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*They didn't win.*

*They bought time.*

## A Note Before the First Page

This is a war story, but not a triumphant one.

There are no chosen commanders here, no miracle counterattacks, no battles turned by a single act of heroism at the critical hour. There is a river crossing, a ruined town, five hundred soldiers, and six days.

The kingdom's army has lost a major battle at Davan Field. The main column  -  six thousand soldiers, the last functional military force standing between an advancing enemy and the capital  -  is in full retreat across forty miles of open road. Without six days of delay, the enemy's cavalry will catch them in the open.

Captain Rhys Calder is ordered to hold the Varen Crossing for six days. His force is undersupplied, outnumbered three to one, and drawn from the shattered remnants of the retreating army. There is no relief coming. The orders are clear about this. The math is clear about this.

What follows is the account of those six days.

It is told through four voices: Calder, the captain who took the order; Sergeant Mira Thorne, who made the defense function; Prince Alric, a royal observer who arrived believing this was something it was not; and Commander Vaelor, the enemy officer who spent six days trying to take the crossing from the other side of the river.

None of them are heroes in the way that word is usually meant. They are professionals doing their jobs under conditions that the jobs had never been designed to survive. The distinction matters.

The Varen Crossing held for six days.

This is the account of what that cost.

—-
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## ACT I  -  THE ORDER
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### Chapter One: The Field After

The road gave under every step.

Not from rain  -  though it had rained two days past, and the mud had not forgotten  -  but from the weight of six thousand men who had moved over it since before first light, all of them heading north, none of them with anywhere particular to be except somewhere that was not here. By midmorning the road had ceased to be a road in any useful sense and become instead a channel of grey mud cut through with wheel ruts that could break an axle by noon, lined on both sides with the things an army leaves when it stops being an army and starts being a crowd.

Captain Rhys Calder walked in the ditch.

He had been in the ditch for the last hour, picking his way along the lower edge of the road to avoid the worst of the press. His boots were soaked through to the ankle. They had been soaked since the crossing of the Havel tributary two days back and would not be dry again until he found somewhere to stop, which he had not yet found. He had stopped noticing the cold of his feet sometime around dawn. It had become simply another fact about the day, like the smell of smoke from the burning supply depot three miles south, like the sound of wagon wheels complaining in the ruts above him, like the pale flat sky that offered nothing.

To his left, a wagon sat at an angle with its near wheel broken off at the hub. Someone had tried to drag it off the road and hadn't finished the job. What it had carried  -  grain sacks, he thought, though the mud made it difficult to be certain  -  was scattered across the verge in a long dark streak. Three soldiers stood near the back of it, watching the column pass, doing nothing in particular. Calder recognized the look on their faces. It was not shock, exactly. Shock had a heat to it. What he was looking at was what shock left behind after it burned itself out  -  a specific flatness, an absence behind the eyes that he had seen before, had worn before, and knew the cure for. The cure was movement.

He stopped. He climbed up out of the ditch.

"You three."

They looked at him with no particular interest. The nearest, a young soldier with a cut across his chin that had been tied off with a piece of cloth and not properly dressed, straightened slightly when he registered the rank on Calder's coat.

"Sir."

"What unit?"

A pause. "Seventh Infantry, sir. Third company."

"Where is third company now?"

The young soldier's jaw shifted. His eyes moved briefly to the road, to the column, to some middle distance beyond the column that had no specific feature. "Don't know, sir."

Calder studied the three of them. The one who had not spoken was older, somewhere in his thirties, with the heavy-browed look of a career soldier who had seen enough to stop being surprised. The third was barely old enough for the uniform. All three were armed. Their equipment was intact. That last detail mattered  -  men who had broken entirely threw their gear away, and these three hadn't. There was something still functional in them, even if they couldn't find it at the moment.

"Third company of the Seventh is probably two miles ahead, maybe three," Calder said. "What's left of them. You'll catch them if you start now and move steadily."

The young soldier looked at the broken wagon. Then he looked back at Calder. His expression was not defiant  -  more genuinely uncertain, as though he had asked himself the same question and hadn't arrived at an answer. "And if we don't catch them, sir?"

"Then you're stragglers. And stragglers who fall behind the column will meet cavalry that isn't ours." He let the statement stand without elaboration. "Move. All three of you."

He held the young soldier's gaze for two seconds. Then he stepped back down into the ditch and moved on without checking whether they followed the advice. He did not have leverage enough to make it more than advice. The best he could do was point and hope the advice took root before they disappeared into the tree line.

That was the thing about retreat: command structure dissolved from the edges inward, and the rate of dissolution accelerated the longer it went on. It had been two days since Davan Field, and in two days he had watched formations that had held cohesion for years come apart like wet cloth under tension  -  not from cowardice, not from stupidity, but from the simple mechanical failure that happened when men were asked to do too many things at once after doing too many things for too long on not enough sleep and not enough food in weather that had been unkind since autumn and showed no signs of improving.

The Seventh Infantry had been in the forward line for four days before Davan Field. The Second Cavalry had been riding since before the infantry arrived. The supply convoys had been running at half capacity since the autumn campaign stretched two months longer than anyone had planned for. All of that was before the battle began, and the battle had then proceeded to take everything those men had left and demand more on top of it. When the left flank broke and the order came to withdraw, what he was looking at now  -  the ditch, the wheel ruts, the men sitting against trees  -  was the predictable result. Not a surprise. Not a moral failure. Just physics.

He climbed back to the road where it widened briefly around the remains of a farmhouse. The building had been stripped of everything useful  -  doors, window shutters, tools from the yard. Someone had pulled the fence boards off to use as walking planks over the worst of the mud further back. The well in the yard had a dead horse beside it, fallen between the shafts of a cart that had never been uncoupled, and the smell from the horse suggested it had been dead since yesterday at least. Calder gave the well a wide berth and noted the farmhouse as a reference point for distance.

Private Dern materialized at his shoulder, as he usually did  -  without announcement, without the sound of approach, simply present where he hadn't been a moment before. Dern was his runner: nineteen years old, slight, possessed of some navigational instinct that allowed him to locate Calder inside any confusion and arrive looking only moderately winded. He was currently carrying four message tubes, all of them acquired at some point during the morning.

"Messages, sir."

"When did those come in?"

"First one about two hours back. Couldn't get through the press to reach you until now, sir."

Calder took them. He moved off the road's edge and stood at the field boundary to read them, the column moving past him in its slow grinding way, smelling of wet wool and boot leather and the particular sour note of men who had been marching too long. The first three messages were routine  -  unit positioning reports, a request from a company commander whose supply wagon had been lost and who needed to know the resupply point, a notification of two officers wounded and temporarily out of action. He handled the first two with notes written in the margins of the original messages and passed them back to Dern for relay. The third he pocketed without response; there was nothing useful he could tell a company commander about a lost supply wagon in the middle of a general retreat except to continue marching.

The fourth message made him stop.

It was from General Hadren's command staff. Short. Four lines, formal language, signed with a staff officer's mark rather than Hadren's own but clearly originating from Hadren's direction. It requested his presence at the command post in Callen's Cross at his earliest opportunity.

*Earliest opportunity* was not a suggestion. He had worked under Hadren for long enough to know the difference between the language of suggestions and the language of orders dressed in suggestions' clothing.

He read it a second time. Hadren did not summon individual captains. Hadren had staff officers for the mechanics of command, and those staff officers communicated through chains of rank. A personal summons to the command post meant something specific was being asked of him specifically. He thought about what that might be, and then he stopped thinking about it, because thinking about what an order might be before you received it was a way of arriving at the receiving with a resistance already formed, and that was not useful.

"How far to Callen's Cross from here?" he asked.

Dern had already calculated. "Two miles, perhaps two and a half. The road is very slow. There's a track through the wood on the east side that runs parallel  -  it would be faster."

Calder looked back down the column to where his own company was moving. He found Sergeant Thorne at the left edge of the formation without difficulty  -  she was visible in the way that competent sergeants were always visible in a moving column, present at the necessary points, the formation staying coherent around her the way water stayed coherent around a weir. He watched her for a moment and felt the particular, practical reassurance of knowing she would hold the company together without him for as long as she needed to.

"Find Sergeant Thorne," he said. "Tell her I've been called to command and she's in charge until I find them at Callen's Cross. She's to continue north, find a rest position on the north side of the town. Defensible if possible. She'll know what that means."

"Yes, sir."

"And take a biscuit from the reserve bag before you go. You look like you haven't eaten since yesterday."

Dern looked briefly startled  -  he always looked startled when Calder said something that was not strictly about the task at hand  -  and then disappeared back into the column. Calder watched the space where he had been for a second and then turned east toward the woodline.

The track was better than the road. Under the canopy the mud was shallower and the ground more solid, and he moved quickly with no one around him and no wheel ruts to navigate. He had been in his own company's company for so long that solitude had become unusual, and he noticed its texture as he walked  -  the quiet, the sound of his own breathing, the occasional noise of something in the undergrowth that was not a soldier. He used the time to think about nothing in particular and found, as he usually did, that thinking about nothing in particular was what allowed the things he actually needed to think about to surface on their own.

He had lost eleven soldiers at Davan Field. He knew the number precisely. He did not yet have the names in order  -  he had the names but not the order, which was how he always approached the accounting: names first, then the specific facts about each name, then the thing that had to be felt about each specific fact, worked through one at a time until it was done. He had not had time or stillness enough to do that yet. He would do it when there was somewhere to stop.

That was how you continued. There was no other method that worked for long.

He emerged from the wood onto the main road again, ahead of the worst of the column press, and followed a rutted lane into Callen's Cross. The town was a crossroads market settlement that had perhaps held three hundred people in ordinary times. Those people had left, judging by the open doors and the emptied shop fronts. Hadren's command had taken the largest inn and spread into the two buildings adjacent to it. Horses were tied four deep along the street outside. Aides moved in and out of the inn's main entrance with the specific, performative urgency of staff who have learned that urgency is the look of the profession.

A young staff officer met him at the door. "Captain Calder."

"The same."

"General Hadren is waiting."

He was taken through the common room  -  stripped of its furniture, converted to a map room, three officers bent over a table in murmured conference  -  and up a narrow stair to a private room. The fire in the grate was small and purposeful. Maps covered every available surface. Hadren stood at the window with his back to the room, hands behind him, looking at the road below.

He turned when Calder entered and nodded once.

"Calder."

"Sir."

"You know the overall situation."

"We lost at Davan Field. We're withdrawing north."

"Six days," Hadren said. He moved to the table. "The main column, at current pace, will reach the outer defensive line of the capital in six days. Inside those walls we hold siege indefinitely. But between here and there, in the open, in this condition - " He did not finish the sentence. The room finished it for him. "Vaelor will be behind us inside twelve hours. He moves fast. If he catches the main column before it reaches the line, we don't have a kingdom to defend."

Calder waited.

"There is a river crossing," Hadren said. "Forty miles south. The town of Varen  -  mostly ruined, flooded approaches on the low side, an old stone bridge that partially collapsed in the spring. The approaches are defensible. Someone holds that crossing, Vaelor has to reduce it before he can continue north. That takes days." He looked at Calder directly. "Six days."

The fire crackled. Outside the window the column continued its grinding movement north.

"What force?" Calder said.

"Five hundred infantry. Forty cavalry for screening. A small engineering detachment  -  rune work, obstacle materials, what they can carry."

He did the arithmetic. He did it simply, without looking for a different answer, because there was no different answer to find. Vaelor's force was estimated at sixteen hundred. "And no relief."

Hadren held his gaze. "I cannot promise relief."

Which was not the same as *no*. But it meant *no*. They both understood what it meant.

Calder looked at the fire for a moment. He had been in the army long enough to know that the correct response here was neither protest nor negotiation. The calculation had been done by someone with more information, more authority, and a larger map than the one in this room, and it had arrived at this order. His professional understanding of the situation arrived at the same place. Sixteen hundred against five hundred was not winnable  -  not in any conventional sense. But it was holdable, for a determined rearguard commander with defensible terrain and the specific willingness to spend men carefully over days rather than cheaply in an hour.

"Who else is being considered?" he asked.

"You're the only officer I have who I believe can hold it six days." Hadren said it without inflection, as a logistical statement. It was not a compliment. It was an assessment. "Your company is already being folded into the rearguard. Sergeant Thorne is organizing the assembly at the south edge of town. Your orders are in this." He held out a sealed document tube. "You'll need to move fast to fortify before Vaelor's scouts make contact. The crossing is forty miles. Push them."

Calder took the tube. It was light. He turned it over in his hand once.

"Six days," he said.

"Six days," Hadren confirmed.

Calder put the tube inside his coat and walked out of the room.

He went down the narrow stair and through the map room and out the inn's front door into the cold street. He stood there for a moment with the column moving at the end of the lane and the horses shifting against their ties along the building fronts. He breathed in the smell of smoke and mud and damp horse and the particular cold of a northern autumn that had decided to become winter slightly ahead of schedule.

Five hundred soldiers. A collapsed bridge. A flooded town.

Six days.

He started walking south.

—-
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### Chapter Two: The Assignment

The rearguard had formed in a field south of Callen's Cross, in the stubble of a harvested crop that was now mostly mud. Five hundred and twelve soldiers, as it turned out  -  the final count came in while Calder was still reading through his orders. They were not five hundred and twelve fresh soldiers. They were five hundred and twelve survivors of Davan Field drawn from six different units and reassembled into something that would have to function as a coherent force before it had any real opportunity to become one.

Mira Thorne found him at the edge of the field before he found her.

"Captain." She fell into step beside him as he moved along the assembled line, her presence unhurried and precise in the way that was simply how she moved through every situation. She was forty-one years old, twelve years his senior, and had been a sergeant since before Calder had received his first commission. She carried a worn leather notebook in her left breast pocket that contained, as far as Calder could determine, every piece of tactical and logistical information that had ever been relevant to any situation she had been part of. She consulted it rarely. Mostly it seemed to serve as a record she was keeping for someone, for some future purpose she had not yet disclosed.

"What do you know?" he asked.

"I know where we're going, sir. Word travels." She glanced at him sideways. "I know roughly what we're going against."

"And?"

She took a moment before answering, which was her way of indicating that what she was about to say was a considered statement and not a preliminary one. "It's a defensible position if we reach it before they do and if we're given time to work. I've seen the maps of the Varen approaches  -  the river is wide and the low crossing is seasonal, which means in this weather the enemy's ford options are limited. The bridge ruins channel any serious assault into a narrow front." She paused. "It can be held."

"For six days."

"For six days," she said, with the same flat acknowledgment he had given Hadren, the tone that confirmed the understanding without commenting on the mathematics of it. She had done the same arithmetic he had. She had arrived at the same answer. She was simply not going to make a ceremony of it.

They moved along the line. He looked at the soldiers  -  at their equipment, at their faces, at the way they held themselves and what that indicated about their current state. Some of them were steady. The older soldiers and the ones who had been through retreats before had a particular quality of inward stillness, a capacity to wait without the waiting costing them too much. Others were less steady, not visibly but in small tells: the way a man shifted weight too often, the way another kept looking south over his shoulder, the way a third had a hold on his belt that was too tight for comfort. Not broken. But fragile in ways that would need managing.

"Who are they?" he said.

"Primarily two units." Thorne opened her notebook and consulted it briefly, though Calder suspected she had already memorized the content. "Two hundred and forty from the Third Harrow Regiment  -  they took heavy losses at Davan but their command structure held. Another hundred and eighty from the border garrison units, which means they know this terrain and aren't fresh to the fight but haven't been in a pitched engagement before this campaign. The remaining ninety or so are mixed  -  detachment soldiers, a few scouts, the engineering unit."

"Engineering unit."

"Eleven men under a Sergeant Orvyn. I spoke with him this morning. He has materials for basic warding, obstacle work, and one moderate demolition charge." She paused. "He says the charge is for the bridge, if it comes to that."

"It will come to that."

"Yes, sir."

The cavalry detachment was at the south end of the field, forty horses and riders under a young lieutenant named Feth whose face Calder recognized from a shared posting three years back. Feth had been a careful soldier then, methodical and not given to risk for its own sake, which was the correct disposition for a screening cavalry commander. He would not throw his riders at the enemy out of misplaced aggression, and he would not pull them back so far that they stopped being useful. Calder noted him and moved on.

He found the soldiers he was looking for near the center of the line. Two of them  -  a corporal named Daved Olt, square-built and deliberate, who had been in Calder's own company for four years, and a private named Cass, who was twenty-two and had the quality of someone for whom the army had become a better option than what it had replaced. He knew these two not because they were exceptional  -  they were solidly competent, which was its own form of exceptional  -  but because they were representative of the best of what the line soldiers were. If those two were holding, the line was likely holding.

He stopped in front of them. "Olt."

"Sir." Olt's expression was composed. He had the look of a man who had accepted the situation and was waiting for information about how to proceed inside it.

"You heard where we're going?"

"Varen Crossing, sir. Heard it this morning."

"You heard why."

"Yes, sir."

Calder held his gaze for a moment and then nodded. "Get some food in you before we move. We'll be at the crossing by tomorrow morning if we push tonight."

He finished the line and pulled back to where Thorne was waiting with the two officers who would serve as his lieutenants for the duration: Hasker, a compact man in his mid-thirties who had been commanding a reduced company from the Third Harrow and had the reputation of someone who did not waste soldiers; and Edwyn Cosse, younger, twenty-seven or twenty-eight, whose left arm was in a partial sling from a wound he had taken at Davan Field and who had told the medical staff he was fit for command with an insistence they had apparently found more convincing than it looked to Calder now.

"Cosse," Calder said.

"Sir. The arm is functional."

"I didn't ask about the arm."

Cosse held his gaze. "It's functional, sir."

Calder let it stand. He would watch the arm over the next two days and make his own assessment. In the meantime, he needed every officer he had.

He assembled the four of them  -  Thorne, Hasker, Cosse, and Feth  -  and read them the relevant sections of the orders flat, without commentary, so they heard the language as it was written. Hold the Varen Crossing for six days. No relief guaranteed. Demolish the crossing on day six or when the position becomes untenable. Withdraw the survivors north along the river road. The orders were clean and left very little to interpretation. He appreciated that.

"Questions," he said, when he finished.

Hasker spoke first. "The order says no relief guaranteed. Does that mean relief is possible or that we should proceed as though it's not?"

"Proceed as though it's not," Calder said.

"Understood."

Cosse: "What are the rules of engagement with the engineering unit's warding materials? Are we authorized to use them offensively  -  obstacle denial, that kind of thing?"

"Defensively only unless I specify otherwise. We don't have enough to waste on anything that isn't protecting a position we intend to hold."

Feth: "My forty riders. You want them screening ahead or on the flanks?"

"Ahead and on the flanks on the march. When we reach the crossing, pull them back to the near side. I need them for early warning and fast response, not for engagement. Don't lose me riders in a cavalry action unless there's no other option."

Feth nodded.

Thorne said nothing. She had no questions because she had already constructed the relevant answers from the available information, and she would tell him the ones he needed to know when he needed to know them.

"Move in one hour," Calder said. "Full kit, everything that can be carried. Anything that has to be left, burn or bury  -  I don't want the enemy resupplying from our leavings." He looked at each of them in turn. "Forty miles in twenty hours. It's not a comfortable pace, but it's necessary."

They dispersed. He stood in the field for a moment alone with the document tube still in his coat. The sky was the colour of old pewter and the wind had a teeth in it from the north. The column was still moving on the main road, visible through a gap in the hedgerow  -  the main army, six thousand men and their supply wagons and their cavalry screens and everything that remained of the kingdom's military capacity, flowing steadily north toward the capital and the defensive line and the six days that stood between them and safety.

He thought about the gap between what he was feeling and what he would need to be feeling when they reached the crossing. There was work to do in that gap. He had done it before  -  the internal adjustment, the narrowing of the frame of what you allowed yourself to think about until it contained only the necessary things. You found the edges of the task and you stayed inside them. Everything outside the edges was not your responsibility and not your weight. The task was the crossing. The task was six days.

He walked back toward the assembled rearguard.

Thorne fell into step beside him.

"You've been thinking," she said.

"I'm always thinking."

"You've been thinking with your face, which is less common."

He looked at her briefly. "The position is holdable."

"Yes, sir."

"For the right commander with the right sergeant."

She did not answer that. It was the kind of statement that didn't require an answer, and they both understood that.

"There will be a prince arriving," Calder said. "Tomorrow, likely, or the day after. Royal observer, assigned by the crown above Hadren's preference. His name is Alric. He's twenty-two and academy-trained and hasn't been in a field engagement."

Thorne absorbed this with the expression of someone filing a piece of information that will require management later. "I see."

"He's not to be given anything dangerous to do and he's not to be ignored. If he asks questions, answer them honestly. If he gives instructions to your soldiers, refer him to me before anything is acted on."

"And if he outranks you?"

"He's a prince," Calder said. "He outranks everyone. I'll deal with that when it becomes a problem."

"Yes, sir."

The field was beginning to stir, soldiers organizing themselves into march formation with the particular organised shuffling that preceded movement. He watched the process for a moment  -  the sections taking shape, the equipment checks, the small conversations between soldiers that were not about anything important and were about everything important simultaneously. This was the thing about soldiers that he had never managed to make academic, no matter how many years went by: the way they rebuilt, quickly and without fanfare, around whatever they still had. They were five hundred and twelve men drawn from six shattered units, and inside an hour they would be a formation, and inside a day they would be something that functioned like a company. Not because he had given a speech. Because they were professionals, and professionals adapted or they didn't last.

"One hour," he said again, to no one in particular.

He went to find his pack.

—-
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### Chapter Three: Five Hundred Men

The town of Varen had died in stages.

Mira could see the stages in the buildings  -  the prosperous era in the stone foundations and the width of the main street, sized for market wagons and livestock pens; the decline in the wooden upper stories, cheaper than the stone below, some of them unfinished or repaired with materials that didn't match; the abandonment in the shuttered windows and the doors that had been left open to the weather rather than locked against return. The spring floods had finished what the economy had started. The lower quarter of the town, which had once abutted the river, was now mostly underwater  -  rooftops visible, a chimney stack rising from a submerged building like a monument, the water dark and moving slowly with the weight of upstream snowmelt.

The bridge was the only structure that looked like it had been built with the intention of surviving.

It was old  -  she would have put it at two hundred years, maybe more, the kind of construction that happened when a kingdom was wealthy enough to build for the next century rather than the next season. Wide stone arches, solid piers sunk deep into the river bed. The western arch had partially collapsed, sending a section of the road surface down into the water at an angle that made it passable on foot but not by horse or wagon. The eastern span was intact. Between them, in the rubble of the collapsed section, a rough timber platform had been laid by some previous occupant  -  refugees, perhaps, or earlier soldiers  -  that bridged the gap for foot traffic.

The timber platform would have to come down. It was the first thing Mira wrote in her notebook when she arrived at the crossing four hours ahead of the main body of the rearguard.

The four hours was Calder's instruction. He had sent her ahead with a scouting element  -  Feth's cavalry and a twelve-person infantry advance party  -  to assess the position and begin whatever preliminary work could be done before the main force arrived. She had spent those four hours the way she usually spent time allocated for assessment: methodically, moving through the space herself rather than looking at it from a distance, asking questions of the terrain that the terrain answered if you were willing to listen.

The north bank was the defensible side. Higher ground, more buildings with intact walls that could serve as fighting positions, the old market square at its center solid enough underfoot to hold a formation. The south approach was the problem  -  the road from the south ran arrow-straight into the bridge crossing for three hundred yards, which was excellent ground for an advancing force and bad ground for a defending one. She walked those three hundred yards twice, looking at the verges and the drainage ditches and the ruined buildings at the road's edge, and made notes.

The east ford was worse. Two hundred and eighty yards downstream, a rocky shallowing in the river allowed a crossing at knee to thigh depth in dry season  -  in the current wet season it was deeper, but manageable for infantry in good order. An enemy with adequate numbers would use the ford. The ford had no natural obstacles. Whatever obstacles it had would have to be built.

She was looking at the ford and writing a list of what she needed when the advance party's corporal found her.

"Ma'am. Two of Feth's riders are back from south screening. Enemy cavalry contact, six miles south."

Six miles. She looked at the angle of the light. Eleven hours, perhaps twelve before the main enemy force could be expected. That was manageable, barely.

"Where's Sergeant Orvyn?"

"At the north end of the bridge with his kit, ma'am."

She walked back through the town, past the market square, past a line of buildings whose lower floors held the debris of hasty departure  -  furniture too large to carry, sacks of grain abandoned when the weight became wrong, a child's toy in the doorway of what had been a merchant's house. War moved through a landscape like water through sand. What it left behind was always the same: the too-heavy and the too-beloved and the things there had been no time for.

Orvyn was a thin man with a careful way of moving around his materials, as though he had learned to treat them with the same consideration you'd show a badly-made step. He had his ward-work materials laid out on the bridge's north approach when Mira found him  -  a kit of tools and materials that looked less like military equipment than like a craftsman's kit.

"Sergeant. What can you do and in what order?"

He told her. Three minor wards  -  early warning runes, proximity-sensitive, that would trigger a light or a sound when crossed. A ward for the north wall once they'd established which wall
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