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CHAPTER ONE

The copper tea kettle skittered at its magic-given top speed through the woodland track. It had aready
polished its bottom shiny on the aternate turf and bare earth it skidded across. Its owner, the AAA+
magician S. Carolinus, had once, many years ago, commanded it dwaysto be three-quartersfull of
water for tea; and to have that water on the bail. In spite of itsmission, it was faithfully three-quartersfull
and on the bail, now.

“Ontheboail,” in Caralinus’ sterms, meant that the kettle water was just below the boiling point; so that
Carolinus could have his cup of teawhen he wanted it, night or day.

So now the kettle continued to skitter and amost boil. Only asit bounced over the uneven ground, it
occasionaly splashed some of that water high againgt its hotter, dry, higher-up sides; and that water
burst in steam out of its spout.

When this happened it gave asharp, brief whistle. It could not help whistling, any morethan it could help
being on the bail, or going to Carolinus’ s rescue-which was what it was doing now. It was only akettle.
But if, as some folk suspected, the articles of Carolinus’s cottage had persondlities of their own, this
kettle’ s heart wasin its present task.

So, it skittered through the wood-at the best speed with which Carolinus had endowed it-giving voice
occasondly to its sharp whistle; and the crestures of the woodland it passed reacted accordingly.

A bear feeding on al four legs stood up suddenly with a“Whuf!” of surprise asit went by. Aargh, the
English wolf, who feared nothing but had an ordinary wolf’ s prudence where unknown things were
concerned, leaped abruptly to cover behind atree asit went by, in order to observeit from relative



safety. A boar, farther down the path, who was in the habit of charging anything in sight, on generd
principles, blinked hiseyes at it, his curly tusks gleaming in the sunlight, got ready to charge-then thought
better of it, inthiscase.

He backed away, off the path, and |et the little kettle pass.

So it proceeded. Deer fled fromit; smal burrowing creatures dived into their burrows at the sight of it.
In short, it Soread congternation in every direction asit passed. But, thiswas only the beginning, the
preamble to what happened when at last it broke out of the treesinto the cleared area surrounding the
Cadtle de Bois de Maencontri, the castle of that gentleman, the famous Dragon Knight: Baron Sir James
Eckert de Bois de Maencontri et Riveroak (currently not in residence).

The kettle skittered across the cleared area, mounted the bridge over the moat, and shot through the
open great gatesin the curtain wall of the castle. There was aguard on duty at the gate. But he did not
seethekettle until it began to clatter across the logs which made up the bridge. When he did, he nearly
dropped his spear. He was under orders never to leave his post for any reason-as fourteenth-century
guards on the front gates of castles dwayswere. But in this particular case he held on franticdly to his
spear and ran full speed ahead of the kettle into the courtyard, shouting at the top of hisvoice.

“Gonemad! | dways said hewould!” muttered the castle blacksmith, glancing up briefly from the open
shelter above hisforge in the courtyard, carefully built away from anything e seit might et fireto. The
blacksmith had lowered his eyes again by the time the kettle went by, and he dismissed the sharp
whistles he heard asmerely aringingin hisears.

Meanwhile the guard had fled through the open door of the castleinto the Great Hall, ill shouting.

“A witch-kettle! A witch-kettle. Help!” His voice rang againgt the walls of the Great Hall and back into
the cagtleitsdlf, bringing other servantsflooding out. “It’ sfollowing mel Help! Help!”

Hisvoice reached even to the kitchen of the castle where the Lady Angelade Bois de Maencontri et
Riveroak wastdlling the cook-for the several hundredth time-that after returning from the outhouse she
must wash her hands before cutting up mest.

The Lady Angelawas awinsome sight, in ablue and silver gown, had either she or the cook cared
about that at the moment; but neither of them did. Picking up her skirtswith aresigned fury-resigned,
because it seemed there was dways something around the castle for her, as Chatelaine, to be furious
about-Lady Angelaheaded in the direction of the shouting voice.

When she got to the Great Hall, she discovered the men-at-arms there, with other servants, were dl
plastered back againgt itswalls, while the little kettle had somehow managed to mount the high table, set
itsdlf in the very center, and begun whistling steadily, asif it was teartime-not only for Carolinus but for
anyone el'se who was around.

“M’lady! M’lady!” babbled the gate guard, as she passed him where he was clinging to one of the pillars
of the halls about four feet off thefloor. “It isawitch-kettle! Ware! Go no closer! It isawitch-kettle-”

“Nonsense!” said the Lady Angela, who was from an dternate world in the twentieth century where they
no longer believed in witch-kettles.

She strode decisively past the guard toward the high table.

CHAPTER TWO

Meanwhile, lessthan amile and ahdf from this scene, there was the Dragon Knight, himself. He wasthe
good knight Sir James Eckert, Baron-and in the King’ s name- Lord of the High Justice and the Low, for
the lands of le Bois de Maencontri et Riveroak-though where Riveroak was, only James and the Lady
Angdaknew.



Actuadly, it was the name of the small town holding the twentieth-century college in which they had both
been teaching assistants, before they had ended up back here, dimensions away, in an dternate
fourteenth-century world-with dragons, ogres, sand-mirks and other suchlike interesting characters.

To everyone else here, Riveroak was a place unknown; probably far, far away over the western sea.

At the moment. Sir James, being in direct fief from the King, and with atendency to avoid administering
any justice, High or Low, to the people of hislands, was presently engaged in picking flowers.

Hewas on hisway back from an over-long stay up at the border between England and Scotland, in the
north. He had stopped for the flowers, hoping that a bouquet, presented to hiswife, might alay part of
her understandable annoyance at his somewhat overdue reappearance.

He had been led to these flowers by his neighbor and closest friend, the dso good knight Sir Brian
Neville-Smythe. Sir Brian was unfortunately only aknight banneret, with aruined castle which hewas
hard put to keep livable; but he had anamein the land; not only as a Companion of the Dragon Knight,
but in hisown right asamaster of the lance, at the many tournaments held about the English land in this
time

Sir Brian, full of hgppiness, was by thistime agood four miles off; on hisway to hislady-love, the
beauteous Lady Geronde Isabel de Chaney, current Chatelaine of Castle de Chancy; since her father,
the Lord of same, had been gone now some yearsin Crusade to the Holy Land.

Sheand Sir Brian could not marry until her father returned and gave permission. But they could most
certainly get together-and did at every opportunity. Sir Brian (and Dafydd ap Hywel, the Master
archer-another close friend and Companion) had been with Sir James up at the Scottish border, viditing
the castle of Sir Giles de Mer, afourth true Companion and good knight. Like James, Dafydd was also
only now returning to hishome, ahaf-day’ sride away, with the outlaw band of hisfather-in-law, Gileso’
the Wold.

Since Sir Brian knew dl this countryside like the back of his hand, and Sir James was only alatecomer
of barely three years, it had taken Sir Brian to direct him to this place where summer flowers might be
gathered nearest to Jm’ s castle.

Sr Brian’ s knowledge had been excellent. On the water-rich ground of a marshy-edged lake there was
indeed aproliferation of plantsin flower, with rather loose petals of asort of orangey-yelow color.

They were not exactly in the same class with roses, of which James-or Jm, as he till thought of
himsdlf-had vaguely been thinking. But they were undeniably flowers; and alarge bouquet of them could
certainly not make matters worse concerning Angie’ s reaction to his delayed homecoming.

He had his arms half-filled with lengths of twig with blossoms on them-for the flowers grew on a sort of
bush, rather than individually-when he was interrupted by a bubbling sound from the |ake before him.
Lifting hiseyesfrom the flowers, he suddenly frozein postion.

The water in the center of the pond was disturbed. 1t was mounding upward into large water bubbles
that finaly burst and let around shape poke through. The round shape grew and grew and grew...

Jm stared. Because it seemed that the round shape would never stop growing. Findly, it emerged to the
point of reveding itself asten feet across; and looked like nothing so much as short, wet, blond hair
plastered to an enormous round skull.

It continued to come up; rising until it revealed a huge forehead, apair of rather innocent-looking blue
eyes under thick blond eyebrows, a massive nose and an even more massive mouth and jaw-a face that
would have been heavy-boned even if it had been the face of aman of norma size. But what it was, in
fact, was the face of an incredible giant. If the head was any indication, the whole person to whom it
bel onged must be nearly ahundred feet in height; and Jm would have guessed, from his acquaintance
with such smal lakes asthis, that the water in it was nowhere degper than eight feet.



Jm had no time to speculate on this, however, because just then the head began to forge toward him
with its chin just above water; creating a condderable bow wave with amuscular neck thoroughly in
proportion with the head. The bow wave ran ahead, leaped the margin of thelake, and splashed Jm to
the knees. Meanwhile, more and more of the body belonging to the face had risen above the water to
reved agiant not astal, but even more remarkable than Im had expected.

Towering, thismongter eventually stepped out on to the margin of the lake, to stand dripping, and staring
down at Jm. Jm’ s estimate had indeed been wrong. Thirty feet was more like the actua height of this
stranger.

Giant as he was, he still seemed perfectly human in every other respect. He wore some sort of massive
piece of gray-colored hide, or skin with no fur on it. This hung from one shoulder, dropping to his knees
and wrapped around him in the fashion of Tarzan’ sclothing in old movies. Or, thought Jm alittlewildly,
the way cavermen were normdly pictured as being dressed in anima skins.

But there were two differences between this and a caveman. No, three. The first was his enormous size.
The second was that he was apparently as at home on the land and breathing air as he presumably had
been under the lake and breathing water. But the third was the most amazing of al. The man, or
creature, or whatever he was, tapered downward.

In short, below that enormous head he had ardatively narrow, by giant standards, pair of shoulders, and
achest only dightly smdler in proportion to the shoulders. But he continued to taper on downward from
there, until he ended up in feet that were probably no more than four timesaslargeasJm’s.

The same could not be said of his hands, which |ooked not merely large enough to be bucketsfor a
derrick, but to seem capable of picking up aderrick itself in each fist.

“Wait!” boomed the giant. Or at |least that was what Jim thought he heard.
“Wait?’ echoed Jm, startled into speech. “What for... 7’

Then heredlized, out of hisearlier yearsin the twentieth century when he had been an associate teacher
a Riveroak in the English department, that what he had just heard was not “wait.” He was being
addressed in Old English; and what he had actualy heard was “ Hwaet!”

The only reason he made this identification with hiswhirling mind was because that same word happened
to be thefirst onein the Old English poem of Beowulf, created some fourteen hundred years before Jm’ s
own origind time, on hisown world.

Hetried to remember what “ Hwaet” meant-evidently it was some form of greeting or cdl to
attention-but he was too bewildered a the moment to fish up any of the Old English he had once
painfully learned. It was ashock to be addressed so, here on thisworld; where up until now every
human being, and those of the animalswho aso inexplicably talked, including the dragons, spoke the
same tongue.

“I'm-1"m sorry,” he stammered, “but | don’t speak-*
The giant interrupted him, talking now in the same language everyone e se did.

“Of coursel” he boomed. “Been two thousand years, if me memory serves-or wasit three? A long time,
anyhow, since last | was here. The way folk speak was bound to change. No, it’ sdl right, wee man, |
can aso spesk theway you littlefolk do. Easy asthat!”

*¢ ¢ ¢ Aacthe snapped the thumb and middie finger of hisright hand together, with anoise likethat of a
cannon going off.

Jm shook the ringing out of his ears, and broke out with the firgt thought that came into his still-stunned

mind. Helooked from the inversdly pyramida giant to the lake, which now seemed, by comparison, very

smadl indeed.



“But-“ hesaid. “Where’d you come from? How did you get-*

“Lost meway!” boomed the giant, interrupting him again. “Many centuriesit issince my last faring hither.
Midad meway among the underground waters of thiside.”

Jm’ sonly thought was that now the other was beginning to sound even more like Beowulf-but Beowul f
trandated, with asort of old-seamanlike flavor.

Standing only adozen feet apart asthey were, Jm had to crane his neck to look up at the giant’ sface;
and he got avery foreshortened view of it, even at that. To see the other morefairly, he backed off
about twelve paces.

“Fear not!” boomed the giant. “Know that | am Rrrnif, a Sea Devil. Call me *Ranulf,” asyou weefolk
did thelast time | was here. Asthen, by the Sirens, | mean you and your kind noiill. It’s another | seek.
How do cdl yoursdf, lad?’

“I-er-* Jm, on the verge of introducing himself amply as*Jm Eckert,” caught himself just intime, “am
Sir James Eckert, Baron of Maencontri-*

“Strange names you small folk do have!” rumbled thegiant. “Only one ‘R and no ‘L’ anywhere.
However, no matter. Whereaway’ s the sea?’

Jm pointed westward.

“Ah,” said the Sea Devil with satisfaction, “then I’ m lost no longer.” His speech was becoming more
normal with every sentence. “From here | can go anywhere beneath the ground and not be lost again.
But why hold those-whatever they be?’

“Howersfor my wife,” Imtold him.

“She eatsflowers?’ boomed Rrrif, saring.

“Noooo...” said Jm, wondering how to explain himsdlf. “ She just likes to keep them-to look at them,
you know.”

“Why doesn’t she come here, then, to get them?’ demanded Rrrnif.

Jm was beginning to get alittle annoyed with al this questioning. What blasted business of this
human-shaped mammoth was it anyway about Angie and the flowers?-On the other hand, no point in
making someone hissze angry.

“Because she' d rather have them close at hand!” he said.

At the same moment, an ideaexploded in his mind like a shower-of-stars rocket on the Fourth of July.
He had been completdly forgetting the-admittedly limited-magical ability he had picked up in coming to
thisfeuda world. What was the use of being ableto do magic, if amagician like himself couldn’t use
magic to take care of alittle Stuation like this?

Quickly, hewrote aspell ontheinsde of hisforehead.

MAKE ME AND MY CLOTHES? SEA DEVIL SIZE

Immediatdy he found himsdlf looking into the giant’ sface on alevel. Asusua there had been no
particular sensation; but he was now thirty feet or so tall himsalf and gazing at the other from what
seemed to be only a couple of feet awvay.

Seen graight on thisway by someone the same Size, the Sea Devil appeared rather a plessant-faced, if
still heavy-boned, blond character, with only the shape peculiarity about him, except the intense, deep
blue of hiseyes. They were eyeswhich irresstibly reminded Jm of the greatest depths of seawater at
which he had ever gazed, with sunlight glancing off it.



Surprisingly, Rrrif did not seem at dl sartled by Jm’s sudden growth.
“Ah. A weemage!” hesad.

Hisvoice gill boomed. But now it did not seem to have the thunderous qudity that Jm had thought he
had heard in it, while listening to Rrrnlf from his own norma height above the ground. The other went on.

“Well met. Mage!” said Rrrnlf. “Fear not. | know magic and those who do it.”
He beamed a Jm.

“-A great luck meeting you!” Hisvoice wasjubilant. “A mageisthevery oneto aid me. It happens|’m
in search of afoul robber, whose limbs| will tear from hisbody when | find him; leaving him to wrigglein
the seamud like the worm heigl Only, use your magic and tell me whereto find him.”

“I'mafrad,” sad Jm, “my magic’ s not that good yet. I’ m just sarting out asamagician. |’ m sorry to
hear you’ ve been robbed, though-*

“Most foully and unfairly robbed!” burst out Rrrnlf, suddenly looking very dangerous. “My Lady taken
fromme!”

“Your Lady?’ said Jm. Hetried to imagine afemae equivaent of Rnrnlf, but his mind boggled at the
idea. “Y ou mean-your wife?’

“Wife? Never that!” boomed Rrrnlf. “What does a Sea Devil need with awife? ThiswasaLady | took
from asunken ship-from the prow of asunken ship; and was the image of my own lost love. A most fair
Lady, with golden hair and atrident in onelittle hand. She had been fixed to a ship sunk sometime past.
| broke her free and took her to safety. For the last fifteen hundred years | have gilded and adorned her
with gems. But now sheis stolen—and | know by who. It was one of the sea serpents! Aye, awicked
sea serpent, who envied me her; and stole her away when | wasn’t there, to keep in hisown hoard!”

Jm’ shead spun. It was bad enough to try to imagine afemae Sea Devil. It wasinfinitely worseto juggle
al theinformation thrown a himin Rrmif’ s last words. He knew of the existence of sea serpents. The
granduncle of the dragon in whose body he had found himsdlf, when he had first landed in thistime and
world, had told him once of adragon ancestor who had once dain a sea serpent in single combat.

Hetried to think of the name of both the ancestor and the sea serpent. He found he could not remember
any name for the serpent-perhaps he had not been told any-but the name of his dragon ancestor had
been Gleingul. According to his dragon granduncle, what Gleingul had done in winning a one-on-one
fight with the sea serpent had been something like the equivaent of the origina St. George daying the
origina dragon.

Just why Gleingul and the serpent had been fighting had never been explained to him. But if sea serpents
were something like undersea dragons, in that they believed in accumulating hoards of gold and gems,
what Rrrnlf was saying made sense.

“| see,” he sad, after amoment, “but I’m afraid | can’t help you. | haven’t seen any sea serpents around
here-

“Y ou have dready helped me by giving methe direction of the seal” said Rrrnlf. “1 shdl returnto my
search now; and- fear not-1 will find him. Granfer said that for some reason the sea serpentswere dl
headed toward thiside. The onel seek may have sought to hide underground on thisidand; though they
like not fresh water and avoid it by any means. We Sea Devils care not whether water be st or
fresh-or even that we stand in open air asnow | do. So, | bid you farewell. I’min your debt, wee mage.
Cdl on meif ever you need me.”

With that he turned about, stepped back into the |ake and strode toward the middle of it, the water
swalowing him up verticaly asit grew deeper. Jm suddenly thought of something.

“But how would | find you?’” Jm cdled after him.



Rrrnif looked back over his shoulder briefly.
“Cdl for me at the seashore!” he boomed back. * Even awee man should know that much. Send your
message by the surf. | shdl hear!”

“But... what if you’ re on the other side of theworld?’ caled Jm. Living in this fourteenth-century society
had taught him to seize on any friendships that came hisway. He had no idea how Rrrnlf could ever be
useful to him; but it would do no harm to be ableto call on him. But the other had already submerged.

“Wherever in the ocean-seal am, your wordswill reech mel” said Rrrnif, suddenly bobbing up again.
“The seaisfull of voicesand they go onforever. If you call for mel will hear you no matter where | am.
FarewdI!”

He disappeared once more under the surface.

Jm stood staring at the lake until the disturbed water findly smoothed out, leaving no sign that the giant
had ever been there. Bemusedly, he turned himself back to his actua size; and went back to gathering a
full armful of the blossoms. Then he mounted hiswar horse, Gorp, who had been standing by,
comfortably munching on some of the soft and sweet grass of the lake margin, and rode off toward his
cadle.

It took him only a short timeto reach it. He frowned as he rode across the open space-kept open for
defense purposes- between it and the surrounding trees. There was something of a desolate look about
the castle that bothered him. He urged Gorp to atrot; and within afew moments clattered over the logs
of the drawbridge and into the courtyard.

The courtyard was apparently empty. His origina fedling of uneas ness became afull-blown foreboding.
He dismounted hastily from Gorp and started toward the front door of the castle. Ingtantly he was
amost knocked off hisfeet by being-for all practica purposes-tackled around the knees. He looked
down and saw the agonized face of the castle blacksmith who was till embracing hiskneesin the
powerful grip of hisdeeveless, burn-scarred ams.

“My Lord!” cried the blacksmith, who had findly become aware of what was going on since he had
seen the guard running for the castle and shouting about awitch-kettle. “Go not in! Thecastleishddina
thrall by awitch-kettle! We are al doomed if you are caught in that thralldom, too! Stand out herein
safety and counter that evil with your magic. Otherwise we are dl destroyed forevermore!”

“Don’t bedl-* began Jm; then he remembered just in time that theword “slly” had a different meaning
inthe middle ages. It meant “innocent” or “ blessed” -which was not what he meant at the moment. He
decided that the best way out of this Situation wasthe direct, or medieval, method.

“Unhand, dog!” he snapped, in his best baronia manner. “Do you think | fear thraldom by any
witch-device?’

“You... d-don’'t?” sammered the blacksmith.
“Absolutely not!” said Jm. “Now, stay hereand I’ || take care of the matter.”

The blackamith’ sarmsfell away from around his knees and the expression on his face changed to one of
hope as Jm stalked off.

About halfway to the castle door, however, afirst small doubt began to nibble at Jm. Thiswasaworld
where nothing could be taken for granted; and magic was very much a part of it. Perhapsthere actualy
were such things as witch-kettles? Perhaps they could indeed hold peoplein thral... ?

He shrugged the thought off. He was angry with himsdf for even thinking it. After dl, he reminded
himself, hewasamagician, if only aC rated one.

He strode forward and in through the doorway into the Great Hall, continuing on toward the high table at
theHdl’ sfar end.



Within, the walls were crowded with the castle’ s servitors. But they were dl deathly slent; and dll
pressed as far back againgt the sides of the hall asthey could get. On the high table there wasindeed a
kettle, that appeared to be steaming; and a so-athough he could hardly believe it-singing with that steam
in abreathy little voice that nonetheless carried itsmelody, at least, clearly through the hall.

Standing mationless, looking down &t it with thetip of her right forefinger most uncharacteristicaly in her
mouth, was hiswife, the Lady Angda

No more than those pressed againgt the wall al around them, did she move or make a sound.

CHAPTER THREE

Jm brokeinto arun toward the high table. No one had seemed to notice his presence until now, but
now hefdt asif dl eyeswere on him. He was dmost to the kettle now, anyway.

TheLady Angdlaturned at the sound of hisrunning feet. Shetook thetip of her finger from her mouth
and stared at him asif hewas aghogt. He vaulted up to the level of the high table and enfolded her in his
ams

“Angie” hesad.

For amoment she did nothing; then she enclosed him in her own arms and kissed him fiercely.

“Jm!” shesad. “Oh, IJm!”

They hung together for afew moments; and then Jm felt himself pushed away from her, with her hands
on hischest. A dark frown was gathering over her eyes.

“And just where have you been al thistime-* she began.

Hadtily, he shoved the flowers, which he had been unconscioudy carrying dl thistimein hisleft hand,
into her ams.

“For youl” hesaid.

“Jm, | don’t care- She broke off again and looked down at the flowers. After a second shetook along
deep sniff a them. “Oh, Jm-* She broke off with an entirely different notein her voice. She lowered her
head and sniffed deeply again at the flowers, then she put her arms around him once again, hugging him
to her.

“Damnyou!” shewhispered in hisear; then kissed him again, both angrily and lovingly. Then they both
let go and stood back from each other.

“But areyou all right?” demanded Jim. “ Your finger was in your mouth-*

“Oh, | burned it on thiskettle,” said Angie vexedly. “I couldn’t believe that it was boiling with no heet
under it, so | touched. Stupid thing to do! But Jm-how does it happen you turn up at just this moment?
Did you use magic, or something?’

“Not to get here at just thismoment,” said JIm. “Why is getting here at just this moment so important?’
“Because the kettle just got here, too, and it wantsto talk to you!”

“Thekettle?” Jm stared from her to the utensil, sleaming and singing away on thetable. “ A kettle wants
to talk to me?’

“Yed Don’'t you hear it?” demanded Angie. “Listen!”

Jm ligened.

The kettlewas ill Snging away in its breethy little voice; and up close, as Jm was now, he found its
singing made recognizable words. The song was a brief refrain, but repeated over and over again.

Thisisan emergency.



Fetch Jm Eckert hereto me.

Heisneeded desperatdly!

Fetch Jm Eckert hereto mel

Jm blinked as the kettle went back to itsfirst line and began to sing the quatrain all over again. He
listened to it hafway through again before he came out of his daze.

“I'm here!” hetold the kettle. “Thisis Jm Eckert. I’ m here. What do you want to tell me?’
Thekettleimmediately switched its song.

It sang:

Carolinus needsyou, Jm,

Y ou mugt swiftly rescue him!

Heissck, inliving hell-

From nurseswho would make him wel!

Two “wisawomen,” from Hill Farm

Not redly wise, but strong of arm.

Dose and poultice him to desth.

Haste, before hisfind breath!

Rescue Carolinug!

Rescue Carolinug!

Rescue Caro-

“All right! All right, I ve got the message!” snapped Jim; since it seemed the kettle was prepared to go
on snging “Rescue Carolinud” indefinitely.

Thekettlefdl slent. A smdl puff of white steam did manage to escape from its spout after he had
spoken-but it was absolutely noiseless. The kettle’ s copper sides seemed to gleam at him in apology, but
asoin mute reproach. Inexplicably, Im felt guilty for hisoutburst at it.

“Sorry,” hesaid doud, without thinking.

“Youidiot!” Angie hugged him once more, affectionately. “I1t’ sonly akettle. It doesn’t understand an
gpology.”
“| supposeyou’reright.” Therewasacold feding in the pit of Jm’sstomach. “But evidently Carolinusis

sck and being mistreated by these people who think they’ re heping him get well-as | can well believe
could happen in this particular here and now. I'll haveto go to him right away.”

“We'll both goto him right away!” said Angie. “And didn’t the kettle sing something about these women
being strong of arm? 1 think we better take afew men-at-arms aong with us. Theoluf!”

Jm’ ssquire detached himsdlf from thewall and came forward.

“Yes m’'Lady?M’Lord?" he asked. He was amost unusua-looking squire, having been one of Jm’s
men-at-arms until he had been promoted to this new rank. Above the half-coat of armor he wore on his
upper body, his dark face under itsdightly graying shock of hair-though he was probably no more than
in hisearly thirties-and the scar on hisface made him look asif he had been around for years.

“Pick out eight of the men-at-arms; and you and they come along with us,” commanded Angie. “Also
seeto the horsesand al other preparations for the trip. We'll leaveimmediady.”

Shelooked past him.

“Solange!” shecdlled.

The castle cook, atal woman well into her forties and about fifty pounds overweight-athough alot of
that looked asif it might be muscle-also came toyard from the wall. She was abit on the stout sde to be
curtsying; but she gave asort of abob.



“Yes, m’ Lady?

“Seefood is made up for the men’ s saddle bags and for m’ Lord and mysdlf,” said Angie. “In my
absenceyou arein charge of theinsde servants. Yves? Yves Mortain! Oh, there you are. As chief
man-at-arms, you'’ || bein command of the castle while we’re gone. Y ou both understand?’

“Yes, m’'Lady,” sad Yves. With Solange, he turned away. She was not from France, in spite of her
name, but actudly from theidand of Guernsay.

“One moment!” snapped Angie. “Who do we have that knows something about these two ssters from
what wasit- Hill Farm?’

“Margot might,” said Solange, turning back. “ She comes from near there, m’ Lady.”

“Margot!” cdled Angie. But it seemed that Margot was not among those in the Hall. “ Solange, have her
fetched at once and sent to us!”

“Right away, m’ Lady,” said Solange.

Margot made an appearance within afew moments after Solange disappeared through the doorway
back into the keegp and its ground-floor kitchen. Apparently she had been back there at some duty or
other when the kettle camein, and had prudently stayed out of sight.

“Yes, m’'Lady,” shesad, curtsying. Shealso wastall, but narrow, with awide mouth and graying blonde
hair.

“What do you know about two sisters who act as nurses and help sick people-for afee
undoubtedly-from a place cdled Hill Farm?’

“Ohthat’ d be Elly and Eldra, m’ Lady,” said Margot. “They were the only two children of old Tom
Eldred, who was the biggest and strongest man around the neighborhood. Both Elly and Eldratook after
him-looked like him, | mean, m’ Lady. Asaresult no man would have them for fear of being beaten by
hiswife; instead of the other way around. Y oung Tom Davely even left home and ran off, when Eldred
told him he was going to take Elly to wife whether heliked it or not-*

“Thank you, Margot,” said Angie, decisively, for Margot had dropped into a comfortable, confidentia
tone which seemed to threaten a complete history of her neighborhood. “That telsus al we need to
know. Y ou can get back to whatever you were doing, now.”

Sheturned to JIm.

“I’ve got afew other arrangements to make, to be sure the castle doesn’t fal gpart whilel’m gone,” she
sadtoJm. “You’ d better take afresh horse. Even if you’ veridden him easily, Gorp’ s been carrying you
for some daysnow, | imagine.”

“You'reright,” said Jm. “1’ll go take care of that right now.”

He and Angie went off in opposite directions, Jim to make hisway back out the front of the Great Hall,
from which the servants were rapidly dispersing, under the sensible servant doctrine that if thosein
authority couldn’t see them, they were much lesslikely to be put to work.

In less than haf an hour the expedition to rescue Carolinus was on horseback and on itsway. Jm and
Angierodefirgt, with Theoluf and eight of his best men-at-arms behind them. The kettle had been left,
looking alittle forlorn, the only occupant of the Great Hall. Servants were normally passing to and fro
through that large space; but the fedling that the kettle might after al till have something of witchery
about it was enough to make them keep their distance.

Jm and Angie were busily comparing notes. Her part consisted of bringing him up to date on affairs
around the castle. But she listened closely as hetold her about the Sea Devil; and then to hisearlier
adventures up near the Scottish border. These involved the Hollow Men (who were aform of ghost)



and the Borderers, those Northumbrian knights and others of authority who lived next to the Scottish
border, and-last but not least-the Little Men.

She had been fascinated that the Little Men had taken to Dafydd, which was why they had wanted him
to act astheir leader; and Jm ended up very nearly telling her that on which Dafydd had sworn him to
slence-the fact that the bowman had been related to an ancient royalty that the Little Men remembered,
evenif noonedsedid.

“I’d tell you the whole story, but | promised Dafydd,” said Jm finally.

“That’sdl right,” said Angie. “I know there are some things you can’t tell me. Aslong asit’ snothing to
do with your own hedlth and safety, | don’t worry about it. Do you think the Little Men could bewhat’s
left of the Picts who were there when the Romans built the wal 1?7’

“I don’t know. We could ask Dafydd; but | promised to forget his connection with them-so | don’t like
to go asking him questions.”

He reached across from his horse, took her hand and squeezed it. They |ooked into each other’ s eyes.
“You're marvelous, you know that?’ said Jim.

“Of course| know it,” said Angielightly. She gave Jm’ s hand an extra squeeze and let it go. They went
back to riding sde by side in perfectly decorous fashion.

The Tinkling Water, which wasthe place of Carolinus’ s residence, was not far away, and they were
there before they had run out of thingsto tell each other. Its pool, turf and trees, at least, were
unchanged.

It had always been in a peacefully empty, open circle of grass surrounded by tall ems. The grass had
aways been close and lush without any sign of aweed iniit. It had been like a carpet surrounding the
pool and small, peaked-roofed house that Jim knew from experience had only two rooms- one upstairs
and one down.

The front door was approached by agravel path that was aways magicaly raked, up to itssingle step to
the entrance. Beside the path was the smdll, round pool of beautifully blue water, from the exact center
of which ajet spouted somefour or fivefeet into the air, before breaking into drops and faling back into
the pool with atinkling sound that was very much like that of the wind gently clashing some orientd glass
chimes. It wasthis particular el ement that gave the location the name of The Tinkling Weter.

InJm’ sopinion it had always been avery beautiful place. But it was not abeautiful place now.

The reason for thiswas some thirty to forty people who were now camped around the cottage. Their
tattered shdlters- it would have been flattering them to cal them tents-were scattered over the lush, green
lawn. Litter was everywhere; and the people themsalves-mainly men, but with some women and afew
children-were more dirty and ragged than usud, even for the fourteenth century.

It was very clear what had happened. Carolinus’s place had been surrounded by one of the roving
bands of vagabonds and ruffians who were continually on the move up and down the roads, working
when they had to, stealing when they could, and belonging to no particular Lord or Magter.

It was equally clear that they were here at this present time like vultures at a carcass, in the hopes that
Carolinuswould not survive, and that they might find vauable pickingsinsde his house and property.
Right now, of course, they were merely waiting to see what would devel op.

Angie, Jm saw, recognized them as quickly as Jm himsdlf had-and he was sure that the men-at-arms
behind him had done so even more quickly. He heard the dight rattle and clink of metal on meta ashis
eight men-at-arms and Theoluf made sure their weapons were close a hand and in position for quick
use.



Ignoring them dl, Jm led the way, riding his horse through the crowd, forcing it to scatter and clear
before him until he cameto the grave path. Then he dismounted, and Angie with him. Among the sullen
muttering of the mob avoice could be heard explaining this was the dragon who was a knight.

“No, Angie!” he said urgently, in avoice low enough for her to hear but not loud enough to carry to
those around. “ Stay on horseback. It’ssafer. I'll goindone”

“You certainly will not goindonel” said Angie. “I want to look at these so-called nurses!”

She had dismounted and started up the gravel walk before Jim had a chance to do anything but hurry
after her. They reached the door and Jm flung it open without knocking.

A gush of ill-scented air struck them in the face, and for amoment the gloom inside confounded their
eyes, adjusted to the outsde sunlight. Then they saw that Carolinus waslying on his bed, the head of
which was againg afar wall of the downstairs room. One woman was standing over him with folded
armswhile another stood across the room, both looking around with startled faces at Jim and Angie.

Margot’ s description had not exaggerated. Both of these “wisewomen” had three or four inches of
height on Jm; and they probably outweighed him by something likefifty pounds apiece. They were as
broad-shouldered as they were tdl; and the folded bare arms of the woman who stood by Carolinus’s
bed showed muscleslike thosein thearms of Jm’ s blacksmith. It was thiswoman who wasthe first to
react to their entrance.

“Who beye?’ she sngpped in abaritone voice. “Thisbeasick house. Out with ye! Out!”
And she freed one of her armsto wave them away asif they wereflies.

Jm ft himsdf brushed against from behind and Theoluf suddenly gppeared beside himsdf and Angie.
The squire had for the moment reverted back to being the chief man-at-arms he had once been; and not
merely hisface, but hiswhole manner, was anything but friendly toward the two women.

“Silencel” he snarled. “ And show proper respect for the Baron and Lady of Maencontri.” Helaid a
hand on his sword hilt and took astep forward. “Did the two of you hear me? Let’ s hear some courtesy
fromyou!”

“Elly! cried the woman across the room, shrinking back againgt thewadll. “ * Tis Sir Dragon and his
Lady!”
“Dragon Knight or no,” said Elly, unmoved, still standing by the bed with her arms il folded, “thisisno

part of their domain; but land that belongs only to the Mage, whom we are here to tend. Here, we give
the orders. Out with the two of you! Out! Out!”

Theoluf’ s sword rasped out of its scabbard.

“How say you, m’Lord?’ he said. Hiseyes glittered. “ Shdl | call the lads and take these two out and
hang them?’

“Hang them?’ cried Angiein her ringing voice. “No! They must be witches. Bum them! Take them and
burn them-both of them!”

The one againgt the wall, who was obvioudy the sister named Eldra, gave ashriek and crammed herself
even further back againgt thewall. Even Elly, by the bed, seemed shaken. Jm stared at Angie. He had
never heard that tone of voice from Angie before, or expected her to express such sentiments before.
Thiswas his gentle Angie, talking about burning people alive? Then he redlized that Angie did not mean
the threst. She was merely trying to crack the composure of Elly, the stronger-minded sister.

Elly, however, remained stoutly by the bed, athough even in the rdaively dim light of the house with its
few narrow windows, it could be seen that she had turned pale.

“Taking of burning’ sonething. Doing it’s another!” she said stoutly. * Happens we have afew friends



outside who might have aword to say if your armed men try to harm us, m’ Lord-*

“Excuseme, m’Lord, m’Lady,” interrupted anew voice; and asmal man wearing the tattered rags of a
brown robe with arope girdletied in three knots at the wai st-the dress of a Franciscan Friar, came out
of the shadows beneath the stairs to the cottage’ s upper floor. Hishair was black, dirty and shaggy; but
the crown of his head had been shaved bare to give him atonsure. “Indeed, gentles, the good women
here are only doing the best they can for the Mage, who isbadly ill.”

He walked around to confront both Jim and Angie, ignoring Theoluf and his bared sword.

“I am Friar Mord,” he sad, “ shepherd to the little flock you see outside.”

He crossed himsdif.

“-Which God protects dong with the Mage and these two good women and your noble selves.” He
crosed himsdf again. “ Dominus vobiscum.”

In spite of IM’ s genera lack of religion, he had not spent agood chunk of his graduate time learning
medieva church Latin without being able to understand and respond to thefriar’ s pious, “ The Lord be
withyou.”

“Et cum spiritu tuo” he said. “With you aswell.”

He was aware that the friar had brought up the Latin exchange more by way of proving his credentias
than anything ese. But now the little tonsured man was speaking again, thistimeto Angie.

“M’Lady,” hewas saying reproachfully, “you could not redly have meant what you said about burning
these two good women. | cantell you in the Lord’ s name that they are not witches, but only wisewomen
who lend their help to the sick and troubled. Only by their efforts has the Mage remained dive until now.”

“Isthat s0?7’ asked Jm. He strode forward, elbowing Elly aside. In spite of her words, she backed of
without protest. He laid one hand on Carolinus’ sforehead. It was cold and clammy rather than hot. But
the old man seemed unconscious. Then the aged eydidslifted briefly and words whispered from
Carolinus'slips.

“Get me out of here-“

“Don’t worry, Carolinus,” Jm answered him. “We'll do just thet. Y ou’ll be much better back at
Maencontri in the castle. What have they been doing to you?’

“Everything...” whispered Carolinus, and then evidently ran out of strength. His eyes closed.

“Why, ‘tisafoul lie!” broke out Elly. “Ddirium, | say, brought on by hissicknessl We'vegivenhim
nothing but wholesome purges and drenches, and only bled him twice.”

“That’ senoughtokill him!” snarled Angie.
She had joined Jm and was now standing by his sde. She spoke over her shoulder.

“Theoluf, have a couple of men make alitter. Let them get poles from anywhere and we’ |l use blankets
or whatever cloth we have around to carry Carolinuson.”

“Yes, m’Lady.” Theoluf sheathed his sword, turned about and went out through the bright sunlit
rectangle of the doorway. They could hear him giving ordersto the other men-at-arms.

““Twill behisdeath!” cried Elly. “To take him from our care, when we have barely kept him diveal this
time. Hewill not even survivetherideto your castlel”

“Oh, | think hewill,” said Angiefiercdy to the larger woman. Shetoo had been feding Carolinus's
forehead. “He may not have been very sick to start off with; but you two have brought him closeto
degth with the way you’ ve been feeding him al sorts of rotten things!”

“Heisourd” replied Elly fiercdy. “Lady, you may be; but this, as| say, isnot in your domain! The Mage



'slast sensblewish wasto stay with us. And we will keep him here at whatever cost there may beto it!”

“Indeed,” said Friar Mord smoothly, “not merely these two good women, but al of my flock would be
sad to see you try to take the Mage from here to die on the way to your castle. In God’ sname, we
would haveto resist any such atempt!”

“M’Lord!” caled Theoluf’ s voice from beyond the doorway. “Could you come speak with mefor a
moment?’

“Beright there!” said JIm. He swept his gaze around through the two women and to the friar. “If | find
anything has been donewhile | step outside to ether m’ Lady or Carolinus, none of you will see another
unrisal”

Hewas surprised to redize he meant it.

He stepped to the doorway. Just outside on the front step, Theoluf was standing, while beyond him, with
their horses facing outward and their hands close to their wegpons were the elght men-at-arms they had
brought with them. Effectively, these kept the scruffy crowd around them from getting close enough to
overhear. Theoluf murmuredin Jm’s ear.

“Theseditch-rats,” muttered Theoluf, “who are clearly herefor the pickings they may gain from the Mage
'shouse, are only waiting until they can make free of it. All thereisthat ishere now will be warded with
magic; but the magic dieswhen the Mage dies. They are clearly of amind to keep us from taking him
away from here and saving hislife. | would we had brought another dozen of thelads! Therewill belong
knives hidden about al of them, and even not afew swords.”

Jm ran his eyes over the now-scowling group, peering out from among their bright-colored, dirty rags of
tent and clothing. It called for the death pendty by Roya Decreeto carry asword; unlessyou were of a
rank, or authorized by someone of rank, to do so. But these people’ slives could beforfeit on haf a
dozen other excuses at any moment. Y es, there would be swords among them. Clearly, aso there were
closer to forty than thirty of them. He, Theoluf and the men-at-arms would be outhumbered four to one;
and while those againgt them might be untrained, they would certainly have had some experience with
their weapons. It was not good.

Not that that made any difference, Jm suddenly realized. Thiswas the fourteenth century and hewasa
Baron and aknight. The very ideaof giving into any rabblelike thiswould disgrace him forever in the
eyesof hisneighbors, including those of hisbest friends. In particular, Sir Brian Neville-Smythe, ashis
best friend, would take the shame persondly. Brian, in his own right, would not have hesitated to attack
an army by himsdlf. Infact, Jm had occasiondly thought Brian would probably have enjoyed the chance.

S0, the only question was not whether to attack and try to carry Carolinus out-but when and how.

It occurred to him fiegtingly that he could use his own magic to seem to multiply the numbers of his men
or else make them severd times as big so asto overawe the rabble. Then he remembered that if Friar
Morel was actualy amember of any order of the clergy, no matter how minor, while existing magic
could not be erased, no new magic could be made to work here; particularly if Morel had prayed
agand itsuse.

Infact, Jm redlized abruptly, he must dready have done so. Otherwise Carolinuswould have used his
own magic to trangport himself in atwinkling from the hands of these nursesto Jm'’ s castle-where, of
course, he knew hewould be well taken care of, even if Angie was there without Jm.

Nor was there any doubt that there was some connection between the two nurses and those camped
outsde. Whatever had made Carolinus sick in thefirst place must have been something strange. Because
Carolinus never got sick; athough he had more than once pointed out to Jim that while magic could heal
wounds, it could not cure sickness.

S0, it had probably been something not dangerous by itself, but enough of an excuse for the two women



to movein on him. Then somehow those outside must have heard of it, and moved in aso; since Elly and
Eldra could hardly not have known that their treatments could only make Carolinus’s condition worse.

They knew that he was an old man and frail; and therefore his body would not be able to stand much
abuse without giving up entirely. It was agood thing Jm, Angie and Jm’ s men-at-arms had gotten to him
intime. In fact, it was agood thing the kettle had brought the message in time. Morel would not have
been able to stop the kettle since his prayers could only block new magic.

But, any magic Jm might try would be blocked. So, the use of it by him was out. That meant they would
samply haveto fight their way through with what they had. To do so, carrying Carolinus, would be no
easy task; snce those outside would be looking for an opportunity to kill him in the heat of battle.

Cometo think of it, however, it would be best to make sure that magic would not work before giving up
onit. He beckoned Angie and Theoluf to him, frowning at Friar Mordl who, uninvited, moved forward
also. Thefrown stopped Mord.

With Theoluf and Angie leaning close Jm whispered.
“Stand back and give meroom,” he said. “I’ m going to try changing mysdf into dragon shape.”

The two nodded and stepped away from him. Morel peered out through the front door and would have
approached them then, but Theoluf put out a hand and thrust the smaller man back with no gentleness
whatsoever. Jm wrote the accustomed spell in hismind.

ME DRAGON SHAPE, CLOTHESTO VANISH UNHARMED? NOW!
He stood where he was. Nothing happened. He remained Jm Eckert, with nothing about him resembling
adragon.

Wi, that was that, then. He looked at Angie and Theoluf, both of them gazing back a himin
expectation.

“I'll explain later,” he said out loud and quite openly.

They couldn’t magic their way out; but also they could hardly take on odds of four to one and fight their
way out, carrying Carolinusin alitter at the sametime.

It was swords or witsthat were left to solve this stuation. What would a good fourteenth-century knight
like Sr Briandoin afix likethis?

CHAPTER FOUR

Of course!
Jm’ s mind woke to a sudden inspiration. What Brian would do, would be to take a hostage!

It was doubtful whether either of the two nurses would be particularly vauable as hostages. On the other
hand there was Friar Mordl.

Jm pulled Angie aside and spoke into her ear in too low atone for anybody elsein the room to hear.
“Did you arrange for anyone to come after usif weweren’t back right away?’ he asked.

She shook her head and turned to whisper in his ear.

“No,” shesad. “Certainly Yves Mortain is going to send somebody by tomorrow morning; in fact, 1'll
bet he'll send aconsiderable force, if we aren’t back by that time. But | don’t like the idea of spending
the night here; particularly with Caralinusin the state he’ sin. | think we’ ve got to get him back to the
castlejust asfast aswe can. Get him warm, get some food into him, and start taking care of him.”

Jm nodded and Angie went back to paying attention to Carolinus with Theoluf, naked sword in hand,



scowling at Elly, just in case either she or the other sister might think to interfere.
Jm thought.

He could pull the men-at-arms from outside to inside the house, then smply close the door and lock it.
The magica wards Carolinus had put not merely around this house, but around the whole clearing, were
better than the defenses of the most stout castle imaginable. Those outside would not smply be ableto
break their way in, even though the wallslooked asif they would give way to a punched fist. A magician’
sdwdling smply did not yidd likethat.

But there wasthis other point-Angie’ sfedling that they should get Carolinus away as soon as possible.
Jm tended to agree. The old magician looked next to death. He was pale as a corpse dready, lying on
the bed in the uncleaned, grayish gown he was wearing.

But could they get away smply by using Mord as a hostage? Undoubtedly, the vagabonds outside
would havelittle love for Mordl, persondly-any more than they had for each other. The kind of people
of which these groups were composed had put affections behind them along time ago. They might not
want to protect thefriar for his own sake; but he was undoubtedly highly useful to them.

Not only did hethrow acloak of semirespectability over them asagroup, but he was probably the
shrewdest one among them and could well be their leader.

At this point the door opened and one of the men-at-arms from outside stuck hishead in.
“We havethelitter ready, m’Lord,” hesad. “ Shdl webring it in?’

“Inaminute,” said Jm. The head disappeared and the door closed. Jim turned back to Friar Mordl. “We
"regoing to carry Carolinus out of here. Now, if any of those people outside give ustrouble we’ Il cut
your throat; because we’ll be taking you dong with us asahostage.”

“You cannot!” Mord drew himsdlf up to what must be hisfull five feet five of height. “1 amin Minor
Orders and under the protection of clergy. Whoso harms meimperils hisimmortal soul.”

Jm had not thought of this. He was not sure that there was that severe a penaty for harming someonein
Minor Orders, to one of which Morel amost undoubtedly belonged. Still... he had been about to give an
order to Theoluf, and have the squire hold his poignard at the priest’ s throat.

Glancing at his squire now, however, he saw that Theoluf had very definitely gone pale. More’ sdam
was clearly nothing but that, backed up by the ragged robe he wore. But Theoluf was as clearly not
ready to take a chance on what the friar threatened; and that meant that none of the other men-at-arms
would bewilling to lay hands on thefriar, either.

It would be up to Im himsdif.
He braced himsdif for the effort, and put on the most ferocious grin he could contrive.

“| care naught for such threats!” he said, putting his face down close to the smaler man’s. 1 will bethe
oneto cut your throat, if necessary! Be surel will doit!”

Now it was the turn of Mord’ sfaceto lose color. Jm could dmost hear him thinking that the Dragon
Knight might well have sold hisimmorta soul to Satan, long since.

To emphasize the point, Jm drew his own poignard and, reaching around to the back of Morel’ s head,
took afirm grip on the other’ slank, greasy hair below the tonsure there, and jerked him around so that
his back wasto Jm. He placed the sharp edge of his naked blade againgt the other’ sthroat.

“Now!” said Jm.

But with that, a new source of opposition appeared.

“Ye'll not betaking asick man fromud” cried Elly.

Jm turned his head to look at her and saw that from somewhere among her balloonist clothing she had



produced agood-sized knife of her own which she now held at Carolinus’ sthroat.
“Sooner would | see him dead, than in the hands of those who cannot cure him!” Elly went on.
It threstened to be a standoff. But a sudden ingpiration erupted in the back of Jm’smind.

“Y ou think you can cure him?’ said Jm fiercely. “ Do you know that you, yourself, now stand on the
very brink of desth from being thiscloseto him?'Y ou little understand what terribleiliness you’ ve
exposed yoursdlf tol”

Using Mord’ s hair as a handgrip he forced the other over to the side of Carolinus'sbed. “Look at him,
Friar!” Jm said. “'Y ou know your Latin! What you' relooking a isaman in the last stages of
phytophthorainfestans! Y ou know what that means, of course?’

“Er-y-yes. Yes, of course!” said Morel, histeeth suddenly chattering with fear. “Why didn’t | seeit
myself? The nurses are doomed!”

There was a shriek from Eldra, across the room. Elly’ sface went ugly with sudden fear; but she il
stood fiercely with the knife in her hand and her arms folded.

“Y ou areamagician, not aman of medicine-“ she said to Jim accusingly. But her voice was abruptly
unsure.

“I am aso aman of medicine!” snarled Jm. *Y ou know what those L atin words mean, Friar. Isit not the
most deadly disease on the face of the earth-worse than leprosy?’

“Yesyesyes..” sammered Mord, giving at the knees, and trying to back away from the bed but being
prevented by Jm’ s standing behind him.

Jmturned to Elly and Eldra.

“You heard thefriar,” hesad. “Let metdl you what’ s going to happen next to Carolinus, and to you-if
you' ve caught it from him. Therewill start to grow ugly black fringes, like hairs, coming out on the skin
al over. When you see those, you know you’ re dready starting to rot insde.”

Eldradhrieked again. Elly’ sknife had disappeared.

“Sr-m’Lord, magician...” sammered Eldra, “if we have caught it, can we cometo your castle? Will you
help us?’

“I’ll think about it,” said Jm harshly. “Now, 1’1l keep hold of thefriar here, just to be on the safe Side,
but you two go outside and start telling those people out there what they’ re up against-what may happen
to them if they get too closeto any of us.”

“M’Lord...” fatered Elly. “1 cannot say those Latin words. Would you tell me once more?’

Jm sounded out the various syllables of the words.

“Fy-lop-erain-fes-stans.”

Hly’ seyeslit up. Jm was satisfied. The medieva memory, which in al these people needed to be able
to stick like glue to whatever it heard because of the generd lack of ability to write, had just come
through again. Outside, Elly would be able to parrot the sounds she had just heard, whether she
understood them or not. She headed toward the door; but her sister already had it open and was out it
before she disappeared through hersdlf.

“M’Lord,” said Theoluf shakily, “I’ m your squire now; and with you to the death. But the other lads may
be aslittle willing as the scum without to be close to the mage; if he has such a dread disease and we
cannot carry him by litter, just the three of us.”

Jm had not thought of that. For amoment he stood, still half holding up the sag-kneed friar by the
beds de-and then afurther inspiration came to him. He beckoned Angie over to him; and, holding the
friar & arm’ slength with one hand, with the other turned her sideways so he could whisper privately in



her ear.
“Potato blight!” he breathed.

“What?” said Angie out loud in a startled tone of voice. “ Po-*

“Shhh,” whigpered Jm. “Careful, don’t say it out loud- even though those words probably wouldn’t
mean anything to these people ether. | tried to think of some horrendous disease, the Latin name of
which thefriar wouldn’ t understand; but one hewould automatically go aong with. All I could think of
was the Latin name for the disease that hit the potatoesin Ireland during the potato famine there. Y ou
remember? In eighteen hundred forty-six and eighteen forty-seven, Irdland’ s potatoes were ravaged by
thisdisease- it’ saso cdled the Mate blight.” A million people are supposed to have died of starvation.”

“Oh,” said Angie. “Yes. Of course”

“Good. Now go whisper in Theoluf’ sear and explainto him that it’sal afake; that I'msmply usnga
disease for avegetable that they don’t even have here, yet. Then the two of you go outside; and you tell
each one of the men-at-arms by whispering in hisear-individualy. They may not believe Theoluf if he
samply passes the message on. But they haveto believe their Lady Angelade Maencontri et Riveroak.
That gang outsde will smply think you’ re giving the men specia ingtructions you don’t want overheard.
Will you do that?’

“Right now!” said Angie-and in the same instant she was gone through the door.

It was nearly ten minutes before she reappeared, but this time she brought in four of the men-at-arms
with alitter between them that they had made from two poles, probably taken from the people outside,
since they were of dry and weathered wood; and fitted with severd layers of cloth, securely tied to the
polesto make atemporary litter-bed on which Carolinus could be carried.

“Now,” said Jm to the men-at-arms with the litter, “we want to ease Carolinus gently onto this. One of
you take the litter at each end; and Theoluf, you and the others pick up the bed sheet by its corners.
Then lift sheet, Carolinusand dl onto thelitter.”

So they did, with Jim and Angie supervising. Carolinus groaned softly, once, as he was being moved, but
otherwise gave no sign of awareness. He gill seemed to be either unconscious, or, at best, only

SEMi CoNscious.

They dl moved outsde, Jm gtill holding his poignard at Mord’ sthroat. He closed the front door of
Cardlinus' s cottage behind him, knowing that it would lock magicaly and automaticaly. The other four
men-at-armswerein their saddles, now, and the ones who were going to carry Carolinus were seated,
ready to take the handles of the litter asit was transferred to them.

The vagabonds outside had drawn back from the entrance and opened a path of sortsto the wood, but
they had not drawn back asfar as Jm had hoped they would, nor was the path all that wide or open.
They had smply moved those shdltersthat stood directly in the way-the sheltersthat Jm and his men
had more or |less trampled down with their horses’ hooves on their way in.

It had made Jm alittle uncomfortable to smply break hisway through even such temporary structures,
but he knew very wdl that such was the fourteenth-century way of doing things by men of rank like
himsdlf. Not only his men-at-arms, but the vagabonds themsel ves, would have figured it for aweakness
inhim, if he had not.

Thelittle troop formed up, with Carolinus surrounded by extra men-at-arms. So that there was adouble
thickness of armed men between him and the vagabonds; counting those who were carrying the litter,
each of whom had aready tied his particular wooden pole end to the high cantle of hismedieval saddle.
Angie mounted, and Jm mounted with More astride the horse before its saddle.

“All right,” said Jim. “Move out now at an easy walk, o Carolinusisjolted aslittle as possble. Angie,



you ride next to him so you can keep an eye on him-*

Thiswas something of atrick on Jm’s part. But he wanted Angie as well as Carolinus surrounded by
armed men. Angie moved accordingly; and Jm took up thetail of the processon with Mord astride the
shoulders of Im’shorse and Jm’ s poignard till at histhroat. Theoluf was at the head. They moved
dowly out through the crowd.

At first they were dlowed to passwith silence; but a murmuring began among the vagabonds that began
to escaate. Then suddenly, there was a cry of rage behind Jm; and he looked back over his shoulder to
See some of them trying to open the door to Carolinus’ s cottage and failing. Of course, Carolinus's
magica wardswould still be holding it secure againgt anything up to and including a battering ram. Jm
smiled interndly, and turned his attention back to their passage through the crowd.

The vagabonds were now obvioudy very unwilling to let Carolinus, let lone Friar Mord, be taken from
them. They were beginning to crowd in and close up the passage to the trees. The glint of kniveswas
visble among them; and, as Jim watched, first one, then several, swords gppeared and therewas a
genera movement toward the small mounted group.

“Ye' vegot noright to take him!” shrilled the voice of Elly suddenly behind them. “Y €' retaking him to his
desth-and we could save him. Only wel”

Jmfdt asnking feding. Apparently the fear he thought he had infused in them by mentioning the Latin
name of the potato blight waslosing itsterrors. He looked forward and saw that the end of their way out
from among the crowd had now been closed off; and the vagabonds on each sdewere moving in. The
voices around him rosein tone until they were in the center of aclamoring group and sted was showing
on every hand.

“Forward!” ordered Jm grimly.

Up front, Theoluf echoed the command; and the men-at-arms drew their own swords.

The crowd closed in. They were forced to halt. Theoluf turned to Jm for orders.

“Cut your way through if necessary!” shouted Jm.

But-before they could move, a sound rang out that froze everybody asthey stood.

It wasthe silvery ped of atrumpet. Not the mere raucous voice of acowhorn, or even onefitted with a
sounding nipple, but the pure note from the kind of rare musica instrument that was made of metal and
used only by such asroya herdds and important officers of the King.

It cried from the edge of the woods, alittle to the right of where Jim and his small group had been
heading. Looking, Jim saw three figures on horseback. One, dighter than the rest, bore agtaff with a
forked pennon on it and was just taking a bronze trumpet from the lips beneath hislifted visor. He was
al in armor, fourteenth-century style, which was a combination of chain and plate.

On the other side of the centra one of three was a short, but broad, figure in the same type of armor,
aso with aforked pennon; but in this case the pennon was attached to the lance Sitting upright inits
socket attached to his saddle. In between was atal figure with its visor down, wearing full plate
armor-something very rarely seen. As Jm watched, the center figure raised its visor; and a voice that
was familiar to Jim echoed out over the crowd.

“IntheKing’sname”

CHAPTER FIVE

The openly waved swords and knives of the vagabonds had disappeared suddenly. Jim released Friar
Morel, who jumped down and ran to join the vagabonds at the cottage door. The friar gone, Jim reined
his horse about and rode directly toward the three figures on horseback, and the rest of his smadl group
followed him.



The vagabonds scrambled aside, abruptly silent. Even Elly’ svoice was lill.

As Jm got closer he recognized the shorter, wider figure-and the figure just then raised the visor of his
helmet, reveding the luxuriant curling blond mustache and magnificent nose of Sir Giles de Mer.

It wasthe same Sir Gilesthat Jm, with Sir Brian and Dafydd ap Hywel, the Welsh archer, had just spent
amonth visiting at the de Mer Castle, up by the Scottish border. Jm stared alittle to see the smiling face
of the other man. Gilesmust have been amost at the heels of Jim, Brian and Dafydd al during their long
trip home, if the short knight was here now. If that was the case, though, how had he managed to pick
up histwo companions?

The armored figure with the trumpet was clearly asquire. Thetdl figurein plate armor Jm had aready
identified. He was as clearly in command; not only here, but of whatever military force was out of sght
behind him in the trees of the forest.

The military force could only be assumed to be there. But the virtua certainty of that, plus the trumpet
blast and the sounding of the King’ s name, was enough to immediately change the attitude of the
vagabonds. It would be good Norman practice to hang them al from the nearest trees, on principle; and
well the crowd knew it.

Jm rode up to the centra figure and stopped.

“Happily met again, Sir John!” he said. “I’d be glad to see Giles again, in any case; but the sight of you
makes it doubly welcome. Can | takeit that you’ll be coming back with usto Maencontri, for whatever
sort of poor entertainment my castle affords?’

“It wasthere | was headed originaly. Sir James,” answered Sir John Chandos. Famous as he was, the
man seated on atal and powerful roan war horse before Jm had refused dl offers of higher rank; and
ingsted on remaining merely aknight-banneret, like Brian and Giles. But the lean, regular festures spoke
of power and command, without any need for titles or blazonry.

He smiled, now, looking & Angie.

“Can | tekeit that thisis Lady Angedla, your fair wife?” he said. “Not only you, but she, has been spoken
of at court.”

Jm looked at Angie and could almost swear that there was atrace of ablush on her face for a second.
“I can only hope they speak well of me, Sir John,” she murmured.

“Besurethey do,” the knight answered. He looked back at Jm, lowering hisvoice. “Those ruffians
behind you know it not, but there are only the three of us. Perhaps we should move out as quickly as

possble”
“Absolutdy, Sr John!” said Jm fervently. “Will you do usthe honor to lead?’

“Let ussay wewill ridein company; and, with your permission. Sir James, perhgps the Lady Angelawill
agreeto accompany me,” said Sir John, bringing his horse forward and turning it about to lineit up on
the other sde of Angie. “Will you do methe courtesy to follow with Sir James, then, Sir Giles?’

“Gladly!” said Giles. “And glad | am to seeyou again, James!”
“And | you,” answered Jim.

Gilesand Jm, with Chandos’ s squire following dongside Theoluf, and the mounted men-at-arms behind,
turned their horses around and led off into the woods, cutting back on an angleinto the track that acted
asaroad between the Castle Ma encontri and the Tinkling Water. Asthe shade of the treesfell upon
them, the men-at-arms resheathed their swords. A moment later, the wood had swallowed them up.

“How did you happen to appear just when we needed you?’ Jm asked Giles.



“The answer could hardly be smpler, James,” answered Giles. “Sir John and | reached the edge of your
domain. There we found a plowman who told usthat you had just left for this place cdled The Tinkling
Water. He gave us directions to get here; but faith, they were hardly needed. It was ashort distance and
adraight one”

“I hadn’t expected to see you again so soon, Giles,” said Jim.

“There are sad things afoot, James,” said Sir John, but without turning his head. Obvioudy he had been
listening, even while kegping up a conversation with Angie. “But let us not talk about them until we are
safely in your castle and can speak privily among oursaves.”

Hedid turn his head now, to look a Giles, who was riding directly behind him.

“Giles,” said the older knight, “I would you not speak to Sir James of it, elther; until we can be secretin
our talk.”

“Certainly, if youwishit so, Sir John.” said Giles.

Heturned acheerful faceto Jm.

“I wagered you would not expect to see me so soon!” he said to Jm. “I had agreed with Brian to come
down for the Christmas holidays, but not until then. Will you not be at the Earl’ s Chrigmas too, James?’

“That depends,” answered Jm.

The truth of the matter was that he had dodged as much as possible those Christmas festivities, which
both Brian and Giles clearly loved. They conssted of childish games, dangerous sports and agreat ded
of trying to get somebody else’ swifein bed with you-with, on top of dl this, atremendous amount of
food and acoholic drink to be consumed. None of these things were particularly attractive to Jm.

On the other hand, it was socidly desirable that he and Angie show up eventudly. He was till trying to
think of agood excuse that would alow them to dodgeit, this year, too.

The thought made him pay attention with haf an ear to what was going on ahead of him. There, Sir John,
inthe best of courtly manners, was devoting dl his attention to flattering, and-in aword-politely going
through the motions of seducing Angie. Angie seemed to befielding his courtesiesfairly wel; but IJm
found his admiration for the other knight at war with his resentment at such advances being paid to his
wife under hisvery nose. Y &, here, thiswas acommon and accepted occurrence,

But there was nothing he could do about it; and no immediate danger aslong asthey weredl on
horseback riding back to the castle. His hope was that Sir John was gentleman enough merely to play at
the game, without trying to push it through toitslogica conclusion. Theinginctive feding in him was that
Sir John was, indeed, that sort. But he could not be sure; and hisingtinct did not completely relieve his
anxieties on the subject.

Meanwhile, Gileswas chattering away to him.

“-What allsthe Mage, think you?’ Gileswas asking. “Though | had the honor of meeting him only briefly
in France and up at our castle, | would be sad indeed to hear that he had been brought low by anything
serious-or indeed dangerousto hislife”

“I think he’sjust been overdosed with medicines, that’ sdl,” said Jm, alittle more shortly than he
intended, because his attentions were still on Angie and Sir John. He made an effort to pull them back to
Giles, and smooth out hisvoice.

“There were two women back there who call themsalves ‘nurses,” “ hewent on. “They generdly do
midwifery and tend sick people around their neighborhood, | guess. | don’t think they wereredly,
serioudy, inleague with that rabble you saw outsde. They were Smply cramming one medicine after
another down Carolinus because that was their way. But the end of that sort of trestment in his case
could only bethat he would die-he’ s an old man, after al-and they had to know that. Then the magic



wards on his house and everything around Tinkling Water would be gone with his death; and the nurses
aswell asthe vagabonds|ooked forward to finding good plunder insdethat little house of his.”

“What sort of plunder?’ asked Giles.

“I don’t know,” said Jim. “Probably there are some ordinary vauablesthere, in the shape of jewels and
things like that-or even some money. But the real vaueswould be in Carolinus’ stools, such ashis
scrying glass and other things that could be resold to younger magicians who needed them. Altogether,
they’ d probably have found enough inside the cottage to make getting in well worthwhile. But if we can
take Carolinus safely back to the castle, keep him warm and comfortable, and feed him on some
wholesome food of the sort he needs, | think he may come out of it dl right.”

“Now, that isright good to hear!” said Giles. “I said | had never met him until we werein France; but
liketherest of theworld, | have heard of him. Heis spoken of as one of the great magicians, not merely
of our time, but of dl time.”

“I bedievethat,” said Jm sincerely. “Now |’ ve got to know him.”

They went at awalk, to spare Carolinus as much jolting in his horseback-carried litter as possible. But
even a that they were back at Maencontri Castlein avery short time. Asthey pulled their mountsto a
stop in the courtyard, the column of their movement disintegrated into a close body; and stable hands
came running.

“If you would be so kind, Sir James,” said Chandos asthey dl dismounted, “would you send for the
good Sir Brian Neville-Smythe, the bowman and the wolf who joined you in France last year? | would
likethemtojoinusaswell.”

“Theoluf!” said Jim, looking over a his squire. “Would you send immediately to Castle de Chaney-or
wherever- and have Sir Brian made acquainted with the fact the most honorable knight, Sir John
Chandos, is guesting with us here; and would like to speak with him right away?’

“Yes, m’Lord,” answered Theoluf and turned to one of the men-at-arms who had been their escorts and
began giving him directions.
“-And send a carrier pigeon to Dafydd. Sir John wants him, too. Now get these people who have no

business down here out of the courtyard, will you?” added Jm. “We'll have the whole castle down here

Indeed, therewas real danger of that. The people of the castle, al those who could contrive any excuse
at al to get away from their work and come out, were gaping at Sir John Chandos. They did not
recognize him, of course-he lived in adifferent world than theirs-but they were fascinated by the plate
armor, of which they had dl heard but which none of their rank, of course, had ever seen; it being
restricted to Kings, high nobility and other both wedlthy and noble personages at thistimein history-a
very rarething to behold, indeed.

The castle blacksmith, in fact, had drawn so close to the fascinatingly shaped solid metal that he was
amogt in amongst them. Jm glared a him, and the man backed off with amumbled, “ Sorry, m’Lord.”
But he did not go back to hisforge, where one of the plowmen was waiting impatiently to have a
horseshoe finished.

“Asfor thewolf. Sir John,” said Jm, turning back to the older knight, “I will dowhat | can, but he can
be any place; and thereis no telling whether he would comeif asked or not. Heis avery independent
cregture.”

“So | understand.” Sir John amiled. “It isacharacterigtic of wolves, they tel me. Still, will you do what
you may? Meanwhile, | wonder if you would join me and Sir Gilesin some privy placefor adiscussion
of the matter that’ s occasioned this vigt. | will just say aword or two now, until Sir Brian and, hopefully,
thewolf arrive, then leave St Gilestofill you in on the rest, while perhaps-*



He glanced over to meet the gaze of Angie.

“-Lady Angelawould be good enough to show me about your castle” He smiled winsomely at her. “We
military captains are dways interested in fortifications.”

“I’m afraid showing you around will haveto wait alitttewhile. Sir John,” said Angiecrisply. “1-and |
think m’ Lord should come with me-must seeto Carolinusfirst. 1t’1l be necessary to make surehe’s
decently bedded down in a clean room; and provided with those who will carefor him. After that,
maybe you and | can do atour of the castle.”

“How could | object to such asense of duty?’ said Sir John. “I accept being overruled. By al means, |
must confess the seriousness of the Mage's case had dipped my mind. Indeed, he must be taken care of
firgt, and with adl necessary effort and time. My business can wait.”

“Thank you. Sir John,” said Jm. “I’ll go along with Angie, then. I’ll join you as soon as Carolinusis
Settled.”

By thistime Theoluf had managed to chase most of the idlers out of the courtyard, except those who had
at least a passable excuse for being there. Jm and Angie headed the procession in through the front door
of the castle to its Great Hall. They headed toward the Hall’ sinner end; where, on alow dais, the high
table sat cross-wise to the lower table which ran the length of the room.

ToJdm' ssurprise, the high table was not empty, athough with both himsdlf and Angie absent, he knew
of no onein the castle with the rank enough to be seated there. But asthey got closer he recognized the
stout, half-armored figure seated at the high table with a pitcher-undoubtedly of wine-and a cup before
him.

Thisfigure bounced to hisfeet as Jm approached the dais with the rest of the company.

“Two cowsl Two fine, young milk cows!” shouted thefigure. It was, Jm saw. Sir Hubert Whitby,
another neighbor of his. By the time Whitby had finished shouting, Jm was close enough for himto
gpeak inanormal voice; but the other knight did not. Sir Hubert never |et pass an opportunity for
shouting. It was smply ahabit of his.

He continued, at closeto the top of hisvoice.

“It’ syour dragonswho’ ve doneit!” heroared. “Nothing left but horns and a scrap of bone or so, not
even the hides, and alot of torn-up, bloody dirt. It’syour dragons, | say! Y ou’ ve got to make them stop
it-and pay me back for those two cows!”

“They’re not my dragons,” said Jim in the most reasonable voice he could manage. He had found that
nothing lowered Sir Hubert’ s voice down as effectively as being spoken to softly. The other was not the
tallest knight thereabout, and even standing below the dais Jm was almost eye to eye with him. Jim went
on. “Besdes, thereisn’t one of them that’d do anything | ordered him or her to. They’ re asindependent
aswe humans. What makes you think-*

He was about to go on and ask Sir Hubert why the other thought that he, Jim, should bear any
responsibility at al evenif the dragonswere doing it, when he heard something like the faint husk of a
breath from Carolinusin thelitter, and looking down saw the old man had his eyes open.

Once Jm’ seyeswere on him Carolinus’s head moved dightly from le&ft to right and back againin an
undeniable shake of the head.

“All right,” said Jm in hismost conciliatory manner, “1’ [l see what can be done. Meanwhile, let me
introduce you to our honorable guests.”

He turned to the plate armored figure just behind him.
“SirJohn,” hesaidtoit, “thisisthe good knight Sir Hubert Whitby, a close neighbor of mine.” Heturned



back to Sir Hubert. “ Sir Hubert, may | introduce the most noble and famous Sir John Chandos, who has
cometo pay usashort visit here a Maencontri.”

Sir Hubert’ s jaw dropped. He had plump, reddish cheeks, gray-to-white eyebrows that were very
bushy, some more white hairs sprouting out of his nose. There was dso at least aday’ swhite stubble of
beard on hisface. The hair on his head covered dl the scalp there, but was a so turning from gray to
white. Altogether he would have made a potentially good Santa Claus; if he had only looked genia
instead of outraged, as he did most of the time-his favorite occupation being to find something to get
angry about, corner someone and bellow about it.

“Sr-Sir John?’ he sammered now. “ Sir John Chandos? |-er-forgive me, sir, for seeming somewhat
annoyed-*

Hisvoice had dropped-not exactly to acooing level, but as close asavoice entirdly unused to Smpering
politeness could come-

“Perhaps we could talk further-* he was continuing. He waslooking at Jm. But Jm had had enough of
Whitbyness. He’ d be damned if he gave Sir Hubert the dinner invitation for which the other was
obvioudy angling.

“If you' Il forgive us, Hubert,” he said, “we haveto look after Carolinus, now. After that. Sir John, Sir
Giles and mysdlf were looking forward to a private chat-just the three of us. 1’1l get intouch with you
about your cowsin afew days.”

“But-but-* Sir Hubert was ssammering. He could hardly go into an explosion over Im’slack of
neighborly hospitdity with Sir John Chandosthere. In any case, Jm, with Angie and the men carrying the
litter, had begun to move toward the tower entrance and the rooms above, one of which could be made
over into aplace for Carolinus.

Asthelittle cavalcade carrying Carolinus | eft the others behind, they passed the end of the high table and
Jm reached out to snatch up the kettle. He was careful to grasp it by the wooden handle, because the
rest of it was as hot as ever, keeping the water within it on the boail.

“Now what do you want that for?” asked Angie, asthey |eft the Great Hall for the serving room, where
dishes from the outside kitchen were brought to be served at the proper time, and began to start up the
circular staircase to the floors above where the private rooms were.

Jm fdt subborn.

“I just think it’ Il be happier in the sameroom with Carolinus, that’sal,” he said, staring straight ahead at
the stairs as they mounted them.

“Oh, for heaven’ssake!” said Angie. “Y ou’ retreating that thing asif it was dive. Y ou can’t serioudy
think that akettle hasfedings, even amagic kettle!”

“Wel, | do,” said Jm, till staring straight ahead. “I can’t tdl you why-maybeit’ s because I’ ve been
dedling with magic mysdlf-but | just fedl it’ s going to be happier in the same room next to Carolinus,
keeping itself ready, asit dways has, in case he cdlsfor it to provide boiling water for acup of tea.”

Angiesghed, and fdl slent.

They laid Carolinus down gently at last on the bed in the one small room Angie awaysinssted be kept
furnished and ready, dusted and cleaned for achance late-night traveler. Once the old magician waslaid
down there, Angie ruthlessly stripped off his night gown, and they saw that he had acquired severa bad
bed sores, which was not surprising considering the care he had been getting.

“May Hesather,” said Angie, decisively; for the youngest member of the kitchen staff had been picked up
asthey went through the serving room to act as ageneral messenger for whatever they should need once
they had Carolinus settled, “fetch me Margot, Edwina, and Mary. Tell them to start some clothsto



boiling for bandages and bring me some fresh lard that hasn’t been touched, as well as a couple of the
clean kitchen bucketsfull of the boiling water that should beready thereat dl times. If itisn’t, I’mgoing
to have somebody’ shide!”

She turned on the men-at-arms.

“One of you stay here,” she commanded. “ The others can take off.”

They went.

Shelooked a Jm.

“Y ou might aswell take off too, Jm. Get back down to your guests. | just wanted to tell you-be polite,
but keep them away from this room. Carolinus needsrest, most of al. I’ve got alot to do here, and you
can’t help. Carolinusis going to have to be washed and those bed sores paid some attention to. Now,

everybody, off you go!”
Off they went-including Jm.

As hewent back down the stairs by himsdlf, he found himsdlf puzzling alittle over hisfeding of empathy
toward the kettle. Perhagps Angie was right and it was smply foolish of him. On the other hand, possbly
there was something to what he had said without really thinking-that his exposure and involvement in
magic had caused him to see magicked thingsin anew light. He would ask Carolinus, as soon asthe
other waswell enough for questions.

He shied away from the possibility that Carolinus might never be available for those questions. That
thought cameto him belatedly, and left him with acold feding. Life herein thisaternate, magica world,
without Carolinus, brusgue and irritable as the old Mage was most of the time, would be unthinkable.

Jm put the thought from him; and found his mind occupied with another question. It must have taken a
gredt effort on Carolinus’s part ashort while ago when they were down in the Great Hall to open his
gyesand signa Jm, even as dightly as he had doneit, not to get into adiscussion with Sir Hubert about
Sir Hubert’s cows and the dragons.

Why Carolinus should not want him to do this was another question. Something serious was going on.
Carolinus saw, heard and knew a great many things about what was going on in the world; even though
he seemed amost never to leave his cottage. If Carolinus was concerned, there was probably good
reason for Jim to be concerned also.

The cold fedingin Jm’ s somach, which had gone away with his stern dismissal of the ideathat
Carolinus might not recover, returned to him and stayed until he got back to the high tablein the Hall; at
which hefound both Giles and Sir John Chandos seated with cups and jugs of wine, chatting. They were
seated close together, Chandos at the very end of the table and Sir Giles on the back side, half facing
him.

“Hah, Sir James,” said Chandos, breaking off hiswordsto Giles as Jm sat down next to the other
knight. “It’ s good to have you back this quickly. | was afraid our friend the magician might occupy you
for sometime. Perhaps now we could find a place where we can discuss matters of import.”

“How private do you need it. Sir John?’ asked Jm, running hismind over the available placesin the
cadtle. Establishmentslike hisin the fourteenth century were not over-supplied with rooms available for
private talks, unless one was kept specificdly for that purpose.

The servants were used to walking into any room, except Jm and Angie’s, without warning; and few
doors had bolts. What few private rooms there were, were either in use or thoroughly dirty, and
crammed to the ceiling with everything from weapons to broken furniture. One of these now would
dready, a Angie’ sorders, bein process of clearing, cleaning and furnishing as abedroom for Sir John
and Giles

So therewasredly only that one place available for what Sir John needed, Jim thought with an inaudible
sgh-now that Carolinus had taken over the visitor’ s room.



“There’ sthe solar,” he went on, “which isthe room Lady Angelaand | keep for ourselves. Suppose we
move up there?’

CHAPTER SIX

“You must forgiveme,” said Sir John Chandos, some minutes later, “for coming on you thus
unannounced and requiring the use of your persona chamber. But there are reasons.”

“Not at dl,” said Jm. “You’ rewelcometo anything | have.”

It was the truth. He thought highly of Chandos. At the sametime, as he sat with Sir John and Gilesin the
solar chamber that had been hisand Angie’ s private territory aone-except for the intrusions of the
servants occasionally to clean or even possibly bring them something to est-he could not help fedling a
mild sense of violation.

Into thisroom aone, they had allowed some touches of the comforts of the twentieth century to creep.
The chairshe and Sir John sat in had not only backrests and armrests, but were padded in afair
imitation of twentieth-century furniture; and the stool that Sir Giles sat on, dthough it waslike any other
stool that might be found around a medieva castle, also had a padded seat and a backrest.

It was not agreat pace, but it had been solely Angie’sand his; aplace where, in away, they could
escape from this pardld, fourteenth-century world, which-as much asthey liked it and however much
they remained firm in theidea of spending therest of ther livesin it-was not what they had grown up
with and cometo takefor granted. Aslong asit was hisand Angi€’s, it had been that private place.
Now it was no longer.

“-But | must explain,” went on Sir John, unheeding, “that what | have to say to you dedls with matters of
the utmost secrecy.”

Sir Giles could hardly echo this pledge, as he might have with someone e se of lesser renown, but Jm
saw-out of eyeshot of the derly knight-hisfriend nod vigoroudy so that the ends of his heavy, but silky,
mustache waved.

“I must say, though,” went on Sir John, with asmile, “but you do seem to attract the troubles of this
kingdom the way asteeple atractslightning, Sir James. Beyond that | have no more on that subject to
say. | will tell you of our current troubles.”

“Whatever you will, Sir John,” said Jm.

“Thank you, m’Lord,” said Chandos. “WEéll, to begin with, | learned by methods, knowledge of which
must remain mine aone, of your vigt to Sir Giles up at the Scottish border. | would naturaly be
interested in the two of you getting together; but even more than that was the fact that you, yourself
would be on the Scottish border. It seemed to me inevitable that up there you must be drawn into the
matter of the possible Scottish invasion of England, timed to coincide with one from France. And so it
proved to betrue; as | discovered after arriving at the Castle de Mer very shortly after you had left.”

Jm nodded.

“| explained mattersto Sir Giles,” continued Sir John, “and Sir Giles set out with meimmediately. We
had hoped to overtake you. But since we did not know the exact route you would return home, we went
somewhat astray and | only caught up with you finaly in that moment in which you saw me, near the
megidan’ s cottage.”

“And very glad | wasto seeyou, Sir John,” said Jim.

“Thank you, m’Lord,” said Sir John, “but our aid was atrick-apaltry trick at that. Nonetheless, the
circumgtances required it; and it had its effect in dlowing us al to come away easly and be together here



“But why search me out thisway?” asked Jm. “1’ d think you might have sent for me from London, from
theKing’s palace for that matter-*

Sir John waved adismissve hand.

“Itisimpossibleto speak at court without fear of being overheard. For that matter,” he said, “it would
beimpossible for usto speak anywherein London or in any other place where | am well known, without
the danger of otherslistening.”

Jm nodded. Thiswas only too understandable. His own castle had no safe place for keeping secrets
either-except for afew rare exceptions like this solar and the privately occupied rooms:-like the one that
would be Caralinus's.

“At the Castle de Mer, or herein yours of Maencontri,” Chandos continued, “1 can fed more sure that
our wordswill not be carried away to do us harm. Even if they were passed on merely inidle, innocent
gossip, by aservant. To beginwith, I must honor you for your good work with the Hollow Men and the
frustration of the Scottish intent to invade. The word that reaches meisthat the Scottish Crown has
abandoned that idea for the moment, completely.”

“I'm glad to hear it,” murmured Jm.

“Asam|,” said Sir John. “Nonetheless, while it was a great achievement, it did not solve al the troubles
that face us. King Jean was till determined in spite of dl to move an army across the Channel; such as
had not been done since King William invaded and defeated the Saxons that then held thisland. | am
unhappy to tell you that his French Mgesty ill holdsto that intention.”

“Y ou think a French invason’ s il aserious possbility?” Jm said, thinking of the problemsfaced by the
Germans under Hitler, in Jm’s own twentieth century, to invade across the Channd waters.

“The danger isthere,” said Sir John, “if he can land an army. True, the Channel isnot al that easy to
cross, particularly with craft loaded with fighting men and horses and other articles of war. But, thereis
word that he may have assistance from some source outside our knowledge.”

“Source?’ echoed Jm. Gileslooked solemn.

“Yes,” said Chandos. “What sourceit could be puzzles us. The Lowlanders would not choose to be of
any assistance to him, nor would they of Sweden and Norway. No, our information hints at something
beyond this. Something that may make hisinvason dmost certain.”

“How sureisal this?’ asked Jm.

Sir John looked grim.

“ At the present moment,” he said, “boats are building and men mustering on the shores of Normandy
and Brittany, notably at Brest and Cdlais, to make such aninvason.”

“Youmean,” said Jm, alittleincreduloudy, “he’ s perasting in thisidea of invading al by himsdf?No
meatter how many men he bringsin, he’ d havedl England againgt him!”

“All England?’ Sir John smiled alittle sadly. “True, every Englishman will fight; from the King himsdlf
down to the lowest serf, once French invadersride onto their own land. Attacked in their homes, they
will fight. Or, our people of gentle blood and others who have the training for war will cheerfully muster
to alevy. It sthe second of these, that French King Jean expects mainly to contend with-*

“It’ s beaten him before- said Jm. “At Crecy and Poitiers.”

“True,” said Chandos, “but such alevy, cdled by the King, gathers men swiftly-men of al ranksand
weapons-but they are held together by law for only forty days. After that they’ re free to return home.
Now, look you, thisinvason threatens; but no man knowswhen it will come. If an English host be
mustered and held in readiness, it must be fed and cared for whileit waits. That will be agrest expense.
Also, no man knowsthe day it might come; not even King Jean himself; because he must wait on the



proper winds. Y ou see the problem?’
“I think s0,” said Jm, thoughtfully but alittle doubtfully.

“Thereisgreat danger that alevy will be pulled together, but will wait their forty dayswith noinvasion
made; and gtart to return home-and what force is there to stop them if they do this? What arguments will
sway them except immediate pay for the extra days?’

“True,” said Giles, as Chandos paused. “They will see the summer advancing, they will see harvest time
gpproaching; and fed the call of their own fields and their own home duties.”

“Yes,” said Chandos. “But for King Jean’ ssoldiersit is otherwise.”
“Otherwise?’ echoed Jm. “Why?’

“Because our English royd purseisnot over-heavy a the moment. Indeed, it is more often empty than
full, and our King and his Court live on promises, rather than ready coin,” said Chandos, “while King
Jean has a deep pocket. France trades south and east; and taxes flow back to him.”

“That istrue,” putin Giles. “-Er, pardon me, Sir John.”

“Not at dl,” answered Chandos. “I wish both of you to spesk fredy asyou will, in this matter. But to go
on-aso, there are many French nobles willing to pledge large amounts toward such an adventure asthis
invasion. Bear in mind, they pledge not for thelove of their King himsdf. They pledgeit for the adventure
of it; and the landsthey may winin England. Y ou know our knights. In France they are likewise!”

“Indeed, | do,” said Jm. And indeed he did after three years now of living Sde by sdewith them. The
noble class lived to fight. Thiswas one of the problems during the long winters. Therewas alimit to
eating and drinking, and even to sex, that made the warrior classlong to be out doing what they had
been taught to do since childhood, exchanging blowswith their enemies.

“S0,” said Chandos, “it isnecessary | learn, as soon as possible, what this unknown help isthat King
Jean expects, that he goes on building for invasion so confidently and expensively. | have had experience
with yoursdlf and Sir Giles before, Sir James, in the matter of the rescue of our Roya Prince from
France. Sincethen, if anything, | have come to value you even more. | would that the two of you go to
France quietly and under different names; swiftly as possible, and find out for me what this other force

IS

Therewasslencein the solar. Angie, Im was thinking sarcagticdly, would love theideaof hisleaving
again, so soon.

“Wadl, Sir John,” hesaid, “I’ [l haveto spesk of my leaving with my Lady-wife. Would you and Sir Giles
careto move down to the Great Hall and have afew cups of winewhile | see about other duties? Then
we can all gather therefor supper.”

“Of course. At your service, m’Lord,” said Chandos smoothly. He got to hisfet.

They had al discarded their armor and weapons once they were in the solar, and Chandos’slay inan
untidy heap in one corner. Like most knights of histime, he smply dropped things he took off, confident
that sooner or later some servant would come aong to bring them to wherever he would need them
next-in this case to the room that would be prepared for him and Giles.

“I quite understand that thisis not amatter on which you can give me an answer immediately. Will you
joinme, then, Sir Giles?’

“Willingly, Sir John,” said Giles.

All three of them |eft the solar; and Jim went with the other two to the high table in the Great Hdll. There

he left them, to give orders that their armor be taken to their room as soon as that was ready. Then he
headed out on an errand of hisown.



Outside, it was dready twilight. In thewoods it would be dark, and getting darker. He picked up a
man-at-arms along the way.

“Amyth,” hetold him, “fetch two torches of bound twigs and bring them to me. I'll bewaiting at the front
gate”

“Yes, m’'Lord,” answered Amyth. He was a hard-bitten man in hisearly thirtieswith asalow face and
lank black hair.

Heleft at arun and caught up with Jim at the front gate, carrying not only the torches, but armed and
wearing hissted cap.

They headed out together across the open space around the castle, into the woods, with Jim leading. He
saw that the reddish sun was aready dmost behind the tops of the trees. It seemed to descend into them
asthey got closer to the woods; and the upper branches of these seemed to rise blackly to block the last

light of day.

Glancing at Amyth beside him, one bundle of twigs fastened to hisbelt, the other in hishand but unlit, Jm
saw that the man’ s face was more pale than usua. Once upon atime thiswould have puzzled Jm. It no
longer did. To these people the darkness was full of dangers running from the real to the unknown and
horrible.

There was dways the chance of dangerous animals, stumbled across in the dark-boar or bear. But the
red fear was of any number of al sorts of supernatura beings, night-trolls, ghosts, monsters of unknown
kind and variety, lying in wait for the evening traveler.

Alone, Amyth would have been very unwilling to venture into the evening woods, even with atorch. But
with hisfeudd Lord, amagician, behind him, the man’ sfear was dlayed- aimost.

Y ou never could tdl what wasin the darkness.

Underneath the treesit was aready the beginnings of night. They stopped and Amyth set the first of his
torches afire with apinch of tinder, flint and stedl. He held it up as they went forward; and immediately
its light made the darkness darker around them, so that they seemed to travel in aglobe of flickering,
ydlow illumination, while on every sde of them tree trunks, rocks and bushes loomed up unexpectedly
out of the darkness, were passed, and left behind.

It was, Jm had to admit, eerie enough-even to him, since he knew that, a least in this dternate Earth,
there were indeed beings besides anima s that they could encounter. They were not, strictly speaking,
supernatural beings. They belonged to that group of crestures Carolinus called “Naturals”

But most were not particularly dangerous to an armed man, like the man-at-arms at his side, holding the
torch high and glancing fearfully around asthey went. Many of them, likethe dryads, were actualy
friendly or harmlessto human beings. There were, indeed, night-trolls, and alarge, mature one of these
could be athresat, perhaps, snce they were easly the weight of afull-grown man and equipped with
dangerous teeth and nails. But that was the extent of it.

The Naturals were somewhere in between humans and the naturd forces of thisworld. They were
credited with owning magic by those like the man-at-arms beside him. But they redlly had only what
might be caled a single more-than-human talent apiece, which they could turn on and off, like adog
wagging itstail-but that was the extent of their abilities.

Infact, as Carolinus had pointed out. Naturals were completely incapable of doing real magic. Only
normal living creatures could do this; and of norma living cregtures, the only oneswho had the ability
and were interested were humans-and pretty rare humans at that, Jm had gathered. Most of the people
of thisworld were like Aargh, the wolf, who saw no good in the ability to do magic; and would just as
soon not have anything to do withit.



The only difference was that Aargh was not afraid of the dark, while the man-at-arms with him was.

Thinking of dl thishad brought IJm’ s attention to the fact that asmall wind wasworking itsway through
the woods. They must have encountered it also in the cleared space between the castle and thefirst of
the trees; but until now, Jm at least had paid no attention to it.

Now he was aware of its passage among the tree limbs, evidenced by soft moaning sounds that seemed
to approach them from severa sdesat once. It was only awind, and Jm himsdf was not-he told
himsdf-in the least superdtitious; but certainly the Situation was one that was not exactly comforting.

However, they were amost to their god. It was less than afive-minute walk into the woods; and even as
he thought this, they reached it.

It was the ssump of ayoung elm sapling, broken off about four feet above the ground and dead. A crack
ran down the center of it. Jm and Amyth halted before it, and Jm reached into one of the inner pockets
of hisdoublet. It was one of the inside pocketsthat Angie hersdf had sewn there, in most unmedieva
fashion, to give him the convenience of carrying things unobvioudy. Thisworld was il in the stage of
carrying most articlesin bags or purses, which were usualy attached to belt or shoulder strap.

From the pocket he drew a piece of red-dyed cloth fourteen incheslong and about four incheswide. He
tied thisaround the top of the em stump, wedging apart of it firmly into acrack in the top of the stump,
so that it could not smply be blown loose.

“Now,” he said to the man-at-arms, “we back off afew steps. I’ m going to work alittle magic-*

Looking at the man, he saw stark fear suddenly depicted on the other man’ sface. It was bad enough to
be in these woods at night. But to be around the working of magic, even done by hisown Lord, was
pushing Amyth’ s courage to the limit.

“Light the other torch,” said Jm compassonately, “and leave me the one you’ ve got. Then you can back
a,vw.”

“Thank you, m’Lord,” Amyth said, relieved.

Theman’ steeth were literdly chattering. He got the second torch aight and went off. Jm was alittle
amused to see that he went asfar awvay as he could without being lost to Sight in the trees, agood thirty
yardsor so. Jm could see thelight of historch; but that was al. Jm turned back to the stump.

Taking the origina torch, which was about three-quarters burnt down, Jim backed off from the stump
himsdlf, but only about four paces. In spite of his C rating with the Accounting Office-which Carolinus
had got that high by sheer threat of withdrawing his own account-Jm knew how little he was of aredl

magician. But he was dowly learning more.

He had been able to give it more study during thislast winter; and been amazed at how much therewas
to be learned. It was something like mathematics, he thought now. Asyou moved up from arithmetic to
algebraand on into the higher mathemati cs, the solution to a problem became a more complicated
statement. In the case of magic, that trandated into something more than the one-line commands he had
been using most of the time-and would probably till go on using when possible.

The fact was the one-line commands had been the final line of magic so dementary that thefind linewas
al that was needed. But in this particular case, there were things to be stated before that line.

Luckily, there was a certain amount of freedom in the way he could build the earlier parts of the
command. All that was needed here was some sort of chant to use. He would chant it as he paced out a
ward, a protective circle around the stick; so that only Aargh, the wolf-for whom it was intended-
himself, and Angie, could come closetoit.

What Jm needed was essentially the same kind of ward Carolinus had used to protect his house from
the vagabonds. He thought for amoment and then summoned up out of his memory the linesthat began



Alfred Noyes's poem The Highwayman.

He began to pace out acircle about the stump, intoning the first lines of the poem. It was too bad he had
to speak loud enough so that Amyth, in spite of his moving back, would hear him; and probably have his
fearsintensified. But that was the only way wards could be commanded into existence-at least asfar as
he understood, from the book titled Encyclopedie Necromantick, which Carolinus had made him
swallow in taking him on as gpprentice. Probably someone of Carolinus’s ability could set up award
slently; but Jm could not, at least so far.

He chanted:

“Thewind was atorrent of darkness among the gusty trees.
The moon was aghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy sees.
The road was aribbon of moonlight over the purple moor
and the Highwayman cameriding-riding-riding-

The Highwayman cameriding, up to the old inn door...”

To these words he added some of his own:

“... So shdl thisward keep dl without. Until Aargh, Angie or I’ m about.”

It was pretty bad poetry; and he had needed to stretch out the last two lines, to cometo the end of his
chant just as he completed the circle. At that moment, however, there was an interruption-but it came
too late to kegp him from completing aspdll.

It was a scream from behind him.

Hewhirled about and held historch high; but the light it threw showed him nothing. Cursing the
man-at-armsfor findly giving into his night-fears, Jm stalked toward where Amyth’ storch il bumed.

*¢ ¢ ¢ dustdhen it dawned on him that it was lower down than it should be. When he reached it, he saw
why. It waslying on the ground, burning with difficulty only on its uppermost Sde. Besideit lay
Amyth’ s naked sword. But of Amyth, himself, there wasno sign.

CHAPTER SEVEN

“Oh, by theway,” said Jm to Y ves Mortain, the chief man-at-arms, when he returned to the cagtle, “1’ve
sent Amyth off with aspeciad message. He'll be gone several weeks. Keep the matter to yourself as
much as possible, will you?’

“Yes m’'Lord,” replied Yves.

The scar-faced man’ s answer was perfectly automatic and obedient, but he looked a Jm penetratingly;
and Jm had astrong fedling that Y ves was puzzled and curious. A touch of anger kindled in Jm. If any
other medievd lord had told his chief man-at-arms something, that man-at-armswould smply have
accepted it. Yves'sreaction was one more bit of evidence that Jm kept dipping in hiseffortsto act like
atrue knight and a Baron.

Hewas dwaysforgetting it was not the twentieth century, and treating hisinferiors asif therewasno
difference between him and them. A lot of those on his land, consequently, had begun to react in very
unmedieval fashion, asif they werein apostion to question him about what he said. Wdll, hesaid to
himsalf, what he had just told Y ves was what he had told him-and Y ves could make the best of it.

Jm stalked off.

All the same, he thought, it was agood thing he had smuggled Amyth’ s sword up into the solar, before
any of the other men-at-arms saw and recognized it. He refused to think at the moment what might have
snatched Amyth away. Nothing smal, a any rate.

At this point he reached the serving room, toward which he had been headed. Thiswastheroomin



which the disheswere held after being brought from the kitchen, which was necessarily outside the
cadtle, so0 that itswooden structure, if it caught fire, should not also set fireto the rest of the castle. This
room was presided over by afortyish, stout, and rather stern woman named Gwynneth Plyseth, and she
curtsed at the sight of him.

“Gwynneth,” hesad, “I’ll bejoining Sir Giles, and our other guest Sir John, at the high table. Assoon as
Lady Angelacanjoin therest of us, serving of dinner can begin. Will you send amessageto the kitchen
about that; and another message off to tell Lady Angelathe rest of usarewaiting?’

“Yes, m’Lord,” said Gwynneth, bobbing again.
Jm left and went back into the Great Hall and the high table.

“Oh, by theway,” he said to Sir John as he sat down, “| haven’t had time to spesk to my wife yet. If
you wouldn’t mind not mentioning thistrip to France for the moment...”

Sir John smiled.

“Not a dl, Sr James,” hesad. “Thesethingstaketime, as| know from my experience with my own
Lady-wife. I’'minno hurry. | would gladly spend aday or two with you, taking advantage of your
interesting company and that of Sir Giles, to say nothing of that of Lady Angela, hersdlf.”

“Er-yes” said Jm. Hewas ill alittle disturbed by Sir John’ s attention to Angie; and not too sure that
the knight did not intend afurther intimacy than Jm would have found comfortable.

“Drink somewine, James,” said Giles, pushing in front of Jm acup he had just filled from his pitcher.

“Oh, by theway,” said Jm, late that evening, somelittle time after he and Angie had goneto bed and
they were both relaxed and happy, “ Sir John would like Giles and meto take a quick trip over to
France; to ook at what’ sgoing on in theway of getting ready for an invasion the French King is
evidently at work on.”

Jmfdt Angie dtiffen under the coverings beside him.

“Go to France?’ Angie echoed dowly andicily. “When?’

“Wadl,” said Jm, aslightly as he could, “ he was talking about our going pretty much right away-just a
short trip, you understand-*

He broke off, for Angie had sat upright in the bed, spilling bedcovers off both herself and Jm; and had
begun to pound on his chest with both figts.

“Quch!” said Jm, catching her amsto stop her from continuing to do this. “Y ou’ ve put on more muscle
whilewe’ ve been here than you redlize.”

“I wish | had twice asmuch!” shouted Angie furioudy. “You’ re not going!”
“But just ashort trip-* Jm was beginning.

“No! No! Not for aday! Not for an hour! Not for another minute! Y ou’re not leaving! No! No! NO!”
she shouted furioudy. “Notgoing!”

“But let me explain,” Jm pleaded, sill holding her wridts. “There’s danger of aninvasion. It could affect
us, right here at Maencontri. We could have French soldiers on our land, attacking our castle-*

“I don’t care! | don’t care!” said Angie. “Y ou just got back from onetrip! And who had everything to
handle while you were gone? | did. | had to be Lord and Lady too! | had to take care of al the things
that you' d let run wild and put astop to them. | had to order one of the men-at-arms whipped. Y ou
wouldn’t. Y ou didn’t when you should. Y ves Mortain came to me and told me that it had to be done.
So | had to do it. Because you weren't hereto do it. And that’ snot my duty. It’syours-as Lord of this
barony! What if it had been somebody who had to be hung? How do you suppose I’ d have fdt about
that, when it was your job?’



“What had the man-at-arms done?’ Jim asked.

“I don’t remember. What difference doesit make?’ demanded Angie. “ The point isyou weren’t here;
and hereit’ sthe fourteenth century. I’ ve had to handle the castle and lands all lone. I’ ve had to stop the
fights between the servants. I’ ve had to rule the serfs and freemen. I’ ve had to make them dl work,
when they wanted to lie down on the job. I’ ve had to do everything, my job and yours! Whileyou’ ve
been off, having dl sorts of fun no doubt, and never even bothering to think about your castle or your
wifel We've hardly had a chance to say hello to each other, except for afew months after Christmas!
And that was months ago. Why can’t you stay around and take care of your responsibilities? Let alone
take care of me. | need alittle taking care of, now and then-if it’d ever crossyour mind! Y ou’ re off
someplace with all sorts of other women around. Y ou probably don’t even think of me!”

“I dotoo!” said Jm, incensed. “| think of you-at night, at morning, in the daytime, at al sortsof timed! |
do alot of thinking about you. It’ sjust that I’ m not in aposition to get in touch with you and tell you so. |
did send you amessage by Carolinusthat I’ d be delayed getting back.”

Angie samsin hisgrip rdaxed dightly, but only dightly-
“You did?’ sheasked. “ Carolinus didn’t come to me with any message.”

“Maybe he was getting sick dready,” said Jm. “Oh, by theway, | haven’t seen anything of Carolinus,
sncel left you with him after he’ d first been brought in. How’ s he doing?’

But the effort to change the subject was a sad failure. Angie had pulled her wrists free, lay down again
and rolled over on her farther side. Her back was to him. She did not respond; and Jm knew there was
no point in repeating his question- or any other for that matter. The Great Wall of Silence had been
erected; and at least until some future time-hopefully sometime tomorrow-Angie would not be spesking
tohim.

Jm sghed. There was a resentment kindling ingde him. Certainly, Angie had a point. She had indeed
had to carry adoubleload al the time he had been gone, every time he had been gone. I1dedlly, he
should be around this place, twelve months a year. But that was smply not the way thisfeuda world
worked for knights, particularly knightslike himsalf who had picked up an added importance, one way
or another. Chandos, he knew, was always on the move, as now, about some business connected with
the affairs of the Crown.

The more he thought about it the more his resentment grew. After amoment he got up, dressed and
went downgtairs. As he had suspected, Sir John and Sir Gileswere still &t the table talking and drinking.
Jm had |eft them early, on the pleathat he had not seen hiswife in along time; and after some jokes that
were not much broader than he would have encountered from his male friends in the twentieth century,
they had said good night and let him go.

Now, when he returned, they had the good sense not to question him. Giles shoved another full cup of
winein front pf him. And Jm drank deeply fromiit.

He continued to drink deeply. In fact, he got drunk. He had avague memory of being carried up the
gairsby acouple of panting servants, and not worrying a al about the fact that one of them might dip
and al three, including himself, go plunging off the unguarded side of the stone steps that wound up the
circular wall of the tower-down severa storiesto bloody death.

They even took him clear into the solar, undressed him, put him in bed, and covered him up. All thetime
thiswas going on, Angie lay where she was, on the other side of the bed, in complete silence; asif no
onewaswithin forty milesof her- including Jm.

Thiswasthelast thing he remembered. He woke to a splitting headache, atouch of nauseain the pit of
his somach and light coming through the narrow windows thet indicated it was much later in the day than
he was used to getting up. Both he and Angie had fdlen into the medieva habit of risng with the sun, if



not before it. His mouth was dry, he had aterrible thirst-and then he noticed that the bed beside him was
empty. Of course, Angie would have gotten up, dressed and |eft some hours ago.

Thethirst was overwhelming. He struggled to hisfeet and stumbled over to the table holding pitchers of
drink, yearning for water. At the last second he remembered that drinking the local water would make
him sick. So, carefully averting his head from the smell and Sight of the pitcher of winethat wasthere, he
located the pitcher containing small beer and poured some into a cup.

It tasted terrible, but it was wet. For amoment he was not sure that he could keep down what he had
just swallowed; then it turned out that he could; and he drank some more. Gradually and thirstily he
worked hisway down until he had the pitcher amost empty.

He dropped into achair at the table, with a cup holding the last of the small beer, and tried to pull his
witstogether. To makethetrip to France in the face of Angie’ s absolute opposition wasimpossible.

On the other hand, he wasin direct fief to the King. He would not be at al surprised-in fact he would be
surprised only if the contrary were true-if Sir John was not carrying a paper stamped with the Roya
Sedl, that put him, with Giles, under Sir John’ s orders. Sir John would probably prefer not to order him
to Franceif he could help it. That was not the way to get the best out of whomever you sent on such a
duty. Hewastrying first to get Jm’ s agreement to go willingly. Plainly, Giles had aready agreed to go.

Jm fdt caught between two fires. Two impossibilities. Angle’ srefusal to let him go; and Sir John’s
hidden, but doubtless present, authority that could make him go whether he wanted to or not. The worst
of dl solutionswould befor himto let himsalf be ordered with Angie il persisting in her opposition.

It might be that she would cave in, once she saw that he had no choice. But, knowing Angie, that was no
certainty. Also, he would not fed he had the freedom of action in France, if he went there under orders
but againg Angie’ swishes. Only if he went there of hisown freewill could he be confident of doing as
Sir John would expect, as he saw fit in whatever circumstances he faced.

Hefinished off thelast of the small beer. Hewas till thirsty. But downdtairs, there were dutieswaiting
for him that he should have been at severa hours ago. He dressed and went down.

The Great Hall, as he had expected, was empty. Judging by the light coming through the window dits
here, it must benine A.M. at least.

Since the thought of breakfast did not gpped to him, he did not sit down at the high table himsdlf and call
aservant, but smply passed on through the hall and was just about to emerge from the door when he
waswaylad by the blacksmith.

“M’Lord-please, m’Lord-"“ The blacksmith tugged a aforelock that was the scanty remnant of his
brown-gray hair, and made an attempt at a bow.

Jm stopped, suddenly very conscious of his aching head and queasy stomach. But-noblesse oblige. Or,
in other words, always keep on good terms with the servants, if possible.

“Yes? heasked.

“M’Lord, if youwould be so kind-* The blacksmith gave him an ingratiating, gap-toothed grin. “It
occurred to me | might be of some smdl usein examining and fixing any little damage that the noble Sir
John’ sarmor might have suffered. | didn’t want to ask him mysdif...”

The sentencetrailed off, leaving Jm to supply itsunsaid finish.

“I’ll mention it to him,” said Jm shortly and pushed past the man. A moment later he was out through the
door and the sunlight hit him in both eyeslike the blades of swords.

He blinked, and stood for afew seconds, letting his gaze adjust to the brightness. Then, looking around
the courtyard, he saw both Sir John and Sir Giles examining one of the horses that had been brought out



from the stablesfor them. It was Jm’ s own Gorp-the closest thing he had to areal destrier, or war horse.

A kitchen servant stood by the two knights, patiently holding a pitcher which undoubtedly contained
wine, snce both knights had cupsin their hands. A couple of other cups were hooked to the servant’s
belt.

Jm walked toward the three men and the horse, his head throbbing with the jar of each foot hitting the
cementlike hardness of the pounded earth that was the courtyard floor.

“Ah, Sir James,” said Sir John as he approached, and both knights turned toward him. “ A stablehand
wasjust walking this magnificent beast of yours; and we stopped him to look the animal over.”

Now that Sir John spoke, Jim saw a diminutive stable servant that had been more or less hidden from his
sght by the two knights and Gorp himself, holding the end of the hdter around Gorp’ s neck.

“Sol see” said Jm as he met them and stopped. “ Yes.”

Even through the fog of his hangover, he was keenly aware that a couple of knightslike Sir John and Sir
Gilesknew very well that Gorp was no “magnificent beast.” But at the moment his aching head was not
up to coming up with amore satisfactory answer to Sir John’ s statement.

“But what are you thinking of, fellow!” said Sir John, turning on the servant with a pitcher. “ Standing
there like apost without offering your Lord acup?’

The servant started hadtily, jerked one of the empty cupsfrom hisbdlt, filled it and held it out to m with
a“very sorry, m'Lord.”

Jmwastoo dow to stop him. Silently he accepted the brimming cup of wine, the very sght and smell of
which threatened to make his somach turn over-when he noticed that both of the other two knights
werewatching him keenly.

Foggy-headed as he was, he suddenly became aware that this was another of those little testswhich
people of the class he had ended up in loved to indulge.

They knew in what state he had gone upstairs to bed the night before. They must have avery good idea
of how hewasfeding right now; and, particularly, how he was feding toward the idea of another cup of
wine. Therewas nothing unfriendly about their interest; but it was part of the generd pattern, dong with
the tournaments and the other rough sports of the period-a sort of generd testing that went on al the
time, of everybody by everybody. It was asif everyone wanted to make sure that the people around him
or her still had dl the strengths they had originally been given credit for. Whatever happened, he was
going to haveto drink this cup of wine.

He could cheat by removing the wine as he pretended to swallow; but somehow he was ashamed to do
this

He dared not close his eyes. He put the cup to hislips and smply began swallowing. For amoment his
stomach hovered on the edge of revolt; but again, aswith the small beer, the fact that he was pouring
liquid into his dehydrated body seemed to save him. He drained the cup to the bottom and handed it
back to the kitchen servant, who promptly refilled it to the top and handed it once more back to him.

Thistime, Im felt he had safely passed the test. He took a sip or two from the second cup, finding it not
at al hard to get it down, and made himsdf smile at Gilesand Sir John- who smiled back.

“About the beast here,” said Sir John, turning back to Gorp. “Is he schooled?’

Jm felt astrong touch of embarrassment. Gorp was about as unschooled as any horse ever ridden into
combat could be. But Jm’ swits seemed unexpectedly sharpened by the sudden jolt of the near-pint of
winewithin him on top of the smdl beer-though that had had dmost no dcohal init a al.

He backed off half a dozen paces and spoke to the stablehand holding the end of Gorp’s hdter.



“Womar!” he said to the man. “Let him go.”

The stablehand dropped the end of the halter rope and Jm whistled.

Gorp looked around, mildly surprised. He spotted Jim; and, turning leisurely, plodded over to lower his
head and snuffleat Jm’ s chest for the reward that usually followed his answering that whistle. At the
moment, however, Jm had nothing to give him. Sugar was unknown, so the sugar cube he might have
offered ahorse as areward back in the twentieth century wasimpossible. This spring’ s carrots were not
grown yet and last year’ swere long gone. Aswere last year’ s oats.

Jm patted and stroked the horse alittle bit, speaking to him to try and make up for the lack of agift,
then stood back and gave him another order.
“Up, Gorp!” hecried. “Up, boy!”

Gorp went into hisonly other trick-which wasto rise on his hind legs with his front hooves pawing
dangeroudy at the air before him. It was afdse but good imitation of awar horse fighting along with his
rider. Then he dropped back to al four legs.

“There. Very good, Gorp. Good horse,” said Jim.
After some more petting, stroking and praising he took the halter rope and led him back to Womar.

“Indeed-* Sir John was beginning approvingly, when the howl of awolf from some not too distant spot
suddenly split the bright morning air. Sir John broke off speaking, Gorp jerked so strongly at his head
rope that Womar dmost logt hisgrip onit, and Womar himself turned pale.

“The second time thismorning, m’ Lord,” he murmured shakily to Jm. “Evil thing ‘tis, hearing awolf
howl like thet in broad daylight. Night’ sthe time for wolf howls. Some evil’ s about!”

Jm was suddenly aware of the eyes of both Sir John and Giles bright and knowingly upon him.

“I wouldn’t worry about it, Womar,” said Jm, asbriskly ashe could. “1 believe | know that wolf and
why he’ showling. If you'll saddle a couple of horses for these two gentlemen and one for me-not Gorp
here-

“Gorp?’ echoed Sir John, with the first note of surprise im had ever heard in the voice of that urbane
and knowledgeable knight.

“-Er, yes” said Jmto him, “the horse’s name, you know. Well, go dong, Womar, and saddle those
horsesas| said.”

Womar went off with unusua speed, towing dong a Gorp who seemed only too happy to trot back to
the comfort of the stables.

Fifteen minuteslater they rode through the woods to the little clearing where the sump stood, with its
red cloth still stuck by one end into the split at the top of the broken wood. Jm dismounted. Sir John
and Gilesdid dso. Sr Gileswith a somewhat puzzled look on his aristocratic face.

“Why are we here, Sr James?’ asked the older knight. “ There seemsto be nothing of awolf inthe
vidnity.”
“Ohyes, thereis,” said aharsh voiceimmediately behind them. “Turn around and you’ Il sseme.”

They turned. Aargh was standing on al four legs facing them, not more than a dozen paces avay. He
was adark-haired wolf, and nearly aslarge asa small pony. Altogether he made arather impressve
sight, this close and appearing apparently out of thin air without any sound or other warning.

“Where-“ began Sir John, and broke off-evidently aware he was betraying his surprise. Jm felt atwinge
of guilt. Knowing Aargh’ sfondness for seeing others before they saw him, he had deliberately comein
upwind, so that Aargh would have plenty of timeto circle around behind them.

“Aargh,” said Jm, “you know Sir Giles. This other gentleman with meis Sir John Chandos.”



“Ishenow?’ said Aargh. “ And what’ sthat to me?’

CHAPTER EIGHT

“Srwalf,” said Sir John smoothly, having made a good recovery and speaking as urbanely asusud, “you
" ve never met me before, of course. But it was | who requested Sir Gilesand Sir James hereto go to
France last year to rescue our Crown Prince-that quest in which you yoursdlf joined and played such an
honorable part.”

“Keep your usdesswordsto yoursdf. Sir Knight,” growled Aargh. “1 have never done anything
honorable in my life and never will. | do things for only two reasons. It is necessary they be done, or |
want to do them. All eseisnonsense”

“Might | ask you then, Sir Walf,” said Sir John, “what caused you to involve yoursdf with Sir James and
Sr Gilesin Francelast time?’

“I| wanted to!” Aargh snapped hisjaws shut on the last word.

“Then, may 1 ask,” said Sir John, “isit possible you might want to assist these two gentlemen againin
another such trip to that same country-*

“No.” Aargh’ sinterruption was dmodt reflexive.

“I see” sad Sir John eadly. “But if you would listen to somethings | haveto tdl you, it’ s possible that
you might change your mind?’
“| doubt it,” said Aargh.

“You see,” went on Sir John, still companionably, “the King of France intends to invade England. For
some reason he seemsto be very sure of his ability to land an army across the Channel on our shores. If
such an army landed, of course it would come through here, devastating dl inits path. Including, cometo
think of it, thisterritory of yours- just what areits boundaries?’

“Thiswood and the next one eastward and the one beyond that,” said Aargh, “and westward to the
Meres and the seashore. Even to the Loathly Tower, of which you’ll have heard, and down to the water
beside and beyond it. What isthereis dtill there. So far, it has not challenged me, and | have not
chalenged it. True, the sand-mirks rule that territory, but they move out of my way when | come. Itis
mine”

“But you could leaveit for alittlewhile,” said Sir John.

“I could. But | won't,” said Aargh. “All thisis mine because none can take it from me. To the east, to the
north and even to the south there are others of my own kind who watch and wait. Intime | will grow old
and stiff and dower than | am now. Then the time will come when, one by one, they’ Il Sart to chalenge
me. Inthe end onewill kill me and thisland will be his. That’ sasit should be. But if | leaveit empty |
may come back to find some other of them aready in occupation-one or even apack. That would cause
me trouble; and | see no reason to go to trouble for you, Sir Knight.”

“But how about the French army?’ said Sir John. “Y ou may be ready to meet dl chalengers, but surely
you redlize you can’t defeat an army. The French will day you.”

Aargh opened hisjawsin one of his slent laughs. When he was done he closed the javs again with
another snap.

“They must find mefirst. Sr Knight,” he said. “And | tell you that athousand such as you could comb
these woods and never find me. More than severa thousand would fal. | am awaolf, Sr Knight; and
wolves are not easily found when they do not want to be found. That would not stop me from finding
them, by one and one; and the ones | found would be left dead. | am no boar or bear to be driven,
cornered and brought to battle.”



“Ah,” said Sir John, il in the same calm, engaging voice, “your hel p-those things which you can do
which no one e se can do-will, I’'m sure, be sorely missed by Sir Gilesand Sir James. | am sure we will
al be sad that you won’ t accompany them.”

“Sad or happy, what difference does it maketo me?’ snarled Aargh. “I am not one of your tame cursto
whine and lick your hand because you are unhappy.”

Heturned to Jm.
“Wasit for this, you caled me?’ he asked Jm. “Y ou might have known better, if 0.”

“It wasn't the entire reason,” said Jm. “1 aso wanted to tell you that Carolinusis safein my castle now
and we hope to have him well again, shortly.”

“That isinteresting,” said Aargh, “though of no great import. All creaturesdie. But | will say that, likedl
wewho go on four legs, | likethe Mage. | wish him well; and with you and Angela his chanceis best.”

“Thanks,” said Jm, more touched than he dared alow himself to show in the tone of hiswords. Aargh
was as disdainful of emotionin othersashewas of it in himself.

“Leaveyour cloth whereitisin the sump, then,” said Aargh. “I’ Il keep my eyeon it and not be far
digant a any time. If | seeit gone, | will know that the Mageiswell again. If you need me for his sake,
doubleit and tuck both ends of the clothin.”

“I'll dothet,” said Jm.

“Thenfarewdl,” sad Aargh, and lft.

“Remarkable,” said Sir John, staring at the empty space where Aargh had been, it seemed, amoment
before. “It isdmogt asif thewolf could vanish likeamagician, himsdf.”

“It’ sahabit of his” admitted Jm. “I think dl wolvescandoit.”

Sir John sighed.

“Widl, gentlemen,” he said, “it ssemswe might aswell return to the castle.”

Heglanced a Jm.

“-Or will thewolf return?”

“No. Not without somereason,” said Jm.

They remounted and rode somberly back to the castle. They had barely dismounted in the courtyard,
however, before a castle servant came rushing up to Jm.

“M’Lord! M’Lord!” hesaid. “The Lady Angelabids you come to the room where the magician
Cardlinuslies with al haste!”

“Go ahead!” Jmtold him. “I’ll beright there.”

“Should we go with you, James?’ asked Giles.

Jm shook his head.

“I don’t think 0,” he said rgpidly. “If my Lady-wife wished anyone else, she’ d have asked for them,
too. Would you mind waiting for me at the high tablein the Great Hall?If it turnsout I’ m delayed, Il
send to let you know.”

The other men nodded. Jm turned, and headed toward the Great Hall himsalf asfast as his rank would
alow. AsLord of the castle he could not be seen running like acommon servant-at least, not without
more reason than there had been in the message that just reached him. But he walked as swiftly ashe
could into the castle. Only, mounting the stairway of the tower-with no one watching-he alowed himsdlf
to run. He was imagining Carolinus suddenly gonein avery bad state indeed. If so, heaven hope hewas
in timeto do whatever he could, or at least to be there.

But when he burst through Carolinus’ s door, with tottery legs, and out of bresth from the long, winding,
stone staircase that circled the inside of the tower, it was to find no emergency in progress.



Infact, quite the reverse. Angie was Sitting with her armsfolded, in achair alittle back from the bedside.
There were no servantsin the room. Another empty chair sat close beside the bed. In the bed itsdlf was
Carolinus, propped up on pillows and drinking teafrom a cup and saucer. Both were of the kind of fine
chinathat Jm was absolutely positive was not ordinarily to be found in fourteenth-century England,
ether in the past of hisown old world or in the present of this one. Clearly, Carolinus was not only
better, but able to work his magic again.

He had even recovered the customary bristle to his mustaches and the snappish ook of his expression.
“Wadll, hereyou are,” hesaid to Jm. “High time! Sit down there, by the bed.”

Jm took the empty chair.

“It’ smarvel ous to see you looking so good, Carolinus,” Jm said. “1 could dmost believe you weren’t
telling medl of it, when you said that magic could help wounds but not cureills.”

“Well, my damnable bed sores were wounds, weren’t they?’ said Carolinus. “ Asfar astheillsgo, | was
probably over that aweek ago, but | never got a chance to know it, the way those two were feeding me
with purges and emeticsand the like.”

“Actudly,” said Im, “1’ ve been waiting for the time when you’ d get well enough that | could talk to you
about something rather strange that happened to me just before | got back here-*

“Never mind that!” said Carolinus. He was his old imperious self; but there was something-something
missing about him, that Jm could not seem to put hisfinger on. “ There are more important things | want
to talk about. Areyou listening?’

Jm cast ahopeful glance a Angie; but she looked icily back at him over folded aams as she sat in her
chair. Clearly she had not got over the way she had been feding toward him the previous evening. Jm
turned his attention back to Carolinus.

“I'mligening,” he said.

“Very well,” said Carolinus, and took asip of tea He frowned over at the kettle.

“Not warm enough!” he said.

The kettle gave ashort, gpologetic whistle.

“Never mind, thistime,” said Carolinus. “1’ vewarmed it up mysalf and made surethe milk and sugar iniit
aretheright proportions. But keep the temperature in mind. Now, Jm-*

Jm gavethe dderly magician dl hisattention.

“I'm afraid | had to midead you,” he said. “But at thetime | spoke to you first about this, you weren't
involved in magic to any red extent-1 must say you' re hardly involved even now, but you'll haveto learn
to useit, anyway-1 told you there were no sorcerers, only magicians who had gonewrong. Y ou' ve since
experienced acase of that in the matter of the AAA magician of France, Mavinne; and you remember
hisend.”

Jm did. Jm shuddered. He remembered alimp Malvinne being drawn up to the great shadowy figures
of the King and Queen of Degth, like arag doll on astring.

“Now, | haveno choice,” continued Carolinus. “Y ou must be enlightened. Jm, there are sorcerers.”
“Oh? sadJm.

“Oh?" snorted Caralinus. “Isthat al you haveto say?| tell you of afact that shakesthe world, and
yousay is-‘oh’!”

“I'm-I’mwordless” said Jm.

“Wadl, that’ sgood,” went on Carolinus. “1n any case, there are sorcerers. In some way's, they appear

just like magicians. But they aren’t. They’ ve no Accounting Office to keep their records straight, they’re
grictly single operators, and they begin by sdlling themsalvesto the Dark Powersin return for learning



magic. They do learn asort of magic; but it isnot the kind you and | know. It’ s magic which can be
turned only to evil purposes.”

Jmfdt achill run down hisback. For thefirst timethe potentid of what Carolinuswastdlling him had
begun to register on him. Clearly, Carolinus did not take these sorcererslightly. And if Carolinusdidn’t
take them lightly- what should they mean to someone like himself, amere C rated magician? So thiswas
the reason behind what Carolinus wanted to tell him.

“Thekind of magic that these sorcererslearn is caled counter-magic,” said Carolinus. “To digtinguish it
from that which you and | use. Now, our magic is created and designed to be used only for good
purposes. It can’t be used for evil, or for gain, persona gain that is-you’ re aware that you'’ re not alowed
to =l your magicad servicesuntil you're at least A rank?’

“No,” answered Jm, “you never told me.”

“Strange,” said Carolinus, frowning. “1 digtinctly had theimpression | had. However, you’ ve been told
now. Officidly, a any rank up to an A you' re still within the apprentice bounds. However, back to the
point. A qualified magician, A or above, can receive feesfor hismagical servicesin order to keep aroof
over his head and food on histable and such, but anything more than thisisfrowned on, asin Mavinne's

Jmwasfrowning alittle himsdlf. Thefirst time he had seen Carolinus was when he had been in the body
of adragon. And his dragon granduncle, Smrgol, had needed to bargain Carolinus down from fifteen
pounds of gold to four pounds of gold, one pound of silver and alarge flawed emerad-just for some
informetion.

“What do you do with the gold and jewelsyou get in fees?” asked Jm, suddenly curious, for Carolinus
lived smply in hislittle cottage and apparently had no large expenses.

“None of your business!” snapped Caralinus. “ There’sagreat deal you don’t understand about the use
of magic. Whenyou’re A class, come and talk to me again about it.”

“Oh, dl right,” said Jm.

“Now, wherewas |”? Oh, yes-sorcerers,” went on Carolinus. “As| was saying, there are sorcerers.
When the King of France lost Mavinne as his private roya magician and minister, he hunted around for
asubgtitute; and came up with not amagician at al, but a sorcerer named Ecotti. Who, being deeply
hated and feared in his native Italy, was only too glad to move into the French royal palace and take up
where Mavinne had | eft off. But, of course, hismagicisal dark magic. Destructive magic. He readily fell
inwith the King of France’ s plan to invade England-*

“Oh, you know about that?’ said Jm.

“Of course!” said Carolinus. “I wish you’ d stop interrupting. The point is, Ecotti realized what King Jean
of France did not; and that any invasion of England must naturdly find me helping its defense. There are,
asyou know, only two otherslike mein the world. Ecotti done could never hope to face me.”

Carolinus frowned darkly.
“S0,” he said, “ someone ese was a work behind what happened to me-and that involvesyou, Jm.”

CHAPTER NINE

“What do you mean?’ Jm demanded.

Carolinusignored the question.

“Whoever it is, isclever, there’sno doubt about it,” he said, grimly. “To attack me! Not by
counter-magica means, except possibly in one dight measure. That was to introduce an uncomfortable,
but by no means dangerous, illnessinto the kettle you see before me.”



The kettle gave an unhappy littlewhistle.

“I"'m not blaming you!” Carolinus sngpped &t it. “Y ou’ re only an inanimate object, though you seem to
forget that from timeto time. There’ sno way you could defend yourself, or even be aware of what was
being doneto you.”

He cleared histhroat and continued to Jim.

“At any rate, asyou know, | was made sick; and meanwhile, by completely nonmagica means, word |
wasill was passed to that particular gaggle of vagabonds you saw about my cottage; and to those two
femal e torturers you saw. Theresults, you know. Those women were well on the way to wearing me
down to where someone of my mature years couldn’t survive. If it’d worked, I’ d have been dead; and a
fine messtha would haveleft dl of you, and England, in.”

Heglared a Jm, asif it was Jm’ sfault.

“Happily, | smdled arat,” hesaid. “| investigated and found the trace of magic on my kettle. From that,
by methodsyou’ Il not be learning for sometime, | was able not only to cleanse the kettle, but to trace
back and realize evil was at work.”

He paused to take asip of tea.

“Itwasn't easy,” hewent on. “You'll find for yoursdlf the concepts necessary to making full-scae
magic-our type of magic-takes a certain amount of strength; and my strength had been drained just then.
I’d barely enough to cleanse the magic from the kettle and send it to you. Littledid | know that you’'d be
dallying to pick flowers, and so the kettle got to your castle and found you not there. Being merely a
magic-touched inanimate object, as| keep reminding it-*

Hethrew a severe glance at the kettle. Thistime, it accepted thisin silence.

“-1t had no more capacity than to wait to ddliver the message | had sent until you got there. Happily,
when you did, you came and got me.”

“Of coursel” said Jm and Angie both together.

“It was agpecia case, you understand,” said Carolinus gruffly. “Ordinarily, I” d scarcely need the help of
peoplelike yourselves. I’ m fond of you, true; but that doesn’t close my eyesto the fact that you're
rather in the case of midgets helping agiant.”

“Speaking of giants,” said Jm, seizing on the opening, “that’ s the very thing | wanted to speak to you
about. When | was gathering some flowersfor Angie avery strange thing happened-*

“If you don’t mind,” snapped Carolinus, “we’ll stick to the point. | was speaking. The point isthat | was
supposed to die; so that the French invasion would find no strong magica opposition to its sweeping

through England. Bdlieve me, thistimeit would have been able to do so-even without the help of the
Scots; whom the French King plans to conquer as soon as he has England subdued, anyway.”

“Ahl” said Jm.

“Blegting ‘&’ in't necessary,” retorted Carolinus. “Any child could reason that much. But back to more
important things. The pointis1’ve survived. But I’ m till hampered.”

Helooked fiercely at Jm.

“Thedifficulty,” he said, “isthat red magic-the magic we use-is by definition not punitive. | can useit to
defend, as| use wards about my cottage and grounds; but | can’t useit to attack, without avery clear
and obvious reason-such asthat if | do not attack now, | will be attacked mysdlf, inevitably.”

“] don't undergand,” said Jm.

“I understand,” said Angie, behind him. “He means he can’t attack this-whoever-without clear evidence



that ‘whoever’ isgoing to attack him. But Carolinus-*
Shelooked directly at the magician.

“-Whoever it was did try to kill you!” shewent on. “Evenif by roundabout ways. Isn’t that enough to
justify your doing something back?’

“Not aslong as| survived; as| now have,” said Carolinus. “Unlessthere’ sevidenceit’ll betried again.”
“Wadl if the French invade, aren’t you likely to be killed?’ asked Angie.

“Yes-and no,” said Carolinus. “ They’ d need magica help, no matter how large their army, to get at me
behind my magical defenses. Y ou two and the other landhol ders around herewon’t be aslucky.”

“Wdl then,” said Jm, “what’ s to be done?’

“I'll tell youwhat’ sto be done!” said Carolinus. “1’ ve got to find who’ sthe real power behind Ecotti,
and plotting to get me. Counter-magic alone could infect my kettle, but not without some real magic to
keep mefrom immediately discovering it-otherwise, it couldn’t be done without my knowing it. That
pointsto areal magician a work, helping Ecotti. But the Accounting Office assures me none were
involved.”

“l see” said Jm.

“I hope so, for your sake,” said Carolinus. “Because whoever isbehind it is a so forwarding the invasion.
Thisisal beyond your level of magic, Jm; but | have a perfect conviction that thereisahidden
Mastermind there. Ecatti is nothing by himsdlf. He' sfound some partner or partners who make the
invasion possible. To cross the Channel, except in the best of weather, without |osing dozens of troop
ships and having even many more blown off course, so that the French forces land scattered and out of
touch with each other, is something that’ s daunted, and will daunt, agreat many people both in the past
and thefuture”

Hefrowned at Jm.
“Y ou have knowledge of attempts that were made after our time, in the world you came from.”

“That’sright,” said Jm. “The Nazis were going to try a cross-Channd invason in World War 11. It never
cameoff.”

“And King Jean wouldn’t be so confident, if he didn’t have help. Now, that necessary help can only
come from the seaitsdlf,” said Carolinus. “I” ve discovered that Jean’ s found, through Ecotti, some
unholy dliance with the tribe of sea serpentsthat populate dl the seas, and some leader anong the
serpents themsalves has risen who can bring the rest together to act asagroup. Normally they have little
to do with one another once they’ re mature. Do you know anything about sea serpents, im?’

“Only,” said Jm thoughtfully, “that the dragon Smrgol reminded me, just before we had our fight at the
Loathly Tower, that Gorbash had an ancestor who’ d met a sea serpent in single combat and won.
Apparently, thiswas an unusual thing for adragon to be ableto do.”

Caralinus snorted.

“Indeed!” said Carolinus. “Asadragon, you'relarge, Jm. But an ordinary sea serpent iseasly twice
your weight and at least double your length. 1t’s smply much bigger and stronger than you. They’ ve
awaystaken it for granted that no dragon can stand up to one of them. Also, in fact, the battle to which
you'rereferring isone | remember very well. It’ srankled in the minds of al sea serpents ever since.
Possibly that’ swhy they were so quick to agree to help theinvasion. The land doesn’t matter to them,
but the dragons of the land do. They want revenge-to say nothing of the fact that, like the dragons, each
has a hoard. They dso look forward to plundering dragon hoards. To that end, oncein England they’ I
try to kill off every dragon here”



Hedrained his cup and glared aside at the kettle.

“Refill!” he snapped.

The kettle floated over through the air to him and poured what appeared to be water into his cup, but
which changed to adark tea-color as soon asit hit the cup. Theliquid stopped a fraction of aninch short
of therim. Carolinus glared at the cup itself again.

“Milk and sugar,” he said.

Theliquid immediatdy turned milky. He Sipped at it. “ Right temperature thistime,” he remarked.

“Ecotti,” echoed Jm, frowning. “I1t’ safunny name.”

“Not at dl funny!” growled Carolinus. “It’ satypica namein the mountainsin Italy from which he comes.
The people there have taken asort of sneaking pride in themsalves, for the sorcerers and witches they’ ve
produced over the centuries. He's no match for someone like mysdlf, as| say; but asasorcerer he's
potent, very potent. I’ d rate him in the very top rank of sorcerers-far above your leve, Jm. Keep that in
mind. Now, also keep in mind that asfar as the sea serpents are concerned that invasion’ saready
begun. There'll possibly be somein England, right now.”

“England!” said Jm, starting. “ Of course! That would explain what happened to poor Amyth. And
Hubert’s cows! That’d make the serpentsalot closer than just in the seaaround us.”

“ Amyth? Hubert? What about Amyth and Hubert?” queried Angie sharply.

“It could well have been a sea serpent that ate Sir Hubert’ scows,” said Jm, “and got Amyth.
Swallowed himwhole a one gulp, I d guess. That’ s another thing | wanted to talk to you about,
Caolinus*

“A seaserpent got Amyth, you say!” interrupted Carolinus. “ Here?’

“I think s0. Seewhat you think,” said Jm. “1 had him carry torchesfor me, last night when | put the
signa cloth out for Aargh. 1t was dark enough so we couldn’t see beyond the torchlight. But he was
afraid of being too close to magic-1 put award around the post and the cloth, so no other animal or
person would come along and pull it out. Only Angie, mysdf or Aargh. Anyway, Amyth backed off. |
had my back turned. | heard him scream-*

He broke off & the memory.

“When | went to look,” he said, “1 could only find his sword. Nothing ese. | hid the sword.”

“Im!” Angie sad. “Oh, poor Amyth.”

“Hewasn't necessarily the nicest person, you know,” Jim said to her. “Few of our men-at-arms are.”
“I don’t care,” said Angie. “1t’ shorrible, anyone being swalowed like that!”

“Indeed, what you did was very foolish of you, Jm,” said Carolinus. “Going looking practicaly into the
mouth of a sea serpent. What if he’ d till been there?’

“How couldit befoolishif | didn’t know then that sea serpents were around?’ retorted Jm with some
heat. “ Asfar as| knew then, the largest things here were dragons. | can’t see adragon coming and
getting Amyth. For onething, adragon can’t swallow or even lift afull-grown man or woman, and fly
off. Besides, dragonsdon’t liketo fly at night. I’ m the only exception to that | know of. | didn’t
know-and that’ swhat 1’ ve been trying to ask you about! There’saso the matter of this giant-*

“Will you stop maundering about giants” snapped Carolinus. “We' ve got serious things to talk about
here”

“I WILL NOT!” roared Jm suddenly.

Caralinus, he was glad to see, was startled. So was Angie. Jm had never shouted at Carolinus before.
In fact, he seldom shouted at anyone. He took advantage of the moment to go on.

“Thisgiant,” hesaid clearly and firmly, “caled himself a Sea Devil; and, from what you tell me about sea
serpents, Carolinus, he may be part of the whole business. But you haven’t let me get aword in



edgewise about him. He came out of a pond near where | was picking flowers. He was at least twice the
height of a dragon-maybe three timesthe height. And he was built like awedge, point down. He had a
gresat big head, enormous shoulders and he sort of tapered to a pair of feet that were-oh, maybe three or
four timesthe size of mine.”

“A SeaDevil. Hmm,” said Carolinus, suddenly thoughtful. “Did he say what his name was?’

“Rrrnlf,” said Jm, trying to trill thefirst letter of the Sea Devil’ s name. He was not very successful. He
tried it again, with a Scot-like rall to histongue; and came out with something alittle closer to what he
hed heard from the Sea Devil himsdf. “ Actudly, hedidn’t seem abad sort. He just wanted to know in
which direction the seawas, and | told him. He was hunting somebody who had stolen some lady or
other from him, he said. I’ m not quite sure what he was talking about.”

“Neither am|,” said Carolinus mildly. “The Sea Devils are Naturds, of course. The most powerful
creaturesin the ocean, and the most intelligent-with one exception. Y ou said he struck you as anot
unfriendly type of individud ?’

“That’sright,” said Jm. “Infact, he struck me asvery friendly. Hetold me he wasin my debt for my
pointing out to him where the seawas, and said that now he would know hisway al through the
underground waters of thisidand. Hesaid | could call on himif | ever needed him. | didn’t know the
underground waters were connected.”

“They aren’t-the surface waters aren’t,” said Carolinus. “But the Sea Devils, with acombination of their
strength and their superhuman abilities as Naturd's, can go right through earth, aswell as water, without
any trouble a al. He' d have been talking about the deep-down layers of water trapped between rock
levels as much as thousands of feet underground.”

Jm and Angie both stared at him. Carolinuswent on, asif thisability wasnot a al sartling.

“Yes” hesad, “they’ ve actualy made themsalves a sort of underground, water-filled tunnel between the
Mediterranean and the Red Sea, that gives them a short route to the Indian Ocean. | wonder what kind
of lady it was he was taking about; and who'’ d have the courage to steal her from him? Even asea
serpent will back off from a Sea Devil. One of the great whales, of course, would outweigh a Sea Devil
many times over; but whaes never go looking for trouble. I’ m under the impression they and the Sea
Devils get dong very well together-even the killer whales and the Sea Devils. Of course, the SeaDevil is
redlly too bigamouthful for any killer whae. Even amaekiller whaeis only about thirty feet long; and
evenif it’sacarnivore, there’ sl plenty of dolphins and sealions and such that the killers can take with
relative ease.”

He seemed to come back to present problemswith ajerk.

“I'mintrigued,” he said, putting his cup and saucer asdeto hang in empty air, “by hisbeing here at this
particular time, though. | wonder if there’ s a connection between him and the sea serpents hel ping the
King of France. But the point is, there’ d be nothing in it for the Sea Devils. Unlike the sea serpents, they
can stay out of water aslong asthey like; but they’ ve redly nothing againgt dragons-or humans.”

He checked himsdlf.

“But-back to what | wastaking about,” he said. “The Mastermind behind this Ecotti must be found, and
| can’t doit. So, Jm, it’ sup to you-with that future-trained mind of yours-to sniff out whoever it isl”

CHAPTER TEN
“No!” roared Angie.
It isnot easy for women to roar. To raisetheir voices, yes, but to roar-difficult. It islargely amatter of

the deepness of their voice tones. Jm had just roared afew minutes before-somewhat to his surprise-but
then he was afairly passable baritone. Angie was not even acontralto. Nonetheless, there was no



mistaking on the part of her two hearersin that small room. Angie had roared.

Jm gtarted and turned to see hiswife’ sface. But, instead of the daggersin her glance being directed at
him, he was deeply relieved to see that they were dl directed now at Carolinus. He looked at Carolinus
and saw the old magician aso looking startled. Whether he had aso jumped or not, it wastoo late to
tell. Jm had been looking the other way at thetime.

“I beg your pardon?’ said Carolinus, in asomewhat stunned voice.

“| say he’snot going to uncover whoever thisisthat you' re talking about!” said Angie. Shewas no
longer roaring but shewas very definitely furious. “It’salways Jdm! Jm! Arewein danger of having the
Scotsinvade England? Send Jmto fix it!”

“I didn’t-* Carolinus was beginning.

“Wadl, you had ahand in it somewhere. I’ m sure of that!” snapped Angie. “Isthe Crown Prince of
England missing? Send Jm! Send Jm and hisfriendsto France to recover the Prince! Have | been
stolen away from the Loathly Tower, in amove by the Dark Powers that threatens everybody? Let Jm
find Companionsto fight with him and handleit!”

“But,” said Carolinus, regaining some of his self-possession, “I’ vejust finished explainingwhy | can’t be
the one. And there’ sonly mysdlf or Im.”

“I don’t care- Angie was beginning; but thistime Carolinusinterrupted.

“You' d rather have this castle burned about your ears, by licentious French soldiery?’ asked Carolinus.
“All the men within it daughtered and the women killed in unmentionable ways?’

Therewasamoment’ s silence. Jm stole aglance at his wife again. She had been stopped; but thefire
was not out. They had both been in the fourteenth century long enough to know what Carolinus meant
by the type of unmentionable deaths that were visited on women-and, to a certain extent, men aswell.
Verticd impaement was one example.

She glanced for amoment at Jm; but Jm was suddenly glad to seethat all anger was gone from that
glance. The Great Wall of Silence had evidently gone down; and they were once more on the same side.

“There must be some way that doesn’t involve Jm,” Angie said, after the long moment of sllence. “You’
rethe onewith al the magic, dl the knowledge. Y ou grew up on thisworld. You’ ve lived herefor | don’t
know how many years. Y ou should be the one with the answers.”

All these words were addressed to Carolinus. The fedling of something missing in the older man that Jm
had sensed once before came back on him now, more strongly. Carolinus shook his head dowly-but at
that moment Jm had an inspiration of hisown.

“Asamatter of fact, Carolinus,” he said, “I wouldn’t be able to do anything for you right away, anyway.
Sir John Chandosis here, dong with Sir Giles. In fact-though you probably don’t remember it-they were
the oneswho helped us get awvay from that bunch of vagabonds. Chandos wants Giles and meto go to
France for him and find out why the King of Franceis so certain that he can have a successful invasion.
Apparently he’s going right on building ships and gathering men, asif it was a settled matter-when
everybody knowsthat a Channd crossing isn’t the easest thing in the world.”

“I knew that,” said Carolinus, suddenly so mild that Jm immediately becamewary. “1t’ s part of the same
thing.”

“I don’t understand you,” said Jm.

“Nether dol,” chimedin Angie.

“It' squiteample,” said Carolinus. “ Sir John is after exactly the sameinformation I’ m after. But he's

aming at the box. | want the key to that box. Y ou’ re going to have to go after the key first, im. | repest,
| can’t. I’ m older, now. My diminished strength, many things, keep me from doing what you could do.



Not only are you from another place, another time, you aso are ftill-as | pointed out earlier-within the
bounds of gpprenticeship. Y ou can be pardoned for doing somethings. | couldn’t. And that’ sexactly
what you may haveto do.”

“I dill don’t understand you,” said Jm. “What exactly do you want meto do?’

“I want to find out who put Ecotti in touch with the sea serpents and got them to agree to an invasion.
He could never have doneit, done. Why, three of those monsters could tow one of King Jean’ sships
out of trouble; and there’ s more sea serpentsin the oceans than there are dragons in the world.”

“How are dl these sea serpents going to get here?” asked Angie.

“ Sea serpents come from the sea,” snapped Carolinus. He had evidently recovered completely from her
roar.

Jm looked at Angie. Angie looked back at him wordlesdy.

“All right,” said Jm, “how do | go about looking for thiswhoever-it-is?’

“Y ou go to the bottom of the seg,” said Carolinus.

Angieand Jm darted a him.

“Bottom of the sea?’ echoed Angie.

“I'mafraid s0,” said Carolinus. “ There’ sonly oneindividua whom dl the crestures of the sea-including
the serpents-have dways listened to, even if not dl the time; and that’ s the oldest kraken-you’ d cdl him
asquid. The oldest and largest in the ocean. I’ ve no ideawhat his name was to begin with; but your
friend the Sea Devil and the sea serpents call him Granfer.”

“Granfer...” said Jm wonderingly. The namerang abell. Hadn’t Rrrnlf mentioned something about a
Granfer?

“You'll find him on the sea bottom; well away from shore but not in too deep water, snce he’ sso big
now that he hasto eat steadily just to keep himsdlf dive; even though with ten tentacles, some of which
are two or three hundred feet long, he can snare anything that comes reasonably close to him. That
includes somefairly good-sized creaturesindeed-those killer whales| mentioned earlier, for
example-one of those would make just adecent medl for Granfer.”

Carolinus paused, thoughtfully.

“Infact,” he went on, “even one of thelargest whalesisn’t too big for Granfer to tackle. But | think his
diet mainly consists of quantities of such fish as two-hundred-pound tuna; and others on down to smaller
fish. You’ d make asort of minimum-sized bitefor Granfer, Jm.”

“He’snot going,” said Angie quickly.

“Hewill!” sngpped Carolinus. “He’samagician; and even Granfer knows better than to touch one of
our people. Besides, Granfer will find him and his questions much more interesting than gppetizing. Oh,
he' [l ramble abit. All older creatures do... except me, that is-*

Hewas interrupted. Noise wasfloating in through the unglazed arrow dits of hisroom-which naturaly
overlooked the courtyard, though from alofty height. These noises were the shouts and cries of men and
the hammering of meta on meta-noises Jm had heard before when multiple swords had been a work
on other swords, shilds and armor.

Jm started for the door.

“Wait!” cried Angie.

“Never mind that out there,” said Carolinus quickly. “You said Sir Johnishere. I’ [l talk to him. Hlp me
down to the high table right away.”

“Don’'t bedlly!” said Angie, turning on him. “Y ou’ rein no condition to go anywhere.”

“Oh, no?’ said Carolinus, and vanished. So did his bed.



Jm and Angie looked at each other again and together ran out into the corridor and down the tower
dairs, through the Great Hall past an empty high table beside which Carolinus was sitting in his bed,
looking annoyed, and out into the courtyard.

Before them there was a swirl of men in close combat. Chandos was one, aswas Sir Giles. But so dso
was Sir Brian Neville-Smythe, Jm’ s closest friend and Companion, whom Chandos had expressed a
wish to see, in connection with the present matter that concerned him.

Sir Brian and Giles, with some of the castle’ s men-at-arms, seemed to be attacking the entrance to the
Great Hall. They weretrying to break through Sir John and some of the other men-at-arms, who were
goutly defending it.

Standing watching, from a safe distance, were some of the other men-at-arms and a great many of the
servants. With them, and towering ahead or more above the tallest of them, was Dafydd ap Hywel, the
fourth of IJm’ s human Companions, who had been with Jm at the L oathly Tower and on the expedition
to France to rescue England’ s Crown Prince. He must, thought Jim, have ridden fast to make the nearly
day’ sjourney from the outlaw camp this quickly.

Dafydd was standing well back and leaning casualy on histall bow stave. His dim body, deceptive
beneath the wide, powerful shoulders aboveit, showed an amost |laziness, at sharp odds with the intent
professionalism of his handsome face, as he studied the combatants. He showed no sign of joining either
sde of thefray, however; unlike Brian and Giles, who-unthinkable asit was-seemed to have become
determined to force their way back into the castle.

But Jm and Angie had now begun to be noticed by those watching. Criesof “M’Lord!” and “M’ Lady!”
were heard, and the servants began to vanish aimost as expertly as Aargh was able to do.

The voices reached through to those who were fighting; dowly it ceased. Their faces turned to look up
at the doorway end of the portcullis.

They were definitely shame-faced, asthey recognized Jm and Angie. Nether Giles nor Brian could mest
hiseye, and even Sir John’ s till-handsome face looked somewhat abashed. Jm'’ s gaze grew more bleak
as he looked beyond them and saw severd of his men-at-arms, lying either unconscious or dead on the
ground alittle farther out.

He stepped out into the courtyard, growing more angry with every moment.

“What’s going on here-*
He got no further. John Chandos had aready pushed back hisvisor and was smiling a him.

“My deepest gpologies, Sir James!” Chandos’ svoicerang out. “If faultisinvolved inthis, itismine. It
was my suggestion in amoment of thoughtlessness, on seeing Sir Brian here, again-since | have known
him a many tourneys and think so highly of him. It was merely a bit of game playing; abit of exercisein
which |, and some of those of your men-at-arms who were dso interested in a bit of play, should hold
the door of your hal with blunted arms, while Sr Gilesand Sir Brian and an equa number of others
should make an effort to break through us.”

“l see” sad Imgrimly.

“Yes,” went on Chandos. “If any attacking were able to touch the first timber of the portcullis, they
would have been deemed to have won. But | take it, we have somehow earned your disapproval; and |
most abjectly beg your pardon and that of your Lady whom | see at the entrance to the Hall, there. It
was foolish of us, perhaps, to arouse an darum within the castle. In any case, as| say, you must blame
me entirely-"

He broke off, because Carolinus, still sitting propped up with pillows on his bed, had just now appeared
inthe courtyard, behind Jm.



As Jm swung around to face him, Carolinus snapped at the senior knight.

“Wdl?’ hesad. “I’m waiting. John Chandos, aword with you!”

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Jm looked away from the Mage, out over the hard-pounded ground of the courtyard, past those who
had been fighting to where the till forms of his men-at-arms lay. He turned back to Carolinus.

“There are wounded who need help,” he said.

“Oh, that,” said Carolinus. “ A few knocked heads!”

Hewaved ahand.

The bodiesin thefield stirred, raised their heads, sat up and looked around them-then pulled themselves
dowly to their feet.

“We were using blunted wesapons, James,” said Brian. “ Surely you didn’t think we wished to hurt any?’

Jm looked a him grimly, then suddenly the anger went out of him, like air out of an opened balloon. This
was the way these people were built. Fighting was fun to them and fun wasfighting. Y ou could no more
change that than you could change the path of the Earth inits orbit about the sun. 1t was just something
you had to get used to.

“None deed, thankfully,” Carolinus was saying cheerfully behind him. “I can do nothing with the deed.
Come! Tothe hightable!”

Jm looked a him sourly.

“Don’t youthink,” he said, “that if you' re able to hop around like this, carrying your bed with you, you
could put yoursdf in some ordinary clothes?’

Carolinus glanced down with alook of surprise a the nightgown that he had inssted on. It was not the
ordinary custom in the fourteenth century to wear nightgowns to bed. Most people dept naked-or in
their daytime clothes. But Carolinus didn’t. He aso usudly wore nightcaps.

“You're quiteright, my boy,” he said; and vanished again, bed and dl.

The spectators had disappeared by thistime, and even those who had been in the battle were edging off
to where they might be out of Jm’ sfidd of vison.

“Youcandl go,” Jmtold them harshly, spesking over the heads of the knights before him. “ And next
timedon’t get into anything like thiswithout my permission.”

Therewasachorusof “Yes, m’Lord!” and the men-at-arms scattered like guilty school children. Jm
turned and led the way back into the hall. When they sat down at the high table, Carolinus was aready
there, seated on a bench wearing one of his usua robes of deep red. His bed was nowherein sight.

Whether the elder magician had contrived it ddliberately or not, Jm found that, once seated, he wason
one side of Carolinus, Sir John was at the end of the table on the other side and across the table from
Jmwere Sir Gilesand Sir Brian, in that order; so that Sir Brian faced Jm. Dafydd ap Hywel wasalittle
ways down the bench from Brian.

Jm, meanwhile, was aready beginning to regret the way he had acted outside the front door. Hewas a
generous-hearted person. He seldom lost histemper; and aways afterwards regretted that he had done
so-even when he dtill felt he had been in theright. Sir Brian was smiling hopefully a him now and so he
smiled back as cheerfully as he could.

“Y ou were doing well out there, Brian,” he said. “ And Dafydd, it’ s good to see you both again, even if
wedid just part yesterday!”

He extended his hands across the table. Brian gripped one strongly, as did Dafydd the other-if only



briefly.

“Indeed Sir Brian wasl” said Sir John. “I swear before God that | was the only one left between him and
the doorway; and | have little doubt that he would have overcome me and touched it, with at least his
foot, shortly.”

Jmfdt alittle jump insde him. Invoking the name of God made Sir John’ swordsamost alega
statement. Most ordinary swearing was with the names of Saints or martyrs. Chandos was reputed to be
one of the best swords in the kingdom. If Brian could hold his own with him, let a one overcome the
older knight, Chandos was acknowledging Jm’ sfriend as dso afirst sword of the kingdom. All the
remnants of annoyance inside Jm were Svept away.

“By-" He checked himsdf just in time. He had been about to say “by God” also; but he realized it would
mean something different to these men than it did to himsdf. “-the-er- Curriculum! Brian, | am
overwhelmed to hear that!”

Brian’ sface was suddenly humble and gppedling.

“I pray you, James,” he said, “take not too serioudy what Sir John says. He had to keep one foot on the
lintel of the door; and S0, Since this could not be his shield Sde, ese he would be facing me with sword
alone, he must stand at an angle to me. This meant he had to reach around his own shield to match
swordswith me; and this put him at a considerable disadvantage-*

“Have done, have done!” interrupted Chandos with alaugh. “You’ Il end up proving you log, instead of
near-winning, Sir Brian. | meant what | said.”

Hefilled acup from the pitcher of wine that stood aready on the table.

“But let usto business, gentlemen, sincewe are dl together,” he said. Helooked down the table.
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“And hightime, too!” interrupted Carolinusfussily. Helooked directly at Chandos. “ Thereis moreto
this Stuation than you understand, John.”

“Oh, by theway,” interposed Jim quickly, “ Sir John, may | make you acquainted with S. Carolinus, one
of the three greatest magiciansin theworld.”

“Thank you. Sir James,” answered Chandos, but without taking his eyes off those of Carolinus, “but |
know the Mage well. Why do you tell methis, Carolinus?’

“Can you imagine astuation which you do know more about than 17’ returned Carolinus bluntly.
There was a pause. Chandos shook his head dowly.

“You’ re concerned about a French invasion,” Carolinus went on. “Y ou should know that the French
themselves are not to be feared by England at the present, without dlies. But thistime they have
dlieswho aren’t human ones. They’ re sea serpents from the sea-depths. Creatures twice the size of any
dragon; and there are many of them. More than that, they can make asafe crossing of the Channel by
King Jeen’ sarmy avirtud certainty.”

Sir John looked at him for along moment.

“No,” hesad dowly, at last, “asyou say, | can’t imagine asituation you would not know more about
than |, Mage,” he said, “and you have just proved that. But why should these serpents have any interest
inading King Jean or ravaging thisfair idand of ours?’

“The serpentsdon’t give agroat for usor our idand,” said Carolinus sngppishly. “But they want to
exterminate every dragon on it and plunder the dragons’ hoards. It’salong story-too long to go into at
thistime-but the sea serpents have been itching to do something about the British dragonsfor along
time. The two cregtures are natura enemies. They seldom mest, of course, since onelivesentirey on



land and very seldom goes near the sea; and the other livesin the sea and seldom goes near the land.
Stll, they arerivasfor gold and gems; and each hates the other.”

“I see-* Chandos was beginning, when he broke off abruptly. “Er, good morning, m’ Lady. It isaways
an honor and a great pleasure to see you; but we are having something of acouncil of war here and—*

“-And women aren’t invited?’ responded Angietartly, seating hersdlf a the end of the bench beside Jm.
“Oh, | perfectly understand, Sir John. Moreover, athough I’ d originally determined to be dong on this
expedition you'redl planning, I’ ve cometo the conclusion after dl that we have ahome herein
Malencontri; and if Jm goes, somebody hasto be here to hold it together and once more that person
will haveto beme. | don’tlikeit. I tel you plainly | don’t likeit. But I’ m going to accept it. That doesn’t
mean |’ m not going to know as much of what’ s going on asthereisto know. So, smply count me as
one of your council, gentlemen.”

Jm looked at her gratefully. Angie glared back at him for a second, then softened. Jim prolonged his
grateful smile until Chandos’ s words drew his attention back to the end of the table where the senior
knight sat.

“Asyou will, my Lady,” said Chandos. He turned back to Carolinus. “Now, as | was saying to youl.
Mage, | understand now why the sea serpents would want to get at our dragons. But why bein league
with King Jean? The reason for that must be discovered-*

“Precisely,” brokein Carolinus, “and that is why-*

“-Must be discovered,” interrupted Chandos firmly, in histurn, “in ahurry, by the going of these
gentlemen to Franceitself, to where the expedition is being readied; since our adviceisthat King Jeanis
there, himsdlf, with hiscourt.”

“John,” said Caralinus, “you’ reafool!”

Sir John was consdered thefirst courtier of Europe. His urbanity, his coolness, and his politenessto
other gentlemen, and anyone else worthy of respect, was abyword. But he was till aknight, and he
reacted as any knight would to Carolinus’ s words.

“Sir!” said Chandos. And the tone of the word was matched by the glare from hisangry gray eyes.

“Y ou must listen to me, John,” plowed on Carolinus, unmoved. “The truth isthat the answer does not lie
at the French King’ s court, but esewhere. Y ou know he has made afirst minister of the Italian, Ecotti?’

“Oh, yes,” said Chandos. Hisface was back under control again, but hisvoice still had an angry edgeto
it. “Yes, that Italian, er, magician. Of course | know who you mean!”

“Sorcerer, John, sorcerer!” said Carolinus. “A rare breed, but a despicable one. They are not magicians
but men or women who have sold themselvesto the Dark Powersto learn asort of dark magic. A
magic that is dangerous-but limited. Ecotti aone could not bring sea serpentsto the aid of King Jean;
even with the enticement of their own advantage- a chanceto get a al the dragons of England.”

“If not Ecotti,” said Chandos-he had got hisvoice and face completely back under control now, and
wasasif hismomentary burst of dangerous fury had never been, “who, then?’

“The short answer to that,” answered Caralinus, “is| don’t know yet. But, what you and | had better
find out first is how many of these gentlemen are prepared to take on the task of finding out. James, of
courseis not only committed but indispensable.”

Jmfound asmadl cod of anger suddenly burgting into flameingde him. Carolinuswastaking him very
much for granted. Then he remembered his dragon connections, which left him with little choice in the
meatter. The coa faded and died.

“-Gilesadsn, | takeit, has agreed to go,” Carolinus was continuing.



“Mog assuredly,” said Sir Giles, twisting the right-hand point of his massive blond mustache with atinge
of excitement. “

Caalinus'seyesmoved to Brian’s,

“Andyou, Brian?’

“I will beat Jm’s<de, asdways,” said Brian Smply.

Carolinuslooked farther down thetable.

“Dafydd?’

“Ah, now, there’ snothing I’ d like better than to be one of those on this small adventure,” said Dafydd, in
his soft voice. “But my wifeis carrying asecond child. Shewas very plain, look you, about what 1 might
do; and told me so before | set out. “To Malencontri you can go,” she said, ‘but no further. And return
to mewithin two days.” “

Dafydd sighed alittle.

“So it seemsthat | must stay at home. Perhaps’-hisface brightened-“itisdl for the best. | fed that | shal
have agirl, this coming Christmagtide, to add to the boy to whom my wife has dready given birth-and a
bouncing little lad heis. In truth, gentlemen, much as| wish to accompany you, it would take a braver
man than myself to go againg my wife’ swishesin this matter.”

“Three!” said Carolinus. “Leaving out Dafydd and of course Aargh. That should be more than enough-*

“And |, too, would be going with them!” said Angie, fiercdly. “If therewas only anyoneat dl | could
trust to leave in charge here”

She looked angrily at Carolinus.

“Y ou would plan to send these gentlemen, then, into the sea somewhere?’ asked Chandos. “Could | ask
where and why; and looking for what?”

“Yes” sad Carolinus. “They’ re going to find a kraken named Granfer, the oldest living individud in al
the seas; and seeif he can’t help point them toward the guilty party.”

“A what?' said Chandos.
“A kraken,” said Carolinus. “Y ou understand what a kraken is?’

“Yesyes, |I've heard of krakens,” said Sir John. “But why should this one be able to tell them anything
of worth?’

“He can. Take my word for it.”

“| take your word for much indeed, Mage,” said Chandos. “But | can hardly risk the King’ s business,
and the hope of surviva for our English race, on asdight athing asthe trust of one man like myself for
another like yoursdlf. Sir James and his friends must go to France. If necessary | have authority from the
King to order them to do s0.”

“Oh?’ said Carolinus.

He said nothing more. Chandos stared a him for a second, before redlizing that suddenly &t the table
there were only himsdlf, Carolinus, Dafydd and Angie. Jm, Brian and Giles had vanished.

“Send them to France by dl means, John,” said Carolinusicily. “On the King’ s business and under the
King' sauthority. But you will haveto find them first; and they have already started on their way to do
my biddinginthe sea”

CHAPTER TWELVE
“Wherearewe?’ aked Giles.



He, Jm and Brian were standing in the center of alittle bay at the seashore, with stony cliffs somethirty
feet high, crowned with arim of dark earth and rough grass, behind them and enclosing asemicircle of
stony beach perhaps three hundred yardsin length.

The powerful, white-maned, icy waves of the Atlantic pounded on the stones of that shore, coming in
one after the other-Jm could not remember who had said it originally, possbly it wasthe Vikings-“the
Wild White Horses,” someone had caled them.

“About five miles north of the Loathly Tower, | should judge,” Brian answered Giles. “ James, if we're
supposed to start doing something or other, we' re damned short of equipment. I’ m wearing my sword,
but outside of that I’ m anaked man. | need armor and ahorse. Also, it would probably be prudent to
have some provisons”

Thiswas entirely true. Jm himsalf had been fully conscious of this aspect of Carolinus’ s sudden sending
of them off thisway. Well, it was Carolinus himsdf who had reminded them dl of the fact that Im was
aso amagician.

“You'requiteright, Brian. Anything particular you want, Giles?” Jm said, turning to Giles. “In addition to
what Brian mentioned for himsdlf, that is?’

“Merdly my horse, wegpons and saddle goods,” answered Giles, referring to the blanket-roll of personal
property that most servantless traveling knights carried with them behind their saddle for emergency
living.

“Oh, I’'ll need my saddle goodstoo, James,” put in Brian.

“I’ll be back in an hour with al of them,” said Jm.

For himsdlf, there was something more than the other two had mentioned that he personaly wanted to
go back for. He concentrated and wrote on what seemed to be the inside of his forehead:

TAKE ME TO ANGIE ? NOW

Hefelt once morein him the curious generative sensation that Carolinusingsted was the magica form of
credtivity a work; but was different from any crestivity feding Jm had ever experienced before.
Suddenly he found himself immediately behind Angie as she was entering their solar from the corridor
outside and the tower staircase just beyond.

“Angie-" he began.

Angie gave asmdl shriek, jumped and rotated-it seemed in mid-air-to face him. Seeing him, she backed
away from him for several steps, before catching hersdf. But she il stared at him asif he were aghost.

“Angie it’sdl right. It’sjust me,” Jm said, following her into the solar. “| had to use magic to come
back to seeyou. | just couldn’t take off like that without aword. It’ sdl right- it’s me-the
flesh-and-blood me.”

To proveit, he put hisarms around her.

She was siff when hefirgt touched her, but melted dmost immediately into hisarms.

“Oh, Jm!” she murmured after amoment; and unexpectedly burst into tears.

“| at least wanted a chance to say goodbye,” Jm said.

“Oh, yes” Angie sobbed againgt his chest. 1t would have been-on top of everything ese, it would have
been too crud! | hate them al! Chandos and Carolinus and dl of them!”

“But you'll forgivethem, won’t you-Carolinus, anyway?’ asked Jim.
Angie stood back from him and carefully wiped the corners of her eyes.

“| suppose s0,” she said in ashaky voice. “Carolinus, anyway-eventualy. But it wastoo crud! And I’ve
treated you just terribly these last two days. | dwaystreet you terribly!”



“No you don’t,” said Jim soothingly, “just-*

He broke off, aware that he was about to step into averbal quagmire.

“Just mogt of thetime, | suppose,” said Angie ominoudly.

“No-no!” said Jm hadtily. “1 wasjust going to say-ah- just put the whole thing out of your mind.”
“It doesn’t bother you that I’ m angry with you, then?” asked Angie.

“Well, of courseit does“ Jm was beginning when Angie suddenly threw hersdf into hisarmsagain.
“What am | doing?’ sh