of his own about tournaments, mentioning
rather casudly that he had been fortunate enough to win this tournament and that tournament; that he had
been honored with the chance once to cross lances with Sir Water Manny, and on another occasion with
Sir John Chandos. He wound up by asking MacDougall very casudly if he had ever had the fortune to
break alance with those same two well-renowned gentlemen and soldiers, or others of equa fame.

He had obvioudy found the chink in MacDougal’ s social armor. The Scot Viscount had indeed been
engaged in tournaments, though nowhere near as many as Brian-who, in fact, had been eking out the
living of hisvery poor estate by hiswinningsin them. The winner of an encounter normaly gained the
horse, armor and weagpons of his opponent, unless the opponent chose to ransom them back from him,
and this source of income was about al his broken-down Castle Smythe had to keep it going.

Not merely that; but snce MacDougall’ s tournaments had been dl in Scotland, he could not name
knights of such internationa reputation as Manny and Chandos, as opponents. Asaresult, for thefirst
time since he entered Castle de Mer, he was being made to look less of the completely experienced
courtier than he had been presenting himsdlf.

Brian had kept a perfectly straight face while he was doing dl this. MacDougdl had given no sign that he
was aware of being belittled. Also, no one else at the table, even Liseth, seemed to take any particular
note of the fact that MacDougall was being put down by Brian. But everyone was, of course, aware of
what was going on.

The end result, however, from Jm'’ s standpoint, was unfortunate. That type of exchange between two
medieva knights could lead eventudly only to armed conflict between them. Jm hated leaving them



behind, with no other company but Lachlan and Herrac' s sons. Lachlan seemed aslikely to encourage a
quarrd as prevent it; and none of Herrac's sons had the age and authority to prevent open trouble
between two such men of rank and reputation, if matters should get out of hand between Brian and

MacDougdl.

Jmworried. Brian was dill in no caseto get into afight with another man who wasin good health. Such
an encounter could not only mean Brian losing face, but possibly being badly hurt, if not killed. Even if the
encounter was disguised as a competition. Thewound on Brian's Side was not yet healed enough to
endure the activities of abody in battle.

However, there was no help for it. Im told himself he would smply have to wait until he got back; and
meanwhile there was nothing he could do about it. However, tdling himsdf this did not make the worry
disappear from hismind. For Dafydd, he thought, undoubtedly it would have. But for Jim, the worry was
there and it stuck.

Infact, it kept him company until they went over alittlelip of land between some of the same sort of
sharply verticd cliffsthat he and the others had climbed, following their fight with the Little Men againgt
the Hollow Men.

Abruptly, then, they found themsel ves moving down adopeinto avery pleasant little valley that
stretched for some distance, widening asit went, with something at the far end of it that could be
buildings, and possibly tilled land. However, not fifty yardsin front of them was one of the“schiltrons’ of
the Little Men-drawn up in ranks with spearsleveled. Jm could gill not help himsdlf thinking of them as
phalanxes-but he made amenta note to use the other word, here.

Standing afew paces before the front rank of the schiltron was the Little Man whaose bushy face Jm
recognized as being that of Ardac, Son of Lutel. The sameleader he had met at the time of their mutual
fight with the Hollow Men. Ardac kept his eyes on Jm, more or lessignoring the others as Snorrl led
themdl uptohim.

“Magician,” Ardac said, as Jm and the others hated before him, “you are not unwelcome, you and your
friends. But you come here more frequently than we like strangersto visit our land.”

“It' samatter of absolute necessity that bringsme,” said Jm. “I believe we ve got achance at agreat
accomplishment to discusswith you. Oneyou'll find most welcome, as wefind it welcome.”

Hereined hishorse alittle to one Sde so that Ardac had afull view of the other humanswith him.
“Do you know everyone here?” Jm went on. “Y ou remember Dafydd ap Hywel, who fought with us-*
“We remember Dafydd ap Hywel for more reasons than that,” said Ardac. “But continue.”

“Y ou know Snorrl, of course. Y ou know Liseth; and surely you aso know Herrac-Sir Herrac de Mer,
father of Liseth de Mer.”

“We know them all,” said Ardac. His eyeslingered for a second meeting with Herrac' s and then came
back to Jm. “We till have not heard why you comeinto our land again.”

“I'vejust said,” answered Jm. “We ve a progpect which | think you’ d want to discuss with us and your
other leaders, whoever they may be. May we go to them, or dismount and wait here for them? Or in
some way's set up ameeting where we can talk and explain what we have in mind?’



“Weshdll see” said Ardac. He turned around, stepped back and spoke to one of the soldiersin the
front rank. The soldier, still carrying his spear and shidd, left the rank at arun, circling the schiltron and
going back, gtill running, toward the shapesin the distance that might be houses.

“Therewill beawait,” said Ardac. “Y ou may dismount and make yoursaf comfortable on the ground
hereif youwish. We dso will wait.”

He turned to the ranks behind him and shouted a single word. Jim was not quite able to make out
whether it was the way it was uttered that kept him from understanding it, or if it wasin alanguage he did
not know.

The soldiers of the schiltron laid down their shidlds and swords and sat down themselves, cross-legged,
gill in their ranks. Dafydd and Liseth, Jm noted, were aready dismounting. Herrac and he followed suit.
They dso sat. Ardac had aready seated himsdlf, only half adozen feet in front of Jm.

“Word has cometo us,” Ardac said, “that one of your number who fought with us against the Hollow
Men was wounded. How is his hedth now?’

“He sheding-very fagt,” said Jm. “It was a bothersome rather than a dangerous wound, after all.
Something sharp cut along dash dong hisribson onesde”

“| am pleased to hear it,” said Ardac. “Of our wounded, one died and the rest are recovering.”

“I’'m very pleased to hear that, too,” said Jm. He was doing his best to bring alessforma and more
friendly amosphere into being between him and thisleader of the Little Men. “| wasimpressed by the
way you al fought in that encounter with the Hollow Men. | think no one ese could have done aswell.”

There was the beginning of asound from the throat of Herrac, beside Jm, the sound cut off beforeit had
more than achance to get started. Ardac’ s eyes swung to the huge knight, and for the first time afaint
smile parted his bewhiskered lips.

“Y ou would say that men of your own kind would have done aswell or better. Sir Herrac de Mer,” he
said to Herrac. “I will not argue the point with you. Thisisameatter of opinion. Let us each keegp to his
own. Doesthat suit you?’

“It suits, Ardac, Son of Lutel,” said Herrac. Hisvoice was as neutral in tone as Ardac’ s had been.
Abruptly, he smiled dightly also. Ardac reached out ahand.

Wordlesdy, Herrac reached out his own long arm and took the smal fist in hislarger one for amoment.
Thenthey let go-

“If your reason be good, Sir Herrac,” said Ardac, “you are welcome on our land, even if you come
done”

“I thank you, Ardac,” said Sir Herrac. “ That is courteous of you.”

“We do not dedl in courtesy here,” said Ardac. “We have friends or enemies. | have just named you as
oneof our friends. That isdl. Neither courtesy nor anything eseisinvolved.”

“I understand,” said Herrac, nodding his head dowly, in such entirely reasonable atone that Jm could



amog see Ardac’ s dtiffnessthawing dightly before hiseyes.

Snorrl had flopped down on the ground when the rest of them sat. He lay now on hisside, had closed
his eyes and was apparently deeply adeep. They waited. No one said anything, and the sun was warm.
Jm fet an urge to drowse off himself; and only brought himsalf back to full aertness by reminding himsdlf
of the seriousness of the Situation.

Ardac had cdled them friends. Nonethel ess, the schiltron in front of them barred their way any farther
into the valley aswell asthe stone face of amountain might. They were accepted onto the land, but not
into the homes of the Little Men, very obvioudy.

After what seemed along time, but was probably only about haf an hour, Jm saw amovement in the
farther reaches of the valley. Movement which approached them, and findly resolved itsdlf to four teams
of eight armed L.ittle Men, each team carrying by poles on their shoulders asedan chair in which sat
another Little Man, obvioudy much older, white of beard and dressed in white robes.

Still, with these loads, the bearers ran-although they seemed to either keep in step so well, or otherwise
meatch their footfals so that their running hardly jolted their burdens. Just how it was done, Jm was not
ableto figure out; even when the four older Little Men had been brought right up to the front of the
schiltron and their sedan chairs put down on the ground by the bearers.

Things 4till did not look too promising, Jm thought. Hisgenerd impression of al four of the older men
wasthat they were dl glaring a him and the others; rather than merely looking them over. After along
moment the white-bearded Little Man on the right lifted his hand. He and the others reentered their sedan
chairs. The carriers picked these up again; and carried them around to the side and back of the schiltron
until they were about forty yards off. Far enough so that they could obvioudy talk amongst themsalves
without being overheard by the visitors.

Ardac went with them and once the sedan chairs were set down again, a consultation was evidently held
between Ardac and the white-beards.

After alittlelonger, Ardac came back to Jm and the rest.

“’Now,” hesaidto Jm, “wewill listen to you.”

Jim took a deep breath.

“Wehaveaplan,” he said, “by which the Borderers and the Little Men working together can catch the
Hollow Men dl in one place for once and day them al, so that not one is|eft to raise the others back to
whatever sort of lifeit isthey have.”

“We know of your plans,” said Ardac.

Jm looked narrowly at him.

“How do you know?’ he asked.

“Because | told them to him,” brokein the harsh voice of Snorrl. Hewas il lying lazily extended on the
ground but with the upper eye visbly open. “What little | did not know | learned from listening to you

when you dew dl of that party on the road from Scotland except the one you took prisoner. There was
asowhat | heard when you, Lachlan MacGreggor and the prisoner, werein asmall hut on asheiling.”



Jm swung to face Ardac.
“If you knew al about this before we got here,” said Jm, “why meet usthisway and bring your-

He could not think of aproper word to indicate arank he did not know. He merely gestured toward the
men with the white beards-

“-out to meet us?’

“We do not know everything,” Ardac said. “What we do not know and what we want to know, iswhy
you should want usinvolved in this matter together with your tall people. We know more about thisland
and its people than anyone e'se. We know there are more than enough Borderers to win such a battle by
themselves. Just asthere are more of usthan are needed to kill off al the Hollow Men in the place you
have picked.”

He paused.

“Youfrown alittle” he said. Jm immediately straightened his face up. He had not redlized that he had
been frowning.

“Y ou have only seen me and this schiltron,” Ardac went on, “so you have no evidence that there are
others beside mysdlf, particularly snce you have now seen me twice and no other schiltron-leader. But
there are many schiltrons and many leaders. | am here this second time to meet you only because| was
the one who had met you before. Now, why do you want to mix Little Men and Borderers together to
make aforce to destroy the Hollow Men, when it is not necessary?’

“I think,” said Jm, dowly, “that it’ s very important that both Little Men and Borderers beinvolved in this
as partners. For one thing, both they and you have suffered from the Hollow Men. But for another, there
may come an even more important time sometimein the future, when it will be necessary for dl of you,
and dl of the Borderers, to join forces against some common enemy. If you fight together thistime, then
you will be ableto point back to it when, in the future, you havelittle choice but to fight Sde by sde.”

Jm stopped talking. Ardac said nothing, but stood, apparently thinking. He made no attempt to take
Jm’ swords back to the white-bearded Little Men waiting off in the distance.

“I'm not asking you to become close to them!” said Jm earnestly. “I' m not asking them to necessarily
get closeto you. I'm smply asking you both to fight on the same side for once; so that you know that it
can be done-both you and they. I’ ve no way of proving thisto you-that it’ simportant. Y ou take my
word for it or you don’t.”

“You'reright,” said Ardac suddenly and unexpectedly. “Y our word isdl we have.”

He turned about without a further sound and went off to the white-bearded Little Men; and stood talking
to them for sometime.

Jm stood watching them from the distance. Hefdt alittleirritated that these white-bearded leaders
would not come forward and talk with him directly, but must relay what they had to say through Ardac.
But at that moment, he heard a soft murmur in hisright ear, low-pitched enough so that no one esethere
could hear it, which was the voice of Dafydd.



“They are not what you think. Sir James,” murmured Dafydd, “those with the white beards. They are not
rulers, they are only older Little Men of wisdom with whom Ardac consults. On the basis of that
consultation, he avails himsdf of their wisdom, and so makes his own decison-which the Little Men asa
wholewill afterwardsfollow.”

“TheLittle Men asawhole?’ muttered Jm, but carefully, without turning his head to show that hewas
talking to Dafydd. “But he said he was only aleader of a schiltron among many leaders of schiltrons. |
got theimpression that they were dl equd, those schiltron-leaders.”

“Indeed, they are 0,” said Dafydd, “but as| say, they are not like-“

There was adight pause, so dight asto be aimost a catch of Dafydd' svoice. “-us. They are different,
and have their own different way of handling matters, see you. If Ardac decidesto fight with the
Borderers as you wish, then al the other schiltron-leaders will be ready to fight with him. Just so, he
would follow if another schiltron-leader made a decision. He and the otherswho lead groups of Little
Men likethisare the real |eaders of the people. Though, in truth they are people that have no leadersin
the sense we think and say the word. But over many centuries they have cometo think much alike, and
they trust each other to agreater extent than-

Againthelittle hestation in Dafydd' svoice. “-wedo.”
“1 see” murmured Jm.

He had just gotten the words out of his mouth, when Ardac turned away once more from the
white-bearded elders and came back to him.

“Wewill fight with you against the Hollow Men, | think,” hesaid, “ provided dl isin order. Thereisone
guestion l€ft to resolve. Who commands this battle where Little Men are concerned?’

“I-'mnot sure,” said Jm. “1 mean, it hasn't redlly been settled yet. Possibly | mysdlf will be known as
the commander, but wise and experienced soldierslike yourself and Herrac among the Borderers will
certainly have agreet dedl to say about what is done-

“Then we cannot do it!” said Ardac.

“Can’t doit? Why not?’ demanded Jm.

“Because the Little Men must only beled by one of their own blood,” said the Little Man. “Perhaps|
and some other leaders of schiltronswill be invited to your councils, but we will not be a part of them.
We could only be apart of them if one of us were one of the chief leaders.”

“But thisisan impossible demand,” said Jm. “ Thereis no way-*

He stopped. He had been about to say there was no way the Bordererswould accept aLittle Man asa
magor leader amongst them.

“It must be s0,” said Ardac. “ The Little Men have dways fought asaunit. If we areto fight Sde by side
with the Borderers, we and they must be a unit. That means one of us must be amongst the leaders; and
considered as one of them, by the Borderers.”

“Youmean,” Jm sad, finally understanding, “whoever commandsthe Little Men must be trusted by the



Borderers as much asthey trust each other?’
“That isso,” said Ardac.
“Asl say,” said Jm, “it'simpossible. We have Little Men and we have humans. There are no others”

Herrac, Liseth and dl the others had drawn close about him as he was speaking. Desperately, he wished
that Herrac or one of the others would speak up, and help him resolve this difficulty. But at the sametime
he knew that they could not. The only possibility wasto ingst on the necessity for the two sSdesjoiningin
the battle. He opened his mouth to do this, but another voice beat himtoit.

“Perhaps,” said a soft voice behind him, “the Little Men would accept me astheir leader among the
Borderer leaders of the battle?’

It wasthe voice of Dafydd. Jm stood silent. He had completely forgotten that the Little Men had saluted
Dafydd when they were there. Even at that, he had trouble believing now that the salute meant they
would accept him as one of their own.

Ardac had stood silent amoment. Then without aword he turned and walked away once moreto the
white-bearded men.

“Now what?" said Jim, frustrated, speaking the words as much to himself asto anyone else. Ardac’s
reaction had convinced him there was amost no hope that the Little Men would accept Dafydd. But even
if they did, how would the bowman be received by the knights among the Borderers? They would hardly
agree eadly to the admitting of acommoner to their councils of war.

Ardac was coming back.

“Magician,” he said, stopping in front of Jm, “we accept Dafydd ap Hywe as our leader among and
with the Ordinary Men. But only on the condition that he bear his proper title. Prince of the Sea-washed
Mountaing”

“Prince!” said Jm and Herrac, together. They and Liseth turned to look at Dafydd, who had gotten to
hisfeet, taken hisbow off his shoulder and wasleaning on it, frowning.

“My forefathers put aside that title long sSince,” said Dafydd dowly. “1 know not if | havetheright in their
nameto takeit up again.”

“It iseither that, or you fight done, Sir Magician,” said Ardec.

A long silence held them.

Finaly, Dafydd sighed and took hisweight off the bow. He stood tall, straightening his shoulders.

“For the purposes of this battle, and for the time of this battle only,” he said, “I take and accept the title
which ismine by inheritance, Prince of the Sea-washed Mountains. After thet, | ask that al not only
cease to use that title toward me, but forget aswell asthey canthat | have ever borneit. Thisismy

demand!”

“I agree,” said Jm, without hesitation. He looked at Herrac. Herrac was till staring, haf frowning at the
bowman. He got to hisfeet and Jm followed.



“Thisisno play-title” hesad, “then?’
“Indeed it isnot!” said Dafydd, risng himsdf.

He had lifted his gaze and he looked Herrac directly in the face. Herrac was till somewheat taller than
Dafydd, but for amoment they seemed of equa height.

“When we leave this place | am Prince of the Sea-washed Mountains, and | remain Prince of the
Sea-washed Mountains only until the battleis over. This must be agreed upon and accepted by al. The
LittleMen agree?’

Helooked at Ardac.
“Wedo,” said Ardec.
“And| agree” said Jm. Helooked again at Herrac. “What of yourself and the other Borderers?’

“I cannot promise the other Borderers until | have spoken to them, and heard agreement from them,”
sad Herrac. “But | will agree for mysdlf and for the sake of what wefight here.”

He turned to Dafydd.
“-And for what I’ ve seen of you and heard of you myself, noble Sir.”

“Y ou need not use atitle unlessit is absolutely necessary,” said Dafydd. “Bear in mind, Sir Herrac, that
though the title remains and the rank remains, we are as men, one to one, as we have been and aswe will
be again in the future. So we are now.”

He extended his hand-a gesture no bowman would normally make to aknight. Herrac reached and took
it. They held for amoment, and let go.

“Itissettled, then,” said Ardac. “When shal we meet to discussthe plan of battle?’

“Give meaweek and ahdf. A week and ahalf to two weeks,” said Jm. “There are things that must be
donefirg. However, it would help if we werein touch meanwhile”

“Therewill be one of uswithin ashort distance of your Castle de Mer at dl times during the coming two
weeks,” said Ardac. “If you send the falcon Greywings, it will cometo us. Like your daughter, Sir
Herrac, we speak to the birds, aswell asto other beasts.”

“And they speak truth,” interposed Snorrl’ s uncompromising voice. “That iswhy we, the free people of
the wild, have been friends with them these many centuries.”

They looked a Snorrl asif by slent consent; and saw him on hisfeet, stretching and yawning hugely, as
if he had just woken up from his nap.

“Therefore, now it istime for meto lead you back to those closed wallsyou call acastle” said the wolf.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE



“Prince of the Sea-washed Mountains,” said Herrac, more or lessto himsdf, but aloud so that his
companions heard. “Prince of the Sea-washed Mountains...”

“Areyou having a problem with thetitle?” asked Jm.

“It fitsthe tongue a bit awkwardly,” Herrac said, looking both at Dafydd and then at him. “But mogt, it is
atitle that soundslike something out of an old story. | am wondering if the other Bordererswill take it
serioudy-particularly when they see Dafydd, who is most obvioudy abowman, even if we dressed him
up in court clothes borrowed from our visitor MacDougdll.”

“WEl leave himasheis,” said Jm. “You can say to your Borderers he' sa Princein disguise, and you
will tell histitleto them under ased of secrecy, sinceit should not be known that heisin this part of the
country.”

“Yes” said Herrac, “1 had assumed | should do as much. But till... that title. Y our Borderer is not used
to fanciful titles, or onesthat come strangely to the tongue.”

“Perhaps, now,” said Dafydd, “1 can solve your problem for you. Prince of the Sea-washed Mountains
ishow my origind titlewould be said if you spesk it in the language we talk nowadays. Origindly the
name was-

He uttered astring of liquid syllables that made no sense at al to Jm, and which was obvioudy nothing
that the rest of them could say.

“Do you suppose that you would rather the saying of that?” asked Dafydd, smiling.

All of therest of them, even Liseth, tried. But obvioudy what their tongues produced was not what
Dafydd had said.

“Sir James camethe closest of dl of you,” said Dafydd. * Perhaps you might use what he saysin
addressing me.”

“What wasit you said?’ Herrac demanded, turning in his saddle to face Jm. “Would you say it again,
Sr James?’

“Merlion” said Im. Hewas aware himsdlf that a couple of syllableswere missing, and that there was
none of the musicdlity in hisversion of the word he had just spoken that Dafydd had sounded in his. But it
was something he could say-and possibly the others, if they needed to.

“Merlion” echoed Herrac. “Wéll, it is better than Prince of the Sea-washed Mountains; or will be, in
talking to my fellow Borderers”

He brightened up suddenly.

“In fact, with your permission, noble Sir,” he said, looking at Dafydd, “we can improve upon it for the
purpose of a Borderer’ s ear. Would you object if we use for you the name *Merrrion’?’

He had extended the “r” in the word, to give it a Scottishlikeroll or burr.

“It will sound, then,” he went on, “more like to the norma soundsthey are used to.”



“I care not what you cal me,” said Dafydd, smiling. “Between usdl | am till Dafydd ap Hywel, master
of the bow. Let me be Prince Merlon, then-though | cannot say the ‘r’ asyou do, Sir Herrac-to al other
people. It makes no difference. Itisatitle that is here for amoment and will be gone again shortly.”

“Good!” said Herrac; and they all rode happily on to the castle.

Back there, Im was relieved to find that open trouble had not broken out between Brian and
MacDougall. But Brian, having had ataste of being up on hisfeet, was determined to stay there. Though,
mindful of Jm’semphasison thefact that he curtall hiswine drinking, he had now had what he
congdered his quotafor the day and was working hisway through some small beer.

He was seated a the high table with MacDouga |l when they arrived. He and MacDougd | had evidently
seen acertain amount of reason in avoiding open conflict; they were talking to each other with afair
amount of agreeableness. Jm drew Herrac, with Dafydd, off to one side; where they could speak
privately for a second without being overheard.

“I think 1 would like to meet with the Borderers as soon as possible,” said Jm. “Whether they should
also meet Dafydd at thistime, | leave up to you to decide, Sir Herrac.”

“Our meeting with them iseasily managed,” said Herrac. “Infact, | have appointed onefor this evening,
herein the castle. But it will not be any open gathering. They are to come quietly and we will meet apart
from the Great Hall and they will leave after we have talked. And-*

He glanced at Dafydd. “-my apologiesto you. Prince Merlon; but | think now is not the time for you to
meet with these Borderers. No, let meresay that. | cannot see the good of it, but if Sir James does, then

| will agree. Sir James, himsdlf, asaknight of repute and honor aswell asamagician, will be accepted by
them without question. Buit | think it is best we tell them about you first, before we introduce you, or any
of the Little Men who are going to join usfor the find making of plans.”

“Any plan will be welcomed by me” said Dafydd. “1 will be here, about the castle, if needed. If | may
go by what Sir James has said, it will be aweek or two before we attempt to trap the Hollow Men, in
any case. Isthat not s0?’

“Yes” sad Jm, “it's 0. | suggest wetdl them about you tonight, only if it sseemsagood timeto, and
then cdl you in if the news suitsthem. After my meeting with the other Bordererstonight I’ m going to
have to leave again-thistime for severa days. Because now’ s closeto thetime |l impersonate
MacDougall and meet with the leaders of the Hollow Men. Tomorrow I'll have to leave with ahorse
carrying the gold; and, cometo think of it, perhapsit would not be abad ideaif you went with me,
Dafydd, rather than my borrowing some men-at-arms from Sir Herrac to act as guards. The fewer of us
to meet them, the less suspicious the Hollow Men we meet are going to be.”

“Indeed, that too iswelcometo me,” said Dafydd.

That ended their talk, and they rejoined those at the high table. The socidizing went on through the
afternoon and through dinner. Once the actud eating was over, Brian began to show signs of tiredness,
and with only alittle protest, allowed both Jm and Liseth to help him back up to hisroom. They went up
the stairs with him, and Jm had a chance to speak to him, away from the Great Hall.

“Will you be ableto get dong with the MacDougdl whilel’m gone?” Jim asked.

“If he behaves himsdlf,” said Brian, “I’ll push no quarrdl. Only if he attemptsto push, will | answer the



man in any way necessary.”

“Now don't befoolish, Brian,” said Jm. “Y our wound won't let you get into armor and have it out with
this man as you would, in the ordinary way. Besides, he' sa prisoner, and shouldn’t be getting into fights

anywey.”

“It' supto him, then,” said Brian. Jim noticed that he had not promised anything. “ Between you and me,
| think he' [l not seek for trouble. He has had time to take my measure; and | do not believe he would
stand against me for more than afew minutes, either with lance on horseback, or on foot with any other
wegpon. | think heisaware of that fact, dso.”

“No doubt that’ strue, Brian,” Jm said, asthey turned down the corridor toward his bedroom. Brian
wobbled alittle on the turn and grinned weskly.

“That small beer,” hesaid, “it goesright to aman’s head.”

“It'snot the small beer,” said Jm, “it’ sthe wine you took today: and the fact you' re ill not awell man.
Remember MacDougall knows that; and may think to take advantage of it. For my sake-for al our
sakes, Brian-do your part to stay out of any open battle with him.”

“S0,” said Brian on along sigh asthey entered his bedroom and headed toward his bed. He let himsalf
gingerly down into it, then relaxed with another degp sigh. “I will do my best, James. Y ou know | aways
do my best.”

He closed his eyes and was adeep before they could leave the room. They went back downstairsto the
high table, dthough Jm had privately decided that he would be disgppearing himsdf shortly if hewas
going to get agood night’ s deep before leaving early in the morning to find the Hollow Men. He had
aready asked Dafydd to wake him; and the bowman was an infdlible darm clock, aslong astime was
expressed in the common terms of the medieva period-* daybreak” ... “nightfal”... “moonrisg’... etc. and
the churchly hours of worship.

However, before Jim and Liseth reached the hall, they were intercepted by Herrac at the foot of the
gairsand Herrac led Jm off by himself to another room in the tower.

For such asimple-looking fortification, the ped tower managed to have aregular rabbit warren of rooms
of various sizes. Herrac took him to one which he had not even guessed existed. It was a good-sized
room, enough to hold twenty or thirty people; athough the number he saw around the long table set up
there now, under the burning cressets-for thisroom had no outsde walls, merdly air holesin the celling to
let the cresset smoke out, hopefully to the outside-were only eight individuas.

Herrac led him up to the two empty spaces | eft at the head of the table, and introduced him to the
others.

“Gentlemen,” hesaid, “thisisthe Baron Sir James Eckert de Bois de Maencontri.”
“I’'m honored to meet al of you,” said Jm.

The men at the table either merely nodded or made noncommittal noises. The table itsalf was set with
food and drink, and dl of those there were clearly busy helping themselves to both.

As Jim took his seat with Herrac beside him, he had a chance to ook them over. All wore swords,



indicating thiswas not just aneighborly vist. Beyond this one common note, they were aburly bunch; no
two dressed the same. Some wore kilts, others trews-which were sort of like the kind of pants that used
to be caled plus-fours, ending at the knee-but like the kiltsin that they al showed aparticular tartan.

A few were dressed smply as any English knight might have been, out of armor; in hose and some kind
of upper jacket of various cut, over interior clothing. All wore hats, no two of them dike. This, too, was
something Jm had learned about the fourteenth-century period. It was the period of hats. He had
guessed that there must be some hundreds at least of different hat styles, for it seemed that every man he
met wore adifferent kind.

But Herrac had aready begun to introduce the men around the table to him.

“The gentleman immediately to your left, m'Lord,” said Herrac, “is Sir John the Graeme, who can put
over two hundred men into the saddle if heisagreesbleto joining us. Just beyond himis Sir William of
Berwick, who brings one hundred and twenty horsemen to our aid, if sobeit wefight together. Just
beyond him...”

Jm’shead very quickly began to swim with the names of the other Border leaders he was meeting.
Most of them seemed to have place names, but there was a good-sized minority who were introduced by
clan names, instead.

Searching his memory, Jm remembered that just because someone like Sir John the Graeme had the
name and wore the Graemekilt, did not mean that he wasin any way a speaker for that clan asa
whole-except for whatever smal part of it might be personally attached to him.

In fact, many of the men who might ride behind Sir John Graeme might do it under amultitude of
different names, for the Border was a stew of people from many different clans. Scotts, Elliots, Kerrs...
but the introductions were over now, and al the rest of those at the table had stopped their eating and
drinking and were Sitting Staring a him.

“Ballads speak of you asamagician, Sir James,” said John the Graeme, asthefirgt to break the silence.
So much for the Borderers accepting him without question, as Herrac had said.

Also, Jm noticed that Sir John Graeme had not addressed him as m’ Lord; and he guessed from this that
the fact that he was taken to be of the English nobility did not necessarily recommend him to the men
before him. The Border, he had dways heard, thought of itself asaworld apart; and certainly such
Northumbrians as he had met so far had not forgotten that once their area was a kingdom of itsown
under the name of Northumbria

“That'sright, Sir John,” said Jm. “1 am not the highest-ranked of magiciansbut | am aqudified one”

“Perhaps,” said Sir John-he came down hard on the word with atouch of local accent so that it came
out “pairhaps’- “you wouldn’t mind showing us some proof of the magic you can do?’

“Sir John!” said Herrac. My son Sir Giles has been with him and seen him work asameagician. Sir Giles
isnot with us at the moment, but heisin the castleand | can have him here within minutes. Do you wish
to question my son’sword?’

“Och, Sir Giles sword! Certainly not,” said Sir John. “It’sjust that in Sc aStuation, that is not so much
the usua thing and to which we will be committing good men who may be hurt or dain, it' snatural to



wonder about aman who sayshe' samagician.”

“Itishardly something said-* Thetone of Herrac’ s voice was beginning to degpen ominoudy. Jm stood
up and put ahand on Herrac’ s shoulder.

“Sir John,” he said, looking directly &t the Graeme, “I will be perfectly glad to give you an example.” He
thought of hislow account with the Accounting Office, and mentaly crossed hisfingersthat the other
would not take him up on what he was about to say. “If you will show methat you are askilled
swordsman, as aknight must be, by standing up right now and striking ablow with your wegpon at the
knight next to you.”

Reflexes on the Border were not dow. The knight next to Sir John Graeme-Jim had forgotten his
name-was on hisfeet in amomern.

“Now, now,” said Sir John soothingly to the standing man, “calm yoursdf, Wullie.” Sir John had been
careful not to stand up himsalf. He looked now back a Jim.

“Y ou make aworthy point, Sr James,” he said, still soothingly. “Y ou have not seen mein battleand |
have not seen you at your magic; and neither isathing lightly demonstrated. Y ou are quite right, and |
crave your pardon. We should take each other on trust; and on the word of our good host and his
worthy son. Sir Giles”

He turned to the knight who had stood up beside him.

“Seat yoursdf once more, Wullie,” he said soothingly. “Y ou know I’ ve no desire to draw sword upon
you, Or you upon me.”

Sir William of Berwick sat back down at the table.

“Wdl now, Sir John,” said Herrac grimly, “if you' ve fully satisfied yourself about everyone concerned
with the Stuation-*

“To be sure-to be sure.” Sir John waved ahand amost as large asHerrac's. “Let us continue. Perhaps
Sir Jameswill be good enough to tell ushisplans.”

Jmwas gtill on hisfeet. He debated sitting down again, then decided againgt it.

“I assume you' ve dready heard them from Sir Herrac,” he said. “Nonethel ess, you can hear them from
me now, if you want. | intend to gather the Hollow Men at a certain place, which can betold to you. |
will know thetime of their gathering; and once they aredl in position there we will movein close around
them, under the screen of treesthat surrounds part of this area-the rest being fenced in by unclimbable
diffs”

He paused to see how they weretaking this. They were dl closdly attentive, but noncommittal.

“I will have gathered them together under the pretense of paying them to spearhead an expedition by the
King of Scotland into the north of England,” he said. “Not so much for what damage they can do; asfor
the fear they can spread among the English by the fact they are ghosts. | will tell you my feding about
how forces should be arranged, once we are there. At any rate, you will see me, because | will be upon a
ledge of rock alittle higher than the floor of this place where they are met, handing out to them, one by
one, thegold.”



He paused again. They ill listened, but showed no commitment.
Hewent on.

“The gold, in short, will bethe bait that will make surewe have dl of them together. | will have made the
rule that no Hollow Man will be paid unless he shows up; and the evidence over the centuries has been
that none of them trust each other enough to have another of their own kind collect for them. When | give
acertain sgnd you will al movein. Remember, the am isto make sure that every one of themis dead.
So that none dtill livesto give thosekilled the ability to riseagain.”

“It may well be abloody cockpit, this place you talk of,” said another knight down the table, whose
name Jm had forgotten already and completely.

“It could hardly be otherwise,” said Jim. “ The only reason to support it being so isthe need of doing
away with the Hollow Men once and for dl. Over the centuries the families of dl of you have paid many
times over in goods, money and family, compared to what we will be spending in that spot at that time.”

“Thatistrue,” said Sir John Graeme, thoughtfully staring a his hands, closed together before him on the
table, “but if the figure of two thousand Hollow Men that Sir Herrac has given us-*

“Have any of therest of you better guesses?’ Jim asked.
There was sllence around the table.

“Asl say, thisfigure of two thousand Hollow Men,” Sir John went on asif nothing had been said by Jm,
“means that we must commit most of the strength of those who are here, and possibly that of afew
othersaswadll, to be sure that it is a battle to the death-a battle to the death of all the Hollow Men.”

“Exactly,” said Jm. “ That iswhy | have talked to the Little Men and got their agreement to fight with us.”

All the knights around the table made sudden movements. None of them showed extreme startlement,
but Jm read shock in every one of them.

“I did not tell them that,” said Herrac, in alow voiceto Jm, but one which the rest of the people at the
table could hear.

“Have any of you agood reason why you should not fight dlongsidethe Little Men in thismatter?” Jm
asked boldly. “ They’ ve suffered dso, and for more centuries than you have, from the Hollow Men.
They’ ve fought them vaiantly, holding their borders againgt attempts by the Hollow Men to moveinon
them. They have aright to be there at the fina killing. Not only that, but being asthey are, with their
particular weapons and their way of fighting, they will help bring the battle to a peedy concluson.”

“They are not mortal or Chrigtian,” said Sir John Graeme, looking up a Jm. “They are not of us. How
do we know that they aren’t Satan’ s children-or even secretly in league with the Hollow Menin this? It
would not be thefirgt time an aly had betrayed righteous men to their enemies.”

“I can assure you that they are not and what you fear will not happen there,” said Jm.

“Forgive meif | seem again to doubt you,” said John Graeme, who seemed more and moreto bethe
speaker for the group, “ but your assurance isathin rod upon which to lean if we are to commit al our



grength to this battle.”

“I can give you some reassurance on that,” said Jim. “ For the Little Men refused to follow but aleader
of their choice. And it seemsthat they will accept one among usonly. A man who ishere a the castlein
the disguise of an ordinary bowman, but who bears a high rank which both Herrac and | privily know.”

“For certain reasonsthe Little Men are willing to accept him astheir leader. But him, only, if they fight by
your Sde. The one | spesk of isjust without this chamber right now. If you like | can bring himin.”

They dl looked startled-including Herrac, who did agood job of seeming to turn an astonished and
inquiring faceto Jm.

“Forgive me, friend Herrac,” said Jm, possibly alittle more emphatically than was necessary, “for not
mentioning thisto you sooner. Hewill comein, of course, only with your permission and the approva of
those here. But | asked him to stand close, so that he might be available if necessary. Perhaps that
necessary moment has come?’

He had turned his head back to face al the others around the table as he said this. Therewas along
slence; and then one of them nodded, then another nodded. Findly the wave of agreement ran
completely around the table; ending, as Jm had more than half expected, with anod from John Graeme.

Jm looked at Herrac, got anod from him, and rose to step to the door and open it.
“Noble Sir,” hesaid, “would you deign to step in here, if it so please you?’

Out of the corner of his eye he could see every man there Straighten up in hischair. “Noble Sir” were
words that were used only to royalty.

All there could not help but recognize it as such.

Dafydd came through the door. He was not carrying either hisbow or his quiver; but it was as Herrac
had said earlier- he could not have been mistaken for anything but a bowman, no matter how he had
been dressed. Therewas agenerd set of body signalsin the way he moved and the way he stood, that
certified to the fact that this was a man who used the bow. As Jim shut the door behind him, he advanced
to the end of the table and stood behind Herrac looking at them all-looking down at them all.

Jm came back past him and, standing behind his own bench, turned toward Dafydd. “ For specia
reasons,” hesaid, “may | ask your Highness to introduce yourself to this company-since no one else can
introduce you properly?’

“Willingly,” answered Dafydd. “ Gentlemen, | am the Prince of-*

And once again he pronounced that string of liquid syllables that neither Jm nor anyone else had
been able to properly imitate.

“Sir Herrac?’ asked Jm. “ Since he is known among us by the name in the disguise he now adoptsto
preserve his privacy, would you speak that other name? It may come more readily to the tongues of
these gentlemen, asit did to us”

“Heisthe Prince of Merlon,” said Herrac, pronouncing the name “Merrrlon” as he had suggested.



There were dlent stares from everyone around the table- and along silence.

“Pardon me, noble Sir,” said one of the men at the far end of the table, at last, clearly taking no chances
that he might be committing asocia error by not using this newcomer’ s proper title, “but are you not
Wesh? Something about your voice seemsto say you are Welsh.”

“Indeed,” said Dafydd, smiling-and for the moment, standing as he was, he did appear unmistakably
rega ashelooked down at dl of them. “ And since I’ m in the disguise of a\Welsh bowman, how ese
should | sound?’

Jm turned to Herrac.

“With your permission, Sr Herrac,” he said. “ And with that of your Highness’-he looked back at
Dafydd-“1 will give these gentlemen some explanation of how you happen to be here.”

“Letitbeso,” said Dafydd.
Jm turned back to the people at the table.

“Where are your manners, gentlemen?’ he said. “None of you has risen; and hisHighnessis till on his
own fest.”

Herrac pushed back his bench and rose to hisfeet. Around the table, the others also rose hadtily.

“Sit. By dl meanssit,” said Dafydd, with awave of hishands. “ And if someone will be good enough to
bring measeet, | will joinyou.”

Sowly, those around the table reseated themsalves. Jim offered his own bench to Dafydd, who took it,
managing in hisown inimitable manner to appear to lounge-and loungein princely fashion, & that-while
the otherswere essentidly forced by their benches and the table to it stiffly upright. It wastruethat al of
them had been bred to the saddle and to seating themsalves in this manner. Nonethel ess, there were none
there who could have lounged with the cool indifference that Dafydd displayed. It outdid MacDougdl’s
earlier performance by a country mile.

“With the permission of your Highness,” Jm said to Dafydd, seeting himsdif, “1 will explain how you
happen to be here at thistime, when you are so badly needed.”

“Continue,” answered Dafydd, with another wave of his hand.

“Gentlemen,” said Jm, addressing the table at large, “the Prince Merlion has heard of our problem with
the Hollow Men; and-since his people once had alike problem-comes specifically for the purpose of
aiding usin our task. | need not ask gentlemen like yoursalves to keep histrue rank and name secret. |
believe he will solvethe problem of dl of us, asto fighting dongsdethe Little Men. The Little Men have
aready recognized hisidentity and hisrank at first sght (for they have long memories, asdl know); and
they have d so already welcomed and accepted him astheir leader among usin this endeavor, if sobeit
takesplace.”

Severd of the knights began to speak at once. Then dl fell slent except the single one at the end of the
table who had spoken about the Little Men not being morta before.

“With your pardon, noble Sir,” said thisindividua, “but where isthe kingdom that you come from?’



Jm spoke up quickly, to insert himsdf into the gap.

“Itisindeed closeto Wales,” he said, “which iswhy his Highness adopted the disguise of aWelsh
bowman.” He was scrambling to come up with an explanation on the spur of the moment. “However, the
kingdom in which his Highnessis Prince was a very old kingdom, that has since sunk below the waves. In
spite of this, his people magicaly continueto live, underwater, and nonein thisidand knows of them. Am
| right, your Highness?’

“Youare” sad Dafydd, unruffled.

“A wall of magic barstheir kingdom off from the land aswe know it, so that it seems nothing but sea
wherethey live” said Jm.

He went on.

“But,” headded, “1, being amagician, was able to pass through that wall and move underwater to where
he and his peoplelive. | entreated his help, and he was good enough to come. He was reassured; since |
asked him to cometo this castle of Sir Herrac's, aknight of whom he knew.”

It was Herrac who looked startled now. Jim cast a meaningful glance a him. All there were perfectly
awarethat Herrac was a silkie; and therefore able to travel in the waves and below them, and
presumably aso to visit such akingdom as Jm described.

“His Highness' s people had known the Little Men well, many more hundreds of years ago than the
families of any of you have lived in thisarea. They were closefriends at atimewhen hisHighness's
country was above water. That was why they recognized His Highness at once; and accepted him as
their leeder if they wereto fight together with you-which | may tell you, they were not eager to do
otherwise”

Jm stopped to let thispoint sink in.

“Infact, they had flatly refused, at firgt, until he had consented to be leader to them,” he went on. “He
will bring some of them with him to our council table before the actud battle; but it is he who will havethe
overal command. Y ou see, he knows, asyou do not, that the Little Men areindeed mortal. Only, they
arein some smdl ways, magiciansas| am, mysdlf; for only humans may make and use magic. All
Naturas and other creatures owned and created by the Dark Powers are given powers suited to their
purpose, but do not control them, any more than afalcon controls his ability to see closdly the surface of
the ground below him from great heights.”

Therewas along silence after Im had finished speaking. Then Sir John Graeme turned to speak directly
to Dafydd.

“Noble Sir,” hesaid, “it will be an honor to fight beside you in this small matter.”
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
Jm and Dafydd, with their horses and a pack horse carrying the chest with gold, were making their way

through the Cheviot Hills, with Snorrl asarather wraithlike guide, flitting into visibility beforethemto
sgnd the way for amoment, and then disappearing again.



Jm was puzzling over the fact that a problem that completely sweepsyou up into it at the time, once
solved, becomes nothing at dl; and you are immediately swept up and enclosed by another problem. He
had seen the Borderers agreement to fight with the Little Men as the big hump to get over. But, with Sir
John' s acceptance of Dafydd as Prince Merlion and Dafydd’ s leadership of the Little Men, the rest of
what possible opposition there might have been, among the group gathered in the de Mer castle by
Herrac, crumbled.

An agreement had quickly been reached to meet together at a certain point in the Cheviot Hillsthat all
knew, on a certain date that Jim would announce. 1t would be between one and two weeks away from
the present. Also, they would meet again on the evening before the battle.

The morning following, they would gather with their men in the woods at a place to be appointed, not
too close to where the Hollow Men would be meeting to collect the gold.

Oncedl the Borderers had arrived, they would move together as agroup, coming up gradualy to
surround the areawhere Jm (acting as the Scottish envoy) would have inssted that the Hollow Men
gather to get their pay in advance.

Now that it was dl over, it seemed to Jm that there had been no real problem at al to getting the
cooperation of the Borderers. He knew thiswas not so but it felt so. In any case, what was deeply
worrying him now was exactly how he should deal with the leaders of the Hollow Men when he at last
came face-to-face-an unlikely word to use, but he could not think of any other-with them.

“WEe're not far from the place of those leaders of the Hollow Men you wanted to talk to,” said Snorrl,
unexpectedly appearing by Jm’sleft stirrup and trotting dongside. “ They’ ve been there severd days
aready; and you Il find it no sweet place to the nose of such atwo-legged one as yoursdlf.”

“It can hardly be very bad, if they are but ghosts,” spoke up Dafydd, riding beside Jim on his other side.

“They're not being ghostsright now, Master bowman,” said Snorrl. “They arein every way as human as
yourself, except they cannot be seen except when they are dressed. And being like the rest of you, they
make the sort of messes that you humans always make. Although these may be alittle worse, since they
have no respect for anything, each other, or even themselves.”

He opened hisjaws once morein the sllent wolf laugh.

“Only me-that isthe one thing they respect.”

“Why isthat?’ asked Dafydd curioudy. He had not been in earshot when Snorrl had first mentioned this
toJdm.

“1 know not-neither do | care,” said Snorrl. “I only enjoy to see them fear me as men fear devils!”
“Wdl, inany case” said Jm, “we ll just have to put up with the smdlls.”

“That youwill,” said Snorrl. Heclosed hisjaws. “1 takeit you will not be wanting mein my magicked
format thismeseting?’

“No,” said Jm, “not until thefind gathering. | think thefull effect of you will be greater if they don't
know you're going to be there.”



Snorrl laughed again.
“It may well beyou'reright,” thewolf said.
Helifted hisnose suddenly in the air as he went dong.

“They have set asentind,” he said, “to warn them of your approach. He' sin thelow branches of atree
up ahead. Go alittlefurther, and he'll seeyou. I'll leave you now and meet you again after you' ve left the
camp. Only remember to come back in this direction; though | will be watching and find you, in any
cae”

With that, abruptly, with that magiclike behavior of wolves, he was gone.

With word that a sentinel would soon be looking at him, Jim decided he could delay using his small
magic account no longer. He had been dressed in those clothes of MacDougdl’ s which would fit him and
rode MacDougdl’ s horse. Unfortunately- the other being much smdler-Jm wore his own clothesand
armor. But he had been careful to put on the MacDougall’ s resplendent surcoat over it-and that should
be enough to identify him to the Hollow Men leaders.

He wrote on theimagined blackboard on theinsde of hisforehead:
ME, APPEAR LIKEZEWEN MACDOUGALL

Hefdt suddenly loose insde his clothes and armor. He had completely forgotten how litera spells could
be. He now had not only the face of MacDougal, but the smaller body of the other man, after al.

Happily, the stiffness of hisarmor hid most of this. In particular, his breastplate held the surcoat out as
impressively as before. Jm sighed. No wonder the magicians Accounting Office would rate him no
higher than a Class D magician, even when he was apprenticed to one of thisworld’ s only three AAA+
rated ones. He would probably never, thought Jm glumly, be anything but a ClassD.

He pushed the thought from him as he and Dafydd, with their pack horses, continued to approach the
camp of the Hollow Men'sleaders.

They saw no signs of asentind or anyone el se; but they smelled the camp before they got to it and when
they stepped insde, al the clothing and armor in Sight was not lying on the ground but up inthe air,
molding human shapes.

Jm rode without pausing into the clearing, Dafydd beside him and the laden horses following.

“I had hardly believed the wolf when he said they ate and drank, when playing at being dive,” murmured
Dafydd in hisear. “But plainly hewas only truthful .”

So, even his fourteenth-century nose had remarked the powerful stench of the camp. It smelled likea
compound of human waste and decaying food. At least, Jm hoped that it was decaying food, and not the
decaying corpse of some unfortunate, present-day mortal who had had the misfortune to crosstheir path.

But he could see no signs of a corpse. The clothed and partly clothed Hollow Men wereaclumpinthe
center of the clearing. He rode directly to them without saying aword, and pulled up his horse perhaps
gx feet from them.



Some of the clothed or semiclothed figures either iniron or cloth immediately moved around him to
approach the chest-carrying horse behind him.

“Leavethat load done!” snapped Jm. “If you smply rob me now, no more will follow!”

A stream of profanity and obscenity came from the closed visor of afully armored figure in the front of
the cluster of Hollow Men, ordering those who had gone forward to come back. They did so, more
dowly than Jm would have liked.

“So you'rethe MacDougall,” said the suit of armor. “For mysdlf, | am Lord Eshan. We seemto be
Lords, both of us, do we not?’

“One might say s0,” answered Jm, asindifferently as he could. He made use of one of the gestures of
the MacDougdll, which wasto pull forth akerchief from his sword belt, and waveit gently back and forth
under hisnose. “Hell of astench here!”

“You'll likeusasyou find us, MacDougall,” said the suit of armor. “Now, you and your man get down
off your horsesand we' |l talk.”

The armor turned to half face those behind and around him.

“That meansthe rest of you can listen, but you don’t talk. | do thetaking!” he said to the articles of
clothing and armor clustered there. “Now back off and bring us some wine and three cups!”

Jm and Dafydd dismounted and sat down cross-legged, facing the suit of armor, which had taken a seat
on the ground cross-legged before them. A shirt, but nothing else-in fact more of anightshirt than a
shirt-wafted up to him with the empty left deeve end some inches behind awine skin, which il had
horse fur on the outside and was crudely sewn; and three cupsthat clustered in mid-air with their handles
together, afew inchesin front of the equaly empty right deeve.

Theinvisble hands at the end of the deeves put the cups on the ground before Jim, Dafydd and the
armored figure, and poured them full from the wine skin, which was then restoppered and laid handy to
the right gauntlet of the armored figure. The armored Hollow Man raised his cup to his visor, opened it
and tilted it backward. When he sat it down again it was empty, and herefilled it. He made no effort to
refill either Jm’sor Dafydd' s cup.

Meanwhile, both Jm and Dafydd had lifted their cupsto their lips. Asit approached Jm’s mouth, the
winewithin it seemed to smell to Jm with the same odor astherest of the camp. Asfor the cup itsdlf, it
wasold and dirty.

However, it occurred to Jim that men many years dead could hardly be carrying infectious diseases
around with them, though decaying food or drink could be. So, with an effort he put the cup to hislips
and tilted it, but did not alow the wine within to touch his upper lip or enter hismouth. He sat the cup
down again and as he did so he saw Dafydd a'so setting down his own cup, thewinein it gpparently
untouched.

Jm fluffed the handkerchief under hisnose.
“You ve dready heard from someonedsg, | takeit,” he said disdainfully to the figurein armor, * of what

the King of Scotland requiresfrom you. Now, | have come directly from him, asa specid messenger.
Our concernis, of course, that both sides keep their bargain-yours-



He paused disdainfully for a second.

“And, of course, ours. Consequently, the payment will be made in parts. Once you have performed your
share of thework by foraying into England and throwing the English into as much panic as possible, the
Scottish army will eventualy catch up with you; and then your duty may be considered to be over. This
was our understanding of the agreement. Isit yours?’

“By Mithras, but it isl” said the Hollow Maniniron. “Now open up that chest you' ve got strapped to
the horse’ s back there.”

“One moment more.” Jm held up hishand. “Y ou agree very readily; but you' ve not heard dl | haveto
say. Thefind payment will be forthcoming once the Scottish army catches up with you. That is agreegble
toyou?’

“Itis. Now, let'sseethe color of your gold!”
“A moment more,” said Jm.

Dafydd stood up beside him on hisfeet and stretched with hisarms over hishead. Putting hisarms
down, he let the strung bow dip off his shoulder, and catching it in his hands, dmost absent-mindedly
pushed the bowstring up so that it was strung.

Hedid thisasif not even noticing what he was doing. But he kept the strung bow in hisleft hand and his
right hand hooked by athumb to his belt just above his open quiver of arrows.

“Thisman of mine,” said Jm, “isabowman | borrowed from the castle of aknight nearby. HE snot a
bad fellow; but he must play with his bow and arrows dl the time. Would you believeit? He could draw
and put an arrow through you before anyone around here could move. And at this distance, would you
believeit aso, these damned English longbows send an arrow right through armor asif it was merely
doth?’

“Y ou'rethreatening me?’ snarled the armored figure.

“I? Threaten you? Of course not,” said Jm. “Just making polite conversation, don’t you know, aswe
Lordstogether areliketo do, even if thelower orders have less manners.”

“I think it stimeto seethe gold,” said Lord Eshan.

But there was not quite the certainty to his demand that there had been before. His visor wasfacing
toward Dafydd, who had taken an arrow from his quiver to examine it and now was rubbing its notch up
and down on the string of his bow.

He went on.

“Y ou may not be able to see them; but there are over twenty of us here. One bowman, whoever heis,
can’t put an arrow in each one of us before we cut you to pieces!”

“Of coursenot! No, no,” said Jm. “Even if we thought of such athing, the only one Dafydd would be
interested in putting an arrow through would be you.”



“You don't frighten me,” snarled the armored figure. “Kill me, and in forty-eight hoursI’ll be dive
mn! ”

“But in the meantime, someone else may have taken the leadership of you Hollow Men,” said Jm, lazily
gazing about the camping area. “Might not that be s0?’

“No, it'snot s0!” snarled the armored figure. But ill, to Jm’s ear, complete conviction was lacking.
After amoment the other went on again. “All right, have your say of whatever elsethereisto be said.
Then we get to business.”

“Wadl,” said Jm, amost dubioudy, “ perhaps, after dl, we should start by opening the chest now.”

The Hollow Men behind their leader did not wait for permission from him. They made arush on the
pack horse; and Jm heard the chest thump to the ground, with ajingling noiseingdeit, asif therope
holding it to the horse had been cut.

“Why, damme,” Jm said, “there was no need to cut the ropes. We |l need that chest later on again, to
bring the rest of thegold.”

“It' snearly empty!” ashout went up behind Jm. “Eshan, there' s only ahandful of coinsin the bottom!
There snot even enough herefor us, let donefor the others!”

“What' sthat you say?’ Eshan lumbered to hisfeet, and Jm aso got quickly to his.

“Y ou better get some answers quick, Eshan!” shouted the same voice. “Y ou' re the one talked everyone
into this. Here, we get no more coin than we' d pick up from any handful of travelersl”

“By the bones of &. Peter,” said Jm languidly, “but you do jump to conclusions, you Hollow Men.
There were those who thought you were completely untrustworthy; and that we were foolsto trust you.
Nonetheless, our King decided to do so. | have much moreto say. You'd best ligentoit.”

“All right, al of you back here behind me,” said Eshan. “We want the gold, don’t we? All right then,
we ve got to listen then, don't we? Back with you, dl of you. We' Il hear what he hasto say; and then if
the answers don't suit we'll know what to do!”

“And just in case one of you may linger behind, with nothing on to betray his presence behind us,” said
Jm, flicking hiskerchief a afly which landed for amoment on one of his knees, “you should be advised
that thereis another one of uswho is out in the woods now watching everything that’ s going on here. If
someone of your band should try to creep up unseen on Dafydd, here, from behind, or mysdlf, he would
warn usimmediately.”

Another stream of invective came from the armored figure.

“-Youliel” hewound up. “We know these woods. We saw you coming before you knew you were
closeto us. Therewas only thetwo of you at any time.”

“But you're quite wrong, you know,” said Jm. Heraised hisvoice, “isn't hewrong? My friend, you are
out there, watching aren’t you?’

“l am,” came back aharsh voice that was so close that it ssemed dmogt to be in the clearing with them.



There was amoving together of the group behind the armored figure, and a muttering among them.
“... That wasthe voice of awolf,” Jm heard one of them saying in low, uneasy tones.
“You ve got awolf out there?’ demanded Eshan.

“By al the Apostles,” said Jm, camly but aso foppishly, “but you do ask questions! Now, to this
business of how you areto get therest of the gold. Y ou' re ready to hear that now?’

“What do you think I’ ve been after, ever since you sat down?’ demanded Eshan. “Y es, that’ swhat we
want to hear. And quickly!”

“Asto quickly,” said Jm in the same tone, once more sniffing ddlicately at his handkerchief, “1 am even
more eager than you to have this conversation over and be away from this unbearable stink. Well, then,
it svery smple. | have sdected aplace which isdrawn on amap that | give you now-*

He passed over a piece of white cloth, with arough map, drawn with charcod, of the place he had
selected within the Cheviot Hills, and laid it on the ground before Eshan.

“Since you know these woods so well, I’'m sureyou'll have no troublefinding it,” he said, “and when
you do reach it you' Il know you’ ve found the correct place by the fact that there will be aflag there, an
ordinary stick with apiece of white cloth tied to it. Y ou follow me?’

He looked at Eshan.
“Yes, yed” sad Eshan. “Get onwithit.”

“Very well,” said Jm. “Y ou will also recognizeit by how it looks. It is backed on a couple of sides by
cliffsand thereisa sort of ledge on which you, m’Lord Eshan, and I, can supervise the handing out of
gold to each one of the Hollow Men. Because, you see, we do not really trust you. Wefed that each
Hollow Man will haveto be paid individualy, by himsdf.”

He paused again, to give hiswords emphasis. Eshan said nothing. Jm went on.

“Soyou and | and Dafydd here, and perhaps one or two others, will stand on thisledge with the gold,
and the individua Hollow Men may each come up, inturn. As each comes, hewill be given hisfirgt
payment of one-quarter of the gold due him. The second payment of three-quarters, as| said, isto come
once the Scottish army has caught up with you deep in English territory, and if you have done properly.

Y ou are agreeable to these terms?”’

“Yes, damn you! Go on!” said Eshan.

“Y ou should meet us where this map shows, then, every Hollow Man who wishesto be part of this
gold-gaining expedition, ten days from now. | will attempt to be there by no later than mid-morning; but |
may be aslate as noon. But everyone who isaHollow Man and wishesto be a part of thisforay must
aready bethere. If any come after | have arrived, they will not be accepted and not paid.”

“May your grave be defiled by donkeys!” snarled Eshan. “ Theselast termswon't do for us! Only us, the
leaders, will collect the gold and hand it out. We don't trust you, ether.”

Jm shrugged and made asif to get up.



“Wel, then,” he said, “there’ sno moreto be sad-

“Sit down again!” said Eshan. “Yes, | said st down! Maybe we could do it your way. Maybe your way
isbest. All theladswill want to be sure that they each get their fair share; and thisisthe way to let them
make sure they do. Maybeit’sagood plan. All right. Ten days from now in this place you ve mentioned.
Don’t worry. But be sure you bring enough gold. Because every Hollow Manisin thisl”

Pulling the dagger from its scabbard on the sword belt on his side opposite where his sword hung, he
pushed its point into the spot Jm had marked on the piece of paper. He turned his head to look back
over hisshoulder a those behind him.

“Any objections?’ he sad, in adangerous voice.

None of those behind him said anything.

He turned back to present his closed visor to Jm.

“It' s settled, then. Ten days. But we better find the flag, and you better bring the gold asyou say, and no
trickgl”

“Oh, tricks,” said Jm disdainfully, tucking hiskerchief into his sword belt as he stood up. “Weleave
such child' splay uptoyou.”

He turned and walked back to the horses where he looked down at the chest, on the ground with itstop
flung back, but no gold of any kind within it.

“This chest will need to be put back onthe horse,” he said, looking back at Eshan. “Either that, or we
will have no way to bring you the gold when the time comes, and consequently it will not be brought.”

“Fix it!” growled Eshan. Half adozen of the partidly clad Hollow Men apparently moved forward, and
went to work. Within afew moments the chest was once more trussed up.

“Excdlent!” said Jm, mounting, as Dafydd reshouldered his bow, requivered his arrow and mounted
beside him, picking up the lead rope of the pack horse. “Now, as evidence of our deep trust and faithin
you, hereisapayment for you, the leaders- since leaders should always receive more than followers.”

Jm reached in behind and under his saddle and pulled out aroll of cloth that seemed very heavy. He
threw it toward the Hollow Men. It made an arc of maybe eight feet in the air and hit the earth with a
solid clinking sound.

The Hollow Men made arush upon it like hounds on a chunk of thrown megt. Jm and Dafydd turned
their horses; and, leading the pack horse with the empty chest upon it, they rode back into the shadow of
the woods.

Jm changed hadtily back to himsdlf.

They had not gone more than enough distance to be well out of sght and sound of the clearing than
Snorrl appeared, trotting at the left of Jm’shorse.

“Back to that place you call acastle?’ asked the wolf.



“Yes” said Jm. The matter with the Hollow Men had gone off well, but, strangely, he found himself
touched by a sense of foreboding for which there seemed to be no reason.

“Back to the castle by the most direct route and losing aslittle time as possible.”

They had been four hours finding the Hollow Men and some three and ahaf hoursin returning. This,
plusthe time spent at the camp itself, had brought them well past noon. So that when they reached the
castle, they found out that the process of preparation for battle was aready underway.

Forges were alight, spears were being repointed, swords were being resharpened, armor was being
checked and occasionally hammered where a dent had gone too deeply into it. Needlessto say dl these
activities were taking place in wooden outbuildings around the courtyard. Except in the cressets, fire-pots
and the stonewalled kitchen at the base of the pedl tower, fire was not to be tolerated near the castle and
its contents. Always it had been the greatest enemy of the medieva home, whether humble hut or castle.

Brian, of course, was aso outside, supervising the refurbishing of his own armor, while seeted on a stool
near one of the forges. He caught sight of Jm and Dafydd asthey came through the gate.

“James! Dafydd!” he cried, pushing himsdlf to hisfeet. He started toward them, but sumbled dightly.
“Stay therel” shouted Jm. “We Il cometo you.”

Herode his horse over to Brian and dismounted there, as did Dafydd, just behind him. Grooms cameto
lead their horses away and Brian clutched Jim and Dafydd, each of them in turn, in abear hug.

“Doesit not do your heart good, James,” he shouted, “to see so much fair activity going forward toward
agood end? When isthe bicker to be, James?’

“Ten daysfromnow,” said Jm.

“Ten days? | shdl be whole as awormless apple and fit as abuck in spring, by that time!” said Brian.
“Ah, but it isglad tidings you bring me, James!”

Privately, Jm thought that even at the unusud rate at which Brian had been healing, he would bein no
shape to be part of the battle with the Hollow Men when the time came. How to keep him out of it wasa
problem that would somehow have to be resolved in Jm’s mind between now and when they rode out to
the meeting with their dliesand their enemies.

“And the Hollow Men?’ cried Brian-he suddenly redlized what he was doing and lowered hisvoice
amost to awhisper directed at Jim'’ s nearer ear. “Did they take the bait?’

“They did,” answered Jm, in an equaly low voice. Not because he was afraid that the Hollow Men
might be listening; but that the many other ears around them might pick up the information; and later
speak of it where the word could be picked up and carried back to the Hollow Men, themselves,
through those with which the leaders spent their own first ingtallment of gold.

“Ah! Thenlet usinsde, and drink acup!” said Brian exuberantly, flinging an arm around ether one of
them and gtarting toward the Great Hall.

They went dong with him, hisarms gtill on their shoulders, and, if heleaned alittle heavily on them from



moment to moment, neither JIm nor Dafydd mentioned it.

The high tablein the hal had no one sitting at it. As Jm sat down with Dafydd and Brian, he turned to
Brian and asked him about MacDougdll.

“Whereishe, with dl thisgoing on?” Jm asked.
“Up on theroof of the tower, or looking at the country from the battlements-with Liseth,” said Brian.

Thelast two words were said with a peculiar emphasis and Brian emphasized it with abrief wink on the
sde of hisfacethat only Jm could see. Jm opened his mouth to ask about this, but Brian had already
turned and was shouting to the servants for wine. There were cups on the table but dl the pitcherswere
empty.

Jm’ s sense of foreboding came back again, more strongly. He had not told Brian of his plan with Liseth
to draw out the MacDougall, so Jim could study how to act like him; and he could think of no other
reason why Brian should find something secret and amusing in the fact that Liseth waswith the
MacDougdl, when the last time Jm saw the two of them together, Liseth was seeming to barely endure
the presence of the Scottish Lord.

But the opportunity, if he had had one to ask, was dready gone; and evidently from the way Brian had
conveyed the news, he had not planned to discuss the matter in front of Dafydd. Again, why this should
be so, Jim did not understand.

Hewondered if the uneasiness was beginning to cause him to find meanings that were not there, in things
that otherwise would be perfectly ordinary. It could be so. But something inside him refused to believe
that explanation.

It was only later, when their table had been joined by two of the de Mer sons and these were degp in
the process of questioning Dafydd about fights he had been in, that Jm felt his deeve plucked by Brian
and, turning to look, saw the other beckoning him to dip away from the table.

CHAPTER TWENTY-HVE

Jm followed Brian with uneasiness. There was no particular definite reason for this; but the fegling of
foreboding he had felt on leaving the camp of the leaders of the Hollow Men had never quiteleft him, and
now Brian'sunusua action reinforced it.

Brian led him off through adoorway into the corridor that had led to the room where he had met with
the leaders of the Borderers earlier. But they did not go asfar asthat particular room. Instead, Brian
stopped and waited for him in the corridor itself, as soon asthey were about a dozen or so feet from the
doorway and well out of earshot of what was being said at the high table-and therefore, Jm thought,
undoubtedly out of earshot of anyone who might overhear them.

“James” said Brianin ahollow voice as Jm came up to him, “1 am undone!”

Theword “undone,” which in the twentieth-century world from which Im came would only have meant
that Brian had somewhere about himself become unbuttoned or unzipped, here had aparticular
portentous ring-and, Jim had learned, arather portentous meaning.

Here it meant that the person’ s plans, whatever they were, had al gone astray and he saw nothing but



disaster staring him in the face. Certainly, besides saying this, Brian dso looked it.
Hisface had become amogt tragic in its unhappiness.

“Brianl” sad Jm, sncerely touched. “What' swrong?’

Brian put ahand on Jm’sarm.

“James” hesad, “l aminlove”

“Why, yes” said Jm, dightly at seaasfar as his understanding was concerned, “and the Lady Geronde
Isabel de Chancy iswell someone that anyone could bein love with. Why should that trouble you?’

“Butitisnot her | love-any more,” said Brian.
“Whoisit, then?” asked Jm. A sudden terrible suspicion struck him. “Not-

“Yes,” answered Brian, without waiting for him to complete the question, “that angel on earth. Liseth de
Mer.”

“Brian,” said Jm. “You're not serioud!”

“Onmy soul beit,” said Brian, placing his hand on his chest over the place where he imagined his heart
to be-actualy he wasrather far to the left.

Jm was caught wordless for amoment. He had never encountered Brian Neville-Smythein this
particular state. In fact he had never had anything much to do with medieval men who spoke of love
serioudy at dl. Therewas a certain amount of playing with the word under courtly conditions, or by the
mingtrels, but the generd attitude of those around him had aways been that no one, except afew rare
people like Herrac, took it serioudly. But here was Brian, looking amost ready to swoon with emation.

“But-* dmost sammered Jm, unable to think of anything elseto say, “you are pledged to the Lady de
Chancy.”

Brian dropped his gaze to the floor.

“Alas” hesad.

“Alas?’ said Jm. “Brian, I’ ve known you for about two years, now. Y ou're my best friend, and we ve
been together under dl kinds of conditions; but you never gave me any impression but that you were
deeply inlove with Geronde I sabel de Chancy.”

Brian heaved adeep sigh.

“Indeed,” hesad, “I believed s0. Had | not cometo thisplace, | might till be believing so. For sheisa
far lady, that lady whose favor I’ ve been carrying al these months and years since her father |€ft for the
Holy Land on crusade. But, she is no more than a candlelight to a star when compared to Liseth de
Mer.”

Jm was beginning to sort out histhoughts.



“When did you fdl in lovewith Liseth?’ he asked.

“Thefirg timel saw her,” answered Brian.

“But you'reonly telling me about it now?’ asked Jm. “Why?"’

Once more Brian looked down &t the floor.

“I did not admit it to myself,” he said, raising hiseyesto Jm, “until | saw her treating kindly that popinjay
from the Scottish court. Oh, | know it is naught but play-acting-she hersaf hastold me so, when | at last
ventured to speak to her of my love. But dl the same...”

“What did she say when you spoke to her of your love?’ asked Jim.

“Shelaughed,” said Briantragicdly. “Laughed.”

“Shewas probably trying to give you a polite way out of it, by pretending to makeajoke of it,” said Jm,
rather heartlessly.

“| have no doubt that that was her intention,” said Brian, “for with al the other virtues sheisthe soul of
kindness and gentleness. Moreover, she knew that | knew my love for her was fated never to be
returned.”

“You knew that?’ said Jm. “And yet you spoke to her?’

“I had to,” said Brian. “I would have burst, ese! Or | would have run wild and passed my sword
through that MacDougall, even though | later learned he was no truerival.”

“Well...” Jm hestated. “Why were you so sure your love was fated not to be returned?’

“How could it be otherwise?’ said Brian. “ She comes of an honorable family and is honorable herself.
As| mysdf am honorable. And as you have mentioned, | am pledged to the Lady Geronde Isabel de
Chancy. Pledged upon my word of honor. My life must be that | go back and someday marry her-but |
will do so now knowing that | have left behind me the only onel could ever truly love-Liseth.”

There was amoment of sllence. im was busily trying to think of the proper thing to say. Brian evidently
felt no need for words.

“Men have on occasion not married the ladies they were pledged to,” said Jim.

“Not honorable men!” said Brian, drawing himsdlf up. “No! | am chained by my ownword. Asl ana
gentleman and a Chritian, my word shdl never be broken!”

“Wdl,” said Jm, “what of the fedings of the Lady de Chancy if shelearnsthat you havethislove for
Liseth?’

“Oh, shewill learn of it,” said Brian, “for | am duty bound to tell her of it.”
“Brian!” said Jm, cloging hiseyesand clutching at histemples-athestrica gesture he thought that he

would never in hislife perform naturaly. Now, much to his own surprise, he found that he not only did it
amogt automatically, but that it gave him amoment of temporary rdlief. At dl costs, hewastelling



himsdf, he must talk Brian out of this nonsense.

“Have you thought how unhappy the Lady de Chancy will be, if sheistold that you are marrying her out
of asense of duty, instead of true affection?’” he asked.

“It will make her unhappy, true,” said Brian, “but in honor, how can | do less? Just asin honor | can do
nothing less than wed her and never see Liseth again.”

“Now look here, Brian-* began Jm, and then broke off as he realized he hadn’t quite formulated what
he wanted to say.

“Yes, James?’ asked Brian, looking up a him.

“Think, Brian,” said Jm, in the most reasonable tone he could manage. “What color hair hasthe Lady
Lisgth?’

“Blonde. Surely you have noticed that yourself,” said Brian, looking at him alittle surprised.

“I had. | just wanted to make sure you had,” said Jm. “Now tell mewhat color isthe hair of the Lady
Geronde Isabdl de Chancy?’

“Why blonde, dso,” said Brian. “Why these questions, James?’

“Inamoment-* said Jm. “Answer mefirgt, isthe Lady de Chancy short or tall-asladiesgo?’

“Short,” said Brian. “But-

“And the Lady Liseth de Mer-short or tall?’

“Short, dso,” said Brian. “Redlly, James, | don't understand the purpose of these questions.”

“You'll understand inamoment,” said Im grimly. “Now, isn't it true that you have gone for severd
years|loving Geronde Isabel de Chancy but being unable to marry her because her father, who isher
guardian and the only man who can give permission, has gone off to the Holy Land and not been heard
from ance?

“But | told you that, mysdlf, many times” said Brian. “Of course, James, it istrue.”

“Very well. Now think amoment,” said Jm. “Promise me you' I think over serioudy what | am about to
say toyou.”

“I' will, James,” said Brian. “Whatever you tell me, as my best friend and wisest counselor, can only be
for my greatest good. | will think it over with al the power within me.”

“Severd years back you fel in love with the Lady Geronde Isabel de Chancy, who is beautiful, short
and has blonde hair. For nearly four years now you and she have been unable to marry as you both
greatly desire. Now, up herein this castle, you encounter another young lady who is short, blonde, and
whom you undoubtedly find beautiful. Isal thistrue?’

“Every word of itistrue,” said Brian solemnly. Histone changed. “But I'm damned if | know what
you'retrying to tell me!”



“Jugt this” said Jm. “And thisiswhat | want you to think over most serioudy, both before you ansver
me and in the daysto come. Isit possible that you, attracted as you are to women who are short, blonde
and beautiful, fdl in love with one who isaneighbor of yours; but was kept, to your own great
unhappiness, from wedding her. Now, four years after you have waited and waited for marriage with this
lady you love, you suddenly encounter another lady, short, blonde and beautiful, but freeto marry. Isit
possible, Sir Brian Neville-Smythe, that in some sort of desperation you have transferred your
unavailable hopesfor love from the Lady de Chancy to the Lady Liseth de Mer because sheis
avalable?

Sir Brian looked a him hard for along moment.
“Very well, James,” he said fiercely, “I will think on that- now!”

He stood, accordingly, staring a Jm and saying nothing. The moments went by. Jm began to fed more
and more uncomfortable but still Brian said nothing.

Findly, Brian'slips parted and he spoke.

“No, James,” hesaid, “| have thought it over most serioudy. Thefacts of the matter are that | was never
inlove with the Lady Isabel de Chancy in any deep sense. It was merely apassing fancy of the last three
years-that and her being close where | could see her frequently. It isLiseth de Mer that | lovewith a
grest, true and pure love.”

“Brian-" began Jm, exasperated; but Brian brokein on him.
“So, James,” he went on asif Jim had not spoken, “what do | do?’
Jm heaved adeep sigh.

“Brian,” hesad, “| don't know. That is-I’ ve no advice for you now. Give me until this business with the
Hollow Menisover, will you? And I'll think about it. Meanwhile, you will not tell anyone else about this?
And you will not lose your head and do any damage to Ewen MacDougall, meanwhile?’

“I promise, James,” said Brian, “on my word. Savethat he force aquarrel upon me, | will not even look
askance at him, whether heiswith Liseth or not.”

“Good,” said Jm. “Let’ sgo back to the high table.”

They did so. Intheinterva in which they had been away, Liseth and MacDougdl had evidently come
down from leaning on the battlements, or whatever €l se they had been doing, and were seated at the far
end of the high table, talking in such low voices, that they could not easily be overheard.

Not that there was much danger, because the two de Mer sons, in this case Christopher and Alan, were
both till asking questions of Dafydd, and when elther of them spoke, they drowned out any other
conversation that might be heard at the table. Jim sat down with Brian on Dafydd' s side of the table, at
the opposite end from MacDougall and Liseth.

Trueto hisword, Brian did not even look at the couple, but concentrated his attention on the
conversation between the two de Mers and Dafydd, and eventually began to join it with reminiscences of
hisown.



Jm sat, immersed in his own troubles. He had abusy time ahead of him, in which he would be involved
both with the Little Men and the Borderers, in getting them to work together. From what he could see at
thisend of thetable, Liseth at the other end seemed to be enjoying MacDougall’ s company quitewell. In
fact, dmost too well.

It would be aroyd kettle of fish if Liseth actudly did fdl in love with the courtly MacDougall. Even
worsg, if shetold thisto Brian; and asaresult Brian actudly did push the MacDougal to the point where
the other challenged him, and they fought. Jm had reglly no doubt about Brian' s ability to digpatch the
other man-if Brian had just been completdy well.

Since he had been sixteen, Brian had been making aliving for hisimpoverished lands and castle by the
one thing permitted to someone of his class-fighting. On top of that, he had the naturd attributes of a
fighter. Hisreflexeswere asquick as Jm's; and Jm'’s, on the volleyball court, had been one of histwo
grengths-the other being his powerful leg musclesthat dlowed him to jump higher than most for the ball.

Also, thetraining Brian had gone through in growing up, and everything he had done since, had built onto
afairly ordinary-szed frame of bone some of the hardest muscle Jm had ever felt. Moreover, to top it dll
off, MacDougdl was, if anything, smaller than Brian-and possibly weighed less. It would be doubtful
indeed, if in the kind of dugging contest that sword fights between knights actually became, Brian did not
cut the MacDougdll to pieces, skillful though the Scotsman might be in certain ways or with certain

weapons,

At thismoment Herrac camein, and Jm started up from the table, to intercept the older knight and draw
him aside just as Brian had drawn Jm, himself, aside. He wanted to discuss with the Lord of Castlede
Mer dl that had gone on with the Hollow Men.

They ended up talking in that same room where they had talked before. The one that Jm had cometo
think of asHerrac's“study.” Certainly, it was aroom private to the ruler of this particular castle. Herrac
listened to dl that Jm had to say, in slence. Not moving, or showing any particular expression. However,
when JJm was done he sighed.

“Tendays,” said Herrac, “is short enough time to make ready. It is even shorter if we are to make
certain that the Borderers and the Little Men fight together. They may both have agreed to do so-but that
isafar cry from their actualy so doing, once blood isup and battleis joined. For one thing, how do we
place them, one with another in line of battle?’

He hesitated.

“The Little Men fight as spearmen on foot,” he said, “after the manner of the lowland Scots. While your
Borderer feels best on horseback. But thereis no room in those trees to get up any speed or unity for a
charge on horseback.”

“No,” said Jim, “I think a charge on horseback can be managed. Look here.”

He drew from his most unfourteenth-century pocket a duplicate of the map he had given the leader of
the Hollow Men. Only this map concentrated on the actua open space between the woods and the cliffs.

“Look,” said Jm again, spreading the cloth map on the table before Herrac. “What I’'m going to
proposeisthat the Little Men make the first attack. The Hollow Men will not at first make the connection
between the Little Men and the fact that | might have betrayed them, or that they arein addiberatetrap.”



He paused to let Herrac absorb thisidea. Herrac nodded thoughtfully.

“Inthetimeit takesthem to redize that they are under atack,” Jm went on, “the Little Men should have
driven them back some distance from the edge of the wood on most sides. Then, once the Hollow Men
become adjusted to the situation and begin fighting back, the schiltrons should open up spaces between
them and |et the Borderers through, on foot or on horseback asthey prefer.”

He paused again.
“Goon,” said Herrac.

“This should result in asituation in which the Borderers on horseback are fighting those of the Hollow
Men who come to the meeting place mounted on their own invisible horses” Jm said, “and the Little
Men should be dealing with those on foot. Together, Borderers and Little Men should findly form aring
that keeps closing in on the Hollow Men; until, toward the last, the Borderers should dip back and alow
the schiltrons of the Little Men to close together and drive the last of the Hollow Men againgt the dliff and
make sure of their death. What do you think of it asaplan?’

“Why, only onething,” said Herrac. “1t will be hard to draw off any Borderer once he has been
committed to the battle, but you have them withdrawing so that the schiltrons can close together.”

“I think they will have their hands full with those Hollow Men who escape being caught in the closing ring
and either try to escape or make it out into the open area of the clearing. The Borderers should make a
second ring to take care of these, so that none escape.”

He stopped speaking and waited. Herrac pondered the map, tracing with hisfinger in the air above
portions of it here and there,

“It may work-but | know of nothing that issurein war plans,” he said at last. “ So that this of yours may
aswdl be oursas anything e se.”

He raised his eyes from the map to look directly at Jm.

“Youredize” hesad, “the Bordererswill expect asther pay for being in the battle the right to take the
gold that you have brought to give to the Hollow Men. Will the Little Men be wanting thisaso?’

“| asked Dafydd about that on our ride back just now from seeing the Hollow Men,” said Jm. “Dafydd
says he doesn't believe the Little Men have any usefor gold. They want only to clear enemies from their
land-the enemieswho are the Hollow Men-so that their wives and children will be out of danger and they
candl livein peace. Their attitude toward gold is different from that of ours.”

“God knows, itisafair thing to hear,” said Herrac, with another sigh, “that any people at al do not go
mad at the prospect of gaining gold. Y ou had best make sure of this. But if it is so, then alarge danger
between the two forceswill no longer be there.”

“I intend to,” said Jm. “Tomorrow I’ll go seethe Little Men again, to tell them of the time-ten days from
tomorrow, with a council the night before the attack. Meanwhile, will you go to the Borderers, and get
them to recruit as many men asthey think they need?’

“1 will do s0,” said Herrac.



“Good,” sad Jm. “Also, assoon as |’ m back from the Little Men, I'll go with you to talk to the
Borderers mysdlf, taking Dafydd along to speak for them as much as possible. It may well be that they’ ||
believe what hetellsthem, where they wouldn't believe the same thing from aLittle Man. The only thing
is, one or more of the Little Men may want to come with Dafydd to that meeting, to make sure that
they’ ve got their own people listening to how the Borderersreact.”

“I' know not how the Bordererswill accept Little Men being at their councils,” said Herrac.

“Y ou have to convince them that they haveto let some of them in. Theleaders, a least,” said Jm. “Also,
gpesking of leaders, | fed it most important you be the leader of the Borderersin this”

Herrac hesitated.

“I have avoided being such, though | know many would like meto lead,” he said thoughtfully. “But a
leader makes enemies whether heintendsit or not; and | wanted to start no arguments or feuds that my
sonswould haveto dedl with after | was gone. | have dwayslet Sir John the Graeme do the leading.”

“Thistime,” said Jm, “it hasto be you. Y ou remember my meeting with Sir John the Graeme. HE Il be
determined to go hisown way, if only to show that he’ s not being pushed into anything by me. You, on
the other hand, understanding the necessity of the thing, will do aswe ve privily agreed between usyou
should.”

“Wdll...” Herrac hesitated once more. “Very well. | will offer to be theleader. But enough must decide
to follow me; and it must not anger Sir John too much. For heis powerful on the Border locdly, and | do
not wish my sonsto have him for an enemy. Also, if he pulled out of the endeavor, some otherswould go
with him-and we need al those we can get.”

“He struck me asawise man,” said Jm. “One who wouldn't hesitate to use strength and force to get
what he wants; but one who a so knows when to bend with the prevailing wind. | think if there seemsto
be a generd attitude that wants you as leader, he won't make any real effort to oppose you.”

“Youread himwell,” said Herrac with alittle smile, looking at Jim. “ One would think you had been on
the Border dl your life”

“Asyou know, | haven't,” said Jm. “But from what I’ ve seen, men are pretty much the same
everywhere, when it comesto leading or following. In the end most followers want to follow the leader
they trust the most; and | believe that the Borderers have a greater trust in you than in anyone else.”

“It may be s0,” said Herrac. “We' Il hope s0. | may take this map to show the Borderers?’

“1 would be pleased to have you do s0,” said Jm. “It waswith that ideain mind that | drew it.”

They went back to the high table in the Great Hall. It was getting close to dinner time; and Herrac took
his customary center position at the high table. Jm sat down beside him. Since they had left, Lachlan and
the other de Mer sons had joined the group. The table waslively with talk; and soon Herrac himself was

drawnintoit.

Jm said nothing. He was no longer watching Liseth, or MacDougdl, or even Brian. Hismind wasfull of
how he woulld go about dedling with the Little Men tomorrow and what; he would say to them.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
Jm found even moretrouble in dealing with the Little Men the next day than he had expected.

“-How many of these Borderers are there at this meeting you want usto join them in?’ asked Ardac,
son of Lutel, when they were met at the valley entrance again. Jm and Dafydd had found their way to
them, once more with Snorrl’ s help, and it was shortly before noon.

“There were eight at the first meeting. They expect morefor this. At aguessthefigure could go ashigh
aseghteeningead of eight,” sad Jm.

“Inthat case,” said Ardac, “we take eighteen of our schiltron leadersto meet with them.”
Jm had expected that they would want representation; but not on thisscale.

“That' snot awisething to do,” he said. “Three or four of you, maybe. Possbly even five. But not more
than that if you redly are willing to join them in this battle to exterminate the Hollow Men.”

“And why shouldn’t we have as many of usthere asthere are of them?’ demanded Ardac. “Wewill be
providing half the fighting men, at least; and if | know the Borderers, probably more than half. Asl said
toyou, | think, at some earlier time, we could handle this matter by ourselves.”

“But not assurely,” argued Jm, “let donethe fact that if you do it done, nothing will have been
accomplished to draw your people and the Borderers closer together. And asamagician, | think | told
you | seethe time coming when the two of you must fight Sde by sdein larger wars”

“So!” said Ardac. He haf turned to look at the five white-bearded Little Men, thistime standing more
than five feet behind him. He turned back to Jm.

“They hunt us down on sight like animals. They circulate athousand evil stories about us. They blame us
for many things, for which, like the stories, we are not responsible and which are untrue. But we must go
to ameeting under-represented while they do not?’

“Sr Jamesisonly telling you the way of the minds of these men,” put in Dafydd, standing beside Jm.

“Arewe not mentoo?’ blazed Ardac. “We have preyed on no others, through thousands of years.
Alwaysthey have preyed on us. Rome crushed uswith an iron hedl. The Northmen, the Scotti, the Ficti,
al cameto find and attack us, to take our lands and anything el se we had. We did no more than fight
them off.”

He paused for a second, then went onin acamer voice.

“Until we saw that there would be no peace until they were driven further back than their own borders;
and so we spread out down asfar as...”

He pronounced a name sounding very much like Dafydd' s name of “Kingdom of the Sea-washed
Mountains,” in the same tongue as Dafydd had named himsdlf. It was eerie to Jim to hear it coming so
eadly from thelips of the beairded Little Man, when he and Herrac and everyone el se had struggled to
say it with no success.

“... Therewe found a people-your people!”



Helooked at Dafydd.

“A people who did not attack us, a people who treated us like other men, which iswhat we are-forbye
we have alittle magic picked up over the centuriesto aid usto stay dive. Yet arewe MEN! And these
were the only oneswho welcomed us aslike them. So we lived in harmony with them until their land sank
under the sea. But by that time we were drawing back under new invasions, thistime by the Normans so
that we shrank up hereinto thisterritory, this heartland, where we will die before we give another yard.
But mark what | just said-we are men! Men! Just as the Borderers are men. This, they must understand!”

“Indeed, | believe they will cometoit,” said Dafydd softly, “but dowly, mark you, for it isthe way of
mankind-your people and mine, included-not to change their minds on large matters suddenly, but only
dowly over aperiod of time asthe truth begins to soak through to them.”

“If you like,” hewent on, “Sir James or | will ask it asa specia favor, that you come yourself with no
more than three or four others. Bear in mind, you will have me there to spesak for you, and they recognize
me as being far above them in rank. Have no fear that you will be under-represented.”

“We must talk of thisl” said Ardac. He whirled about to the five white-beards; and together they went
off to adistance, large enough so that they could not be overheard. They talked for sometime.
Meanwhile, Jm and Dafydd stood in the full glare of the mounting sunlight and the day warmed to where
Jm, & least, was uncomfortablein his clothing and hisarmor.

Finaly, Ardac came back, with the five old ones moving up aso, just behind him.

“We placeit upon your honor”-and once more he uttered the name that neither im nor anyone € se not
aLittle Man or Dafydd had been able to speak-"to hold good on your promise that we will not be
under-represented thereif | only come, and three or four others with me. But | warn you, we will take no
scornful remarks, no dlusionsto us as being any less than men. Promise me aso that you will warn your
Borderers will be made aware of thisin advance, beforewe al speak.”

“I promise,” said Dafydd, “by the honor of my name-* Once moretheliquid syllables. He turned to Jm.
“Sir James?’

“Y ou have my promise dso,” said Jm. “On my honor be it-the Borderers will respect you or | myself
will declare the meeting closed.”

“And will they listen to you when you say that?” asked Ardec.

“They’ll ligten,” 3m said. For amoment he felt a sudden flush of hesat and anger insde him. “I amaman
of magic. | can close any such meeting, whether those therelikeit or not!”

There was a pause.

“Then,” said Ardac, “we arein your hands. | will be there on the gppointed evening, with at least three
other leeders of our schiltrons. The plan of battle of which you have told mewill suit us. If it is changed,
then perhaps we do not fight together after all-unless the change suggested is one we find even more
agreeable. On your honorsbeit, Sir James Eckert, and-*

A find time, he used Dafydd’ sancient title and name.



On the way back to the castle, Jm rode silent for some time. He was foreseeing greet difficulty with the
Borderers. Findly, it was Dafydd who broke the silence.

“Will you try to understand them, James?’ Dafydd said, astheir horses paced side by side.

Jmwastouched. It was seldom the bowman addressed him without prefacing hisnamewith a“Sr.”
Then Jm remembered that for the moment Dafydd could be speaking from the standpoint of the Prince
of the unpronouncesble name, which gave him every right to address Jm as an equd, or even
subordinate. Nonetheless, the feeling of being touched remained. He had no need to ask who Dafydd
had meant by “them.”

“Believe me, Dafydd, | will,” hesaid. “| do understand the Little Men’ sviewpoint; at least asfar as
someone who' s not one of them can. | can’t pretend to know it asthey know it, because I’ ve never had
toliveasthey’vehad tolive, dl these generations.”

Helooked at Dafydd, hoping the other would believe him.

“But certainly they’ vethe right to any form of representation they like. They’ ve more than earned that
over the centuries. Only, unfortunately, we' re face-to-face not with what’ sright, but with what' Il work. |
tell you, Dafydd, | can't explainit, but I’ m positive that the Little Men and the Borderers are eventualy
going to have to work hand-in-hand, come to be friends and-maybe even become one people, someday;
50 that perhaps there may not be any more Little Men; but just occasionally a Borderer, shorter than he
might otherwise be.”

“Y ou may beright, James-| don’t know,” said Dafydd. “I’ve no real connection mysdlf, now, with that
kingdom sunk beneath the waves that they speak of. Those of uswho chose the land lost touch with our
people below long since. But we il fed aliving bond with them; and | ill fed aliving bond with the
Little Men. Intheend, if they are to survive-if their blood isto survivein the veins of peopleto live after
us, they mugt, likedl of us, become acknowledged as one of the race of men, and indistinguishable from
those around them.”

Jm and Dafydd rode on together, after that, in silence. It was dl very well, thought Jm, for him and
Dafydd to philosophize on the future of the Little Men. But, as he had just said, what they dedlt with were
theredlities of the here and now; and the fact that the Borderers would not take easily to the idea of
giving the Little Men anything like an equa say in the battle.

Somehow, the Borderers must be brought to dlow this. Desperately, im wished that he had the
unlimited magic account that he had once taken for granted he had, during the former year in France,
when he had used magic whenever hefdt likeit.

Hewas having to do dl this, now, with nothing but the advantage his twentieth-century knowledge of
things gave him-that and his own native wits. He could aso do, he thought wryly, with adight
improvement in the native-wit department. Because, right now, he did not see exactly how he would
bring the other Borderers around. But he must try.

Hisfearsturned out to be only too justified the following evening after they had returned to Castle de
Mer, and ridden off to another nearby castle built around a ped tower, where afurther meeting of the
Bordererswas being held. Thistime there were some twenty-four of them in the room. Evidently the
word had spread and more of those who could join in had put in an appearance.

There were so many, in fact, that only about twelve could be accommodated at the heavy, oak-topped



rectangular table at which there were benches. The rest had to stand around the sides and toward the
back of the hall where they met. Herrac, Jm and Dafydd were given benches-Dafydd only reluctantly,
and that on the basis of his supposedly high rank asthe Prince of afar country. Aware of the reluctance,
Dafydd said that he would rather stand, and gracioudly offered his bench to Sir John the Graeme, who
took it with polite, but rather cold, thanks.

Dafydd remained standing, behind Jm and Herrac. His bow was till over his shoulder and his quiver a
hisside. He had not taken them off because none of the others around him had taken off their swords; in
spite of the polite rule that when visiting aneighbor the sword was removed, even if other wespons were
carried about the person. As at the earlier meeting, it seemed to be generaly conceded that thiswas a
council of war, rather than aneighborly vist.

The meeting started out with anumber of introductions of Jim and Dafydd to those who had not been
there before. By thistime, Jm had forgotten al but the names of afew of those he had met, but the ones
he did remember, like William of Berwick, around-faced, round-bodied man in hisforties, under thinning
gray hair, stuck firmly in hismind.

That part of the business over, Herrac spoke-and there was an dmost instant silence as he began to
explain that sincether first meeting, Jm had seen and made arrangements both with the Hollow Men and
with the Little Men; and they should al appreciate this effort for which he had been uniquely equipped,
being magician aswell as knight. He then turned the speaker’ s position over to Jim so that Jm could tell
them about both meetings.

Jm stood up, to make sure that everyone in the room could not only hear but see him, and again told
them firgt the plan, which wasto entice dl the Hollow Men to this one particular spot where they could
be trapped, under the guise of paying them thefirst installment of Scottish money; then described how his
encounter had gone with Eshan, the leader of the Hollow Men.

They listened without aword, and when he finished there were some murmurs of pleasure and approval
from around the table and those standing back from it.

“That waswed done,” said Sir John, hisvoice carrying easily through the room. “And | understand from
Sir Herrac that it was only the next day ye saw and talked with the Little Men?’

“That'sso,” answered Jm. He was about to mention that Herrac had been with him, when he realized
that the “ye’ that Sir John had used, in this case, wasaplura pronoun. “ Asyou know, Sir John, and
perhaps some of these other knights dso, Sir Herrac was with me, aswell as his Highness here, the
Prince Merlion.”

He paused for just a second. But there was no sound from those in the rcom to give him an indication of
how hiswords were being received. He went on.

“Wetalked with Ardac, son of Lutdl, and the five chief advisors of the Little Men. | told them everything
| had done so far, and gave the date for which the destruction of the Hollow Men had been s¢t... | did
not firmly set atimefor afind council just before the battle,” he wound up, “but | suggest it take place the
night before. | will send that message to them if the rest of you agree.”

He paused. Now was the time to face them with it.

“1 d's0 suggest that the meeting be made at the Castle de Mer, which | suppose to be most appropriate,
as| understand that you will probably be choosing Sir Herrac here as your battle leader.”



For amoment there was silence. Then there were afew scattered criesof “Yes!” here and there about
the room; followed dmost immediately by aflood of voices agreeing with the selection. Sir John, who
had opened his mouth to speak, sank back on hisbench, closing his mouth, with adight frown on his
face.

“I think,” said Sir John unexpectedly, “that we have yet to hear Sir Herrac himself agree to taking that
respongbility. Do you, Sir Herrac?’

Herrac' s deep and powerful voice rang dmost unexpectedly through the Hall.

“I am not onethat likesto be aleader,” hesaid. “1 think al here know that. My duty isto my family and
my heritage which ismy castle and itslands. Nonethdless, in this case, where it is so important that the
Hollow Men be finished once and for al, | do accept!”

A deep-voiced acclamation sounded in the room. When it had died down. Sir John turned again and Jm
fdt theknight' seyesupon him coldly.

“Y ou were about to tell usthe substance of your talk and agreement with the Little Men, Sir James,”
said Sir John. “Pray goon.”

“They will come, in numbers equa to your own and perhgps surpassingit,” said Jm. “Their firgt
response was to ask how many Borderers would be at this council. | guessed eighteen- | seethat | was
wrong. We will have more than that. Ardac, son of Lutel, then answered methat in that case eighteen
Little Men would be sent to join the council.”

A clamor broke out in the room, of half a dozen voices speaking at once, with an undertone of angry
muttersin the background.

“Wheat givesthem to think that we will welcome elghteen of them to our council?” shouted William of
Berwick, pounding the table. “One were enough, and more than enough, to carry our decisions back to
them. After dl, they will be fighting under our command.”

There was aslencefollowing that, and Jm found himself glad that he was on hisfeet.

“But they will not be under your command. They will be under their own commander, who is Prince
Merlion here-who shares some ancient brotherhood of blood with them.”

“Thisisfoolish,” said Sir John the Graeme. “Two leaders will smply make adisaster of our fight. Yet |
admit it is hard to ask his Highness here to serve under asmple, if noble, knight like Sir Herrac.”

“I amwilling.” Dafydd' svoice, soft asusud, till carried through the room.

“Why that, | say?’ shouted William of Berwick, hitting the table again. “What need we with the Little
Men at dl?Itisour right to destroy the Hollow Men, ours done. And we will do it with ease!l”

There was athud suddenly in the middle of the table and every man there froze, for one of Dafydd’ swar
arrows stood with its head all but buried to thetinesin the thick, oak top of the table.

“Permit meto dispute with you somewhat on that point, Sir William,” said Dafydd, gently but carryingly.



He had come into the Hall with his bow on his shoulder and his arrows on his hip, since the others were
al wearing their swords, and they-living in acountry where the archers were weak; and in aland and
timein which al belted and armored knights |ooked down their noses at the commoners who bore
bows-had never stopped to think what aweapon it was, and that it could be used indoorsin this fashion.
It had smply never crossed their minds. Swordplay between these walls, they could have envisioned. But
not this.

Sir William sat slent, staring from the arrow to Dafydd.

“1 wish to point out something with the arrow you see there,” went on Dafydd. “Now it happened |
merdly plucked my bowstring so that the arrow would stand upright in the table. Let me show you how it
would have gone had | plucked it alittle further.”

So fast that it dmost seemed like aform of magic itsdlf, another arrow wasfitted to Dafydd' s bow and
flew fromit- into and through the table until it rested againgt the floor beneath. Only the tips of its feathers
and its notched end showing above the table top.

“You see” sad Dafydd, dmost kindly, “that thisbow of mineis not an unworthy wegpon. In
fact-perhaps, Sir Herrac, you would now have summoned in to us your son Sir Giles, who was with Sir
James and mysdlf in France, that he might tell the story of the sword with which he defended the Crown
Prince of England againgt nearly a score of knights belonging to an evil magician. Will you do so, Sir
Herrac?’

For answer Herrac merely turned his head, lifted his voice and bellowed out acdl that would essily have
penetrated the door behind him and the servant waiting without.

“Hol Fetch Sir Giles-at oncel”

The door was opened almost asif on cue and Sir Giles stepped through into the room, closing the door
again behind him.
“There was no need to seek me, Father,” he said. “I, aso, have been waiting outsde to hear the results
of your meeting.”

“HisHighness, here” said Herrac, il letting hisvoiceroll through the chamber, “would that you tell of a
sword with which you defended the Prince of England last year in France.”

“Yes, Father,” said Giles. He looked down the table and lifted his voice to reach everyone in the room.
“The sword with which | had the honor to fight for the young Prince, was one that | got from the Prince
Merlon, himsdf.”

He turned to Dafydd.

“Noble Sir?’ he asked. “What isit you wish meto tell these gentlemen about the sword?’

“All,” said Dafydd. “Fromwhat | told you of how it came into my hands until how it passed into your
hands.”

“I will be more than willing to do s0,” said Sir Giles. He was probably the shortest man there. But his
mustache bristled fiercely; and the large nose of which hewas normally rather ashamed lifted proudly like
the prow of a ship about to go into battle.



“It was before the battle of Nouaille-Poitiers; and the Prince Edward was swordless. He asked that one
of uswho wasthere present, and wearing swords, give him one of ours, for that it shamed him that he, a
Plantagenet and a Prince, should be swordless on aday of battle.”

He looked at Dafydd, who nodded at him to go on.
“Intruth, dl of uswere loath to give up our swords. For what is aknight without his sword?’

There were murmurs of agreement around the room. Jm was alittle surprised, then remembered that
these Northumbrians were only recently included under the English Crown; and, in any case, they would
not have been al that ready to give up their swords themselves.

“So we hesitated,” went on Sir Giles. “ And his-the Prince Merlon-said to the Prince Edward, who knew
him only as asimple bowman, that perhaps he could solve the problem. The Prince Merlon then went off,
and returned from his baggage with a magnificent knight' s sword in ajeweled scabbard. He gaveit to the
Princewho haf drew it, held it amoment and appeared uneasy. ‘| cannot carry thissword,” the Prince
sad.”

Sir Giles had the room dead silent. He took a deep breath and went on.

“ At this point, shame overtook methat | had not offered my own sword before,” said Giles. “1 stepped
forward, unhooked my scabbard from its sword belt and offered it with the sword within it to the noble
English Prince, saying, ‘If you would do me the honor of accepting the sword of acommon knight’ - and
gracioudy, the Prince accepted it. While| took the sword that the Prince Merlon had brought and
hooked it to my own belt. It was with that sword, then, that | essayed to keep the young Prince of
England safe againgt hisenemies”

He stopped speaking.
“Thank you, Sir Giles,” said Dafydd. “But you have not yet told how the sword came into my hands.”

“Oh. Forgiveme,” said Sir Giles. “I should tell you al” - he was addressing the room once more-“that
Da_“

Sir Gilescaught himsdf jugtintime.

“-HisHighness of Merlon told us the story of how he had acquired the sword. It was at atime when he
was disguised as abowman, asheis now, but in that land that was formerly called Wales, but now is
English territory. It seemsthat one of the English Wardens there believed in holding tournamentsto
demondtrate the prowess of his knights, particularly to his Welsh subjects. This day the Warden had
thought of an additiond entertainment.”

Sir Giles stopped to take a deep breath.

“So, since he had heard of the bowman the Prince Merlon was supposed to be, as one very skilled with
that ingtrument, he had him fetched to the tourney ground and faced with five knightsin armor and lances.
These five were on horseback, and he alone, afoot, with his bow. They rode upon him, but he dew them
al with hisarrows before they reached him; before indeed they were even closeto him.”

Giles paused again; but in thisingtance it was to give the muttering this statement had givenriseto timeto



diedown.

“He had made arequest that if he should win the day, he should-like any victor in the list-win also the
arms and armor of his opponents; and the Warden had laughingly agreed. Asaresult, he cameinto
possession of dl the armor and weapons of those he had just killed; but turned al back except thisone
sword, which he kept. The which he had brought with him, and later offered to the Prince. Again, it was
this sword with which | essayed to defend his Grace of England.”

“Thank you, Sir Giles,” said Dafydd. He turned back to those in the room. “That story and those arrows
inthetable | have had you see and hear for apurpose. Thiswegpon is not usua among you gentlemen,
and no gentleman usesit except for hunting or sport. But it is apowerful wegpon, nonetheless; and I, for
one, do not fed my rank diminished by thefact that | go disguised as an ordinary man of the bow.”

He paused.

“I would that you consider, therefore and likewise, gentlemen, that no gentleman ever bands with other
gentlesin aschiltron, on foot, with spears, to meet their enemies. Y et the Little Men do this, and do it
well. May | point out they have held their borders againgt the Hollow Men al these centuries, whichisno
mean feat. Y ou who have met scattered bands of the Hollow Men know that they are not easy to fight.

“What | an saying,” Dafydd said, “isthat they, by right of combat and blood and liveslogt, have as
much right to be there a the ending of the Hollow Men as yoursalves. They have won that right on fields
of battles, innumerable. | am proud to be chosen their leader, and | am not too proud to serve under Sir
Herrac, as our supreme commander. But, since | know many of you fedl uneasy about the Little Men, |
asked that they reduce their number from eighteen to no more than five representatives at our council the
night before the battle. Thisthey agreed to. This, astheir commander, | place before you not as arequest
but as ademand.”

Theroom was dlent.
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

The sllence perssted in the room. Asit stretched out, atension could befdt inthe air, beginning to
gather itsdlf together, asthe spring of awatch gathersitsdlf into asmaller and smdler spacewhenitis
wound tight. Into thistightening slence, Herrac' s voice broke like the prow of aship splintering itsway
through new ice over freezing water.

“ Asthe chosen commander of the Borderersin thisendeavor,” his powerful voice said flatly, “1 accept
the Prince Merlon’s proposa that no more than five of the Little Men shal meet with uson the night
before our battle with the Hollow Men in council for final planning. Any who wish not to follow mein this
matter may now declare themsalves gpart from it and leave the rest of us. | would have no man follow my
orders who does not do so willingly, and with afull heart.”

For along moment more nothing happened; then the tension began to disspate, as a spring might
unwind, without ever having been brought to full tightness,

No one moved to leave the room.
“I am glad so many of you will bewith us” said Herrac, dominating the room again with hisvoice. “ For

it will take the strength of al of us; and the strength of the Little Men aswell, to put an utter end to the
Hollow Men. It will be no easy task.”



He broke off for amoment to emphasize hislast words.

“I have dready considered some plans of battle,” he went on. “1 will continue to consider them; and do
al of you consder, yoursaves, whether there is anything that we might do that would improve our
chances of winning thisbattle, with aslittleloss on our own side as possible. Then, if you think of any
such, bring it to the council on the eve of battle, to be spoken there; and advise therest of usonit. For
tonight, unlessthereisfurther discusson of anything important, | will declare this meeting closed.”

Therewas another silence; but thistime it was a short one.

“I would believe our commander hastheright of it,” putin Sir John Graeme. “I can think of no further
reason to prolong this meeting. So let usal moveto the Great Hall of this castle, where | understand our
host has prepared food and drink for us. To any, of course, who have business that takes them
elsawhere without dday, | say farewell, and | look forward to seeing you again, before the battle.”

With a sudden outburst of voices, the meeting broke up. Everyone was standing up at the table, and
mixing with those behind them. The door had been opened and Herrac had led the way out, followed by
Jm and Dafydd, with Sir John Graeme close behind them. The rest trailed after in an unstructured, loudly
talking tail of men that wound through the short corridor outside and into the Great Hall of the castle
where they had gathered.

The meeting, as was not uncommon in medieva matters, turned into adrinking party.

Jm, taking advantage of the pretense that he had thingsto do, left early so as not to befuddle himsdlf
with more wine than he wanted to drink. Dafydd chose to come with him- and, surprisngly, Herrac as
wall.

“I thought you might feel obligated to stay, Sir Herrac,” said Jm, once they were on their horses outside
and headed back toward Castle de Mer; with Sir Giles and some of the de Mer men-at-arms riding with
them, on genera principles of defense, considering theland and the times.

“Nonewill missme,” said Herrac. “Also, if | had stayed, there might have been atendency for someto
try to advance some privy point with me; and othersto gather perhaps around someone like Sir John the
Graeme, who might still choose a separate way of his own and take some otherswith him.”

“Youwerewise,” murmured Dafydd. Herrac went on.

“Itismy belief that acommander should be at some distance from those he commands. Since you two
gentlemen are guests of mine, | can hardly distance mysalf from you. But | intend to either command or
not command; and | think thefirst step in that direction isto establish the distance | spoke of.”

“I agree with Dafydd,” said Jm, just loudly enough to be heard over the creak of their saddles and the
sound of their horses' hooves on the hard ground undernegth. It was a chill, cloudless night that made the
horses breath smoke before them, and the moon was three-quartersfull. Their road was bright enough,
accordingly, so that none of the party were required to carry torches and go ahead. Jim found himself
gppreciating Herrac’ s position.

The knight wasin fact, Jm thought, anatural leader. Only his other responsibilities had kept him fromit
until thismoment. He wondered if now Sir Herrac was actualy enjoying the fact that he had been chosen
commander. Which reminded him that there was something moreto be said.



“Sir Herrac,” he said, “you spoke up in just the nick of time back there, after Dafydd had mentioned that
five Little Men would be attending our council. None of us meant you to take the respongibility al on
yoursdlf-

“That ismy job now,” interrupted Herrac. “Would you not consider it your job, if you had the command
inkeeping, Sir James?’

Jm thought for amoment and was alittle surprised.

“I might,” hesaid. “Yes, | might just do exactly that. Still, it was your presence and your voicethat did it
just now; and | doubt mine would have had that persuasive an effect on al the other Borderersthere.”

“They know me,” said Herrac briefly.

Jm could well believeit. Herrac, with his strength and size, and even hissilkie blood, could be aliving
legend among these Borderers. But that was hardly a point to make, right at this moment. Consequently
he sad nothing.

They reached the castle safely, and separated to their various bedrooms, Jm only going along with
Dafydd for ashort visit to Sir Brian. Brian wasin his bed, because he was too tired to stay on hisfeet
any longer. But he was chafing at hisinactivity; and the fact that he had not been able to go to the meeting
himsdlf.

Helistened, therefore, with interest to what Jm, Dafydd and Sir Giles-who had also come aong with
them-had to tell him of it. He exclaimed with ddight over the account of Herrac’s command that the Little
Men should be accepted at the council; and applauded when Jim repeated Herrac' sremark later that a
commander should be a certain distance from those he commuinded.

“How very right the good knight is)” said Brian. “I’ ve yet to see asuccessful leader of men who did not
keep his distance. Those who mix and mingle with the onesthey lead are invariably liked and well thought
of, but not awayswell obeyed. Better for al to be apart; and even-yes-didiked by those you lead; than
to be too close, so that you are taken for lessthan you are.”

“So | told him-moreor less” said Dafydd.

“Dafydd wasthe oneto bring it up,” said Jm. “But | said after htm and | have to say now that | agree
with him, and you, Brian. Sir Herrac isanatura leader.”

“We, hissons,” put in Sir Giles, “have known thisal our lives. Y ou do not have any ideahow much
Father has seen hisrespongbility to hisfamily. Not the least to my mother, who he loved most dearly; as
didweal.”

The last words ended on anote of sadness; which might have blighted the conversation for awhile, if
Brian had not burst out in anew direction.

“But you, James!” he said. “Y ou must begin practicing immediately; and it must be well away from this
castle here, so that no eyes, that should not, see that perhaps you are alittle rusty, or not yet as skilled as
you might be with wegpons.”

“That' sapoliteway of putting it, Brian,” said Jm. “Y ou know, and we dl here know, that I’ m nothing to



talk about as afighter. My grest fight againgt the Ogre was with the advantage of the reflexes of the
dragon whose body | wasin. If it hadn’t been for Gorbash, the Ogre would have squashed mein haf a
minute-“

“Youwill get better, James, you will get better!” said Brian. “Particularly with practice and under my
tutelage. Now, as| say, you must practice out of sight of anyone elsein the castle here. | would counsel
that not even Sir Herrac-if you will pardon me, Sir Giles-know of you and your limitations with sword
and other liketools”

“You'reright,” said Jm thoughtfully.

“Wemugt dl go off by ourselves from the castle tomorrow,” Brian went on. “All of us, that is, except
you, Dafydd-unless there is some reason you want to accompany us. Then, when we are adistance from
the castle that is sufficient to make sure we cannot be overseen or overheard. Sir Gileswill practice with
you with the various weagpons; and | will stand by and order that practice, since | am yet perhaps aday
or two from being able to practice with you mysdlf.”

Hewas agood dedl more than aday or two, Jm thought. But he knew better than to mention such a
thing in front of Brian. Instead he struck another note.

“It redly isn't necessary, Brian,” he said. “ Remember, I’ ve told you what our plansarelike. | will be
with Dafydd up on the ledge above the ground where everyoneisfighting. | shouldn’'t haveto fight.”

“And how will you leave that ledge; and get through what Hollow Men remain between you and those
pressing them inward, with your body and life intact?’ demanded Brian. “Y ou do not understand such
fighting, even yet, James, forgive mefor saying so. In the heat and turmoil of battle, friend can even strike
friend, either through error or because the battle urge has been wakened so strongly in him. Y ou may
even haveto use your shield to protect yoursalf from the Borderers, to pass through them to safety. No,
no. You must practice; and we will do things as | suggested!”

So they did.

Following that evening, Jm left every morning with Brian and Giles, and very often with Dafydd aswell.
They rode off for haf an hour or more until they werein some secluded, tree-hidden spot, well away
from the castle and where there was room for the practice Brian had in mind. There he put Jm and-
inevitably-Sir Giles aswell, through a course of ingtruction; with al kinds of weapons from poignard up
through mace.

“But | won't have amace with me!” Jm said.
“Nonetheless, practiceis practice,” inssted Brian.

So, Jm practiced with the mace. Until his arms were worn out and ready to drop from their sockets by
thefed of them. He cdled ahalt.

“Dafydd,” he said-for it was one of the times Dafydd was with them. Jm took off his helm and wiped his
soaking wet forehead. “How would you like to take alittle of thistraining, for awhile?’

“Indeed,” said Dafydd, “1 have been watching with interest. But | would not venture to ask that aknight
train mein aknight’sway of combat; who am redly, asyou al know, no more than acommon



“The hdl with that!” said Brian, who was dmost frothing a the mouth with hisdesireto ingruct. “I'll
teach you any day. Areyou willing?’

“I'amwilling,” said Dafydd. “But | will need armor, even if | can borrow wegpons.”

“Minewill fit you tolerably well,” said Jm. “WEe re close enough in height. Y our shoulders may be alittle
broader than mine, and you may be alittle dimmer otherwisethan | am, but | think it’'Il do. Want to try
it?”

“I would much liketo,” said Dafydd.

Accordingly, it was done. And Brian ended up delighted with his new pupil; who in many ways showed
much more aptitude for what he was taught than either Sir Giles or Jm-but Jm, asthey al knew, was
something of alost cause. Too much of what Brian taught had to be learned starting in childhood. The
surprising thing was that the disciplines Dafydd seemed to have learned with hisbowmanship in hisearly
years should help him adapt so quickly to make use of Brian' steaching. The truth was, Jm thought,
Dafydd-like Brian-was anaturd athlete.

It occurred to Jm that Dafydd might be very like some particularly skilled, twentieth-century
professond football player of hisown world; who, on taking an interest in golf, which he had never
played before, in afew weeksis doing the full eighteen holes at an enviably low score.

Meanwhile back at this castle and the castles of the other Borderers, preparations for the battle
continued. Jim was surprised to discover thet thisincluded a contingent from each castle bringing along
extraarmor and extra weapons.

It was awhile before he realized, from what he had seen of the battle of Poitiers, that both weapons and
armor could not stand up to many encounters. Even with the mild steel swords of thetime, let done with
things like maces and morning-stars- the latter being devices which were essentidly ameta rod with a
stedl chain at the end and a spiked ball at the far end of the steel chain-armor was soon hacked so badly
out of shape it became useless, and weapons themsel ves were broken and dented beyond repair.

Also, in addition to hislessons, he found that he had to make at least one moretrip to the leaders of the
Hollow Men and one moretrip to the Little Men, smply to firm up the details with each party of the
mesting.

Hetook advantage of the opportunity to lay down very firmly once more to the Hollow Men |eaders,
and particularly to Eshan, himsdlf, that the Hollow Men must al be gathered there by the time he arrived;
and that any Hollow Man who tried to appear after he had come in would not be accepted and would
not be paid.

Hetook Herrac with him on his second trip to the Little Men, and together they explained how Herrac
had ensured that five of the small men, a any rate, could be present at the next council; and
diplomatically broke the news that there would be more than eighteen Borderers, in fact over twenty at
leedt.

The good sde of al this, he pointed out, was that the Borderers should be bringing atotal of something
like eighteen hundred men with them to the fight, which took some of the pressure off the schiltrons of the
LittleMen.



Ardac, however, retorted that the Little Men would be therein their full number just the same-for two
reasons. One was that not as many of the Borderers might show up as promised. Second was that the
Little Men wanted to be sure of being equally represented with the taller humans when the battle started.

Beyond this, Ardac agreed readily enough to the fact that the Little Men should make the first attack,
afterwards opening corridorsto let the Borderersin through them, to dedl particularly with the Hollow
Men who were mounted on their ghost horses.

“I will add, Sir Herrac,” wound up Ardac, “that | am pleased it is you who is going to be commander of
the Borderers. From you, | hope and expect that my people who are in the battle will get fair trestment
aong with the Borderers.”

“You have my word oniit,” said Herrac. “1 didn’t mention it before because | was not yet leader at that
time; but even though | believe | know the answer, | must ask you if you, or any of your people, would
demand a share of the Scottish gold, once the battleis over?’

“We have no usefor gold,” said Ardac. “I know it ishighly prized among your kind; but we do not use
money among us, nor do we fashion toys or jewelry asyou people do. Also, gold isno usein the making
of tools or wegpons. Findly, | haveto say that from what we have seen of its effect among your kind, we
would rather not be touched with the desirefor it. If thereisgold, your Borderers may haveit; and be
welcomefor dl of us”

“Thank you, Ardac,” said Herrac. “| was sure that would be your answer. But as commander | had to
ask. You understand?’

“l understand,” said Ardac. “Now, to other things. Y ou plan to assemble your Borderers at some
distance from the place where the Hollow Men will gather, isthat not right?”

“Yes” sad Herrac, “I’d have them in place early, but amile or more distant, that we may not darm the
Hollow Men by our presence. How did you plan that your schiltronswould gather?’

“Onceyour people are gathered,” said Ardac, “we will movein to join you. Y ou need not ask how we
are marshaed beforehand, nor where we come together, nor any other question of how we shdl join
you. Let it be enough for you that we are an older and more experienced people; and moreover we
know those woods and rocks in away that your people will never know them; unlessthey spend as
many centuries among them as we have. We can be scattered and out of sight, not one of us showing,
then in ahundred breaths be dl drawn up in our schiltrons and ready to move. That isdl that need
concernyou.”

Herrac nodded.

“S0,” said Ardac, “when would you wish our two parties to join together and move forward?’

“| told the Hollow Men alittle after noon,” Jim said. “ So let our two companies meet no later than terce,
that we may bein position by sext in the woods below their meeting place. By that time dso Sir Herrec,

here, and the Prince Merlion-*

Ardac smiled asmall wintry smile, parting hiswhiskers at Jm’s mangled pronuncigtion of Dafydd's
ancient name.

“We do not use your Christian time-keeping, asyou know,” Ardac said, * but we know that terce means



late mid-morning and your noonis called sext. So you may use those termswith usfredly, athough we
will not use them ourselves. Y es, those hours are agreeable; and we will be there, as you wish. At that
time | suggest that you and I, Sir James, Prince Merlion”- he gave it the proper pronunciation-“and one
or two othersif must be, meet with mysdf and the other schiltron-leaders before we move up closeto
where the Hollow Menwill be”

“That isagreesbleto me,” said Herrac. “It shdl be so. With mewill be Sir James, Prince Merlon and
another good knight named Sir Brian who iswell experienced in such armed meetings as we go to that
day. Possibly one or two others-but no more. | believe you met Sir Brian Neville-Smythe.”

“Wedid,” said Ardac. “Hewaswith usin one of our brushes with the Hollow Men. Hewill be
wecome”

“Good,” said Herrac.
He looked up at the sun.

“Now,” he said, “we should be taking our leave of you. | will not see you again then, until we meet as
agreed in the woods at some distance from the Hollow Men’ s mesting place but with both our peoples
ready to move up.”

“Soitisagreed,” said Ardac.

They turned away from each other. Jm, Dafydd and Herrac mounted their horses and rode off back to
Cadtle de Mer. There, Herrac went off to dedl with matters of his own concern, and Dafydd and Jm
went up to acquaint an impatient Brian with the news of what had gone on at their mesting.

It seemed to Jm, asthey talked, that Brian was much more wound up about this oncoming battle than he
ordinarily would have been. Jm was alittle puzzled by this; and then the redlization occurred to him that
fighting was the one thing that could take his mind off his newly found love for Liseth, and her congtant
companionship with Ewen MacDougdll. Brian had been scrupul ous about leaving the two to themselves.

MacDougdl wasvery clearly fdling into aread emotiona atachment to Liseth-agood clue, thought Jm
wryly-that, in decidedly non-medieva terms he had not got to first base with her, physicaly. Otherwise
with someone like him, who was used to a Roya Court’s sort of brief dalliance followed by aquick
tumble into bed together, he would have cooled off in his enthusiasm before this.

Asto whether Liseth was at dl attracted to MacDougall or not, Jm became more and more puzzled by
thisdl thetime. If she was not attracted by him, then she was amost excdllent actress. A most
surprisngly excellent actress for ayoung woman who had grown up in an isolated castle next to the sea
and the Scottish border in the lightly populated land that was Northumberland. There was nothing to be
done about it by Jmin any case; so he smply sat back and turned his thoughts to the more important
matter, which was getting reedy for the fight.

He took the practice sessonsin grave earnest. Now, Brian was enough recovered to work out with him,
athough Jm would hardly have believed that he would have been ableto. Brian was Hill inssting-and
now Jm saw that there would be no stopping him-that he would be part of the Borderer group when it
went againgt the Hollow Men.

So the time that he had thought would travel dowly, if anything went by al too fast.



Suddenly it wasthe eve of the day of battle; and this evening they would hold their fina council.
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

It was not yet time for Jm to make himself available for the council, which would be held downgtairsin
the Great Hdll of the de Mer castle, since Herrac was now commander. It must be the Great Hall, since
there was no other room in his home that would comfortably hold the number of individuaswho would
be attending.

Jm, with the |ate afternoon sun danting through the arrow ditslet into the outsde wal of hissmal stone
room, was making afind effort to contact Carolinus by dream. He had already tried severa timesin the
past few days; but curioudy, had been unable to get through to histutor in magic.

He had found that, if he fell adeep while wanting to have a dream conversation with Carolinus, it
happened more quickly if hewrote adeep spell on what he pictured asthe insde of hisforehead. He had
decided to do just that, thistime.

He was stretched out on his mattress. He had closed his eyes; and now he wrote on theingde of his
forehead:

MESLEEP/DREAM?CAROLINUS

Hefdl adeep ingantly. Thistime he wasinside Carolinus s crowded little house and standing face to
face with the magician.

“1 suppose you' ve been busy,” Jm said, “since | haven’t been able to get through. So let me gpologize
for interrupting, if that’ swhat I’'m doing. But things have reached a sort of crisis point up here.”

“Not a dl, my boy. Not at dl,” said Carolinus. “I’ ve been as eager to talk with you as no doubt you are
withme”

Jm, in hisdream, gazed at the thin, old man with the white beard and the bushy eyebrows that could
look so fierce ordinarily, but were now gazing at him in as soothing and friendly a manner as possible.

His heart sank. It was aways bad news when Carolinus was pleasant. The other only abandoned his
usud irascibility when he wanted to soften the blow of unhappy news.

“I-* began Jm; but Carolinus cut him off.

“I should warn you firgt,” Carolinus dmost snapped in his usua manner, “that you now face both a
dangerous and difficult time. However, sncethat can't be helped, we shall talk of how to best deal with
it”

“What | was going to say was,” said Jm, “that I’ ve got the Little Men and the men on the English side of
the border here ready to seeif they can’t exterminate dl the Hollow Men at once, so that none will be left
aiveto bring the rest back to life. In other words, things seem in hand up here-depending upon whether
we can win the battle or not. But | wanted to ask you-have you learned anything more about the Worm,
and the Dark Powers' involvement in this?”

“No, and no,” said Carolinus decisively, “ particularly asregardsthe Worm. I’ ve no ideawhy it’ sthere
by itself, what it’ s supposed to be doing and why it’ s ppeared at dl; in defiance of the usua practice of



the Dark Powers of keeping such creatures close to one of their centers of power. But I”d strongly
suggest you stay very much on your guard againgt it. Somewhere along the line it hasto become involved,
otherwise, thereé sno point in it being there at al.”

He stopped and took a deep breath.

“Morethan that,” he went on, “| haven't been ableto find out. So, more than that, | can’t tell you. I've
no further knowledge about the Dark Powers, either; except that they' re definitely still encouraging both
the Scottish invasion and a French one at the same time, the French to come from the south and across
the channd.”

“You're not much help,” said Jim.
“I"d liketo be, my boy. | redlly would,” said Carolinus. “How are you fixed with your magic account?’

“I"'m going to have to use some magic to make mysdf aduplicate of Ewen MacDougdl to hand out the
gold to the Hollow Men tomorrow,” said Jim. “Beyond that, I’ ve been afraid to ask the Accounting
Officejust where | stand. Y ou’re sure there sno way you could lend-

“None!” said Caralinus. “The Accounting Office was very clear about that. No |oans from a Master to

his Apprentice. | suggest you check with the Accounting Office yourself and find out what your account
redly is. Y ou don’'t want to turn from looking like MacDougdl into looking exactly like yoursdf, right in
the middle of what you' re planning to do, do you?’

“No,” said Jm, “that’ sthelast thing I’d want. But | may haveto gambleonit.”

“Wadll, then,” said Carolinus, his mustache bristling, “if you want my advice-gamble! No one ever got
anywhere by avoiding the taking of al chances. Every so often you have to put yoursdf at risk.”

“I'mgoing to,” said Jm. “But-I did have oneidea. The Little Men say they have a certain amount of
small magic; and | believe them. Do you supposeit’ d be possible for me to borrow some of their magic?
| haven't mentioned it to them, because | wanted to check with you first.”

“Don't ask them!” said Carolinus. “In thefirst place, no group can lend their magic to you; athough the
Accounting Office did not strictly forbid that sort of aloan. But the mechanismsfor it-the magica
mechanisms-smply aren't there. Secondly, you'll find that they treasure their bits of magic very highly,
and you' d be asking for something that you should not in decency ask of them.”

“All right,” said Jm, resigned. “It was only athought, anyway. Well, then-we go to afina meeting
around supper time, soon now, here in the castle. Tomorrow we meet in the woods at some distance
from the place where the Hollow Men gather; and there I'll leave the group and go on with Dafydd-and
Brian if he seems determined to bein it-to take the gold to the Hollow Men and start handing it out. Then
it'll be up to the Little Men and the Borderersto attack as planned and closein the Hollow Men until
they can al be disposed of .”

He paused, then added alittle wistfully:

“I wish there was someway | could contact you on the spur of the moment in the middle of something
likethis”

“All right!” said Carolinus suddenly. “1’'m not exactly bresking therules. | may be bending them abit. If



you redly need to get in touch with me, or if you fed atingling in your right elbow, close your eyes, and
you'll seeme. Don't speak out loud; but think the words a mein your head. Y ou can do that?’

“Happily!” said Jm-and he meant what he said.

“I’m doing this on the basis not that you need me, but that | might need you,” said Carolinus. “A Master
may have areason to summon or question his Apprentice if hewants, | should think? If the Accounting
Office doesn't like that, they can cadl meonit.”

“Thank you,” sad Jm.

“By Bedzebub and Belshazzar!” snapped Carolinusin hisusud ill-tempered tone. “ Y ou don’'t haveto
go around thanking me all thetime. Just do your duty as my Apprentice, that’sal! Now, you' d better get
going. | have mattersin hand a the moment.”

“I will,” said Im. “Goodbye, then.”

“Good-* sad Caralinus, “-bye!”

Hewinked out. Suddenly Jm was lying on his back with his eyes wide open, staring Smply at the rather
uneven raised surface of the stone celling overhead.

He got to hisfeet. He was about to leave the room when temptation got the better of him. He stopped.
There was no one around to hear.

“Accounting Office,” hesaid.
“Yes?" inquired the bass voice suddenly leve with hisleft elbow.

Jm sarted. For some reason the Accounting Office voice dways had a tendency to make him want to
jump, whether he did or not.

“How much do | haveleft in my magic account?’ he asked. “ Enough for the dight amount of invisbility
and disguise | want to do tomorrow?’

“That will depend on how long you continuein your disguise,” said the Accounting Office. “Do you have
any more questions?’

“No,” said Jm glumly.

It was dlent in the room. Jim thought grimly that he might aswell never have asked the question. It |eft
him right back where he had started. How long was too long? He did not know. Now, for thefirst timeit
occurred to him that possibly the Accounting Office did not know, since the amount of time hewould
have to be in the disguise depended on the amount of time that he would have to act the part of Ewen
MacDougdll, before the attack took the Hollow Men' s attention off him.

After that he could snap his hdmet’ s visor down over hisface; and start, with Dafydd’ s and perhaps
Brian’shelp, to try to fight hisway off the ledge-out through the Hollow Men and the encircling Little
Men and Borderers, to safety.

The sun had abandoned the arrow dits of hisroom; and within, it now was gloomy with adarknesslike



that of late twilight. He would be leaving the room in any case, so therewas no point in lighting the
cresset. He went to the door, opened it, and started down to the Great Hall.

Hewould be alittle ahead of the rest of the crowd, he told himself as he descended the winding sairs;
but there would be no harm in that. When he got there, however, he was surprised to find the number of
otherswho were there before him. In fact, Herrac and al his sons, except Christopher, were aready at
the table; as were Dafydd and Brian. Ewen MacDougdll was missing.

“Where sMacDougd|?" asked Jm as he joined them.

“For the moment, heisin hisroom,” said Herrac. “| have set astrong guard on the door. | told him flatly
that | had private business and he would be kept where he was until | felt like freeing him again. He has
food and drink and the cressetswill keep him warm. Servants have ordersto replenish the fuel, and
empty his chamber pot, if sobeit needsit. Let usforget him now. The otherswill be here shortly.
Meanwhile, | would counsd all at thistable-* Helooked hard at his sons, who seemed to shrink, asthey
always did, when he regarded or addressed them directly. “-that we relax, take our minds off tomorrow,
and appear asindifferent to what is before us as possible. We do not want to give those who come to
join us here the idea that we may have been doing some planning or plotting when they were absent.”

“Anexcelent idea, Sr Herrac,” said Brian. He yawned and stretched out hislegs, quite naturally
relaxed. “ After all, it will be amerry day tomorrow. | look forward to it!”

“| fear you have more of ataste for battle than many of us, Sir Brian,” said Herrac. “Y et you set agood
example. | mysdlf will try to take my mind off why we are meeting here tonight and what is coming
tomorrow.”

Liseth camein at that moment and joined them, Sitting down at the table.

“Y ou may stay with us now, Beth-“ Herrac rumbled. It was the first time Jm had heard her addressed
by what must be ashort, familiar form of her name. He liked the sound of it.

“Thank you, Father,” said Beth swiftly.

“-But you will leave us as our first guest arrives-as your dear mother would have known to do without
being asked,” Herrac went on.

“Yes, Father,” said Liseth, but with less pleasure in her voice. “Fear not. | will be the proper chatelaine
and lady.”

“That isal | wish for you-and for my sons,” said Herrac. “That you be forever alady, and they be
forever gentlemen; and eventualy knights, both worthy and brave.”

“I know, Father,” said Liseth, more gently. She was Sitting close enough to him on the other side of the
table to reach across and lay ahand for amoment on one of his massve forearms. “None of uswill ever
disgppoint you. Y ou know that.”

“I believe | do know it,” said Herrac. He broke off, suddenly, looking past her down toward the
entrance to the Hall. “ And here comesthefirst of our guests. Y ou may stay long enough to greet him,
Listh.”

“Yes, Father.”



She stood up, stepped back from her bench, and turned to face the oncoming figure. It turned out to be
William of Berwick, who smiled ashe saw her.

“Hal” said William of Berwick as he came up to her. “No longer thelittle Beth | used to tossin the air
and catch again! It isgood to see you grown into a beauteous woman, Lady Liseth.”

“Thank you, Sr William.” She gave him asmall curtsy. “But | must leave you men now for other
concerns. If you want for anything, the servants are close and listening.” She turned her face to those at
thetable. “Good night toyou all.”

“Good night, Liseth,” said her father; and she went off down the back steps from the platform that held
the High Table and disappeared in the direction of the kitchen.

“Sit down and take somewine, Wullie” said Herrac. “Y ou' re welcome.”

“By . Peter!” said William, taking a bench and accepting the wine cup that Herrac poured full for him.
“And | would not like to doubt it, as | see your sons have grown in equa measure as your daughter!”

He emptied the cup in onelong swallow and when he set it down Herrac filled it again. William took it
up and drank lightly from it, and then held it in mid-air with hiselbow on thetable.

“| passed none on theroad,” he said, “but | believe dl will be here. Sir John the Graeme has been
chiding into brighter spiritsthose who might have been laggard in joining us”

“Heiswel on our Sdeinthis, then?’ said Herrac.

“Indeed!” William took another good-sized drink from his cup, but continued to hold it with his elbow
propped on the table. “Did you think he would be jealous of your commandership? He does not think
you will make ahabit of it, Herrac. We dl know where your heart lies, and it isnot in leading other men
into battle. And, beyond that, al know you to be the best knight we could have to command us.”

“That isso. That isvery so!” burst out William, the next youngest son after Giles. William of Berwick
looked at him rather sourly.

“I spoke of themen,” he said, “not of the boys.”

“Do you say my brothers, the sons of Herrac,” snapped Giles, histhick blond mustache suddenly
brigtling, “are not to be alowed to speak at this meeting, dthough they will fight well enough with the rest
of ustomorrow? Isthat your meaning, Sir William? If S0, |, as one of those sons and a belted knight, do
not tekeit kindly!”

“Hal” said Sir William, but in aconciliatory tone. “I meant no attempt to lump you among the boys, Sir
Giles. Also, you have caught mefairly. My words were unfair to your brothers. Let them speak asthey
will; and 1, at least, will make no objection henceforward.”

“Thendl iswel.” Herrac’ svoice intruded on the argument and Sir William' sgpology. “ Sir William has
acknowledged that he might be in error most gracioudy, Giles. | bid you mark it for your own education,
knight though you are, dready. But ook, here come others of those bidden to our meeting.”

They al looked toward the entrance; and, in fact, four men were coming together down aong one side



of thelong lower table, and another one coming through the door behind them. In spite of himsalf, Jm felt
an dertness and atension building in him. The meeting was about to get underway.

There seemed, Jm noticed as he sat there and watched the hal fill up, aknowledge of some sort of
relative rank among those who were to be there. The seats at the high table were avoided by most of the
newcomers, who seated themselves at the long, lower table. Only the upper side of the high table was
occupied, so that no one would be seated there with his back to the men seated below. Herrac had his
usua middle seet at the table. To hisright was Dafydd, in his personaas Prince Merlon, taking that place
by right of rank. To hisleft was Jm, then Brian. Beyond them the rest of that end of the table wasfilled
up with Sir Giles and Herrac' s other sons.

All the seatsto the right of Dafydd had been left empty. Now, however, Sir William of Berwick, who
had at first sat down opposite Herrac at the table when he had been the first arrival, got to hisfeet and
came around to Sit also on the upper side of it. He stopped short afew stepsfrom Herrac.

“Now what the Devil’sthis?’ he said, staring at the seets on the other side of Dafydd.

Jm leaned back from the table to look past Herrac himsdlf. For thefirst time he noticed that the other
firgt five benches had been replaced with some that had legs long enough to bring them almost up to the
tableitself. Only beyond them were the benches of normal height. Herrac turned his head to look at the
other knight.

“Waullie,” he said, “those are to be the seats for our five representatives from the Little Men. Takethe
bench beyond if you will, or perhapsleave that for Sir John the Graeme and take the one beyond it.”

Sir William chose the second seat of norma height. But as he sat down he stared hard at Herrac.

“Arethey dl fiveto st at the high table?’ he demanded. “When the larger share of our own good knights
must St below the sdt?’

“Thissde of thetableisfor my family and theleaders” answered Herrac. “All five of the Little
Men-since their number are held down to that-are leaders equal to those who sit beside me among our
own people. So, they al have their seats ready for them.”

Sir William said nothing more, but he turned away, reached for hiswine cup and refilled it with every
appearance of disapprova.

Herrac ignored the other’ s reactions and the hall continued to fill up. Occasiondly, one of those who
camein would come up and take a seat that was open at the high table to the right of Sir William. One of
these-the memory of the name came back to Jm almost by accident-was Sir Peter Lindsay, one of the
Lindsayswho were strong in the district.

Hewasonly dightly taler than Sir Giles, but, like Dafydd, so well proportioned that he seemed taler.
His shoulders were straight and broad, hiswaist narrow and his thirty-year-old face was shrewd, with
bright blue eyes under light brown brows and sharp features around them.

Gradualy the hdl filled, and the high tablefilled. One of those arriving within moments of Sir William
having reseated himself was Sir John Graeme, who took the seat just to the right of those reserved for the
Little Men. Unlike Sir William of Berwick, he did not comment on the seets; evidently takinginat a
glance who they werefor, and why.



The other Borderers continued to stream in. When what Jim counted to be the last of them wasinside
and seated at the lower table, with general conversation and wine drinking going on, the door opened
and thefive Little Men camein together.

They brought slenceinto the hal. Within less than aminute as, one by one, the Borderers perceived
them, the seated men fell quiet. Asfor the schiltron-leaders, with Ardac at their head they walked up the
hall, around and up to the high table, saw the seats that were prepared for them there, and seated
themsdves.

The silence persisted. It took Herrac’ s voice to break it.

“His Highness, the Prince of Merlon,” said Herrac, his voice reaching to the limits of the hdl, “the Baron
Sir James de Bois de Maencontri et Riveroak, and our dliesof the Little Men, led, | believe by Ardac,
son of Lutel-“ He glanced for amoment at Ardac, who nodded imperceptibly. Herrac turned back to
look at the hdl before him. “-and al others bidden to this meeting, now seem to be here. | therefore
declared| ready for discussion of our attack tomorrow against the Hollow Men.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

Once the discussion was open, Jm was alittle surprised at the businesdike air of it. A great ded of the
looseness, shouted interruptions, and other elements that had gone into meetings of these
fourteenth-century people that Jm had been involved in before, were absent.

It reminded him of atime shortly after he had cometo thisworld, in his pursuit of away to save Angie
and bring her back to the twentieth century. A timein which he, Dafydd, Brian and some locd people,
including thewolf Aargh, were engaged in getting ready early in the morning for an assault on the
enemy-occupied castle of Brian'slady, Geronde Isabel de Chancy-an assault that wasto begin at
sunrise. At that timeit had been nothing but business for everyone concerned. To the point where Brian
had politely, if definitely, suggested that Jm take himsalf and his dragon body outside, someplace out of
their way, and leave them to their preparations.

Herrac began by announcing the time and place of their meeting in the woods short of the meeting place
of the Hollow Men, and the handing out of crude, but comprehensible, maps. Those who did not know
the way were put in touch with a party that did. A count was taken of the fighting men that each there
could bring to the battle.

When dl had been counted, Herrac himself pledged a hundred and twenty-three men, which
considerably surprised Jim, since he had seen nothing like that number of men-at-arms around the castle
itself. Then he reminded himself that Herrac’ slands undoubtedly held a grest many more who could be
caled to armsif needed-and were aready aerted to be so on the morrow.

When Herrac had finished, Sir John the Graeme spoke up.

“We haveyet to hear,” he said, and his own voice reached everyonein the hdl, “from our dlies, the
leaders of whom are here now with us. Perhapsthey will tell us of the numbersthey can bring and assure
usthat they will be there when needed.”

It was not quite achalenge, considering the structure of the meeting, but itsintent was clearly achdlenge
and everybody in the hdl knew it.

Ardac turned his head and looked down dong the line toward Sir John, then faced the hall.



“Wewill bring to the fight eight schiltrons of one hundred and fifty spearmen each,” he answvered,
“counting aso those who lead them and making atota of twelve hundred fighting menin dl-whichis |
believe more than the total number the rest of you have promised to bring.”

Once more, Jm wasimpressed with the degpness of the Little Man’svoice. That, and the fact that he
now sat on ataller bench than that of the full-szed men around him, made him seam little different from
the other leaders on either sde of him.

“A schiltronisnormaly organized into six ranks of twenty spearmen across,” he went on. “For the
purposes of making sure we are able to completely encircle the Hollow Men, so that none shall escape,
wewill for this encounter divide each schiltron in haf-giving us sixteen schiltrons of three ranksonly.”

“Doyou-* Sir John Graeme was beginning, when Ardac cut him off.

“By your favor, Sir John,” hesaid, “I am not yet finished. We will not meet with therest of you at the
place where you have planned al together before moving up toward the assault on the Hollow Men. But
our leaderswill meet with your leaders, there-once you are so gathered. Otherwise, you will not see any
of usuntil you are up close, yoursalves encircling the place where the Hollow Men are met. We have our
own way of moving through the woods and its manner need not concern you. The only thing that need do
soisthat you can be certain you will find usin position when you move up behind us, ready for the attack
on the Hollow Men.”

He paused and looked down the table past Herrac toward Dafydd.

“The Prince Merlion” -once more he pronounced Dafydd srank and name properly, so that for thefirst
time most of those in the hall there heard the musical sound of it-“isto be our leader in this matter.
Consequently we wish him to return with ustonight and set out with ustomorrow so that you will aso
meet him for the first time tomorrow when you have moved up into position around the place where the
Hollow Men are gathered.”

“Forgive me, Ardac, son of Lutel,” said Dafydd. Again, his soft voice seemed to carry asit did when he
wanted it to. He was clearly being heard by everyone. “1 will be your leader, and represent you in al
things. But | cannot go with you tonight nor move with you tomorrow. | will not be with the attackers. |
will be with Sir James Eckert de Bois de Maencontri on the ledge as he begins to hand out the gold
wherewith the Hollow Men expect to be paid. Y ou have al been given your map of that clearing; and
you know how thereisarocky ledge a the base of apart of the cliffsthat will hold ustwo or three feet
abovethe floor of the main clearing. Sir James must be there to hold the attention of the Hollow Men,
and | mugt bewith him.”

“And1,” said Sir Brian. “ Sir James will not be on that |edge without me-I promise you!”
“And I!” said aharsh voice.

Out of nowhere adark form materialized and legped up onto the surface of the high table. It was Snorrl,
thewolf, come from some dark shadowed corner of the hall.

He had legped up on the end of the table in front of Christopher, the youngest of Herrac's sons; and
now he moved down nearly the half length of it, to put him before Jim. There he stopped and turned to
facethoseinthe hall. “I am Snorrl, aNorthumbrian wolf. Some of you may have known of me, or have
heard mewhen | sng on frosty nights. | will be on that ledge as well; because the Hollow Men fear



wolves asthe rest of you fear dl things of darkness. Those of you who did not know that before, know it
now; because | havejust told you.”

He opened hisjawsfor amoment and laughed at them in hissilent way.

“S0,” hewent on, “now that you have been educated by Snorrl, whose people owned thisland before
any of your kind ever came here, | will leave you to your foolish talk. Let no onetry to follow or find me.
Hewho doeswill find it the worse for him!”

As he said the last words Snorrl turned around with ascratching of his claws on the table top, leaped
over Jm's head to the floor behind him, and was suddenly gone.

As suddenly as he had appeared within the building, where he had given Jm and the othersto
understand that he would never come.

The silence was complete within the hal. Not only the Borderers but the Little Men themsaves stared in
Jm’ sdirection like people hypnotized.

“Perhaps,” said Jm, when the silence had gone on so long that it was threatening to become
embarrassing, “1 should say afew words at thispoint. | am, asyou al know, amagician aswell asa
knight. Y ou haven’t seen me working magic, because magic is not worked lightly. When you see me
next, however, I’ll look differently. While | am on the ledge handing out the gold, | will be dressed as
Ewen MacDougdl, the Scot King's envoy to the Hollow Men, is dressed, and | will be wearing hisface.
| may make some other small magic, but that does not concern you. | tell you about myself now, because
once the Hollow Men are encircled and as soon asthey’ ve been driven in far enough for you Borderers
to movein, and take advantage of the lanesthe Little Men will open for you through their ranks, | will
know that you are driving to consolidate the victory that they have begun.”

Helooked to hisright and |eft at the persons he now mentioned.

“At that point, Sir Brian, the Prince Merlion and the wolf you just saw will come with me back through
the ranks of the Hollow Men as best we can fight our way, and through the ranks of the Little Men, if
they will part enough to let ushby. | charge the rest of you to be on watch for us, so that you too may let
us through when we come. | will have my own face back again by that time, but | will still be wearing
over my armor a surcoat that belongs to Ewen MacDougall. Asyou leave, you will find, fastened to a
pillar by the door, that surcoat; with his coat of arms upon it and his clan’ swar cry-‘Buaidh no Bds'.”

The gadlic words of the war cry, which meant “Victory or death” had been taught Jm by Giles. These
Borderersdl spoke the universal tongue of thisworld. But there would be none of them who would not
understand and recognize the words Jm had just spoken with passable pronunciation.

He went on.

“I bid you note it; and remember it, so that you may let us by when the time comes. Note-when | say us,
| mean dl of us, including thewolf. Let no man lift wegpon againgt any of my friends, whether these go on
four legs or two. | promise on my honor asameagician that any man who doesit will regret it. Again-1 say
thison my honor asamagician!”

He stopped speaking. The hall was Hill silent. He had not relieved the tension, as he had origindly
intended to do-in fact, he may have made it worse. But when the time came he had found wordsinsde
him that must be said. The men beside him and before him were men who had probably in their time



hunted wolves when they saw them, and tried to kill them. Snorrl, effective as he might be, should not
have to run agauntlet of blood-mad Borderers.

Thistime, it was the voice of Herrac that broke tension and silence at the sasmetime.

“Very wdl, gentlemen,” the shock of his greet voice brought them out of their daze, “we have heard |
think from al who have anything particular to tell us. Isthere anyone ese who wishesto speak on any
metter?’

He looked down along the edge of the table to Sir John the Graeme. Sir John shook his head. He
moved his gaze back to Ardac.

“We have said what we cameto say,” said Ardac. “Now, wewill take our leave.”

He got off hisstool, and the other Little Men followed him. Astherest of those in the hall watched in
dlence, they walked off the platform where the high table was, dong the length of the room and out the
door.

It wasthe closing of the door that seemed to finaly free everyone |l eft there from the constraint of what
they had just witnessed and heard. Talking broke out al over, directed not at the assembly, but at each
other or the man beside or across the table from them. Wine cups were filled and the wine in them taken
inlargeswvalows,

“Inthat case,” Herrac' svoicerolled out again over the conversation, “thismesting is closed. We will
hold ahead count at the time gppointed tomorrow morning, at the place appointed. Thosewho wish to
leave now may leave. Those who wish to stay and speak, either with each other, or with one of us here
at the high table, are free to do s0.”

With that, the outbreak of voices, which had gtilled itsalf momentarily when he began to speak, broke
out again, louder than before. Jm sat with Herrac, Dafydd and Brian at the table, waiting to seeif anyone
wanted to come up from the lower table with aquestion for him. But no one came. He heard avoicein
hisear.

“How did he get in-thewolf?’ Brian murmured in hisear.
Jm shook his head.

“Y ou remember Aargh,” he answered in the same low tones, * how he could come and go without being
seen? It lookslike al wolves can do it. Why Snorrl wanted to be heard at thistime is plain enough,
though. Unless everyone here understood why he was on the ledge with us, they would havefdt freeto
attack him aswe came out, even if they left therest of usaone.”

“Even dill,” Dafydd' s murmured voice joined their conversation, “there may be more than one
blood-mad enough to take acut at him with asword or other weapon. Best that when we leave, he
leavesin the midst of us; with you, James, going first, I on your right Side and alittle behind to protect the
wolf and Brian likewise on your left.”

“No one seems particularly anxiousto come up and talk to us,” said Jim.

“It may be the rank that Dafydd now wears,” answered Brian in the same low voice, “aswell asour
reputation, which | do not doubt al know. These are proud men, these Northumbrians. They would not



like to be seen by their neighbors as seeming to scrape acquaintance with those of fame or rank. Let us
up to my room; send the servants out; and St there with a pitcher of wine to make our own plansfor
what we shdl be doing on that ledge tomorrow.”

“A wisethought,” said Dafydd.
“Itis” sadJm.

Almost asif they rehearsed it, they stood up together, stepped behind their benches, said good night to
Herrac and dipped off down the back part of the platform that held the high table above the others. Then
it was through the kitchen and up the stairs to the room which had been Brian and Dafydd' s aone; since
Jm had required separate quarters for himself.

When they went in, they found that the room had been readied for Brian and Dafydd’ s going to bed.
The cressets were lit, but the room was only moderately smoky; and a pitcher of wine with cups were set
on thetable. A single servant-their number had been reduced as Brian got more and more hedlthy-sat on
the floor in the corner. He got hagtily to hisfeet asthey camein.

“Another pitcher; and then wait outsde!” Brian commanded him.
“Yes, Sir Brian-* The man hurried off.

L eft alone, the three of them sat down at the table and Brian filled cups from the pitcher. Jm took a
reasonable 9p, then set his cup down. He had no intention of being the least bit bothered with a hangover
from too much wine tomorrow morning, of al mornings.

“What think you, James?’ asked Brian, after taking a hedlthy swalow from his own cup. “How will it go
with ustomorrow?’

“I think everything should be pretty straightforward,” said Jm. “ The three of us, on horseback, and
leading a single horse with both chests of gold strapped to it, will show up at the edge of the clearing; and
I"ve no doubt they’ || be eager to get out of our way and let us through to the ledge so that the handing out
of payments can begin. I’ ve had alook at that ledge close up, and | think we can lead the horses up on
toitaswell. It'snot too wide, but it’s easily long enough to leave them at one end, unload the chests-by
the way, we must do that ourselves, and not let the Hollow Men help, or we may have one of them trying
to get ahandful of gold ahead of time.”

“That isadanger, to be sure,” said Dafydd. “Perhapsif you placed some sort of magic sign upon the
chests and told them as we mounted the ledge of some dire thing that would happen to them if they tried
to touch it before we had opened the cases ourselves and distributed what was within.”

“A good thought, Dafydd,” said Brian.

“I'll let thetwo of you in on asecret,” said Jm. “Y ou’' ve both heard me speak to the Accounting Office,
haven't you?’

“To besurewe have,” said Brian, frowning alittle. “How doesthat affect us now, James?’
“Y ou should know, even if no oneesedoes,” Jm said, “that at the present time my supply of magicis

amost gone. | will have just enough to change my face to the gppearance of Ewen MacDougdll’s, and
hopeit lasts aslong asit needsto while we' re up on the ledge. Also, | need to use some of it, the magic



that is, to make Snorrl look twice hissize. | think that thiswill strongly impressthe Hollow Men. Don't et
it fool the two of you, however. For dl his gppearance of larger size, Snorrl will be the same wolf, with
the same strength and no more.”

There was amoment of silence from the other two.
“Itiswdl you told usthis now, James,” said Dafydd.

“Very wel indeed-* began Brian in agreement, and stopped talking abruptly as the door to the room
swung open and the servant came in with another full pitcher of wine. Breathing heavily, he placed it on
thetable.

“I'll beright outside the door, Sir Brian, m’ Lord and your Highness,” he gasped, with ajerky bow; and
dipped out the door again. Brian waited until the door had firmly closed behind the man before he tried

to speak again.

“As| was saying, Dafydd is quite right. I’'m not sure how | would have reacted mysdlf to adouble-sized
wolf-though Aargh is close enough to it, damme; and I’ m used enough to him. By the way, James, when
will he bejoining us?’

“I don't havethe dightest ideg,” Jm said. “1 don’t believe Snorrl has any particular plansfor any place
himsglf. He Il choose a place when he gets to the point of needing to choose one; and the first we see of
him iswhen he'll bethere. | imagine outside the clearing, before we go in among the Hollow Men. He will
want to bewith us on theway in, aswell ason the way out, for the sheer pleasure of seeing the Hollow
Men shrink away from him.”

“Itismogt strange, these men who are ghogtsin al but one particular curiousfashion,” said Dafydd, “that
they should be so fearful of awolf.”

“Snorrl said that it was because for some reason they ook on him as most humans ook on them-as
something from beyond the grave or beyond dl usua experience.”

“Once he' sjoined usand we' ve gonein,” Jm said, “weleave the horses as| said, and unstrap and carry
over the chests ourselves. Then we begin the handing out. Two French gold coinsto each Hollow Man.”

“ ‘Fore God!” swore Brian. “ These Hollow Men do not come cheagp!”
Jmwinced alittle, himsdf.

“You'reright,” he said. “Two full-weight gold franc & chevass, recently minted by King Jean of Franceto
pay for thisinvasion of his. It shows him on hishorse on one sde of the coin.”

“And the Bordererswill end up withit!” said Brian dmost wistfully, plainly thinking of what amere
handful of such coinswould mean to him and his broken-down Castle Smythe. “Ah well, we have wine
and our strength-*

He looked at the other two and smiled.

“And our friends”

Both Jm and Dafydd smiled back.



“Indeed,” said Dafydd gently, “and might not that be the most vauable of al?’

There was amoment of silencein the room. Jm found himself taking a somewhet larger swallow from
his wine cup than he had intended. He set the cup down.

“At any rate, hopefully long before we have even as much as half the coins passed out,” he said, “the
Little Men will maketheir attack. Their first assault should catch the Hollow Men unprepared and drive
them inwards, perhaps athird of the way from the edge. After that, the Little Men will probably be hard
put to smply hold their ground, until the Borderers can come up and fight their way down the corridors
the Little Men open for them. At any rate, as soon as that happens, | suggest we get on our horses and
dart to fight our way out.”

“And the gold?’ asked Brian.

“I suggest we don't try to take any of it oursalves,” said Jm. “To begin with, it's promised to the
Borderers. Secondly, if any of the Hollow Men see us coming off with what they suspect isgold on our
persons, they’ || make our escape that much more difficult, just to get hold of usand rob us.”

“Aye,” dghed Brian. “That' strue enough. Very well, then. Now, another question, James. Many of the
Hollow Men will probably beinvisible, except for the clothes they wear, and even these could be
exchanged. How are you going to know that you aren’t paying one Hollow Man severd times, and
othersnone at dl-and so leaving you short of gold for the last who honestly are owed it?’

“I"m counting heavily on the Hollow Men to police themsdveson that,” said Jm. “Every one of them has
been given to understand that there' s only gold enough to go around to everyone who' s there. None of
them is going to be happy about the idea of his share being taken by somebody else. Remember Eshan,
the leader, and some of their other leaders will be on the ledge with us. They’ll dso be watching, to make
sure that no one gets more than his share-if only because they hope that there' |l be some left over, which
will cometo them asleaders. But in any case | have Snorrl’ s nose to make sure none of them come
twice”

“Stll,” murmured Dafydd, “there may be ways by which one may collect more than another, though we
cannot think of them now.”

“I'mjust hoping therearen't,” said Jm. “After dl, our only interest isin getting them in position for the
Little Men and the Borderers to deal with them-then to get out as best we can, to safety beyond the
fighting lines”

“Ah, yes” said Brian, “but of course that does not mean, James, that we can't turn back once we're

outside and reenter the fighting ourselvesif sobeit one or more of uswishesto.”

“I hope you won't do that, Brian,” said Jm. “I know you' re remarkably well healed consdering thetime
that’ s passed since you got wounded. But you' d be very foolish to go into a battle like that, unlessyou're
at thetop of your form. Remember in that kind of améée you can find yourself surrounded by four or
five a once, and no one else near to help you.”

“True,” admitted Brian. “Still...”

He said no more; and Jm l€ft it there, amply hoping that his argument had gotten through to the other
man. In the end it would depend on whether Brian could hold himself back from the fighting, or not. He



waslike afootbal player who sits and twitches on the bench, watching and hoping for an opportunity
that will send him in againgt the opposing team.

Thetak had generdly run down, and asfar as Jm knew they had covered dl the information that he had
wanted to get to the other two.

“Dafydd had better bring you back up here tomorrow morning, as soon asyou' re up and dressed,”
Brian said. “ Then we can dl three set forth together-it will do no harm if no one ese knows the way we
take to the gathering place of the Hollow Men. Don’'t you think so, James?’

“Yes | think you'reright,” Jm said.

He pushed his cup away from him, stood up from his bench a the table with the rest of them, and
stretched. Unaccountably, he suddenly found himsdlf very weary. Not so much physicaly tired out or
even mentdly tired out, but just weary. He found he had alonging to be by himsdf and think perhapsfor
abit about Angie, before he dropped off into deep in aroom by himself.

“I'll say good night, then,” he said to the other two.

“Good night, James,” they answered him.

He went out the door and barely made out the figure of the servant, seated with his back againgt the wall
in the nearly pitch dark corridor.

The man scrambled to hisfeet at Jm’s gppearance.

“Fetch me atorch, will you?’ asked Jm. “Cometo think of it, it wouldn’t do any harm if you aso
fetched back someoneto carry it for me and light me to my own room. There, whoever it is can usethe
torch to start my cresset in the room, for me.”

CHAPTER THIRTY

“A right good sword, a constant mind-*

Sang Sir Brian Neville-Smythe, as he, Jm and Dafydd rode together through the early morning
woods inland of the Castle de Mer, headed for the genera area of the gathering place of the Hollow
Men.

“A trusty heart and true!

The Loathly Hollow Men shdl find
What Neville-Smythe can do!”

Jm had heard the song from him before, with dightly different words, nearly two years ago. But at that
time the ones who were going to find out what Neville-Smythe could do had been the dragons of the
Mere; and Jm had been in the body of adragon named Gorbash. He had also been clinging to the top of

anot-too-tall tree.

It had been hisfirst encounter with Brian; and it had been only moments after he had heard him singing
before Brian was below the tree, looking up through its branches at him, and earnestly requesting him to



come down and fight. While Jim was desperately trying to convince Brian that he was not adragon; but a
man who just happened to be in adragon’ s body, through no fault of hisown.

Sir Brian’ ssinging, therefore, might have been thought to have brought back unhappy memories. But it
did not. The whole situation then had been resolved by his being able to convince Brian that he was,
indeed, a Christian gentleman, ensorceled into the dragon body.

After which Jm had descended; and-to make along story short-Brian had ended up asthefirst of the
Companions with whom Jm had managed to rescue Angie, who was now hiswife, from the Loathly
Tower inthe Meres. An evil location where the Dark Powers had then held her as bait to draw Jm into
their clutches.

In any case, there was no doubt now that Brian was in agood mood. He was full of cold mest, bread
and wine, like Jm and Dafydd, likewise on horseback with him.

Thistype of food and drink was not exactly the kind of breskfast that Jm would naturaly have picked
for himsdf; but it was one that he was becoming used to; and Brian, of course, had been used to sSincea
very early age. At that, they were lucky to haveit. Thelower orders had to content themsalveswith
whatever kind of porridge could be put together at the end of along, cold winter.

Spring might be here, but so far the only thing that had been found sprouting locally were the onions that
only Sir Brian- only because he had been wounded and abed-had tasted. Jim could hardly get fresh
vegetables out of hismind. He had never imagined fedling that way about them.

It gpparently was quite otherwise with Brian. His somach was full, the day promised to be bright and
sunny; and there was afine battle waiting for them dl just alittle later on.

Sir Herrac had been right when he had said that Brian seemed to have more of ataste for fighting than
most people. Where Jm foresaw the coming armed encounter with anatura lack of enthusiasm, thinking
of the various types of weapons that might end up pounding on him, armored though he was, Brian never
seemed bothered by such worries. Brian’s mind seemed aways happily filled only with the anticipation of
pounding on other people with his own weapons.

However, Brian had a pleasant baritone, and his good spirits were-as dways-infectious. Jm felt hisown
early morning gloominess beginning to evaporate under the double attack of Brian's chearfulness and the
morning sun that was now warming them.

But Brian suddenly broke off in mid-verse. Helooked across at Dafydd, who was riding on the other
side of Jim. For here, away from the castle, they rode three abreast like ordinary equals.

“Dafydd-your Highness, | mean-“ Brian fumbled alittle with the words.

“ ‘Dafydd, Sir Brian,” interrupted the bowman. “ Dafydd ap Hywel, with whom you' re well
acquainted.”

“Yes.” Brian gill seemed to have trouble finding hiswords. “But-what | mean to say is-thistitle of Prince
of Merlon that the Little Men seemed to believe you own by right. Isit true?Isit an actud title, | mean?
Areyou redly aPrince? | mean to say, | would not wish to fail of proper courtesy in addressing you-*

Dafydd interrupted him with alaugh.



“Oh, itisred enough, Brian,” he said. “But what isit to be Prince of some hundreds of miles of ocean
waves, over which you have no control, and on which you never venture? Prince | am, if titlesareto be
counted, look you. But it isatitle that long sSincelost any meaning; and | am much more content to be
Dafydd ap Hywd, Magter of al Master bowmen, than Prince of anything. In short, my being a Prince
vanishes, once we leave Castle de Mer behind us.”

“Wadll, if you say so- said Brian, frowning. “But it seems damned unfair, somehow. Men dl over the
world scrambling to be named Baron, Duke, et done Prince-and here you are, one aready; but you
want usto take you as we thought you were, for acommon bowman...”

“A most un-common bowman,” corrected Jm gently.

“Oh, asun-common asyou like!” said Brian. “Nonetheless, it feds not right to me. It is courtesy and
manners that make us more than brute beasts. That, and our souls, within, of course-“ He crossed
himsdf.

“But in the ordinary way of things, knowing aman’srank and behaving to him accordingly makesfor a
decent society,” went on Brian. “Now it ssemsto me, Dafydd-your Highness-if you' reredly aPrince,
you should admit to being a Prince; so that all could treat you with the proper respect.”

“Nay, let it rest,” said Dafydd. “It has no more real meaning than to call someone Prince of the Air. It
has no real place amongst we men of the present day. Here and now, | am abowman, and not ashamed
of it. What morewould | have? Y ou will do me the most courtesy, Brian, by thinking of me asyou have
awaysknown me; and, after we leave here |etting me ride behind you as usua when others are about;
and so in al other things where my rank istaken to be lesser than yours.”

“You redly want this, Dafydd?” demanded Brian, staring a him keenly with hisbright blue eyes.

“| do,” said Dafydd.

“Wadll, there’'san end onit, then!” said Brian. “Thewish of afriend should be respected. Y ou have my
word on it, Dafydd. After we leave Castle de Mer-but only after then, look you, or whenever we are
amongst those who have not heard of you as Prince-I will speak you and think of you only asthe
bowman | have known these past two years. God knows, it isafar enough calling. | am asinept with a
bow mysdf as Jame-“ He was interrupted by an embarrassed fit of coughing. “-as many who have never
picked up aweapon before.”

Jm diplomaticaly ignored the dip of the tongue.

“I will not say itisnot 0,” said Dafydd, smiling, “but | will wager that if you were |eft with nothing but a
bow to defend yoursdf with for ayear or so, you would turn out abowman well worthy of the name.”

“Think you s0?" said Brian. “That isinteresting. However, | have no year to spend in such an
experiment.”

They rode on for amoment in silence.

“Now,” putinJm, “if the matter of Dafydd' stitleis settled, suppose | bring up another subject? All of us
want to show up at the mesting of the leaders where the Borderers are to gather, with the Little Men no
doubt nearby. But after that, | think we should make awide swing, o asto come down on the actua
place where the Hollow Men will be gathered from the north, or Scottish Side, so that they do not



suspect anything.”
He looked meaningfully at histwo Companionsin turn.

“In that respect, I’ ve been worried by one thing. Without clothing they can move invisibly through the
woods, and even rideinvisibly upon their horses-though that would not be the most comfortable thing to
do-and I’'m concerned about their catching us or overhearing us under some conditions where they’ll

suspect what' s going to happen.”

“Nofear!” said aharsh voice beside them and they looked to see Snorrl trotting aong with them. The
wolf grinned up & them.

“I have been with you amost since you | eft the castle,” Snorrl said. “I will be with you, whether you see
me or not, until we go in among the Hollow Men together. | guarantee that no Hollow Man will come
anywhere close enough to see or hear you without my warning you. Now, go where and asyou will. You
will not ssemebut | will bethere”

With that, Snorrl disappeared again, athough Jm could have sworn, from the lack of underbrush
around, that there was nothing for him to dodge behind.

“Well, that settlesthat,” said Jm, “and aso relieves my mind. Now, if we keep on aswe are, we'll get to
the gathering place of the Borderersearly.”

He paused; thinking about it for aminute.

“Probably, though, that’ s not going to do any harm. Our being available early can mean that the meeting
of leaders can take place early; which will be dl to the good for the three of us. Particularly, if we're
going to circle around behind the Hollow Men before coming up on them. Don't the two of you think
Serd

Brian and Dafydd both nodded.

“A wisething to be early, and awise move to go around behind,” said Brian. “1n anything involving a
battle, or indeed in anything involving the lives of men, the unexpected will dways happen. Best to make
sure of what it is possible to make sure of.”

“That isso,” murmured Dafydd.

So it was that they reached the gathering spot for the Borderers before more than athird of them had
shown up. The area picked contained asmall clearing. But it was one not large enough for al the
contingents together; particularly as the contingents tended to stay aloof from one another. Asaresult,
most of them were out of view, anong the trees surrounding the clearing.

Jm, Brian and Dafydd rode up to Herrac. The Lord of the Castle de Mer, with his sons and his hundred
and twenty-three men, had taken the central spot in the clearing, asif by right.

“Hah!” said Herrac. “It isgood to have you here, your Highness, m’ Lord and Sir Brian,” he said.
“WEe ve been waiting for you.”

“But surely,” said Jm, as he halted his horse before the towering commander of the Borderers, “not dl
of theleaders- in fact many of them-are hereyet?’



“No, many arenot,” said Herrac. “However, | did not specify who would meet with the Little Men. |
meant only that certain of the leaders, certain important ones, would meet with Ardac, son of Lutel, and
his schiltron-leaders”

He frowned for amoment.

“I'mwilling to wager that he himself brings only half adozen or so of hisown leaders. For our Sde, Sir
John the Graeme, Sir William Berwick, Sir Peter Lindsay and the others who will be important in
carrying thefight forward, are already with us. Moreover, there' salimit to how long we can wait, snce
some may not show up at al; and it were foolish to wait and wait until the noon hour had past, for
someone who has no intention of coming.”

“Y ou're going to hold the mesting right away, then?’ asked Jm. Asfar as he could read the sun, it was
barely terce yet- that church hour of prayer which Jm privately trandated in hishead into ten o’ clock in
themorning.

“Assoon as| can gather them together,” answered Herrac. “Wait you here.”

Heturned to his sons and sent them off in different directions to gather some eight men whom he
evidently wanted to join with him in the meeting. Jm reflected that that would make only eleven who
were not Little Men, at the meeting. All to the good, he thought, with the Little Menin mind; just aslong
asthe other Borderer leaders did not later object to being left out. He was alittle relieved of thisanxiety
by Brian leaning toward him and spesking in alow voiceinto hisear.

“Things are often done thisway, James,” Brian said. “Do not concern yoursdf about it. Usudly, the only
reason a council is delayed is because some are not present, or an important share of those promised
really do not want to go forward at all. After all, it is the one who commands who decides, when and
what things are to be done; from attending councils to attacking the enemy.”

Jim nodded.
“l see” he muttered.

Sometwenty or thirty minutes | ater, the e even full-sze men were together with eight of the Little Men,
Lachlan among them, looking as happy as Brian. They were situated at adistance far enough from the
rest of the waiting Borderers, so that there would be no danger of anyone but those at the council
overhearing what was said there.

“It only remains, | think,” said Herrac, after greetings had been exchanged between him and Ardac, “to
make certain that our plans of last night have not changed and al go aswe planned. At what time, or at
what sgnd, should the Borderers begin to movein?’

“I will blow my horn,” said Ardac, lifting the cow horn that depended from his shoulder and putting the
amal end to hislips. “Listen now, for you will hear no other horn likeit.”

He blew; and hiswords proved to be perfectly true. im had been expecting to hear the kind of raucous
blast that he had heard before from other such cattle horns converted into hunter’ ssignaling devices. But
this one sounded a high sweet note that seemed to carry away and away amongst the trees until it was
logtinthe distance.



Ardac lowered the horn and smiled hisbushy lips.

“There are some of your men back there who will wonder about that horn-call,” he said. “But they will
have no notion of where to look, for the sound is one that does not give away where it comesfrom, as
do the hornsthat you larger men use. At the sametime, having heard it once, they will recognize it when
the time comes. Finally, you may take my word for it that it isasound that will carry over any noise of
battle. That iswhy the homismade asitis”

“Intruth,” said Herrac, “it isafair-sounding and memorable hom. Very well, wewill ligen for it. At what
point do you think your schiltronswill bein ther attack on the Hollow Men when you blow that horn?’

“Itisinmy mind that our first charge, even with schiltrons at haf depth, should enclose the Hollow Men
there and push them inwards the distance of perhaps one quarter or more of the space of the clearing.”

“By thearm of St. Christopher!” burst out William of Berwick. “But you must think well of yourselvesto
do that to Hollow Men; who may well bein anumber of athousand and ahalf men.”

“Two thousand and more,” said Ardac. “We know them alittle bit better than you and your people, Sir
William. Y ou think what | promiseis not possible? What would you do if taken by surprise by three
ranks of spears, asfar asyou could seeto your right and left, coming at you a arun? It isinginctiveina
man under those conditions to back off; to run away, even. But | will say this-we can push them back
perhaps athird the width of the open space. But holding them will be something €lse again, once they get
over their first darm and turn to fight in earnest. So that when | blow my horn, | pray that al of your
peoplewill come as quickly as possible. Because the need of you will be greet. If you delay, wewill be
overrun; and the advantage of having hit them unawareswill belogst.”

“I am commander,” said Herrac grimly. “1 promise you. When your horn blows, all men under my
command that hope to face me again will cometo your aid as quickly as we can get there, whether on
horse or on foot.”

He did not even pause to give anyone else a chance to speak but went on.

“I think,” he said, “that should conclude this meeting. Ardac, son of Lutel, you and your leaders will want
to move up into position. HisHighness, here, with Sir James and Sir Brian, must needs be on their way,
snce they must be among the Hollow Men first before dl of us. | declare this meeting closed.”

He turned and began to stride away. The Borderers went with him; amost automatically, Jm thought.
Ardac looked after them for amoment and then looked at Dafydd.

“We had hoped to have you among us, to give us heart,” he said. “I am sorry you will not be there.”

“I am sorry mysdlf,” answered Dafydd. “But | have no choice. My greater duty iswith these two good
knights and on that |edge keeping the attention of the Hollow Men fixed on us so that the rest of you can
move in behind them and take them by surprise, asyou said. How would you do without me there?’

“Sir James could not do it alone-or Sir James and Sir Brian could not do it lone?” asked Ardac.

“No.”

Asusud, theword was gently said in Dafydd’ s soft voice, but there was afindity about it that even Jm
and Brian fdt. Certainly Ardac and those with him felt it. For their spears went up in the salute Jm and



Brian had seen them give Dafydd, on the occasion when they had al been together in the earlier brush
with the Hollow Men. Then Ardac turned and led the way off into the woods. He and his
schiltron-leaders disappeared among the tree trunks amost as quickly and quietly as Snorrl was ableto
do.

Jm turned to the other two beside him. For once they were together on hisright and he could face them
both at once.

“Do you want to appear to be leading the three of us, Dafydd?’ he asked.
“No, James,” said Dafydd. “I leave that to you.”

“Brian?’ Jm fastened his gaze on Brian done. “How about you? Y ou’' ve had far more experiencethan |
with battle”

“With battle, yes” said Brian, “but this other matter of going to the Hollow Men under the pretense of
being someone e se and handing out gold to them in such manner asthey do not suspect us-this| think is
something you will do best of the three of us, James. If you need me at any time, call upon me. But with
Dafydd, | say-you lead.”

“Thenit' ssttled,” said Jm.

He swung up on hishorse, which he had led to the place where they had met with the Little Men; and
the other two also mounted, with Dafydd automeaticaly leading the pack horse carrying the chests of
gold. They headed north and west of the point where the Hollow Men were to be met.

When they had gone far enough, they did a ninety-degree turn and now headed east. Shortly they cut the
trail-or road- where they had ambushed and kidnapped Ewen MacDougall, though they were agood
four or five miles down from where that particular kidnaping had taken place. They followed the trail
back to a spot just alittle north of the place where the Hollow Men would be gathered.

Here they turned off thetrail once more, going east again and partly south, so that they would be
generdly heading for their enemies. They were not far into the woods when Snorrl’ s familiar voice spoke
beside Jm.

“You'll be seen by one of their sentinelsin just alittle waysnow,” said thewolf. “Don’t you think it's
timefor you and | to make the magica changes you talked about?’

“You'reright,” said Jm. He did not mention that he had merely been waiting for Snorrl to appear beside
them again, feding that the wolf would not take kindly to Jm caling him.

Hereined up hishorse, asdid Brian and Dafydd, to wait for him, and got off the anima. He had been
faced with a problem right from the start. Ewen MacDougdll was asmaller man than hewas. If he
changed himsdf completely into Ewen MacDougd |l as he had the time before, he would have to wear
MacDougdl’sarmor.

But if hismagic wore off on him while he was a the ledge and he had to fight hisway off the ledge and
through the Hollow Men, past the Little Men and Borderersto safety, he would need to be wearing his
own armor, because any armor he was wearing would smply burst and fly apart at itsjoints when he
suddenly increased in Size,



He had thought of carrying his own armor along, one way or another, and changing if he had to on the
ledge before plunging into the battle beforeit. But there would hardly be timefor that. It was not an easy
or aquickly accomplished job, getting aknight into hisarmor.

The solution had been very smple. He would change his face only; and wear his own armor with the
surcoat over it. It was unlikely that Eshan would have paid enough attention to him to notice that Ewen

MacDougall was now severd inchestaller, wider in the shoulders and longer of limb, aslong asthe
surcoat was the same.

Furthermore, Jim would have his visor up and the face he would be showing would be the face of Ewen.
Thistidy answer had the great advantage aso of conserving what smal amount of magic Jm had
left-gretching it asfar aspossible, in fact.

Consequently, he had ridden out that morning in his own armor. Now, as he stood beside hishorse he
wrote an equation on the inside of hisforehead:

MY FACE?FACE OF EWEN MACDOUGALL

As, usud, hefet nothing after writing this spell. But the reaction of Snorrl was startling. At aleap, the
wolf was eight to ten feet away, crouched facing him and jaws openin asnarl.

“Stopit, Snorrl!” said Imirritably. “1t' s only me, magicked to ook like Ewen MacDougdll. Areyou
ready to be changed yourself?’

The tension gradudly went out of Snorrl and he rose up to hisnormal height.
“Will thisharm mein any way?’ he demanded.

“No,” said Jm. “Not only that, you won't even fed athing. Y ou’ re going to have to find something like a
pool of water to look at yoursdlf in to see the difference-oh, you may notice that you' re alittle higher off
the ground than you used to be.”

“Then go ahead,” said Snorrl.
Jm wrote the second equation:
SNORRL?DOUBLE HEIGHT, DOUBLE SIZE

It was not possible to see the change happen. Just one moment Snorrl wasthere as he normally was,
then suddenly he was the size of asmall pony or baggage horse. Thereal horses reared, and tried to bolt.
Jm found himself digging his hedsinto the ground and being dragged along by Gorp for amoment before
Brian, who had gotten his well-trained war horse under command first, came up adongside and aso took
hold of the reins of Gorp.

“By S. Peter!” said Brian, laughing. “If your wolf has haf as much that effect on the Hollow Men, we
should be able to dice our way through them like aknife through soft cheese.”

Together, Brian and Jm managed to finaly calm Gorp down enough so that Im could remount the
horse. Snorrl, meanwhile, had disappeared again.

“Now, wheredid hego?’ said Jm, vexed.



Brian shrugged and Dafydd shook his head; mutua acknowledgment that Snorrl had smply pulled one
of hisvanishing acts. Almost as soon as the words were out of Jm'’s mouth, however, he appeared again.

“That was agood suggestion of yours,” he said to Jm. “1 did indeed find some water, till enough for me
tolook a mysdf in. Yes. Indeed, | would as soon stay thisway from now on.”

“Sorry,” said Jm, “but you'll lose it when my magic runs out-and that may happen whilewe re till up on
theledge. In which case, both you and | will revert to ourselves and have to fight our way out like that as
best we can with the help of Sir Brian and Dafydd ap Hywd, here.”

Snorrl was slent for amoment.

“Wadl, if itisto be, it will,” he said. “ Oversize or my regular Sze, | promise to go through those Hollow
Men, and the rest of you can follow in my path-if you will!”

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

“We have been seen,” announced Snorrl, ashort whilelater; as he, the three men on horseback and the
baggage horse with the gold behind them approached the area where the Hollow Men should be
gathered.

Jm looked down at the wolf curioudly.
“How did you scent whoever was watching for us?’ he asked. “ Thewind' s from usto them.”

“I didn’t scent him,” said Snorrl. 1 saw and heard him; both when he was waiting and as he hurried off
to tell the rest we were coming. Y ou would have heard and seen him too, except that going about on two
legshasmade dl of you haf-blind and half-desf.”

There was no gppropriate answer to this, snce Snorrl- like many individua s-judged everybody ese by
himsdf. Jmwisdy said nothing.

“We are only ashort distance from them, now,” said Snorrl.

Jm looked up at the sun, which was not quite at its zenith above them. A part of his mind longed for the
trusty wristwatch he had worn for fourteen years and left behind in that twentieth-century world he had
come from, now undoubtedly mega-light years-and possibly mega-universes-from where he now was.

This business of dternate worlds was something he would look into someday, if he ever got enough of a
rating asamagician. Certainly Carolinus was aware of the fact of multiple universes, and, anong them,
possible future versions of his own world. He had betrayed such knowledge from timeto time, in talking
to Jm. But then Carolinus was one of the three top magiciansin thisworld. Where hewas, wasalong
cdimbfor aD dassmagician like Jm.

So Jim put aside the idea of the watch. They were clearly early, but there was nothing to be done about
it. Particularly if their approach had aready been sighted. They would have to go forward asthey were
going how, move up on theledge, and start handing out the money. Meanwhile they could smply hope
that the Little Men and the Borderers were either in place, or could be, before the gold was exhausted;
or the use of thelast of Jim’ s magic robbed him of Ewen’ sface and revedled hisown.



Either happening, he thought, would precipitate ariot among the Hollow Men, in which he, Brian,
Dafydd-and probably Snorrl aswell-could be overwhelmed and killed; for dl thewolf’ sbelief in his
ability to pass safely through any number of Hollow Men.

So they continued. In fact, it was not long before the trees thinned before them and they came out on the
edge of theclearing.

The Hollow Men were there. They were there in remarkable numbers. The clearing was packed; and
Jm had asinking feding, seeing them dl therein their numbers. As Ardac had said, there must indeed be
more than two thousand of them; for they dmogt fully filled the clearing, which he had estimated to be
larger than necessary. It was lucky that he had not made the mistake of picking the more convenient spot
Snorrl had shown him. Anidedl clearing, it had been; but one which would have certainly proved to be
too smdl.

The Hollow Men were clearly expecting Jm and those with him-with the exception of Snorrl. The outer
ranks of the undead warriors wore clothing only, going from partialy clad, to fully clad, to armored,
invisblebodiesin afind cluster around the ledge. Here, possibly twenty or thirty ranks deep, were
Hollow Menin full armor. A few of these were on invisible horses. Most were on foot. But it was on
Snorrl now they wereal concentrating.

Snorrl moved forward aswell as Jim and the others. The outside Hollow Men moved back and parted
before them; amogt asif an invisible wedge was being driven through the crowd to make away to the
stone ledge a the foot of the cliffs.

None seemed eager to come within ten or fifteen feet of Snorrl; and Snorrl clearly appreciated thisfact
and enjoyed it. He stdked ahead of Jm, Brian and Dafydd on their horses, darting his gaze right and left
to watch the Hollow Men draw back from hisglance, asif heidentified each one of them.

In one sense, he probably was identifying them, thought Jim; since now that the wolf was among them,
his nose would be making a note of the difference in each one' s odor. So he, Jim, Brian and Dafydd
moved forward dong the wide corridor; until at last it was the fully armored ranks that parted before
them. In aperfect slence, finaly, they mounted the lower end of the ledge at a point whereit came
amogt to the ground.

The horses balked alittle, their hooves dipping on the bare rock; but they ended by coming on, and did
not protest strongly at being taken up on to the ledge.

Thethree dismounted. At the far end of the ledge werefivefiguresin full armor in very good shape, like
that he had seen Eshan wearing. Eshan would almost undoubtedly be one of them. Their visors were up;
but of course thiswas no help. Within, only emptiness was to be seen. But Jm could not imagine Eshan
faling toidentify himsdlf, eventudly.

Jm dismounted to check the lashings that supported the gold chests on the baggage horse. Snorrl paced
adongsde him, with Brian and Dafydd following.

Jmwasonly killing time. By the sun, noon was till some minutes off. But it gave him achancefor a
quick glance around at part of the edge of the clearing. However, there was no sign of either Little Men
or Borderers. None.

His eye was caught, however, by an unusua number of hawks and other large birds, such asravens,
circling in the sky above them.



“Why dl the birds overhead?’ he asked of Snorrl in an undertone that none of the Hollow Men would
be able to pick up; but which would not escape the wolf’s sengitive ears.

Snorrl had been grinning evilly at thefive at thefar end of the ledge. Without turning his head he
answered. “TheLittle Men will havewhistled themin,” he answered. “ They'refriendsto dl birds, aswell
asanimas. Has not Liseth told you how they whistle down her falcon when she sendsit in search of
them?’

“They mentioned something like that,” answered Jm. “But why do the Little Men want birds here?’

“Thebirds can see, or sense, the Hollow Men-how, | do not know-even though they are without clothes
completely,” said Snorrl, “just as| can smell them. They will undoubtedly help the Little Men know if any
try to escape by making themsalvesinvisible. What are we waiting for?”

“I'musing up time,” hissed Jm under his bresth. “It' s<till not noon; and I’ ve no way of knowing if the
Little Men or the Borderers arein position.”

“Isthat dl?” murmured Snorrl. “1 could have told you that the Little Men are there; and if the Little Men
arethere, the Bordererswill not be far behind. Thisisaday none of them will want to miss.”

Jmfdt agreat sense of relief.

“All right, then,” he said to Brian and Dafydd, and began untying the lead rope of the baggage horse as
he led it forward along the ledge.

Asthey went forward, Snorrl continued with them. Thefive armored figures at the far end of the ledge
took a step or two backward; but none of them more than that. Jim led the horse to approximately the
middle of theledge before hdting it.

“Comeforward!” Jm called to thefive. “ Aren’t you here to watch me hand out the wages? | expected
you to be close beside me, watching me dl thetime.”

There was amoment’ s hesitation and some muttering amongst the armored figures. Then they came up
to within about ten feet, and stopped.

“I am Eshan,” said the most forward one of thefive. “Maybe you can't recognize me, but you' |l
remember me from our earlier meeting. Well, now you're here, get on with it! But keep that wolf back!”

Jm samiled engagingly. Almogt swestly.

“Hewon'’t bother you unlesswe see aneed for it,” said Jm.

With that he turned about, opened the nearer chest and took out a handful of the coins.

“Sincel can’'t seeyou, except by your armor or clothes,” he said, lifting his voice to makeit carry over
the crowd, “1 won’t know one of you from the other. But the wolf beside me will know. And if any try to

take adouble share, the wolf will take care of him.”

Therewas a sort of wave mation in the front few ranks of the armored men, asif they would back away
from him; but so many other Hollow Men were packed tight behind them any redl retreat wasimpossible.



Still, asort of dimple appeared in the front rank opposite where Snorrl stood. Clearly, those there were
getting asfar from him aswas possible.

“All of you,” said Jm, speaking to the crowd and il pitching hisvoice so that it would be heard even
by those farthest away from him, “will get two of these newly minted, full-weight francsd' or, freshly
minted by the King of France to pay the expenses of hiscoming invasion of England!”

He reached into the chest and held up one of the golden coins, turning it from left to right and back
again, o that it caught the sunlight and was visibleto dl of them.

“It's called the franc acheval, because it shows the King on horseback,” he said; and there was a
murmur from the crowd and amovement toward the ledge from its fringes, where the Hollow Men were

packed lesstightly.
There was no way to sdl any longer.
“All right, then,” Jim shouted, “|et the first come forward! After that, each onein histurn!”

There was amoment’ s hesitation and then one of the armored figures from the front row on the other
sde of Jm from that where Snorrl stood, advanced to the ledge. The figure held out a gauntleted hand
and Jm placed two of thefrancsd' or into its palm. The metal-clad fingers closed upon them; and the
figure backed away, to have its place taken dmost immediately by another, repeating the same gesture,

So the giving out of the money began.

The gauntleted hands came one after another, their owners dway's approaching Jm from the opposite
gde of him on which Snorrl stood, and staying asfar awvay from the wolf as possible.

Jm had not thought to expect thiswould be either awearying or adizzying task. But as the sun reached
its highest point overhead and began to move on, he became conscious of asort of daze. It began to
seem to him that an endless number of hands kept approaching him; and would keep on forever, reaching
out like the jaws of young vultures waiting to be fed.

It waslike being in areceiving line, greeting countless guests, where he had to repesat the same action,
over and over again, until its sheer repetition made it mechanica and mind-blurring.

Hefound himself grateful for Snorrl’ s presence beside him. Alone, he would long since have given up the
task of trying to make out whether one of the Hollow Men was trying to get adouble portion or not.
Now, to him, dl the handslooked dike; al the figureslooked dike. Even their height and weight indde
their armor, or what else they wore, did not differentiate them any more. It was asif one Hollow Man
kept coming back, over and over again.

Occasiondly, using the excuse of wiping from hisforehead the swest on it brought out there by the hest
of the unclouded, spring sun overhead, he was able to catch aglimpse of the woods around the
clearing-each time hoping to see some sign of the Little Men.

But there was none. Only the birds, circling lower and lower overhead, now crying out to each other-or
againgt each other, for al Jm knew. He was aware that the cries of most birds were either territoria
warning-off sgnds, or sounds of warning, anger or darm. If they were any of them, inthiscase at least,
they seemed to be directed more at the other birds than at the Hollow Men below.



Hetold himsdf that the Little Men must have known what they were doing, if indeed it was they who
had summoned the winged creatures.

He had hdf exhausted the chest of gold; and now, among the armored figures were beginning some who
wore only partia armor over clothing. Often it was merely a deeve end with an apparently empty space
beyond it that was held out to him.

It was an eerie, and somewhat tricky, thing to place the coins where they should go.

He got in the habit of |etting go of the coinsin mid-air, just beyond the upper end of the deeve; and
leaving it to the Hollow Man himsealf to make sure that he caught them. He took the last few coinsfrom
one of the two compartments in the chest; and called a hdt while he turned the baggage horse around
and opened the chest on its other side.

Thismove gave him hisfirst good chance to look beyond the clearing. For amoment, he thought that he
saw awink of light among thetrees; but it could have been hisimagination. Insde him an unreasonable
anger was growing.

It was long past the time when the Little Men and the Borderers should have been in place. What was
holding up their attack? If they did not bestir themsel ves soon, he would run out of gold.

Then, very probably, the Hollow Men there-particularly those in armor-would smply mob him, Dafydd
and Brian; and either kill them outright or keep them for some more eaborate and painful ceremony of
execution.

Right now things were getting worse. A cloud of dust had been raised over the clearing by the milling
around of the Hollow Men. Also, the birds had begun flying very low over the heads of them; and their
shrill crieswere making the Hollow Men nervous. Findly, those not aready paid were beginning to have
their fear of Snorrl overcome by their greed. They were crowding and fighting to get closeto Jm.

The situation was worsened even further by the fact that thosein armor clearly found their position
closest to the ledge a privileged spot. Only grudgingly were they opening up spacesto let the onesfarther
back through to collect. Some of these behind, in only part armor, or completely armorless, had to
struggle hard to make away through the ranks of their iron-clad companions; and voicesrosein anger.

Jm found hisarm suddenly seized by a gauntleted hand, and turned to look into the empty interior of the
helmet of one of the Hollow Men who had been on the ledge with them.

“You've got to do thisfaster!” shouted the voice of Eshan, over therising clamor.
“There'snoway to doit faster!” Jim shouted back.

Hejerked hisarm free of the other’ s grasp. But Eshan till stood beside him for several minutes more,
possibly glaring a him from hisinvisble face, before turning and walking back to the other four.

Jmwas diving into the second compartment of the chest for another double handful of gold pieces,
when through the haze of dug, findly, out of the corner of hiseye he caught the glint of light among the
trees-not merely at one point, but at severd.

He turned hastily back to the business of handing out the coins. It was his job to make sure that the
Hollow Men'’ s attention was on him; while the Little Men got started in their run across the open space



toward them. He was not happy doing it, but he kept his head down; and so he did not see what was
going on beyond the Hollow Men immediately before him.

He emptied hishandsfindly, and turned again to the chest, giving him another chance to glance out over
the heads of the Hollow Men. To hisddight, thistime he caught amomentary glimpse at last of asolid
ring of the little spearmen, three, and sometimes four, ranks deep, advancing at arun.

Heturned hastily back to thosein front of him who had outstretched arms and were still clamoring for
their gold; but amost ashe did so, the first pearman must have hit the outer edge of the congregation of
Hollow Men.

There was an immediate change and increase in the uproar. Shrieks from the most lightly armed and
armored of the outer Hollow Men rose over the genera noise. But al those within Jm’s sight continued
to crowd around, reaching out for their gold pieces. He thought it best to keep handing the gold out to
these, distracting at least them, if not the others, from the fact of what had aready begun to happen.

It was aminute or two, consequently, before he heard the hum of arrows, passing behind him. By now,
except for thosein the very forefront of the crowd, helmets and other headgear were turning to look
outward.

He glanced to hisright and saw four armored shapeslying still on the ledge, with the ends of Dafydd' s
arrows projecting from their upper bodies. The fifth armored figure there was missing. Clearly, it was
timefor himto go.

Hefilled both hands with coins from the chest and flung them into the empty faces of those before him.
Turning, he sprinted toward the lower end of the ledge. Brian, riding his own war horse, Blanchard of
Toursand leading Gorp, met him halfway.

Jm could not vault into the saddle as Brian could, in full armor; though, vexingly, the unusud strength of
Jm'slegs had aways made it possible for him to lesp that high. But hisaim wasinvariably bad.
Accordingly now, he scrambled aboard with the help of agtirrup, in the usual fashion; and they rode
hastily toward and off the lower end of the ledge.

Dafydd, aso back on his horse, joined them. His bow, still strung, was over his shoulder. A broadsword
wasin hisright hand, ashield from the Castle de Mer on hisleft arm. Asthey came off the rock, they ran
into asolid band of the Hollow Men in full armor, weaponed and on their invisible steeds, who were
turning from the attack by the Little Men to battle with the three of them.

Jm felt hope art to drain out of him. They would never hew their way past this degp and solid wall of
opponents.

But at that moment, Gorp’ s hindgquarters sagged asif from a sudden heavy blow there; and the next
moment afurry shape legped over Im’s shoulder onto the Hollow Man directly opposing him.

Itslong jaws shoved up under the chain camail that protected the Hollow Man’ s neck below hishelm,
and itsteeth closed on the invisible, naked throat beneath.

It was Snorrl, come to the rescue; and the Hollow Men opposing them seemed to lose their appetite for
fighting dmost immediiatdly.

Most of them tried to claw backward into the press. Jm'’s heart sank, for Snorrl was no longer or any



way different than hewasin hisordinary sdf. Hefdt hisown face, and it fet, undeniably, familiar. The
magic had worn off; and the Hollow Men crazed for gold in front of him had not even noticed that he
looked differently.

His disguise must have lasted, anyway, through the moment in which Eshan came up and spoke to him.
Or e se Eshan would have noticed immediately that he was|ooking at the face of Jm Eckert, rather than
that of Ewen MacDougdll.

But it made no difference now. Snorrl was now making away for them through the Hollow Men. Also,
hopefully, to the Little Men and Borderers beyond. In the noise and dust and generd confusion of the
clearing, Jm could not see beyond the Hollow Men closest in front of him.

Blows came hard againg hisshield, asheliteraly hid behindit.

He saw that Brian, on hisleft, was not using hislance. Bodies of men and horses alike were pressed too
close together for lance-work. Brian's shield and broadsword were both busily at work, aswere
Dafydd's, on hisright.

Jm glanced around his shield and ventured afull-arm dash at the Hollow Man before him. The Hollow
Man went down. He suddenly realized that otherslike him, but on foot, were trying to kill or cripple
Gorp; so that Jm, himsdf, would be brought to the ground.

Heturned his attention to these footmen, consequently; and found himsalf unexpectedly hel ped by Gorp,
himsalf. Thewar horse-panicking in the uproar that was going on-had once again begun to kick out and
bite a everything within reach, armored or not.

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
What followed was a sort of timeess blur.

Jm found himsdlf a once frightened to the very core of hisbeing and at the same time sStrangely eated;
but with both emotions pushed into the background by the need of the moment to thrugt, to hit, to work
hisway forward or be helped forward, by the attacks of Snorrl, Brian or Dafydd. The smell of dust was
clogging in hisnodtrils.

It seemed to go on for atime that was at once momentary and endless. In fact therewas no time. It was
al one moment and it was eternity at the same time. But suddenly the bright spear-points of the Little
Men were before them, and these were parting to et them through. They crowded into the opening made
for them, while the spears behind them closed together once again, againgt those who had tried to follow.

Suddenly, they were out of theimmediate need to keep fighting congtantly. Jm found himsdlf dippery
within his armor with his own swesat-he hoped it was dl swest, and not some of it blood.

To hisleft the spears and the dust still obscured everything. To hisright there was another corridor
through the spears down which in the opposite direction Borderers on horseback were pouring, to lock
in fight with the fully armored Hollow Men closein toward the cliffs that blocked their escape from the
clearing.

Past the Little Men and Borderers, in the clear beyond the fighting at last, they reined up. Jim looked
about him; and, glancing right, saw Herrac Sitting still on his horse; with the mounted and armored figures
of hissons horsed and around him, particularly noticesble by the smalnessof Sir Gilesamong his



brothers.

Jm had not expected to see his massive figure back here. It was not the usua way for amedieva
commander in a battle like thisto stand aloof. He turned Gorp toward Herrac and trotted toward him,
with Brian on hisright and Dafydd on hisleft, going with him. Snorrl had disappeared, whether to turn
back into the fight or vanish into the woods about them, it wasimpossibleto say.

Herrac not merely had hisvisor up; but his helm wastilted back, so that his complete head and face
were clear. He turned to see Jim and his Companions as they came up.

“Now, God be thanked!” he said, asthe three came within sound of hisvoice. They rode up to him and
stopped.

“Can we charge with the others, now, Father?” asked Alan, beside hisfather, hishelmet on but itsvisor
up.

“Inamoment,” said Herrac. “I’ ve but waited to make sure that his Highness, Sir James and Sir Brian
were clear. Now that they are safe, we will join the battle.” He flipped his helmet over his head, but kept
hisvisor up.

“I will return to the fight with you, Sir Herrac!” said Brian. But his voice was weak, and Jm saw Brian
sway dightly in hissaddle.

Jm turned, reached out, and lifted the visor that was hiding Brian’ sface. Beneath it, the other’ s features
were paper-white, once more. He swayed again, dightly in the saddle, even as Jm lifted the visor.

“You'll not return,” said Jm. “1 order you to stay with us, Brian!”

“And | reinforce that order, if need bel” said Herrac. “ Sir Giles, you will turn aside from the battle and
help these three gentlemen, in particular Sir Brian, so that he may be brought safely back to the castle and
cared for. Y ou too, Christopher!”

“Father!” protested the sixteen-year-old, youngest son.

“Y ou heard, Christopher,” said Herrac. “No moreisto be said. Y ou and Giles will take these gentlemen
home. For the rest of us, down visors and follow me!”

With that he dropped his own visor, put spursto his horse and galloped forward with the rest of his sons
toward the nearest opening between the ranks of the Little Men. Christopher and Giles, their visors up
and showing unhappy faces, watched them go.

“Comeon, then,” said Jm impatiently. “Let’s get him back to the castle. One of you ride on each Sde of
Sir Brian”

“I need them not-* feebly protested Brian.
“You'll havethem, nonethdess,” said Jm. “Giles- Christopher!”

The other two moved up and arranged themselves one on each side of Brian, Sir Giles putting out his
arm around Brian'swalst.



Jm, who had moved aside to give Christopher room to move up aongside Brian, led the horses forward
at awalk. After amoment he ventured on atrot and looked back over his shoulder.

“Can he stand this pace, Giles?’ he asked.

“Stand adamn gallop-“ Brian made afeeble protest. But Giles nodded.

“Then go as quickly asyou can, but not above this speed,” said Jm.

Suddenly, however, it was asif ahand waslaid on Jm'’ s shoulder. He pulled up abruptly.

“Therest of you take Brian back,” he said. “Go asfast as he can stand. Brian, are you additionally
wounded? Are you bleeding someplace new?’

“Not bleeding, damnit!” Brian’svoice could hardly be heard. “ Just s0... damn week...”

He sagged in the saddle.

“Dafydd,” said Jm, “you take charge and-

“No, James,” said Dafydd, camly but decisvey. “Giles and Christopher are enough.”

The bowman turned in his saddle and went on speaking to the other two de Mers.

“Thetwo of you check him for bleeding from his earlier wound, fromtimetotime,” hesaid. “If he bleeds
more than alittle, dow your horses, and if need be, stop. If the wound or hisweakness makesit too
much for him to ride, make alitter out of two smal fir trees, chopped down and bound together, laying
him on that to be dragged back by your horses. Y ou understand?’

Giles and Christopher both nodded.

“If even that istoo much for him,” Dafydd went on, “one of you stay with him and the other gallop &t full
speed for the castle, to bring back Liseth and help. Giles, best you stay with him; and Christopher make
theride”

“Dafydd-“ began Jm again; but Dafydd camly turned to face him.

“Y ou are speaking to Prince Merlion, Sir James,” said Dafydd. “I dso intend to stay here.”
Whilethisdid not settle things for Jm, it was gpparently the fina argument for Giles and Christopher.
Both of them, with an arm around Brian’ swaist now and back to moving at awalk, started away into the
woods. Jm watched them go with deep anxiety.

“I hopeh€ell bedl right!” he said, more to himsdlf than to anyone e se.

“Heisastrong man, James,” said Dafydd’ svoicein hisear. “What man can survive, he can survive-and
possibly then some. But if you have reason for staying, so do I-even if that reason is not the same. | have

aresponghility to the Little Men. Will we share our respongbilities, James?’

Jm looked at him. Dafydd' s handsome face was calm and coldly set, so that it seemed to Jm he saw
the man as he had never seen him before.



“Yes” hesad. “We have to know, beyond al doubt that al the Hollow Men are destroyed, before
ather of usleavesthefidd. Then-*

He broke off.

“Then?’ prompted Dafydd.

“Then...” said Jm.

Jmfdl slent for amoment.

He did not know what he had been about to say.

“I don't know,” he went on, feding an uneasinessinsde him that was not connected for the moment with
Brian's state of hedlth. “ Perhapsthere’s something dse”

“Something else?’ asked Dafydd, his eyes hard upon Jm. “Tel me now, and what €l se should there
be?”

“I don't know,” said Jm, again. “ At the moment, dl | haveisafeding.”

“Whether it will make you wiser to know it or not, | know not,” said Dafydd, “but | will say, look you,
that | have afeding also. And you know that | have fedlings from time to time that were best paid
attention to. Y ou will remember how, shortly after wefirst met, | felt the passing of something, when you
made your decison to go first with Brian and the othersto recover the de Chancy Castle before trying

the rescue of your Lady Angela?’
Hewaited.
Jm nodded.

“And again, lagt year, you remember | told dl of you- you, Brian, Giles and the young English
Prince-that | had had a cold feeling when | packed to leave the wife | love for France? So that dl things|
touched seemed cold to my fingers?’

Again he paused; and again Jm nodded.

“-All except that sword that Gilestook and the Prince would not carry,” Dafydd went on. “And it wasa
sword that wasto bring Gilesto atime of death, but also to great honor. | have afeding now; but it is
about you, James. A fedling that | should not leave your Side, any more than | may leavethe Little Men.”

“Wadll, | can’'t send you away,” said Jim unhappily, but trying to smile. “ Asyou pointed out, you're
Prince Merlion.”

“That istrue,” said Dafydd. “But | dso sensethat you fed something beyond what isto be seen here
today. Y et it seemsthat the Little Men and the Borderers together are winning the field-are they not?’

For thefirgt timein some moments, Jim'’ s thoughts came back to where he was and what he was doing.
Helooked at the clearing. The dust had thinned; and he saw, indeed, that the Hollow Men, what were
left of them, were mainly thosein full armor. But these were pressed back againgt the cliff by both



Borderersand Little Men, and fighting desperately. All otherslay as empty clothing, or armor on the
fidd.

“Jugt aslong as none of them are playing dead, to be overlooked in their armor by lying till,” said Jm
with anew and sudden sense of darm.

“I think both Snorrl and the birdswill be watching for that,” said Dafydd.
Jim |looked around him.

“But Snorrl hasgone,” he said.

“Not far,” said Dafydd. “Look yon.”

Jm glanced in the direction of the bowman’s pointing finger.

Through the thinning dust he made out the form of Snorrl at the clearing’ sfar end, nosing among the
recumbent suits of armor on the ground. The birdswere still with them, il circling, the smdler coming
down right next to the ground-and now there were some that were indeed small-no bigger than swallows
or swifts.

The end wasinevitable now. Theliving on both sides fought with acold ferocity. What was | ft of the
Hollow Men fought for surviva. The Little Men and Borderers fought with years of hatred behind them.
Curioudly, none of them spoke or shouted now; and there was no noise but the sound of metal on meta
itsdlf.

Sowly, theline of armored Hollow Men pressed againgt the cliff grew smdler, thinner and thinner; until
there were only afew scattered ones |eft-and then they were gone.

The Little Men and the Borderers drew back, in this one moment strangely close; the Little Men no
longer in ranks and the Borderers no longer together but mixed among the Little Men. They looked at
each other asif they were seeing each other for thefirgt time, in the light of what they had just now
shared.

Sowly, they pulled back from the foot of the cliff; and now Jm could see, asif they were not made of
metal but something light that the wind had tossed there, the armor of the last of the Hollow Men, piled
likeleaves by an autumn wind against the base of the dliff.

The Little Men and the Borderers continued to move dowly back, pulling apart asthey did so, and
beginning to regroup into two separate peoples, Little Men with Little Men, Borderers with Borderers.

Although the battle was over, there still was slence. Jm made out Herrac’ stowering figure, sill on his
horse, till surrounded by-asfar as Jm could tell-most of his sons, turning back to set up ardlying point
well away from the cliff. He madeit, turned about and shouted.

“Borderers Tome.”

The sound of his grest voice breaking on the Slence seemed amost like a sacrilege. But the Borderers
moved toward him like men in adream, and the Little Men dowly reformed in their ranks, without
orders, d'so moving back from the cliff. Jm started forward on his horse; and, with Dafydd beside him,
he rode up to Herrac. The Borderers aready around Herrac drew back to let him through. All the sons



were there except Giles and Christopher.
Jm stopped in front of Herrac.
“Youdidit-you and the LittleMen,” hesaid. “It' sdone finaly, and over with.”
Herrac’ s glance went past him and Jm turned to see what the other knight waslooking at.

It was Ardac, and five other of the Little Men il carrying their spears and shields. Jm thought he
recognized some of the bearded faces from the meeting in the woods early before the battle.

“Wedid it with your help,” said Herrac to Ardac. “We could never have doneit done. Y our spears
helped hold them against the cliff so that there was no escape.”

“Nor could we have doneit done.” said Ardac. “We know thisyou and |, and many il dive here. But
we will go now. Thiswill be remembered. But, in afew days, some months, ageneration, it will be
forgotten again. Thingswill go back to being asthey adways have been; with you and your kind, and
those who come after you, pressing againgt us, and we fighting back to hold our borders.”

“No,” said Jm, “| don’t think it’'ll ever be the same from now on.”
“Think that if you like,” said Ardac to him, “but | think as| aways have. There will be no changes-

He broke off suddenly as one of the other Little Men touched him at the elbow, and turned him to ook
away from Jm. Ardac and al the rest were looking away from him too.

In perfect slence, coming around and down the far edge of the cliff, where the dope was smdll,
stretching out into boulders and rubble, dowly, inexorably and massively, wasaWorm larger than the
one Jm had seen in the battle at the Loathly Tower.

Riding it wasaman in armor, with hisvisor up and hollowness showing within. From that hollowness
now came the voice of Eshan, shouting into the silence of al on the clearing below, who were staring at
him.

“Y ou thought you’ d win!” shouted Eshan. “Y ou can never win! I'm aive and soon dl these will be
again! Comekill meif you can!”

None of those below, Little Men or Borderers, moved toward him. Instead, al, and alike, they drew
back, though alarge distance still separated them from Eshan and the Worm. Snorrl was gone and
Lachlan moved back with the Borderers.

But it was not the sght of Eshan that pushed them back; and it was not even the Worm, hideous and
large enough asit was. It flowed over the rocks, leaving those over which it passed with aglistening trail
upon them. Four to five feet thick above the ground and ten to twelve feet in length, it bulked, with two
tall eyestalks bearing at their ends strangely blank-seeming eyes. These turned and focused from one part
of thefield to the other below it asit went.

Infront of and below the eyestalks was no indication of anose, but only acircular, suckerlike mouth,
partialy opened to show numerousrings of tiny, ivory teeth within.

Therewas ajingle of harness, athud of hooves just behind and to the side of Jim; and a voice spoke.



“l am here” said thevoice of Brian.

Jm jerked about in his saddle. Brian sat his horse with more firmness now. His visor was up and his
face, while ftill pae, had lost the unnatural whiteness that had been its color before. A little behind him
rode Giles and Christopher, looking embarrassed.

“Forgiveme, Sir James!” said Sir Giles, pushing his mount forward until he was on the other side of
Brian, and looking across past Brian at Jm. “ Thefault ismine. But he swore he would fight usif we did
not let him return. | could not fight him, nor let Christopher do so; so we have merely come back with
him. Hewould be here; and heishere”

“Indeed,” camethe grim voice of Herrac, “thefault isyours, Giles!”

“Blame him not,” said Brian, without looking at the large knight. “No one and nothing could have kept
me away. My duty ishere. | did not know what that duty was until now; but now | seeit clearly. Thereis
one Hollow Man left and heis protected by aWorm; and I-1 alone-have fought a Worm and know how
tofightit. | must yet fight thisone.”

“No,” said Jm, with astrangely sudden and quiet sense of findity ingde him. “Y ou can’t fight him,
because you could not possibly fight him and win, theway you are now. | must fight him, and you must
direct me, asyou have dwaysdirected mein my fighting. It'sajob for both of us.”

“God save usthat it must be!” cried Herrac, in avoice thick with rage. “Because | cannot bring even
myself to gpproach that-that thing; and | see that neither can anyone else here except yoursalves! It isnot
theWorm-itis... it isthat and something more!”

Hewasright. Terrible asthe Worm was, something worse came with and went before it. Something like
agresat cold breath of wind that seemed to blow through the watchersto their very bones, that sought out
inthem all that they had ever evilly thought or evilly done. They retrested beforeit so thet, little by little,
they dl were being driven back by it toward the edge of the clearing.

“Y ou cannot fight it, James,” said Brian, dill staring at the Worm. He fumbled out his sword. “Y ou are
not capable. Y ou know and | know you are not capable.”

“I must be capable thistime!” said Jim. “Brian, put that sword back!”

“Ah!” said Dafydd, on the other side of Jm. He had his strung bow off his shoulder and was running his
hand almost lovingly up and down the smooth length of the tapered shaft. “My arrows may not do any
harm to the Worm, if Carolinus and Brian spoke truly about itsthick hide, at the Loathly Tower; but |
may be able to do something about that one last Hollow Man who ridesit.”

Even as he spoke, he had whipped an arrow from his quiver, fitted it to the bow and pulled it back until
its head almost touched the woods.

He paused amoment, then let the arrow go. It leaped through the air toward the Worm and the Hollow
Man and was dmost to them when, in alightning-swift move, the Worm threw up the forepart of its body
and caught the flying arrow in its mouth. In asecond it had chewed it into shards with those innumerable
tiny, gleaming teeth, and swalowed it.

Eshan, on the Worm, rocked back and forth with laughter.



“Shoot a meall you like, bowman!” he shouted. “No arrow of yours can touch me, whilel ridethis
Steed.”

Meanwhile, the Worm was gill advancing toward them.
Jm looked back at Brian.

“You see, Brian, how it till comeson?’ he said. “ Face what' strue. Y ou can't fight him. | must. Tell me
how!”

“God help mel” Brian' s features were wrung with chagrin and sdf-hate. He jammed his sword back into
its scabbard. “ There' slittle enough | can tell you, James, except what Carolinustold me. Try to cut off its
eyestaksfirst, and then smply do what you can to cut through that very thick, very tough, outer hide-
and that islike cured leather severd feet through, so that amost it can turn the edge of ablade itsalf-for
itsvitdl partsare degp withiniit.”

He took a deep breath.

“Thereisno helpforit,” hesaid, in acamer voice. “ Perhaps... perhaps, James, it may that you will do
aswdll or better than |, even, the time before. Y ou have no skill as a swordsman-forgive me, | should say
you have little skill asaswordsman. But kill isnot so much called for here. Only strength. Just be sure
you get those eyestalks cut so that it is blinded first; and then commence trying to cut your way intoit,
behind the part that it just now lifted to catch and eat Dafydd' s arrow.”

“At least, perhaps| can help with those eyestalks!” said Dafydd-and with the same swift sureness he
launched two more arrows at the Worm.

Once more, the forefront of the Worm flashed up in time, the mouth caught the arrows and ate them.

“Go back behind that front part and then reach forward to cut the eyestalks-that iswhat | did,” said
Brian to Jm. “ The eyes can turn to see you. But their judgment is off, it seems, looking backward,
because thisway | could reach and destroy them. Also, the reason for cutting the stalks in thefirst place
isthat there is something missing in the creature. Onceit isblinded, it knows you are hurting it, but does
not exactly know where you are doing it. So it turns about to reach you, blindly and unsurely.”

“If you can keep it busy fighting you,” said Dafydd, “perhaps then | can then put an arrow through that
Hollow Man.”

“I think not,” said another voice, unexpected but familiar to Jm, Dafydd and Brian at |east.

They turned to see that Carolinus had appeared beside them. The elderly magician, hiswhite beard and
mustaches blowing in the cold wind that continued to try to suck the strength from them, was wearing his
usual faded red robe that covered him from shoulder to ankle. Helooked very frail.

“I think not, Dafydd,” he repeated. He pointed. “ Seel”

They looked, just in time to see Eshan dipping off the back of the Worm and disappearing as he went
down on his stomach among the boulders and rubble.

“He cannot escape unless he comesinto sight on the far side of that loose rock, in order to run behind



the cliff,” went on Carolinus. “Watch the far sde of those boulderswith an arrow at your bow. That is
the only way you can help James now, Dafydd.”

“Yes,” answered Dafydd dowly. Arrow nocked to his bowstring but not drawn, he moved to his left
severa pacesto where he could see dl the far edge of the tumbled rock.

“You see” continued Carolinus gently, hisvoice carrying easly to Dafydd in the utter stillness of the
moment. Even the birds, though they still circled, but higher now, had falen silent. “Itisn’'t intended by the
Dark Powersthat you help Jamesin any way. And Brian-you seethat it’s Jameswho' s to be tested,
here. TheWormisfor him and no onedse”

“Cannot you tell him something more that will help, then, Mage?’ Brian’stone was close to one of
pleading.

Carolinus shook his head.
“I cannot,” hesaid. “And if | could, | would not be alowed to. James, it' s up to you.”
The last words were addressed to Jim.

“Y ou had best go for him on foot, then,” said Brian, turning back to Jm. “Keep your svord arm as high
asyou can, gpproaching it, so that it may not trap it against your side; and keep your shield well up
beside you aso. Rest itstop edge againgt the shoulder boss of your armor and its lower edge against one
of your leg greaves. That way the great blow of itsbody’ s forepart back at you will not be ableto drive
these edgesinto you. It cannot break through the shield itsdlf; and its mouth is so made that it cannot get
agrip on the upper or lower edge of the shield, to wrest it from your grasp.”

“Right,” sad Jm.
He paused and looked around.
“I'd likeadrink of something first,” he said. “My mouth isdry as ashes”

“Alas* said Herrac, who had drawn close. But Carolinus was aready pouring from asmal bottleinto a
thick blue glass most aslarge as the bottle; both of which had appeared without warning in his hands.

He handed the filled glassto Jm. Jm drank. The liquid |ooked and tasted like the milk Carolinus drank;
however, it was something more. It not only satisfied Jnv' sthirst, but sent afire of energy running al
through him.

Suddenly he waslight and strong. But then the fedl of the strange wind came back upon him aswell.
Hefdt again the emptiness, the coldness of afear that had come to him upon that unnatural wind; but
a s, together with these emotions, there was a sort of resignation, an acceptance of what awaited him.
He descended from Gorp, checked the position of the shield on hisarm, drew his sword and began to
walk to meet the approaching monster.

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

Jm and the Worm had started toward each other from about asfar gpart asthe clearing permitted,
diagonally across from each other on it. Looking toward the cliffsfrom Jm’s point of view, hewas a the



right front edge of the clearing, just in front of the treesthere; while the Worm had come into sight around
the left edge of those same dliffs, which walled in nearly two-thirds of the clearing.

The Worm, for dl its size, and the sudden lightning movement of its upper body, came on with relaive
downess, cartainly no faster than Jm waswalking, and possibly more dowly.

He saw now that the upper part of its body, that part that had lifted so quickly to catch and swallow
Dafydd sarrowsin mid-air, was actualy held dightly off the ground. Behind it, the Worm’ s body moved
by aseries of bones, or something like them, underneath the skin; the way a snake moves over the
ground, except that the Worm came straight on, rather than wriggling from sde to side to advance. He
had not noticed this at the Loathly Tower fight because his attention had been dl on the Ogre that was his

particular opponent.

In this moment of utter stillness, as he moved forward, Jm’smind felt completely empty.

No, not completely empty. Something was nagging a him. Some old memory was stimulating him
to move toward an idea that might improve his chances of defeeting the Worm. What wasit?

Suddenly it came back to him. He stopped, siwung about and strode, as hastily in his armor as he could,
back toward where Brian, Carolinus, Dafydd, Herrac and his sons waited.

“I’vejust thought of something,” he said breathlesdy, coming up to them. “Brian, Gorp’s nowhere near
asimaginative and high-strung as your war horse. | think maybe Gorp will carry me up to the Worm,
where Blanchard wouldn't. | just remembered how, when | wasin the body of Gorbash, the dragon,
how | made the mistake of flying directly against the lance of Sir Hugh de Bois de Maencontri, who held
my castle before me. I’ d been warned about attacking an armored knight with lance by Smrgal,
Gorbash' sdragon grand-uncle. But I’ d forgotten it completely. Y ou remember how Sir Hugh wasn't
hurt, but hislance pierced methrough and | nearly died asaresult?’

“Well | remember it,” said Briangrimly.

“It suddenly struck me,” said Jm excitedly. “I’ ve got nothing to lose by trying to put alance into that
Worm from horseback. At full charge, with my weight and the horse' s behind it, that lance point can't
miss going in deep enough to do some serious damage to the vita parts of the Worm. If nothing dse, it'll
cripple the creature, so that it bleedsinterndly, and it’'ll be weakened when | cometo fight it on foot.”

“Anexcdlent ideal A marvelousideal” cried Brian. “But not you, James. Not you! Y ou know that
lance-work isthe weakest of your fighting skills. However, | have taken the prize at more tourneysthan |
have fingers on both hands. Moreover, you are completely wrong. It was not the Worm that Blanchard
feared so greatly. It wasthe Ogre, because of histwelve feet of height. To Blanchard helooked like a
mountain, and Blanchard recognized the club in his hand for what it was. No, | will take Blanchard and a
lance-and | promiseyou | will put it in behind the front part of the body, where it will do the most

damagel”
He broke off.
“A lancel” he cried, looking about him. “Who will give me alance? Fetch me alance!”

“Youmay havemine,” said Herrac. “1 left it behind atree, when it became plain that there would be no
room for lance-work when we went in. Alan-you know where. Fetch it!”



His eldest son reined his horse around and galloped off. In amoment he was back with the lance.

There were two bright spots of color on Brian's cheek. He sat as straight on the back of Blanchard asif
there had never been anything wrong with him. Hetook the lance and laid it diagondly acrossthe
shoulders of the horse, pointing forward; then clasped the buitt of it under his upper am against hisside,
and lifted the point clear of its support.

“A good lance-agood weapon!” he said.

For amoment the point of the lance held there, steady in mid-air, its stedl point gleaming. But then, it
began to sag; it drooped downward, until Brian was forced to rest its weight once more on Blanchard's
shoulders, to keep from it going point-first into the ground.

There was an embarrassed silence dl around. Brian sagged in hissaddle.

“What awretch | am!” he said savagely. 1 have strength enough for amoment, but not enough to hold it
up for more than that. And to place its point properly in the Worm | would need to keep itin air far
longer than that. James, | cannot do it!”

“Never mind,” said Jm, mounting Gorp, who had followed the other horse, partidly out of curiosity.
“Give methelance-“ He reached over and took it from Brian's now-lax grasp. The other knight was not
looking at him, but staring at Blanchard' s neck in utter degjection.

“Y ou will never manageit, James,” said Brianin alow, sad voice. “ Forgive me! Butit is, or would be, a
hard task even for someone like mysdlf to dodge the front of the Worm and till bury my point in the

back part of its body.”
“Stll,” sad dm, “I'vegot totry.”

Smply the fact that he had made the decision seemed to give him strength. He rested the lance on the
forepart of the saddle, to take its weight off Gorp’s shoulders, and began to ride toward the approaching
Worm.

“Wait!” shouted Brian behind him. “One second yet, James! Thereisathing | can do, after dl!”
Herode up leve with Jm.

“Yes, James,” he said dmogt triumphantly, reining his horsein, so that m was forced to stop Gorp for a
second. “1 need no handsto control Blanchard. He will respond to my knees. And | need strength only
for amoment. In that moment | can do great damage. Hark to me a moment!”

“All right,” said Jm, reining in Gorp. “But | haven't got dl that many momentsto waste.”

“It will benowaste,” said Brian. “Ligten, James! | will ride Blanchard at full speed toward the Worm;
and then, with atouch of my knees, direct Blanchard aside at the last moment before the creature can
quite reach us. So wewill go down aong hisside; and, as | pass, | can lean over and cut both eyestalks
with asingle dash of my sword. It isnot even hard! It ischild’ splay! Comeyou behind meif you will,
James; but | ride ahead of you now to blind the Worm!”

Once more, it seemed asif he had never been wounded, never been exhausted. Brian lifted thereinsand
Blanchard broke into movement.



Jm lifted hisown reinsto send Gorp gdloping after the other man; but aimost immediately dropped them
again. He could no more stop Brian now from what the other intended to do than Gorp could catch
Blanchard of Tours. The great white horse on which Brian had spent dl of hisinheritance, except his
lands and castle, was much faster than his size and weight indicated.

That speed had often given Brian an advantage, in battle and in tourneys, that others did not expect. In
any case, thought Jm, watching Brian’ sfigure rapidly approaching the Worm, there was no point
stopping something that was pure will by something purdly physical.

What he was looking at in Brian, what they were dl looking at-for Herrac and his sons had now ridden
up and halted their horses beside him-was a triumph of spirit over body. Brian’ s body, away from this
instant and this clearing, could probably not walk a dozen steps without faling. But here and now, in the
saddle, no one watching without knowledge of hisweakness would take him for anything but aknight
riding fresh to the encounter.

Brian was directing Blanchard forward at an angle to the Worm, and the Worm began to turn toward
him; but at the same time Brian dso turned Blanchard toward the creature. So that they seemed findlly to
be approaching head-on. A sort of low groan went up from al the watchers around the clearing, asthe
two came together; for it seemed there must be a head-on collision.

But at the last second, asthe Worm' sforepart flashed up, Brian seemed miraculoudy to dip by it onits
opposite Sde; and at the sametime herosein his gtirrups, and with his body and arm fully extended
made one quick swing out from across his body with his sword. Both eyestalks parted at mid-stem, a
couple of feet above the front of the blunt head, and fell. Then Brian was putting Blanchard about on a
circle and starting him back toward Jim and the others.

“Oh, magnificent!” Herrac exclaimed. “Beautifully done! Did you mark it, my sons?Y ou will never see
such horsemanship and sword-work bettered in your life-probably you will never see anything near to
gpproaching it. He must have judged the exact moment to pull aside from the front of the beast, the exact
distance at which he must passit; so that, at fullest, safest extent, he could make his cut from beyond its
reach and sever the eyestalksl And dl, to return to us safely as he does now. But-hurry to him-Alan,
Giles Hewill not makeit back without help!”

Infact, Sr Gilesand Alan reached opposite sides of Brian on Blanchard, just in time. Brian had |et the
great war horse dow to awalk, and al but collapsed in his saddle. Asthey got to him, hewas just
beginning to fal sdeways out of it. One on each Sde of him, they caught him around the waist, supported
him, and brought him back, still at awalk, to Herrac, Jm and the re<t.

“Wonderful, wonderful, Brian!” said Jm, when Brian came close. But Brian' sface was once again
utterly bloodless, hiswhole face and body were limp and his face was the face of aman inawalking
dream.

“| thank thee, James, for thy most courteous...” he began in athin voice. But the voice gave out, his eyes
closed; and hefell heavily againgt Alan, who was on hisleft Sde. The other sons clustered around to help
hold him, but he was completdly limp. It was obvious he could not even be held upright in the saddle.

“Hemust be gotten back to the castle with al dispatch!” said Herrac. “I fear aready it may betoo late.
He may have pushed himsdf too far.”

“Never mind!” said asharp voice; and Carolinus was amongst them again. He pointed to Gilesand



Alan. “I’ll send him back to the castle; and you two with him to explain things. Now!”
He snapped hisfingers. Brian with Blanchard, Gilesand Alan with their horses aswell, disappeared.

“They arenow in the castle courtyard,” said Carolinus after amoment, “and your Liseth. Sir Herrac, has
aready been cdled and is running through the Great Hall to cometo Brian.”

“Carolinud” said Jm. “The Accounting Officewill crucify you for thid”

“Itwill, will it?’” said Carolinus, hismustaches brigtling. “It may just bel’ Il haveawordto say toiit, as
wdl!”

He turned to look acrossthe clearing.

“But James,” he went on, “your Wormis gtill coming. Go at it now with the lance. Remember what Brian
told you. Sword high, whenit’ stimeto fight it on foot, shield against the armor boss on one of your
shoulders and the greave of one leg; and be sureto attack it well back from where the front part of its
body liftsfrom therest. Y ou can go at it from the Sde, now. It hearsthrough the ground with its skin, so
it'll hear you coming, but it can’t turn quickly enough to keep you from reaching it, behind its forepart.”

“Right!” said Jm, lifting hisreinsin hisleft hand, while the other hand kept the lance balanced on the high
pommé of his saddle before him.

“Wait!” said Carolinus urgently. “One other thing. Once you' rein position to strike it with your sword,
use the weapon point-first to pierceit; then smply hack your way in. By that time, it'll have you pinned,
itsfront part againgt your shidld, its mouth striving to reach you with its teeth and the ability it hasto suck
you inif it getsclose to any part of you. But your sword arm will be free. Go now!”

Jm nodded; balancing the lance on the pommel of his saddle before him, he whirled Gorp about and put
the horse as quickly as he could into agalop straight toward the Worm.

The distance between himself and the cresture was not al that much now. He had time only for one
thought, and in this moment it was about Angie.

Nearly two years ago, after the battle had been won at the Loathly Tower and Angie had been rescued,
he had gained enough magic credit with the Accounting Office so that Carolinus had said he could useit,
if he wanted, to take them both back to their own world.

Jm had assumed then that Angie would want to return; and it was a surprise to him when she would
admit only to wanting to do what he wanted to do.

The truth had been then, that he, himsdlf, had wanted to stay. He fet himsdlf challenged by this medievad
existence. It was only after he admitted as much to himsdlf, that he understood, somewhat dowly, and bit
by bit, that Angie had felt likewise challenged.

o, stay they had.
But he had redlized |ater, after the decison was made, that he had taken Carolinustoo lightly, when the

Mage had told him that if they did not go back then, it was very probable they could never go. Jm had
not thought to inquire why it would be so difficult.



Now he knew. He would have to become amagician of Carolinus slevel to get himsdf not only the
magica credit, but in the necessary position with regard to the factors that governed this world-Chance
and History-in order to ever return them home.

Achieving both thingswould take him years at least-if he was lucky. Now, effectively, they were stuck
here; and that meant that it was only hislife and his magic that siood between Angie and being in avery
bad position.

True, shewould ill be mistress of the Castle de Bois de Ma encontri. But in thisworld, in thistime, and
without Jm’smagic, it would be dmost impossble for her to hold it done,

The only solution offered by this fourteenth-century society was that she could marry again to someone
who would become Lord of the Castle, and the Lord of her. Some fourteenth-century man who had no
ideaof al thethingsthat she knew and remembered.

In short, if the Worm killed him now-as was somewhere from possible to likely-Angie would be the one
to redly suffer.

But now the timefor thinking was over. Hewas dready dl but face to face with the Worm. To be
exact, he was some thirty feet away from the creature; and this was as close as he planned to get-for
now at least.

He and the Worm had met out beyond the area of the main battle where the ground wasfairly clear. Jm,
in spite of hisgood reflexes and his high rating asavolleyball player back on hisown world, was
someone who depended more on hismind than hismuscles. In this particular instance, he had seen only
one hope.

The Worm moved dowly-that is, it moved its body asawhole dowly, forward. If the pace a which it
was coming was about the fastest it could go-and certainly, the Worm at the L oathly Tower had moved
no faster than this-then perhaps he had a chance. He turned Gorp’ s head away from the Worm and
began to ride around the creature, inacircle.

Gorp, who on closer view had decided he did not like the looks of the Worm after al, was only too glad
to turn so. The Worm turned to face them as they moved; but gradually Jm speeded up, from the trot at
which he had advanced, to a canter, to agalop-until hewas circling the Worm &t high speed. By this
time the Worm had made severd rotationsin place, sopping its forward movement.

But, as Jm had hoped, he was able to circle the creature faster than it could turn to face him. He
continued circling, with the Worm trying to keep facing him, but faling steadily behind in itsturning, until
Jmon Gorp wasfindly in agood position, alittle behind and at aright angle to the creature’ sside.

“Now, Gorp!” Jim shouted out loud. He lifted the reins and spear; and, once more, for the second time
in Gorp’ s experience with him as arider, drove the sharp points of his spursinto Gorp’sflanks.

Gorp literdly leaped a the sudden pricks, and, having leaped, galloped directly at the middle of the
Worm. Jm clamped hisarm tightly around the butt of the lance, concentrated on what he was doing-and

prayed.

There was nothing harder than to direct the point of aten-foot lance while riding on the back of a
gdloping horse; when every movement of the horse made your point waver up and around and from side
to sde, like the upper tip of aflexible wand fastened upright on the edge of aturning record.



He concentrated on making sure that the point was as low as possible. Better to run the danger of
driving it into the ground than have it dide over the beast’ sback entirely.

All thistook place in amatter of seconds. Almost immediately Gorp was upon the Worm with no choice
but to jump it, after his next couple of galoping strides. Jm clung to hispoint and aimed it directly at the
rear middle side of the Worm.

The next second they hit and the spear went in.

Then Gorp was jumping over the Worm to get to open country at thefar sde; and Jm had had to et go
of the spear as hefdt itspoint goin, for fear of being kicked clear out of the Saddle by its butt end.

On the other side of the Worm, Jim fought to dow his panicked horse. When he got Gorp under control
and circled back, it was to see the lance broken off by the Worm, now rolling over and over on the
ground. It was desperately trying to reach back far enough with its head to seizein its mouth the
protruding end of the broken-off lance that had penetrated it. But it could not; the broken-off part had
gone clear throughiit.

It definitely must, he thought with sudden exultation, have hit some of the vita organswithin. It could not
have missed at least one. Internal bleeding had aready to be at work to aid him.

But now came the hard part. It was hurt by the lance, but showed no immediate evidence of being
serioudy hampered in fighting. Jm managed to pull Gorp to askidding hat somethirty feet from the
Worm. Asthe horse stopped he leaped from Gorp’ s back, holding his sword inits scabbard and his
shiddonhisarm.

He drew the sword and dapped Gorp with the flat of the blade to send the horse away. Then hewas
running at an angle toward the back end of the Worm,; to approach from itsrear, as much aswas
possible, the place where the lance had transfixed the creature. He ran with his sword held high, the point
glinting in the sunlight like one of the Little Mens spear-points.

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

Heranwith dl hisstrength. If he could just use his sword to enlarge the wound the lance had made... he
reached the Worm, which had now stopped rolling, and hit its mottled brown skin with the sword's
point, with al hisrunning, armored weight behind it. It went in agood third of itslength, only inchesfrom
the entrance place of the broken-off lance.

Hetried to work the blade in deeper and was suddenly hammered against the side of the Worm with a
forcelikethat of awrecker’sswinging bal demolishing astanding wall.

His shield dammed him againgt the mottled side, well behind the forepart of the Worm, which had just
struck at him. Hisleft shoulder boss and leg greave kept it from doing any but minor harm. But the top
metal edge hit his cheek hard enough to start it bleeding; and he could fed it dso, againgt histeeth, insde.

With that brassy taste of his own blood in his mouth, he began to work at the sword he had put in, back
and forth to push it deeper and aso to enlarge the opening he had made.

The swordpoint had now gone in even farther. Mostly, this had been with the impact of the Worm's
front end, damming back againgt his shield; and the sword' s hilt-end being driven forward from the



resultant impact of hisbreastplate. But part of it wasthe result of hisefforts.

Theforepart of the Worm hit him again.

He kept on working.

He was aware of the suckerlike mouth champing away sidewaystoward his shield, unable to get pagt it.

Again he was struck; and again. Concentrating on hiswork, hefindly wriggled the sword loose and
droveit back down again, deeper, a an angle, striving to meet the lance-shaft. Meanwhile the image of
that ugly mouth and the deedly tiny teeth within it stayed in hismind, in spite of the fact that the wound of
his swordpoint was now very close to the embedded |ance-shaft fragment.

Finally hisblade jarred against something hard. He had reached the wood. Still working the sword back
and forth in the Worm'’ sflesh, he struggled now to dide the swordpoint down the shaft toward the vital
partsfar within. Meanwhile, the Worm hit him again. And again. Until hismind blurred, and he could no
longer remember why he was doing what he did; but only that it had to be done.

So he worked on; and the blows from the Worm’ s forepart continued. Jim'’s helmet was knocked partly
around on hishead, so that he could no longer see what he was doing. But he continued to work by fed.
Theworld wasaworld of swest, struggle and the receiving of incredible blows. It went on, and on and
on...

The shield was dented and hammered now by theterrific blows againgt it, until it had begun to fit itself to
his body, to touch at nearly dl points against the chain armor on his side and the plates upon it. He now
felt the impact of every blow clear through to him, amost asif he was wearing no armor at al.

The blows seemed more and more powerful. It wasincredible that the Worm, hurt as badly asit must

be by the lance through it and by his sword which was now nearly three-quarters of its depth down inside
it-its point must be long since through the hide to the interior parts-and continued to strike with such
incredible force. The blows were damaging Jm, now. He fdt hisribs on hisleft sde give, to one of them.

The next blow smashed the broken ribs again. He felt the damage being done, he felt the shortness of
breath asthe lung, undoubtedly pierced in severd places, began to loseitsfunction asan
oxygen-processing organ. The blows continued.

He was being killed. The Worm was being killed. It was merely amatter of which onewould diefirs.
His sword blade was dmost fully buried in the cresture.

Helost dl sense of what he was doing. He was deaf, dumb, blind, and being hammered flat on an
enormous anvil by amad and giant blacksmith. There was nothing left in him but a relentless urgency-he
had even forgotten the reason for it- to keep pushing downwards on his sword aslong as he could. He
pushed. He pushed. He pushed...

Hewas aware of something stopping him. Of someone unfolding his clenched hands from the hilt of his
sword, to which they seemed to have grown. Somehow, the hammering had stopped, for which he was
grateful.

But hewas till blind and al but unconscious. Vaguely he was aware of being upheld, lifted and carried
away. He wept alittleinsde the darkness of his hemet, for he had been kept from finishing what he had
started out to do, after all.



Then the helmet was turned straight forward and the visor lifted. He looked up into the face of Carolinus
seeted beside him on the ground where he lay flat on his back. The faces of Dafydd, Herrac and one of
his sonswavered in and out of focus at the edge of his vison. Carolinus was bending over him and
holding out to hislipsablue glass.

Hetried to lift his handsto push it away from him, but his hands now weighed tons. He could not move
them. Hefdt the edge of the glass pressed againgt hislips and some of theliquid in it doshed past thelips
into hismouth. At the taste of it, he was suddenly aware of aterrible thirst. He gulped greedily, as
Carolinus carefully tilted the glassto let theliquid flow into him.

Then the glass was empty. He sat, wanting more, but without even the strength to ask for it.

Then, dowly but steadily, the world changed. A glow seemed to spread from his ssomach out through
him, bringing new strength and energy. He fdt hisribs pull back and the lung mend so that he could
breathe deeply again. His helmet wasllifted off; and his view became wide. He was half-lifted to asitting
position; and he saw that he sat in afidd, with eements of empty armor and clothes scattered about it in
the near distance and reaching away toward the cliffs. Twenty feet away lay the Worm.

But it lay Hill. The broken lance-shaft till stood out of its Side; and beside the lance-shaft, driveninto
the hilt, was his sword.

A magic fire was running through hisveins, now, and he was waking up. It was asit had been before,

when Carolinus had given him the milk to drink from ablue glass. The magic fluid was giving him back a
strength he thought he had lost. Correction: a strength he had lost; but which was now magically being
resupplied to him.

Helooked up at Carolinus and tried to speak. Thistime hisvoice came.

“What happened?’ he croaked. “What...”

“Youwon, James,” said Carolinus gently. He produced the bottle and began to incline it toward the blue
glass, then changed his mind, put the bottle away again and the glass with it, somewhere inside hisrobe.
“I think you can stand up now, if you try.”

“Helpme” Jm said. Hisgrowing appreciation of the enormous difference between the magic of which
Carolinus was capable, and the smple stuff that was al he had so far been able to do, lingered now with
the taste of the magic milk in hismouth. Handslifted him to hisfedt.

Helooked around the field.

“Eshan?’ he asked.

Dafydd took him by the arm and led him off to one side until he had adifferent angle on the end of the
cliffs. Then the bowman pointed.

Jm looked. For amoment he did not make it out. Then he saw asuit of armor lying still just beyond the
end row of boulderswhere the cliffs ceased to be. It lay on its back with just afew inches of the
feathered end showing above its breastplate. He stared at it for along moment.

“But he'sdill divel” said Jm. “Look!”



They both stared, but the figure was till. Then an armored forearm moved dightly, asif it would reach
up to pluck at the arrow that pierced its chest.

Without any further words, Jm and Dafydd ran toward the figure; followed more dowly by Herrac and
his sons. The sonswould have galloped past the two running men, but Herrac sternly called them back.

They followed at adistance of about ten yards.

Jm and Dafydd reached the Hollow Man and knelt beside him. The visor of the armor was down but
Jm lifted it, and looked a the emptinesswithin.

“Eshan. .7 heasked.
There was amoment’ s pause. Then a voice spoke hollowly out of the emptiness.

“They'redl gone, then,” Eshan’svoice said, sounding distant and very weary. “All of us dead-but me?’

“Yes” sadJdm.

A sigh came from the emptiness of the hollow helmet followed by the ghost of abrief chuckle.

“Then| amlagt,” hesaid. “At least | havethat honor. But now | die too-and thisendsusal. Itishigh
tirTe”
“Hightime, say you?’ said Dafydd.

A wordlessrattle, asif Eshan wastrying to clear histhroat of something sounded faintly from within the
helmet.

“Yes,” said Eshan, “it has been along, long time. | have been weary. We have al been weary...”

The voice began to fade.

“But now, & lad... wewill res...”

Thevoice of Eshan fell dlent. There was nothing to mark hisdying; but to Jm it wasdmost asif he could
fed thelife passng away from the armor below him. Suddenly it was only so much jumbled metd.

Sowly, Jm and Dafydd got to their feet. Carolinus was standing beside them.

“Now they are gone, indeed,” said Caralinus.

Heturned away, and Jm and Dafydd turned with him. They started to walk back toward Herrac and his
sons, just ashort distance away.

“Thelast of them dead, then?’ asked Herrac.

“Hedied aswelistened to hisfina words,” said Jm. “I think they were dl tired of what they caled
life-dl the Hollow Men. Perhaps dl like Eshan, who died here, are grateful to us.”

Therewas along moment of silence, not only by those around Jm, but among the Little Men and the



Bordererswho were il at the edge of thefield. A strange stillness aswell as silence; then Jm suddenly
redlized that the evil wind had ceased blowing.

Unexpectedly, Carolinus chuckled, bresking that silence. Jim turned to look at him, surprised.

“The Accounting Officel” Carolinus explained fiercely. “ They’ ve been trying to get through to me for
sometime! Now, I'll let them reach me-soon!”

He rubbed his hands together, dmost as glegfully as Brian looking forward to a battle.

“But not just yet. One more small thing to do. | suppose you want to get back to Castle de Mer and see
how your friend Brian is?’

“Yed” said Jm, suddenly conscience-gtricken. He had completely forgotten Brian for the moment. “Is
hedl right?| mean-7’

Hedid not want to put into words hisfear that Brian might have been somehow more badly hurt than
they thought, and now be dead.

“No, no,” said Carolinustestily. “ Go see for yoursdf. Back to Brian’ s sick-room with you!”
Therewas ablink and Jm found himsdlf standing in Brian’ sroom in the Castle de Mer. A couple of
servants were standing waiting in the corner, and Liseth was hovering over the bed. Brian was not only
not dead, he was propped up and talking.

“-Andwine!” hesaid. “Aswell as some meat and bread at least! | could eat ahorse!”

“I don’'t know whether Sir James would approve-* Liseth started to answer, but found herself broken
into by Brian’sinterruption as his glance went past her to see Jm.

“James!” he said. “You're here. Y ou' re back from the battle! What happened? What of the Worm-*
“TheWormisdead,” said Jm flatly.

“How?How?’ cried Brian excitedly, looking asif he would clamber out of the bed unless he got an
answer right away.

“Wadl,” said Jm, “hewaskilled. | waslucky with the lance-*

“Youkilledit!” shouted Brian glegfully. “And with alance? | knew you would!”
“In spite of knowing how poor my lance-work was?’ Jm could not resist the dig.
“James!” said Brian reproachfully.

“Wadl, you'reright,” Jm relented. “1 put my lance through it, but had to do the red killing with my
sword.”

“Oh, | knew you'd find away,” said Brian. “Now we must have wine, you and |. We must drink
together; and, Liseth, you must drink with us. The Worm isdead!”



A change suddenly came over hisface.
“And the Hollow Men-* he said anxioudy. “ Arethey dl dead?’

“Yes” said Jm. “They, too. Dafydd put an arrow through their leader, Eshan, while | wasfighting the
Worm; and hewasthe last Hollow Man dive. Dafydd and | watched him finally die, alittle later. They
will not riseagain.”

“Wél, we must celebrate. We redly must celebrate!” Brian turned to Liseth. “How can you delay
ordering someone down to the kitchen, m’ Lady, on such an occasion asthis?’

But Liseth had dready turned to the servants.

“Y ou, Humbert,” she said. “Down to the kitchen with you; and back with a pitcher of wine and cups,
plus bread and mest for Sir Brian.”

Shedid not haveto add “run.” Humbert left the room with the suddenness of an arrow discharged from
Dafydd s bow. It may have been, Jm thought, that he was just as eager to carry the newsto the kitchen
as he wasto perform the service. But al that would matter to Brian was that he went and came back
with the necessary items asfast as possible.

When he did come back, Brian helped himsalf hugely to the wine, meat and bread; meanwhile asking
Jm further questions about his encounter with the Worm.

“... And you remembered my ingtructions, dl thetime, didn’t you?’ Brian interrupted when Jm was
describing his attack with hislance, after circling the creature until he wasin agood position to make that
attack.

“A wisemove, that circling,” said Brian thoughtfully, over therim of hiswine cup. “I own fredly | would
not have thought of it, mysdlf.”

But hewent on to question Jm closdly about his techniques of using the weapon.

“Y ou kept your point low as you went in?’ he asked. “Theway |’ ve showed you? A lancepoint cannot
amply be amed directly at itstarget, the way abowman ams hisarrow at astationary mark. It must be
kept pointed loosdly, in balance with the horse' s movements. Only at the last moment do you grip it
tightly. But you did keep the point low?’

“Yes” sad Jm.

Then Brian began to question Jm about his use of sword and shield when he wasin close to the Worm.
Brian was interested in the fact that Jim had been battered by the forepart of the creature, even though it
was blind with its two eyestalks cut off.

“My Worm did that to me,” he said. “ Somehow the damned thing knows, at least, about where you
ae”

“Not surprising,” said Jm. “Close your eyes and seeif you can touch thetip of your nose with thetip of
your left thumb.”

Briantried it. And, somewhat to his own surprise, succeeded.



“There' ssomething in dl our bodiesthat |ets us know where the rest of the body partsare,” said Jm. “It
must be no different with the Worm.”

“Well, well,” said Brian. “No doubt you' re right-*

Heinterrupted himsdlf to yawn hugdly.

“I know not what it is” hesaid, “but | am of a sudden very tired and deegp-hungry.”

Jm thought to himsdf that thiswas not surprising, seeing that Brian had been exhausted to start off with;

and now was undoubtedly being hit by fatigue like an avalanche, with the acohol in the wine, and the
food and meat inside him. Brian would need alot of deep before he was ready to get back on hisfeet

again.

“Best welet you rest,” said Jm. He looked at Liseth, who nodded. Brian was aready settling down in
the bed; and, as they watched, his eyes closed and he was ad eep.

“Watch him carefully now!” said Liseth to the servants, sharply, as she and Jm went out the door into
the corridor.

The door closed behind them and they started off down the corridor toward the stairs and returned to
the Great Hall below. For thefirgt time Jm noticed how drawn and unhappy her face looked, now that
they were away from Brian.

“Isthere something wrong, Liseth?’ he said, putting ahand on her shoulder.

She stopped, he stopped with her; and she suddenly clung to him, burying her facein his chest and
burgting into tears.

“Oh, Sir James!” she sobbed. “1 love him so!”

Jm’sheart sank. All that was needed to complete Brian's awkward fdling in love with Liseth, wasfor
Liseth tofal back inlovewith Brian. But Liseth was going on talking.

“-And it isfated that | must marry Ewen MacDougall, whom | detest. Redlly detest!”
Her words came out chokingly.

Jm, who had put his arms comfortingly around her out of pure reflex, suddenly started and looked down
at the flaxen hair on the crown of her bowed head till againgt his chest.

“Marry MacDougd|?” hesaid. “You? Why?’

Shelifted her head, wiped her eyeswith her fingers, and stood back from him.

“Thereisno choice,” shesaid. “Otherwise he will tell the Scottish King how it was my father and
brothers with your help who put an end to the Hollow Men, and made his attack into England probably

impossible. We must either et him go or day him; and bad asit is, it is better to let him return to Scotland
than to kill him; and have that traced to us.”



“But what' sthis about him telling the Scottish King?” said Jm.

“What' sto sop him?” answered Liseth despairingly. “He must excuse himself for losing the French gold,
and alowing the use of the Hollow Men to become impossible. The King will hold him to blame, else.
Far better from his point of view that he putsthat blame on us. If he does, the King will send an army
againg the Castle de Mer. It shall be destroyed; and perhaps we shall al be captured before we can
escape to the seq, and killed, if not in the battle-then afterwards and in more painful ways. And dl
because Ewen MacDougall will tell the truth and put the blame on us-though heaven knows he is adept
enough & lying to do otherwise!”

“Oh hewill, will he?” said Jm. His mind wasworking. His magic account had to have been replenished
by hiskilling of the Worm. “I think | know away of putting astop to that!”

“How?’" She backed out of hisgrasp and stared at him. “ There is some magic you can use, Sir James-7’

“Asamatter of fact, yes” said Jm. “But not quite in theway you think. | must be alonewith himin the
courtyard for alittlewnhile, that isal. I'd like dl the rest of you to stay away, and make sure the servants
cannot see me or hear me ether. I'll have alittle private talk with MacDougall.”

“Can’'t you give me someidea?’ she asked, staring at him. “ Some idea of what you plan to do?’

“I’d rather not,” said Jm, “since | don’t know how well it’'Il work.” Hetook her arm and started them
both forward again down the corridor. “For now, let’ s get down to the Great Hall. The otherswill be
aong inamatter of hours.”

But he was wrong about the time factor. Carolinus had brought them al back magicaly. Jm winced at
the thought of what the Accounting Office would say to the elderly magician about al thiswholesde
trangporting of people and horses.

When he and Liseth reached the Hall, there were voi ces from the courtyard; and, going there, they found

not only Carolinus himsdlf, afoot, but Dafydd, aswell as Herrac and his sons, dismounting from their
horses.

Ewen MacDougdl was dso therein the courtyard with them.

MacDougdl had adight smirk on hisface; and ahorse was evidently waiting for him, with apack of
provisions behind it. Clearly he was about to be turned loose. The smirk faded, rather abruptly, giving
way to alook of concern, as Carolinus suddenly appeared and cast abaeful glance a him. Unlike Jm,
Carolinus only needed to be looked at, to be known as amagician.

“James?’ barked Carolinus. “Where' s James?’

“Right here,” said Jm, advancing from the doorway with Liseth beside him. The bulks of Herrac and his
sons had screened him from Carolinus s gaze at first. But now these moved asideto let him come up to
the older magic worker.

“Ah,” said Carolinus, “just where you should be. Fine.”

He turned to the others.

“Now,” he commanded, “al of you gather around. | have something to say to the Accounting Office-*



“Could it wait amoment, Carolinus?” Jm interrupted him. “1 have to haveasmal private talk with this
gentleman here-”

He pointed at MacDougadl.
“Isit important, James?’ said Carolinus. “Because what | haveto say isvery important.”

“Thisistoo,” said Jm. “Also I'd like a private word with you before | have thetalk. If you don’t mind,
Carolinus. Thisisredly extremey important.”

“Wdl, well, | canwait afew moments more, | suppose,” said Carolinus.

He beckoned Jm to follow him and led him off far enough from the others so that their low voices could
not be overheard.

“What isit, boy?” Carolinus asked testily, stopping and turning to face Jm. Jm a so stopped.

“Ewen MacDougd| seemsto be blackmailing the de Mers” said Jm. “Unfortunately he' s blackmailing
them with the truth. But the priceisLiseth...”

Jmfilled Carolinusin on the details of Ewen’s demands and Herrac' s delay and reluctant fina agreement
just before their attack on the Hollow Men.

“... 1 think I can change MacDougdl’smind,” Jm said. “But | wanted to check with you first. Do you
think my magical account now has something init? Since | killed the Worm and the Hollow Men are no
longer athrest; pretty well blunting the idea of a Scottish invasion of England?’

“Y ou can count on that,” said Carolinus. He grinned adangerous grin. “But it may be nothing to what's
to come.”

“Oh, yes?’ answered Jm, not paying this latter statement agreat ded of attention. What he had wanted
to know was whether he had magic to use or not and the beginning of Carolinus s answer had told him
that he had.

“Thenit' sjust amatter of talking with MacDougdl privately,” said Jm. “Let’ s go back to the others.”

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

They started back, but Herrac met them before they had gone halfway. He drew Jm aside.

“Liseth’ sbeen telling me that she told you of her and MacDougdll,” said Herrac, towering over Jm but
lowering hisvoice to keep the conversation private. “1’'m not surethat I’ d approve, ordinarily... but, do
you redly think you might be able to do something about the MacDouga |7’

“I’'m surel can-given aprivate place herein the courtyard,” said Jim.

“Liseth spoke of that too,” said Herrac. 1 have the very spot for you. Infact I ve aready had
MacDougall taken over to it. Comewith me.”

Heled Jm-not outward in the courtyard, as Jm had expected, but back around the curve of the tower



that wasthe heart of the castle. They findly reached a point where they were out of sight of everyoneese
gtill standing and talking there, Carolinusincluded. It was aso a spot where the tower backed up against
the curtain wall that surrounded the courtyard. The result was asmall triangul ar-shaped comer, in the
very point of which MacDougall was standing, looking not at dl pleased with the situation.

Since an expression of displeasure was common among people of this place and time when they wished
to cover up uncertainty, fear or any of the other emotions that might betray them, Jm felt encouraged. He
stopped about twenty feet from MacDougall, and Herrac stopped with him.

“Now, Sir Herrac,” said Jm, turning to the man beside him, “if you d leave ustoo? All that’ s necessary
now isthat we not be disturbed or overheard or seen for perhaps ten or fifteen minutes-maybe less.”

“Gladly,” said Herrac, glaring for asecond at MacDougall. He turned about and | eft the two of them.

“And what isthis mummery or nonsense you' ve had me brought herefor?’” demanded MacDougall,
drawing himsdf up.

“I can promiseyou,” said Jm, beginning to take off his clothes, “it’ s neither mummery nor nonsense.”
“If you think to make an attack on me here, after the fashion of some naked highland cateran like
Lachlan MacGreggor,” said MacDougdll, putting his hand on the hilt of his sword, which had now been

returned to him and hung from his belt, “remember that | am once again armed.”

“Nothing likethat,” said Jm. He finished disrobing. On theinside of hisforehead he wrote the spell he
had been thinking about ever since Liseth had told him of her being pledged to marry MacDougall.

ME?”DRAGON

Asusud hefdt nothing as the change was made that gave him adragon’ s body. Only, he suddenly
found himself looking down at MacDougdll from asomewhat grester height.

But the change in MacDougall himsdlf was more of asign that his becoming adragon had been
successful. Abandoning al pretense of contempt or indignation, MacDougall dropped his sword, fell to
hisknees, and signed the cross on himsdlf; then closed his hands together, pleadingly, looking up a Jm.
“If we areto fight, cannot you at least fight likeaman?” he cried. “I will fight you even asyou are now,
for that | am aman, myself, and aMacDougdll. But what kind of coward are you that you will not come
a me man-to-man?’

“There snot going to beany fighting,” said Jm.

His deep and powerful dragon’svoice, muted asit was, bounced off the stone walls of the small space
where they stood; and, he could see, clearly further frightened the man before him.

MacDougall got shakily to hisfeet and picked up his sword.
“Enough of wordgl” he said shakily. “Come and see how Ewen MacDougall can die!”

“Put your wegpon away,” said Jim, in an even more sepulchra tone. “I only want to charge you with a
message, which you will giveto the King of the Scots.”



“Message?” MacDougall stared at him. The swordpoint wavered.

“Yes. Listen and remember,” went on Jm grimly. “You will tel him thetruth, that you were robbed of
your gold and that all the Hollow Men have been killed off by some Borderers; men you did not see and
do not know. To thisyou will add a specia message from me, James Eckert, Baron de Boisde
Malencontri, the DRAGON KNIGHT. Tell himthat if he, or his, attempt any move against the Castle de
Mer and those withiniit, | will bring al the dragons of England and Scotland againgt him. Heand dl his
court will be destroyed asif they had never been. | charge you, tell him that!”

Ewen MacDougdll’ s sword and carefully shaven jaw both dropped.
“Why... you-you can do that?’ he ssammered.

It was an outrageous lie, of course. Im could no more bring al the dragonsin England and Scotland
againg the King of Scotland just because he wanted to, than he could probably recruit asingle
dragon-with the exception of the mere-dragon Secoh, who hero-worshipped him-to attack anyone.

He had even failed to rouse the English dragons of the nearest eyrie to his own castle, to support him
and the English forces the year before; when, findly, he had managed to blackmail the French dragons
into putting in an appearance over the battlefield a Poitiers, France. It had been only by sending the
French dragons a message hinting that they would merely have to make a sort of aerid demonstration
over the battlefield-as if they were going to attack. They would not even have considered doing anything
likethisif he had not got them into avery tight Situation, indeed.

But, the fourteenth-century mind-Jim had discovered-was willing to credit dmost anything that was out
of the ordinary. Particularly, anything that wastinged by the supernaturd; as dragons-quite smple and
ordinary, if large, animals, redlly- were so tinged in the imagination of most humans.

Jm let hisvoiceriseahit in volume and rolled the words threateningly at Ewen MacDougall.

“Let him make one move toward the Castle de Mer and find out!” he said. “Now go! And do not fail to
deliver the message | have sent with you!”

“Iwon't, m'Lord,” said MacDougdl. “I won't fail! | assureyou | will not forget.”

“Then go!” said Jm, moving asde dightly, so that MacDougdl could leave the little corner in which he
was pinned, to get past im in his dragon body.

MacDougall put his sword back in its sheath, and did his best to straighten up from the unconscious
semicringeinto which hisback had curled. He waked past Im, kegping hiseyeson him until hewas
safely by, then turned the corner of the building and disappeared. A few moments later, Jm heard the
sound of ahorse being ridden rapidly out of the courtyard, through the front gate and away.

Jm changed back from his dragon body into his ordinary one, and redressed himsdf. Then he went
back out to the othersin the courtyard. He was met by Herrac before he reached the rest, however. The
Lord of the Castle de Mer drew him aside and spoketo himin alow voice.

“That waswell done” Herrac said.

“You heard?’ asked Jm.



“I heard the stronger voice of two peoplein conversation,” murmured Herrac. “I thought it could not be
anything but you; using some magic to present yourself powerfully to him. Heleft asif the edge of his
cloak had been set &fire”

“Essentidly, you'reright,” said Jm. “Might aswell admit it now, | suppose.”

He was annoyed with himsdlf. He should have remembered the tremendous penetrating power of a
dragon’ s voice, even when it was lowered. It was hard for adragon not to be overheard. He decided he
might aswell tell therest of it.

“I turned mysdlf into adragon,” hetold Herrac in alow voice. “-keep that to yoursdlf, if you please-and
told himto tell the King of Scotland that if he moved against the Castle de Mer or any of you that belong
toit, | would bring dl the dragons of England and Scotland against him and his court; and there would be
nothing left after they had finished.”

He was surprised to see Herrac' s face blanch.
“And you can do this?’ said Herrac after amoment in ashaky whisper.

“No,” muttered Jm disgustedly, in answer. “ That' sthe trouble. But if he believesit and the Scottish King
beievesit, you're safe. It wasthe best | could do.”

“None could have done more!” said Herrac, in astronger voice. “Let usreturn to the others, now. I'll
say nothing of what you' ve told me; not even within the circle of my own family.”

They went out together to join the others;, who were still stlanding clustered in the courtyard, dl of the de
Mer family and Dafydd, plus Lachlan MacGreggor. Liseth had her arm linked through that of Lachlan,
and as Jm came up shewas just in the process of hugging hersdf againg that arm, which puzzled Jm
dightly. Perhaps Lachlan wasleaving aso, and she was giving him awarm, old-friend, type of goodbye.

“I think | talked Ewen MacDougall into telling the Scottish King that the Hollow Men robbed him of the
gold-don’t ask me how-* Jm said to them, “and it' s not to be recovered. Because since then aband of
English Borderers he didn’t see wiped out the Hollow Men to the last one, and took the gold. So that
none of the Hollow Men will be coming back to life again, now.”

“Oh, marvelous!” said Liseth. She hugged Lachlan’sarm again. “Did you hear that?’

“Of course | heard it!” said Lachlan, but more indulgently than the words indicated. “ So, everything ends
well for the Castle de Mer and dl of usin it. There’ s no reason why you and I, Liseth, can't sart out for
Scotland tomorrow ourselves.”

“Therecertainly is” said Liseth, pulling her arm out of his. “I’m going to have a proper wedding here
first. And that means at least a couple of months work to get my gown made and al the preparations set
up and dl theright peopleinvited in and-"

“You are marrying Lachlan?’ said Jim, bewildered.

“Oh, yes,” said Liseth. Shetook hold of Lachlan’sarm again and hugged it, looking up a him. “Just as
soon aswe can, dear heart.”

Thelast words were addressed to Lachlan, rather than Jim.



“But | thought-* Jm fumbled. “Up in the corridor outsde Brian’ s bedroom | thought it was him-

“What' sthisabout Sir Brian?’ said Lachlan, his brows suddenly joining in adark frown and histone
changing entirely to one which rang dangeroudy.

“Wadll, I-“ began Jm, but Liseth cut him off.

“It was my fault, Lachlan,” said Liseth. “I told him how much | loved you, but | forgot to cal you by
name; and snce heand | had just amoment before left Sir Brian deeping, Sir James must have jumped
to the conclusion that it was Brian | loved.”

Sheturned her attention to Jm.

“There has never been anyonefor mebut Lachlan,” she said, “ever sincel wasalittle girl. We have
been pledged for years. That' swhy he came visiting thistime-as well asto bring usthe news from
Scotland, and concern about meif the Scottish army camethisway.”

“Uh-* said Jm. “| see”

Lachlan’sfrown had lifted somewhat, but not completely. He spoketo Liseth. “You're sureit wasjust a
misunderstanding on Sir James s part?’

“Oh, it was,” brokein Jm quickly. “1 seeit now. How could | have been so foolish?’

He struck hisbrow dramaticaly with the back of hisright fist to emphasize the error. Y ou couldn’t
overact with these people.

“Wadll, in that case-* Lachlan’ sfrown cleared completely and he went back to asmile. “All’ swell-*
Hefrowned again, if nowhere so deeply.

“Except this business of waiting two monthsto get married, Liseth,” he said. “ Things are not done this
way in Scotland-*

“| don't care how they’ re done up in that wild country of yours!” said Liseth. “ Thisis Northumbriaand
the Castle de Mer and my home and I’m going to have awedding theway | want it and it’'ll take two
monthd”

Shedl but glared up a Lachlan, who melted dmost immediately.

“Wed,” said Lachlan, “after dl thetime I’ ve waited dready, | suppose two months moreisn’t going to
make that much difference. Still-*

“Never mind that!” said Carolinus, suddenly interrupting. He had been tapping the toe of one dipper
impatiently.

Lachlan gaped & him.

“What' sthat?’ he said. “Never mind my wedding?’



“Tut! Beslent,” said Carolinus; and, dthough Lachlan’ s mouth immediately moved again, no sound
cameforth. “1 meant only that's enough of whatever you were talking about. | have more important
business here, and | wanted dl of you present while it was conducted. Now lissen while | hold a
conversation with somebody entirely different.”

“-Tdk again?’ Lachlan burst out suddenly, with what was evidently the end of the sentence he had
begun in hisvoiceess gate, asaresult of Carolinus' s magic command.

“If youlike, if you like,” said Carolinus with awave of hishand, “but just not now, if you please. Don’t
interrupt, any of you, whatever you do. Y ou are here as witnesses. Also, as exhibits.”

“What'san ‘exhibit' ?” demanded Herrac.

“Never mind, Herrac, never mind!” said Carolinus, inirritation. “1t’ll take usal day if you people keep
interrupting me. Asit happens, I’ m about to have a short talk with a party that’ s been trying to talk to me
for sometime. The Accounting Office.”

Helooked away from Herrac a empty space. A fly was buzzing around in it; but when Carolinus seye
cameuponiit, it took off in astraight line without hesitation.

“Did you hear that?’ demanded Carolinus of the empty space. “ Accounting Officel”

“Mage!” boomed the bass voice with which Jm had become familiar, speaking invisbly somefour feet
above the straw and dirt of the courtyard floor. “We ve been trying to get in touch with you-*

“I know,” said Carolinus. “Wdll, you'll have your answers now. Besides, I've asma | matter to take up
withyou.”

The others did not hear whatever the voice answered to this; but Carolinus shook his head.
“I don't careif you likeit or not,” hesaid. “I’ll peak my mind, and you'll listen! Do you understand?’
There seemed to be adight turbulencein the air before Carolinus, but still no sound.

“Well, you' d better!” said Carolinusominoudly. “I’ ve said aword or two to you on this subject, before.
But evidently it's gone in one nonexistent ear and out the other. Well, we' ll discussit now, if you please!
Whether you please or not, cometo think of it. Now, have |l or have | not spoken to you on the subject
of James Eckert, my Apprentice, before this?’

A moment of slence

“Absolutely. And | was quite correct on dl five occasions,” said Carolinus. “But did you pay attention?
No. That'sdl you think of, the rules and the bottom line. Y ou think that’ sthe way to get things done?
Wedl I'll tel you it’ s not-*

He was apparently interrupted by the unheard voice of the Accounting Office.

“Never mind that mumbo-jumbo of yours” said Carolinus. “1 can indeed proveit’ s not the way to get
things done. Take alook a most occas ons when things have got done. Did the person doing them
consult the rule book first? Mostly not! No, usudly they made their own rulesto fit the Stuation-and
those worked-and as aresult became part of the rule book!”



There was another moment of slence.

“Don’t take that tone with me, sir!” snapped Carolinus. “Y ou seemed to have forgotten something. Did
you create the magic you keep the accounts on? No. It was created by the magicians, themsalves.
People like mysalf-and my Apprentice, here. Y our only job isto keep the accounts of it in proper order;
and advise the magicians of whether they need to add to their account or not. Aswell as answering al
useful questionsto which you have an answer. In short, you work for us. We don’t work for you. Now,
back to the subject of James Eckert again.”

Therewas avery brief moment of silence, possibly too brief for the Accounting Office to have answered
Carolinus at dl, before he launched into his next spate of words.

“Hereheis, aD class Apprentice,” said Carolinus, “in spite of having defeated an Ogre, evicted the
creatures of the Dark Powers from the Loathly Tower, managed to bring the Second Battle of Poitiersto
end inadraw; and just now put an end to al hopes of asuccessful invasion from Scotland! But in spite of
al this’-Carolinus sneered-“you' ve kept him gill aD!”

The Accounting Office clearly attempted to say something, but Carolinus svoice overrode it.

“1 don't care what the regulations are!” he snapped. “ They never were supposed to be anything but
guidelinesto steer you in the right direction. They’re not cast in bronze, you know. If I’ ve told you once,
I’vetold you three-no, five- timesthat James Eckert is not the ordinary D class Apprentice. HE's
attracted the attention of the Dark Powers. Consequently, he finds himself locked in contest with them
time after time- and will continue to find himsdlf locked in contest with them. Y ou know this; but till you
expect him to miraculoudy win these contests with smply an Apprentice s D class account’ sworth of

megic!”
There was amoment in which Jm and the others heard nothing.

“Yes, yes,” said Carolinusirritably, “1’m well aware his knowledge of magic does not go beyond the D
level, according to those regulations you talk so much about. But they make no alowance for an
extraordinary caselikethis. Now, he' swon anumber of encounters with the Dark Powers, once with the
help of magic | had to lend him before you put astop to that, but mostly using his specialized knowledge,
imported from you-know-where. Thisis putting him under an outrageoudy unfair burden, d'you hear? He
should have been free to use as much magic as helikes to get the kind of results he gotten!”

Carolinus evidently listened while the Accounting Office protested at length.

“No, no, no, NO!" snapped Carolinus. “Asusud you'relooking at the letter of things and not at their
meaning. In essence, what he' s drawn upon from within himsalf has been the raw materid of which magic
ismade. He has, in other words, created new magic-for which you' ve given him no credit whatsoever.
How many times must you have it dinned into you that magic isan art, and that its practitioners cregte?
You, Sir, do not create. Y ou are incapable of creation. If you can’'t do it, at least recognize it when you
seeit-the creation of magic. Now, | am not asking you, | am commanding you. James Eckert isto be
rased to at least afull C leve magicianimmediately; and given unlimited credit, plusthe right to borrow
from meif he needsit!”

Therewasavery dight pausethistime.

“Oh, you do, do you!” Carolinus seemed to swell with rage. “Well I'll tell you what | intend to do. | will



contact the other two AAA+ magicians-the next of the three pillars of magicdom in thisworld-and seeif |
can't enlist them to follow my example. Whether they do or not, | will withdraw mysdf and my account
completely from your supervison. That ismy right, Sr! Do not tell meitisnot! | will withdraw it; and
you' |l see how thetable that isthisworld’s magic stands on two legs. Also, once | have withdrawn, | will
begin lending my Apprentice any magic | want to lend him, in any amounts of any kind, with no regard to
whatever rules you have. Now isthat understood?’

The answer thistime could not have been more than fragmentary.

“I certainly can and will. Infact,” said Carolinus, “I will do it now. ‘Hear, dl yein magicdom! |, Silvanus
Carolinus, do now hereby withdraw my magic’ -

He broke off.
Thistime he stood ligtening for along moment.

“Wall, that’ s better. ‘ Magicdom, ignorewhat | just announced!” “ hewent onin acamer voice. “I never
doubted but what you’ d wake up to the facts sooner or later. | takeit then that he’'snow C level?”’

A brief pause.

“Fine. And he has accessto al the magic he needsin any Stuation in which heisin contest with the Dark
Powers?’

Another brief pause.

“Excdlent. That settlesthat, then,” said Carolinus. “Now, give me no more cause on this subject; and
you' |l hear no moreon it from me.”

A dight pause.

“I bedieveyou,” said Carolinus. “Wdll, I'm off for home. Thousands of thingsto do.”
He disappeared.

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

A right good sword,

A congtant mind,

A trusty spear and true...

Sir Brian paused for a second, seeming to fumble dightly for his next line-

The Powers of Dark shall ever find

He burst out triumphantly-

What Neville-Smythe can do-



So sang Sir Brian Neville-Smythe ludtily, as he, Jm and Dafydd rode homeward, away from the
Castlede Mer.

“You'rein good spirits, Brian,” said Jm, amiling. Hewasriding, asusud, in the middle; with Brian on his
left and Dafydd on hisright.

“And why not, James? And why not?’ said Brian cheerfully. “A beautiful soring morning; and we are
headed homeward at last. Giles has promised to come down to join usfor the Christmas Twelvedays at
the Duke's. | have promised not only to explain the fine points of jousting to him as we watch the other
knights encounter; but to ride againgt him mysdlf. Heis most eager to improve himsdf. It would do you
no harm, James, to join us.”

“Er-no, thanks,” said Jm. “My new magic responsibilities, you know.”
“Well, asamatter of fact, | don't,” confessed Brian.

An understandable response, thought Jm sourly, since he had pulled the excuse out of thin air on the
spur of the moment.

But he could imagine Angi€ sreaction if hetold her he was planning to joust at atourney. Fighting when
necessary was barely excusable. But to risk life and limb for sport-

“-However, it doesn’t matter, though | know you' |l be sad to missout,” said Brian, going back to being
hisusuad sunny sdf. “In any case, we' re headed homeward and | can hardly wait to see Geronde. While
no doubt you, James, can likewise hardly wait to see the Lady Angela, once more; and Dafydd to see his
Midress Danielle”

Jm stared a him.
“Y ou're looking forward to seeing the Lady de Chancy?’

“Why, of course!” said Brian. “ Arewe not deep in love, and pledged to wed? As soon as that father of
hers, that old-but | must say noill of my future father-in-law, who is aknight of renown and a debonair
gentleman-returns from the Crusade that’ s kept him away so long.”

“But-* Jm fumbled for the proper words. “1 thought you’ d had a change of heart and given your love-*

“-Tothe sweet Lady Liseth de Mer?” said Brian. “ A passing fancy only, James, das. When | learned
sheloved that mad Scotsman, Lachlan, | sorrowfully recognized thet if it was possiblefor her to love
such aman, she was no love for me.”

“But | thought you liked Lachlan?’ said Jm. “What about al those eveningsyou sat up drinking with
him!”

“As acup-companion and aweapon-companion | like him right well,” said Brian earnedtly. “Heisa
good fighter-‘bonny,” asthey say in these parts. Y et anyone who strips himself naked to go against a
foe... how can onethink of him asagentleman?’

“But, Brian,” said Jm, uncomfortably finding himself in the pogition of an advocate for Lachlan
MacGreggor, “it'sonly amatter of customs. It'sjust the way some of the Highland Scotslike to fight.”



“Perhgps,” said Brian solemnly, “but | cannot find it in meto agree with it.”

“But if he’ sthere when you need him?'Y ou haveto give him credit for everything but choosing to do his
fighting neked.”

“Oh, of course,” said Brian. “But you, yoursalf seem to be overlooking the one thing that condemnshim
utterly. Heisno Englishman.”

Brian' sface was very serious as helooked at Jm.

Jm found himsalf speechless. It was the one argument he could never win with those on thisworld. Each
of them, in their own minds, lived at or near thetop of asocid pyramid. They were the best where they
were; and, by definition, the place where they were was better than any other placein theworld. He
could no more change this opinion of Brian’ s than he could have got Snorrl to accept the ideathat any
wolf from outside the origina borders of Northumbriawas redly acomplete and fully qualified wolf. No
doubt Lachlan would point out that the one incurable flaw in Brian was that he was not a Scot.

“-Y ou must face thefact,” Brian was saying earnestly.

Jmsgghedinterndly. “Yes, Brian,” hesad, “you’ reright. Heisn't an Englishman.”

“There, you see!” said Brian. “The answer to everything is adways quite plain, when you look &t the
smpletruth of it. I’ ve dways done so-and found most decisions obvious, as aresult. Have you not found
thisto betrue aso, Dafydd?’

“Indeed,” answered Dafydd. “Indeed | have, look you.”

“Y ou see, James?’ said Brian. He reached over to lay ahand comfortingly on Jm'’ sleft hand, which held
thereins of Gorp. “Life becomes so much more smple when you look at itsfew realy important facts
and ignore dl those unworthy of account.”

But Jm’'smind was aready off on another track.

“Hmm,” he said thoughtfully. “Y ou’ re probably right. Tell me, Brian, do you know of some place just

before | reach my castle where | might pick alarge bouquet of spring flowers? 1’ d rather liketo push a
bunch of them into Angi€' s arms as we meet-before she has achance to say aword.”



