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In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:
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Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.

The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.
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      A MAN RIDES THROUGH

      ‘Steeped in the vacuum of her dreams,

      A mirror’s empty till

      A man rides through it.’

      – John Myers Myers, Silverlock

            
   
      
      Part One

   
      
      TWENTY-SEVEN

      
      THE PRINCE’S SIEGE

      [image: image]

      
      Early the next morning, the siege of Orison began. The huge, rectangular pile of the castle stood on slightly lower ground,
         surrounded by bare dirt and straggling grass – and surrounded, too, by the Alend army, with its supporting horde of servants
         and camp followers. From Prince Kragen’s perspective, Orison looked too massive – and the ring of attackers around it too
         thin – for the siege to succeed. He understood sieges, however. He knew his force was strong enough to take the castle.
      

      
      Nevertheless the Prince didn’t risk any men. He felt the pressure of time, of course: he could almost taste High King Festten’s
         army marching out of Cadwal against him, a sensation as disturbing as a stench borne along on the edges of the raw wind. And
         that army was large – the Prince knew this because he had captured a number of the Perdon’s wounded men on their way to Orison
         and had taken the information from them. Composed half of mercenaries, half of his own troops, the High King’s troops numbered
         at least twenty thousand. And of the Alend Monarch’s men there were barely ten thousand.
      

      
      So Kragen had to hurry. He needed to take Orison and fortify it before those twenty thousand Cadwals crossed the Broadwine
         into the Demesne. Otherwise when the High King came he would have no choice but to retreat ignominiously. Unless he was willing
         to lose his entire force in an effort to help Joyse keep the Congery out of Cadwal’s hands. The lady Elega’s plan to paralyze
         Orison from within had failed, and now time was not on the Alend Contender’s side.
      

      
      Still he didn’t risk any men. He was going to need them soon enough.

      
      Instead, he ordered his catapults into position to heave rocks at the scant curtain-wall which protected the hole in the side
         of the castle.
      

      
      He had seen that wound from a similar vantage point the day after the Congery’s mad champion had blasted his way to freedom,
         the day when as the Alend Monarch’s ambassador he had formally departed Orison: a smoking breach with a look of death about
         it torn in one face of the blunt stone. The damage had been impressive then, seen against a background of cold and snow, like
         a fatal hurt that steamed because the corpse was still warm. The sight of it had simultaneously lifted and chilled Prince
         Kragen’s heart, promising as it did that Orison could be taken – that a power which had once ruled Mordant and controlled the ancient
         conflict between Alend and Cadwal was doomed.
      

      
      In some ways, however, King Joyse’s seat looked more vulnerable now. The inadequacies of the curtain-wall were so simple that
         a child could measure them. Considering his circumstances, Castellan Lebbick had done well – quite well, in fact. But circumstantial
         excuses wouldn’t help the wall stand against siege engines. The Prince’s captain of catapults was privately taking bets as
         to whether the curtain-wall could survive more than one good hit.
      

      
      No, the obvious question facing Prince Kragen was not whether he could break into Orison, but rather how hard the castle would
         defend itself. The lady Elega had failed to poison Lebbick’s guards – but she had poisoned the reservoir, putting the badly overcrowded castle into a state of severe rationing. And as for King Joyse – He
         wasn’t just the leader of his people: he was their hero, the man who had given them identity as well as ideals. Now he had
         lost his mind. Leaderless and desperate, how fiercely would the Mordants fight?
      

      
      They might find it in themselves to fight very fiercely, if Joyse kept his word. He had certainly lost his mind, there was
         no doubt about that. Yet he had met Alend’s demand for surrender with the one threat which might give heart to his followers:
         King Joyse intends to unleash the full force of the Congery against you and rout you from the Earth!

      
      Elega didn’t believe that, but the Prince lacked her confidence. If Joyse did indeed unleash the Congery, then what happened to Alend’s army might be worse than a rout. It might be complete ruin.
      

      
      So Prince Kragen held his troops back from the walls of Orison. Wearing his spiked helmet over his curly black hair, with
         his moustache waxed to a bold gloss that matched his eyes, and his longsword and breastplate exposed by the negligent way
         he wore his white fur robe, he was the image of assurance and vitality as he readied his forces, warned back the army’s camp
         followers, discussed weights and trajectories with his captain of catapults. Nevertheless every thought in his head was hedged
         with doubts. He didn’t intend to risk any men until he had to. He was afraid that he might soon need them all.
      

      
      The terrain suited catapults. For one thing, it was clear. Except for the trees edging the roads, the ground was uncluttered:
         virtually all the natural brush had been cut away, and even the grass struggling to come out for the spring was having a hard
         time because of the chill and the lack of rain. And the roads weren’t in Kragen’s way: they met some distance outside Orison’s
         gates to the northeast of the castle, and the wound in the wall faced more toward the northwest. For another, Orison’s immediate
         setting was either level with or slightly lower than the positions of Alend’s army. As Prince Kragen’s military teachers and
         advisors had drummed into him for years, it was exceptionally difficult to aim catapults uphill. Here, however, the shot which
         actually presented itself to his siege engines was an easy one.
      

      
      The lady Elega came to his side while the most powerful of the catapults was being loaded. His mind was preoccupied; but she
         had the capacity to get his attention at any time, and he greeted her with a smile that was warmer than his distracted words.
      

      
      ‘My lady, we are about to begin.’

      
      Clutching her robe about her, she looked hard at her home. ‘What will happen, my lord Prince?’ she murmured as if she didn’t
         expect an answer. ‘Will the curtain-wall hold? The Castellan is a cunning old veteran. Surely he had done his best for Orison.’
      

      
      Prince Kragen studied her face while she studied the castle. Because he loved her, even admired her – and because he was reluctant
         to acknowledge that he didn’t entirely trust a woman who had tried so hard to betray her own father – it was difficult for
         him to admit that she wasn’t at her best under these conditions. Cold and wind took the spark out of her vivid eyes, turning
         them sore and puffy; stark sunlight made her look wan, bloodless, like a woman with no heart. She was only lovely when she
         was within doors, seen by the light of candles and intrigue. Yet her present lack of beauty only caused the Prince to love
         her more. He knew that she did indeed have a heart. The fingers that held her robe closed were pale and urgent. Every word
         she said, and every line of her stance, told him that she was mourning.
      

      
      ‘Oh, the wall will fall,’ he replied in the same distracted tone. ‘We will have it down before sunset – perhaps before noon.
         It was raised in winter. Let Lebbick be as cunning and experienced as you wish.’ Kragen didn’t much like the dour Castellan.
         ‘He has had nothing to use for mortar. If he took all the sand of the Congery – and then butchered every Imager for blood
         – he would still be unable to seal those stones against us.’
      

      
      The lady winced slightly. ‘And when it comes down?’ she asked, pursuing an unspoken worry. ‘What then?’

      
      ‘When this blow is struck,’ he said, suddenly harsh, ‘there will be no turning back. Alend will be at war with Mordant. And
         we cannot wait for thirst and fear to do our work for us. The Perdon is all that stands between us and High King Festten.
         We will make the breach as large as we can. Then we will fight our way in.’ A moment later, however, he took pity on her and
         added, ‘Orison will be given every conceivable opportunity to surrender. I want no slaughter. Every man, woman, and child
         there will be needed against Cadwal.’
      

      
      Elega looked at him, mute gratitude on her chafed and swollen face. She thought for a while, then nodded. ‘Castellan Lebbick
         will never surrender. My father has never surrendered in his life.’
      

      
      ‘Then they must begin here,’ snapped the Prince.

      
      He believed that. He believed that the curtain-wall couldn’t hold – that apart from Imagery, Orison didn’t have the resources
         to withstand his assault. Yet doubts he could hardly name tightened their grip on his stomach as he ordered the captain to
         throw the first stone.
      

      
      In unison, two brawny men swung mallets against the hooks on either side of the catapult; the great arm leaped forward and
         slammed against its stops; a boulder as heavy as a man arced out of the cup. The throw raised a shout of anticipation from
         the army, but Prince Kragen watched it go grimly. The flat smack of the mallets, the groan of stress in the timbers, the thud
         of the stops and the protest of the wheels: he seemed to feel them in his chest, as if they were blows struck against him – as if he could tell simply by the sound that the stone was going to miss.
      

      
      It did.

      
      Not entirely, of course: Orison was too big a target for that. But the boulder hit high and to the left, away from the curtain-wall.

      
      The impact left a scar on the face of the castle. That was trivial, however: the projectile itself shattered. The plain purple
         swath of the King’s personal banner continued to snap and flutter, untouched, unconcerned.
      

      
      Under his breath, Kragen cursed the wind, although he knew it had nothing to do with the miss. In fact, a miss was normal:
         a hit would have been uncommon. The captain of catapults needed a few throws to adjust his engine, get the range. Yet Prince
         Kragen felt an irrational pang, as if the miss were an omen.
      

      
      Perhaps it was. Before the captain’s men could start hauling on the tackle which pulled back the arm of the catapult, the
         entire besieging force heard the cry of a trumpet.
      

      
      It wasn’t one of the familiar fanfares, announcing messengers or defiance. It was a high, shrill wail on one note, as if the
         trumpeter himself didn’t know what he was doing, but had simply been instructed to attract attention.
      

      
      Kragen glanced at the lady Elega, implicitly asking for an explanation. She shrugged and nodded toward Orison.

      
      From his present position, the Prince couldn’t see the castle gates. They must have been opened, however, because a man on
         a horse came around the corner of the wall, riding in the direction of the catapult.
      

      
      He was a small man – too small for his mount, Prince Kragen gauged automatically. And not accustomed to horses, judging by
         the precarious way he kept his seat. If he carried any weapons or armor, they were hidden under his thick mantle.
      

      
      But over his shoulders, outside his mantle, he wore the yellow chasuble of a Master. The wind made the ends of the chasuble
         flap so that they couldn’t be missed.
      

      
      The Prince cocked a black eyebrow, but didn’t let anything else show. Conscious that everything he said would be heard and
         reported throughout the army, he murmured calmly, ‘Interesting. An Imager. A Master of the Congery. Do you know him, my lady?’
      

      
      She waited until there was no possibility of mistake. Then she responded softly, ‘Quillon, my lord Prince.’ She was frowning
         hard. ‘Why him? He has never been important, either to the Congery or to my father.’
      

      
      Prince Kragen smiled toward the approaching Master. So that only Elega could hear him, he commented, ‘I suspect we will learn
         the answer shortly.’
      

      
      Master Quillon came forward, red-faced and laughable on his oversized mount. His eyes watered as if he were weeping, though
         there was no sorrow in his expression. His nose twitched like a rabbit’s; his lips exposed his protruding teeth. But as the
         Master brought his horse to a halt in front of Prince Kragen and the lady Elega – as Quillon dismounted almost as if he were
         falling, blown out of his seat by the wind – the Alend Contender had no difficulty suppressing his mirth. Regardless of what
         Quillon looked like, he was an Imager. If he had a mirror with him, he might be able to do considerable damage before he was taken prisoner or killed.
      

      
      ‘My lord Prince,’ he said without preamble – without a glance at King Joyse’s daughter or a bow for the Alend Monarch’s son
         – ‘I have come to warn you.’
      

      
      The men around the Prince stiffened; the captain of catapults put his hand on his sword. But Prince Kragen’s demeanor gave
         no hint of offense.
      

      
      ‘To warn us, Master Quillon?’ His tone was smooth, despite the piercing glitter of his gaze. ‘That is an unexpected courtesy.
         I distinctly heard Castellan Lebbick threaten to “unleash the Congery” against us. Have I misunderstood your King’s intent?
         Have I not already been warned? Or’ – he held Quillon’s eyes sharply – ‘is your warning different in some way? Does your presence
         here imply that the Congery is no longer under Joyse’s rule?’
      

      
      ‘No, my lord Prince.’ The Imager had such an appearance of being frightened that the assertion in his voice sounded unnatural,
         unexpectedly ominous. ‘You rush to conclusions. That is a dangerous weakness in a leader of men. If you wish to survive this
         war, you must show greater care.’
      

      
      ‘Must I?’ replied the Prince, still smoothly. ‘I beg your pardon. You have misled me. Your own incaution in coming to speak
         to me inspired my incautious speculations. If you mean merely to repeat the Castellan’s threats, you could have spared yourself
         an uncomfortable ride.’
      

      
      ‘I mean nothing of the kind. I came to warn you that we will destroy this catapult. If you remain near it, you may be injured
         – perhaps killed. King Joyse does not wish you killed. This war is not of his doing, and he has no interest in your death.’
      

      
      A cold, unfamiliar tingle ran across Kragen’s scalp and down the back of his neck. We will destroy— Like everyone else he had ever known, he was afraid of Imagers, afraid of the strange power to produce atrocities out of
         nothing more than glass and talent. One consequence of this was that he had distorted the shape of his siege to avoid the
         crossroads because he knew from Elega that the Perdon had once been attacked by Imagery there. And Quillon’s manner made his
         words seem mad – unpredictable and therefore perilous. King Joyse does not wish you killed.

      
      At the same time, Margonal’s son was the Alend Contender: he occupied a position, and carried a responsibility, which no one
         had forced on him. In other lands, other princes might become kings whether they deserved the place or not; but the Alend
         Monarch’s Seat in Scarab could only be earned, never inherited. And Kragen wanted that Seat, both because he trusted his father
         and because he trusted himself. More than anyone else who desired to rule Alend, he believed in what his father was doing.
         And he felt sure that none of his competitors was better qualified than himself.
      

      
      So there was no fear in the way he looked at Quillon, or in the way he stood, or in the way he spoke. There was only watchfulness
         – and a superficial amusement which wasn’t intended to fool anybody.
      

      
      ‘What, no interest at all?’ he asked easily. ‘Even though I have taken his daughter from him and brought the full strength
         of the Alend Monarch to the gates of Orison? Forgive me if I seem skeptical, Master Quillon. Your King’s concern for my life
         appears to be – I mean no offense – a little eccentric.’ As if he were bowing, he nodded his head; but his men understood him and closed around Quillon, blocking the Imager’s retreat.
         ‘And you risk much to make me aware of his regard for me.’
      

      
      Master Quillon’s gaze flicked from side to side, trying to watch everything at once. ‘Not so much,’ he commented as if he
         hadn’t noticed his own anxiety. ‘Only my life. I prefer to live, but nothing of importance will be lost if I am killed. This
         catapult will still be destroyed. Every catapult which you presume to aim against us will be destroyed. As I say, King Joyse
         has no interest in your death. If you insist on dying, however, he will not prohibit you.
      

      
      ‘The risk to my life is your assurance that I speak the truth.’

      
      ‘Fascinating,’ drawled the Prince. ‘From this distance, you will destroy my siege engines? What new horror has the Congery
         devised, that you are now able to project destruction so far from your glass?’
      

      
      The Master didn’t answer that question. ‘Withdraw or not, as you choose,’ he said. ‘Kill me or not.’ The twitching of his
         nose was unmistakably rabbitlike. ‘But do not make the error of believing that you will be permitted to enter or occupy Orison.
         Rather than surrender his Seat and his strength, King Joyse will allow you to be crushed between the hammer of Cadwal and
         the anvil of the Congery.’
      

      
      The lady Elega couldn’t restrain herself. ‘Quillon, this is madness.’ Her protest sounded at once angry and forlorn. ‘You
         are a minor Imager, a lesser member of the Congery. You admit that your life has no importance. Yet you dare threaten the
         Alend Monarch and his son. How have you gained such stature, that you claim to speak with my father’s voice?’
      

      
      For the first time, Master Quillon looked at her. Suddenly, his face knotted, and an incongruous note of ferocity sharpened
         his tone. ‘My lady, I have been given my stature by the King’s command. I am the mediator of the Congery.’ Without moving,
         he confronted her as if he had abruptly become taller. ‘Unlike his daughter, I have not betrayed him.’
      

      
      Loyal to their Prince, the Alend soldiers tensed; a number of them put their hands on their swords.

      
      But Elega met the Master’s reply squarely. She had a King’s daughter’s pride, as well as a King’s daughter’s commitment to
         what she was doing. ‘That is unjust,’ she snapped. ‘He has betrayed all Mordant. You cannot be blind to the truth. You cannot—’
      

      
      Deliberately, Master Quillon turned away as if she had ceased to exist for him.

      
      Unheeded, her protest trailed into silence. In the chill spring wind she looked like she might weep.

      
      With difficulty, Prince Kragen checked his anger. The Master’s attitude infuriated him because he understood it too well.
         Nevertheless he resisted the impulse to have Quillon struck down. Instead, he murmured through his teeth, ‘You risk more than
         you realize, Master Quillon. Perhaps you do not consider death to be of great importance, but I assure you that you will attach
         more significance to pain.’
      

      
      At that, Elega’s head jerked, and her gaze widened, as if she were shocked. The Prince and the Imager faced each other, however,
         ignoring her reaction.
      

      
      Master Quillon’s eyes flicked; his nose twitched. He might have been on the verge of panic. But his tone contradicted that
         impression. It cut fearlessly.
      

      
      ‘Is that your answer to what you do not understand, my lord Prince? Torture? Or do you inflict pain for the simple pleasure
         of it? Be warned again, son of the Alend Monarch, you are being tested here, as surely as you were tested in Orison, at the
         hop-board table – and elsewhere. I do not advise you to prove unworthy.’
      

      
      Without Prince Kragen’s permission, Quillon left. He mounted his horse awkwardly, gathered up the reins. He was surrounded
         by Alends; yet when he pulled his mount’s head toward Orison the soldiers seemed to open a path for him involuntarily, without
         instructions from their captain or their Prince, as if they were ruled by the Imager’s peculiar dignity.
      

      
      Looking slightly ridiculous – or perhaps valiant – on his big horse, he rode back the way he had come. In a short time, he
         rounded the corner of Orison and disappeared from sight.
      

      
      Kragen chewed his lips under his moustache as he turned to the lady. You are being tested here— He would have asked, What was the meaning of that? but the darkness in her eyes stopped him.
      

      
      ‘Elega?’ he inquired softly.

      
      Her jaw tightened as she met his gaze. ‘“Pain,” my lord Prince?’

      
      Her indignation made him want to shout at her. We are at war here, my lady. Do you believe that we can fight a war without hurting anyone? He restrained himself, however, because he was also a little ashamed of having threatened Master
         Quillon.
      

      
      It was certainly true that in the old days of the constant struggle between Alend and Cadwal, no supporter or adherent of
         the Alend Monarch would have hesitated to twist a few screams out of any Mordant or Cadwal. And the barons of the Lieges still
         tended to be a bloodthirsty lot. But since his defeat at King Joyse’s hands, Margonal hadn’t failed to notice that his opponent
         was able to rule Mordant with considerable ease by winning loyalty rather than extorting it. Never a stupid man, the Alend
         Monarch had experimented with techniques of kingship other than those which hinged upon fear, violence, and pain, and had
         been pleased with the results. Even the barons were becoming easier to command.
      

      
      That was one of the things Margonal had done which Prince Kragen believed in. He wanted to make more such experiments himself.

      
      So despite the fact that he was angry and alarmed and full of doubt, he lowered his guard enough to offer Elega a piece of
         difficult honesty.
      

      
      ‘I said more than I meant. The Imager affronted you, my lady. I do not like it when you are affronted.’

      
      His explanation seemed to give her what she needed. Slowly, her expression cleared; moisture softened her gaze until it looked
         like a promise. ‘I should not be so easily offended,’ she replied. ‘Surely it is obvious that anyone who still trusts my father
         will be unable to trust me.’ Then, as if she were trying to match his candor, she added, ‘Yet I thank you for your anger,
         my lord Prince. It is a comfort that you consider me worth defending.’
      

      
      For a moment, Prince Kragen studied her, measuring his hunger for her against the exigencies of the situation. Then he bowed
         and turned away.
      

      
      The wind seemed to be getting colder. Spring had come early – therefore it was possible that winter would return. That, the
         Prince thought bitterly, would be just what he and his army needed: to be encamped and paralyzed by winter outside Orison
         like curs outside a village, cold and hungry, and helpless to do anything except hope for table scraps. Yes, that would be
         perfect.
      

      
      But he kept his bile to himself. To his captain of catapults, he said briskly, as if he were sure of what he was doing, ‘We
         will heed the Imager’s warning, I think. Withdraw all who are unnecessary, and prepare the rest to retreat. Then resume the
         attack.’
      

      
      The captain saluted, began to issue orders. Men obeyed with nervous alacrity, artificially quick to demonstrate that they
         weren’t concerned. Taking Elega with him, Prince Kragen walked in the direction of his father’s tents until he had put nearly
         a hundred yards between himself and the catapult. There he turned to watch.
      

      
      He didn’t have to wait long for Master Quillon’s threat to be carried out. The mediator of the Congery must have given the
         signal almost as soon as he entered the courtyard of the castle. Moments after the Prince began to study Orison’s heavy gray
         profile for some hint of what was coming, he saw a brown shape as imprecise as a puff of smoke lift off the ramparts of the
         northwest wall.
      

      
      It looked like it would dissipate like smoke; yet it held together. It looked like it was no bigger than a large dog, no more
         than twice the size of a buzzard; yet the way it rose seething and shifting into the sky made it seem as dangerous as a thunderbolt.
         A bit of brown smoke – Like nearly ten thousand other men and virtually all his army’s adherents, Prince Kragen craned his
         neck and squinted his eyes to trace the shape’s movement against the dull background of the clouds.
      

      
      So high that it was almost certainly beyond arrow range, even for the iron-trussed crossbows some of the Alends carried, the
         brown shape sailed out toward the catapult and over it and away again, back in the direction of the castle. The Prince thought
         he heard a faint, thin cry, like the wail of a seabird.
      

      
      And from out of the smoke as it passed overhead came plummeting a rock as big as the one which the catapult had pitched at
         Orison.
      

      
      Powerful with the force of its fall, the rock struck the catapult and shattered the wood as easily as if the engine had been
         built of kindling. Splinters and bolts burst loose on all sides; chunks of timber arced away from the impact and hit the ground
         like rubble. Two of the men fleeing from the catapult went down, one with a ragged stave driven through his leg, the other
         with his skull crushed by a bit of the engine’s iron. The rest were luckier.
      

      
      The vague brown shape had already dropped out of sight beyond the parapets of the castle.

      
      A shout went up from the army – anger and fear demanding an outlet, calling for blood. But Prince Kragen stood still, his
         face impassive, as if he had never been surprised in his life. Only the white lines of his mouth hidden under his moustache
         betrayed what he felt.
      

      
      ‘My lady,’ he said to Elega in a tone of grim nonchalance, ‘you have lived for years in the proximity of Imagers. Surely Orison
         has always been full of rumors concerning the Congery. Have you ever heard of or seen such a thing before?’
      

      
      She shook her head dumbly and studied the wreckage of the catapult as if she couldn’t believe her eyes.

      
      ‘It is possible,’ he muttered for her ears alone, ‘that during King Joyse’s peace we have forgotten too much of the abomination
         of Imagery. Clearly the Masters have not been inactive under his rule.
      

      
      ‘My lady’– he closed his eyes just for a moment and allowed himself to be appalled – ‘the Congery must not fall into the hands of High King Festten.’
      

      
      Then the Prince took command of himself again and left her. First he ordered the captain of catapults to bring forward another
         siege engine and try again, taking whatever precautions were necessary to protect the men. After that, he went to talk to
         his father.
      

      
      The Alend Monarch’s tents were sumptuous by his standards. Margonal liked to travel in comfort. Also he knew that upon occasion
         a grand public display was good for morale. Nevertheless High King Festten would have considered the Monarch’s quarters a
         hovel. Alend lacked the seaports and hence the trade of Cadwal. Compared to Festten, Margonal was no wealthier than one of
         his Lieges. If Mordant hadn’t lain between Cadwal and Alend – and if the Cares of Mordant hadn’t been so contentious, so difficult
         to rule – a quality which made them an effective buffer – the High King and the forces which his wealth could procure would
         long since have swallowed up his ancient enemy.
      

      
      Prince Kragen was conscious of this, not because he was jealous of the High King’s riches, but because he felt acutely vulnerable
         to Cadwal, as he pushed the canvas door-flap aside and was admitted to his father’s presence. He could feel Alend’s peril
         in the cold wind that curled about his neck like a garotte.
      

      
      The Alend Monarch sat in the fore-tent where he held councils and consultations. The Prince could see him well enough: braziers
         intended for warmth gave off a flickering illumination that danced among the tentpoles and around the meeting chairs. But
         there was no other light. The seams of the tent were sealed with flaps, and Margonal didn’t permit lamps or torches or even
         candles in his presence. Privately, Prince Kragen considered this arbitrary prohibition a vestige of the tyranny to which
         his father had formerly been accustomed. Nevertheless he accepted it without question. As anyone who looked on the Alend Monarch’s
         face in good light could see, Margonal was stone blind.
      

      
      It was unimaginable that any vision could penetrate the white film which covered his eyes like curtains.

      
      Obviously, his battles with King Joyse hadn’t been his only losses in life. And it had been when he had begun to lose his
         sight that he had first started to search for surer ways to rule, safer means of preserving the kingship for himself and his
         successor. As he had repeated until everyone near him was sick of it, ‘Loss teaches many things.’ Again privately, however
         – and without any disrespect – Prince Kragen dropped loss and substituted fear. A man who couldn’t see his enemies couldn’t strike at them. For that reason, he had to find new ways to protect himself. Kragen understood his father’s fear and honored it. A lesser man than Margonal would have
         retreated into terror and violence.
      

      
      Old and no longer strong, the Alend Monarch sprawled in the most comfortable of the meeting chairs and turned his head toward
         the sound of his son’s entrance. Because he was punctilious, he didn’t speak until the Alend Contender had been announced,
         and had greeted him in the formal manner prescribed by custom. Then he sighed as if he were especially tired. ‘Well, my son.
         My guards have already been here, whispering lurid reports which they were unable to explain. Perhaps you will tell me something
         comprehensible.’
      

      
      ‘My lord,’ Prince Kragen replied, ‘I fear I can only increase the range of your incomprehension.’ Succinctly, he described
         Master Quillon’s visit and the destruction of the catapult. When he was done, he told his father what he was thinking.
      

      
      ‘The Imager’s actions were strange, unquestionably. But to my mind the great mystery is that King Joyse behaves as if he had
         not made himself weak – as if we were nothing more than an annoyance to a sovereign in an invulnerable position. And he is
         able to command men such as Castellan Lebbick and Master Quillon to preserve that illusion.
      

      
      ‘Yet we know it is an illusion. Cadwal marches against him. He has a hole in his wall, few men to defend it, and no water for them to drink.
         Despite his control over the Congery, the Imagers who serve his enemies are more powerful. They are able to strike him at
         will anywhere in Mordant or Orison, passing through flat glass as if they were immune to madness. In addition, there are Masters
         on the Congery who would abandon his cause if they could. Men such as Eremis may be loyal to Mordant, but they are no longer
         committed to their King.
      

      
      ‘His lords will not help him. The Armigite is a coward. The Termigan values nothing but his own affairs. And the Perdon resists
         Cadwal, not for King Joyse, but for his own survival. Of the Cares, only Domne, Tor, and Fayle are truly loyal. Yet the Domne
         does not fight. The Tor is old, sodden with wine – and here, where he is unable to muster his people. And the Fayle cannot come to Orison’s aid because we stand in his way.
      

      
      ‘And still King Joyse treats us as if we lack the means to harm him.’
      

      
      The more he thought about it, the more unsure the Prince became. For a moment, he chewed on his moustache while his doubts
         chewed on him. Then he concluded, ‘In truth, my lord, I cannot decide in my own mind whether his audacity constitutes raving
         or deep policy.’
      

      
      Again, the Alend Monarch sighed. With apparent irrelevance, he murmured, ‘I suffered an uncomfortable night. The loss of sight
         has sharpened my powers of recollection. Instead of sleeping, I saw every trick and subterfuge he has ever practiced against
         me. I felt every blow of our battles. Such memories would curdle the blood of a young sovereign with his eyes clear in his
         head. For me, they are fatal.’
      

      
      Facing his son as if he could see, Margonal asked in a husky voice, ‘Can you think of anything – anything at all – that a
         king such as Joyse might gain by feigning weakness – by allowing Imagers to bring atrocities down on the heads of his people – by permitting us to invest him when his defenses are so poor?’
      

      
      ‘No.’ Prince Kragen shook his head for his own benefit. ‘It is madness. It must be madness.’

      
      ‘And the lady Elega? She is his daughter. Her knowledge of him is greater than yours – greater even than mine. Can she think
         of anything that he might gain?’
      

      
      Again, the Prince said, ‘No.’ He trusted her, didn’t he? He believed what she believed about her father, didn’t he?

      
      Abruptly, the Alend Monarch raised his voice. ‘Then he is a madman, a madman. He must be rooted out of his stronghold and made to pay for this. Do you hear me? It is unsufferable!’
      

      
      As if he didn’t know what they were doing, his fists began to beat on the arms of his chair.

      
      ‘I understand his desire to take Mordant from us and rule it as his own. He was able to do it – therefore he did it. Who would
         not? And I understand his desire to gather all the resources of Imagery for himself. Again he was able to do it – therefore
         he did it. Who would not? And perhaps I understand also his restraint when he had created the Congery, his refusal to use
         his power for conquest. That is not what Festten would have done. It is not what I would have done. But perhaps in that he was saner than we.
      

      
      ‘But this—! To create all he has created, and then abandon it to destruction!’ Now the Alend Monarch was shouting. ‘To forge such a
         weapon as the Congery, and then make himself vulnerable to attack, neglect responsibility, turn his back on those who serve
         and trust him, so that his enemies have no choice but to attempt to wrest his weapon from him for their own survival!’ Margonal
         half rose from his seat, as if he intended to go to demand sense from King Joyse in person. ‘I say it is unsufferable! It must not continue! ’
      

      
      As quickly as it had come up, however, his passion subsided. Sinking back, he wiped his hands across his face.

      
      ‘My son,’ he whispered hoarsely, ‘when I received your message asking us to march, a chill went into my heart. I cannot warm
         it away. I know that man. He has beaten me too often. I fear that he has lured us here to destroy us – that his weakness is a pose to bring
         us and Cadwal within reach, so we can be crushed at his ease, instead of met in honest battle. You say this cannot be true.
         The lady Elega says it cannot be true. My own reason says it cannot be true – if only because in fifty years he has never
         shown any desire to crush us. And yet I fear it.
      

      
      ‘He has witched me. We have come here to our doom.’

      
      Prince Kragen stared at what his father was saying and tried not to shudder. Fear teaches many things, he thought. Have all
         the rest of us been blind? Why have we never believed that Joyse is malign? Softly, he answered, ‘My lord, say the word, and
         we will retreat. You are the Alend Monarch. And I trust your wisdom. We will—’
      

      
      ‘No!’ Margonal’s refusal sounded more like pain than anger or protest. ‘No,’ he repeated almost at once, in a steadier tone.
         ‘He has witched me, I say. I am certain of only one thing – I cannot make decisions where he is concerned.
      

      
      ‘No, my son, this siege is yours. You are the Alend Contender. I have given our doom into your hands.’ A moment later, he
         added in warning, ‘If you choose retreat, be very certain that you can answer for your decision to the others who seek my
         Seat.’
      

      
      Mutely, the Prince nodded. He had caught Margonal’s chill much earlier: long before this conversation, the cold of the wind
         had crept into his vitals. But the Alend Monarch had named his doubt for him – and the name seemed to make the doubt more
         palpable, more potent. We have come here to our doom. When his father asked, ‘What will you do?’ he chewed his lip and replied, ‘I do not know.’
      

      
      ‘Choose soon.’ Now Margonal spoke to him harshly, as he himself had spoken harshly to the lady Elega. ‘Festten will not be
         patient with your uncertainty.’
      

      
      In response, Kragen stiffened his spine. ‘Perhaps not, my lord. Nevertheless our doom will be Cadwal’s as well. Until the
         issue is proven, I will do my best to teach the High King better uses for his impatience.’
      

      
      Slowly, the Alend Monarch relaxed until he was sprawling in his chair once again. Unexpectedly, he smiled. ‘Festten, I have
         heard, has many sons. I have only one. I am inclined to think, however, that I have already bested him in the matter.’
      

      
      Because he didn’t know what else to do, Prince Kragen bowed deeply. Then he withdrew from his father’s presence and went to
         watch a vague brown shape rise above the walls of Orison and wreck another of his best catapults.
      

      
      Fortunately, his men escaped without injury this time.

      
      His face showed nothing but confidence as he went to consult with all his captains.

   
      
      TWENTY-EIGHT

      
      A DAY OF TROUBLE

      [image: image]

      
      Castellan Lebbick stood with the three Imagers on the ramparts of the northwest wall and watched as the brown shape which
         Adept Havelock had translated reduced the second Alend catapult to firewood and splinters. At this elevation, behind the defensive
         parapet built into Orison’s outward face, he had a good view despite the distance.
      

      
      Judging by the old scowl cut into the lines of his face, the knot of his jaw muscles, the bleak glare in his eyes, he wasn’t
         impressed.
      

      
      He ought to have been impressed. He had had no idea that this mirror existed – or that a creature with no more definition
         than dense smoke could be translated and controlled, could be made to carry rocks as heavy as a man anywhere the Adept commanded. And that wasn’t all. In plain fact, he had
         had no idea that Havelock was still sane enough to cooperate in Orison’s defense – that plans could be designed on the assumption
         that the Adept would carry out his part in them. In some way, the Castellan’s warrior spirit probably was impressed. Unquestionably
         he ought to have been.
      

      
      He wasn’t conscious of it, however. He certainly didn’t show it. The truth was that only a harsh act of will enabled him to
         keep his mind on what he was doing, pay any attention to the situation at all.
      

      
      ‘Well done,’ Master Quillon breathed as the airborne shape returned to Havelock’s glass, gusting easily across the wind. ‘You
         surpass yourself, indeed you do.’ And he actually patted the Adept’s shoulder like an old friend – which would have surprised
         Lebbick under other circumstances, since Havelock’s lunacy had made friendship with him impossible for everyone except King
         Joyse. Who was himself, the Castellan thought sourly, no longer particularly sane.
      

      
      ‘Fornication,’ Adept Havelock replied negligently, as if he normally performed such feats of Imagery standing on his head.
         ‘Piss on the slut.’ In spite of his tone, however, he was concentrating so hard that his misaimed eyes bulged slightly.
      

      
      ‘Of course,’ murmured Master Eremis. ‘My thought exactly.’ He was the only other man near the mirror, although a number of
         guards and several Apts were clustered a short distance away, watching raptly. ‘Yet it occurs to me that you have been a bit too coy with your
         talents, Adept Havelock.’
      

      
      Nominally, Eremis was here only because the Castellan wasn’t done with him. Too many questions remained to be answered. Nevertheless
         his interest in what happened was intense: his wedge-shaped head followed everything, studied every movement; his eyes gleamed
         as if he were having a wonderful time. ‘If the Congery had known of your resources, we might have made different decisions
         entirely.’
      

      
      Master Quillon glanced rapidly at the taller Imager. ‘Is that so? Such as?’

      
      In response, Master Eremis smiled distinctly at the Castellan. ‘We might have decided to defend Mordant ourselves, rather
         than waiting politely for our beloved King to fall off the precarious perch of his reason.’
      

      
      Lebbick really should have replied to that jibe. Eremis intended to provoke him – and provocation was his bread and meat.
         It fed the fires of dedication and outrage which kept him going, sustained him so that he could continue to serve his King
         past the point where his own common sense rebelled and his instinct for fidelity turned against him. In addition, he had work
         to do where Master Eremis was concerned – issues to resolve, explanations to obtain. But this time the Master’s sarcasm didn’t
         touch him. His heart was elsewhere, and without it he wasn’t able to think clearly.
      

      
      His heart was in the dungeon, where he had left that woman.

      
      Curse her, anyway, curse her. She was the source of all the trouble, all the harm. He was even starting to think that she was the reason for King
         Joyse’s weakness, even though the King had been walking that path for years before her first appearance. But now Lebbick would
         get the truth out of her. He would tear her limbs off if necessary to get the truth out of her. He would take the soft flesh
         of her body in his hands—
      

      
      He would do anything he wanted to her. He had permission.

      
      Now you’ve done it, woman. You’ve done something so heinous that nobody is going to protect you. That was true. The Tor had tried – and failed. You’ve helped a murderer escape.

      
      Now you are mine.
      

      
      Even though he had been warned.

      
      Mine.

      
      If only he could control the way he trembled whenever he thought of her.

      
      He answered Master Eremis for no reason at all except to mask what was happening to him, disguise the tremors in his muscles.

      
      But he wasn’t thinking about what he said. He couldn’t. He was too busy remembering the way her arms felt when he ground his
         fingers into them.
      

      
      ‘No,’ he heard her whisper. Her protest was like the horror in her soft brown eyes, like the quivering of her delicately cleft
         chin. She was afraid of him, deeply afraid. His anger touched a sore place in her – he could see that vividly, even though
         she had stood up to him in the past, had lied to him, forced him to swallow his passion against her time and again. She feared
         him as if she deserved to be terrified, as if she already knew that anything he might do to her was justified. ‘No,’ she whispered,
         but it wasn’t his accusations she denied; it was him, the Castellan himself, his violence and authority.
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ he replied through his teeth, smiling at her fiercely as if she made him happy for the last time in his life.
      

      
      Holding her as hard as he wished, without regard for her pain – or for the way the Masters and guards looked at him despite
         the chaos of Nyle’s murder and Geraden’s disappearance – he escorted her to the dungeon himself.
      

      
      Along the way, she babbled.

      
      ‘No, you don’t understand, it’s a trick, Geraden didn’t kill Nyle, please listen to me, listen to me, Eremis did this somehow, it’s a trick.’
      

      
      He liked that. He liked her fear. He wanted her prostrate in front of him. At the same time, however, her reaction disturbed
         him. For some reason, it reminded him of his wife.
      

      
      For no good reason, obviously, since his wife hadn’t been a babbler. In fact, she hadn’t been afraid of anything, not since
         King Joyse had rescued them from the Alend garrison commander who was having her raped so imaginatively. Not since he, Lebbick,
         had ripped that dogshit Alend apart with his teeth.
      

      
      But before that she had been afraid. Yes, he remembered her fear as well. She babbled. Yes. He heard her – watched her – was
         forced to watch her – and couldn’t do anything about it, anything at all. He heard and saw her do every desperate and terrible
         thing she could think of to try to make those men stop.
      

      
      Castellan Lebbick wasn’t going to stop. Never. Let her babble to her heart’s content, cry out, scream if she wanted to. She
         was his.
      

      
      Yet it disturbed him.

      
      When he thrust her into her cell so that she nearly sprawled on the cot against the far wall, he had no intention of stopping.
         But he didn’t start right away. Instead, he closed the iron door behind him without bothering to lock it, folded his arms
         across his chest to keep them from shaking, and faced her past the light of the single lamp. Its wick needed trimming; the
         flame guttered wildly, making shadows dance fright over her pale features.
      

      
      Still smiling through his teeth, he demanded, ‘How?’

      
      ‘I don’t know.’ Babbling. ‘Somehow. To get rid of Geraden. Geraden is the only one who doesn’t trust him.’ Terrified. ‘Eremis
         and Gilbur are working together. And Vagel. He lied to the Congery.’ Trying to distract him. ‘Eremis brought Nyle to the meeting
         of the Congery. He said Nyle would prove Geraden is a traitor, but that was a lie. They set this up together. They planned
         it.’ Trying to create the illusion that she made sense. ‘It’s a fake. They staged it. They must have.’
      

      
      Deaf to the illogic of her own defense, she insisted, ‘Nyle is still alive.’

      
      Watching her, the Castellan wanted to crow for joy. ‘No, woman.’ His jaws throbbed with the effort of not sinking his teeth
         into her. ‘Tell me how. How did he escape? How did you help him escape?’
      

      
      Finally she caught hold of herself, closed her mouth on her panic. Shadows flickered in and out of her eyes; she looked as
         desirable as an immolation.
      

      
      ‘He’s no Imager,’ Lebbick went on. ‘And there isn’t any way he could have left those rooms except by Imagery. So you did it. You translated him somewhere.
      

      
      ‘Where is he, woman? I want him.’

      
      She stared at him. Her dismay seemed to become a kind of calm; she was less frantic simply because she was so afraid. ‘You’ve
         gone crazy,’ she whispered. ‘You’ve snapped. It’s been too much for you.’
      

      
      ‘I won’t hurt him.’ The Castellan’s face felt like it was being split apart by the stress of restraint. ‘It isn’t really his
         fault. I know that. You seduced him into it. Until you arrived, he was just another son of the Domne – too clumsy for his
         own good, but a decent boy. Everybody liked him, even though he couldn’t do anything right. You changed that. You involved
         him in treachery. When I get my hands on him, I won’t even punish him. I just want him to tell me the truth.’
      

      
      Suddenly, like dry brush on a smoldering blaze, Lebbick yelled at her, ‘Where IS he?’
      

      
      She flinched, cowered. Just for a second, he believed that she was going to answer. But then something inside her stiffened.
         She raised her head and faced him squarely.
      

      
      ‘Go to hell.’

      
      At that, he laughed. He couldn’t help himself: he laughed as if his heart were breaking. ‘You little whore,’ he chortled,
         ‘don’t try to defy me. You aren’t strong enough.’
      

      
      At once, he began to speak more precisely, more formally, tapping words into her fear like coffin nails. ‘I’m going to start
         by taking off your clothes. I might do it gently, just for fun. Women are especially vulnerable when they don’t have any clothes
         on.
      

      
      ‘Then I’ll begin to hurt you.’ He took a step toward her, but didn’t release his arms from his chest. ‘Just a little at first.
         One breast or the other. Or perhaps a few barbs across your belly. A rough piece of wood between your legs. Just to get your
         attention.’ He wished she could see what he saw: his wife being stretched out in the dirt by those Alends, her limbs spread-eagled
         and staked so that she couldn’t move, the delicate things the garrison commander had done to her with small knives. ‘Then
         I’ll begin to hurt you in earnest.
      

      
      ‘You’ll beg me to stop. You’ll tell me everything I desire, and you’ll beg me to stop. But it will be too late. Your chance
         will be lost. Once I begin to hurt you, I will never stop. I will never stop.’
      

      
      She was so vividly appalled – the fright on her face was so stark – that the sight of it cost him his grip on himself. His
         arms burst out of his control; his hands caught her shoulders. Snatching her to him, he covered her mouth with his and kissed
         her as hard as a blow, aching to consume her with his passion before it tore him to pieces. Then he hugged her, hugged her
         so urgently that the muscles in his shoulders stood out like iron.
      

      
      ‘Tell me the truth.’ His voice shook, feverish with distress. ‘Don’t make me hurt you.’

      
      She had her arms between them, her hands against his chest. But she didn’t struggle: she surrendered to his embrace as if
         the resistance had been squeezed out of her. If he had released her without warning, she would have fallen.
      

      
      Nevertheless when she spoke all she said was, ‘Please don’t do this. Please.’ The way he held her muffled her words in his
         shoulder, but he could still hear them. ‘I’ll beg now, if that’s what you want. Please don’t do this to me.’
      

      
      For a moment, the gloom in the cell grew unexpectedly darker. It rose up around the Castellan, swept over his head; it made
         a roaring noise like a black torrent in his ears. Then it cleared, and the back of his hand hurt. The woman was slumped on
         the floor; the wall barely braced her up in a sitting position. Blood oozed like midnight from the corner of her mouth. Her
         eyes seemed glazed, as if she were scarcely conscious.
      

      
      ‘The lady Terisa is too polite,’ someone else said. ‘I will not speak so courteously. The next blow will be your last. If
         you strike her again, I will not rest until you are sent to the gallows.’
      

      
      Staggering, Castellan Lebbick turned and saw the Tor at the entrance of the cell.

      
      ‘My lord Tor—’ The Castellan croaked as if he were choking. ‘This isn’t your concern. Crimes committed in Orison are my responsibility.’
      

      
      The old lord was as fat as a holiday goose and as pasty-faced as poorly kneaded dough. Yet his small eyes glinted in the lamplight
         as if he were capable of murder. Under his fat, there was strength which enabled him to support his immense weight. ‘Then,’
         he shot back, ‘you will be especially responsible for crimes you commit yourself. What if she is innocent?’
      

      
      ‘“Innocent”?’
      

      
      Lebbick was ashamed to hear himself cry out the word like a man who was about to start weeping. With a savage effort, he regained
         control of himself.
      

      
      ‘“Innocent”?’ he repeated more steadily. ‘You weren’t there, my lord. You didn’t see Geraden kill his brother. I caught her
         helping him escape – helping a murderer escape, my lord Tor. You have strange ideas of innocence.’
      

      
      ‘And your ideas of guilt have cost you your reason, Castellan.’ The Tor’s outrage sounded as acute as Lebbick’s own. ‘You accuse her of helping a murderer escape, not of shedding blood herself. When I heard that you had brought her here, I could hardly believe my ears. You have no right
         and no reason to punish her until King Joyse has judged her guilt for himself and given you his consent.’
      

      
      ‘Do you think he’ll refuse me?’ countered Castellan Lebbick, fighting to shore up his self-command. ‘Now, when Orison is besieged, and all his enemies are conspiring against him? My lord, you misjudge him. This’ – he made a slapping gesture in that woman’s direction – ‘is one problem he’ll leave to me.’
      

      
      Without hesitation, the Tor snapped, ‘Shall we ask him?’

      
      The Castellan had no choice; he couldn’t refuse. In spite of the way his bones ached and his guts shook, so that he seemed
         to be dying on his feet, he turned his back on that woman and went with the Tor to talk to King Joyse.
      

      
      When Lebbick demanded an audience, the King answered in his nightshirt.

      
      Instead of admitting the Castellan and the Tor to his presence, he opened the door of his formal rooms and stood there between
         the guards, blinking his watery old eyes at the lamplight as if he had become timid – as if he feared he might not be safe
         in his own castle in the middle of the night. He hadn’t been asleep: he had come to the door too promptly for that. And he
         neglected or forgot to close it behind him. The Castellan saw that King Joyse already had company.
      

      
      Two men sat in front of his hearth, looking over their shoulders toward the door.
      

      
      Adept Havelock. Of course. And Master Quillon, the recently designated mediator of the Congery.

      
      Master Quillon, who had accidentally contrived to help Geraden escape by tripping Lebbick. Master Quillon, who had mistakenly given that woman time to help Geraden by sending the guards away from the rooms where the mirrors were kept.
      

      
      The Castellan ground curses between his teeth.

      
      King Joyse gaped at Castellan Lebbick and then the Tor with a foolish expression on his face. His beard was tangled in all
         directions; his white hair jutted wildly around the rim of his tattered and lumpy nightcap – a cap, Lebbick happened to know,
         which Queen Madin had given him nearly twenty years ago. His hands were swollen with arthritis, and his back stooped for the
         same reason. The result was that he looked small and a little silly, too much reduced in physical and mental stature to be
         a credible ruler for his people.
      

      
      And yet the Castellan loved him. Looking at him now, Lebbick found that what he missed most wasn’t Joyse’s former leadership
         – or his former trust. It was the Queen: blunt, beautiful, pragmatic Madin. She had done everything in her power to keep King
         Joyse from becoming so much less than he was. She wouldn’t have let anybody see him in this condition.
      

      
      That recognition surprised Castellan Lebbick out of the fierce speech he was primed to make. Instead of spitting his bitter
         demands in Joyse’s face, he muttered almost gently, ‘Forgive the intrusion, my lord King. Couldn’t you sleep?’
      

      
      ‘No,’ King Joyse assented in a vague tone. ‘I meant what I told you to tell Kragen. I want to use the Congery. But I didn’t
         know how. It was keeping me awake. So I sent for Quillon.’ As if he believed this to be the reason Castellan Lebbick had come
         to him, he asked distractedly, ‘If you were them, what would you do tomorrow?’
      

      
      Involuntarily, Lebbick exchanged a glance of incomprehension with the Tor. ‘“Them,” my lord King? The Masters?’

      
      ‘The Alends,’ King Joyse explained without impatience. ‘Prince Kragen. What’s he going to do tomorrow?’

      
      That question didn’t require thought. ‘Catapults. He’ll try to break down the curtain-wall.’

      
      King Joyse nodded. ‘That’s what I thought.’ He seemed too sleepy to concentrate well. ‘Quillon and Havelock are going to do
         something about it.’ As an afterthought, he added, ‘They’ll need advice. And you need to know what they’re doing. Meet Quillon
         at dawn.
      

      
      ‘Good night.’ He turned back toward his rooms.

      
      ‘My lord King.’ It was the Tor who spoke.

      
      The King raised his eyebrows tiredly. ‘Was there something else?’

      
      ‘Yes,’ the Tor said sharply before Castellan Lebbick could break in. ‘Yes, my lord King. Lebbick has put the lady Terisa of
         Morgan in the dungeon. He struck her. He means to question her with pain. And he may’ – the Tor looked at Lebbick and fought to contain his anger – ‘may have other intentions as well.
      

      
      ‘He must be stopped.’

      
      The Castellan started to protest, then caught himself. To his astonishment, King Joyse was glaring at the Tor as if the old
         lord had begun to stink in some way.
      

      
      ‘What difference does it make to you, my lord Tor?’ retorted the King. ‘Nyle was killed. Maybe you didn’t realize that. The son of the Domne, my lord Tor – the son of a friend.’ He spoke as if he had forgotten why the old lord had come to Orison in the first place. ‘Lebbick is just doing his job.’
      

      
      In response, the Tor’s expression turned to nausea; his mouth opened and closed stupidly. He was so appalled that a moment
         passed before he was able to breathe; then he said as if he were suppressing an attack of apoplexy, ‘Do I understand you,
         my lord King?’ His lips stretched tight, baring his wine-stained teeth. ‘Does Castellan Lebbick have your permission to torture
         and rape the lady Terisa of Morgan?’
      

      
      A muscle in King Joyse’s cheek twitched. Suddenly, his eyes were no longer watery: they flashed blue fire. ‘That’s enough!’
         Echoes of the man he used to be rang off the walls as he articulated distinctly, ‘You fat, old, useless sot, you’ve interfered
         with me enough. I’m sick of your self-righteousness. I’m sick of being judged. Castellan Lebbick has my permission to do his job.’
      

      
      Behind his constant scowl, inside his clenched heart, Lebbick felt like cheering.

      
      The Tor’s face swelled purple; his eyes bulged. His fists came up trembling, as if he were in the throes of a seizure – as
         if he had finally been provoked to strike his King. When he lowered them again, the act cost him a supreme effort. As the
         blood left his face, his skin became waxen.
      

      
      ‘I do not believe you. You are my King. My friend.’ His voice rattled in his throat; his gaze was no longer focused on anything.
         ‘I, too, have lost a son. I will not believe you.
      

      
      ‘Be warned, Castellan. You will suffer for it if you believe him.’

      
      His flesh seemed to slump on his bones as he moved away and went slowly down the stairs, carrying himself as if his years
         had caught up with him without warning and made him frail.
      

      
      Softly, so that he wouldn’t betray his jubilation, Castellan Lebbick murmured, ‘My lord King.’

      
      At once, King Joyse turned on him. The King’s blue eyes continued to burn, but now they were unexpectedly rimmed with red.
         ‘That woman must be pushed,’ he rasped under his breath. ‘She must be made to declare herself – or to discover herself.’ Then
         he thrust a crooked finger into Lebbick’s face and snarled, ‘Be ready to answer for everything you do.’
      

      
      Without allowing Lebbick time to reply, he reentered his rooms and slammed the door.

      
      Since the guards were studiously not looking at him, Castellan Lebbick glowered at them to conceal his satisfaction. He hadn’t
         forgotten the rest of his job: Master Quillon, Master Eremis, Nyle; the organization and defense of Orison. But those things
         carried no emotional weight with him now; he would deal with them simply to get them out of his way. King Joyse had given him permission. His King trusted him to discover that
         woman’s secrets.
      

      
      His King’s trust was the only answer he needed. The answer for everything.

      
      Deliberately postponing the pleasure he desired most, he didn’t return to the dungeon. Instead, he went looking for Master
         Eremis – and Nyle’s body. Nyle is still alive. He had time before dawn to give himself the luxury of confirming that that woman had lied.
      

      
      He found the Imager in the corridor leading away from the section of Orison where all the Masters had their quarters. Eremis
         was striding purposefully in Lebbick’s direction, and he greeted the Castellan by saying without preamble, ‘Nyle is still
         alive.’
      

      
      Castellan Lebbick halted, braced his fists on his hips, faced the Imager fiercely. Now that Eremis had his attention, he remembered
         why he hated the tall, lean Master so much. He hated the lively and sardonic superiority in Eremis’ gaze, the combination
         of intelligence and ridicule in Eremis’ manner. Most of all, however, he hated Eremis’ success with women. Women whose faces
         wore an implicit sneer for the Castellan spread their legs for Eremis whenever the Master simply lifted an eyebrow at them.
         It probably wasn’t surprising that the sluttish maid Saddith was eager for the prestige she could get from a Master. But it
         knotted the Castellan’s guts to recollect the mute yearning he had occasionally seen in his prisoner’s expression at the mere
         mention of Master Eremis.
      

      
      Lebbick himself would have been tempted to kill any woman who acquiesced to him without being his wife.

      
      Unfortunately, he didn’t have time to hate Eremis at the moment. Too much was happening; the Master’s words seemed to open
         an abyss under his feet. ‘Alive?’ he snapped. ‘What’re you talking about?’
      

      
      ‘I hoped this was possible,’ replied Master Eremis as if the Castellan had asked his question politely. ‘That is why I rushed
         him to my rooms. I have never seen Geraden do anything well, so I hoped that he might find it impossible to murder his brother
         successfully. Apparently, his knife missed Nyle’s heart.’
      

      
      At once, relief reeled through Lebbick’s head. That woman was lying. She still belonged to him. For a moment, he was so giddy that he couldn’t pull his thoughts together enough to speak.
      

      
      ‘Underwell is with him,’ continued Eremis. Underwell was one of the best physicians in Orison. In fact, he was the physician
         Castellan Lebbick himself would have chosen to take care of Nyle. ‘If he can be saved, Underwell will do it.
      

      
      ‘In addition, I took the liberty of making a few demands on your guards.’ The Master’s eyes glittered with mirth or malice,
         as if he could read Lebbick’s confusion plainly. ‘If Geraden wants his brother dead badly enough, he may try again. It seems
         clear that he is in league with Gilbur as well as Gart – and almost certainly with the arch-Imager also. You may recall that
         they are apparently able to come and go in Orison as they wish. So I insisted on being obeyed by four of your men. Two of them are with Underwell and Nyle. The other two guard my door.
      

      
      ‘Do you approve of my arrangements’ – Master Eremis smiled amiably – ‘good Castellan?’

      
      With some difficulty, the Castellan imposed a bit of order on his inner riot. He did approve of Eremis’ arrangements. They were right. No, more than that: they were so right that they made that woman’s accusations
         against Master Eremis look ludicrous. Just for a second, he found himself wondering whether Eremis had jilted her, whether
         her behavior could be explained by jealousy. But speculations like that only led him back into turmoil. What he needed at
         the moment was to forget about her for a while.
      

      
      ‘They’ll do for now,’ he replied, speaking roughly because he resented the necessity of giving Eremis even that much satisfaction.
         ‘In the meantime, I want you to come with me. I want some answers, but I haven’t got time to stand here talking.’
      

      
      Master Eremis frowned, although his eyes continued smiling. With a hint of acid, he said, ‘My time is valuable also, Castellan.
         Our brave King threatened the Alend army with the strength of the Congery, did he not? And yet we have made no plans to back
         up his threat. It seems likely that our new mediator will call a second meeting of the Congery before this night ends.’ The
         Imager’s tone gave nothing away. ‘If he does, I must attend.’
      

      
      Lebbick consulted his mental hourglass and retorted, ‘I don’t think so. There isn’t time.’ His anger matched Eremis’. ‘I’ve
         been commanded to meet Quillon at dawn. You can talk to him then.
      

      
      ‘Come on.’

      
      He almost hoped that Eremis would refuse. The Castellan would have enjoyed having the insolent Imager tied up and dragged
         along behind him. On the other hand, he had too much else on his mind and wouldn’t be able to give an experience like that
         the attention it deserved. So he waited until Master Eremis acceded; then he strode away.
      

      
      His questions were the same ones which had come up during that ill-fated meeting of the Congery earlier in the evening. How
         did Eremis account for the fact that he was the only man in Orison who had been consistently able to know where that woman
         was when the High King’s Monomach attacked her? And why was Gart trying to kill her anyway, if he and Geraden were plotting
         together and Geraden loved her? And what had the lords of the Cares and Prince Kragen said to each other when they had treacherously
         met at Eremis’ instigation? And what was that story about an attack of Imagery on Geraden – translated insects trying to kill
         him? With or without Eremis’ knowledge?
      

      
      Of course, Master Eremis had replied to all those questions during the meeting. But Castellan Lebbick hadn’t liked the answers.
         Taken together, they all contained one fatal flaw: they all presupposed that Geraden was a smooth and expert traitor; that
         he not only possessed but concealed unprecedented talents; that he had allied himself with Gart and Cadwal long before that
         woman’s translation into Orison; that all his clumsiness, his appearance of being a confused puppy, was a sham.
      

      
      Lebbick found the whole idea incredible.

      
      He believed that Geraden had tried to kill Nyle: he had seen it with his own eyes. But Geraden secretly plotting Mordant’s
         downfall? Artagel’s brother in league with Gart? The son of the Domne seducing that woman to crimes she wouldn’t otherwise
         have committed? Those things Castellan Lebbick didn’t believe. No, the crimes and the plotting and the seduction were hers,
         not Geraden’s.
      

      
      And Eremis was a fool for blaming him. Or else the Master hadn’t started to tell the truth yet.

      
      So while he went about readying Orison to meet the dawn, Castellan Lebbick made Master Eremis go through all his explanations
         again, with more care, in greater detail. After a day without water, the castle was already experiencing considerable distress.
         Strict rationing created hundreds of hardships; dozens of people cheated – or tried to cheat – and had to be dealt with. On
         the other hand, the difficulties were much less now than they would be soon. Severity was Orison’s only hope. Therefore Lebbick
         dispensed severity everywhere he went. And Eremis watched him. Answered his questions. Betrayed nothing.
      

      
      Perhaps that was why Castellan Lebbick couldn’t think of a good retort when Eremis goaded him about his loyalty to the King,
         on the ramparts of Orison after Adept Havelock had demonstrated the effectiveness of his defense against catapults. The Master
         had betrayed nothing. We might have decided to defend Mordant ourselves, rather than waiting politely for our beloved King to fall off the precarious
            perch of his reason. Some reply was essential: Lebbick knew that. But he couldn’t seem to pull his yearning spirit this far away from the dungeon.
         Without paying much attention to what he said, he muttered, ‘Prove it. Get me water.’
      

      
      Then he didn’t want to look at Eremis anymore. The tall Master’s smile had become abruptly intolerable: it was too bemused,
         too secretly triumphant. Instead, he did his best to concentrate on what Havelock and Quillon were doing.
      

      
      At first glance, the Adept seemed to be in a state of unnatural self-possession, even though the obscenities he muttered as
         he worked were so extravagant that they would have earned him a round of applause from any squad of the Castellan’s guard.
         Lebbick wasn’t used to seeing him do what was asked of him. The mad walleyed old goat who capered and jeered in the hall of
         audiences – or who incinerated important prisoners before they could be questioned – was the Havelock Lebbick knew: the man
         working with Master Quillon was a relative stranger. A throwback to the potent and cunning Imager who had helped King Joyse
         found and secure Mordant. Only the Adept’s appearance seemed unchanged. He wore nothing but an ancient, unclean surcoat; what
         was left of his hair stuck out from his skull in wild tufts. Between the craziness of his imperfectly focused eyes and the
         trembling, sybaritic flesh of his lips, his nose jutted fiercely.
      

      
      But a closer look showed the cost of Adept Havelock’s self-possession.

      
      He was sweating, despite the chill of the breeze. His whole body shook as if he were in the grip of a fever – as if he stood
         where he was and worked his Imagery by an act of will so harsh that his entire frame rebelled against it. With an unexpected
         pang, Lebbick noticed that there was blood running down Havelock’s chin. The Adept had chewed on his lower lip until he had torn it to shreds.
      

      
      For all practical purposes, he was Orison’s only defense against catapults. Master Quillon had made it clear that the Congery
         possessed no other mirrors which could meet this particular need. Everything the Castellan had ever served or cared about
         depended on Havelock – and Havelock obviously wasn’t going to last much longer.
      

      
      ‘Dogswater!’ Roughly, Castellan Lebbick took hold of Quillon’s arm, demanded the Master’s attention. ‘How much longer can
         he keep going?’
      

      
      Before Quillon could answer, the Adept swung away from his glass, cackling like a demented crone.

      
      ‘Long enough! Hee-hee! Long enough! ’ Havelock brandished a mouth full of bloody teeth toward Lebbick, but neither of his eyes succeeded at aiming itself at
         the Castellan. His voice scaled higher, tittering on the verge of hysteria. ‘They’re throwing rocks at him, rocks rocks rocks rocks rocks! And we’re the only friends he has left! We’re the only friends he has left! ’
      

      
      Moving too quickly to be stopped, he wiped blood from his chin onto his hands and slapped them across Lebbick’s cheeks, smearing
         red into the grizzled stubble of the Castellan’s whiskers. ‘And you’ve lost your mind!’
      

      
      Suddenly wild, Castellan Lebbick knocked Havelock’s arms away. He snatched at his sword, barely stopped himself from sweeping
         it out and gutting the Adept where he stood. Trembling as badly as Havelock, he jammed his blade back into its scabbard, then
         clamped his arms across his chest. ‘Whelp of a slut,’ he muttered through his teeth. ‘You should have been locked up years
         ago.’
      

      
      For a moment, Adept Havelock grinned blood at the Castellan. Then he turned to Master Quillon. Jerking a thumb at Lebbick,
         he whispered as if no one but Quillon could hear him, ‘Did you ever know his wife?’ Havelock stressed the word know suggestively. ‘I did.’ Without warning, he started to cackle again. ‘She was a better man than he’ll ever be.’
      

      
      Still laughing, he returned to his mirror.

      
      Master Eremis also was laughing; his eyes sparkled with mirth. ‘Master Quillon,’ he chuckled to the pained consternation in
         Quillon’s face, ‘we are well and truly fortunate that only one of the King’s last friends has lost his mind.’
      

      
      The Alend forces wheeled a third catapult into position. Adept Havelock, the King’s Dastard, caused it to be destroyed also.
         After that, no more catapults were advanced against the castle for a while. Prince Kragen had apparently decided to reconsider
         his options.
      

      
      But Castellan Lebbick didn’t stay to watch. The mention of his wife made him so angry that he could barely endure it – and
         in any case his guards were perfectly capable of reporting whatever happened to him. While the blood dried on his cheeks,
         he stormed back into Orison and headed toward the dungeon, taking Master Eremis with him.
      

      
      After a moment, of course, he realized that the last thing he wanted was to have the leering Imager with him when he confronted
         that woman again. Luckily, he was able to deflect his course before Eremis could guess where he was going. Instead of exposing his obsession, he led Eremis toward the Masters’ quarters to check on Nyle.
      

      
      ‘A good thought,’ Master Eremis commented when it became clear where Lebbick was headed. ‘I wish for news of Nyle’s condition
         myself.’
      

      
      ‘Sure you do,’ rasped the Castellan. ‘He’s the one who was going to prove your innocence. He was going to prove his own brother
         is the real traitor. Isn’t that what you said?’
      

      
      ‘Indeed.’ Obviously, Eremis wasn’t afraid of Lebbick at all. ‘You find it impossible to believe that I am concerned about
         him for his own sake. I understand perfectly. Considering your attitude toward me, I am gratified that you believe I wish
         him well for my own reasons.’ The Master’s sarcasm seemed to contain an undercurrent of hilarity; he sounded like he was trying
         to conceal his enjoyment of a good joke. ‘As I said, he is my proof that I am innocent of Geraden’s accusations.’
      

      
      Lebbick kept on walking. When he replied, he hardly cared whether Eremis heard him or not. Primarily for his own benefit,
         he muttered under his breath, ‘Laugh now, you goat-rutting bastard. Someday I’m going to learn the truth about you. When I
         do, I’ll have an excuse to feed you your balls.’
      

      
      He was so clenched inside himself, so obsessed with his own thoughts, that he didn’t expect a retort. After Master Eremis
         spoke, the Castellan wasn’t sure that he had heard his companion correctly.
      

      
      ‘Try it.’

      
      Behind his bland smile, Eremis looked as eager as an axe.

      
      Grinding his teeth, Castellan Lebbick strode down the corridor toward the Imager’s quarters.

      
      They were reached by a short hall like a cul-de-sac, with servants’ doors on either side and the main entrance at the end.
         Master Eremis’ ostentatious rosewood door made Lebbick sneer: it was carved in a bas-relief of the Imager himself, representing
         clearly his sense of his own superiority. But the door itself wasn’t important; it changed nothing. No, what mattered – Castellan
         Lebbick clung to what mattered with both fists – was that the door was properly closed, and that two reliable guards were
         on duty in the hall, controlling access to Master Eremis’ chambers.
      

      
      The guards saluted, and Lebbick demanded a report.

      
      ‘Underwell and two of our men have been in there all night, Castellan,’ the senior guard said. ‘Nyle must still be alive,
         or Underwell would have come out. But we haven’t heard anything.’
      

      
      Master Eremis said, ‘Good,’ but the Castellan ignored him. Brushing past the guards, Lebbick jerked the door open.

      
      Then for a long moment he just stood there and stared dumbly into the room, trying as if all his common sense and reason had
         evaporated to figure out why the guards hadn’t heard anything. That much carnage should have made some noise.
      

      
      Behind him, his men stifled curses. Master Eremis murmured, ‘Excrement of a pig!’ and began whistling thinly between his teeth.

      
      There were three men in Eremis’ sitting room, the two guards and Nyle. All three of them had been slaughtered.

      
      Well, not slaughtered, exactly. Lebbick’s brain struggled to function. The dead men hadn’t actually been cut to pieces. The damage didn’t look like it had been done with any kind of blade. No, instead
         of being victims of slaughter, human butchery, the men resembled carcases on which predators had gorged. Huge predators, with
         jaws that took hunks the size of helmets out of the chest and guts and limbs of his guards, his guards. The bodies lay in a slop of blood and entrails and splintered bones.
      

      
      As for Nyle—

      
      In some ways, he was in better condition; in some ways, worse. He hadn’t been as thoroughly chewed on as the guards. But both
         his arms were gone, one at the elbow, the other at the shoulder. And his head had been bitten open to the brain: his whole
         face was gone. He was recognizable only by his general size and shape, and by his position on Eremis’ sumptuous divan.
      

      
      The Castellan started grinning. He wanted to laugh. He couldn’t help himself: despair was the only joke he understood. Almost
         cheerfully, he said, ‘You aren’t going to be seducing any women here for a while, Imager. You won’t be able to get all this
         blood out. You’ll have to replace everything.’
      

      
      Eremis didn’t seem to hear. He was asking softly, ‘Underwell? Underwell?’

      
      Of course, there should have been four men here: Lebbick knew that. His two guards. Nyle. And Underwell. With a feral smile, he sent a guard to search the other
         rooms. He still had that much self-possession. But he was sure the physician was gone. Why would Underwell want to stay and
         get caught after committing treachery like this?
      

      
      For some reason, the fact that what had happened should have been impossible didn’t bother Lebbick.

      
      ‘Castellan,’ the senior guard said in a constricted voice, as if the air were being squeezed from his chest, ‘nobody went
         in or out. I swear it.’
      

      
      ‘Imagery.’ Castellan Lebbick relished the word: it hurt so much that he seemed to enjoy it. ‘They must have been hit too hard,
         too fast. Maybe it was that firecat. Or those round things with teeth the Perdon talked about.’ The desire to at least chuckle
         was almost unsupportable. ‘They didn’t even have a chance to shout. Imagery.’
      

      
      ‘I fear so.’ Master Eremis’ manner was unusually subdued, but his eyes shone like bits of glass. ‘Our enemies have been able
         to do such things ever since the lady Terisa of Morgan was brought here.’
      

      
      ‘And in your quarters, Imager.’ Lebbick kept on grinning. ‘In your care. Protected by arrangements you made.’

      
      At that, Eremis’ eyes widened; he blinked at the Castellan. ‘Are you serious? Do you blame me for this?’

      
      ‘It was done by Imagery. You’re an Imager. They’re your rooms.’

      
      ‘He was alive when I left him,’ Master Eremis protested. ‘Ask your guards.’ For the first time, Lebbick saw him look worried.
         ‘And I have spent all the rest of my time with you.’
      

      
      The Master’s point was reasonable, but Castellan Lebbick ignored it. ‘You’re an Imager,’ he repeated. As he spoke, his voice
         took on a slight singsong tone, as if deep inside himself he were trying to rock his hurt like a sick child. ‘You think you’re
         a good one. Do you expect me to believe “our enemies” have a flat glass that shows your rooms and you don’t know about it?
         They made it and then never used it, never gave you any kind of hint, never did anything that might possibly have made a good Imager like you aware of what they had? Are you serious?’
      

      
      To his astonishment, Lebbick discovered that he was almost in tears. His men had never had a chance to defend themselves,
         and there was nothing he could do to help them now, no way he could ever bring them back. Grinning as hard as he could, he
         twisted his voice down into a snarl. ‘I don’t like it when my men are slaughtered.’
      

      
      ‘An admirable sentiment.’ Master Eremis’ face was tight; the concern in his eyes had become anger. ‘It does you credit. But
         it has no relevance. Our enemies appear to have flat glass which admits them everywhere. If I knew how that trick is done, I would do it myself. But
         that also has no relevance. Nyle was alive when I left him. A blind man could see that I was with you when he was killed.
         I am not to blame for this.’
      

      
      ‘Prove it,’ retorted the Castellan as if he were recovering his good humor. ‘I know you didn’t do this yourself. The traitors
         you’re in league with did it. But you set it up. All you did’ – with difficulty, he resisted a tremendous impulse to hit Eremis a few times – ‘all you did was bring Nyle here so that Gart and Gilbur and the rest of your friends could get at him.’
      

      
      He wanted to roar, All you did was have my men slaughtered! But the words caught in his throat, choking him.
      

      
      ‘Castellan Lebbick, listen to me. Listen to me.’ Master Eremis spoke as if he had been trying to get Lebbick’s attention for
         some time – as if Lebbick were in the grip of delirium. ‘That makes no sense.
      

      
      ‘If you believe I am responsible for Nyle’s death, then you must believe he would not have defended me from Geraden’s accusations.
         Therefore you must believe I had no reason to take him to the meeting of the Congery. What, so that he could speak against
         me? I say that makes no sense.
      

      
      ‘And if you believe I am responsible for his death, you must also believe I have the means to leave Orison whenever I wish
         – by the same glass which enabled Gilbur to escape. Then why do I remain? Why did I go to face Geraden before the Congery,
         when I could have fled his charges so easily? Why have I submitted myself to this siege? Castellan, that makes no sense.
      

      
      ‘I am not a traitor. I serve Mordant and Orison. I am not to blame for Nyle’s death.’

      
      Unable to think coherently, Lebbick rasped again, ‘Prove it.’ He wanted to howl. Eremis’ argument was too persuasive: he didn’t
         know what was wrong with it. ‘Talk doesn’t mean anything. You can say whatever you want.’ And yet there had to be something
         wrong with it. There had to be, because he needed that so badly. He needed to do something with his despair. ‘Just prove it.’
      

      
      Unfortunately, Master Eremis had recovered his confidence. The Imager’s expression was again full of secrets – hidden facts
         or intentions which made Eremis want to laugh, restored his look of untarnished superiority.
      

      
      Smiling amiably, hatefully, he remarked, ‘You said that once before. Out on the battlements. Do you remember?’

      
      The gentle suggestion that Lebbick might not remember – that he might not have that much grasp on what he was doing – infuriated
         him enough to restore some of his self-command. ‘I remember,’ he shot back, relieved to hear himself sound trenchant and familiar. ‘You didn’t do anything about it then, either.’
      

      
      ‘No,’ the Master agreed. ‘But a possibility occurred to me. I was about to discuss it when the Adept treated us to another
         of his fits. That distracted me, and I forgot my thought until now.
      

      
      ‘You mentioned water.’

      
      Involuntarily, Castellan Lebbick froze. Water! Complex pressures seized his heart: he could hardly breathe.

      
      ‘I can provide it.’

      
      Orison was desperate for water. The lack of water hurt a lot of people. And it was Lebbick’s job to supervise that hurt. Because
         of his duties, he was responsible, culpable, as if he caused the hurt himself.
      

      
      But he would have preferred to be gutted by whores than to accept any vital help from Master Eremis.

      
      ‘I have a glass,’ Eremis explained, ‘which shows a scene in which the rain is incessant. The Image is always in a state of
         torrential downpour. I can take that mirror to the reservoir and translate rain to replenish our supply of water.’ He shrugged
         slightly. ‘The process may take some time. The volume of rain that I can bring out at any given instant will be limited. But
         surely I can ease the need for rationing. Perhaps in a few days I can refill the reservoir.’
      

      
      Deliberately, he smiled as if he knew precisely how much distress he was causing Lebbick. ‘Will that prove my loyalty, good
         Castellan? Will that demonstrate the sincerity of my desire to serve Orison and Mordant?’
      

      
      Castellan Lebbick made a rattling noise far back in his throat. Eremis’ offer was so bitter to him that he was in danger of
         strangling on it. He couldn’t refuse it, he knew that. It was just what King Joyse had always wanted from the Congery, from
         Imagery: the ability to heal wounds, solve problems, rectify losses without doing any injustice – real or theoretical – to
         the Images themselves. And it was just what Orison needed.
      

      
      With enough water to keep them going, the castle’s defenders might prove strong enough to repulse Alend, even if that bastard
         Kragen’s catapults succeeded at tearing down the curtain-wall.
      

      
      The offer had to be accepted. There was no way around it. The Castellan had to swallow it somehow, had to sacrifice that much
         more of himself for the sake of his duty. But he could not, could not choke down such a mortification directly. Instead of replying to Master Eremis, he turned on the senior guard so savagely
         that the veteran flinched.
      

      
      ‘Pay attention,’ he snapped unnecessarily. ‘You were supposed to protect these people, and you did a great job of it. This
         is your chance to redeem yourself.
      

      
      ‘Take this Imager to the King. Make him tell the King what happened here. Make sure he tells the King everything he just told
         me. Beat it out of him if you have to. Then take him to get that mirror of his. Take him up to the reservoir. Make him do
         what he promised.
      

      
      ‘Use as many men as you need. He’s your problem until that reservoir is full.

      
      ‘Do it now.’

      
      ‘Yes, Castellan.’ Shock, fear, and anger made the guard zealous. Glad for something specific and physical to do, he clamped
         a fist around Master Eremis’ arm. ‘Are you coming, or do I have to drag you?’
      

      
      In response, the expression on Master Eremis’ face became positively blissful.

      
      He had more strength than Lebbick suspected – and better leverage. A twist freed his arm: a nudge knocked the guard off balance:
         a strategically placed knee doubled the man over. With sarcastic elegance, Eremis adjusted his jet cloak, straightened his
         chasuble. Then, in an excessively polite tone, he commented, ‘Good Castellan, I fear that your men are not trained well enough
         for this siege.’
      

      
      Before Lebbick could find words for his fury, the Master turned to the guard. ‘Shall we go? I believe the Castellan wishes
         me to speak to King Joyse.’
      

      
      Flourishing his arms, he left the hallway.

      
      Paralyzed by pain and consternation, the guard stayed where he was. After a moment, however, the murder in Castellan Lebbick’s
         glare sent him hobbling after Master Eremis with his comrade.
      

      
      Lebbick remained alone. He didn’t look at Nyle’s mutilated corpse again, or at the bodies of his men. Slowly and steadily,
         unconscious of what he was doing, he beat his forehead against the wall until he had regained enough self-possession to call
         for more guards without howling. Then he had the dead carried out and gave orders for the sealing of the rooms, in case Geraden
         or his allies wanted to use this way into Orison again.
      

      
      Geraden wasn’t just a murderer. He was a butcher, crazy with hate for his own brother, and nothing made sense anymore.

      
      For the rest of the day, Castellan Lebbick concentrated on keeping himself busy, so that he wouldn’t go down to the dungeon.
         Eremis’ innocence seemed to weaken him in ways he couldn’t explain, cut the ground out from under his rage. He was afraid
         that if he saw that woman now he would end up begging her to forgive him.
      

      
      Keeping himself busy was easy: he had plenty of duties. While he heard reports about the state of the siege, however, while
         he settled disputes among Orison’s overcrowded population, or discussed tactical alternatives in case Adept Havelock became
         ineffective against the Alend catapults, he didn’t say anything about water to anyone. He didn’t want to raise any hopes until
         Master Eremis proved himself. Nevertheless he sent men to adjust all the valves of the water system and incurred the outrage
         of hundreds of thirsty people by using the little water which the castle’s spring had accumulated to flush any possible residue
         of the lady Elega’s poison out of the pipes.
      

      
      And when one of his men finally brought him word that Master Eremis was at work in the reservoir, he went to watch.

      
      The Imager was doing what he had said he could do. In the high, cathedral-like vault of the reservoir, he stood on the stone
         lip of the empty pool and held his mirror leaning out over the edge. The glass was nearly as tall as he was, and set in an
         ornate frame; therefore it was heavy: even a man with his unexpected strength wouldn’t be able to support its weight in that
         position for any length of time. He had solved the problem, however, by bringing two Apts to help him. One braced the bottom of the mirror to keep it steady; the other held the top of the mirror
         by means of a rope looped over one of the timbers which propped up the network of pipes and screens above the pool. The assistance
         of the Apts enabled Master Eremis to concentrate exclusively on his translation.
      

      
      As he stroked the frame and murmured whatever invocations triggered the relationship between his talent and the glass, rain
         came gushing from the uneven surface of the mirror.
      

      
      He was right: the process was going to take time. However torrential the rain was, the amount which could be translated through
         the mirror was small compared to the size of the pool and Orison’s need. Nevertheless Castellan Lebbick could see that the
         glass gave significantly more water than the spring. If Master Eremis was able to keep going – and if the water was good.
      

      
      Lebbick tested one worry by requiring the Imager to drink two cups of the rainwater himself – which Master Eremis did with
         no discernible hesitation. But a close look at him only increased the Castellan’s other concern.
      

      
      Master Eremis was sweating in the cool air of the reservoir. His breathing was deep and hard, and his features had the tight
         pallor of clenched knuckles. His expression was uncharacteristically simple: for once, what he was doing required him to concentrate
         so acutely, exert himself so fully, that he had no energy to spare for secrets.
      

      
      He had been at work for only a short time, and already the strain had begun to tell on him. To keep his translation going,
         he would need more than unexpected strength. He would need the stamina of an iron bar.
      

      
      Castellan Lebbick didn’t bother to curse. He could feel something inside him failing: the Imager was beating him. This was
         just perfect. Eremis was going to save Orison – but that wasn’t enough for him, oh, no, not enough at all. He was going to
         save Orison heroically, exhausting himself with a translation which would leave no doubt in anyone’s mind about where his loyalties lay.
      

      
      A curious weakness dragged at Lebbick’s muscles. He had trouble keeping his back straight. His cheeks felt unnaturally stiff;
         when he rubbed them, dried blood came off on his fingers. Maybe Havelock was right about him. Maybe he had lost his mind.
         Two of his men and Nyle had been slaughtered, and it was his fault, not because he had trusted Eremis, whom he hated, but because he had refused to believe that bright,
         clumsy, likable Geraden was sick with evil. Geraden had translated atrocities to butcher his own brother. Or he had made someone
         else do it for him.
      

      
      The Castellan wanted his wife. He wanted to hide his face against her shoulder and feel her arms around him. But she was dead,
         and he was never going to be comforted again.
      

      
      Master Eremis wasn’t cold now, but he would be chilled as soon as he stopped for rest. Mortifying himself further, Castellan
         Lebbick ordered a cot and food, warmer clothes, a fire on the edge of the pool, brandy. Then, when he had done everything
         he could think of for Orison’s savior, he went back to his duties.
      

      
      During the afternoon, the Alends brought up a catapult against Orison’s gates – the only other part of the castle which might prove vulnerable without a prolonged assault. Master Quillon roused
         Havelock from a loud snooze, and the two Imagers took the Adept’s mirror around to Orison’s long northeast face to protect
         the gates. Castellan Lebbick, however, remained out of sight above the curtain-wall. When several hundred Alends rushed forward
         suddenly, carrying scaling ladders, the Castellan was ready for them. His archers forced them to retreat.
      

      
      That success relieved some of his weakness. But it wasn’t enough. Nothing was enough anymore. To keep himself from foundering,
         he fell back on the one distinct, comprehensible instruction he had received from his King.
      

      
      To do his job.
      

      
      That woman must be pushed.
      

      
      After dark, when the loss of light alleviated the threat of catapults, allowing the guards to concentrate on defending Orison
         from simpler forms of attack, Castellan Lebbick went back to the dungeon to do what King Joyse had told him.
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