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Chapter 1

Thewater had travelled along and ancient journey, Andawyr mused as he dipped his hand into the
stream and splashed hisflushed face; mountain, seaand cloud, over and over, ever changing, ever the
same. And though it shaped the land, it ran through hisfingers unresisting. He gave agrunt of gpprova a
the coolnessit brought, then sat back, closed his eyes, raised hisface towards the sun and took along,
dow breeth. Asit filled hislungs, the mountain air sesemed to carry the sunlight through his entire frame. It
mingled with the bubbling clatter of the stream and he felt the tension brought on by histoo-rapid waking
through the hillsease.

‘Simple pleasures,’ he said to the flickering shapes dancing behind hiseydids. * Smple pleasures. Being
hereisenough.’

It was no new thought, but it had as much meaning for Andawyr now as whenever it had first cometo
him. Not that he could remember when that had been, he reflected. It was as though he had dways
known the truth of this. But that could not have been so, for such aredlization could only be attained after
agreat struggle. Or could it? Children often had it —that sureness of touch in their lives. Eyes still closed,
Andawyr’ s nose curled. He compromised. Perhaps the redization — the insight of the child — could only
be rediscovered after agreat struggle. Y es, that would do. He chuckled softly — he aready knew that,
too.

“You'rerambling, you old fool,” he said into thewarm air. He' d not come here to mull over hisown
long-learned ways of deding with hislife. ..

He opened his eyes and propped himsdlf up on hiselbows. *Being hereisenough,” he said again, testing
the words thoughtfully. They were all that could be said, but necessarily they were only a paereflection
of atruth that was, perhaps, inexpressible.

Many things were thus, but not al were so easily accepted. Or so benign.



Andawyr scowled in saf-reproach. What he had come here for wasto do nothing, not continue along
the ruts hismind had been ploughing relentlesdy for . . .

How long?

Toolong. ..

Herolled on to his ssomach and, resting his head in his hands, stared down into asmall sheltered pool at
the edge of the stream. An ovdl, battered face stared up a him unsteadily through the gently wavering
water. A blade of grassfloated idly around the image, then drifted back out into the main flow. It was
followed by a scuttling insect that left brief dimpled footprintsin the water asit pursued some urgent
errand.

Andawyr’ simage looked rueful.

Not the face of agreat mage, he thought, tweaking his broken nose, then running a hand through his
bushy grey hair, leaving it quite undisturbed. Such a person should have a conspicuous dignity. He should
be patriarchal and stern, with alooming presence and agaze to quell men.

Lips pursed, theimage weighed this uncertainly.

Or perhaps he should be bestific, saintly; exuding theinner tranquillity that came from years of devoted
study and adeep and profound understanding of the world. The image raised its eyebrows knowingly
and, with a salf-conscious cough, Andawyr withdrew from the debate.

If only, ifonly ...
If only hisyears of study had brought him that kind of knowledge.

The image broke and scattered as Andawyr prodded it with aknowing finger. He supposed they had, in
away. He had learned what was of red value to him and that indeed gave him an ease of mind and a
clearness of vison that many would envy. Nor was he disturbed by the fact that his endless searching for
knowledge had brought with it ameasure of the vastness of what he did not know; it was, after dl, inthe
nature of things that questions bred questions; children soon learned how to destroy their parents with the
smple question, ‘Why?

It did not even disturb him too much that, at the limits of his understanding of the inner nature of thingsto
which his searching and his conventiond logic had led him, there was gpparently paradox —and certainly
bewilderment. That was smply another challenge to be met and wrestled with joyoudy.

Or would have been.

But now, adarkness wastingeing his discoveries, adarknessthat possibly might not alow him the luxury
of ascholar’ sleisurdly debate; a darkness that could be growing even as he lay here and that might burst
forth al too brutally out of the realms of academic consideration and into the world of ordinary men.

He swore softly and sat up. Just beyond the shoulder of the mountain he knew he would be able to see
the maw of the great cave that was ostengibly the entrance to the Cadwanen — the Caves that were the
home of the Order of the Cadwanol —the Order of which he was the Leader —the Order charged
origindly by Ethrisswith opposing Sumerd and, on His destruction, with seeking the knowledge that



would guard theworld againgt His coming again.

For come again He mugt, Ethriss had known, though of how he had known he never spoke. Sufficeit
that, though Sumera took morta form, He was no mere man. He had comein the wake of Ethriss and
the other Guardians from the Great Searing that had been the beginning of al things and, with lesser
figuresthat had emerged with Him, had set out to destroy the world that the Guardians had crested.
Though Hismorta body had eventually been destroyed, after along and terrible war, there were many
places within the warp and weft of the fabric that formed al things where His dark and festering spirit
could find sanctuary.

And come again He had, for the Cadwanol had failed in their charge as generations of gtillness and
peace had taken Sumerd from the minds of men and reduced Him to little more than amyth, ataleto
make children tingle. Y et some sSixteen years or S0 ago He had again taken form in thisworld. Slently,
Hisancient fortress, Derras Ustramel, had been built again in the bleak, mist-shrouded land of Narsindal
and it was as much good fortune as courage that had eventually brought Him down before, it was hoped,
His corruption had spread too far out into the world. Nevertheless, much harm had been done and many
had died.

No specia reproach had been offered to the Cadwanol, for others had failed in their vigilance aswell,
and dl had paid a bitter price. But aday did not pass without Andawyr thinking of the events of that time
and, whenever aproblem taxed him to the point of despair, it was these memories that returned to spur
him on. For ignorance and the darkness of the mind and heart that it brought were the greatest of
Sumerd’ sweapons and only knowledge could prevail againg it.

But what was Andawyr to do now? At the very heart of hiswork lay amaelstrom of confusion and
illogicality; conclusions which, though reached through modes of thought and observation that were
unimpeachably correct, led to consegquences that seemingly defied the reality of the world as ordinary
men knew it. Asheknew it, for pity’ s sake, he mused bleakly, throwing asmall pebble into the stream
and watching the ripples spread and disperse. No one would claim to understand what this strangeness
truly meant, but until now it had not really mattered. It was sufficient that it was consistent and that it
worked: it could be used to predict the outcome of experiments and went a considerable way towards
explaining many once-mysterious things, not least the powers that the Cadwanwr themsalves possessed.
But what had once been avague suspicion had grown of late. It could no longer be dismissed asan
inadvertent aberration twisting and curling at the distant edges of their caculations. And it could no longer
be ignored.

There was, beyond al doubt now, aflaw deep in the heart of the way the world was made. Something
that, even within the terms of the strange nature of the Cadwanol’ swork, could not be. As an academic
exerciseit had been speculated upon from time to time for many years, but in the surge of learning that
had followed the war it had been confirmed and accepted.

Fortunatdly, though disconcerting, it should have been of no pressing sgnificance. It was something that
would manifest itsdlf in theworld very rarely and then only fleetingly and in the smallest ways. But now
there were Sgnsthat for some reason it was growing, sgnsthat it might manifest itself much more
conspicuoudly, that it might bring great destruction. And, too, there were indications that something else
was pending, something rare and ominous, though whether the two happenings were associated could
not be determined.

Andawyr growled irritably and threw another stone into the stream. He was ploughing the old ruts again
after al. He had come out hereto clear hismind, to rid himsdf of itsinterminable circling arguments and
now he was teetering back to them again. He felt as though he were trapped in an hourglass, scrabbling



to escape the sand being drawn inexorably to the centre.

Abruptly he let the thoughts go. He was sufficiently aware of his own way of thinking to know that he
had reached a stage where pounding incessantly at the problem would merely drive any solution deeper
into hiding. Like a shrewd predator, al he could do now was mentally wander off —do something else—
anything ese— knowing that eventualy the prey would quietly reappear, probably quite unexpectedly. He
smiled broadly and looked again at the stream. The sunlight sparkling off it in endlesdy varying patterns
and its clattering progress down the hillsde were indeed an antidote for his preoccupations.

As he watched the stream, his gaze was drawn to aripple piled up over alarge stone. It wobbled from
ddeto Sdeasif trying to shakeitsdlf loose, but generdly it maintained its shape and position. Tongue
protruding, Andawyr tossed a pebble towardsit. It missed. He closed one eye, put out histongue alittle
further and tried again.

Thistime the pebble landed squarely in the ripple with a satisfying plop. As he had known it would,
nothing happened apart from afew bubbles drifting to the surface and floating avay. The ripple would
only changeif the rock that was causing it was moved, and then another would form elsawhere. Until that
happened, the ripple would remain unchanged while changing constantly; indeed, it could not exist
without that change—who could shapedtill water thus? From his sunny vantage, Andawyr could see
many such ripplesin the stream. And other parts, which, though fed by smooth, untroubled waters, were
turbulent and disordered, never settling into any single pattern.

This stream’ s cleverer than | am, he thought. Without amoment’ s thought it knows how to form strange
and complex shapesthat | couldn’t predict if | did calculationsfor ayear. The ideaamused him. It was
the kind of example he ddlighted in dgpping his students faces with when they became either too
involved in something or too sure of themsalves.

Forget it, he reminded himsdlf, putting his hands behind his head and lying back on the soft turf. Get on
with your wandering.

And wander he did. But though he assiduoudy avoided the concernsthat had sent him out of the
Cadwanen for relief, the thoughts that came to him were scarcely lighter as he found himself pondering
the Second Coming of Sumeral and al the changes that had happened since His defest.

The Orthlundyn, for example, were now like a people awakened from along deep. They travelled far
and wide and had a seemingly insatiable thirst for knowledge. They had become very much the guiding
spirit of the Congressthat followed the war. The Fyordyn, by contrast, were less steady, |ess confident
than they had been; crudly hurt by the civil war that had followed Oklar’ s murder of their king and his
near-success in seizing power for hisMaster. A lesser people might well have descended into aspiral of
disntegration, but many things sustained them through their trias, not least their findly having come
together to face Sumera’ sterrible army in Narsindal. And, too, their dmost universa affection for their
queen, Sylvriss, and her son Rgoric, named after hisill-fated father. Less emotively, the Geadral, the
Queen’s Council of Lords, the actual government of Fyorlund, also played no small part, with the stern,
truth-searching discipline of its deliberations. The Riddinvolk, with their fanatical love of horses and
riding, seemed to be the least changed, but even they felt the guilt of their failure to note the return of
Sumerd.

And what about the Cadwanol ? Andawyr thought as the old memories rehearsed themsalves again.
Where do we stand in thisgreat analysis?

Likedl the others, wiser by far, he supposed. Wiser in their understanding of themsalves, and certainly



much wiser in the ways of the Power. First there had been the shock of accepting what had happened,
and the ordedl of their frantic and futile search for Ethriss. Then, while hisfelow Cadwanwr had stood on
the battlefield, using their skillsto protect the army against the Power used by Sumerd’ slieutenants, His
Uhrid, Andawyr himself had accompanied Hawklan and his companionsto the very edge of Lake
Kedrieth in the middle of which Derras Ustramel had arisen again. Despite the sunlight, Andawyr
shivered at the memory of Sumerd’ s presencein that place. For him, it had hung inthe air astangibly as
the migt that shrouded that awful lake.

Such experiences brought insghtsin away that nothing else could and subsequently, in quieter times,
many old, intractable problems had been solved with an dmost embarrassing ease.

The memory of Hawklan brought the healer’ swords back to Andawyr. ‘ Thereis no healing for this, any
more than thereistruly for any hurt. Timewill blur and cloud the memory of the pain, but your lives
cannot be asthey were. Make of it alearning and you will become whole, and worthy teachers of your
children. Cherish it asagrievance and you will twist and turn through your lives seeing only your own
needs, and burdening al around you.” Wise words, timely uttered. Words that had proved to be a
heding sdvefor many.

‘Alwaysthe hedler, Hawklan, Andawyr said quietly. * Alwaysthe heder.

Hawklan' s touch perhaps more than any other single thing had ensured that killing hands were stayed
after the battle. Without doubt it had ensured that the three alied nations determined to learn what they
could about the dank land of Narsindal and itswild inhabitants, the Mandrocs, rather than smply
crushing them in awar of mindless vengeance.

Andawyr propped himself on hisebows again. It was along time since he had thought of Hawklan. He
clicked histongue. Everywhere helooked, paradoxes. In his studies, in the little rock-formed ripple
where water flowed upwards, even in what he was doing now — ignoring his questionsin order to answer
them. And now, Hawklan. Hedler, warrior, ancient prince —what was he? How had he cometo this
place, thistime? Andawyr let the questions go. They might well be intriguing, but they were neither new
nor answerable. What Hawklan knew of himsdf he had shared fredly, and that had raised more questions
than answers. Besides, attempting to andyse afriend thus was somehow distasteful. It had to be sufficient
that he had been there. More than sufficient. For what would have happened without him? He had been
pivota. He it was who had appeared out of the mountains years before and opened Anderras Darion,
Ethriss sgreat fortressin Orthlund. And it was the opened Anderras Darion that had disturbed Oklar into
the precipitate and reckless actions that had led ultimately to the exposure and downfall of his Master.
Hawklan’ s quiet words had affected so many decisons. And, in the end, it was Hawklan that Sumera
had sought, not to destroy but to turn to His cause.

Rvotd.
Theword lodged in Andawyr’ s mind.

Why would he perceive Hawklan in thisway? It was not something that Hawklan would have claimed
for himsdlf. Hewas dways arductant leader. And, logicaly, Andawyr knew well enough that any one of
the countless actions and decisions made by countless people at that time would have brought about a
different outcome. It wasrarely possible to trace asingle line of cause and effect to any one happening,
and least of dl in the chaos of armed conflict, where chance ran amok. As someone had once said to
him, ‘ Ifswere strewn everywhere.’

Andawyr’ sface became unexpectedly resolute. Ifs notwithstanding, Hawklan loomed largein al



consgderations of those events.
Pivotd.

Andawyr recognized that something in hiswiser self was prompting him. Theword * paradox’ had come
too glibly; it had mided him. The water over the rock was no paradox, he knew. It was smply the
outcome of forces within and without the water which, at least in principle, were calculable. His
relinquishing of fretful questionsin order to reach an answer was alittle more mysterious but was at |east
based on his own tested and quite consistent past observations. And Hawklan? Healer and warrior. No
real paradox there—no inherent contradictions. It was the duty of those who had the ability to stand
between the less fortunate and harm, be it with poultice or sword. Hawklan was smply skilled at both,
and skilled far beyond the average. Hewes. . .

Pivotd.

Theword lurched Andawyr back into his deeper concerns. Although clarity was being denied himin
these he had throughout an impression of movement, of turning, of innumerable spiraling ways coming
together, joining. He trusted such ingtincts. Many times, vague though they were, they had pointed himin
adirection that had subsequently proved fruitful. They were not enough in themsdlvesto lead to
conclusions but he knew that nothing else would be forthcoming. Hiswalk through the hills had been
helpful after dl.

Hewould follow thisingtinct. He would go and see Hawklan. At the least, it would be good to see him
again. And good to see Anderras Darion again too. The prospect brought him to hisfeet. Therewasa
consderable interchange of visitors between Anderras Darion and the Cadwanol but somehow there had
aways been something here that needed hisimmediate attention whenever he had thought about returning
there himsdif.

‘ Always alowing the urgent to displace the important,” he said, repesting the reproach he frequently
gaveto others. Well, not thistime. Thistime hewould go and see hisold friend —and talk —and talk —
and talk. And prowl around that marvellous old citadd.

He nodded to himsdlf, well satisfied.
Then, suddenly, he started, alarmed.

Something had touched him —touched his mind. Something feather-light and cautious— but strange.. . .
and disurbingly ferd.

There were no dangers around here, afaint bresth of reason whispered to him. Not of any kind. But his
older senses gave the assurance thelie. And it was avery dert leader of the Cadwanol who dowly
turned round to see slhouetted on an outcrop above him, and watching him intently, alarge grey wolf.

Chapter 2

Andawyr started violently and only just managed to prevent himsdlf from lashing out with the Power to
defend himsdlf. The effort left him breathing heavily but with icy contral.

Too quick, he reproached himsdlf savagely. Too quick to reach for the easy way. Angrily he forced
reason to take control of hisfear. The anima had not menaced him, hetold himsalf dowly. Nor wasit
likely to. There was plenty of food around here so it could not be hungry, and, besides, wolves were far



from being stupid; they rarely attacked people. It was probably as startled as he was.

Nevertheless, it was till watching him and it had not moved. And its hackles were raised, abeit only
dightly.

Probably in responseto hisown initid reaction, Andawyr decided uneesily. Either that, or it was sensing
his own anger a himself. Hewould haveto take theinitiative.

He made himsdlf relax. Then, briefly, he met the animal’ s gaze and turned his head awvay dowly and
deliberately.

Ashedid so, hefound himsdlf looking into the eyes of another wolf, crouching low on the ground barely
five paces from him. Despite the fact that he was counsdlling himself to move carefully and dowly,
Andawyr jumped back. Thewolf did not move.

‘Very thoughtful, old man. A nice gesture’

Thevoicefilled Andawyr’ s head, further unbaancing him and making him stagger backwards. Still the
watching wolf did not move, though it continued to stare at him fixedly.

‘Don’t be darmed. We didn’'t mean to startle you.’

There was reassurance in the voice, but it resonated with strange, wild overtones unlike anything
Andawyr had ever heard. It took him amoment to realize that he was not actudly hearing it, but that it
wasredly in hismind. He had no timeto ponder this discovery.

‘But you' re unusud, aren’t you? We felt you some way away, and there was a control, arefinement, in
your manner that’ s rare in humans. We thought we' d seewho it was!’

Wasthere a hint of mockery in the words?

Andawyr’ s eyes narrowed suspiciously and he cast aquick glance at each of the wolvesin turn. What
was happening here? Carefully he tested his responses. It was degp in the nature of histraining to see
things asthey were, not as others or perhaps his own errant mind might wish them to appear. It occurred
to him that perhaps one of his colleagues was playing ajoke on him —they were not above such antics
from time to time when life in the Cadwanen became boring or fraught. But how could they be doing this?
Therewas no hint of the Power being used and even he had not known where he was going to walk
when he set out. It was not aprank. And he was definitely not halucinating. The voicein hishead was
unequivocaly red. It left him with abizarre conclusion. Somehow these crestures were talking to him!

‘Creatures, indeed. How churlish.’
Mockery, without a doubt.

‘Wh —what are you? Who areyou? Andawyr sammered, his voice sounding harsh and awkward in his
own ears.

Surprise washed over him. 'Y ouare a Cadwanwr, aren’'t you? camethereply, full of sudden redlization
and no small amount of excitement. ‘ Just wait there amoment.’

And, inaflurry of grey urgency, both wolves were gone. Andawyr shook his head asif to reassure



himsdlf that, notwithstanding his vaunted clarity of vison, what he had just seen and ‘heard’” had actually
happened. It helped him that he could hear occasiond barking in the distance.

Wolvesthat spoke directly into hismind! He wanted to dismissthe idea out of hand. But he had heard
what he had heard. Then the memory of Hawklan returned to him again. Hawklan could both hear and
gpesk to most animals. But then, Hawklan was Hawklan and an exception to many rules.

He gave a sdlf-deprecating shrug. He was still who he was, leader of the Cadwanol, much respected
counsdllor to the wise, learned in the ways of the Power, blah blah —and he couldn’t hear or speak to
animas. Nor did he have any idea how Hawklan did, despite lengthy discussonswith him.

All of which left him no dternative but to investigate the matter.

Straightening his scruffy grey robe Andawyr set off quickly up the steep grassy bank in the direction the
second wolf had taken. Briefly it occurred to him that not being unreasonably afraid of wolveswas one
thing, chasing after them quite another, but the thought waslost amid the curiosity that was now powering
him forward. He stood for amoment on the rocky outcrop that the first wolf had chosen for avantage
and looked down at where he had been sitting.

Crafty devils, he thought. Pack hunters. If they had been inclined to attack him he would have had
preciouslittle chance. Even though he had sensed the one above him, the other could have seized him
effortlessy. Tactics, tactics, he mused. And where was your awvareness, your sensitivity to the nuances of
your surroundings, great leader? As scattered and disordered as that damned stream, he concluded, with
ascowl. He stooped down to examine the immediate terrain.

A dark stain of dampness on asmall stone showed that it had been turned over recently and some
scuffing of the grass bounding the merging rock indicated which way the animals had gone. It was not up
the hill but dong the contour towards the shoulder of the mountain to hisright. Andawyr sniffed
thoughtfully and massaged his squat nose. A little caution managed to force itsway into histhoughts

again.
Chasing wolves across the mountain. Isthisagood idea?

Herationdized. They’' d run away once, they’ d probably run awvay again. Besides, he had the Power if
he really needed it, and he wasn't going to be taken unawares again. And why not go thisway, anyway?
It was dill early, the weather promised to be marvellous for the rest of the day, and while this was not the
way he had origindly intended to go, it was as good as any. He quickly ran mentaly through aroute back
to the Cadwanen to confirm to himself that he was not being recklesdy impulsive, then he dismissed the
caution completely and strode off towards the distant skyline.

Questions bubbled through him, matching the rhythm of his steps. These animal's had touched his mind!
How could that be? Had he suddenly, unknowingly acquired Hawklan's gift? Wasit some inadvertent
consequence of hislatest studiesinto the Power? And if so, would there be others? And would they all
be so benign? It was not a particularly welcome idea. He stopped the self-interrogation abruptly. It was
going nowhere and it was serving only to cloud histhoughts. He went over what had happened again,
capturing his reactions after the strange first touch he had felt. He had sensed nothing new in himsdlf and
such achangein hisability could not have happened without some prior indicetion even if it only became
apparent in retrospect. And it did not. There was nothing. The contact — the voice — had come from
outside. It had definitely been initiated by the wolves; or at least by one of them.

Then he remembered their parting remark.



‘Just wait there a moment.’
What had that meant?

Perhaps they’ ve gonefor their friends, declared part of him maevolently. Heignored it. But he stopped.
Ashedid s0, heredlized he had been walking too quickly, and that a combination of the sun and his
excitement had congpired to make him fedl unpleasantly warm.

Cam down, heingtructed himsdf, flgpping his robe indecoroudy. They were running when they | eft,
you' re not going to catch them unlessthey’ ve stopped.

Hetook adrink from hiswater bottle. He had filled it at the stream and the water was till very cold.

‘Simple pleasures,” he reminded himself with a chuckle as he wiped some across hisface. ' But what
about complicated ones— like talking wolves? Just asgood!” And he was off again, his pace unchanged.

As he rounded the broad shoulder of the hill acool breeze greeted him. It was drifting up from the
shallow valley now spread out before him. Green and lush, the valey was hemmed protectively by
rugged peaks and ridges, bright and clear in the sunlight. Cattle and sheep were reduced to tiny dots by
the distance and the small orderliness of afew cultivated fields marked some of the farmsthat served the
Cadwanen.

“You redly should get out more often, Andawyr,” he said as he took in the sight.

Then hefelt again the soft touch in his mind that had herdded the arriva of the wolves. There wasthe
same wildness about it and, though it carried no menace, it nevertheless startled him. Helooked around
anxioudy, screwing up hiseyesto peer through the brightness. Almost immediately, he saw horsesin the
distance. Threeriders and a pack horse, hejudged after amoment.

Andtwodogs. . .?

But that question was set aside by others. From the direction the riders were moving in, it seemed they
had dropped down from acol between two al-too-familiar peaks. Andawyr frowned. That meant that at
some point they must have travelled dong, or at least crossed, the bleak Pass of Elewart. The thought
brought a momentary darknessto him. Even on aday likethis, the Pass of Elewart was barren and
inhospitable. The only people who travelled it were those who had to, and they were mainly Cadwanwr
and others who studied the land of Narsindd to the north. And, whatever else they were, theseridersdid
not look like Cadwanwr.

They were heading directly towards him, the dogs, if dogs they were, trotting ahead of them. He half
expected to hear the wolf’ s voice ringing through his head again. But there was nothing other than the soft
wind-carried sounds of the valley. He sat down on arock and waited.

Thetwo ‘dogs were indeed the wolves, he decided asthe small group drew nearer. Strange
companions for men, he thought. So wild, so shy, so free. Not tame, surely? No one could tame awolf.
Trainit, perhaps, but never tame.

Other impressions began to displace his thoughts about the wolves and he leaned forward intently asif
that might bring the riders closer. Then he stood up and began walking towards them, every now and
then bresking into alittle run. In their turn the riders urged their horsesto the trot.



‘Itisyou,” Andawyr cried out asthey reined in dongside him. Thefirst two riders dismounted excitedly.
‘Yatsu, Jddaric . ..” Andawyr extended hisarmswide asiif to encompass the entire group, horses and
al. Hisface was beaming and his mouth for some time was shaping unvoiced greetings as he embraced

esch of themeninturn.
‘It'sso good to seeyou,” he managed eventualy. *Where have you been? What have you been doing?

What . . " Hisvoicefdl. ‘“What in the name of dl that's merciful are you doing coming back thisway?

Did you come through the Pass?
‘We crossed it,” said the elder of the two. ‘We didn’t mean to return thisway, but . . .” He stopped and

shrugged. ‘It salong story.’

Andawyr made agesture that indicated they had al thetime in theworld, then impatiently seized the
hand of the second rider. Taler and younger than his companion, he had fair, curly hair and around face
which, for al it was weather-worn and had lines of strain about it beyond his age, had aso an unexpected

hint of innocence.
‘Jaldaric. Y ou're getting more like your father every day,” Andawyr advised him, as much for want of
something to say as anything e se. He clapped his hands excitedly, then put his arms around both of them

again. Y atsu disentangled himsdlf and indicated the third rider, who was till mounted.

Andawyr looked up a him. In age, he was perhaps between his two companions but, though he sat
graight and upright, he had the aura of someone much older. And he had black-irised eyes that returned

Andawyr’ s gaze disconcertingly.
‘ThisisAntyr,” Yatsu said. ‘A vaued friend. He' sbeen travelling with usand | think, like us, he'd value

some smple hospitaity —or at least a soft bed.’

Antyr dismounted and offered his hand to Andawyr who clasped it with both of hisown. ‘Welcometo
Riddin, Antyr, valued friend of Y atsu and Jaldaric. Welcome to the Cadwanen and to whatever

hospitaity we can offer you.’
‘Thank you,” Antyr replied, bowing dightly.

‘Remarkable’
Thevoicefilled Andawyr’ s head causing him to look around quickly. The two wolves moved to hisside

and began sniffing him energeticaly. He decided to stand very il for alittlewhile.

‘Thisis Tarrian and thisis his brother, Grayle,” Antyr said, touching the heads of the wolves gently asif
to restrain them. ‘ Grayle doesn’t say much, and Tarrian usualy saystoo much. They' re my Earth
Holders, my Companions. They’re dso very impolite, he added sharply, looking down at them. The two

wolvesignored the rebuke and continued sniffing.

Questionslit Andawyr’ sface.
‘WE |l explainit toyou later,” Y atsu said, not without some amusement. ‘Or at least Antyr will try. But |

have to warn you, he’ s not managed to make either of us understand so far.’

Thewolvesfinaly retreated. Andawyr pointed at them and then lifted his hand to his head vagudly ashe



looked inquiringly at Antyr. ‘ Did one of them actualy . . . say something?

‘Later, Yatsusaid. ‘Antyr’ sstory’ s even longer than our journey. But he' s come with us because he
needs help and guidance. He' s specid — very specid — and he needs to speak to you — or Hawklan —or
both.’

* *x k% %

The village that served most of the daily needs of the Cadwanol nestled untidily against a sheer rock
face. Some way to thewest of it was a cave entrance which, together with the towering height of the cliff,
made the buildings seem little more than children’ stoys.

‘It' senormous,” Antyr said softly, as though the cavernous maw might echo his newcomer’ s amazement
al over thevillage.

Andawyr, momentarily preoccupied, started dightly, then gave the cave a perfunctory glance before
agreeing offhandedly, ‘Oh. . . yes’

Antyr caught his companions exchanging aknowing glance.

“Y ou’ ve been telling me what an amazing place the Cadwanen isfor long enough,” he said, with anote
of chdlengein hisvoice which told Andawyr that, though Antyr was the stranger, the three men were
closefriends.

‘Itis, itis’ Yatsu and Jadaric said, dmost smultaneoudy and with heavy innocence.

‘They’rehaving asmall joke a your expense,’ Andawyr intruded, adding tartly, ‘too long doneinthe
mountains, probably,” before speaking again to Antyr. ‘ That’ s not the real entrance to the caves. Wejust
let people —travelers, passing sudents—think it is.” He wrinkled his nose unhappily. ‘We were founded
in bad times and secrecy is still important to certain aspects of our work. Regretfully.’

Asthey drew nearer, Antyr’ s attention moved from the imposing presence of the cave to the houses and
cottages that were scattered seemingly amost at random over the tumbled and rocky terrain that marked
thefoot of the cliff. Stegp pitched roofs, intricately patterned with green and blue dates, swept down
amogt to ground levd.

Asthey rode aong the winding main street, Andawyr acknowledged the occasiond greeting, but
athough Tarrian and Grayle attracted some long glances, it seemed to Antyr that he and his companions
were being wilfully ignored.

Eventudly they arrived at abuilding set hard againgt the cliff face. A couple of villagers appeared from
somewhere and dragged open two large wooden doors. Andawyr nodded his thanks and motioned the
othersto follow him as he dismounted and walked into the building.

It took Antyr’s eyes afew moments to adjust to the comparative darkness as the doors closed behind
them, but the characteristic smell, both fresh and musty, told him that it was abarn. 1t wastal and airy
with a depleted haystack occupying one side while down the other were stals for horses, and ahanging
clutter of rakes, pitchforks and other farming paraphernaia

Asthe four men unsaddled and tended their horses, Tarrian and Grayle scurried about, examining the
place minutdly.



‘Well, wel.

Tarrian’' svoicefilled Antyr smind. It had that emphasiswhich told him the wolf was spesking to him
done.

‘Thisisan unusud place’

‘It looks like any other barnto me,” Antyr remarked, inlikevein. *And if Andawyr can redlly hear you,
you can spesk to him aswell if you wish.’

‘No, not yet. It unsettleshim,” Tarrian replied. ‘He' sunusual, aswell. | think we' regoing to like it here.
It hasadidinctly civilized fed toit.’

‘Fit place for wolves, en?

There was athoughtful pause. ‘I’m not sure I’d go that far, but it’ sgot promise.’

‘What'she saying? Y atsu asked casudly, giving Tarrian asuspicious |ook.

‘Areyou sureyou can't hear him? Antyr said.

‘Not aword,” Yatsu replied. ‘But | can tell when the two of you are talking.’

It was not thefirgt time they had had this exchange. Antyr gave an apologetic shrug. ‘ Hewas just saying
thisisan interesting place, though what he sees specid about an ordinary barn he hasn't bothered to let
me know yet.’

Y atsu laughed softly and cast an appreciative glance a the wolf.

‘Comeon,” Andawyr cdled out, indicating asmall battered door at the back of the barn. * Cover your
eyes,’ hesaidto Antyr. ‘We never seem to get round to adjusting the lights and you might have difficulty
inseeing. Just walk straight ahead.’

Before Antyr could speak, Andawyr had opened the door and was ushering him forward vigoroudy.
Antyr gasped as abrilliant light flooded into the barn. He had no time to hesitate, however, as Andawyr’s
firm grip carried him forward afew paces and through a second door. A soft ringing tone greeted him as

he emerged, blinking, into along corridor.

A tdl figurerosefrom achair tofill hismomentarily blurred vison, then it waswaving itsarmsin
confusion as Tarrian and Grayle pushed past it and ran off down the corridor.

Antyr shouted after them but to no avall.
‘I'm so sorry,” he said, turning to Andawyr. ‘1 don't know what . . .’

‘It'sdl right,” Andawyr replied reassuringly, though he was staring anxioudy after the fleeing animals. * At
least, | think it'sdl right. They're safe aren't they?

‘Ohyes, they’'resafe” Antyr replied. ‘But anyonewho interfereswith themisn't.” He reached out to
touch Tarrian’ smind, but found only uncontrollable anima curiosity ploughing through innumerable new



sensations of Sght and scent and hearing. * They’ |l bedl right,” he added unconvincingly.

‘What in the name of Ethrissisgoing on, Andawyr? came an angry voice. It belonged to the figure that
had risen to meet them as they entered the corridor. Tal and heavily built heloomed over Andawyr, but
ahestant beard fringing his chin accentuated rather than disguised his comparative youth and this,
coupled with his nervous manner, served to make him the more subservient figure.

‘Ar-Billan, we have guests,” Andawyr said, taking hisarm and giving it adiscreet but firm shake. Thebig
man was gtill waving his hands vaguely in the direction the wolves had taken. He gave an incongruous
little cry asthe two animals abruptly resppeared and hurtled past the watching group in the opposite
direction, very much to the amusement of Y atsu and Jadaric and the annoyance of Antyr.

‘I'm afraid they’re just excited,” he said apologeticaly to Andawyr. He made another attempt to reach
Tarrian but again without success.

Andawyr, however, seemed more concerned about his bewildered colleague. * Guests, Ar-Billan,” he
was saying, indgstently. ‘ Guests. Commander Y atsu and Captain Jadaric of Queen Sylvriss s Goraidin,
and their companion Antyr. They’' vetravelled along way and I'm surethey’d dl vaue abath and amed
before they tell uswhat they’ ve been doing.” As Andawyr spoke, Ar-Billan’s eyeswidened and his
mouth began to drop open.

“Yatsu and Jaldaric,” he mouthed. ‘1" ve heard about you, of course, but | never thought I’ d meet you.
It' sagreat honour.” He shuffled awkwardly, then gave the two men a nervous bow, followed by oneto
Antyr asaflustered afterthought.

‘Bath, food!” Andawyr urged, prompting him to movement with anudge of his ebow and asgnificant
look. “We' Il dedl withthe. .. dogs—don’'t worry.’

He gave asmall sgh asthe big man lumbered off. ‘Nicelad, he said, shaking hishead. ‘ And very
bright, though he does stand in hisown light &t times.’

Tarrian and Grayle returned, to Antyr’ s conspicuous relief. They were panting noisily and both of them
jumped up to plant their forepaws on Antyr’s chest. They were big animas and he staggered under the
impact, making them drop to thefloor. ‘“What' s got into you two? he said, laughing. ‘Y ou’ re behaving
like pups’

‘Thisplaceisamazing.” Grayl€ svoice burst into both Antyr’sand Andawyr’ s minds, overwhelming his
brother’ sfor once. * Full of the Song and al manner of learning.’

Theimagesthat flooded into Andawyr’s mind had meaning far beyond the words he was hearing. *And
you' refilling me with more and more questions, eachtimeyou . . . speak,” he said out loud.

‘They’re speaking to you? Y atsu asked in some surprise. He flicked athumb towards Antyr. * Y ou can
hear them like he does?

‘It would seem s0,” Andawyr replied. ‘But don’t ask mewhy or how.” He made adismissive gesture,
placed his hands againgt his temples and announced forcefully, ‘ Onething a atime. | went out today to
have a quiet think about some difficult questions. Now I’ ve got two hundred more, and growing. Let’s
get you dl fed and watered, then we can talk.” Helooked at Y atsu and Jaldaric. ‘It redlly isgood to see
you again. I’'m sure you' ve some rare talesto tell. Where are you going first, Vakloss or Anderras
Daion?



‘I"'m not sure. | thought we' d stay here and rest alittlewhile,’ Y atsu replied pointedly. ‘I think you need
to talk to Antyr first and then advise us. It may be best if he stays here. He' s at least as many questions
for you asyou have for him. And he has agift —askill —that you need to know about. Something far
more than just being ableto talk to these two.’

Andawyr turned to Antyr and smiled reassuringly. ‘Y atsu and Jaldaric wouldn't bring you here on any
dight matter,” hesaid. ‘If we can help you, we will.’

* *x * %

A little later, bathed and fed, they were sitting in a bright and spacious room. In common with most of
theroomsin the Cadwanen it was smplein style and plainly decorated. Along one Side, alarge window
opened on to asunlit mountain vista.

‘We'revery high,” Antyr remarked as Andawyr offered him one of the severd chairsthat were
scattered about the room and then dropped heavily into one himself. Like the room, the woodwork of
the chairswas plain and undecorated, but the uphol stery was ornately embroidered. Antyr found his
unexpectedly comfortable, and dmost immediately felt severd months of harsh travelling beginning to
ease from him. Tarrian and Grayle flopped down noisily at hisfeet and apparently went to deep.

‘Actudly, we're quite deep here;” Andawyr said.
‘Degp? Antyr’sarm encompassed the view questioningly.
Andawyr cast aglanceat Yatsu and Jadaric.

‘I don’t think they have them where Antyr comesfrom,” Yatsu said casualy. ‘ Though to be honest we
were occupied with other matters than architecture for most of the time we were there’

Andawyr looked mildly surprised. ‘ They’ re mirror sones, Antyr. They bring the outsde world into the
depthsfor us. We might live underground, but we' re not moles, we need the daylight.’

Antyr looked at him suspicioudy, then eyed Y atsu and Jaldaric asif suspecting some elaborate jest.

Andawyr laughed. ‘I can see you' ve been too long in bad company,” he said. ‘1 can’t do it from down
here, but, trust me, that view can be changed. We tend to call them windows, but they’ re not. Not as
you' d think of them, anyway. What you can seeis coming from high above us’

Antyr held out hishand. ‘I can fed the warmth of the sun.’

Andawyr went over to the window and touched asmal pand to one sde of it. The soft mountain noises
of distant streams, high-peaked winds and low-valleyed breezes drifted into the room. Andawyr touched
the panel again and they were gone.

‘We can carry many thingsto wherewe want them,” he said. Antyr’seyeswerefull of wonder. * Nothing
magica, Andawyr went on, returning to hischair. ‘ Just clear thinking, alittle ingenuity, and some
determination. I'll show you how they work before you go, if you' reinterested.” He clapped his hands.
‘Now, tell mewhat you' ve all been up to.’

Chapter 3



After Sumeral’ s second defeat, a great Congress was held.

Fyordyn, Orthlundyn, Riddinvolk, the Cadwanol, al debated what had happened and the reasonsfor it,
to determine what should be done to ensure that such ahorror might be avoided in the future. The
Congress s doors were barred to no one.

There were many hitter criesfor vengeance, for much hurt had been done. Wiser counsels eventually
prevailed, however, for the victory had been complete; Sumera and His Uhridl had been destroyed and
Hisarmy utterly routed. And, too, it was acknowledged that He had returned because there had been
neglect. The wisdom enshrined in the various traditions of the different peoples had been long buried
under the mere forms of those traditions and their true purpose thus lost.

It was decided, though far from unanimoudy, that the Mandrocs, the wild and barbarous natives of
Narsindal who had formed the bulk of Hisarmy and who had suffered grievoudy in the find battle, were
asmuch the victims of Sumerd asthe dlies themsdaves and that nothing wasto be gained save further,
enduring hatred by seeking to punish them. Thuswhile Narsandalvak, the tower fortress originally
dedicated to the Watch, the observing of Narsinda, was reinvested by the Fyordyn High Guard, it
became aso a centre of learning about that blighted land and dl who livediniit.

The Fyordyn wereleft with the burden of dealing with those of their own who had sided with Sumerd.
There had been many such, drawn to Him through the long and insidious treachery of the Uhrid, Oklar,
who, bearing the name Dan-Tor, had cometo them initidly as physician and seeming saviour to their
alling king, Rgoric. And there were many degrees of guilt to be determined, ranging from refusal to
acknowledge what was happening when the truth became apparent, to acquiescence under varying
degrees of duress, to enthusiastic and active support. Fortunately, Dan-Tor’ s quiet depredation of their
land had not totally destroyed either the Fyordyn’sinnate tolerance or their degp sense of justice and
though, on his passing, there was much confusion and bitterness, their judicid ingtitutions repaired
themsalves remarkably quickly.

It was the Fyordyn way to demand an open Accounting of any who were accused of offending, and they
were aways paingtaking affairs, intended not only to find the truth but aso a punishment that would both
seek to repair any injury and guide the offender away from any future offence. For many the Accounting
proved to be a benign and healing forum.

However, there were those whose participation had been both wilful and brutal and most of these had
fled when Sumerd’ s army was broken. 1t was mooted by some of the Fyordyn that, notwithstanding the
guilt of these people, they should be allowed to go their ways; that relentlesdy hunting them across
foreign lands had an aura of vindictiveness over a defeated enemy which could only demean and degrade
the hunters. But, again, wiser counsels prevailed. Lord Eldric, JAdaric' sfather, spoke in the Geadrol.
‘The dedirefor vengeance isindeed adark and corrosive emotion which ultimately consumes those who
nurtureit. But soisneglect and, as a people, we have aduty not only to ourselves but to our children and
their children’ s children. And as astrong and fortunate people, we have aduty to those who areless
strong and lessfortunate. It is one that cannot be avoided if we areto live at ease with oursalves. We
must say to those who choose to yield to the darker forcesin their nature that the consequences of such
conduct areinexorable. They, and any who would follow in their steps, must know that neither time,
distance, nor the strength of princes shall protect them from accounting for their deeds.’

Thusit wasthat the likes of Y atsu and Jaldaric began their journeying. It wastheir charge not to deliver
justice but to discover the fate of those who had fled so that the Geadrol might determine what should be
done. To this charge was a so added the obligation to learn about other peoples. For just asit was



realized that neglect of history had helped to bring about the war, so it was redlized that neglect of lands
beyond their own might aso have been an error. While Sumerd and His Army had been contained and
defeated in Narsindal, Dan-Tor had been many yearsin Fyorlund and it was not known how far
Sumerd’ sinfluence had spread out into the world. Many others aswell as the Fyordyn undertook this
last commission, not least the Orthlundyn and the Cadwanoal.

* *x k% %

Andawyr spoke again before either Y atsu or Jaldaric could begin their tale.
‘Did you find the ones you were looking for? he asked impatiently.

Y atsu did not answer immediately. Then, obviously moved, hesad, ‘Yes,” very quietly. ‘In Antyr’sland.
They were much changed. True servantsto an honourable lord. Many had died for him. Many died while
we werefighting by their sde. We shdl give an Accounting for them when we return to Vakloss. Nothing
isto be served by seeking anything further of them.’

‘ An unexpected development for you,” Andawyr said, responding to Y atsu’ s subdued tone.

‘Indeed,’ Y atsu replied. ‘ But awelcome one. The travelling wasn't easy and it would have been even
harder if we' d been pursuing atrail of pain and destruction brought by our own people to Srange lands.’

Andawyr looked at him shrewdly. ‘ But there’ s something dse, isn't there? Y ou don’t have the look of a
man bringing wholly good news’

Y atsu' s brow furrowed uneasily and he pushed himsdlf back into hischair. *We ve no definite bad news
assuch,’ hesaid. * But things happened over there | think you need to know about. It'sjust that I'm a
little uncertain whereto Sart.’

Andawyr raised his eyebrows theatrically. * So much for the vaunted Goraidin skill in gathering and
reporting information,” he jibed. * Come on, Y atsu, Since when have you been lost for words? Do what |
do when I've an intractable problem . . . when you don’t know where to start, Start.’

Ar-Billan entered the room, rescuing Y atsu. He was accompanied by astern-looking individud, tall and
very straight with a high domed forehead and along narrow face. Tarrian opened one eye to watch him
as he approached, but did not otherwise move.

Y atsu and Jaldaric, however, stood up and greeted the man warmly. His stern expression was dispelled
by abright and welcoming smile as he returned their greetings.

‘Excdlent,” Andawyr said when they had finished. ‘I’'m glad you' re here, Odang. | thought you wouldn’t
be back for afew daysyet.” He introduced the newcomer to Antyr asthe Under Leader of the
Cadwanol, then motioned him to st down with them.

Tarrian closed his eye and gave a soft rumbling sgh asherolled onto onesde. ‘He' sdl right,” came his
judgement to Antyr. Grayl€e' s unspoken agreement followed.

Odang took achair that Ar-Billan was offering with anod of thanks. ‘Fine. . . dogs. . . you have,
Antyr.

‘Ontheother hand . . ." Tarrian muttered.



‘They arewolves,’ Antyr confirmed to the uncertain Odang. ‘ And they’ re not mine, they smply travel
withme. They'remy friends.” A brief shake of his head arrested Odang’ s hand which was descending
tentatively with aview to stroking the apparently deeping Tarrian. He withdrew it nervoudy. ‘It srather
complicated,” Antyr added unhel pfully, aremark that prompted knowing looks from both Y atsu and
Jddaric.

‘Join us, please, Ar-Billan,” Andawyr said to the considerable surprise of the young Cadwanwr who
was quietly retreating from the room. He glanced from side to side hesitantly, asif the remark might have
been addressed to someone e se, before responding to Andawyr’ s beckoning hand and positioning
himsdlf on the periphery of the group.

‘Continue, Yatsu,” Andawyr said briskly.

Y atsu’ stelling proved to be equdly brisk. Hisjourneying with Jaldaric in search of those that the
Geadrol had named had taken them south through Riddin and thence, periloudly, acrossthe sea, inthe
company of one of the few traders who were prepared to risk encountering the Morlider in their fadt,
marauding ships. A further journey northwards overland had eventualy brought them to Antyr’sland.

‘A strange place. Full of many wonderful things and splendid people, but . . " He hesitated, searching
for aword. Then he gave Antyr an apologetic look. ‘ No offence to you, Antyr, but they’re wilder, less
civilized than we arein many ways. More quarrelsome . . . more eeslly inclined to violence, more apt to
ded out summary justicethan true Law.’

‘Like the Fyordyn were, not dl that many generationsago? Andawyr intervened acidly in defence of
their unprotesting guest.

The remark stopped Y atsu and he was thoughtfully silent for amoment before conceding, quite
genuindy, ‘ Yes, you'reright. Interesting. That hadn’t occurred to me.’

Andawyr gave him a suspicious ook but Y atsu continued unabashed.

There was no single government in the land, just salf-governing cities and townsthat continualy vied for
power and advantage over one another. Treaties were made and broken with despairing regularity,
dliances shifted smilarly, treachery abounded, and nations and minor wars were not uncommon.

Y et, throughout, the various peoples managed to live and, on the whole, improve their lives despite the
antics of their leaders. Gradually, war was beginning to be seen as a poor substitute for reasoned debate.

Although the shifting web of loyalties and obligations that plagued the land was tangled beyond measure,
there were two cities whose influence tended to dominate affairs. Bethlar, with its disciplined and spartan
people, locked into their stark traditions and their gloomy, harsh religion; and Serenstad, a vigorous
trading city, bustling and hectic under the rdatively rdlaxed rule of Duke lbris. At thetime of Yatsu'sand
Jddaric’sarriva events had been set in train that were threatening to bring these two into direct and
violent conflict. A war the like of which had not been known for along time seemed imminent and
promised grim consequences for an equally long time to follow, whoever was deemed the victor. Y €,
even asthis developed, an even darker threat was |ooming over the two unknowing antagonists and their
dlies

It came from the many tribes who roamed the vast and barren plains beyond the mountains to the north.
They had been united under apowerful and ruthless leader, Ivaroth, and, fired with hisambition, were
preparing to sweep down through the mountains and seize what their legends told them wastheir old land



when the two main protagonists had fought themselves to exhaustion. Asthey surely would.

‘It gets difficult here’ Yatsu told his now enthralled audience. * There was moreto Ivaroth than at first
appeared. He had a companion; a man, apparently blind, yet who could see, and who had . . . powers
that you need to know about. We only learned of him after everything was over, from Antyr who . . . met
himand. . . dedt with him. | think perhaps he should tell you therest.’

Asadl eyesturned towards him, Antyr shuffled awkwardly in his chair. Throughout thelong journey from
his homeland with Y atsu and Jaldaric he had pondered what had happened to him in the weeks before
theterrible battle that had destroyed Ivaroth and the blind man and sent the tribesmen, broken and
bewildered, back to their old nomadic life.

Though he had prevailed in avitad and mysterious part of that battle, and though he was many times his
former sdlf, the man who had spent years dowing sinking into bitterness and drunkenness, he knew only
that he felt himsdlf inadequate to ded with the skillsthat he now possessed. He had |eft his homeland
because he knew that no help would be available to him there, though he had followed little more than
ingtinct —and, he suspected, the silent urging of Tarrian and Grayle—when he had accepted Y atsu’ sand
Jddaric’ s offer to take him to the man Hawklan, aheder, who ‘ might be ableto help.” True, a notime
snce had he been serioudy inclined to regret this decision, and during the journey he had learned many
things: about his companions, about Hawklan and the Cadwanol and the Second Coming of Sumera
and, not least, yet more about himsdlf. But now he was here, hewas at alossto know whereto start his
tale, rather like Yatsu just before him. Two other things were not helping him. Onewas Y asu’s own
clear, orderly and uncluttered telling, the other was an dement of malicious chuckling coming from
Tarrian a his pending discomfiture. He did hisbest to ignore this as he cleared histhroat and turned stiffly
towards Andawyr.

‘Inmy land, I’'m what' s known as a Dream Finder. | enter into the dreams of people and, as
circumstances dictate, comfort them, assure them, advise them, whatever’ sneeded.” Immediately he saw
questionsin Andawyr’ s eyes but the Cadwanwr remained silent. *‘How | do this, | don’t know. I'm afraid
that’ saphrase | haveto use agreat deal. How any of usdoit, | don’t know, though it'snot an
uncommon skill in our land.” Heglanced a Y atsu and Jaldaric. ‘ It' saborn skill of somekind, but |
understand it’ snot something you' refamiliar with here’

Andawyr gill made no comment, other than to give him anod of encouragement.

‘Tarrian and Grayle here are my Companions, my Earth Holders.” He reached down and touched the
two animas gently. Tarrian' sear flicked irritably. ‘ They guide me through the dreams and protect mein
some way, though again | don’t know how or from what. It's something deep in their wolf natures, too
deep for them to explain to me even if they fdt inclined to.” He grimaced. ‘I’ m sorry if thisisvague, I'm
not used to talking about what | do.’

‘It snot vague, Andawyr said. ‘It sstrange, that' sdl. Very strange, I'll admit. But we' ll have plenty of
timeto go into detalls, if you' rewilling and if you want to stay. There' savast sore of knowledge here
and a Anderras Darion. It could well be there' s something about your particular talent just waiting to be
found. And if thereis't, we'll learn what we can from you and then there will be. Y ou' redoing fine. I'm
intrigued, to say theleast. Please carry on.” Before Antyr could continue, however, athought struck
Andawyr and, leaning forward, he put afirm hand on Antyr’sarm. ‘ Let me State the obvious, just to ease
your mind. Should you have any doubts about speaking to uslike this, rest assured that the very fact that
Y atsu and Jaldaric have brought you here means we know you have atrue need and that you' re neither
fraud, madman nor charlatan. And that they’ ve caled you avaued friend says much more.’



‘He smore than just aDream Finder,” Jadaric intervened. ‘ He' s a brave man. Someone with
consderableresource.” Y atsu nodded in agreement.

Seeing hisguest’ s further embarrassment at this unexpected praise, Andawyr again cameto hisaid.
‘He d have to be to put up with you two for any length of time.” Then, with exaggerated sternness, ‘ And
let’ s have no more interruptions, young Jadaric. Have you forgotten the Fyordyn ways of Accounting
aready? He motioned Antyr to continue.

Encouraged, the Dream Finder plunged on. ‘ My father —my late father — had been Duke Ibris's Dream
Finder once, long ago, and when the Duke began having strange dreams he asked me for help. What | —
we— discovered, eventualy, wasthat [varoth was himsalf a Dream Finder, albeit an untrained one, and
that he was using his skill to assail the Duke and also the leaders of Bethlar to foment the war between
the two citiesfor hisown ends as Y atsu told you. What we a so discovered was that his Earth Holder
was not an animal, but aman. | didn’t even think such athing was possble. And he wasterrifying.” He
shuddered as old memories flooded over him. ‘He was what we could call a Mynedarion —a person
who hasthe ability to affect physical things, to change them, with a mere gesture— or with athought — |
don’t know.” He gesticulated unhappily. * Y ou must understand that asfar as| was concerned —asfar as
any Dream Finder, any rationd person, was concerned — Mynedarion were mythica — part of aquaint
tale come down through the ages about how the world was made— not redl flesh and blood.” Antyr
made a dashing action with his hand to cut through his own confusion. ‘ But hewasred and he did have
powers of some kind. Powers that defied logic but that he used to sustain Ivaroth asruler of the tribes
and that he didn’t hesitate to use againgt either people or things as the whim took him. He was
dementedly evil.’

His manner and sudden passion brought a deep stillnessinto the room and when he spoke again his
VoI ce was Soft, as though the words themselves might bring some retribution in their wake. He continued

gpesking directly to Andawyr.

‘“When we enter adream, there is aplace we know asthe Nexus. a place into which our client’s many
dreams, past and present, leak, asit were. From there, our Earth Holder, our Companion, guides usto
and through the Portal of the dream where our client’ s need lies. In the dream, we become the dreamer
and can sustain or comfort him as needed and quite often learn enough to be of further help on waking.
Thisiswhat al of uscan do. It'sour gift and, given the gift and asuitable Companion, there' s neither
difficulty nor mystery intheuseof it

His black-eyed gaze held Andawyr.

‘Asyou might appreciate, agreat dedl of thought has been given over the years by learned men asto
how such a gift could come about —why such athing should be possible. And while much has been
written and conjectured, there' s more speculation than hard fact, and the whole businessis mingled with
storytelling and legend. However, there'sadominant belief that some —we would cal them Masters—
can move through what are known as Gateways in the dreams themsal ves and into the Antechambers of
the Threshold to the Great Dream itsdlf.’

His hesitation returned.

‘Y ou were there, man, tell them! They need to know.” Tarrian’s command jolted him but he till found it
difficult to continue.

‘The Antechambers are . . . other worlds. Places as real and as solid as where we are now, but . . . not
here’



Odang shifted uncomfortably in hischair. Andawyr’ s hand came out to still him and his ook urged Antyr
on.

‘The Great Dream itsdlf isthe place—though place ishardly an appropriate word —in which dl things
and dl timesexig. It'sbdieved that, just as dreams leak into the confusion we call the Nexus, so these
worlds are but echoes of the Great Dream.” He shrugged. ‘ It' s said that only the most gifted can find the
Inner Portasthat lead to the Great Dream. Such individuas are known as Adepts. More fully, Adepts of
the White Way. Tradition tells usthat there were few Masters and even fewer Adepts, and dl of them
lived intimeslong gone. Times at the beginning of time when we were known as Dream Warriors, and
charged by MaraV edtriss, the creator of al things, with the duty of protecting Mynedarion —thosein
whom he had vested his own power —from Marastrumel, the Evil Weaver, whom he had created to be
his companion and who turned againgt him.” He released Andawyr and looked round at the others.

‘| didtdl you it wasdifficult,’ Yatsu said into the ensuing silence.

Andawyr nodded thoughtfully. ‘Y es. But even at first hearing, there are some disconcerting resonances
inthetde.’ Heturned to Antyr. ‘Whereareyou inthis. . . hierarchy of Dream Finders? he asked.

The silence returned until, very softly, Antyr replied, ‘1 don’'t know. | was perhaps better than average at
my job when | chose to be, but nothing more. But, as| said, Masters, Adepts, these were just part of
our tradition. Not redl.’

‘Yet?

“Yet I’ ve been to other worlds— worlds that were not thisone. I’ ve walked in them, bresthed their air,
felt their sun. And I’ ve been somewherethat | believe to be the Great Dream insofar as| could perceive
it. There | saw, in waysthat are not seeing as we understand it, the myriad worlds of the Threshold —
shifting, changing, coming together, drifting apart, flickering in and out of existence, endlesdy.” Hiseyes
widened. * All knowledge was there. Everything wasthere’

Andawyr spoke very softly. ‘How did you come there?
‘I told you, | don’'t know. | know so very little about my gift. That’swhy I’'m here, searching.’
“Y ou wish to go there again?

Antyr did not speak for along time. * It’s not a place where people belong. It’s not a place we can begin
to comprehend.’

‘“Then why are you searching? There was a penetrating coldnessin the question. Both Y atsu and
Jddaric flinched dightly, seeing their travelling companion thus pinioned.

Antyr lowered his eyesfor amoment. When he raised them, it was Andawyr who found himself
transfixed. ‘ Because something iswrong. Something isflawed. He was there too. Ivaroth’s Earth Holder,
with his corruption and his awful power. And others. How he had come there | don’t know. Perhapsit
was through me, perhaps through Ivaroth, perhaps through some unknowabl e conjunction of the two of
us. But it shouldn’'t have been. Y et he was there, and in search of still more power. He was possessed by
adesireto rend and destroy al that he saw and reshape it after hisown way.’

Despite the bright sunlight being carried into the room by the mirror stones, Antyr’ s face was drawn and



orim.

‘Y atsu said that you “dealt with” thisman,” Andawyr said. ‘Unusualy for a Goraidin, that had ahint of
euphemism about it

‘| dedlt with him,” Antyr replied flatly. * And Ivaroth too. For hewasthere aso.” Hefrowned. ‘I've
learned so much about mysdlf. And not dl of it'sbeento my liking.” For amoment it seemed that he was
going to bresk down, but he composed himsdlf. * Ivaroth | killed in the way men kill. He attacked me and
| was lucky. He died on the knife of one of hisown victims. The blind man . . ."” He shook his head. * For
an ingant he was my Earth Holder, he became me, and | him, asistheway. And in that ingtant |
understood him. Saw to the heart of him. Saw the tortured route he had followed, the desires that bound
him. And when he attacked me | returned his own power, hisown inner knowledge of himsdlf, to him. In
pity, you understand, not maice. But it destroyed him. Sent him to places beyond thisworld.’

Andawyr glanced a Y atsu who answered his question before it was asked.

‘lvaroth’ s body was found, but there was no sign of the blind man. But he existed all right. Many people
saw him. And it seems he knew how to use the Power and useit well.’

‘He' d been taught.’
It was Antyr. Andawyr turned to him sharply.

‘What | learned from him faded dmost immediatdly. It aways does. But someimpressionslingered, for
what they’ re worth. Someone, at sometime, loomed largein hislife—literaly —atal, powerful figure—
someone who held him in thral with the knowledge and the promise of power he offered. And whatever
took hissight was. . . agrest light, or . . ." He searched for aword. *. . . something that was torn from
him, something that was bound to him in the degpest way.” Henodded. ‘ Yes. It wasaloss. A terrible,
wrenching loss’

“Y ou sound dmost sorry for him,” Yatsu said.

“How could I not be? Antyr replied without hesitation. *Who am | to say that | might not have travelled
hisway in his circumstances? Y ou're asoldier, you understand that. But sorrow for how he cameto be
as he was gave me no qualms then about what | did to him, nor doesit now. I'd have had it otherwise
but I’d no choice. Hewas evil beyond imagining. Remova from thisworld was dl that was|eft for him,
for al our sakes’

Therewasalong silence. Attention turned to Andawyr who was looking out at the sunlit valey. ‘ Twice
now you' ve referred to him as being gone from thisworld.” He turned and smiled dightly. ‘Have you
picked up our Goraidin's unexpected flair for euphemism?

There was enough humour in histone to lighten the dark atmosphere that had crept over the group.
Antyr returned it.

‘No. I've picked up their painful insistence on accuracy. | don't know whether the man’ s dead or not.
Hewas just gone from where we were. And gone from thisworld. He was no longer athreat. And he
was hurt —badly hurt. That | do know.’

Andawyr’s eyes narrowed. * SO many, many questions,” hesaid. ‘1 can seewhy you'd fedl the need to
seek help.” Hegavearueful laugh. ‘It would be much easier for usdl if we could just declare that you're



rambling due to asickness of themind, but | fear you're dl too sane. And, in any case, I’ d have you stay
hereif only to find out more about your splendid Companions.” He clgpped his hands and just managed
to restrain himsalf from reaching down to stroke the two wolves. Y ou’ re welcome to Stay here aslong
asyou wish, though I’ d fed obliged to warn you that while you’ re sane now, you might well not be after
dedling with our incessant questioning.’

‘That’ strue,” Y atsu muttered.

Before Andawyr could respond to the taunt, Antyr said, ‘1 doubt you can ask as many questionsas|’ve
asked mysdlf, but | gppreciate your kindness and thank you for it. I’ d welcome the opportunity to learn
more about who | am and what' s happened. Not only because of my ignorance about my own abilities,
but because there were others as evil as he bound in that place. . " He stopped.

‘And? Andawyr prompted.

‘Asl said, something’ swrong. While | wasthere | “saw” something which has been returning to me
congtantly, and which disturbs mein away | can’t explain. It'sasthough I’ ve seen ahurt degp in the
heart of the way the world itsdf ismade.’

Chapter 4

Andawyr had been about to rise but he froze as Antyr spoke. The coincidence of Antyr’ swordswith his
own recent concerns suddenly made him fed afraid.

‘Finishyour tale, Antyr,” he said quietly. ‘1 shouldn’t have interrupted you. Tell usabout this. .. hurt . ..
you found, and the others you saw there’’

Both Grayle and Tarrian opened their eyes and looked at him.

‘I saw no one. Only the blind man. The others| heard. Voices ringing around and through me.’
Ingtinctively Antyr wrapped his arms about himself asthe memory of their cold presence returned to him.
‘They were captive there, they said. Chained by others, long ago. Otherslike me. For using —misusing —
what they called the true power. They caled me an Adept — cried theword out in afrenzy. They were
waiting for the blind man to bring me to them. They needed me so that they could be free again —freeto
move amongst the Threshold worlds—to wreak vengeance. Their ambition was the same as the blind
man’ s—to destroy everything and to remakeit in afashion of their own.’

He chuckled humourlesdy. * Somehow, | defied them, or rather | spoke defiantly to them. Threatened
them with the name they’ d given me and added my own persond menace asbest | could. “1 am an
Adept of the White Way. Heir to those who bound you here.”” He shrugged, then curled hislipina
self-deprecating sneer. ‘Whistling in the dark, | suppose. It had as much effect asit would on you. | was
less than an gpprentice, they told me. Asif | didn’t redlize that for mysdf. A thing of clay and drosswith
the merest spark of past grestnessinme.” Antyr paused, mulling over the cold dismissd, il vividly with
him. Then aflicker of triumph displaced his bitter sneer. * Still, | defeated them. When the blind man fell,
they fell with him. Bound again by their own maevolence’

Helooked at Andawyr. ‘But they're fill there. Still festering, waiting, until some other innocent ssumbles
upon them. Someone less fortunate than | was. And they told me there were others, too; that their
punishment was but part of agreater ill and that they were only the vanguard for the reshaping that wasto
come’



Andawyr waited for amoment, unsettled by this eerie tale, then asked again, as casudly as he could.
‘ And the hurt you thought you saw. The hurt deegp within the world.’

‘I’ve no wordsfor that,” Antyr went on. ‘1 didn’'t see as we see here. Nothing there was asiit is here.
This place is avague shadow by comparison. Asam |. | was both part of and separate from everything.
All I cantdl you isthat there are countless worlds, somehow both here and not here, and that they are
being disturbed by awrongness which emanates from here. I'm sorry | can't explain it better, but those
aretheonly words| can find. Though the memory keeps returning to me—disturbing me’

“Your words arefine,” Andawyr said. ‘ And your pain needs no explanation.’
He massaged the remains of hisnose.
‘Ar-Billan, what do you make of all this? he asked abruptly.

The young man started violently and made severd peculiar noises before managing to spesk properly.
‘It sadrangetade,’ he sammered. ‘But it seems honest enough.” Heflicked arueful glance towards
Antyr asif trying to retrieve the awkward words, and added hastily, * And, asyou said yoursdlf, the trust
of the Goraidin in theteller adds much to it. It demands serious study.” Then he was floundering. ‘Buit |
don’t think | can make anything of it. | know that you and the Senior Brothers have conjectured about
the possibility of other worlds, here but not here, as Antyr put it, but I'm gtill struggling with what you find
to be much less demanding concepts. I'm afraid dl | have a the moment are questions.” Then he became
youthfully earnest. ‘ But whatever elseit might mean, if sSomeone hastrained another in the use of the
Power —and it seemsthey have — and there’ sbeen o little discipline in that training that they’ ve run
amok with it, then we' Il have to make something of it. If this. . . tal . . . man’strained one, he might have
trained others and there' s no saying what the consequences might be.’

Andawyr nodded appreciatively. ‘ A good down-to-earth point which, I’ [l confess, I’d missed,
Ar-Billan. What do you think we should do, then?

Ar-Billan, pleased by this response but dl too aware that alesson wasin progress, fumbled with hisfaint
beard anxioudy. ‘With Antyr’spermission, | think we'll have to go through his story again. Sowly, and
very carefully. And, too, the Goraidin’s. Then we can lay out those things that are known for sure and
decide what questions we need to ask to test the reliability of whatever’sleft. Thenwe'll be ableto
consder whet it all means’

Andawyr looked round at the others. * Seems reasonable to me. Does anyone have any problemswith
that? he asked generaly. No one demurred.

‘Good,” hesaid to Ar-Billan, with abroad smile. “Well done. Unanimity’ s such arare event.’

Heturned to Yatsu. ‘| was out in the mountains this morning because | wanted to bresk somerigid
patterns of thought that had been encumbering melately. I'd made a decision when Tarrian choseto
“introduce” himsdf to meand I’ ve just made it again. It aso deds with the advice you wanted meto give
you. As Ar-Billan has just summarized for us, the first thing we need to do iswork through your stories
again, dowly, carefully. | suggest we do that aswe al go down to Anderras Darion.” He added a hasty
reassurance to thetwo Goraidin. ‘ Don't worry, | wasn't proposing we dash off immediately. | havea
sense of urgency about this, but it' s not that urgent and | can see you need sometime just doing nothing.
Take whatever rest you need here, then we'll have aniceleisurdly trip down there. The only thing I'd
suggest you do now iswrite apreliminary Accounting for the Geadrol. And, Jadaric, you can writeto
your father aswell. Just to let everyone know you' re back safely. There areridersto and from Vakloss



nearly every day now.’

Only Odang seemed to be put out by this decision. ‘What can we do at Anderras Darion that we can't
do here? he asked.

‘| don't know until we get there,” Andawyr answered obtusdly, standing up and starting to pace abott.
‘But agood break from what we' re doing won't do us any harm, will it? Odang began to frown but
Andawyr opened hisarms expansively. ‘Besides, we' Il seeall our old friends. And doubtless meet new
onesif haf of what | hear aout the comings and goingsin Orthlund istrue.” He gripped Odang's
shoulders. * And who can say what they’ || have found in that place? Remember that library? At least the
equal of ours. Not to mention just the atmosphere there’

‘We ve got plenty to do here, Odang countered weakly.

‘ And what we don’t take with uswill be here when we get back.” The grip became ahearty dap. ‘ The
fact that you' re disputing with me showsit’ stoo long since you' ve been there” He became sympathetic.
‘I know. What we ve been doing is difficult and disturbing and you' ve got your own peatient methodica
way of tackling it.” He met Odang’ s gaze—old friends. ‘ But we' re stuck, aren’t we? We' re going round
and round — going nowhere.” He indicated Antyr and the Goraidin who were watching the exchange with
interest. ‘ Thisisjust what' s needed. A random happening. Something unca culated, incaculable.
Something at right anglesto al known directions. A stone under the whedlsto shake our weary thoughts
loose!” He made to snap hisfingers dramatically in front of Odang'sface but failed miserably.

“Y ou never could do that, could you? Odang snorted, his expression amixture of despair and delight as
he snapped his own fingers with a crack that made the othersjump. * All right, you’ ve made your point. |
can't face being metaphored to death. Y ou're probably right.’

‘l amright.’
Ar-Billan coughed discreetly to remind his seniorsthat he was il there.
‘Have you ever been to Anderras Darion, Ar-Billan? Andawyr asked.

‘No, | haven't. I’ ve heard agreat deal about it from those who have, of course. It'samarvelous place
by dl accounts. I'd loveto go.’

‘Good, that’ s settled then. You will. We Il leaveinacoupleof . .." Hecaught Yatsu'seye. ‘“We'll leave
when everyone sready.’

He whispered to Ar-Billan who nodded and left, then he turned to Antyr and the Goraidin. ‘He' sjust
goneto prepare some of the guest rooms for you dl.” He became proprietorid. ‘We re getting to be
quite good at providing hospitdity these days— averitable hostdry. There' severy chance you' d be
comfortablewith useven if you hadn’t been travelling for months.’

‘I'msurel would,” Antyr agreed.

‘I’ll show you round in the meantime. | think you'll find the place unusud. Don’t be afraid to ask about
anything.” Hetook Antyr'sarm and spoke to him intently. *Y ou're no longer alone. We may not be able
to find answersto everything that’ s happened to you, but we'll find alot. And whatever tormentsyou’ ve
got, remember that thisplaceis safe— very safe!’



Antyr looked appreciative but doubtful. ‘1 don't think anything’ s threatening me now. And | suspect that
any difficulties| havel carry withme!’

‘Yes,’” Andawyr said. ‘ Quite probably. We al do. But even on our limited acquaintance | can see that
you' re given to surviving, not self-destruction. I'm fairly certain that anything you’ ve brought here you can
cope with, quite possibly without our help. Just be assured that nothing can assail you from outsde’

Leaving Y atsu and Jaldaric, Andawyr spent the rest of the day showing Antyr about the Cadwanen —or
part of it, for the Cadwanen was a vast and complicated complex of workshops, halls of experiment,
teaching rooms, living quarters and recreationd areas. And in placesit was very busy as members of the
Order went about their tasks.

Tarrian and Grayle necessarily attracted agreat dedl of attention as they flanked the two men on their
journey, but their presence did not protect Andawyr from being constantly accosted.

‘I can seewhy you' d want to be alonein the mountains at times,” Antyr said sympathetically as
Andawyr managed eventudly to disentangle himself from aparticularly persstent, abeit gpologetic,
individua. Andawyr chuckled good-naturedly.

‘It sastrange thing, Antyr. Circumstances have made me the L eader of this Order, and I’ ve no regrets
about that, but the only authority | have iswhat these people give me and when | 1ook at the kind of
peoplethey are, and the quditiesthey bring to this place, | find it very humbling. It sounds pretentious, |
know, but it’s an honour to serve them and | wouldn’t have it otherwise.’

‘Fromwhat Y atsu and Jadaric told me, it was more than mere circumstances that made you what you
are; Antyr sad.

They were walking aong ahigh ba cony overlooking an echoing hall. ‘ They exaggerate, Andawyr
replied.

‘| thought the Goraidin were noted for their ability to observein great detail and to report with great
accuracy,” Antyr said, risking someirony.

Andawyr gave him an arch look, but his reply was unexpectedly serious. ‘ Circumstances placed me
wherel had to change or die, Antyr,” he said. * Just like they did with you.” He paused and leaned on the
stone bal ustrade to gaze down at the figures passing below. ‘ Purposeful movement with no discernible
pattern,” he muttered absently, then, *We each of us found aresource from somewhere. Who we can
thank for that I’ ve no idea, save our forebears. | find it helpful to remind mysdlf that maybe | was just
lucky and, given that, that | should devote the rest of my time to learning more about everything and
passing on my knowledge to others so that if there’ sanext time, they —or | —won’t haveto rely on
luck.’

Therewas acoldnessin his conclusion that disturbed Antyr; not by its strangeness, but by its familiarity.

Then Andawyr wasjovid again. ‘But you'reright,” he said. ‘I’m not aboveirritability when my halo gets
too tight and alittle solitude from time to timeisvery welcome. | just tend to forget that, until something
like today happens.’

They left the bacony and went down severd flights of stairsto enter the hall itself. ‘I dotry to
remember,” Andawyr said, with alook of bewildered concern. ‘1 write notes to remind mysalf. But then |
lose them. Tidinessisn't one of my stronger character traits, I'm afraid.’



‘I can seethat that would present difficulties; Antyr said with alaugh. He stopped and gazed around the
hdl. ‘Thisistruly an amazing place” he said. Sunlight was streaming in through high-arched windows
that, vivid with coloured patterns, ran along both sides of the hall. The celling too was elaborately
decorated, unlike dmost everywhere else he had seen so far. * It feels so open, so fresh, | find it difficult
to imagine that we re underground —inside amountain.” He pointed to the windows. * Are they mirror
stonestoo?

‘Y es. All the windows you see are mirror stones. Remind me to show you how they work before we
leave. You'll appreciateit, I’'m sure’

‘I'msurel will,” Antyr agreed. ‘ Though | have to say that from what I’ ve seen aswe ve waked around
they’ re very disorientating.’

‘| don’t understand.’

‘They give views of the mountains and the valeysthat are markedly at odds with the sairswe ve
climbed up and down.’

‘That’ s because you' re not paying attention,” Tarrian said impatiently, speaking to both of them before
Andawyr could comment. ‘Why you don’t use your nose more, | don’t know. There' sakitchen aong
here, for example.” He and Grayle began padding off down the corridor.

‘Yes Andawyr intervened quickly. ‘But | doubt the cooking Brothers would be pleased to have you
wandering about them. If you' d like something to eat, there’ samore suitable place down here!’

‘That’ svery kind of you,” Tarrian replied affably. ‘I’ m not particularly hungry mysdf. It'sfor Antyr, you
understand. His concentration waversif he getstoo hungry. But I’ll have alittle something to be socigble,
of course’

Andawyr took them along abroad corridor into acommunal dining hdl. Plain wooden tables were
flanked by plain wooden benches and at one end there was alarge counter on which was arrayed awide
variety of food. There were severa peoplein the room — some of them eating, some of them serving
themsalves from the counter. Tarrian and Grayle headed straight towards the counter, causing severa
dartled dinersin the process of returning to their tables to change direction abruptly.

‘Get back here, you two,” Antyr hissed to them, adding out loud to Andawyr, ‘I do apologize. They've
been too long in the mountains.” The two wolves stopped but did not return, choosing instead to wait for
him to reach them.

‘Don’'t concern yourself too much,” Andawyr said. ‘We have felcisin and out of the place dl thetime.
It'sjust that they’ re not as big as these two.’

‘Felcis? Antyr queried.

“You'll find out soon enough,” Andawyr replied. He indicated anearby table and spoke authoritatively
to thetwo wolves. ‘“Would you like to wait over there while | get something for you?

After avidit to the counter and a negotiation with ared-faced and flustered-looking individua, he
returned with food for himsalf and Antyr and two large bones for the wolves. Rather to his surprise, the
wolves sniffed them suspicioudy before taking them.



As he sat down, alow bell-like tone reverberated through the room.
‘I’ve heard that severd times,” Antyr said. ‘What isit?

‘It sawarning,” Andawyr replied. * Or, more correctly, that note isaconfirmation that al’ swell
throughout the caves’

Antyr’sbrow furrowed. ‘A warning,” he echoed. * What do you need to be warned about here?
‘What did Y atsu and Jaldaric tell you about the Cadwanol and these caves? Andawyr asked.

‘That you were an Order of learned men established by Ethriss a the time of the First Coming of
Sumera with the intention of gathering knowledge so that He could be opposed in many different ways.
They said the caves were full of strange devices, but they didn’'t elaborate.” He looked around. * And they
certainly didn’t prepare mefor anything I’ ve seen today.’

Andawyr broke a piece of bread from aloaf and began nibbling at it idly. ‘“Wdll, that’sal true enough,
though pared thinly evenfor aGoraidin'stelling.’

Concerned that he might have inadvertently betrayed hisfriends, Antyr protested gently. *No, no. They
told meagreat dedl, but I'm afraid I’ ve not remembered as much of it as| should. Thejourney was
demanding, to say the least. To be honest, | dept whenever | could. I'm no soldier, least of dl likethey
are, and though they were patienceitsdf I’ d agreat many smple practical thingsto learn aswe went
adongif | wasn't to be too much of aburden to them. Especialy through the mountains. And | don’t think
it helped that it was winter when we set out,’” he added ruefully.

‘It sdl right, Andawyr reassured him with asmile. ‘1 wasn't criticizing. Besides, the three of ushave
known one another long enough to be quite free in our exchanges of abuse.” The smile became aquiet
laugh. ‘ But, answering your question. Do you seethat? He pointed to apanel by the main doorway to
thehal. Onit wasasymbol. As Antyr looked at it, the symbol gave him theimpression that it was
suffused with adowly shifting glow, though if he stared hard at it he could see no actua change.

‘I’ve noticed severd like that, though with different symbols on them,” he said. * They’re very strange. |
was intending to ask you about them.’

Andawyr became pensive. ‘ They’re part of what | suppose you' d cal the darker side of our life here.
Y atsu and Jaldaric are quiteright, thisplaceisfull of strange devices. Infact, it’ sfull of very dangerous
devices” He leaned forward and hisvoicefdl asif he did not want to be overheard. ‘When Ethriss
founded the Order, it was aterrible time. The more | read and learn about it, the more | realize just how
terrible it was. Sumera held great sway then. His armies were powerful and fearsome. It seemed that
nothing — nothing — could stand againgt His ultimate victory.” He tapped the table with hisforefinger for
emphass. ‘ Part of the horror of it was that He had many honourable and very able peoplefighting for His
cause; people deceived by Hiswords, seduced by His promises or just terrified by the lies He spread
about Hisenemies. And it was Ethriss s greatest sorrow that in order to defeat Him, he’ d no choice but
to use His own wegpons against Him. He had to teach his own followers how to make war and every
cruel thing that that entails. It was abrutal loss of innocence.” He twitched his hand irritably to stop
himsdlf from digressing. ‘It was a desperate matter that this place be kept secret. Had Sumeral learned
about us then He d have known the risk we posed and He' d have launched His entire might against us.
But it was no dight thing, avoiding His eye; He'd many and different spiesroaming theworld. At firg,
Ethriss was able to shelter those who were working here, but he couldn’t do that for long as hisvery



presence would eventually have drawn the enemy here. So very soon the first Brothers had to protect
themsalves. They did this by doing what we do yet —learning and practicing the skillswith the Old Power
that Ethriss had taught them.” He sat back and glanced admiringly around the hall, dmost as though he
were looking at it for thefirst time. Thejarring sound of Tarrian and Grayle massacring their bonesrose
into the silence. * And, | haveto say, from apurdly professona point of view, some of the work they did
was staggering. Such minds, Antyr. Such minds. It' s difficult to comprehend. In many ways we knew so
little. Some of the things we regard as d ementary now —things we teach dmost casudly to our novices—
were at the very limits of their knowledge then — brilliant insghts. To discover them from nothing, asit
were, betokens vison and intellect which humbles us al yet. Some of the discoveries they made actually
turned everything that was then accepted completely upside down.” He gave aguilty shrug. ‘I’m sorry,
I’'m wandering again, aren’t I?1’'m apt to when | talk about the past. I’ ve dways had a keen sense of
history and after what happened to usit’ s keener than ever these days. Anyway, coming to your question
again, the symbolsthat you see and the sounds you hear are part of avadt, intricate web of warning
devices and traps developed from those that the first Brothers made to protect themsalves. It' s atered,
refined, adjusted, extended congtantly, but at its heart it’s ftill what they made.’

Antyr turned to look at the pandl and its symbol, which still seemed to be a once moving and not
moving. ‘| told you I’'m no soldier, but | served my time behind ashield wall when | was younger and had
to learn something about sieges and the kind of traps that can be laid within a castle—faling stones,
sprung spears, counter-weighted blades and the like — but that doesn’t ook like any device I’ ve ever
heard about.’

‘I"d be very surprised if you had,” Andawyr said. ‘ And more than alittle darmed.’

Antyr raised a questioning eyebrow.

‘We search endlesdly for knowledge here, but al knowledge can be abused, and al knowledge carries
responsibilities,” Andawyr replied. ‘ And that,” he nodded towards the pand, ‘ carries responsibilitiesfar
beyond the average.” He stood up. ‘Comeon, I'll tell you more aswe go.’

‘We haven't finished.” Tarrian’ sindignant voice touched both of them.

‘Bring your boneswith you,” Antyr retorted with heavy patience.

Tarrian muttered something indistinguishable, then he and Grayle loped &fter the retreating pair.

Asthey reached the door, Andawyr chuckled and briefly ran an affectionate hand over the pand. Antyr
stopped for amoment and looked at it intently. Even so close, he could not decide whether the glowing

symbol was moving or not. Nor could he determine where the light was coming from that illuminated it.

Asthey waked adong he began to notice many smilar symbols aong thewals, though most of them
were smaler than the one on the pand.

‘All these aretrgps? he queried, unable to keep someincredulity out of hisvoice.

‘Ohyes’ Andawyr replied straightforwardly. ‘ But don’t worry, you won't be suddenly diced in haf by
aswinging blade. They’re not intended to deal with armed assaults as such. We rely on more traditional
methods to cope with that. We re protected from enemies coming from the south or aong the Pass of
Elewart, for example, by the Riddin Muster. We receive training from the Goraidin so that we can guard
our own doorsif we haveto, and for the rest, the mountains themsalves are virtualy impassablefor a
large force. Even so, we watch them congtantly.” He extended an arm to move Antyr through an open



doorway. ‘Comein here, I'll show you.’
Chapter 5

The room Andawyr ushered Antyr into was circular. A group of men and women sat a atableinthe
centre. Some were reading, some were writing, others were talking quietly. One appeared to be adeep,
his head cradled on his arms, though aquick nudge from his neighbour brought him suddenly upright,
wide awake and diligently applying himsdlf to the study of alarge book. Asthe two men entered, the
group turned and made to stand up but asignal from Andawyr sent them back to their tasks.
Nevertheless, as had been the case throughout their tour of the Cadwanen, Tarrian and Grayle proved to
be a discreet distraction.

Around thewalls, set close, Sde by side, were agreat many of what again appeared to be windows.
They looked out over the mountains, filling the room with sunlight. Around each of them were yet more of
the symbolsthat had attracted Antyr’ s attention, though they were much smaller than those he had seeniin
the corridor. Some of them were glowing.

‘Moremirror stones, | presume? Antyr said.

Andawyr nodded. And as Antyr looked round at the views they offered, he could see this confirmed
disconcertingly by the fact that most of theindividua vistas were not continuous with their neighbours,

‘Wethink of them aswindowsaswell, if it helps, Andawyr said with an encouraging smile. But Antyr
was staring at a series of views of what he now knew to be the Pass of Elewart. Though part of it was
flooded with bright sunlight, this cast jagged threatening shadows and merely served to deepen the
darkness of the shade that pervaded the rest. Antyr shivered. He had not spent long in the Pass but it had
had an atmosphere that weighed on him like nothing he had ever known before and that he felt was not
due solely to its stark barrenness and the wind whose moaning tones shifted and changed constantly.
Even Y atsu and Jadaric had seemed subtly uneasy and had pressed on at avery steady speed,
sombre-faced and unspesking. The horses too had been noticeably unhappy and Tarrian and Grayle had
been unusudly slent, drawing away from him utterly, deep into their wolfish selves, asthey trotted ahead
of theriders, earsflattened and tails between their legs.

‘Yes, it'snot ahappy place, isit? Andawyr said, eesing him away from the blesk view. He gestured
towards the group around the table and one of the women stood up and came forward in response.
About the same height as Andawyr, she was dightly built with an ova face framed by nesatly trimmed
black hair. She had brown, chalenging eyes and adightly crooked nose that served to enhance her
appearance rather than detract from it. The long hooded robe she wore was similar to that worn by
everyone else Antyr had seen in the Cadwanen, though it was particularly neat and clean and had asmdll
golden clasp securing it at her neck.

Tarrian’ sgpproval rumbled into Antyr’s mind and, dropping his bone noisily, the wolf pushed past him
and walked straight over to her.

‘Stop that!” Antyr sngpped slently. But it wastoo late: Tarrian was standing with hisforelegs on the
woman’ s shoulders, rgpturoudy receiving abrilliant smile and avigorous caress of hislong head. Ashe
dropped down gently, Grayle, leaning againsgt the woman, received the same.

‘Aren’'t you both beautiful ? came the words that Antyr had heard so often when the two wolves chose
to act thus. Tarrian replied to Antyr’ srebuke with amaevolent chuckle.



Thewoman’s accent was noticegbly different from Andawyr’s, with an dmost musicd lilt toiit.

‘I"'m sorry about that,” Antyr said to her, adding, with aglower at thetwo wolves, ‘I'm afraid they’ re not
particularly well disciplined. And usualy they don’t like to be touched.’

‘It sdl right, thewoman said, turning the same smile on him. ‘ They’re addight, aren’t they? Are they
yours?

‘No,” Antyr replied quickly. ‘ They don’'t belong to anyone. They’re just my companions. They choose
to stay with me.” Thewoman gave him aquizzica look.

‘Thisis Antyr, Usche,” Andawyr said. He nodded towards the mirror stones. * As you probably saw, he
arrived with Yatsu and Jaldaric. He' s come along way and there’ s much more than meetsthe eyeto him
and his. . ." Heglanced significantly towards the wolves who were now prowling around the room,
sniffing purposefully at each of its occupantsin turn but assiduoudy avoiding any further contact. ‘I’'m
looking forward to some very interesting discussonswith him.’

Uschetook Antyr’s offered hand. * Anyone who rides with the Goraidin and travels with wolves must
necessarily beinteresting,” she said, looking at him keenly. ‘Welcome to the Cadwanen, Antyr, traveller
from adistant land, friend to the Goraidin, Y atsu and Jaldaric, and companionto . . .7 Shelooked at the
two wolves. ‘ Do they have names, your companions?

‘Tarrian and Grayle’
‘Companion to Tarrian and Grayle.” Usche completed her greeting and released his hand.

‘Usche’ saRiddinwr. They can be very fussy about introductions,” Andawyr said. * Think yourself
fortunate she didn’t know any of your relations. Meeting someone you know in Riddin can be avery

lengthy maiter.

Usche gave him alook of both reproach and threat. * And our greet leader here, unfortunately, isn't a
Riddinwr —asyou Il reslize as soon as you see him on a horse —and thus hasn'’t been brought up in the
ways of civilized courtesy.’

‘l was just showing Antyr how we protect oursalves here, Andawyr said, ignoring the taunt. He swept
an arm around the many views being brought into the room. ‘ From here, as you can see, we can watch
every part of the mountains around us for a considerable distance.” Quite abruptly alook of pain passed
over hisface. *We always have done, after afashion,” he went on softly. ‘ But we alowed the Watch to
become amere ritual; acondescending nod to the past. A dreadful lapse. Such arrogance.” The lagt
words were spoken as though to himself. He straightened up and the mood was gone as quickly asit had
come. ‘ But now we watch and we watch well,” he concluded emphaticaly.

Antyr looked at the views before him. They were aremarkable sight, and even acursory glancetold him
that no army or, for that matter, any lonerider could gpproach the Cadwanen without being seen. But his
memories of the mountains were very fresh. “What do you do when the mist comes down? he blurted
out.

Histone provoked some laughter.

‘Which ismogt of thetime. Yes, we know,” Andawyr conceded. ‘ But aswith everything else here,
there's. ..’



‘Morethan meetsthe eye? Likeme.” Antyr finished the sentence for him.
‘Yes” Andawyr replied with ahint of apology.

‘ Anything that moves, we have ways of seeing, or hearing,” Usche volunteered. * Do you know anything
about the Power?

‘“He knows of it, | suspect, to his cost, but not about it, Andawyr replied on Antyr’s behalf. ‘ But we can
put that right with alittle effort.” Usche gave adight bow and took a step backwards.

Antyr pointed to the symbols surrounding the Mirror Stones. * As you seem to be so well protected
agang assaults by armies and the like, | presume these and al those littered about the place use this
Power to protect you against anyone who could useit against you.’

Andawyr gave him an gppreciative look. ‘ Yes, indeed,” he said.

A fleeting recollection of hisfateful confrontation with the blind man flitted through Antyr’ smind, leaving,
asever, tantdizing hints of al that he had then known and now forgotten. * A web, you called it. Then the
Power pervades this entire place?

Andawyr’ sface took on the expression of a parent asked a too-penetrating question that time and
circumgtance, perhaps even ability, did not alow him to answer as he would have wished.

‘The Power pervades everything, Antyr,” hereplied, rather hadtily. ‘Itis everything. I'll explain what |
can later. We both of us have alot to talk about and there' sno urgency.” He became brisk. ‘Usche, are
you free to come with us now?

The woman hesitated for amoment. ‘Y es, my duty spdl herefinished afew minutesago, | wasjust
discussing something.

‘Well, if your discussion can safely beleft, would you come with us, please?
‘Of course.’

She picked up abook and some papers from the table and followed them. Tarrian and Grayle
recovered their dropped bones and acted as her escort.

A short walk brought them back to the room from which they had set out. Y atsu and Jaldaric were il
there. Both of them werewriting. Antyr was conspicuoudy surprised. He greeted them with an
exaggerated and gpologetic shrug. ‘I’ ve been doing my best,” he said. * Doing what you told me. Taking
careful note of where I’ ve been in case | might have to return that way. But this placeis so bewildering. |
could' ve sworn we' d been waking away from here dl the time. Not to mention, on the whole, moving
upwards.’

‘Nonosea dl,” Tarrian muttered disdainfully as he flopped down noisily underneath the large window
and began gnawing his bone again. Grayle joined him.

“You'reabitter disappointment to us,’ Y atsu said, shaking his head with mock reproach as he returned
to hiswriting.



Andawyr intervened. ‘No smdl part of your confusion iswilfully built into the design of the Cadwanen,
Antyr. If you wereto study it carefully, you’ d find that, amongst other things, it' s extremely defensible by
conventiona means should the need arise. In many waysit has the qualities of an elaborate board game,
except that any enemy who managed to gain access would know neither the shape nor the layout of the
board, nor the number, positions and strengths of any of the pieces. And they certainly wouldn’t know
the rules. We're protected inside and out against every assault we' ve been able to envisage.” He rubbed
his hands gleefully. Antyr’ sresponse, however, was aweak amile.

Though he had known Andawyr for less than aday the man’s manner was such that he felt it had been
much longer. He had to remind himself that thisrather scruffy littleindividua wasthe leader of the
Cadwanol and presumably responsible for the running of this enormous place. Further, from what he had
been told by Yatsu and Jaldaric, Andawyr was highly respected not only by the Cadwanwr themsdlves
but by all those who held authority in neighbouring lands. And, too, it seemed he possessed grest
persona courage.

Y et as he had walked about the Cadwanen with him, Antyr had had no sense of Andawyr’ s exated
status. Indeed, there seemed to be very little sense of hierarchy in the whole place. People had accosted
Andawyr asthey might afriend in the street, and addressed him directly by name, without any forma
sdute or title— even Ar-Billan, whom Antyr now took to be aNovice. And Andawyr had answered in
like vein, openly and straightforwardly. Antyr himsdf found that he was treating him asafriend of long
standing. Theword ‘ openness seemed to typify everything he had seen and heard. Not only with
Andawyr, but in the placeitsdf. Open and airy, it waslike abuilding in which al the windows and doors
had been opened so that sunlight and spring breezes could drift through. And the few people he had met
seemed to be aswilling to listen as they were to speak. Y et there was a paradox, too. The place wasnot
open: it was an intricate network of caves buried deep within and benegath the mountains; the people must
have their ordered places and responsibilities, and the precautions taken to protect the place far
outweighed anything he had ever known in his own gpparently much more violent society. They disturbed
him.

Andawyr stopped rubbing his hands and looked at him closdly. 'Y ou find our concernsfor our safety
obsessive? he said shrewdly.

Antyr hesitated for some time before Andawyr’ s manner again drew afrank, abeit reluctant response
fromhim.

‘Intense, certainly. They fed somehow out of place in what I’ d taken to be primarily ateaching Order.
My admittedly limited dedlings with the powerful in my own society showed me how such things can
come about, and how they darken peopl€ slives; the constant looking over the shoulder, searching into
shadows for fear of ambush. But that was in connection with gaining and keeping political power. People
who for various reasons didn't aspire to those heights — or depths — scholars, tradesmen, ordinary people
—weren't congtantly worrying about enemies.’

Jaldaric caught Y atsu' s eye, then cleared histhroat conspicuoudy.

‘Wdll, dl right,” Antyr added, flustered. ‘1 did feel the need to take one or two lessonsin swordwork,
I’1l admit. But that was because. . .’

‘Because Serengtad was aviolent place,” Jaldaric said with an emphatic jab of hisfinger, though not
without some humour. He addressed Andawyr authoritatively in the samevein. ‘1t was frightening just
waking the streetsthere. Not like Vaklossor . . .



Andawyr rescued Antyr. ‘Leave him done,” he said sternly. *Y ou survived, didn’t you? And | suspect
he’ s much further away from his home here than you ever werein hisland. Get on with your letter.” He
pulled achair up to thewindow and, resting his elbows on the broad sill, cupped his head in his hands
and stared out at the view.

‘1 understand what you mean, Antyr,” hesaid. ‘But | think the key to your uncertainty about usliesin the
word “worrying”. The point is, we don’t worry —well, not excessively, anyway. We think, we assess, we
act. We adjust our ways of living as needs demand, changing thingsif we can, coping with them if we
can’'t. And once that’ s done, there slittle else that can be done, save be aware. That’ swhat anyone
should do if they don’'t want their lifeto dip by unnoticed.” He gave Antyr asgnificant sddlong look but,
gtill seeing that his guest was uneasy, he turned back to the view and pressed on. * Our history —both
ancient and al too recent —tells us quite clearly that there are dark forces in the world; forces that are
actively maevolent, that delight in destruction. And, asa Teaching Order . . " He gave an amused grunt.
‘Or perhaps | should say, alLearning Order, we take an interest in the nature of such forcesaswedoin
many other things. What are they, for example? Where do they come from? Are they something inherent
in natureitsalf or just in our nature? Are they in some way necessary for usif we' reto move forward —
whatever forward might mean? Have we crested them, or are they something inflicted on usfrom
outsde, something that came from beyond the Great Searing when dl things are said to have begun? Or
arethey some combination of al these? He shrugged. ‘We ve plenty of ideas, asyou might expect, but
no indisputable answers. Indeed, it may well be that they’ re questions that are unanswerablein principle,
but even discovering that for surewill teach usagrest ded.’” He turned to Antyr and smiled. * Still,
knowing what we know, we' d be foolish soulsindeed to ignore the dangersthat are offered. And
knowing that, the steps we take to protect oursalves no more dominate our lives than do any other smple
everyday precautions. It’ s hardly burdensome to take care walking around the back of a horse, to dowse
acamp-fire properly, to put on awarm coat when the weather threatens, isit?

‘1 didn’t mean to cause offence,” Antyr said dmost plaintively.

Andawyr’ s smile became alaugh and he dapped Antyr’ sarm. “ Y ou caused no offence, Antyr,” he said.
He pushed his chair back darmingly and swung hisfeet up onto the sill. *Y ou spoke honestly and it
pleases me more than | can say that you felt you could. We thrive on debate. Nothing isimmune from
question.” Then he became unexpectedly earnest. * One thing we do know. Whatever they might be,
wherever they might come from, the forces of destruction pervade everything and they fester unseenin
the darkness of the unspoken thought like a house-rotting fungus.” He opened hisarmswide asif to
embrace the entire view before him. “Light, Antyr. Light. Shineit into everything. Bring clarity and reason
to everything. Y ou mightn’t dwayslike what you find but it’ sinfinitely safer than any other way. And you
may even gain some understanding.’

‘One of thethingsyou’ Il soon understand isto be careful what you say to Andawyr, if you don’'t want a
protracted philosophical harangue or an interrogation.” It was Jal daric who spoke and the remark
provoked some general amusement.

‘Have you finished that | etter to your father yet, young Jaldaric? Andawyr retorted tartly.

Antyr, however, wasintrigued by what Andawyr was saying. ‘But don’t you ever wish that al these
precautions weren’t necessary? That this place didn’t haveto bethe. . . fortress. . . it appearsto be?
That you were free of these endless concerns?

‘Have you ever been?

The question made Antyr start. He ssammered out, ‘Well . . ." acouple of times and made afew vague



gestures before ending with, ‘Yes...No...but...

‘But nothing,” Andawyr went on. ‘ From what little you' ve aready told us you' ve had many bad things
happen to you. Some of them sdf-inflicted, seemingly, but dl of them things againgt which you had to
defend yoursdf eventualy.’

‘Yes, but. ..

‘But nothing,” Andawyr repeated. ‘Would you say you' re aman bowed down by burdens? Hedid not
wait for an answer. ‘No. Y ou’ re aman doing something about what he percelvesto be his burdens.
Searching. Far from your home. Looking for alight you can shineinto their hearts” He pushed hischair
back precarioudy near to its point of balance and putting his hands behind his head, cocked it on one
sdetolook at Antyr.

‘“Why did you choose to fight the blind man? he asked.

‘I didn’'t choose,” Antyr replied indignantly after astartled pause. ‘| was there through no fault of my
own. And it was amatter of opposing him or being bound to hiswill for ever. And who could say what
hurt would have come of that? Not |least to me.’

Still balancing his chair dangeroudy, Andawyr turned his attention back to the view. The sky was
darkening and the mountains were beginning to throw long shadows acrossthe valley. A skein of birds
fluttered urgently over the scene.

‘Aha, he said, with an air of someone reaching aconclusion. ‘ Thereyou are. Y ou did what you did
because you' re who you are and because you were where you were. That’ s something that three of us
here understand dl too well. And even Usche understands it with her head if not yet with her somach.’

Another skein of birdsflew down into thevaley.

Andawyr’ svoiceféel. ‘| don't belittle your pain or your needs, Antyr. As|’ve said, what we can do to
help you, we will. But mainly you'll help yoursdlf. And ponder this, for I'm sure you dready know it. And
I”m certain your two Companions know it. There sonly here, now. If we re sensible we learn from what
has been, and it’sin our nature to plan what isto be, even though we know that dmost certainly redity
will be different.” He laughed softly. “What calculation could' ve told me this morning that you' d be here
today, opening up so many fascinating avenues of search for us? What calculation before | met you
could vetold me I’ d decide to go to Anderras Darion and that that would be what you' d need aswell?
But gtill there’ sonly here, now, and it’ sonly afailure to appreciate that that can truly burden us. If we
cloud our minds, our hearts, with the shades of an immutable past and the looming clouds of unknowable
futures then we miss the scents, the sounds, the colours of the valley and the flight of the birds heading
home. And, too, because we' re elsawhere al the time, our enemies catch us unawares and unready. We
bring on ourselves the very doom we most fear.’

No one spoke.

Heturned back to Antyr. ‘Sorry,” hesaid. *I'm afraid Jaldaric’ sright. | can bealittle. . . lengthy . . . at
times. It' svery remiss of me, especiadly to awelcome guest.’

Jaldaric was about to say something but thought better of it.

‘No gpology’ s necessary,” Antyr said. 'Y ou’ ve taken my bresth away, that’sall. What you've



described, | suspect, iswhat | aspireto, though I’ d never thought of it quite like that. It' sjust difficult at
times. The past isso intenseit’' snot eadly let go, nor isit dways easy to know what you' ve learned. And
the future’ s so uncertain.’

Andawyr siwung hisfeet down from the sill and spun his chair around in amanoeuvre that made Usche
draw in asharp breath and the three men start forward in anticipation of a catastrophic fall.

‘Wl it'snot so uncertain for the next few days,” he said heartily before Usche could utter the rebuke
forming in her expression. ‘Y ou can deep, eat, wander about, ask questions, read, do nothing, whatever
you wish. Thenwe' |l set off for Anderras Darion.” He held up areassuring hand. ‘ Don’t worry.
Incidentally, the journey’ s nothing like the one you' ve just made. And the company will be better. Which
reminds me, I’d like you to come aswell, Usche. Y ou’ ve been before, haven't you?

Usche' s eyes widened. * Only once, quite along time ago, when | wasanovice,” shesaid. ‘But I’d love
to go again. It samarvelous place.’

Antyr, however, had some reservations. ‘| gppreciate your kindness and your hospitality, Andawyr.

Y ou' ve made me so welcome that I’ m forgetting my mannersand I’ m beginning to fed rather awkward
about just arriving here uninvited and accepting everything you' ve offered. I’ d fed much easer if there
was something | could do to repay you —anything. | doubt there’ s any need for my Dream Finding skill
around here, but 1’1l sweep, chop wood, whatever you want.’

Andawyr puffed out his cheeks. ‘We have guests coming and going congtantly,” he said. * And we stay
with othersin the sameway. It'snothing unusud. The Riddinvolk in particular doit dl thetime. They're
... Hefloundered for amoment. Y ou'll be repaying usjust by telling us about your profession. It
sounds extremdly interesting. | told you, we thrive on learning.” He clapped his hands. ‘ In fact, perhaps|
could impose on you thisvery night. Do you think it would be possiblefor youto. . . enter . . . into one
of my dreams?

‘Yes, yed” Tarrian’sand Grayl€e svoicesburgt into Antyr’smind smultaneoudly, making him wince.
‘I’d be more than happy to,” he said, shaking them away. ‘ Though | doubt you need any help | could
offer. He nudged the two now wide awake wolveswith hisfoot. ‘ And | have to warn you that these two
seem unusudly enthusiastic about the prospect.’

‘Thisisbad? Andawyr asked, eyebrows raised.

‘Thisissuspicious,” Antyr replied. ‘ They're nothing if not hedonistic.’

Andawyr held out hishandsto them. ‘“Well, so am I. And they won't harm me, will they?

‘No, of coursenot,” Antyr said. ‘It'sjust that they’ re very nosy, that’ sal. They like to wander the
dreamways’

“Which means nothing to me,” Andawyr retorted. ‘ And if it doesn’t hurt | don’t mind.’
‘It doesn’t hurt. You'll probably enjoy it.” It was Y asu.
Andawyr looked at him askance. ‘' You did this? heinquired.

‘And me’ said Jaldaric. ‘It sinteresting. Try it



“You're not the exclusive repository of curiosity, you know,” Y atsu said smugly.
‘Well, well,” Andawyr muttered. ‘What did you find? he asked Antyr.

“You'll haveto ask them about that,” came the reply. *What passes between a Dream Finder and his
client stays between them.’

‘| stand corrected,” Andawyr conceded. ‘A little thought and alittle less excitement would' ve told me
that, wouldn’t it? Anyway, what do we haveto do?

‘Nothing yet,” Antyr laughed. ‘ Unlessyou're particularly anxiousto get to bed.’
‘Hardly,” Andawyr replied, glancing over the valey asthe daylight faded.

Y ou're due for along night, Dream Finder, he hardly ever deeps,’ Jaldaric chimed in, standing up and
stretching. He waved what appeared to acompleted | etter in anticipation of any further ripostes by
Andawyr. * And unless you want usfor anything specid, we'll go and eat.’

‘Don’'t get lost, Andawyr chided causticaly asthey were leaving.

He stared at the door for some time after it had closed. * It's so good to see them back safely,” he said
reflectively. ‘I'm afraid we re none of ustotally immune to those looming clouds, Antyr.’

Y ou've many out searching for those who fled after thewar? Antyr asked.

‘Yes. And as many just out rediscovering theworld.” His brow furrowed. ‘ And we' ve preciouslittle
ideawhere most of them are. All we can dois put the head in charge of the heart and keep telling
oursalvesthey’re al more than capable, and doing what they want to do.” He dapped hislegs. ‘But
that’ stheway it is, so we haveto copewith it

Usche cleared her throat.
‘Ahyes. I'm sorry, Usche. I’'m intruding on your time.’
‘That doesn’t matter,” Usche replied. ‘But if you don’t need me, I’ ve plenty of thingsto do.’

Andawyr drew in abreath. * First corrected now reproached. Thisisturning into a chastening day for
me." He cast aglance over his shoulder at the darkening valley then reached out to touch the edge of the
gll. With bardly a sound, the surrounds of the window became aive with movement as a series of small
panels began to unfold and move towards the centre. Antyr could see no pattern to the movement, but
quite suddenly, with afind soft Sghing turn, the whole became a seemingly solid shutter, aborately
decorated with intertwined leaves and stems. At the same time lights around the room bloomed into life.

Antyr could do no other than touch the shutter. ‘Marvellous,” he said. Then, aring round at the lights,
he added, * And | presume you have no Guild of Lamplightershere.’” He looked at Andawyr. ‘ Doubtless
you'll tell methisisal the result of clear thinking, ingenuity and determination, but it looks magica .

“Y ou're showing me the world through your eyes, Antyr, and | supposeit does, Andawyr replied. ‘But
to other matters. Mattersthat look magica even to me. Usche, before you go, explain to Antyr about the

Power.’



Chapter 6
‘What!’

Usche' s manner thus far had been pleasantly and politely attentive. Now she was bolt upright and
gaping.

‘Tel him about the Power,” Andawyr repeated.
‘dugt likethat?

‘Just like that. There s nothing like teaching to help you get to grips with what you think you know. And
you'll be doing alot more soon.’

There was aflicker of stark panic across Usche' sface that |eft her cheeks coloured dightly as she
recovered. She made a strange whimper and, with an apologetic sdelong glance at Antyr, asked in ahalf
whisper, ‘What does he know?

Andawyr seemed to be quietly enjoying himsdf. ‘ Listen carefully,’” he said.

Then, very quickly and very succinctly, he repeated Antyr’ s story to her. Both she and Antyr were
wide-eyed when hefinished. She with the story itself, he with the grasp that Andawyr had shown of
everything he had told him.

‘Did | missanything out? Andawyr asked him.

‘No, no,” Antyr ssammered. ‘It wasvery accurate. . . very clear. Better than theway | told it

‘Now you know what | know, Brother Usche, but all questions are for later. Tell him about the Power.
Keep it generd, no maths.’

Usche was gtill wide-eyed as she turned her attention back to Antyr. She coughed and swallowed
nervoudy, said ‘' Yes meaninglessdy and swallowed again before beginning.

‘“This blind man attacked you with the Power? she asked dmost disbelievingly.

‘No questions,” Andawyr insisted, but she scowled at him. She was about to speak when Antyr
answered her.

‘Yes’ hesaid. ‘At least that’ swhat | presumeit was!’
‘Andyou. .. Usche gesticulated vaguely. ‘ Sent it back to him.’
IY$-1

Usche shook her head. ‘I you could do that then | don't think there’ sanything | can tell you. Y ou
should be teaching me’

‘I'm afraid not,” Antyr replied. * Although | remember much of what happened, far more has dipped
away from me, rather, as1’m told often enough, dreams usualy fade on waking. And asfor how | did



what | did, I’ veno idea. It was almost asif something woke inside me and took charge.” He frowned as
memories of the terrifying confrontation returned to him, suddenly vivid. With them came afamiliar aching
feeling of loss. * For the briefest of moments | knew . . . everything. Everything that had ever been —that
could be —known. But it was so short —amost as though it had been trapped between the moments.’

He indicated the book on her lap. ‘ It waslike looking at the edge of apage, yet seeing everything that
waswritten onit.” Hegave afadistic shrug. ‘I'veno wordsfor it, I'm afraid. Whatever it was, it wasn't
to be mine. Perhaps some part of me held enough of it to save my life, | don’t know.” Then he smiled to
encourage his il reluctant teacher. ‘1’ ve heard alot about this Power and I’ d be very interested to
know more about it, but | can see you' re having the same problem in finding words for it. Just try. I’ ll ask
if there sanything | don’t understand but I’ m sure the world won’t cometo an end if | don’t grasp the
metter fully.

His manner relaxed Usche alittle. She straightened her robe and carefully placed the book and papers
she was holding on to asmal table standing nearby.

Andawyr was sitting dightly behind Antyr and, though Antyr could not see him, he knew that he was
watching Uscheintently. It gave him awelcome sense of familiarity.

Thereisahierarchy here, then, he thought. It' s just more subtle than I’'m used to.

Conspicuoudy plucking up courage, Usche began. ‘ Unfortunately, it does’t help that we usetheterm
“Power”, but it’s so rooted into our ways of speaking and writing that any more appropriate term would
be unlikely to didodgeit.” Antyr sensed that a point was being made here that was not particularly for his
benefit, but Usche continued without apause. * It sactudly arelic of timeslong gonewhenthis. . .
pervasive phenomenon . . . which we till call the Power — or, rather, the ability to useit —was thought to
be magica — something that was beyond rational explanation — something that came from avague “ other
place’ peopled by gods and spirits and the like.” She took on a schoolteacher’ stone. ‘Now we' re alittle
more enlightened, and we also know much more about it. Much more.” Shelooked at Andawyr
pointedly. ‘ Largely dueto a certain person’s considerable courage, the full extent of which I’ ve only
recently begun to learn about.’

“Y ou should be concentrating on more important matters, young woman, not tittle-tattling in the
recreation rooms.” The comment came from over Antyr’s shoulder, though it patently did not impinge on
Uschewho camly turned her gaze back to Antyr.

‘That’ s not to say that we understand it fully. Far from it. There are many aspects of it that are deeply
strange. At its heart, things happen in ways that are quite contrary to what we would expect in our
everyday lives. However, let me show you something.’

She pulled the table between them and moved the book so that it wasin front of her. She gave Andawyr
an inquiring look and, apparently receiving his consent, opened the book and sat back. She became very
gtill and, as Antyr watched, the pages of the book dowly began to turn, apparently of their own volition.

Antyr frowned and shot a suspicious and rather embarrassed look at Usche. He turned the same
expression towards Andawyr, suddenly very uncertain.

‘What' sthe matter? Andawyr asked, obvioudy surprised at this response.
Antyr’'s embarrassment deepened. ‘Thisisjust a. . . trick.” Thewords came out in ahalf whisper, as

though they were reluctant to be heard. It was Andawyr’ sturn to frown, though in confusion, not anger.
The book was till now and Usche was watching the exchange with gresat concern.



‘| don’t understand what you mean,” Andawyr said into the awkward silence.

Unhappily, Antyr turned the book around to face him and leaned forward, his head resting on his hand
as though deep in thought. As before, the pages of the book began to turn.

‘Good grief,” Andawyr exclaimed, leaning forward himsdf and watching intently. ‘How did you do that?
Y ou certainly didn’t use the Power.’

Antyr put hisfingertipsto his mouth and splayed them apart rapidly as he puffed out noisly. ‘ Breath

control,” he said. * Silent, focused. It takes quite alot of practice to do properly, but | can do it well

enough for aparty trick. My father taught me when | was a child. He learned it from afriend who was a

market trader. He used trickslike that to gather a crowd. He could do the most amazing things. I'm so
N I

Completely discomfited by what he now redlized was an ill-judged and wholly ingppropriate intrusion,
Antyr sammered to ahalt. Andawyr’ sface contorted darmingly but when it resolved itsdlf it was not into
indignation and anger but into laughter. It proved to be beyond his control though eventualy he managed,
‘You'reright. That'sagood trick. But it's not what Usche was doing.” Asthe laughter threatened to take
over again he waved to her to continue.

Usche, however, did not appear to be amused. Jaw set and eyes now grim, she closed the book and
turned it so that its spine was towards her. Sowly shelifted its heavy cover alittle way, then dammed it
shut with avigorous dap, making Antyr start. Pausing only to shoot a dark look towardsthe il laughing
Andawyr, she sat back in her chair as she had before. Very dowly, the cover swung open until it was
verticd. Then, equaly dowly, it continued opening until it wasresting on thetable. A good hdf of the
pages then opened and followed it in the same manner. Throughout, Usche kept her eyesfixed sternly on

Antyr.
‘Blowthat I" Andawyr whispered loudly in Antyr’sear.

Hislaughter escaped his control again and bounced around the room. It was infectious and, for a
moment, it seemed that Usche' s glare was going to disintegrate under its ondaught. She crushed the
impulse. ‘One of our beloved leader’ s more peculiar traits, Antyr, isthat he laughsalot —and very
eadly,” she glowered.

Andawyr’ s hand landed on Antyr’ s shoulder. * And one of Brother Usche' s many charming traitsis that
she can be remarkably solemn. A trait which you can see your confusing her with amarket pedlar has
brought out to itsfull.” Still chuckling, he spoke to her kindly. ‘Worse than that can happen, Usche.
Remind meto have Odang tdll you how ademonstration of the Power he once gave nearly got him his
throat cut.’

‘I'mawfully sorry,” Antyr began. ‘1 didn't meanto. . . it' sjust that you caught me unawares. .. 1 ...

A gentle pressure from Andawyr’ s hand silenced him. * Y ou’ ve done no hurt, Antyr. Y ou reacted openly
and honestly which, | told you before, | —we—vaue, and vaue highly. What Usche' sjust shownyou is
asmdl example of what atrained person can do with the Power. It' sabasic exercise to test sKill,
control, many things. Let me show you.” He laid hishand over Antyr’ s and nodded to Usche.

Asdowly asit had opened, the book closed itself. Andawyr removed his hand and looked at Antyr
expectantly. ‘ Did that help you understand? he asked.



‘Didwhat? Antyr asked in return.

‘That, Andawyr said, taking his hand again. ‘ That feeling when the book was closing.’
‘I fet nothing,” Antyr replied.

Andawyr tilted hishead on one sde asif he had not heard correctly.

‘Nothing?

‘Nothing.’

Andawyr looked at his hand with the expression of aman looking at afaulty timepiece.
‘Nothing at al?

‘No,” Antyr confirmed, beginning to be darmed that he had made another social blunder amongst his
new friends.

‘How very odd,” Andawyr said dowly, staring now at Antyr as thoughhe might have been afaulty
timepiece. Antyr shifted uncomfortably and Andawyr was suddenly dive with apology.

‘Forgiveme,” he said, words stumbling out in hishaste. * Y ou caughtme unawaresthistime. I’ ve never
known anything like that. Y ou should have felt something. That’ s one of the most effective teaching aids
to get past the difficulties we run into when words done aren’t redly sufficient.” He waved his hands
vaguely asif trying to till what were obvioudy many clamouring questions. ‘1 can seewe regoing to
learn agreat deal about one another over the coming days— with your permission, of course,’ he added
quickly. ‘But for now, I'd like Uscheto finish her discourse for you.’

He sat back, out of sight of Antyr again, and, playing dternately with his battered nose and his straggly
beard, fell slent, except for an occasiond soft and tuneess humming.

Usche' sface reflected Andawyr’ s curiosity and excitement and it was avisible effort for her to gather
the threads of her explanation before she could continue. She started with an apology of her own. ‘I'm

sorry,” she said, mouthing the words rather than speaking them. * It was rude of meto react theway |
did’

‘Everyone s gpologized to everyone else now,” Antyr said. ‘| think honour’ s satisfied.’

Usche nearly smiled, then she cleared her throat and patted the book. ‘ That’ s what can be done with the
Power, if you know how,” she sad. ‘ That and many other things.’

‘How did you do it?

Usche pulled awry face. ‘1 don’t know. That'sto say, | know how | did it, just like | know how to plant
aseed to grow aflower. But the degper reasons for such athing being possible. . " She shrugged. ‘We
search, though. Here we search endlesdy .’

“How do you think you did it?



The humming behind Antyr stopped abruptly.

Usche smiled broadly. ‘1 can't begin to tell you about that,” she said. ‘I’ m not trying to avoid your
question but it really is very complicated. As, I’ m sure, are the details of your own profession, if |
understood it correctly from Andawyr.

Antyr acknowledged the point and the humming started again.

‘What | cantell you, though, isthat while most people have some sensitivity to the Power,” shegave him
abrief, curiouslook, ‘not everyone can useit asl just did. A certain. . . inborn . . . quality hasto be
present. Without it, no amount of training and dedication will have any effect.

‘It sthe same with my own trade— profession —call it what you will. Some can do it, most can't. If the
ability isthereand if asuitable Earth Holder can befound . . " Unconsciously he reached down and
stroked the two wolves now lying at either side of hischair. ‘ Then it can be developed. But if it isn't
there, then . . . nothing.’

Usche could not resist. ‘ Does this ability run in families— father to son, mother to daughter?

‘ Sometimes, but there’ sno logic or pattern to it. For the most part it appears a random. My father was
aDream Finder, but there was no guarantee that | would be one.’

Usche leaned forward. * So it iswith the ability to use the Power,” she said, waving afinger for emphasis.
‘Quite arbitrary. Ashig amystery asthe Power itsdf, in many ways. It' sreally very odd.” She became
earnest, drawing him into the discussion. *We know thet thisinborn quaity issimilar to those that make
usleft- or right-handed, tall or short, but to some extent they’ re calculable traits, whilethisis
extreordinarily dusive. It. .

Andawyr coughed significantly.

Usche gave Antyr aguilty grimace and sat back in her chair again.  But, whatever the reason for any of
us having thisability, if it’ sthere, then usng it, for the most part, islogical, consistent and orderly.
Obvioudy some tasks are harder than others, but when | wished to open the book, for example, | did it,
and when | wished to closeit, | did that.’

There was another dight cough.

‘S0, at onelevel —at thelevel of ordinary use— of practical applications, here, now —we know a great
deal. Going deeper, the picture becomes far less clear. It' s dways been known that the Power pervades
everything. Until quite recently it used to be thought that it came from what we call the Greet Searing —
the beginning of everything. But we think now —in fact, we refairly certain, actualy —that the Gresat
Searing was something that happened only on thisworld and that it itself wasjust an unusud
manifestation of the Power. It's becoming apparent now that the Power truly underlies everything —me,
you, this book, the table, these wals. We re dl smply different agpects of it.” She waswarming to her
explanation. ‘ And not just us, here, but quite literdly everything. The sun, the star's, the great idands of
garsfar beyond our own.” Therewaswonder in her face. * So many things come together to make this
highly probable,” shewent on excitedly. ‘It's. ..

‘It'senough for now,” Andawyr interrupted. ‘Well done. That was agood effort under the
circumstances. I'll go through it with you tomorrow. Track me down if | look like forgetting. Now, if
you'll excuse us, | need to talk to Antyr for awhile’



Usche, alittle flushed at this praise, quickly gathered up her book and papers.
‘Thank you,” Antyr said, offering his hand. Shetook it. Then, with adight bow, shel€ft.
‘I don’'t think it was her fault, but I’'m not sure I’m much wiser,” Antyr said when she had gone.

‘Don’'t worry,” Andawyr said. * It sfar from easy to understand but we' ve plenty of timetotak and I'm
sureyou' |l pick up enough to get afeding for what it' sal about. Then, if you want to study it —where
better could you be? Hefrowned. ‘ Though I’ m puzzled that you felt no response when | passed
Usche' s sending through you. Very puzzled.” Then he smiled broadly. * Y ou see, we' re just as mystified
by you asyou are by us’

Andawyr glanced towards the door that Usche had |eft through. * It was alittle unkind, dropping that on
her without warning, but she did very well.” He burst out laughing again. ‘ Though sheredly didn’t like
being taken for amarket trickster. | think if it had been anyone she knew, she' d have floored them.” It
took him sometimeto recover. ‘ She' savery capable woman,” he went on eventualy, wiping his eyes
and then tapping his head. * Both intdlectualy and in her methodica use of the Power. But she' sreached
astage where sheneedsto . . " He made an expansive gesture. ‘ Tofly alittle—to let go —to trust her
intuition —to redizethat it' sactudly the fineinvisible edge of her intellect, not something vague and
Sseparateand . . . faintly undesirable” He mimicked her voice and manner with these last words, with an
accuracy that made Antyr laugh. *When she doesthat, she'll be atremendous asset to us here’

Theremark brought to the surface a question that had been forming in Antyr’ smind for sometime. He
was hesitant about voicing it even though everything he had seen since he had arrived had shown him that
Andawyr encouraged inquiry. He Sarted it carefully.

‘I hope you won't think thisis an impertinent question, but . . . He hesitated. * Exactly what isit that your
Order does? How doesit sustain itself? Even what I’ ve seen of this placeis enormous and there must be
S0 many people here’

‘Ah, food, water, clothing, and the like, al the many servicesthat any community needs, eh?
‘Wdll, yes’

Asever, Andawyr seemed to be pleased with the question *We get by very much the same way as any
other community, | suppose,’ he said. ‘We support oursavesin those things that we can, and trade with
our neighbours for those we can’t. We offer many services. We re not concerned exclusively with
esoteric studiesinto the nature of being and existence, or with preparing for the return of Sumeral, by any
means. We study anything and everything.” He became unexpectedly serious. ‘ Ethriss himsalf set uson
that way. Always heinveighed againgt ignorance. “A shadow-dwelling creature’ hecdled it. “ A bringer
of darkness and superdtition and dl the horrorsthat only the arrogance of mindless certainty can cregte.”
It was perhaps the only thing he was known to get angry about —even in himsalf —especidly in himself.
Infact, it’ ssaid that the reason for his ultimate injunction to uswas that he' d discovered something he
knew he himself could never fathom. Hetold usto “go beyond”. Go beyond.” Andawyr mulled over the
words slently for some time before continuing in amore matter-of-fact vein. * Still, returning to your
guestion. Some of us are farmers—you may have seen the cultivated fields as you came through the
valley. Some go out as teachers, some as healers, some as advisers to those who find themselves obliged
to rule, some as arbitrators to smooth out disputes, some as musicians, and, as you might imagine from
this place, we know more than alittle about building. We ve many, many useful tradesand skills” He
gave aknowing laugh. ‘No Dream Finders, though.’



‘Not yet, anyway,” Antyr offered.
Andawyr inclined his head with heavy graciousness.

‘And, too, we' re fortunate. History, both the old and the terrible recent, has given us the trust and
support of those same neighbours, the Riddinvolk especidly. They’re an unusua people’

‘So Yatsu and Jaldaric told me. It seemsthey livefor their horsesand . . . the Mugter . . . isit?

‘They do, and itis; Andawyr chuckled. ‘ Hence Usche' s caudtic reference to my own riding ability.
They judge everyone by their horsemanship. It'sasocia code of unbelievable subtlety — quite defeats
me, for sure. But they’ re very tolerant and good-natured — live and let live.” The chuckle became alaugh.
‘It saways fun to see them “making alowances’ for outlanders like me as we wobble along on
horseback — doing their damnedest not to be patronizing — or not to laugh. Y ou watch when we go down
to Anderras Darion. I'll be more than surprised if at least once you don't catch Usche looking at you as
though you were a particularly awkward child. They’ Il even do it to thelikes of Y atsu and Jaldaric. They
can't help themselves’

‘Wheredid this. . . enthusiasm.. . . comefrom? Antyr asked.

‘Oh, like many thingsit harks al theway back to the First Coming. It'samilitary tradition that’ s become
anintegrd part of their society. The Fyordyn have something similar with the service of their young
peopleinthe Lords High Guards. He became pensive. ‘ Though, like us here, in the absence of threat
I’m afraid much of the origind intention had been alowed to dip away. It's more than fortunate there was
enough left to save us al when Hereturned.” He shrugged off the mood. * Anyway, happily the
Riddinvolk still have ahighly developed sense of neighbourliness and this adds much to our life herein
addition to the winning of our basic necessities’

‘It sounds very civilized — very comfortable’

‘It is, though you' d not have thought so sixteen years ago. We were as war-torn and fearful as| suspect
any of your peoples have ever been. However . . ." He clapped his hands. * Enough of that. This
professon of yours. This Dream Finding. My curiosity’ s burning aholein something. | fed likeachild a
the Winter Festival. Are you surel’m not imposing on you, asking you to do whatever it isyou do, for
me, tonight?

‘Itsnoimpogtionat al,” Antyr replied.

‘It might well mean along night for you. Jaldaric wasright, | don’'t deep agrest dedl.’

‘Don’'t worry. That's nothing new for me. Quite often my clients have difficulty deeping . . .’

‘That’ swhy they need someone to help with their dreams, of course’

‘Exactly. But don't concern yoursdlf about me. Just do what you normaly do, Tarrian and Grayle are
dready watching you. They'll tel mewhen you' readeep.’” Antyr’ stone became confidentid. ‘But I'll
have to go to bed mysalf soon, it’sbeen along day. Y atsu and Jaldaric have agreet flair for getting up as

soon as the sky beginsto lighten and it’s not something I’ ve managed to get used to. Nor do | think I'm
likely to.’



‘Y es, they're very drict with themselves, the Goraidin,’ Andawyr said understandingly. ‘I’ [l have
Ar-Billan show you to your quarters as soon asyou'reready.” He put hishand to hisforehead. ‘And I'll
have to show you where my roomis, won't 1?7

‘That’sno problem,” Antyr reassured him, indicating the wolves. * But there is something very important

that you need to know about. Or, more particularly, that anyone likely to come into your room needsto
know about.’

Andawyr gave him an enigmetic |ook.
‘Does anyone wake you in the morning — a servant, perhaps?

‘Not asarule. But if | overdegp, Odang usualy takesamdicious deight in playing the Goraidin
himsdf.

Antyr thought for amoment. ‘ Everyone' s so unfamiliar with Dream Finding round here,’ he said, half to
himsdf. ‘We must be careful. | think —no, I know —we should have Jadaric or Y atsu present. They
understand what’ sinvolved. And I’ d like to spesk to Odang anyway.” Hetook Andawyr’sarm. ‘It's
very important that he, or anyone else liable to enter your room, does exactly as| tell them.’

“Y ou're beginning to make this sound rather darming.’

“Yesand no. For us, it'sal quite safe— innocuous even — but for any inadvertent intruder, it’s more than
adarming, it's dangerous—very dangerous.” Antyr released Andawyr’s arm and his manner became
professiona. ‘ Tarrian and Grayle guard us both and they guard ustotaly and in amanner over which
they’ ve no control. Put briefly, if anyonetriesto touch us or wake us, they’ || be attacked without
hestation. And, Tarrian and Grayle being the animasthey are, that person will probably bekilled.’

Andawyr looked uneasy. ‘ Y ou talk to them, don’t you? Hetouched histemple. ‘Can't you tell themiin
advance who they should and should not attack?

‘No.” Antyr’sdenial coincided with one from the two wolves resonating in Andawyr’ s mind. He shook
his head and screwed his eyestight shut. Antyr went on. ‘1 told you, it's beyond any control —theirs or

mine. But there’ s no danger, providing everyone knows what to do and does it —namely nothing, except
gt dill and watch.”

Andawyr adopted an expression of quaified reassurance.

‘Asyou’ ve just been saying, the danger liesinignorance,” Antyr said.

“What can | say to so gpt a student of so wise ateacher? Andawyr retorted. ‘ If Yatsu or Jaldaric want
to spend the night in my pit, they’ rewelcome. And I’ll make sure you get a chanceto instruct Odang in

the do’ sand don'’ ts of Dream Finding. The only other problem | can see after that iswherel’m going to
put you dl. | think I might have mentioned that tidinessisn’'t my strongest point.’

* * % %

Sometimelater apaw gently prodded a deeping Antyr into wakefulness.

‘It stime,” Tarrian whispered.



Chapter 7

Antyr could not suppress atwinge of regret as he followed the two wolves dong the softly lit corridor. It
had been along time since he had lain in a proper bed and though he had reached a stage where deeping
inatent or in the open air was not without its own satisfaction, even importance, to himin its spartan
demands and smplicity, the softness of the bed had been more than aluring.

The corridor was thickly carpeted and their progress was very quiet. There was no hint of sound
reaching them to indicate that the rest of the Cadwanen was anything other than completely at rest.

‘Comeon, hurry up,” Tarrian urged.

‘l am hurrying,” Antyr yawned. * And the pair of you can just control your impatience.’
‘Don’'t know what you mean.’

‘Yes, youdo.’

‘We're here’

Tarrian nosed open adoor that was standing dightly gar and he and Grayle walked straight in. Antyr
entered alittle more discreetly, noting as he did so that there was nothing about the door that was

materialy different from any of the othersthey had passed. Nothing that said it was the room of the
leader of thisenormous place and dl itsinhabitants. And, in marked contrast to his experiencein
Serengtad, there was no gauntlet of suspicious, hard-eyed and heavily armed guardsto run. He found the

absence of such restraints strangdly disorientating.

Theroom itsdlf, however, brought him sharply to the present. Two low lightsilluminated it sufficiently to
confirm Andawyr’ s admission that tidinesswas not his strongest point.

‘Thisplaceisatip, Tarrian announced bluntly as he and Grayle began arbitrarily searching through the
various articles of clothing and bedding scattered about the floor.

‘Behave yoursaves,” Antyr snapped.
He caught afaint stream of grumbling abuse as the two wolves pulled away from him.

Already insde the room were Odang and Y atsu. They were Sitting by the door in large comfortable
chairsthat had obvioudy been imported into the room for the night’ svigil.

“Y oung Jaldaric needed his beauty deep,” Y atsu whispered mockingly as he stood up and
acknowledged Antyr.

“Y ou don't have to whisper,” came avoice from arumpled bed at the far end of the room. ‘I’m not
adeep yet. Nor likdly to bewith dl thisdin. | must say | hadn’t bargained on such a crowd gathering.’

‘I'll bewith you inamoment,” Antyr said professionaly. He crouched down in front of Odang.

‘I remember what you told me,” Odang said before he could speak.

Antyr spoke softly and urgently. ‘I’ m sureyou do,” he said, recaling Andawyr’ s accurate and



perceptive retelling of hisown story to Usche. ‘ But no one here knows anything about Dream Finding
and for my peace of mind | need to remind you.’

Odang did not argue.

‘Tarrian and Grayle may make some strange noises, possibly quite frightening ones, as perhaps might |
or Andawyr, though that’ slesslikely. Whatever happens, remember that there’ s no danger here to
anyone, except you. And only to you if you intervene. Y ou must not come near us and still lessmust you
make any attempt to touch ether of us. If you do, Tarrian and Grayle will attack you and there' severy
chancethey’ Il kill you. | doubt even Y atsu here could cope with the two of them. Just stay where you
are. You're here out of curiosity, | gppreciate, but your job isto intercept anyone who might comein
unexpectedly. Do you understand this?

‘Yes,' Odang said, though he was patently taken aback by Antyr’ s sudden authoritativeness.

Y atsu grinned and patted him on the arm in afatherly manner as Antyr went over to the bed, carefully
trying to avoid Andawyr’ s scattered clothing.

A chair had been placed by the bed for him. Ashe sat down init, Andawyr turned over with apeevish
grunt. Thetwo wolves were each circling repeatedly prior to lying down. Antyr smiled. Small, familiar
rituaswere closing about them dl.

Hismind reached out to touch Tarrian’sand Grayl€' s. They both looked up at him.

Their eyeswere bright burning yellow, penetrating and profoundly wild. He was vagudly aware of
Odang drawing in along breath.

Then, briefly, he was Tarrian and the wolf was him. As dways, countless scents and sensations
pervaded him, but he ignored them. He looked up to see himsalf staring down, alooming figure with eyes
that were now entirely black. * Pitsof night,’ they had been called. It was asight that few could ook on
with ease, but that was asit should be. All waswell. And, as suddenly, he was himsdlf again, aswas
Tarrian, though, as usud, the wolf was momentarily unsettled by itstemporary occupation of what it
regularly denounced as an ungainly, unresponsive and claustrophobic frame.

Slowly Tarrian and Grayle closed their eyes and lowered their heads. Antyr turned to Andawyr. ‘ Close
your eyes and give meyour hand,” he said.

‘It sno good. I'm not adeep,” Andawyr protested, though doing as he was asked.
Antyr did not reply, but took the offered hand in hisright and gently passed hisleft over Andawyr’ sface.

‘Seep easy,” hesad, very softly. ‘“Whatever befdls, nothing can harm. Dreams are but shadows and
you are guarded in al placesby agreat and ancient strength.’

He felt the Cadwanwr drifting into deep immediately. Then he, too, was drifting after him. Theroom
faded and the night that filled his eyes seemed to spread inwardly through every part of him until there
was nothing but darkness and silence. Nothing save his awareness, hard as diamond yet asinsubstantia
asasummer breeze.

Then there were faint sounds al about him, like distant voices and strange instruments carried on an
uncertain wind. Mingling with them came lights, twisting, flitting, swelling and star-bursting through the



darkness, iridescent and hued beyond the rainbow, some jagged and lightning-fast, others hovering,
drifting, watchful.

And then hewaswhole again, as solid asthe figure sitting by Andawyr’ s bed and holding the
Cadwanwr’ s hand, but other than he. Tarrian and Grayle were there too, but not to be seen. Ashe
awaysdid, aremnant of his earliest gpprentice days with hisfather, he touched the wolf’ s soft, unseen
fur. It wasamutua reassurance. Here, in this strange other place, surrounded by countless shifting
sounds and ingstent, luring lights, a Dream Finder was|ost. For thiswas the Dream Nexus of Andawyr,
leader of the Cadwanol, and al around were the Portals of his many dreams, dreams forgotten, dreams
remembered, dreams waking, dreams deeping, dreams undreamt. And here only a Dream Finder’s Earth
Holder could guide.

Y et here there was anewness, gtill unfamiliar to Antyr, for he had not one, but two Earth Holders. It was
one of many changes that had come about since he had been drawn aong the way that eventually
brought him into histerrible confrontation with the blind man and set him on hislong, hard journey from
his homeland. Unlike many of those changes, however, thisone did not disturb him, for histrust in Tarrian
and Grayle, astheirsin him, was absolute. But it till puzzled and intrigued him. 1t was acommonplacein
his profession that a Dream Finder could have only one Earth Holder. But why should that be? How an
Earth Holder roamed the dreamway's was knowledge far beyond the reach of any human inquirer; it was
something hidden deep in the wild nature of such creatures. And, too, though he till felt aneed for
Tarrian and Grayle to be with him, how had it come about that he no longer truly needed their guidance
at the Nexus? He | et the questions drift away; he could not answer them, he knew, that was why he was
here. And this was neither the time nor the place for them. Now, he had aclient to attend to and it was
sufficient that al waswell.

He could fed Tarrian and Grayle reaching out, testing their surroundings just as they would whether in
the city or in the mountains. Once he would aso have felt Tarrian ressting a deep desire to roam the
dreamways unfettered, but that was gone now. Somehow, between them, the two wolvesfulfilled this
desire, though in what manner neither of them ever spoke of nor could any interrogation dicit.

‘“Thisway. Thisway.” Tarrian’sfamiliar and expected cal billowed into his mind. The sounds and sights
of the Nexus moved around and through him and, though there was no sensation of change, Dream
Finder and Earth Holder were Andawyr.

They werein the mountains.

‘Asyou seeand fed, so shdl we,” Antyr said. It wasthe traditiona assuranceto aclient.

‘Aah, said Andawyr. ‘ Interesting.’

The same thought was occurring to Antyr. He had entered many dreams and witnessed many fantasies,

but even though there was a degree of commonality between many of them, each one had not only been
unique but had aways contained visons that surprised him, albeit not ways pleasantly.

His surprise now was not at the vaulting span of Andawyr’ simagination, but at his control. Antyr had
known clientswho were deeply aware of their dreams and who could, to some extent, manipulate them
in order to move within aworld where wishes that were perhaps forbidden or impossiblein the waking
world could befredy fulfilled. But thiswas very different. Andawyr’' s control was like nothing he had
ever encountered before. Yet . ..

‘Where shdl we go?



Antyr did not reply, nor would he. Only at some moment of greet terror might he gently touch the
dreamer, to give alittle reassurance, otherwise he would just watch and listen, and fedl. Thetimefor
talking was on waking.

‘Ah. | see. My dream, my choice,” Andawyr deduced correctly.

Hewaslooking down at hisreflection at the edge of amotionlesslake. Everything was vividly intense.
Snow-covered peeks, bright in the sunlight and sharp againgt the blue sky, were dl around him. They too
werereflected in the lake, but so clearly that it was difficult to know which wasred and which was
image. A giddying ambivaence oozed into the scene but Andawyr forbade it. As he looked up, the
mountains were il bright and clear, but the Sky wasfilled with dark and menacing clouds.

‘Comeaong, hesaid to Usche and Ar-Billan. “We must reach Anderras Darion before the storm
comes.” Neither spoke, but stood looking a him expectantly.

They were not dressed for hard walking, he thought. He should be more careful with his charges. On the
other hand, some things they had to learn the hard way.

Thewind was screaming al about him, shaking and battering him. It threw stinging white spears of snow
into hisface as he struggled dong the corridors of the Cadwanen, dimly lit by familiar symbolswhose
meaning had dipped away from him.

They blinked distantly and urgently through the streaked gloom, the touch of their uncertain light turning
the flying snow into black, prison bar streaks.

It svery bad thisyear, Andawyr thought. | must get this place swept out.

The snow was deep, and curving drifts piled up against the walls, blocking the doorways and wilfully
difling the symbols. Andawyr’ s calves were aching with the effort of walking and he was beginning to
breathe heavily.

Thetdl figure by his side turned and looked down a him.

“Hawklan, | didn’t know you were here. What a happy surprise. We were coming to see you, but the
weather seemsto be unseasonable.” He could not go on. The wind was like asolid wall and he was
exhausted.

‘Let’sgt herefor amoment.’

He moved into the lee of the figure and rested againgt him. *Y ou’ ve found the Sword, | see. That's
good.” Helooked at the hilt of the black sword with itsinner motif of intertwined strands. They seemed
to siretch for ever, acrossadark void filled with countless stars. There was such mystery in thisthing, he
had to know . . .

Hereached out to searchiintoit . . .

Then aforce was tumbling him violently into wakefulness.

His heart was pounding so fiercely that it threatened to choke him, his hand was being gripped tightly
and he was surrounded by confusion and noise. It took him some time to redlize what was happening.



The two wolves were barking franticaly and a strident, wavering note wasfilling the room. It was a
chilling sound. One that should never be heard here. It emanated from two symbols by the door, asdid a
baleful, pulsating red light, though Andawyr did not need to look to know this. Frozen in this masque was
Odang, eyeswide and mouth gaping, while Y atsu was little better, haf standing with one powerful hand
extended sdewaysto prevent the Cadwanwr leaving his sedt.

An urgent knocking made itself heard above the din, then the door burst open. Y atsu was on his feet and
the first person through the door found himself spun around and pushed into others close behind him.
Severd of them went sprawling.

‘Stay whereyou are, dl of you!’

Y asu's powerful command overrode the mounting confusion in the room. The wolves stopped barking
and dithered closeto Antyr, their tailslow and wagging hesitantly. He let Andawyr’ s hand fall, then
dumped forward and began cradling their heads.

Odang was grasping thearms of his chair, his gaze oscillating desperately between Y atsu and Andawyr.
‘Can | move now? he demanded of the Goraidin.

‘Antyr? Yatsucdled outin histurn.

The Dream Finder straightened up and stared blankly at the two men and the crowded doorway for a
moment. Then he released the wolves and held up a pleading hand. ‘ A moment, amoment,” he said
breathlesdly. ‘L et me get my wits back. There' s no danger now.’

‘The hell thereisn’t,” Odang shouted angrily, pointing towards the symbols. ‘What do you think that is?
Antyr looked a him helplesdy.

‘Still that and see how many others have been activated, Odang. See how far it's spread.’

It was Andawyr. He had swung out of bed and was unsteadily fastening his robe about him. Odang
hesitated, torn between the ingtruction and attending on hisfriend. A gesture from Andawyr brightened
thelights. * See how far it's spread,” he repegated, firmly. * And for mercy’ s sake, till the damned thing.’

He acknowledged the small but obvioudy anxious group being held at bay in the doorway by Y atsu.
‘Well done, dl of you,” he said. ‘It' s nothing to worry about. Just alittle experiment that went awry, I’'m
afraid. Help Odang get the measure of it, then get back to your beds. We I talk about it tomorrow.’

Odang, brow furrowed, was peering closdly at the symbols. Their pulsing red light lit hisface, etching its
lines deeply. He looked as though he were staring down into afurnace. Then, gpparently satisfied but il
fretful, he placed his hand over each in turn. The noise stopped immediately and the redness faded until
both symbolswere still and pale again. The sudden silence jolted breaths of relief from everyone.

Odang took Yatsu'sarm. ‘Wl doneto you aswell. Thanksfor not hurting any of them.” Then he
disappeared into a babble of voicesin the corridor.

‘An explanation wouldn’t go amiss,” Y atsu said to Antyr and Andawyr as the door closed.

‘| couldn’t agree with you more,” Andawyr said, dropping back on to his bed.



Helooked at Antyr. ‘“What happened in there? What happened to “ Dreams are shadows? Nothing can
harm?’’ There was both fear and anger in hisvoice. His expression softened, however, as he saw the
pain of the Dream Finder’ sface.

‘Areyou dl right? he asked.
‘Yes Antyr replied, though hisvoice was weak. ‘ Just shaky.’
Andawyr waited.

‘I don’t know what happened,” Antyr replied after amoment. ‘ But whatever it was, it came out of
nowhere and without any warning.” He put hishand to hishead. * Y ou' Il have to excuse me. | dragged
you out of there as much by pure reflex as anything ese. I’'m not thinking clearly yet.” He dlowed himsalf
no timeto recover, however. ‘Maybe it was something to do with your being able to use the Power.” He
looked at Andawyr intently. ‘Were you about to use it when you reached out for that sword?

‘No, of course not, why should 1?7 Besides, | don't think | could. I know | can control my dreams but to
use the Power you need control over every faculty.” Heraised his eyebrows. ‘ Though | confess|’d never
thought about it.” He became pensive for amoment then frowned. * It must beimpossible, surely,” he
sad, though more to himself than for the information of the others. * There sno saying what the
consequences might beif it weren't. Then again, it'san intriguing problem. If | used the Power in adream
would it be the Power or just adream of it? Fascinating. Thiswill make an excellent project for
someone.’

‘Before you become too enthralled we need to find out what just happened. Because it was dangerous,
and there shouldn’t have been even avestige of danger there.” Antyr’ sfirm interruption ended
Andawyr’ sreverie abruptly. The Dream Finder waved towards the door. ‘ What was that noise and that
red light? And why did those people breek in like that?

Andawyr scratched his head vigoroudy, then held out hishand. It was shaking. ‘ Yes, therewasa
danger, wasn't there? he said. * Asfor the Beacons, that' s agood question.’

There was a discreet tapping on the door and Odang entered. He was more relaxed but he was till
obvioudy concerned. ‘It wasjust in here and immediately outsidein the corridor,” he said. ‘ Thereé sno
danger. Everything’ s tilled now, though | doubt it will be tomorrow when the word gets around.’

Andawyr |ooked relieved but puzzled. *Wdll, it seemsthat it was confined, so that’s one problem the
lessbut severad more new ones. Asfor the gossip, we'll just tell them what happened.’

‘Whatdid happen? Odang demanded.

‘Onething at atime,” Andawyr replied. He pointed to the now quiescent symbol and turned to Antyr.
‘Something in that dream set off one of the devices you were asking about earlier —one of the Beacons.
That did what it did because there' d been a use of the Power in here that didn’t come from any of us—

any members of the Order, that is” Helooked at Antyr curioudly. ‘ Are you sure you' ve no skill with the
Power?

‘1 know nothing about it, except what | felt from the blind man and what I’ ve learned from Y atsu and
Jadaric and yoursdf.’



Andawyr pursed hislips. ‘Wel, that was my judgement, too. And it certainlyshould be the case. The
ability of any individua to use the Power istested automatically when they enter the place.” He glanced at
the symbols again. ‘ Furthermore, if by some highly improbable chance you' d spontaneoudy acquired
such an ability while you were actudly here, then the Beacons would not only have detected it, but
would' veimmobilized you, oneway or ancther — up to and including killing you if your intention had been
dedtructive’

Antyr’s eyeswidened. His mouth went dry.
‘Areyou sureyou'redl right? Andawyr asked.

‘Yes Antyr inssted, though his general demeanour gavethelieto this. ‘It'sjust that your dream was
dangerous enough without finding out | wasin danger hereaswell.’

‘And that’ s another problem. Y ou weren't. It had no effect on you. Which confirmswhat | aready
knew, namely that whatever activated it couldn’t have come from you.’

‘All of thismakes no sense,’ Odang said. ‘Beaconsdon't just go off like that. Nor should it have been
confined to such asmall area. And at that level of intengity I’ d have expected to see one of the Uhridl
coming through the door, not a crowd of bewildered Brothers.’

‘Y ou dwayswere given to exaggeration,” Andawyr snapped, adding lamely, ‘Maybe it’ sfaulty.’

Odang gave him alook verging on disdain. ‘ Faulty! How could it possibly be faulty? And I’m not
exaggerating, you know that. For cryingout . . .’

Andawyr raised his hand to accept the rebuff. He blew out anoisy breath. ‘“Well, | couldn’t deep now
even if | wanted to. Let’ s get started on thiswhile everything’ sfresh in our minds.” Helooked down at
the wolves and clicked histongue reproachfully. ‘ Arethey al right? he asked Antyr softly.

‘Yes, thank you.” Tarrian’svoicefilled Andawyr’ shead. * And, for what it' sworth, you can thank Antyr
for getting usall back safely. Whatever you did in there nearly lost usdl.’

‘What | did? Andawyr exclaimed out loud, startling both Odang and Y atsu. ‘What do you mean, what
| did?1 did nothing.’

‘Antyr didn’t, we didn’t, you were the only other one there.’

‘But...

He recealved the canine equivaent of adismissve shrug, which ended the matter asfar as Tarrian was
concerned. Faced with silence, Andawyr made a gesture that further brightened the lights, then he begat
his pillow vigoroudy, swung his feet up on to the bed, and lay back, his hands behind his head.

‘Can’'t we go somewhere alittlemore. . . congenid . . . if you want to talk about thisnow? Odang
asked with a pained glance about the disordered room.

‘I'm comfortable, Andawyr said with findity.

Odang adopted a martyred expression and dragged his chair over to the bed. * Y ou’ d better go through



itin detall, then,” he said, flopping into the chair ungracioudy.

Andawyr did not reply immediately. He was staring vaguely into the distance. ‘It was an odd dream
from the sart, he began eventudly. ‘| felt Antyr there.” He twisted round to look at the Dream Finder.

‘Fascinating. Weredly must gointohow . ..’
Odang cleared histhroat noisily. Andawyr gave him asidelong look and returned to his recollection.

‘An odd dream, as| said. | waslooking at my reflection in alake —and the mountains. Usche and
Ar-Billan were there, though they didn’t say anything — or do anything. They just seemedto be. . . there
... waiting. Then there were storm clouds, and | was walking through the corridors here, in the middle of
ahowling blizzard — snow everywhere. All the Beacons were signalling an assault but it didn’t matter — it
wasonly adight one— I knew that even though | didn’t know what it was. And Hawklan wasthere” He
looked at Odang. ‘With the Sword — Ethriss s sword. For some reason | wasn't surprised to seeit
again. | reached out to touch it, then . . .” He threw hisarms up explosively.

‘That’ swhat happened,” Antyr confirmed. ‘It was a quite ordinary dream. | don’'t know if the figure was
Hawklan but Andawyr certainly thought it was. And, despite what happened, there was no eement of
nightmarein it; no underlying hint of red terror. The only thing unusua was that the control | suspect he
normaly hasin his dreamswasn't there. He was | etting events take their own course.”

‘Or they weretaking me,” Andawyr said. ‘It isodd, that, | must admit. Normally, asyou say, I'mfully in
command of events, but not thistime. It wasn’t unpleasant, but it certainly wasn’t usual. Perhapsit was
just because you were there’

‘Possibly, but you made no conscious decision about it.’

Andawyr pulled awry face and fiddled with hisnose.

‘And you weren't being wholly truthful about the sword,” Antyr went on. He was searching for words.
‘ Something about it drew you. So many strange fedings. Fedings I’ ve never known mysdf and couldn’t
beginto explain. Tarrian?

‘He' saMynedarion,” came thetersereply.

‘It ssemsthey may al bearound here; Antyr said. ‘But at least they’ re benign.’

‘Maybe, but that’ swhere your answer lies. And in that sword.’

Antyr let out anoisy breath. He could sense that Tarrian and Grayle were talking to each other beyond
his awareness. They invariably did after they had been in the dreamways and he knew from past
experience that nothing was to be gained by badgering them. Tarrian would have said dl he wanted to
say for the moment and he could do no other than follow his suggestion.

‘Tell me about thissword,” he said to Andawyr.

Chapter 8

‘Yes, thesword, Andawyr mused. * Strange | should think of that after dl thistime.” He smiled ruefully.
‘“Using my dreamsto fulfil my wishes, that’sdl.’



‘It svery specid, then? Antyr asked.

‘Ohyes. Very specid. | don't have agreat many regretsin my life, but one of themisthat | didn’t take
the opportunity to study it further while it was here” Andawyr shrugged. * Still, we weren’t then what we
are now, we d probably not have learned much from it. Not to mention the fact that we' d agood many
other thingsto occupy us et thetime.” He became dismissive. ‘It s probably come to mind because I’ ve
been thinking about Hawklan so much today. | can’t seethat it’s of any particular relevance to what

happened.’

‘Tarrian thinksit is, and if you fed at dl reluctant to talk about it then that’ s even more reason why we
should”

A spasm of irritation passed over Andawyr’ s face, though whether in annoyance a himsdlf or at his
interrogator, Antyr could not hazard.

‘You'reright,” he said after an uncomfortable pause which he ended by fiddling with his pillow again.
‘It s hard to know what to say about it. It was Hawklan's siword when he fought in one of the great
battles of the First Coming.” His hand was reaching out to forestall Antyr’s startled question even before
he had finished speaking. ‘ There’sno point in asking,” he said. *We ve no idea how Hawklan —or some
aspect of him — could be both in that time and here with usnow. No ideaat al. Nor hashe. But it is so.
Indisputably so, asfar aswe can tell. There are many mysteries from that time. Although I’ll admit that
could well bethe greatest.” He stopped abruptly asthe difficulties of thislong-debated problem
threatened to rehearse themsalves again, then he pressed on quickly. ‘ For now, let’ s concentrate on our
own particular mystery. As| said, the sword was, and is again, Hawklan's, though after hewaslost in
that awful battle Ethrisstook it for hisown and reforged it. Hawklan found it thistimein the Armoury of
Anderras Darion. Or rather, it found him. It literdly fell at hisfeet from ahegp of wegpons. Drawn to
him, almost. No one knew what it was at the time, till lesshow it came to be there. When we redlized
what it was, the presumption was that Ethriss had |ft it there— he went unarmed to the Last Baitle,
definitely — but no onereally knows!’

Antyr’smind wasfull of questions about Hawklan but Andawyr’ s manner had indicated unequivocally
that he did not wish to pursue that subject. He forced his attention back to the dream.

‘So thissword is specia because of its association with Ethriss—it’ sasymbol of former victory? he
posited. ‘A rallying point, like abattleflag.’

‘No,” Andawyr said smply. ‘It'sspecia becauseit’sspecid. Initsownright. It' savery unusua
artefact. It ssomething like . . . afocus. . . aconcentration of the Power itself. It'snot easy to explain. In
fact, it snot possibleto explain.” He held up two clenched and quivering fists like a petulant schoolboy. ‘|
just wish | could have hold of it again.’

‘What happened to it?

The clenched fists wilted. Andawyr looked down at them sadly. *Hawklan dropped it into Lake
Kedrieth when Sumerd confronted him.Dropped it.” There was reproach in hisvoice.

‘Hardly surprising under the circumstances,” Odang said sternly, offering areproach of hisown.
Andawyr recanted hagtily. ‘No, of course not. Still . . " Hisface became thoughtful. ‘He only ever

spoke about that time once —to me, anyway. | remember him saying it fell and it fell, through the
darkness, until it landed with agrest ringing sound. I've no ideawhy | didn’t ask him what he meant.’



‘Asl recal you and the otherstelling me, there were alot of strange noises at thetime, to put it mildly,’
Odang sad. “What with Sumera’ s passing and Derras Ustramel being destroyed.’

‘True, Andawyr conceded. ‘But thiswas before all that. And he was quite clear about it. It fell and it
fell through the darkness until it landed with agreat ringing sound. What astrange statement. It didn’t just
plash into the Lake asit fell off the causeway. More mysteries. And why have | hardly bothered to think
about it Snce?

“You have, Odang retorted sourly. ‘ Or have you forgotten delegating to me the job of organizing those
High Guardsto search for it? Heturned to Antyr asthough to an dly of long standing. * Weeks we were
there. Inthe very bowels of Narsindal.” He shivered massively. ‘ It' sawonder | didn’t throw dl thisup
and go back to the family farm afterwards, | can tell you. Asfor those poor young men, doing their
damnedest — dredging, trawling, even diving into that awful lake—diving, for pity’ s sake. Some of them
were oill. You can't imagine how dreadful it was. Blighted doesn’t begin to describe the place. Do you
know ...

‘Yes, yes, Andawyr intervened heatedly. ‘I dorecall it. And | dso recall apologizing for it at great
length thereafter. And severd times.” Thetwo men eyed one another silently until Andawyr established a
truce with afind schoolboy flourish. ‘ Even o, | still wish | had the siword now. We must make a point of
talking to Hawklan about it when we get to Anderras Darion.’

‘All of whichisn't bringing us any nearer to finding out what happened in your dream,” Antyr said as
tactfully as he could, in case Odang decided to continue the old spat. * Whatever became of the sword, it
isdefinitdy lost? heinquired of them both.

Cursory nods confirmed his conclusion, though both men seemed to be preoccupied.

‘Then | am, too,” Antyr declared. * Although | have the impression that thisweapon’s more important to
you than you' re prepared to concede at the moment, whether you know it or not. That might perhaps
account for the unusua sensations | experienced as you made to touch it, though that doesn’t fed! likean
adequate explanation. And it still doesn't account for the sudden danger.’

He glanced towards the symbols glowing softly on the panel by thedoor. ‘If that . . . Beacon thing . . .
that machine, whatever it is, truly isn't faulty, then why did it do what it did? And why were you surprised
that it had only set off afew othersin the corridor? He addressed thislast question to Odang.

Therewas along silence and Odang’ s tone was sober when he eventually spoke.

‘The Beacons aren’t machines, Antyr. At least, not as| imagine you' d normally conceive amachine. In
many ways they’ re more agreat store of knowledge — our knowledge, accumulated over the years.
They’redl linked together, continually testing for . . . ingppropriate . . . uses of the Power throughout the
Cadwanen. They don't exactly think, but it'salmost asif they did, the way they check and double-check
each other congtantly to provide many overlapping and different layers of defence and protection. Y ou
have to understand that they were designed to protect us against an enemy of both great cunning and
great ability and that they’ re very sophisticated devices. More so now than ever before. What that one
signdled was athreat of the first order —a serious and unexpected use — abuse — of the Power. For such
athing to happen under normd circumstances, we' d have expected a mgor incurson of some kind, with
Warnings sounding dl over the Cadwanen. To just activate spontaneoudy like that really makesno
sense’



There was another long silence. * Y ou'retrying to tell me that what happened was actualy impossible,’
Antyr offered tentatively.

‘Yes, damnit, heis” Andawyr said, thistime unequivocally angry. He swung off the bed. * Quite
impossible. Let’sget out of here, | need to think properly. Odang, take Antyr to my study. I'll join you
there shortly when I’ ve washed and changed.’

‘Do you want me? It was'Y atsu.

Andawyr looked at him and his grim expression softened into asmile. * Ah, the ever-patient,
ever-watching Goraidin. Our silent Beacon out in the world. Where would we be without you?1’d
forgotten you were here, Y atsu, I’ m sorry. Thanks for what you’' ve done tonight. | suspect you saved
lives, kegping Odang in his seat and our vigilant Brothers out of the room. Y ou’ rewelcometo join usif
youwish, but it'll just be endlesstalk. There' Il be no more “experiments’ tonight, you can rest assured.”

Y atsu bowed. ‘Y ou don't think you' Il need me to keep you two apart? He nodded towards Odang.
‘I havethefeding that Antyr can copewith that, Andawyr replied.

Yatsu amiled. ‘Then I’ll leave you. It sbeen along day.’

* * % %

Andawyr’s study was only alittle way from his bedroom, but on theway to it Odang and Antyr passed
quite afew people apparently engaged on urgent, if discreet, errands. Though they received nothing but
quiet, passing greetings, Antyr gained the distinct impression that they were attracting agreat ded of
attention.

Odang gave him aweary look. ‘It' sgoing to be pandemonium tomorrow,” he said. * One of the
disadvantages of encouraging so many clever and irredeemably curious people to become even cleverer
and more curiousisthat they do.’

His hangdog manner drew alaugh followed by an insincere apology from Antyr.

When they entered Andawyr’ s study, lights came on to reved aroom that was markedly different from
his bedroom. It bristled with quiet efficiency. Two walswere lined with smple, egant shelves stacked
with books and scrolls. All of these were set out in aneat and orderly fashion and were clearly labelled.
They complemented severa setsof drawers of various Sizesthat in their turn were also carefully labelled.
A series of amall tables served as satdllites to alarge one in the centre of the room, and there were two
decorated panelsthat Antyr now knew to be mirror stone windows.

‘Different, isn't it? Odang said, correctly interpreting Antyr’ s hesitation and his surprised expresson.
‘Itisindeed,” Antyr replied.

Tarrian and Grayle pushed past them to make their own detailed examination of the room.
‘Thereisareason for this! Odang went on, confidentidly. ‘When Andawyr saysthat tidinessisn’'t his
strong point, it redly isagross understatement.” Odang tapped histemple. ‘ In here there are thoughts as

sharp ascrydds, lines of logic straighter than the horizon a sea, achildlike dlarity of vison, and legps of
intuition for which the word inspired is also an understatement. But out here .. . " He shook his head.



‘He' sadisaster. Sothisplaceisin the nature of acompromise. It' s hisand, for the most part, hisaone,
but we. .." Hetapped his chest. ‘Keep it — and the records of hiswork —tidy and in good order. It
causesalittlefriction from timeto time, but on the whole it works.’

‘Compromise? Antyr queried.

‘The compromiseisthat he lets us keep the place — and him —in some semblance of order and, in
return, wefeed him.

‘Oh, that kind of acompromise,’ Antyr laughed, taken again by Odang’' s quietly acid manner. ‘I'm
familiar with theidea. It swhat | would cal doing asI’mtold.” Thistime Odang laughed, a deep,
restrained affair that neverthelesslit up hisface. He ushered Antyr to aseet at the large table.

‘Speaking of which,” Antyr finaly voiced the question that had occurred to him severd timessince his
first meeting with Andawyr. ‘Who doestell anyone what to do around here?

Odang gave him apuzzled look, obliging him to ssumble on avkwardly.

‘There seemsto be an dmost total absence of formd authority here. Andawyr is described asthe
Leader, and you are the Under Leader, yet you wear no specid clothes or inggnia. Andawyr’ sliving
quarters seem to be no different from anyone e se's, a least from the outside. He eatsin apublic
refectory. Y ou' re both spoken to by the likes of Ar-Billan and Usche—your juniorsin every sense—as
casudly, asopenly as. .." He paused.

‘Asyou and | aretalking now? Odang prompted. ‘Asequals’
‘Well, yes; Antyr agreed.
‘Doesthisdisturb you?

‘No,” Antyr said without hesitation, though his tone gave the contrary answer. ‘ Quite the opposite. . . |
think. It'sjust that | find it very unusua. Where | come from — particularly in the palaces of therich and
powerful —it’s quite the reverse. People know their places and everyone else' s and have due regard for
them. Respect for those in authority is conspicuous.’

Odang looked at him narrowly. ‘1 think you mean that ashow of respect to those with power is
congpicuous, don't you? That people behave in waysthat best serve their own ends—beit surviva
againg the arbitrary abuse of authority by others, or the gaining of that authority for themselves—
ambition.’

‘| suppose | do,” Antyr agreed reluctantly after some thought. ‘ That’ s quite often the case. But not
aways. There are some in authority who are both feared and quite genuindly respected.’

‘But only some.’

Antyr beganto flounder. “Yes. .. but. . .| didn't mean to criticize theway you do thingshere. .
Odang smiled. ‘I'mjust teasing you alittle, he said. * Something of arisk with aguest, but my feding
wasthat you' d takeit in good part.” Before Antyr could in fact respond, Odang edged hischair alittle

closer and becameingructive. ‘I'm at far greater risk of sounding smug when | tell you about us, because
it was an interesting question. Thereis authority here, of course. A pecking order’ sinevitable whenever



there’ s more than one person present —it’ s the nature of the creatures we are. But, on thewholeg, it’snot
arigid thing and we manage to avoid the worst excesses of the pack.” Tarrian’s earswent up. Abruptly,
Odang was earnest. ‘We were created by Ethriss to acquire knowledge — and perhaps wisdom — so that
it could be brought to bear against aterrible enemy. But he adso told usto go beyond —to search forever
— because our greatest enemy will dways be ignorance — ignorance of oursalves, ignorance of theworld
around us. So that’swhat we do —what we' ve aways done, with varying degrees of success. We
accumul ate knowledge both for its practica vaue and its own sake—for the beauty and wonder wefind
there. We st greet faith in reason —in open inquiry — truth seeking — testing by both argument and
experiment —testing ruthlesdy.’

Heraised afinger to forestall aquestion from Antyr. * And in this search we despise no source of
knowledge. Indgght comes from the strangest of places. Andawyr will listen to a stable-hand as keenly as
he would to me or any of the other senior Brothers. Sometimes the least word can change a perspective
completely — shine an unexpected light into the darkness — sometimes a darkness you didn’t even know
wasthere. And anyone who joins us hasto learn that from the outset. We try to minimize the more
corrosive effects of our personal vanities with honesty and trust. Not that it's ways possible by any
means—it'sno easy lesson to learn. We' re dill pack animals a heart and more than alittle fallible. But
on the whole we aspire to be acommunity of saf-sufficient, co-operating individuas and the authority
that any of us holds has strong roots in both ability and general consent. It helps, of course, that it'san
exciting time with many new things happening and plenty for everyoneto do both hereand out in the
world. | suppose what you might call the“government” of this place is both structured and unstructured.
Structured in that each of us, of course, has specific responsibilities and must account for any falureto
fulfil them. Ungtructured in that everyone aso accepts responsibility for thewhole.” He chuckled.

‘ Andawyr, for example, will do more than just chat to stable-hands. If the stable needs cleaning and
everyone dseisbetter employed, he'll deanit himsdlf.’

‘That’ sametaphor, | presume,” Antyr said.
‘Absolutely not,” Odang laughed. ‘How do you think hisrobe getsin such amess?

Antyr’seyeswidened. ‘| can't imagine the Duke of Serenstad cleaning the stables, ill less some of his
officers. Then again, when he was younger, he was always at the forefront of the battle. At least inwar he
wouldn’t ask of otherswhat he wasn't prepared to do himself.’

‘And they followed him loydly asaresult? Odang said.

‘Many did, for sure, Antyr replied. ‘But hisrule of the city wasfar from the triumph of reason and logic
you seem to have here. Conspiracy and plotting were the norm, with endless different factionsjostling for

power.’

Odang laughed again. ‘ That wasjust because | said it dl very quickly. | wouldn't call it atriumph by any
means. It’ s pretty good, but we' re not without afair amount of downright inefficiency, and some of the
petty squabbling and rivalry that goes on between ostensibly rationd adultswouldn't betolerated ina
schoolyard, believe me. Asfor power, there you have it. What is power over others? | order you to do
something, you refuse, so by superior strength or the threat of it, | force you to. But then, having set the
rules, asit were, I’ ve constantly to be on my guard that someone won't do the same to me. That’s how it
goes, in'tit?

Antyr frowned. ‘Y es, but it works well enough, especialy when your superior strength alowsyou to kill
mewithimpunity.’



Odang’ sface became serious. ‘ Yesindeed. | gpologize. | didn’'t mean to triviaize what you said. Ethriss
knows, we above dl understand it’ safundamenta mistake to imagine that violence solves nothing.
Indeed, it’ s perhaps because we have such afrightening measure of the power that can be made
availablefor the terrorizing —the destroying — of others that we set such store by our way.’

‘Aha. By your solemn faces | see you’ ve been putting the world to rightsin my absence.” It was
Andawyr. He sat down next to Antyr and clapped his handsjovidly.

* And who better to do it? Odang said emphaticaly, relaxing back into his chair. ‘We were just coming
to defining the purpose of humanity.’

Andawyr made adisparaging face. * Oh, an easy one, en? Our purpose — the purpose of humanity —isto
discover al the secrets of the universe, and to find out both where we came from and where we' re going
to. Next question!”

Antyr risked entering into the pirit of their exchange. *And will wedo it? he asked.

Andawyr’ sreply was unexpectedly serious. ‘Oh yes,’ he said with acam smile. *Without adoubt. It
may take sometime, though.’

A scornful sound, not dissmilar to araspberry, filled the minds of Antyr and Andawyr. It came from the
two wolves. Grayle had hishead on his paws and was staring at them, Tarrian was scratching himsalf
vigoroudy.

‘“Would you liketo join in the debate? Andawyr asked caudtically.

“You'renot ready for it yet,; Tarrian replied. ‘ Carry on. WE Il join in as soon as you' ve something
interesting to say.’

Antyr gave adisclaming shrug.

‘Well, it' sanother perspective, | suppose,” Andawyr said, looking at the wolves enigmaticaly. Then he
took Antyr’sarm. ‘ Are you fully recovered? he asked. ‘No after-effects of any kind?

‘No, noneat al. And you?

‘Still puzzled, that’ sal. And concerned.” He leaned his chair periloudy backwards and reached out to
take some papers from anearby chest of drawers. Dropping them on the table herifled into hisgown
and findly produced a pen. He began doodling idly.

‘A firg-order Warning set off, Odang. Highly localized. Y our initid thoughts.’

Odang drummed hisfingerson thetable. * First and last thoughts, I'm afraid —none,” he replied.
Andawyr continued to look at him expectantly. Apparently cornered by this, Odang gave anoisy sigh.
‘I"d have thought it impossible hesaid. ‘But | saw and heard it, thereforeitisn’t. So I’d have to say that
it wasavery unlikely event —low probability. But even then, I’ m not sure where to start looking.’

‘Tofind an unlikely event, look in an unlikely place, presumably. Y our thoughts, Antyr.’

The suddenness of the question startled Antyr. ‘I’veno idea.” The words blustered out. ‘| told you. It
was mainly reflexes that brought us back. There was precious little conscious thought. But it makes no



more sense to me than it seemsto do for you. Nothing was unusua about the dream other than the
absence of the control you normdly have—hardly adisturbing thing initself. Tarrian and Grayle have
found nothing untoward or they’ d have told me by now. Whatever it was, it came out of nowhere and
without any warning, and my feding—and that’ sal it is—isthat it was associated with that sword.’

Andawyr nodded, but, as he had with Odang, kept on looking at Antyr asif expecting more. Antyr
dithered. He pointed to the Beacon symbols by the door. ‘ Just how do those things work? Exactly what
isit they detect? he asked.

Andawyr followed his gaze thoughtfully, then turned back to him. He did not address the question,
however. * Y ou're here, in this strange place, so far from your own land, because you' re no ordinary
Dream Finder, are you? Y ou told us that somehow you’ d been able to move to worlds that were as redl
asthisbut different fromit.’

‘Yes.
‘“What control do you have over this ability?

‘Nonethat I'm aware of. | suppose that’ s one of the reasons|’m here.’” He glanced at Odang. ‘My
ignorance burdens me.’

‘Why?

Again Andawyr’s question startled Antyr, though the Cadwanwr did not wait for an answer. ‘Why
shouldn’t this ability be asource of excitement and liberation to you? An opportunity to explore relms
that few others can even dream of, let donetravel to.’

Antyr was shaking hishead. * Y ou don't understand. There' s a subtle feding of wrongness about being in
another world.” He stopped. * No, that’s not correct. There was a subtle feeling of wrongness about me
when | wasin another world. A feding of . . . inadequacy . . . inappropriateness. Thisgift, if giftitis, and
however it cameto me, was— presumably il is— substantialy beyond my contral. | didn’t know what |
wasdoing. What | did | did by ingtinct. | was parted from my Earth Holders. They were hunting through
arealm that was separate from me — somewhere between the worlds. For al | know | could’ ve been lost
in one of those worldsfor ever —my body here perhaps neither dead nor dive.” He shuddered asfears
he had not experienced for along time returned to him. ‘I’ d forgotten how awful it was. And, too, in
those worlds there was a deep fedling of intruding, of my presence having consequencesthat | couldn’t
See’

Andawyr’ s eyesreflected hispain. * And now my ignorance burdensyou,” hesaid. ‘I’'m sorry. I’ ve been
worse than thoughtless. | was so intrigued by your story that I” ve behaved appalingly. After such a
journey, the least you were entitled to was alittle time doing nothing. And there| go, imposing on youl.
Dragging you into my dreams, of al places. Now questioning you into the deep hours of the night.” He
brushed the papersto one side and dapped the table. ‘ The Beacons are all quiet. Nothing untoward’s
happening. | can’t gpologize too abjectly for my disgraceful conduct. Get off to your bed and some rest.
Tomorrow you can loungeinit al day or wander about to your heart’ s content. We can talk about dl this
some other time, whenever you fed likeit.’

He made to stand up, but Antyr stopped. ‘No. | am tired, but | doubt I’ d be able to deep after what's
happened. I’ d rather talk for thetime being.” Helooked at Andawyr shrewdly. ‘Why didn’'t you answer
my question about the Beacons? That’ s the second one you' ve avoided.’



Thistime it was Andawyr who was startled. He fidgeted with the papers for amoment and threw a
quick glance at the Beacon before replying. Y ou'reright. | was going to say that | was distracted, but |
think that might be alie—aconversationd sop. Thetruthis, I'm not surewhy | didn’t answer your
guestion.” He frowned. * There’ s nothing about the way the Beacons work that needs to be hidden from
common knowledge.’

‘ Perhaps the other place to look for an unlikely event is under our noses,” Odang said.

Andawyr nodded. ‘ Indeed, we should know that by now, shouldn’'t we?

He went over to the Beacon, motioning the othersto follow him. Humming quietly to himself he touched
the panel. Antyr let out an incongruous, ‘Oh!” asthe pand and a section of thewall around it became
alive with symbols and numbers. Tarrian and Grayle wandered over to see what was happening.

For severd minutes Andawyr and Odang studied the pane intently. Occasionally one of them would
touch one of the symbols, bringing about a cascade of change amongst the others. Finally Antyr could not
restrain himsdf. “What does dl that mean? he asked.

Andawyr puffed out his cheeks. ‘I'm not avoiding your question thistime, Antyr, truly, but | can’t begin
to explain thisto you. Y ou just don’'t know enough.’

‘I think I’'min the same position,” Odang said, resting afinger on along string of figures and shaking his
head in bewilderment. ‘ These seem to confirm our origina conclusion.’

‘That what happened was impossible?

Odang muttered something under his breath that made Andawyr raise his eyebrows and click histongue
censorioudy.

‘Odang sastudent of some very interesting old languages,” he said to Antyr by way of explanation.
Odang coloured and cleared histhroat.

‘We'rejust going to have to study these a leisure and in greeat detail,’ he said, ignoring Andawyr’s
amusement. ‘ There are anomalies — paradoxes— in these figures that Smply shouldn’t bethere. It's
amogs asif ..

Andawyr caught hisarm and turned quickly to Antyr. “Y our question,” he said. *What do the Beacons
detect? Odang touched on it before. They detect uses of the Power that are either from other than one of
us, or directed to some divergent — destructive — end. They do nothing that we can’t do asindividuals,
but they do it better, continuoudly, thoroughly —without flagging and with great sensitivity and accuracy.
Under our noses, Odang. Under our noses. That' swhereit is, | can smell it.” He jabbed afinger towards
the panel. ‘ For an instant there must have been a source of the Power here. A considerable source.’

‘But you and | would have felt something that was strong enough to cause such aWarning.’

‘Not if that instant was very short.’

“Veryshort,” Odang confirmed.

‘ Perhaps even between the moments,” Andawyr said, looking a him significantly.



Odang straightened up and returned his gaze with achalenging one of his own. He made two attempts
a sarting before he findly managed to spesk. ‘ That is highly conjecturd, to say the least. But evenif |
dlow it—which | don't —it still leaves uswith the problem of where such amanifestation could come
from.

‘It'snot that conjectural,” Andawyr rebutted. ‘It' sjust that you’ re reluctant to accept the implications.”
‘“Who wouldn’t be?

‘Maybe, but that’ sirrdlevant, isv't it? It wouldn’t be the first time everything we think we know has been
upended.’

‘Just make your point.’

‘My point isthat the only explanation or at least the best so far —isthat Antyr, with his strange ability,
which he admits he cannot control, reached out and brought into thisworld, for that moment between the
moments, Hawklan's sword.’

Odang shook his head, not in denial, but asif to clear it. * Too fast, too fast. Too many unfounded legps.’
He grimaced guiltily and gave Antyr an gpologetic glance. ‘We don't know what Antyr’ s ability is. What
he' s experienced isn't necessarily what he thinks he's experienced. We need to talk with him at length.
We..'

‘“We need to take it at face value for the moment,” Andawyr interrupted. ‘We aready have some
interesting hard facts from Y atsu and Jaldaric, and even from thisevening’ slimited exercise | cantell you

that Antyr hasan ability that's. . " He gesticulated wildly. * At right anglesto every direction we know.’
He became excited. ‘ Antyr, isit possible. .

He stopped.

Antyr, eyes closed, was swaying unsteadily.

Tarrian and Grayle moved menacingly to hisside.

Chapter 9
Andawyr stepped forward ingtinctively towards the swaying figure of Antyr but Odang, remembering the
urgency of Yatsu'shand asit prevented him from leaving his seat when Andawyr and Antyr had burst so
suddenly from their dream, seized hisarm quickly. He remembered, too, the sight of the wolves, their
eyesbright, yellow and baleful.

‘No, don’'t go near him.’

Briefly Andawyr resisted Odang’ s restraint but, even as he made to pull hisarm free, Tarrian’s hackles
began to rise and his upper lip curled back to reved glinting and powerful teeth. The sight was
accompanied by arumbling growl.

Odang’ sgrip tightened, as much now to seek protection asto giveit.

Andawyr stopped his struggle and froze as Grayle joined his brother by Antyr’'ssde.



‘What' sthe matter? Andawyr said to dl three of them, vainly trying to keep hisvoice casud. Antyr, il
swaying, did not reply, but violent and disturbing images flooded into Andawyr’ s mind that patently came
from Tarrian. Among them was afaint and rapidly fading hint of regret, then Andawyr sensed the wolf
withdrawing into hiswilder sdif.

‘| understand,” he said, dowly moving backwardsin responseto Odang surging. ‘ Thisiswhat you are.
Y ou have no choice. Wewill guard him aso.’

Therewas no reply other than the continued growling.

Andawyr, his eyesfixed on the wolves, groped behind him for achair. He motioned Odang to sit down
aso.

‘We Il seemto belessof athreat if welook smaler, hesad.

Despite thefact that it was he who had pulled Andawyr back, Odang hissed, ‘We can't just Sit here.
Antyr'sill’

‘1 don’t think we can do anything € se under the circumstances,” Andawyr replied.

Odang grimaced. ‘ Perhaps we could restrain them,” he suggested, making a discreet gesture with his
hand.

‘No, no.” Andawyr seized it. ‘Not yet, at least. Not unlesswe're actually threatened with harm or if he's
obvioudy in danger.” He spoke his thoughts as they came to him, ahurried descant to the broken
growling of the two wolves. ‘We don’t know enough about any of them except that they mix uneasily
with the Power. There' s no saying what might happen if we useit directly against any of them.’

Odang’ s eyesflicked towards the Beacon, then back to the two wolves.
‘Don’'t garedirectly at them,” Andawyr said urgently.
‘ know. But their eyesaren’t the sameaswhen . . . oh.’

Even as he spoke, the eyes of the wolves became suddenly and unnaturdly bright again. Andawyr drew
in asharp breath a the sight. The growling dowly faded and Antyr, hiseyes il closed, sank to hisknees
and dowly lay down. It was the measured movement of aman still sufficiently in control to protect himself
from afall before helost consciousness. The wolveslay down beside him. Their gppearance now was
even more frightening than it had been before and, though they had stopped growling, the ensuing silence
increased rather than eased the tension in the room. It did not lessen even when they both closed their

eyes.

‘That’ s what happened when Antyr entered your dream,” Odang whispered. He repeated the stern
warningsthat Antyr had given about leaving him undisturbed but, with the memory of the touch of the
wolves wild naturesfresh in hismind, Andawyr needed little convincing.

The two men looked at one another helplesdy.
‘| supposedl we candoiswait, Andawyr said eventudly, reluctantly voicing their common thought.

Nevertheless, he leaned forward carefully and looked intently at Antyr, seeking for any Sgnsof distressin
the motionlessbody. One of Tarrian’ seydids moved dightly to revea asharp, thinyelow line.



Unnecessarily, Odang reached out to prevent his friend from moving any further.
‘He just seemsto be adeep,” Andawyr said softly as he responded to thisrestraint.

Odang nodded, but his attention now was on the Beacon. Though it was making no sound, the symbols
and arrays of numbers surrounding it were changing — changing so quickly that they werelittle more than
ablur.

* % % %

All was darkness. Antyr stood very ill. Hewaswhole. And, too, he was aware of his body lying
motionlessin Andawyr’ s study, guarded by his Earth Holders. As he wasthere, so he was here. It had
always been thus at such times. For, wherever he might be, he was not in someone' sdream. This place
wasred. That he knew. Somehow, and without any sense of transition or conscious effort on his part, he
had been drawn through a Gateway just as he had been in his desperate struggles with Ivaroth and the
blind man.

Hewas afrad. And afraid in many different ways. Primitive fears. what dangers were there here, what
knives, what strangling ropes, what maice lay in the darkness? Then more rationa ones: how had he
come here? Had it been at some unwitting bidding of his own? Had it been at the will of some other
agency and, if so, who, or what, and not least, why? Perhaps most frightening of al, had it been at the
whim of mere chance—asafaling roof tile might strike one man and miss his companion? And tumbling
in the wake of these, the question, how could he escape this place?

Hewastrembling.

When he had finally faced the blind man and al histerrible power in that place beyond al places, the
voices of the othersimprisoned there had rung out in triumph, caling him Adept. Y &, too, at the same
time, they had despised him. He was ‘ Scarce an apprentice.’

He had little doubt that whatever the former meant, the latter wastrue. All he knew was that somewhere
Tarrian and Grayle would be searching for him, and searching franticaly, their predatory natures hunting
through the ringing, turbulent spaces between the worlds, through tides of chaos and change, in places

beyond hisimagining; beyond any imagining.
Tarrian, Grayle, hecried out slently.
Fleetingly, therewas ahint of distant howling.
Tome! Tome!

You areguarded in dl places by agreat and ancient strength. Silently he mouthed the ritual reassurance
that al Dream Finders gaveto their clients. Its emptiness heightened his sense of futility. Panic curled into
the fringes of hismind but he managed to hold it at bay with a battery of carefully ordered reasons. Had
he not always returned from such trand ations? Had not some inner resource carried him through the
direst of threats both in his own world and in the worlds beyond? And was it probable that he would
succumb now, after the terrible enemies who had sought to destroy or endave him had been destroyed?
And when he had finally reached the Cadwanen, the god of hisjourney? A place that, even with his
limited knowledge of it, he could see was full of hope and inquiry and that used the light of the past and
the present to illuminate the future. Nothing save hard walking, bad weeather and seasickness had
threstened him since he had left hishome; surely nothing could threaten him now?



Nor did anything . . . that he could sense.
But...
His reassurances to himsdf had awan and fegble air about them.

The panic threatened to return but again he held it back. Above dl, he must maintain control over
whatever he could. In the absence of knowing what he should do, he could only await events.

Tome! To mel!
Nothing.
Where was this place?

The darkness and the silence were so tota that surely he could not be outside. There, by now, hiseyes

must have searched out a hint of lightnessin the sky, or his earswould have heard afaint sound —anight
insect, ascuttling rodent, the rushing wings of ahunting bird. But there was nothing. Not even the hint of

shifting night air on hisface.

A thought cameto him, amost incongruousin its practicdity. Y atsu had given him asmall radiant sone
lantern with the injunction that, dong with many other smdll, innocuousitems, he should dways haveit
with him. Experience and the quiet, moment-by-moment discipline of journeying through the mountains
had ingtilled the rightness of this advice into him, but older habits— a soft bed, a hasty awakening to serve
the needs of aclient — had taken command and the pouch that should have hung from his belt was, dong
with the belt itsalf, draped over achair in hisroom.

He denounced himself afool, though not, somewhat to his surprise, without a degree of dark humour.
Some Adept, you! Some Warrior of the White Way! To be suddenly carried into an dien place at least
had the dignity of being profoundly mysterious. To forget to bring alight was bumbling incompetence of
thefirst order.

A sober resolution formed within him. As much through good fortune as any ability on his part he had
survived agreat ordeal and discovered within himself a strange, perhaps precious gift. He must bring to
the questions that came from these events the utmost dedication and effort at dl times. He must striveto
becomelike Y atsu and Jadaric; to attain that peculiar awareness of the nature and value of the moment,
of the extraordinary in the ordinary, that they possessed. A warrior’smind, they had called it, though they
laughed at its portentous ring. But they laughed easily and a many things, these most serious of men. And
they had the clarity of vison, aquietness of spirit, that he could only aspireto. It wasin ther every
movement.

The resolution was not anew one and he clenched hisfigs violently, driving hisnailsinto hispamsto
punish himsdf for hisfally in having to makeit again.

Helet out afaint breath.
The action was relaxing, the sound reassuring.

But asit drifted away, the darkness around him was suddenly alive with amyriad of such sighs. So soft
wasit that he was scarcely aware of the sound. Then, with dmaost imperceptible downess, it began to



wash to and fro. At firgt it was no more than the sound of the sealapping against a distant shoreline, but
with each retreat and advance it grew louder and stranger.

His concentration wrapped tight about it as he searched for some clue that might tell him where hewas,
Antyr began to fed the shifting sound reaching deep ingde him. Asit did so, hefelt it touching ancient,
unspoken fears— gtirring them up to cloud his mind, to obscure histhoughts. They grew and resonated
with the sound itsdlf.

Then, not knowing how it had come about, he could no longer tell which clamour was outside him and
which within, so awful wasthe noise—if noiseit was by now, for there wasamaevolenceinit, risng and
faling, pounding him from every Sde.

Hefdt ascream forming. A scream that the sound had been searching for. A scream that it would feed
on. A scream that it would drown and smash him with, until he was a one with this choking darkness.

Yet il agpark of his awareness flickered.

He waswho he was. He had faced cruel and powerful enemies before and prevailed.

From deeper even than hisfears came a defiance, savage and cruel.

‘No!’

Andawyr started violently and Odang echoed Antyr’ s cry asthe Dream Finder’ s eyes opened abruptly
and his clawed hands reached out asif to seize something. At the same time the two wolves sprang up
and, tailswagging, began licking hisface. There was an interlude of spluttering confusion as he both
fended off and embraced them.

‘Isit safe for usto move? Andawyr asked, aready haf out of his chair, adding, before Antyr could
reply, ‘What happened?

Odang too did not wait for an answer, but moved to the Beacon and began examining it closdly.

‘It wasto find an answer to that question that | came here” Antyr said as he finally managed to quieten
the two excited animals. ‘| wasin another place.” Helevered himsdf shakily back into his chair.

There was an awkward silence.
“Y ou were here, lying on the floor, with your Companions guarding you,” Andawyr said carefully.
Antyr leaned forward, his head lowered and his hand extended in an appedl for abrief respite.

‘Yes, | know,” he said, Sitting up after amoment. * At one point you bent forward to look at me and
Odang restrained you, didn’t he? It was sound advice.’

In spite of himsdlf, Andawyr’ s eyes became suspicious and uncertain.

‘I don't resent your doubts,” Antyr said quietly. ‘But | can do no other than tell you the truth as| know
it. I was both here and somewhere else. Somewhere dark — very dark. And silent —at first. Then ... He



told Andawyr what had happened.
The Cadwanwr listened intently but asked no question. His face was unreadable.

‘It was asred asthisplace,” Antyr concluded. ‘ Though where it was, why | wasthere, or how | came
to be there, asever, | don’'t know.’

To dispd theimagesthat had returned with thistelling he turned to Odang who was il earnestly
studying the Beacon. ‘ Does that tell you anything?

Odang made apeculiar noise. * Only that Andawyr’ s comment about something being at right anglesto
al known directions seemsto be singularly gppropriate.” Petulantly he touched one of the symbolsand
the entire array vanished, leaving only the origind pand. ‘Later,” hesaid, turning away fromit with a
scowl and shaking hishead. ‘I’ [l think abouit it later when my wits are either less scattered, or scattered
far enough for meto be able to make sense of it.’

‘Wasthere any intruson? Andawyr asked him unsympathetically.

‘No. That I'm sure about,” Odang replied confidently. *But what elsetherewas. . .” He shrugged.
‘“Well, you can seefor yourself whenever you fed likeit.’

The three men looked at one another slently.

‘Hewasgone.” Tarrian’ s voice sounded in Andawyr’ s mind. * As has happened before. Through one of
the Gateways. Grayle and | can do no more than hunt and call out for him. The ways become. . . very
drange. They are. .." Images, full of viscera need and frantic, driving urgency washed through
Andawyr, filling not merely hismind, but his entire body. Though they were so fleting that they were
gone dmost before hefdt them, their power, a once primitive and immeasurably subtle, made him gasp.

Y ou've no words for that, human, any more than | have for that part of you which lies beyond the
narrow span of this strange sharing we have. But that’sdl | can giveyou.’

‘Areyou dl right? Odang was asking, his concern now transferred to his momentarily transfixed and
gaping friend. Andawyr nodded and indicated Tarrian as he recovered his breath.

‘ Any chance of mejoining in these conversations? Odang asked acidly.
‘No,” Tarrian said starkly to Andawyr.

‘It seemsnot,” Andawyr told hisfriend. ‘But don't ask me about it, | can’t do anything. It'svery
peculiar.’

‘Well, what did he say, then?

Andawyr told him but it added nothing to their thoughts about what had happened to Antyr.
‘“Wherein the name of sanity can we start on al this? Odang asked after along pause.

‘We'll need to think about what Antyr’sjust told us, then .. .” Andawyr nodded towards the Beacon.

‘“Tomorrow we can andyse whatever’ s been registered in that and the one in my bedroom and all the
othersthat were joined to them at the time. We' |l work on it with Usche and Ar-Billan, they’ll . . .



‘Ar-Billan? You'renot srious. He's . . !

‘He savery tdented young man,” Andawyr said in atone that was more an instruction than acomment.
‘All he needsis more confidence and he'll get that if he' sgiven the right guidance and respongbility.’
Odang looked set to pursue his objection but Andawyr became insincerely avuncular. ‘And I’ ve every
confidencein you that he'll gain it under your experienced tutelage.’

Odang’ seyes narrowed and his chin came out, but Andawyr’ s raised eyebrow reminded him of the
presence of Antyr, aguest who should not have family disputesinflicted on him, and he abandoned his
protest, dbeit with some reluctance.

‘Whatever you say,” he said tersdly, leaving aloud but unspoken *but . . " hanging intheair.

Andawyr |€eft it there but then it was he who was shifting uncomfortably in his chair. He held out both
handsin a gesture that encompassed both Antyr and thewolves. ‘| believe absolutely that you believe
what you're saying, and | can seefor mysdlf you' ve been badly frightened. Without a doubt, something
very disconcerting, perhaps dangerous, is happening. I’ m not sure how to put this but will you accept it
asameasure of the way we are herethat | have to be sceptical — open-minded — about your
interpretation of what's actualy happening? He hurried on, skidding over his awkwardness. * It could be
exactly asyou say, of course. Some of us have considered certain aspects of such a phenomenon
theoreticaly possible for along time, though we' ve no ideahow it could come about.” Faintly he thought
he caught adisparaging, ‘Man’'safool!” from the normaly silent Grayle, though it vanished immediately
under the sound of Antyr coughing. ‘But none of that’ simportant at the moment,” he went on quickly.
‘What isimportant is your persona well-being, and that concerns me greetly. Isthiskind of thing liableto
happen to you any time, any place? Because if so, perhapsit might be better . . . if you stayed . .

Tarrian’slip wrinkled menacingly, asdid Grayl€'s. ‘He needs no guards,” came two voices, fierce and
categorical. The statement was hung about with feglings of near-uncontrollable anger at the prospect of
restraint.

Involuntarily, Andawyr edged back in his chair. Antyr reached down to stroke the two wolves and they
became quiet, but he too was frowning. * It would seem it can happen at any time,” he said. * Though it
hasn't snce | entered the Great Dream and the three of us have worked normaly with severd clients
since then. Once or twice I’ ve had the feding that something strange was nearby — perhaps a Gateway —
and that if | exerted myself in someway I’ d be able to passthroughiit. I’ ve even had the fedling thet |
could create one, but I’ ve had neither the desire nor the insight into how to do such athing. In any case,
at the moment, whatever happens to me there’ s no one here who can help me—noone. I'll leaveif I'm
likely to be aburden, but I’ d rather stay and work with you towards explaining dl this. For mysdlf, I've
no desireto be constrained other than by the limits of your hospitaity, but Tarrian and Grayle will not be
congtrained by anyone. That' stheway they are. | think it will be sufficient if everyone here knows that
should | befound. . . unconscious. . . with my Companions by me, then | am smply not to be
approached.’

Andawyr made a concerned gesture, but Antyr did not alow him to speak. ‘Y ou know you can’'t help
me. Not yet, anyway.” Hisvoice became very soft. * It’s possible that no one anywhere can help me; that
| and | done haveto discover what al this means; that my rea journey shouldn’t have been over the seas
and mountains, but into myself. | don’t know. But if that’s so, and | find mysdlf suddenly both hereand in
another place, then apart from the hurt that Tarrian and Grayle will do to anyone who intrudes, and the
hurt you' |l then have to do to them, their need to protect my body here may draw them away from
helping me againgt greater danger.’



Andawyr’ sthumb and forefinger moved from massaging his nose to squeezing his eyes. Hisvoice was
strained when he spoke.

‘“You'reright, hesaid, equaly softly. ‘We can’t help you. Not with what we know at the moment. And,
too, you may be right — perhaps your journey’ s going to be for you aone. That's something that many of
usherearedl too familiar with.’

He affected aheartiness he did not fed. ‘We Il do whatever you wish. Everyone hereis here fregly.

Y ou'rewelcome to stay or go asthe whim takes you. If you choose to stay —which | should prefer —if
only because I’ ve taken quite a shine to your Companions—and to you,’ he added as a conspicuous
afterthought. * Then we'll do asyou say. WE |l leave you wherever you fall.’

* * % %

The next day, Antyr dept late, much to the scorn of Y atsu and Jaldaric.

‘I"m sure you two have lettersto write, or something,’” he growled asthe two Goraidin findly rousted
him from his bed, adding reproachfully to the two wolves, silent witnessesto this atrocity, ‘ Fine guards
you are’

‘| thought we' d resolved to emulate our good friends here,” Tarrian retorted, affecting injured surprise.
“Y ou know, spartan, saf-denying, uncluttered by unattainable desires, firmly rooted in the present,
looking dways. . .’

‘Shut up.’

‘Oh. I must have misunderstood. Then again, | usudly do, whenever you make this particular resolution.’
‘Wewere up at arespectable hour,” Yatsu said, correctly interpreting the half of the exchange he heard.
Hetook on Tarrian’ srighteous air. * We ve done everything we need to for the time being. We thought
you might liketo est.’

‘Did | ever tdl you that your cgpacity for doing things with such cheery gusto firgt thing inthe morning is
one of your least endearing traits? Antyr said sourly.

‘From memory, every day, | think,” Y atsu replied blandly, looking at Jaldaric for corroboration.

‘Not every day,” Jddaric offered in Antyr’ sdefence. ‘I’ d have to look in my journd but I’'m sure he
forgot at least twice. When he was seasick; if you remember.” Heignored Antyr’ s baleful look and
touched the panel covering the mirror ssone window. It unfurled silently and gracefully and light flooded
into the room. It was accompanied by a cool breeze. The two wolves stretched luxurioudy, then jumped
up to put their forepaws on the sill so that they could examine the view.

‘lsn’'t this place splendid? Y atsu said, banter replaced by openness. Then, concerned, ‘I hear you had a
bad time last night.’

Antyr was uncertain how to answer. ‘Yes, hesaid findly. ‘| waswhisked into some other place without
warning. An awful place. Dark, frightening, full of terrifying sounds’

‘Andawyr told us’



‘Good,” Antyr replied, with genuinerdief. ‘| don’t particularly want to go through it again.’

Y atsu patted him on the shoulder, then gave asoldier’ s shrug. The gesture told Antyr he had survived
and that he had probably learned something, and that was al that mattered. He felt atwinge of injured
indignation at this seemingly cavadier dismissa of hisorded, though even asit came, he found hewas able
to set it aside. Itwas al that mattered. He had learned more than he had redized in the journey that had
taken him to the Great Dream and thence brought him here. And he knew that Y atsu and Jaldaric were
gawart friendsto him. Insofar asthey could, they would guard and help him at al times, unbidden. They
were quite ddiberately helping him now, their presence anchoring him to the present so that he could cut
away that part of the past which was valueless.

‘Everyone knows you' re to be left if it happens again unexpectedly,’ Yatsu said.
‘Everyone? Antyr echoed, incredulous. ‘ Already?

‘Everyone,’ Y atsu confirmed. ‘| told you thiswas aremarkable place. Get yoursdlf cleaned up and
decent, then we can eat.’

They ate where Antyr and Andawyr had eaten the previous day, though it was much busier now. At first
Antyr found it difficult to cope with the undisguised attention he was atracting, though he soon learned to
mest the looks he was receiving with an open greeting of hisown.

‘I wondered how long it would take you to pick that up,” Tarrian said patronizingly. ‘ These aren't the
oafish inadequates that used to inhabit your old drinking haunts, you know. All of them are most
intelligently curious. Indeed, they’redmost civilized.’

‘I'm surethey’ll set great store by your approva,” Antyr retorted.
‘I'm surethey will,” Tarrian agreed.

For much of the rest of the day, Y atsu and Jaldaric being occupied, Tarrian and Grayle chose to go their
ownway, leaving Antyr to do the same, done. He set off with great confidence, wandering through busy
halls and chambers, large and smdll, but despite his best efforts, he found the complex maze of twisting,
interlinking corridors and divided and subdivided levels deeply bewildering. It did not help that no door
he encountered bore any indication of what was behind it, and no junction bore any indication of what lay
inwhat direction.

With the unerring knack of astranger in astrange place, he sought advice mainly from those who knew
little more than hedid.

“How do you find your way around this place? he asked one red-faced individud he found himsalf
waking alongsde.

‘With great difficulty, Dream Finder, great difficulty,” camethe reply. That he was known to this stranger
was by then no surprise. However Andawyr had spread the news about him through hisdomain it had
been singularly effective. It wasjust one of amounting list of questionsthat he had about the place. A
brief conversation identified the man asanovice of barely aweek and the two of them parted firm friends
in adversty and Htill logt.

Eventudly hiswanderings brought him through a suddenly widening corridor and into a spacious



communa areaof some kind. For amoment he thought he had stepped outside, as along much of one
sdewasavigaof the mountains and the broad plains beyond. The sight brought him to an abrupt halt.

There were many people there, talking, reading, dozing, though the place was so large that there was no
fedling of itsbeing crowded. An abrupt silence greeted him as he became the focus of acollective
ingpection but it lasted for only amoment as the |ooks became as many smiles and several hands were
raised to attract hisattention. A hand on his elbow spared him the difficulty of making a choice about

which to accept.

It was Usche.

‘I'm sureyou' d liketo sit down,” she said, her voicefull of laughter. Y ou have the despairing look of an
irredeemably lost novice’

‘I’ve met one of those,” Antyr replied. * Y ou're probably right.’

Usche motioned him to agroup at the far end of the room. She shooed one of them out of the way and
placed Antyr on alow couch. He sagged into it with conspicuous relief and rubbed his ankles. His
reaction provoked aresponse similar to Usche' sinitid greeting. Y ou'll get used to the place,” wasthe
common advice, but Usche shook her head.

‘I don't think s0,” she said. * It’s never easy, and the Beacons aren’t much use to him. Antyr seemsto be
closed to the Power.’

The group was suddenly aive with interest. It found its consensusin the questions, *How can that be?
What does it mean, anyway?

Usche could add little. ‘I’m not sure, but that’ s what Andawyr said, anyway. He did asmple teaching
transference when | was demonstrating something and . . . nothing. Andawyr thinksit’s perhaps
something to do with Antyr’ s ability to enter dreams but, whatever it is, I’ ve no doubt that it’'Il be the
subject of considerable debate shortly.” She gave Antyr aguilty look. ‘I’ m sorry, we' re talking about you
asif you weren't here, aren’'t we?

‘It'sdl right,” Antyr said, content just to be sitting and with someone he knew. ‘1 can understand your
curiosity and I'm gradually growing used to the idea that everyone here knowswho | am and asks
guestionsincessantly. I’ ve never encountered anything like it before and it’ savery peculiar feding. But
it' sreassuring inaway.’

‘| wouldn't say everyone knowswho you are,” Usche said. ‘ They know your name and alittle about
your unusud ability, but mainly they know to leave you aoneif you'refound . . . unconscious.” Her face
looked pained, asif she were seeking confirmation of this. Antyr gaveit.

‘Yes, that, abovedl, you must do,’” he said insstently, briefly taking control of the group and looking at
each of theminturn. “You'll put yourselves and quite possibly mein great danger if you don't’

‘It ssems an odd thing to do,” said ayoung man sitting next to him.

His earnest manner provoked a soft laugh from Antyr. * From what |" ve heard about this Power of yours
—and seen,” he acknowledged Usche, ‘1’d say you should be used to odd things by now.’

Fustered, theman said, ‘| meant, oddly calous—just to leave someone lying there’



Antyr regretted hislaughter and gripped the man’ sarm, at once fatherly and man to man. ‘It would be,
normaly,” hesaid. ‘But not inthiscase. You'll just haveto take my word for it. It redly isimportant that

everyone understands this.’
‘The wolves are dangerous, then? someone asked.

Antyr gave hisusua homily about Tarrian and Grayle. ‘It'sin their nature to protect me, but they’ retheir
own animals. They go their own way, beholden to no one for anything. They’ re neither trained nor tame.
Don't make any attempt to touch them unlessthey seek you out, which, generaly speaking, isunlikey.’

“Y ou comewith alot of warnings hung about you,” said his neighbour, making Antyr laugh again.

‘| supposeit seemslikethat, he conceded. ‘ But there’ sonly thetwo, redlly. Leave meto lieand leave
thewolves’

‘Where are they now?
The question prompted some anxious head turning.

‘I'venoidea,’ Antyr replied. * Except that they won't belost. And by now they’ |l probably know every
source of food in the entire place. Don't worry. As| said, they avoid getting involved with people asa
rule. To be honest, they think we re rather an inadequate species.’

‘Splendid,” came an acid comment from someone. ‘ First we have the felcistreating us asinferiors, now
we havewolves. | think Andawyr should bar any more animas coming into the place before we end up
at the very bottom of the mammadian ladder.’

‘What arethesefelcislike? Antyr queried.

‘Don’'t worry, you'll find out soon enough,’” said the man Sitting next to Antyr, echoing Andawyr’ s earlier
comment. ‘In fact, with dl the talk there' s been about you, I' m rather surprised they’ ve not been round
tolook at you. They’re nothing if not nosy.’

‘Inquisitiveisakinder word,” Usche said.

‘Nosy fedls better.’

Before the argument could continue, therewas aflurry of activity at the far end of the room and the
sound of raised voices.

Chapter 10

There was aquality about the noise that Antyr immediately associated with Tarrian: the clatter of people
suddenly obliged to jump aside and loud voicesraised in an explosive mixture of darm and anger. Even
without looking he could see the wolf, and presumably his brother, barging through anything that wasin
theway in their haste to get somewhere. An excited bark and the crash of something faling over,
followed by astring of oaths, confirmed his assessment.

‘I think they’re here he said, levering himsdf up off the low couch wearily. Then another sound reached
him that was quite new. A swooping and remarkably loud whistling. Curious now, he joined the othersin



craning to see what was happening. As he did so, he caught a fleeting glimpse of abrown, sinuous
animd, flitting rgpidly through the confusion. Involuntarily hisfeet came together protectively and
preparatory to jumping on to the couch.

They must have flushed out arat, he thought. And abig one, by the look of it.

A combination of relief and embarrassment swept over him. At least it wasn't anything more serious they
were up to, but then it was hardly the mark of agood guest to expose the more unsavoury inhabitants of
hishost’ sdwelling, dill lessto engage in afrantic pursuit throughit.

Abruptly theanima wasin front of him. Before Antyr could stop it, one of hisfeet came up and rested
on the couch. Only an apparent lack of concern by Usche and her friends kept the other one on the floor.
And, indeed, the anima was not moving. It was Sitting back on its haunches with its forelegs dangling.
Sowly it tilted itshead on one Sde asit looked at Antyr intently with bright, penetrating eyes.

It looked remarkably composed.
And whatever it was, it wasn't arat.

It must be apet, Antyr redlized in terror as Tarrian and Grayle arrived, cascading to a claw-skittering
hat on the polished floor. A vison of aviolent, bloody and very public skirmish resulting in the brutal
destruction of someone’ sdearest filled him. It wasfollowed immediately by aclutch of the direand
humiliating consequences that must surely ensue for both him and the wolvesif this happened. He was
just about to cdl out to Tarrian and Grayle when the animd, sill on its haunches, calmly looked over its
shoulder & the panting pair.

‘Thisishim, ign'tit? it sad, inalanguid but quite clear voice.

Tarrian and Grayle were quite still now except for their [olling tongues and wagging tails. Antyr caught a
hint of areply from one of them and the anima returned to its scrutiny of him.

“Hm. Gapesrather, doesn't he?

Through the bewilderment rapidly taking possession of him, Antyr became aware of Usche standing
close beside him. Her hand on his arm, she had the protective aura of aguide particularly anxiousto
ensure that an inadvertent but important meeting should be carried off successfully. As casudly ashe
could, he removed his errant foot from the couch.

‘ThisisKrigtabel,” Usche said quickly and with heavily forced genidity. ‘ She' safelci. | gather from
what you were just saying that they’ re not an anima you' re familiar with.’

‘Close your mouth.” Tarrian’ s voice hissed unexpectedly in Antyr’ smind. * Y ou look ridiculous’

Caught between Tarrian’ sindignation, Usche' s anxiety, this strange creature’ singpection of him, and the
incipient suspicion that he was perhaps being made the butt of some elaborate prank. Antyr smiled
weakly and uttered a brief string of incomprehensible sounds before managing to say, ‘Hello, Kristabd

The Felci nodded with each word like an adult coaxing a carefully rehearsed greeting out of achild.
‘Very good. | didn’t quite catch thefirst part of that but the rest wasfairly intdligible. He seems
personable enough. Do you have much trouble with him?



Tarrian carefully kept hisreply from Antyr. but Kristabel gave aknowing nod. ‘| understand,” she said.
‘Kristabel, behave yourself,” Usche said through clenched teeth. * Antyr’s our guest.’

Thefelci gave her along look, then dropped on to al fours. Following thewolves spectacular entrance,
the group had become the focus of everyonein the room and asubstantial crowd was now standing
around them, awaiting developments. Usche sat down and motioned Antyr to do the same. Ashedid so
thefelci —to his considerable aarm — clambered on to hisknee. After an elaborate and disconcerting
adjustment of her position, she squatted on her haunches again and continued her study of him.

‘Antyr, eh? Strange names you cregtures give yourselves. | thought maybe the pups had got it wrong,
but there you are. | should have trusted them alittle more, shouldn’t |7 Kristabd’ s voice was deeper
and more resonant than might have been expected from such acomparatively smdl animd. It wasaso
unusualy powerful and, the cresture being immediatdly in front of hisface, indicated to Antyr thet if he
was indeed being made the butt of ajokeit was an extremely well-made one. Wasit, perhaps, someone
giving him abenign demonstration of this Power that so dominated everything here? It seemed
improbable; the creature, its mannerisms, itsvoice, weredl very redigtic. It did not help him, though, that
he could clearly sense afaint suggestion of amusement behind the voice.

‘Kristabel!” Usche hissed. * Stop that!”’

Asbefore, thefelci ignored her and continued its study of Antyr. Hefound her bright-eyed, intelligent
gaze disconcerting.

“You areastrange one, aren't you? she concluded eventually. Her tone was serious and intrigued and
the faint touch of humour had gone. She curled her lip back and absently tapped one of her teeth with a
forepaw. Antyr noticed that the teeth and the claw protruding from the paw both looked very powerful.
Coupled with the musculature he could sense beneath the creature’ s deek fur he decided that this could
be afrighteningly ferocious animd if need arose.

‘There are depths here. There' s something very old about you, young man. Very old. Well, well, how
interesting.” Humming tunelessy to herself she bent even closer, her eyes searching degp into his. Then
they closed, the humming stopped, and she was sniffing at him, her nose twitching energeticaly.

Abruptly, shewas conversationd. ‘ The pups tell me that you and they roam the dreamways. Tell me,
how do you think you do that?

‘Kristabel!” Usche brought her determined face next to thefelci’s. ‘I'm sure if Andawyr wantsyou to
interrogate our guest, he'll ask you.’

‘He'd bewiseto, child, Kristabel replied. Antyr felt Usche stiffen at the word ‘ child’. ‘He won't make
much of himif I’m not there, believe me.” She gave alaugh that ended in ajoyouswhigtle. * Poor Andy,
he' sgoing to have red trouble finding thisonein hiscaculations, | cantdl you. I’ Il make apoint of
gpeaking to him about it, otherwise he' slikely to belost without trace’

‘I'm sure he'll beindebted.”

Kristabel looked at her, then clambered down from Antyr and on to Usche' slap. She gave alow
reproachful whistle and clicked her tongue. * Sarcasm redlly doesn’t becomeyou, child.’

‘Don’'t call me child, Usche muttered darkly. It was obvioudy not anew injunction, but even as she



gpoke it she was stroking the felci affectionately.

‘ Sarcasmand such over-sengtivity. Not endearing traitsin ayoung woman, Usche my dear. Don't you
agree, Dream Finder?

Antyr found himself sammering again at being suddenly dragged into this private and very femde
exchange.

‘| think perhaps Usche istrying to be —is being —a good hostess. Helping meto adjust to the. . " He
was about to say ‘strange’ but caught himsdf intime. ‘Unusud . . . thingsthat are to be found in this
place’

Kristabe’ s gaze returned to him. * Ah, agalant. How refreshing.” She looked round at the watching
Cadwanwr significantly, before speaking to Antyr again. *Y ou find me unusual? she asked.

In some desperation and aided by a prompt from Tarrian, Antyr opted for the truth.

‘Yes, to behonest, | do,” hesaid. ‘I’'venever even heard of . . . felcis. . . before, still less seen or met
one. Infact, I've never met an animal that could actudly talk.’

‘Redlly? Kristabel said. ‘Well, your frankness does you credit, but | presume you mean you' ve never
met anything other than human animasthat talk your rather awkward and inadequate language.” A paw
indicated the dtill-watching group.

Antyr gave up. ‘| suppose so,” he conceded.

Kristabel was reassuring. ‘ Don't fret, young man. | wouldn't dream of reproaching you. Y ou’ re not
aone, by any means. I'm afraid there smany adim creature out there that thinksits own kind are the
totality of everything. And you, at least, can speak to the pups.’

Before Antyr could say anything, Kristabel had jumped down from Usche' s lap and was scratching
vigoroudy. ‘Well, well. Must be off. Thingsto do. A delight to meet you, Antyr. Truly. We must talk. At
length. Y ou’'re more interesting than you know. Y ou could even be one of us. There sathought.” Her
voice became suddenly softer. * Dar-volci would have been so excited to seeyou. | wishhe...” She
stopped and was silent for amoment. Then shewas brisk again.  Still, he' [l be back when he' Il be back
and fretting won't make that any earlier, will it?

To Antyr’sdarm, she stcood on her hind legsimmediately in front of Tarrian. Hisaarm, however,
became surprise asthe wolf lay down and rolled over submissively. Grayle did the same, flattening
himsdlf low and pushing his muzzle gently between the two of them.

‘And lovely to see you two again, pups,’” Kristabdl said, tickling Tarrian’s ssomach and making his back
leg twitch. 'Y ou've grown into fine animas. And you' ve donewell for yoursdvesfinding this. . . Dream
Finder —very wdll. I'll tell everyone you' re back. And the Alphraan. They’ll be delighted. Splendid,
glendid. We'll sing soon.” And she was gone, dipping between thelegs of the crowd, whistling and

laughing.

‘Pups? Antyr said to Tarrian and Grayle witheringly asthe sound of Kristabel’ s departing faded. * What
wasdl that about?

‘Later. It'stoo complicated,” Tarrian replied as he stood up and shook himself noigly. Antyr did not



pursue the matter. He could fed something rising from the wolf that he had never known before. It
carried too much of the anima’ s degper nature for him to be able to identify it, though it was
unmistakably joyousin character. He knew that the two animals were sharing thiswith him deliberately
and that they could say nothing more about what they were experiencing. He bent low and stroked both
of them by way of acknowledgement.

‘Areyou dl right? It was Usche. Aswasinvariably the case when he had touched near the wolves' true
sdf, the human voice sounded harsh and crude. For an instant he understood Kristabel’ s remark about
their language being both awkward and inadequate.

‘I'msorry,” hesaid. ‘1 wasjust talking to Tarrian and Grayle.’

Usche was brushing hairs from her robe. She stopped and looked first at him and then at the two
wolves. ‘Well, | supposeif our felci surprised you by talking out loud, we' Il have to get used to your
talking silently to your Companions,” shesaid. ‘ Although, | haveto say, | think it’ sthe stranger of the
two.” Then she asked the question that Odang had asked. * Could they speak to me like that?

‘They could, but they won't,” Antyr said, anticipating Tarrian’ srefusal. Usche' s brown eyes|looked at
him, disappointed.

‘I don’t know why they won't,” hefelt obliged to add. ‘ And it wouldn’t do any good for meto press
them.” Then, unable to prevent himsalf from explaining further, ‘1 think they find our thoughts unsettling.
There' s something about us— something they can’t reach, just as| can't reach fully into them — something
that frightensthem.” He shrugged. ‘It sonly athought. It'sa subject I’ ve learned to avoid over the
years’

‘| understand,” Usche said, though Antyr could see that the topic would arise again sooner or later. Then
she frowned and gave the wolves asidelong look. * Y ou said “thoughts’, didn’t you? They can't pry into
my thoughts, can they? Tell what I'm thinking?

‘No,” Antyr lied confidently, as he dways did when this question was asked. All the Serenstad Dream
Finderslied about it both routinely and with great conviction. It wasthe Guild of Dream Finders only
true secret. No one knew why but there was a strong presumption that the practice had itsoriginsina
violent past.

Usche looked rdlieved, if alittle suspicious. However, she was prevented from pursuing the matter by
the mounting curiogity of her watching colleagues. Everyone in the room was now gathered about them
and each newcomer naturaly gravitated towards them. They were beginning to ask questions of Antyr.

Usche stood up and raised her armsfor silence uncertainly. Antyr saw why; it was obvious that severa
of those present were senior to her.

‘Can | ask you for alittle patience, Brothers? We' ve al got so many questionsto ask, but as you know,
Antyr has only just arrived after along journey and, asyo