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Chapter 1






Vienne, Ile-Rien


It was nine oclock at night and Tremaine was trying to find a way to kill herself that would bring in a verdict of natural causes in court when someone banged on the door.


Dammit. A couple of books on poisons slid from her lap as she struggled out of the overstuffed armchair. She managed to hold on to the second volume of Medical Jurisprudence, closing it over her finger to mark her place. The search for the elusive untraceable poison was not going well; there were too many ways sorcerer-physicians could uncover such things and she didnt want it to look as if she had been murdered. Intracranial hemorrhage seemed a good possibility, if a little difficult to arrange on ones own. But Im a Valiarde, I should be able to figure this out, she thought sourly. Dragging the blanket around her, she picked her way through the piles of books to the door. The library at Coldcourt was ideal for this, being large, eclectic, and packed with every book, treatise and monograph on murder and mayhem available to the civilized world.


The entry hall was dark except for a single electric bulb burning in the converted gas fixture above the sweep of the stairs. The light fell on yellowed plaster walls and rich old wood and a blue-and-gold-patterned carpet on polished stone tile. Coldcourt was aptly named and Tremaines bare feet were half frozen by the time she made it to the front door. She had let the housekeeper have the night off and now she regretted it, but she had had no idea it would take this long to arrange things. At this rate she wouldnt be dead until next week.


The unwanted person was still banging. Who is it? she shouted, wondering if he could hear her. Coldcourt had been built as a country house and its walls were thick natural stone to withstand the Vienne winter. It was part of an aging neighborhood of small estates just outside the old city wall and sprawled in asymmetrical crenellated and embellished glory across its poorly kept grounds. The door was several inches thick, old oak plated with not entirely decorative embossed lead, proof against bullets and other less solid assaults. The windows above the door were heavy leaded glass threaded with silver, the blackout curtains fixed tightly. All buildings had the blackout curtains, stipulated by the Civilian Defense Board, but the other protections were peculiarly Coldcourts. Though all its wards against sorcerous attack were no help in the current situation.


A muffled voice replied, Its Gerard!


Oh, God. Tremaine leaned her forehead tiredly against the chill wood surface. As executor of her fathers estate, Guilliame Gerard had been her guardian until she was twenty-one, but she had seen him only infrequently these past few years. Her first thought was that her supervisor in the Siege Aid group must have written to him.


Tremaine had joined the Aid Society because they worked in the bombed-out areas of the city searching for survivors or bringing supplies to the fire brigades and the War Departments rescue teams. It was hard, desperate work, and many of them, even experienced men like constables or fire brigade members or former soldiers, were killed by unexploded bombs or collapsing buildings. A small woman who had never been very good at games in school shouldnt have been able to last a week. Tremaines life should have ended with no more fanfare than a line in the casualty columns of the newspapers. Anything else would surely lead to a Magistrates investigation which might uncover even more unpleasant facts about her familys immediate past than had already been exposed; that was the last thing she needed. But Tremaine had been in the Aid Society for six months.


She probably still couldnt hit a lawn tennis ball properly, but she could climb, scramble over, under, and through rubble like a squirrel, dodge flying debris, and when a ghoul had leapt out at her from a half-collapsed cellar the instinct to beat it to pieces with a lead pipe had triumphed over the will to die.


But after six months of near-death-but-never-quite experiences, her supervisor had told her she was due a months leave before she could enlist for another term. Tremaine had protested with a patriotic fervor that her old friends in the theater would have admired, those who were still alive anyway. But she had given in when she had seen the look in the womans eye. The supervisor was the Duchess of Duncanny, used to managing estates on a grand scale, and she had been trained as a hospital nurse early in the war. She was too perceptive by far and Tremaine had looked into those old eyes and thought, She knows. She knows why Im here. It was time to leave the Aid Society and find some other way.


She must have contacted Gerard. Shit. Shit, shit, shit. Wincing, Tremaine turned the heavy key and drew the bolts.


Gerard slipped in, by habit pushing the heavy door shut quickly so a betraying light wouldnt escape. The outskirts of Vienne were considered an unlikely target area and Tremaine hadnt heard any bomb warnings on the wireless earlier.


He was a tall man, in his early forties, with dark hair just lightly touched with gray. His tie was askew and his tweed jacket stained with dark patches. His spectacles caught the light as he stared down at her in consternation. Tremaine, Im sorry to burst in on you like this, but something terrible has happened.


They broke the wards, she thought, staring at him blankly. The palace is destroyed. A bubble of hysterical laughter grew in her chest. It was over. There would be no messy inquests or embarrassing articles in the papers to avoid. The Gardier had won and she could bash her own head in with a rock and no one would think twice about it. The palace was bombed.


No. Gerard gave her an odd look. Oh no, not that terrible. He took a sharp breath, gathering his thoughts. Ive just come from the project. The last test sphere was destroyed.


Oh. Tremaine wet her lips, trying to catch up. He meant the Viller Institutes Defense project outside the city. She gathered the blanket around her and fumbled the large book into a more comfortable grip, trailing Gerard further into the hall. Do you need me to write a bank draft? she asked vaguely. There were people in the city who did that and handled the other business affairs of the Institute, but perhaps those offices had been hit or evacuated. I thought the government requisitioned anything you needed now.


Gerard stopped to face her impatiently. Tremaine, listen to me He blinked as he took in her appearance. Is that your nightdress?


Its a smock. An artists smock. Most of Tremaines clothes were worn-out; the couturier she had patronized had closed down and left the city and she hadnt had time or inclination to stand in the lines at the stores for months. INever mind. Nowwhats happened?


The sphere we were using for the experiment was destroyed, Gerard explained. The Riardin prototype of the Viller sphere, the last one we had.


That time she understood him. Was destroyed? Suddenly angry, Tremaine dumped Medical Jurisprudence on the marble console table. What the hell do you mean was destroyed? By who?


By Riardin. His face grim, Gerard adjusted his spectacles. It killed him and self-destructed.


Tremaine let out her breath and pinched the bridge of her nose. Moron, she muttered. But it didnt surprise her. It was hardly the first time this project had killed someone.


He was overzealous, Gerard admitted, but he was the best we had. Im now the highest-ranking sorcerer on the project. He took a deep breath, as if he was still trying to take stock of that himself.


Tremaine looked up at him, frowning. Lodun University had been sealed off by its own wards and lay under heavy sorcerous siege by the Gardier. It had been impenetrable for the past two years and no one had been able to get close enough to discover whether the sorcerers and townspeople trapped inside were still alive or not. Since then sorcerers who could be spared from the border and coastal defenses were in short supply. Gerard was more than competent, but he wasnt up to the flamboyant Riardins level. One of the benefits of suicide was not having to watch while what was left of her friends went before her. Gerard


The other spheres were specifically keyed to Riardin. He built them, he worked with them. Theres no time to build another for me. His expression was grave. I need the Damal prototype.


Oh. Arisilde Damal had been the greatest sorcerer in the history of Ile-Rien. Tremaine had called him Uncle Ari. She stared at Gerard for a moment, nonplussed, then realized he was asking for her permission. Well, yes. Of course.


Gerard started for the stairs, halting in confusion when Tremaine veered back toward the library, still dragging her blanket. He demanded, You dont keep it in the vaults upstairs?


It gets lonely. Its cold and dark up there. Thats probably what made the two early spheres die, you know. There had been three original spheres constructed by Edouard Viller, Tremaines foster grandfather, kept in the secret storerooms in Coldcourts attics. Two had quietly died in their years of inactivity and the last had been destroyed by Arisilde Damal himself in the course of a powerful spell. When Tremaines father, Nicholas Valiarde, had endowed the Viller Institute to continue Edouard Villers work, Arisilde had worked with the natural philosophers employed by it to re-create Villers original design.


Tremaine led the way into the library. The books had overflowed the floor-to-ceiling shelves long ago and invaded the parlor next door and several rooms on the second floor, but the main part of the collection was still housed here. Though it badly needed dusting it was still the coziest room in the house, with colorful antique Parscian carpets and overstuffed armchairs. It was also the only room without blank spots on its walls where paintings had been taken down, silent reminders of the imminent danger of invasion. Following the instructions her father had left behind, Tremaine had had his art collection removed to a sealed hidden vault below the Valiarde Importing offices in Vienne, along with some of the furniture, the older books, her mothers jewelry and other valuables. Since then Tremaine had had the feeling the house was an empty shell, nothing left behind, including herself. She went to the glass-fronted cabinet against the far wall and opened a drawer to search for the key.


Sorry to burst in on you like this. I know youre on leave from the Aid Society. Gerard glanced at the meager fire in the grate and the pile of books surrounding her armchair. Are you writing something again?


Uh huh. Tremaine gave up on the key buried amid the welter of pencil stubs, scraps of paper, and several decades accumulation of unidentifiable odds and ends, and popped the lock on the cabinet doors with a hard jerk. The sphere rested on an upper shelf, crowded in with old yellowed notebooks and folios. It was a small, croquet ball-size device formed of copper-colored metal strips, filled with tiny wheels and gears. She lifted it off the shelf, her fingers going a little numb with the mild shock of the power shivering through the metal. She breathed on it and the sphere warmed to her touch.


She gathered it against her chest as she shut the cabinet door. No magical locks? No secret devices? Gerard said a little sadly as he stepped up behind her. The Valiardes have come down in the world.


No, really? Gerard had been a trusted crony of her father, so he was entitled to the observation, but Tremaine still felt more than a twinge. Just stab me in the gut while youre at it, why dont you? she muttered.


Sorry. He actually sounded sorry as he accepted the sphere from her. He added wistfully, I was rather fond of the secret magical locks.


So was I. Tremaine looked into the sphere, watching the blue and gold lights chase each other along the metal pathways. Alchemy and natural philosophy were powerfully mated in the design; she hadnt a clue how it did what it did. This particular sphere had never been part of the Institutes studies. Uncle Ari had given it to her when she was a little girl, the day her pet cat had died of old age. He had said it would be cruel to prolong the cats life but that this could be her friend too. It wont catch mice but it can purr, he had told her. Uncle Ari hadnt always been playing with a full deck of cards, but he had been very sweet. He had been the first sorcerer to begin the Viller Institutes great project and one of the first to die of it. She said, Give it a minute to warm up.


Gerard watched her gravely. I handled this one when Arisilde first charged it, but that was years ago. Is it easy to work with?


She shrugged. I never had any trouble with it. But then I never used it for spells. Not real ones. You didnt have to be a sorcerer to make the sphere work, but you did need to have some latent magical talent. Tremaines great-grandmother had been a powerful witch, and all her mothers family had had talent to one extent or another, though her mother had been an actress rather than a sorceress. As a child, Tremaine had had enough magic to make the sphere find lost toys and produce small illusions and colored light shows, but even that ability had faded with lack of practice. She supposed she would never see the device again. Any progress? she asked, not expecting an optimistic answer. Besides Riardin blowing himself up. Not that that was progress but


Gerard knew her too well to take offense. I think were close. The experiment Riardin was conductingHe was approaching the spell from an entirely new angle. He shook his head, pulling his spectacles off to rub his eyes. Were very close to deciphering Arisildes architecture.


So youll know exactly what killed Uncle Ari and my father. Tremaine turned the sphere, watching the sparks travel deeper into its depths. It was active tonight, more so than she had ever seen it before. Perhaps because she hadnt had it out since last year. Last year? Maybe its been longer than that.


They wanted to save us from this, Tremaine, Gerard said quietly. He gestured at the blackout curtains tightly covering the librarys narrow windows. From this war.


I know. Nicholas Valiarde and Arisilde Damal had been the first to discover the early traces of the Gardier, that faceless enemy that appeared out of nowhere, that attacked without reason with power that destroyed conventional weapons and magic alike. That had been years before the devastating attack on the city of Lodun, before the small country of Adera had been overrun and forced to serve as a Gardier staging area for attacks on Ile-Rien.


Tremaine didnt blame Nicholas and Arisilde for what had happened afterward. It had been an accident, a series of miscalculations on the part of two men who had been treading a fine line between life and death all their lives. With a sigh, Tremaine held the sphere out to Gerard. Uncle Ari never wanted to make weapons.


He took the sphere from her, handling it carefully. It may sound overdramatic, but this could be the salvation of He stared into the sphere with consternation. Its gone dead.


No. Frowning, she took it back. She shook it a little, making Gerard wince, but then he was used to the more delicate and temperamental instruments constructed by Riardin and the others who were trying to duplicate Arisildes work. Its fine. She held it out, showing him the lights moving deep within the device.


Gerard took the sphere again and Tremaine leaned over it, frowning as the life faded out of it. She shook her head in annoyance, taking it back from him. It worked for you before, didnt it?


She shook the sphere again and he hurriedly stopped her. He said, PerhapsI havent worked with it in more than ten years. He blinked, struck by the enormity of the possible disaster. If thats the caseWe have no working spheres to continue the experiment.


You mean its forgotten you? Brows drawn together, Tremaine held it out to him again. Try to use it while Im holding it. Something simple.


Gerard rested his fingers lightly on the sphere, frowning in concentration. For a moment Tremaine thought nothing would happen. Then a swirl of illusory light drifted across the fine old carpet near the hearth, sparkling like fayre dust, making both the fire in the grate and the electric bulb in the lamp dim and shiver.


Gerard let out his breath and released the sphere. The light vanished. It still knows me but it apparently wants contact with you also. He met her eyes, his face serious. Tremaine, I hate to ask you this, butits vital for the continuation of the experiment. Were so close to success


Tremaine looked around at the library, gesturing vaguely. She couldnt afford to get involved in anything right now. Im sort of in the middle of something


I know its dangerous, but if you could


Dangerous. Tremaine stared at him. Thats perfect. She nodded. Give me a few minutes to get dressed.














Chapter 2






Isle of Storms, off the Southern Coast of the Symai


Well see you at the moonrise, Ilias said, and thought, I hope.


In the water below, Halian was balanced carefully on the bench of the dinghy, bobbing in the ripples that washed against the rocky wall of the sea cave. He was a big man, weathered by sun and sea, his long graying hair tied back in a simple knot; Ilias had never thought of him as old, but right now worry made Halian show his years. Are you two sure you know what youre doing? he asked, handing up the coil of rope.


Ilias chuckled, reaching down out of the crevice for it. Im never sure we know what were doing. The jagged hole of the cave entrance lay only twenty paces or so beyond the bow of Halians little boat, allowing in wan morning light and the dense fog that lay like a wool blanket over the blue-gray water. The rock arched high enough to allow entrance to their ship the Swift, but the bottom was dangerous with submerged wrecks.


Longer ago than Ilias or anybody else alive could remember, the back of the cave had been a harbor, part of an old empty city that wove through the caves, much of it underwater. But now the stone docks and breakwaters were obstructed with the wooden skeletons of wrecked ships, all jammed together in one rotting mass. The stink of decay hung in the cool dank air, concentrated in the fog that some wizard from ages ago had caused to form around the island. The sudden gales and bad currents that frequently trapped ships and drew them in to their deaths gave it the name the Isle of Storms.


Halian didnt appreciate the attempt to lighten the mood. You know how I feel, he said seriously, sitting down again in the boat as it rocked gently in the low waves.


Itll be all right, Ilias told him, exasperated. When Halian had brought this up to Giliead last night, it had caused one of those long polite arguments between them where both parties are actually on the same side and there is no hope of resolution. Ilias had no idea how it had worked itself out; he had gotten fed up and gone to sit out on the wall of the goat pen with the herdsmen.


From the crevice above Iliass head, Gilieads voice demanded, What did he say?


Ilias stretched back to hand the rope up to him through the narrow passage. He said were suicidal idiots.


Tell him thanks for his support, Giliead said, but the words didnt have any sting to them. And love to Mother.


Ilias leaned out again to relay this, but Halian rolled his eyes, saying, I heard him, I heard him. He took up the oars as Ilias freed the mooring line. His expression turning rueful, he added, Just take care.


Ilias smiled. Halian had faith in them; he was just tired of funeral pyres. We will.


Without looking back, Halian took two quick strokes toward the cave entrance, the little boat already starting to vanish into the fog. Ilias braced his feet on the slick rock and pushed himself up through the opening into the cramped passage above, finding handholds in the mossy chinks in the stones. Giliead was waiting there, sitting on his heels and digging through the supplies in their pack. The crevice stretched up into the rocky mass over their heads, disappearing into shadow when the dim gray light from the opening below gave out. Ready? Giliead asked, shaking his braids back and awkwardly maneuvering the packs strap over his head and shoulder. He was nearly a head taller than Ilias and the confined space was almost too small for him.


No, Ilias told him brightly. The crevice was not only too small for Giliead, it was too small for the distance weapons they would have preferred to bring; bows and hunting spears would never fit through here. They both had their swords strapped to their backs, but drawing them in the confined space was impossible.


Gilieads warm smile flickered, then straight-faced he nodded firmly. Me neither.


Then lets go.


The climb went faster than Ilias remembered, maybe because this time he knew it would end. Searching for a way out of the caverns last year, they had discovered this passage by accident, not knowing if it led to a way out or a dead end somewhere deep in the mountains heart. It was pitch-dark and the stone was slick with foul water that dripped continuously from above. After a time the sound of the waves washing against the cave walls below faded and the only noise was their breathing, the scrape of their boots against stone, and an occasional muttered curse due to a bumped head or abraded skin. It was hot too and nearly airless, and Ilias felt sweat plastering his shirt to his chest and back. Bad as it was, it was still easier going up than it had been last year going down.


Giliead called a halt at what they judged was halfway up and Ilias wedged himself onto a shelf of rock invisible in the dark, bracing his feet against the opposite side of the crevice. Shoving the sticky hair off his forehead, he realized his queue was coming undone and he took a moment to tighten it and pull the rest of his hair back. After some struggling, he managed to unsling the waterskin and take a drink. He handed it up to where Giliead was shifting around, still trying to fold his larger body into a comfortable position, and slapped it against the other mans leg to let him know it was there. When Giliead handed it back down, Ilias asked, What did you and Halian finally decide last night?


That Im bullheaded and hes worse. There was rueful amusement in his voice. Since Halian had married Gilieads mother five years ago, becoming his stepfather and the male head of the household, things between him and Giliead had occasionally been tense. There wouldnt have been a problem if Giliead had still had his own household with his sister Irisa, but living under what was now Halians roof had caused some friction.


Bullheaded? I would have picked the other end. Ilias was only a ward of the family, Gilieads brother by courtesy rather than blood, and therefore able to remain stubbornly neutral. He had come to Gils house of Andrien as a child; his own house had been a poor one with far too many children to support, especially boys. He and Gil didnt look much like blood brothers either, since Iliass ancestors had come from further inland, where people were smaller with lighter hair and skin, and Gils people came from the bigger, darker strain that had been planted here on the coast since before the first boat was built.


Giliead snorted. Ilias could hear him shifting around uncomfortably again. Finally Giliead added, He understands that I just want to be sure.


Ilias finished the unspoken thought hanging over both their heads. That Ixions not back. It was the first time either one of them had said it aloud, though Ilias knew they had both been thinking it since earlier this season when the rumors had started. Stories of smoke from the island again, of the bodies of curselings like those Ixion had bred washing up on isolated beaches. It wasnt just talk, either; in the past few months fishing boats had gone missing far more often than they should, with no survivors and no signs of wreckage in any of the places where small boats usually came to grief. Then a trading fleet of six ships from Argot had failed to arrive and two small coastal villages of gleaners had been found deserted, the huts burned and the boats broken into kindling. Nicanor, lawgiver of Cineth, and his wife, Visolela, had asked Giliead to return to the island to see if another wizard had taken Ixions place here.


He cant be back, Giliead pointed out reasonably. I cut his head off. Nobody comes back from that.


Ilias remembered that part, in a hazy way. Lying across Gilieads lap in the sinking gig, the water in the bottom red with blood, he had a clear picture of Ixions head under the rowing bench. They had never talked about that, either. Dyani told me you threw it to the pigs.


The pigs we eat? Giliead sounded dubious.


Ilias didnt take the bait and after a moment his friend said quietly, Three days after we got back I took it to the cave and the god told me to bury it at the place where the coast road met the road to Estri. Thats when you started to get better.


Oh. Ilias scratched the curse mark on his cheek. He remembered Giliead being gone then and everyone refusing to tell him why. Even after all this time, the memory of Ixions malice and power gave him a cold feeling in the pit of his stomach. That the man could be dead and in at least two pieces and still be trying to hate him to death.


As soon as Iliass fever had abated enough for him to get up, he had walked to Cineth to turn himself in and get the curse mark, the silver finger-width brand given to anyone who had been cursed by a wizard. Giliead had caught up with him halfway there and tried to stop him, but Ilias had refused to listen. He hadnt meant to make himself a walking symbol of their failure but maybe it had turned out that way; it still seemed like something he had had to do, though Ilias couldnt say why even to himself.


He shook his head, trying to drive off the uncomfortable reflections. At least the curse mark had stopped Visolela from trying to convince the family to sell him off into marriage somewhere inland. Crossroads, huh, he said thoughtfully, keeping his tone light. I guess the god figured the bastards shade would get confused and wander around in circles.


Shades cant cross running water anyway.


Ilias heard Gilieads boots grate on the stone as he shifted, ready to start the climb again. Giliead hadnt meant for Ilias to come with him this time. He had, in fact, invented a story about a dull trip along the coast to Ancyra, which would have been more convincing if Giliead wasnt such a lousy liar. Cornered and forced to admit the truth, Giliead had still maintained adamantly that Ilias shouldnt come with him. Ilias had spent the last few days countering arguments, calling bluffs, topping dire threats with even more dire threats, ignoring pleas, and foiling a last-ditch attempt at physical restraint by battering the bolt off the stillroom door. Everybody else had refused to take sides, fearing retribution once Giliead wasnt around to protect them. Halian and Karima, Gilieads mother, hadnt interfered either, both knowing that the only thing more dangerous than going to the Isle of Storms was going to the Isle of Storms alone.


That Giliead would go, with help or without it, had been certain; it wasnt just that he had taken the duty of Chosen Vessel personally ever since he had first discovered what being one meant. Ranior, who had been his father before Giliead had been named a Vessel, had died from a wizards curse. It had been the first real curse that Giliead had ever faced and probably the first time he had started to blame himself for things he had no control over.


Ilias took another drink from the waterskin, slung the strap back over his head and shoulder and pushed himself up to follow. Thats rivers and streams that shades cant cross, not seas.


Seas dont run? Giliead countered.


He had a point. Ilias thought for a moment, feeling for the next handhold. Theyre salty. But as he leaned against the warm rock, he felt a vibration. He hesitated, pressing the side of his face against the stone. Somewhere, deep inside the mountain, something was thrumming. Like a giant heart beating fast in panic.


What would salt have to do with


His throat suddenly dry, Ilias whispered tensely, Gil, listen.


Giliead stopped. Ilias could sense him listening silently to the telltale vibrations in the stone. After a moment he answered softly, I feel it. He let his breath out in resignation. I hate being right.


I hate you being right too, Ilias told him briskly, bracing his feet and feeling for the next handhold. At least they didnt have to wonder about it anymore; knowing for certain was a relief. Though it sure cut all the joy out of the debate over the seaworthiness of shades. And Halian thought he wouldnt have anything to worry about the rest of the year except the drainage problem in the hay fields.


Well, thats a pretty serious drainage problem, Giliead said, deadpan, as he resumed the climb. After a moment, he added, Its not him. Its another wizard that came to take his place.


I know. Ixion alive had been bad enough. Ixion, dead, headless and really, really annoyed was unimaginably worse.


After another long stretch of darkness and groping for hand- and footholds and occasional slips on the slimy rock, Ilias realized he could make out Gilieads outline above him. Nearly there, he thought. Too bad this was the easy part.


The gradual increase in light let their eyes adjust from the impenetrable darkness to the dim grayness of the upper cave, just visible through the cracks above. Giliead found an opening large enough for them to wriggle through and paused, listening intently, then cautiously edged upward to peer out. There was room for only one of them at a time and Ilias waited below, braced awkwardly, nerves tight with tension. Gilieads heritage as the gods Chosen Vessel made him proof against curses, but not Ixions curselings. If something had heard them climbing up through the cave wall, if it was waiting up there like a civet at a mousehole, all he would be able to do was pull Gilieads body back down after it bit his head off.


Giliead motioned that it was clear and climbed up through the crack. Breathing a little easier, Ilias followed, pulling himself out onto a ledge in the large cavern. The dim light came from above, through shafts and cracks that led up to the surface of the mountain. Conical columns of rock hung from the cave roof like icicles, hundreds of them, the light-colored ones glittering with myriad crystal reflections.


It courted terrible luck to say so far so good so Ilias just knelt, dumping the coil of rope off his shoulder and unclasping the climbing hook from his belt. Giliead paced along the edge, looking for the best spot to go down. The cave was about four or five ship lengths across, the far side hard to see in the dim light. They knew it was just like this one, sloping down into the abyss, pocked by cracks and crevices, ledges and sheer faces of rock. They had no idea how deep the cavern was and personally, Ilias didnt care to find out. The dank cold air drifted up out of it like a breeze from the netherworld, raising gooseflesh on his sweatslickened skin. They would use the rope to go down the cliff to the inner passages entrance, about forty paces down this side.


Ilias took a deep breath as he tied off the climbing hook. Except for the rush of wind through the shafts higher up, it was silent. Last time they had been able to hear the pounding of Ixions engines all through this part of the caves. At least its quiet, he said, keeping his voice low. He glanced up when Giliead didnt answer. His friend was sitting on his heels near the edge, head cocked to listen, his brows drawn together in consternation. What? Ilias asked softly.


Giliead glanced back urgently. You hear that?


The wind? Except it was growing steadily louder. And it didnt howl and moan like it should through the narrow rocky openings. It was more likea roar.


Giliead came to his feet suddenly, staring toward the north side of the cavern, where it wound deeper into the mountain and the darkness was absolute. Something was moving there, something very, very big. Iliass breath caught. Not the wind.


It was already too late to get back down into the crevice. Giliead flung himself against the wall as Ilias rolled back to crouch against it. They both froze. The roar that sounded like rushing wind grew louder until it hammered off the stone walls and inside Iliass head. Heart pounding, he pressed hard against the rock.


It came out of the darkness with a steady, inexorable motion, an unbelievably huge oblong shape, black as night. It was narrow at the front, but the middle swelled to take up almost half the cavern. It had to be walking on the cave floor, however far below that was, but its gait was smooth and impossibly even. Ilias couldnt see anything that looked like an eye or worse yet, a mouth, but it wasnt featureless; he could see pockmarks and the long ridges of ribs running horizontally through its body.


Gilieads thigh brushed against Iliass shoulder and he looked up, startled, to see his friend easing away from the wall. Ilias reached up to grab his belt. Gil, he whispered through gritted teeth.


I want a closer look. Giliead mouthed the words, though surely the thing couldnt hear their voices over its own hollow roar.


Are you crazy? Ilias mouthed back, and tightened his grip.


Giliead pressed his lips together in exasperation but didnt force the issue.


It was already moving past, the bulk of its middle part narrowing again at the rear. It had a jagged ridge along its back and a cluster of long sharp-edged fins where the tail should be. As its mass slowly vanished into the darkness at the other end of the cavern, Ilias let go of Giliead and they both eased to the edge to watch the slowly disappearing bulk. His voice hushed, Ilias said, Thatsthats


Giliead drew a sharp breath. Bad.


Bad, Ilias agreed. He leaned out, trying to see the creatures legs. It was too dark in the bottom of the cavern to make them out. You think it was here last time? Maybe in those tunnels we couldnt get to from this side? Like all wizards, Ixion had used his curses to make things. Live things. Distorted awful things that were always hungry. With Ixion dead, there was no way off the island for most of his curselings and the waterpeople tended to kill the ones that could swim.


Giliead frowned. Maybe. I thought cutting off the water to the vats would take care of anything he had down there. He swore under his breath. I wonder what else I missed.


It wasnt your fault, Ilias said, though he knew Giliead wouldnt believe him. Besides, most of them should have eaten each other by now. Maybe it came from somewhere else. The idea that it wasnt dangerous wasnt worth suggesting.


Giliead watched the last glimpse of the thing disappear in the caverns shadow, his mouth twisted ruefully. Were going to have to do something about this.


All right. Ilias nodded. How? he asked, just to hear what Giliead would say.


Well think of something. Giliead turned back, picking up the fallen climbing hook and setting it in a solid chink of rock. Ilias leaned on it to keep it anchored and Giliead tested it cautiously with his weight, then swung over the side and stared down. We killed that leviathan, didnt we? It wasalmost as big.


Watching him climb down the sloping wall into the dark abyss, Ilias whispered after him, That was mostly an accident and you know it. It was crazy, but this new thing made Ilias think of a flying whale. It had moved like a whale too, sliding smoothly through the air. Except it was far bigger than any whale he had seen around the outer islands or washed up dead on the beach. The leviathan that had gotten confused in the spray and unintentionally murdered itself on the spar of the Dare, and not done the ship a lot of good either, hadnt been half so big.


Ilias waited until Giliead reached the shaft about forty paces below, then went over the edge after him. It was a quick, scrambling climb, requiring you to place your feet carefully to keep from sending loose fragments of rock skittering down the wall. He reached the wide square-cut mouth of the shaft where Giliead was anchoring the bottom end of the rope and dropped to the floor. What does something that big eat? People?


It could eat everybody in Cineth and it wouldnt be enough to fill a belly that size, Giliead argued, leaning out of the opening to yank at the hook until it came loose.


Ilias collected the rope. There hadnt been any word of large numbers of sheep or cattle going missing, so the thing hadnt left the island. Yet. Its got to be eating something. Even if the thing didnt eat people now, after living in this place something would probably teach it.


Ilias slung the rope over his shoulder and they started down the shaft. It had been hollowed out of the cavern wall, perhaps as an air passage to the chambers of the old city, and sloped steeply down. There was just room for them to walk abreast and the ceiling was only a little above the top of Gilieads head.


The light was gray and dim by the time they reached the first cross passage and they both paused, listening. Somethings different, Ilias said softly.


Giliead stood poised in the join, brows knit thoughtfully, one hand on the wall of the shaft. The airs coming from the wrong direction.


The breeze came from up the cross passage instead of down, not from the lower caves where Ixion had done his work. Ilias had gotten almost used to the taint of corruption in the air, but now he could smell hot metal and an overlay of something bitter and acrid. Smell that?


Giliead nodded, unslinging his pack to dig out one of the pitch-coated torches they had prepared earlier. This part of the passage was closed off before. I thought it might go to the other caves, the ones closer to the surface, but it was blocked. He took a step down the cross passage into that damp cool breeze. Its not blocked now.


Thats odd. Ilias stared into the darkness, thinking it over. Giliead was talking about the time when he had been alone down here. Iliass memory was hazy on everything that had happened after Ixion had caught him and Giliead had never spoken of the details. Whatever was down here, Ilias could do without the return visit to Ixions workroom.


They got the torch lit with flint and tinder and started down the passage, wary of sudden pitfalls or traps in this unknown territory. Soon the shaft lost its square shape and began to look more like a natural tunnel, the walls growing rougher and narrowing until they had to turn sideways to slip through. It slanted down, first gradually, then dramatically, and they had to scramble down nearly vertical slopes.


When the passage widened out again it was abrupt and they suddenly found themselves in a larger chamber. Ilias fell back a pace, drawing his sword to cover Gilieads back as his friend lifted the torch to check the knobs of rock overhead. Things often hid in the ceilings of the big chambers in the lower caves, waiting to drop on whatever passed below.


As they made their way cautiously forward, Iliass foot knocked against something that rolled away. He spared a quick glance down and reported tersely, Bones. His eyes widened as the flicker of light revealed more of the chamber floor. It was covered with bones. Uh, lots of bones.


Giliead turned around, trying to look in every direction at once. There were two other tunnels intersecting here and it was a good spot for a trap. What kind?


Ilias glanced around, studying the remains with a practiced eye. The odor of decay that hung in the air all through the caves made it impossible to judge how recent the death was. He nudged a skull out of a pile with the toe of his boot. It looked human, except for the elongated jaw and the fangs. The bones didnt appear that old, but the scavengers in the lower caves would strip any carcass they found within hours and many of the long bones were broken or chewed. Howler, he said. Nothing looks fresh, though. He frowned at a skull, then leaned down to pick it up. It had a neat hole drilled through it, just above the right eye. What does that look like to you? he asked Giliead, holding it out.


Giliead spared it a glance, brows quirking. Like something bored into its head and ate out the insides?


Thats what I thought. Mouth twisted in disgust, he tossed the skull back into the pile. Which way?


The air is coming from this one. Giliead picked the tunnel on the far left. Whats that smell? he muttered.


I still cant place it. Bitter, isnt it? Ilias paused to sheathe his sword and while Giliead kept watch, he used his knife to scratch a trail mark on the floor. The trail marks were a language all their own, the individual lines telling which direction the maker had come from, which direction he went, what his name was and what he was looking for. Ilias wrote the mark to say they were looking for trouble, which he thought summed up the situation nicely.


Not that Halian or anybody else will be coming through here to appreciate it, I hope, he thought, getting to his feet and following Giliead into the next tunnel. Giliead had made Halian swear on his grandmothers ashes not to come after them if they didnt come back. Ilias hoped that Halian would hold to it, even if it meant their bodies were lost and their souls trapped here forever.


The acrid odor in the air became thicker as the tunnel floor slanted even further down. So say youre Ixion Ilias began.


Id rather not, thanks, I have enough problems of my own. Giliead lifted the torch to chase away the shadows overhead.


and youre sitting around one day in your dark dank cave, watching the howlers and the grend hump and kill each other, and you think, Hello, Ill make something that jumps on peoples heads and bores through their skulls and eats out the insides. Why does that happen?


Because hes a wizard and thats what wizards do, Giliead said patiently. What else He stopped abruptly.


Ilias froze, a hand going to his sword. He heard it too, a muted click of claws against stone. He drew the weapon, shifting to stand back to back with Giliead, his eyes on the rock above their heads. There would be tunnels up there, the openings hidden in folds and shadows. Back or forward? he whispered. The passage was too narrow to fight in.


Back Giliead began. Then from the direction of the bone chamber, two lean man-sized shapes appeared at the edge of the torchlight, the flame reflected in mad hungry eyes. Forward! they finished in unison.


Ilias let Giliead worry about what was ahead and kept his eyes on the passage behind them as he backed away. The firelight threw leaping red-tinged shadows on the howlers slick mottled green hides, which he knew were disconcertingly like human skin to the touch. The creatures had the elongated heads and long spidery hands of harmless rock lizards, but their jaws were heavy with vicious fangs and their claws were like razors.


These howlers warily kept their distance, as if they had been hunted before. Thats all we need, for these things to get smart, Ilias thought in exasperation. He shouted, darting forward. The one in the lead took the bait, springing at him, hands reaching. Ilias ducked under the sweep of its claws, thrusting his sword upward and skewering it in the belly.


It recoiled with a screech, lurching into the wall and clawing at the rock. He dodged back as it struck the ground; the others fell on it as prey, maddened by the scent of blood.


Warily watching the dark shapes tear at the frantic creature, Ilias heard Giliead curse and risked a look over his shoulder. The tunnel came to an abrupt end not far ahead. Damn, he breathed, turning back. The wounded howler writhed at the bottom of the snarling heap.


Down here, Giliead said sharply, sweeping the torch along the ground in a haze of sparks. At the base of the boulders blocking the passage were openings in the rock. He leaned down, thrusting the torch into the largest, then jumped.


Ilias scrambled down after him, sliding, then leaping down to level ground. Giliead had found a large, low-ceilinged tunnel, wide enough for them to make a stand. Giliead cast the torch behind them and drew his sword as the first of the howlers leapt down to the chamber floor.


Driven wild by the fresh blood, the howlers lost all ability to coordinate their attack and came at them in a confused rush. Ilias took the first one with a straight thrust into the chest. As he pulled his sword free it went down, still clawing for him. He blocked a blow as another ran at him, half severing its arm, then spinning close to slice its head off. Ducking under the next creatures wild swing, he took its leg off at the knee and risked a look around as it fell.


Giliead freed his sword from a creatures chest with a hard shove from his boot. He shifted to close the distance between them as Ilias eyed the howlers warily.


Seven of the creatures sprawled limp and bleeding on the ground as the others withdrew to the far side of the chamber, hissing and growling. Ilias frowned, watching as they stooped and weaved, their heads bobbing in what looked like a strange dance. What the Giliead muttered. Ilias shrugged, baffled, as one by one the howlers crept back up the rocks into the upper tunnel.


Ilias pivoted, trying to see the rest of the chamber as Giliead grabbed up the torch again. Are they trying to get above us? he demanded. Howlers never gave up prey.


They didnt even take the dead ones, thats Giliead cocked his head, lifting the torch higher. You hear that?


After a moment, Ilias nodded. It was faint, but he could hear a humming, like disturbed bees.


Weve found it, Giliead said softly, absolute conviction in his voice. He stepped forward and thrust the torch against the wall, grinding it out.


As his eyes adjusted, Ilias could make out the shape of a tunnel in the far wall, gently limned with a pearly white light. He heard Giliead move toward it. Right, Ilias thought, taking a deep breath. This is what we came for. He would have rather fought howlers. He followed Gilieads quiet footsteps.


The tunnel wound around, slanting downward, and the humming grew steadily louder. Ilias thought he could hear a faint metallic banging as well. The strange white light grew brighter until the last turn revealed it spilling from a jagged gap in the low ceiling. Ilias stared at it in dismay. That light, without the flicker and color of real flame, was something only wizards made.


Giliead stepped around it, moving forward. Ilias followed more cautiously. The ability the god had given Giliead to sense the presence of curses had kept them alive on more than one occasion and Ilias was trusting to it now.


Ilias stopped at the edge of the pool of light, craning his neck to look up. Far overhead he could see reflections on white crystalline stone clinging to an arching cavern roof like so many frozen water droplets. This had to be some other part of the central cavern. A shadow passed over the opening and Ilias ducked back hastily. From somewhere above two voices spoke a rapid spate of words in an unfamiliar tongue with a strange harsh sound to it. Cineth had trade from everywhere but Ilias didnt think he had ever heard speech like that before. He edged away from the spot of light as Giliead motioned urgently for him to hurry.


Ahead there was another narrow opening in the side of the tunnel and Giliead climbed the rock to look through. He froze, the set of his shoulders telling Ilias he had seen something shocking. Ilias twitched, impatient to know the worst. Finally Giliead moved aside and Ilias swung up to push in beside him. What he saw made his eyes widen. A hysterical scream seemed the only appropriate response, but he settled for swearing softly under his breath. It was much, much worse than he had ever imagined.


The opening looked out on a large cavern, the floor only about twenty paces below this level. It was filled with people, dozens of them. They swarmed around a huge structure of bare metal ribs supported on a high scaffold. From the shape outlined by the metal bars it might be a giant ship, maybe a barge, except that the lines were subtly wrong and it was just stupid to build a ship out of metal. The worst part was that they were using curses to construct it; several men, if they were men, had some kind of small torch that emitted a fire so brilliant it was like a captured star. They were playing the torches over the metal, as if melting it into place.


Ilias shot a worried look at Giliead. His friends grim expression was just visible in the reflected light. Yes, were in trouble, he thought. So many wizards.


But not like Ixion. He had looked and dressed just like a normal man and had even managed to fool everyone into thinking he was one for a time. The people below were anything but normal. Their clothes were drably colored, all dull browns, and they wore half masks of some kind of dark-colored glass over their eyes. Their hair, if they had any, was gathered up under baggy brown caps. Ilias was sweating in the warm damp air but the men below were covered up as if they expected to have to plow through a snowy mountain pass. Their sleeves came down to reach their gloved hands, the collars went up nearly to their chins, leaving only the pale skin around the mouth, nose, and throat exposed.


And their wizard lights were different from the ones Ixion had used. His had been small silent misty wisps of illumination that floated on the cave breezes; these were giant things a good two paces across, set in metal holders driven into the rock or on high metal stands. Looking at them was like trying to stare into the sun and they made a low hum, the source of the strange noise.


Then as Ilias watched, a group of howlers came out of another tunnel dragging a bundle of metal poles, watched over by a pair of wizards. The white light gleamed off their slick mottled skin and mad eyes. These wizards had tamed the howlers, then, just as Ixion had.


Then one suddenly dropped its burden, crouching and snarling. A wizard stood nearby, unrolling a coil of black rope; he shouted a warning and pointed at the creature. The noise and sudden movement attracted it; with snakelike quickness it darted at him.


Just as it leapt on him another wizard pulled something dark out of the sheath at his belt, pointing it at the howler. Ilias flinched back at a sudden sharp report. Thats a new one, he thought, glancing at Giliead, who was wincing at the echo that reverberated through the cavern. His ears still ringing, Ilias looked back in time to see the howler reel and fall, its legs kicking spasmodically. The other howlers didnt go after it, but huddled in a group, hissing in alarm. Ilias wet his lips. At least now we know what taught the howlers to be wary of people.


Some wizards were herding the others back to work, as if it was a normal occurrence. One gestured for two of the others to haul the howlers victim away. He was limp, though the creature had barely touched him and there was no blood trail on the stone; they dragged him by his arms with his head hanging back to bounce on the ground, as if they knew he was dead or didnt care. Or that curse, weapon, whatever it was killed him too.


He looked up at Giliead. Ilias had seen wizards kill before, but curses always took time to work. If they didnt, he and Gil would be dead several times over. He nudged the bigger mans arm with an elbow and mouthed, What was that thing?


Giliead shook his head, equally baffled. He leaned down to say in a nearly voiceless whisper, Some of them arent wizards. Some are slaves, see?


After a moment of study Ilias nodded. The ones who were doing the herding all wore leather belts with the odd-shaped sheaths attached, often with other pouches and metal implements. The ones being herded didnt have such accoutrements. They were also the ones doing all the actual labor, using the cursed tools, carrying pipes and poles and heavy cables. The others pointed and gave orders and watched, or scribbled things on small square boards they seemed to use as miniature portable writing desks. They also moved more confidently, shoulders stiff, jaws squared. Not so many wizards as it had looked at first, then. Still too many, Ilias thought.


A touch on his shoulder made Ilias jump and he realized he had been staring in horrified fascination for some time. His legs were stiff from crouching so long. He scrambled down the rock after Giliead and they retreated back up the tunnel, to just before the chamber where the howlers had fought them and fled. They sat back against the rock under an overhang, squeezing in shoulder to shoulder, more for comfort than any need for concealment. Well? Ilias said, keeping his voice low.


Giliead took a deep breath, then said softly, I didnt know there were that many wizards. Anywhere. Ilias felt him shrug helplessly. I didnt know they could work together like that.


Ilias swallowed in a dry throat. This wasnt one lone wizard, come to take Ixions place and make use of his leavings, to prey on the shipping and the towns and villages along the coast as he had. A wizard like that could be killed if you were clever and careful. They had done it enough times before. This was an army of wizards. The scars on his back ached with the thought of it. Its war.


Giliead nodded and rubbed his forehead. He was badly disturbed and trying to hide it. Weve got to get word back to Nicanor and Visolela. Not that we have much to tell them. They could send messengers to the other city-states and all the holdings throughout the Syrnai. Giliead shook his head in frustration. Weve got to find out when the attack will start.


Weve got three days to scout around. The Swift would be picking them up at the next moonrise on the opposite end of the island. And weve got the advantage now since they dont know were here. He sensed Giliead looking down at him and added, We hope.












Chapter 3






Vienne, Ile-Rien


After Tremaine had dressed and they had experienced the usual difficulty with the starter handle of Gerards old sedan, they set out for the Institute. It was faster to skirt the edge of the city and as Gerard drove, Tremaine leaned back in the cracked leather seat and watched the dark streets go by. This quarter still looked relatively normal, if murky and oddly quiet. There had been no blackout sirens tonight, but only a few streetlamps were lit and they saw no one except for the civil defense and the army patrols.


As they drove a short distance up the end of Saints Procession Boulevard there were more cars, more people and even a few cafs open. The old casino, converted to a military canteen, was a spot of light and gaiety in a block of fashionable shops that had been closed for months as the owners and customers fled the city. Other than that, this end of the boulevard looked strangely undisturbed by the war, the old stone faades undamaged, as if they had been removed from the scene and preserved in a glass case. The few passersby walked under the potted trees in groups or couples and there was music and laughter from the canteen and the scents of coffee and chocolate in the cold damp air. But in the distance, over the roofs of the lower structures and the mists that hung above the streetlamps, she could see the ruin of the Grand Opera. Her eyes would never grow accustomed to the gaps in what should be a perfect dome; it was like seeing an old friend with an arm missing. Of course she had seen that too.


The Institutes project lay outside Vienne, a long drive through dark twisty country lanes, past old estates, farms, vineyards and a couple of small villages. Patchy clouds occasionally obscured the moon and stars and a rainy wind tore at the treetops. The air had the heavy wild scent of the country, laced with smoke. It would be a wonderful thing if the Institute was successful, but Tremaine wasnt an optimist by nature or nurture.


Her first hint that her family life would not be a normal one had come when she was seven. Her mother Madeline had died and her father had disappeared for a year. She had lived with Uncle Arisilde then and he had assured her that her father was still alive no matter what the newspapers might say. She had realized later that Nicholas had gone after her mothers murderers and that her peripatetic existence with Arisilde, wandering the byways of Vienne, tramping through fields and forests, with occasional visits to Lodun where they stayed in the strangest places and met the oddest people, had kept her alive. That quirky and self-effacing Uncle Arisilde was a powerful sorcerer and that he was hiding her from her fathers enemies, some of whom were powerful sorcerers themselves. One day Arisilde had taken her back to Coldcourt and they found her father there, and that was that.


She had never found out what had happened to those enemies. Nicholas Valiarde had never set foot on a stage but he had been a born actor, taking on different roles and personas the way other men changed their coats. He had done work for the Queen at times, but Tremaine had grown to understand that his public persona of gentleman adventurer was just that, a persona. He wasnt one of those noble rogues with a heart of gold who were portrayed in novels and plays, though he could maintain that act when it suited him. The reality was that he had been and to a large extent still was a lord of the criminal underworlddangerous, implacable and ruthless.


After a time of staring hypnotized at the night land scape, it occurred to Tremaine that Gerard must be exhausted from making this drive once already tonight and she offered to take the wheel.


I didnt know you could drive, he said, gratefully pulling over to the side of the narrow country road. Did you learn in the Aid Society?


I drove supply trucks for a while, Tremaine told him, blundering into the spiky hedgerow while climbing out of the passenger-side door. Staging an accident with her truck would have been a possibility, but everyone had been so disparaging of her ability to learn to drive it in the first place that she hadnt been willing to give them the satisfaction. She disentangled her cap from the thorns and stumbled around the front of the car.


Gerard climbed into the passenger seat. This past six months for you must have been


Its the same for everyone. Tremaine pulled the door shut with a grimace. She sounded like a bad melodrama. Dont mind me, even though my legs blown off, Ill stagger back to the front line. She fumbled with gears and got the car pointed back to the road.


With the skills your father taught you, I thought you might go into the Prefecture or the Intelligence Service. Though I was glad you didnt. Settling back in the seat, Gerard added ruefully, They arent making any headway from what Ive heard and the attrition rate is even higher than the Aid Society.


Tremaine had never considered that as a serious possibility. It wouldnt have worked, anyway. She hadnt wanted her death to ruin some vital operation or get anyone else hurt or killed. That was the last thing she needed. I was never as good at that sort of thing as you all.


Gerard snorted. You werent there to see my spectacular failures. I was lucky Nicholas was there to save myWell, thats all over with now. He must have sensed she wanted to change the subject. What are you writing? he asked.


Ah Natural honesty did not run in the family so Tremaine wasnt sure how she came to be saddled with it, at least when it came to speaking with Gerard. She guided the car past a couple of slow-moving farm carts. It was safer to bring supplies into the city after dark. Branches caught on the windscreen and the bonnet as Tremaine edged the car close to the ditch, and one of the drovers lifted his hat in thanks, barely visible in the light from his kerosene lamp. It gave her time to think. I was playing around withdoing another play. She winced again, glad it was too dark for Gerard to see her face.


Another adventure?


His voice still sounded unconcerned but Tremaine knew in her gut he had read the titles of the books piled around her chair in the library. Gerard hadnt been one of Nicholas Valiardes chosen few for nothing. Maybe, she said offhandedly. Tremaines plays and serials had all been romantic adventure fare, with lost cities, undiscovered fayre islands, and other fantastic elements. Not exactly something one read Medical Jurisprudence for. Something different, you know.


Fortunately Gerard was tired and he soon began to drift off. Tremaine had been out here several times when the Institute first acquired the land and had to backtrack only once. The car was stopped twice by Civil Defense patrols, cautioning her to use the headlamps sparingly, and once by the regular army as she neared the old estate that housed the project grounds. Bringing the car to a halt, Tremaine fished for Gerards authorization papers in the litter in his dispatch bag, glad for the electric torch the soldier shined into the car. She handed him her identity card and Gerards papers. He checked them over briefly with the torch, then directed the light for a moment on Gerard, who snored. Looks in order, madam. Hold up a moment while I get the corporal.


All right, Tremaine replied dispiritedly, thinking Miss, its miss. Im twenty-six, I only look forty. Her mousy brown hair didnt look any better for the bad bob she had gotten not long ago. If she had just continued to cut it herself with the kitchen shears, it would have at least looked neat. She was pale from the winter too but so was everyone else. She probably didnt look like a Gardier spy, at least. There were warnings in the papers constantly that there were Gardier spies in the cities, there to get information on defense plans and troop movements on the Aderassi border, and to kill sorcerers.


The soldier carried their papers over to the truck parked off under the trees and she heard the voice of the corporal as he checked their documents again. Theyve hit the coast too, Chaire again. Its likely theyll take another run at Vienne before midnight.


No, not again. The soldier sounded as resigned and weary as Tremaine felt.


Yes, just came in on the wireless.


The bombings on the seaport of Chaire had started only a few months ago. The two things that had most puzzled the Institutes researchers since the war began
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