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Frominner cover flap

The White Order is the story of Cerryl, a boy orphaned when the powerful white nmages killed his
father to protect their control of the world's magic. Cerryl, raised by his aunt and uncle, is a
curious boy, attracted to mirrors and books, though he is unable to read. Wen he is old enough
Cerryl is apprenticed to the local mller. The mller's daughter teaches Cerryl to read his
father's books, and it seens that the talent for magi c has been passed fromfather to son. Wen
Cerryl witnesses a white nmage destroy a renegade nagician, the niller realizes the boy will not be
safe there, so Cerryl nust be sent to the city of Fairhaven to find his destiny.

Thus Modesitt takes one of the nbst enduring and nmythic thenes in fantasy and nakes it his own.
The White Order is a powerful new addition to the Recluce saga, guaranteed to add many new readers
to Modesitt's devoted foll owi ng.

For and to ny soprano sorceress

The brown-haired child clung to the | ong shadow cast by the ancient house as he edged toward the
south end of the tailings pile. Hs eyes led himtoward the barely shi mering obl ong of Iight
reflected fromsonewhere in the tailings agai nst the rough planks of the doorless shed, a shed
that had once held mining tools. H s bare feet nmade no sound as he slipped fromthe shade into the
| ate afternoon sunlight and over the rocky ground to the gray and reddi sh brown heap of stone and
sl ag.

After he went to one knee, his fingers brushed away the thin coating of dust that had half-
conceal ed the fragnent of mirror, perhaps half the size of his palm He teased it out of the dirt
and laid it flat on half of a broken yellow brick. He turned his head toward the house, but the
door was closed and the front stoop vacant. He gl anced past the next closest tailings pile to the
south, checking the other piles of earth and stone and slag, and the abandoned m neheads, but the
only novenent was that of scattered summer-browned grass waving in the hot afternoon breeze.

A lizard scuttled fromwhere he had lifted the broken brick. The boy tensed until he saw the
| arge brown stripe down its tan back. Then he smled, watching as the lizard vani shed behind a
fist-sized chunk of slag. Hi s eyes went back to the lizard hole, but no other |izards energed.

The hot wind ruffled his clean but arnl ess and ragged shirt as he squatted on the | ower slope
of the waste pile and gazed intently at the fragnent of mirror. His pale gray eyes narrowed. The
oblong of |ight cast against the tool shed winked out. Silver nmists swirled across the gl ass,
thickening into nearly a nisty white. A faint snile crossed his |ips, vanishing as he tightened
them concentrating on the irregular nirror

"Cerryl! Stay away fromthat glass!" A heavyset woman, broomin hand, appeared on the clay-and-
rock stoop of the house behind the boy.

Cerryl did not nove, intent as he was on the inage formng in the glass. His nmouth forned a
silent O and his eyes widened at the sparkling white tower |ooning over a green park

Abruptly, at the sound of heavy steps crunching across the ground, he | ooked up, his eyes
flicking to the squat figure in clean but nottled gray trousers and tunic.

"How you found that... suppose it doesn't matter." The woman's bi g hand seized his shoul der
and she lifted himto his feet and twisted himaway fromthe shard of mrror. Her booted right
foot came down on the glass with a crunch. Al that renmi ned of the wi ndow that had shown Cerryl
an inpossibly beautiful white stone tower was a heap of sparkling dust. His eyes burned with
unshed tears.

"d asses, nmirrors, they be tools of chaos and evil! Have | not told you that, boy?" Nail's free
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hand brushed a wisp of iron gray hair off her forehead, but her gaze renained fixed on him

Cerryl's thin shoul ders drooped, but his gray eyes net hers, |ooking up to a wonan nore than
hal f-again as tall as he was, and far burlier than even nost of the sheepnen and peasants around
Hrisbarg. "It was only a little shard, Aunt Nail."

"Alittle shard. Like saying a little night |lizard-one bite, one shard-that's enough to kil
you, boy." Nail took a deep breath, then another. "How many tinmes been that | told you to stay
away frommirrors and shiny things?"

"Enough," Cerryl admitted in a |low voice, his eyes still neeting his aunt's.

"You be the death of us yet."

"I wanted to help," Cerryl said. "They find things with the shinrer gl asses. You told ne that
Da said so."

"Always yer da." Nail shook her head. "Poor | may be, child, but poor be not evil, and evil be
t he shi mrer gl asses. Even you know where that took yer da." She glanced toward the door of the
house, swinging half-open in the light wind. "You cone with ne 'fore the soup boils over."

"Yes, Aunt Nail." Cerryl's voice was polite, level, neither apologetic nor begging.

"Child ..." Nail sighed again. "Back to the house."

Cerryl wal ked across the dry and dusty ground, a pace to her left and a pace back. He gl anced
toward another tailing pile, farther eastward. If there had been a nirror in one pile, what about
t he ot hers?

"No | agging, child."

Cerryl followed Nail to the stoop, where she reclained the broom She gestured with it, as if
to sweep himinto the house. Cerryl stepped inside. At the end of the main room of the two-room
house was the hearth, with the cook table to the right, the narrow trestle table with its two
short benches before the hearth, and a weathered gold oak cabinet with cracked drawer fronts to
the left.

"Not even enough sense to fool around where no one could see you," snapped the woman, cl osing
the door behind the boy. "Your poor nother, no wonder she died young. Not a scrap of sense in you
or in your worthless father. A white nage, he was going to be.” Nail shook her head sadly. "Poor
fool... thinking he was that them mi ghty types in Fairhaven would wel cone him H m a peasant boy
fromHew ett..."

Cerryl lowered his eyes to the spotless stone floor

"How di d you spy that glass?"

"I sawits reflection on the side of the toolshed. |I had to | ook. | just |ooked."

"Aye, and that was because yer aunt was there afore you could do nore, |I'd wager, young
fellow "

Cerryl remained silent.

"You nmen, even young. Syodor ... even he ..." Nail broke off the words abruptly and | ooked at
Cerryl. "No sense in that. What be done be done." She pointed to the stool by her kitchen table.
"Well, |eastwi se you can help. You' re careful enough with the roots."

Cerryl clinbed onto the stool and | ooked at the handful of bedraggled golden turnips. Hi s eyes
flicked to the open shutters of the single window and the other tailing piles, then back to the
t urni ps.

Al life conmposes itself of chaos and order. Yet too many forget that w thout chaos there is no
life. Far within the earth, chaos abides, giving warnth and |ife to the depths beneath the | ands
and oceans.

The very light of the sun is white chaos, and it, too, brings life. Wthin the very sunlight
are all the colors of white, the pure chaos fromwhich springs all life ..

The sun can be seen but by solely its own light, and thus all that is under the sun can only be
because of the chaos of the sun. Even the w sest of mmges cannot perceive any portion of all that
exi sts on and under the earth itself except through the operation of chaos.

To claimthat order is the staff of life, as sone acol ytes have done since the ancient heretic
Nylan, is not only false but folly, for the sole perfect order in life is death.

Even a bl ade or a shield nust be forged through the heat of chaos and wi el ded by a nan whose
very lifeblood is heated by chaos.

Chaos is the foundation of power and strength. Mastering chaos is the first step in controlling
power. Power is the foundation of all |ands and towns that woul d prosper, and those who woul d have
their honel ands free of invaders and devastation nust then seek the mastery of chaos..
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Col ors of Wite
(Manual of the Guild at Fairhaven)
Pref ace

In the corner where the hearth fire spilled Iight onto the floor, Cerryl |ooked at the book, eyes
straining at the inconprehensible black synmbols on the aged tan page. He turned the page. The
synbol s on the next page | ooked the sane.

"Cerryl?" Nail continued to place the rolled-out biscuits in the battered tin baking pan on the
table at her left.

"Yes, Aunt?" He did not turn, fearing she mght see the book, afraid she nmight see the tears of
frustration in his eyes.

"Your uncle be a-com ng up the south path soon. Wuld you be fetching another pail of water?"

"Yes, Aunt Nail." He slipped the ancient tone inside his ragged tunic and forced his face into
conposure before standing and turning.

"And a cheerful face would be good. Days been hard for Syodor lately," she added. "Specially
after he found that cursed white bronze..." The after-statenent was whi spered to herself, but
Cerryl heard it as clearly as though she had spoken | oudly.

He only nodded, knowi ng she would not want himto know what she had said, and wal ked quickly
across the threshold, stopping by his pallet and slipping the book inside it before continuing and
pi cki ng the ironbound wooden pail off the long peg set into the cross-tinber behind the door. His
bare feet carried himout the door and off the stoop and toward the path | eading to the stream
uphill and in back of the house.

He wi shed they could use the streamwhere it wound in front of the old house, but there it had
turned orangish fromthe tailings. And it smelled like brimstone, sometinmes rusty like iron as
well. Cerryl's nose twitched at the thought of the odor as he trudged up the path toward the
spring fromwhich the smaller stream fl owed.

A sharp terwhit slashed through the early dusk-a bird hi dden sonewhere in the scrub junipers
that sprouted willy-nilly in the areas untouched by tailings or the orange teachings. Cerryl
glanced to his right, in the direction of the stone arched tunnel with a forebodi ng name carved in
the rock over the beanms. Wile he couldn't read the name, he could sense that sonething |eft
better alone lay deep in the tunnel. Still, the dusk that strained Nail's eyes, or his uncle's,
was as bright as dawn just before the sun rose-sonething he'd tried not to | et them know.

The bird did not call again, and the chirping of insects rose in the dusk. Cerryl wondered if
they were crickets or sonething el se. He shrugged. Insects had never been that interesting. He
turned westward, heading up the foot-packed clay toward the spring.

The faint gurgling of the brook did not rise over the insects' chirping until he reached the
end of the spring itself, dark silver waters nearly still, except where they flowed over the rock
dam created years back and covered in thick green noss.

Cerryl edged along the south side of the spring until he reached the rock enmbanknment from which
the waters flowed. There, in the |long shadows and the gathering dusk, he | ooked at the dark waters
bubbl i ng over the rock | edge and into the narrow basin, then at the nockgrape vines clinging to
the reddi sh rocks above the | edge.

Where did the water conme fronf

He frowned and | ooked at the | edge, then at the dark-silvered and rippled surface of the pond,
so nmuch like a mirror, and so unlike it. Could he nmake the mrror trick show hi mwhere the water
started?

He squinted at the twilight-dark springwater, inmagining ... what? Was there a hole in the red
sandstone that led to the depths of the earth? Cerryl took a deep breath, his |lips pressed tightly
toget her, the enpty bucket at his feet forgotten for the nmonent.

Silver mists swirled across the pond, silver nmists, Cerryl realized, that only he could see.
"Nai | and Syodor couldn't, anyway," he nmurnured under his breath, puzzled over why he had even to
say that, but knowi ng that he did, knowi ng that his whispered words were a sort of defiance that
were somehow inportant, if only to him

The gray-haired inmage of Nail flitted through the nmists, and Cerryl pushed it away, seeking the
source of the waters. Darkness spilled across the water, only darkness.

After a tinme, as his head began to ache, he finally took another deep breath, a gasping one,
bef ore bending down to pick up the bucket and dip it into the spring. Water splashed across the
ragged bottons of his trousers, across his bare feet, and onto the dry clay of the path.
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He lifted the heavy bucket and turned back downhill, bare feet sure on the beaten clay path.
Once he slipped past the juniper barely his own height at the base of the trail, his eyes went
toward the south path.

A deep breath foll owed when he saw the distant figure of Syodor, still nore than a kay away on

the I ower part of the south path. Cerryl stepped up his pace, but slowy, so that the water
woul dn't sl osh out of the bucket.

"Uncl e Syodor's on the bottom of the south path now," he announced as he stepped into the
house.

"Cerryl... you took a tinme. Be not good wool gathering out in the twilight. The denpons abi de
t hen."

"I amsorry, Aunt Nail," he said dutifully, lugging the pail across the roomto the hearth.

Wt hout |ooking at Cerryl, she checked the biscuits in the baking tin before replacing the tin
sheet that served as a cover. "Bein' sorry |like as not save you frombein'" carried off."

"I got back before full dark."

"See as you do." She lifted the bucket and poured water into the gray crockery pitcher, then
set the bucket on the floor to the right of the hearth.

"Put the pitcher on the table."

Cerryl carried the pitcher fromthe worktable to the eating table.

Behind him Nail lifted the Iid on the cookpot, stirring the heavy soup with the | ong-handl ed
wooden spoon.
"Yes, Aunt Nail." Cerryl glanced at the corner where he had been sitting before he'd gotten the

wat er. Then he wait ed.

Shortly, the heavyset wonman turned as the door squeaked.

"Eveni ng, wonan." The one-eyed and gray-haired man set the heavy iron hanmer on the rough, one-
pl ank table inside the door and the patched canvas pack beside the table on the floor with a thud.
Dust puffed fromthe fabric, settling slowy toward the polished fl oor stones that had conme from
an abandoned grinding mll.

"How was the day?" Nail replaced the tin cover on the ancient iron cookpot and stepped away
fromthe hearth conposed of battered yell ow and brown bricks

"Better since |'m seeing you." Syodor |aughed, noving toward his consort. He hugged Nail, the
gharl ed and stubby fingers of his hands neeting for a nonent before rel easi ng her

"Supper be a-waiting. The day?" Nail smniled, then bent and swng the iron armand the cook pot
back out over the coals, ignoring the squeal of the ancient iron sw vel bracket.

"The day be fine. One bit of nalachite, looks to be solid, and nayhap G ster will pay a copper
for it. Afine pendant it would nake for a |lady, ground and polished."

"Aye, and he'll cut it and wap it in two silvers and then sell it for a gold." Nail checked
the biscuit tin once nore. "Best you wash up."
"Wash up ... that be all you think of, wonan?"

"After all your grubbing through tailings and tunnel s? Should |I be thinking of aught else?"
Syodor turned and wal ked toward the pitcher and wash table in the corner on the far side of the
roomfromthe hearth. "You as well, Cerryl."
"Right, lad," added Syodor with a grin.
Cerryl waited for Syodor, then washed his own hands with the heavy fat - and - ash soap
rinsing themwith the clean water fromthe pitcher.

H s hands still danmp, Cerryl sat down on the bench across from Syodor, his left side to the
fire.

Syodor lifted the crockery mug. "Wat have you done here?"

"Little enough," said Nail. "Arelta had sone of the bitter brew She said it wouldn't last. So

| brought it hone."

"Poor enough to take the brewer's youngest daughter's charity, are we?"

"Should I have let her pour it out?"

"No. Waste be worse than charity." Syodor |aughed, not quite harshly.

"Don't be so hard on yourself,” Nail said softly, slipping a pair of biscuits fromthe tin onto
the chi pped earthenware. "All know you work hard."

"Muich good it did ne when they closed the mnes."

"It did you good. Who el se has a patent to grub the tailings?" Syodor shrugged, then grinned.
"No man has a better consort. No man."

"You'll not be turning ny head, either.” Nail set the large tin bow filled with steaning root
stew before Syodor, then turned back to the cookpot and filled a smaller bow with the wooden
| adle. "Cerryl, here you go. You want nore, |let nme know. "

"Thank you, Aunt Nail." Cerryl offered a smle. "No brew for you, thanks or no," Nail replied
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with her own knowing smile. She took the smallest of the tin bows and filled it, setting it on
the table. Then she slipped onto the bench beside Cerryl.

Cerryl took the biscuit and ni bbled one corner, then took a nmouthful of stew with the wooden
spoon he'd carved hinsel f. Another corner of biscuit followed the stew.

"Hot... and filling. Brew s not too bitter, either." Syodor sniled at Nail

"Been a long day for you. Sone brew might set well." Nail smled. "There's enough for a night
or two nore."

"You be not having any, 1'd wager."

"Not to ny taste."”
Though Nail smiled, Cerryl could sense the lie, the same kind of lie Nail always told when she
gave sonething special to himor to Syodor and took none herself.

"Dylert, he said he needs a boy at the mill," Syodor said slowy to Nail, but his eyes crossed
the table to where Cerryl sat on the bench beside her. "Wants a serious boy. Cerryl's serious
enough. That be certain, | told him"

"Sawrmi || be a dangerous place for a boy," answered Nail

"M nes were a dangerous place for a boy," Syodor said. "I was younger than Cerryl is, back
t hen."

"You were stronger," Nail pointed out.

"I"'mstronger than | look," Cerryl said quietly. His gray eyes flashed, alnost like a jungle

cat's, with a light of their own.

"Be no doubt of that, lad. You look like a strong wind would carry you all the way to Lydiar."

"He's not even half-grown,"” protested Nail

"Got to grow up sonetine. W'll not be here till the death of chaos." The former mner | ooked
intently at his consort.

"Syodor! No talk Iike such around the boy." Nail made the sign of |ooped order

"Chaos is, Nail." Syodor took a deep breath. "I see it all the tine. Watch the tunnels crunble.
Wat ch the fol ks sneak around munbl i ng about who courts darkness. O who knows which white mage."

Cerryl's eyes slipped toward his pallet and the hidden book he could not read.

"You know, Cerryl, the mines here, they're older than places |like Fairhaven..."

Nail's nmouth tightened, but she only cleared her throat, if |oudly.

"Ader than the trees on the hills," Syodor added quickly. "Wen ny grandda was a boy, the duke
sent folk here, and they nmined the old tailings piles, and then they dunped all the |eftovers and
the slag fromtheir furnaces into the piles we got now "

"Furnaces?" asked Cerryl, munbling through the |ast of his second biscuit. "What happened to
t hen®?"

"The duke took the iron fixings back, and the bricks, well..." The gnarled man | aughed. "See
the hearth-that's got sone of the bricks. So's the west wall. Good bricks they were, 'cept sone
broke easy 'cause they got too hot in the furnaces."

"Bricks, they got too hot?" asked the youth.

"Anything can get too hot, if there's enough fire or chaos put to it. Too nmuch chaos can break

anyt hi ng. "

"Anyone, too," added Nail quietly.

"That, too." Syodor sipped the last of the brew fromhis nug. "Ah ... miss this the nost from
the days when | had two coppers a day fromthe mnes. Now what have |... a patent to grub that any

new duke can say be worthless.™

Nai | nodded in the di mess of harvest twlight.

"Shandreth, | saw himthis norning," Syodor said after a tine. "Said he'd be needing hands for
the vines in an eight-day. Said you were one of the best, Nail."

"Two coppers for all that work?" she asked.

"Three, he said." Syodor |aughed. "I told himfour, and he said you were worth four, but not a
copper nore, or he'd be coinless 'fore the grapes were pressed.”

"Four ... that be a help, and | could put it away for the cold tines."

"Aye ... the cold tinmes always cone." Syodor glanced at Cerryl, his jaw set and his face bl eak

"Remenber that, |ad. There always be the cold tines."

For sone reason, Cerryl shivered at the words.

"These be not the cold tinmes, lad." Syodor forced a smile. "WVarmit is here, and with a good
meal in our bellies."

Cerryl offered his own forced snile.
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Cerryl glanced over his shoulder, down the long, if gentle, incline toward the road that led from
Hri sbarg

Syodor pointed. "Over the hill, another three kays or so, the road joins the wi zards' road. A
great road that be, if paved with too many souls."

"Paved with soul s?"

"Those displeasing the wizards built the great highway." Syodor grunted.

Cerryl studied the distant clay road again, nearly a kay back fromwhere he trudged on the
narrower road up the slope to the sawrill. To the right of the road was a gulch, filled with | ow
willows and brush, in which ran a stream burbling in the quiet of nidday. Puffs of whitish dust
rose with each step of Cerryl's bare feet and with each step of Syodor's boots.

"How much | onger?" asked the youth, |ooking ahead. The roofs of the m Il buildings seened
anot her kay away - or farther. A trickle of sweat ran down the side of his face, and he wiped it
away absently.

"Less than a kay. Alnpbst there, lad." Syodor sniled. "This be best for you. Little enough Nail
and | can offer. Be no telling when this duke will cone and take ny patent, and open the nmines one
more tinme, and |l eave us with naught. Too old, they'd be saying | am to be a proper miner." He
snorted softly. "Too old . . ."

Cerryl nodded, sensing the strange nmixture of lies and truth in Syodor's statenment, know ng
that Syodor was truthful in all that he said, but deceitful in sonme |arger sense. So Cerry
concentrated on putting one foot in front of the other

"Stand aside." Syodor pointed toward the oncomi ng horse team and the wagon, then touched
Cerryl's shoul der. "Back."

Cerryl stepped onto the browning grass on the shoul der of the road to the sawri ||l and | owered
the faded and patched canvas sack to the ground. His feet hurt, but he did not sit down.

Hi s gray eyes fixed on the four horses. Though each was a different color, all were huge, far
bi gger than those ridden by the duke's outriders or the white nounts favored by the | ancers of
Fai rhaven. He'd seen the white lancers only once. Wen he'd gone to Hewlett right after spring
planting with Syodor and Nail, a conpany had ridden through, not [ooking to the right or left,
every |l ancer silent.

The wagon driver grinned as he passed, and waved to Syodor. "Good day, grubber!"

"Good day to you, Rinfur!"™ Syodar waved back

The I ong and broad wagon was piled high with planks and tinbers, set between the wagon sides
and roped down, and on the side board was a circular enblemwith a jagged circular gray sawr |
bl ade biting into a brown | og. Under the oval of the design were synbols. Cerryl's lips tightened
as his eyes ran over the synmbols-the letters he could not read.

He stood there long after the wagon had passed, the sun pressing down on himthrough the
cl oudl ess green-bl ue sky.

"Cerryl, lad? It be but a short walk now. " Syodor's voice was gentle.
"I"'mfine, Uncle." Cerryl lifted his pack and stepped back on the road, ignoring the remants
of the fine white dust that drifted around themin the still hot air.

A fly buzzed past, then circled Cerryl. He | ooked hard at the insect, and it wobbl ed away. As
he and Syodor neared the flat below the hillcrest, Cerryl's eyes darted ahead. The sawnil
consisted of three buildings-the mlIl itself and two barnlike structures. Above the m |l on the
hillside were a house, what | ooked to be a stable, and a smaller structure.

The m |l was of old gray stones and sat beside a stone damand a m|lrace. The wat erwheel was
easily four times Cerryl's height but stood idle.

"Slow at harvest time," Syodor said, gesturing at the dry stone channel of the nillrace bel ow
the wheel. "Fol ks don't think about building or fixing now."

The road they wal ked conti nued uphill and past the millrace, where it intersected a stone-paved
| ane that extended perhaps a hundred cubits fromthe open sliding door in the mddle of the side
of the mll facing the two | unber barns. Beyond the stone pavenent, the road narrowed to a | ane

wi ndi ng past the mill on the right and uphill toward a ranbling | ong house, with a covered front
porch. The wooden siding had been freshly oiled, and the house glistened in the m dday sun
An ox-drawn |unber cart was drawn up to the mll door, and a man taller than Syodor was

checki ng the yoke.
"Brental ?" asked Syodor
The young red-bearded man turned fromthe oxen and gl anced at the two dusty figures for a
nmoment, then said, "Syodor? You' d be wanting Dyl ert?"
"The sane."
"I"ll be getting himfor you, once | get the cart out of the door.'

Brental lifted the goad,
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but did not touch either ox, and called, "Ceeahh!"

The oxen started forward, slowy pulling the heavy but enpty log cart away fromthe open
sliding door in the south side of the mll. Cerryl watched as the cart runbled al ong onto the
stone causeway across the intersection with the road.

Once the cart was clear of the intersection, Brental gestured with the goad and said mldly,
"Ahh..."

The oxen obediently stopped, and Brental wal ked past Syodor and Cerryl, giving thema nod, and
into the mll.

Cerryl stood, shifting his weight fromone bare foot to another, his sack by his feet, ignoring
t he danpness of his sweaty shirt.

Syodor cleared his throat. "Dylert... he runs a good mill." After a nonent, he said again, "A
good mill. A good man."

Cerryl nodded, waiting.

Shortly, an older and taller nman, taller even than Brental, over four cubits in height, his
brown shirt and trousers streaked with whitish sawdust, stepped through the open sliding door of
the mll.

"Syodor, Brental said you were here to see ne." A broad snile crossed the man's face. "I have
no coins, not until after harvest."

"I be not selling today," Syodor said slowy. He cleared his throat, then continued. "Ser
Dylert, you said you wanted a boy-a serious boy." After a pause, he added, "Cerryl's serious."

"That | did say." Dylert fingered his trinmed, white-streaked bl ack beard, his eyes on Cerryl.
"And you need not 'ser' ne, Syodor, not as one honest wi ght to another."

Syodor nodded.

Cerryl glanced up at the tall Dylert and met his scrutiny, not challenging the mill master, but
not | ooking away.

"Harvest tinme, it is now " suggested Dylert. "The mill is quiet, and few coins flow for tinber
and pl anks."

"That it is," agreed Syodor. "A good tine for a boy to learn.”

Dylert smled. "A peddl er you should have been, Syodor, not a miner and a grubber. Not wth
your silver tongue."

"You're too kind, mll master. Cerryl's a good boy."

"He is slight, Syodar, but he | ooks healthy. You and Nail took himas your own, Dyella says."

"We did." Syodor smiled. "Not a regret for that." He shrugged. "Time now for himto start on
his own. No place to go in the m nes. Not these days."

"True as a pole pine," answered Dylert. "No place for anyone in the nines, even back when the
duke reopened them" He shook his head. "Fol ks say they're no place these days, with what's
there." The nmill master |ooked hard at Syodor

"Could be," adnitted the one-eyed nminer. "Cerryl'd do better here."

The boy | ooked at Syodor, catching his uncle's uneasi ness. The mines had seened fine to him
except for those places that anyone with sense had to avoid. Wiy were Dylert and Syodor tal king as
t hough anythi ng connected to the m nes happened to be dangerous?

"I did say | needed a nmill boy." Dylert cleared his throat. "You sure about this, Syodor?"

"He be nmuch better here, ser Dylert. Nail and ne, we did the best we could. Now ..." The mner
shrugged apol ogetically.

"You think 1'd do right by him Syodor."

"Better'n aught else |I know. "

"That's a heavy burden, Syodor." Dylert offered a wy snile before turning his eyes back to
Cerryl. "Even for a boy, mll work is hard." Dylert paused.

After a nmonent, understanding that an answer was required, Cerryl replied, "I can work hard,
ser."

"MIIl work be dirty, too. You' d be cleaning out the sawpits, and the gearing. The bl ades, too
Not sharpening. | do that," Dylert said quickly. "And probably other chores. Feed the chickens,
cart water-nost things that need doing. Take nessages." Dylert |ooked fromCerryl to Syodor. "Can
he listen and understand?"

"Never had to tell Cerryl anything tw ce, ser Dylert."

Dyl ert nodded. "Good words from your uncle, boy. He may have a gol den tongue, but his word is
good. Some ways, that be all a man has."

Cerryl thought his uncle night say sonething, but Syodor gave the snallest of headshakes.

"Hal f - copper an eight-day to start. After a season we'll see. Get your neals with us." Dylert
| aughed and | ooked at Cerryl. "Dyella's cooking be worth nore than your pay." The m || naster
turned to Syodor. "You certain, nasterm ner?"
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"Aye, as sure as | can be."

"It be done, then," Dylert said.

Syodor bent and gave Cerryl a quick hug. "Take care, lad. Dylert be a good nan. Listen to him
Your aunt and |... we be seeing you when we can."

Cerryl swallowed, trying to keep his eyes fromtearing, trying to understand why he felt
Syodor's |l ast words were sonehow wong. Before he was quite back in control, Syodor had rel eased
hi m and was wal ki ng briskly down the lane away fromthe mll, the sun on his back

Cerryl felt as though he watched his uncle froma distance, even though Syodor was still |ess
than a dozen cubits away. Hi s |lips tightened, but he watched, his face inpassive.

For a tine, neither Cerryl or Dylert spoke-not until Syodor's figure vani shed over the nearer
hillcrest.

Then the millmaster cleared his throat.

Cerryl turned, waiting, still holding on to the sack that contained all that was his.

"Your uncle, he was near right. W've got time to set you up." Dylert fingered his beard once
nmore, then | ooked down to Cerryl's bare feet. "Need some shoes, boy, around here. Let's go up to
the house and see what we got. M ght have an old pair of boots." Dylert started up the lane to the
freshly oiled house with the wide front porch

For a nonent, turning to followthe mllInmaster, Cerryl had to squint to shut out the brightness
of the early afternoon sun

Dylert waited at the top of the three stone steps to the porch, then pointed to the bench
besi de the door. "Just wait here, boy."

Cerryl sat on the bench, letting the sack rest on the w de planks of the porch, glad to be out
of the sun. Not nore than fifty cubits to the south, while occasionally brawkking, yellow
feat hered chi ckens pecked the ground around a snall and | ow chi cken house.

Cerryl could feel his eyes closing.

" Boy?"

He jerked away and | ooked up at Dylert. "Yes, ser?"

"Long wal k, was it not?"

"We left well before dawn.

"I'd imagi ne so." The nmillnmaster extended a pair of boots, brown and scarred. "You be trying
t hese. "

"Yes, ser. Thank you, ser." Cerryl slipped on the worn | eather boots, one after the other
wi ggling his toes inside.

"Those were Hurior's 'fore he left. They fit?"

"Yes, ser. | think so, ser."

"Good. One problem | ess.”

A dark-haired girl peered fromwhere she stood in the doorway over at Cerryl. She wore a tan
short-sl eeved shirt and matching trousers, with a wide | eather belt and boots that matched the
sandal s.

"Erhana, this be Cerryl, the newnill boy." Dylert |aughed. "Don't be distracting himwhile he
wor ks. "

Er hana stepped onto the porch, and Cerryl could see that she was taller than he was, and
possi bly ol der. She had her father's brown eyes and square chin, but dark brown hair, cut evenly
at shoul der length. "He's thin."

"Your nother's cooking will help that."
"He'll still be thin," prophesied Erhana.
"Maybe so," said Dylert. "You can talk at supper. | need to get himsettled and show himthe

mil."

"Yes, Papa." Erhana slipped back into the house.

Dylert led Cerryl back down to the nearest of the lunber barns to the west-or uphill-side,
where three doors had been cut into the siding and rough-framed with hal f-planks. "These are the
hands' room The far one-that's Rinfur's."

Cerryl nodded.

"You know Ri nfur?"

"No, ser. Uncle ... Syodor ... offered hima good day. He was driving the wagon."

"Your uncle said you listened." Dylert pointed to the second door. "That's Viental's." Dylert
grinned. "You know hi n®?"

"No, ser."

"He's the one does stone work and helps with the burdens. You'll know Viental when you see him
Let himgo off and help his sister with the harvest. He'll be back in an ei ght-day. Now, "
continued the mill-nmaster, opening the door nearest the mll, "this be yours."
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Cerryl glanced around the bare room scarcely nore than four cubits on a side, and contai ning
little nore than a pallet, a short three-legged stool, and three shelves on the wall to the right
wi th an open cubicle under themon the wall.

The bottom of the w ndow beside the door was | evel with Cerryl's chin and a cubit high and half
a cubit wide. It had neither shutters nor a canvas rollshade, just a door on two sinple iron strap
hinges with a swing bolt on the inside.

"Not hi ng fancy, but it be all yours. Put your stuff in the cubby there, boy, and I'Il show you
around the mill. You need to know where everything is."

Cerryl stepped inside and slowy eased the sack into the cubby, his eyes going to the bare
pall et on the plank platform

"Be sendi ng down sonme bl ankets for you after supper. Mayhap have sonme heavy trews, too. Yours
are a shade frail for mll work."

Cerryl swal | oned, then swall owed again. "Yes, ser."

"Don't be a-worrying, boy. You work for ne, and I'lIl see you're fitted proper. 'Sides, | owe
your uncle. Little enough I can do. He be a proud nman."

Cerryl kept his face expressionless.

"Not so he'd talk of it, but when he was the masterm ner-that was years back, mnd you-he was
the one. Insisted that the tinbers be right, and no shaving on their bearing width. Saved nmany a

mner, |'d wager. Saved the mill, too." Dylert shrugged. "I offered hima share here. He'd have
none of it." The millnmaster |ooked at the youth. "Be ready to see the mll?
"Yes, ser."

"Said, he did, that soneone had to | ook after the mnes, old or not, and that was his duty."
Dylert led Cerryl around the back corner of the |unber barn and toward the nmill.

A brief shadow crossed the hillside. Cerryl glanced up but the snmall cloud passed the eye of
the sun, and he had to | ook away quickly as the light flooded back

Cerryl glanced toward the second |l unber barn. The oxen stood placidly, still yoked in place,
wi t hout their driver.

They stepped through the wide door to the mll. The entire mlIl was floored with snoot hed
stone, worn in places, cracked in others, but recently swept. An aisle of sorts-w de enough for
the oxen and lunber cart-ted to the far wall, where a raised brick-based platform stood.

Dyl ert gestured to the racks on either side of the cleared space. "Hol ding racks. Be where we
sort the planks and tinbers after cutting. Use sone of the racks for special cuts. Special cuts-
that's for the cabinet nakers or the finish carpenters. Takes special work; charge 'em speci al
too."

Cerryl waited.

"There be the broons. Wen the blade's cutting, you sweep, unless tell you otherw se. Have to
keep the mill clean. You know how fast sawdust burns? Coes |ike cammabark-faster nmaybe. Poof!
Hel ps sonetimes if'n you dip the end of the broomin water-specially if we're cutting the
har dwoods. The dust there, it be specially fine." Dylert strode toward the platform Cerryl
fol | owed.

"This be the main bl ade, boy." The dark-bearded nman pointed to the circle of dark iron. "Don't
you be touching it. Or the brake here, either." His hand went to an iron |ever

Cerryl | ooked at the iron blade, barely nmanaging to repress a shiver at the deep bl ackness
within the iron that alnost felt as though it would burn his hands. "No, ser."

"Good. Now ... see ... this drops the gear off the track, so the blade stops even if the mll
turns. Up there, that's the water gate. Mst tinmes, the blade's on gear track when the gate opens.
That way, we fret |ess about breaking the gears." Dylert fingered his beard. "Cost ny father nore
coins to have the drop gear put in, but it's better when a house has two doors. That's what he
said, and it's saved ne a blade or two along the way-and bl ades, they're dear. Black iron, you'd
best know. "

Cerryl nodded. "That's hard iron?"

"The hardest. Not many smiths as can forge it, even with a black nage at their el bow " He
| aughed harshly. "Good smith and a bl ack nage-few of either, these days, or any tines."

Cerryl nmanaged not to frown. Wiy couldn't white nages help a snith? Wiy did it have to be bl ack
mages”?

"Here ... the entrance to the sawpit. You'll be cleaning that." Dylert frowned. Hi s voice
hardened. "You never go under the blade |less the water gate's closed and the drop gear's open.
Stay away fromthe bl ade even so. You understand that ?"

"Yes, ser."

"No one but ne tells you to clean the pit. Understand? Not Rinfur, not Brental, not Viental. No
one but me. You understand?"
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The gray-eyed boy nodded.

"First time, 1'll show you how Not today." Dylert smled. "Be taking you a mte to get used to
us. Let's go to the barns.” He turned and started toward the big door. "Good days, we open the
swi ng wi ndows on the west. More light."

Cerryl's eyes went to the iron blade, and he shivered. Black iron? Wiy did it feel so ..
dangerous? Then he turned and followed Dylert out of the mll and toward the first of the two
bar ns.

Dylert slid back the door, the sane kind as the main nill door, and stepped inside into the
m ddl e of an aisle between racks of wood that stretched the length of the barn. "Sone mlls-1ike
in Hydlen-they just put a roof over their cuts and say that's enough. Lucky if the mlIl lasts from
father to son. You want wood to last... then you have to season it right-lots of air, but you
don't let it get too hot or too cold. Qur cuts are the best. Last season, a nastercrafter sent a
wagon all the way fromJellico for ny black oak. Sonmething for the viscount... suppose that's all
he does now that Fairhaven..." Dylert shook his head. "There | go, wool gathering again."

Cerryl wanted the mll nmaster to keep tal king, and he nodded, without speaking, as Dylert
cont i nued.

"This first barn here. See-it's snmaller. Mstly hardwoods-oak, |orken, naple. Sone fruitwoods,
Iike cherry and wal nut and pearappl e, when we can get it. Crafters, cabinet makers-they're the
ones who use it-and the builders who work for the duke or the white wi zards. Fairhaven-they want a
Il ot of white oak." Dylert wal ked over to one of the racks on the left of the aisle. "See. You can
touch it."

Cerryl let his fingers brush the wood, white, but with a trace of yellow or gold that woul d
darken with age, like the chest Syodar and Nail shared. The white oak felt cool to his touch
reassuring, unlike the black iron of the saw bl ade.

"People think there's no difference between | orken and bl ack oak." The nill master shook his
head. "Not seen a bl ade struggle through | orken, they haven't. Here." He pointed to a stack of
thin, nearly black planks, no nore than a span wide and three cubits long. "Pick up the top one."

Cerryl had to strain for a nonent. "It be heavy." The dark wood felt warmto his touch, snooth
as polished silver, yet prickly beneath the patina, and he quickly eased it back onto the pile.

"That's | orken. Not nore than a handful of crafters can handle it. One big | orken | og, and even
the keenest nill bl ade needs sharpening. Got sone | ogs on the back racks, seasoning till a buyer
conmes. No sense in blunting a blade."

Dylert led Cerryl to the next set of racks, also bearing dark narrow planks. "Lift one of
t hose. "

Cerryl conplied. "Not so heavy."

"What el se?" pronpted Dylert.

Cerryl replaced the plank. "I don't think it be quite so dark, and it seens rougher."

Dyl ert nodded. "Bl ack oak. It be hard, not so hard as |orken, not so heavy, not so snooth." He
snorted. "And fol ks say there be no difference."

Cerryl nodded. The dark oak hadn't seemed so warmto the touch, either

The tall nman wal ked toward the back of the barn. "Sonmetines we get virgin logs, the big ones.
If I've the time, I'lIl crosscut a section. Takes a different blade, and a |ot of care. But some of
the cabi net nmakers |ike bigger wood sections. Can charge themas nuch as a silver a section that
way." He wiped his forehead. "Wrk, though. A lot of work, and the sections are brittle-break just
like that if you drop "em Only do a few a year."

Cerryl hurried to keep up with Dylert's long stride.

"Alot of guessing if you be a mllnmaster ... keep the w de planks back here. Charge nore for
them but a lot of folks rather'd use nore of the narrower cuts ..."

The gray-eyed youth found hinself struggling to take in all the words as Dylert turned at the
rear wall and wal ked back toward the door

"Fol ks al ways want sone | unber. Sonme years, we couldn't cut and season enough ... hate to |et
go of green wood ... even if you charge less and it splits, folks don't forget..."

As soon as Cerryl stepped into the sunlight, Dylert shut the barn door and strode quickly
toward the second barn.

Again, the youth had to hurry to catch up

"This barn-it's where we put the rougher cuts and the heavier tinbers used for bigger
buil dings. Not that sinple, but you'll learn." The mllmaster opened the door and stepped inside,
bet ween anot her set of racks.

Cerryl followed, his eyes adjusting to the dimess and taking in that the racks in the |arger
barn seened fuller.

"The racks on the right-they're for planks, snaller tinbers, that aren't as good as those in

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20E.%20Modesitt/Modesitt,%2...%20Recluse%2006%20-%20The%20White%200rder.txt (10 of 197) [5/22/03 12:33:48 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20E.%20M odesitt/M odesi tt, %20L %20E%20-%20Recl use%62006%20-%20The%20Whi te%200r der . txt

the first barn. On the left here ..."

Cerryl squinted, concentrating on every word, even though his stomach growl ed, and sweat
continued to ooze down his back

After going through all the racks in the second barn, and then escorting Cerryl back out onto

the stone causeway that connected both barns and the nill, Dylert grinned. "Lucky I'd be if half
of that stuck in your head, young fellow But you'll learn. Yes, you will." Cerryl tried to | ook
attentive. Dylert fingered his beard. "Now ... for the house." Cerryl could feel the weight of the

new boots and his feet dragging as he followed Dylert back up the lane to the house, up the three
steps that felt even steeper, and to the door in the mddle of the porch

Dyl ert gestured, and Cerryl stepped inside. The kitchen ran nost of the |ength of the space
behind the front porch. At the left end of the kitchen was a hearth-of yellow bricks-that held two
separate niches for fires and three iron oven doors for baking. Qut fromthe hearth area were two
| arge worktables, and two | arge cabinets were against the side wall nearest the hearth. A narrow
many- dr awer ed chest stood between the cabinets.

At the right end of the kitchen was a long trestle table with a bench on each side and a
strai ght -backed chair at each end.

A wonman | ooked up froma | arge wooden bowl on the worktable and sm | ed, dipping her hands in
the wash bucket, then wiping themon a gray rag. Her brown hair was piled behind her head in a
bun, from which wi sps escaped in every direction

"Dyella, this be Cerryl, the young fell ow raised by his uncle Syodor you heard ne tal k of."
Dylert patted Cerryl on the shoulder. "Dyella, she cooks so well you'd think I'd be twice ny
si ze. "

"How coul d that be?" answered the thin-faced and bl ack-eyed wonan. "Never be said that you
stopped | ong enough for the food to settle." She glanced at Cerryl. "Wite, he is. You' ve run his
legs off, Dylert, and he's scarce arrived." She lifted a knife and turned toward one of the |ong
tabl es. When she turned back to Cerryl, she handed hima thick chunk of bread. "Here. Eat it, so
Dyl ert doesn't have to scrape you off the planks, boy."

"Thank you, |ady."

"No |ady. | be Dyella, first, last, and al ways."

"Thank you, Dyella."

"Polite young fellow " Dyella | ooked at Dylert. "Blankets."

"Ch ..." Dylert nodded and stepped out of the long kitchen

Cerryl ate the bread slowy, feeling strength returning, his hearing sharpening.

"Mnd you, don't try to keep up with Dylert. None |I know can. Just do your best, boy, and
that'|| be better than nost. Mre bread?"

"Ah..."

"Don't be shy. You wal ked all the way fromthe nmines, and |I'd wager not a norsel to eat since
dawn." Dyella thrust another chunk at him "Now .. why don't you eat it and wait on the porch?
Dylert's fetching your blankets, and supper be needing ny hand."

"Thank you."

Dyella snmiled as she held the door

Cerryl sat on the bench and ate, slowy, trying to digest both the bread and the day.

V
A pair of pine logs lay on the three-axled tinmber wagon. The six draft horses, their breath |ike
steamin the chill afternoon, stood facing south. The ox-drawn | og cart faced north, toward the
open m |l door. The bed of the log cart was nearly a cubit |ower than that of the tinber wagon
Broomin hand, Cerryl stepped to the side of the nmill, well away fromthe door, and back far
enough that he would not be in the way of drovers or the | oaders.

"The first log, Viental," said Brental

"First it be." Viental half-dragged, half-lifted one end of the huge log, its girth nore than
two cubits, and swung the end fromthe tinmber wagon onto the ox-drawn | og cart. Then he wal ked to
the front end of the wagon, where he and Brental lifted the weight-bearing end and struggled to
ease it onto the cart.

The log cart groaned as the full weight of the pine log cane to rest on it. Cerryl watched the
rear axle bow ever so slightly, a stress that |ess-fine eyes and senses woul d not have discerned

Brental slipped the | og wedges in place on the side closest to Cerryl, knocking themsolid with
his | ong-handl ed hanmer. Then he wal ked around the oxen and, standing where the beds of the cart
and wagon nearly joined, placed the forward wedge. The redhead had to wal k around the cart again
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to place the rear wedge. Viental released his hold on the log. Brental reclainmed his goad. "GCe-
ahh! "

The log cart creaked forward and into the mll, and Cerryl stepped back into the doorway to try
to finish getting the sawdust out of the door tracks before Brental brought the cart back

Vi ental hal f-shrugged, hal f-fl exed his broad shoul ders, swinging his arns. "Heavy, that one."
He grinned at Cerryl, yellow teeth flared out of the ginger beard braided bel ow "Ever think you
could lift that, mll boy?"

Cerryl shook his head.

"Best you know that. Not one in a score dozen be lifting as | do,"

"Not one in score of scores as bald, either,"” called the | unber wagon driver from where he
stood beside the | ead horse.

"Rinfur ... | don't see you handling the I ogs.

"I don't see you handling the teanms. You have to be smarter than the horses.”

"Someday | be strangling you with that tongue."

The teanster grinned. "Not while | run faster and ride better.”

Vi ental shrugged, then grinned. "And tal k | onger."

"Go see your sister," suggested Rinfur am ably. "You do whenever you feel like it anyway."

"So? No one else lifts as | do."

Cerryl and Ri nfur exchanged gl ances. Viental disappeared for days on end, always returning with
the expl anation that he had had to help his sister. Dylert refused to pay for the missing tine but
sai d not hi ng.

"That right? Even the m Il boy knows that. Right, Cerryl."

"No one lifts like you do," Cerryl agreed.

" See?"

Ri nfur continued checking the harnesses.

Cerryl's eyes flicked up to the house and then to the trees beyond, gray-Ieaved, al nost
br oodi ng under the hazy clouds and waiting for winter and the snows and cold rains. A gust of w nd
stirred the |l eaves that had fallen, lifting a handful, then dropping them

The m |l boy frowned. Wiy did the trees drop but half their |eaves every fall? No one had been
able to tell himjust, "That be the way it is, boy. A ways been so."

There was too nmuch that had al ways been so.

Wth a gust of wind, Cerryl shivered, not because of the chill but in anticipation of the cold
rain he felt would fall before night. H's eyes went uphill once nore.
Behi nd the house, Erhana di pped a bucket into the well. Cerryl smled. Cose up, after all the

practice with the scraps of mirrors and the flat sheets of water, he could do w thout either and
catch glinpses of people just beyond his sight.

He watched, first with his senses, then with his eyes, as Erhana carried a bucket of water from
the well up the steps and onto the porch, each step precise.

"Better start sweeping,"” said Viental. "Dylert be comng fromthe second barn."

Cerryl picked up the broom

\l

G ang! d ang!

At the first bell, Cerryl peered out fromthe blankets, shivering. Hs breath was a white cl oud
that billowed into the air.

"Darkness," he nmurnured, trying not to nove, not to let any of the cold air slip inside his
bl ankets. There were no cracks in the heavy planked walls; the door fit snugly; and the w ndow
door was shut tightly-frozen shut, Cerryl suspected. But his cubby roomhad no hearth, not even a
war m ng pan, though Dyl ert had sent himback down to bed the night before with two fire-warmed
bri cks.

d ang!

Cerryl clanbered out fromthe bl ankets and began to shiver. His feet were cold and stiff as he
wedged them one by one, into his boots. Then he struggled into the patched canvas-and-| eat her
jacket Nail had nade for him It was getting harder to tie shut. Had he grown that much over the
fall and early winter?

He Iifted the two warming bricks-cold as ice-then tucked them under one arm He opened his
door, stepped outside, and shut it quickly, trying to keep the little heat in the roomfrom
escapi ng. Beside the path that |led across to the mll and then up to the house the snow was nore
than knee deep, sparkling despite the lack of direct light in the nonents before dawn.
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The snoke fromthe house's kitchen chimey was a thick white plunme that clinbed through the
still air into the clear dark green-blue sky of predawn. A smaller plune escaped fromthe chi mey
at the far end of the house, the one Cerryl thought was the hearth for the mll-master's
bedchanber.

One foot skidded on the packed snow of the path, and Cerryl staggered, trying not to let the
bricks slip fromunder his armas he tried to catch his balance. He wal ked uphill carefully, eyes
on the slick and icy surface, hands thrust inside the bottomof his jacket. Even the porch steps
were slick, with a thin coating of the nore recent snowfl akes over the ice.

Cerryl stanped his boots on the porch planks, trying to knock off all the snow, then reached
for the boot brush. He could feel his toes jammed agai nst the ends of the boots. He needed new
boots, but the nine coppers he had saved woul dn't pay for them

Bundl ed in a heavy | eather jacket and | eather trousers, Erhana opened the door. "Cone on!
Breakfast is ready, and you've a lot to do, Da says."

Cerryl stepped into the kitchen, letting Erhana cl ose the door. For a nonment, he stood there,
letting the warnth fill him Then he wal ked to the hearth and set the bricks by those brought up
by Rinfur. "Thank you," he said, nodding toward Dyella.

"Littl e enough," answered the mllnmaster's consort with a smle. "This be going on, and you all
sleep in the kitchen."

Cerryl slipped onto the nmiddle of the bench, with Rinfur on his left. Viental, once nore, had
left to see his "sister." Dylert sat at the end of the table, eating his gruel. On his right sat
Erhana, still wapped in her |eather jacket.

Dyella |l adl ed the steaning gruel into the chipped bowl in front of Cerryl. "Seen your uncle
recently? Before the snow, | be neaning," she asked pleasantly. "Or your aunt?"

"Aunt Nail, she stopped by com ng back from Shandreth's vineyard last fall." Cerryl took a sip
of water fromthe cracked cup that was his. "I saw Uncle Syodor an eight-day ago, before the snows
started. He'd been hel ping Zylerant raise a barn." He quickly swallowed some nore of the gruel
wel coming the warnth, and took a small bite of the nuffin beside his bow. He held the nmuffin for
a nmonment, enjoying its warmh on his cold fingers.

"They see you a lot nore regular than sone," observed Dyella, adding another |adle of the hot
gruel to Cerryl's bow .

"They' ve been good to ne," said Cerryl. "Good as they could be." He ignored the glance from
Dylert to Erhana, as well as Dyella's raised eyebrows as she glanced at the nmillnaster. Instead,
he concentrated on eating, and before he could finish the |ast of the porridge in the bow, Dyella
had added nore.

"You be needing this today. No sense in wasting it. Forgot Viental was gone."

"Thank you, Dyella." Cerryl snmled.

Rinfur cleared his throat. "I best be checking the horses, ser. Extra grain, you think?"

"Hal f cup, no nore," said Dylert. "No telling when | can get another barrel. Not in this
weat her. Can't hardly get to the road, except with the sled, and that's not much for carrying.”

"Hal f cup each, that be it." The teanster stood, stretched, then fastened his jacket and
tronped out of the kitchen and onto the porch

Er hana, despite the heavy coat, shivered as the chill air washed over her. "Cold out there."

"Be thankful you only have to fetch water, child," said Dyella.

"I have to get nore?"

"I have to cook, if you want to eat,'

"Mt her..."

Cerryl snmothered a grin by | ooking down at his bow .

"Er hana-not anot her word."

Cerryl slowy ate the second bow of hot gruel, saving the rest of the muffin, but he finished
the last bite of the warmnuffin all too soon

"Cerryl?" said Dylert.

"Yes, ser?"

"I was going to have you clean the pit today, seeing as things are slow. " He coughed. "Dyella,
t hough, she pointed out how the roof of the chicken shed is sagging, and ny bones tell nme we m ght

poi nted out her nother.

yet see nmore snow. |'d like you to clear that afore you come down to the mill."

"Yes, ser."

"Got an old pair of mitts." Dylert glanced toward the narrow table by the door to the porch
"Need those, you will, lest your fingers chill." He coughed. "Best you keep themtill the weather
war ns. "

"Thank you, ser." Cerryl nodded and smiled, trying to show that he appreciated the gesture.
"Thank you."
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"Can't have you getting frozen hands. Darkness, this been a cold winter. Coldest in years."

"Col dest | can recall," added Dyell a.

Cerryl eased off the bench and nodded to Dylert and then Dyella. "Thank you. The porridge was
good. "

"Stick to your bones," Dyella said.

After slipping the mtts on and easing out the door onto the porch, Cerryl took the slick steps
carefully. Once his boots were on the packed snow of the path, he glanced at the mll. A thick
pl ume of snoke billowed fromthe chi mey.

At least the mlIl would be warnmer than his cubby. He trudged toward the chi cken shed, conscious
of how nuch warner his hands were in the heavy leather mtts, mtts big enough for a grown nan.

Bef ore he reached the chicken shed, his toes were cold, janmed as they were into his boots. The
path went to the door of the chicken house, but the roof was slanted down to the left. Cerryl
struggl ed fromthe path through the knee-deep snow around to the left side of the building, where
he could reach the | ower edge of the slanted roof.

The bottom edge was but chest high, and Cerryl stretched and used his right armto sweep the
snow cl ear-except the powdery stuff swirled into the air and cane down on his face and hair, and
sifted down the back of his jacket.

He brushed off his hair and face, then swept another heavy arnful off the |ower roof. Mre snow
swirled around himand drifted down his neck, inside his jacket and shirt. Gimy, he swrled
asi de nmore snow, and nore of the powder sifted around him even getting into his nose and nout h.

He stepped back, all too conscious of cold danmpness down his back and toes goi ng nunb, | ooking
up at the snow beyond his reach

"Here! Use this," said Brental, handing Cerryl a small tinber- quarterspan by quarterspan-
per haps six cubits | ong.

"Thank you, Brental." Cerryl gratefully took the tinber

"No thanks. You be getting it done sooner this way. Da wants the sawpit cleaned later. Said
he'd tell you, but Ma feared for the hens if'n the roof went." The redheaded young man gri nned.
"I"'moff to clear the barn roof."

"Lucky you."

"When you're taller, you can help." Brental |aughed. "Make sure you brush off that snow 'fore
you go into the mll. It be getting warmthere now, and you won't be wanting wet clothes."

Cerryl nodded. No ... he wouldn't be wanting wet clothes. He took a firmgrip on the end of the

pi ne tinber and began to sweep the rest of the snow off the chicken house roof.

VI |

Cerryl lay on his back, the heavy coarse blankets up to his chin, [ooking up through the darkness
at the wi de planks overhead. He could sense, rather than see, the heavy tinbers that rested on
those pl anks- the end of the finish tinber rack hol di ng oak beans. Al npbst a dozen score were
stacked above Cerryl, seasoning, waiting for a buyer

Even in designing where his workers' roons were, Dylert wasted nothing, not even barn space,
since any storage where the roons were woul d have been al nost inaccessible. Cerryl frowned,

t hi nki ng about the three men-his father, his uncle, and Dylert. One had failed and di ed; one had
failed, but not died; and one had succeeded. Was it luck? Order? O had chaos just struck down his
father and crippled Uncle Syodor?

He recal | ed sonet hing Syodor had said to Nail-one night when they had thought Cerryl was
sl eepi ng- sonet hi ng about his father scream ng he could have been H gh Wzard of Fairhaven had he
only cone from coins. Sonehow, Cerryl didn't think that being H gh Wzard was sonething coins
coul d purchase. O had his father meant sonething el se? O had Syodor really recalled what his
father had said?

Cerryl inhaled deeply, then exhaled slowy with no answers. His breath no | onger steanmed |ike
hearth snmoke, and the worst of wi nter had passed, or so he hoped. One eight-day had been so cold
that both he and Rinfur had slept by the hearth in the mllnaster's house. The gray-haired wonman
who tutored Erhana on her letters had not been to the nmill in four or five eight-days.

It had taken Brental a two-stone black oak tinber to break the ice in the well. Cerryl shivered
at the nenory, glad that only an ei ght-day had been that chill

H s eyes went to the board under the cubby, the one he'd spent eight-days |oosening. Behind it
was the book he'd brought, the one he still kept puzzling over when he coul d.

That, too, he could sense behind the wood, in a different way, with a faint white glow, not so
reddish as a fire, but with the sane hidden depths. The book held a key, that he knew, but how
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could he find it when he couldn't even read?
He sighed again, his eyes blank, fixed on the planks over his pallet.

VI

A light but chill spring breeze blew through the open nill door, carrying the scent of danp earth
and pearappl e bl ossonms, and the hint of the words Dyl ert exchanged with a crafter in brown near
the m |l door

Cerryl was on his knees, a relief to be off his feet, half under the fresh pine cuts rack, half-
pushi ng, hal f-sweepi ng sawdust clear from underneath the | owest rack, using the side of the broom
He tried to ignore the itching in his nose and across his bare forearns, an itching that was worst
around t he pine sawdust.

"Cerryl!" called Dylert fromthe center aisle. "Were are you?"

"Yes, ser?" Cerryl straightened and stood, using his left hand on the rack to keep his bal ance.
"l was cleaning out under the pine racks."

"Good." Dylert nodded as though he had personally ordered Cerryl to clean there. Beside him
stood a burly man in brown, black-bearded with a dour | ook upon his face.

"There's a handcart in the second |unmber barn. Use it to bring three dozen of the narrow rough
fl oorboards fromthe second barn. The best ones we have there, nind you."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl set the broomcarefully against the rack, watching Dylert.

The m |l master turned toward the man in brown. "Wat will you be needing for tinber? W have

Cerryl eased hinself away fromthe rack, wal king as quickly as he could toward the mll door
each step sending a knife jab up his |egs.

Qutside was a cart, and between the traces was a brown mule, thin and bony. The mnule's | eads,
and a halter rope as well, were tethered to the ring on the mllrace side of the causeway.

Cerryl glanced up at the thickening clouds, then staggered and put his hand on the door frane
to steady hinself.

"CGeeahh!" Brental guided the enpty log cart back toward the m|l, gesturing for the oxen to
stop as they neared the nmule cart.

Wth a pleasant snile plastered in place, Cerryl tried not to linp, but his toes and cal ves
knotted with every step

"Cerryl, what's the matter?" asked Brental

"Nothing. | was sweeping under the pine racks. I'mstiff."
"Cerryl..." said the redhead firmy. "Sit dowmn on the wall there. Next to the hitching post.
Ri ght now. "

"Dylert said | was to use the handcart and bring himthree dozen of the narrow rough
floorboards fromthe second barn."” Cerryl stopped beside the hitching post but did not sit.

"I'"ll help you if it comes to that. Sit down," Brental insisted.

Cerryl sat.

"OFf with the boots."

The youth | ooked stolidly ahead, as if Brental had not spoken

"Off..." Brental reached down and eased off one boot and then the other
Cerryl did not |look at either his feet or boots.
"Your toes are bloody." Brental shook his head. "Darkness ... how |l ong you been like this?"

Cerryl | ooked at the stones of the causeway, his face bl ank
"Your feet are too small for those boots."
Cerryl kept |ooking down.

Brental sighed. "You get chaos blisters there, and you'll not work again. You'll not walk
again."

"Your da said I'd not go unshod, not in a lunber mll." Cerryl managed to keep his jaw firm "I
al nost have enough coppers for boots."

Brental |aughed, not harshly but ruefully. "Lad ... Cerryl... you'd not ask for anything, would
you?"

Cerryl net Brental's gaze evenly. "I'd rather not."

"There are times to ask, and tinmes not to. When you cannot walk, it be tine to ask." The
redhead shook his head. "1've got an old pair of boots. They'll do better than these. Wiit here."

"The boards ..." Cerryl glanced toward the m || door

"Al'l right. You get the boards-barefoot. I'll neet you here before you go back into the mlIl."

Brental stood and gestured. "Rinfur! Watch the oxen for a nonent."
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Ri nfur crossed the road. "Have to get the team"

"I'"ll be back in just a nmonent."

"Yes, master Brental." Rinfur shook his head.

Before Rinfur could see his feet, Cerryl stood and began to walk slowy, if nore quickly than
if he had worn boots, to the second | unber barn. The handcart was inside the door, and he pushed
it to the right. The fl oorboards were on the low rack on the far right, and barefooted as he was,
he was glad that he'd swept the second barn the day before.

He inspected each board, letting his eyes check it, and holding it a noment, trying to get a
feel of the wood before stacking it on the handcart. Sort of a gol den oak, sonmewhere between bl ack
oak and white, floor oak wasn't bad. Three | engths he set aside because the knots were obvious,
and two because he coul d sense, sonehow, that the boards were weak.

Once he had the gol den oak fl oorboards stacked in four short piles, he pushed the cart slowy
back out of the barn and along the cool stones of the causeway back toward the mll.

Brental was standing by the oxen by the tine Cerryl and the handcart reached the nule cart
beside the mllrace wall.

"Da ... he's still jawing with master Hesduff. Got sone boots here, and a bucket of water. Sit
back down."

Cerryl sank onto the wall.

Brental took a soaking rag and sponged away dust and bl ood. His eyes wi dened. "Darkness... what
you did." The redhead shook his head. "Cerryl. You have to wash your feet several tines a day, no
matter what. Till these heal. You understand?" Brental's brown eyes bored into Cerryl. "And wash
"emright '"fore you go to bed.™

"Yes, Brental."

"Cerryl?" called Dylert.

"You stay here." Brental stood and pushed the handcart toward the mll, calling out, "Cerryl
got the boards. | was conming this way, so | thought 1'd bring 'emfor you."
" CGood. "

"Good day, naster Hesduff," said Brental

"Good day, young Brental. Hard to believe I'ma-looking up to you."

As the three talked inside the mll door, Cerryl |ooked at the fresh blood welling across his
brui sed and blistered feet, then squared his shoul ders.

"Good boards for rough cut... Pick themout, Brental ?"

"No, master Hesduff. Young Cerryl did. Has an eye for wood, |1'd say."

"Does indeed ... Wuld you |oad those on the cart? Now ... about the tinbers, Dylert?"

Brental slipped back out of the mll, pushing the handcart.

Cerryl stood and wal ked over to the back of the nule cart. "I can |load these." He took the top

pair of floorboards.

"We can get it done twice as fast together," Brental said mildly.

Cerryl didn't object. His feet still hurt, if not so much as before. Neither spoke while they
stacked the boards.

"Brental! Bring that cart back."

Brental nodded and wheel ed the cart back into the mll, returning shortly with eight six-cubit
tinbers laid across it.

Again, Cerryl helped Brental |oad the tinbers into the mule cart. Brental tied themin place
with two | engths of henp as Hesduff and Dylert strolled out of the mll.

"We'l|l be seeing how these work out, and I'll be back before Iong." The crafter nodded to the
m || master.

"And we'll be here, Hesduff." Dylert sniled politely.

"Sure you will be. A pleasure, Dylert. Al ways a pleasure." Hesduff untied the mule and clinbed
onto the cart seat, then flicked the reins.

As the cart creaked away and down the road, Brental slipped up beside Dylert and began to speak
to his father in a | ow voice. Cerryl mght have been able to hear themif he strained, but he just
sat on the wall dunbly, fearing the worst. If only he'd had sone coppers before he started at the
mll... if only his feet hadn't grown so fast... He wanted to shake his head but didn't. Wat good
woul d it have done?

Once the nmule cart left, Dylert wal ked over to Cerryl. He shook his head. "Cerryl?"

"Yes, ser?"

"Have | been cruel to you? Have | beat you? Or failed to feed you? O clothe you?"

Cerryl |ooked at the stones of the causeway. "No, ser. Never, ser."

"Boy ... you ask for little. |I know that. But there's a tine for brains and a tine for pride.
What if Brental hadn't seen? How | ong afore you' d never wal k agai n?"
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"I"'msorry, ser. | did not think."
"No, you didn't. You' ve had a hard life, but I'd not make it harder. Don't you, either. Take
care of your body, boy. Be the only one you have." Dylert nodded at Brental. "You say those old

boots of yours will fit?"

"Be better if he didn't work in the mll for a day or two. Qught to go barefoot."

"Pl ace be clean enough to do without for a day or two." Dylert |aughed. "Viental always be
taking off." He | ooked at Cerryl. "You can help Dyella round the house. No boots. Understand?"

"Yes, ser." Cerryl |ooked up. "Thank you, ser." He swallowed. "Thank you." He had to | ook down,
afraid Dylert would see how close to tears he was.

"That be all right, Cerryl. Just get those feet well."

"Yes, ser."

"Now ... up to the house and tell Dyella you'll be doing chores for her. Darkness knows, she
could use the help with ail the wool coming in." He snorted. "And Erhana could spend nore tine on
her | essons. Always |ooking for a way out, that child."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl nodded.

"Put the boots in your cubby first," said Brental. "You need to clean the old ones sonetine.

M ght be soneone el se could use themlater."

Cerryl nodded again, forcing his eyes up to neet Dylert's. "Thank you, ser

"OFf with you, boy."

Cerryl could tell that Dylert didn't feel as gruff as he sounded, but he answered politely,
"Yes, ser."

I X

The white nages, powerful in the paths of peace and wary of war, girded their robes and invoked
the hopes of peace... but all were dooned.

For Nyl an, the dark angel, again lifted his hands, and he unbound the Accursed Forest of
Nacl os, and the forest rewarded him and rendered back unto himthe fires of Heaven and the rains
of death. And Nyl an | aughed and cast those fires and rain across the west of Candar. And Ayrlyn
sang songs that wenched soul from soul and heart from body.

The Mrror Lancers found their |light [ances turned upon them and the very earth rose and snote
them and the righteousness of the white mages was for naught as their gl asses expl oded before
them and death rained upon all..

The very ground heaved, and... the Grass Hills were seared into the Stone Hills, so dry that
nothing lives there to this day ..

The few white mages who renai ned, they slipped away to the east, far across the Wsthorns, and
even beyond the Easthorns, fearing that the west of Candar was no place for the goodness of white.

I ndeed, they were sore justified in their fears, for the demon wonen of Tower Bl ack, the heart
of the evil kingdom of Westw nd, grasped the Westhorns as a constricting snake seizes its prey.
Their netalled roads pinioned the very peaks, and all trade bowed to their black bl ades.

The dark forests of Naclos swelled back over their forner domain, those | ands that the ancient
white nages had freed, and the forests once again swallowed the |ands in darkness. Therein dwelt
the evil druid Nylan and the songmage Ayrlyn, and their offspring nade Naclos their own, and the
shadows of their power shaded all of Candar fromthe Wsthorns to the Great Western Ccean.

and in the fullness of time came the white nages to Fairhaven, to begin again the struggle
to reclaimall of Candar fromthe grip of darkness..
Col ors of Wite
(Manual of the Cuild at Fairhaven)
Pref ace

X

After stepping out onto the porch, the bean soup that had been dinner filling his stonmach
confortably, Cerryl |ooked out fromunder the eaves. Aline of rain splattered on the stones of
the causeway that |inked the |unber barns and the mll.

"Win't be stopping any tinme soon," offered Viental, standing by the railing. "Either sit and
wait, or run. Me ... | stopped running a long tine ago." The stocky | aborer turned, wal ked to the
enpty bench agai nst the house wall, and sat down heavily.

"You get wet about the sane if you run or you wal k." Rinfur shook his head. "You wal k to your
room and hang up your clothes, and they got tine to dry."
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"Whil e you shiver in your blankets," answered Viental. "Not for ne, thank you."

Cerryl sat cross-1legged on the planks of the porch floor, his eyes on the darker clouds to the
sout hwest, over the mnes, over the old house where he had |ived as |ong as he coul d renenber
until he'd cone to the mll. Was Syodor out in the rain, using it to uncover new gl eanings? O
were his aunt and uncle sitting before a warm hearth? He rubbed his forehead, aware of a dul
t hr obbi ng growi ng above and behi nd his eyes.

"Be raining for a long tinme," Rinfur said with a shrug, stepping out fromthe porch and
striding toward his roomin the first |unber barn. "M ght as well get wet so as | can get dry
soonest . "

"I can always get wet," answered Viental with a deep |laugh. "Better to stay dry, | say."

The rain dripped off the edge of the eaves steadily, in a pattern that seened to pound into
Cerryl's skull. Abruptly, he stood.

"Going to get wet, are you?" asked Viental

"I't will happen sooner or later," the youth answered, starting down the stone steps.

"Not for me," called Viental

Cerryl wal ked through the rain and the growing twilight back to the barn. Once inside his room
he pulled off the danp canvas jacket and hung it on the peg by the door

At least inside his room the pounding of the rain wasn't quite so pronounced. Still, for a
time Cerryl sat on the edge of his pallet, trying to ignore the splatting of the rain and the
throbbing in his skull that al most kept rhythmto the patter of the rain on the side of the barn.

Tap! Tap!

Cerryl frowned, then went to the narrow door, opening it.

A broad-shoul dered figure stood there, patch over one eye.

"Unc-"
"Hush!" Syodor's hand covered Cerryl's mouth. "Not a word. Follow nme."
"I'n the rain?" asked Cerryl, inadvertently nassaging his forehead again, trying to relieve the

dull pressure behind his eyes.

"Only safe way," said Syodor, the water dripping off his oiled | eathers, turning and sl oggi ng
across the neadow grass away fromthe | unber barn.

Cerryl threw on his too-snmall canvas jacket and followed his uncle toward the |ine of oaks
across the hill.

Crack!

A line of lightning flashed, followed by the drunroll of thunder

Cerryl winced. The lightning-or the thunder-kept thrumm ng through his skull, but Syodor
pl unged onward, toward the ancient oaks.

"Couldn't do this, lad, except when | knew the rain'd last. Had to do this afore long."

Do what? Cerryl wondered but did not ask, just stepped up beside his uncle and kept wal ki ng,
hi s boots squishing on the wet grass and soggy ground. Hi s hair was soaked again, and rain began

to ooze down his neck. He shivered, nore fromhis headache than fromthe chill of the cold water
seepi ng down his spine.

"Wsh you were older, but there be a tinme for aught and all, and that be now ..." The gnarled
m ner's voice died anay as he cane to a stop under the dark oak, the last one in the line |eading
fromDylert's house across the hill and overl ooki ng the | ower nmeadow. Syodor reached inside his

oi l ed | eathers and handed Cerryl a small obl ong package-somet hing wapped in old m ne canvas.
"Brought these for you, young fellow. Don't you be opening 'em here. Rain be spoiling them"

"What... are they?" Cerryl could sense the faintest of white glows, even beneath the canvas.

"Books, your da's books. Wsh | could have taught you letters." Syodor shrugged. "Best no one
knew you lived, and we feared anyone knew letters'd tell the mages. They mi ght have cone for you."

Even as he wi ped water away fromhis eyes, Cerryl kept his face calm ignoring the headache as
well. Finally, he asked, "Uncle, you never told nme. What happened to ny da? And not her?"

"The white nmages killed your da ... with their nmagic. They sent the | ancers after your na. She
finally went to 'em That was after you were safe with us."” Syodor peered out from under the oiled
| eat her hood. "Figured they knew about her, she did, but not about you. You were but a mite then,
fit in my hand.”

"But why?" Cerryl swallowed. "Wat did he do?"

"Your da ... | don't know .. .'cept your ma, she told Nail that he took some books 'cause no
one woul d teach him That he wanted to learn howto be a real nage, not a rock nage nor a hedge
mage. He learned his letters sonewhere. Never did say where." The miner | ooked away from Cerryl
and downhill toward the danp clay of the road fromthe mnes.

After a nonent, Syodor pointed to the canvas-w apped books that Cerryl held. "Them.. m ght be
them | thought about destroyin' '"em..." He shook his head. "Your da died for 'em M ghta been
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crazy, thinking he could have been a great mage, if he'd been born to coins, but we don't choose
our folk. Even so, don't seemright that way. Seen you with your scraps of glass." He |aughed.

"Didn't think as we knew, did you, |ad? Sonmeday ... anyway, seeing as you be what you be ... tine
you have 'em" His jaw squared. "Don't tell a one aught about 'em No one. Mages m ght think they
be lost forever .. .'less they hear, and they listen on the wind. 'Cept in the rain." A rough

smle crossed his lips. "You be Iike them Your head, it aches in the rain, does it not?"
Cerryl nodded.

"Their glasses ... their magery, the falling water nakes it hard for themto see. Hard, too,
for "emto see into caves or snall roons ... that's what your nma said, anyhow. Like your da, she
saw nore than nost fol ks...'

Cerryl wanted to shake his head, or yell, or sonething. There was so nuch nore he wanted to
ask, and his head ached, and he didn't even know where to start. "But... why ... why ... did the
white nages kill her?"

"Coul dn't say for sure.... She never told either Nail nor nme. Said the |l ess we knew ... safer
you' d be."

"She had to | eave? Wiy?"

"They had | ancers a-looking for her nost places.... Shandreth asked nme once if |I'd seen her

Had to tell himno, even when she was eating and sl eeping not a hundred cubits fromthe hearth."

"Looki ng for her?"

"Don't know as who else. Wiite lancers ... they be nean nmen, Cerryl. You stay clear of them no
matter what it be taking."

Cerryl shivered, thinking about the day he'd seen the white lancers in Hewett. They'd | ooked
nean then.

"The mages ... they be nages, but the lancers are killers, without souls, no better than the
ol d bl ack denons of the Westhorns." Syodor fingered his chin. "Could be a nmite worse, fromwhat |
hear." He shrugged. "Well, boy ... got to be going, be well away fromhere afore the rain lifts.
Woul dn't want ny image showing in the glass, not with the power of them books show ng, too."
Syodor extended a big hand and cl apped Cerryl on the shoulder. "W'Il|l be seeing you as we can. You
know t hat, | ad, do you not?"

"I know. " Cerryl swallowed. "I know "

"Be off now "

Cerryl stood under the dark oak, watching until Syodor vanished into the rain and mst. Then he
wal ked sl ow y back to the | unber barn.

In the dimess of the room Cerryl eased open the canvas, glad that he could see better than
nost in the dark. There were two sl ender books, bound in age-darkened |leather. His eyes watered as
he gl anced at them

Then he frowned. Between themwas a white-bronze circlet. He turned it over. Two rough patches
in the netal on the back indicated brackets or sonething had once been attached.

Except for a thicker rim the circlet, a half-span across, was of uniformthickness and snpoth
to the touch. Yet... Cerryl studied it for along tine in the darkness.

Final ly, he nodded. Sonehow, the pin or ornanent was nade of two separate netals that net in an
undul ati ng edge, put together so snmoothly that he could not feel the joins, only sense themwth
the sight that was not sight.

The books went behind the board with the book fragnent he already had cached there, but the
circlet-that he kept, his fingers around it even when he lay back on his pallet and drifted into
an uneasy sl eep.

Xl

A. soft breeze brushed across the porch, carrying the scent of |late apple bl ossoms, the turned
earth of the garden to the southwest of the house, and the | ess wel come odor of the horse nanure
Cerryl had spent the day cleaning out of the stable.

Cerryl sat on the edge of the porch, his boots on the top stone step, |ooking eastward,
supposedly toward Lydiar. The nore distant hills were fading into the early twlight.

"What do you do at the mill, Cerryl?" asked Erhana fromthe bench behind him
"What ever they need ne to do. You saw ne with the shovel and manure." Cerryl's hair was stil
danmp, plastered against his skull, and his forearms itched, despite his washing in cold water

before dinner. Wthout the nightly washing before dinner, he had discovered, his arns becane
covered with an ugly red rash, and after dealing with the stable, he'd definitely needed to wash
up, alnost all over.
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"Da- Fat her-Si glinda says that | should say 'Father.' Father doesn't let me in the mll. He let
Brental in there when he was snaller than I am"

"Brental will have to run the mll."

"I wouldn't want to." Erhana |ifted her head slightly-Cerryl could tell that w thout turning.
"I"mgoing to have a wealthy consort and live in a fine house in Lydiar." Her voice dropped
slightly. "You didn't say what you really do in the mlIl."

"I sweep floors, stack the tinbers, nove things, clean the sawpit. Brental's beginning to teach
me about the oxen." He paused, then asked, turning finally to |l ook at the dark-haired girl, "What
do you do with that lady in the parlor?"

"She be-she is not a lady. She's Siglinda, and she gives nme ny | essons." Erhana cocked her head
and offered a superior smle. "I"'mlearning my letters."

" Ch?"

"Letters are inportant for a lady."

"I'"d wager you don't know them well enough to teach nme."

"Why woul d you want to know letters? You' re always going to be working in the mll."

"See?" Cerryl said with a grin. "You can't do it."

"l can, too."

"You'll have to prove it." Cerryl |ooked disbelieving.

"l don't have to prove anything to you." Erhana sniffed.

"You don't. That be right," Cerryl said, grinning again.

"You couldn't learn letters, anyway."

"You don't know that, not until you try and | can't learn."” Cerryl smled. "OF course, that

m ght nmean you couldn't teach ne, either. Your da, he says ..." Cerryl let the words trail off.
"He says what?" Erhana's voice shar pened.
"Not hing ... nothing."
"You're ... nothing but a mll rat, Cerryl."
Cerryl forced a shrug, intent on keeping any concern fromhis face. "If you really knew your

letters, you could teach themto a mll rat. You're just calling ne names 'cause you can't."”
"Cerryl... you are ..." Erhana paused. "You are ..
He stood. "If you're that good, you can teach nme letters. | be here every night after supper."
"I don't have to teach you anything."
Cerryl forced a smile, then grinned before turning and wal ki ng down toward his cubby room
"Cerryl..."
He forced hinself to keep wal ki ng.

Xl

Cerryl rubbed his forehead again, trying to massage away the dull ache from somewhere deep within
his skull. The massage didn't help, and he resumed restacking the flooring planks, ensuring that
there were indeed ten in each pile, as Brental had instructed hima dozen stacks of ten

He paused, his eyes going to the half-open mll door and to the steady rain beyond, rain that
had fallen fromgray skies for the past two days. He | ooked back at the span-w de planks, his eyes
watering. Wth a sigh, he counted the last stack again. Ten

Why did the steady rain give himsuch a headache? Syodor had said it affected all the white
mages. He could use his mirror fragnents to pull up inmages-places |Iike Fairhaven, the white city,
and even the cows in the | ower pasture. Did those things mean he was a mage-or could be? O that
the mages would kill him as they had his father, if they discovered hinf

He'd only been able to have a few sessions with Erhana and her copybooks, but already he could
pi ck out some of the letters in his books, although the script was curved and nore el aborate than
that in hers. He could nmake out a handful of words, not enough to read anything ... not vyet.

Hs fingers went to his belt pouch and tightened around the talisman-was that what it was?-that
Syodor had given him Had it been his father's? O had his father picked it up sonewhere?
.. afore mdsumer, Dorban will be here for the seasoned oak- the big tinbers for the
shipyard ..." A good thirty cubits away, Dylert's voice trailed off.

"He always conplains," said Brental, "but he cones back."

Cerryl did not turn his head. He'd learned years earlier that his hearing was sharper than that
of nost folks. He'd also | earned that he gained nore information by not letting on

"He hopes that we'll lower the price if he conplains enough ..."

Cerryl kept listening as he started in on the third pile.

"0000." He stopped and carefully eased out the splinter. Although he tried to be careful, wood
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had splinters, sone of them sharp enough to cut deeply if he_were careless or if his mind wandered-
as it just had.

Cerryl shook his head. Was Erhana right? That he'd spend the rest of his |ife inthe mll, the
way Ri nfur was?

Hs |lips tightened, but his eyes and attention went back to the hardwood pl anks.

Standing closer to the big blade of the sawitself, Dylert and Brental continued talking, but
Cerryl shut out their words.

Qutside the mll, the rain continued to fall, beating on the roof, on the stones, and inside
Cerryl's skull.

Xl
Cerryl hurried out of the nmill and along the causeway, noting the bean plants in the garden on the
hill, already calf-high in the mdnorning light. He found it hard to believe that sumer had
slipped into Hrisbarg, al nost without his know edge.

The gray-haired Siglinda's voice drifted dowmn fromthe house porch toward the mll, clearly

audi ble with the wheel and the saw silent. "No! He is going to the narket. Read what is on the
page. In any case, 'be' is not a verb cultured people use, except with the subjunctive."
Cerryl half wondered what she meant, what the subjunctive was. He tried to hold on to the idea

that he should use "is" instead of "be." Still, he needed to find Dylert.
He slipped into the first [unber barn, then froze as he saw the two figures by the racks. He
wai ted, listening, so still that he could feel hinself blend into the white oak stacked on his

left. In the racks across the narrow side aisle of the second |unber barn were the various-sized
pl anks and tinbers of first-quality black oak

"I amnost certain that the duke would confer his best w shes upon you for providing what |
need at a nost reasonable price," said the small stocky man in the gray tunic. "H s best w shes

Dylert stood at the edge of the center aisle, gesturing toward the racked bl ack oak cuts. "Fine
tal k, naster cabinet naker," said the mll-nmaster with a gentle [augh, "but cutting | orken or
bl ack oak nmeans sharpening the bl ade for darkness-near every |og. Best w shes don't pay for the
work or the tine. Nor the wear on the bl ade."

"I"mnot asking you to deliver, Dylert. I'"'mthe one paying a wagon to carry it all back to
Lydi ar."

"You haven't nuch choice, Erastus. There's no one in eastern Lydiar who's taken care to
preserve bl ack oak and | orken. You want good lorken, you'll come to ne, or go a fair piece west of
here. "

Erastus offered a shrug. "The duke has insisted on a bl ack-oak-and-1orken chest. | had thought
you m ght understand."

"Let the duke pay for it, then," answered Dylert.

"I"'mal ready paying for the wagon. Three golds for the wood," suggested the crafter

In the shadows of the wood racks, Cerryl frowned. Erastus's words felt wong. Was that because
he bar gai ned?

"Erastus, it's four golds for that nmuch |l orken. That doesn't include the oak you need for
braci ng. "

"You're a brigand, Dylert, a black-bearded brigand with the smile of a streetwal ker and the
heart of a mage."

Dyl ert |aughed. "You know better than that. Six golds for the lot, and I'lIl even throw in sone
of the pine planks for your apprentices to work with."

Erastus sighed. "You don't bargain nuch. How about a few | engths of gol den oak as well?"

"A few, " conceded Dylert.

"Be generous," suggested Erastus. "If the duke isn't grateful, then | will be."

"I"d count on your gratitude far nore than the duke's,"” answered Dylert. "Far nore."

"Six golds," Erastus agreed. "Once the wagon's | oaded, and |I've seen the wood."

"Fair enough. You'll get the best."

"Il bring the wagon to the door here." Erastus gestured.

The nmill master nodded, then watched as the crafter wal ked out, passing within a half-dozen
cubits of Cerryl.

Once Erastus was out of the mll, Dylert beckoned toward Cerryl. "What do you want, |ad?"

"Brental sent nme. There's a crack in the second big blade. He said you should know. He and
Viental are changing it now " Cerryl waited.

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20E.%20Modesitt/Modesitt,%2...%20Recluse%2006%20-%20The%20White%200rder.txt (21 of 197) [5/22/03 12:33:48 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20E.%20M odesitt/M odesi tt, %20L %20E%20-%20Recl use%62006%20-%20The%20Whi te%200r der . txt

"Dar kness and denons! First, Erastus and now a cracked blade. That's a good ten golds for a

bl ade like that." He shook his head, then fingered his trimred bl ack-and-silver beard. "Ten golds
where ..." His eyes focused on the youth. "You nove |ike a serpent, young fellow Never saw
you until Erastus was |eaving. How nuch did you hear?"

"Just the part about the duke wanting a bl ack-oak-and-|orken chest, ser. And after that."
Cerryl met the millmaster's eyes.

"Well... let it be a lesson to you. Fol ks al ways expect that you'll do nore for less if a duke
or a great man wants sonething. Sonetimes, it's like as true. Mst times, the great nan never
heard. O d Erastus there, he was trying to get ne to charge himless. You think that he'd be
asking a copper less fromthe duke had | even given himthe |l orken? Ha!" Dylert snorted. "Now ..
anot her bl ade to be reforged and tenpered and cut and sharpened... They don't think of that when
they want the wood cheap. No, they don't."

Cerryl nodded.

"And another thing, lad. Don't think I don't know you been sweet-tal king Erhana into teaching
you the letters after dinner." Dylert grinned. "Or any other tine."

"I don't do it when |I'm supposed to work, ser." Cerryl |ooked down at the clean-swept floor
st ones.

"That you don't, and you work hard. Harder than any boy | had here." Dylert frowned. "Wy the
letters?"

"My da, he could read. Least | could do is learn ny letters,"” said Cerryl, know ng he was not
telling the entire truth, and hoping Dylert did not press him

"Trying to match your da." Dylert nodded. "Fol ks don't talk nmuch of your father. You know why?"

"They said he was a wi zard."

"He tried to be a wizard, lad. There be a difference." Dylert paused, then added, "The white
mages, they choose you... if they think you m ght be one of them No one be naking them do what
they do not wish to do. No one be crossing them And trying to be a mage wi thout their blessing

that be a mighty crossing."” Dylert cleared his throat. "You understand that, |ad?"

"Yes, ser."

A creaking issued fromthe door to the barn

"Dylert! Wagon's here. | got a long trip back," called Erastus.

"Then, we be loading right now," returned the nmillnmaster before |ooking down at Cerryl, if not

so far down as the fall before. "You can use the handcart. Get the best ten gold oak planks from
the second barn. You got a good eye. He gets good seconds. Understood."

"Yes, ser."

"Better run back and tell Brental that I'Il be there soon as we get Erastus off. Then get the
oak. "

"Yes, ser."

"Good." Dylert smiled. "Of with you."

Cerryl scurried out of the barn and toward the mll, half-sighing in relief as he ran to give

Brental the nessage. Dylert hadn't said he couldn't keep learning his letters, and he hadn't
forced Cerryl into an actual lie.

XV

In the background, Cerryl could hear both wheels runbling and thunping, and the water roiled down
the mllrace behind where he sat in the shade, brush in hand. Neither the intermttent |ight
breeze nor the shade was enough to keep himfrom sweating in the hot afternoon, nor to keep away
the flies that buzzed back and forth, seemingly always at the back of his neck. He absently
brushed one away, only to feel it circling back

VWhhhr annnnnn. .

Cerryl | ooked up fromwhere he sat on the |low stone wall, not letting go of the stiff brush he
used to clean the oxen's yoke. Scrubbing the yoke was a sl ow and tedi ous process, working the dirt
and grine out w thout scarring the wood.

Inside the nmill, at the far end of the center aisle, Brental, Viental, and Dylert worked a big
pi ne 1 og through the beginning of a series of cuts. On one side Brental checked the guides through
which the log fed, drawn by the cradle wound fromthe upper and smaller waterwheel. One the other
side, Dylert watched, one hand on the cradle release, the other on the drop gear. Viental reset
the log after each pass, edging the cradle a quarter span nore toward the bl ade.

Cerryl blinked. The reddish white gl ow surroundi ng the bl ackness of the bl ade-had he seen that?
Ri ght through the heavy | o0g? He thought he had before, but on this afternoon, the gl ow seened
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brighter. He squinted, leaning toward the mill, his fingers tightening around the broom handl e.

Why coul d he sense somet hing he couldn't see? Not see properly anyway. The reddi sh white gl ow
was there-the sane glow he'd felt in the mnes that even Syodor had avoi ded-and the sane gl ow
that, in a nuch | esser degree, perneated the books from his father

He frowned. Another question, one he pondered, tinme and tine gain. Wiy had his uncl e never
mentioned that he had been the master-niner? Cerryl hadn't learned that until Dylert had said so

He studi ed the yoke, then nodded. Even Brental would be pleased. He | ooked back at the bl ade.
It seenmed brighter, yet with an angry reddish tint, one he hadn't seen before.

He bent down to |ift the yoke to carry it back up to the stables, but his eyes went back to the
mll, where the reddi sh white of the blade, that color no one el se seenmed to see, |ooned over the
massive log and the mll blade, alnost as though it were ready to | ash out at Brental and Dylert.
He took a step down the causeway, then stopped and gl anced back agai n.

His lips tightened before he set down the brush and yoke and scurried into the nmill, al nost
runni ng down the center aisle, the clonping of his heavy boots drowned in the screech of the saw
and the thunping of the waterwheels.

Dyl ert, standing on the platform above and to the right of the saw, waved hi m back

Cerryl shook his head and pointed toward the bl ade.

Dyl ert gestured again, inpatiently.

"Pl ease, ser! Stop the blade," Cerryl shouted, but his words were | ost in the whining of the
bl ade. He pointed to the bl ade again, gesturing, trying to make Dyl ert understand. Then he gl anced
toward the drop gear on the small platformbel ow Dylert.

Before Cerryl had taken nore than a pair of steps, the mllmaster had dropped down to the drop
gear | ever and yanked it.

Cerryl took a deep breath as the whining screech of the blade died down, and a dull clunk
reverberated through the mll.

Dylert turned away fromthe drop gear, clanbered back to the water gates and cl osed them and
set both wheel brakes.

Brental |ooked fromCerryl to the saw platform where the blade was still hidden, |ocked in the
bi g pine |og.

Viental just scow ed.

The mi |l master clinbed down and wal ked toward Cerryl. "Now ... never seen you run like that,

|l ad. Hope this be worth it. Best be worth it, indeed." Hs face was streaked with sweat, wth
sawdust pl astered across his cheeks and i nbedded in his beard. H's jaw was set, waiting.

Cerryl swallowed. "Ser ... the blade ... sonething be-sonmething is wong with it."
After a nonment, Dylert frowned. "You be seeing that fromw t hout?"
"Hearing, ser," Cerryl lied. "It... sounded wong. | know ... you are the mllImster ... but |

had to tell you."
"Hpphhmm Sounds he hears," grunbled Viental
Brental glared at the stocky |aborer.

"Well... we be shut down. M ght be | ooking afore anything else.” Dylert frowned. "If there be a
crack or flaw," he shrugged, "then we stand lucky. If not," he |l ooked at Cerryl, "a lot of work
you'll have to do, young fellow A darkness lot to nmake up for this."

"Yes, ser."

Dyl ert glanced at the other two. "Cot to clear the bl ade anyway. Let's be at it."
Cerryl stepped back and watched as the three men westled the |log off the blade. Sweat
continued to ooze down his back

"Now ... he has to hear it..." nmunbled Viental, with a | ook at the youth.
"Ti me enough to conplain when we find he be wong," answered Dylert. "If he be wong. Cerryl's
not a flighty chap, like sone."

A last shove by Viental, and the log slipped away fromthe blade. Brental |ooked at the drop
gear and then at the water gates before taking a cloth and brushi ng away the sawdust that had
swirled around the circul ar toothed bl ade.

The color drained fromthe redhead's face. "There's a crack here ... might not a held another
pass." Hi s eyes went to Cerryl.

Then Dyl ert glanced at Cerryl, frowned, then grinned. "CQuess you mght yet nake a mll man

boy. Anyone hear a blade off-true like that..." He shook his head. "My da, he clained he coul d.
never could. That be why... | check the blade so often. Thought he was a-tellin' tales."

Cerryl | ooked down for a nonent, his eyes on the sawdust-covered stones around the saw
platform "I wasn't sure, not all the way, but... | didn't want anyone hurt, and you tal ked about
how a broken bl ade..."

"He listens, too," said Brental. "dad | amthat he does."
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Vi ental shook his head ruefully. "Know why ny nother said to wait afore tal king."

"Well... good thing Henkar got the new bl ade forged and tenpered ... This rate we'll never
survive ... two blades this season. Best we get to it," Dylert said. "Can't be cutting with a
cracked bl ade. "

While the three nen westled to replace the blade, Cerryl stepped back and slipped out of the
mll, trying to keep from shaking as he did. Again, he'd barely nanaged to avoid revealing what he
had real ly seen.

Qutside, in the hot but slightly cooler shade by the nowsilent mllrace, he swall owed.

Finally, he lifted the heavy yoke and wal ked slowy uphill toward the stables.

XV

Cerryl |ooked at the handcart, upside down on the flooring stones just inside the nmill door, then
at the dark-stained and battered half bucket filled with grease.

Wth a slow and silent deep breath, Cerryl reached into the bucket and di pped out a gl obul e of
the dark substance with his right hand and net hodically began to grease the cart wheels and axl e,
using a thin stripped fir branch, barely nore than a twig, to push the grease where his fingers
couldn't reach.

Behind him at the other side of the mll, Dylert directed Brental and Viental as the three
continued cutting a half-dozen oak | ogs fromthe upper woods, |ogs that Dylert had marked and
felled a season before. Cerryl's eyes went to the saw platform but his senses only saw the norma
whitish red of the cutting, not the angry red of a stressed or cracked bl ade. He nodded and | ooked
back down at the dark gray grease.

After another repressed sigh, he dipped out nore grease.

"Some folk here to see you, Cerryl." Erhana stood in the door to the mill, her voice barely
audi bl e over the whine of the big blade and the thunp, thunp of the wheels.

"Me?" Cerryl finished daubing grease on the top exposed part of the cart's axle. "To see ne?"

Er hana smiled, then added, "Your aunt and uncle, | think."

Cerryl | ooked around for the grease rag, then saw it under the side of the upended left cart
wheel , where he'd placed it to keep any extra grease fromfalling on the floor stones. He picked
it up and wi ped his hand as clean as he could, then straightened, and wal ked out the door into the
sunl i ght.

Over head, the sumer sky was filled with white puffy clouds scuddi ng westward, clouds that cast
fast-nmoving shadows across the hills of western Lydiar and the forests to the north of the mll.

Cerryl glanced fromErhana to his aunt and uncle and then back to the brown-haired girl. "Thank
you. "

Er hana nodded and slipped uphill toward the house where Dyella was carding wool in the shade of
t he porch.

"How are you?" Cerryl asked after a nonment.

Syodor carried a small pack. Nail stood beside him enpty-handed. Both | ooked downcast, sonehow
smal l er than Cerryl recalled them

"You've grown." Nail |icked her |ips nervously.

"My feet have, anyway." Cerryl offered a smle.

Nei t her Syodor nor Nail returned the smle.

"What... what is the matter?" Cerryl felt unconfortable with the proper use of "is," at |east
in speaking to his aunt and uncle, but he remai ned determ ned to speak properly. He | ooked
steadily at his uncle.

"Thi ngs have been better, |lad. Aye, they have been." Syodor |ooked at the ground, not speaking
for a time. "The duke ... ny patent... said no |onger could grub the mines."

"I"'msorry." Cerryl nodded gravely, feeling that his words offered little confort. "I really
am | wish | could do sonmething." Even as he spoke, sensing the disconfort of his aunt and uncl e,
he found hi nsel f wondering why Syodor's words felt so wong, even though his uncle had often
worri ed about the patent.

"Best you can do, child," said Nail, "be to take care of yourself."

"You got a place, Cerryl. Better than we could give you now." Syodor again | ooked down at the
stones of the causeway. "Dylert be a good man."

"I know, uncle ... but what about you? Where will you go?" Cerryl swallowed. He'd never
expected Syodor or Nail to be anywhere but at the house by the ancient nines.
"Don't you be worrying about us," adnonished Nail. "Not |ike as we got that nuch |onger to

worry, child. 'Sides, we got a place."
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Cerryl | ooked back at his uncle.
"Got a cousin in Vergren," said Syodor, his voice flat. "Sheep country there. He's got an extra

cot. Small, and it needs sone work. Even nmanaged to borrow his nmule cart. Take npbst of our
t hi ngs. "
"I'sn't there anything ... any place el se?"

"What el se we need, |ad? The mines are over for ne. Have been for a long tinme. Just didn't want
to admit it."

Syodor's voice was rough, Cerryl realized belatedly. "I"'msorry. Can you tell me where you'l
be?"

"Tonmorrow we set out," said Nail. "Like as dawn. Gerhar be Syodor's cousin. H's place be on the
old north road, past the second hill, to Vergren, that be."

" Tonor r ow?"

"The Duke's man gave us but four eight-days, and it was nost of that finding Gerhar." Syodor
forced a wy snmile, one that did not touch his remnaining good eye. "Lucky we be that Gerhar has
but one young daughter and can use the extra hands."

Cerryl shook his head. "Perhaps | should cone ...

"No." Syodor's voice was as firmas Cerryl had ever heard it. "Better you renain here with
Dyl ert. Leastwi se you have a trade. |If anyone asks, best you tell themyou be an orphan, but that
your folk cone from Montgren, Vergren way." He | aughed once. "That be true enough, now. "

Cerryl noistened his |ips.

"Brought you sone things," said Nail, after another nonent of silence.

Syodor opened the pack. "Pack be yours, too, Cerryl. Sooner or later, like as you be needing
it." He took out sonething, sonething that gl owed white beneath his hand with the |ight that was
like that of the sun, and yet not. "This, it be your da's," the nminer added gruffly, extending a
smal | knife in a sheath. The knife and sheath were nearly toy-sized, small enough to fit within
Cerryl's palm "This, too," Syodor added, placing a silver-framed mrror-a screeing glass-beside
the knife.

Cerryl glanced down at the itenms in his hands, then at Nail

She net his glance. "There be no denying what a nan be. Your da, he couldn't ha' been ot her
than he was. Nor you, Cerryl. He was a-fiddling with the light afore he could talk, or so your
nmot her said. Too young, she said." Nail shrugged. "You be a nite older. | seen you with the
gl asses and the white fire. Tried to keep you from a-burnin' yourself too young."

Syodor nodded. "Anyways, we thought... we wanted you to have them not when you be too young,
though. | kept them away fromthe house,” the m ner added. "Knew as you'd feel them sonehow. "

"There be a warmwi nter coat there. You da's ... saved it for you, and a scarf, your nm's best
scarf..." Nail sniffed. "Know as you can't use a scarf... but felt you ought to have sonething
that was hers." She stepped forward and abruptly hugged Cerryl. "Did the best we could for you ..
and for your ma." Tears streaked her face.

Cerryl could sense the absolute certainty of her words, and, swallow ng hard, he had to fight
to keep his own eyes fromwatering. "I know you did. A ways be thankful... always."” He swall owed
agai n and hugged her back, realizing howthin and frail she had becone.

As suddenly as she had hugged him Nail backed away in two swift steps, sniffed, and blotted
her eyes. "Had to come with Syodor. Wouldn't ha' been right, otherw se."

Syodor grasped Cerryl's forearmw th both hands and squeezed, and gnarl ed and bent as the one-
eyed m ner was, Cerryl could still feel the strength. "You be not a burly man, young Cerryl, but
strong you be in ways not of the eye. If you be careful, you be doing well for yourself." Syodor
rel eased the grip and stepped back quickly. "W be light proud of you." After a nonent, he added,
"Best we be going, now. Along trip tonorrow "

"Take care ... please ..." Cerryl stamrered, feeling somehow nunb, as though he should say
nore, do nmore, but not know ng what else he could say or do.

"Best as we can, lad," said Syodor, "and you the sane."

Nai | sniffed again and nodded. The two turned and began to wal k down the |ane.

Cerryl wanted to run after them Instead, still holding the canvas pack, in which he had
carefully replaced the mrror and the knife, Cerryl watched as his aunt and uncle wal ked sl owly
down the |ane, back to the main road, and the m nes-and Vergren

"Cerryl ? What you doing-" Dylert stopped tal king as he saw the two figures wal ki ng qui ckly
toward the main road. "That Syodor?"

"They came to say good-bye," Cerryl said slowy. "The duke canceled his patent, and they have
to leave the nmines. After all those years...'

"Where are they going?" Dylert's voice was softer

"Uncl e has a cousin in Vergren. He's going to tend sheep, he said."
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"Sad thing it be," offered Dylert. "The masterm ner of Lydiar, and a shepherd he nust end his
days. "

"I offered to help them" Cerryl |ooked down at the causeway. "Uncle Syodor-he insisted | stay
here." He |ooked at the mllnmaster. "That's all right?"

Dyl ert |aughed sadly and shook his head. "Cerryl, you be worth nore than | pay you. Wuld that
I could pay nore, but stay you can, young fellow " H's gaze went to the distant figures. "Darkness
if I can figure the ways of the world. O der | get, the stranger it seens. Master-m ner, best
there ever was, and a shepherd he nust be." The nmill master shook his head again.

Cerryl swallowed and continued to watch, long after Dylert had left, until Syodor and Nai
vani shed on the dusty road, am d the fast-noving shadows of the cl ouds.

XVI

Unto the generations stood the black tower on the heights of the Westhorns, and fromit issued
forth the denon warriors and their blades, controlling trade and using the very bl ood of those who
di spl eased themto create the nortar that bound their stone roads.

Nor did they suffer any man grown to survive upon their heights, discarding himlike an enpty
husk of nmize once they had wested his seed fromhim...

For all this wi ckedness, Wstw nd survived and prospered, until the day when the Guild at
Fai rhaven sent a hero to Westw nd, a stranger who beguiled the Marshal of the heights w th song.
Yet once she had borne son and daughter, the Marshal |aughed and sent away that hero. In her
evi l ness, she had her guards slay himin the depths of the Wsthorns.

That son, who was called Creslin, grew strong, and cunning as his nother the Marshal, and
before he was grown to the age of death or exile, he sneaked away fromthe heights, taking the
tali smans of darkness that had held the forces of white and right at bay for |ong generations.

In time, he cane to Fairhaven, pretending to be but a poor soldier, but the brethren were not
decei ved, and they discovered his deception and captured himand bound himto be a stoneworker on
the great highway, far from Fairhaven.

The powers of darkness, in their sinuous way, corrupted a young worman and a white nage fromthe
far west, deceiving her into thinking that she was but escaping fromthe captivity of darkness,
and enticed this mage Megaera into freeing the black denon that Creslin had becone .

Colors of Wite
(Manual of the Guild at Fairhaven)
Preface

XVI |

In the continuing diffuse light of the sumrer evening, Cerryl glanced around his room scarcely
bi gger than a closet. He glanced at the door, then took the small silver-rimred mrror fromits
hi di ng pl ace behind the wall board under his cubby. His own reflection glinmered back at hi mdark
brown hair, a face alnost triangular with a broad forehead, w de-spaced gray eyes, and a narrow
not - qui t e- poi nted chin

He felt his chin-still no signs of a beard, and near-on fourteen years. Finally, he set the
mrror on the seat of the stool. After that cane the nminiature knife and sheath.

He slipped the knife fromthe sheath and studied it, with eyes and senses. Too snall even for
an eating knife, the blade was not iron or anything like it, but a whitish gold or white bronze
that shinmrered |ike polished silver or alnost like a mirror. The nmetal held an inner light, a
white radiance with the faintest touch of red, but a radiance Cerryl knew that only he-or the
mages of Candar-coul d sense

He wasn't a mmge, not yet, perhaps not ever. Yet he could sense sone things that he thought
only nmages could sense. Was that the way his father had felt?

Wth a |l ast ook at the shimering blade, he slipped the knife into the sheath and repl aced
both kni fe and sheath behind the board. Straightening, he sat on the edge of his pallet-little
more than a sack filled with straw lying on a plank platform and covered with a tattered gray
bl anket .

So much there was that he needed to know, and dared not ask, not wi th what had happened to his
father. Yet... a mll hand for life? He was begi nning to understand what had driven his father-
even as he understood how unlikely it was for his father, or hinself-or any poor child-to have the
chance to becone a nmge.

He shook his head, alnost violently. Wiy does it have to be this way? A nill hand? Wy?

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20E.%20Modesitt/Modesitt,%2...%20Recluse%2006%20-%20The%20White%200rder.txt (26 of 197) [5/22/03 12:33:48 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20E.%20M odesitt/M odesi tt, %20L %20E%20-%20Recl use%62006%20-%20The%20Whi te%200r der . txt

Later, after calming hinmself with deep breaths and the thoughts of a quiet hillside spring, he
squared hinself on the edge of the pallet and | ooked down, concentrating, staring at the silver-
rimed screeing glass Until the famliar white m st covered the silver. He continued to push his
thoughts at the mists, seeking, asking, searching. "Sonewhere ..." A face filled the center of the
gl ass, sweeping back the silver nmists, the face of a girl with blond curls, curls bearing a hit of
red, and green eyes that seemed to | ook out of the mirror at Cerryl, eyes that |ooked within him
and found hi mwanti ng.

"No..." The word was hal f-gasped, half-grunted as his head felt al nmost jerked back by the force
of her gaze, an expression that swept aside the distance and the msts of the screeing mrror as
i f neither existed.

When he | ooked down at the glass again, it was but a mirror, blank, reflecting but his own
sweat - w eat hed face back at him

Who was she? How could a girl so young have such power? Was she the daughter of a white mage?
O had what he'd seen been just an illusion? Cerryl shivered, then slipped the glass back into its
hi di ng pl ace.

Who was she? The question remai ned unanswered, even in his mnd. He stood and wal ked to the
door, his hand on the door |atch. Then he shook his head and opened t he wi ndow door to let the
cool er evening air ease into the room hoping the breeze wouldn't bring too nany nosquitoes with
it.

Turni ng back toward the pallet, his eyes were drawn to three books lying there-AQ ma's Copybook
The Naturale Historic of Candar, and the battered one on the end, Colors of Wite. If he
under stood the few pages of Colors of Wite he had puzzled and | abored t hrough, the book had two
parts, but the second part had been ripped off. The first part told how the white nages had cone
to build Fairhaven, and the second part was supposed to be about how chaos and order worked, and
that was the part he needed to have and to | earn about.

What good was history? Sone parts of history might be interesting-like the fall of Lornth and
the rise of Sarronnyn or the stories about ancient Cyador-but npost of it seemed usel ess for what
Cerryl needed-an understanding of what a white mage was, what skills and tal ents were needed, and
how to train and devel op those tal ents.

Besi des, the history book was hard to read, even slowy, with so many words he coul d not
recogni ze. He took a deep breath, and his eyes turned back to the niddl e book, the one Erhana had
lent him

A m's Copybook. It was a little child' s book of letters, but Cerryl had forced hinmself to work
his way through the pages, struggling with and | earning everything on each page before going to
t he next.

Wth a sigh of resignation, he opened the copybook

At least in the sumrer, there was sone |light after he finished at the nmll and supper, although
even without lighting his stub of a candle, he could see perfectly well. As he'd gotten older his
ni ght vision, or sense of things, had continued to sharpen. In pitch darkness, he had trouble
reading, but it would be a while before that occurred, and |ong before that he would be too tired
to continue his self-taught |lessons in letters.

XV

Cerryl stepped out of the warmh of the kitchen into the conparative cool of the porch, his
stonmach al nost feeling distended fromthe anbunt of nutton stew he had eaten. His arnms and | egs
and back all ached. He'd spent nobst of the past eight-day up in the higher woods with Viental and

Brental, learning howto judge when a tree could be felled and whether it should be. That part had
conme easily. Not so easy had been working with the ax and the two-man saw.
The ax bothered him in the same way the mll bl ade did-the darkness of the honed iron feeling

both Iike fire and ice at the sane tinme. The oiled and honest iron of the ax even felt hot to his
touch, nearly hot enough to burn his fingers, calloused or not.

Per haps Erhana woul d come out on the porch after she hel ped her nother clean up after dinner
Cerryl hoped so. He wal ked to the north end of the porch and | ooked toward the higher hills, where
he'd spent nost of his time lately. The |ow buzz of insects and the scattered chirps of crickets
rose out of the grow ng dusk

"Dylert's got lots of woods up there,” said Rinfur frombehind him "They say the fanily patent
goes back to his great-grandsire.”

"Too many woods," puffed Viental, standing on the top porch step. "Too |long a day. Too nuch
logging. | need to lie down."
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"That's not because of your |ogging," laughed Rinfur. "It's your earing. You swall owed enough
stew for three of you. And one of you is nore than enough."

"Most funny," said Viental. "W should nake you saw the trees. Your horses do all the hard
wor k. "

Ri nfur |aughed, a good-natured tone in the sound. "That's 'cause |'msnmarter than they are."

"Not rnuch," answered the stocky | aborer as he started down the Porch steps.

"Just enough," admitted Rinfur, stepping up beside Cerryl and standing there silently for a
time. Behind them in the kitchen, the sounds of voices and crockery and pans conti nued.

To the north, the sun that had dropped behind the hills backlit a low cloud into a line of
fiery pink.

"Like this time of day," said Rinfur. "Quiet... not too hot, not too cold, and the work's done,
the belly full." Cerryl nodded.

"Think 1"l walk over to the stable, see how the gray is doing. Wrry about that hoof still."
Wth a nod, Rinfur turned and crossed the porch, leaving Cerryl alone at the railing.

The youth ran his hand through hair still slightly danmp froma quick rinse before dinner. He
wat ched as the cloud slowy faded into gray. The door fromthe kitchen opened, and he turned.
"Ch... | didn't know you were out here, Cerryl," blurted Erhana, her hands around a book

"I was waiting for ny lesson,"” he answered with a careful smle. "This is the nore advanced
granmar . "

"I can try."

Er hana shrugged and sat on the bench. Cerryl sat beside her, careful not to let his |leg touch
hers. She opened the book, and Cerryl followed her as she slowy read al oud.

" the cooper fashions barrels fromstaves of wood. Barrels are used to store flour and
grains. Sone barrels hold water and wine ..." Cerryl wondered if all grammar books said things
t hat people already knew, but he said nothing and tried to match what Erhana read with the letters
on the page.

"It's getting dark," Erhana said after a while. "Can you even see the book?"

"I can still see it,"” answered Cerryl. "What's an 'acol yte' ?"

"That's not in the copybook."

"I know, but | wondered."

"I can't help you if you ask ne about things that aren't in the books."

"I" msorry."

"Way do you want to learn your letters?" Erhana asked abruptly, closing the granmar book and
letting it rest on her trousered | egs.

"I need to learn things," Cerryl answered, shifting his weight on the hard surface of the
bench.

"They don't wite about sawrills in books, silly boy." Erhana | aughed. "Not about how the nill
wor ks, anyway. "

"They should," Cerryl offered. "Everyone knows about coopers and fullers and smths."

"Of course. You begin to read by |earning how the words you know are witten."

Cerryl refrained fromw ncing at Erhana's self-satisfied tone.

"I'sn't there a book that has all the words you don't know?"

"That's a dictionary. Siglinda has one. They have lots and |lots of words and how to spell them
and what they nean."

Cerryl fingered his chin. \Were could he find one? "A dictionary?"

"That's right." Erhana sighed.

In the nonmentary silence, Cerryl could hear voices in the kitchen. He strained to pick out the
wor ds.

" no sense in telling himnow ... good thing he was up in the woods when Weasohn cane ..."

"Have to tell himsooner or later, Dylert..."

"Can't stay here, not forever "

"Hush... he's still on the porch. W'll talk about it later."

"Best let Erhana help himwth his letters, then. Poor |ad."

In the growi ng darkness, Cerryl swallowed. Sonething awful had happened to Syodor and Nail..
but what? And why? Who would harma partly crippled old miner and his consort who were hel ping a
cousin raise sheep?

"You're quiet, Cerryl," ventured Erhana.

"Ch, | was still thinking about dictionaries,"” he lied quietly. "They nust be hard to cone by."

"I guess so. Siglinda always says hers is worth its weight in gold." Erhana shrugged. "I don't
know as they're worth that nuch.”

"Books aren't cheap," he pointed out. "They have to be copi ed page by page."
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"Siglinda says there are lots of scriveners in Lydiar. Wien I'mrich, I'lIl hire one and have
himcopy all the books | want."

The porch door opened, and Dyella peered out. "Are you still out here, Erhana?”

"Yes, Mother." Erhana stood, clutching the granmar. "I'm com ng."

"Best you be. Canning the early peaches we are tonorrow. " Dyella glanced toward Cerryl. "And
nore | ogging for you as well, Cerryl."

"Anot her side slope." Dylert's voice runbled out fromthe Kkitchen.

"Yes, ser," said Cerryl, easing his way toward the steps. "I'l|l be ready."

"Till the nmorn," said Dylert just before Dyella closed the door behind Erhana.

Cerryl's boots clunped on the planks of the porch, noisy because he was too tired to nove
silently. He wal ked slowy down the steps and the path to his room His |legs and back still ached.

He gl anced back at the house, loonming up like a black blot in the late twilight. What had happened
to his aunt and uncle? Had they died in a plague? O the bloody flux? In an accident?

Around him the chorus of insects rose and fell, rose and fell as he neandered sl owy down
toward the finish |unber barn

Wiy didn't Dylert want to tell hinP How could he find out?

He al nost stunbl ed as he opened the door to his cubby room The screeing glass? That he could
try.

After closing the door, and the wi ndow door as well, he eased the silver-rinmed mrror fromits
hi di ng place and set it on the stool. Then he sat on the edge of the pallet and began to
concentrate, trying to visualize Syodor's weathered face, strong hands, and | eather eyepatch
Nail's gray hair and probing eyes.

The mists swirled ... finally revealing a burned-out cot. The roof tinbers were black, the mud-
brick walls cracked. The wi ndows, ringed in black, gaped like a skull's eye sockets. Lines of
bl ackness seared the grass around the walls.

"No ..." Cerryl tightened his lips, refusing the tears that welled up inside him "No."

He sat, rigid, on the edge of the pallet, well into the full darkness of night, the blank
mrror on the stool before himshow ng nothing.

XX

The gray and the dun pl odded slowy across the hill, dragging the |og harness. Ri nfur guided the
bi g horses, his eyes watching them the |og they dragged toward the wagon ranp, and the road
ahead.

Dylert, Viental, and Brental stood waiting until the last |og was dragged up the ranp. Then
they rolled it sideways onto the wagon

While the four nen | oaded the cut logs onto the wagon, Cerryl had continued sawi ng the smaller
| engt hs of pole pine branches into sections a cubit [ong, wood for cooking and heat, stacking each
I ength neatly in the pile.

Despite the | eather gloves Dylert had given him Cerryl's hands were blistered, and his fingers
ached-along with his arns, |egs, and back. He kept sawi ng, stopping only to blot back the sweat
that continually threatened to run into his eyes. H s shirt was soaked, and his feet felt Iike
they rested in pool ed sweat inside the heavy boots.

"Cerryl, lad," called Dylert as Viental and Brental wedged the last log in place on the wagon
bed, "rack that saw back on the side of the wagon and take a breather."
"Yes, ser."

"Looks to be dry for a day or so. Rinfur and you can conme up tonorrow and pile all the hearth
wood in the snmall wagon." Dylert grinned at the teanster. "Alittle lifting would not harm you
Ri nfur."

"So long as Cerryl does nost of it." Rinfur grinned and continued unhitching the two horses he
had used for dragging the logs so that he could reharness themto the full teamto bring the |og
wagon down to the mill.

Brental picked up the |log harness and slipped it into the panel under the wagon seats.

Dylert |ooked at Cerryl, who had just racked the handsaw. "Takes nore than just a strong back."

The brown-haired youth nodded.

"Have to gauge the trees." Dylert wiped his sweating forehead in the late afternoon sun as
Ri nfur switched the horses' harnesses fromthe |og-dragging rig to the wagon. "Watch 'em year by
year. Cut themtoo soon, and you |l ose coins. Wait too |long, and the heartwood gets too brittle and
tough. You can break a blade and get nothing but firewood and kindling. W got the wi dest bl ade
this end of Candar, but it be good but for two cubits and a span on a single pass..."
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Cerryl nodded. That expl ained why Dylert's woods had few trees nore than three cubits thick.

" need sonme of the old trees, so as to anchor the woods," the m |l master continued. "No
matter what they ask in Lydiar, | cut but what be ready to cut.” He shrugged and wi ped his
forehead again. "If the trees go, then what will Brental's children have?"

"Course, that's one reason for the pole pines. They grow faster, and some folk don't care how
long their tinbers last, so long as they don't have to lay out nuch in coins."”

"Some figure they'd not be living when the roof or the flooring fails," added Brenta
sardonical |l y.

"Master mller, the team be ready when you are," said Rinfur

"Time to go, then." Dylert hopped onto the wagon seat beside the teanster. Viental clanbered
onto the pile of logs on the wagon bed.

Brental |ooked at Cerryl and shook his head. "Fools and madmen ride the |ogs."

"The fools be those who wal k when they could ride," quipped Viental

"Until the log rider never wal ks again," murmured Brental under his breath.

Cerryl studied the | ogs but could see no sign of the reddish white that had warned hi m when
sonet hing was stressed and ready to break. Still, the wagon bed seened bowed under the wei ght of
the pine | ogs.

"Only take less than half that were it oak," commented Brental, stretching his |legs and
hurrying to catch up to the wagon. "An' less than that for black oak or |orken."

Cerryl had to scurry to match the readhead' s pace.

"You be mighty silent, young Cerryl," said Brental, glancing sideways at the youth as the two
wal ked downhill behind the wagon. Dylert talked in a |l ow voice to Rinfur, and Viental continued to
perch on top of the logs, laughing with each sway of the wagon on the rutted road.

"I amtired," Cerryl said carefully.

"You sound |ike Erhana, with her fancy |anguage," Brental said with a chuckle.

The youth stiffened inside but did not answer.

"Cerryl... | meant no harm young fellow "

Ahead of themthe | og wagon sl owed and groaned as Rinfur eased it through a depression in the
| oggi ng road.

"I beg your pardon," Cerryl replied softly. "I know you did not."

"You know, Cerryl, that folk reckon Da as nore prosperous than nost of the nmerchants in Lydiar?
He doesn't talk fancy. Never had a velvet cloak nor even a fine linen suit..." Brental let the
words trail off. "He al so reckoned-Da does, | mean-your uncle as a good nman. Means a | ot from Da.
He not be saying that 'bout nany."

"I know. He has been good to ne, and |I'm nost grateful ."

"You be grateful fromthe first, and we all know that, but it not be what | nmeant." Brenta
shook his head. "Fancy words be just fancy words, not the man. You work hard, and that nakes you,
not the words."

Cerryl nodded. "That's true here, but uncle ... Syodor ... he always said that away fromthe
m nes, people judged on how one dressed and spoke.™

"You be thinking of |eaving?"

"I have nowhere to go." Cerryl blotted nore sweat to keep it fromhis eyes and tried not to
limp fromthe strained nuscles in his |egs.

Brental frowned slightly.

Ahead, the wagon creaked going around a wide turn in the road through a space of oaks and
mapl es not nuch taller than the horses' ears.

"Can it hurt to listen to Erhana and try to speak better?" asked Cerryl.

"No ..." answered Brental with a laugh, "not so long as you keep working hard. Da nor |, we
wat ch the work, not the words."

Cerryl offered a faint snile

XX

The handcart squeal ed as Cerryl pushed the | oad of gold oak planks toward the green-painted wagon
drawn up before the mill door. He wanted to groan because the squeaki ng neant that he needed to
grease the wheels and axl e again, and he hated getting into the grease. Rather, he hated the time
and effort it took himto get clean afterward. Sonmehow, he didn't have that deft a touch with
matters mechani cal and al ways ended up a ness, unlike Dylert or Brental, who always made
everything around the mll | ook so effortless.

The handcart kept squealing, the sound drowning out the |ow runble of the wheels on the stones
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of the causeway.

Under the high and hazy clouds of |ate sunmer, sweat streaned down his face and down the back
of his neck. The neadow grasses bel ow the causeway and to the east of the |lower |ane hung linply,
al ready browning well before harvest. Not the faintest hint of a breeze had appeared for nost of
t he past ei ght-day.

Cerryl pushed and sweated, and the cart squeaked and runbl ed al ong the causeway toward the
mll. Just outside the big south door, Dylert stood by the wagon tal king to a narrow shoul dered
man with a wi spy ginger goatee in a sl eevel ess | eather vest.

The youth's eyes passed over the enblemon the side of the wagon, then stopped. He squinted
against the glare of the sun fromthe shiny paint and read to hinsel f-"Enfoss and Sons, Master
Bui | ders"-hal f-wonderi ng exactly what Enfoss built.

He sl owed the cart as he neared the wagon

"Here you be, master Enfoss," said Dylert, putting out a hand to help slow the cart. "The best
of the gol den oak."

"And at a pretty price, too, naster Dylert." Enfoss grinned at the null master, show ng

yell owed teeth that peered fromhis face like a rat's. "I paid for nore than one puny cartl oad."

"You paid for three, and three you'll get." Dylert smled back at Enfoss; then he noved to help
Cerryl reload the wood onto the big green wagon. "Just set it on the tailboard, |ad, and get the
next load. I'Il stack it right in the wagon."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl began to lift the planks, two at a tine.

"You picking up more on the way back?"

"Wth what you charge, Dylert? Now, that be hardly likely." Enfoss guffawed.

"You could go to Hew ett and pay twice as much for less," suggested the mllnaster, lifting
four of the heavy planks as though they were feathers.

Before long, Cerryl was pushing the enpty cart back to the first lunber barn, glad it only
squeaked when | aden and not all the tine.

Cerryl's shirt was totally soaked by the tine the high green wagon rolled down the |ane. Enfoss
never | ooked back. For a brief tine, both Dylert and Cerryl watched, until the wagon turned
eastward on the main road that, Cerryl had been told, eventually joined the wi de, stone-paved,
wi zards' road between Fairhaven and Lydi ar.

Dyl ert nodded, as though he had been assured that Enfoss was indeed on his way back to Lydiar
and then turned. "Cerryl ?"

"Yes, ser? | know the cart needs grease again, but it didn't start nmaking noise until | had a
load on it."
Dyl ert shook his head. "Wuld that all fellows were as worried about their tools. | was going

to tell you that you do a good job of picking woods. Nice not to have to worry, it be. As for the
grease, tonorrow be fine for that. Put the cart back in the first barn and go wash up and spend
sone tine on yourself 'fore dinner."

"Thank you, ser." Cerryl grinned.

At the sound of a distant horn, both turned toward the lane that Ied dowmn to the main road. A
horse wal ked slowly up the last section of the road, turning onto the lane up to the nill, each
step | abored, hardly noving, carrying a bare-headed blond man in dark | eathers. Cerryl could see
the lather. He could al so hear the drunbeat hoofs of nany other horses and see the dust rising
beyond the hillcrest on the road from Lydi ar-a good two kays east of the mll.

Anot her series of notes rose across the afternoon, and a conpany of |ancers rode over the hill,
movi ng at what seenmed to Cerryl to be a fast trot. But he wouldn't have known one gait from
anot her, except a walk froma full gallop.

Hi s eyes went back to the single horse and rider

The rider gestured toward them "You two. One of you-you have it-you nust help!" He spurred his
nmount, and the horse took another dozen steps, and then his leg seened to give way. The rider half-
fell, half-flung hinmself clear and staggered into a heap in the dusty road.

"Cerryl-there be trouble,” nurrmured Dylert. "Help nme close the nmill door, quick-1like."

Cerryl turned and ran to the door, pushing while Dylert pulled. Wen the |ong sliding door had
but a cubit left to close, Dylert gestured to Cerryl. "Cerryl! Hurry and cl ose the door on the
finish barn, and stay inside! Be making sure you stay there. Understand?"

"Yes, ser." Cerryl nodded and ran down the causeway to the finish |Iunber barn. He glanced over
hi s shoul der.

The rider was rising to his feet, glancing back at the oncomi ng | ancers.

Cerryl rugged the finish barn door, snaller than the one at the mll, until it was nearly
cl osed, before slipping inside. H's eyes went to the mll, its door closed, and then back to what
he could see of the road, but all he could see was the rider, turning back toward the nmll,
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drawi ng a bl ade.

The youth's lips tightened, and he pulled on the door, sliding it closed-alnpst. He left a
sliver of space between the massive doorpost tinber and the door itself, so little that no one
could have seen wi thout being right at the door. Then he watched, squinting through his peephole.

The dusty rider hal f-wal ked, hal f-staggered uphill, noving determnedly toward the mll,
carrying a shimering blade. H's eyes flicked uphill, and Cerryl alnost felt as though the rider
sought him

The man drew closer to the mill, less than two hundred cubits fromwhere Cerryl hunched behind

the door. He wore a belt scabbard, not a shoul der harness the way the denon wonen had or the way
mercenari es supposedly did. H's sleeveless tunic was stained and streaked with dust and dirt, as
was the once-fine silk shirt beneath it, and even at a distance, Cerryl could see-or sense-that
the fugitive's face was flushed and that a faint white gl ow surrounded himlike it cloaked the
books from Cerryl's father

The fugitive's eyes raked across the buildings and fixed on the finish barn. Abruptly, he
turned as the drumm ng of hoofs rose again, nearer, and a score of |ancers appeared, but a hundred
cubits or so downhill fromthe single nman

Al'l the lancers wore the cyan livery of Lydiar, except for the man riding beside the |ancer
officer who | ed the troop. The exception was a figure dressed entirely in white-a white nage.

Cerryl shivered but kept watching.

The [ ancer officer gestured, and the lancers reined up. Three | ancers, bearing bows already
strung, rode to the front of the colum and drew arrows fromtheir quivers with a fluidity that
bespoke | ong practi ce.

The fugitive squared hinself to face the archers. He raised a hand, and a snall ball of fire
arched fromhis fingertips toward the | ancers.

Cerryl held his breath as the fire flared toward the Lydian | ancers, yet none noved.

The white mage nodded, and simultaneously the fireball splattered | into fragments that fel
short of the riders. A tuft of brown grass burst ! into flane, and then ashes.

For a nonent, the shoulders of the blond man in the travel -stained clothes slunped; then he
strai ghtened and drew his blade, raising it to the late afternoon sun. The netal glistened as
though it held the fires of the sun, even after he had lowered it to chest height. He faced the
| ancers, neither stepping back nor forward.

The [ ancer officer snapped an order, and the archers rel eased their nocked arrows.

The fugitive's blade seened to flash, and he stood untouched, two broken arrows |lying by his
feet, both sonmehow charred and snapped.

The | ancer officer glanced at the white wizard. This time, the wizard raised his hand, and a
larger fireball flared toward the bl ond man

Once nore the golden-fired bl ade flashed, and fragnents of fire spewed around the fugitive.
Cerryl could see a black slash across the back of the man's left arm The man was breathing
heavily but continued to hold his strange blade in the guard position

Another firebolt flashed fromthe white wi zard, parried by the blond man, and yet another
firebolt. After the third firebolt, the fugitive barely could raise the sword

Cerryl mssed the order fromthe lancer officer, but arrows flew toward the bl ond man. The
first arrow took the fugitive in the arm A second nmissed, as did a third as he threw hinself to
the side, but his leg slipped on the gravel of the road.

As he fell, the man hurled the blade. It flashed white and gold as it spun hilt over point and
into the low brush at the end of the neadow by the road.

Two firebolts flashed fromthe hands of the white wi zard in succession, exploding over the body
of the fallen man and rising into a pillar of flane.

When the fires receded, all that remained was an irregular star of blackened ground-no body, no
ashes, just an odd-shaped star of soot. Soot and the odor of burned neat.

Cerryl | eaned agai nst the doorpost and swall owed hard to keep from gagging. By the tinme he had
regai ned full control, the drumm ng of hoofbeats had di ed away, and the |ane was enpty. Even the
dust over the road to Lydiar had begun to settle.

He sl owy pushed the barn door open enough to slip out. Then he studied the |ane and the road
The | ancers-and the white mage-had indeed left on their return to Lydiar.

Slowy, Cerryl wal ked down the |ane, avoiding the star-shaped patch of soot, until he reached
the area where the dead man had thrown the blade. A faint glint of something tugged at his eyes,
except that tug urged himto | ook away.

He fought the feeling and followed it to a deeper patch of grass. G ngerly, he picked up the
blade by the hilt, a hilt of bronze, apparently wapped in sonething |ike silk.

Cerryl studied the blade, noting that it was not iron or steel or anything like it, but nore
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like the metal of the knife that had been his father's.

The sound of boots on the road alerted him and he slipped the bl ade behind himas he turned.

Brental smiled. "You need not hide that blade, Cerryl. | see we had the sane thought. You found
it, and it be yours. Mght | see it?"

After a nmonment, Cerryl extended the bl ade sideways, |ooking over Brental's shoul der as Dyl ert
wal ked down the | ane fromthe barn

Brental took it, then squinted. "I can hardly see it. It twists your eyes right well away from
it." He shivered and quickly handed the bl ade back to Cerryl. "It be yours, if you wish it."

Cerryl took the bl ade back

Dyl ert nodded, as if to agree that the blade was Cerryl's.

Brental glanced past Cerryl, toward the Lydiar road, before speaking. "You saw the firebolt?
The flame the poor fellow cast? Pity-poor chaos flane, too, it was."

"Chaos flame?" blurted Cerryl.

"Aye," answered Dylert. "The fellow with that blade there, he'd a been a renegade white-one
who'd not follow their rules. Strict they be, about chaos and its use.” He |ooked hard at Cerryl.
"Seen a handful over ny years. A man has the talent and not be under their rules and protection
the white nmages, they like as not kill or ruin a fellow ... and thenmis the |ucky ones." He shook
his head slowy. "In their own way, they be fair, fairer than nost dukes and the |ike. But a man
should walk a fair piece to stay on their good side. Aye, and he shoul d."

Their good side? Had they one? Cerryl wondered.

"Gad | be as just a mll man," said Brental, following his words with a nervous | augh

Cerryl forced hinmself not to | ook down at the blade in his hands, a blade that felt strangely
confortabl e and si nul taneously unconfortable as he held it |oosely.

"Well..." Dylert added into the silence, glancing to the west where the sun hung | ow over the
house. "Day's done. Be tine soon for dinner." He turned and wal ked briskly back uphill

After a nmoment, Brental nodded and foll owed his father

Wth the near-setting sun warnmng his face, Cerryl |ooked down at the bl ade, the sanme white
bronze as the knife fromhis father, recalling how the dead man had knocked down arrows and
firebolts ... and how his efforts had been in vain.

And how he had sought Cerryl. The youth shivered.

XXl

Cerryl reread the passage in Colors of Wiite, trying to keep the sounds and inages in his head, as
he'd overheard Siglinda tell Erhana during one of the tutoring sessions when he'd been stacking
heart h wood outside the millmaster's house.

"... all that is under the sun can only be because of the chaos of the sun. Even the wi sest of
mages cannot perceive any portion of all that exists on and under the earth itself except through
the operation of chaos."

He wanted to shake his head. He understood the words, but there was sonethi ng about the neaning
that eluded him

Brental had said that the nan who had fled the |ancers of Lydiar- and the white w zard- had
flung chaos fire against the wizard. Cerryl had seen that, and how the wi zard had turned it back
with little nore than a glance. O so it had seenmed. Still, the fugitive had held his own for a
ti me agai nst outl andi sh odds.

Cerryl wasn't sure if he wished the blond man had won or not, but he wouldn't soon forget the
cold and inpartial attitude of the white wizard, acting as if the fugitive were little nore than
vermn to be destroyed

He cleared his throat, realizing he had been murmuring the words, and clanped his |ips shut as
he studi ed the page again, then flipped to another page, farther al ong.

Still nothing about chaos fire.

He tried anot her page, and then another.

He gl anced down at Colors of Wiite again. Wiy didn't he have the second part, instead of a
wort hl ess history? The second part woul d have expl ai ned everything, |like howto create chaos fire.

He frowned, touching his chin, a chin that remai ned beardl ess and smooth. Could he create chaos
fire?

In the dimess, he held up his left hand, concentrated on sonehow naking fire appear at his
fingertips, the way the fugitive had.

Was there a glow there? He squinted through the gloomat the faintest spark at the tip of his
i ndex finger. Then the point of light vanished. He could feel the sweat beading on his forehead. A
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deeper and ugly red glow lingered in the air for several nonents.
Cerryl took a deep breath, then another

XXI'

In the light drizzle that drifted fromthe | ow hanging gray clouds, Cerryl used the dark brown
| aundry soap and washed his hands and face at the well, the one uphill of the south end of the
porch. He shook his hands as dry as he could in the danp air, then began to wal k toward the porch
of the mlI| master's house, noticing that Ri nfur was already stepping into the kitchen. Vienta
had gone-again-to visit his "sister."

Dylert was waiting on the porch just back of the top step, his face sonber.

"Yes, ser?" Cerryl could feel his stomach tightening, but kept his expression pleasant.

"You've learned the letters, haven't you, boy?" Dylert asked, stepping back and gesturing for
Cerryl to take a seat on the porch bench

"Ser?" Meeting the millnaster's eyes squarely, Cerryl managed a bl ank expression. He did not
sit down.

Dyl ert |aughed. "Young fellow, fromyour look I'd not know, but my daughter | can see through
like she was fine tinber."

"Yes, ser. | asked her to teach ne. But only when | was not working, ser." Cerryl's gray eyes
continued to hold those of the mllmaster. "Mst tines, after dinner."
"I"ve no conplaints with your work or anything el se you have done, young Cerryl." Dylert

fingered his beard, then cleared his throat. "That'd not be the problem"”

Cerryl waited.

"That fellowthe one the white mage got the other day? Something like that... well, it happened
to your da. You know that, do you not?" Dylert's eyes flicked downhill, toward the spot on the
edge of the road where the rocks and clay remnai ned bl ackened.

"1 know that sonething happened. Uncle Syodor and Aunt Nail- they didn't say nmuch about it."

"Syodor... he was... he be not the type to speak of it." Dylert fingered his beard again.

A pattering of heavier rain swept across the porch roof, followed by a |ight gust of w nd that
ruffled Cerryl's hair. Water began to drip fromthe eaves.

" Speaki ng or not, though, fact is, be a dangerous tinme to stay here for a young fellow with a
da like yours."

"Did the white nages kill Uncle Syodor, too?" Cerryl asked softly. "You would only tell me that
he and Nail were dead."

"Too sharp for your own eyes, you be, young fellow " Dylert frowned. "Like as they died in a
fire, that be what Weasohn said. How that fire got started, |I'd not be guessing. Nor you
either."

Cerryl nodded. But why? What had they done to anger the white nages? If the nages knew Cerryl
exi sted, wouldn't they have conme after hinf

"I"ve a wagon of white oak a-heading to Fairhaven the day after next. To Fasse, the cabi net-
maker there." The mllmaster cleared his throat. "lI've a scroll here-Siglinda, she helped ne with
it-and it says that you're a hardworking young fell ow better suited to finer things. It also says
you're a tattered britches relative of mne, of a distant cousin." Dylert frowned. "Don't be
making me a liar, now. "

"I won't, ser." Cerryl could feel the ache in his guts grow ng, but kept his eyes on Dylert.

"It's like this, Cerryl. Your da and your uncle, they did things that, well... they did not..
I mean ... the white mages can be jealous... of anything much ... nuch close ... to what... what
they do." The nmillmaster w ped his forehead. "You be their son and nephew, and Hrisbarg... well,
small it is. Al the folk know all the folk." He shrugged. "In Fairhaven ... none care ... not

that ways, anyway."

What had Uncl e Syodor done? Hi s uncle had stayed away from anything |ike the white nmages had
done, and Aunt Nail-she'd had a fit when she'd even seen a fragnent of a mrror or glass around
Cerryl.

"I thought of Tellis. Been owing ne a long tine, ever since | sent himthe best gold oak
tinmbers for his shop ... and a few other things." Dylert's face cl ouded.

Cerryl wondered what favor was so bad that the genial Dylert had a bad nmenory about it.

"Now, Tellis, he's a cousin of Dyella, and he's a scrivener. You know what a scrivener is?"

Cerryl didn't have to feign puzzlenent. Wiy was Dylert tal king about scriveners?

"Scriveners wite things for others," Dylert said slowy, "and in Fairhaven they nake books,
like the ones Erhana |let you read."
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"Yes, ser."

"Well, you be liking books, and Tellis owing ne, and sure as he could use a young fell ow works
hard as you . . . and Fairhaven being a better place for you ... and ... well... being a place
where sonmeone with... the kind of talent mayhap you have . . . seeing as if you didn't use it...
it wouldn't be so unexpected ... and Tellis, he knows how that land lies, if you see the line I'm
laying ..." Dylert cleared his throat.

Cerryl did see the line Dylert laid. The millmaster was worried that any passing white w zard
m ght stunble on Cerryl and hold Dylert responsible. He was al so suggesting that Cerryl would be

safer in Fairhaven, especially if he did not use his talents openly-or perhaps at all. "Yes, ser."
"You understand, young fellow ... it's not just you ..."
"I understand, ser. You've been fair and good to ne."
"Dinner be ready," Dylert said. "W'll talk nore after we eat. You be needing sone clothes, and
a pair of good boots."
"Thank you."

"After we eat," Dylert repeated, opening the door to the kitchen

XX |

Under the spells and songs of Creslin, who descended fromthe black Nylan and the dark songnage
Ayrlyn, Megaera persuaded her cousin, the Duke of Mntgren, to give both herself and Creslin
refuge, for the white brethren had pursued the two and sought to bind them before they brought yet
nore darkness unto all of Candar

In his weakness, the duke brought his cousin and her dark liege Creslin under his protection
and Creslin used the refuge at Vergren to build his powers, until darkness infested every stone of
that ancient keep, until the very sun was kept at bay.

In the depths of that keep, Creslin took Megaera for consort, and bound her to himw th the
dark tie that nmeant, should he die, so, too, would she. Such bl aspheny of |ight and goodness was
too great even for the duke, and he fell into a stupor

Fearing that, wi thout the duke's protection, the keep would be opened to the forces of |ight,
Creslin and Megaera fled over the northern hills.

As he knew what the evil pair nmight bring upon Candar, the Viscount of Certis sent forth a
host, but Creslin seized the winds of the north and punmrel ed that force with spears of ice and
hammers of frost, and he slew fromthe depths of a magic fog the fair young wi zard that advi sed
the lancers of Certis, and only a handful of those | ancers ever returned to Jellico.

When Creslin and Megaera reached the port of Tyrhavven, there they seized a ship of the duke's,
bi nding the crew with darkness and forcing themto carry the two dark nmages across the gulf to the
desert isle of Recluce ..

Colors of Wite
(Manual of the Guild at Fairhaven)
Preface

XXV

After washing at the well and coming back to his roomto finish dressing, Cerryl took out the
silver-rimred mrror and studied hinself. The pale gray shirt and trousers were not new but al nost
coul d have passed for such, and the thick-soled boots Brental had given him seened barely worn. In
hi s pack, besides his books, were his old work cl othes and an ol der sheepskin jacket, the fleece
to the inside and barely matted.

H's hair was shorter-Dyella had trimed it for himthe day before-but the shorter |length seened
to enphasi ze the narrow triangul ar shape of his face. He fingered his chin, feeling the first
hints of what might be a beard. Sonmehow, he doubted that any beard he grew would nmatch the thick
spl endor of those of his uncle or of Dylert, or even the red bush sported by Brental

The mirror went back in the pack, wapped inside his spare snallclothes but on top of the
heavi er books. Then he slipped the scroll to Tellis on the very top and | aced the pack shut.

He | ooked around the room bare as ever, the blankets folded on the foot of the pallet, the
board where he'd hidden his few val uabl es securely back in place, the white-bronze sword |eft
there as well, the only possession he had | eft behind, but it was too big to conceal in anything
he owned.

Thrap! Cerryl turned at the knock

"You com ng, Cerryl?" asked Rinfur. "Be a | ong day even | eaving now. "
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"I"'mcomng." Cerryl lifted the pack off the stool and opened the door. Qutside, standing at
the back of the finish [unber barn, he paused and | ooked across the hillside. The oaks | ooned
across the field Iike ancient guardians of night, and the predawn gray was beginning to lighten.
Cerryl closed the door and swallowed. A single terwhit echoed fromthe oaks to the west, and the
ni ght hum of insects had | ong since died away.

He turned toward the mill and lifted his pack. After receiving all the clothes fromDylert,
Cerryl had been nore than hesitant to ask the millmaster for his pay, and had kept putting off
aski ng. Now he wi shed he hadn't. What would he do in Fairhaven with only two coppers to his name-
the sane two coppers he'd brought to the mill? Should he have taken the short blade fromthe
fugitive? His lips tightened. Not with the aura of chaos around it. He knew enough to know t he
bl ade al one would bring himtrouble, nmuch as he disliked |eaving it behind.

H s eyes went uphill to the enpty porch of the millnmaster's house. Erhana was doubtless stil
sl eepi ng, though the thin trail of snmoke fromthe kitchen chi mey indicated that Dyella was up and
at worKk.

Dyl ert was inspecting the wood that had been | oaded the afternoon before, and R nfur was
rechecki ng the harnesses as Cerryl hurried toward the wagon

"Put your pack under the seat,"” Rinfur called without |ooking up or toward Cerryl.

The brown-haired youth eased the pack under the seat.

By the time he had strai ghtened, Dylert had vaulted off the wagon. "Here's what | owe you,
young fellow, and a bit to spare.” Dylert pulled a cloth purse fromhis belt and extended it to
Cerryl. "You be just |like your uncle, not one to ask or press. Sonetimes, mayhap, you nust." The
mllmaster grinned. "For all that, young fellow, we be m ssing you here. You got that scroll?"

"Yes, ser." Cerryl wanted to feel the purse but didn't, instead fastening it to his belt. "I
t hank you."

"No thanks be due. You worked hard, and you deserve the coin. And the recomrendation to
Tellis." Dylert grinned. "He can be gruff. Don't let it fool you. Understand?"

Cerryl nodded. He cleared his throat.

"Yes, |ad?"

"Ser? In ... ny room... | nean ... it was ny room.. there's a board under the cubby ..
behind it... there's a bronze blade ... Brental night want it."

Dyl ert nodded solemmly. "He night. Wiether | let him... that be between us. | thank you for
saying such ... and you be a wise lad not to carry it."

"You ... best know." The words were hard for Cerryl to get out.

Dylert snmiled and clapped Cerryl on the shoulder. "Keep that head in place, lad, and you be
doing fine."

Ri nfur wal ked toward them

"The provisions Dyella set up be under your seat, Rinfur. Extra this time." Dylert nodded
toward Cerryl. "Still growing, |'d wager."

"Don't know as grow ng," answered the teamster, clinbing up onto the seat, "but he eats |like he
be. Best be up here, lad. A long road ahead we got."

Cerryl followed Rinfur's exanple, except that, with his shorter legs, he had to pull hinself up
onto the seat. He | ooked at Dylert, know ng he should say sonething but not know ng what. Finally,
as Rinfur flicked the long leads to the team he said, "Thank you, ser. Thank you again."

"Be nothing, young fellow Take care, and give Tellis ny best."

"Yes, ser."

Cerryl swall owed as the wagon lurched off the causeway and onto the |ane headi ng down to the
road. He wanted to | ook back but didn't, instead fixing his eyes on the streamto the left of the
| ane, his eyes skipping over the patch of blackened soil and rock that renained even after a
handf ul of eight-days of sun and rain.

Until Rinfur had the teamon the straightaway toward the road, the wagon noved at the sl owest
of walks. At the end of the lane, Rinfur turned the teamright-left on the road away from Hri sbarg
pr oper.

"Hrisbarg is that way," said Cerryl, pointing to the right and the uphill road.

"Aye, but the wi zards' road be this way, |ad, and that road be smoother and far swifter than
the way through Hrisbarg and Howl ett." Rinfur smled, showing brown teeth. "Trust nme. The roads
know, and naster Dylert'd not give over this wagon to one he'd not trust."

That was sonet hi ng about which Cerryl had few doubts at all

"You ever been on a wi zards' road?" asked Ri nfur

"No. Never been on a wagon before, except around the mll," Cerryl admtted, shifting his
i ght on the hard seat.

"A lot you be seeing, then."

3
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"What' s Fairhaven |ike?"

The teamster |aughed. "A poor driver like ne be not the one to tell. The buil dings, nost |ike
be nmade of stone so white it glitters. Al the ways and byways be paved with white stone |ike the
wi zards' road. Peaceable, too. A girl could wal k stark naked, they say, and not a man dare touch
her." R nfur grinned. "Never seen such, but sone say the white nages send out female | ancers |ike
that to tenpt the wild."

Cerryl noistened his lips. He wasn't sure whether they were already dry fromthe dust or from
what he was heari ng.

"Those try to nolest 'em well, they end up working on the great highway on the far side of the
East horns. Wrking till they die, sone fol ks say."

The wagon slowed as it clinbed the low hill to the east of the mll.

"Do you know why master Dylert sends a wagon to Fairhaven?" Cerryl asked, wanting to say
sonet hi ng.

"Don't know as | understand," said Rinfur, "Fairhaven being half again as far as Lydiar, and

master Dylert not sending wagons to the port." He shrugged. "Near on twice a year, | take a wagon
to Fasse. Al ways white oak. The good oak. He's from Kyphros, says there's no white oak there."

Cerryl | ooked over his shoulder at the planks and snall tinbers neatly secured in the wagon
bed. "It must be worth a lot."

Ri nfur shrugged again. "Can't say as | know. The coins go by nessenger."”

By nessenger? Dylert had charged Erastus sonmething like six golds for a quarter of a wagon half
the size of the m|l wagon-or |ess. That had been black oak, but even if Dylert charged half
that.... Cerryl shook his head. At |east fifteen golds of wood | ay stacked in the wagon.

At the thought of coins, Cerryl felt those in the purse and frowned. Fromwhat he'd figured,
Dyl ert owed hi m about twenty coppers, or two silvers. The purse held nore than two silvers-that he
could tell.

Three silvers and ten coppers. Wiy? Dylert had been generous enough in giving himclothes and
better boots. Because the millmster wanted Cerryl away fromthe m || ? Because he felt he owed
sonmet hing to Syodor?

The wagon slowed as it reached the hillcrest, then picked up speed slowy.

"Easy ... easy now," nurnured Ri nfur
Cerryl put out a hand to the end of the wooden wagon seat to steady hinself.
As the wagon cane down the low hill, Cerryl squinted. Ahead was a line of sparkling white-white

despite the orange light of the rising sun, a line of white that arrowed to the right through the
hills as though the hills had been cleaved to allow the road passage.

On each side of the wizards' road was a | ow stone wall, and to the south that wall separated
the road froma snall river
"Sonmething, be it not?" asked Rinfur. "Ah... here we go. Be a relief to get on the main road to

Fai rhaven."” Rinfur slowed the teamwi th a slight pressure on the | eads as he guided them past an
enpty stone booth, no nore than four cubits by four. "Sonetimes, they have a guard here, check if
you paid the road taxes."

"And if you haven't?" asked Cerryl. "How can you tell?"
"Don't let you on. There's a nedal on the side of the wagon, driver's side. Bound w th nagic,
sone ways."

The wheels runbled on the flat stones, and Cerryl recalled Syodor's statenent about the road
havi ng been paved with souls. He tightened his lips, then forced hinmself to relax-as nmuch as he
could as the wagon picked up speed on the flat and white stones of the main road, now headi ng due
west. West toward Fairhaven.

XXV

Cerryl wiped his forehead. Despite the gentle dry breeze out of the west, he still found hinself
sweating in the mdday sun. His eyes went fromthe teamto the road, so straight that he could see
the gentle crown of the road nore than two hundred cubits ahead.

After half a day, the road still anazed himso level that Dylert's causeway seened rough by
comparison, stretching for kays, the entire length with low walls on each side. On the inside of
the wall on both sides was a hal f-cubit-w de drai nage way formed of the same snooth stone bl ocks,
with large stone drains no nore than every fifty cubits. Not a blade of grass nor a single weed
marred the space between the walls.

H's eyes drifted to the left, the south side of the road, where the pinkish white stone wal
dropped alnost fifteen cubits to the nearly dry stream bel ow
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"What el se do you know about the wi zards' roads?" he finally asked Rinfur

"What be there to know?" countered Rinfur, not taking his eyes off the team "M grandda, he
drove the roads, and it be said that his grandda drove themas well."

"They don't look that old." Cerryl |ooked at the | ow stone wall to the left. H s eyes said that
the even edges and slightly rounded corners | ooked as though they had been quarried and set within
the past few years, yet there was a sense of darkness and age about the stone, a sense that he
could feel rather than see

"They be old." Rinfur |laughed. "Sone folk say that the black demon Creslin-the whites forced
himto build half the road afore he escaped, and that be why he created the black isle, so as to
build a land that would bring down Fairhaven. Been generations, and it hasn't happened. Don't | ook
as it will, either."

Cerryl shivered, |ooking at the road, so straight, so ordered, so perfect. Ahead was a faint
m stlike cloud of dust, partly shrouding a wagon runbling toward them

"Over now ... now ... Ge-ahh!" called Rinfur. The team edged to the right.

The brown-haired youth watched as the other wagon neared. Two nen sat on the seat of that
wagon, drawn by a matched team of four grays. Both nmen wore cyan livery. The driver flicked the
reins, alnost inperceptibly, and the wagon, |arger even than Dylert's wood wagon, edged toward the
wal | on the south side of the road.

The brasswork of the oncomi ng wagon glistened in the mdday sun |ike spun gold, and the cyan
pai nt shimered netallically, and a brown canvas was strapped over the wagon bed, hiding whatever
the cargo m ght be

Behi nd the wagon rode four lancers in the sane cyan livery as those who had followed the white
wizard to the mill in pursuit of the renegade w zard. Cerryl forced hinself to sit erect, to | ook
casual ly at the wagon as it passed.

White dust drifted up fromthe wheels of the cyan wagon as it passed on the left, headed toward
Lydi ar, Cerryl supposed. Neither the driver, nor the soldier beside him gave Cerryl or Rinfur
nmore than the briefest glance. Nor did the |ancers who trailed the wagon.

"Do you know whose wagon that was?" Cerryl asked.

"Mayhap the duke's-having his colors and his guards,” answered R nfur, "a-coning back from
Fai rhaven. |If you can't get it in Lydiar or Fairhaven, fol ks say you be not getting it anywhere."
Ri nfur gave a low chuckle. " '"Cept on Recluce, and it not be healthy to say that too |loud."

"Why doesn't anyone tal k about Recluce?" asked Cerryl.

" "Cause it be not exactly healthy, especially in Fairhaven. The whites have no | ove of the
bl acks. Never have, and never will, not since the days of the ancients when the black denon Nyl an
overt hrew anci ent Cyador and brought darkness back to Candar." Ri nfur shook his head and gl anced
over his shoulder. "Enough said, lad. Dylert says you know your letters, and you be going to

apprentice with Tellis, the scrivener. Well ... |I'd be expecting Tellis has books that be saying
nmore than this Poor teanster ever knew ... and reading be safer, too."

Cerryl glanced back, but the road was clear

Rinfur flicked the reins. "Now ... the traders' square in Fairhaven, that be something the like
I never saw before ... spices, and blades of netals of all colors, and ..." He shook his head.

"That be sonething you need see ..
Cerryl nodded and |istened as the wagon runbl ed westward.

XXVI

Wth the runbling of the big wheels on the smboth wi zards' road and the hot afternoon, Cerryl
found his eyelids getting heavier and heavier. The late afternoon sun, shining directly at his
face, offered another incentive to let his eyes close.

"Dar kness!"

At Rinfur's expletive, the team swerved, and Cerryl found hinself grasping for the sideboard
wi th one hand and the wagon seat with the other. H's eyes popped open.

"Denon-cursed nessenger! Think they own the road,"” nunbl ed Rinfur as he guided the team back
fromnearly scraping the right-hand wall.
Cerryl gl anced over his shoul der, but all he could see was a mist of white road dust.
"Course they do. You don't give themthe road, and the w zards have you whi pped."
"Even if it happens on the part of the road in Lydiar, or Certis?" asked Cerryl, shifting his
i ght on the hard wagon seat.
"Don't be wagering on that. The wi zards rule their roads. And a | ot nore besides that."
Cerryl waited.

3
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"Dylert, he was telling ne. Years ago, it was. The old line of dukes, the ones in Lydiar | be
meani ng, they told their traders not to be paying the road tariffs to the w zards. Three days
|ater, there were two-hundred-score | ancers on the road outside Lydiar and a score of white
wi zards. Never said a word, did they. Just nmarched into Lydiar and cast fire down on the duke's
pal ace. He was in it, a course. Ruins stood for nigh-on forty years 'fore anyone dared rebuild it-
even the new duke the w zards naned."

"If the white mages are so powerful, why aren't they the dukes of Lydiar and Certis and

Ri nfur raised his free hand.

"Used to be a Duke of Montgren, once upon a tinme. He befriended that black denon-Creslin,
think. The whites killed himand all those in the keep. Then they | eveled the keep. Mntgren stil
bel ongs to Fairhaven."

"But you said they did that to Lydiar. Leveled the duke's place, | nean, but there's still a
Duke of Lydiar."

"CGot me," said Rinfur. "All | know be that no duke or viscount or whatever in his nmind be
crossing the white nages. No teamster not give way to a white nessenger." He shrugged. "That be

enough. "

Cerryl glanced ahead. The al nost nountainous hills the road had bored through after they had
left Hrisbarg had already dwindled into lowrolling hills, half topped with trees, half with
meadows, and each line of hills seemed | ower than the previous set.

"Wn't be long. Hills about to end," confirned the driver.

Cerryl nodded and wat ched.

Fai rhaven rested in a gentle valley, and the road descended ever so gradually toward the
m xture of white structures, white road, and green grass. The trees were mainly evergreens barely
again as tall as the roofs they shaded. Cerryl saw no |eaf-bearing trees, none. Was that why
Dyl ert could send white oak to Fairhaven?

The pavi ng stones of the road, somewhere along the way, had turned from pinkish granite to
slightly off-white gray granite, as had the stones of the walls. As the wagon cleared the |ast |ow
hill, the road walls ended, replaced with a long curb slightly nore than a span high. Beyond the
curb was green grass, green still despite the nearing of harvest.

Cerryl had trouble seeing the city ahead against all the whiteness, a white that seened sonehow
brighter than it should have been even with the clear sky and the glare of the late afternoon sun
in his face. The glare seenmed to intensify as the lunber wagon rolled closer.

"Ahead be the gates,” explained R nfur, gesturing alnmpst directly in front of the wagon, down
the avenue of white stone wi de enough for at |east four wagons abreast.

Cerryl tried to see where Rinfur pointed, but the sun hung just above the horizon, and | ooking
westward only left Cerryl with a head-ache and an i mage of blinding whiteness fromthe sun off the
white of the road.

Rinfur began to rein in the team slow ng the wagon gradually until it creaked to a stop behind
a mule cart piled with pottery. In front of the nule cart was anot her wagon, a small one drawn by
a single bony and filled with gourds or squashes. The squash wagon stood just short of a smal
white stone building outside the gates. The stone gates did not seemthat tall to Cerryl, not nore
than ten or twelve cubits high, not particularly inpressive for a city that ruled, in one form or
anot her, nuch of Candar.

The two white-clad soldiers or guards stepped up to the driver of the squash wagon, inspected
t he wagon, poked desultorily at the squashes, and notioned the farmer past the gates. The nule
wagon creaked up to the gates, and R nfur eased the |unber wagon forward but had to touch the
brake to ensure the wagon stopped conpletely.

A squeal ing continued after the |unber wagon slowed. Cerryl turned. A coach and a wagon had
lined up behind them The coach, dark gray with a pair of grays, was driven by a teanmster in gray
as well. The driver avoided Cerryl's eyes. Behind the coach was anot her wagon, but the coach
bl ocked Cerryl's view, and he | ooked back toward the gates.

The two guards had stepped up to the driver of the nmule cart. One gestured at the nedallion
The driver gestured, shrugging as if he did not understand.

Cerryl strained to hear the words.

" your pass is two years old ..

"I did not know, ser." The cart driver shrugged, |ooking at the soldiers helplessly.

"You knew. Don't lie to us." The taller soldier took the driver by the armand pulled himoff
the cart.

"Handl ers!" called the second guard. At his word, two nen junped from sonewhere and unhitched
the mule, leading it away down a |lane to the east toward a | ow structure. A stable? Cerryl
wondered, still |ooking at the unattended cart of wood and pottery.
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Wihsttt! Whhhsttt Two firebolts flared fromthe top of the guard tower, enveloping the cart.
When Cerryl's eyes cleared and the flanmes had died away, all that remai ned before the gates was a
calf-high pile of white dust, sifting back and forth in the |ight breeze.

Cerryl managed to keep fromswall owing as he could hal f-see, half-feel the currents of red-
tinged white energy that swirled around the gates, energies apparently unseen by anyone save the
mages who had enpl oyed them and Cerryl

Two nen in chains appeared fromthe gate, one bearing a broom the other a scoop and two | arge
buckets. Al nost before Cerryl could swallow, the ashes and the nmen in chains were gone, and the
soldier was nmotioning for Rinfur to pull up the |unber wagon.

Cerryl turned to Rinfur

"I't happens, young fellow. See why you not be crossing the white nages?" Ri nfur chucked the
reins gently, just enough to get the teamto take a dozen steps or so and bring the wagon up to
the white guard buil di ng.

The two white-clad soldiers stepped away fromthe white stone curb, just as they had with the
wagon and the cart, alnost as if nothing had happened. One inspected the nmedal on the wagon side
The other |ooked at Ri nfur. "Goods? Destination?"

"White oak fromDylert, the mllnaster of Hrisbarg. The wood be going to Fasse, the cabinet-
maker off the artisans' square." Rinfur's words were polite, even, and practiced.

How often had the teanster carried white oak to Fairhaven?

The second soldier's eyes lingered on Cerryl for a nonent, then passed on, dism ssing him as
scarcely worthy of scrutiny, before lifting the canvas in the rear and studying the stacked woods.
Then he nodded to the other soldier in white. "Wod."

The first soldier stepped back and nodded. "You can go."

"Thank you," answered Ri nfur politely.

Cerryl nmanaged to keep fromswallowi ng until the wagon was rolling again, past the gates and
down the avenue. Shops and dwellings were set back fromthe avenue, and the avenue itself was
di vided so that on the side taken by Rinfur, all the carts and wagons and riders travel ed toward
the center of Fairhaven

From what Cerryl could see, though, nore wagons, enpty wagons, were departing, heading for the
gates through which he and Ri nfur had just passed, their wheels runbling on the whitened granite
pavi ng stones.

Scattered individual s wal ked briskly al ong the stone-paved wal ks flanking the avenue, their
steps firmand quick. Only one | ooked toward the | unber wagon, and that was a young nother in a
pal e blue tunic and trousers, burping a child on her shoul der

Cerryl smled but received no response as she turned and resuned wal king in the sane direction
as the wagon. He watched for several nonents, but the wagon slowy extended the distance between
the wonman and Cerryl, and he | ooked ahead again. To each side of the avenue were houses, |arge but
| ow houses of a single story, each surrounded by a low wall with a wooden gate. Trees with dark
green | eaves rose fromthe courtyards created by the walls, the dark | eaves contrasting with the
white roofs and walls.

"It's quiet," said Cerryl

"Alot quieter than Lydiar, | dare say. Mre peaceable, too."

"Coins ... too," ventured Cerryl.

"Coi ns, aye. Always be coins where you find power. Still, can't say as | exactly like

Fai rhaven," Rinfur said with a | owered voice. "Sort of gets on your nerves after a time." The
teanster shrugged, not taking his eyes off the avenue, although he had kept the wagon to a sl ow
wal k. "Safe place. Safest city in all Candar. Say you could | eave your purse on a wall and cone
back a day later and find it. Me... | wouldn't be trying that, but it be what they say."

Cerryl's eyes, slowy adjusting to the glare, |ooked westward toward the single white tower
that rose out of a square that had to have been nore than a kay away down the avenue. He coul d see-
or feel-waves of the unseen red-tinged whiteness emanating fromthe tower, alnost |like flanmes and
heat froma fire, except that whatever the tower radiated wasn't hot, not like a fire, anyway.
"What's t hat?"

"That's the wi zards' square-their tower. You not be wanting to go there." R nfur shivered. "No,
Cerryl nodded.

The two hal ves of the avenue split apart into half-circles around a space of green grass, white
stone paths, and | ow spread-leafed trees. A low fountain gurgled in the center of the circle. The
out side of the avenue was dotted with shops-a cooper's, then a coppersmth's, several shops whose
synbols were unfamliar to Cerryl, then an inn, and a stable.

"This be the artisans' square, here. You can go round the circle and drive back the way we

ser
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canme. Down that side way we go." R nfur eased the teamdown a street to the right, a side way
al rost as wide as the main and only street of Hrisbarg. "Fasse's be the second shop there. Can't
put a wagon before a shop. Have to use the rear courts.”

Cerryl nodded. After what he'd seen at the gates, he had no doubts that the | aws of Fairhaven
were followed. He glanced back at the grass of the square, vacant except for two toddlers tended
by a girl barely older than Cerryl and a white-haired nman sitting on a stone bench. Cerryl felt
sonet hi ng was m ssing, yet he hadn't any idea what that m ght have been

As the wagon turned down an alleyway and then rolled into the back courtyard of a shop, a thin
man hurried out. Everything about himwas thin, Cerryl decided-the tw glike and w spy nustache
above narrow | ips, the angul ar face, the skinny shoul ders, and the poi nted brown boots.

"Greetings, naster Fasse."

"Greetings, ah ... teanster." Fasse's eyes flicked fromRi nfur to the wagon and then to Cerryl.
"Who's the young fellow? | don't need another apprentice, you know? Haven't needed an apprentice
for years, thank you."

"Cerryl knows the woods right well,"” drawled Rinfur, a glint in his eye. As Fasse opened his
nmout h, the driver added, "He be headed to naster Tellis in the norn."

Fasse cl osed his nouth and nodded abruptly.

"I shouldn't be telling master Dylert you be needing an apprentice, should |?" asked R nfur
al nost bel atedl y.

"No apprentices,"” confirmed Fasse. "Not now. Not ever."

Ri nfur ensured the wagon brake was | ocked, then inclined his head to Cerryl, who began to
| oosen the ties on the canvas covering the wood.

"Careful there, young fellow. Don't let the canvas cut the oak. Even oak can be scarred." Fasse
hurried to the tail board and unfastened one side as Rinfur |oosened the other

Cerryl folded the canvas and laid it across the wagon seat, then slipped down to the ground and
joined the other two at the rear of the wagon.

"Which first, master Fasse?" asked Ri nfur

"The heavy ones, of course, for the big racks on the wall. Wuld |I put |ight planks there? The
very thought of it!"

"Just two planks," Rinfur said to Cerryl, there not being nuch roomto work with.

Cerryl nodded and wal ked his way back along the planks as Rinfur slid themgently out of the
wagon. The two carried the set inside through a narrow door that opened out. The cabinetry shop
was small, no nore than a dozen and a half cubits square, and half of that was taken with racks
for wood. The youth's nose itched with the faintest trace of sawdust, and he w shed he coul d
scratch it, but carrying the wood took both hands. He sniffed instead, and his nose itched even
nor e.

"Centle, gentle with that oak. Not a scar, not a scratch. The whites, they can sense if but a
brui se there be." Fasse scurried around Rinfur and Cerryl as they carried in the w der planks. "On
the first rack there, the one padded with the rags. Do be gentle."

The two eased the planks onto the padded rack, then wal ked back to the wagon for another | oad.
Cerryl rubbed his nose. What was it about sawdust?

The sun was touching the tops of the shops to the west by the tine, follow ng Fasse's
directions, they had unl oaded and stored all the white oak

Ri nfur stretched. "W need to stable the horses. W can | eave the Wagon in the courtyard,"

Ri nfur expl ai ned.

"The stable by the inn?" Cerryl glanced around the courtyard that barely held the wagon.

"Aye. |If you sweep out the wagon and cover it..."

"I can do that."

"Master Fasse?" called Rinfur

"Yes, teanster?"

"A broom perhaps, so that Cerryl can clean up the wagon and the courtyard while | stable the
hor ses?"

"There be an ol d one here sonewhere."

By the time Fasse had reappeared with a ragged-edged straw broom bound in cloth strips, Rinfur
had | ong since departed with the team

"The dust and scraps ... in the pail in the corner. Piddling chunks, too. Don't be |eaving any
signs of sawdust or dirt. The patrol won't be having that."

"Yes, ser." The patrol? Cerryl nerely nodded as he wondered. Patrols inside the city? For what?
Then he wanted to shake his head. If the courtyard had to be spotless, why was Fasse so rel uctant
to come up with a broon?

By the time Rinfur returned, Cerryl had finished sweeping the courtyard and was pushing the
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wagon, a span at a time, into the corner where it bl ocked neither the shop door nor access to the
alley itself. The teanster added his shoulder to Cerryl's efforts, and they eased the wagon into
pl ace. Cerryl covered the wagon with the canvas and recl ai med his pack

By then, Fasse had reappeared and stood in the doorway. "Not nuch to offer you this eve," he
suggested, not |ooking toward either of the two from Hrisbarg.

"What ever you have, nmaster crafter, that will serve fine," answered Rinfur with a snmle. "W're
just poor nmill workers."

"Ah... yes ... let me check with the consort.’
vani shed down a narrow hall.

"Always does that," said Rinfur. "He has to feed us, but he never wants to admt it. Fol ks from
Kyphros, they say, be like that."

Hi s pack hal f-dangling fromhis shoulder, Cerryl stifled a yawn. It had been a | ong day, a very
| ong day.

"Not that we be having nuch this eve, saving a nutton stew that be nostly carrots and onions,
but you be wel cone," said Fasse, reappearing suddenly.

"Thank you, master crafter," offered Cerryl.

"Thank you," added Ri nfur

Fasse gestured toward the door, and the two entered. The door closed behind the three with a
ck of the latch

"All the way to the end, and the door on the right," Fasse suggested.

Cerryl followed Ri nfur down the narrow corridor and stepped through the door fromthe gl oom
into a surprisingly bright room the walls a spotless white plaster, the floor a polished gol den
oak.

The odor of stew filled the room conming fromthe stew pot that sat the obl ong waist-high bl ack
metal structure that Cerryl realized, after nmonent, nust be a stove. A scuttle of coal sat beside
the stove, which was set in an al cove with wi ndows on each side. The wi ndows and shutters were
open wi de. Cerryl nodded al nost to hinself, sensing the flow of chaos-tinged heat fromthe hot
stove out the wi ndow on the right side.

"This be ny consort, Wylenya." Fasse jerked his head toward the gray-haired, round-faced wonan
in brown who stood before the stove, then gestured to the benches flanking the trestle table.
There was a place set on each side and at each end. Backed stools faced the ends of the tables.

"I am honored to nmeet you," Cerryl said after an awkward nonent.

"Good it be to see you, again, |lady," added Ri nfur

"A poor stew it be, but filling." Weylenya inclined her head. "Conpany we had not expected."

After waiting his turn to use the washstand in the corner, Cerryl stood back until Rinfur
pi cked the bench where he would sit. Then Cerryl stood behind the bench on the other side.

"Sit," said Wylenya with a laugh, carrying the stew pot toward the table. As the nen sat, she
| adl ed stew into the four brown earthenware bow s. "Bread be coming."

Soon, the aroma of dark bread m xed with that of the stew as Wyl enya set a w cker basket in
the center of the polished wal nut table.

"Brew in the gray pitcher, watered wine in the brown," Fasse expl ai ned.

Foll owi ng Rinfur's exanple, Cerryl poured the anber beer fromthe gray pitcher into a brown nug
with a chipped handle. Wth a chunk of the brown bread in one hand, he sipped the beer. Despite
the slight bitterness, he enjoyed the taste.

"Good brew," affirnmed Rinfur. "Al ways have a good brew here."

"Get it fromHerlot out in Wevett. Keep it in the coldest corner of the shop. The woods hel p,
but I don't know why." Fasse took a swallow fromhis own nug. Wyl enya drank the watered w ne
between small bites of bread and stew.

Cerryl found hinself |ooking down at an enpty bow .

"Gowing lad, | see." The crafter's consort stood and returned with the stew pot, refilling
both the teanster's bow and Cerryl's.

"Thank you." Cerryl offered a grateful smle with the words. "A polite young fellow you are."
Fasse nodded. "Polite indeed, Wiy you be comng to Fairhaven, young fellow? Aimto nake your
fortune?" Fasse |aughed. "Seen lots of young fellows. Either want to pile up the coins or becone
mages. One or the other."

Cerryl finished chewing a nouthful of the hot bread. "I have to learn to become a scrivener."

"What ? No coi ns?" asked the cabinet maker. "No great dreans?"

Cerryl forced a gentle smile but said nothing.

"Know your letters?"

"Yes, ser."

"Knowi ng your letters, and not having dreanms, you might yet nake a good scrivener.'

Fasse turned and went through the door and

sn

Fasse shook
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his head. "Too many fol k these days, wanting to be rich or powerful. Not Iike the old tinmes, when
a man took pride in his work. That was when the work counted, not the coins."

A half smle crossed Weylenya's lips, as if she had heard the words nore than a few tines
bef ore.

"Now ... the young 'uns, they want the coins afore the first join is set, afore the barre
hol ds water, afore the ... ah, what's the use? An old crafter railing 'gainst a world that doesn't
know where it's going, doesn't recall where it came from" The crafter lifted his nug and drai ned
it, then | ooked at Rinfur. "You be sleeping in the loft, the two of you. You know where,
teamster.'

"Yes, master crafter.™

Cerryl finished his stew and the |ast corner of the dark of bread, trying not to yawm while he
ate. The day had been long, and his buttocks were sore.

Yet, even after he straggled up the short ladder to the loft and the narrow pallet alone, not
caring that Rinfur had said he was taking a wal k, he could not sleep, tired as he was. Though he
lay on the narrow pallet, thinner and harder than the one at Dylert's, his eyes remnmi hed open,
resting on the thick beans of the workroomceiling.

Around him beyond the stone walls of the shop, he could sense the flows of red-tinged white.

The energies he'd felt in the mnes, or even with the white nmages who had fought at the mll, were
i nsignificant conpared to those which suffused Fairhaven. He shivered.
Careful ... he would have to be nost careful. Already he had seen enough to know that Fairhaven

was a dangerous place for himfor anyone. Wth those thoughts, his eyes finally closed.

XXVI |

After hel ping Rinfur nove the wagon and harness the team Cerryl waved as the teamster eased the
wagon out of the courtyard. Then he swall owed as Ri nfur and the team di sappeared behind the
bui | di ngs of the side street |eading to the square.

Finally, after a deep breath, he hoisted his pack and slipped into Fasse's shop. The crafter
stood to one side of the front door, surveying the street outside and the handful of passershby.

"Ser? Could you tell ne the way to Tellis the scrivener?"

"What? Ch ..." Fasse half-turned. "That be right. Dylert be sending you there." The crafter
fingered his narrow gi nger nustache, then lifted and dropped his angul ar shoul ders. "Tellis? His
pl ace be across the square and four |ong bl ocks up the | esser artisans' way."

Cerryl wanted to ask Fasse who or what the | esser artisans were, but the cabinet-nmaker's
continued glances toward the square were enough to di scourage questions. "Thank you, ser. |
appreci ated the bed and the food. Very nmuch."

"Be nothing, young fellow You be doing the sane for another sone day." Fasse gl anced toward
the main avenue again. "Best you be off. | be awaitin' a mage." The crafter gestured toward the
pol i shed white oak chest that stood to his left.

Cerryl's eyes took in the chest, waist high, and finished with sonething that glistened |like
fresh oil but was just as clearly not.

"Have to be varnished for them Al they touch... they destroy in tinme. The varnish hel ps."
Fasse | ooked down the avenue to his right again.

"Thank you." Cerryl nodded and shoul dered his pack

"Hi gh price for managi ng chaos ..." nmurrmured the crafter

Cerryl concealed a frown as he stepped through the open door and onto the raised stone
sidewal k, still marveling at the very idea. In Hrisbarg, sonetinmes the shopkeepers put down boards
during the rains, but Pedestrians and horses shared the streets, and Cerryl knew to watch where he
put his feet.

He waited for a two-horse wagon piled with baskets of potatoes to Pass, and crossed the western
part of the avenue. The farner on the seat had never even glanced in his direction

The sun was barely above the roofs to the east of the square, and | ong shadows | ay across the
white stone avenue and the sidewal k stones and curbi ngs, and darkened the enerald grass. The
slight cool ness of the evening before had vani shed, and neither grass nor stone bore the slightest
trace of dew. Although the air was already warm the oval shape of what Rinfur and Fasse had
call ed a square was empty. A handful of people wal ked the sidewal ks, nmostly fromthe gates toward
the center of Fairhaven, and the creaking of wagons and the clop of hoofs on the stones were the
| oudest sounds.

Cerryl alnost felt as though his breathing were too loud in the hushed city. He straightened
his shoul ders and foll owed the white stone wal k across the center of the enpty square to the far
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side. There was a single street there-wi thout a nane or synmbol. Was it the way of the |esser
artisans?

Wth the slightest of shrugs, he crossed the enpty eastern half of the avenue and started up
the unnanmed street. Cerryl glanced into the first shop, peering between vivid blue shutters drawn
back open against bright white-plastered outside walls. A potter sat cross-legged, throwi ng a pot
on a wheel powered by a foot pedal. Behind himwas a | ow wooden shel f displaying an array of pots
and crockery. The gray-haired man did not |ook up as Cerryl studied him

Cerryl wal ked slowy eastward, along the | esser artisans' way that was but the eastern side
street away fromthe square-exactly across the square opposite the side street that adjoined the
alley leading to the rear courtyard of Fasse's shop

The next shop was that of a weaver. Two girls, each younger than Cerryl, one brown haired, one
redheaded, sat on the floor working back-strap | oons. Behind thema nman flicked the shuttle on a
floor loomthat filled half the small room Skeins of colored yarn-all colors of yarn, except
bl ack- hung from pegs set into the wall just bel ow the roof beans. The round-faced brown-haired
girl grinned shyly at Cerryl, even while her fingers slipped the yarn wound on the hand shuttle
t hrough the spread wool en yarn

Cerryl offered a grin in return.

"Mnd the |l oom Pattera," cane the comment fromthe weaver

"Yes, ser," murnured the girl, dropping her eyes from Cerryl.

Cerryl nodded and continued along the street. Pattera had been pretty enough, yet nothing to
conmpare to the golden-haired girl he had seen but once in his screeing glass. Wuld he ever neet
her? O was she the daughter of some white nage who would treat himlike the other whites had
dealt with his father-or the fugitive at Dylert's mll? He repressed a shiver. "Careful..

Cerryl," he whispered to hinself.

On the inside wall of the next shop were rows of snall shelves filled with snall wooden boxes
and a |l arge chest of many drawers, and a scent-many scents-that Cerryl didn't recognize. Spices?
Why so many? The heavy man who | ooked up from a wooden nortar and pestle on a polished table
offered an enignmatic smle before | ooking back at the dried herbs before him

So silent was the | esser artisans' way that Cerryl could hear his own footsteps. Sonehow, he
had expected that Fairhaven woul d have been busier, even so early in the day.

The Iine of shops ended at another cross street, rather than at the alleyway he had expected.
On the far corner was another shop, but this one sported a sign over the open door bearing an open
book and a quill poised above it. Hoping that the sign referred to the scrivener's, Cerryl crossed
the street and eased into the shop, pausing just inside the open door to let his eyes adjust.

The front of the shop was a small area, |less than four cubits square, with white-plastered
wal I's and enpty except for two stools and with a gol den oak cabinet that was nmade up of a two-
drawer chest with three attached bookshel ves above the chest. The top shelf held a silver pitcher
and the second two were each largely filled with |eather-bound vol unes.

Even fromthe door, Cerryl could snmell the tanned | eather. He took another step into the front
room and paused, scanning the two dozen or so books on the shelves before him but aside fromthe
different colors of leather, there were no identifying marks on the spines. Nor did any of the
books bear the unseen but sensed whitish red of chaos that the three books in his own pack bore.

Two doors led fromthe front roomone on the right side, which was cl osed, and one on the left.
After another noment, Cerryl stepped toward the door behind the left side of the chest, stopping
in the doorway.

A single man bent over a table in the workroom a space not nuch bigger than the front room
The far wall was filled, half with a huge doorl ess cabi net that contained shelves transforned into
cubbies filled with rolled | eathers, parchnents, palinpsests, real glass jars, stoppered crockery
vials, and other nmanner of items unfamliar to Cerryl. On each side of the cabinet were racks, the
one on the left holding an array of hand tools; the one on the right, green leathers cut into |ong
strips perhaps two spans wide and nore than two cubits in length. A witing desk was flush agai nst
the left wall, the worktable against the right. The scrivener was stitching sonething with a |ong
needl e that flashed in his fingers.

Cerryl waited until the nman paused before speaking. "Mster Tellis?"

Tellis straightened and turned, revealing a spare and surprisingly thin face above a nore
rotund frame. "Yes, young fellow? Are you here on an errand for your naster?" The scrivener seened
to squint as he surveyed Cerryl .

"No, ser." Cerryl stepped forward and extended the scroll. "Master Dylert sent nme, ser."

The briefest of frowns crossed Tellis's face as the scrivener took the scroll. Cerryl waited,
his eyes not |eaving the scrivener, nmuch as he w shed to study the workroom

Tellis read through the scroll, licking his lips, once, twice, as he neared the end. "Dylert
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says you're a shirttail relative."

"Yes, ser."

"He al so says you work hard, and that'd not be sonething he'd offer easily." Tellis scratched
the back of his head, absently disarraying the thick, brown-flecked hair. "Tell nme about naster
Dyl ert. Wat does he | ook |like, and what does he favor?"

"Master Dylert..." Cerryl managed not to frowm. "He is a fraction of a span taller than you
are, ser, but tall as heis, heis awiry man. H s beard is black but shows silver. H s eyes are
brown. He always wanted the nmill clean, and the planks and tinbers stacked in the barns by their

size and quality." Cerryl shrugged. "H s speech is hard, but he is fair."
"And hi s househol d?"
"Hi s consort, Dyella, she is warner." Cerryl sniled. "She often gave ne extra food."
"Spoken like a young fellow, thinking of the food. Go on."
"She has brown hair. It's thinner. Erhana favors her nother, excepting her face, and Brental -

don't know. He is the sole one with red hair, so far as |I know, but... he was good to ne as well."
"Where are your people?"
"None are living ... now M uncle ... he lived in Mntgren." Cerryl swallowed, fighting the

burning in his eyes, wondering why the question had upset him
"You lived with your uncle, then?"

"Yes, ser. Until | went to work for nmaster Dylert."

"You miss him your uncle, | nean?"

Cerryl nodded, swallowi ng again. "My aunt, too."

"Dylert... a good judge of nen, but far too good for his own good." Tellis shook his head.
"Ah... well... we have you to deal with. Not so as | really need an apprentice, you understand,
but an extra pair of working hands ... that we can manage."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl kept his eyes on Tellis, his voice polite.

"A few matters, young fellow ..."

"Cerryl."

"Important natters, if you intend to renmain here.”

Cerryl nodded again, waiting, trying not to shift his weight fromone leg to the other as the
scrivener studied himagain, trying to appear serious and attentive.

"Well, Cerryl.. . you'll learn as the days pass. But there are sone things that don't change.
You'll be punping the water for all, and we'll be getting to that. Water's close here in
Fai rhaven, and this is a clean house. You | ook neat, but clean is better. | expect you to bathe

| eastwi se every third day, and wash your hands and face every tinme before you work in the shop
here. That's after breakfast and after supper. Dirty hands, dirty sweat-they've ruined nore books

than fires or bugs. And you'll need another set of clothes. |'Il provide that, but you wash them™"
Cerryl nodded. "Yes, ser."
"Another matter. You'll be spending sone time with Arkos the tanner. You won't be touching the
binding till you understand the |eather. That clear?"

Cerryl gave anot her nod.
"And the parchnent, as well."

"Yes, ser." The youth just stood there, afraid that another nod woul d show himas agreeably
dul I.

"Your wages are a half copper an eight-day for the first five eight-days. If we're both
satisfied after that, a copper an eight-day for the rest of the first year. Then we'll talk."
Tellis fingered his not-quite-pointed and cl ean-shaven chin, then pulled his hand away, al npst
di sgustedly. "And after all nmy talk ..." H's eyes went to the washstand in the corner. "You'l
have your own towel ... Cerryl, is it?"

"Cerryl. .. yes ... ser."
"And don't w pe your face with your hands. Your sleeves, a clean rag, but not your hands."
Cerryl found hinsel f noddi ng again, against his better judgnent.

"Now ... let's see how well you listen. Tell ne what | told you."

Cerryl continued to neet the scrivener's eyes as he responded. "You want ny hands and face
clean any tine before | go to work. I'mnot to wipe ny face with ny hands. I'mto bathe at |east
every third day. | nust spend tine with the tanner to | earn about |eather and parchnment, and |'m

the one who will punp water for the house and shop. And | start at a hal f-copper an eight-day."
"A good menory, leastwise." A slight smle flickered across the scrivener's lips. "Follow ne."
Tellis led the way back into the front room and then through the other door
Behi nd the show oomwas a narrow kitchen-with a small iron stove, half built into the wall
presi ded over by a slender wonman whose back renmained turned fromthe scrivener and Cerryl-and to
the right of the kitchen, through an archway, Cerryl glinpsed a cormbn roomwith a trestle table,
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and a wall bench piled with pillows.

Tellis gestured to the thin, alnost frayed-I|ooki ng wonan whose bl onde-and-gray hair was square
cut in athick thatch just below the bottom of her ears. "This is Beryal. She runs the househol d,
she and her daughter Benthann."

"No. | run the househol d. Benthann runs you." As she turned slowy, Beryal's pale blue eyes
apprai sed Cerryl, and he felt as though she had | ooked right through him "A new apprentice? About
time. You need soneone who listens to you."

"That's true enough.” Tellis | aughed. "Beryal and Benthann are better at directing than
listening."

Cerryl nodded, wondering what sort of household Tellis really had.

"You need directing, naster scrivener, at anything but scrivening." Beryal's cool eyes flicked
back to Cerryl. "I ring the bell once for neals. Just once. Supper is true nidday. Be noodl es and
quagroot today... and dark bread. You get brew with dinner, water any other tine, unless you want
to buy sonething and share it." After a quick nod, she turned back to the stove and the heavy iron
skillet in which sonething sinmered

Tellis gave a rueful smile and notioned for Cerryl to follow himthrough the kitchen, past
Beryal, who did not | ook up. Cerryl could snell warnming butter, a spice he couldn't identify, and
sonmet hing that smelled good but unfaniliar

Beyond the spare common room Tellis stepped through the rear door and into a small stone-paved
courtyard, enpty except for the hand punp and catch basin in the right-hand corner. "W don't use
this much. It's too hot in the summer, and too cool in the winter." He gestured. There was a
wooden gate in the mddle of the back wall, between what | ooked to be two small rooms. "The supply
storeroomthat's the door on the left. The space on the right is yours. You can conme and go as you
pl ease through the back gate. Wrks better that way."

Cerryl glanced around the courtyard again. There was a third door on the right wall, and a
narrow door near the comon room door on the left.

Tellis foll owed his eyes. "Those are our roons."

The youth didn't ask who "ours” included, or what room was whose, but nodded.

"Put your things in your room Arrange it how you |like and then cone back to the workroom™

"Yes, ser."

Tellis nodded and left Cerryl standing in the enpty courtyard, his pack on his shoul ders.

Cerryl crossed the courtyard, perhaps ten cubits square, and gingerly lifted the latch and opened
t he door.

He let his breath out slowy. The space was perhaps four cubits by five and contained a pallet
bed-wi der than the one he had used at Dylert's-a washstand with pitcher and basin, and a narrow
door | ess wardrobe of plain and battered pine, plus a stool. The floor was stone, and the faintest
filmof white dust covered everything.

H s nose itched, and he rubbed it, then set his pack on the foot of the pallet. He took another
deep breath before opening the canvas flap and lifting out his jacket. He left his battered half-
copy of Colors of White inside the pack-and his nmedallion fromhis father. He would need to find a
hiding place for them and soon.

XXVI ']

As soon as Cerryl had arranged his things and returned to the workroom Tellis stopped his work.
"M ght as well freshen the water. Enpty the basins in the house first. Then fill the pitchers.”

Anot her figure appeared behind Cerryl. Beryal tapped Cerryl on the shoulder. "Be nore than
that. Use the polished bucket on the peg. The rough bucket's for scrubbing. A ways punp a bucket
first and enpty it. No telling what be in the punp. Enpty the basins into the sewer catch before
you start punping water, and don't be using the bucket for dirtied wash water. Sewer catch be
outside the courtyard gate. If there's dirt in the basins, wash them under the punp. That's before
you bring water into the house. Understand?"

Cerryl nodded and headed for the courtyard, carrying the enpty basin. After enptying it and the
one on the kitchen washstand, he rinsed themand replaced them Then, heeding what Beryal had

sai d, he began punping, letting a bucket's worth of water spill over the polished wash stones
before rinsing the bucket itself and filling it. He carted the water back to the workroomto
refill the pitcher

"When you finish with the water, Cerryl..." Tellis did not conplete the sentence, preoccupied
as he was with the nipping press in the corner.

“I'I'l come back."
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Tellis grunted without |ooking up
Cerryl trudged back out to the kitchen, where Beryal was kneading read. The faint odor of yeast
filled the room and he took a deep breath.

"You can refill the pitchers on the corner table."

"They're next," Cerryl said, knowi ng that was what she want ed.

" Cood. "

He slipped past her and carried the bucket through the conmon room and out into the courtyard,
back to the | ong-handl ed punp. He lifted the punp handle. Wiile it still amazed himthat clean
wat er fl owed beneath the streets, he was happy enough not to be lifting buckets froma deep well.
Wth the bucket three-quarters full, as nmuch water as he dared carry, he turned and started back
across the courtyard. A cool breeze, foreshadowing winter, ruffled his hair.

"Hello ..." Agirl's face peered over the whitened wood of the rear gate. "Are you Tellis's new

apprentice?" She giggled, then offered a shy grin before brushing a strand of brown hair back off
her forehead. "You nust be. Only apprentices carry water."

Cerryl set down the bucket and wal ked toward the gate, stopping several cubits back and
studyi ng her, knowi ng he'd seen her. Then he nodded. "You're Pattera, the weaver. |I'mCerryl."

Pattera's snmile vanished. "How did you know ny nane?"

"I was wal king by the shop, and your father told you to mind the loom" Cerryl offered his own
grin. "That was when | was |ooking for Tellis's place."

"Ch... you were the boy in the w ndow. "
Cerryl wasn't sure he liked being called a boy, but he nodded and kept smling.
"Fat her doesn't like it when | | ook at boys." She glanced over her shoul der and down the
all eyway. "l'd better go. |I'msupposed to be at the market." Another shy snmle, and she was gone

Cerryl picked up the bucket and reentered the house.

"Those weaver girls are nothing but trouble, Cerryl. Mnd that," said Beryal. After a noment
when he didn't answer, she added, "Cerryl? Did you punp one pail and enpty it out first? | didn't
see that."

"I rinsed the bucket."

"Like I told you? Just like |I told you?"

"No, ser."

"Co do it, and be thankful |'m asking. Benthann would have enptied the pitcher over you."

Beryal had covered the bread dough with a gauzelike cloth and was slicing pale green roots into a
skillet. "Then she woul d have made you nop the floor."

Wt hout speaking, he turned and went out and through the courtyard and the gate and lifted the
access stone to the sewer, pouring out the bucket. It was easier to conply with Beryal's whins
than to argue that he' d cl eaned the bucket before he'd started and run the punp through severa
cycles, letting the water fl ow over the wash stones.

Cerryl replaced the stone and straightened, feeling eyes upon him then | ooked toward the end
of the alleyway. Pattera waved at himfromwhere alley and street met. Wth his free hand he
returned the gesture. Carrying two long cylindrical |oaves of bread in her left arm the brown-
haired girl slipped fromsight down the | esser artisans' way.

Back in the courtyard, Cerryl refilled the bucket and returned to the kitchen, where he first
refilled the pitchers on the table in the corner

"Do it right first, next time."

"Yes, Beryal."

Beryal turned and slipped the skillet onto the hot stove.

Cerryl stepped away fromthe heat of the kitchen, wiping his forehead on his sleeve, and out
into the courtyard, where he replaced the bucket on the peg over the punp. After washing his hands
and face, and feeling the chill of the breeze on his danp skin, he hurried back to the workroom

No sooner had he stepped through the door fromthe kitchen into the showoomthan Tellis called
out, "Cerryl?"

"Yes, ser."

"At the desk."

Cerryl cautiously approached the enpty witing desk agai nst the wall

"Just sit down." The scrivener set the wood-franmed and oblong slate on the witing desk. Beside
it was the sheet of parchment that contained the practice sentences-one for Tenple script and one
for the old tongue. Each sentence contained every letter character. Tellis handed Cerryl an obl ong
of chal k. "You need nore practice. Look at the nodels. Every letter you wite should be identica
to every other one-of the sane letter, | nmean."

Cerryl understood. Each letter alir should be the sane as every other alir. The tedi um bot hered
him not the ideal Tellis espoused. "How do you know whether to wite a book in Tenple or old
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t ongue?"
Tellis cleared his throat. "Mstly old tongue here in Fairhaven. In Lydiar, were | scribing
there, nost would be in Tenple. The bl acks were stronger there after the fall of Cyador and

Lornth, and Relyn is still revered on the coast."

"Rel yn?" The nane wasn't famliar to Cerryl, and he wondered if Relyn had been a duke or
sonet hi ng.

"The founder of the Tenples." Tellis shook his head. "You nust read nore. I'll give you an old
history... but wash your hands each tine before you open it."

"I will,"” Cerryl prom sed, even as he wondered what good history would do him Still, scribing

pronmi sed a better life than mllwrking, and if Tellis thought he should read a history, it mght
not hurt too nuch.

"The Tenple tongue is easier, and it is used nore every year." Tellis shrugged. "The white
mages prefer the old tongue, though, like as | can see, the two are not that dissinilar. Now ..
practice."

Cerryl | ooked at the chal k between his fingers, then | ooked at the practice lines of old
tongue, even if he really didn't need to do so to know the words. He al ready knew the sentence by
heart. Still... he'd better concentrate on replicating the shapes of the letters.

At the sound of footsteps in the front showoom when Cerryl had witten but a dozen lines on
the slate, Tellis straightened fromhis repairs to the recal citrant nipping press.

Cerryl did not turn. He could sense that the customer was a white mage; the telltale red-tinged
white energi es suffused the shop. He forced hinself to copy another sentence, concentrating on the
form and shape of the letters, alnost drawing them his fingers trenbling.

"Yes, honored ser?" offered Tellis snoothly.

"Do you have The Foundi ng of Fyrad and the Wiite Lands? Sterol had said that you had recopied
versions of sone of the old tales."

"Yes, ser. In the burgundy on the end... would you like ne to show you?"

"Pl ease."” The voi ce was bored.

"Here. You see, this was copied fromthe naster version-"

"That's cl ear enough. Show nme the end pages."

Cerryl forced hinself to begin another sentence in old tongue. The chal k squeaked, but neither
Tellis nor the mage spoke. Cerryl stopped and used the snall bronze scraping knife to whittle off
the inmperfection in the chal k stick.

"... not interested in... Red Shield of Rohrn ... what about The Legend of Fornal ?"

"I amstill copying that, honored mage. Anot her two ei ght-days, perhaps.”

"Here is a silver. That should hold the Fornal volune, should it not?"

"Yes, ser."

"I see you have Histories of Cyador ... both volumes, yet. For what are you offering then"

"They are hand-copied with Iight brinstone iron ink, ser. A gold and two silvers each."
"Two golds for the set, and another gold for the Fornal when it is ready. That's beyond the

silver |1 gave you... if... if it is ready within three eight-days."

Cerryl swallowed. Three golds and a silver for three volunes? He'd never seen a gold hinself.
At his wages ... earning a gold would take years.

"Yes, ser. It will be ready."

" Cood. "

"Do you want ne to deliver the histories?"

"I"l'l take them ... if you have something for me to carry themin."

"A book carry bag. | have one here for you, ser." A drawer of the show oom chest runbled

slightly. "Fine wool, it is."
"Put the histories init. Gently, scrivener. CGently."
Cerryl found hinself |ooking blankly at what he had witten when Tellis stepped back into the
wor kr oom

"That's better, young fellow Keep |ooking at the nodels.” Tellis stepped toward the workbench

He had not quite filled the slate when Tellis reappeared at his shoul der

"A fine hand you have, young Cerryl, but it takes nore than pretty characters to nake a
scrivener." Tellis shook his head. "You can work. That | know, for you work wi thout praise or
puni shrent, and Dyl ert can judge that better than any man | ever net."

Cerryl waited. Usually waiting attentively would encourage people to say nore-that he had
| ear ned.

"Even a fine hand and hard work will not make a scrivener," Tellis went on. "Nor will colored
| eat her bindings and the finest folio stitching." He paused and | ooked at Cerryl.

"What will, master scrivener?" asked the apprentice, taking his cue fromTellis's pause.

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20E.%20Modesitt/Modesitt,%2...%20Recluse%2006%20-%20The%20White%200rder.txt (48 of 197) [5/22/03 12:33:49 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20E.%20M odesitt/M odesi tt, %20L %20E%20-%20Recl use%62006%20-%20The%20Whi te%200r der . txt

"That... that takes a |love of the words, of what they say. A scrivener is not just a
bookbi nder. He is not just a scribe. Not just a recopier of ancient tales and histories ..."
"So... you're filling another poor lad's ear with dreams and drivel ?" Cerryl |ooked up at the

acid tones.

The young wonan who stood in the doorway fromthe show oomwas blond, trimbut nuscular. The
dark blue eyes seened to flash, even though the |light from outside nade her face appear veiled in
shadow. "Tell me this one's name. |If he stays, | might renmenber it."

"Cerryl, lady," offered the apprentice.

"He's polite, too. You always pick the polite ones. They don't tell YOU how enpty your words
are." The eyes flicked to Cerryl. "Ch, |I'mBenthann. |I'mthe one who nmakes poor Tellis's days
m serabl e and his nights glorious."

"Benthann..." The scrivener's voice was calm unstressed. "Did you get the vellun"
"Arkos will deliver it this afternoon. | couldn't be bothered to carry it." Benthann smiled
"Besides, | got it for less than you wanted to pay. Four silvers for the lot. Last time it cost

you eight, and this is better."” She paused.

Cerryl forced hinself not to turn to see Tellis's reaction

"Coins are all that count, Tellis. Did anyone buy anything today?" Benthann gl anced at Cerryl.
"They usually don't, you know. They | ook and nake pl easant noi ses, and then they |eave." She
glanced fromCerryl to Tellis.

The scrivener offered a faint snmle but did not answer her question.

"He doesn't really need the shop at all," continued Benthann. "They offer nore coins for himto
be a scribe.”

"They wouldn't do that," responded Tellis mldly, "if |I were not a reputable scrivener with a
shop. You know that, Benthann."

"You need not spend so nuch coin and time on those presses and the colored |l eathers ..

Cerryl wondered why Tellis didn't just say that someone had bought two books for three golds
and ordered a third. He | ooked at the scrivener.

"The | eather protects the words, and the whites value that protection
cal m al nost disinterested.

"You have a word for everything." Benthann's voice carried a tone between a sneer and a | augh
"I will see you later. Good day to you, young Cerryl."

Cerryl blinked, and the young wonan was gone

"She has not learned that there is a truth beyond coins.” Tellis gave a headshake and | ooked at
Cerryl, then at the slate. "Wpe it clean and copy again, this tine all in old tongue."

"Yes, ser."

Wth a smile, Tellis produced a thick woolen rag. "Use this. At the end of the day wash it out
and hang it on the end of the rack here." He pointed.

Cerryl took the rag and began to wi pe the slate clean. Wat sort of a shop did Tellis run, and
who was Bent hann?

He kept his face expressionless as he cleaned the chalk fromthe practice slate.

The spare face remai ned

XX X

Cerryl struggled to sweep the sawdust away fromthe nmill pit, but the cold wind com ng through the
east door kept bl ow ng the sawdust and wood chips back toward the pit fromwhich he had just
shoveled them His arns burned fromthe resins, and his gl oves were worn through

Behind him the big blade rang |ike a chine. Cannnnggggg!!

"Up ... up, you |lazy apprentice!"
He gl anced around the roomin bew | derment. Were was his cubby? The open wardrobe wasn't his.
And his books? He sat up in the bed, shivering fromthe chill. Wat about the other blankets? One

wasn't enough.

"Breakfast is al nost ready, and you need to bathe."

Bat he? Cerryl shook his head, trying to clinb out of the white fog and dreamthat seened to
hold him

G annnggg!

"You awake in there?" denanded the voice. Beryal's voice, he realized finally.

"I'"'mawake, " he croaked.

"Heard dead frogs nore alive than you. Best be noving." Beryal's voice faded.

Slowy, he put his feet down on the chill stone floor, w ncing. Then he stood and, in his
drawers, pulled the threadbare towel over his shoul der and padded to the door, carrying his
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battered wash bucket. The courtyard was gray and gl oony before sunrise, and heavy cl ouds swirled
overhead. A chill w nd whi pped across his bare chest as he filled the wash bucket and pl odded back
to his room

Once cl ean-and shivering-he dressed and then left his room opened the gate, and enptied the
wash water into the sewer catch. He | ooked down the alleyway to the | esser artisans' way but saw
not a soul. Despite the swirling breeze, there was but a hint of the white street dust, and not a
scrap of litter or rubbish in the alley. And not a single rodent.

From what Cerryl could tell, Fairhaven had few rodents-he'd never seen one-and streets cl eaner
than the floors of many houses in Hrisbarg. Nor did the air snmell, except with a faint bitterness
that rem nded himof the mll blade after Dylert had cl eaned, sharpened, and oiled it.

He cl osed the circular catch basin cover, not too much nore than half a cubit across. Fromthe
sound of the wastes, the sewer beneath was |arge. He | ooked at the stone cover again. Wy was it
so smal I ? Another minor nystery, and one probably not worth worrying over.

He wal ked back to his room closing the gate and then replacing the wash bucket on the peg on
the wall by the door. After deciding not to wear his jacket to cross the snall courtyard, he
hurried to the common roomwarned by the stove. The warnth felt good as he slid onto the enpty
bench.

"Took you | ong enough." Beryal dunped two slabs of bread fried in sonething onto his plate.

He | ooked at the strangely fried bread blankly.

"Never seen egg toast before?"

"No, ser."

"Beryal does it well,"’
i n Fairhaven."

"You nust be feeling good this norn," observed Beryal fromthe stove where she fried nore of
t he heavy bread.

"A good nmorning it is, if a bit chill, but the winter here is nmld, conpared to the plains of
Jellicor." Tellis yawned.

"Men." Beryal snirked and wal ked back to the stove.

Cerryl | ooked around the common room Benthann? Now that he thought about it, he'd never seen
her at breakfast.

"Don't be |ooking for her mightiness," said Beryal. "Not afore midnorning, |eastw se."

Cerryl held back a cough. For a nother, Beryal wasn't exactly warm and supportive of her
daughter. Neither Nail nor Syodor had ever been that cutting, and he hadn't even been their son
Nor had Dyl ert been that cross, even when Brental had nearly ruined the big blade on a |l orken | og
with knotted heartwood.

Tel lis coughed, |oudly.

"Don't you be coughing and snorting at me, naster Tellis. | cook, and |I clean and do as you
order for the household, but ny words be my own." The sizzle of the frying bread enphasi zed
Beryal 's statenent. More enphasis foll owed when she slamred the crockery platter and the browned
egg toast before Tellis.

Cerryl kept his eyes on his plate, except when he reached for his nmug of cool water

"Don't know why | keep you two around,” nurnured Tellis.

"We all know that, and there'd be no reason to talk nore about it," answered Beryal, back at
the stove fixing her own egg toast. "Cerryl, would you want nore toast?"

"I'f I could have another piece ... please.”

"That you can, and you ask, unlike sone who sleep forever." Beryal carried the skillet over and
slipped a third chunk of the browned egg-battered toast onto his plate.

."That was yours ..."

"There is nore where that came from Not be starving nyself, not in this household." Berya
grinned. "And | thank you for caring."

As she turned her back, Tellis grinned at Cerryl.

Not knowi ng quite what the grin neant, Cerryl offered a faint smile in return. "Good toast it
is, ser."

"It is indeed," said Tellis. "Enjoy it as you can."

Beryal sat down across from Cerryl and began to eat her egg toast. The three ate silently.
Before he realized it, Cerryl glanced at his suddenly enpty plate. He repressed a burp, took a
| ast swal l ow of water, and then | ooked toward Tellis.

"You best start to work, Cerryl. I'Il be there in a nmonment. You set up to keep copying the
Sci ences book, but don't you be starting yet."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl eased off the bench and went to the washstand, cleaning and drying his hands
bef ore heading to the workroom He put the book on the copy stand but did not open it to the

said Tellis, taking the chair at the end of the table. "Best egg toast
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mar ked page. Then he took the penknife and put a fresh edge on his quill, laying it beside the
i nkwel | .

He used a whittled twig to stir the ink and check its consistency. Mre water? He decided
agai nst that and took the top parchnment sheet fromthe cabinet, getting out the bone buffer to
ready it for copying. After polishing the sheet, he arranged his stool

"CGood," said Tellis as he bustled into the workroom The scrivener rumraged in the bottom of
the supply chest before Iifting out an oblong section of parchnent that he carried and set on the
witing table.

"Practice parchnent. Not for witing, but for scraping."” He covered his nmouth and coughed.
"You' ve seen ne scrape away your errors." Tellis lifted the sharp-edged knife. "It's tine you
becane better, and practice is the only way. The bl ade nmust be sharp, yet absolutely clean. A
blade with oil along the edge-the oil will mix with the old ink and | eave flecks or dots that
you'll have to scrape even deeper to renove."

"Yes, ser." That made sense to Cerryl.

"And you nust scrape at an angle, firnmy and delicately enough to separate the ink fromthe
parchnent. Like this. Watch." Tellis wi ped the knife on a clean white cloth, then rehung this
cloth on a peg. H's fingers nearly conceal ed the knife as he slipped the bl ade agai nst the top
line of witing on the practice parchnent. "See?"

Cerryl blinked. Were three words had been, the parchnment was clean, as though nothing had been
witten there.

"No substitute for good parchnent. Paper, even the woven split-reed paper, a few years and it's

dust, specially here in Fairhaven. A parchrment volunme will last forever, cared for as it should
be." Tellis paused. "I'lIl do it once nore. Now watch."

Cerryl watched as anot her set of words vani shed.

"You try it."

Cerryl took the knife and the cloth, and w ped the bl ade as he had seen Tellis do.

"Good. Don't put any pressure on the edge. Dulls it too soon.”

Then the apprentice eased the edge across the next word on the line all too conscious of the
scritching his scrapi ng produced.

"No ... no..." Tellis's voice took on an exasperated edge. "Angle the blade just so, the way I
showed you. You want to scrape off but the slightest of the parchnent, just to clean it. You nust
feel the grain and the nap of the parchnent, polished smooth as it may be."

Feeling his fingers were |like fat thunbs, Cerryl angled the knife against the nearly worn out
palinpsest and tried to follow the exanple Tellis had denonstrat ed.

"Better ... better ..." Tellis straightened. "After you copy another two pages, practice on
that worn shred, just like that. A good palinpsest-a good one-it should be snooth enough and cl ean
enough that none but the best of scriveners can distinguish it froma fair parchnent."”

"Yes, ser."

"I'f I"'mnot back before then, copy another set of pages, and then practice with the palinpsest
some nore. | need to talk to Nivor about the |atest oak galls. They don't steep right." Tellis
shook his head. "And the iron brinstone has too nuch of the brinstone. In tine, the ink made from
it will burn the pages, and |'d never want that said of any of ny books."

"How l ong will that take?" asked Cerryl.

"Years, Cerryl |ad, but books must | ast forever, not a nmere handful of years. \Wat be the point
of a book that turns to dust before its scrivener?”

Cerryl nodded, though he wasn't certain he agreed totally with his naster. Many peopl e produced
goods that didn't outlive their naker yet were valued, and nost of what he had copied or read
seenmed to be either commopn sense that didn't need to be witten down, or things of little use to
nost fol k.

Once Tellis had slipped out into the chilly late norning and up the | esser artisans' way,

Cerryl glanced at the book on the copy stand-The Sci ences of the Heavens, then read the |ines
carefully, half al oud.

not al ways understood that all the stars were not studded on a distant and concave surface,
but are scattered at imense distances fromone another in space so limtless as to be
i nconcei vabl e ..

So limtless as to be inconceivabl e? The words seenmed to roll through Cerryl's thoughts. So
limtless that one could not understand or conprehend the di stance? He shook his head. Wy did the
white nages wite about such matters? Wiere were the books that told about I how to handl e chaos?
O order? The stars mght be distant, so distant that the ancient angels had travel ed forever, but
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how woul d such stuff help hi munderstand about nastering chaos?

He took one sl ow easy breath, then another, before dipping the quill once nore into the iron-
gall ink and slowy copying the next Iine of the manuscript... and the next.

He finished one set of pages, then scraped clean two |ines off the practice palinpsest and
started copying the next set of pages from The Sciences of the Heavens.

...stars, established and scattered as they are at vast distances fromthe sun, cannot receive the
fires of chaos fromthe sun, and thus, nust contain their own founts of chaos, which appear as
points of light in the night sky ..

"How can you even see?" Benthann peered into the workroom '"The day is dark. It's like a cave
in here, and you haven't even lit the candle.”
Cerryl glanced up, realizing that the workroomwas dark. Sonehow, he hadn't even noticed the

growi ng dimess. "l didn't realize ..."

"Such a hardworki ng apprentice. You even save himthe costs of candles and lanp oil. Do you
know where Tellis m ght be?"

Cerryl eased the quill away fromthe parchrment. "He said he was going to N vor the

apot hecary's."

"A course, he'd think of that just before it snows. Mdre of the fornulations for ink?"

"He did not say, Benthann." Cerryl used her name because she wasn't that nuch ol der than he
was, yet she slept with Tellis but wasn't his consort. He wondered if Tellis had ever had a
consort.

"Light be praised that he's not over at Arkos's place. Should it cross his mind to ask, |'m off
to the traders' nmarket. Before it snows.” Wth a toss of her head and a flip of the short bl onde
hair, she stepped out of the doorway fromthe showoom then into the street, |eaving the door
aj ar.

Cerryl set the quill on the hol der and eased away fromthe desk and out to close the door. He
paused at the outside door, his hand on the brass |ever, and watched as snowf| akes danced in the
gray day, soaring desperately on the swirling breezes as though they did not want to touch the
bl eached granite stones of the street.

Bent hann had al ready vani shed, and he shivered as the wind gusted. He shut the door and wal ked
back to the desk. He paused before using the striker to get the candle lit. No sense in calling
attention to his ability to see in the darkness.

Before he reseated hinself, he wiped the quill on the cleaning rag, gently and with the angle
of the nib's cut, then dipped it into the ink, trying to sense as well as see the amobunt of ink
drawn up into the shaft.

The iron-gall ink felt simlar-in a faint way-to the big sawr || blade. He nodded. Both were
iron, and, to him iron felt different, not nmenacing but definitely sonmething to be wary of, even
if he didn't quite understand why. He wasn't a mage, not even close to being one.

XXX

Cerryl wiped up the last of the stewwith the dark bread, then took a sip of water fromthe
battered brown earthenware nmug that was his. In the cool of late winter, the hot mi dday neal
warmed himall the way through. He was in no hurry to go back to copying in a workroom heated only
indirectly by the kitchen stove, not until his fingers warmed up nore, anyway.

"Ah, a good stew," said Tellis, stretching.

"Everything | cook is good, master Tellis." Beryal smled fromwhere she sat across the table
fromCerryl. "But the next one won't be so tasty."

"It is," confirnmed Benthann. "I never conpl ai ned about your cooking, Mther." She raised her
| eft eyebrow, arched so high that Cerryl wanted to |augh

"Let us not get into that," Tellis interjected hurriedly, then added, "Wy won't the next one
be so tasty?"

" Spi ces-what few peppercorns | have would not season a nugful, and we have no saffron, no
cumn, no-"

"Enough! | understand." Tellis covered his mouth and coughed.

"Have you ever been to the traders' square?" asked Beryal, looking directly at Cerryl and
i gnoring Benthann's second raised eyebrow, this tine the right.

"No. |1'd never been to Fairhaven before | came here," Cerryl admitted. "I've only been out

around the square here, and to the farners' market."
"There's no place |ike Fairhaven anywhere," said Tellis. "Lydiar is danp arid rotting away, and
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they talk of Jellico and its walls, but inside the walls are crooked streets and hovel s and
beggars." The scrivener snorted. "Fenard has a great and glorious history, but outside of history
and walls, it's a pigsty."

"The white nmages don't need walls," pointed out Beryal. "Wo would dare attack Fairhaven?"

Cerryl didn't voice an answer, but it struck himthat there were probably people who would Iike
to ... or sonmeone who woul d sooner or |ater

"You keep Cerryl inside the shop too nuch," said Beryal.

"Apprentice has to earn his keep."

"You can spare Cerryl for a bit," noted Beryal. "He needs to see nore of Fairhaven than the
artisans' way. Wat if you want himto run sonething for you?"

"Not too long, then," answered Tellis with a theatrical sigh

"I need four silvers, too." Beryal said, her eyes straying toward the untended stove. "Spices
do not buy thensel ves."

"Four?" Tellis counterfeited an incredul ous | ook, then wi nked at Cerryl, snoothing his face as
Beryal | ooked up.

"Five'd be better," countered Beryal. "Spices are dear this tine of year, and will be getting
nore so."

"Coins ... you'd think that this poor scrivener is nade of coins."

"Coins-not at all. Excuses, yes." Beryal turned her eyes to Cerryl. "Well... you best be

getting ready, since you gul ped down all there was to swallow. "

Cerryl slipped off the bench and headed for the washstand.

"After you wash, best you change to that new tunic," Beryal said. "What you're wearing is
frayed at the el bows. And wear your jacket. I'Il wait, but be quick about it." She turned to her
daughter. "Today, you can do the dishes."

"I'f I must." Benthann raised her hands and dropped her shoul ders in an overdone shrug. "A
burden to bear."

"Only if you wish to eat," answered her nother

Cerryl scurried back to his roomand pulled off the brown-splotched work shirt and slipped on
the pale blue tunic that Tellis had | eft one day on his pallet w thout a word.

"Better," said Beryal when he reappeared in the comon room holding the | eather jacket from
Dylert that still fit tolerably well. Tellis had left, presumably for the workroom

"You |l ook like a real apprentice," added Benthann fromthe kitchen worktabl e where she sl oshed
di shes in the washtub

"I don't like to wear it around the inks and dyes and the glues," confessed Cerryl.

"The boy thinks about his clothes,"” said Beryal, "unlike sone. Considering how they m ght be

dirtied ... imagine that.” Wth a twisted snmle, her eyes went to Benthann
"Oooo ... | might drop one of these." The younger blonde juggled an earthenware platter, then
caught it.

"Trust that you don't," suggested her nother, adjusting the short gray-and-blue woolen wrap
that was too heavy for a shawl and too short for a cape. "Master Tellis may offer coin for
cl othes, but platters be another matter."

Cerryl | ooked at the recently washed fl oor stones.

"W need be going," said Beryal, touching his shoulder. "Qut the front way."

"Yes, Beryal." Cerryl glanced through the open door fromthe showoominto the workroom where
Tellis was hunched over the stretching frane. The scrivener did not | ook up as they stepped out
onto the street. Cerryl closed the door gently.

The sun shone through high hazy clouds, inparting little warnmh to either Fairhaven or Cerryl.
He funbled the top bottomon his jacket closed and slipped his hands up under the bottom edge to
keep t hem war m

"It's another five | ong bl ocks down toward the w zards' square, not so far as the white tower,
say three blocks shy of that." Beryal shifted her basket to her left armand started down the
| esser artisans' way toward the artisans' square.

Cerryl shivered as they stepped back into the shadows of the narrow street. The shutters of al
the shops were closed against the chill, and the light and fitful breeze occasionally carried the
snmel |l of burning ash to him He thought he heard the click of the big | oomas they passed the
weavers, but it could have been the shutters rattling or the sound of the cooper's wooden nallets.

"Are we getting anything el se?" he asked when they stepped out of the shadows at the edge of
the artisans' square. The square was enpty except for a nan hunched on a white stone bench under a
bl anket .

"Besi des spices? Not unless it be a true bargain." Beryal |aughed as she turned |l eft and
continued her brisk pace. "Like as | have to run out of things before Tellis opens his purse-for
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spi ces and stuff for the kitchen, anyway." Her eyes went to the man under the blanket. "On the
crew for the G eat Wiite Road, he'll be afore long." She shook her head. "Sonme fol k never |earn
Anyt hi ng be better than that."

Cerryl wondered at the slightly bitter undertone, suspecting he knew all too well to what
Beryal referred

""The history Tellis nade ne read, it says that the black mage-the one who founded Recl uce-he
wor ked on the white road and escaped, and that he was the only one who ever did."

"I'f he did..." Beryal |aughed and | owered her voice to al nost a whisper, "no wonder that he
cared little for the white nages."

"I's it that bad?"

"It is nothing to tal k about.
Tellis.™

"Tel lis?"

"Aye, Tellis." Beryal |lowered her voice. "H s father was a white nmage, save he knows not whom "

"What ?" blurted Cerryl, wondering why Dylert had sent himto Tellis, repressing a shiver

"The mages, they cannot |ove a nmage wonan." Beryal shrugged. "She would not survive the birth.
Most times, anyway, they say. The children of the mages, for they have wonen but not honest
consorts, they are raised in the pink house off the wi zards' square. They call it a creche. Somne
become mages. Sone do not. Those who have not the talent, they are apprenticed into the better
trades. Tellis is a scrivener."

Cerryl forced a nod. "That... | did not know "

"I had thought not. Best you do, and say little.

Cerryl stretched his own legs to keep up

The artisans' shops around the square gave way to a line of larger structures-an ostlery, then
a long building without a sign of any sort, although two carriages waited by the nounting bl ocks
out side the arched doorway.

Cerryl glanced across the avenue at the building, his view, blocked for a nmonent by a wagon
| aden with | ong bundl es wapped in cloth that was headed in the same direction as he and Beryal .
The runbl e of the ironbound wheels on the whitened granite of the paving stones sounded al npbst
i ke di stant thunder

"The grain factors' exchange," Beryal explained, lifting her voice above the sound of the
wagons. A second wagon-its high sides painted right blue and drawn by a single horse-followed the
first.

What did grain factors do? Cerryl wondered. "How do they exchange grain there? There aren't any
wagons or silos."

Beryal |aughed. "They exchange pieces of parchnent. Each piece of parchnment has on it a
statenment of how much grain the factor will sell-sonething like that. Tellis explained it once."

Cerryl nodded, understanding that such trading nade nore sense than carting grain fromplace to
pl ace. "Are there ot her exchanges? For other things?"

"I"'msure there are. Tellis has talked of them but |1've forgotten where nost of themare.
There's an exchange for cattle somewhere on a square south of the wi zards' tower. | renenber that
because it's near where they sell flowers from Hydlen."

Beryal stepped off the stone sidewal k and into the avenue around a squat woman bal ancing a
basket of folded |laundry on her head. Cerryl followed, glancing dow the avenue ahead. Another
wagon was headed their way, but a good hundred paces away. He stepped back onto the sidewal k
besi de Beryal, still marveling at how nany wagons rolled up and down the avenue.

Tellis, the son of a mage? He pushed the thought away.

The next bl ock, past a cross street narrower than the way of the |esser artisans, held small
stores-none seeningly nore than ten cubits wide, and all with iron-banded doors |left open. Cerryl
peered around Beryal at one of the doors, getting a glinpse of a nman working at a battered desk or
table, and a sense of metals glittering.

"The jewelers' row, " Beryal said. "Silversmths, goldsniths, those who cut and polish gens."

A whol e row of such? Cerryl shook his head.

"Nearly ten eight-days, and you' ve not been here?"

"1"ve been along the avenue, but always in the evening when the doors were bolted, and
wonder ed why. "

"Now you know. Even in Fairhaven, cold iron is the best protection for gold and silver and

Beryal shook her head. "Especially not where others can hear. O

Beryal seened to wal k a shade faster.

gens. " Beryal chuckled. "Though fewer try to break that iron here."

"\What happens to those they catch?"

"The road." The wonman shrugged. "It's al nost always the road, except for those that offend the
mages. Most of themdon't get that far, they say. | wouldn't know ... don't want to know. " A
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shiver followed the shrug.

Beryal didn't say nore, and Cerryl didn't ask, but he understood the shiver, especially after
what he'd already seen ... and heard.

After the jewelry row canme the houses behind | ow whitened granite walls, each with a gate for
pedestri ans and one for horses and carriages. Al the horse gates were open

The avenue w dened, forming another circle around a bare, stone-paved expanse. Every peddl er
and nerchant in the square hawked froma cart-red carts, green carts, blue carts, green-and-gold
carts.

"No dawdl i ng." Beryal wal ked briskly past the pair of white-uniformed guards who surveyed the
paved stone expanse and the circle of carts drawn up upon it. Cerryl forced hinself not to | ook at
the | guards but to keep his eyes on the carts and the handfuls of people surroundi ng them

"Ser, would you have sea eneralds... or the flane rubies from Sout hwi nd?"

Cerryl shook his head, winkling his nose at the oppressive scent of the cloth thrust
practically under his nose and stepping back, bunmping ,into a square-faced wonan, who glared at
hi m

"My pardon," he said quickly and turning.

"GOl soaps, smoboth as a bairn's cheek..."

"Elixirs! Get your elixirs here... the best in tinctures of the sea.

The apprentice dodged two thin wonmen who bustled toward Beryal and himas if to separate them
then eased cl oser to Beryal

"Where ... ?" murrmured Beryal to herself, rather than to Cerryl, as ' she strode past a bl ue-
and-creamcart piled high with baskets and into a clearer space in the mddle of the circular
squar e.

Cerryl followed, glad to get an uncrowded breat h.

A flash of golden-red hair by a green cart caught Cerryl's eye, and he forced hinmself to turn
slowy, so slowy he felt as though he were barely noving. The gol den-red hair bel onged to an
ol der woman-one a good decade ol der than the girl Cerryl had seen but once in the screeing gl ass
and never dared to seek again. The reddi sh bl onde-haired wonman wal ked bri skly away froma cart
where roasted fow turned on a spit, fow placed there so recently that the skin was still dun and
far from gol den, and no savory odor filled the square.

Cerryl glanced sideways at Beryal, who seenmed not to have noticed his nonentary interest.

"There." Beryal walked swiftly toward the red cart and a white-haired wonman w apped in a bl ue
wool en shaw .

"Spices, the finest spices ... spices fromAustra, fennelseed and seristar fromfar Hanmor..."
The seller stopped as Beryal stepped up to the cart. "Your pleasure, |ady? Perhaps sone seristar?
O sweetmnt | eaves?”

"I mght be thinking of peppercorns,” began Beryal. "Wre they not too dear."

"The best in peppercorns are those from Sarronnyn, and you are nost fortunate, for those
have. "

"I cannot taste the difference. Have you any from Hydl en?"

"They are poorer. See." The white-haired woman funbled with the Pouches on the cart shelf, then
ext ended both hands. "The dark and round ones-those are from Sarronnyn. The w zened ones . .. from
Hydl en. "

"Pl unp peppercorns oft be soft.

"These are round and firm See." The seller placed one in Beryal's palm

Cerryl eased away fromthe two and toward the gol d-and-green cart adjoining the spice peddler's
space. Several knives and daggers were laid out on a cheap cotton velvet cloth of green

"Be wanting a short blade, young ser?" The man by the cart was built like a barrel and wore
only a tunic in the chill sunlight. Blackened teeth marked his too-friendly snile

Cerryl pretended to study the bl ades, then shook his head.

"Bronze bl ades, white-netal blades, iron blades, steel bl ades-whatever please you," persisted
the seller.

"They | ook good," Cerryl said politely, "too good for a poor apprentice."

"This one"-the big man pointed to a dark iron blade | ess than a span | ong-"good for eating,
cutting in the shop, takes an edge with ease. Only a silver, just a silver."

Cerryl shook his head sadly, not that he wanted any sort of iron blade. The darkness within the
nmetal bothered him for reasons he couldn't even explain to hinself.

"As you wi sh, young fellow " The peddler turned to a brown-bearded man in faded bl ue trousers
and a sheepskin jacket. "You, ser? A skinning knife? The finest in the eastern |lands right here

Cerryl slipped back toward Beryal, his eyes traversing the square-no sign of golden-red hair
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Why did he keep thinking of the girl in the glass? It had been nore than a year-nore than two-
since he had seen her, and only in a glass yet. He shook his head, but he kept studying the
traders' square while Beryal continued her haggling.

"You call that cum n? Looks and snells |ike water-soaked oris seeds."

"Alas, ny lady, a dry year it was in Delapra.”" The seller shrugged. "This is what | have. Five
coppers a palm and a bargain at that."

"One, and you do well at that," countered Beryal

Cerryl let a faint smle cross his face as he slowy surveyed the square and wait ed.

XXX

Cerryl wal ked slowly down the | esser artisans' way. Hs breath puffed fromhis lips in white

cl ouds, and he found hinself hunching into his battered | eather jacket, his hands up under the
bottom edge to keep themwarm He should have worn his gloves, but Tellis had been so insistent
that Cerryl hurry that he hadn't dared to go back to his roomfor them

He saw that the weavers' shutters were ajar, and he paused, peering through the narrow opening
to see Pattera and her sister working away, Pattera at the big loom her sister Serai at one of
the backstrap | oonms. As he watched, Pattera tucked the shuttle into a | eather bracket on the | oom
franme and, wapping a brown shawl around her, scurried toward the door

Wth a faint smle, Cerryl stepped back fromthe wi ndow and turned to wait before continuing
toward the tanner's. The latch clicked, and the door opened.

"Cerryl... wait, | can spare a nonent. Father's gone to Vergren for some nore wool ."

"Pattera ... now that he's cone, would you close the shutters all the way?" called Serai from
i nside the weaver's.

"It wasn't like that." The brown-haired girl flushed and | ooked away from Cerryl, even as she
| atched the shutters. "I nean ... leaving the shutters ajar. | just like to see people go by.
Serai doesn't."

"People are different,"” Cerryl agreed. "Even sisters."

"Especially sisters.” Pattera paused. "Where are you goi ng?"

"Qut to Arkos's. He's finished sone nore of the good vellumthat Tellis needs for something."”
Cerryl smled crookedly. "Tellis won't say for what, but I'd bet he's going to copy sonething for
the mages. That's al ways what they ask for."

Pattera nodded. "They want virgin wool, too."

"Way? Do you know?" Cerryl had his own suspicions, but he wanted to hear what Pattera had to

say.
"I can walk a little ways with you. Is that all right?" she asked shyly.
"OF course.”
"About the wool," Cerryl pronmpted, resumng his wal k down toward the square, since Arkos's
pl ace was a good ways beyond Fasse's cabi net shop, well to the south and east.
"Ch . .. Father says it's because the virgin wool is stronger and resists chaos better. There

has to be chaos around the nages and what they wear, with all the chaos sone of them nust handle."
Pattera paused, then added, "Don't you think so?"

Cerryl offered a shrug as he wal ked. "I would guess so. | certainly wouldn't be the one to
say." His eyes flicked across the bright blue shutters of the potter's shop, firmy closed agai nst
the chill, and to the enpty square ahead, where the wind blew a small white dust spout across the

white granite stones of the thoroughfare.

"The sheep in Montgren have the best wool -except for the black wool of Recluce, but we couldn't
ever scrape up the coins for that." Pattera shook her head. "They say it |asts forever."

"Tellis says that a good book should | ast for generations.” Cerryl frowned. "Then he says that
the ones used by the white nages never do. Wen they | ook at books in the shop, they never touch
t hem "

"That's strange."

"I thought so, too," Cerryl lied.

"How do you know?" Pattera asked.

"I"mguessing, in a way," he admtted. "I've never seen themtouch one. They ask Tellis or ne
to show themthe book or open it to a page, and if they buy anything, we wap it so that they
don't touch it." After a noment, he added, "They nust touch them sonetinmes, but | haven't seen any
one of themdo so."

"That is strange."

Cerryl stopped at the edge of the avenue and | ooked at the brown-haired weaver. "Do you want to
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cone with nme?"

"I"d like to, but Serai would get mad and tell father." Pattera grinned. "Sisters are |like
that."

"I wouldn't know," Cerryl admitted. "I grew up alone."

"Fat her said you were an orphan."

"I was raised by my aunt and uncle, and then they died in a fire." A mage fire, and | don't
know why.

"Ch ... Cerryl, I"'msorry. At |east we have father." Pattera gl anced back up the way. "I1'd
better be going." Wth a quick smle, she turned and scurried back toward the shop

Cerryl watched for a nonent, then waited for a canvas-covered wagon headi ng out of Fairhaven to
pass before crossing the square. He put his hands back under his jacket and began to wal k nore
qui ckly. At least it wasn't raining.

XXX

After settling into his jacket and wappi ng his blanket around him Cerryl opened the book-G eat
Hi storie of Candar-to the strip of |leather that served as his place mark. The worn bi ndi ng
testified to its age, but Tellis had insisted it was the nost accurate of the histories. The
scrivener had also insisted that Cerryl read the book

The apprentice scrivener yawned, but forced himself to | ook at the pages, clear enough to his
night vision in the dimess that he didn't bother with the candle.

yet Relyn was skilled with words and his blade, for the black denbn Nylan had given hima
nystic blade and an iron hand in return for his own good right hand, which Ryba the evil had
sliced off to place Relyn in bondage to Nylan ..

After the battles for the Westhorns, Relyn made his way eastward, beguiling all who woul d
listen with song-gi fted words and honeyed phrases.

Relyn, traitor as he was to the great heritage of Cyador, not only built the first black
Tenpl e east of the Westhorns, but spent his years preaching against the truth of the old Enpire.

Where the first Tenple rose is uncertain, for it was rightly burned by Fenardre the Great as an
abomi nation ..

Later, Relyn fled from Gall os through ancient Axalt and cane to Montgren and spent nany hours
with the shepherds who lived there... with himcanme the teachings of the black demon Nyl an and the
forbi dden songs of Ayrlyn ..

and Relyn brought themthe way of forging the iron that burns chaos and cannot be broken
and the shepherds turned their forests into charcoal and their hills into gaping pits and charne
heaps and w ought the bl ades that severed souls ... and bl oody Montgren canme into being.

Cerryl half shook his head and yawned. Montgren bl oody? The peaceful |and of shepherds and
rolling nmeadows, of fine wool and stillness?

He rubbed his forehead. He still didn't understand all the words, but nmore and nore were
famliar, and many he could puzzle out fromhow they were used.

inthe time after the rebuilding of Jellico, many of those witings were put to the torch,
accursed as they were...

Cerryl rubbed his forehead again. How could witings about what had happened or what soneone
bel i eved be accursed? He could see how a history could be wong. O how what soneone believed
m ght upset others, but were people really such fools as to think that words on a page carried a
power beyond their neani ng?

O were they fools? He closed the book gently. If Fenardre the Geat had killed all those whose
bel i efs he opposed and burned their witings, who would know? Especially if he had scriveners
wite down what he wanted.

Cerryl shivered. How could he know whet her what he read was truth ... or what the witer wanted
the reader to believe was truth? He was just an apprentice scrivener who had seen very little of
the world. He knew about the mines, the sawrill, the trees, sonething about plants and gardens,

and he was | earni ng about books and letters, and a little bit about Fairhaven.

Had Rel yn been an evil man or just soneone Fenardre and the whites didn't |ike? How coul d
Cerryl ever tell?

He set the book aside and | ay back on his pallet, eyes wide open for a long tinme before they
finally slipped shut.
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XXX 1

Cerryl set the quill in the holder, then yawned.

Tellis glanced fromhis worktable and away fromthe thin green | eather volunme on which he was
completing the | ast steps of binding-something Cerryl had seen only intermttently, as though
Tellis were keeping it fromhim The scrivener |ooked at his apprentice and the copyi ng desk. "I
trust that your yawn is because you were awake |l ate and reading the Great Historic, not because
you find the trade book so boring."

"I have been reading the Historic," Cerryl answered, trying not to reveal just how boring he
found copyi ng Rules, Laws, and Acconpani nents of Trade.

"And what has it taught you about the founding of Fairhaven?" asked Tellis, straightening, and
sweepi ng a scrap of old velvet over the thin vol une.

"Ser ... I've not read that far. 1've just finished reading about Relyn and how he brought iron
forging to Montgren ..."

Tellis brought his hand down in a chopping notion. "And that does not tell you about Fairhaven?
Cerryl... Cerryl... you nust read what is witten and what is not witten."

Cerryl let his face reflect the puzzlenent he felt.

"You have read, then, about how the bl ack denons brought down ancient Cyador and seized all of
Candar beyond the m ghty Westhorns?"

"Yes, ser."

"And how this Relyn started spreading their teachings to the east?"

"Yes, ser."

"Then... where did the white nages go? Does that not suggest sonething to you?" Tellis snorted

i n exasperation.

"They nmust have cone east and built Fairhaven?"

"What does the very nane Fairhaven suggest ?"

Cerryl nodded, feeling stupid as he realized that Fairhaven effectively neant white haven, or
t he equi val ent.

"Wl | ?"
"A place of refuge for the whites," Cerryl supplied.
"Ch, young fellow, I'mnot angry at you. No one has taught you to think, and a scrivener mnust

learn to think, especially about words and what they nean and where they cane from" Tellis shook
his head slowy and sadly. "Wrds say so nuch nore than anyone supposes. So nuch nore."

"Master Tellis?" Cerryl ventured after a nonent of silence.

"Yes?" Tellis's tone was patient.

"How can you tell whether what is witten in a book is true? | nean, if it's about sonething
you don't know?"

Tellis smled. "There may yet be hope for you. A good question that is, a very good one, and
one for which there exists no sinple answer. Still... I will try." The scrivener fingered his bare
chin for a noment. "First... nothing which is witten tells all the truth, even if every word be
true, because the scrivener chooses which parts of the truth to include and which to excl ude."

Cerryl nodded. That nade sense, but it didn't help nuch.

"So you must always keep in mind that sone of the truth is absent. Then, you nmust ask if the
words that the witer used are in accord with each other. That is why |I have ny doubts about many
parts of The Naturale Hi storic of Candar. The book is witten pleasantly enough, if that be the
only guide, but," Tellis frowned, "there are sections that do not agree. It records that the first
druids slew all the arnmies of Cyador at the Battle of Lornth. How could that be when the historian
earlier wote that Nylan forsook the way of the bl ade and when he went barehanded into the forest
of Naclos after the battle? O that Ayrlyn slew scores, yet was a healer? There hasn't ever been a
heal er who could lift a blade."” The scrivener snorted. As the snort passed, a wistful look flitted
across his face and vani shed.

"Coul d things have been different then?" asked Cerryl.

"It is possible, but," enphasized Tellis, "but... people and their traits change seldom and it
is nore likely that the historian erred than that people changed in great measure."”

Cerryl concealed a frown, attenpting to | ook as though he were considering the naster
scrivener's words. At the same tinme, questions raced through his nmind. The white nages were
jealous of their powers-did that nean they always had been? If people truly didn't change ... was
that why Candar was little different fromin the days of Cyador-with one white enmpire replacing
anot her, one bl ack power replacing another?

"How do you tell a truly good ruler?" he blurted, as much to cover his confusion as to seek an
answer .
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"That is another good question." A crooked snile crossed Tellis's lips. "And one even nore
difficult to answer. A good ruler may not be |loved by his people, for all people have appetites
greater than their abilities and nust be restrained. That is one task of a ruler. He nust also
ensure that the roads are good, and that enough grain is stored away for tinmes of fam ne and
pestilence. Both tasks require taking fromthe people, and seldomdo we |ike those who take from
us." Tellis picked up a thin wisp of leather or vellum possibly a trimring fromthe binding
frane, and tossed it in the direction of the waste bin. The scrivener nissed, and Cerryl knew he'd
have to pick it up later.

"Your words say that no one likes a good ruler,"” ventured Cerryl, wondering at the slight
bitterness in Tellis's last few words about those who took from others.

"Peopl e are what they are," answered Tellis. "Enough. Your eyes grow wide and like a nmirror. |
fear | have said too much, and | nust return to binding." Tellis stretched and shook out his
fingers, as if to |l oosen any tightness in them "And you to copying."

Cerryl picked up the quill and | ooked across the workroom at the green |eather, evenly shaded
all the way through, already stretched and shaped and ready for the binding. "You have not shown
me nuch of binding."

"You wonder why, young Cerryl, | have taught you little, except by observation, about binding?"

"I have had nuch to learn," Cerryl tenporized, carefully setting the quill back in its hol der.
He sat up straight on the stool, wondering about the volunme Tellis had covered.

Tellis | aughed gently, pointing toward the page that the young man had copied earlier in the
day. "Your hand, it is already better than mne. | should take you fromthat ?"

"You flatter nme, ser."

"Not by much, young fellow. Not by nmuch." The scrivener shook his head. "Wy do you worry about
the binding? A binding is there to protect the words within-no nore, no less. | do ny poor best to
make that protection beautiful, but what good is a fine binding that will last for generations if
the ink you have copied onto the pages fades into faint shadows on the parchment ?"

"None, ser. Not after the ink fades."

"That is another matter, young Cerryl. Those who do not know books assune that any copyi st can
do what a true scrivener does. Do they think about what ink mght be? Ink... you nust know how to
m x the ink, the proportions and the bases." Tellis peered intently at his apprentice.

Cerryl nodded, wondering if it would be a day where Tellis declained for all too long and then
benpaned the fact that Cerryl had copied too little.

"Now ... that is the formula for common ink?"

"The distillate of galls,"” began the young nan, "the darkest of acorn seepings, boiled to
nearly a syrup, the finest of soot powders, with just a hint of sweetsap ..."

"And only a hint," interrupted Tellis. "And the stronger ink?"
"Bl ack oak bark, iron brinstone ..." Cerryl paused. "You've never given nme the anmounts
exactly."

Tellis shrugged. "How could I? The strength of the galls, the acorns, and the bl ack oak bark
are never the sanme. You nust sense the ink, as | do, if you wish to be a nmaster scrivener. O
everything in life be that true."

"What ?"

"I's the avenue the sane each tinme you go to the square? Or a streanf? It appears the sanme ...
but is it?"

"That old argunent!" A brassy |augh echoed through the workroom fromthe doorway where Bent hann
stood. "He has fine words, young Cerryl, but they are only words." She stepped into the room and

toward Tellis. "I need sone silvers for the market."

Tellis stepped away fromthe worktable. "Get on with the copying, Cerryl. 1I'Il be but a
noment . "

"Yes, ser."

As the scrivener followed Benthann back toward the kitchen and comon roam Cerryl cleaned the
quill's nib, then took the penknife and sharpened it before dipping it into the ink

Oxen didn't change-or Dylert's hadn't-and Tellis was saying that nost people didn't either

H s eyes fixed on a faint ink splot on the plastered wall. He wouldn't be nobst people. He
woul dn' t.

XXXI'V

In the gray before dawn, Cerryl stood |ooking at the bucket of water, ice already form ng on the
edge. How | ong would winter go on? He shuddered at the thought of washing in the freezing water
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The trees hadn't new budded, and the old | eaves renai ned gray, and that neant spring was nore than
a few eight-days away. Yet he hated both the freezing water and the way he snelled without
washi ng.

Too bad he couldn't use the stove to warm his wash water the way Benthann did-or even Tellis.
They expected himto be clean with water that froze on his skin. It wasn't fair.

He shook his head. Life wasn't fair. The only questi on was what anyone could do about it, and
he didn't have a stove to heat his wash water. He shivered again as a gust of wind rattled through
the courtyard

He frowned. A stove contained fire. So did chaos. He knew. He'd seen and felt the heat.

He studi ed the bucket and the frost rime on the edge, looking at it as though it were a
screeing glass. He frowned, trying to replicate the sense of white fire he could feel in the books-
and had seen thrown by the fugitive.

Then he stopped and picked up the bucket, walking to his room I|f he did nmanage to warm his
wat er, he wouldn't do hinself any good by showing the world-or Tellis, skittish as his master was
about the white wizards. The son of a white? In sonme ways, that was hard to believe, and in others

all too easy.

Once inside, Cerryl concentrated on the water in the bucket. He could get the sense of flane-a
pi npoi nt of white fire appeared over the bucket-but when he tried to lower it to the water, it
just vanished. Did water have too nuch of something? Oder?

Cerryl shook his head. Real fire held chaos, but it heated water

"Stupid,” he murmured to hinmself. "You can't put a brand in a stream"” O the burning splinter
used to light tinder in a pitcher of water. So how woul d he heat the water? If he noved the fire
under the bucket, he'd just burn the wood. Applying chaos-fire to the bucket would do exactly the
sane thing, and the burn marks woul d have Beryal, and especially Tellis, asking questions.

He | ooked around the small room his eyes finally lighting on the plain brass candl estick
Taki ng his own penknife, he cut a short length fromthe cord he usually carried in his pocket,
then soaked the cord in the cold water, leaving it draped over the side of the bucket, half in the
water, half out. He renoved the candle fromthe holder and set it on the pallet, then placed the
brass hol der on the floor stones beside the wooden bucket.

Cerryl swal | oned. Woul d what he planned work?

He enfol ded the brass in the white of chaos until he could feel the heat alnobst blistering off
the brass. Then he | ooped the wet cord around the netal and lifted its holder quickly, then
lowered it into the water. Wth a hiss, a gout of steamerupted fromthe bucket.

Hi s head ached ... even heating water took effort, just to warmit so that it was |ukewarm He
coughed to clear his throat. He'd been so tense that he'd al nbost forgotten to breathe, and his
t hroat was raw.

He di pped the washrag into the warm sh water and began to wash. Wth even hal f-warmwater, it
wasn't bad, and practice would certainly ' help, as it had with his copying.

Practice ... but did he dare?

He swal | oned and | ooked at the bucket and the faint steamof the warmwater in the cold room
Slowy, he lifted the nowtarnished candl ehol der out of the bottom of the bucket and set it back
on the table.

He had to think of a better way. The brass wouldn't hold up for Iong. He nmassaged his forehead.
Nei t her woul d hi s head.

Wth a sign, he began to dress quickly, knowing that if he didn't get to the comon room
qui ckly, Beryal or Tellis would be knocking on his door

He left his roomw th the door ajar, hoping the cool breeze would help renove the faint odor of
hot netal and the slightest hint of chaos, and wal ked quickly across the courtyard.

Still... even lukewarmwater had felt better than freezi ng-nuch better

XXXV

and when they had conme to the desert isle that was Recluce, Creslin the black slew all those

of the duke's garrison as who woul d not swear unyielding loyalty to him and the renai nder he
bound with the chains of dark order.

Once this evil deed was acconplished, nore of the dark nages appeared, as if fromthe shadows,
and stood behind Creslin, and gl oom darkened the very sun

A handful of stalwart bl ades, seeing the power of Creslin and the darkness that cl oaked hi mand
the facel ess dark mages, swore such a powerful oath, yet resolved to stand firm against the evil,
seeki ng a nmeans by which they could return Recluce to the white fold, and peace and prosperity.
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Megaera the wily, putting on perfunmes and essences, enchanted them and then, once under her
spell, when they revealed their stalwart nature and fidelity to the Duke of Mntgren and to the
VWhite Way of Truth, she | aughed.

She turned her powers upon them and burned them saying to all that such stalwarts had
attenpted to force thensel ves upon her, and that she had but defended her virtue.

Creslin and the dark nages declared that it was so, and so it was recorded, save in the true
records of the Guild ...

Colors of Wite
(Manual of the Guild at Fairhaven)
Preface

XXXVI

Cerryl checked the ink, then laid out the quills, and finally took down the thin and worn brown
| eather volunme Tellis had given himtwo days earlier. Wiile far shorter than the Trade vol une he
and Tellis had finally finished for some nerchant at the grain exchange, The Sci ence of

Measur ement and Reckoni ng al nost nade reading the histories of Candar a pl easure.

He gl anced toward the show oom wondering where Tellis m ght be, and whet her he should open the
front door-or at least the shutters. The master scrivener had not been at the table when Cerryl
had eaten his gruel, and Beryal had said nothing, just urged Cerryl to eat and get on with his
busi ness.

"Open the front shutters! You'd think..." Tellis's voice rasped fromthe front show oom

Cerryl set the Measurenent volunme on the copy stand and hurried to conply.

Tellis dragged hinself over to the workroomtable and slunped onto the stool. After a nonent,
acting as though each novenent caused great pain, he stood and shuffled to the chest, unlocking it
and extracting something. Then he shuffled back to the table and | ooked norosely down at the faded
green vel vet wapped around what appeared to be a thin vol une.

"I's there anything | can do, ser?"

"Suppose you have to. Promised this... |I'd be doing this nyself, but this flux ..." Tellis
coughed, then held his forehead and closed his eyes for a noment.

"I can do it, ser," Cerryl said, glancing at the green velvet.

"I know. Dependable, you are." Tellis massaged his forehead once nore, then | ooked up. "Master
Muneat wanted this as soon as | finished it." Cerryl stepped over to the worktable. A slimvolume
bound in green leather lay on a square of green velvet. He knew vaguely that Tellis had been
wor ki ng on the book, but it was one of those the scrivener kept to hinself.

"Do not be opening it."

"But what is it... if | night ask, ser?"

"It is ... verse ... of a particular sort."” Tellis flushed.

"Ch..."

"It's called The Wondrous Tales of the Green Angel. And | don't know why." Tellis coughed
al nost retching, drawi ng hinself erect after a foment. "But Muneat, he wanted it... and natters
have been slower than | would have liked ... don't turn down a pair of golds for a volune of |ess

than fourscore sheets ..."

Two gol ds?

"I promised, and it needs be delivered." Tellis | ooked at Cerryl.

"You can deliver a volune, can you not?"

"Yes, ser ... ah ... where am| goi ng?"

"Master Muneat's. You know t he houses past the exchange? Past the jewelers' row?" Tellis tried
to clear his throat.

"Yes, ser, just past the market square?"

"His is the first house on the far side, the very first one. There is a fountain with two birds
in the courtyard before the front door. You go to the front door." Tellis paused, then swall owed
hard. "This nmust go only to the hand of nmaster Muneat hinself. He is short, not much taller than
you are, and he has a wide white mustache, and he is nostly bald."

"What - "

"You just tell whoever opens the door that you nust deliver it to his hand, and his al one, and
that you will wait-or return whenever he deens fit. You be nobst polite, but only to his hand-or
return.”

"Yes, ser.

"And wear your good tunic. Go get it on and return."
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When Cerryl returned, Tellis had wapped the volunme in the velvet, then tied the cloth with
thin strips of vellum so that none could see the volume. Cerryl picked it up, w shing he'd known
of it... just to see what such wondrous tales were. Geen angel s? He'd heard of the black angels
of Westwi nd, but not green angels.

"You go straight there, and conme strai ght back. You hear?"

"Yes, ser. Straight to master Muneat's. The first house past the narket square on the far side.
A fountain with two birds."

"Cood. .. "

Cerryl bowed again, then gingerly picked up the wapped volune. Tellis did not nove, and the
apprentice slipped away and out through the show oom door.

The air on the street was cold, but the bright sun hel ped warm Cerryl as he wal ked down the way
of lesser artisans toward the square. The shutters were still closed at the weaver's, though he
coul d hear the shuttling of the big | oomwhen he passed.

Across the market square, Fasse's door was ajar, and a wagon stood at the curb of the avenue,
with a driver beside it. Some cabi net being picked up by whoever had commi ssioned it? Who had the
coins for such-besides people |ike dukes and vi scounts?

Cerryl turned down the avenue, past the inn, and the snell of fresh-baked bread, and past the
ostlery beside it, and the faint scent of hay brought in from somewhere and stacked in bal es
besi de the stable door. Hay? In very early spring? O had it been stored sonmewhere all winter?

Three carriages were lined up by the grain exchange, with the drivers standing by the niddle
carri age.

"Morning, boy!" called the older driver at one side.

"Good norning, ser." The sun felt good on Cerryl's face, and he smled as he hurried down the
wal k past the jewelers' rowthe iron-bound doors yet closed. He did catch the odor of hot netal
fromthe | ast shop before the market square. In the square itself, the many-colored carts filled
the paverment, but only a handful of those interested in their wares had appeared.

Cerryl's steps slowed as he passed the square. The first dwelling on the far side ... He paused
at the open wought-iron gate, looking into the open expanse of dark green grass, bordered by
bushes that lined the inside of the wall, and split by the polished granite walk that | ed straight
to a fountain-a fountain with a bird on each side of the jet of water that splashed into the
basin. Two birds, Tellis had said.

Cerryl just looked at the front of the dwelling for a noment |longer. The walk circled the
fountain and led to a stone-col umed and roofed portico that sheltered a huge polished red oak
door-bound in iron. He'd thought that the houses along the avenue had been little nore than one
| evel . He'd been wong, but that had been because they were larger, far larger in breadth, than he
had t hought. Wile the dwelling before him appeared to be but one level, that one | evel was tw ce
t he height of nobst of the shops along the way of the | esser artisans.

The shutters were open to reveal real glass wi ndows-at |east a half score on each side of the
entry portico, each wi ndow conposed of dozens of di anond-shaped gl ass panes that glittered in the
nmorni ng sun, casting a silvered reflection across the deep green grass that filled the space
before the house-or snmall pal ace.

Besi de the snooth stones of the granite wal k were rectangul ar and rai sed fl ower beds, filled
with dark green plants bearing delicate white flowers. The scents of flowers-different kinds,
scents he'd never snelled-drifted around himin the still air of norning, yet he could see no
fl owers.

Finally, he squared his shoul ders and stepped through the gate, walking slowy but firmy up
the wal k. Tellis had told himthe front door, and that was where he was headed.

Several drops of water flecked his face as he passed the fountain, and he shifted the book to
his left hand, away fromthe fountain.

Standing in the shadows of the portico, a tall space that made himfeel very small, he lifted
the heavy and brightly polished brass knocker, then let it drop

Thrap! The hard inmpact on the knocker plate seenmed to echo through the stillness. Cerryl
wai t ed.

A gray-haired man in a blue tunic and trousers opened the door. "Trade is at the side door."

"Master Tellis told ne to deliver this to nmaster Mineat, to his own hand."

"'Til take it for him boy." The servitor smiled pleasantly. "No, ser. Only to his hand. | can
wait, if he would like. O | can come back again."

The man in green frowned. "Wait." The door closed.

Cerryl shifted his weight fromone foot to the other. The sun seened to beat on his back, even
the back of his |egs.

Finally, the door reopened, and the green-clad servitor |ooked at Cerryl. "Master Tellis, you
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sai d?"
"Yes, ser. The scrivener."
A faint smle cracked the thin lips. "I"'mShallis, and I'"'mnot a ser |I'mthe house seneschal ."”

He opened the door and stepped back. "You are to cone in and wait here in the foyer."

Cerryl eased inside. The foyer ceiling was high, twice as high as the showooms in Tellis's
shop, and polished dark wood pl anks stretched between the arching granite supports. The base of
each pillar was a polished rose-tinged stone, so snooth that it shimered in the light fromthe
open door.

"You may sit on the bench there." Shallis closed the door and pointed to a white oak bench with
a | ow back, set slightly away fromthe wai st-high polished rose marble wainscotting. H's eyes went
to Cerryl's boots. Then he nodded. "Master Muneat will be here when it suits him"

"Thank you." Cerryl didn't know what else to say. He sat on the front edge of the bench as
Shal i s stepped through the archway into the house proper

Cerryl's eyes followed the seneschal, taking in what he could see of the hallway beyond the
foyer, a hallway that was |arger than the large conmon roomin Tellis's house, even |arger than
the kitchen and eating area in Dylert's house.

The sol e archway he could see fromthe bench was draped in blue, a fabric that dropped in fine
folds that shimmered in the indirect Iight fromthe wi ndows Cerryl could not see. The hal | way
fl oor beyond the foyer arch was polished marble, set in interlocking squares, so snmooth and so
clean that Cerryl would have feared to walk on it.

Agilt-framed portrait hung on the wall, but Cerryl could not see much except that the figure
was a white-haired man in a white shirt, and with a blue short jacket of some sort and dark
trousers. The portrait was flanked by two | anps set in bronze wall sconces, polished to a fine
sheen. Even the | anp nantels glistened.

The scent of flowers was stronger inside the foyer, rem nding Cerryl of Dyella's gardens above
the mll. He shifted his weight on the bench again, |ooking down at the velvet-w apped book

The faintest of rustlings caught his ear, and his eyes went back to the hallway, where a woman,
i npossi bly slender, crossed the marble floor and entered through the archway the roomon the |eft
side of the hall, past the shinmering hangi ngs. Her gown-not tunic and trousers but a formfitting
dress or gown-was a deep red that also shinmered in the indirect light. Cerryl thought she had
worn silver conbs in dark hair, but she had noved so gracefully and silently that he was not sure.

A different scent, one like fruit and roses together, slipped past him then seemed to vani sh.

Cerryl swallowed as he heard a clicking on the marble. A short figure in deep blue-even in deep
bl ue | eat her boots-was wal king toward the foyer. He wore a shimering white silk shirt, and a
dress jacket and matching trousers of a deep blue velvet. The bald forehead, the silver hair, and
the white-silver nustache told Cerryl that master Mineat approached, and the apprentice junped to
his feet, waiting. Behind Mineat wal ked the seneschal, his face bl ank

"Young fellow ... Shallis said you were frommaster Tellis." A surprisingly shy smle crossed
the broad and jow ed face.

"Yes, ser. Master Tellis sent me to deliver this." Cerryl extended the velvet-w apped book. "He
said it could only go to your own hand."

"To ny own hand, ha!" Mineat |aughed again, taking the book. "My own hand. Wuld that others
respected ny hand so nuch."

Ceryl didn't know what to say. So he waited for the older nman to stop | aughing.

"And you woul d not be budged, not if you're fromTellis. Verial was |ike that, too. Two gol ds
prom sed your master, and two golds it shall be. And a silver for you, and two for him"

Cerryl managed to keep his nmouth shut as Muneat handed hima snmall |eather pouch and then a
silver. "Your master's coins are in the purse. The silver is yours."

"I thank you, ser." Cerryl bowed. "And Master Tellis thanks you."

"Always a pleasure dealing with Tellis. Always a pleasure.” Mineat snmiled broadly. "And it is
good to nmeet you, lad. Your name?"

"Cerryl, ser."

"Cerryl. A good nane. And a good day to you." Mineat |aughed again, a gentle sound, and turned
to the seneschal

Shal lis stepped around his master and forward to open the door

"Thank you, ser," Cerryl said again.

"And a very good day to you and your nmaster. Tell him|l have bother, perhaps in an eight-day or

so.
"Yes, ser."
Cerryl stood on the granite paving stones before the fountain for a | ong nonent, then slipped
the pouch inside his shirt, and the silver into the slots on the inside of his belt-far safer for
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himthan a wallet- though he'd never heard of a cutpurse in Fairhaven. But he didn't wish to
di scover such existed the hard way.

Back on the avenue, Cerryl gl anced back at the house-or pal ace-then down the avenue, past the
hal f-dozen or nore simlar dwellings He shook his head. He'd had no idea, no idea at all, of what
wealth really was. Dylert he'd reckoned as a wealthy nan. He shook his head once nore before
turni ng back up the avenue, thinking he could yet snmell all the scents of flowers that had filled
master Muneat's hone.

And the red gown- how many coi ns must one have to wear such gowns for no reason at all? He
forced hinmself to walk briskly past the market square, past the jewelers, past the artisans'
square and up the street to Tellis's, ignoring the silver in his belt. Silver he could al ways
spend. Getting it was harder. He shook his head-except for those |ike master Mineat.

Back at the shop, Cerryl went straight through the showoomto the workroom Tellis sat sl unped
at the worktable.

"Are you all right, ser?"

Tellis slowy straightened. "Was he in? Did you give it to hin"

"Yes, ser." Cerryl extended the pouch. "He gave ne this. Said there were two golds and two

silvers init for you."

Tellis's eyes brightened as his trenbling hands took the pouch and funbled it open

Coins spilled on the table.

"There are three silvers here, as well as the golds. Did you not count?"

"Ser ... he handed me the pouch. That was what he said. | thought it better not to question his
word. "

"Muneat plays his tricks, but he is generous, unlike sone.
lips. "He gave you sonet hi ng?"

"Yes, ser. He gave ne a silver."

"Good. Keep it safe.” The snile faded. "Do not be thinking that you'll see its |ike again
soon. "

A ragged snile crossed Tellis's

"No, ser. | know that." Cerryl paused. "Master Mineat said he woul d have another in an eight-
day or so."

"Did he open it while you were there?"

"No, ser."

Tellis nodded sl owy.

"Ser ... what is it that... | mean... | sat in the foyer... polished marble..."

"He has nore coins than nost," Tellis said dryly, massaging his forehead and not | ooking at
Cerryl. "He is one of the largest grain factors in Candar. | believe he even has several ships

that sail out of Lydiar."
Cerryl glanced around the suddenly very cranped workroom a roomthat would have fit even
i nside the front foyer of Mineat's small pal ace
"He is not alone in his riches in Fairhaven, Cerryl. Far fromit."
The apprentice wondered what the dwellings of the other rich folk | ooked like inside.
"Get nme sone of the yellow tea Beryal said she'd brew "
"Yes, ser." Cerryl turned and headed toward the kitchen
"Yel lowtea ... yellowtea ..." nmunbled Tellis behind Cerryl. "Darkness ... hate the stuff..."
Beryal | ooked up fromthe kitchen worktable, where she poured a hot liquid fromthe kettle into
a mug. "You' re back so soon?"
"They didn't nake me wait. Tellis sent ne for the tea

Hi s eyes traversed the common room

cl ean and plain-and very snall. Very plain.
"He's stubborn," said Beryal, lifting one of the smaller nmugs and extending it to Cerryl.
"Wul dn't stay in bed. No ... has to get up and nake the rest of us feel his pain."

"He doesn't look well."

"Anyone who drank all that double nead at the Pillion | ast night should | ook |ike that.
Bent hann, she cannot |ift her head." Beryal frowned. "Take the master his yellow tea."

Cerryl slipped back to the workroom and extended the mug.

Tellis took it wordlessly.

Cerryl sharpened the quill, then stirred the ink, and set The Science of Measurenment and
Reckoni ng on the copy stand, opening it to the bookmark. He could al nost see the polished marble
and the shimering hangings, and the dark red dress ... even the dark blue velvet and flaw ess

silk worn by Muneat. Cerryl knew, fromwhat he'd learned in talking with Pattera, that the silk
shirt alone probably cost a gold. He'd never seen half that in his entire life.

He took a slow breath. He coul dn't change what was. Not yet, perhaps not ever. He dipped the
quill in the ink. But you can do nore than be a scrivener... you can

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20E.%20Modesitt/Modesitt,%2...%20Recluse%2006%20-%20The%20White%200rder.txt (64 of 197) [5/22/03 12:33:49 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20E.%20M odesitt/M odesi tt, %20L %20E%20-%20Recl use%62006%20-%20The%20Whi te%200r der . txt

At the worktable, Tellis sipped bitter yellow tea.

XXXVI |

Cerryl dipped the pen into the inkwell, then resuned copying the page before him trying to
concentrate on the words and the shape of his letters, knowing that no matter how closely his
efforts resenbl ed those on the scrivener's nmaster sheet, Tellis would still find some way to
suggest inprovenent. One nonment, the scrivener was praising his hand; the next, he was conpl ai ni ng
about the way Cerryl copied one type of letter or another, or that he didn't fully appreciate the
conpl exities of being a scrivener.

The apprentice scrivener held in a sigh. Too nany sighs, he'd discovered, elicited unwel cone
guestions. H s eyes went to the book on the copy stand.

the inner lining of the bark of the river willow should be scraped, then dried until it is
firmand stiff. Then it nust be ground into the finest of powders with a polished hardwod nortar
and pestle ...

Why did powdered willow bark hold down chaos fever? Wio had di scovered that? For all the
vol unmes that Tellis pushed on himto read, Cerryl felt that he al nbst knew | ess than when he had
cone to Fairhaven nore than a season before, since each new book opened far nore questions than it
answer ed.

Scritttchhh... Wth the sound of the street door opening, Tellis backed up, nearly into the
wai st - hi gh waste container, and then stepped around his worktable, |eaving the stretching frane,
and slipped past Cerryl and into the show oom

"You keep at that herbal copying," the master scrivener added over his shoulder as he hurried
toward the show oom

Use of plants and herbs for healing mght be of sonme interest, certainly nore than words about
measuring that meant little, reflected Cerryl, but herbs didn't seemto help with controlling
chaos. Then he frowned, thinking about how he felt when he tried to warm his wash water. Wuld the
powdered wi |l ow bark hel p reduce the warmng in his body and the headache his using chaos caused?

Wth the flash of white he saw through the open door, Cerryl stiffened, listening intently.

" how might | be of service, honored ser? Perhaps a volunme of one of the histories ... ?"
The response was nuted enough that Cerryl could not nmake out the words.

"Ah, yes ... that would take several eight-days, perhaps longer . . . you understand?"

" understand ... the heavy binding ... virgin vellum... how much ... ?"

"Three gol ds, honored ser."

"That is dear."

"The vellum and the | eather al one-"

"No nore than five eight-days, scrivener, or not a gold to you. And all by your hand. Not
anot her soul but you to handle the original. Do you understand?"

Cerryl could feel the chill and power of the mage's reply, even fromthe workroom copy desk.

"Yes, ser. Before five eight-days, with the heavy binding and the best of virgin vellum?"”

"No one el se but you."

"Yes, ser."

Cerryl abruptly noved the quill, just in time to keep the ink fromsplattering on the page he
was working on. He wi ped the splot off the wood, cleaned the nib, then resuned his |aborious
effort to copy the page from Herbes and Their Sel fsame Renedies, trying to | ook busy when Tellis
reentered the workroom

"Don't know where as I'll even be getting the tine. Yet three golds, that is not a conm ssion I
can turn down." Tellis frowned, then coughed, and | ooked down at the worn volunme in his hands.
"Dealing with mages-every gold you earn. And earn again."

"I can copy it, ser," offered Cerryl.

"This one 1'll be copying,"” Tellis announced.

"If things are hard, ser, | can do it."

The master scrivener shook his head. "Some volunes, the whites say that only the naster may
copy."

"Why? How can they do that?"

"Cerryl..." This time, Tellis provided the sigh, and not quietly. "Have you heard nothi ng? The
White Council nust approve any craft master in Fairhaven. You know the star with the circle above
the door? Must | remnd you what that master synmbol neans? Wthout that star, |'d get no copying
or scribing fromthe Council... or any of the nages."
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"But you're the best in Fairhaven. Everyone on the square says so," Cerryl said quickly.

"You are loyal-I will say that," answered Tellis. "The nages | ook for nore than ability,
Cerryl. They also demand |loyalty. Wthout White Council approval, a tradesman or a crafter can
never be nore than a journeyman here. Journeymen get no Council business.” Tellis snorted. "And
little else, either."

"Even abl e ones?"

"What merchant or tradesman dare deal with a scrivener not in the Council's favor? Even Mineat
would turn away his little pleasures.”

"He has coins .."'."

"Coins are not power, Cerryl. Sonetinmes, those with coins can purchase power. Now ... best |
start. Set the herbal volunme on the high shelf. You'll have tinme to copy when | rest. You can go
and get the oak bark and the vellumthis will take."

Cerryl cleaned the quill, then wi ped his hands, stood, and |ifted Herbes and Their Selfsane
Renmedi es fromthe copy stand.

Tellis set the book he carried on the copy stand and opened the bl ank cover to the flyleaf.

Cerryl's eyes went to the words there, and he froze for a nonent that seened all too long as he
read the title-Colors of Wiite. Tellis had the entire book there, not just the first part but the
whol e book. The entire volume he'd wished to lay his hands on for so |Iong-and he couldn't touch
it.

"Don't be standing there. Be off with you. First to Nivor's for the black oak bark. You know

the kind. Then when you bring that back, 1'll need nore of the virgin vellum But cone back and
set the bark to steep first, before you go to Arkos's."

That meant tw ce as nuch wal ki ng, but Cerryl nodded politely. "Ah, ser ... won't | need some
coin for N vor?"

"Pestilence ... yes. Arkos will trust me for the vellum but N vor trusts no one." Tellis
funbled in his purse. "Not nore than a silver and five coppers for a tenth stone of the bark
either, no matter what that thief N vor says. If he won't give it to you for that... then cone

hone wi thout it."
"Yes, ser." Cerryl took the coins and put themin his own purse with the three coppers that
wer e his.

"You can tell himl said so, too." Tellis shifted his weight on the stool. "Man's nore brigand
than apothecary ... but don't tell himthat. Now, be off with you."

"Yes, ser."

In monents, Cerryl had pulled on his better tunic-used for errands and holiday neal s-and
stepped out into the spring afternoon, warm but with the hint of a winter chill that had not yet

vani shed, and gray, with the prom se of rain before evening. He hoped the rain wasn't too |ong or
too heavy; he could do without the attendant headache.

He stretched, then started for the | esser artisans' way. After a dozen steps or nore, he
gl anced toward Pattera' s wi ndow ajar as usual. Only her father worked at the big |loom His eyes
went toward the square.

"You!"

The voi ce was perenptory and hi gh-pitched, the words comng from behind Cerryl, and he al nost
stopped. But who would want anything fromhin? Wre they talking to the master weaver?

“In the blue ... | nean you."
Cerryl turned . . . and swallowed as he saw the white tunic, shirt, and trousers. He bowed
i medi ately. "I did not realize . . . I'msorry, ser "
"No, you didn't . . . did you?" A nusical laugh followed - a laugh with a hard tone that made

Cerryl want to shiver, even as he realized that the nmage was a wonan, an attractive figure with
flame red hair and eyes that went through him eyes that seened to contain all colors and yet none
at all. A faint scent of sonmething - sandal wood, perhaps, drifted toward him

He bowed agai n, sayi ng not hi ng.

"Do you live here, young fellow?"

"Yes, ser. |I'man apprentice to Tellis."

"The scrivener?" Another |augh followed. "Mst interesting. Do you know your |etters?"

"Yes, ser." How could an apprentice scrivener not know the letters? Still, Cerryl kept his
t ongue.

"Both tongues?"

"l do not know Temple as well as the old true tongue," he adnitted.

"The old true tongue," she mused. "And you nean what you say. Better and better. Wat is your
nane?"

"Cerryl, ser." Cerryl had to work at keeping his voice level, feeling as though he faced sone
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sort of examination, a dangerous exam nation, even though he could not explain exactly what or
why.

"Cerryl the apprentice scrivener She | aughed nore nusically than before. "Keep | earning
your letters and all that you can. It might be enough." She paused, and her voice turned harder
"You may go on whatever errand your master sent you."

Cerryl tried to gather hinself together as he bowed.

"Go. "

"Yes, ser.’'
apot hecary's.

The wonman in white - she was certainly a mage, and not all that nuch older than Cerryl. He
shivered, recalling the cold eyes that had changed color with every word and the cruel |augh. He
wasn't sure he Wanted to know what she had nmeant about his | earning nore mght be enough. Enough
for what?

He shivered, though he tried not to do so. So nmuch went on in Fairhaven that few saw. Hi s brief
experience with naster Miuneat had shown hi mone side of it, but that wasn't all. Though he saw
little of the power of chaos that |ay hidden, that power he could feel, unlike that of the golds
of the factors. And the hidden chaos nmade hi m shiver, unlike the golds.

He bowed again, turned, and hastened down toward the square and toward N vor the

XXXVI | |

Cerryl lay on his back, under both the thin blanket and his |eather jacket, not quite shivering
but not exactly warm either. Hs eyes | ooked generally in the direction of the ceiling beans, but
his thoughts were well beyond his room

Tellis had the conmpl ete vol une of Colors of Wiite, the whole thing, with the sections nissing
fromthe vol une Syodar had given Cerryl. The apprentice scrivener turned on his side, drawing his
| egs up so that he was curled into a ball, trying not to think about the volune | ocked inside the
chest in the copy room and trying even harder not to think about the key in the hidden niche by
t he door.

"It's not as though..." he murmured. As though? As though he would be stealing? He woul dn't
hurt the book. He'd read it in the workroomin the dark. Stealing know edge? But did know edge
bel ong to anyone? Or was that how the nages stayed in power-by keeping their know edge to
t henmsel ves?

Cerryl turned over once nore and | ooked through the darkness at the ceiling beans again. He
wanted to sigh, but what good would that have done? He could al nost feel the white-dusted vol une
calling him

Tellis hadn't said no one else could read it, but that no one el se was supposed to copy the
book. Cerryl winced at the sel f-deception. No one el se was supposed to handle it because the white
mages didn't want anyone besides a craftmaster they trusted to read it. A craftnaster who was the
son of a nmge?

Sooner or later, they'll find out that you can handle chaos a little ..-if they don't know
al ready. Wuldn't it be better to | earn what you can now? Monentarily ignoring the thought, he
turned over on the pallet. Then he turned back. Sone nonments later, he found hinself |ooking at
the ceiling beans once nore.

Finally, he sat up and swung his feet over the side of his bed, not letting themtouch the cold
stone of the floor for a nmoment. Then he stood. He eased open his own door and surveyed the dark
and silent courtyard. The sole sounds were those of the breeze and the cl opping hoofs and creaking
of a wagon sonmewhere down on the avenue.

Cerryl took a deep and silent breath. Waring only the jacket and his snallclothes, he padded
noi sel essly across the courtyard. The door to the common room scraped, but only slightly, as he
closed it behind himand eased around the table and through the kitchen

Cerryl slipped into the workroom not lighting a candle, and trusting his own night vision. The
key slid fromits recess beside the door into his fingers, and the cabinet |ock barely snicked as
he turned the key arid opened the door. The book itself lay in the first drawer, half-illum nated
to Cerryl's senses by the traces of chaos power dusting it. For the nonent, he left it there
unt ouched.

None of the white nmages would be able to tell that Cerryl had read it, because his own faint
chaos power traces would be obscured by their far vaster power. Still, he rinsed his hands in the
cool water remaining in the pitcher, wanting to reduce further the faintest residue of the chaos
energy that seened to flow within himand out through his bare fingers. After drying themon his
own towel-still danmp from when he had washed before dinner-he turned back and lifted the book from
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the drawer and carried it to the copy stand, setting it down and opening it roughly halfway
t hrough, toward where he thought the second section m ght begin.

In the dimess, even with his night vision, he had to strain to read the words on the page to
whi ch he had turned.

A mage must use order to channel chaos, for nothing else can contain the pure flanme of chaos, yet
he nmust not be constrained by that order, lest his power to use chaos for good be turned to
naught . ..

Cerryl flipped through nore pages. He wanted answers, not phil osophy.

there be two types of healing, the use of order to strengthen the flesh and the use of chaos
to destroy all manner of illnesses arising fromwhence the elements of the world nortify the flesh

in the second, the nmage nust ascertain the very source of the nortification... his energies
must but destroy that source and none other, for any other destruction will nost assuredly destroy
al so the patient..

Cerryl wanted to beat his forehead. How was he supposed to concentrate chaos energies inside
sonmeone? He understood the ideas, even those he hadn't known about. Techni que was the question
not phil osophi zi ng about the technique. He flipped through several nore pages.

those marshaling the fires of the air nmust understand that the aether itself acts as though it
were a function of order, pressing in upon the energies of chaos focused by the mage ..

That didn't tell himanything, either. At least he didn't think it did H s forehead was danp,
despite the chill night air in the workroom but he read on

so that even a line of chaos fire will reassenble itself into a globe of such fundanental fire
when hurled through its own power over even the shortest of distances ...

Cerryl forced hinmself to keep reading. Maybe he just didn't know enough. Maybe.

How | ong he read-that he had no idea, except that his head felt as though it were twirling on
his shoulders and filled with burning sawdust when he replaced the book in the cabinet and
rel ocked it. The key went back into its recess, and he retraced his silent steps back to his room

He cl osed the door and | ooked through the darkness at his pallet, frowning. He felt as though
sonmeone were observing him yet nothing noved, nothing offered the slightest of sounds, except the
wi nd.

Finally, with a shiver, he slipped under the blanket, realizing that his feet were |ike bl ocks
of ice. He shivered again, and m ght have once nore, except his eyes were too heavy.

XXX X

From his makeshi ft copy post at the end of the worktable, Cerryl |ooked away fromthe propped-up
copy of Herbes and Their Selfsane Renedies and stifled a yawn. The nighttine readi ng was taking

its toll, particularly late in the day, and yet he dared not yawn around Tellis. Not too nuch,
anyway.

"Sleepy again, | see," observed the master scrivener fromthe copy desk where he | abored over
Colors of White. "You mayhap spending tine with the Historic?"

"l have been reading," answered Cerryl. "There is much | don't understand.” Hi s nose wrinkled

at the faint snell of some substance that had worked its way into the worn surface of the
wor kt abl e-or was it the discarded oak galls festering in the bottomof the waste bin?

"Then you should ask," ventured Tellis, his eyes back on Colors of Wiite, his fingers steady as
he replicated the letters on the virgin vellum "Wat do you find hard to understand?"

Cerryl dipped his owmn quill and copied for a nonment before replying. "There is so much." He
paused, ensuring the quill was well clear of the vellum before he spoke. "There are nentions of
iron birds that brought the white way to Candar, but little is said of the tine before Cyador."

"l thought you had questions about matters difficult to understand." Tellis continued to copy,
his eyes on the book, the quill nearly a blur under fingers swift and sure.

"Those as well, master Tellis." Cerryl nodded, then copied another few words, his thoughts
junbled as he tried to recall sonething he could clai mwas confusing.

"Such as?" pronpted Tellis.

"Well, there are so many things, but | do not understand about Westw nd. How coul d anyone |ive
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on the Roof of the Wrld? No one lives there today, but the histories say it was even col der then

yet Westwi nd prospered until it got warner." Cerryl wanted to snmile to hinself at conming up with
the question. Instead, he dipped the quill and resumed copyi ng.
"Ch, Cerryl." Tellis actually sighed. "You read, and you understand the words, and yet you do

not see what is before you. Wien the winters were colder, then only the angels coul d bear the Roof
of the Wrld for much of the year, and they did not have to spend so much gold and effort to
defend t hensel ves. Few could reach their citadel. After the great change, when the years got

war mer, then the western |ands thought about what had once been theirs, and they sought to reclaim
t hose domains, for the warmer weather nade the sunmers in the [ ow ands harder on the flocks and
herds and the green grasses of the highlands nore attractive. The Roof of the Wirld was easier to
reach for nore of the year, and the guards were stretched thinner. Do you not see?"

"When you put it that way, master Tellis, it is clear enough, but that is not the way the
Hi storic reads." Cerryl frowned as he noted the fractional w dening of his letters. He w ped the
quill's nib clean and took out the penknife to sharpen the point.

"The Historic is witten for nen who think, not for those who wi sh every word expl ai ned."

Al't hough Tellis's voice was mld, Cerryl wi nced. He supposed he deserved the reprimnd. He
tried the reshaped nib on his palinpsest then nodded at the letter w dth.

"You are younger than your years in your thoughts and far older in your heart,” Tellis added.
"I can do little for your heart, but for Dylert's sake | will press you to think. Another puzzling
question-a better one?"

Cerryl did not answer imediately, stifling a yawn once nore.

"No matter how tired you are, Cerryl, you rmust always keep your thoughts and wits about you."
After a nmoment, the scrivener added, "In Fairhaven, especially.”

Cerryl | ooked down, trying to dredge up anot her question, a better one. After what seened far
too | ong, he spoke. "Nowhere does it say why the black mages can control the winds. The white
mages can create fire, and | know fire creates drafts, but..." He let the question hang.

"That is a better question," said Tellis.

Cerryl had hoped so. He covered his nmouth with the back of his free hand. Was it the bitter
odor seeping around the witing board he had laid over the battered surface? O just his own
tiredness?

"The great winds are spawned, we are told, in the cold places of the world, above the Roof of
the World and in the far north. Leastwi se, that is where the great winds seemto cone from The
bl ack mages, as their ancestors the black angels, are creatures of the cold and, hence, are closer
to the chill and the wind, while the white mages conme fromthe warnth of the sun and hold to
mastery of flame and prosperity.” Tellis nodded at his expl anation

"But it takes fire to forge iron, and the white rmages cannot bear its touch,” countered Cerryl.

"Touch cold iron sonetine, and feel it suck all heat out of you." Tellis sniled. "Renenber
nothing is as it seens, and though | do ny best to instruct you, there is nuch beyond what even a
master scrivener knows, even one raised with the education | was fortunate to receive."

Cerryl covered his nmouth again, w shing he did not have to yawn so much.

"A good thing it is we are near finished for the day." Tellis glanced at Cerryl and shook his
head. "You go. A quick nap will do you good. Beryal or Benthann will knock on your door. No
readi ng-a nap, dinner, and a good night's slunber. Tonorrow I'lI|l be at the tower, for they want a
copyi st, and you nust speed copyi ng the Herbes book. Nivor asked about our progress yesterday."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl nodded politely. The herbal book wasn't totally boring, but he did not find
it nearly so interesting as even the Historic which he read periodically in order to answer
Tellis's questions.

"OFf with you."

Cerryl closed the Herbes book, cleaned the quill, and stoppered the ink then washed his hands.
Tellis did not | ook up fromhis copying of The Colors of Wite.

"*Dinner won't be that long," Beryal announced fromthe kitchen as Cerryl passed through the
comron room and stepped out the back door into the courtyard.

"Thank you, Beryal." He wi ped his forehead with the back of his sleeve as he stood for a nonent
in the light and cooling breeze, a breeze that carried the scent of wet wool fromthe alleyway.

Cerryl took a step, then another, and stopped, |ooking around fromthe m ddle of the courtyard.
He gl anced toward the rear gate, confident he would see Pattera there. The space was enpty. He
frowned, certain that soneone had been watchi ng him

After a nmoment, he turned back toward the nmain part of the house, but no one stood in the
doorway to the common room He gl anced back at the gate, and then at the side door to the room
Tellis and Benthann shared. The doors were cl osed, and the gateway enpty.

Slowy, he wal ked to his room but the feeling of being watched conti nued as he opened his
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door. The room was enpty.

Abruptly as it had come, the feeling of being watched vani shed. Cerryl shuddered as he cl osed
t he door.

Wth the chill in his bones, all thought of sleep vanished. He checked the shutters-closed
tightly. Then, alnobst furtively, Cerryl eased the screeing glass from behind the wooden panel he
had | oosened, |eaving his books there.

Coul d he? He | ooked down at the silver-rimred glass, seeing the thin-faced reflection of a
youth with barely a hint of a beard-if that. Not even a man yet, and why was he even thinking
about using the glass? Hs eyes went to the closed shutters. Yet he had to do sonething. Mre and
more, he felt that everyone el se pushed him directed him that everyone el se had the answers and
that he woul d have fewer and fewer choices, especially if he waited until he got ol der

He gl anced back down at the glass, then frowned. Did he dare? Did he not dare? Was it the girl
with the red-blond hair? O the redhead?

He shoul d have given up on the girl in green, yet he kept thinking about her. Wy? How could a
scrivener's apprentice aspire to any consort?

"Consort?" He barely murnured the word. What an idiotic notion! He couldn't rightly aspire to
being a white mage, for all his talent and his secret study. He couldn't even aspire to great
weal th, such as that shown by Mineat.

He pushed back those thoughts, swallowed, and | ooked down at the mirror. As he concentrated,
surprisingly the white mists forned and cl eared.

The young wonan sat at a witing desk, a golden oak desk in a snmall room The walls were hung
with green silks, and behind her was a high bed covered with blue-green silks and pillows. The
oil ed gold oak wi ndow shutters were cl osed.

Quill pen in her hand, she | ooked down at whatever she wote. Then she set the quill in the
hol der. Abruptly, she frowned.
She was ol der, Cerryl could tell. Then, so was he. Her face crinkled into a frown, and she

gl anced up fromthe witing desk, her eyes going in one direction, then another

She stood and wal ked to the window, then turned, her eyes going to the glass on the wall.

Abruptly, Cerryl released his hold on the glass. She'd known she was bei ng watched, but how?

Even so, he could feel heat radiating fromhis glass, as though soneone had t hrown chaos-fire
at it just as he had broken off his viewing. He wiped his forehead, suddenly feeling even nore
tired.

Qui ckly, as though he feared he were bei ng observed by some other scrier, he slipped the silver-
rimed mirror back into its hiding place. After a nmonent, he took a deep breath, relieved that the
feeling of being watched had not returned. He'd gotten away with using the gl ass.

This time, a small voice in his head rem nded him This tine.

Wth a brief smle, he pulled off his boots and |ay down on the pallet, his eyes closing al nost
as soon as he stretched out.

Al nost i medi ately, he found hinself wal king across a high-vaulted room a hall really, where
the ceiling was supported by fluted white stone colums. The roomwas enpty, yet it was not.

"You ... you don't belong here, scrivener's apprentice. He will turn you to ashes if you stay."

The voice was sultry, but Cerryl couldn't nmake out the face. He turned, but there was no one
besi de him

"I won't be seen, not if |I don't wish to be. W whites control the light, you know. If you were
worth anything, you could, too. In little ways, anyway." The unseen | augh was cruel, as he
remenbered from somewhere.

Thr ap!

"Conme on, you sl eepy apprentice. D nner be awaiting!"

Cerryl struggled out of the whitish fog. Had the redheaded white nage really been in his
dreans? He hadn't seen her, but the voice had belonged to her. How could he forget that voice? He
shi ver ed.

"Cerryl!"

"I"'mcomng," he rasped. "I'mconing." H s head felt as though it were being squeezed in the
ni ppi ng press.

"Good thing you are."” Benthann's voice faded away as he struggled into a sitting position and
pul l ed on his boots.

After a nmonment, Cerryl stood, al nbst staggering as the pain of the headache cane and went. He
gat hered hinsel f together and nmade his way fromhis room across the courtyard, and inside into
t he conmon room

"Did you get a nap?" Tellis |ooked up fromthe burkha steam ng on his platter

"Yes, ser. You were right. | was tired." Cerryl slid onto his end of the bench, careful not to
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get too close to Beryal. He broke off a chunk of the dark bread and set it on the edge of his
platter, then used the ladle to serve hinself a portion of the hot-mint brown stew "This snells
good. "

"Al ways does, and you always say it does." Beryal |aughed. The apprentice shrugged and scooped
up a nout hful of stewwith the bread, trying not to gulp it down.

"Be sumer before too long, real sunmer."” Tellis grunted, then served hinself nore of the

bur kha.

"It was hot today," Cerryl said, taking a long swallow of water, still half amazed that the
wat er in Fairhaven was fit to drink.

"Be hotter yet in an eight-day or so. Then people be out in the streets all the time." Berya
snorted. "Too hot to stay inside."

"I was standing in the courtyard this afternoon, and | know sonmeone was | ooking at ne."
Bent hann turned to Beryal. "Tellis and Cerryl were both in the workroom and you were at the
mar ket. Wen | | ooked up and down the alley, no one was there." She frowned. "Hasn't been the

first time in the | ast eight-day, either."

"Swore | could have heard soneone in the back alley last night.'
crockery to Cerryl. "Did you hear anythi ng?"

"I fell asleep trying to read the Historie." Cerryl managed a sheepi sh expressi on and dropped
his eyes. He had fallen asleep over the Historie nore than once.

"Lad ..." Tellis cleared his throat.

"Even your dutiful apprentice can't always stay awake over those musty books.
| aughed. "Proves he's a normal young fellow after all."

"He's normal, all right." A faint snile crossed Beryal's I|ips.

Cerryl flushed.

Bent hann | aughed. "A scrivener can't fall asleep over books," announced Tellis, "nornmal or
not."

"You're a spoilsport." Benthann offered an overfull pout. "Eat," ordered Beryal. Cerryl
foll owed her orders, partly because it was easier, especially with his headache, and partly

Beryal's eyes lifted fromthe

Bent hann

because he was still hungry.
After dinner, Tellis and Benthann vani shed into their room and after he hel ped Beryal -
silently, his thoughts still on the girl in green and the power she had al nost thrown through the

glass at himCerryl crossed the courtyard to the rear gate, then wal ked toward the street. The
girl-except she was a woman now or her famly had coins, but not so nany, he suspected, as Mineat.
Did anyone really need all those coins, all those silks?

Does anyone really need to master chaos? He | aughed at his own question, softly, as he turned
the corner onto the way of the lesser artisans. In the twilight, he continued slowy down the way
toward the square, feeling that another pair of eyes followed him He did not | ook back, know ng
that he would see no one, trying to ignore the prickling on the back of his neck and the
continuing throbbing in his skull

"Cerryl!" Pattera bounded out of the weaver's door. "Where have you been these | ast eight-
days?"
"Master Tellis has had a large commission from... a large commi ssion, and |'ve had to do nuch

of the regular copying as well as the chores.” Cerryl shrugged. "And he wants nme to read the
histories as well." The apprentice didn't have to counterfeit the yawn.

"You have dark pouches under your eyes. Ch, Cerryl..." Pattera glanced back at the light from
the doorway. "I can walk down to the square with you. Were are you goi ng?"
"I was just walking," he admitted. "I have a headache." Cerryl took a step toward the square.

"Your master makes you squint over those books too nuch." Pattera began to match his steps.

"You have to study books if you want to be a scrivener."

"Not all the tine."

"Most of the tine." He paused at the avenue while a small donkey cart plodded past. The wonan
on the seat, reeking of roast fow, did not turn her head.

As he crossed the white pavenent, Cerryl nassaged his tenples with his left hand, trying to
| oosen the tightness he felt.

"Not that way," said Pattera. "Just stop. Sit on the bench there." He sat on the second stone
bench in the square, the enpty one, and let her strong fingers work through his shoul der bl ades
and up into his neck, letting her |oosen the tension there. The faint odor of damp wool clung to
her arms, and he wondered if the acridness of iron-gall ink clung to him

How coul d sonmeone who snelled of ink even think about a woman with silk hangi ngs and dresses?

Yet he did, and he knew he woul d, even as he felt guilty accepting Pattera's mnistrations
whil e thinking of the blonde in green.
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"Now ... keep your mind on the copying at hand," said Tellis fromthe doorway. "No thoughts about
your young friend the weaver. Not while you have a quill in your hand." The master scrivener
grinned.

Cerryl flushed. "Yes, ser

"When you becone a true journeyman ..." Tellis paused. "By then, you won't listen. | didn't,
either, but |I was lucky, and then unlucky. Elynnya was special." He shook his head. "Just
appreci ate what you have while you have it, and don't ask too nmany questions." H's voice turned
nmore cheerful. "After | beat some sense into Arkos, I'll do the sane to Nivor, and then I'll be at
the tower for nost of the rest of the day. The honored Sterol wants sonething copied that cannot
| eave there." The scrivener lifted his hand and pointed at his apprentice. "I expect continued
good progress on the copying-and keep the letter width the sane."

"Yes, ser.

Tellis nodded and turned away.

H s young friend the weaver? Pattera was ni ce enough, and attractive in a dusky fashion, and
certainly enanored of Cerryl. That wasn't enough. But what was? A girl with red-blond hair whose
father woul d scorn a nere scrivener's apprentice? And there was the redhead who kept turning up in
hi s dreans-unwanted. She was certainly sone type of nage; attractive as she was physically, she
made his skin creep. He hadn't ever thought of a wonman that way before.

A nmonent later, Cerryl heard the front door open, and the off-key bells of the refuse wagon,
before Tellis closed the door behind him

Cerryl scurried to the waste bin by the worktable. He lifted the heavy wooden contai ner and
lugged it outside, followi ng Beryal, who had the kitchen bin in her arnms.

They stood as the square-sided wagon runbl ed al ong the way, at a pace not nuch faster than a
wal k. Two young guards in white uniforns flanked the hauler, their bored eyes flicking fromthe
wagon bed to Beryal and then to Cerryl, dismissing each in turn.

Cerryl lifted the bin and dunped the contents-leather trinmngs too small for anything,
pal i npsest scrapi ngs, squeezed oak galls-over the side of the wagon, then stepped back

"Tellis isn't ever here when the wagon cones. You notice that?" Beryal held the door to the
shop for Cerryl.

"He is the naster scrivener."

"He would be the master of nmore than that." Beryal shook her head, then started to close the
door. "But he never will be. Those with coins keep them cl ose."

Bent hann pushed by them and t hrough the door, not even |ooking at her nother or Cerryl, and ran
down the street to catch the wagon, a smaller waste box in her hands.

"Then there be some who think that the waste wagon waits for them" Beryal grinned and cl osed
t he door before she turned back toward the kitchen

Cerryl used the cleaning rag to wi pe off the sides and the rimof the waste bin, before easing
it back into place. He seated hinself at the copy desk and started to clean the quill he had
abandoned when he had heard the wagon bells.

Bent hann gl anced in the workroom door. "You could have called ne."

"I didn't hear the wagon until it was al nbst here, and the big bin was full." He | ooked up, but
Bent hann hadn't stayed to hear what he said. He shrugged to hinself, realizing he probably
woul dn't ever understand the young woman. Then, there were a lot of things he didn't understand,
undercurrents that kept tugging at himlike Tellis's gl oomwhen he nmentioned his consort. He
wanted to know nore but dared not ask. There was so much he dared not ask

After he finished sharpening the nib, he snoothed the vellum and di pped the pen into the ink
Tellis was right; he needed to nake good progress on the Herbes book, boring as it m ght be.

He frowned as he recalled Tellis's words-sonething copied that could not | eave the nages
tower. Did that nmean that the books that really said something about how to handl e the chaos
forces always remai ned guarded by the nmages? If that were so, how could he ever |earn? Except by
experimenting, and that was clearly dangerous.

He forced his eyes to the book on the copy stand and began to replicate the letters on the new
vel I um

if the | eaves be brown, and dried, and powdered, then they may be used as to purge the bowels
save that never nore than a thinble be used for a full-grown nman ... and never be offered to a
child or anyone of |ess than four stones ..
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Anot her face appeared in the doorway fromthe front room

"Cerryl, | be off to the market," announced Beryal. "Benthann |eft for darkness knows where a
time back. There's a pair of coppers on the table in the common room should Shanandra ever bring
the herbs she prom sed. Two coppers for the lot, no nore. You understand?"

"How big a |l ot? And what?"

"Ah ... some brains you have, unlike ny daughter. Enough to fill the basket by the table
wi t hout crushing the | eaves. There should be sage and tarragon, fennel... Dried, they should be,
but not so dry as to powder if put under your thunb." Beryal nodded, then left.

Cerryl cleaned the nib gently, afraid that the ink m ght have congeal ed or built up, then
redi pped the pen and tried a line on the practice palinpsest. "Good."

H s eyes went back to the copy stand and the Herbes book there.

XLI

In the dimlight of predawn, Cerryl carried the chanber pot through the rear gateway and out to
the sewer catch. He set the pot on the white-dusted stones, opened the stone lid, and, in a quick
motion, lifted the pot and enptied it, holding his breath as the fetid fumes swirled up before he
could close the lid. Sonetines the funes were overpowering, and at tines there seemed to be none
at all.

He carried the pot back into the courtyard, where he half filled it with water, which he
swi shed around to rinse away any of the residue. Then he went back to the sewer dunp and enptied
the pot again. He sniffed the pot gingerly. It snelled clean enough to return to his room

He turned in the direction of a scraping sound fromthe alley, near where it joined the way of
the |l esser artisans. Kotwin the potter was dosing his own sewer dunp, chanber pot in hand.

The faint and acrid snmell of stove coal drifted into the alleyway as Cerryl turned. He smled
then, after closing the gate behind him and stepped into the courtyard and back to his room
where the bucket of Wash water he had al ready drawn waited.

Wth a quick glance at the closed door and shutters, he | ooked at the water in the bucket,
concentrating on it, and on his vision of chaos fire in the shape of a poker into the bucket.

Hsssttt.. . The steamrose fromthe bucket, and Cerryl sniled. Warm water was nuch better than
the ice-chill liquid fromthe punp. He pulled off the ragged handed-down ni ghtshirt and stretched.
A chill mstlike sense filled the snall room and there was the feeling of being inspected

sonmehow, but a cold inspection, as though he were a side of beef or a gutted river trout. He
forced himself to finish washing and dressing as nethodically as normal, sonehow know ng t hat
reacting to the unseen inspection would only make his situation in Fairhaven worse, and hopi ng
that the unseen observer had not caught his little use of chaos.

He never tried to call the chaos forces when he felt watched, but it was cl ear someone,
sonehow, was using sonething to | ook for chaos use. Should he go back to cold water? He had to
fight a wince at that thought.

He couldn't hel p wondering, as he pulled on his tunic, what he had done to have a white mage
using a glass to follow his actions. Had it been the red-haired nmage?

Tormorrow, he told hinself, no warmwater. Then, he'd said that the day before as well. He sat
on his pallet and pulled on his boots. He carried the wash water back out to the sewer dunp before
returning the bucket to its peg on the wall and headi ng across the courtyard to the comon room
and breakf ast.

"Saw you a-coning." Beryal slid a crockery platter with a slab of egg toast on it in front of
hi m even before he sat down.

"Thank you." He poured a small portion of the bitter yellow tea, knowing it would cut sonme of
the greasi ness of the toast.

"Cerryl?" runbled Tellis.

"Yes, ser?"

"I checked the herbal book when | got back last night." Tellis nmunbled his words. "You are
doing well, and you've kept the letter width about the same. A little variation, but not at al
bad. "

"Thank you." Cerryl popped a | arge nouthful of the heavy toast into his nmouth and followed it
with a sip of the tea.

"You'll have to keep it up. The Hi gh Wzard wants nme back again today, and it could be late
nmost nights for an eight-day or two. They have a great deal of copying."
"No one else can do it?" asked Beryal. "You'd think as they'd have their own copyists."
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Cerryl kept a straight face and took another nouthful of egg toast, letting the naster
scrivener address the question

"Li ke as they do, but not for works that should last. Those who handle the stuff of chaos-1've
told you this, Beryal; why don't you listen? if they were to copy those volunes, the life of both
the originals and the copies would be far shorter.” Tellis noistened his |ips before taking
another swig fromhis nmug and then the last norsel of his egg toast. "Another piece, if you
pl ease. A | ong day ahead."

Beryal slipped away fromthe bench and wal ked back to the hot stove, scooping a dollop of
tallowinto the heavy iron skillet.

"What el se do you want of ne, mamster Tellis?" Cerryl finished his own egg toast.

"You need to keep working on the herbal book. Al nost nearing the end, are you not?"

"Yes, ser. Wthin the next few days, or sooner."

"I'I'l be needing another batch of the dark iron-gall ink, too. And so will you. I'mtaking the
big jar."

"Egg toast." Beryal dropped another slab of the egg-battered bread into the skillet, and then a
second. "And one for the apprentice, too."

"Thank you." Cerryl sniled and poured nore of the tea.

"Don't forget to clean the jars before you m x new. "

"No, ser." Cerryl gathered hinself together, then asked casually, "What sort of books do you
copy there?"

"What ever they wish,” answered Tellis with an enigmatic snile.

"I was not asking about what was within the books, ser. | only wondered
"There's little enough in them | understand-or would want to, ny dear apprentice.”" Tellis's
face grew stern. "Nor should you, when you are called by one of the great ones. It is a challenge

and an honor."

"Better than that," interposed Beryal. "It pays good coins."

Tellis ignored her comrent and stood. "It would not do to be late, not for the mages. |'d not
like to have their glasses spying on ne."

"Spying on you? Wiy would they do that?" Cerryl asked innocently.

"Who knows?" Tellis shrugged. "I've little enough to hide these days, but in Fairhaven even the
bl ank wal | s have eyes. Best renenber that, young Cerryl. Even with your weaver friend." A broad
grin crossed the scrivener's face before he gave a quick nod and stepped to the washstand.

"Aye," agreed Beryal. "Little enough that they don't see, there is.”

Cerryl gul ped the last nouthful of egg toast.

"And keep those hands clean," Tellis added before he stepped out of the common roomand into
the front roomto gather supplies fromthe workroom

Cerryl nodded. d ean hands and anot her |ong day of copying and worrying about whether he had
al ready dooned hinself-like his father

He thought of the anulet that lay hidden in his room Wuld he end Iike that? A nenory to a few
peopl e and a piece of jewelry the only remmants?

He forced hinself to finish the bitter yellow tea, knowi ng he would need the warnth within him

XLI

In the early afternoon, Cerryl sat at the trestle table, chewing on the fresh-baked bread that
Beryal had left. He had sliced several snall chunks of cheese fromthe yell ow brick

"Tellis won't be honme until well after the taverns are shuttered,” Beryal had said with a snort
right after Tellis had left in the early norning. "As for my daughter, she can cook, if she
wi shes. The bread and cheese are for you. I"'moff to see Assurala-ny nother's sister's daughter
She lives in Ghuarl-that's this side of Wevett." Wth that, Beryal had marched out the front
door, even before Cerryl had been able to ask how she was getting there.

So he had kept copying until his fingers were nunb before returning to the conmon room for
sonething to eat... and drink. Wth a good afternoon's work, he mght finish the remai nder of the
herbal text yet before evening.

A slight breeze drifted in fromthe courtyard, through the door and shutters he'd opened before
he sat down. On the barely noving air came the scent of roses and other flowers, though there were
none in the courtyard. Tellis didn't believe in such fripperies.

The courtyard was quiet, and the door to the bedroom Tellis and Bent hann shared was cl osed,
al t hough the shutters beside the door were open

Cerryl used his left hand to rub his stiff neck. If only Tellis hadn't taken Colors of Wite
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with him He tried to shrug the stiffness out of his neck and shoul ders. Wth nore time, maybe he
could have nmade nore sense out of the book

Finally, he stood and put the cheese into the cool chest and the bread in the big bread box on
top of the pantry cabinet in the kitchen. Then he wal ked out into the courtyard to wash at the
punp. The day was warm enough, and that way he woul dn't have to enpty the basin and refill the
pitcher in the conmon room

As Cerryl stepped into the sun, he realized that the day had become hot, hot just warm as the
Iight seemed to cascade around himlike a rain of warnth, of fire. He paused and tried to sense
the light, to feel it.

After a long nonent, he swallowed. The light was so nuch |ike chaos fire... and yet different.
For a tine, he just bathed in the light, letting his perceptions weave with it.

Then he shook his head and wal ked to the punp. He washed quickly and straightened up as he
heard a door open, looking to the rear gate first. No one was there.

"You were al nost gl owi ng-when you stood in the middle of the stones there.'
the shade by the door to her-and Tellis's room

Cerryl shook his hands dry and tried to avoid | ooking at the blonde, who | eaned agai nst the
wal | by the door.

"You did, you know? A golden youth." Her face clouded for an instant. "And you don't even know.
Nei t her does your little weaver girl."

Cerryl waited, not certain what to say.

"You're the only one here," observed the blonde. "Mther went off to prattle on with cousin
Assural a.” Her voice rose froma husky purr into a shriller parody. "Life was so rmuch better
Assural a, oh, yes, it was, back when the young folk listened." Benthann grinned, nore girlishly
than Cerryl had ever seen

He nodded, trying not to |look directly at Benthann and the thin shirt that left little to the
i magi nation. "I need to get back to work."

"I suppose you feel that need."” She snmiled again and turned toward the conmon room door
wal king in front of Cerryl. As she stepped fromthe shade of the eaves and into the sunlight,
Cerryl swallowed. Her shirt was like mist in the full sun, and she wore nothing under it. Nothing.

Cerryl let her go into the main part of the house and waited several monents before he foll owed
and opened the door.

Bent hann stood by the table, her back to him when she spoke. "I Wondered if you'd come in."

"I have to finish the copying."

"I"'ma true bitch," said Benthann, turning and stretching so that the mst-thin fabric outlined
every curve. "l knowit. Tellis knows it. My Mother certainly does."

"You . .. you've been ... fair to me."

"You nean |'ve nocked you less than |'ve nocked the others?" A crooked snile crossed her |ips.
"You nust wonder."

"Wonder?" Cerryl felt stupid, as though each word were less intelligent than the |ast.

"Wonder why Tellis puts up with me. Wuld you like to see why Tellis puts up with nme?" The
bl onde unfastened two of the buttons on the thin shirt that left little to the inagination

Mich as he woul d have, Cerryl shook his head with a slow snmle "You're far too rich for ne,

Bent hann. "

"You're like the others. You're a coward." Yet her words were not biting, and her tongue ran
across the full 1ips, sensuously.

"It's not always bad to be a coward,"” observed Cerryl, stifling the urge to swallow and
managi ng sonehow to nmaintain an even tone. "Especially if you recognize those tinmes and what you
are. "

"You don't have to be a coward." She stepped toward him

Cerryl could snell the roses, and sonething el se, sonmething that beckoned. He just stood there,
barely able to keep fromlurching toward her, just as he had wanted to |urch back into Mineat's
snmal | pal ace, or sunmon the inage of the wonman in green again and again

"There's no one el se here."

Bent hann stood in

"I"'mhere," he finally said, all too hoarsely.

Surprisingly, Benthann sniled. "You're smarter than they were." She stepped back

Cerryl shook his head. "I'mnot that smart. | just watch and learn fromothers." He wondered if
he'd been all that wi se to back away. He swal |l owed agai n.

"Hard, isn't it?" Benthann smled nore gently. "I mean, when a wonan says she wants you-a

pretty woman."
"You are pretty." That was true and safe.
"I am | know that, for what it's worth. Pretty and good at selling ny body. You wonder why ny
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not her puts up with ne?" Benthann | aughed. "I saved us both. | clinbed into Tellis's bed, and
don't regret it. He was grieving, and he needed sonething."

"Hs consort?" ventured Cerryl

"And his son. Barely older than you, and he fled to the black isle." Benthann sm | ed crookedly.
"I knew Vieral; that's how !l found Tellis. It was better that than working off your debts and
dying on the white road because your father ganbled and drank his tavern away."

Cerryl wanted to shake his head ... or something, but he listened, and his eyes strayed back to
the thin shirt, and the curved figure beneath.

"Sex is the only power a wonan has in Fairhaven. Renenber that. Even if she has a strong room

full of coins, or, light forbid, she's a mage, sex is the only real power a wonan has." She sm |l ed
brightly. "But | like you, Cerryl. You look at me like I"'mreal."

"You are real." H's voice was hoarse.

H s words brought a headshake. "I'mnot. Everything is a pantomine. Ch, |'mnostly honest with

mysel f, but no matter what | try or eee it's all ne sane- Sex is all a woman really has."

Cerryl struggled for words before he spoke. "Wat about those wonmen devils, the ones who used
twi n bl ades?"

"Westwi nd? They're all dead, aren't they?" Benthann stretched again

Cerryl could see her nipples through the thin white fabric of her shirt, and he forced hinself
to think about the differences in the shape of the letter tok in Tenple and ol d tongue.

"A woman who has to defend herself with a bl ade doesn't know her real power." Her fingers
pl ayed with the shirt again, and Cerryl caught a glinpse of a darker nipple against creany skin
"Nor one who has to use coins to buy her nen."

He swal | owed silently.

"Let me show you." She |eaned toward him and her |ips brushed his cheek. "I could ... and
i ke you. You haven't grinned that awmful snmile or panted all over place."
He could feel his trousers tightening. "I believe you. You don't have to show ne anything."

Bent hann fingered the fourth button on the thin shirt, and | eaned toward him

This time Cerryl did swallow.

"I'"'mmuch prettier than that weaver girl."

"Yes," Cerryl said hoarsely. "Yes, you are."

He couldn't nmove as she took one |ast step and brushed his lips with hers, his chest with hers.
She stepped back quickly. "Like all of them you're a liar. But you're a sweet liar, and you try

to do what's right." She offered a too-bright smle. "I won't make both of us liars."

Cerryl swallowed, still swinmng in the fog of roses and unknown fl owers that ebbed and fl owed
around him

Bent hann hal f-sl unped against the trestle table. "I ama bitch. | told you that."

He shook his head.

"The white nmages are the sane, you know?"

Cerryl could feel the | ook of bew |dernment cross his face before he could control it.

"They're nen. They |ike sex. No matter what they say, that's all a wonan offers them?"”

"Wonren offer nore than that," protested Cerryl.

"You're young, Cerryl. See if you feel that way ten years fromnow Even five." Benthann gave a
hard short laugh. "It works the other way too. The only thing a nan offers a woman, really, is
power. Coins are power. Don't forget that. Sex for power, power for sex, that's the way the world
works. Tellis had the power to save us, and | give himsex for that, and sonetinmes he's gentle."

Cerryl let the appalled expression fill his face.

"I could love you just for that look. Tellis is pretty good to ne, but he's still randy beneath
that proper exterior. Wio would think it of the nost proper scrivener?"

H s apprentice would have, especially after thinking of the green angel book, but he didn't
t hi nk voi ci ng such an opi ni on woul d have been exactly wi se-not at that noment. "We don't see
everything, no matter how hard we | ook."

"Sone folks don't want to see things."

"I can see that." Cerryl took a half-step toward the kitchen

Bent hann smiled lazily. "Still worried?"

"Yes." Cerryl took another step

"You should be." She paused, then added, "You know, Cerryl, | could have gotten you between the
bl ankets, if I'd really wanted to."

"I know," Cerryl admitted, slipping slowy toward the door to the front room "I know."
"You're too nice. You didn't pretend to listen. You really listened."
"Next time, | might not be so nice," he answered, his hand on the doorway to the show oom

"I'"I'l renmenber that."
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Cerryl smiled, alnost sadly, knowing there wouldn't be a next time, know ng Bent hann knew t hat
as well. Neither could afford a next tine.

XLIT

In the hot and still air of the workroom Cerryl set the jar of ink on the worktable.

"Let's see." Tellis poured a small anount of the fluid into the inkstand, then lifted one of
the older quills fromthe hol der before himand dipped it into the ink. "It |ooks right."

The master scrivener wote three words on his working palinpsest, with a quick fluidity that
Cerryl envied. Then Tellis set aside the quill and studied what he had witten. Finally, he
nodded. "You can't tell for certain for years, but I'd say you did a good job. It feels right, and
you do get a feel for these sorts of things in tine."

"Thank you, ser." Cerryl didn't know what else to say.

"You listen, Cerryl. | wasn't sure at first, you know. You always are so polite. Some fol ks are
polite and never hear a thing." Tellis cleared his throat. "Enough praise. You need to get to work
on the new job." He | ooked toward the volune by the copy stand-An Al chem cal Manual

Cerryl nodded. He'd al ready | ooked through the first pages, and the manual was even nore boring
than the herbal book had been, even nore boring than the nmeasurenents book had been

"After you finish cleaning up," Tellis added.

Cl unk! Wth the sound of the opening door to the front roomcane a hot and light breeze, nore
of the fine white dust fromthe street-and voices

"I's this the place?"

"Trust ne, Fydel."

"Not so much as others, dear Anya."

Tellis glanced at Cerryl. "You stay here. You can fill the inkstands and then put away the
ink." The scrivener hurried around the worktable and into the front room "Could | help you
sers?"

"Do you have The Book of Ayrlyn?" The voice was femnine, if hard, and Cerryl thought he'd
heard her before. The white nage in the street? Wiat was she doing at the scrivener's? His heart
beat faster. Why woul d she enter the shop?

"I"'mafraid I don't know that book, ser."

Cerryl frowned as he filled the inkstand on the worktabl e and noved to the copy desk. Even he
could tell Tellis was |ying.

"You have not heard of it?"

"There's not a scrivener alive who has not heard of it. None of us would dare touch it, much
| ess copy it."

Cerryl could sense the absolute truth in the scrivener's words. He forced hinself to
concentrate, then filled his own inkstand.

"Ah..." A nusical laugh followed. "That is nore truthful, scrivener. Have you ever seen the
book?"

"Many years ago, in Lydiar, the duke had a copy, and his personal scrivener showed it to ne. |
did not touch it or read it."

"My... you do respect us. That is good. What about Col ors of Wite?"

Cerryl put the ink jar on the proper shelf, then wal ked to the wash-stand and basin.

" copi ed that for the honored Sterol."

A young-faced and stocky man in white-although he had a dark and heavy beard-peered through the
doorway into the workroom He stared for a nonment at Cerryl.

Cerryl got the same feeling as when he felt he was being watched t hrough a screening gl ass.

"M ght | help you, ser?"
"No. | was just |ooking.'
"Yes, ser."

"The only one?" Cerryl nodded.

"l suppose you do things like m x inks and scrub the place?" The nage's voi ce was pl easant but
hel d a condescendi ng tone.

"Yes, ser." Cerryl wanted to neet the man's eyes but | ooked down instead, afraid the other
woul d see the anger and fear within him "I also do sone copying and run whatever errands master
Tellis w shes."

"You know your letters?" The nage stepped to the copy desk and opened the cover of the book
then closed it, half contenptuously. "Yes, ser."

"Both tongues?"

A lazy snmile followed. "Are you the scrivener's apprentice?"
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"Yes, ser."

"I suppose you know Tenpl e better?"

"I"'mbetter with the old tongue,” Cerryl admtted. "Thank you.'

The mage nodded and turned out

of the doorway and toward Tellis. Cerryl |istened.
"Was there anything back there?" asked the wonman nmage. "Just the apprentice, and an al chemist's
book to be copied." A deep laugh followed. "I think we can go, Anya."

"Thank you, master scrivener."

The front door closed, and Tellis stepped back into the workroom Hi s forehead was glazed with
sweat. Cerryl knew his own forehead was danp as wel |l

"The bearded one. Wat did he want?" asked Tellis. "He wanted to know if | were your only

apprentice. | said | was."

"What have you done, Cerryl?" Tellis's voice sharpened. "Wat have you done?"

"Not hi ng." The apprentice | ooked hel plessly at the scrivener. "I can't think of anything out of
the ordinary. I've read the books, run errands, and copied things, |'ve never even been close to

their tower."
"Do you know any bl ack nmages?" The bushy eyebrows seemed to stand out as the scrivener peered
at his apprentice.

Cerryl looked directly at Tellis, neeting his eyes squarely. "Ser, | wouldn't know a bl ack nmage
if he appeared in the front room"
"I don't understand. 1've been so careful." Tellis fingered his bare chin. "Wy would they be

here?" He | ooked at Cerryl again. "Are you sure you don't know anything about this?"

"Ser," Cerryl said carefully, "we've all felt we've been watched. Beryal said sonething about
that. I've felt people were |ooking fromthe alleyway." He shrugged again. "I haven't done
anything any different. | haven't stolen anything. | haven't insulted anyone. | haven't gone
anyplace | wasn't supposed to go."

"Then why did the white nages cone in here? They didn't want a book. They asked me about a
f or bi dden book. "

"They asked about The Book of Ayrlyn. You' ve never said anything about it. Wuat is it?" Cerryl
gl anced at Tellis. "Way woul d they ask about that? You only copy the books they want."

"That's just it." The scrivener fingered his chin once nore, frowning. "I don't know why they
asked that."

"I don't know what the book is," Cerryl suggested obliquely, hoping Tellis would offer a clue

"Ch... one of the old forgeries. It's supposed to be the story of one of the ancient black

angels. It couldn't be. There's nothing fromthat tinme. They didn't have scriveners. The Guild
woul d know. "

"So they're looking for a forgery? They shoul d know you better than that."

"They should," Tellis agreed. "You haven't been copyi ng anything el se, have you?"

"No, ser. | haven't copied a line you haven't told ne to. Not one."

"I believe you." Tellis frowned again. "But it doesn't make sense. What could they possibly be
| ooki ng for?"

Me, Cerryl wanted to answer. But why? It can't because of Uncle Syodor and Aunt Nail. They'd
al ready have turned chaos on ne. "They act |ike they're |ooking for sonething, but nmaybe they're
asking all the scriveners or people who m ght have books. They didn't seem upset when they left."

"That's true." Tellis's face brightened slightly. "They just take people away for the road if
they' ve done sonething wong." A furrow crossed his forehead. "It is troubling, though."

"Yes." Cerryl had to cough to clear his throat. "I could barely answer when he stood there."

"You see why you don't ever want to cross thenf? They know al nost everything."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl only hoped they didn't know absolutely everything. H's stonmach remai ned
clenched in knots, and every word felt like an effort. He knew there would be no nore warm water
and no nore readi ng of forbidden books-not for a long, long tine.

He swal | owed.

"Well... white nages or not... you' ve copying to do.
wi ped his forehead.

"Yes, ser." Cerryl feared his own voice sounded equal ly fal se.

"Take out that ink and get to it, then."

"I filled the stands already." Cerryl stepped toward the copy desk.

"Good. | need to go over to Nivor's. It won't be nore than a nonment or two. You see what you
can do. Skip the illustrations on the overleaf. I'lIl do those. You start on the main text."

Cerryl took out his penknife, hoping his hands woul d not shake too rmuch, hoping Tellis would
| eave and that he could gather hinself together.

"Keep the letter width thin." Tellis stood by the workroom door for a nmonent, then jerked his

Tellis's voice sounded forced, and he
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head away. The door closed firmy, alnmost as though it had been sl amed.
Cerryl just sat on the stool for a tine before his hands stopped shaki ng, and before he dared
to sharpen the quill.

XLV

Cerryl rubbed his eyes, then picked up the chanber pot and trudged out through the courtyard and
through the gate to the sewer catch, still in his tattered nightshirt and hal f-wonderi ng why he
bot her ed.

Because sone white nage probably tracks all the sewer dunps. He frowned, then lifted the Iid
and held his breath as he dunped out the odoriferous contents into the even nore concentrated and
noxi ous wastes that flowed through what seened to be a large runnel of fired and gl azed brick. How
many kays of such runnels ran beneath Fairhaven ... and why? So that the city snelled a little
better?

When the chanber pot was enpty, he lowered the dunp |lid and retreated to the courtyard punp,
where he rinsed the battered crockery chanmber pot. Then he returned to the sewer dunp. Once was
enough, especially since he wasn't | ooking forward to bathing in chill water, not that he had
dared to do otherwise for the |last eight-day. Not after the visit fromthe pair of mages, and not
with Tellis |ooking sideways & himand grunmping at everything he did, as if he'd suddenly been
decl ared a thief-or worse

"Cerryl..."

He | ooked up. Pattera was flattened agai nst the whitened bricks of the alleyway-gray in the
dawn-1ess than a dozen cubits fromthe sewer dunp and the back gate.

"Don't say anything," she whispered. "They say that the nages are coning for you-that you're a

renegade. That's what they say."

"Who says?" Cerryl hissed back, turning.

"They do."

"Who?"

"Just... | have to go. You have to get away before they cone. Just go... please."

She turned, and Cerryl watched blankly as Pattera scurried back down the alley, the shawl over
her ni ghtdress flapping as her bare feet padded on the stones.

A renegade? Hi n? For heating sone water? They couldn't have known about his readi ng Col ors of
Wi te. Besides, the book really hadn't said anything, not anything that wasn't combn sense,
except for the history part. He'd read the sane things in the histories that Tellis had given him
and those weren't forbidden. Tellis didn't dare to have anything |ike that around.

Wth a | ast ook down the nowenpty alley, he lifted the chanber pot and reentered the
courtyard, closing the gate. He glanced down the alley again fromthe gate. The way was enpty,
wi thout a sign that Pattera had ever even been there.

Hi s bare feet carried himback to his room Wy had she cone to warn him and how had she
known? Did the weavers' guild know? O had her father overheard sonething?

Cerryl noistened his |ips and opened his door

Wien he had replaced the chanber pot in the corner of his room he returned to the punp again
this time with his wash-water bucket. The cold water spilled across his hands as he filled the
bucket .

Col d water? For how |l ong? For the rest of his life? O until someone showed up to claimhe was
a renegade?

He wal ked sl owy back into his room

Shoul d he run?

He shook his head. Running would only tell them he had done Wong-and they'd kill himlike his
father and the fugitive at Dylert's.

They m ght anyway, but he hadn't done anything that wong, of that he was convinced. But... did
they care?
Shoul d he get rid of the books and his father's anulet? No... if they cane for him those

woul dn't natter, one way or another, and he wasn't going to give up what little he had of his
father out of fear.

Still... he shuddered as he dipped the washrag into the bucket of too-chill water. For all his
hopes, for all his dreans, he had nowhere to run and no way to escape.

The cold water on his face helped ... for a nonent.
XLV

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20E.%20Modesitt/Modesitt,%2...%20Recluse%2006%20-%20The%20White%200rder.txt (79 of 197) [5/22/03 12:33:49 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20E.%20M odesitt/M odesi tt, %20L %20E%20-%20Recl use%62006%20-%20The%20Whi te%200r der . txt

Tellis cleared his throat. "I continue to wonder about those mages. No one at the tower has said
so nuch as a word, and yesterday Sterol requested that | cone again the day after tonorrow to act
as a copyist." The scrivener scratched the back of his head, then fingered his chin.

Cerryl continued to sweep the floor stones of the workroom bending to ease the dirt and tiny
| eat her and vellum scraps and bits of dried glue into the wooden dust hol der. For days, Tellis had
been nuttering about the mages, for days, always hal f-questioning Cerryl, not quite insisting that
Cerryl was the reason.

"What do you think, Cerryl?"

The apprentice finished sweeping the dirt and | eavings into the hol der and strai ght ened,

carefully enptying the holder into the waste bin before replying. "I don't know, ser."
"They were here. How can you not think sonething?"
"I was afraid," Cerryl adnmitted. |I still am "I'd never seen nore than one white nage before

canme to Fairhaven."

"The one even questioned you." Tellis's voice bore the faintest tone of reproach

"All he asked was what | did and whether | was the only apprentice.” Cerryl slipped the enpty
dust holder onto its peg and | eaned the broomin the corner. He stepped over to the washstand to
clean his hands. "He stared at nme for a nonent, and then he left."

"That's all he did?"

"Yes, ser." How many tines had Cerryl told Tellis that?

"But why woul d they ask about that book?" Tellis fingered his chin again. "They have to know I
woul dn't ever cross them"

"Neither would I," Cerryl added. Not openly. It's too dangerous. "I didn't even know that there
was such a book."

Tellis coughed. "Can't get nmy throat clear. Not for anything." He coughed again. "I just don't
understand. |'ve always followed the guidelines. Always." Hi s voice cracked slightly.

"They are mages," Cerryl said evenly, drying his hands and stepping toward the copy desk and
the waiting vol une- An Al cheni cal Manual

"That is just it," insisted Tellis. "They nmust have a reason; they nmust have."

"They must have." Cerryl |eaned forward and i nspected the quill in the holder, forcing his
voice to remain even, trying to keep his hands from shaki ng. "They are nmages." He paused. "Do you
want ne to keep working on this, ser?"

"That?" Tellis's head twitched. "Oh, the manual for Nivor? If you can keep the letter width
thin enough. That | ast page is barely passable. For a journeyman, yes, but not fromTellis the
scrivener." He frowned. "You aren't listening to nme these days, not enough."

"I try, ser. I'"'mcutting the nibs the way you showed nme yesterday, and | am conparing the
letters to the gauge."

"You shoul dn't have to conpare. You should know "

"Yes, ser." Cerryl lifted the quill

"See that you do."

The apprentice nodded.

"I still don't understand about the nages ... Sterol trusts me with all of his books. Wiy woul d
he send | esser mages into nmy shop? Wy?"
Cerryl kept breathing evenly and took out his penknife to resharpen the quill. After working on

it, he stood by the copy desk, waiting, hoping he could either get on with the copying or go on an
errand.

"My shop," Tellis repeated. "Wy would any nage cone to ny shop? My shop, of all others.”

"Stop moaning, Tellis," interrupted Beryal fromthe doorway. "If they'd a wanted you on the
road, you' d be pounding rocks already. Your high and nmighty Sterol would a squashed you like a
ground lizard under his shiny white boots. Sane's for your apprentice there. They were | ooking for
sonet hing. They didn't find it here. Count yourself lucky, and stop npbaning. |If they were after
you, you wouldn't be getting copy work."

Cerryl wanted to sigh inrelief, or snmle. He didn't.

"Beryal ... you are not the one to lecture ne." Tellis turned and gl ared at the ol der wonan.

"I be telling you |'"'mon ny way to the market, ser." Beryal inclined her head. "Deria said
there were sonme tender chickens a-conming fromHow ett. Some roast fow would do us all good.

Course, 1'd need a half silver or so, for that and all else you' d be needing."

Tellis sighed, then | ooked at Cerryl. "You can do what you can with Ivor's book. Keep the
letters slender. Wien | get back, you can scrub the floor in the front room™

"Yes, ser."

"After that, you can scrub down the courtyard."
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"Yes, ser."

"The market, ser?" pronpted Beryal. "You'd not be wanting me to be the last one in line for a
fow, you know?"

Tellis gave anot her sigh and marched out of the workroom Beryal trailing him

Cerryl felt like sighing, and did, if silently.

XLVI

Cerryl was only hal fway through the workroom door when Tellis barked, "Cerryl, the letters on this
sheet are too wide. It's near worthless. Nivor won't pay for such sloppy work. I'll have to redo
this page and the one before it." Tellis Iifted the sheets of vellum "All these are good for is
pal i npsests-for | ow coin copy work."

"Yes, ser. If you like, |I can copy themover with narrower letters." Cerryl kept his voice
even, standing just inside the doorway.

"Why didn't you do it that way to begin with?" Tellis's voice took on a tone that al nost verged
on whining. "I've showed you tine and tine again."

"I thought | was doing it the way you wanted, ser." Cerryl struggled to keep his voice even and
subservient.

"It is not the way | taught you. Can't you get anything right?" Tellis waved the vellum

Cerryl did not answer.

"Can't you? | have spent seasons instructing you, and you still make your letters too wde."
The scrivener's eyes flicked to Cerryl and then toward the doorway to the front room "I never had
white nages in the shop, except to purchase books. Now... we are watched and questi oned. \Wat do
you say to that?"

"Ser, | have done nothing w ong.
be worse.

"The only thing you do right is run errands and scrub the floor. Even your ink will fade before
its time."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl understood. For sone reason, Tellis did not want to throw Cerryl out on the
street, but he was going to nake life inpossible for his apprentice ... so inpossible that Cerryl
woul d not stay. Yet at the noment, he dared not |eave, not if his feelings were accurate, and they
were all he had to guide him

"All your wages-what | owe you-would not pay for the vellumyou have ruined."

"You may have ny wages, ser. | would not displease you."

"You have displeased ne." Tellis sniffed. "Go enpty the chanber pots."

Clearly, any answer woul d be usel ess, but not answering woul d

"Yes, ser."
"And wash them"
"Yes, ser."

"Wash themwel | . "
Cerryl bowed and turned.

"Then you can go to the Tenderer's for hoofs. | need to nmake binding glue."”

"Yes, ser."

As he stepped out of the workroom the apprentice could still hear Tellis muttering.

"A favor for Dylert... and where does it get ne? Because he helped ny son ... and still, where,

light forbid, is the justice in it? This may right the balance, if | can but survive."

Cerryl stepped into the kitchen, wondering what he could do, and how he could stay, at |east
until the white nages lost interest in him

"Where you be goi ng?" asked Beryal

"Tellis told nme to enpty the chanber pots and wash them"

Beryal smiled. "You cannot be doing that. Your own is clean, for | saw you do that, and so is
m ne, and ny daughter woul d have your head faster than would Tellis were you to wake her so
early.”

"What can | do?" Cerryl glanced back toward the workroom

"The courtyard could use a sweeping, and Tellis could use sonme tine by hinself, and | will tel
himthat | told you to do that after you cleaned the two chanber pots." Beryal |ooked at Cerryl.
"He is fearful. He has seen what the nages do to those who displease them He has seen such too
many tinmes."

"But he has done nothing, and surely the nages know that." Cerryl gl anced over his shoul der
agai n.

"Hi s son..

whi spered Beryal, |ooking toward the front room "W all carry black angels, and

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20E.%20Modesitt/Modesitt,%2...%20Recluse%2006%20-%20The%20White%200rder.txt (81 of 197) [5/22/03 12:33:49 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20E.%20M odesitt/M odesi tt, %20L %20E%20-%20Recl use%62006%20-%20The%20Whi te%200r der . txt

fear is Tellis's. Later..." Her voice resunmed its nornal tinmbre. "Go sweep the courtyard."”
Cerryl picked up the broom and wal ked through the common room and into the courtyard, wondering
if Tellis would conplain about his sweeping as well. Beryal had started to say sonethi ng about

Tellis's son. Had that been the Verial that Benthann had nentioned?

Cerryl wanted to screamand cry all at the sane time. No one said anything, and he was in no
position to ask, and yet the answers affected hi msonehow. Wuld life always be |ike that?

Wth a silent sigh, he started sweeping in the corner by the door making sure that the broom
straws flicked each join in the stone tiles clean. He supposed he could scrub the tiles once nore
after he finished sweeping.

"Cerryl!"

He | ooked up fromthe broom Tellis stood in the doorway, paler than the white granite of the
avenue. "Yes, ser."

"The mages want you."

Cerryl forced his eyes away fromthe rear gate, the only possible escape, except that escape
was a trap. Perhaps all life was a trap. He turned toward Tellis, still holding the broom "M,
ser?"

Tel lis gestured.

Cerryl wal ked toward the door, only slowing to | ean the broom agai nst the wall.

"In the front," rasped Tellis, pushing his apprentice in front of himand toward the front room
with the bookcases and copi ed vol unes.

Cerryl wal ked through the comon room and kitchen, knowi ng that Beryal was there, yet not
really seeing her. He also ignored the nurmured words of the scrivener, who foll owed.

"This is what | get for doing a favor for Dylert... the white guards at ny shop door." Tellis
sniffed sel f-synpathetically.

In the showoom stood a single mage in white, a tall and rugged blond man with a purple blotch
on one cheek, a mage whom Cerryl had never seen. "You are the scrivener's apprentice?"

Cerryl bowed. "Yes, ser.”

"Your nane is Cerryl?"

"Yes, ser."
"You are to conme with ne. Now. You need nothing. You bring nothing."
"Yes, ser."

The mage turned to Tellis. "You owe himnothing, and you are free to find another apprentice.
Good day, scrivener." The gray eyes, overlaid with a sheen of gold, fixed on Cerryl. "Qutside."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl understood he had no chance if he ran. His only hope was to stand firm and
admt nothing nore than the mages al ready knew about him and to be unfailingly polite. He bowed
and turned, opening the door.

Qut side the shop were six guards in white, and before themtwo others in white tunics and
trousers |ike the nage, except that their tunics bore a thin red stripe across each sl eeve.

Al ready the day was hot, and white dust sifted through the air on the |ightest of breezes.
Cerryl wanted to rub his nose but didn't, winkling it slightly to try to stop the itching.

"Wal k beside ne." The nmge smled, an expression w thout warnth, and absently brushed sonet hi ng
darkish fromthe white tunic.

The nmage nodded to the guards and the two others in white.

Al the shutters flanking the way of the [ esser artisans between the scrivener's and the
artisans' square were shut. So were the doors, despite the bright sunlight and the warnth of the
nor ni ng.

Once on the main avenue, wal king briskly toward the nmages' square and the white tower that
| ooned over it, Cerryl took nore notice of his surroundings.

They passed the |ast of the artisans' shops and |left the square behind. An ostler |led a saddl ed
chestnut out of the stable toward a tall man dressed in blue, standing before the small inn. The
saddl ebags on the horse bulged, indicating a traveler. Past the ostlery was the long grain
exchange building. No carriages stood by the vacant nmounting bl ocks, though the wi ndows and the
shutters of the exchange were open, and two nen in nmaroon tunics talked in the arched doorway.

At the grinding of ironbound wagon wheels, Cerryl could feel the white guards nove closer. Did
they think he would try to junp on a wagon-or under the wheel s? The ubiquitous fine white dust
rose fromthe avenue as the brown-stai ned wagon, behind two horses, rolled past. In the wagon bed
were a hal f-dozen huge barrels, each nearly man-high, roped together. Wo needed barrel s that
| arge?

Feel i ng the danpness on his forehead, Cerryl stepped across the narrow side way and back onto
the stone wal k of the jewelers' block. Perhaps half the iron-banded doors were open, and the air
held the acrid odor of oil, hot netal, and other burned substances. Cerryl glanced sideways at the
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white nage, but the man's oval face renmined inpassive.

Beyond the goldsmiths' and silversmths' shops was the |long stretch of |arge houses, each
behind |l ow white-granite walls. In one garden, in the house beyond Mineat's, two small children
ganbol ed, a sl ender young worman watching fromthe shade of a tree trimed into the shape of a
sphere. In the next, two gardeners worked on pruni ng and shapi ng vi nes around an arbor

Yet the only sounds Cerryl heard were the delighted cries of the children, and he wondered how
I ong children in Fairhaven showed such joy. As their cries died away, the murnur of voices from
around the colored carts that filled the market square rose. The nuted hubbub fromthe peddlers
and the buyers gently drowned out the sound of the guards' boots on the hard granite.

Yet not a head turned as Cerryl and his small procession passed the market square and conti nued
down the avenue, past another section of |arge houses with well-kept walls and gardens.

Cerryl began to squint in the warm norning sun as he neared the w zards' square. The wi zards
tower itself reared perhaps sixty cubits over the other |lower buildings in the square, a blot of
white stone that cast a shadow al ong the avenue

The glare fromthe tower, and fromthe | ower white stone buil dings around the square, seemed to
pul se, as if each stone cast arrows of brilliance at himso that the shadow fromthe tower offered
little relief froma sun that had gotten hotter with every step fromTellis's shop

Cerryl could sense the unseen whiteness of chaos, curling around the tower itself |ike
i nvisible sroke. Wth the glare and the chaos, he found it harder to nake out the structures
around the circul ar square, save all were of a granite even whiter than that which paved the
avenue, and none except the tower exceeded two |evels.

The square itself held a pedestal, with a statue, surrounded by an expanse of grass, grass so
dark green that it appeared al nbost black in the late nmorning sun. Rather than being in the center
of a building or standing alone, the wi zard' s tower rose fromthe south side of a building that
otherwi se appeared to contain two stories. There was no entrance to the tower fromthe avenue.

The mage gestured to the squared archway above three steps nearly twenty cubits side to side.
"There."

Al though the last and small est of the successive joined square stone arches that franed the
entry to the building was nore than eight cubits high, there were no carvings on the snooth stone,
and no wi ndows flanking the entry. Cerryl found the featureless white stone unsettling. Even nore
of the fine white dust swirled up fromhis boots as he stepped through the entryway into a high-
ceilinged foyer. Another framed entryway was to his right, and a hallway continued straight ahead.

"The stairs.” The nage pointed to the stone-railed staircase to the left.

Cerryl followed directions and started up the steps, realizing as he did that the white guards
and the other two nages had remmined in the foyer and that he and the mage clinbed the stairs
al one. At the top was another stone doorway-w thout a door-and a pair of guards.

The guards nodded at the mage, who gestured for Cerryl to keep going. Cerryl stepped through
the entryway to find another set of steps to his right.

"Up the stairs,” ordered the nage. "To the third level."

Al t hough the apprentice found hinself panting hal fway up the second set of stairs, the nmage
clinmbed silently, without straining. Cerryl noted that, despite the size of the building and the
polished flat granite and fitted joins, there was no ornamentati on anywhere-only snooth and
featurel ess walls that seened to go on and on. The fine white dust al so seened to catch in his
throat and lungs and to make breathing even nore difficult.

When the nage stopped at a | anding outside a blank white oak door, with a single guard, Cerryl
tried to catch his breath, and the mage stood silently beside him

"Conme on in, Kinowin," grated a voice fromthe other side of the door, "and bring in the young
man as well."

The stone-faced Kinowi n opened the door and gestured for Cerryl to enter first, then foll owed
hi minside the tower apartnment. Kinowin turned to the single mage in the room "This is the
scrivener's apprentice, as you w shed, honored Sterol."

"Good." The white-clad nage who stood in the tower room was broad-shoul dered, a head taller
than Cerryl, but not so tall as the big nmage who had escorted Cerryl. H's hair was iron gray, and
his neatly trinmed beard matched his thick and short-cut iron hair. H s face was ruddy, alnost as
i f sunburned. A golden amul et hung around his neck, and on his collar was a pin that resenbled a
gol den starburst. "You may go, Kinowin. Wait outside until | summon you."

Ki nowi n bowed. The heavy white oak door clunked shut.

Brown eyes that appeared red-flecked studied Cerryl for a tine.

Cerryl stood, waiting, conscious that the mage had not nustered any power to concentrate chaos-
not that Cerryl could sense, in any case. The roomwas a personal chanber-a | arge personal chanber
that contai ned a desk and matching chair, several white wooden bookcases filled with |eather-bound
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volunmes, a table in the center of which was a circular screeing glass, and four chairs around the
table. At the far end of the chamber, behind the nmage, was an al cove, bigger than Cerryl's room at
Tellis's, which contained a doubl e-wi dth bed and a washstand. Against the stone wall at the nage's
| eft hand was another snall table holding but a |arge bronze handbel | .

"You will answer my questions."

"Yes, ser."

"Where were you born?"

"I don't know, ser." That was true. Cerryl had no idea where he had been born

"Didn't your parents tell you?" The mage glared at Cerryl as if the young man were an idiot.

"They died when | was very young. My aunt and uncle said | was born while ny parents were
traveling back to Hrisbarg."

"Do you have any idea of your birthplace?"

"It had to be within several days' journey of Hrisbarg or Lydiar, and ny uncle and aunt were
from Montgren. "

The mage sighed. "Kinowi n says you can work the stuff of chaos Is that true?”

"I don't know, ser. | once |looked in a glass, and soneone in white broke it."
true, close enough.

The gray-haired man's forehead furrowed, and the fingers of his right hand strayed to the
anmul et around his neck. "You expect nme to believe that?"

"It felt like the glass broke," Cerryl corrected, "but it didn't. My head hurt for a long tine
afterward. " That was true.

That was al npst

"You see ... don't bother tolie. It's not worth the effort for either of us."
"Yes, ser."
"You know your letters, | suppose?”

"Yes, ser," Cerryl repeated.

"Tenpl e better than old tongue?”

"No, ser. | know the old tongue better."

"It's good you adnmit to sonmething, though |I would expect that of Tellis's apprentice,” snorted
the white nmage. "You know that none but the white brethren nmay nold the white fires?"

"Yes, ser. That was why | didn't want to try the glass again."

"You didn't know that was using chaos?" The nage's tone was unbelieving, scornful

"I wasn't sure until after | did that one tinme," Cerryl admitted. "I thought it m ght have
been, but | was afraid to ask anyone. How could |?"

"That was wi se of you." Sterol nodded. "And what el se have you not reveal ed?"

Cerryl flushed.

The gray-haired nage waited.

"I think... think... | can sonetinmes see sonething white, except that it's not seeing, that
nm ght be chaos force." Cerryl |ooked down.

"Way think you that it is chaos force?"

"l don't know, except the glass was coated with it that one tinme, and the mage who brought ne
here had some of it around himfor a nonent."

Sterol gave a short barking | augh

Cerryl waited once nore.

"You are lucky, young fellow. It pleases ne to allow you the opportunity to learn." Stero
| aughed. "Besides, having an orphaned scrivener's apprentice will teach themthat they are not so
m ghty as they think." The penetrating eyes fixed on Cerryl. "You will watch and renenber
everything and tell no one?"

"Yes, your nmightiness."

"Honored Sterol will do. One day | may ask you .. . about how you find the halls. Until then
keep your observations to yourself, all to yourself. |Is that clear?"

"Yes, honored Sterol."

."1 would have you renenber one naxim young fellow "

"Yes, honored Sterol."

"There are old white nages, and there are bold white mages, but none will you find who are old
and bold." Sterol |aughed again and reached for the bronze bell on the small wall table, ringing
it twice.

The door opened, and Ki nowi n reentered, bow ng, |ooking toward Sterol

"Qur young friend here has renai ned well enough within the rules that he is suitable to be
considered for instruction." Sterol smled, showing white teeth. "You may take himto Jeslek for
instruction, and tell the mighty Jeslek that he may not adm nister nore than ninor discipline.

M nor discipline."
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"Yes, Sterol." Kinow n bowed.

Sterol glanced at Cerryl. "You may go."

"Yes, honored Sterol." Cerryl bowed again, waiting for a nod or a sign

"Go. "

Cerryl turned and stepped through the door that Kinow n had opened.

"You are very lucky, young Cerryl," said Kinowin as they headed down the steps.
"Yes, ser. | know, ser."

"What did you say to Sterol?" A note of curiosity entered Kinowi n's rough voice.

"I told himthe truth, ser." As nuch as | dared

Ki nowi n | aughed, an alnobst jolly note that echoed up and down the stone encl osed steps,

i ncongruous between the stark white walls. "You might grow up to be dangerous, Cerryl. The truth!
Ha!" He | aughed agai n.

Cerryl shivered within his tunic but continued down the steps to where the two arnsnmen in white
guarded the entrance to the tower. Beside them on a stool, sat a boy in a red tunic. Neither the
guards nor the boy seenmed to pay that nuch attention to Cerryl or the mage.

"Jesl ek could have quarters within the tower but prefers to live in the ol der building behind
the main hall." Kinowi n wal ked qui ckly down the wide steps fromthe tower entrance into the foyer
turning left and down the hallway they had not taken when they had first entered the building. "He
is very know edgeabl e and very powerful ."

Cerryl got the hint behind the words-Jesl ek was dangerous and a rival of Sterol's. "All nmages
seem powerful to ne."

"Sone are far nore powerful than others."”

Fromthe end of the hallway, Kinowin |led Cerryl through another squared series of arches and
then crossed an open courtyard with a fountain. The fountain was a sinple jet of water spraying
froman oval -shaped stone in the middle of a circular pool

Jesl ek's quarters were on the second | evel at the rear of the ol der building-also of stone,
even whiter than that of the tower itself, and about as far as possible fromthose of Sterol
Cerryl cal cul ated

A single guard in white stood by the door. "The honorabl e Jesl ekhas requested he not be
di sturbed."

"I amhere fromthe H gh Wzard," said Kinowin. "W will wait." He notioned to the bench across
the hall fromthe white oak doorway, then sat.

After a moment, so did Cerryl

"Do you have any questions?" asked Kinowin, in a gentler tone seenmngly at odds with his rugged
appear ance.

"This has been sudden..." Cerryl shook his head. "It's hard to believe I'mhere."

"That's what happens to nost students," said the nmage, a warner tone in his voice. "The tal ent
of ten comes suddenly, about your age, and we try to find it before it turns dangerous." After a
monent of silence, he added, "If you don't learn howto use it properly, it can destroy you and
everyone around you. Sone people think that we're too harsh.” He faced Cerryl, and the purple
bl ot ch was nore pronounced. "Have you ever seen a renegade white?"

"Once. He threw firebolts. Another white nmage was chasing him"

Ki nowi n nodded. "That's what many people see. thers see us destroy some young man who was
their neighbor. What they do not see, is the twisted destruction within the man-or the deaths that
foll ow uncontroll ed use of the power." He gave a quick dism ssive headshake.

Cerryl found hinself surprised at the concern in the nman's voice and the nonentary bl eakness in
Ki nowi n's eyes.

"To survive your talent, Cerryl, you nust be absolutely obedient until you fully understand
both your powers and your linmits. Qtherwise ..." Kinowi n coughed and cleared his throat.

"Gt herwise, you will destroy yourself, if the @uild does not destroy you first."

Cerryl was the one to shiver

Abruptly, the door opened, and a white-haired mage stood there, gazing past the guard toward
the two on the bench. "You nmight as well conme in, Kinowin. How can | concentrate with you
snol deri ng outside nmy chanbers? Cone on in." He turned and wal ked into the single room

Ki nowi n stood, and Cerryl scranbled erect as quickly as he could, follow ng the bl ond nage. The
guard cl osed the door behind them

"Your guard said you did not wish to be disturbed, yet Sterol insisted that | come and await
your pleasure to deliver my charge."” Kinowin bowed and gestured to Cerryl.

Jesl ek's white tunic and trousers and boots shimered. Cerryl swallowed, then quickly closed
his mouth. The mage bore the face of a young man, but his hair was white and glistened. Like
Sterol, Jeslek wore a golden sunburst on his collar. Unlike Sterol, he wore no anulet. Sun-gold
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eyes turned fromKinowin to Cerryl and then back to the rugged blond mage. "You come fromthe
honor abl e Sterol today?"

Another figure in white, with the red slash across the tunic sleeves, stood silently by the
tabl e bearing the screeing gl ass.

Ki nowi n bowed yet again. "Honored Jesl ek, the H gh Wzard bade me to convey young Cerryl here
to you. You are to instruct him" Kinowin sniled blandly.

"And ... what else? You have nore to say, Kinow n?" asked Jeslek. "You act as dutiful aide only
when it suits you."

"I was bidden to informyou that you are linmted to mnor discipline.
bl and.

A broad and fal se smile crossed Jeslek's face. Cerryl wanted to clinb under the stone floor
tiles on which he stood. "Ah ... | see. The honored Sterol is too engrossed to instruct his own
apprentices." After a pause, another snmile followed. "You may tell the Hi gh Wzard, when his
onerous and | aborious duties pernit himto receive you again, that | will give his apprentice
every advantage that | allow ny own students, and that | will treat this young man as any other."

"I will tell him honored Jeslek." Kinow n bowed once nore before he turned and wal ked quickly
from the chanber.

Jesl ek waited until the door opened and closed. Then the sun-gold eyes fixed on the forner
scrivener's apprentice. "Cerryl. Is that your nanme?"

"Yes, ser."

"What did you do before you were brought to the tower?"

"I was an apprentice to Tellis the scrivener."

"Then you know your letters?"

The words were flat and

"Yes, ser."

"And the old tongue?"

"Yes, ser."

"Do you have any other skills?"

"1 know sonet hi ng about woods, ser. | once worked for a sawni |l rmaster.”

"Good. You have worked with your hands." A fainter smle crossed Jeslek's face. "Now you are a
student nmge, an apprentice mage, if you will. No matter what you nmay have done, or not done, you
are not to attenpt to work with chaos, or order, unless you are instructed to do so. |If you
di sobey-and are caught-your mind will be bound, and you will work until you die on the white road.
Do you under st and?"

"Yes, ser."

"By the way, | can tell if you have used chaos within the |last eight-day, and |onger. You have
been careful, | can see, but the traces are there." Al hints of a smile vani shed.

"Ser?" Cerryl swall owed.

"Yes?" Jesl ek's voice was col d.

"Sonetinmes | can see when chaos has been used. Does trying to see that count as using it?"

"No. Merely | ooking does not |eave traces, either. | do encourage all ny students to watch and
study. But only watch and study, except when |I tell you otherw se."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl bowed, waiting.

"No ot her questions?"

"Ser ... outside of what | asked ... | don't know enough to ask nore," Cerryl admitted, know ng
he was running a slight risk but feeling it was necessary.
"Ha! | see one reason why Sterol accepted you." Jeslek turned to the youth who stood by the

table, wearing the white tunic with the red-slashed sl eeves. "Kesrik, you nake sure Cerryl here
gets quarters with the other students, a set of the proper tunics and trousers and white boots.
Hi s | ook sturdy; see if you can change them Just once. And nake sure he gets his own copy of
Colors in the next eight-day."

Kesri k bowed, his square face inpassive, his blue eyes cold.

"Go with Kesrik." Jeslek's sun-gold eyes glittered col d.

"Follow nme." Kesrik turned and left. Cerryl found hinself scranbling to follow

XLVI |

CQut si de the wi ndow, the sudden warmrain pelted down on Fairhaven, the first in the handful of
days since Cerryl had arrived in the halls of the mages. The rain hissed as it struck sun-warned
stone, and noister air seeped through the |ouvers of the closed shutters. Inside, Cerryl sat on
the edge of the chair across the table from Jesl ek, aware of the grow ng pounding inside his
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skull, a sensation that had not been there before the stormhad fallen across the city.

Jesl ek studied Cerryl for a time, and Cerryl had the feeling that the nage used nore than his
eyes.

Finally, Jeslek gave a crooked smle. "What do you think being a mage is all about?"

"I don't really know what nages do, ser."

"Tell me what you think we do."

Cerryl noistened his lips. "Mages rul e Fairhaven. They can use chaos powers. They study many
t hi ngs. "

"How do you know we study-" Jesl ek | aughed and broke off the question. "You were a scrivener's
apprentice. | forgot. Well, you'll be studying nore than you ever thought possible. And there wll
be tests along the way. Sonme you may not even recogni ze as such." The white-haired nage with the
gol den eyes paused. "Wy do you think nmages study so many things?"

"To rule better?" guessed Cerryl.

"That's a guess, young Cerryl, but it's partly right. W study the better to govern. Governing
is not ruling. Governing is nore |ike guiding or counseling. Soneone |ike the Enperor of Hanor, or
the Duke of Lydiar or the Viscount of Certis-they rule. The Quild governs. Yes, we nake rules, but
nost of the rules are nore of a code of common sense. WAste breeds a sort of scattered chaos that
| eads to sickness. So we nmake sure waste stays out of the city. Beggars and ot her parasites bring
sick-ness and theft. W keep them from Fairhaven. If coins alone rule, then the city will fall to
those with nore coins. For that reason, we check those who think of little but coins. O ean water
keeps sickness away, and we make sure the water for the city is clean. There's nothi ng nagica
about any of that." Jeslek smiled brightly-and enptily.

Cerryl waited, not know ng what he coul d say.

"Every great once in a while, someone sees a mage cast chaos-fire and then everyone thinks
that's all a nmage does. |If that happened to be all the Guild were-a group of wizards throwing fire-
Fai rhaven woul d have fallen generations and generations ago."

"Yes, ser."

"l know you want to be respectful, but you don't have to say that every tinme | pause. A polite
silence will do." Jeslek stood. "You need to understand nore about what the Guild is and why it is
necessary." The white nmage lifted the volune on the table and extended it to Cerryl. The cover was
worn and scratched, and infused with the unseen white of chaos. "Read this. You can read?"

"Yes, ser. There are sone words | probably don't know. " Cerryl followed his instructor's |ead
and stood quickly, his eyes still on the white-haired and sun-eyed wi zard.

"Ask Kesrik or one of the other students. Ask nme if you can't find anyone who does know. "

"Yes, ser." Cerryl wouldn't have asked Jeslek in any case, and definitely not after that
st at ement .

"You have two eight-days to finish the first half of the manual. But start today, and I|'l
questi on you on what you've read at your next |esson." Jeslek gestured toward the door. "Kesrik is
waiting. I will see you tonorrow "

Cerryl bowed and turned.

As Jesl ek had said, Kesrik stood waiting outside by the guard.

"Good day, Kesrik." Cerryl offered a head bow as he passed.

"I't's raining." Kesrik inclined his head infinitesinmally as he stepped by Cerryl and through
the door, closing it behind him

Cerryl paused, wondering agai n about the strangeness of the Halls of the Mages, where so little
was really said, and where his instruction seened so mini mal -where he spent nore tinme waiting for
Jesl ek than listening or learning. O had that just been to give himsone tinme to adjust? If so,
what was next?

He | ooked down at the |eather-bound volune in his hands, then back at the closed white oak
door. Before he headed down to the conmon, or the library, or his roomhe wasn't sure where he
shoul d start readi ng-he opened the cover to the title page-Colors of Wite: the Manual of the
Quild at Fairhaven.

He al nost wanted to | augh. After hiding a copy of half the book for years, and stealing tinme to
read parts of the one that Tellis had been engaged to copy, he had his own copy-and was ordered to
read it.

He shook his head, thinking about the books still hidden in Tellis's house-and the broken
anul et. He nissed the anul et nost.

Cerryl closed the cover of Colors of Wite and started down the steps.

Once downstairs, he glanced into the library, looking for Faltar, but the roomwas enpty except
for two mages at the table in the far corner - Fydel and Esaak. The brown-haired and square-
bear ded Fydel was gesturing, alnost drawing sonething in the air. Apparently inpassive, Esaak sat
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with his back to Cerryl

Cerryl tiptoed toward the common. That way, if Faltar appeared, he could ask himwhat, if
anyt hing, he should |l ook out for in the book. His steps were silent as he wal ked down the
corridor, wondering if he would di scover any new truths in the book he had found difficult and
bori ng when he had read it before.

He hoped so, but his lips pursed as he thought about what he had read before in Col ors of
Wi te.

XLVI 1]

Despite the breeze fromthe open wi ndows of the study comron, sweat beaded in his hair, even cut

as short as it was, and oozed onto his forehead and down the back of his neck. Cerryl ignored it
and flipped to the next page of Colors of White, forcing hinself to read each word and to fit the

t hought s toget her, wondering how any of themrelated to the histories Tellis had forced on him

the mll work he had done for Dylert, or the reality that was Fai rhaven, which included both chaos-
fire and the vast golds of those |like Mineat... or even why his father had been hunted and he had
been spared.

So nmuch made so little sense

"You read that so quickly." On the other side of the study table, Faltar shifted his weight,
his eyes lifting fromhis own book, his blond hair alnost white with the late afternoon sun
through the tall study w ndows backlighting it.

"Big surprise ... he was a scrivener. That's what they do." The low rnurnur came fromthe only
other occupied table, the one at which Bealtur sat.

Cerryl kept his eyes on the page of Colors of Wiite that |ay open before him ignoring the | ow
voi ced and snide tone of the goateed student.

"Reading is one thing... scriveners don't understand. That's why they're scriveners."

The thin-faced Cerryl licked his Iips and kept reading.

"... not enough behind the eyes to do nore than copy ..
Cerryl.

Cerryl sniled back.

H s back to Bealtur, Faltar frowned.

Cerryl closed the book, gently, and stood, wal king fromthe open commobn down the narrow white-
stone hallway to his cell. There, he opened his door and stepped inside, into a space even small er
than what he had occupied in the back of the mll barn at Dylert's. The bed was softer and the
roomw thout drafts, though he had to stand on the end of the bed to open and cl ose the ancient
oak shutters.

He al so had a stool and a small desktop built into the wall, with a bookshelf above it. Two
sets of whites, four sets of smallclothes, two bl ankets, and his boots-that was all. That was the
total of what any of the student mages had, except for the books on their shelves, and those
varied according to their nmentors. There was no nmirror. None of the cells had nmirrors. Once he
woul d have considered his cell alnost rich- before he had seen Mineat's dwelling or the bedchanber
of the woman in green through his gl ass.

Cerryl placed the worn copy of Colors of Wiite on the shelf, next to The Foundi ng of Fyrad and
the Wiite Lands, which had arrived in a package fromthe H gh Wzard. Beside themwas G eat
Hi storie of Candar. On the desk lay a thinner volunme-Naturale Mathemati cks.

Hi s eyes crossed the mathenmati cks book. He'd scarcely even | ooked at that. It had been left for
him he didn't even know who m ght be his tutor there. His stomach grow ed. He gl anced at the

Beal tur stretched and smiled at

door, knowi ng he needed to head to the nmeal hall. Thrap
"Are you conming to eat?" Faltar's voice was clear through the door
Cerryl took a deep breath. "Yes. |I'mcoming." He stepped into the corridor and cl osed the door.

None of the cells had bolts, just sinple |atches.

"You felt like smashing Bealtur, didn't you?" asked Faltar, running a hand through his thin
bl ond hair and pushing it off his forehead.

"I wasn't that angry." Al nost, but not quite, cane the correcting voice in his thoughts as
Cerryl matched steps with Faltar

"It's Kesrik. He's trying to get you angry. He's using Bealtur.'

Fal tar gl anced back al ong the

hall. "That's what he did to Yullur. Yullur tried to throwfire at him and ..." The words trailed
of f.

"Sterol or Jeslek or soneone found out, and put himon the road?"

"No ..." Faltar glanced back down the enpty hallway again. "Yullur tried it when Sterol was
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just outside the study. Kesrik knew it and ran at Sterol for protection. Yullur was so angry, he
didn't really see the H gh Wzard when he threw the chaos-fire at Kesrik." Faltar gave a tw sted
snmle. "The High Wzard didn't have a choice then. He turned Yullur into ash and put Kesrik on
sewer duty and the refuse wagons for nearly a season. It didn't matter. Wien he came back, Kesrik
had a big smle on his face for a couple of eight-days, and none of us could do anything about
it."

Cerryl nodded. "Wat did the honored Jesl ek say?"

""Who knows? He stays away fromthe Hi gh Wzard. He travels a lot, all the way to Gallos at
tinmes. He's taken Kesrik, but not always."

The two wal ked slowy into the small neal hall, a hall containing but a dozen circul ar tables
and a table that held platters and di shes of food.

Two nmages in white sat at a corner table. Cerryl knew one.

"The bald one with jow s-that's Esaak."

Cerryl had seen the other nage, a burly and rugged-looking man with trinmred gi nger whi skers,
come to Jeslek's quarters once, but Jeslek had dismissed Cerryl on an errand i medi ately. "Eliasar

" he murnured, dredging up the nane. "It is, isn't it?"

"I think so."

"What do you know about hin?" Cerryl kept his voice | ow

"He's in charge of the white [ancers. He doesn't like Sterol nuch. That's what Lyasa told ne."

Di d anyone? Cerryl wondered, even as he stepped toward the nmonentarily enpty serving table. His
twitching nose told himthat the burkha was even nore heavily seasoned than normal, and he took
just a small dipping of the sauce, beside the | arge heap of heavy egg noodl es. Dark bread, cold
and nearly stale, and a pearapple also went on his platter. The light ale was al nost drinkabl e,
and he was tired of water all the tinme. So he carried the nmug of ale and the platter to a wall
table as far fromthe ol der nmages as possible.

One of the serving boys in red quickly refilled the pitcher after Faltar had poured a mug.

Faltar slipped onto the stool across from Cerryl, glancing back at the dark-haired serving boy.
"When | did that, | always wanted to be a student mage."

"You cane fromthe creche?"

"Most of us do, except the few who cone fromcoins-like Kesrik. Or Anya-you know, the red-
hai red nage?"

Cerryl nodded.

"Kesrik's father is a trader. He has nore teanms and wagons than the Duke of Lydiar.'
grimaced. "That's what he says."

"I know. He's told nme." Cerryl bit into the chewy bread, twisting a corner with his teeth and
eating slowy.

"He's also told everyone else." Faltar |aughed gently. "But he's no better than any of us."

"He's better at getting others into trouble,"” Cerryl pointed out.

"You put things so well, Cerryl."

Cerryl was certain he didn't. Qtherw se, why would Kesrik be trying to force himinto doing
sonet hi ng stupi d?

Faltar frowned, then covered it with a smle. "How are you finding all the histories?"

Cerryl felt the eyes on his back and framed the nane "Kesri k" without speaking.

Fal tar nodded, nearly inperceptibly.

"Alot of it's newto nme," the thin-faced student answered quietly, but not quietly enough

"Sleeping in a bed is newto sone. And bathing." Kesrik's tone was |ight as he passed on his
way to the serving table. Bealtur wal ked beside the ol der student mage.

"It is good not to have to draw ice-cold water every norning to bathe." Cerryl smled brightly
at Kesrik. "I appreciate the advantages."

Fal tar swal | owed.

"I't's good you do," answered Kesrik blandly, turning away.

"I told you," whispered Faltar

"He's not the problem" Cerryl said quietly. "Let himthink he is. It's safer that way." He
took a mouthful of barely sauced noodles, followed by a sip of the ale. At |east he could eat al
he needed.

Fal t ar

XLl X

Cerryl watched as another gold oak carriage rolled through the shadow of the white tower and up to
the front of the Hall of Mages. He turned and wal ked toward the back of the foyer, near the
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doorway to the fountain courtyard

Faltar and Bealtur stepped through the doorway, Faltar's blond hair shimering in the indirect
light, Bealtur's wi spy goatee | ooking nore like iron-gall ink dripping off his chin

"Why are they gathering?" asked Cerryl.

Bealtur offered a snmle, one underlaid with a sneer. "All the nages-or nost of them anyway-have
a neeting twice a year. That doesn't count the special neetings, Broka says." Bealtur squared his
shoul ders.

"What do they do at the neetings?" pursued Cerryl.

Faltar rolled his eyes, then |l ooked at the white stone floor tiles.

"Mage stuff. This tinme there's sonething about trade. The bl ack ones on Recl uce are causing
probl ens. They always do." Beal tur added, after a pause, "The neetings are where students becone
real nages. next year, it'll be ny turn-and Kesrik's."

Cerryl wasn't sure he wanted to be anywhere near when Kesrik became a full mage, not that he'd
have any great choice

A thin and gray-haired wi zard wal ked briskly up the steps and through the open doubl e doors on
the right side of the foyer, into the Great Hall, or Council Chanber.

"Sverlik! Al the way from Fenard ..."

"How goes it with the young prefect..."

The voi ces died away. Another mage wal ked past where Cerryl, Faltar, and Bealtur stood at the
side of the corridor, then stopped and studied the three. Hi s hair was an inpossible shade of
gold, but deep lines ran fromthe corners of his eyes and nouth.

Cerryl waited, feeling as though he'd sonmehow been caught doi ng sonet hing he should not.

"Ah, yes, | can renenber standing just about there, and thinking I really wanted to know what
went on in the Great Hall." Under a yellow cast to his face, the man grinned through equally
yell owed teeth. "Then you beconme a mage, and it's not nearly so exciting." He |aughed gently and
continued on toward the hall.

"It'1l still be exciting," murmured Beal tur, his eyes following the white w zard until he
vani shed into the Hall

A heavi er step-and a sense of power-fell across the three.

Cerryl recogni zed Jesl ek even before turning.

"You won't learn how to be mages by wat ching people enter the hall." Jeslek's sunburst collar
pin seened to radiate light, as did the sun gold eyes that surveyed the three students.

Cerryl inclined his head, renmenbering Jeslek's statenment about respectful silence.

"Good. You all understand, | see. | suggest the comopn is nore appropriate for you." The
fam liar bright and perfunctory smle followed the words.

Cerryl bowed slightly, as did the others.

"OFf with you."

"Yes, ser."

Jesl ek continued to survey the three until they turned and began to Wl k t hrough t he archway
into the courtyard

As the students crossed the courtyard, past the fountain, Bealtur |ooked back toward the foyer
and the Geat Hall for a | ong nonent.

Cerryl kept his eyes on the doorway to the rear building, once nore having the feeling that he
was being watched through a glass. But by whom wth the mages gathering?

He stopped by his cell and opened the door, frowning as he stepped inside and | owered the
| atch, because the feeling of being watched dropped away abruptly. On his desk was a earthenware
mug, and beside it a bottle, a true glass bottle.

He picked up the nug-enpty, then set it aside and Iifted the bottle toward the w ndow. He
couldn't tell what the liquid was. So he | owered the bottle and uncorked it. The aronma of cider
seeped fromthe bottle al nbst too strong.

Why woul d anyone | eave him cider?

He | ooked at the bottle and sniffed it, then poured a bit of the liquid into the nmug. He | ooked
at the liquid and sniffed again. It certainly snelled |ike cider.

He | ooked at the liquid, then tried to study it with his chaos senses. Abruptly he stepped
back, as the ugly white-red of chaos seenmed to swirl fromboth bottle and the liquid in the cup

Poi son? Did the sense of chaos in food and drink nmean poison? Cerryl glanced around but could
not sense anyone screeing him He slipped the nug and bottle under his tunic, then went to the
door, listening until the corridor seermed enpty.

He I eft his roomand strolled down the corridor, easing into the jakes, glad that the halls had
j akes and not chanber pots, and slipped into the stall in the corner, where he eased out the
bottl e and poured the cider down into the darkness. He glanced around, then wi ped the bottle with
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his tunic. He hoped that would blur or w pe away any tint of his chaos-if there were such a thing.
He set the bottle and nug against the wall in the corner, then wal ked to the adjoi ni ng washroom
al so enpty, breathing a little nore easily.

Jesl ek had said there would be tests, not all that he would recognize. Had the poisoned cider
been a test? O did sonmeone really want himdead? And why? He was al nost unl earned, untutored.

He shook his head. Did he have to sense all the food and drink in the halls? Should he have
al ready been doing that? He swal | owed, then headed for the comons.

L

"Way are you here, young Cerryl ? Jeslek and Sterol sent you." The sl ender ol der nage answered his
own question and sniled broadly. "They sent you to ne, and | wll teach what | know of anatomnic
whi ch is considerable.”

From where he sat on the hard bench against the wall, Cerryl bowed his head and waited.

"But the question remains. Why? Wiy study anatoni c?" Broka paused but did not |ook at Cerryl as
he wal ked by the student as if Cerryl were not there. "Many are the reasons for the study of the
anatomies ... many, indeed ..."

The mage turned abruptly, and his long fingers brushed Cerryl's armas he passed, and Cerryl
wanted to cringe. He remained sitting straight up, instead, his eyes intent on the slender w zard.

"From chaos unto chaos-that is the rule of anatom e-and of life. Life is that brief nonent when
chaos seizes order and creates living form and death is when chaos abandons order. It ceases to

animate form and the formceases to live, if you will." Broka offered a toothy grin, then turned
and wal ked toward the window in a gliding, swaying stride that reninded Cerryl of a |lizard-or a
Vi per.

Cerryl | ooked at the skeleton on the wooden stand in the corner away fromthe wi ndow. Had the
man or worman been a criminal or just a poor unfortunate?

"We know food supplies chaos energy to the body, and with that energy, the body grows and
changes. Any individual living body is not only constantly changing its substance but its size.
When such changes cease, we have death." Broka fixed Cerryl with his deep-set eyes. "Do you
understand that, young Cerryl? Wen the body |oses its chaos energy in one way or another, it
dies."

"Yes, ser."

"Pure chaos is formless, but man is not. In fact, all land creatures with bones share a
generality of structure. The hand and armof a man, the foreleg of a dog, the wing of a bird-

i ndeed all manifest the same type of construction.”

Broka sidled toward the skeleton on its frame, pointing toward it. "Now we shall begin with the
skel eton-precisely ... precisely two hundred distinct bones." He gestured toward Cerryl. "Cone
here You do not just listen. You must touch, and feel. Feel... especially For feel is essential to
a chaos master." A soft but guttural chuckle foll owed.

Cerryl rose and wal ked gingerly toward the skeleton, trying to position hinself so that the
array of bones stood between hi mand Broka.

"Al'l bones are of one of four types-Ilengthy bones, short bones plank or flat bones, and
i rregul ar bones." Broka pointed to one of the arm bones. "Feel that."

Cerryl conplied, letting his fingers trace the length of the off-white nmenber, feeling white
dust slip away under his fingertips.

"Real living bones are not so snoboth, not so cool and inviting, but this will start you on
| earning."

In the oppressive warnth of the snmall chanber, Cerryl wanted to yawn and step back from Broka
si nul t aneousl y.

"Prestad's will give you all the details. That's the book I will give you. Jeslek says you can
read, and read you will." Broke pushed a | ock of long graying sandy hair back off his forehead,
of fering another broad smle

"Yes, ser," answered Cerryl, uncertain what to say or do.

"Why shoul d you study anatom c? There are two reasons. You should | earn anatom e so that you
can use chaos to heal effectively or kill effectively. The other reason is that the Guild says you
shoul d [ earn anatomnie." Broka shrugged. "If | do not think you have | earned your anatomnie, then

you will not becone a full mage." He | ooked at the skeleton. "You may indeed serve the Quild in
ot her ways." Yet another smile followed. "Do you understand?”

"Yes, ser."

"Good." Broka thrust forward a book Cerryl had not seen himpick up. "This is Prestad's
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Anat omi cal Explications. You will read section one until you think you understand it. W will neet
in an eight-day."

Cerryl took the book

Broka glided toward the door, toothy smle in place, opening it and stepping back, his smle
al nost nocki ng.

LI

Jeslek's quarters were warmas were all the quarters in the |ate summer days before harvest. The
mage turned fromthe glass, a glass that had nmonmentarily filled with white nists before returning
to being a sinple mrror once nore. He glanced at Kesrik, then studied Cerryl before resum ng the
exam nat i on.

Cerryl remained perfectly still, his back to the stone wall

"You have read all of the first half of Colors of White?" Jeslek glanced fromCerryl to Kesrik.

"Yes, ser." Cerryl had read every page of the first part at least twice in the eight-days since
he had been accepted as a student mage, and nore than that before, not that he would ever admt
such.

"I see." Jeslek frowned. "Explain this. 'Even the w sest of nages cannot perceive any portion
of all that exists on and under the earth itself except through the operation of chaos.'" He
| ooked at Cerryl. "You recogni ze that?"

"Yes, ser."

"Tell me what you think it nmeans."

Cerryl ignored Kesrik's barely conceal ed smirk and began to speak slowy but deliberately.
"Light is formed of chaos by the sun, and we see through light. Wthout light, w thout chaos, we
cannot see. The book al so says that a trai ned mage can use that part of chaos |light that the eyes
cannot see to sense even nore."

"You have read that part. What about this? 'Order is limted, and chaos w thout bounds. Yet the
use of chaos is bounded by order.'" Jeslek offered another hard smile

Cerryl swallowed. Wile he recogni zed the words, he'd never thought about exactly what they
meant. Still, he had to try. "Chaos has no bounds, but for a nmage to nmake use of its power
requires that it be bent to the mage's will. WII is a formof order."

Jesl ek's sun-gold eyes glittered. "Are you saying that a white mage nust soil hinself with
bl ack order?"

"No, ser. As | understand it, a nage uses his will to harness the power of chaos. If his wll
is attuned to chaos, then order serves chaos."

Cerryl could sense disappointnent in Kesrik and a glittering sort of Nation in Jeslek, an
el ation that bothered him

"' Al though chaos itself is all-powerful and knows neither rules no bounds, the world obeys
rules that do not change.' How does Col ors explain that?"

Cerryl couldn't stop his puzzled expression. "Ser... | must have m ssed sonething. | amsorry.
I do not recall any words like that."

"I amglad you do not. Those words are not in the Colors of Wite." Jesl ek nodded. "Unti

tomorrow. You may go. | will expect you to know the entire book in another pair of eight-days."
"Yes, ser."
"Then we will begin your practical training."
"Yes, ser."

"You won't like it. None of the students do. |I didn't. Go."
Cerryl bowed, then turned, catching a few words before the guard shut the door behind him

"Kesrik ... where did young Cerryl nake things too sinple?"
Too sinple? Wiere had he made things too sinple? Cerryl wal ked down the corridor to the steps
and down toward the neal hall, where he hoped he might find sone |eftover bread-or sonething.

Jesl ek had not changed expression when he had spoken the |ast phrase. Were had that cone fron?
Sone forbidden book? O had Jeslek just invented the words? Either way, it had been sone sort of
trap.

The student nage forced a | ong and sl ow breath. How many other traps |lay before hinf? Had the
poi son been a trap? He still didn't know The bottle and nmug had vani shed, but whether one of the
skulls or cleaners had nerely taken it or sonmeone else, he couldn't have said.

Then there was the continued reference to light. Even in the scary dream he had had at Tellis's
where Anya, the red-haired nage, had been invisible, she had nentioned the power of |ight. But
what was the power of light? How could he find out? So far, Colors of Wite hadn't said nuch
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directly, and he was al nost through the second half-the first tine.

He t hought about Jeslek's questions. No... he definitely wasn't through studying the book-not
if he wanted to survive. H's stomach gurgled and grow ed, probably because he'd not been able to
eat that nuch in the norning, know ng that he was to be exam ned by Jesl ek, and al so because he'd
had a headache fromthe heavy rain

He decided to go by the nmeal hall. There might be something left.

"You | ook fami shed, young nage," called one of the serving boys, |ooking up froma broom and
dust hol der. The blond youth in the red tunic of the creche flashed a snile. "There's still some
bread there, and I'll just have to throwit out."

"Thank you." Wth a grateful smle, Cerryl took the crusty end section left in the basket,
letting his senses check it quickly before picking it up. It held no chaos he could detect, and he
broke of f a piece and chewed carefully, his thoughts still on light. He couldn't do anything with
chaos, but that didn't mean he couldn't think about it.

After finishing the bread and quieting the growing in his stomach, Cerryl wal ked down the
corridor to his cell, where he paused to reclaim Colors of Wite. He paused a norment | onger
certain that soneone el se had been in the room although none of his meager possessions-or his
books-were m ssing.

He smiled. Nothing would be nissing, not that he would miss the |oss of npbst of what he had-
except for the difficulty it would cause. Wth his abrupt renoval fromTellis's house, he had | ost
the only possession he really mssed having-the old anul et that Syodor had said was his father's.

Theft wasn't tolerated in the Halls of the Mages, and the higher mages could tell when soneone
lied. So if Cerryl said sonmething had been stolen, and told the truth, soneone else would be in
great difficulty. Cerryl didn't even want to consider the situation he'd be in if he lied.

He tucked the ancient tome under his arm and continued on down the corridor to the study.

Faltar and Lyasa were the only students there. Lyasa was buried in a huge volune Cerryl had
never seen, though he couldn't make out the title. He slid onto the stool at one of the enpty
tabl es and opened Colors of Wiite. The study wasn't that warm perhaps because of the earlier
rain, and the late sumrer sky was still cloudy. But the study chanber was cl ose, alnbst warnly
clamy, and Cerryl could feel the danpness gathered in his tunic.

"Cerryl?" Faltar had noved to the stool opposite him "How did it go?"

"He asked ne a | ot of questions. The worst was the one about chaos being all-powerful, yet

being linmted by order." Cerryl opened Colors but did not | ook down, his eyes still on the slender
Fal tar.
"He asked you that?" Faltar shook his head. "I've been studying Colors for over half a year

and Derka hasn't been that hard on me. The High Wzard nust want you to suffer.”
Did Sterol? O was he after sonething el se?

"I don't know. " Cerryl sniled faintly. "It doesn't matter. | still have to know what he wants
me to learn. There's no choice, is there, really?"

"Sonmetines ... sonmetines, Cerryl, you're scarier than the H gh Wzard."

" VB 2"

"The way you accept things. |I'd have trouble."

"No. You woul dn't. Because you wouldn't, they don't try." That was clear enough to Cerryl. He
was being tested in nore ways than one, and he had no choi ces. None at all

LI

As the door opened, Cerryl and Kesrik stepped back to the wall out of deference and habit.

The ruddy-faced and rugged-| ooking mage with the purple blotch on his cheek snmiled at Jesl ek
"Greetings." H's eyes fixed on Jesl ek, who seenmed sl ender by conparison, and ignored the two
student mages.

"How m ght | be of service?" Jeslek's |ow voice was snooth, alnost resonant, as he gl anced at
the taller mage who had just entered his chanbers.

Ki nowi n bowed to Jeslek. Hs white collar bore the sane gol den sunburst as did Jeslek's. Cerryl
didn't renenber it fromwhen Kinow n had brought himto the tower. Had it been granted at the |ast
nmeeting of the white nages?

"Wth the road tariffs and the trade problems with the accursed isle, the H gh Wzard has asked
how far the Great Wiite Road can be used.™

"It's somewhere beyond Tellura,” answered Jeslek. "If you will wait but a monment, | will offer
a nore precise reply. Not that such precision will be of great use to H's Mghtiness."

"As you see fit."
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Cerryl could sense the tension between the two but didn't fully understand it, since, according
to student gossip, both shared a dislike of Sterol. Then, he'd come to understand early that
peopl e al ways nmade their lives nore difficult than necessary.

"I do," answered Jesl ek. "One should be as precise as possible when serving the H gh Wzard,
even when precision is neaningless."

Cerryl watched, with both eyes and senses, as Jesl ek stood before the table and concentrated on
his screeing. Standing beside Cerryl, Kesrik |ooked-and felt-totally bored, as though he'd seen
the process over and over.

Cerryl still watched, trying to sense how Jesl ek narshal ed the white of chaos and the darkness
of order and focused both upon the glass-Even though he could not see the shimering surface
clearly, he could sense the inage form ng-the i mage of a stone-paved hi ghway.

Abruptly, the inage shifted, to one where swarnmng figures nilled in a shallow gully that ended
suddenly just beyond them Then the glass bl anked. Cerryl noistened his lips, trying to assimlate
how t he mage had gat hered the images so quickly.

Jeslek lifted his eyes fromthe glass with a satisfied smle. "The Geat Wiite Road is wel
past Tellura, two days, perhaps, and the prelimnary ditching is conplete to a point northwest of
Quessa. "

A ghost of a frown passed across Kesrik's face.

Jeslek's eyes flicked to Kesrik and then to Cerryl before returning to Kinowin. "WII| that
suffice?"

"I will tell the H gh Wzard."

"Per haps you could speed the construction,"” suggested Jeslek, "with your carefully protected
use of chaos."

"Perhaps, but not so well as you," countered Kinowin. "You are naster of the earth forces."

A faint breeze drifted through the wi ndow, bearing the faintly acrid scent of graying |eaves
and of fall, then vanished before cooling the roomat all.

Cerryl felt sweaty within the red-tipped whites of a student nmage but stood as imnpassively as
he coul d.

"W go where we are called," said Jeslek

"True." Kinowi n bowed and depart ed.

As the door closed, Jeslek turned to his students, his eyes going to Kesrik. "You don't know
anyt hi ng about Quessa, do you?"

"No, ser," adnmitted the stocky bl ond.

"You have ny |eave to use a screeing glass and the |library. The day after tonorrow, you wl|l
know everything there is to be found about Quessa." Wthout pausing, the white wi zard turned to
Cerryl. "You don't know where either Tellura or Quessa are, do you?"

"No, ser."

"You were a scrivener's apprentice?"

"Yes, ser."

Jesl ek nodded. "Good. W coul d use another map of Candar-a good nap. You have two ei ght-days to
draw a detailed map of eastern Candar. It will show the location of Tellura, Quessa, and all the
main cities east of the Westhorns. You may obtain vellum from wherever you choose." He funbled at

his purse and then tossed two golds at Cerryl. "If you need nore, see ne. If you have spare coins,
return them You might as well |eave and start now. A white nage who does not know geography is
usel ess. "

Cerryl quickly placed the golds in his purse

"Go." Jesl ek paused. "You do not have |leave to use a glass. Nor to ask any full nmge."

"Yes, ser."

"Two ei ght-days, and do not stint your other studies." H's sun gold eyes glittered.

Cerryl bowed, ignoring the glint in Kesrik's eyes, |eaving quickly He nodded to the guard
out si de. "Good day."

"Good day, young ser."

Cerryl found his feet carrying himdown the stairs and toward the library, where all the books
and naps were stored, though he knew al ready no nmap woul d show Quessa. Jesl ek woul dn't have asked
for such a map were it avail abl e.

Jesl ek hadn't really had to task Cerryl with a nore onerous task than Kesrik, had he? Wy had
he insisted on a full map? Was it another test? WAas it just to get Cerryl out of the way?

That didn't feel right, although Cerryl didn't know why, as with so many things. He clanped his
|ips together and kept walking. It didn't matter. He had a map to draw
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The hazy fall afternoon |ight gave the workroom an al nbst mi sty appearance. Cerryl blotted his
forehead with the back of his forearm just below the rolled-up sl eeves, and took a deep breath.
He | ooked at the map on the table and then at his hand. It was shaking.

Carefully, he set the quill in the holder and shook his hand, then rubbed it with his left,
studyi ng his work

The outlines of the land were there, and the boundaries of each |and, and the Easthorns and the
Westhorns and the rivers and the coastlines. A fewtiny dots nmarked sone of the towns and citi es,
but nost renmmined to be placed, and he had | ess than an ei ght-day renaining.

"Still working on that map?" Faltar stood in the doorway of the snmall room adjoining the
library, a roomCerryl hadn't even known existed until he had to search for a worktable on which
to create his map. "Derka made ne do one of Lydiar and Hydl en."

Cerryl | ooked up. "Is it sonewhere that | could study it?"

"It's on the racks."

"The new one, with the purple ink?"

Fal tar nodded.

"It's a good nmap."

"Derka said so."

Cerryl grinned. "I've already copied that part. Mstly, anyway. Except for nami ng the towns."
He corked the ink bottle and straightened and stretched, trying to | cosen nuscles in his back that
he hadn't even realized were stiff.

"You're using black ink?" Faltar peered at Cerryl's vellum

"I't's what | know how to make."

"I wish I'd known that. | used an old formula in the alchemical scrolls. Black would have
| ooked better."” Faltar's eyes went to the doorway, then to Cerryl.

"I'f you have to make nore for sonething, I'll show you." Cerryl kept massagi ng his hand.

"Have you nanaged to | ocate those towns?" Faltar |ooked back down at the nap.

"I'mfairly sure about Tellura. | don't know where Quessa is. No one | could ask knows, and
woul dn't ask Kesrik."

"I cannot imagine why." Faltar offered a grimsmle. "Nor could you trust his reply."

The younger student mage gave a short nod, then | ooked at the map. "There is so nuch |eft
undone on this, and |'m supposed to do sone anatonic draw ngs for Broka, too, and tonorrow | have
to neet Esaak, and | know | haven't read enough of that book he left for ne."

"He's a crusty sort," said Faltar. "Just listen as nuch as you can. He'll eventually get around
to telling you what he wants-after he's told you how worthless all of us are, and how we
appreciate little or nothing about mathematicks."

Cerryl sighed

"I came to ask if you wanted to take a walk up to the narket square.
"I't sounds like you need a wal k or sonething."

"Wth this hanging on nme?"

Faltar offered a smle.

"Atrip to the market will do you good," insisted the ol der student. "Besides, you can scarcely
hold that quill. You need some air. You can struggle over your nmap this evening, with a fresh
head, after the peddl ers have gone."

Cerryl flexed his hand. "I'Il walk with you. You can do the buying."

"Don't you have any coppers?"

"A few. Now and then, Sterol sends a small purse," Cerryl grudged, not wanting to adnmit that
Sterol had been nore than noderately generous, at |east not where Kesrik or his friends m ght
over hear.

"Ah . .." Faltar nodded, eyes traveling back to the door. "Well, he should, H gh Wzard or not.
You're his responsibility."

Was he? Cerryl felt nore |like an orphan than ever. He got the coin but never saw Sterol. Stop
feeling sorry for yourself. It doesn't help. "Just for a short walk, that's all."

"We have to be back for the evening nmeal," Faltar pointed out "Even if | find something nore
tasty in the square."

"Al'l right." Cerryl replaced the ink in the cubby that Derka had granted him along with the

quills and the holder and the inkwell. He could clean the inkwell later. The vellumwent onto one
of the library's drying racks.
"You'l | feel better."

"I"'msure." Cerryl washed his hands quickly, glad he wasn't the one who had to clean the basins
anynore, and joined Faltar in the corridor.
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They nodded to Lyasa as she passed, and the bl ack-haired student nodded back, but her olive
brown eyes were focused el sewhere.

The courtyard was enpty, and the light wind threw spray fromthe fountain across the two. The
danmpness felt good on Cerryl's forehead. He touched his brow, but it didn't feel warm or any
war mer than usual

The main corridor of the front building was enpty, until they reached the foyer, where Cerryl's
eyes were drawn to a slender redheaded figure in white, who hurried up the steps fromthe foyer
proper toward the tower entrance. Behind her remained a faint fragrance, one simlar to sandal wood
but nore floral

"You know Anya?" asked Faltar

"Not exactly. She stopped ne once on the street and then cane to Tellis's shop once."

"She probably sensed you had the power. That's one of the things Sterol uses her for. |'d
prefer some of the others." Faltar grinned. "One especially."”

Cerryl repressed a shiver. "lIsn't that dangerous? For her, | nmean? A child of two whites?"

"I"'mcertain Anya's powers are enough to ensure she has no child. O course, | wouldn't mnd
trying."

"You have a one-rut nind."

"I wouldn't mind having her in that rut."

"Enough ..." Cerryl shook his head as he stepped through the front archway and down the steps
to the avenue.

"I really wouldn't. You should see-"

"Enough! " Cerryl's exclamation was hal f-gruff, half-Iaughing.

"What about Lyasa?"

Cerryl rolled his eyes.

"I told you I'd get your thoughts off that darkness-filled map."

"You have. You have. | prom se you that you have."

Cerryl glanced back at the tower and the Halls of the Mages that adjoined it. Just a set of
white stone buildings, with no ornamentation, with nore buildings stretching out behind them
kitchens, stables, an arnory, barracks for sonme of the white guards and | ancers, and, nearly half
kay north, the creche where the children of white nmages were raised.

Al nost two seasons, and he still couldn't believe that he was in the Halls of the Muges.

On the far side of the avenue, a team of four black horses drew a hi gh-sided maroon wagon away
fromthe square.

"Sarronnese carpet nerchants. They don't |ike Fairhaven rmuch, just our coins.” Faltar |aughed.

"How do you know?"

"I'"ve seen their wagons before. Derka told ne. | think nost of his famly were traders."

"Do you know about yours?"

Fal tar shrugged. "No. My father was a mage. | wonder if Derka ... but | don't know. That's
sonet hi ng they never say."

"I"'msorry. | wasn't thinking."

"You were a scrivener's apprentice ..." Faltar said gently.

"I told you, didn't 1?" Cerryl wasn't sure what he'd told to whom anynore, but he thought he'd
told Faltar.

"Yes. When you first cane to the halls." The blond student mage gl anced up the avenue, toward
the Iine of clouds to the east. "W'd better hurry. That |ooks like rain."

"It won't get here for a while, and the wind feels good." Cerryl wal ked faster, enjoying
stretching his |egs.

"Sonetines ... | wonder what it would have been like. To have a trade, | nean."

"It's different. | don't miss the sawml|."

" Sawmi | | ?"

"Ch, | was a nill boy before | was apprenticed to Tellis. The winters were cold, and | never

seened to get warm Dylert was fair, but the work only got harder as | got bigger."

Faltar's steps slowed as he | ooked sideways. "No one woul d ever guess. You're not that big. You
|l ook nmore like a scrivener."

"Thin and scrawny?"

Faltar fl ushed.

Cerryl | aughed softly. "I do. | knowit."

Two girls, probably not nuch ol der than Pattera, saw the white tunics and slipped down the side
way in the mddle of the row of the grand houses with their nowgray trees and gardens.

"They weren't that pretty," said Faltar

"Who?"
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"The girls. Don't you like girls?"

"I like girls. I wasn't |ooking."

"Ever had a girl? You could, any tine, if you wanted."

"No. | could have, but..." Cerryl wondered how Benthann m ght be doing. Sonehow, he'd felt it
woul d have been wong to go back to Tellis's, even if he couldn't quite say why.

"And you didn't?" Faltar's voice rose slightly. "It could have caused a |lot of trouble."

"Well... it's different here. If you find a girl who's willing, and nost will give you a

tunbl e. ™

"Why? Because they' || get a dowy settlement fromthe Guild?" Cerryl struggled to keep the edge
fromhis voice. "Well... it's better that way."

"l suppose.”

"Ch." After a nonent, Faltar asked, "You' ve been through a Iot of hard times, haven't you?"

"Why do you say that?"

"I don't know. Except you don't see things the sanme way. And you're so quiet. Sometines, when
you're in a place, it's as though you're alnost invisible.”

"Sonetines, | wish | could be. Especially now "

"Derka says that sonme of themcan do that. They bend |ight around thensel ves. There's anot her
way to do it, but he won't tell ne what it is. He says it's not a good thing to do."

Li ght agai n-always light. Cerryl nodded. "Wy do you want to be invisible?"

"I am already. Kesrik, Bealtur, they wish | didn't exist. I'mnot a nage's son, and | don't
conme from coins."

"Kinown didn't, either.”

"And he | ooks like he had to beat theminto accepting him He's a head taller than even
Jesl ek. "

"They say that Creslin was small."

"But he was a bl ack mage."

"Power is power," said Faltar

Was it? Cerryl glanced past the | ast house on the left-Mineat's, the only one he knew, with the
bird fountain-and to the square, where only a handful of shoppers still renained around the
colored carts. "They say coins are power, too."

"I't's not the same. Coins aren't. Kesrik cones fromcoins, and Sterol doesn't give a copper."”

"Maybe that's why Sterol is High Wzard."

"It's not just chaos power. Jeslek can hold nore chaos than anyone." Faltar glanced around
nervously.

"I't's what you can do with it. | know that. And Sterol and Jeslek aren't the best of friends.
They woul dn't have quarters as far apart as they do if they were."

"That's true. None of the mages tal k about it, though."

"What good would it do?" Cerryl stepped off the curb and started across the enpty avenue to the
square. "They'd risk making either Sterol or Jeslek angry."

A wisp of thin snoke, bearing the snell of roast fow, drifted by the two students.

"Snells better than anything in the halls.”

Cerryl had to admt that it did.

"Split a half fow ?"

"How nuch, do you think?" asked Cerryl.

"Two coppers, maybe, for a half. One for you and one for ne.

"Since it's not often..." The younger student grinned, trying not to think how many days' pay
t hat woul d have been once.

Faltar wal ked over to the bl ue wagon and the hefty wonan in gray at the spit over the charcoa
in the netal firepit. "How nuch for a hal f?"

"Three coppers, ser."

"Two, " insisted Faltar. "I'm hungry enough that |I don't want to haggle."

The woman shrugged. "Two, | can live with. It's late.” She pulled the spit off its holder and
deftly lifted a thick black knife-nore like a cleaver

Cerryl found his mouth watering as Faltar handed hi mthe browned and dripping quarter fow, and
he bent forward so that none of the drippings would touch his tunic.

"Better than in the halls,” confirmed Faltar, his nouth nearly full

"Yes," munbled Cerryl, finding hinself nearly ravenous.

They ate silently and quickly.

Cerryl had to lick his fingers clean, and they still felt sticky.

"I"'mgoing to |l ook around." Faltar inclined his head and then slipped toward a green-and-bl ue
cart-or the slender girl holding up a woven basket.
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The younger mage smiled to himself and turned the other way, Passing a cart filled with |ong
yell ow gourds and thin green ones. He Paused after several vegetable carts at another kind of cart
pai nted gold and silver. Three blades lay on a display board covered with blue velvet. was short
and dark-and he could feel the chill of ordered iron. The second was of fired white bronze, like a
white lancer's sabre, although it wasn't. The third was a huge iron broadsword, one that Cerryl
doubted he could have lifted, with a wound-copper hilt.

"You like the sabre? For you, a nere gold," insisted the pallid man by the cart, |inping
forward from where he had been talking to a darker swarthy fell ow

"No ... no thank, you." Cerryl smled and stepped back

"As you wi sh, ser."

He coul d sense the anger and di sapproval and turned. "I'm not a weapons nage." He wasn't sure

there were any weapons nages, but the blades felt wong for him

The man bowed, alnost as if puzzl ed.

Cerryl nodded and passed to the next cart, where colored scarves were wound | oosely around
pol i shed wooden pegs on a display board and fluttered in a breeze that barely ruffled his hair.

"Scarves of silksheen, real silksheen from Naclos."

Cerryl had never heard of anything from Nacl os, and he reached to touch a silver scarf. As his
fingers touched the fabric, smoother than anything he had ever felt, the color darkened al nost
into gray. He let go of the edge of the scarf and watched as it flashed silver

"Only two silvers for you, young ser. Just two silvers."

Two silvers for a scarf barely a cubit and a half long and half that in width? Two silvers?
Cerryl had never had a whole silver at one tine. He smled politely and stepped away.

The sound of the first bells of |ate afternoon echoed up the avenue and across the square. The
vendor at the next cart began to unroll the canvas to cover the cart bed and the three baskets of
pot at oes that renai ned.

"Best we head back." Faltar appeared at Cerryl's el bow.

"Did you find anythi ng?"

"No. One pretty girl, but not that pretty."”

"That wasn't what | neant." Cerryl turned toward the Halls of the Mages.

"Ch... things? Wat would | do with anything except books? Derka would only ask ne what val ue
it had."

"We can't hold property, can we?"

"No. Didn't Jeslek tell you that?"

"Not in so nmany words. He never says anything directly."

"Derka doesn't nuch, either."

"I wonder why."

"We're supposed to figure it out, and if we can't, well, then
unf i ni shed.

Cerryl knew well enough what the other neant-all too well.

Faltar left the sentence

LIV

Cerryl sat at the table, |ooking blankly at the slate and the wedge of chal k beside it. The whol e
room smel l ed of chal k, unlike any of the other mages' chanbers he had been inside.

Standi ng at the other side of the ancient table was the heavyset Esaak, wearing flow ng white
robes of the older style, rather than the white tunic and trousers used by Sterol and Jesl ek and
all of the younger nmges.

"Master scholar Cerryl... mght | have your attention?" Esaak's jow s wobbled as he spoke, and
his voi ce runbl ed

" Ser ?"

"Have you read any of the book | left for you? Naturale Mathematicks, it is called, if you do

not remenber."

"Only a few pages, ser."

"Way not nore, mght | ask? |Is the ancient and honored study of mathemati cks beneath you?"
Esaak hal f-turned, wal king a few paces across the dusty floor.

"No, ser. | fear | ambeneath it."

"Such refreshing honesty." The ol der nage's words dripped irony. "You seek to disarmmne wth
fal se nodesty.” He coughed several tinmes, with a runbling deeper than even his bass voi ce.

Cerryl felt tongue-tied, feeling he was off on the wong foot.

"Wl | ?"
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"No, ser. | can read and wite, but nmy education has been linited to history nostly. The
honored Jesl ek has insisted that | read all of Colors of Wiite and conplete a large map within a
short period of time. | have to do sone anatonie drawi ngs for the mage Broka. | read the first

section of the Mathematicks, but nuch of it was so unfamliar

"Tell me what you thought you read ..."

Cerryl wanted to sigh.

"Go on. What was the first section about? Surely, surely, you can tell ne what the words sai d?"

Way did all the nmages ask questions rather than tell anything? It seemed to Cerryl al nost as
t hough he were being asked to teach them He noistened his lips. "Ser .. . the very beginning
under st ood. That was about the history of reckoning, where the first use of nunbers were words
like 'yoke' and 'pair' or 'couple'-two things because we have two hands. Then, as peopl e gat hered
nmore goods or crops, or lived in larger settlenents, |arger nunbers were needed, and they canme up
with terms to count |arger groups of things, |ike 'score' and 'stone'..."

"What is sinmilar about the two?"

Cerryl | ooked as blank as he felt.

"They're each a pair nultiplied by ten," snapped Esaak. "A stone is a pair of fists ten tines
over. A score is a couple of hunters ten tines over. Go on."

"Then the book started tal king about something called partition enuneration..."

"And when it got a little difficult... you stopped readi ng?"

"No, ser. | kept reading. | understood the idea of dividing groups of things into groups of the
same size and using synbols to represent |larger nunbers, like ten score, but when it started on
how to scrive such nunbers, and that you had to have a synbol for nothing ..."

"Way shoul dn't there be a number for nothing? Isn't not having sonething as inportant to know
as havi ng somet hi ng?"

That wasn't exactly what Cerryl had nmeant. At least, it wasn't what he thought he'd neant. "It
is, ser. | meant..."

"What did you nean? Mathematicks is precision, not vague statenents about a few stone or score.
How woul d you like it if a lancer scout told you that the force you faced was a bunch of scores of
ar ms- men?"

"I'd want to know nore."

"And you shoul d." Esaak gave an even | ouder and nore dramatic sigh, readjusting his robes as he
did. "You know ... you're all alike. Al of you seemto think that what we teach you is because we
owe you sonet hing."

"Ch... the days, the years | have spent poundi ng and prying know edge into enpty-ordered heads.
For what? So that you can go off and dash your brains out against sone evil-hearted order nmgician
fromthe black isle? So you can overload a ship and sink it in the sight of rough water?" Esaak
exhal ed noisily.

Cerryl waited, not knowi ng what to say, or even if he should attenmpt to say a word.

"You all can see the value of even learning to fire-scrub sewers, or to nmenorize every bone in
the body the better to destroy it, or to make maps for the day when you will direct |lancers in
battle ... But what is behind it all? Mthematicks! Cal cul ati ons! Nunbers!"”

Cerryl felt like slinking out by the time Esaak was through, although the ol der mage had said
enough-eventual | y-that Cerryl could grasp the idea of a synbol of nothing as a place hol der for
calculations. It made sense, but, like too many things, no one had ever explained it.

There was one question that Esaak had raised and not really answered-what did all the nages do
besides make life difficult for student mages? If Jesl ek happened to be any exanple, they didn't
spend all that nuch tinme with students, just enough to set themon projects and conpl ain about the
results. They cane and went, and so did nmany carriages and wagons, and Cerryl had overheard talk
about various rulers, and soldiers, and even sewers. Jeslek had tal ked about governing but said
that it wasn't ruling but guiding, wthout ever defining what he neant.

Cerryl felt dazed. He had | earned nuch al ready, but none of it really answered the question of
what exactly the white mages did. Everyone tal ked around everything w thout describing it.

Slow y, he wal ked back to the conmobn, then began to hurry as he realized he was due to neet
El i asar. He dropped the book on his cell desk and practically ran to the conmon.

The bl ocky mage rose fromthe corner table and | ooked toward the flustered Cerryl. "You can
sl ow down. Vhere were you?"

"Esaak was tutoring me on mathematicks ..

"I's he still using that stupid exanple about 'a bunch of scores of |ancers'?"
"He did use a phrase like that, ser."
"Let's get you out to the arnmory, boy, and I'll tell you why it's a stupid phrase." Eliasar

turned and nmarched toward the rear corridor
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Cerryl found hinself nearly running to keep up with the quick steps of the battered-|ooking
El i asar.

"Ad Esaak is right about one thing. Nunbers and cal cul ations are inportant, but in battle-ha
Who knows?" Eliasar stepped into the rear courtyard, striding past six nounted | ancers w thout
even | ooking at them

Cerryl gave the mounts and their riders a slightly wider berth than the nage.

"Look-1 need to know exactly how many horses |I'mtaking on an expedition to say, Spidlar
Spidlar's as good an exanple as any. W'Ill be fighting there before |ong, anyway, unless | niss ny
guess. How nuch feed does a nmount require? How nmany nmounts? How many days? So how rmuch grain do |
need? How many | ancers? How nmany | evies that we have to feed? How nmuch can | count on from
foraging? That's the sort of things, you need nunbers for. Darkness, half the tine in a fight, you
can't see how many, or where, or know if what you've got is even where it should be. And you don't
have tinme to use a glass, and even if you did, you probably couldn't figure out what you saw quick
enough to use it before it changed."

El i asar nmarched t hrough an open doorway and into a long roomfilled, it seemed to Cerryl, with
racks and racks of weapons. The white nage passed the line of white bronze |l ances, shimering in
their racks, and stopped in the rear before another set of racks, yanking out what appeared to be
a padded shirt. "Put that on. R ght over your runic. Wn't be wearing it that |ong anyways."

Cerryl pulled on the padded shirt.

"Now this." Eliasar extended what appeared to be bronze body arnor of sonme sort, a conbination
of breastplate and back plates and shoul der gauntlets or whatever they were called. "Over your
head. "

The student nage struggled into the heavy bronze hal f-arnor.

"Renenber this is white-bronze. Good steel is heavier."

Heavi er? Cerryl wasn't sure he could have carried heavier arnor.

"And this is only partial armor." Eliasar picked up a |ong heavy bl ade and a pair of gauntlets
and marched out, as if expecting Cerryl to follow "You won't wear this, probably not ever, but
you'll wear it today."

The youth followed the ol der mage back out and across another courtyard, along yet another
corridor and out into an enpty practice yard where a heavy wooden post, nore |ike a heavy sl ashed
tree trunk, stood. Eliasar stopped a hal f-dozen cubits short of the post. "How do you feel ?"

"It's heavy," admitted Cerryl.

El i asar handed Cerryl a pair of bronze gauntlets. "Put themon."

Cerryl pulled on the gauntlets, flexing his fingers. Surprisingly, the fingers of the neta
gl oves noved easily.

"Take this." Eliasar extended the blade, then pointed to the wooden post. "Go ahead. Take a
whack at it."

Cerryl just |looked. "I don't know how. "

"Just lift the blade and chop." Eliasar stepped back several paces.

Ankwardly, Cerryl lifted the blade and swung it. The white bronze bounced off the wood, and
Cerryl staggered back a step, trying to keep his bal ance.

"Strike again."

Cerryl levered the blade around, and his whol e arm ached as the bl ade struck the post and
r ebounded.

"Do it again."

Wth both hands on the big hilt, Cerryl forced another thudding blowto the post, followed by
yet another, further nunbing Cerryl's arns.

"Keep at it!" demanded Eli asar

When the arnms mage finally allowed Cerryl to stop, the youth was drenched with sweat, and he
could barely Iift the blade to hand it back to Eliasar

"It's not so easy, is it?" asked the bl ocky mage, taking the gauntlets back as well.

"No, ser."

"You barely swung that blade for a tenth part of a norn, and sonme battles last all day. Best
renenber that when you order arnmsnmen to fight." Eliasar turned, clearly expecting Cerryl to
follow, leading himto yet another courtyard that Cerryl had no idea existed.

A line of straw dumm es was set up before canvas hangi ngs.

"Archery. There's three sets of hangings. Easier on the shafts and heads that way." Eliasar
pi cked up a curved stave from somewhere, or so Cerryl thought. "Now ... here's a bow. Here's how
you string it." In a fluid notion that Cerryl could barely follow, the arns nmage had the bow
strung. "You try it." As quickly as he had strung the weapon, Eliasar unstrung it and handed it to
Cerryl.
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Cerryl had to use his knee and nost of his weight to even bend the bow, and scraped skin off
the sides of two fingers in somehow stringing the weapon.

El i asar took the bow, inspected it w thout words, then nocked an arrow and put a shaft through
the left armof the center straw figure. "Little off there." A second shaft went through the
m ddl e of the figure's chest. "Here you go."

The first shaft popped off the string on the draw because Cerryl's sweaty fingers lost their
grip. He wiped themon his trousers and tried again. That shaft skidded along the sand in front of
the targets. It took five attenpts before a shaft even hit the hangings.

By then bl ood streaked the fingers of his right hand.

"That's enough. Clear you've had no training in arns.
and wiped it down with a cloth he produced from sonewhere.

"You'll never raise a blade-or a bow. So why do you suppose | nade you do all this?" Eliasar
grinned. "And you'll do it a score or wore tines before you ever ride with the [ancers."

"So that | understand what | ancers do?"

Eliasar smiled coldly. "So you don't do sonething that kills themor you because you don't
understand. You don't understand. You haven't even started to understand." The grin returned.
"Least you can Wear arnor and nove. M ght be sone hope for you." Eliasar turned.

"Let's get that off you and get you back to the comon."

Cerryl forced his steps to match those of the ol der mage, although he found hinself practically
panting to keep up.

"Be anot her eight-day or two. Mayhap longer, if you get sewer duty but 1'll see you again. Then
we'll be showi ng you how to ride proper-like. That's something you will do, and we'll nake sure
you know that."

Cerryl had the feeling that Eliasar would, and that the mage enjoyed making life difficult for
st udent s.

El i asar took back the bow, unstrung it,

LV

Cerryl | ooked down at the map outline lightly penned on the vellum spread across the table before
him He alnost felt like jamming the quill into the snmooth wood of the table or banging his head

agai nst the wall-or better yet, picking up Kesrik or Bealtur and pummeling either into a pulp, or
tying themto a log and running through Dylert's big saw.

Al ready one eight-day and two days had passed, and all he had was an outline on vellum His
fingers still ached fromhis norning with Eliasar, and that hadn't nade copying any easier or
qui cker. He'd had to develop a real scale of distances, one that fit on the size vellum he'd been
able to get from Arkos, and that had taken al nobst two days because none of the nmaps in the books
or the bigger ones in the nmages' library really agreed, not that well.

Not only were all the sizes and scales different, but often the names weren't even the sane.
Sone had Fenard spelled as Fenardre-after the ancient lord of Gallos, Cerryl guessed-and Jellico
as Jellicor. The Westhorns were the Questhorns on sonme maps. One town in Certis had four nanes:
Yytrel, Rellos, Estalcor, and Rytel. Cerryl figured, fromthe ages of the various histories and
pl aces, that the current name was Rytel- unless it had changed agai n.

West of the Westhorns was worse, but he didn't have to worry about that, darkness forbid.

Because one of the places that Jesl ek had nentioned- Quessa- wasn't on any map anywhere, Cerryl
had asked the few students he trusted, |like Faltar and Lyasa and the diffident Heralt. None of
t hem knew.

Whi |l e he woul d have been reluctant to approach any full nage he didn't study with-effectively
Jesl ek, Broka, and occasionally Derka- he had to ask hinmself why Jesl ek had forbidden such
questions. To force Cerryl to search the library and all the histories? To nmake the task harder?
Anot her of Jesl ek's endless tests?

He | ooked at the map, then lifted it and reattached it to the working rack in the corner

Questions would have to wait.

After washing up, Cerryl found hinmself marching up the avenue toward Fasse's shop. Jesl ek
hadn't forbidden himto talk to others who m ght know, and he thought he recalled that Fasse had
come from Gall os. He hoped his recollections were correct.

In the nmidafternoon, a line of wagons runbled along the white stones of the avenue. A series of
bells rang, and Cerryl snmiled as he saw, trailing the cooper's wagon, a white-sided refuse wagon

Once past the market square, filled mainly with wonmen, he reached the jewelers' row, where in
the cool afternoon nost doors were closed, except for one. As he passed the green-lacquered open
door, he glanced inside, where a goldsmth held a glittering choker to the light of the door for a
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worman dressed in pale blue. Cerryl couldn't have guessed how nuch gold was in the necklace, only
that it was far nore than he would likely ever see, even if he did become a full mage. For all of
the strangeness in the Halls of the Mages, |ove of gold did not seema magely fault.

One guard in pale blue livery stood by the door, and anot her al nbst between her and the
goldsmth. Cerryl nodded to the guard, who did not nod back, and kept wal ki ng, past the rest of
the fine netalsmths', past the grain exchange, and finally to the artisans' square.

The door to Fasse's shop was ajar, and Cerryl edged inside. Fasse stood, polishing cloth in
hand, by a gold oak chest.

"Yes, young ser?" The twi glike and wi spy nustache tw tched as the cabi net-maker turned to
Cerryl.

Cerryl found the setting strange. A craftmaster-one whose |oft he had slept in back at a tine
when he had barely a handful of coppers to his nanme-was calling him"ser."

"Fasse, nmy nanme is Cerryl, and once | slept in your loft. I amworking on a project for the
hi gher mages ..." \What else could he call Jeslek? ". .. and | thought you night be able to help."

"Young ser, you did look fanmliar." Fasse's brow furrowed as he stepped back fromthe gold oak
chest he polished. "Yet, how could I be hel pi ng you?"

"I am making a map, and there are sone towns in Gallos ... Mght you know where Quessa is?"

Fasse scratched the back of his head, his eyes going sidelong at Cerryl for a noment. "Hmmm ...
aye ... | was there once, as a boy, but how.. . howwould | say ... explain ... that be nmany
years ago."

Cerryl waited.

"Best as | recall, it be three days' ride to the west of Hierna, only two days east of the
Westhorns, the first hills, that be."

Cerryl swallowed. "Ah ... | know where Tellura is, but not H erna."

Fasse tw sted one end of the thin nustache. "Tellura... | never went there, though all said it

was to the south and east of Linspros and somewhere south and east of Hierna." Then he hung the
polishing cloth on a wooden peg next to one of the smaller wood racks. "And never having been
there, 1'd not know how to say to get fromone to the other. O how | ong one m ght have to
travel ."

"Do you know anyone in Fairhaven who m ght know?"

Fasse twi sted the other end of his nustache, scratching his head with the other hand. Then he
pursed his lips. "Lwelter the potter-he mght, seeing as his consort, she was Anal erian, and they

travel all Kyphros ... nmight be that Hierna be too far north for herders." Fasse shrugged. "Best |
could do."

"Lwel ter ... where could I find hin®"

"You know Arkos the tanner? You nmust... ah..." Fasse swal | owed.

Cerryl ignored the audible gulp. "I know Arkos. Is Lwelter near there?"

"Two shops toward the square. Leastwise, | think it's two. You'll find it, young ser."

"Thank you, Fasse." Cerryl nodded and left, repeating as he wal ked toward the tanner's what
Fasse had said until he was sure he had the information firmy in mnd

Fromwhat Cerryl could tell, the potter's shop, the one with the outsized pitcher over the
doorway, was three shops toward the square fromthe tanner's. He opened the door gently and
st epped i nsi de.

A young man, not that nuch ol der than Cerryl hinself, sat on a stool, one foot punping the
treadl e that powered the wheel. Cerryl watched as the base of a pot or a pitcher rose fromthe
clay under the stubby fingers of the young potter

The potter never glanced at Cerryl.

Finally, Cerryl cleared his throat. "I'mlooking for Lwelter, the potter."

The sl ender man | ooked up fromthe wheel, then stiffened as he saw the white tunic and
trousers. "Lwelter, ser?"

"He m ght know something,"” Cerryl said.

"Lwel ter?”

Cerryl nodded.

"As you wi sh, ser." He turned on the stool. "Da! Mage here to see you." Then he turned back to
the wheel. "If you don't mnd, ser "

"CGo ahead."

Shortly, a stooped man shuffled out fromthe back room Lwelter's sightless eyes | ooked past
Cerryl. "Ser... ?" The cracked voi ce waver ed.

"Lwel t er ?"

"That's nme. Always been ne, even when | could see."
"I was talking with Fasse, and he said you night be able to help ne. You once spent tinme in
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Gal |l os and Kyphros, he said."

"Been a long tine back, a long time, when Deorca was younger than Flait here."

"What can you tell ne about Quessa or Hierna?"

"Hi erna, ah, yes, that was the next town but one from Zrenca, and Zrenca, that was where
found Deorca." A smle creased the thin and pale lips. "Along tinme back."

"How far is Hi erna from Tel |l ura?"

"Not too far a piece. There's a day, a short day between Hierna and Zrenca, but Zrenca is but a
ham et, not a proper town at all, you know "

"And how far is Tellura from Zrenca?" Cerryl asked politely.

"I'd say, if there were a road, straight that is, it mght take two days by horse, but the
hills and the streans they don't flow straight, and the roads wind nore than the streans."

"Zrenca is two days straight west from Tel lura?" pursued Cerryl.

"Mostly, but |1'd be guessing ..."

"And Hierna is another day west from Zrenca?"

"Ah ... no. Hierna ... you go as nuch north as west from Zrenca, and a short day, a half day
hard riding."

"Have you ever heard of a town called Quessa?"

Lwel ter shrugged. "Knew it be west of Hierna, nore than a fewdays . . . two, nayhap three."

"How big is Hierna?"

"You been to Wevett, young fellow?"

In the background, the stubby-fingered young potter wi nced ever so slightly.

"Well, Hierna's half again as big as Wevett, |essen one's growed nore than the other in the
| ast ten years." Lwelter |aughed.

"Do you know anyt hi ng about Quessa?"

"Sone said it was a ham et |ike Zrenca. Never went there. Deorca had a cousin consorted with a
mller there."

"Did you ever go to the Westhorns from Zrenca?" asked Cerryl.

"Me? | was a potter, not a herder. 'Sides, even then, folks worried about the bl ack she-angels.
Fol ks say they're all dead. Don't you believe it." Lwelter cackled, shaking his head. "Don't like
the | owl ands, the angels don't."

"Da." The word was firm "The white mage knows all about the angels."”

Lwel ter stopped cackling. "You didn't say he was a mmge."

"He did," Cerryl said. "You have been very hel pful. Thank you He funbled in his purse and
handed a pair of coppers to the younger potter before turning and | eaving.

" coul d have gotten us turned to ashes ...
never said ..."

I gnoring the recrimnations behind him Cerryl wal ked quickly back to the wi zards' square.

The di nner bell was ringing as he opened his cell door, and he washed quickly and hurried
toward the nmeal hall. The others who ate there were already seated with platters, and he found
hi msel f al one at the serving table.

After taking a chunk of oat bread, sone cheese, noodles in white sauce, and a nug of the |ight
al e, he sat down across fromFaltar. He absently let his senses range over the food, though
out side of the poisoned cider, he'd never found any ot her sense of chaos in food in the halls.

"Where have you been?" asked the bl ond student mage.

Beside Faltar, the curly-haired Heralt raised his eyebrows as he chewed sone of the tough
br ead.

"Trying to find out where Quessa is-and H erna, and Zrenca, and..." Cerryl broke off a corner
of the bread and dipped it in the white sauce.

"Too bad scriveners can't use glasses |like real student mages ..
at the adjoining table.

Cerryl stiffened nmomentarily, then snmiled and turned to Faltar. "For sone reason, the honored
Jesl ek did not want ne to use a glass, and I would not think of going agai nst his expressed
wi shes." His face hardened slightly. "I'"msure he wouldn't Iike to | earn that anyone had suggested
ot herw se."

There was a satisfying gulp fromthe adjoining table.

Faltar grinned. So did Heralt, if nomentarily.

Cerryl didn't. He had too nuch drawi ng and copyi ng ahead. |nstead, he took a chunk of the oat
bread and began to chew.

cane the murmur from Beal tur

LVI
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The isle of Recluce was hotter than the Sand Hills raised by the treachery of Nylan, and drier as
wel |, and not even the sorceries of the dark nages nor the fires of Megaera could bring forth
water fromthe dry earth and barren rock

Children shrivel ed and died; despite even the spells laid by Creslin upon his followers, nore
and nore voices were raised in anguish and in pain, asking why Creslin had brought themto such a
desol ate place. He answered themnot, but withdrew into hinself, then sent forth ships to plunder
the seas. Yet the plunder would not buy water, nor food enough ..

Why should all the gentle rain fall upon Candar and upon the | ands of our enem es, and those
who have sworn to destroy us? asked Creslin of Megaera. Wiy should we not turn the great w nds so
that the rains return to Recluce as they once nust have fallen?

Even the facel ess bl ack mages shivered as they heard Creslin's words whi sper across the barren
rocks and bl eached sands.

Yet none woul d raise his voice when Creslin and Megaera set forth to raise the waters and the
ski es and fought the wi nds of Heaven, nor was a word spoken when fires blazed out of the sky and
fl oods of water cascaded across Recl uce.

The fires burned across dry Montgren and the crops of Certis. Even the hardy oil seeds w t hered
and dried, and the forests of Sligo blazed through the |ong sunmer.

The fl oods subsided, and rains fell upon Recluce, and Creslin and Megaera rejoiced, never
Il ooking into a glass or caring about the destruction which they had wought upon Candar

Col ors of Wite
(Manual of the Cuild at Fairhaven)
Pref ace

LVI |

A woman in green crossed the hall and started toward the courtyard and the front building as
Cerryl stepped out of the library workroomwi th his map in hand-a wonan in green with red- bl onde
hair...a young wonan.

Cerryl |ooked for a monment, just |ooked. Could it be the girl fromhis glass? She was
definitely a wonan now.

He gl anced toward the steps to Jeslek's quarters, then in the direction she had gone, pursing
his lips. After a nonent, he turned toward the courtyard. Even with that nonentary delay, by the
time he passed the fountain and reached the end of the foyer of the front building, she had turned
and was headed up the steps to the tower.

Cerryl wal ked nore quickly, holding the map high so that he wouldn't trip or drag it along the
pol i shed stones. He dodged around Lyasa, who gave him a questioning | ook, and offered a harried
| ook that he hoped woul d cover his action

Lyasa rai sed both eyebrows but said nothing.

By the time Cerryl reached the pair of guards at the base of the tower, breathing slightly
harder than he woul d have |iked, the young worman in green had vani shed. No sound of feet echoed
down the steps to the higher levels, either

He | ooked at the guard standing on the right. "Hertyl... the woman who just went up the steps

do you know her?"

"Young ser, it be not ny business to know any |ike her."

Cerryl caught the twinkle in the young guard's eye and grinned. "Nor |... but you m ght know
her nane."

"I've heard that it be Leyladin. She is a nerchant's daughter, but some say she also be a
heal er."” Hertyl nodded toward the steps. "I do not ask where she visits."

Cerryl paused.

The ol der guard cleared his throat.

Cerryl understood the signal. "Thank you." He | ooked at the map he held and then at the guards,
noddi ng to both. "Best | be going. Good day."

"Good day to you, young ser."

Cerryl wal ked quickly, if slightly nore deliberately, back toward Jeslek's quarters.

The red-blonde hair-it could be no one el se. But what was she doing in the Halls of the Mages?
Just a healer? O sonething else? H's thoughts went back to Benthann's comments-sex? Was she the
nm stress or consort-to-be of a white nage? O one of the ol der nages?

His fingers curled until his hands were alnost fists, and he took a slow and silent deep
breath, trying to relax. He had no claimon her. He didn't even know her, and she certainly didn't
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even know he existed. Wiy was he reacting so violently?

Besi des, Jesl ek had asked to see the map, and he dared not hasten, not after chasing the wonan-
Leyl adin, not wonan-practically to the white tower. Another test? Had Jesl ek sent her past hinf

He shivered but left the front foyer hall and started across the courtyard.

"Way were you in such a hurry?" Lyasa stood by the fountain, clearly waiting for him Her olive
brown eyes pinned him

"I got flustered ..." That was certainly true enough. He inclined his head to the map. "Jesl ek
wants to see this, and | found nyself going in the wong direction.”

"I'n nmore ways than one." Lyasa shook her head, adding a wy snile. "She's an apprentice heal er

or sonme such. You're an apprentice white. You want to kill both of you? Black and white don't mx
that way."
"I didn't know." Cerryl could feel his face fall, but a sense of elation followed. Leyladin ..

she probably wasn't a test by Jeslek, at |east.

"That's obvious. It's one of the things we have to live with." Lyasa reached out and patted his
shoul der. "At least you're not watching Anya ... the way Faltar does."

Cerryl didn't know what to say.

"You understand that." Lyasa's tone was |ow and matter-of-fact. "Now... if Jeslek wanted you,
you'd better hurry. He's not all that patient."

"No ... he's not."

Wth an indulgent smile, Lyasa touched his shoul der again, then watched as he hurried across
the courtyard and into the hall toward the steps. Again, he was breathing hard by the tinme he
reached the back of the buil ding.

Costar, the guard outside Jeslek's quarters, nodded as Cerryl approached. Cerryl stepped past
the arned guard and rapped on the door. "Cerryl, ser, as you requested."

"Come in." Jeslek's voice resonated through the closed white oak door.

After opening the door and closing it behind him Cerryl bowed. "I have the map you request ed,
ser."

"About tine."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl bowed again

"Kesrik, nove the glass to the side table.
Cerryl. "Spread it on the table."

Once Kesrik had renoved the glass, Cerryl eased the vellumonto the table, then stepped back as
Jesl ek studied the map, squinting and shifting his eyes frompoint to point.

"Tellura ... Herna ... Quessa ... Kyphrien ... hnm"

At the "hmmmm" Cerryl took a slow and deliberate breath. He's just trying to upset you. Calm
you have to be calm

Kesri k continued to display a broad snile as Jesl ek pored over the vellum

After what seened |ike eight-days, the white nage strai ghtened and | ooked at Cerryl. "It's
basically accurate. At least it's the best one could expect froma new student, and one who was a
scrivener's apprentice."” Jeslek nodded. "You nay have it put with the others in the racks in the

Jesl ek nodded to the ol der student mage, then to

library."
Kesrik did not manage to conceal a snmirk fromwhere he stood by the wall
"Yes, ser."

"You are disturbed? You find ny judgment harsh?" Jeslek's tone was |ight, anmused, even as
Cerryl could sense the white forces buil ding.

"You are ny master, ser, and you know what is best." Cerryl was surprised to find his words
| evel and even, with an unseen barrier between his rage and his words and surface feelings.

"You actually believe that. My... ny... how refreshing." The mage paused. "And very good for

you." The sense of power dwi ndled. "You may go and rack your map. | will see you again tonorrow
morni ng. I mrediately after breakfast. Inmrediately."”

"Yes, ser."

"o "

Cerryl reached forward and gently lifted the map. Jesl ek nodded to Kesrik, who turned toward
the small table and the screeing gl ass.

Cerryl bowed and turned, glad that Jeslek had not found any overt faults in the map. He rolled
up the vellum forcing hinself to remain detached and deliberate as he departed, carrying the nmap.

There was no sign of the blonde girl-woman-or Lyasa-as he wal ked toward the library.

LVI T
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Cerryl wal ked up to Jeslek's door with a stride nore confident than he felt within hinself.

"He be expecting you," said CGostar from beside the door, one hand casually on the hilt of the
whi t e-bronze shortsword used by the inside guards.

"Thank you." Cerryl knocked cautiously.

"Enter."

The student nage stepped inside and closed the heavy white oak door behind him The nage stood
by the screeing table-alone. Wth the considerable residue of unseen white around the table,
Cerryl could sense that Jeslek had been using the glass recently. "I amhere as you requested,
ser."

"Your map was good." Jesl ek watched Cerryl.

"Ser... you did not seempleased. | will try to do better in the future."

"I't was good," Jeslek repeated. "Yet |I did not say so. Wiy nmight that be?"

"Kesri k was here."

Jesl ek nodded. "Have | pernmitted you to work with chaos-fire?"

"No, ser."

"Kesri k has been a student for nearly four years. He has been working with chaos-fire for over
two years. My reasons should be clear to you, if you consider them" Jeslek offered a perfunctory
smle. "You are very bright, Cerryl. Perhaps too bright. You also do not understand in your heart
what the Guild is, and why it is good for Fairhaven and Candar. Wth your talent, that presents a
probl em "

Since Cerryl couldn't say nuch to that, although he questioned whether he had that ruch tal ent,
he nodded and wait ed.

"Sterol and | have agreed on this."

Jeslek's overly polite tone confirned to Cerryl that whatever they had agreed upon was one of
the few areas where the two nages had bached agreenent.

"You will see Myral after you |l eave here. You will work with himto service the sewers unti
spring ... or longer, as he sees fit. | have told himto expect you," Jeslek said nmldly. "You
will not have any nore instruction fromne until then. Nor fromany other nmage except Mral
oh, and Esaak. He has told nme you are terribly deficient in your calculations. Do not bother to
try to see the High Wzard ... about this or anything else. He and | have already di scussed this."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl bowed.

"You have ny leave to use your abilities to handl e chaos as you can, but only as directed by
Myral -only Myral."

Cerryl waited to see if any other directions were forthcom ng.

"And, young Cerryl ?"

"Yes, ser?"

"I know you can bl ock your innernpst feelings fromany mage. So can |I. It is a useful talent,
but one best used sparingly. One should not have too nmuch to hide, especially not a student."

"Yes, ser." \What el se could he say?

"Think about light while you work in the darkness of the sewers. | would suggest you think a
great deal about it, and do not hesitate to ask Myral. In such matters, he is a good instructor."
Jesl ek smiled another of his perfunctory smles. "You may go. | told Myral to expect you."

"Thank you, ser.

"You are wel cone, and sone day you may understand exactly how nuch. Good day, Cerryl."

Cerryl bowed again before he left.

Al nost every tinme he had met with Jeslek for nearly two seasons, the mage had unsettled him
and his words this time were no | ess unsettling. Cerryl wal ked down the steps and then out of the
rear hall into the courtyard and past the fountain. The w nd whi pped spray across him and it felt
like ice on his face.

First, Jeslek had suggested that Kesrik would have used chaos-fire on Cerryl. Why? Because
Cerryl wasn't mage-born? O from wealthy parentage? O for sonme other reason? Then, Jesl ek had
inplied that Myral was a good instructor, but not terribly good at other things. But at what was
the bal ding nmage | acking? And finally, Jeslek had flatly stated that Cerryl owed Jesl ek great
thanks. For letting Cerryl survive?

The thin-faced young man took a deep breath as he entered the rear of the front foyer, and
several nore before he reached the second level of the white tower.

"Jesl ek said to expect you." The older and rotund mage with the thinning and wi spy bl ack hair
opened t he door before Cerryl could knock, and gestured for the young man to enter the room

Myral's quarters were smaller than either Jeslek's or Sterol's, and one entire wall of the
single squarish roomwas filled with books-' perhaps as nmany as a third of what was contained in
the entire library. Practically underneath the shuttered wi ndows was a narrow bed, w de enough for
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one person, unlike the spacious beds favored by both Sterol and Jeslek. Through the wi ndow, Cerryl
could see the avenue angling toward the artisans' square.

The wal | opposite the bookshel ves held two desks and a round table with a screeing glass and
four chairs. One of the chairs was occupi ed- the one on the far side of the screeing glass-by a
worman in pale green with red-blonde hair. A large tone |lay open before her. Cerryl froze for a
noment .

"Ah, you nmust have seen Leyladin around the halls." Myral nmade a sweeping gesture from Cerryl
to Leyladin as he turned to the young woman. "This is Cerryl. Like you, he does not cone fromthe
creche or a magely parent. He was a scrivener's apprentice." The nage snmled, a smle that took in
both nouth and eyes. "Now | have to teach hi mabout sewers and wastes."

"It's good to see you here." Leyladin stood, her gaze neeting Cerryl's, a faint and anused
smile upon her lips, the hint of a glimer in her dark green eyes.

"I'mglad to nmeet you." As he bowed, Cerryl felt she saw right through him that she knew he'd

once screed her through his glass, the glass probably still hidden in the wall at Tellis's place
"l should go," she said to Myral, stepping away fromthe table. "Before they-"
"No. This will take but a noment." Myral smiled and turned to Cerryl. "Pay attention to ne, if
you will, not the young |ady."

Cerryl fl ushed.

"I"'mnot nearly so gentle to | ook upon, young Cerryl, but we have work to prepare for."

"Yes, ser."

"Fairhaven has its nane for a reason.” Myral's voice was high, alnost squeaky, and he steepled
his fingers, then gestured vaguely in the direction of the door-or the square. "If you travel to
nost places, they dunp their night soil and everything else in the streets, and they stink." The
mage winkled his nose. "Fairhaven is fair, and one of the tasks before us is to keep it fair ..."

Myral hal f-turned toward the books, and Cerryl's eyes strayed again to Leyl adin.

Her eyes were so green, like a deep ocean. She pointed to Myral, as if to suggest that Cerryl
had best 1isten.

" and we have to work to keep Fairhaven clean. You probably don't know how nuch work t hat
is. Everyone who has |ived here knows sone things about keeping a city cl ean-sewer catches and
cl ean wal ks-jakes here in the hall's and in the greater honmes. No rubbish in the streets. The big
wast e wagons, but nuch nore goes on unseen."

Suddenl y, the rotund nage turned and wal ked over to the book-shel ves, pulling out one book,
then anot her and another. He wal ked back to the table and set five of them down.

"Jesl ek says that you read quickly. Can you read these in the next eight-day?"

Cerryl |ooked at the stack of books, then at the mage. "I think so If there's not sonething
strange about them"
"Only the subject nmatter ... | even wote one of them" A brief grin followed. "If you can't,

cone and see nme. |If you can, study them and come back here an eight-day fromnow, imediately
after breakfast." Mral paused again. "Study themas if | were Jeslek.”

"Yes, ser." Cerryl bowed.

"One other thing." Myral bustled toward the corner of the room al nost behind the white oak
door, where he rummaged through a chest of sone sort, one with thin drawers that he slid out, one
after the other. "Ah... this will help."

The white nage rolled a section of velluminto a tube as he headed toward Cerryl. He thrust the
tube at Cerryl. Cerryl stepped back as he took it. Wat was it?

"That? Ch, that's the best nap of all the sewers. You need to study that, too. Learn where
every sewer runs. You shouldn't have any trouble. Jeslek said you were good with maps. It m ght
help if you took a fewwalks with it and tried to |l ocate where the main sewers are."

Cerryl felt like he'd been frozen in a different way. First, running into Leyladin, and then
being assaulted with a pile of books and a sewer nmap. A sewer map, for darkness's sake!

"An eight-day fromnow," Myral said cheerfully as he piled the books into Cerryl's arms. "Best
get on with it."

Hs arns full, Cerryl nodded toward Leyladin. "It was good to neet you."

"I was glad to see you." She smled an enignatic and faint snmle. "Mre closely." The green
eyes sparKkl ed.

Suppressing a wince at the gentle rem nder, Cerryl nodded to her again and to Myral. "An eight-
day from now, ser."

The door cl osed behind himw th a thunk

He wal ked slowy down the stairs, his arns already beginning to ache with the weight of the
books and the rolled map, his thoughts spinning. What was Leyladin doing with Myral? It wasn't
concl usive, but the pudgy nage had but a single bed, and there had been an open tonme on the table.
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You hope she's just studying...but what can you do if it's nore?

And why had she wanted to | eave when he'd come in? O said that she was glad to neet himnore
closely? Had that just been a jab, or had she neant it?

He tried to shift his grip on the books and staggered against the wall in an effort to keep his
hold on the nap.

A sewer map? Wiat was he going to be doing with Myral ? What did books have to do with sewers?
O sewers with beconing a white nage?

Anot her form of test?

LI X

In the late afternoon, with gray light falling through the library wi ndows, Cerryl rubbed his
forehead, forcing hinself to concentrate on the words on the vellum

t he heavy greases, be they cooking tallow or Tenderer's leavings or... reformin a weak order
upon exposure to heat or chaos or heat created by the chaos within chaos-rich wastes ... such
scattered bl ocks of order conbine with detritus of a less solid nature to inpede the flow of
fluids necessary for evacuation ..

He' d thought the histories and the phil osophizing of Colors of Wiite had been boring and
difficult to follow, but they were transparently clear conpared to Myral's The Managenent of
O fal. The book wasn't even that long, |ess than a hundred pages. He continued readi ng and turned
t he page.

odori ferous as they may appear, night soil and animal droppings retain but a weak order and
will dissolve in the presence of water into a liquid which can be purified through the application
of sinmple techniques..."

"Cerryl ?"

He | ooked up. Faltar and Lyasa stood by the library table. "Didn't you hear the bells?"

"The bells?" Even as he asked, he felt stupid. He knew he sounded st upid.

"Those are Myral's books, aren't they?" Lyasa pointed to the volunes by his el bow. "The ones on
wast es and offal ?"

Cerryl nodded.

"How | ong have you had then?" she asked.

"Since yesterday." Cerryl nmassaged his forehead again, this tine with his left hand, then the
back of his neck, trying to work out the tension

"How nany years did it take Myral to wite then?" Lyasa demanded.

Faltar offered an ironic snile

"He only wote one. This one." Cerryl glanced fromFaltar to the dark-haired student.

"It's the sane thing." Lyasa's voice bore a tinge of exasperation. "It took himyears to figure
it out enough to wite it, and you're trying to learn it all in a day."

"I only have an eight-day."

"You have an eight-day to read it - not learn it word by word."

"Cerryl has to know it better than anyone . . . even Myral," said Faltar
"Says who?"

"Cerryl," answered the blond student nage.

"You two." Lyasa glared at Faltar, then at Cerryl. "Let's go eat."

Cerryl stood, feeling his nuscles twi nge. How | ong had he readi ng?

"Too long," answered Faltar.

Lyasa had already left the common by the tinme Cerryl scooped up the books fromthe table and
started down the corridor toward the neal hall. He stopped by his cell and quickly set the books
on the desk.

"Why do you have to learn everything as quickly as you do?" asked Faltar as Cerryl stepped back
into the corridor.

"This is the first place where |'ve ever been supposed to learn, and ... | don't know " Cerryl
| ooked down at the polished stone floor tiles, glad he didn't have to scrub floors any |onger

"Way did the scrivener take you on? | nean . "

"I was a mll boy without any |earning?" Cerryl nodded. "I got the mllmaster's daughter to
teach ne ny letters and hel p me. She gave ne books, both in the old tongue and in Tenple. They're
really not that different."
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"You taught yourself to read?" Faltar shook his head.

"There wasn't anyone else."” Cerryl glanced around the neal hall, only half-occupi ed because the
full mages ate there intermttently. Kesrik was at a corner table, apparently being | ectured by
Fydel about sonething, because his face was nore sullen than usual. Lyasa was at the serving
table. "And | didn't do it alone. | did have help."

"Darkness," hissed Faltar. "It's the lenmon | anb."
The lenon lanb was fine with Cerryl, but he nodded. "It could be worse."
"Cheese in the sewer? It would take that. Ch ... sorry ... it'll be ny turn next, | suppose.”

"You haven't done sewer duty?" Cerryl took a |arge serving of the lanmb and a chunk of dark
bread and a too-firm pearappl e-none of which showed signs of chaos, and probably never woul d, but
the habit he'd devel oped early had stayed with him

"Some people get it early, sone |late, sone-like Kesrik-get it nore than once." Faltar took a
smal | er hel ping of stew, nearly half a loaf of the dark bread, and two pearappl es.

"Kesrik's had two tinmes on sewer duty?"

"That | know of. They say Kinowin did four as a student, and Eliasar three."

Cerryl frowned. The big nage had done sewer duty four tines? The arns mage three tines?

Faltar inclined his head toward the round tabl e where Lyasa sat alone, and Cerryl followed him
"I see you two finally got hungry." The bl ack-haired young worman | ooked up as they sat down.
"For lenon |anb?" Faltar broke off a chunk of bread, then took a swallow of the |light ale. "For
s | should hurry?"

"Try neruada sonetine." Lyasa snled

"Neruada?" asked Cerryl.

"Marinated goat stomach stuffed with spices and greenery."

Fal tar nock-glared at her. "Lenon |anb is bad enough."

Cerryl | aughed.

"I't's not funny," Faltar protested, trying to keep fromsniling.

Lyasa snoothed her face into a serious expression. "Is the poor student nage so sour that he
cannot wi thstand the additional sourness of even a tender |anb?"

Fal tar hal f-coughed, then choked and sputtered out fragnents of bread.

Cerryl grinned even as he ducked.

After he recovered, Faltar took a sip of the ale and glared at Lyasa. "I will never say an
unki nd word about |anb. Ever." He paused. "Until it's served again."

"It could be old mutton." Lyasa shook her head.

Cerryl took a healthy nmouthful of the lanmb, being careful not to ook at Faltar. He didn't want
to start | aughing and choke, too.

"So ... you're starting on the sewers?" Lyasa | ooked down at her enpty platter. "I was hungry."

"Interesting phrasing there." Faltar's voice was dry.

Lyasa flushed. "You're ..."

"Difficult.”

Cerryl swal |l owed qui ckly.

"You are. You know you are. Wait until you get in the sewers Faltar."

"Scrivener's apprentice going to get his whites all dirty..." Bealtur's voice drifted across
the roomfromwhere he sat at the sane table with Heralt. The diffident Heralt continued to eat
wi t hout speaki ng.

"Let himtalk," said Lyasa quietly. "He doesn't understand."

Cerryl didn't, either, but wasn't about to adnmit it. He broke off another chunk of bread.

t hi

"You still suffering with Esaak?" asked Faltar
"Yes. | still have to study mathematicks, even while I'mworking with Myral." Cerryl grinmaced.
"Nurmbers and sewers and offal... nunbers and sewers and of fal " offered Faltar in a

5

i spered chant, grinning broadly.
"Enough." But Lyasa grinned.
So did Cerryl, even as he wondered about the sewers.

LX

A narrow cooper's wagon rolled by, carrying but three large barrels, less than three cubits from
where Cerryl stood on the west side of the avenue, his white | eather jacket unfastened. The driver
flicked the reins, careful not to look directly at Cerryl, and the single horse halt-whuffed, half-
si ghed.

After the wagon passed, Cerryl turned the map, frowning, trying to hold it against the wi nd and
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study the tracery of black and purple and red lines. The two main sewers, the ones that collected
wastes fromall the others, nostly followed the avenue, each along an all eyway about a hundred
cubits back fromthe avenue. The nap showed sewers in three sizes, and fromwhat Cerryl could
deduce, there were large tunnels with wal kways, smaller tunnels, and then a scattering of covered
brick ditches.

Cerryl grinned as he | ooked fromthe map to the granite paving stones, and then to the large
houses on the east side of the avenue-perched al nost above the |arge sewer tunnels. Then he
nodded. O course, those with coins got the best waste disposal and the best roads and were
closest to the nmarket and the artisans, and even the grain exchange.

He wal ked farther north, past the market square, finding his nouth watering as the snell of
roasting fow was carried to himon the mdday wind that also held a hint of rain to cone.
Overhead, thin but dark gray clouds scudded sout hward.

" spices for the winter ... spices for late harvest..."

".. . best roots in Candar ... turnips, beets ... get your roots here..."

"Baskets, baskets for storage ..."

Cerryl lurched as a sudden gust of wind jerked at the nap, al nost dragging himoff the
curbstone and into the avenue itself. Since the way was clear, he rerolled the nap and wal ked
across the south side of the narket area.

A girl, perhaps the age of Serai, Pattera's sister, wal ked around a blue cart displaying woven
bl ankets, still |ooking over her shoul der. Her head turned, and she swall owed as she saw the white
jacket and trousers. Before Cerryl could say a word, she ducked back behind the cart.

"A bl anket, young ser? A fine white bl anket?"

Cerryl shook his head and, rolled map in hand, continued across the square. He al nost stopped
at the cart where a thin man roasted fow, but thought about the few coppers left in his purse and
kept wal ki ng. Too bad he had left his silvers behind at Tellis's. Once in a while he nissed them
and wondered if he would ever see that much coin again, but he felt the absence of the amul et
nor e.

He supposed Kesrik would call himstupid for not caring nore about the silvers, but there was
little he could do. The Guild had told Tellis that all Cerryl left belonged to the scrivener, and
Cerryl couldn't very well show up in Tellis's showoomand ask for his silvers back

After reaching the other side of the square and crossing the eastern section of the avenue, he
headed north again and into the jewelers' row Because of the wind, all the doors were closed, but
the shutters were open-enough to show that the netal smths were present for any custoners.

He paused before a goldsnith's shop with gold-trimmed green shutters and checked the sewer map
again, standing close to the white-Painted bricks of the wall to keep the wind from grabbing the
map. From what he could tell, the main sewers had been built farther fromthe avenue north of the
mar ket square.

Anot her gust of wi nd-col der-whi pped around him Wen it subsided, he studied the map again,
then wal ked north to the first side street, where he turned eastward, in the general direction of
Ni vor' s-t he apot hecary' s-1o00oking for the heavy bronze grill that marked an access grate to the
mai n sewer tunnel

The grate was alnost flush with the wall of a fuller's shop. Cerryl's eyes-and senses-noted the
chaos bound into the | arge white-bronze |ock that secured the grate, a square about two cubits on
each side

Wth his own senses, he could rmake out a set of narrow brick steps di sappearing into the
darkness below. He could al so sense that-agai n-soneone was following himw th a gl ass.

The wind rose, nore steadily, and a few drops of sonmething danp wet the back of his neck. He
turned and | ooked up. The clouds were thicker, and intermttent white flakes flew by his face. He
coul d sense the begi nning of the headache that al ways seened to conme with rain or snow

Cerryl fastened his jacket and started back toward the tower, half-wondering who was follow ng
himwi th a gl ass-and why.

LXI

Cerryl stepped into Myral's quarters, dimin the norning despite two lit wall lanps. Sleet clicked
agai nst the closed shutters, and the shutters rattled. He could feel a draft around his |egs unti
he cl osed the door fromthe tower |anding. H's head throbbed slightly, but it always did during
storms.

"Ah ... a warmwi nter day in Fairhaven." Myral wapped the white wool blanket around his
shoul ders but renmmi ned seated on one side of the table. He gestured to the seat directly across
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fromhim

Cerryl sat.

"How did you find the books?"

"I read them but I'mcertain | didn't understand everything." Cerryl paused. "I'msure
didn't."

"I'mnot sure | understand everything there, and | wote one of them" Mral lifted a nug from
whi ch steamdrifted upward into the chill air of the roomand took a sip. "You' re being put on
sewer duty earlier than nost students. Do you know why?"

"No, ser ... unless it's because | was a scrivener's apprentice." The remaining draft seeping

through the shutters chilled the back of Cerryl's legs, even through the thick white trousers. He
shifted his weight in the hard wooden chair, snelling the warmcider in the ol der nmage's nug.

"That is one reason. We'll get to the other in a bit." Mral took another sip of the cider
"The inportant thing to remenber is that Fairhaven is what it is because it is an ordered city."
Myral smiled blandly at Cerryl. "I use the word 'ordered' advisedly, but it's not something that

shoul d be discussed outside the Guild." He paused. "Or even within the Quild, except with nme, or
if Sterol or Jeslek should bring it up. Never with anyone else."

"Yes, ser."

Myral raised his eyebrows. "There is a difference between thoughts and words. Don't forget
that."

"No, ser."

"Just like a healthy person, a healthy city nmust have nourishnment, a functioning structure or
body, fresh clean water, and a way to get rid of wastes. The aqueducts supply the water, and the
sewers take away the wastes, and the Guild is there to ensure that the rest of the city's
structure works. Are you surprised that the Guild is the Wite Oder?"

"Ah ..." Cerryl wasn't surprised, and he wasn't unsurprised.

"You' ve had to worry about nore pressing needs. | inagine you worried nore about food than the
pl ace of the Guild. That's one reason why Sterol bent the guidelines to adnit you." Mral snled
"As for order... nost of the Guild doesn't like to admt it, and they're not exactly pleased to
accord sone recognition to the blacks. They'll do what they can ... but you can't separate order
and chaos and survive."

Cerryl nodded, not know ng what Myral expected.

"That is enough phil osophizing for now Starting tonorrow, or the day after, if the storm
doesn't clear, you are going to be cleaning sewers and finding places in themthat need to be
repaired. There are several things you need to keep in mnd in the sewers.” Mral's tone was dry.
"First, | ook both up and down. People don't | ook when they open their sewer catches. And the
brick, even on the wal kways, can crunble or get sliny."

Cerryl sat silently. Ceaning sewers? That was sewer duty?

"Also ... you'll be acconpanied by lancers-it's disciplinary duty for them.. so what kind of
guard you get..." The ol der mage shrugged

CGuards in the sewers? Cerryl noistened his |ips.

"We do our best to keep the sewers for offal and sewage ... that's one reason why the sewer
catches are so small. W don't want people shoving |arger wastes, |ike branches or bodies, into
the sewers." Myral grimaced. "W still find bodies-usually children-and then we have to try to
find who killed them ['Il get into that later. If you find a body right now, leave it and send a
messenger for ne."

Guards and bodi es? What lurked in the sewers? The door to the tower stairs rattled, and
Cerryl's eyes followed the sound before he turned back to concentrate on Myral

"Branches and any sort of rubbish that doesn't reflect a crime-it's up to you to dispose of it
as you clean the tunnel and the wal kway. "

Cerryl frowned. "Wth chaos-force, ser?"

"How el se?" Myral offered a broad snile. "How el se i ndeed? You can certainly call it forth." A
bri ef shadow crossed Myral's face, so brief Cerryl wasn't sure he had seen it. "It crackles around
you. You see Cerryl, those with the talent to handl e chaos are bl essed and cursed. Soneone who
m ght be a black nmage woul d not suffer should he choose not to use his talent. That is not true of
sonmeone with the talent to handle the white force of chaos. Chaos is so powerful that it rust be
gui ded and disciplined. If it is not, it will destroy anyone with the talent to channel it. It
cannot be ignored. In time, it will destroy even those of us with discipline."

Myral's face turned froman ironic snile to a sonber men. "One either masters chaos, or it
masters one. W cannot afford to have even one undi sciplined chaos focus in Candar."

Cerryl did not know what to say. He waited.

"You wonder-all young mages wonder-why the Guild suffers no one to survive who is not bound by
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its disciplines. Are we that power-mad? Are we so insecure that anyone who defies us nust be
destroyed?" A sadness crossed the round face, and Myral brushed back a | ock of w spy black hair
carefully, to cover part of his balding pate. "I fear for the tinme when there is no GQuild, no
di scipline."

How coul d there not be a Guild? Cerryl shifted his weight and gl anced toward the w ndow, but
the cl osed shutters bl ocked the view of the avenue stretching northward toward the artisans

squar e.
"Al'l things pass, young Cerryl, and the Guild will also, as will Fairhaven, and mad chaos-

wi elders will roam Candar, for the nmad attain their powers nmore quickly.” Myral shook his head.

"This | have seen ... but it will be many generations." He reached for the pitcher and poured

still steaming cider into the other nug and extended it to the younger man. "l have been remss,

and the roomis draft-ridden."

Cerryl sipped the hot cider gratefully.

"What has this neandering of an old nmage to do with the sewers?" The sadness vani shed with a
forced smle. "The sewers are where you all learn to wield and control chaos-force. If you fail
only you suffer.”

Cerryl could see that.

"There are two aspects to sewer duty-three if you count mai ntenance, but there your job is to
protect the masons. You nust learn to bring forth chaos-force under control, and you nust learn to
devel op a shield against that force-either that which you raise or that raised by others.

"The greatest mages-not the nost heral ded but the greatest-are those with the strongest
shields. 1'll leave it to you to figure out why."

Al'l of the mages did that-they |eft puzzles for the students to figure out. Was that an ongoi ng
test, or just because they were busy doing other things?

"You are not to attenpt shielding or raising chaos-force anywhere except in the sewers or when
directed by ne or an overnage."

"Are overmages the ones with the sunbursts?"

"Do you know why none of you are told that? Because the Guild doesn't care nuch for hotheads."
Myral nodded, alnobst to hinself. "Caution is called for when handling chaos." Myral smiled. "D d
you know t hat Anya was sent to scare you?"

"To see if | would flee?"

"And Ki nowi n was given instructions to let you have the illusion that you might be able to
escape. He didn't like that."

Cerryl felt half vindicated, half dazed.

"The sewers will be harder than that." Myral lifted the steaning cider. "To a warnmer tonorrow. "

Cerryl lifted his own nug, inclining his head to the rotund mage, knowing there was little else
he coul d do.

LXI |
Under the clear skies and with the bright sun on his back, Cerryl still felt cold because of the
chill wind that blew out of the northwest, alnobst into his face. He and Myral wal ked westward on

t he side avenue, followed by two of the white guards.

Next to a blank white granite wall-the side wall of a warehouse of sone sort-Mral stopped and
knelt by the bronze sewer grate. The older nmage funbled with his purse before extracting a |arge
bronze key. "Cerryl." Cerryl bent down.

"Watch what | do with the key. Use your senses." Cerryl could sense a point of chaos within the
heavy bronze | ock, and he watched as a darkness built up around the | ock before Myral turned the
key and opened it.

"Lift the grate.™

Cerryl struggled and lifted the grate, discovering that it opened on a pair of hidden hinge
pins nearly as thick as his wists.

"Swing it back against the wall."

Wien the grate was against the wall, another bronze ring protruding fromthe building wal
ext ended through the bars of the grate. Myral relocked the grate in the open position and returned
the key to his purse. The two guards stood back from the square opening.

"Did you see what | did?"

"You did sonething with darkness there."

"Exactly." Myral smled. "All sewer |ocks are charged with chaos. 1'll explain in a nonent." He
turned to the guards. "Remain here until we return.”
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"Yes, ser." The older and grizzl e-bearded armsnan nodded.

Myral stepped onto the top stair within the circular opening and started downward.

Cerryl glanced over his shoul der, back at the bronze grate that Myral had | ocked open, and at
the pair of white | ancers guarding the entrance to the main sewer tunnel. A faint smile crossed
the Iips of the taller and younger guard, then vanished.

Looki ng back down, Cerryl followed the ol der mage into the darkness barely Iit by the oil |anp
Myral carried down the narrow and unrailed brick staircase. Their boots clicked on the hard
bri cks.

The first odors-a m xture of barnyard and fish and rotten neat, or worse-al nost gagged Cerryl.

"You'll get used to it," Myral called back over his shoul der.

Never... | hope not. Cerryl swallowed and kept headi ng downward, trying not to think about the
source of the foul ness.

At the bottom of the stairs, Myral took several nore steps before he turned and waited.

The main sewer was a square tunnel of red gl azed bricks whose braced and squared granite arches
were a good two cubits above Cerryl's head as he stood at the foot of the narrow staircase. On the
| eft side was a wal kway, about two cubits w de, except where the cubit-w de stairs descended. To
the right of the wal kway was the drai nage way that carried the sewage, the surface of the turbid
wat ers another cubit or so bel ow the wal kway.

"In storms, the waters can rise halfway up the staircase." Mral paused, then added, "You don't
work in the sewers during heavy rains.”

The younger nman | ooked back at the stairs, imagining all that filthy water rushing through the
tunnel s.

"The secondary sewers are just tall enough to wal k in-sonetines-and the collectors for themare
little nore than covered and gl azed brick trenches anywhere fromone to two cubits square."

Cerryl decided not to ask how he was supposed to clean the collectors.

"You won't be working the collectors to begin with. You'll start on the secondaries once |I'm
sure you can handle the work. Now ... we'll go a little farther, until the wal kway starts to get
slinmy. It doesn't take |ong down here.”

A dozen cubits or so farther fromthe stairs, Myral halted. "I'mgoing to denonstrate how to

use chaos to clean away the filth. Watch me, with your eyes and your senses."

As the mage turned back toward the darkness, Cerryl could sense the buildup of chaos, a white
unseen fire that seemed to flicker around the ol der nage, yet behind the white of chaos was a dark
mst, a dilute blackness, the sane as Myral had used with the |ock, except there was nore of it.

Whhhssttt! A line of flane splashed across the bricks of the wal kway. Were there had been
green-and- bl ack sline there now were only powdery white dust and cl ean bri cks.

"What did you sense?"

"A black mist and chaos force beyond it, going away."

"The bl ack was an order shield. Unless held back, chaos force will expand equally in al
directions. That's why peopl e sel dom unl ock the sewer grates. Someone usually dies if they do."

"You pack chaos into the | ock?"

"Peopl e woul d be using the sewers for everything if we didn't. Now watch again."

Once nore, Myral repeated the process, and Cerryl tried to capture the feel of it, the
constriction and the rel ease as the chaos-fire arced away fromthe ol der mage, |eaving anot her
circle of clean brick, perhaps a cubit in dianeter.

"You see?"

"I think so."

Myral turned to Cerryl. Atip of flane flickered on his index finger. "W'Ill start with the
eld. Try to replicate the black mst. Squeeze the flame up into a thin line."

Cerryl concentrated. Nothing. Wy was he trying to control Myral's chaos force?

"No. Order is not an absence of chaos. Try this. If chaos is fire, flanming where it will, order
is ice. You have seen snowf | akes, have you not ?"

"Yes, ser." Hot in the tunnel despite the cold wi nd above, Cerryl wi ped his forehead.

"I'f you | ook at a snowfl ake, each one is an ordered pattern, a repeating lattice."

Cerryl didn't know what to say.

Myral blotted his forehead, stream ng sweat, with the back of his sleeve. Then he sighed. "Pure
chaos has no pattern, only power. Pure order is |like death or ice, with a perfect structure and no
life. Think about a pattern, any pattern. Build it in your mnd-a net, a web, a lattice..."

Cerryl nodded.

" and pattern it around the chaos." Myral continued to sweat as the chaos-flane danced on
his fingertip.

The second tinme, the student nmage created the i mage of a black net shrinking around the chaos-

shi
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fire. He blinked as the point of chaos-fire w nked out.

"Again." This time Myral manifested a brighter line of fire, bright enough that Cerryl could
see the rivulets of sweat stream ng down the ol der nage's face.

Cerryl put his mnd back to the dark net-and the Iight vani shed.

"Good. You try it. The snall est anount of chaos-fire you can raise. The very smallest."

Cerryl obeyed, trying to forma candle tip of white fire just above his upraised index finger.

The faintest point of |ight appeared.

"Good. Now ... try to use order to nove it away fromyou."

Cerryl managed the black lattice nmist-and the chaos-fire flicked out. So did the lanp Myra
hel d.

"Order nmay be harder to hold than chaos," said Myral dryly, "but it is stronger than nost white
mages realize." The lanmp flickered back to life, sparked by a touch of chaos-fire. "Unless they've
already run into one of the blacks from Recl uce."

Cerryl wiped his forehead, realizing that even the small efforts asked by Myral were tiring.
"If order is so strong, why did Creslin |leave Candar? |'ve always wondered ..."

"And were afraid to ask?" Myral |aughed gently. "If the accounts are hal fway correct, he was
the greatest weather nmge ever known and possibly the greatest blade of his tine. Yet he ran. Is
t hat what you're asking?"

Cerryl nodded just the slightest bit.

"Because the man had brains, young Cerryl. He'd offended the Guild, with reason ... How many
mages are there in the Guild?"

"I don't know. "

"Good. How nmany do you know?"

"I've seen close to a score, naybe even twice that. |I'mnot sure."
"And how many mages supported Creslin?"
"One- Megaera. "

"Actually, there were two other blacks at first, but it doesn't matter. Wuld you have stayed
in Candar with fivescore tines your nunber of mages seeking you, and all the arnsnen east of the
West horns seeki ng your head for a price?"

"Ch..."

"He was smart. An isle is about the only place that coul d have stopped that nany white nages-
all that water, and, worse for poor Jenred, he picked an isle with an iron core." Myral shook his
head. "This history isn't inproving your handling of chaos-force. A stronger touch of chaos-just a
little stronger, mnd you."

Cerryl let nore chaos-force glimer fromhis fingers, until it exuded enough light to match the
| anp. Then ... slowly, he wove his black net around it, turning it into a |ong gl ow ng taper.

"Now ... push the force away fromyou, toward the bricks on the side of the tunnel or the
wal kway. "

Cerryl tried ... and the worm i ke chaos-fire flopped onto the bricks alnost at his feet.

Whsst .

"It's harder to propel it away fromyou. That's why you need to work on the shield first. You
can get burned by your own fire."

Cerryl glanced at the small patch of ash and clean brick beneath.

"Chaos-fire is hard on boots-and toes." Myral's voice took on the dry tone again

The student nage swal | owed.

"Again. You need to keep practicing until you hardly have to think about what you're doing."

Cerryl wiped his forehead with the back of his hand, then took a deep breath. He had the
feeling the day was going to be | ong-very |ong.

LXI 11

Cerryl took the large brass key that Myral had entrusted to him and Placed it in the | ock
letting the black order rise and gently restrain the chaos-fire that would have burst forth if
wi thout the restraint-or order shield.

Order-just to use chaos. The strangeness of it still struck him alnmpst with a shiver, a shiver
conpounded by the distinctly foul odor rising fromthe tunnel below the grate.
"Bad one down there ..." murnmured one of the guards.

"They're all bad when they need to be cleaned,” answered Jyantyl, the head guard of the
det achnent .
Once Cerryl had lifted the grate and rel ocked both the bronze lock and its chaos force, he
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turned to the senior guard.

"Jyantyl, | don't know how long this will take." Is that a true statenent!

"Me and Shel kar will stand by here." A smile followed. "Usually a season or so. Mst give the
guards a midday break, and they need it as well."

Cerryl nodded, thankful for the conbined renm nder and hint.

The other two guards, U lan and Dientyr, followed Cerryl down the narrow steps to the secondary
sewer tunnel. Cerryl alnost slipped on the bottom step

"Hold it."

"Yes, ser." As Ul an stopped, his lance scraped the fired and gl azed brick of the wall.

Cerryl | ooked down at the green slinme on the bottomtwo steps, then at the runnel. The gray-and-
bl ack mass in the drai nage way bobbed up and down gently, within a half-span of the wal kway. The
tunnel walls were coated with sline up to a good three cubits above the water |evel

Sonet hi ng was partly bl ocking the sewer-somewhere.

First things first. He turned. "Ulan... back up a little. | need to clean these steps."

The dark-haired | ancer guard nodded, the ends of his twi g-thin nmustache fluttering as he did.
He and the sandy-haired Dientyr stepped back up to street |evel

Cerryl backed up three steps and | ooked down. He took a deep breath and concentrated, first on
raising the black shield nist and then on pushing forth the chaos-fire.

Wihhssst... A glob of fire half-floated, half-fell onto the third step fromthe bottom and
oozed across the two steps belowit. Points of fire sparked as the chaos |lit scraps of wood or
sonmet hing. Cerryl could feel the residual heat wash over his |egs, despite his boots and heavy
white trousers.

Dar kness, what a sloppy firebolt...

In a nonent, the steps held only powdered white ashes that sifted off the glazed bricks.

Cerryl took another breath and rmustered another shield and nore chaos-fire.

This time his firebolt was |larger and cl eared the wal kway for perhaps three cubits. Cerryl
stepped down onto the wal kway, trying not to gag at the stench that enfol ded him

He gl anced at the side of the tunnel by the steps, then repressed a sigh. Everything needed
fire-scouring. Everything.

As he turned to the wall beside the steps, a gurgling and bubbling came fromthe drai nage way,
and he glanced back in tinme to see a gas bubble pop out of the dark green fuzz on top of the
wast ewat er .

For a nonent, he felt he couldn't breathe, and he quickly junped up two steps and took a gasp
of air, glad he hadn't | oosed any chaos-fire when the gas bubble had burst.

He shook his head and rai sed order and chaos-fire again, clearing the tunnel wall. He stepped
down to the tunnel and gl anced toward the drai nage way.

Then he clinmbed back up the stairs.

" up and down ... up and down ..

"Shut up, Ulan... be glad it's himand not you. Sone'd have you down there in front of him
and you'd not last so long as clean air down there."

Cerryl ignored the byplay and, fromhal fway up the steps, dropped a firebolt onto the green-and-
gray scumfuzz on top of the wastewater

Crunpt... unpt... unp ...

Aline of fire and a series of little explosions ran in both directions fromthe chaos-fire
i npact. After a nonent, white ash sprayed across the secondary sewage tunnel below, some rising on
hot sewer air and gas into the cooler fresh air of the street above.

"...ugh. "

"Ulan," warned Jyantyl.

Cerryl already felt tired, and he'd barely cleared the area around the tunnel entrance. A gust
of cold air swirled around himand nixed with the fetid sewer atnosphere.

He stepped down to the wal kway. Bits of white ash covered the thick-1ooking wastewater, but the
green-and-gray scumfuzz had di sappeared. Burned off? Cerryl didn't know. Mbre reading, he sup-
Posed.

Anot her firebolt brought nore clear wal kway bricks. He glanced at the drai nage way. Was the
wast ewater |level slightly Iower? Had the scum he'd burned off slowed the flow down?

Slowly he wal ked anot her hal f-dozen paces into the darkness, though he could sense things well
enough. Sonething protruded fromthe drainage way, not a great deal, perhaps a half cubit above
the water |evel, and he thought the water |evel was | ower on the other side. A rubbish buildup?

Wth a half-shrug, he lofted another firebolt onto whatever it was that rose out of the
dr ai nage way.

A burst of flane flared into the tunnel, then subsided, and the protuberance vani shed with a
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gurgling sound. Then another gurgling sound rose, and the water level in the drainage way began to
dr op.

"Why here?" Then he | ooked back toward the stairs and the grate above. O course sone good
citizen of Fairhaven had probably disposed of sonething through the bars-sonething he hadn't
wanted to bring to the refuse wagon

Cerryl wanted to shake his head. Whatever it had been, he'd just destroyed it.

Hi s eyes went to the drai nage way, now down to what he thought was a nore normal |evel, and
back al ong the next dozen cubits of wal kway that he had yet to clean

He nmustered another firebolt, scouring half the distance to what he'd cl eaned previously, but
his head was beginning to ache, like it did in a storm and skies were clear

How coul d he direct enough fire to clean anything? He | eaned agai nst the just-cleaned tunne
wal | for a nonent.

Light... light... Myral kept talking about light. So had Jeslek. That had to be sonethi ng about
it, something he needed to think about... if he ever had time and energy.

"Ulan, you and Dientyr can come down now." Hi s voice sounded ragged, but he turned toward the
darkness and sline ahead.

LXI'V

Cerryl rapped on the door to Myral's tower quarters. Al nost imrediately, he felt the sense of
bei ng watched in a gl ass.

"Come on in, Cerryl."

As the sense of being scanned vani shed, the student nmage opened the door and entered, closing
it behind himfirmy. "I'mhere, as you requested, ser."

"Yes, you are here. That's good." Myral stood fromthe chair by the round table. "It neans that
you got the lock open and closed. | would have heard if you hadn't gotten that far. Jyantyl also
woul d have reported if you hadn't been able to clean anything." The round-faced nage pointed to
the chair. "Have a seat. You'll be on your feet all day-Wuld you |like sonme hot cider?"

"Yes, please." Cerryl waited until Myral poured another nug of the steamng |iquid and had
reseated himself. He could see the faintest of white chaos residue around Myral, far |less than he
sensed around Jesl ek or Sterol. Do other nmages sense that around you?

"You were up in the old tanners' section, along the old warehouses."

Cerryl nodded, taking a quick sip of the spiced cider, so nmuch better than the water or ale
that were the norning choices in the neal hall

"It's been a while since it's been scoured. How was it?"

"The drai nage way was cl ogged, not nore than a dozen cubits fromthe steps." Cerryl nanaged
anot her sip, despite the heat of the beverage.

"That happens a | ot. People push things through the grates. The rubbish fl ows sonme distance,
sonmetimes quite a distance, before it catches on sonething and creates a bl ock." Myral cocked his
head slightly. "Did you find out what it was?"

"No, ser. | didn't figure that out until | saw something sticking out of the scumand fired it.
Then it was too late."

"It burned, | take it."

"The scum burned off and so did whatever janmed the drai nage way."

"It could have been worse. You can get quite a jolt if you hit polished iron or steel and
you're not expecting it. Quite a jolt.” Myral fingered his bearded chin thoughtfully. "Have you
reached that cluster of third-level inlets on the south side?"

"No, ser."

"How far did you get?"

"Not very far, ser. Yesterday, |'d guess maybe forty cubits. The slinme was al nost shoul der high
on the walls."

"That secondary hasn't been thoroughly cleaned in three or four years, | believe. The cluster

shoul d be another fifty cubits or so beyond where you are now. Wen you get there, spend sone tine
cleaning the inlets as far back as you can press with your chaos-fire."

"How far should | be able to reach?"

Myral shrugged. "You have just begun to handle chaos-fire. | don't have any idea. You ought to
be able to press it fifteen or twenty cubits back, and the steam should clean it even farther. You
can use the steamto your advantage, you know? Bl ock the conduit with your shield, and the steam
can only go the other way."

"Ah... yes, ser. | hadn't thought of that." How nuch el se hadn't he thought about?
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"You'll learn. You have to do things to learn." Myral smiled politely and stood. "Ch, there's
one other thing | forgot to tell you. Never use all the chaos force you have."

Cerryl nodded.

"No. | nean it. You can feel the force build up within you, right? Before you rel ease it?"

"Yes, ser, in a way."

"If you spray out everything each time, you get tired quickly. Also, unless you're |ike Jeslek-

with so much power to spare that it doesn't matter-you'll find that your ability to handl e chaos
di m ni shes over tine."

"Wn't hol ding chaos back ... ?" Cerryl wasn't certain exactly what he wanted to say.

"Mayhap ... | didn't say that as well as | could have. Use the force you have, but don't

strain. Don't try to push that last bit out that you may not have."

That nade nore sense

"Well, best you get to work. Stop by tonmorrowevery norning, in fact-and give ne a report."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl stood.

"Thi nk about what you do. Do not just act." Myral inclined his head toward the door

Cerryl nodded and | eft, closing the door behind himand starting down the stairs, then pausing
as he heard boots coming up from bel ow

He stepped back up to the landing as a blonde-haired figure in green appeared. "Good norning."
He eased to one side of the landing to give the green-eyed young wonman access to Myral's door

"Good day." Leyladin sniled pleasantly but nade no nove to enter Myral's quarters or to
continue up the steps.

Cerryl felt tongue-tied, wanting to say something but not knowi ng what he could say-or dared to
say. Finally, he forced a smle and said, "Good day." He headed down the steps, conscious of her
eyes on his back, w shing he had said sonething nore profound-or |ess banal

He' d dreamed of her for years, and all he could say was "Good day." He | ooked back up the
steps, but she had gone into Myral's quarters. He took a deep breath. He had sewers to clean

LXV

Cerryl trudged down the corridor toward his cell, feeling that his shirt, tunic, and trousers
snel |l ed of sewer, even though he'd washed thoroughly and brushed the surface of his garnents with
the hint of chaos-fire before redonning thema trick he'd picked up fromwatching Myral. Then
maybe the snell of sewage was too deeply inbedded in his nostrils for one stop in the washroomto
rid himof it.

He' d been working nearly an ei ght-day on the one secondary sewer, and he'd cl eaned the space
bet ween two access grates-all of perhaps three hundred cubits, nore or |ess. The section he'd
wor ked on had only a handful of small collectors entering it, and that was fine because he wasn't
very good at pushing chaos force away from hinself and through the buried small glazed brick
conduits. The slime and grime were coated on the brick walls nore than half a handspan thick in
sone places, and Cerryl had to wonder when the collector had | ast been scoured.

He didn't stop by his cell, knowing he was close to being |ate for the evening neal. As he
stopped outside the neal hall, he felt again- as he had nore and nore frequently-that soneone was
wat ching himin a glass. But who?

He squared his shoul ders and stepped into the room glancing around and seeing Faltar and Lyasa
at one of the round center tables. Lyasa was the one who notioned for himto join them

" the sewer student... say he's spent an eight-day between two grates-two nearby grates.”
Kesri k | ooked up and smled blandly. Beside the stocky blond sat a redheaded youth in a new
student nmamge's tunic, the red stripes at the end of the sleeves bright and fresh. On the ot her
side of the new student sat Beal tur.

Cerryl smiled back at Kesrik and continued toward the serving table. His stonmach grow ed after
the | ong day.

" be a long year for him" Bealtur didn't bother to ook in Cerryl's direction
supposed to clean at | east one collector all the way," nmurrmured Kesrik. "At |east one."

Myral hadn't mentioned that; he'd just told Cerryl to clean it out as well as he could and stop
by every norning to report on his progress.

Every morning, the rotund nage had answered Cerryl's few questions and repeated the sane
instructions, not appearing either pleased or displeased.

Cerryl concentrated on filling his platter with stewed fow, still checking for chaos in the
food and finding none. Then he stepped toward the table with Faltar and Lyasa.

"They say you're having a hard tine of it," Faltar said quietly as Cerryl slipped onto the
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st ool

"Trying to ..." Cerryl paused, wondering if he should even nention the neans. "Yes, it's hard,
harder than | woul d have thought.” He took a bite out of the hot crusty bread.

"No one has an easy tine in the sewers," said Lyasa. "I didn't."

" finding that out..." nmunbled Cerryl, finding hinself gobbling down his food.

"It takes a lot of energy, and you're going to be eating a great deal nore."

Faltar gl anced from Cerryl to Lyasa.

"It just does," said Lyasa. "You'll see."

Cerryl would have sniled, if he hadn't had a nouthful of stewed fowl, at the way Lyasa al so
avoi ded nentioning the use of chaos-fire.

"It's hard work, and | inagine Cerryl got the filthiest secondary in the system" Lyasa popped
a last norsel of bread into her nouth.
Fal tar brushed blond hair off his forehead. "You two are keeping secrets. | can tell."

"When you go to work on the sewers, you can judge that." Lyasa turned to Cerryl. "Did you know
that the Council has worked out a trade agreement with both Certis and Sligo?"

Cerryl decided that Lyasa wasn't just changing the subject, but thought he should know about
the trade agreenent, not that he knew anythi ng about trade. "And? The way you say that neans
there's sonet hi ng unusual about it."

"They' ve put a tax on goods from Recluce-wool nostly, |'d guess."

That didn't help Cerryl rmnuch

"We don't need their wool," said Faltar. "Montgren has plenty of sheep.”

"Spidlar doesn't. Gallos doesn't. Kyphros does, but not northern Gallos."

Cerryl broke off a chunk of the still-warm bread, then took a sip of the ale. "That should nean
sonet hing. "
"CGeography ..." suggested Lyasa.

Cerryl nentally called up the map Jesl ek had required. "Gallos doesn't have any ports-except
Ruzor, and that's a | ong way from Fenard."

"The south is Kyphros. It may be part of Gallos, but the Kyphans don't think so. Anyway,
Ruzor's no good except for the south, and they don't need wool there anyway, not a |ot. Besides,
the Anal eri ans have their own sheep." Lyasa shrugged, as if the inplications were obvious. "Stero
and Jesl ek both spoke in the neeting... that's what | overheard."

"They're worried about Recluce."

"Cerryl, the @uild has been worried about Recluce since the tine of Creslin and Jenred the
Traitor."” Faltar |laughed, then turned to Lyasa. "Wat about Recl uce?”

Lyasa lifted her shoul ders again, then dropped them "I don't know. Not for sure, but the
prefect of Gallos doesn't listen nuch to Sverlik, and the Spidlarian Traders' Council has never
allowed a white nmage into Spidlaria. Not in years, anyway."

"Trouble in the west, then?" asked Cerryl. "Wth the traders preferring to use the sea and
Recl uce?"

"And not to pay road taxes to Fairhaven," suggested Faltar

"I don't know for sure."

Cerryl had a feeling Lyasa did, but he didn't press the issue as he | ooked at his enpty
platter. He stood. "I still have to study for Esaak."

"You have to study while you' re on sewers?" asked Lyasa, pushing jet-black hair back over her
ears.

"The nost honored Jeslek informed nme that | was woefully deficient in mathematicks." Cerryl
| aughed softly. "I still am Esaak informs ne."

"He so infornms all," said Faltar dryly.

"Even so ..." Cerryl gestured toward the corridor to his cell.
As he left the neal hall, he could hear Bealtur murmur, "Yes ... go study, for all the good it
will do ..."

Once in his cell, Cerryl picked up Naturale Mathenaticks and dutifully opened the book, taking
out the slate and chal k stick. Three pages and a dozen problens were all he nanaged before his
head was swi mMi ng.

He cl osed the book and stood. He began walking in a narrow circle in his room He was tired but
not that sleepy, and if he tried to sleep, he'd just wake up in the nddl e of the night. Besides,
he still hadn't followed up on Myral's-and everyone's-suggestions about |ight and chaos-fire. He
paused. That wasn't right. Various nages had suggested he study light. None had linked it with
chaos-fire. Was that another of the unnmentioned |inks or bits of know edge that he'd assuned were
tied together?

Li ght, trade, Recluce, sewers, mathenmaticks, Recluce ... Cerryl found hinself rubbing his
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forehead. H s eyes went to Colors of Wite, then toward the Mathematicks book. Finally, he lifted
Colors and slowy opened it.
Light? What did it say about light? He flipped through the sections, trying to recall what he
had read, the pages that had dealt with light. He found one section and read it, then frowned.
Cerryl studied the words again... There was sonething there.
light, being the spirit and manifestation of chaos, has neither order nor nore than mni ni mal
cohesion... but enbodies all the power of primal chaos in a manifestation that nust be weaker than
its source in order for those objects on which it falls to survive..
That made sense ... in a vague sort of way. He closed his eyes and tried to think, then opened
them as he found hinmself jerking as if he were about to fall asleep
Dar kness knew, he was tired enough. He read the next few lines.
the chall enge facing any mage is to strengthen the power of chaos enbodied in |ight wthout
reducing light to mere streans of color w thout true power

Mere streans of color without power... did that nmean sone streanms of colored |light had true
power? How could that be? His eyes closed, and he forced them open
The inplication was that light fromthe sun was | ess powerful than it could be ... and sonehow

that was tied into separating-or strengthening light by separating it into different beans of
col or.

Maybe tonorrow ...

He barely managed to pull off his boots and hang up his whites before collapsing onto his bed

He didn't remenber waking up or even eating before he went to the secondary collector to begin
hi s cl eaning duties once again, but was that because he had been so tired?

Still... he found hinmsel f back underground, standing in a long and sliny sewer... a secondary
collector, and the oozing scumfromthe drai nage way seened to grab at his boots, with armike
branches that cl utched.

Cerryl tried to wield chaos-fire, but his firebolts were but small gl obes of flame that
sputtered across the greened bricks w thout searing themclean. Each step found himtrying to yank
his boots free. Even when he did not nove, he had to |lift his boots and kick themfree of the
clutching ooze and sline.

He gl anced over his shoul der, but the white |ancers had vani shed and so had their |lanp. And the
grate at the top of the steps was again closed, |locked with a bronze |ock that bore doubl e order
and chaos tw sted around it.

Cerryl felt heat at his back, and he turned to the space he had been cleaning. A fireball of
chaos abruptly swelled up before himon the brick wal kway. Lines of light, Iight that burned |ike
chaos-fire, but nore brightly, flared fromthe chaos ball, and his tunic burst into flame, and he
could feel his face blister and the lances of light rip through himlike spears of fire.

Cerryl bolted up in his bed abruptly. Sweat poured fromhis forehead. It had only been a dream
a realistic dream but only a dream

Still... he could feel chaos-and sonething el se-nearby. Hi s eyes and senses scanned his cell
but no one was within the room He massaged his forehead. It had to be the dream
After a nonent, he padded barefoot across the cold stone to the door, lifted the Iatch, and

eased the door to the corridor barely ajar. H s eyes said that no one was about in the darkness
wel | before dawn, yet his senses indicated that soneone was, just past his door. Then Faltar's
door eased open and cl osed.

Cerryl swallowed. He had seen no one, not even Faltar. Yet soneone had passed. He sniffed the

air. Ascent... a faint fragrance ... sonehow famliar ... sandal wood and sonet hi ng.

The only nage who wore any fragrance was Anya-at |east the only one he knew. But... Anya-going
to Faltar's cell? Wiy? Faltar was only a student nmage, and probably a good year from beconing a
full nmage, perhaps longer, since Faltar had been in the halls longer than Cerryl but still hadn't
even done anything in the sewers.

Anya ... why? Why was she beddi ng-or seeing-Faltar in secret? And what el se had he m ssed?

Cerryl rubbed his chin, feeling a few signs of the beard he had wondered if he woul d ever grow.
What had Anya done to avoid being seen?

Li ght ? Had she used order to wap |ight around her?

Abruptly, he realized his feet were chilled and getting col der, and that he stood with his door
ajar. He eased the door shut and the latch back in place as silently as he could, and clinbed back
into his bed, his thoughts spinning.

Every tine he turned, there was |ight-sone aspect of light-and he still didn't understand ..
not well enough. Colors of Wite offered oblique hints ... and little nore. Myral offered hints

and little nore.

Wth a sigh, Cerryl pulled the thin blanket around him
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LXVI

Cerryl glanced through the gl oomof the secondary sewer runnel at the line on the bricks where the
slime began, then concentrated on raising his order shield and then channeling chaos. Hi s nose
twitched at the noisonme odors rising fromthe scumon the section of drainage way to his right.

As in his dream a globule of chaos-fire barely arced out before him burning clear a patch of
bricks no nore than two cubits across, leaving the slightest of white residues. If you can't do
better than that, it will be a |ong day, and seasons in the sewers.

He strai ghtened his shoul ders and took a deep breath. The second time, he forced his shields
down at an angl e.

Wihssstt! The chaos-fire sprayed across the bricks, alnobst like liquid, scouring a patch nearly
twice the size of the first.

Behind him U lan nervously clunked his spear butt on the bricks of the wal kway, and the nuted
t hunks echoed around Cerryl. The student mage paused, not wanting to say anything ... but the
sound was distracting.

"Stop it," whispered Dientyr to Ul an

Cerryl waited until the echoes died away, and then turned the chaos-fire on the tunnel wall
across the drai nage way.

Whhhssttt! This time the fire arced too | ow, barely scouring the bricks a cubit above the water
| evel

Cerryl frowned. He'd done so much better before he'd started thinking about how to handl e and
direct the chaos-fire. Wiy was that? He knew he didn't want to spew fire wildly-or even half-
wildly. He'd seen how little good that had done for the fugitive back at Dylert's mll.

"Less order... nore chaos ..." he murnured, and tried a third tine. The results were better but
not much-a patch on the wal kway perhaps three cubits |long and one wi de.

Doggedly, he kept at it, slowy scouring the bricks on the wal kway and the wall. Wen he had a
section nearly ten cubits long cleaned, he turned the fire on the scumin the drainage way. A
qui ck-running fire burned across the surface, leaving the turbid and slowflow ng water free of
the scum and an odor that mixed ashes, dung, and worse.

Slowly, he cleared the bricks, noting al nost absently that he had to take | onger and | onger
breaks between each effort... and that U lan had started tapping the | ance on the bricks again. He
gl anced back at an for a nonent.

"Sorry, ser." Ul an bobbed his head, and the thin nustache tw tched.

W thout speaking, Cerryl turned back to the work at hand.

Once, as a firebolt seared a chunk of branch, Dientyr whispered to Ulan again. "Stop banging
that |ance. He's no Jeslek, but he's got enough flame to fry us."

No Jesl ek? Not yet. Cerryl tightened his lips for a noment, then just let the fire fly.

VWHHHSSSTTTT! The fire cascaded into the tunnel wall across the drainage way and splattered in
all directions, scouring clear an irregular patch nearly ten cubits long and half again as high

"U ppp!" The gulp fromUlan was followed by stillness.

Cerryl smiled to hinself, but the expression faded quickly. Sonehow ... sonehow, he had to
manage to conbine control with the relaxed flow of chaos... sonmehow. And that was hard when he
still didn't really understand what he was doing.

Recal I i ng what Myral had said, Cerryl tried to concentrate on separating chaos into a stream of
red light and one of green... but that wasn't what he got. Instead, three separate beans fl ared-
yell ow, blue, and red-flashing across the sline on the wal kway, |eaving a hint of steam but not
scouring the glazed bricks clean

" was that?" murnured Ul an

"Shut up... don't know, and don't want to find out,"” rmuttered Dientyr. "Get us both turned into
ash."

"Qooof fff."
Even without turning, Cerryl had the feeling that Ulan had gotten an el bow, or sonething, in
the gut. He glanced at the faint masma of steamthat dissipated as he watched. Three col ors?

He took another deep breath and faced the wall across the drai nage way.

LXVI |

Esaak's fat hand flew across the slate, |leaving behind a line of nunbers "You see? If you take the
area of the cross-section... Bah!" Esaak stared at Cerryl. "Do you not see?"
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Cerryl was having great trouble, not with understanding why it was necessary, but with Esaak's
expl anat i ons.

"You do not see why the study of mathematicks is necessary despite all | have said... despite
the evidence of Fairhaven." The heavyset mage gave a deep sigh, and his wattled jow s wobbl ed.

"Ser..."

"You are cleaning the sewers, are you not?"

"Yes, ser."

"Does the water, when the sewer is clean, not flow bel ow the drai nage way?"

"Yes, ser."

"How di d the engineer who built that secondary tunnel know how big to build it? Did he just
guess?”

Cerryl felt blank. He knew that the engineer couldn't have guessed. Esaak woul dn't have asked
the question, but why was the ol der mage aski ng such an obvi ous question? "He used mat hemati cks."

"Brilliant. Now ... how and why?"

How? That Cerryl didn't know. "He used mathenaticks to make sure it didn't fall apart or wasn't
too small. | understand that, ser. It's the fornulas and the way to mani pul ate nunbers | have
trouble with."

"Cerryl... you are so bright, and so stupid." Esaak w ped his sweating forehead. "No ... no one
ever taught you anything, did they?"

"No, ser."

"How did you learn to read? Jeslek and Sterol say you read well-at |east history and maps."

"l persuaded a tutor of nmy naster's daughter to teach nme the letters, and | worked at her books-
those she would lend nme. Tellis the scrivener hel ped ne sone later."

"It is too bad they taught you nothing of nunbers. Wat a waste. We will do our best, though it
is late in your life for such." Esaak paused. "This fornula-it shows ..." Esaak paused. "You know
a watering trough? Well, the bottom of the sewer tunnel is like a trough..."

Cerryl forced himself to concentrate, hoping that he would still understand after he left
Esaak' s chanbers and headed out to the sewer again.

LXVI I |

Cerryl rapped on the brass-bound white oak door.

"You nmay cone in, Cerryl," called Myral

As normal for cold nornings, the ol der nage was sipping hot spiced cider froman earthenware
mug. The shutters were closed, but wi spy glimrers of bright sunlight flickered through hairline
openings in the frame, glimrers that seened to nove with the breeze that brushed the tower. Mra
had a white wool en | ap robe across his knees, although Cerryl felt the days were getting warmer.

Myral followed Cerryl's eyes to the lap robe. "The days might seem warmer, but I'mcolder. I'm
tenpted to ask Sterol to send me to Ruzor, except..." He shook his head and forced a smle. "It's
warm there all year."

"Some would say it is hot there." What had Myral al nbst sai d?

"These bones coul d use sone heat. At times | would not nmind the heat of the Stone Hills." Mra
t ook another sip of cider

Cerryl glanced at the small hearth, where a handful of coals still gl owed.
"The coals provide nmore lasting heat than a fire." Myral cleared his throat. "Your progress?”
"Another thirty cubits yesterday, ser, nore or less." Cerryl stopped, then added, "I had a

probl emthe other day."
"Wth the | ancers or you? Be precise, Cerryl." Myral frowned. "Wat kind of problen"

"Wth me. | was trying to be nore exact. | was trying to direct the chaos-fire, and the harder
| tried, the less force | had." Cerryl swallowed. "Ah ... then | tried to think nore about
light... the way you said, and | got three flashes of light at the same tine-red and yel |l ow and
bl ue. They barely scorched the slime. But whatever it was | did, | couldn't do it again.”

"Mmm " Myral sipped his cider, glanced at the door behind Cerryl, then coughed. "Wat happened
to your chaos-fire?"
"I lowered ny shields and didn't think much, and there was plenty But the colored shafts

bot hered me. Chaos-fire arcs and falls eventually but these didn't, and..." Cerryl stopped. Had he
heard footsteps on the stairs? Leyl adin?
Despite what Lyasa had said, he still wondered about the healer Why couldn't blacks and whites

be | overs-wi thout danger? And was Leyladin really a black? Was she Myral's | over?
The faintest scraping penetrated the room and Cerryl coul d sense soneone standi ng outside on
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t he | andi ng.

"Ah ..." Myral glanced toward the heavy white oak door. "That is sonething you will have to
wor k out yourself, young Cerryl. Each nage must, you know. Chaos handling is not |ike
mat henat i cks, where each nunber always has the sane val ue. "

The younger nage suppressed a frown. Force was force ... Sonehow Myral's words seened w ong,
but Cerryl could not say why.

"Thi nk about the Iight. You might reread Col ors of Wite-even nore carefully."”

Cerryl nodded, suppressing his inmediate need to protest that he had al ready done so, many nore
ti mes than anyone suspected.

"You may go," Myral said, with another glance at the door

"Yes, ser." Cerryl stood.

"Tonorrow. "

After a nod of acknow edgnent, the younger man turned and wal ked to the door, opening it and
steppi ng outside onto the | anding, a |anding occupi ed by another.

"Good day, Leyladin." Cerryl offered a smile, broader than he'd intended as his eyes took in
the oval face, the blonde hair that was faintly red and tunbled not quite to her shoul ders, the
green eyes that sparkled even in the dimess of the landing, and the lips that were full, but not
too full.

"Cood day, Cerryl." She returned his snile with one that was friendly but not inviting. "Be
careful in the depths."

"Thank you." Now what? He wondered, but got no further, as she opened Myral's door and stepped
inside, closing it, and | eaving himstanding on the | anding.

Wth a shrug he really didn't feel, Cerryl started down the stone steps to the foyer, passing
the guards at the | owest |evel and then hurrying down the steps to the foyer. He had managed a few
more words, a very few, but he still felt tongue-tied around her. She was truly beautiful

He crossed the foyer, pausing when he turn,ed toward the rear of the hall as a redheaded figure
approached. He bowed. "G eetings, honored Anya."

"I"'mnot that rmuch your elder, Cerryl." A warm and white-toothed smle flashed across Anya's
face, a smle Cerryl distrusted even as he adnmired its effectiveness. "If you keep working, you'l
be up before the Council within the next few years ... and then we'll be working together for a
long tinme."

The scent of sandal wood, m xed with roses or another heavy floral essence, enfol ded him al nost
cl oyi ng.

"I amyet in the sewers,"” he pointed out, "but you are kind."

"You are cautious, an adnirable attribute." Her smle turned even nore perfunctory. "Do your
best in the sewers."

As Anya gave a parting nod and wal ked across the high-ceilinged foyer toward the steps to the
tower, Cerryl turned toward the courtyard and the | ancers' barracks beyond, where he woul d again
meet Jyantyl and the other |ancers assigned to his charge, although he was certain Jyantyl was
reporting on himas well as supervising the disciplinary detail.

The sun seened slightly warnmer on his face as he entered the courtyard. Was winter really
comng to an end? Had he been in the Halls of the Mages nearly a year? By spring, it would be a
year.

So much had happened ... and so little. So nany hidden tests-and pitfalls. After nearly a year
he still had no idea whether the poisoned cider had been a test or an attenpt to kill him though
he suspected nore and nore it had been a crude attenpt at murder by Kesrik or Bealtur. But that
was sonet hing he couldn't prove and dared not nention ... because ... if it had been a test... He
shook his head. H's |ogic was weak, but his feelings were strong. Mentioning the cider would do no
good, especially since Myral was the only one who drank cider all the tinme, and he doubted
strongly that Myral would stoop to poison. And Kesrik didn't seem smart enough to think or try
sonmething like that on his own.

So had soneone been trying to get rid of two people? Mire feelings you can't prove?

Li ke mat hemati cks, and chaos-fire ... he just didn't know enough.
The warnth of the sun was countered by the chill of the spray fromthe fountain, and he
continued through the rear hall into the next courtyard and toward the barracks.

"W be ready, ser." Jyantyl straightened as Cerryl neared.

"Good." Cerryl turned toward the avenue, Jyantyl wal ki ng beside him the other four |ancers two
abr east behi nd them

The secondary sewage collector tunnel Cerryl had been assigned was nore than two kays fromthe
mages' square, two kays very slightly uphill along the main avenue.

Cerryl's thoughts seened a junbl ed ness as he marched al ong the avenue. Wiy did chaos-fire arc
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and fall? Light followed a straight path But chaos-fire burned, and light didn't. Cerryl's lips
ti ghtened, and then he licked them The colored Iight beanms had burned-just not so nuch as chaotic
white light. And sunlight didn't burn, unless it was concentrated with a glass or one stayed in it
all day at midsunmer. So it wasn't the color of the light, but the chaos of the light.

How coul d one separate color fromchaos? Cerryl frowned as he kept wal ki ng qui ckly northward on
t he avenue.

"He's in a hurry this norning," nmuttered U an

"Most mages are," answered Dientyr.

"Quiet," snapped Jyantyl.

The five continued al ong the avenue, passing the nmarket square, the jeweler's row, and the
artisans' square, until they were within easy sight of the northern gates, before turning left.

Once beside the warehouse wall, Cerryl unlocked, lifted, and re-locked the bronze grate in
pl ace, then started down the brick steps to the wal kway. Even after the eight-days he'd spent
chaos-scouring the secondary, the sline had not reappeared where he'd begun

Behind him Dientyr lit the sewer lanp, and he and U lan followed Cerryl into the depths.

Cerryl stood for a tine at the edge of the bricks he had already chaos-scoured, staring into
the slime-filled darkness that stretched toward the main sewer tunnel west of the avenue, his

t houghts still swirling. Find his own way? How? Coul d he somehow | et chaos fl ow wi t hout
restricting it, but use order to separate and guide it?
Sonehow ... that was the way. How ... that was another question

Finally, he took a deep breath and just let the chaos flow, barely shielded, observing as much
as controlling.

Whhhsttt! Red-tinged white flared everywhere, then faded, followed by mnute white ashes
swirling up in the dimlight of the lanp held by D entyr, standing perhaps four paces behind
Cerryl.

After gathering hinmself together and taking a full breath, Cerryl stepped forward another
several paces to the edge of what he had just scoured. After a nonent, Dientyr followed with the
|l anmp, and the muted thunp of Ulan's |ance told Cerryl that the |lancer had restationed hinself.

Standing in the noisone depths, Cerryl tried to formthe idea of a glass hanging before himin
the air, the kind that would split the light the way a wedge of clear glass did, into colored
streans. Slowy, he let the chaos sumoned from sonewhere-exactly fromwhere he still wasn't
certain-he let it flow through the chaos |ens.

The three streans of |ight played across the sline of the wal kway-Steamrose, and the sline
bl ackened but did not burn.

Cerryl took a deep breath. Splitting the Iight shouldn't necessarily weaken it-should it?

He tried again. Again he got colored light |ances that steanmed and bl ackened the slime but did
not cl ean.

He had the feeling that he was m ssing sonmething, but he didn't know what, and that neant
anot her | ong day beneath the streets of Fairhaven-perhaps many nore, too many nore, |ong eight-
days.

LXI X

Qut side the mages' tower, the cold early spring rain beat on the stones and shutters, and
occasional chill gusts sifted past the closed shutters. Inside, the heaped coals inparted a
wel come warnmth to Myral's room

Cerryl sat on the hard chair.

"You | ook troubled." Myral lifted his steamng cider. "Have sone."

"Thank you." The younger nman poured a half a mug fromthe pitcher, half-scanning it for chaos,
then took a sip of the warnming liquid, hoping it might |essen his headache.

"What is the difficulty?"

"Sonetines, | seemto be able to clean |arge sections of the bricks easily, as if... as if |
had been doing it for years. But at other times, or at alnbst any tine | try to focus the chaos-
fire on anything, it sort of just. . . dribbles out. O it's like a ray of light that warns the
bricks but doesn't scour. Sonetines, | can get it to blacken the sline-"

"The fire like a light ray?" asked Myral

Cerryl nodded.

"That's what you should work on ... if you can.”

"I'f I can? Can't all nages-"

"No." The ol der mage shook his head. "The ancients of Cyador all could, if one can believe the
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old witings, but few can today. Very few It would be good if you could."

"I don't know. There's a lot of order use it takes ... | think." Cerryl Pondered at Myral's
diffidence, at a subtle wongness, and yet Myral was clearly concerned for Cerryl. Again... what
was being w t hhel d?

"Cerryl," said Myral nmildly, "you can use chaos wi thout being of chaos."

That was a clear, direct, and truthful statenent, and the younger nage swal |l owed as Mra
conti nued.

"The world is filled with order and chaos. Sone floats free; some is mxed with the el enents of
the world. There is chaos in the nolten rock of the fire nmountains, and chaos feeds the waters of
hot springs. Order is bound into iron. Chaos is not bound into you-or nme, or Jeslek. W direct the
chaos-that is, gathering it fromthe world around us. | have told you this before. It is witten
in Colors of White. But you need to understand this. Wien you nmarshal chaos fire in the sewers it
does not conme fromw thin you but fromthe world. You do not have to nmake it part of you. Sone
do." Myral sniled sadly. "They die young."

"But... why?"
"It is easier at first to let the chaos flow through you and be part of you." Myral offered an
ironic smle. "Most of the tinme, in whatever trade one engages in, true skill takes greater effort

and time to devel op. You are struggling between trying to channel chaos outside yourself and
letting it flow through you. You get better results now, if it goes through you. |Is this not
true?"

"Yes," Cerryl admtted.

"The choice is yours."” Myral stood. "I have no special tricks to offer you, no easy steps to
control, just observations." He gestured toward the door. "And you need to keep working at it in
the sewers, for so long as it takes until you can handl e chaos consistently and with control ."

Cerryl hurriedly swallowed the last of the cider, wincing as the hot liquid seared his throat,
then eased back the straight-backed chair and stood.

"I amnot hiding a secret fromyou,"” Myral added. "I can tell you what is, but you have to find
out how to nake it work for you."

"Yes, ser."

"Cerryl." Mral's voice hardened. "You can honestly try to understand, or you can pretend you

do and fail or die young. You choose." He nodded to the door once nore.

As Cerryl left and started down the stone steps, the sound of the white oak door's cl osing
still echoing in his ears, his throat still burning, he felt like screaming. If he didn't have the
ability to nuster strong chaos force, he would be at the nercy of the Kesriks of Candar. If he
didn't get control of the chaos force outside hinself, he'd die young. If he didn't keep sone
ability to handle chaos, he'd fail and die.

But... Myral was suggesting that the ways that Cerryl knew would work were wong, and that the
ways he couldn't even see how to master were right, and then Myral had the coldness ... the
sonmething ... not even to offer a single practical piece of advice.

The young woul d-be mage shook his head as he wal ked down the steps, thinking of another |ong
day in the sewers, funbling and scranbling with his uncertain control of chaos-fire... and his all-

too-uncertain life in Fairhaven

LXX

Behi nd Cerryl, back up the runnel toward the steps to the street and the bronze sewer grate,
Lilian's | ance tapped nervously, then stopped, as if Dientyr had jamred an el bow or sonething-into
t he other I ancer.

Cerryl could sense that the day was getting |ate. He was sweating, and his tunic probably
reeked fromsweat and fear and sewage, so rmuch so that he snelled nothing.

He had tried everything he could think of, but still the only way he could seemto nanifest a
decent amount of chaos-fire was to let it flow through himhalf-instinctively. Yet Myral had been
quite clear that such was far fromthe best way.

Cerryl wiped his forehead with the back of his hand, |ooking alnost blankly into the darkness.
Hi s eyes were tired, and the darkness seenmed to flash at himin waves.

For a moment, he closed his eyes, trying to think. Wat was he overl ooki ng? He had to be
m ssi ng sonet hi ng. Maybe there wasn't enough chaos close enough to himto channel. Did one have to
gat her chaos? How?

There had to be a way. Myral's words still rang in his ears. "... use chaos w thout being of
chaos ... gathering chaos fromthe world around us..."
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What drew in chaos? Sunlight?

Cerryl nodded, imagining hinmself as a huge flower, drawing in chaos as a bl ossomdrew in
sunlight, turning that sunlight into flame, and directing it toward the slinme on the bricks ...

Whhhssstttt... A line of golden white flanme-a line of flanme flashed fromthe air before Cerry
down the tunnel... not touching the green-coated bricks until-who knew how far away?

Cerryl stood notionless, unable to believe what he had seen. Had he really seen it?

Agai n, after another deep breath, he tried to replicate the sense of gathering chaos as the
flowers gathered sunlight, and to let it flow around hi mnot through hi mbut around hi mand
slightly down.

Whhsttt!

The gol den white flane | ance seared a line across the bricks.

A wide grin spread across Cerryl's face, and he felt |ike junping Up and down in joy. Instead

he tried to replicate the feeling, the actions again.

Whhhsst t!

For the third tine, the flame |ance flared down the tunnel, at a flatter angle that seared away
even nore of the scum and sline.

The young nmage, unable to keep the grin off his face, kept looking into the darkness as he took
anot her | ong breath. He was winded, and tired, but he had something, something he wasn't sure he'd
seen el sewhere. But would Jeslek or Sterol have showed all they had?

He shook his head.

Behind him U lan's | ance tapped nervously, once, tw ce.

"Not now," hissed Dientyr.

Cerryl turned, wiping the grin off his face. "Ulan... | knowit's unconfortable down here, and
| know you don't like it, but when you keep tapping that lance, it distracts ne, and that neans
whatever |I'mdoing will take longer." He paused. "I'd appreciate it if you' d make a bigger effort
not to tap it on the bricks."

"Yes, ser." Ulan's voice squeaked on the
streamed down his forehead.

"Good." Cerryl turned back to the tunnel, wanting to see how nuch nore progress he could make
whil e refining his new technique.

"Lucky ... Ulan... real lucky," whispered Dientyr.

Cerryl forced hinmself to concentrate, to ignore the rising sense of elation that had begun to
fill him

ser," and the thin dark nustache bobbed, and sweat

LXXI

As he stepped through the squared archway into the foyer of the front Hall of the Mages, Cerryl

wi ped the danpness from his forehead, part sweat fromthe rapid wal k down the avenue until he had
parted fromJyantyl and the lancers at the edge of the square and part danpness fromthe spring
drizzle that cloaked Fairhaven, so fine that his head alnost didn't ache. H's eyes blinked to
readj ust to the dimess inside the building. After a nonent, he started toward the back of the
hal | and the courtyard. The evening bells had not rung, and that neant he had tinme to get washed
up before eating and not be one of the late arrivals.

A notion caught Cerryl's eyes, and he stopped just inside the foyer. Eliasar marched quickly
fromthe tower steps through the foyer. The arms nmage wore a huge white-bronze broadsword in a
shoul der harness, and a shortsword froma belt. A lazy smle flickered across Eliasar's face as
his fingers touched the hilt of the shorter bl ade.

Cerryl frowned but followed Eliasar toward the courtyard. Wien Cerryl had reached the fountain,
t hough, the arns nage was out of sight. Wth a shrug, Cerryl circled the fountain, avoiding the
wet stones near the basin, and entered the rear hall, then turned toward the washroons.

For once, even after cleaning up, Cerryl got to the nmeal hall before nost of the other students
or the handful of mages who ate there. Esaak sat alone in one corner, perusing a book of sone
sort, and another apprentice-Kochar-sat at one of the larger circular tables. Kochar's eyes went
to the table's surface as Cerryl glanced toward the younger redhead.

"Young Cerryl!" called Esaak.

"Yes, ser." Cerryl turned and started toward the ol der nage.

"You can eat. You young nen are always starving. | was once. Renenber, | want the best you can
do on those cross-section and fl ow probl ens tonorrow. "
"Yes, ser."

"Good." Esaak waved. "Go eat."
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Cerryl headed back toward the serving table, getting there just as Bealtur canme through the
archway. Cerryl filled his platter with | emon creanmed nutton chunks over hard bread, grabbed two
pear appl es to bal ance the heavy nmeat and thick sauce, and added the nmug of ale. He nade his way to
one of the enpty circular polished white oak tables.

Beal tur stood back, fingering his dark and wi spy goatee, until Cerryl left the serving table.

Cerryl ate slowy, silently, his mnd flitting between the cross-section problens he had not
fini shed working out and his efforts, unsuccessful so far, to split the golden lance light into
the col ored beans and still have themretain enough power to fire-scour the slimed bricks.

Beal tur joi ned Kochar, and the two began to talk, but in voices | ow enough that the sounds did
not carry to Cerryl nor interrupt his thoughts about chaos-fire and |ight.

Did trying to order light, so to speak, nean that the power of chaos was weakened in the |ight?
O was it the way in which he was trying to order it? Cerryl shook his head abruptly. How nany
ti mes had he argued those points in his head? And how nany times had he not found an answer there,
or in Colors of Wite? How many answers had he sought and not found-begi nning with the death of
hi s aunt and uncl e? Deaths he was nore convinced than ever had been caused by chaos-fire.

"Cerryl?" Faltar stood by the table.

Cerryl glanced up with a sheepish snle. "Sorry. Sit down. | didn't see you. | was thinking
about the problens | have to do before tonorrow for Esaak."

Faltar slid onto the stool across from Cerryl, his blond hair drifting across his forehead.
"You' re al ways thinki ng about sonething."

"l suppose so. There was a tine when... never nind." Cerryl |aughed self-consciously, then
grinned. "Has anything interesting been happeni ng around here?"

"Broka says | haven't |earned the bones of the body well enough. Derka doesn't think my hand is
good enough for a nage. He keeps telling nme that no one could read what | wite. You' re |lucky you
were a scrivener, that way." Faltar took a bite of pearapple and chewed it, then | ooked at the
yel |l oned white sauce on his platter. "Mitton... again."

"I hadn't thought being a scrivener's apprentice was good for nuch." Cerryl took a swall ow of
al e, a draught that helped cut the greasiness of the | enpbn sauce. "This is greasier than usual."

"You should listen to Derka about witing," said Faltar sourly. "The nutton is always greasy."

Cerryl paused. "l saw Eliasar wearing a | ot of weapons, just before | got here. He | ooked
happy." He gave a |low | augh. "He |ikes weapons. | had to wonder where he was going."

"Haven't you seen?" Faltar took a quick sip of the anmber ale. "They're readying a whole force
of white lancers. They're all going to Certis-Jellico, fromwhat |I've heard."

"From whon®?" asked Cerryl quietly. "No one seens to tell anyone anything. Especially us."

A qui ck blush passed across Faltar's face, a flushing that Cerryl ignored. "I've just
listened," Faltar finally said. "You aren't around here enough to overhear things."
"That's probably true. "I'mdown there struggling along in the tunnels.” Cerryl offered a

smile. "Did you hear why Eliasar and those |ancers are going to Jellico? | thought we had an
agreement with Certis."

"I think it has something to do with the problens in Gallos."” The bl ond student shrugged. "You
know about the new prefect there?"

H's mouth full of lanb and | enon-sauced bread, Cerryl nodded.

"He's claining that the agreenent about the Great White Road was nade when his sire was ailing,
and that it doesn't bind himto collect the road tariffs for us."

"That's alnost half the road's length,"” nunbled Cerryl.

"It's worse than that, Derka says. The prefect's claimng that we have no right to tax any of
the other roads we built, and that includes the main road fromJellico through Passera to Fenard."
Faltar |owered his voice. "They're going to have a neeting about it-all the full nmages." Faltar
| owered his voice. "That was what Lyasa told ne."

Yet Eliasar was already on his way to Certis. To ensure that the viscount stayed loyal to
Fai rhaven? Was the Wiite Order's hold on eastern Candar that fragile?

"That doesn't sound good," nurrmured Cerryl. "I wouldn't know, but if there is going to be a
meeting ..."

"That's what... Well... no ... | don't think so, either." Faltar glanced nervously around the
nmeal hall.

"Isn't there a mage in Fenard? We saw him here once, | think. Can't he do anything?"

"I don't know. " Faltar finally | ooked back at his platter. "About the nage, | nean. There's a

mage in all the places where there's a ruler. Except Spidlar and Sligo, and they have a Traders
Council or sonething."

"I'f they want us to know, they'll tell us." Cerryl |aughed. "Qtherw se, what can we do? |'ve
still got sewer duty. You've still got to inprove your hand, and |'ve still got to do cross-
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section problens for Esaak. Tonight," Cerryl added as he stood.

"Toni ght ?"

Cerryl nodded and turned toward his cell, hoping he wouldn't be working too long into the
ni ght.
LXXI |

Cerryl woke al mobst clutching at his throat, feeling, sensing chaos everywhere. Sweat rolled down
his forehead, and he had a hard time swallowi ng for a nonment.

H s eyes traversed the darkness of his small cell, but it renmained as always - the desk with
t he books, the stool, the table, the unlit lanp, and the cold stone floor - all enpty.

He swal | owed again, then eased fromunder his blanket toward the door, standing with his hand
on the latch, shivering in his smallclothes. After a nonent of thought, he deci ded agai nst openi ng
the door but just |istened.

Had he heard the whisper of footsteps on the polished stone of the corridor? O was that the
wi nd outside the halls?

He sniffed. Even through the door he could snell the faint odor of sandal wood and flowers, and
his senses told himthat soneone in the corridor had warped or tw sted |ight sonehow.

The faintest snick of a lifted |atch-had he heard that, or was it his overactive inagination?

Anya? Visiting Faltar again?

Briefly, the corners of his nouth |ifted in the darkness as he thought how he would react if
soneone slipped into his room Say soneone |ike Leyl adin..

He swal | owned and pushed that thought away as he sensed, alnobst |ike a white shadow, a | oom ng
but partly shielded chaos presence, farther away-where, he couldn't sense, but not too far. And
that chaos presence was definitely watching.

Cerryl swallowed. Anya was visiting Faltar, and Cerryl had no doubts about what kind of visits
the redhead was naki ng, and soneone was watchi ng Anya, and both were hiding their presence.

The thin-faced-and col d-f oot ed-young nan slipped back fromhis door to his bed, easing his
bl anket back around him trying to let his feet warmup as his thoughts swirled in his head.

What did Anya want of Faltar-a nere student? Mere sexual pleasure? Sonmehow, recalling Anya's
smle and the cool ness beneath it, Cerryl doubted that.

Shoul d he tell Faltar? How much should he say? O should he just wait? Wat el se can you do but
wait. Wait and learn ... and hope.

He turned over, wapping the blanket tighter about him but sleep was |long in returning.

LXXI | |

"How di d those nmat hemati cks problens go with Esaak?" asked Faltar, taking a swig of ale fromhis
mug, then following it with a mouthful of the crusty hot bread. "I nanaged to figure out nobst of
them" Cerryl sipped the nug of water. Al e was sonething he couldn't swallow in the norning.
Cheese and bread were bad enough, but trying to handle chaos fire on an enpty stomach was worse.
He broke off another chunk of bread and ate it slowy, his eyes on the oiled and polished white
oak table that had turned a burnished gold over the years.

"Esaak wants everyone to know how much water the sewers can carry and how you deterni ne how
strong a wall or bridge is.™

"Wal | s and bridges?" blurted Cerryl.

"Those are next," affirned Faltar, attacking another chunk of hard yell ow cheese. "He says
being a mage isn't just wi elding chaos-force. Ch, and Derka says I'l|l start doing sewers pretty
soon, maybe before you finish. He has to talk to Myral ."

"It's not exactly fun," denurred Cerryl.

"That's what he says."

As he chewed the fresh bread, Cerryl |ooked at Kesrik, not so nuch with his eyes as with his
senses. The stocky blond sat at the corner table with the red-haired Kochar and the goateed
Beal tur, and at that noment, none were |ooking toward Cerryl or Faltar. Then Cerryl turned his
scrutiny to Kinowi n, who stood over the table where Esaak had been eating al one.

Cerryl blinked, then | ooked nore at Esaak. Clearly, a far greater chaos power surrounded
Ki nowi n-al t hough far less than Cerryl would have guessed-than the other two, and even the aging
Esaak bl azed with power conpared to Kesrik. Cerryl glanced at Faltar the same way.

"What's the matter? You have a funny |ook," nunbled Faltar

"Just thinking."
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" About what ?"

About chaos power and who shows it. "All sorts of things. Esaak, Kinow n, Kesrik."

"Sonetines you think too nuch."” Faltar swallowed the |ast of the ale in his mnug.

Cerryl tried not to wince at the thought of starting the day with ale, glancing at Lyasa, who
wal ked into the neal hall with Leyladin. Lyasa, |ike Faltar, showed a nobdi cum of chaos. The red-
gol den-haired Leyladin flickered with what Cerryl sensed as flecks or streaks of white that seemed
to swirl in and through an unseen bl ack ni st that enshrouded the bl onde. Was that what a bl ack
mage | ooked, felt |ike? Black nmists? Cerryl quickly |ooked down at his platter as Leyladin's eyes
swept toward him

"Too bad she's a black," nurmured Faltar.

"I thought you were nore interested in Anya," countered Cerryl in a | ow tone.

Fal tar flushed.

"She's beautiful," agreed Cerryl. But so are | ances and daggers. "Anya, | neant."

"I got who you neant."

"Even if | were a full nage, | think 1'd walk carefully with her " Cerryl nmurnured.

"I didn't ask..." Faltar |ooked hard at Cerryl. "You aren't a full mage."

"You're right." Cerryl forced a smle. "Anyway ... different wonen appeal to different nen." He
paused. "It's your choice. Wen the tine cones, Faltar, the best of luck to you."

"Ch... thank you. I'msorry. | nust have ... never mnd."

"It is one of those nornings, | think. Have you heard about any nore |ancers going places?"

"No one's saying, but there aren't nany left in the barracks out back." Faltar nunbl ed through
a nmout hful of bread. "I overheard Kinowi n tal king about sonme arnsnen from Hydlen. | thought he

said twenty score."

"Twenty score? That's a lot. It seens like a lot to nme."

Fal tar |aughed. "You know Eliasar took twice that with hin? And that doesn't count the |ancers
in the south barracks outside Fairhaven. There are ten tines as many there as here."

"A good nunber." Something |ike four thousand white | ancers? No wonder Fairhaven needed the
road tariffs.

"That's why we need the tariffs. Fairhaven is what holds Candar together, and the Guild hol ds
Fai rhaven together." Faltar nodded sagely, blond hair flopping onto his forehead and spoiling the
effect. He stood. "I have to neet with Broka. Bones and nore bones."

Cerryl stood nore slowy, his eyes drifting toward the table where Lyasa and Leyl adin sat.
Nei t her gl anced toward himas he left the nmeal hall

As he wal ked across the courtyard, past the fountain and the spray that seenmed chill with the
wi nd, despite the bright spring sun, he had the feeling that every tinme he | earned nore about
Fai rhaven, there was nore to |l earn, and so nuch no one tal ked about. So nuch wasn't in the books,
either, like the anpbunt of chaos that surrounded sone people.

Lyasa and even Faltar-even the new student Kochar-showed far nore chaos power than Kesrik. Yet
Jesl ek seemed to favor Kesrik.

Cerryl nade his way through the front hall, past the closed doors to the neeting hall, across
the foyer to the tower steps and past the pair of guards. Hertyl gave hima faint smle, and
Cerryl smled back

At the second | anding, Cerryl rapped on Myral's door.

"Come in."

Cerryl opened the heavy door, snelled the spiced cider, and close the door behind him

Myral sipped his usual steam ng cider, though the roomwas confortable, at least to Cerryl, and
the shutters were hal f-open, showing a sunlit view of Fairhaven to the north of the tower

Cerryl glanced fromthe windowto the wall of bookshelves and then to the ol der mage, seated at
the table.

"Have sone cider."

"Thank you." Cerryl slipped into the chair across from Myral, pouring cider into the spare mug
and taking a sip. Cider was far better than plain water or ale in the norning.

"How are you com ng?"

"Anot her few days, and I'Il have finished the secondary to where it joins the western branch of
the main runnel ."

Myral's eyebrows lifted. "You' re noving faster."

"Yes, ser. It's been hard work."

Myral nodded to hinself, sipped his cider, coughed, and cleared his throat. "Have you found
anything el se interesting?"

"Besi des branches near the grates, a few soggy chunks of vellum scraped clean ... no.

"No bodies ... weapons, or scrap iron?"
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"No, ser." Cerryl frowned. "Scrap iron?"
"Sonetines it happens. Don't use chaos-fire on it. You' re not ready for that." Myral set down

the nug and stretched. "These old bones get stiff. I'Il be glad when sumrmer cones. | m ght even
want to go to Ruzor-for a visit-or sonmewhere warm"
"Ruzor ?"

"Everywhere east of the Westhorns where there's a port, there's a nmenber of the brotherhood and
a detachment of |ancers. Ruzor gets a great deal of trade from Southport and Sunmerdock, even from
Recl uce. Especially from Recluce." Myral's eyebrows waggl ed.

"Ser ... everyone tal ks around Recluce. Why? | nean, Eliasar |aughs about Recluce. He says they
have no warships, and they haven't ever-I nean, according to the histories-they haven't tried to
send arnsnen to take things here, not since Creslin the Black raided Lydiar, and that was a | ong

time ago ..."

"Two hundred ei ghty-seven years ago at the first turn of sunmer, according to the records."

n G.]. n

"It's in the Quild records, the seal ed ones, but you can figure it out fromthe histories."
Myral's eyes hardened and focused on the younger mage. "Cerryl... power is neasured not solely by

war shi ps and arns-nmen." Myral coughed again, alnost rackingly, cleared his throat, and sipped nore
of the hot cider. "Fairhaven naintains arnmsnen and | ancers, and they are paid in part by the trade
duties on all the roads Fairhaven has built, but especially on the Geat Wite H ghways, and in
part fromthe levies on the trades here in Fairhaven itself. Have you asked what happens if

Recl uce sends cheaper wool -or better wool for the sane coinage for a stone's bundle of wool-to
Tyrhavven or Spidlaria? Wat if the traders of Gallos or Spidlar buy their wool from Recl uce

i nstead of Montgren? Or pearapples or oil seeds from Recluce instead of fromCertis or Hydl en?"

"Not so many traders use the roads?"

"Exactly." Myral set the nug on the table with a thunp. "Less traders on the G eat Wite Roads
means fewer road tariffs and fewer coins to pay our |ancers."

"Could we not tariff the cargoes from Recl uce?"

"Ah..." Mral sniled. "Soneone could ... but the port of Spidlaria does not owe allegiance to
Fai rhaven. Lydiar and Renklaar do, and we could insist on tariffs there. But... say you are a
trading captain, and the taxes raise the price of your cargo in Lydiar but not in Spidlaria, would
you not increase your price less than the tariff and-"

"Port it in Spidlaria?" asked Cerryl.

The ol der mage nodded. "It is nore conplex than that, young Cerryl, and sonething you need not
worry about yet, but that was exactly why Creslin the Black raided Lydiar those |ong years ago. He
needed ships and freedomto trade. Now ... Recluce has both." Myral smled sadly. "Sterol is

tal ki ng about how we nmay need to place nages aboard our ships-and those of our friends and allies-
to protect them | hope it does not cone to that, but it may."

"Eliasar said we were building warships," Cerryl pronpted.

"W have al ways had warships. A land that cannot protect its traders upon the seas soon has no

traders. Now ... enough of that. You need to get to work if you are to conplete your duties as you
pl an. ™"

"Whi ch sewer tunnels did Kesrik clean?" Cerryl asked after a nmonment of silence.

"Does it matter?" A soft smile crossed Myral's lips, one that bothered Cerryl. "You all clean

secondaries. "

"I was curious." Cerryl forced a shrug. "Did he-I guess it doesn't matter."

"It matters to you, or you wouldn't have asked.” Myral's tone was dry.

"Yes, ser."

"You know, Cerryl... you blaze too nuch."

Cerryl's mouth started to open, and he swal | owed, al nost choking on the bit of cider he hadn't
swal | owed.

"This should cone later, but, if I don't tell you now, you nmay not be around later." Myral took
a deep breath and gl anced toward the tower door. "Jeslek has gone to Gallos, and Sterol and Anya
are otherw se occupi ed-for the nonent."

"When a nmage feels strongly or is about to gather chaos and does not shield hinself, the chaos
around himflares-or blazes. That's one reason why Jesl ek al ways seens so powerful. Chaos al npst
radiates fromhim Sterol is alnost as powerful, yet he seens nild, withdrawm. He shields his
power, much as you shield yourself fromchaos in the sewer-or maybe it's better described as
ordering chaos so that it is held rather than dispersed.”" Myral shrugged. "Right now, you're |ike
a young Jesl ek, spraying power everywhere. If you hadn't been an orphan or a scrivener's
apprentice, where no one thought to | ook, Sterol would have sl apped you into the creche years ago-
or had you suffocated."

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20E.%20Modesitt/Modesitt,%...20Recluse%2006%20-%20The%20White%200rder.txt (129 of 197) [5/22/03 12:33:50 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20E.%20M odesitt/M odesi tt, %20L %20E%20-%20Recl use%62006%20-%20The%20Whi te%200r der . txt

Cerryl waited.
"Sterol's worried about Recluce-again, and for the reasons | just told you. You can thank the

bl acks and the new prefect of Gllos for your survival, | suspect. But... you're a possible rival
to Jeslek. Once Sterol goes, Jeslek won't want you around."

"Me, ser?”"

"l said possible. R ght now, Jeslek would snuff you out |ike a candle. You have no shields to
speak of, and you still haven't figured out how to use your power. It's not easy, as you're

finding out. Sonme mages finish sewer duty al most burned out; they exhaust thensel ves rather than
learn. In any case, why do you think Sterol wanted you in the sewers? It was Sterol's idea, not
Jeslek's, no matter what the great Jeslek said." Myral wi ped his suddenly danp forehead.

"So | could I earn?"

"So you would have to learn." Myral's tone turned dry again. "Let us hope you have. And, by the
way." Myral stood and wal ked to the bookshel ves, where he extracted a rolled scroll. He carried
the scroll back to the table where he unrolled the sewer map. "Here are the two coll ectors that
Kesrik was told to scour the last tine." The rotund nage | eaned over the unrolled nmap and poi nt ed.

Cerryl fixed the locations in his mnd

"I didn't tell you. And I can lie convincingly, even to Jeslek. It's one of ny few strong
abilities." Myral smiled bitterly. "Now. .. on your way. And work upon shielding just how nuch
power you have-if you want to keep it."

"Yes, ser." Cerryl stood, alnost in a daze.

The entire walk to the secondary coll ector was |ike another dream though he remenbered tal king
to Jyantyl and feeling the cool wind that blew down the avenue out of the north.

He barely recall ed unl ocking the bronze grate and descending into the all-too-famliar odors of
t he tunnel .

Cerryl | ooked into the darkness of the collector tunnel. In a way, it seemed |ike no matter
what he discovered, he was still always |ooking into the darkness. Was life | ooking into the
dar kness?

He bl azed too nuch... and it was inportant enough that Myral had told himtold himwhile being
nost nervous. He bl azed too nuch, and Jesl ek would snuff himout |ike a candle. He blazed too
nmuch.

If he blazed, as Myral put it, was that because he was still holding too nmuch chaos w thin and
around hinsel f? Could he do ot herw se? Could he not do otherwise ... if he wi shed to survive?
Cerryl took a deep breath and | ooked once nore into the darkness of the tunnel... a darkness

that stretched well beyond where the secondary tunnel net the nmain tunnel

LXXI V
Emergi ng fromthe secondary tunnel slightly earlier than usual -he hoped-Cerryl turned to Jyantyl.
"You and the guards go on back fromhere. | have to check sonething for Myral." He brushed his
fine hair off his forehead, vainly, because the light gusting wind i nmediately blew it back across
his eyes.

" Ser ?"

Cerryl offered a snmile. "I still have to be back in the halls." H's eyes went to the east,

where the hazy clouds were thickening into a deeper gray.

"We coul d acconpany you. "

Cerryl shrugged, deciding that it wasn't a battle that needed to be fought. "If you think it
better. | just have to check the I evel of sewage in two secondaries. It shouldn't take |long, but I
didn't want to keep you..."

Jyantyl smiled, clearly an expression of relief. "Not so |late as usual, ser. \Were to?"

"W can take the warehouse road south fromhere, and then, after one check, go east toward the
avenue. We'll have to cross the avenue to get to the second, but it's not too far."

"As you say, ser." Jyantyl nodded, and Ulan and Dientyr fell in behind the other |ancers,
another pair Cerryl didn't know, since those who renained on the street with Jyantyl changed
al rost daily, while Ulan and D entyr always acconpani ed Cerryl. He wondered for what they were
bei ng puni shed, but didn't think it was his place to ask the head | ancer.

Ulan's lance dragged intermittently for a time, until Jyantyl glanced over his shoul der.
Always it was Ulan's |lance, never Dientyr's.

Cerryl alnpbst missed the first secondary grate he was | ooking for because it was actually in a
niche in the wall, as if the stable wall had been extended al nost to the edge of the sewer tunnel

Cerryl knelt and turned the bronze key, snmelling both nmanure fromthe stable behind himand the
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odors of sewage drifting up fromthe grate. Ignoring the snells, he confined the chaos around the
Il ock within order and unfastened the lock. He lifted the heavy grate and | ocked it open before
starting down the brick steps.

Even before he had taken three steps into the gloony secondary tunnel, he could sense a strong
resi dual of chaos everywhere. The steps were still clean, as were the wal kways and the gl azed
brick walls.

At the bottom of the steps, recalling his subterfuge, he turned and exanined the |evel of
sewage in the drai nage way-flow ng snoothly a good two spans bel ow the edge of the wal kway.

Wth a nod, he turned and wal ked back up the steps, where he reversed the process to relock the
grate in place, ensuring that the chaos protected the rel ocked grate. Even in the brief tine he
had been underground, he could feel that the wind was stronger, and somewhat cool er, although the
cool ness was wel cone after the early spring heat of the past few days.

"One nore," he said to Jyantyl. "Across the avenue and then two | ong bl ocks east of here."
After a pause, he added, "lI'msorry."

"This be no problem ser. A few extra steps, we can do that." Jyantyl shook his head.

Two wonen bearing baskets of laundry on their heads | ooked at Cerryl and the |lancers and darted
into an all eyway.

Cerryl smiled faintly-amazed that an orphan nmill boy could generate concern sinply because he
wore a white tunic trimmed in scarlet. Was that power? O did people do the sane when the carriage
of someone |ike Mineat passed?

He studied the side street as they crossed the avenue, realizing that, although it was not all
that far fromTellis's shop, he had never wal ked down the narrow street before. How nany streets
and places were like that? So close and yet unvisited?

Al the shops seened to be either those of weavers or basketnmakers, and cloth of all shades
hung in unshuttered wi ndows. A bolt of bright green was in the third window, and for sone reason
it rem nded Cerryl of Leyladin.

He tightened his Iips and kept wal king. The grate he wanted was off the second side street from
the street of weavers, not nore than fifty cubits south.

The second tunnel was like the first, nearly immacul ate except for the excessive residue of
white dust, and reeking of chaos. Cerryl wal ked al ong the wal kway southward nearly a hundred
cubits fromthe steps-well into the darkness, but with the | eftover chaos, his senses |let himsee
al rost as well as in full [ight.

Scattered rai ndrops began to splat on the stones of the street and the white-plastered walls as
he finished rel ocking the sewer grate. "Back to the halls. That's it."

"Not a nonment too soon..." cane a nmutter fromthe rear of the |ancers.

Jyantyl stiffened but did not turn

As they rejoined the avenue on the side street that passed just south of the grain exchange,
Cerryl tried to keep his face bl ank.

Bot h tunnel s reeked of chaos, so nuch so that he knew Kesrik could not have scoured them not
the Kesrik that Cerryl knew. Wiile Cerryl couldn't be sure, Kesrik didn't feel the way Sterol did,
and that indicated to Cerryl that Kesrik probably wasn't shielding his control of chaos.

So ... who had cleaned the tunnel s-and how and why? How had Kesrik nanaged to avoid having the
guards see whoever it had been?

Cerryl alnost groaned as it hit him Anyone strong enough to use that nuch chaos was probably
abl e enough to use the sane technique Anya had in visiting Faltar's cell

That raised a few other questions, but all of the questions Cerryl had were not ones he dared
surface, not while he was but a student and Kesrik was Jeslek's favorite.

Once back in the Halls of the Mages, Cerryl stopped by the washroom where he stripped to the
wai st and scrubbed off the grime and odor from his hands and face and arms. A touch of chaos
hel ped renmove sone of the odor fromhis tunic and trousers.

Cerryl was actually entering the meal hall when the | ast bells announci ng di nner rang-off-key
and jarring. Kesrik's stocky blond formwas at the serving table already, but no one el se had been
served.

Heralt and Faltar were lined up at the serving table, and Cerryl slipped in behind them

"You're early." The curly-haired Heralt turned.

"Sonetines it happens.”

"Not often," said Faltar with a grin. The grin faded as he regarded the bow s and the steam ng
pot presided over by a serving boy. "Soup?"

"Barl ey and nutton, ser. Mostly barley." The youth offered a snmle of synpathy.

"Barl ey? What have | done to deserve barley?"

"You're a student nmge," suggested Heralt.
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"You're a glutton," added Cerryl.

"What have | done to deserve friends |like you?" Faltar filled a mug with the lighter ale. "I've
been faithful and good."

H s words were so nock-plaintive that both Cerryl and Heralt | aughed.

"And you laugh at ne." Faltar turned and wal ked to one of the circular tables.

"You laugh at us," countered Heralt as he followed Faltar

Cerryl took a healthy chunk of the dark bread, then filled his own nug before joining them

"I don't like the danp." Heralt shivered.

"None of you Kyphrans do." Faltar took a sip of ale.

"How did you get here?" asked Cerryl. "I didn't know you were from Kyphros."

"Kyphrien. My father was a wool nerchant there. | went with himone day when he went to sel
sone white wool to the white wi zard who was the advisor to the subprefect." Heralt shivered again.

"And he saw you coul d handl e chaos, and packed you off here?" asked Faltar. "Wat did your
fat her say?"

"He wasn't allowed to say anything." Heralt broke off a piece of bread. "It's better than
dying."

Cerryl nodded, then took a spoonful of the hot soup, grateful for its warnth after the danp of
the rain. Spring was |like that-too hot and then too danp. H s eyes flicked to the table where
Kesri k sat al one.

As Kesrik ate, Bealtur slipped into the hall, but instead of heading directly to the serving
table, he went straight to Kesrik and whi spered sonething. The stocky bl ond student nodded once as
Beal tur finished, then shrugged.

Cerryl kept his head down but watched. Kesrik didn't |look directly at Cerryl but glanced across
the hall toward Esaak for a |ong nonent. Beal tur wal ked quickly to the serving table, brushing by
Fal t ar.

"I wonder what that was all about," said Heralt.

"Who woul d care?" answered Faltar after swallow ng a mouthful of the barley soup. "Kesrik acts
like he's already been up before the Guild and as if Bealtur is his student.™

"That's Bealtur's problem™" Cerryl took a sip of the light ale, nmore than welcome after his day
in the sewers

Lyasa eased her lithe formonto the |ast stool around the circular table, her eyes going to
Cerryl. "I heard you're alnmost through with your first secondary."

How had she heard? From Leyl adin? "Al nmost. Myral thinks |I may have to do another."

Lyasa nodded. "That can happen.”

Faltar's eyes flicked back and forth between them "You two are always |eaving things out." He
sl urped sone of the barley soup, then broke off a chunk of bread and shoved it in his nouth.

"You'll learn why. | also heard that it won't be nore than a few ei ght-days before you start in
on the sewers.”

"So tell me what you're | eaving out."

"After you start in the sewers,"” answered Lyasa.

"You're not fair."

"You think chaos is fair?" countered the slender black-haired young wonan.

"Or order?" added Heralt.

"You're all against nme," conplained Faltar, spoiling his words with a wy smle.

Cerryl half-listened, watching as Bealtur returned to eat with Kesrik, but neither student
spoke, and both ate quickly and left the hall.

"Cerryl... are you here?"

"Ch ..." He turned to Lyasa. "lI'msorry. | was thinking."

"About what, | wonder?" Faltar grinned. "O should | say who?"

"Better not," countered Cerryl, "or I'll talk about your dreans."

Fal tar fl ushed.

"Look at him... look at him" Heralt sniled broadly.

"What... about... your dreans?" Faltar jabbed, bread still in his hand, toward Lyasa.

"My dreans are mne. And they remain mne." She raised both eyebrows in high arches.
Cerryl couldn't help grinning.
"All of you ... all against ne ...
"Poor Faltar "

Everyone | aughed, even Faltar
Later, well after dinner, Cerryl sat on the stool at the desk in his cell, |ooking blankly at
the open pages of Naturale Mathenmaticks. The formul as and nunbers in the dark iron-gall ink seemed

witten nmore in the evanescent white of chaos than in solid ordered black ink

protested Faltar.
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The nore he learned the | ess he knew

Anya was visiting Faltar in the darkness, shielding herself with ordered chaos... and Cerryl
couldn't see why. Faltar didn't have wealthy famly like Kesrik, and he wasn't powerful Iike
Jesl ek or Sterol

Add to that that the collector tunnels Kesrik was supposed to have cl eaned had been cl eaned by
soneone el se

Then . . . Myral had warned Cerryl about radiating too much chaos, and then told hi mabout the
sewers assigned to Kesrik. The old mage had al so told Leyl adin about his progress. Had she asked?

A faint smle crossed Cerryl's face, but he shook his head. She'd been nothing nore than
friendly. Nothing nore than friendly, and somewhat standoffish, he rem nded hinself.

But what could Cerryl do? How could he protect hinself?

Myral had tal ked about mages burning thensel ves out, and others like Sterol shielding their
chaos powers. Wiy couldn't he do both? Let others think he had burned out sone of his powers ...
but conceal what he could do? Could he do it?

He swal | owed.

But why shiel d? He nodded. Shiel ding was necessary because namges essentially carried chaos
within thensel ves-or around them Better to call on chaos or channel it from el sewhere ..

"Large words and thoughts..." The words al nbst dribbled fromhis |Iips and he gl anced around the
dark cell. Conceiving of the idea was easy. Wirking it out in a way convincing to others was a
har der probl em

Anot her smile crossed his Iips. He had an entire new sewer collector tunnel to work on, and no
one to observe closely.

LXXV

The struggl e between the white and the bl ack, between the way of rightness and the powers of
darkness, will continue so long as the world endures, for even as the Guild has bani shed one
twi sted vine of darkness, yet another springs fromthe wi ckedness of the world.

When the ancient white nages had inprisoned the dark forest of Naclos and created the great and
peaceful |and of Cyador, they believed that they had bani shed darkness forever, but the denon
powers reached and drew m ghty chanpi ons fromfar beyond the world, and the black nage Nyl an
sundered the prison created by the righteousness of Cyador and freed the dark forest.

When Westw nd sundered the | ands of the west, the white mages of |ong ago rebuilt the |ands of
the east into a bastion of light and prosperity, and founded the city of light itself, a beacon
unto all the world that light, like the sun fromwhich it cones, always conquers the darkness.

Then, after years of struggle, the white brethren of the Guild at |last overthrew the tyranny of
Westwi nd. Yet before the last stone had fallen before the |ast fermale denon had fallen on those
defiled heights, the black wind wi zard Creslin created another haven for darkness upon the barren
i sl e of Recluce.

In the fullness of tinme, when Recluce is sundered and split in twain, then, too, wll yet
anot her black fortress arise, for never can darkness be overcone, but only conquered and held at
bay so long as the right-thinking continue their efforts .

Yet, we should not consider such efforts as futile, for with each effort, the powers of |ight
have increased and grown nore able to provi de peace, prosperity, and the providence of life to
those who follow the path of Iight.

Colors of Wite
(Manual of the Quild at Fairhaven)
Pref ace

LXXVI

Cerryl trudged up the avenue in the m dsunmer heat, |eading what anmbunted to his own procession
as he had for al nost every late afternoon for nore than two seasons. He still found hinself
struggli ng somewhat with keeping chaos out of his body, and he had to concentrate to nake sure
that he drew chaos fromaround himand did not store it within himthe way Jesl ek did.

He wasn't sure, but he thought he felt less tired. That also could have been because he had
gotten nore in the habit of trying to use the appropriate formof chaos for scouring-the gol den
yellow |ight lance for broad expanses where nore power was needed, and shorter bursts of the
tricolored light |ance for corners and angl ed sections of the tunnels.

Once in a while, he still used firebolts, but those exacted nore effort, if nore spectacul ar
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| ooki ng.

A hot summer breeze blew at his back, out of the south, as he put one white-booted foot in
front of the other, ignoring for a nonment the rivulets of sweat oozing down his back under the too-
heavy wool of the white trousers and tunic.

Cerryl glanced to his left, at the green sign outside an open door-a sign showi ng a white-
bronzed ramwi th curling golden horns. He licked his |lips, thinking how good a cool rmug of ale
woul d taste. The sounds of drinking and disjointed song from The Gol den Ram swirl ed around hi m as
he passed the doorway, and he frowned as the song called up a brief twi nge, not quite a headache
Headaches from storms he understood, but from songs?

After Cerryl had finished fire-scouring the first secondary tunnel Myral had assigned him the
ol der mage had sel ected a second, east of the avenue, and to the south, south even of where Nivor
the apothecary's shop was. Wiile his new assignnent was not as slinme-covered as the first, it
smel | ed even worse.

Behind Cerryl, Lilian's spear half-tapped, half-dragged on the granite paving stones of the
avenue wal kway.

"Hot, ser ... real hot," observed Jyantyl. "Be nuch | onger afore you finish this tunnel?"

"I don't know. This one turns ahead of where we've gotten. |I'd say a few nore days, nmaybe an
ei ght -day. That depends on how bad the collectors that are conming up are." Cerryl w ped his
forehead. "There's al so another secondary that joins-it nust have been added | ater, because it's
not on the map. 1'll have to ask Myral about that."

"Yes, ser."

A covered wagon groaned past the group, and Cerryl's eyes followed it nonentarily, noting that
it held full barrels of something. Al e? Beer? Wne? The danpness at the edge of the wagon bed
i ndi cated sone liquid that had spilled or overflowed wthin the wagon

"Do | need to finish soon?" Cerryl asked.

"Some of us ... they be tal king about sending us to Jellico or Rytel."

"Rytel ?"

"Only tal k around the barracks, ser." Jyantyl shrugged. "Sone say Axalt is allowing all the
free traders to cross into Spidlar that way. Maybe even traders' guild types."

Cerryl nodded, not sure he understood but not wanting to confess his ignorance. "So the trouble
there ..."

"I don't pretend to know, ser ... just that there be a stormrising in the north." The ol der
guard's eyes flicked toward the w zards' square, then toward the tower.

"I don't either, Jyantyl." Cerryl nodded to the guard. "Until tonorrow "

"Yes, ser." Jyantyl and the four |lancers marched past the front enhance and around the north
side of the building.

Cerryl turned and clinbed the steps, his |egs aching.

So ... there were runors about Axalt? Cerryl frowned. He knew not hi ng about Axalt, except its
| ocation. Then, there were so many places in the world about which he knew not hing. He | aughed to
hi msel f. There was so much that he did not know about Fairhaven... O women... or power.

Once inside the front Hall foyer, he started toward the rear courtyard, then stepped aside for
a slimhurrying figure in white.

"Cerryl..." Anya glanced at Cerryl, alnobst as if puzzled, then abruptly nade a face. "You need
the attentions of the washroom Cerryl."
"Yes, ser. | know "

"You don't have to address ne like Sterol, Cerryl. Anya is fine.
bl azingly warm snil e he distrusted.

"Yes, Anya." He returned her smle with one he hoped was friendly and pl easant.

"Later," she said enigmatically.

Cerryl kept from swallowi ng as she nodded and headed past himin the direction of the |ower
steps to the tower. He continued on to the washroons, arriving as the first bells of evening rang.

He hurried through his ablutions and started for the nmeal hall.

Even fromthe archway, he could see that dinner was plain roasted fow and boil ed potatoes and
bread- bread baked earlier in the day and already partly stale.

Lyasa and Faltar sat at one of the round tables, and Kesrik, Kochar, and Bealtur at the one
al nost adj oi ni ng. Lyasa notioned to Cerryl, and he nodded in response as he | oaded his platter
Plain food or not, he was hungry.

As Cerryl neared the table, Lyasa glanced at him then toward Faltar, then back at Cerryl.

"What's the matter?" he asked.

"Are you all right? The sewers ..

"You nean," he asked wryly, "have they had a 'dimnishing inpact? Probably, but | suppose

Agai n, she offered the
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that's the price you pay for control. O the one |I'm paying."

Cerryl could sense Kesrik's eyes on his back-or perhaps Bealtur's.

Lyasa nodded tightly. "I'msorry."

"Don't be. Myral does fine." Cerryl wanted to snile but kept his face as expressionl ess as he
could as he set the platter on the table beside Lyasa.

After he seated hinself, he could feel Lyasa's hand under the table, briefly touching and
squeezi ng his upper leg, a gesture of reassurance and sadness, all in one. He wanted to tell her
that it was all right, but steeled hinmself and nmurnured, "It's hard, but it happens." In a way,
the words were true, just not in the way Lyasa woul d take them

Faltar | ooked up fromhis fow, a puzzled | ook crossing his face.

"You'll understand later," murmnmured Lyasa. "How | ong have you been in the sewers? One eight-
day?"

"Alnost two. |I'mnot noving very fast." Faltar shook his head and pulled a | ong face.

"Mpst don't," said Lyasa. "Not at first."

can say that..." nunbled Faltar

"Have you heard anything new about Gallos or Spidlar?" Cerryl asked quickly.

Lyasa gl anced back over her shoulder, toward the table that Kesrik and Kochar had just vacated.
Her face clouded nomentarily. "Ah... no. | nean... nothing's changed." She lifted her nug and
wi nced.

"What's the matter?" Cerryl asked, his eyes follow ng Kesrik, wondering what Lyasa had seen-or
heard.

"Ki nowi n has taken over show ng students about arns. He stuffed nme into full arnmor and then
beat me around sone."

"To show you what guardsnmen and | ancers go through," said Cerryl. "Eliasar did that to ne."

"I certainly don't want to be a lancer." Lyasa |aughed. "The black angels were crazy in nore
ways than one."

"The ones from Westw nd?" asked Faltar. "They supposedly knocked everyone el se around. | can't
believe it, though.”

"You don't think women are tough enough?" Lyasa's eyebrows rose.

"I didn't say that," answered Faltar quickly.

"You didn't have to say it."

Cerryl held back a grin.

"You know a good number of the blades on Recluce are still wonen. So are sone of the white
| ancers. ™

"I shouldn't have said anything."

"So you did say sonething?" Lyasa kept a straight face.

Fal tar sighed, despondently, alnpbst in the exaggerated fashion of a traveling nminstrel. "Go
ahead, flanme nme. Beat nme ... anything you wish...for | amin pain and nmisery ..."
"Next time .. ." Lyasa | aughed.

"There won't be a next tine," Faltar prom sed.

Cerryl laughed at his plaintive tone.

"Way did you ask about things?" Lyasa turned back toward Cerryl.

"Jyantyl -he's the head guard for my sewer work-he said there were runors about nore guards and
| ancers being sent to Certis, and sonething about Axalt." He paused. "Wat do you know about
Axal t ?"

"It's an old walled city. It used to be on the nmain trade road fromJellico to Spidlar-unti
the Great Wiite Road was conpl eted through the Easthorns. It's not quite a land, but it owes no
al | egi ance to any other ruler."

"Maybe we'll all be mages before it comes to war," suggested Faltar

"Maybe." Cerryl wasn't sure that was good. He broke off a chunk of bread.

"War doesn't make sense," said Lyasa.

"Many things don't nake sense,"” pointed out Faltar, munbling through his food again. "Wy
shoul d war ?"

Thi nki ng about Anya's reaction when he'd entered the Hall, and so nmuch that had occurred,
Cerryl had to agree with Faltar. But there wasn't nuch he could do, and he lifted his nug and
enj oyed a swal |l ow of cool ale.

LXXVI |

Cerryl stepped into the tower room glad that Myral had the shutters open and that a breeze bl ew
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i n-except that the breeze stopped when he closed the heavy brass-bound door
From his seat by the table, where he sipped cool cider, Myral studied Cerryl. "You' ve been
wor ki ng on not hol di ng chaos within yourself, have you not?"

"I"ve tried to follow your instructions and suggestions,” Cerryl admitted. "It's hard."
"Anyt hing done well is often hard.”" Myral smled briefly. "Those to whom power cones naturally
have difficulty understanding such until it is oft too late."

Cerryl refrained fromnoting that parables weren't exactly going to help him and eased into
the chair across fromthe ol der mage.

"How is the cleaning on this one coni ng?"

"Not too bad," Cerryl said, "but there's a place just ahead where another tunnel seens to join
and it's not on the map."

Myral frowned, then rose and hal f-wal ked, hal f-waddl ed to the bookcase. Cerryl didn't recal
t he ol der nage being so ponderous before, but said nothing as Myral returned to the table and
unrol l ed the nmap scroll

"\Wher e?"
Cerryl pointed. "About there, right before that turn when it joins the eastern main tunnel."
Myral's eyebrows rose, and his face cleared imediately. "Ch... that. It's not a collector

tunnel. Years and years ago, there was a group of ruffians-they called thenselves traders, but
they decided to use the sewers as a way out of the city to avoid the guards and the tariffs, and
they built an entrance fromthe | ower |level of their building. That tunnel was never fully bricked
up underground-just fromthe building side. If you followed it, you'd come to a brick wall. There
was anot her bricked-up tunnel exit all the way out by the spillway, but that was filled in with
rubble.” The ol der nage smled. "They got away with it for alnpbst a year." He paused. "I told you
how t he sunlight striking the water on the spillways cleans the sewer water before it reaches the
| ake ... ?"

"Yes, ser. You took me out there and showed me how the sludge is trapped in the first basin,
and then-"

Myral waved vaguely as he straightened up and rerolled the scroll. "No sense in telling you
what |'ve told you. These days-naybe | always did-I repeat nmyself too much. Happens when you get
old."

"dd? You don't look old."

"I"'mold, Cerryl. Ad, old, old for a mage. | have ny vanities, and Leyladin helps nme with
them but I'man old man, good for telling about sewers and refuse and such, and little else.”
Myral pl opped back into his chair, breathing heavily. After a nonent, he glared at Cerryl. "Go on

You go scour the sewer, and |I'Il sit here and | ook inportant to nmyself."
Cerryl stood.
"When you get to the snugglers' tunnel, be careful. You'll have to clean that out, or it wll

mean the secondary will have to be scoured sooner. But there's no telling whether their
wor kmanshi p was any good. You may have to get masons. Just let me know. " Myral |aughed, then
coughed. "It's not as though I'Il be traveling far."

The younger nan nodded again, then left, neeting Jyantyl and the | ancers outside the barracks
at the rear of the halls as usual

The norni ng went quickly enough, if not so swiftly as Cerryl had hoped, since he found anot her
set of small collectors on the east side. One was nearly totally plugged, and he'd had to use
firebolts and steamto bore through the sludgy nass.

Even after he and the | ancers had taken a midday break, Cerryl still felt tired, but he again
unl ocked the bronze sewer grate and nodded to U lan and Dientyr, then started down the steps. At
| east in sumer the tunnels were somewhat cool er than the streets.

He tried not to breathe deeply at first, until his sense of snell was partly deadened. The
odors were far worse in sunmmrer and woul d get even worse as the heat drew on toward harvest. Cerryl
i gnored the ommi present stench and |l et his senses range up the sewage tunnel to his right.
Somewher e ahead was the bricked-up smuggl ers' tunnel

The wastewater flowed down the bottom of the sewer, below the sliny wal kway ... but there was
sonet hing about it... a hint of turbulence ... sonething.
Cerryl let a small |ance of the golden chaos light flare along the top of the water. A Iine of

fire flashed even beyond the Iinmts of his Ilight lance. Sonmething in the sewage was burni ng-an
oil? He tried to sniff but could snell nothing. Were would oil cone fronf

He | oosed another bolt of chaos along the tunnel wall closest to him but all that resulted
were cleaner bricks and white ash. In the lingering flash he could see as well as sense the curve
of the secondary tunnel

A brief tapping on the bricks echoed down the tunnel. Cerryl turned.
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"Sorry, ser," squeaked Ul an

Cerryl returned to scrutinizing the tunnel ahead, frowning not only because of the snell of
burned oil but because of sonething el se.

U lan clicked or tapped the | ance again.

Cerryl ignored the tapping, trying to press his senses into the darkness of the tunnel

A scraping rose over the burbling of the drai nage way.

Suddenly, Cerryl could sense soneone-sonething around the corner-waiting in the supposedly
bricked-up tunnel. He began to gather chaos to himas he heard boots on stone.

A faint light oozed out fromthe side tunnel, and two nen appeared, di mshapes, shapes not
clear even in his senses, let alone to his eyes. Cerryl blinked in spite of hinself.

One hung a bronze |anp froma hook on the wall, a hook Cerryl hadn't noticed. Both nen carried
shiel ds-1arge and dark glowi ng iron shields. They also bore dark iron blades that glowed with the
reddened bl ack of order, and noved silently and slowy toward Cerryl.

Behind him Cerryl could hear the two white | ancers easing backward, alnost silently.

Myral had said the guards nmight not be rmuch help. He'd also said that firing chaos against iron
would jolt Cerryl.

Cerryl stepped back slowy, trying to think. Wat could he do?

The arned nen noved toward him shields forward.

Whhhst t!

Cerryl released a golden firebolt-not ained at the | eading nan's shield, where it would do
little good, but at the sewer water directly before and beside the nan

A second firebolt followed the first, and a third and a fourth.

Cerryl held his shields against the chaos steam keeping it confined, trying to direct it
toward the arnmed nen even as he backed away fromthem but they continued to advance

He angled a gold lance light lowtoward the leading nan's legs. It missed, but the second man

junped and crashed into the tunnel wall, staggering there for a nonent, his shield | ow
Whhhhsttt! Cerryl flared another |lance of the golden light into the man's exposed face.
"Aeei -" The choked screamdied as the armsman clutched at his charred face and throat, then

toppled slowy forward.

As he cast another firebolt at the sewer water, the young nage backed away fromthe first
ar msman.

The arnsman rushed forward, then half-flung, hal f-pushed the iron shield at Cerryl, lifting the
iron blade and scranbling the few remaining cubits between them

Wth a cal mess he did not feel, even as the heavy shield crashed into him Cerryl | oosed
anot her firebolt.

The man plunmeted forward, his body a charred mass.

Cerryl pushed away the heavy shield, conscious that he woul d have burns on his hands. In
several places, his white tunic was charred fromthe inpact of the iron

He had to reach out and steady hinself on the wall. H s head ached, and his stomach churned,
and he stood there, gasping, the darkness seening to recede and flash toward him

Finally, he straightened and began to wal k toward the steps. Dientyr stood there.

"Ser?" The white | ancer | ooked at the wal kway.

"Where's Ul an?"

"Ah ... | don't know, ser."

Cerryl kept wal king until he reached the steps, where he sat down in the pool of I|ight cast
fromthe grate opening above. He didn't care if his whites were filthy. He needed to rest.

"Di entyr? Have sonmeone get word to Myral... brigands in the sewer. They're dead, but |I'm
supposed to | et himknow. "

"Yes, ser."

Cerryl ignored the relief in the guard's voice and the rapid scranble up the steps. He just
kept trying to catch his breath. Was it that he'd thrown so nuch chaos in such a short tine?

When he finally felt | ess shaky, he eased his way back up the tunnel slowly, |ooking through
the darkness. But there was nothing | eft-ex-cecpt two partly charred figures, two iron shields and
bl ades, and the snell of burned oil-and sline and sewage. O U lan there was no sign, either

He turned back to the steps to wait for Myral.

Di entyr and anot her |ancer preceded Myral down the steps. A nmessenger in blue followed.

"Cerryl ?"

"I"m here. There's nothing here except ne-and the bodies."

" Bodi es?"

"Two arned nen-1 don't know why."

"Best we see." Wth the guard | eading the way, and the nessenger trailing, the two wal ked the
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few dozen cubits to the scene of the attack

"Two of them" Mral studied the two forns-the nostly charred one and the partly uncharred one.
Hi s face hardened as he used the white-bronze knife in his hand to Iift one of the shields, but
his breath rasped heavily as he straightened.

Cerryl tensed. Wat had he done wrong?

"It is not you." The rotund mage turned to the nessenger in blue. "I would have the honored
Sterol neet nme here."

"Yes, ser." The messenger |eft, alnost as though fleeing.

"Maker's nmarks... on the shields.” Myral continued to breathe heavily. "They're fromGallos ..
only one trader in arns licensed to Gallos ... shouldn't be too hard to find who brought in iron
weapons. "

"I didn't think iron weapons were allowed here."

"A few uses only ..." Myral panted.

"Ser ... the steps back there. They're clean. You could sit there."

"Not... a bad idea."

Cerryl led Myral back to the steps up to the grate.

Even without Myral's orders, the |ancers stood guard over the charred shapes sprawl ed on the
wal kway. Anot her group had joined Jyantyl on the street above in guarding the grate.

"Does this happen often?" Cerryl finally asked.

"Every once in a while. That's why we provide guards." Myral took another deep breath. "People
think the sewers are out of our sight-Sometimes, they're right. W can't watch everything. The
| ocks hel p, but some people tunnel in, |like those snugglers.” After a nmoment, he added, "After
Sterol cones, we'll check that old tunnel they built. |I would gather that your attackers unbricked
part of it. What happened to U I an?"

"I don't know. He was gone by the tinme | finished with-" Cerryl gestured up the tunnel

"Mpst interesting. A nmissing guard, and an attack late in the day."

Late in the day? Wen sonmeone knew a young rmage would be tired? Cerryl hadn't thought about
t hat .

Myral stood slowy. "The mighty Sterol is taking his tine. Wiile we wait, we mght as wel
check that tunnel. You can clean sonme nore if it's too slinmy."

Cerryl felt like groaning but didn't. Hs left shoul der ached where the edge of the shield had
struck him and he felt exhausted.

They wal ked slowly over the bodies to where Cerryl had reached in scouring the wal kway, trying
not to touch either corpse, but the wal kway was too narrow to wal k around the dead brigands. Mra
turned to Cerryl, eyebrows lifting.

Whhhst !

Cerryl used as little of the golden lance flane as possible in clearing the fifty cubits of
wal kway that curved to the rough aperture of the snugglers' tunnel, a rough archs lightly |less
than four cubits high.

Cerryl stepped into the side runnel gingerly, feeling the clay underfoot give slightly. Less
than twenty cubits farther on, the tunnel ended in a wall-except in the mddle of the wall was an
open doorway.

Myral stepped up and closed the door

Cerryl took a deep breath. The back side of the door had been painted to resenble bricks.

"Someone has been using this again. Cever of them" Mral turned. "No one is around now, and
I"d rather leave this to Sterol. You don't want to know where that door |eads, not until you're a
mage, anyway." The heavyset ol der mage puffed slowy back along the secondary until he reached the
stairs to the street, where he carefully settled hinself on the second step

How | ong they waited, Cerryl wasn't sure, except that the sound of nore arnsnmen and weapons
echoed down the steps even before a handful of guards appeared, followed by the H gh W zard.

Sterol appeared out of the dimmess, a glow ng presence of chaos, with a squad of guards before
himand with Kinowin flanking him "Your summons was not precisely convenient, Mral."

Myral heaved hinself to his feet. "Yes, Hi gh Wzard." Myral gestured into the darkness toward
the two bodi es. "Young Cerryl dispatched these two nmal efactors. | would request that you exam ne
t he bodies for yourself."

Sterol nodded. Kinowin's face was bl ank

"You mght also note the side tunnel beyond the bodies. There is a door painted to | ook |ike
bricks."

Sterol stepped past the two, and followed by Kinowin, he narched down the tunnel. Cerryl noted
that while Sterol did not blaze chaos energy the way Jeslek did, he definitely radi ated chaos-as
did the rug-ged Kinowin, if to a | esser degree.
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The High Wzard stopped by the bodies and bent over. After a noment, Sterol straightened. "I
see what you nean." Wth a gesture, he pointed toward the figures, and the tunnel filled with
blinding light.

Cerryl blinked. Wen the stars cleared fromhis eyes, all that renained were white dust, two
iron shields, and two bl ades.

Wearing heavy white gloves he had pulled from somewhere, Kinowin lifted both shields and handed
themto one of the lancers. Then he lifted the blades and carried themtoward the steps with the
| ancers leaving Sterol with Cerryl and Myral

"Also," said Myral, "one of the |lancers guarding young Cerryl fled sonmewhere into the runnels.”
The ol der nmage gl anced to Cerryl.

"Ulan," Cerryl supplied.

"Ulan is doubtless hiding sonewhere in the sewer. You have | eave to destroy him" Sterol's
eyes flashed as he | ooked at Cerryl. "In fact, you are to destroy himinmmedi atel y-w t hout mnercy.
You have the power to do so." Sterol glanced around the tunnel. "Do you understand?"

Cerryl nodded.

"Good." The High Wzard turned to Myral. "W have sone work to do." Then he turned back to

Cerryl. "Continue to seek U lan and carry out ny orders. W will not expect to see you before the
evening nmeal. If you find him do what else you can here. If you cannot find himor if you do-see
me after you eat."

"Yes, ser."

"You had only two guards, did you not, young Cerryl? Down here with you?"

"Yes, honored Sterol. | sent Dientyr to fetch Myral; Ul an di sappeared when | was struggling
with the ... malefactors.”

"You renmai ned here?"

"Yes, ser."

"Good. Better and better." Sterol gestured. "Luyar, pick enough guards to watch all the grates
on the secondary and the western main tunnel. If they catch Ulan, have themhold himfor Cerryl."

The | ancer | eader nodded and wal ked back up the steps to the street above.

"If the lancers find himfirst... you will be notified, and your task will be to execute the
deserter with chaos-fire-right where he stands when you find him"

"Yes, ser."

Sterol nodded in a perenptory fashion, turned, and started up the sewer steps. Myral puffed up
behi nd the Hi gh W zard.

Cerryl | ooked down the tunnel, past the stairs and away from where the bodi es had been, then
shrugged. U | an had gone away from where Cerryl had fought the arnsnen, and the entrance, and the
| ancer hadn't gone up the steps.

After a nmonment, Cerryl started down the tunnel slowy, heading back through the area he had
scoured earlier, watching his feet nonethel ess.

Behind himfollowed the pair of |ancers. Were they watching himas much as guarding hinf

He passed one set of steps, dappled with light fromthe grate overhead, then a second, and
finally a third. The tunnel was silent except for the muted gurgle of sewer water in the drainage
way and the sound of boots on danp brick

Close to the fourth access steps, Cerryl paused, listening, looking into the darkness, letting
his senses pick up sonething ... sonmeone ... hiding in the darkness behind the stairs.

He turned to the guard with the light, whispering, "I think he's up ahead. Stay back here a
bit. I can't follow himand worry about you."

Sur prisingly, the guard nodded.

Cerryl eased along the edge of the tunnel, knowi ng that the back and upper sleeve of his tunic
wer e hopel essly stained with sline.

A set of boots scraped on the bricks ... as did a spear

Cerryl waited, gathering chaos energy fromaround him "Ulan ..."

Only the sewer water in the drainage way burbl ed

"There's nowhere to go."

The indistinct figure of the lancer slid along the side of the steps, lifting the white-bronze
spear.

Cerryl focused the chaos energy-the white-gol den | ance.

Whhsttt! The chaos bolt shivered the spear and turned it into flame. U lan dropped it... his

hand and | ower arm al so a nmass of flane.

The | ancer reached for the shortsword at his belt.

Wth al nost a sigh, Cerryl |oosed another targeted firebolt, one that caught Ulan in the
m dsection. The | ancer staggered, seeming to fold before sliding onto the bricks.
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Cerryl stepped forward. "Wo set it up?"

Ulan lay spraw ed on the slinmed bricks, his mdsection bl ackened, eyes avoiding Cerryl.

Cerryl focused another chaos bolt on the lancer's foot, then let it fly. The odor of burning
flesh rose over the snells of sewage and nol d.

"Aeeei... no ... no .. i"

"Who told you to keep tapping that spear?"

"Don't know, ser... swear | don't... Soneone in white ... short never saw his face ... soft
voice ... slim.. wore scent."

Cerryl let a blaze of fire glimer fromhis fingertips.

"Honest... honest... ser ... threatened to kill nme if | told ..."

Cerryl could sense the truth, and the despair. For a nmonent, he hesitated, then let the fire
flare across Ul an.

He swal l owed, trying to hold in the nausea-and succeedi ng, barely.

After a time, he turned away fromthe white ash that sifted across the wal kway.

The two |l ancers waited, their lanp a puddle of light in the darkness. Cerryl wal ked past them
silently, back toward the unfinished cleaning of the secondary tunnel

LXXVI I

Every eye | ooked at Cerryl as he stepped into the neal hall, then | ooked away, alnpst in relief,
it seemed to the thin-faced student nmage. He was late, |ater than he should have been because,
even with chaos, cleaning the grinme off his tunic had taken | onger than he had expected.
Surprisingly, he'd even managed to deal with the dark grease that he'd thought had burned the
white cloth.

Beal tur and Kochar kept their eyes down, fixed on the polished white oak of the table. The neal
hall was silent, students |ooking at the entrance archway every so often. Unlike at nost neals, no
full mages were in the hall

Cerryl wal ked through the silence to the serving table and hel ped hinself to the mnt burkha
and noodl es, to a healthy chunk of bread, and poured a full mug of the light ale, carrying it all
over to the table where Faltar and Lyasa sat.

"You ni ssed everything," Faltar whispered.

"I have sewer duty. | miss alot,"” Cerryl said dryly. He sniffed. Did his tunic still carry the
faint odor of sewage? "Wiat happened?”

"You don't know?" asked Lyasa.

"I was told specifically to stay in the sewers until nealtine," said Cerryl. "The orders cane
fromthe H gh Wzard. In person. | wasn't about to do otherw se."

The bl ack-haired Lyasa's mouth forned an O

"Sterol cane into the common with sonme guards." Faltar |owered his voice to al nost a whisper
"They had iron shields. You know that's trouble. Iron deflects chaos, you know?"

"l have | earned that."

"Sterol had Kinowin and Fydel with him and even Myral ."

Cerryl took a bite of the bread, trying to quiet his enpty stonach. "For what?"

"You shoul d have seen Kesrik." Faltar glanced toward the tabl e where Kochar and Beal tur sat.
"Sterol threw an iron shield-he had to wear heavy | eather gloves, but he did throwit-right at
Kesri k, and he asked hi m sonet hi ng about recognizing it... about maker's marks and authori zed
traders with Gallos.™

Lyasa nodded.

"Marker's marks? Wiy woul d Kesrik have anything to do with traders?" Cerryl paused. "You think
that this has to do with Kesrik's fam|y?"

"It nmakes sense," Lyasa nurnmured. "Kesrik doesn't like you. His famly has access to gol ds and
armmsnen, and weapons. "

"Jesl ek wasn't around either," added Faltar

Nor Anya, thought Cerryl, glancing at the blond Faltar

"Kesrik-he turned white, and then it |ooked like he tried to throw chaos at Sterol." Lyasa
gl anced at the silent Kochar and Beal tur

"That wasn't smart," said Faltar.

"He tried to throw chaos? Wth those three standing there?" Cerryl took a nouthful of the
spi cy, brown-sauced burkha and noodl es.

"Well... there was chaos-fire everywhere. Kinowin raised his shields first," said Lyasa, "and
then sonmeone threw chaos-fire at him and he fried Kesrik. | think he was the one. It happened so
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fast."
"And then?" Cerryl chewed on a piece of bread to relieve the heat of the spiced burkha.
"Sterol |ooked around and he said sonmething like, 'Schenming is not appropriate in the Halls of
the Mages.' "

"Then they all nmarched off, and a couple of the |ancers picked up the iron shields," Faltar
concl uded.
"So..." Lyasa's eyes fixed on Cerryl. "What was Kesrik doi ng? Wiy were you in the sewers so

| at e?"”

"A pair of nen with iron shields and bl ades attacked ne," Cerryl admtted.

"How did you stop then?" pressed Faltar. "Myral and Derka have both been telling nme how
dangerous it is to cast chaos against iron, especially polished iron."

Cerryl forced a laugh. "Steam. . nostly. | turned the water in the drainage way into steam"

Lyasa smiled. "You thought quickly. How did you manage that?"

"I don't know." Cerryl had to shrug. "I knew | couldn't use chaos against iron. | had to do
somet hing." He took anot her mout hful of burkha, feeling slightly deceptive and taking refuge in
eati ng.

"How did they get down there? Al the grates are | ocked and seal ed with chaos,
out .

"They used an old smugglers' tunnel. Myral knew about it, but it had been bricked up years ago.
They unbl ocked part of it."

"How did they know ... ?" Faltar's forehead furrowed.

"That's easy," said Lyasa. "Cerryl wal ks down the streets every day. There are sewer grates
every few hundred cubits. Anyone could figure that out."

Fal tar pointed

Cerryl wondered. That was true enough... but why had he been assigned the secondary tunnel that
al ready had an ol d snugglers' tunnel? Someone wasn't telling the truth, but who? Myral had said he
could lie convincingly, and that nmeant other nages could as well. Despite the nmaker's marks on the

shields, Kesrik or his famly paying to have arnms-nmen attack Cerryl didn't make sense, especially
after U lan's words about a slender mage. But Anya wasn't froma trader's famly, not that Cerryl
recal l ed. And why would Sterol have turned Kesrik to ash, if the apprentice nmage hadn't been
guilty? All that meant there was even nore that Cerryl didn't know.

LXXI X

The two guards nodded as Cerryl passed them and started up the tower steps. The nod from Hertyl

was nore deferential, Cerryl thought. Myral's door was closed, and his roomfelt enpty to Cerryl
as the younger nan passed the | anding. Before he had reached the third I evel, his steps |agged,
and he was breathing heavily when he stopped at the open | anding of the uppernost |evel of the

t ower.

"Conme in, Cerryl," called Sterol through the white oak door that was not quite cl osed.

Cerryl took a deep breath, squared his shoul ders, took another deep breath, and opened the
brass-bound white oak door. He stepped into Sterol's apartnent, turning and cl osing the door to
the position in which he had found it.

"You can close it all the way." Sterol sat behind the desk, centered between the white oak
bookcases filled with | eather-bound volunes. The H gh Wzard gestured to the straight-backed chair
bef ore the desk.

Cerryl closed the door, then wal ked across the room and around the table that held the circular
screeing glass to take the proffered seat.

"You found the m ssing guard." The High Wzard's hair glinted a reddish iron gray in the |ight
of sunset that streanmed through the open tower w ndow at his back

"Yes, ser. He hadn't gone that far. He was hiding to the south, where the next secondary joi ned
the main tunnel, behind a set of steps.”

Sterol nodded. "There was no one else w th hinP"

"No. He was alone. At least, | didn't hear or see anyone else." Cerryl added carefully.

"Did the guards see you flame hin?" The Hi gh Wzard shifted his weight in his chair, but his
eyes renmmined on Cerryl.

"I don't know how nuch they saw, honored Sterol. They saw nme use flane. They had to have heard
Ulan scream”

"He screaned? Good ... excellent. That will suffice. No white guard or |ancer nust ever be
all owed to desert his post or duty." Sterol frowned. "Wy did he screanP"

"He had a lance, and | struck his armand the lance with the first firebolt."
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"You went in front of the guards?"
"I wasn't supposed to be, ser?"

"Ah, young Cerryl... the bravery of youth. That story will indeed serve you-and the CGuil d-serve
us well." Sterol |aughed, but the |laugh faded as the H gh Wzard studi ed the younger nan. "I had
hoped ... but you retain enough force ... nore than enough ... and you are bright..." A quick nod

foll owed as though Sterol had reached a concl usi on about somnet hi ng.

Cerryl waited.

"I take it this ... Ulan said nothing?" Sterol's voice sharpened

"He begged for nercy."

"Anyt hing el se?"

Cerryl frowned. "He nunbl ed sonet hing about being afraid ... that soneone had approached him
That m ght have been Kesrik ... but he said he didn't know, only that whoever it was happened to
be short." Cerryl sniled apologetically. "I hope you don't mind, ser, but since soneone was trying
toinjure me, | wanted to know if he knew anything. | did flane him as you ordered."

"Short. . . hnmm .. ." Sterol smiled broadly. "I will pass that along to Jeslek ... another
confirmation that Kesrik was involved. His fam |y has been asked to | eave Fairhaven, you know.
They had to have supplied the coins paid to the two nen you killed."

"Yes, ser."

"Now. .. do you renmenber what | told you when you first cane to the tower?"

"Yes, ser. That | was to watch and to say nothing and to tell none but you ... and not unti
you asked."

"Good." Sterol's face hardened. "Do you honestly think that Kesrik could have set up the
attenpt on you?"

"Ser... | do not know Fai rhaven or everything about the Guild. | had sone doubts, but when one
knows so little ..."

Sterol |aughed, a short bark. "You know far nmore than you let any know, even nme, and that is
wi se, so long as you renmenber who is H gh Wzard."

"Yes, ser."
"What do you know about Recl uce?"
"Not hi ng except what is in the histories and the old stories, ser. | have overheard that

Recluce is trying to trade with Gallos through Spidlar and that such will not hel p Fairhaven."

Sterol |eaned back in his chair slightly, but his face remained stern. "Men are weak, Cerryl.
They will seek coins and personal gain, even if it will ruin their children and their children's
children. Even white nages can do the sane, and that can be even nore dangerous, for they do not
have to worry about their children. Chaos provides great power, and great power can create great
corruption. That is why Kesrik died."

Cerryl didn't conceal the puzzlenent he felt.

"No," Sterol answered the unspoken question. "Kesrik was not powerful. He was weak, too weak to
resi st the corruption of chaos. He saw the great power w el ded by Jesl ek and would do anything if
he coul d have possessed |ike power." The H gh Wzard strai ghtened and the red-fl ecked brown eyes
bored through Cerryl. "Do you understand that?"

"I understand that he wanted power, ser. He tried to control the other students."

Sterol nodded. "That is one reason why you found brigands in the sewer, seeking your death.
Where chaos can be nanifested, so can corruption and evil. The same is true of great order, and
that is why Recluce is corrupt. Far too much order has been concentrated on that isle. Now .. why
do you suppose so many nmages are not in Fair-haven?"

Cerryl blinked. He'd known there were nmages outside the city, but Sterol was suggesting there
were far nore away from Fairhaven

"Too many nages neans nore concentration of chaos." Sterol offered a wy smle. "That is also
why | had you nade a student-and years back, Kinowin, and |ater young Heralt. But those are points
for you to consider in the seasons ahead." He placed the fingers of each hand agai nst each ot her
in a pyram dal shape. "Wat have you observed here in Fairhaven?"

Cerryl swallowed. "Ah ... | have observed much, ser. | have noticed that nost of the nmages do
not teach so nuch as force ne to answer questions and to undertake tasks."

"That is because that is what | have told themto do. All young people, even student nmages,
ignore or resist what they are told by their elders. They |earn best by thinking and doi ng. Wat
el se have you observed?"

"I don't know what else to say, ser. There is so nuch, so many things | had not considered. |
never woul d have thought sewers so inportant, or paved streets and wal ks or clean water "
Cerryl | ooked al nbst hel plessly at Sterol

The Hi gh W zard nodded, alnobst to hinself, then glanced toward the door, then back at Cerryl.
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"Well... you need sone rest, and you have a sewer to finish cleaning, |I believe?"

Cerryl nodded, then stood.

"And ... Cerryl... best you be nost careful out in the streets. W are not as |oved or
respected as should be, and Kesrik's famly was well connected."

"Yes, ser."

After he closed the tower door to the topnost |anding, Cerryl wal ked sl oWy down the tower
steps. Sterol had been pleased, but Cerryl wasn't sure he liked the idea of his actions being
passed to Jeslek. Nor did Sterol's parting caution help, although it was clear he needed to be
careful just about everywhere.

Also ... there was one other thing that worried himworried hima great deal. Wile he
suspect ed Kesri k had been a poor nmamge, Cerryl doubted that the blond student woul d have tried
sonet hing as involved as hiring bullyboys to kill Cerryl in the sewer. And Sterol's questions

confirmed that-in a roundabout way.

Was this another convoluted test-or did soneone el se want Cerryl out of the way? And why? And
if that happened to be so, why had Myral assigned Cerryl the sewer with the snugglers' tunnel? O
had that been Myral's choice? Was Myral right-that Jeslek hinself viewed Cerryl as a rival?

And why had Sterol tal ked about chaos power corrupting? Cerryl was only a poor student nage ..

not exactly a respected and powerful mage |ike Jeslek or Kinowin. Despite Sterol's avuncul ar
performance, Cerryl doubted that Sterol had said all that just to further educate him and that
left Cerryl nore worried than ever.

Still, he had nmanaged to survive, and that was sonething for the orphaned son of a white
fugitive.

So far, he rem nded hinmself. So far

LXXX

Cerryl opened the door and stepped into Myral's room The heavyset nage finished a sip of cider
and pointed toward the chair. Cerryl |eft the door ajar, hoping Myral wouldn't nind, but he wanted
the breeze that existed with the open door. He eased into the chair and waited.

After a nmonment, Myral cleared his throat. "How long will it take you to finish that secondary
tunnel ?"

"Two, perhaps three days."

"I need to inform Sterol about that." Myral took a sip of cider. "Your neeting with himlast
night went well." The older nage smled as Cerryl raised his eyebrows. "No, | have not talked to
the H gh Wzard. After yesterday, had it not gone well, you would not be here today. Jyantyl did
tell me that you were forced to deal with Ulan, and that you handl ed his execution well."

Cerryl swal |l owed slightly.

A series of coughs racked Myral, and Cerryl |eaned forward in his chair.

The bal ding mage raised a hand, as if to insist Cerryl remain seated, coughed several tines
nmore, then took a very small sip fromhis nug. "Chaos dust does not do the lungs well, but when
one is a mage, the dust foll ows wherever one is, and |'mnot one for wasting away on a breezy
hilltop." Myral snorted. "You need to keep working on whatever you're doing to keep the chaos out
of your system It's effective, it appears, but sonetines you flicker very brightly. Do you
under st and?"

"I take it that flickering that way is not good?"

"Not if you are a very young nage, it's not."

"I"ll keep working on it."

"CGood. | will see you again tonorrow norning."

Cerryl rose

"And, Cerryl?"

"Yes, ser?"

"You can close the door all the way when you | eave. |'m not as hot-bl ooded as you are."

Cerryl flushed as he closed the door behind him On the way down the steps, he took severa
deep breaths, then nodded to Hertyl. He went down the stairs to the foyer quickly and turned |eft
toward the courtyard and the rear barracks, where he usually nmet Jyantyl.

At the doorway to the courtyard, he saw a blonde figure in green

Leyladin snmiled as he neared. "Good day, Cerryl."

"Good day, Leyladin.”

She stopped, as if she wanted to talk. So did Cerryl.

"Cerryl. .. ?"
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"Yes?"

"How did you find Myral this norning?"

Cerryl kept his pleasant smile in place. "He was in good spirits. He gets tired nore quickly
now, | think."

"More quickly than when you first began to work the sewers?"

He nodded.
"That has been | ess than three seasons." She frowned, then sniled gently. "He is ol der than he
| ooks, and | fear for him | suppose all healers worry about those they tend."

Cerryl repressed the exuberant smile he felt. "He has said that you help him but he has never
said what it was that you did."

The young heal er gl anced around the foyer and | owered her voice. "Al nages who handl e chaos

the chaos ages them faster, even those |like Myral who are careful. | can help restore a little
of the order-only a little, because too nmuch order is worse than too little. It helps-or it did.
Now | worry."

Cerryl could sense no one was near or watching themin a glass. "Thank you."

Her brows knit in puzzlenment. "For what?"

"For not nentioning that | once saw you in the glass."

Leyl adi n | aughed, a warm | augh, a soft sound, and her eyes sparkled enough that Cerryl could

see the anusenment. "Ch ... Cerryl... | never knew you were the one. | thought... after | first saw
you ... but you never said anything."
"I only tried twice," he confessed.

She shook her head; then her face turned calm "I thank you, ser."

Cerryl nodded as he heard the footsteps, even before he saw Bealtur. "You are nost wel cone. My
your healing continue to bring results."

Wth a quick nod, she was gone.

Beal tur kept his eyes frommeeting Cerryl's, and continued toward the tower, follow ng Leyladin
up the steps fromthe foyer

Cerryl hurried through the courtyard, glad for the brief cooling afforded by the fountain and
the Iight breeze before he entered the rear hall on his way to the rear barracks. But nobst of all
he was glad he had told Leyladin. He'd hated carrying that as a secret, and her reaction had
relieved him... at |east somewhat.

Waiting outside the weathered granite building with Jyantyl were four l|ancers Cerryl had never
seen before.

"Good norning, ser," offered the weathered | ancer

"Good nmorning." Cerryl's eyes took in the new guards. "Wat about D entyr?" he asked quietly.
"I would not-"

"He woul d be glad that you thought of him" Jyantyl gave a quick smle. "H s punishnment is
over, and he has returned to his conpany. They are departing for Jellico tonorrow "

"Are you? You had nentioned something ..."

Jyantyl lifted his shoul ders, then dropped them "Sone day soon, but no one has said.”

More and nore | ancers heading west, reflected Cerryl as the group of six started southward and
out to the avenue. Sonething was definitely happening.

The light breeze ruffled Cerryl's fine hair, and he brushed it off his forehead, glancing up at
the norning sky. The faintest haze of high clouds tinted the green-blue sky, inparting a slightly
bl uer cast to the heavens.

Cerryl wal ked in silence, conscious of the heavy tread of the lancers' boots as they turned
onto the avenue and continued sout hwar d.

As they passed the row of inns that catered to the richer travelers, he glanced down the side
avenue that led to the traders' square to the southwest. Was it |ess crowded?

Ahead on the paved sidewal k, two wonen eased toddlers into a shop-a w ne cooper's shop

Cerryl frowned. Why would they go there? He tried to catch the sense of the words fromthe
wonen and the cooper's assistant gathered under the overhang of the shop entrance.

"Student mage or not... red stripe ... still kill a man as look at him.."
"... not so nuch as a reason ... threw Kelwin and his folk out of the city ..."
"... chaos ... dirty way to fight... not Ilike a blade or a lance... thems clean at least..."

Cerryl wanted to answer all of them but he kept a smile plastered . his face as he strode
toward the | ast sewer grate. He hoped the grate on was the last, and the collector the |ast he had
to scour, but he supposed he could be |like Kinowi n had been, spending nore than a year beneath the
streets of Fairhaven.

He repressed a shudder. | hope not. | hope not.
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LXXXI

Cerryl slipped into the chair across from Mral, blotting his forehead fromthe warnth that woul d
certainly intensify as the late sumer day went on. Sormehow, it was still hard to believe that
anot her sumer had nearly passed, and that he had been in Fairhaven al nost a year and a half.

"I went back as you said, and checked everything yesterday. The runnel is clean." Cerryl
paused. "They haven't bricked up that door yet."

"I know. Your successor, young Faltar, will take care of that."

"My successor?"

"I have talked it over with Sterol. You have cleaned el aborately and well two secondary sewer
tunnel s, and you have proved that you have the mininmal ability to use chaos to defend yourself.
There's nothing nore you need | earn about the sewers or the use of chaos-fire to clean them™
Myral smiled blandly. "Jesl ek has sunmoned you. You are to replace Kesrik as his assistant."

"I thought Beal tur or Kochar "

"Neither is as acconplished nor as far along as you are."

"I do not understand. | don't think Jeslek even |ikes ne."

"Nor should he. You respect his ability, but you do not worship the ground on which he treads."”
Myral's tone was dry. "Respect will suffice for now, but never forget to respect the overnmge.
Remenber that."

Cerryl nodded.

After a sip of cool cider and a silence that the creaking of a noisy wagon on the avenue broke,
Myral turned back to Cerryl. "Cerryl... tinmes are getting... interesting." The ol der nage coughed,
the sane racki ng cough, despite the warnmth of the room covering his nmouth with a grayish cloth.

"Are you all right?"

"As well... as possible.” Myral folded the cloth.

"Ser, if you would explain why tines are interesting... | did not have the privilege of grow ng
up in the creche."

"I"d not call it a privilege." Myral |aughed, a |augh that turned into another racking cough
The ol der mage blotted his nmouth once nore "Are you sure you are all right, ser?”

"Nothing wong with ne but age... and the ills that brines nage." Myral took a sip fromthe nug

on the table. "You know about Gallos, do you not? It stretches fromwhere the rivers join in the
north all the way south to Ruzor. The distance is vast enough that it has never been neasured
accurately, Esaak notw thstandi ng, but Gallos extends well over eight hundred kays, perhaps a
thousand fromnorth to south and it is a rich land."

"Yes ... | have heard such."

"Too rich. The prefect is another descendant of Fenardre the Great who would enulate his
ancestor. He is young, and he is cunning, and he does not like the road taxes or the traders
guild or us. He toys with Sverlik."

Sverlik-Cerryl had heard the name somewhere. "Sverlik is the mage who represents Fairhaven in
Fenard. He's close to ny age, and he can't last forever, either. This young prefect-Lyamis his
name-he wants to take over Certis and Spidlar. The Spidlarian Council of Traders, and all
Spidl arians are traders of one sort or another, those who are not nercenaries ... where was |? Oh,
the Spidlarians are turning to nore trade with Sarronnyn and Recluce, and Gallos is buying nost of
that. The traders think it is greed on Lyam s part, but greed is only the beginning...." Mral
coughed again and fell silent. "Ser ... does that nmean the | ancers nust go to Gall os?"

"I cannot say what Jeslek and Sterol will decide. They will deci de something. Jeslek has hinted
that he might be able to devel op another course of action. He has not said what that m ght be. You
will be there to assist him"

"Ah ... when do | see hinP"

"Now. You night as well get on your way. | have little enough else to teach you, though | doubt
| have taught you so nuch as you have taught yourself." A brief snmle flitted across the |ined
round face. "Ser, you have taught me nmuch."

"Don't protest too much." Myral waved toward the door. "On your way, young Cerryl, old as you
are beyond your years. On your way."

Cerryl rose. "Yes, ser."

"And do cl ose the door. There's nothing nore susceptible to chill than an old and tired nage."
"You're not that old and tired."

"You're kind but inaccurate. Best you get off to serve Jeslek... an Cerryl?"

"Yes, ser."

"He will be High Wzard one day. So be nobst careful."”
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Cerryl nodded. He had no intention of ever being other than nost careful where Jesl ek and
Sterol -and Anya and Ki nowi n-were involved. He closed the door firmy, but not hard, and took a
deep breath. What woul d being Jeslek's assistant involve? After a nmonment, he shrugged and started
down the tower steps.

The foyer was enpty, except for the tower guards. Was it his imagination, or were all the Halls
of the Mages nore deserted? Just because nmages wanted out of the sumer heat? Or because of the
troubl es that Myral had nentioned?

Cerryl paused in the courtyard, beside the fountain, and blotted his forehead, lingering in the
fountain's spray to cool off before he marched toward the rear hall
At the upstairs rear of the hall that contained his own cell, Cerryl paused at the door where

the guard, a lancer in white he did not know, rapped on the white oak

"Send Cerryl in."

Cerryl stepped into Jeslek's quarters. The white nmage seened to bl aze with power.

Cerryl halted, not even closing the door

"You can close it."

Cerryl conplied

"I will not cross words with you, young Cerryl." Jeslek's golden eye glittered. "You are here
as Sterol's tool to watch over nme as nuch as assist me. You know that, and | know that."

"The honored Sterol did not tell ne such, ser."”

Jesl ek snorted. "He does not have to tell you such. How can you not answer his questions?"

"He is the High Wzard, ser." Cerryl felt as though he wal ked the edge of a cliff.

"You woul d pay such allegiance to any who m ght be H gh Wzard?" A slow smle crossed Jeslek's
face.

"Wwuld | have any choice, ser?"

Jesl ek | aughed. "I said | would not cross words with you, and yet you cross words with me. For
a student nmage, you are dangerous, young Cerryl."

Cerryl waited, feeling silence was his only response.

"l know you can wield nore chaos than you manifest. How rmuch nore, that | do not know, save
that it is nowhere near what | could bring to bear upon you. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, ser."

"And | can tell that is a truthful answer. That will suffice." Jeslek Pointed to the chair
besi de the scrying table. "As ny first assistant, you may sit. Kochar will be taking your place,
and he, like you did, has nuch to learn." The white-haired w zard seated hinsel f.

Cerryl sat as well, but slightly forward on the chair.

"Sterol should have told you about the intolerable situation in Gallos. Has he?"

"He and Myral told ne about the new prefect, and about how the traders of Spidlar are taking
goods from Recl uce."

Jesl ek nodded. "And you know that we have sent close to four thousand | ancers to Certis to
support the viscount, and to nove themcloser to Gallos?"

"I knew that nost fromthe southern barracks had been sent, but not how many."

"I amglad Sterol has informed you sonewhat." Jeslek pulled at his chin. "W will be going to
Gal | os, but not for a handful of eight-days. W will be addressing the prefect's problens.” A grim
smile followed. "Not in exactly the way he would prefer. In the neantime, we have sonme | ast chores
to consider, including cleaning the aqueduct." Jeslek stood. "You will certainly handl e sonme of
the work, but I will be supervising as well. It matters not if sewage isn't perfectly clean, but
water is something else.”

Jesl ek pointed to the glass. "Can you call up an imge?"

"I have not tried since | cane, ser."

"W won't spend tine on your experinenting here. You have ny |eave to practice, but you are not

to observe through the glass any full rmages. | would strongly suggest you attenpt to use the gl ass
to locate places along the Geat Wite H ghway in Certis and Gallos."
"Yes, ser."

"You may take a glass fromthe storeroomand practice in your cell until you are proficient.
Meet ne here tonorrow right after breakfast." Jesl ek stood.

So did Cerryl. Then he bowed and |l eft, closing the door quietly behind him He had | eave to use
the glass-really for the first tinme. A snmile crossed his face as he started down the corridor

LXXXI |

Cerryl set the snall glass on his desktop and pulled up his stool, |ooking blankly at the silver
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surface that reflected the books on the shelf.

What did he know? Know well enough to call up in the gl ass?

Cerryl concentrated on Dylert's mll, trying to envision the barns and the nm |l and the house,
trying to draw that inmage fromthe light that was chaos and perneated all the world.

The gl ass seened to shiver before it clouded with white msts. Slowy, slowy, in the mddle of
the msts, appeared the door to the mll and a wagon on which a red-haired nan | oaded tinbers from
the lunber cart. Cerryl concentrated on seeing the redhead, and the inmage grew until only the man,
the lunber cart, and the side of the wagon filled the gl ass.

Brental's face bore lines Cerryl did not remenber, and the once-bright red beard was filled
with white streaks. He did not smle as he lifted tinber after tinber, alnost nechanically.

Cerryl found sweat oozing fromall over his face, collecting in the thin wisps of hair on his
jaw and chin that m ght becone a beard soneday. Then he let go of the chaos |ight he had focused
on the glass, and took a deep breath.

How | ong had it been since he had seen Brental in person-nore than four years? Enough to bring
white to his beard?

Cerryl took another slow and |long breath, this tinme trying to recall and focus on the kitchen
and the long trestle table where he had eaten so often.

The second i nage cane nore easily, but Cerryl was still sweating as the silver msts fornmed and
then ringed the viewin the glass.

Dyella stood by the hearth. Her once-brown hair was streaked with silver. Beside her stood a
young worman, a wonan with a round face and bl ack hair woven into a single braid wound into a bun
on the back of her head.

Four places were set at the table.

Cerryl frowned as he rel eased the image. The bl ack-haired woman had to be Brental's consort.
Matters could not be going well for Dylert- not with Brental's haggardness. Yet there was nothi ng
that Cerryl could do. He had no coins beyond .a silver and a handful of coppers, and no way to
help the mll master. He thought of the four places at the table and swal | owed.

He studi ed the blank gl ass again, feeling hel pl ess.

Jesl ek had suggested that he attenpt to use the glass to find i nages along the Geat Wite
H ghway. How should he start? How could he start?

He thought about Tellura, the town that he hadn't known about that had resulted in his having
to draft the map of eastern Candar for Jeslek. Then he squared his shoul ders and concentrated once
nor e.

All he got was a set of swirling silver mst in the glass-and even hotter. He let the nmists
vani sh and got up fromthe stool, then wal ked to the bed, where he stood on the end and tried to
push back the shutters even wider to get sone air, but the day was so still that not a breath of
air entered the small cell

He went back to the screeing glass and sat down. He tried to call up the inage of the white
road into Fairhaven. Wile slightly blurry at first... that effort worked, and he | et the inmage
| apse.

Cerryl wiped his forehead again, trying to keep the sweat fromrunning into his eyes. He
blinked. His entire head ached. He closed his eyes and sat before the desktop for a tine, unti
t he sharpest of the tw nges had subsi ded. Then he opened his eyes, stood, and stretched. He
couldn't go back to using the glass inmrediately, even if he were far, far fromthe expertise that
Jesl ek wi shed

After opening the cell door and stepping into the cooler corridor, he wal ked sl owly down the
corridor toward the commons, which was enpty, except for Bealtur, who sat al one at one of the
tabl es, poring over a thick volunme Cerryl didn't recognize. Cerryl turned toward the open w ndows,
whi ch offered no breeze, blotting his still wet forehead with the back of his forearm "Cerryl?"

Cerryl turned. "Yes, Bealtur?"

"I"'msorry." The hazel eyes twi tched, and Bealtur's hand went to the thin dark goatee. "I
didn't know Kesri k neant sonething like that."

Cerryl forced a pleasant smile. "I do not think many expected that. | didn't."

"Well... | amsorry. | wanted you to know that." Beal tur |ooked al nost |ike a whipped dog.

"l understand." Believe ne, | do.

"Cerryl? What are you doing here?" Faltar trudged into the commons, a set of books under his
arm "What are you doing here? | thought you were out in the sewers."

Faltar gave a grimsnile and lifted the | eather-bound books. "Esaak and Broka prevail ed on
Derka and Myral. One norning a week for them That's today." He slid into the chair at the table
next to the one used by Bealtur. "Esaak even said continuing studies had benefitted you..."

Cerryl gave the blond student a wy snmile. "lI'msorry."
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"l don't know which is worse-mathemati cks and anatom e or the sewers."

"The sewers," suggested Cerryl. "The sewers."
"Cerryl is right," added Bealtur. "Especially now, when it is so hot and the odor in the
tunnels leads you to retch. | was there | ast sumer." He shook his head.

"You two are so cheerful about studies." Faltar sighed and | ooked down at the books. At the
sound of steps, his eyes turned. Leyladin, Lyasa, and Anya wal ked by the archway to the conmons
together. A snmile crossed his face.

"I can tell where your thoughts are," said Cerryl.

"And yours aren't? You're smling, too."

"There's not nuch | can do about it. I"'monly a student. Besides, | suspect that those who are
in higher places have a greater claim" Cerryl tried to keep the bitterness out of his voice.

"Wth Leyladin? Neither Sterol nor Jeslek could touch her. Maybe not Fydel or Myral, either."
Faltar grinned. "It's good to see that you are like the rest of us-just that you don't show it."

Cerryl frowned. "But she's pretty. Wiy couldn't they?"

"She's a black or gray-healers have to be. Touching, and you can't take a worman w t hout
touching her, would be pretty painful-for both of them" Faltar winced. "They're filled with
chaos. "

"They say old Chystyr was into that, but he | ooked Iike he had |asted three generations, and he
didn't have forty years when he died two years ago," Bealtur added fromthe adjoining study table.
Cerryl felt his heart sink. Did it have to be that way? He groped for words. Even though he
al ready knew the answers, he had to say sonmething. "Then... why does Myral instruct her? O Stero

al I ow her around?"

"Sonmeone has to instruct her, and Myral is the one who probably has the nobst experience.

Sterol... how could he do otherw se?" Faltar glanced toward the corridor. "I'mhungry. Do you want
to see if there's any bread left out?"

"They had two dark | oaves a while ago," suggested Bealtur. "I had sonme."”

As his stomach grow ed, the young nage nodded to hinself. "That sounds good." He still had to
practice with the glass, but that could wait, would have to wait until after he scrounged
sonmething to eat fromthe neal hall. He turned down the corridor, thinking again about the gl ass

and how much he had to | earn

LXXXI |1

As the chestnut carried himback toward Fairhaven, and the Halls of the Mages, Cerryl rubbed his
forehead, which ached, because he couldn't nessage his posterior, which also ached fromall his
bouncing in the saddle. Sitting in the hard | eather saddle, he still felt very high, and very
exposed, even after alnost ten kays of riding to and fromthe water tunnel. He kept having to
relax his fingers because he found them gripping the leather of the reins far too tightly.

El i asar had stuck himon a horse several times, but that hadn't prepared himfor the five-kay
ride out to the point north of Fairhaven where the aqueduct went underground and becane the main
wat er tunnel for the city. He glanced ahead at Jesl ek, and Leyl adin, who rode silently beside the
white nage with an ease Cerryl envied. Even Kochar, riding beside Cerryl, seened relatively at
ease on horseback. Cerryl shifted his weight. The saddle felt hard, and it had felt hard fromthe
first few cubits the chestnut had carried himright after breakfast.

He gl anced to the west, where the sun hung over the hills, then to the white granite road that
sl oped gently toward the north gates of Fairhaven

Cerryl still had to wonder why Leyl adin had been required. He could sense as well as she had
the residual chaos of sludge and nmold in the cracks in the stone of the tunnel that coul d have
poi soned the water had it been allowed to grow.

Before they had left the Halls, Jeslek had said, "There's a difference between what you m ght
call honest chaos and the kind of chaos that poisons the water. That's sonething that usually only
heal ers can feel ."

For all of what Jeslek had said, cleaning the water tunnel had been little different from
cl eani ng the sewers-except for checking nore carefully to ensure there was no sign of sline or
mol d. Yet Jesl ek had insisted that cleaning the aqueduct required a black or gray nage who was a
heal er. Cerryl wondered why-he had sensed the flux type A° chaos that Leyl adin had pinpointed. He
frowned. Could it be that neither Jeslek nor Kochar had? He couldn't very well ask.

Cerryl nassaged his left shoulder with his right hand, hanging on to the front run of the
saddl e-and the reins-with his left.

By the time they passed through the north gates, Cerryl's thighs were cranping. The even hal f-
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score of white lancers followed the group down the avenue, and despite the late afternoon sun
Cerryl could feel even nore sweat oozing down his back. The day had been hot, though nuch of it
had been spent in the conparative cool of the water tunnel, and forecast a warm harvest season
i ndeed.

He gl anced ahead again at Leyladin, still riding easily beside Jeslek, then at Kochar. The
redheaded student | ooked over with a snmile and said in a | ow voice, "Renenber, relax. Don't fight
it."

How did one not struggle to stay in the saddl e? Cerryl wondered. It was easy enough for Kochar
to say, but another thing to manage. Cerryl took a deep breath and tried to study the grain
exchange building as they rode past. Only a single carriage stood by the nounting bl ocks, cloaked
in the building' s shadow.

Nor did the artisans' square | ook any different fromany other afternoon, with a handful of
buyers, and a single apprentice running up the side street in the direction of Tellis's shop

Before long, Cerryl reined up and gl anced wearily around the front of the stables. Jeslek
Kochar, and Leyl adin had al ready disnounted. A pair of stable boys |led Kochar's and Leyladin's
mounts into the stable, and they wal ked back around the north side of the stable toward the
eastern courtyard

A white-bearded man in blue stepped out fromthe |late afternoon shade of the overhang. "You
getting of f that mount, ser?"

"Ch... yes." Cerryl swung awkwardly out of the saddle, and his |egs al nost buckled as his feet
came down on the hard stone of the courtyard. He | ooked back at the big chestnut dubiously,
wondering if he would ever get used to riding, then foll owed the others back to the east side of
t he stable.

"So you decided to rejoin us, Cerryl?" Jeslek did not snile as he spoke.

"I"'msorry, ser. I'mnot as good a rider as you are." That was certainly true.

"Well, you're all here, and you did a good day's work-all of you." Jeslek's youthful face, as
al ways, belied the white hair and the sun-gold eyes. "Right after breakfast again tonorrow "

Kochar took a deep breath. Leyladin and Cerryl exchanged gl ances as Jeslek turned and left.

Then, with a nod, Kochar also turned and |eft.

"You haven't ridden rmuch, have you?" Leyladin sniled synpathetically. At |least Cerryl hoped the
smle was synpathetic.

"No. Eliasar stuck me up on a gentle beast a couple of tines and let nme ride around the
streets. That was about it." Cerryl glanced toward the entrance to the courtyard, the one |eading
back to the main section of the Halls of the Mages, then at Leyladin. "Ah... | had a question.”

She smled. "No ... I'"'mnot Myral's lover. Nor Jeslek's. Myral's a sweet, but not to ny taste.
Jeslek's not to nmy taste, either, but that wouldn't stop him |I'ma gray, alnost a black, and that
does stop hi mbecause that woul dn't work."

"Ah ..." Cerryl found hinself flushing furiously. "That wasn't... my question."

"That may not have been the question you were going to ask.” She grinned. "But it was on your
mnd." She waited. "Wasn't it?"

Cerryl found hinself blushing again.

"I"lIl take that for a yes. Now ... what was the question you were going to ask?"

"I could see the kind of chaos you were finding in the tunnel. Can't all whites?"

The bl onde shook her head. "Myral could. Faltar night be able to. You clearly can. Once a white
mage surrounds hinmself-or herself- with chaos, it's really hard for nost of themto sense | ower

anounts of pure physical chaos, like the stuff that grows in the sewers or the water runnels."” She
cocked her head and | ooked at Cerryl, alnbst as if she had not quite seen himbefore. "That could
be a useful thing for you. | wouldn't tell anyone, though."

"Thank you." He gestured toward the archway. "Wuld you like to eat...?"

"I would." Leyladin sniled. "But it will have to be another tine. Tonight, | promnised ny father
I'd have dinner with them It's his natal day."

"Well... | hope you have a good neal." Cerryl offered a snmile in return. "lIt's probably better

than in the halls." He paused. "You don't have to eat here, do you?"

"No. And | sleep at hone. But | can't be a full nenber of the Guild, either, not as a gray or
bl ack."

"Ch..."

"Li ke everything, it has its advantages and di sadvant ages." She nodded. "I do have to go."

Cerryl watched as her green-clad figure vanished through the archway that led to the southern
part of the avenue. Wiy had the glass drawn himto her, so many years earlier? He was drawn to
her, Iike iron to a | odestone, and even now, he wasn't quite sure why. It wasn't lust. Not just
lust... anyway ...
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He wat ched where she had gone. Then he turned and wal ked slowy toward the nmeal hall, conscious
that his thighs still ached. So did his rear, and his head.
More riding tonorrow? He w nced.

LXXXI V

Several large droplets of water splatted fromthe overhead arch of the water tunnel onto Cerryl's
al ready danp hair and oozed down his forehead toward his eyes. He blotted them away wi th the back
of his forearm and wat ched Leyl adin's gesture.

"There's sone of the dark chaos along this joint," said Leyladin.

Cerryl studied the polished stone of the tunnel walls, the danp gray broken by a |line of dark
green.

Whhsstt He eased a firebolt onto the sline that coated the nortar, a firebolt because he didn't
wish to use the fire |l ances when Jesl ek was wat chi ng-or anyone who might report that ability to
the overmage. Ashes flaked into the danp air of the water tunnel. Both Leyladin and Cerryl
coughed.

Under the light of the bronze lanp carried by the lancer, as the ashes flaked away, the surface

of the nortar appeared, yellowed with age, and with a long crack, still dark-Iooking.
"There's nore ..."
"I know," Cerryl said tiredly. "I can see the dark stuff there." He did not glance over his

shoul der, sensing Jeslek's presence with every bit of chaos he channeled into destroying the flux-
causing natural chaos in the decayed joints of cracked granite runnel walls. Making sure he
reveal ed nothing of his own abilities to focus chaos into Iight |ances nade the job even harder
but he trusted Leyl adin's suggestion that he reveal nothing he did not have to.

After a deep breath, Cerryl half-dropped, half-arced another firebolt against the nortar. This
time the darkness-and the flux chaos-vanished in the swirling white ashes.

Cerryl found hinself taking another deep breath, |eaning forward, and trying not to pant.

"Kochar, you see what Cerryl is doing. The next one Leyladin finds, you clean it up." Jeslek's
voi ce was crisp and inpersonal. "Stand back."

VWHHHHSSTTT! Once agai n, another wall of flame flared down the tunnel, scouring nost of the
surface of the granite, |eaving just the rough patches not touched by Jeslek's flame bl asts.

Cerryl coughed again as the ashes and white fire dust settled and as the drier air came through
the tunnel vent opened by the | ancers who foll owed along the top of the stone tunnel

"Here." Leyladin stepped forward another hal f-dozen paces-followed by a tall lancer with the
bronze | anp-and poi nted, then stepped back

Whst. Kochar's small fireball plopped onto the dark patch on the side wall.

"Anot her one, please," requested the bl onde.

"Keep at it, Kochar." Jeslek's voice was hard. "W need to finish today. The reserve tanks are
al rost enpty, and we need to reopen the tunnel."

" trying ...

Cerryl alnost felt synpathy for the redhead.

By the end of the day, when Cerryl stepped out of the tunnel access building into the late
afternoon sun, into the dust and heat, he had sonewhat |ess synpathy, since Kochar had | ost al
ability to raise chaos hal fway through the afternoon, leaving Cerryl to handle all of the rough
pat ches and cracks.

Heat waves shinmered off the side road. Slowy, he heaved hinself into the chestnut's saddle,
trying not to grunt. Leyladin and Jesl ek mounted easily, as did Kochar and the half-score of white
| ancers.

The saddl e remained hard as he tried not to bounce on the ride back into Fairhaven. He stil
had to work on relaxing his fingers. Wien he didn't think about it, they tightened around the
| eather of the reins until his hands were al nbst cranped.

In the west, the sun burned over the hazy hills, and heat waves rose off the white granite of
the road. Sweat began to seep down Cerryl's back, and he al nost wi shed for the danpness and coo
of the water tunnels.

He was soaked when he reined up before the stables. Jeslek, Kochar, and Leyl adin had al ready
di srount ed, even before he had stopped.

Cerryl swung his leg over the saddle, alnobst catching his boot on it. Then he stood wavering on
the hard stone of the courtyard, his hand reaching out for the chestnut to steady hinself.

Jesl ek stepped forward, his eyes raking the three and settling on Cerryl. "That's all the work
we'll do on the tunnel this season. I'll see you and Kochar tonorrow after breakfast." He did not
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smile as he turned and wal ked toward the Halls.

Kochar | ooked at the departing overmage, then trudged after him Cerryl took a deep breath and
| ooked for Leyladin, but she, too, had vanished. Wth a shrug, he walked slowy to his cell and
then to the bathing chanber.

H s stomach was growling by the time he finally reached the neal hall, right after the bells
rang. Even so, Kochar had a full platter already and was wal king toward the table where Beal tur
and Heralt ate together in the corner. The redhead sat down with them

Cerryl wal ked slowy fromthe serving area toward one of the enpty round tables, where he sat.
He gl anced at what was supposed to be | enon-creaned | anb, then across the table, unm ndful of the
soreness in too many nuscles fromriding to and fromthe water runnel for three days, scranbling
through the slippery tunnel, and feeling Jeslek watching over his shoul der every nonent. The nore
he was around Jesl ek, the less he trusted the overnage, despite Jeslek's apparent
strai ght f or war dness.

"M ght we join you, ser nage?"

Cerryl | ooked up at the warm voice to see the blonde hair and green tunic, then staggered to
his feet. "OF course."

"Sit down," Leyladin added. "If you're as tired as | am you don't need to be junping up for
peopl e. "

Leyl adi n and Lyasa sat down on the other side of the table.

Cerryl sat and absently fingered his chin.

"You know, you'd |ook better if you didn't try to grow a beard."

Cerryl blinked, refocusing on the bl onde.

"You're like all the other young nages, growing a beard to | ook ol der."

Cerryl's mouth opened.

"You'd | ook nuch better without it," she continued, breaking off a chunk of fresh dark bread.

“Iron irritates me," Cerryl said. "Even a sharp iron bl ade does."

"It does many of the whites. There are answers to that. I'msure you'll find one. Besides,
you'll 1ook old and distingui shed soon enough.” Leyladin's eyes tw nkled, and her voice | owered.
"It's always better to be underesti mated when you don't have as nuch power, and everyone knows
it."

"That's why | laugh a lot. Laughing nages can't be taken seriously."

"Nor wonen," added Lyasa.

For sone reason, Cerryl's thoughts went back to Benthann and her comrents about wonen al ways
bei ng considered for what they provided in bed. "The Guild all ows wonmen to be full nages. What
about Anya or the ol der woman in Ruzor that Myral was telling ne about?"

"Shenan, " nunbl ed Lyasa. "Think she's Myral's younger sister. He doesn't say."

Leyl adin frowned. "He's never nentioned her."

"There's usual ly sonething nost nages don't nention." Lyasa took a |ong swal l ow of ale. "That
tastes good."

"What were you doi ng today?" Cerryl glanced at the bl ack-haired student.

"Anya and Whuyl were showing ne how to use a dagger-in close It's a |ot of work.

Cerryl took a nmouthful of the |lanb, dry despite the thick sauce

"No one's taught nme about daggers."

"Anya says a fenal e needs that kind of know edge."

"She'd know, " suggested Leyladin quietly. "If it can kill, she's |ooked into it.

"l don't know that she has a choice,"” pointed out Lyasa. A wy smle crossed her lips. "You
can't use your body for everything."

Cerryl al nost choked, especially when he saw Falter at the serving table.

"We' || behave," pronised Leyl adin, her eyes sparkling.

Cerryl wasn't quite sure he wanted her to behave. Even Lyasa snorted.

After a nmoment, he finally asked the question he'd wondered about for over a year. "Wy do you
spend so nuch time with Myral? He doesn't need that nuch healing."

"Myral is old, very old for a white nmage, Cerryl. He nust be threescore, and nobst whites don't
live nuch past two score."” Leyladin Iifted her shoul ders and dropped them "I'm a heal er, and
that's what he needs."

"That's all?"

"Handl i ng chaos is hard on the body. You should know that. Especially after today."

Cerryl gave a rueful smle. "But Myral ?"

"I"'ma healer, Cerryl. Myral's not too proud to ask for ny help, unlike Sterol or Esaak. And
can learn fromhim He knows a lot." Leyladin studied him "You ... you're actually jealous."

Cerryl | ooked down, then forced hinself to nmeet the |aughing green eyes. "Yes."
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"And honest."

"I try," he said. "I don't know how honest."

"You' re honest. That's one reason why Myral |ikes you."

"Honesty isn't enough around here."

"No," interjected Lyasa, "it's not enough. But all the other stuff you need to knowisn't
enough without it, either. Not over tine."

"My ... we're all so philosophical..." Leyladin |aughed.

Both Cerryl and Lyasa joi ned her | aughter.

LXXXV

"Matters have worsened in Gallos." Jesl ek paced around the table, then glanced to the rear w ndow
of his quarters. "Even the High Wzard is concerned." H s eyes went to Cerryl, then to Kochar. "W
will be traveling to Jellico the day after tonorrow. Get together what you will need for a |long
trip."

"Yes, ser," said Kochar

Cerryl nodded.

"There will be other nages and apprentices. You nmay bring your own glass, but no books. Not a
word of the journey outside the Halls. Fromeither of you." This tine, the nage's gol den eyes
rested on Kochar. "You may go."

At least that neant that Cerryl didn't have to worry about Esaak and mat hemati cks. He bowed and
turned, follow ng Kochar through the door

As Cerryl stepped out of Jeslek's quarters and down the corridor, he had to nove aside as
Ki nowi n strode past him The tall mage with the purple-blotched cheek was ained |ike a quarre
toward Jesl ek's door.

The sl ender student nage wal ked slowy down the corridor. What did he need for a journey? \Wat
kind of journey was it going to be? He wi shed he'd asked nore, but Jesl ek sonehow di scouraged
questions, w thout even saying a word.

At the foot of the steps, he glanced around, then wal ked slowy toward the commons but found it
enpty, except for Bealtur poring over a thick tone. Cerryl turned. Leyladin m ght have been able
to give himan idea, but he hadn't seen her

Who el se m ght hel p-who woul d be around? He nodded, then turned and wal ked swiftly back down
the corridor and out into the courtyard. Light rain joined the fountain spray in cooling the
encl osed space, and Cerryl hurried into the foyer of the front hall and then up the front steps to
the tower, past the silent guards.

He tried not to cough at the fine white dust raised by his boots as he trudged up the levels to
Myral's room where he stood for a long noment on the |anding, |istening, hoping he wasn't
interrupting the ol der mage. Finally, he knocked gingerly on Myral's door.

"Yes, Cerryl. You can conme in." The old mage sat in his chair by the table, but his feet were
resting on a stool. "Too much chaos in the legs. It pools in the feet by late in the day, and
nmust el evate themto let ny body redistribute it."

Cerryl nodded.

"Now ... young fellow ... why are you here?" Myral raised his nug, alnost as if in a salute.

"Ah ... ser ... Jeslek is taking us to Jellico ... and told us to make ready. | thought you
woul d know i f there happened to be anything | should take beyond cl othes."

Myral | aughed. "1 can see Jesl ek has once again assuned that all know what he does. You have
not travel ed nuch, have you?"

"No, ser."

Myral nodded. "On the third shelf there, you see the natched boxes?"

"Yes, ser."

"Open the one on the right. There should be several small jars of ointnent inside."

Cerryl opened the box, holding the oak Iid, carved in a pattern of interlocking triangles, in
his I eft hand.

"You may take one of them"

" Ser?"

"It relieves the rawness of where the saddle rubs you-or anything else. Use it sparingly."

"Thank you, ser."

"Al so, nake sure you have a heavy jacket and an extra bl anket for your bedroll."

Cerryl nodded. He was ashaned to adnmit he had not even thought of the bedroll

"And, if you can talk Yubni out of it, an oiled waterproof to wap your bedroll in would al so
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hel p. "

"I's there anything el se you woul d advi se?"

"Not traveling, but that be not your choice.” Myral took a swallow of the ever-present cider
"An extra water bottle would not be amiss, if you can obtain one, but be careful of how and where

you fill it." He coughed several tines, and Cerryl wondered if the racking coughs would follow,
but Myral nerely continued. "Ch ... you can use chaos to heat water to boiling. If you do that and
let it cool, it will keep the other kinds of chaos, the kinds that cause the flux, fromthe water.

You can al so send the tiniest fragnents of chaos after bed vermin." Mral smiled grimy. "There
are always vermn when you travel. Especially in Certis."

"Way in Certis?" Cerryl blurted.

"That | could not tell you." Myral shrugged. "Save nmany have died fromflux and vernin chaos
there. Take care what you drink and eat in Jellico, though with Jeslek | amcertain all will be
well."

Was there a slight irony in Myral's words? Cerryl wasn't sure, but he nodded.

"If you have other questions, you can come back. | amnot likely to be traipsing around

Fai rhaven much, not unless your friend Faltar runs into trouble in his sewer duty."

"I hope he doesn't."

"I doubt he will. Even if there are snuggl ers around, they know to avoid anot her student mage
right now "

"You think there are others?"

Myral |aughed. "Cerryl, we inpose tariffs and road duties. Goods are not nmade with tariffs
attached to them like wool to a sheep. So there will always be those who would avoid taxes and
tariffs, even in Fairhaven. Not all the chaos-fire you or even the great Jeslek can cast will stop
those who live for silver and gold." He pointed to the door. "Go and get what you need, and you
can tell Yubni, for what it's worth, that both Jeslek and | think you ought to be well prepared
for your journey."

"Thank you."

"It be little enough.” Myral coughed, but only once, and smled briefly.

Cerryl eased down the tower steps slowy, hoping he would be able to follow Myral's
suggestions, carrying the box of ointnent back toward his cell.

Beal tur nodded as the two passed in the corridor by the commons, but the goateed student nage
did not speak, and Cerryl didn't feel |ike always being the one to offer greetings first.

Cerryl eased down the corridor and slipped into his cell, still feeling somewhat stiff and
wondering how | ong before he'd really get used to riding. He stepped over to the desktop

A soft gray leather case lay there. Wth a frown, he opened it, then began to smle as he
lifted out the white-bronze razor. Then he | aughed. "She does care." And she has a sense of hunor
in making her points ... He laughed softly again as he replaced the razor in the case.

LXXXVI

A light wind blew out of the northwest, right into Cerryl's face, carrying faint bits of dust and
grit raised by the riders in front of him He shifted his weight in the saddle, w shing he could
get nore confortable on the big chestnut, then glanced westward.

Jesl ek rode at the front of the colum, bareheaded, his white hair alnost glistening in the
| ate norning sun. Beside himrode the | anky Kl ybel, the white | ancer captain. Behind themrode the
red- haired Anya, and beside her, the square-bearded Fydel. Behind the two nmages rode the three
students-Cerryl, Kochar, and Lyasa. Follow ng the nmages was a detachnent of white | ancers-nore
than fourscore, Cerryl thought, although he hadn't tried to count them

The only sounds were the breathing of the horses and the clopping of hoofs on stone. Again,
Cerryl shifted his weight in the saddle in an effort to get |ess unconfortable. Ri ding he could do
wi t hout, save that it was faster and easier than wal king.

The wind that bl ew out of the clear green-blue northwestern sky carried a chill that suggested
the com ng winter, though the sun was warm warm enough that Cerryl was still sweating slightly.

Abruptly, Jeslek |leaned toward Klybel, then lifted his arm

Kl ybel turned his nmount out to the raised shoul der of the road and ordered, "Lancers ... HALT!"

Cerryl found hinself reining back the chestnut, then alnost lurching forward in the saddle into
hi s mount's mane.

Jesl ek then circled around Anya and Fydel and eased his nount up beside the apprentice nages.
"You see the road?"

"Yes, ser," answered Kochar and Cerryl. Lyasa nodded.

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20E.%20Modesitt/Modesitt,%...20Recluse%2006%20-%20The%20White%200rder.txt (153 of 197) [5/22/03 12:33:50 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20E.%20M odesitt/M odesi tt, %20L %20E%20-%20Recl use%62006%20-%20The%20Whi te%200r der . txt

"Do you not think it is sonewhat... exposed?" A snile crossed Jeslek's thin |ips.

"Anyone can see it," offered Kochar quickly.

Lyasa renmi ned silent. Cerryl nodded, barely.

"You do not agree, Cerryl?"

"It is exposed, ser. | do not know if that is good or bad. It is good for soneone who w shes to
avoid brigands, but it could be bad for other reasons."

"You are cautious. Why?"

"Because | do not know. | have not lived in Fairhaven all my life, and | have not studied al
that you and the other mages have."

"At | east you know your limts. Unlike sone.
the road would be better were it | ess exposed?"

Kochar tried to conceal a frowm. "If it were | ess exposed, the white | ancers could nove without
all Candar know ng where they went."

"That is true." Jeslek sniled. "Yet we are within a dozen kays of Fairhaven, and here it
scarcely matters."

Kochar's face becane stolid.

"On the other hand, beyond the Easthorns, where the road stretches across the plains of Gall os-
that is another question. And that is why we nay be headed there." H's smile faded. "In the
meantime, | want you to use your senses to understand how the road is built and howit is held
together. How a road feels is as inportant as all the cal cul ati ons Esaak woul d have you make."

Gal | 0s?

They had yet to reach Certis, and Jeslek was tal king about Gall os?

"Stop scaring them" said Anya with a | augh as Jesl ek turned his nount around and rode past the
ot her two nages.

"You woul d do well to study the roads as well, Anya. Gven your ... inclinations," suggested
Jeslek with a smle. "You as well, Fydel. W will have much to do." He eased his nount past the
other two mages and rejoined the lancer captain. Kl ybel raised his armagain, and he and Jesl ek
resuned riding as if nothing had happened.

"We're going to Gall os?" whispered Kochar

"I't would seem so," suggested Lyasa.

Cerryl frowned, wondering why Jesl ek had stopped the colum. The white mage coul d have made his
suggestion without halting the |ancers, yet had nade a point to do so, and to offer barbed
comments to Anya and Fydel

Bel atedly, Cerryl flicked the reins and lurched in the saddle as the chestnut started up again.

Jesl ek | aughed, then turned to Kochar. "You think

LXXXVI |

As the colum rode across the wi de stone bridge that spanned the River Jellicor, Cerryl's eyes
went to the walls that lay less than half a kay north of the bridge. Jellico was a walled city-a
well-walled city with snoboth stone ranparts that rose at |least forty cubits above the | evel of the
road that led to the gates.

On the western shore, the highway turned al nost northeast for a few hundred cubits before
arrowi ng straight toward the walls. The huge red oak and ironbound gates were open, but well-oiled
i ron grooves showed that they could be closed rapidly.

Armsnmen in gray-and-brown [eathers and with arm ess green over-tunics were stationed by the
gate. Jeslek and Klybel halted, as did the three students and the |ancers who fol | owed.

"The overmage Jeslek, to visit the viscount," announced Klybel in a deep voice that echoed off
the granite walls of the city.

The head armsman gl anced nervously from Jeslek to the next two nmages, then to the students, and
then at the colum of white |ancers.

"Ah ... you are nmpst wel cone, overnmage. You know your way to the pal ace?"

Jesl ek nodded. "I amsure we will find it."

Cerryl | ooked up. Archers in green with bows-sone strung and sone unstrung-watched fromthe
ranparts above, but none seened terribly interested in raising their weapons.

"The viscount is particular about who he lets enter, but not about us," suggested Anya.

Cerryl wasn't sure he cared that nuch. The inside of his thighs felt raw, and every nuscle in
his | egs seened ready to cranp.

"Most rulers in Candar are,"” said Fydel in a |low voice that barely carried to Cerryl

A nessenger in green nounted a gray and quick-trotted down the avenue before them vani shing
from sight even as Jesl ek nodded again to the guards and urged his nount through the archway and
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i nside the walls of Jellico.

Houses and shops of fired brick lined the street, w de enough for perhaps four nmounts but far
narrower than the avenues of Fairhaven

The buil dings were higher, often three stories, and seemngly ol der and | ess kenpt.

Two shaggy brown dogs ran out of a side alley to the right, in front of Jeslek and Klybel, and
di sappeared into the alley on the |eft.

"Li ke as they stole sonething," said Kochar

"Probably," agreed Lyasa. "There's nore theft here."

How woul d dogs know? Cerryl sniffed, noting the sour odor of Jellico, an odor conpounded by the
snells fromthe open sewers running next to the buildings on the right of the street, and by ot her
odors, including burned grease and tanning acids, plus sonme Cerryl could not identify.

"Snmells ..." nurmured Kochar

Cerryl nodded, wondering if every city in Candar but Fairhaven did. He tried to shift his
weight in the saddle again, in a way that wouldn't rub his legs, hoping that they didn't have to
ride that nuch farther.

The viscount's pal ace stood at the west end of the city on a small hill. The granite walls were
even snmoot her and nore polished than those of the city, if not so high, and the gates were open
Only two pair of guards were stationed by the gates, but above themon a false ranpart was a full
squad of crossbowren.

Hoof s echoed on the stones as the group rode slowy through the ong archway that was al nost a
runnel, and | ow enough that Cerryl could have reached up and touched the danp stones overhead.

I nside the courtyard, Eliasar waited, only a pair of guards in green beside him

"Greetings, honored Eliasar." Jeslek reined up

Eliasar's eyes ran over the group, pausing ever so slightly at Anya and then at Cerryl. "You
brought quite an entourage, Jeslek. Three apprentices?"

"One for each full mage," answered the white-haired w zard.

"Well... we can get everyone settled in the guest barracks-except for you. You'll have the
guest quarters down the hall fromnme-and from Shyren." He pointed to the west, at another archway,
smal ler, fromthe courtyard that barely held all the nounts of the |ancers. "The guest stables are
through that arch. Kl ybel, you'll have to stable the lancer's nounts in the stable beyond that.
It's closer to the barracks, anyway."

"Yes, ser." Klybel's tone was formnal

El i asar wal ked beside Jeslek's mount, as if |eading the white-haired nage to the stable. His
voi ce was | ow enough that Cerryl could not hear what either man said.

"Who is the viscount?" Cerryl finally asked Lyasa in a low voice "His nanme, | nean. | know his
rank ..."

"I understood what you neant." Lyasa grinned. "His name is Rystryr. He's been viscount for ten
years or so. His older brother and his consort and son-the brother's consort-died of the bl oody
flux." Lyasa raised her eyebrows.

Cerryl wondered what poison created the effects of the bloody flux ... or could sone indirect
application of chaos?

"That was right after Shyren becane the nage to Certis, wasn't it?" asked Kochar

Cerryl nentally confirmed his thoughts about how Rystryr becane viscount.

"I believe so." Lyasa's voice was flat. "I'll be glad when I can get off this horse and get
cl eaned up."

Once Jesl ek reined up and disnounted in the second courtyard, a square a good hundred cubits on
a side surrounded by w ndow studded stone walls rising a good five stories, Cerryl struggled out
of the saddle, clinging to it for a noment as his |legs threatened to buckle.

"Feel s good to stand up," said Kochar.

Cerryl nodded, flexing one leg and then the other. Behind himthe | ancers continued onward
t hrough anot her archway, |eaving just Eliasar, Jeslek, Anya, Fydel, and the three student mages
and their nmounts in a rough semcircle around a dark opening a good ten cubits w de.

"This is the guest stable ..."

Cerryl hoped he woul dn't get lost in the viscount's keep or palace. Every buil ding seened to

join every other one, and all |ooked about the sane fromoutside-flat stone walls with snall
wi ndows. He took a slightly deeper breath and decided that the keep didn't snell any better than
the city.

El i asar turned from Jesl ek. "Fydel and Anya, you two rate captain's roonms, and the apprentices
each get an undercaptain's room"™

"Don't get any overlarge ideas of your worth. Certis has a great nunber of captains," added
Jeslek with a broad smile. "Get your gear off your mounts. The ostlers will stall them"
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Mechani cal ly, Cerryl unstrapped his bedroll and pack, then followed the others through a
weat hered bail ey door and up two flights of steps, then al ong anot her narrow stone corridor and
around a corner. Their boots echoed in the enpty corridors.

"The first two roons are yours." Eliasar nodded to Anya and Fydel

"Thank you for your kindness," Anya offered graciously, her voice nel odious and nodul ated. The
tone sent shivers down Cerryl's back, so much did he distrust it.

Fydel nerely inclined his head.

Around yet another corner, Eliasar pointed out three nore doors. "You all are expected for
dinner at the second bell in the small dining hall. Take the stairs at the end to the first |eve
and cross the third courtyard. Ask the guards."

As Jesl ek and Eliasar wal ked away, Cerryl stepped into the room between Kochar and Lyasa. He
| owered his bedroll and pack onto the bare stone floor and studied the barracks room severa
cubits larger than his cell in Fairhaven, with a single wi ndow, shuttered. The furniture consisted
of a narrow pallet bed, a battered wardrobe, a washstand and pitcher, and a | anp on a brass
bracket. A heavy door bar |ay propped against the wall behind the door

Were undercaptains so disliked they needed to bar their roons? O just in Certis?

After washing his hands and face and arns and everywhere he could easily reach, Cerryl again
applied sone of Myral's ointnment. It hel ped reduce the rawness and soreness, and his | egs and
t hi ghs seenmed to be getting tougher.

He shook his head. He couldn't believe that in the rush to | eave Fairhaven, he'd forgotten the
whi t e- bronze razor from Leyladin. He thought he'd put it in his pack, but it was nowhere to be
found. The only real gift anyone had given himin years, and he'd forgotten it. And from Leyl adi n,
no |l ess. He wanted to bash his own head, but that woul d have only added another area of soreness.

I nstead, he used a touch of chaos to clean his clothes before dressing, finishing as the bel
rang.

Kochar was waiting in the corridor, somewhat stained and di sheveled. H s eyes w dened as he saw
Cerryl. "You ... your clothes ... you weren't carrying that nuch in your pack."

Cerryl smled. "Sonmething | learned in the sewers. |I"'msure you will, too."

Lyasa joined them |ooking even nore fresh than Cerryl. Kochar shook his head.

"Let us go," said a fourth voice that echoed down the corridor- Anya's. She and Fydel stood at
the end of the corridor. "W should not keep the overnage or the viscount waiting."

Cerryl noted the slightest of enphasis on the word "overmage" but wal ked quickly toward the
steps where the two full nages waited.

"Have you seen anyone el se?" Kochar asked in a | ow voice, glancing forward to Anya and Fydel

"Seens rather enpty," Cerryl agreed bl andly.

Anya turned her head. "Observations by junior nages are best nade silently, especially in the
keeps of other lords."

Kochar flushed. Fydel grunted. Cerryl kept his face expressionless. Once Anya returned to her
| ow conversation with Fydel, Lyasa offered a benused smle

"Better to be here nowthan in winter ... Al this stone gets cold ..."

"Better sleeping here than on the road," answered Fydel, "no natter what the season ..."

The guards on the far side of the next courtyard barely nodded as the group of nmges passed,
but as Anya led themup the steps, Cerryl strained to hear the few words that passed.

"Al that white ... only neans trouble ..."

At the top of the steps, the decor changed. Instead of bare stone corridors, the hallway was
wai nscotted in pink marble, and gilt franes held pictures of men in green uniforns on horseback
The brass | anps were polished and Iit, and their glass mantels sparkled. Guards in green and gold
were stationed every dozen cubits, and the scent of cooking nmeat and flowers m xed.

An open archway at the end of the short corridor revealed a dining hall, though one Cerryl
woul d not have called small, as it was a good fifty cubits long and half that in w dth.

El i asar and Jesl ek stood near the head of the table, talking with a younger man in a gaudy
green-and-gold tunic. Rystryr was a big and broad-shoul dered nan, alnost as tall as Kinowin, with
ruddy cheeks above a bushy beard and under thick blond hair. Wth the three at the head of the
tabl e, was another mage in white-clearly Shyren, the only nage in the dining hall Cerryl had not
nmet .

In a corner by the unlit marble fireplace at the foot of the table were gathered a nunber of
Certan officers. They fell silent, and the viscount glanced up, raising his eyebrows as Anya | ed
in Cerryl and the others. "Wth such an assenbly of nmages, we scarcely m ght need food." Rystryr's
voi ce was as big and hearty as he was, and he followed the words with a broad smle. "Wl conme to
Jellico!"

"W thank you," answered Jeslek. "You are and have al ways been nost hospitable."
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"Wth all the guests present, | suggest we eat."
t abl e.

Cerryl | ooked blankly at the |ong table, wondering where he was to sit and how to determ ne
t hat .

"Look for your name on the place slate,

Rystryr made a sweeping gesture toward the

whi spered Anya before smling broadly and stepping

f orward.
Cerryl's bronze-framed place slate-bearing a statuette of an undercaptai n-was nore than hal fway
down the long wal nut table and read in a chal ked old tongue script, "Carrl." Jeslek and Eliasar

sat on the right and left of the viscount, while Shyren-an ol der and heavier nan-sat to Eliasar's
| eft. Anya sat beside Jesl ek, while Fydel sat bel ow Jeslek. Then cane an officer in green and
gol d, and besi de hi m Kl ybel

"You ever used a bl ade, young ser?" asked the dark-haired undercaptain across the table from
Cerryl.

"Only enough to know that I'd make a poor armsman,"” Cerryl admitted. "I'mCerryl."

"Deltry, undercaptain of the Fourth."

"Sl ekyr, undercaptain of the Second." The ol der undercaptain who sat beside Cerryl and toward
the head of the table had streaks of gray in his trimed beard.

"Lyasa."

"Kochar," gul ped the redhead, who sat bel ow two ot her undercaptains.

After a nmoment of silence, Deltry took the pitcher and filled the goblets of those around him
with the red w ne.

"Thank you," said Lyasa.

"My pleasure, and for that | would beg you clear up a question for ne. It's said that a white
mage can still kill an arnsman, even one with an iron blade," offered Deltry as he broke a chunk
of rye bread fromthe loaf in the basket and handed it to Lyasa. "I don't see how, nyself,
especially if the arnmsman had mind enough to carry an iron shield."

Lyasa snil ed, taking the basket.

"You smle, apprentice nage," noted Slekyr, his eyes neeting those of the dark-haired young
wonman. "Know you for a fact any nmage who has confronted cold iron one on one and survived?"

Cerryl | ooked down, fearing what was com ng

"Yes. Cerryl there was attacked by two men with iron blades and shields. He killed them both."

Sl ekyr turned and studied Cerryl. "lIs that true?"

"Yes." Cerryl |ooked up and met the other's eyes.

"Yet you are not a full mage yet?" asked Deltry.

"No." Cerryl wanted to say "no, ser," but knew that doing so would underm ne the status the
three students had been granted. He added, "undercaptain," belatedly. "Mages have to |l earn much."

"So it would seem" Slekyr laughed. "I'mjust as glad that our viscount counts hinself a friend
of Fairhaven."

"So are we," answered Cerryl, reaching for the bread.

"You really killed two nen arned with cold iron?" pursued Deltry.

"Three, actually," added Lyasa. "Cerryl tends to be nodest."

"And they ... just stood there? | amnot sure | understand." Deltry's voice was easy, warm
conversati onal

"lI... came upon themin ny duties in the tunnels,"” Cerryl said carefully. "The first two

attacked. | had no choice, since they would have killed me."
"But what did you do? Turn them stone?"
"No. | can't do that. | turned theminto ashes with chaos-fire." Cerryl felt a twinge in his

skull at the exaggeration. He'd nerely killed them while Sterol had turned theminto dust and
ashes.

Deltry swal | owed.

"You had to ask, didn't you?" conmented Slekyr into the silence, his voice slightly ironic.

Deltry offered a snile, both to Slekyr and Cerryl. "My apol ogies, ser."

Cerryl returned it with a smle he hoped was al nost shy. "I understand. Four years ago | would
not have believed it, either."

"You are not from Fairhaven, then?" asked Sl ekyr.

"No. | came from Hri sbarg and was apprenticed to a scrivener in Fairhaven."

"Some have said that all rmages come from higher birth ..."

"I amafraid nine was not high, nor that of sonme others,"” Cerryl replied, glancing toward the
platter of meat naking its way down the table and trying not to drool

"Sonme mages cone fromhigh famlies," confirnmed Lyasa, "others fromwhere their talents are
di scovered. The skills are rare enough that the Guild does not waste them"
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"Even wormen nmages, | see." Slekyr's eyes lingered on Lyasa for a nonent.

"They are fewer, but still nunber anobng the Guild." Lyasa's head inclined toward the head of
the table. "Anya is one of the nore powerful mages, and she is nost definitely a woman. "

Both Deltry and Sl ekyr nodded politely.

"We hear that the prefect of Gallos has begun to nake life difficult for sone in Certis,"
suggest ed Lyasa, taking the half-enpty platter and serving herself some of the brown-sauced neat.

"Mostly tal k," suggested Sl ekyr easily. "W can sell our oilseeds to Hydolar as easily as to
Gallos."

"Just not for as nuch, perhaps," suggested Lyasa with a snile.

"There is that, but the viscount is hardly likely to go to war over a few coppers' difference
in a barrel of seed oil." Slekyr took a deep swal | ow of wi ne.

Cerryl took little nmore than a sip, then concentrated on serving hinmself and eating the half-
tough neat and the not-quite-dry rye bread.

"And wool ?" asked Kochar politely.

"Many woul d sell us wool." Slekyr reached for the wine pitcher and refilled his goblet.

"Are you fromJellico?" asked Lyasa

"Me? No. | conme fromRytel. .. and nost of the famly's still there."

"How did you get to be a captain?"

"I"'mnot... yet... but an armsman. Well.. . like many a thing, | didn't quite plan it that way
Cerryl ate and listened, listened and ate, occasionally |ooking toward the head of the table,

where Jesl ek listened and ate, ate and listened to Shyren and Rystryr.

LXXXVI 1

Under the early harvest sun, Cerryl fidgeted in his saddle again, a saddle that seenmed as hard as
the gl azed bricks of the sewer tunnels, and as unyielding. He knew that for all his efforts he
still swayed and bounced far too nuch.

The western side of Certis was hillier, but the oilseed fields were interspersed wi th neadows
where grazed snall herds of cattle. Not sheep? Then, the nmeadows were nore |ush than those of
Montgren. Scattered stone houses reared out of the green hills, |located seenmingly wthout pattern

Cerryl wondered why they had even gone to Jellico. It was nore than four days out of the way,
since they were headed to Gallos on the G eat Wite H ghway, and all they had done was stay for
two days and ride off.

Then, he had no idea exactly what Jeslek and Eliasar were conveying to Rystryr. A show of
magel y force? A trade agreenent?

He shrugged. Who knew? No one was telling himthat was certain. Hs eyes went to the way before
them Ahead on either side of the Geat Wite H ghway, loomng into the western sky, lay the
East horns. Even in |l ate sumer, the tops of the peaks were crowned in snow, and by harvest tine,
snowfal I s had resuned on the hi gher sl opes.

Despite the heat, as he glanced toward the nmountains, swaying in the saddle, Cerryl shivered.
He had no doubts that the road through the Easthorns would be cold.

"More snow than usual ," comented Fydel fromhis mount in front of Cerryl. "It could be a cold
winter in Candar. There are times when it would help to have weat her mages."

"Not |ike the accursed Creslin, thank you," said Anya.

"Megaera was red-haired, you know " Fydel laughed. "I wonder if, way back, you night be
related. "

Fire flared from Anya's fingertips, lancelike fire. "Wuld you like to see how | am otherw se
i ke her, dear Fydel ?"

Cerryl could sense Fydel's order shields rise, and perceived that the square-bearded nmage's
shi el ds were nowhere strong enough to contain the power that rose around Anya. He swal |l owed, half-
wondering if Faltar had any idea of the power Anya could raise.

"I think that the overnage would be |l ess than pleased if we turned chaos-fire anbng ourselves."
Fydel 's voi ce bore an edge.

"The overmage will find nuch work for your chaos, Anya." As Jeslek turned the saddle, his voice
was mild, but the sun-gold eyes burned. "And your other talents."

Anya smled, nore brightly than normal, and nore falsely, the chaos-fire | ance gone as though
it had never been. "I amhere to do your biding, honored Jeslek."

"Good. And | hope all of you are using your senses to study the road." Jeslek turned and
resuned his conversation with Kl ybel
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Lyasa coughed, lightly, and Cerryl |ooked to his left. The bl ack-haired student |ifted her
fingers in intation of Anya and then raised her eyebrows, nouthing the words "Did you see that?"
Cerryl nodded.

"What are you tal king about?" asked Kochar abruptly. "The snow," answered Cerryl, grasping for
the first words that crossed his mind that nade any sense. "Fydel was saying that it might be a
cold winter with all the snow up there already. Lyasa wanted to know if |'d seen where he

poi nted. "
"Ch..."
"l have the feeling the way is going to get colder."
"Fine by nme," suggested Kochar. "I'Il take cold over heat any day." Cerryl wasn't so sure,

al t hough his face was sunburned and his | egs ached, cranping so fiercely that he knew that when he
did di snobunt, he would barely be able to stand for several nonents after he did. "You haven't felt
the nmountain cold,"” added Lyasa. Cerryl wasn't certain he wanted to, not as he recalled how cold
his winters with Dylert had been. He shifted his weight in the saddle again, his eyes traveling to
the Easthorns once nore, then to the shadows cast by the chestnut on the white granite of the
road, the hard white granite of the road. Only slightly past m dday, and that neant a great dea
nmore riding.

He took a deep breath, trying to rel ax.

The Great Wiite H ghway seened endl ess, and they had yet to reach the base of the Easthorns.

LXXXI X

Cerryl wapped the heavy white | eather jacket around him and stood in the stirrups to try to warm
up his legs. In the early norning, his breath puffed out |like a cloud. Al though the sky was clear
and it was well past dawn, the sun had yet to clear the eastern edge of the gorge through which
the G eat H ghway ran.

The sound of hoofs echoed through the stillness, stillness broken abruptly by the shrill ye-
aah! of a vulcrow that flapped off a dead pine linb and into the niddle of the artificial canyon
that contai ned the highway.

"Amazi ng," murnured Kochar, a smile upon his face, as if the cold bothered himnot in the
slightest.

Cerryl ignored the redhead's coment and settled back into the saddl e, rubbing one thigh, then
switching the reins to his I eft hand and rubbing the other. The chestnut whuffed once.

In places, the gray stone of the cliffs seenmed to have been peeled away as if by a mighty
knife. Cerryl nodded to hinself. Even he could sense the residual chaos of that effort of
centuries past.

To the left of and below the wall separating the highway fromthe | ower section of the gorge
was a stream of cold and tunbling water, violent enough even in harvest season that |ight spray
occasional ly cl oaked Cerryl and the chestnut, spray that felt like ice. Small patches of ice had
formed during the night on the stones next to the wall, where the late afternoon sun had cast
shadows the day before.

"Amazi ng..." nunbl ed Kochar once nore.

"The cold or the highway?" Lyasa's voice was sharp

"The highway. It is made of order, yet formed by chaos ...

Even Cerryl understood that whatever was built |asted |longer with greater order. Chaos had
great power, but it was the power of destruction. The great whites of the past had cut the granite
with chaos, but the nasons had joined the stones with skill and order. Wiile the slope of the
paverment was gradual, it was continuous, and the ancient stones still held flush.

Cerryl could sense sone areas of greater residual chaos, places where he suspected the hi ghway
had been repaired-or rocks that had fallen fromthe cliffs had been renoved.

"The @Quild maintains it by chaos,"” said Lyasa. "Fine, but I'mstill cold. I"'mfromWrrak. It's
not this cold in mdw nter even in the Lower Easthorns.™

"Gallos will be colder than Certis," said Fydel, turning in his saddle. "It is past the peak of
harvest there-in the north where Fenard is. That's because it's between the Easthorns and the
West horns. "

"Even young Cerryl knows that," said Anya. "He created a npst accurate map."

"He doubtl ess needed to," said Fydel

"Fydel ." Anya's voice was as cold as the ice beside the stone hi ghway wal |

Fydel turned abruptly, his eyes on Jesl ek's back

Lyasa coughed.
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Cerryl glanced at her, catching her nouthed words: "Watch out..."

He nodded, understanding all too well. If Anya happened to be too interested in him he needed
to be careful -nost careful. "It should get warner once the sun hits the road."

"I hope so," answered Lyasa.

"Amazi ng," whi spered Kochar to hinself.

Cerryl shook his head, trying to ignore the chill in his thighs and his frozen ears, hoping
Anya woul d confine her overt attentions to others.

XC

Cerryl swayed in the saddl e as the chestnut carried himup the winding trail away fromthe G eat
White H ghway. Ahead rode Jesl ek and the other nmages, and behind foll owed the students, with the
line of lancers stretched out after themon the narrow nountain trail for hundreds and hundreds of
cubits.

A light layer of fresh-fallen snow covered the rocks and nmountai n grasses between the scattered
juni pers and | ow pines, but the sunlight had been strong enough to nelt the snow off the trees-at
| east on the sunny side. The chestnut carried Cerryl by a pine | eaning over the trail so | ow that
he had to duck, a pine so twisted and buffeted by the nountain winds until only the linbs on the
sout hern side had retai ned needl es.

Al t hough there was still some snow on the trail before Cerryl, he had no doubt that the way
behi nd hi mwas rapidly becom ng sloppy, since the | ancers' nounts would churn danp earth and cl ay
and snow into cold nud. He hoped Jesl ek had another way back. He took a deep breath, but the
m dday was warm enough that he didn't puff a cloud of white when he exhal ed.

Lyasa rode before Cerryl and Kochar behind him Jesl ek di sappeared as his dusky-white nount
carried himout of sight and down fromthe ridgetop that Cerryl's and Lyasa's nounts stil
cl i mbed.

Cerryl sniffed the breeze, detecting a faint odor of brimstone that strengthened as the gel ding
carried himover the ridge and downward. Below, in the small valley steaned a snall | ake,
surrounded by greeni sh bl ue ponds, from which al so rose steam

"Here lies the key to our future in Gallos." Fromwhere he had reined up his nount on a hillock
overl ooki ng the | ake and hot springs, Jeslek gestured toward them

Cerryl had to work to keep fromwinkling his nose at the odor of brinstone. He gl anced over
hi s shoul der, back along the winding trail

"Snell's,"” nurnured Kochar, reining up beside Cerryl and Lyasa.

"OfF course it does. It's a chaos spring," answered Lyasa from where she had rei ned up beside
Cerryl.

"Chaos spring?" asked Kochar, brushing ice crystals off his red hair

"The water flows up fromwhere chaos has gathered closer to the top of the ground. Haven't you
read your books?"

"Ch... yes ... | never thought of that here." Kochar bobbed his head.

According to Colors of Wiite, the entire center of the world was filled with chaos, just |ike
the sun. Cerryl nodded to hinself as he recalled what he had read. It made sense that sone of that
chaos might be closer to the surface of the ground.

"Cerryl," Jeslek called, "you should be able to trace the fire of chaos that feeds the springs.
You al so, Lyasa."
"Yes, ser." Cerryl straightened hinself in the saddle, trying to ignore the chill that burrowed

through the white | eather jacket as he attenpted to let his senses flowinto the rock and heat
beneat h t he ground.

"And, Kochar ... try to follow what they're doing."

"Yes, ser."

Cerryl let his senses flow across the small pond less than fifty cubits downhill, picking up a
diffuse and wavering line of... something. Letting his senses follow the unseen reddi sh white

line, he could feel a darker and deeper whiteness that oozed around the rocks bel ow the pond, and
beneath the greenish blue of the larger |lake to the west.

Anot her probe-one nore |ike a huge battering ramrunbled by his and arrowed toward the depths.
Cerryl felt like a fly brushed aside by a diving vulcrow, shivering as he sat astride the
chest nut .

Kochar shook like a gray winter leaf in a gale. Even Lyasa swal | oned.

Cerryl wiped his forehead, suddenly danp despite the chill. Beneath him he could sense
Jesl ek' s powers rearrangi ng the vague patterns of darkness and reddi sh chaos that |ay beneath the
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earth rearranging themso that a fountain of reddish white bubbl ed through the spaces between the
rocks and oozed up underneath the spring to the south of the |ake.

The ground trenbl ed agai n.

From his nount Jeslek smled ... smled as steam geysered fromthe spring into a plune that
rose nearly a hundred cubits into the green-blue sky of Candar

Rai n, hot rain, cascaded down across the greenish blue |ake, and then droplets fell on Cerryl
and the others, and even on the lancers farther up the trail.

"That! That is but the beginning," said Jeslek as the plune subsided into a three-cubit-high
fountain of boiling water. "How ..." murnured Kochar under his breath. Beside Jeslek, overcaptain
Kl ybel ' s eyebrows rose nonentarily. Jeslek smled. "You all doubt, but there will be no doubt. The
very earth will break Gallos, and you will see." His hand jabbed at Anya and Fydel. "Put down your
shi el ds and protect the ground beneath you. For | will lift the chaos under you and fry you if you
do not."

"Jeslek..." Anya's voice was cal m

"I will do this, and you cannot stop ne. Even Sterol could not. Now ... do as | say."

"As you w sh, overmage," conceded Anya. "As you wi sh," echoed Fydel

Cerryl watched with eyes and senses as the unseen darkness concentrated in the rocks beneath
the two full nmages and as the reddi sh whiteness rose fromthe depths, rose and spread around them
one tendril seemingly drifting sideways, uphill toward the stone underneath the students.

Wthout a word, Cerryl began to create his own shields. As he did, he could feel another
presence beneath the ground, and his eyes went sideways. Lyasa nodded. Neither spoke.

A sense of heat built up around him and the chestnut gel ding sidestepped, tossing his head
slightly and whuffing twice. Cerryl absently patted his nount's neck. "Easy ... easy."

Trying to hold an order shield was never easy, and doing so on horseback while the earth
rumbl ed was even nore difficult, but Cerryl had no doubts that Jeslek was either testing themor
trying to set up an "accident" to renove one student nage. Either way, it didn't matter.

He focused on channeling order around them and chaos back toward the nassive concentration that
Jesl ek raised from deep beneath the ground, so far down that Cerryl could not even sense from
where Jesl ek gat hered such forces.

Rrrrrrrrrr. ..

The chestnut whickered and tossed his head, stepping sideways once nore, toward Anya's nount, a
bl ack mare that bared her teeth at the gel ding.

"Basy ..." murrmured Cerryl. "Easy."

"Darkness ..." whispered Kochar. "Darkness on us all."

"Chaos, nore likely," replied Lyasa tartly. "Keep working on your shields if you don't want to
roast."

Sl owl y, the underground chaos concentration shifted westward, away fromthe | ake, and the
fountain in the spring dropped to nere seething bubbles, even as the concentration itself swelled.
Cerryl's head was throbbing, yet he dared not release the shields, not with all the power raised
by Jesl ek.

He darted a gl ance sideways, catching sight of sweat streami ng down Lyasa's face, and a grim
expression on Anya's nore distant face.

Qurrrr... rrrrr...

Cerryl's nouth opened as the ground trenbled, and then trenbl ed again. Hi s eyes went beyond the
imediate hillside to the west of the |ake toward the | ands of Gall os-except a line of hills
seened to be rising nmore than a kay away. Wre they actually rising? Ri sing above the once- hi gher
nearer hills?

He swal | owed. The ground was rising, and steambillowed fromcracks in the rocks w de enough to
swal | ow a nount and rider

H s senses went full back to the shields, now an intertwi ned effort of both full mages and the
three students. The