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"The Scarlet Citadel indeed," Richard said, looking up at the gray rocks looming overhead, stark against the brilliantly blue sky.  "Wonder where they got that name."

Jonathan drew a deep breath, stepping up on the rocky shelf beside the other knight.  "The Wizard of the Scarlet Citadel is certainly enough to drain life out of any place."  He squared his shoulders and looked at the narrow crack they were heading up.  The cliff face was as barren as a desert, without even a loose rock.  "The wizard's got to be around here somewhere."

Richard glanced at him.  "We are drawing near his stronghold.  We should be more cautious; he will be strongest here."  His voice slowed.  "Perhaps we should even go back—tell the rest of the order that we caught him gathering forbidden herbs."

"We already wounded him," Jonathan pointed out and started up the track, "and consumed most of his spell-craft that he had prepared.  Anyone who comes after will give him time to prepare again."  His voice took up briskly.  "Master Frederick would be ashamed of you; the first principle of fighting a wizard is to always remember that it takes him longer to strike a blow than it takes you."

Richard grimaced and followed him.  "The chief point to remember in fighting a wizard is that you should fight to win, by whatever means will bring you victory.  If we die, no one will know what the wizard was up to."

Jonathan started up the cliff; Richard sighed and came after.  "You're going to get us both killed one of these days," he observed, casually.

Silence fell as the young knights saved their breath for climbing.  A sharp breeze blew up the mountain; Jonathan looked down, and grimaced at the thought of the height.  He turned his attention ahead, reminding himself that there was no telling what the wizard of the Scarlet Citadel was up to; he and Richard had kept the wizard from getting the deathberry he was after, but that could have been needed for one specific spell.

He looked ahead.  The citadel was not far ahead, and it looked as if the cliff face turned into a brief flat area, just before the walls.  He tried to see if the wizard had any surprises waiting for them there.

"You fools!"  The wizard suddenly loomed out of the rocks ahead of them, his white hair and beard wild, his eyes fervid, his lips pulled back from his teeth.  Something dark and red glittered in his hand like a sword.

Jonathan drew his sword and leapt to the attack.  The wizard's crimson robes still carried the stain of blood, and the wizard himself moved stiffly.  Jonathan's sword swept up to parry the wizard's blow, and a bitter, unearthly sound echoed.  A glance showed Jonathan that the sword was unharmed, but he resolved not to let that enchantment touch his flesh.

Richard's sword flashed beside him, and Jonathan jumped to one side, up to the plain.  The wizard snarled and fell back; his hands flashed, too quickly to be seen, and something shimmered in the air before him.  He put out his free hand, and found it colliding with a slick wall of glass.

The wizard laughed, his thin body shaking.  "Come and join me, you knights!  Nothing but glass bars your way!"

Jonathan took a step back; he looked about, but there were no loose stones here, either.  Richard stood to one side, his sword still in hand, but his expression was resigned.  "We've got to go back," he said, his voice low.

Jonathan started to put up his sword.  This would, indeed, take more knights from their order.

The wizard went on laughing.  "You fools!  You fools!  To challenge the Wizard of the Scarlet Citadel!"

Something moved against the walls, behind the wizard.  Jonathan frowned, realizing the movement was near a small door.  The wizard noticed his attention and, breaking off his laughter, looked over his shoulder.  A hideous smile broke on his face.  Jonathan and Richard looked at each other, and back at the wizard, needing to know what he was up to.

A pale, thin woman cowered against the wall.  The wizard's hand flashed out to fasten on her shoulder.  "How convenient you are," he purred, and dragged her out into the open.  Her brown eyes looked through the glass wall at the knights, but her face showed no further animation.  The wizard pulled a sullen red stone out of his pocket and held it up; the gemstone glittered a little in the sunlight.  "Watch what you have done, you fools, so proud of having harmed me!"  He lowered the gem towards the woman.  She shuddered, but did not try to pull away.

The gemstone touched her shoulder.  His hand folded over it.  "Watch what my Lifestone does for me, you fools!"

Red light began to pulse through his fingers, steady as a heartbeat.  Jonathan took an involuntary step towards him.  Blood seeped through the woman's thin dress.  She shuddered, her eyes closing.  The Lifestone glowed more, and the blood drew back from the cloth, towards the stone.

The knights watched in horror.  Richard moved closer to Jonathan and whispered, "We have to warn the order, get someone up here who can deal with him."

Jonathan could not bring himself to move, or speak, or even look away.  Minutes ticked by, and the wizard's robes no longer stuck to a wound; he did not withdraw his hand.  His cheeks flushed with rosy color, and exhaustion flowed from his face.  The woman started to slump, and the wizard did not hold her up, but he did not take his hand from her shoulder as she fell to her knees.  Her eyes opened and looked blankly at the young men.  Jonathan found that his breath was harsh and shallow.

He looked at the sunlight glinting off the wall, the only sign of its presence.  He drew a deep breath, unable to remember more that one bit of lore:  go straight through a broken window, without hesitation, and it would not cut.  He backed up.

"What are you doing, Jonathan?" Richard whispered.  He looked at the woman.  "We've got to get out of here, to get help."

"Trust me," Jonathan said, through stiff lips.  He drew a deep breath and broke into a run.  A second before he collided with the wall, he shut his eyes.

The wall shattered, an enormous sound, all around him.  Slivers cascaded over each other and chimed; they brushed against his face and clothing, but he felt no cuts as he fell forward.  He opened his eyes and saw the scraps of glass surrounding him. He hurried to his feet, glad of the armor that would protect him from more than swords.

Richard shouted with glee and came running.  The woman, pale as bone, did not even stir, and the wizard stared blankly.  Jonathan went for his sword.

The wizard dropped the Lifestone and started gabbling.  Jonathan and Richard reached him, their swords flying and cutting through the wizard's robes; blood spurted from his arms, but not before he pronounced the last word.

The door of the citadel creaked open, and an armored statue came out, every joint creaking as it approached them.  Jonathan stopped by the woman, knowing Richard was right:  they had no idea what wizard's preparations were within his own stronghold, and they did have to warn the rest of the order.  The wizard scrambled back, and
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