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BOOK ONE
M icon



"All events are but the consummeation of preceding causes, clearly seen but not distinctly apprehended.
When the train is sounded, the most untutored listener can tell that it must end with the keynote, athough
he cannot see why each successive bar must leed at last to the concluding chord. The law of Karmais
the force which leads all chordsto the keynote, which spreads the ripples from the tiny stone dropped
into apool, until thetidal waves drown a continent, long after the stone has sunk from sight and been

forgotten.

"Thisisthe story of one such stone, dropped into the pool of aworld which was drowned long before
the Pharaohs of Egypt piled one stone upon another.”

—The Teachings of Rajasta the Mage

Chapter One
EMISSARIES

At the sound of sandaled feet upon stone, the Priest Rgjastaraised hisface from the scroll he held open
on hisknee. Thelibrary of the Temple was usualy deserted at this hour, and he had cometo regard it as
his peculiar privilege to study here each day undisturbed. His forehead ridged alittle, not with anger, for
he was not given to anger, but with residua annoyance, for he had been deep in thought.

However, the two men who had entered the library had aroused hisinterest, and he straightened and
watched them; without, however, laying aside the scroll, or rising.

The elder of the two was known to him: Takannon, Arch-Adminigtrator of the Temple of Light, wasa
burly, cheerful-faced man, whose apparent good nature was a shrewd dissemblance for an anadytical
temperament which could turn cold and stern and even ruthless. The other was a stranger, a man whose
graceful dancer's body moved dowly and with effort; hisdark smilewas dightly wry, asif lips shut tight
on pain could grimace more easly. A tal man, this stranger, deeply tanned and handsome, clad in white
robes of an unfamiliar pattern, which glimmered with faint luminescence in the sunlit shadows of the room.

"Rgjasta," the Arch-Administrator said, "our brother desires further knowledge. He isfreeto study ashe
will. Be heyour guest." Takannon bowed dightly to the till-seated Rgjasta, and, turning back to the
stranger, stated, "Micon of Ahtarrath, | leave you with our greatest student. The Temple, and the City of
the Temple, are yours, my brother; fed freeto cdl upon me at any time." Again Takannon bowed, then
turned and | eft the two men to further their acquaintance.

Asthe door scraped dowly shut behind the Arch-Administrator's powerful form, Rgastafrowned again;
he was used to Takannon's abrupt manners, but he feared that this stranger would think them al lacking



incivility. Laying down his scroll, he arose and approached the guest with his hands outstretched in
courteous welcome. On hisfeet, Rgastawas avery tal man, long past middle age; his step and manner
disciplined and punctilious.

Micon stood quite till where Talkannon had left him, smiling sill that grave, one-sided smile. Hiseyes
were deeply blue as storm-skies; the smal creases around them spoke of humor, and avast tolerance.

This man is one of us, surely,thought the Priest of Light, as he made a ceremonious bow, and waited.
Still the stranger stood and smiled, unheedful. Rgastas frown returned, faintly. "Micon of Ahtarrath—"

"l an so called,” said the stranger formaly. "'l have come hereto ask that | may pursue my studies
among you." Hisvoice waslow and resonant, but held an overlay of effort, asif kept dwaysin careful
control.

"Y ou are welcome to share in what knowledgeismine," Rgjastasaid with grave courtesy, "and you are
yourself welcome—" He hesitated, then added, on a sudden impulse, "Son of the Sun." With hishand he
made acertain Sign.

"A fogerling, only, | fear," said Micon with abrief, wry smile, "and overly proud of the relationship.”
Neverthdess, in answer to the ritua identifying phrase, he raised his hand and returned the archaic
gesture.

Rajasta stepped forward to embrace his guest; they were bound, not only by the bonds of shared
wisdom and search, but by the power behind the innermost magic of the Priesthood of Light: like
Raasta, Micon was one of their highest initiates. Rgjastawondered at this—Micon seemed so young!
Then, asthey stepped apart, Rgasta saw what he had not noticed before. His face shadowed with
sorrow and pity, and he took Micon's emaciated handsin hisand led him to a sest, saying, "Micon, my
brother!"

"A fogerling, as| said,” Micon nodded. "How did you know? | was—told—that there is no outward
scarring, nor—"

"No," Rgastasaid. "l guessed. Y our gtillness—something in your gestures. But how did this come upon
you, my brother?"

"May | speak of that at another time? What is—" Micon hesitated again, and said, his resonant voice
gtrained, "—cannot be remedied. Let it suffice that [—returned the Sign.”

Rgastasaid, hisvoice trembling with emotion, ™Y ou are most truly a Son of Light, athough you wak in
darkness. Perhaps—perhaps the only Son of that Light who can face His splendor.”

"Only because | may never behold it," Micon murmured, and the blank eyes seemed to gaze intently on
the face they would never see. Silence, while that twisted and painful smile came and went upon Micon's
face.

At last Rgjastaventured, "But—you returned the Sign—and | thought surely | was mistaken—that surely
you saw—"

"| think—I can read thoughts, alittle,” Micon said. "Only alittle; and only since there was need. | do not
know, yet, how much to trust to it. But with you—" Again the smilelent brilliance to the dark, strained
face. " felt no hestation.”



Again the sllence, as of emotions stretched too tightly for speech; then, from the passageway, awoman's
young voicecalled, "Lord Rgastal”

Rgastdstensefacerelaxed. "I an here, Domaris," he cdled, and explained to Micon, "My disciple, a
young woman—Takannon's daughter. She is unawakened as yet, but when she learns, and
is—complete, she holds the seeds of greatness.”

"The Light of the Heavens grant knowledge and wisdom to her," said Micon with polite disinterest.

Domaris came into the room; atdl girl, and proudly erect, with hair the color of hammered copper that
made a brightnessin the dark spaces and shadows. Like alight bird she came, but paused at alittle
distance from the men, too shy to speak in the presence of a strange.

"My child," Rgastasaid kindly, "thisis Micon of Ahtarrath, my brother in the Light, to be treated as
mysdif in every respect.”

Domaristurned to the stranger, in civil courtesy—then her eyes widened, alook of awe drew over her
features, and with agesture that seemed forced, asif she made it againgt her will, shelaid her right hand
over her breast and raised it dowly to forehead leve, in the slute given only to the highest initiates of the
Priesthood of Light. Rgjastasmiled: it was aright instinct and he was pleased; but he let his voice break
the spell, for Micon had gone grey with adeep pdlor.

"Miconismy guest, Domaris, and will be lodged with me—if that isyour will, my brother?* At Micon's
nod of assent, he continued, "Go now, daughter, to the Scribe-Mother, and ask her to hold a scribe
awaysin readinessfor my brother."

She sarted and shivered alittle; sent aworshipful glance at Micon; then inclined her head in reverenceto
her teacher and went on her errand.

"Micon!" Rgjasta spoke with terse directness. "Y ou are come here from the Dark Shrine!™
Micon nodded. "From their dungeons,” he quaified immediately.
"|—I feared that—"

"I am no gpostate,” Micon reassured firmly. "1 served not there. My serviceis not subject to
compulson!™

"Compulson?'

Micon did not move, but thelift of hisbrows and the curl of hislip gave the effect of ashrug. "They
would have compelled me" He held out his mutilated hands. "Y ou can see that they were—eloquent in
persuasion.” Before Rgjasta's gasp of horror, Micon drew back his hands and concedled their betraya
within the deeves of hisrobe. "But my task isundone. And until it iscompleted, | hold degth from me
with these hands—though he companion me most closdly.”

Micon might have been spesking of last night'srain; and Rajasta bowed his head before the impassve
face. "There are those we call Black-robes," he said bitterly. "They hide themselves among the members
of the Magician's Sect, those who guard the shrine of the Unrevealed God—whom we call Grey-robes
here. | have heard that these . . . Black-robes—torture! But they are secret in their doings. Well for



them! Bethey accursed!”

Micon gtirred. "Curse not, my brother!" he said harshly. "Y ou, of al men, should know the danger of
thet."

Rajasta said tondesdy, "We have no way of acting against them. As | say, we suspect members of the
Grey-robe sect. Yet, dl are—gray!”

"I know. | saw too clearly, so—I see nothing. Enough,” Micon pleaded. "I carry my release within me,
my brother, but | may not yet accept it. Wewill not spesk of this, Rgasta" He arose, with dow
carefulness, and paced ddliberately to the window, to stand with hisface uplifted to the warm sunlight.

With asigh, Rgasta accepted the prohibition. True, the Black-robes always conceded themselves so
well that no victim could ever identify histormentors. But why this? Micon was a stranger and could
hardly have incurred their enmity; and never before had they dared meddie with so highly-placed a
personage. The knowledge of what had befallen Micon initiated anew round in awarfare asold asthe
Templeof Light.

And the prospect dismayed him.

In the School of Scribes, Mother Lydarawasin the process of disciplining one of her youngest pupils.
The Scribes were the sons and daughters of the Priest's Caste who showed, in their twelfth or thirteenth
year, atdent for reading or writing: and thirty-odd intelligent boys and girls are not easy to keep in order.

Mother Lydarafelt that no child in al her memory had ever been such aproblem to her asthe sullenlittle
girl who faced her just now: athin angular girl, about thirteen, with stcormy eyes and hair that hung
dishevelled in black, tumbled curls. She hdd hersdf very giff and erect, her nervouslittle hands
stubbornly clenched, taut defiance in her white face.

"Deoris, little daughter,” the Scribe-Mother admonished, standing rock-like and patient, "you must learn
to control both tongue and temper if you ever hope to serve in the Higher Ways. The daughter of
Takannon should be an example and a pattern to the others. Now, you will apologize to me, and to your
playmate Ista, and then you will make accounting to your father." The old Priestesswaited, arms crossed
on her ample breast, for an apology which never came.

Instead the girl burst out tearfully, "I won't! | have done nothing wrong, Mother, and | won't apologize
for anything!" Her voice was plangent, vibrating with athrilling sweetness which had marked her, among
the children of the Temple, as afuture Spell-singer; she seemed dl athrob with passion like astruck harp.

The Scribe-Mother looked at her with a baffled, weary patience. "That is not the way to speak to an



elder, my child. Obey me, Deoris."
"1 will not!"

The old woman put out a hand, hersalf uncertain whether to placate the girl or dap her, when arap came
at thedoor. "Whoisit?' the Priestess called impatiently.

The door swung back and Domaris put her head around the corner. "Areyou at leisure, Mother?!

Mother Lydaras troubled face relaxed, for Domaris had been afavorite for many years. "Comein, my
child, | have dwaystimefor you."

Domaris hdted on the threshold, staring at the stormy face of the little girl in the scribe's frock.

"Domaris, Ididn't! " Deoriswailed, and, aforlorn little cyclone, she flung herself on Domarisand
wrapped her arms around her sister's neck. "I didn't do anything,” she hiccoughed on a hysterica sob.

"Deoris—littlesgter!” chided Domaris. Firmly she disengaged the clinging arms. "Forgive her, Mother
Lydara—has she been in trouble again? No, be ill, Deoris; | did not askyou. ™

"Sheisimpertinent, impudent, impatient of correction and dtogether unmanageable,” said Mother
Lydara. "She setsabad examplein the school, and runswild in the dormitories. | didike to punish her,

"Punishment only makes Deorisworse," said Domarislevelly. ™Y ou should never be severe with her.”
She pulled Deoris close, smoothing the tumbled curls. She hersalf knew so well how to rule Deoris
through love that she resented Mother Lydara's harshness.

"While Deorisisin the Scribe-School," said the Scribe-Mother with calm findity, "she will be treated as
the others are treated, and punished as they are punished. And unless she makes some effort to behave
asthey behave she will not belong in the Schoal."

Domarisraised her level brows. "l see. . . | have comefrom Lord Rgjasta. He has need of a scribeto
serve aguest, and Deorisis competent; sheisnot happy in the school, nor do you want her here. Let her
servethisman." She glanced at the drooping head, now snuggled into her shoulder; Deoris looked up
with wondering adoration. Domaris aways made everything right again!

Mother Lydarafrowned, but was secretly relieved: Deoriswas a problem quite beyond her limited
capabilities, and the fact that this spailt child was Takannon's daughter complicated the situation.
Theoreticaly, Deoris was there on an equa footing with the others, but the daughter of the
Arch-Administrator could not be chastised or ruled over like the child of an ordinary priest.

"Haveit asyou will, Daughter of Light," said the Scribe-Mother gruffly, "but she must continue her own
studies, seeyou to that!"

"Rest assured, | shdl not neglect her schooling,” said Domaris coldly. Asthey |eft the squat building, she
studied Deoris, frowning. She had seen little of her sister in these last months, when Domaris had been
chosen as Rgjastal's Acolyte, the child had been sent to the Scribe-School—but before that they had
been inseparable, though the eight years difference in their ages made the relationship lessthat of sgters
than of mother and daughter. Now Domaris sensed a changein her young sister that dismayed her.
Always before, Deoris had been merry and docile; what had they done to her, to change her into this



sullen little rebel? She decided, with aflare of anger, that she would seek Takannon's permission to teke
Deorisagain under her own care.

"Can | redly stay with you?'
"| cannot possibly promiseit, but we shal see” Domarissmiled. "Youwishit?'

"Ohyed" said Deoris passonately, and flung her arms about her Sster again, with such intensity that
Domariss brow furrowed into lines of deep trouble. What had they done to Deoris?

Freeing hersdlf from the clinging arms, Domaris admonished, "Gently, gently, little Sster,” and they turned
their stepstoward the House of the Twelve.

Domariswas one of the Twelve Acolytes: Sx young men and Sx young women, chosen every third year
from the children of the Priest's Caste, for physical perfection, beauty, and some especia talent which
made them archetypal of the Priest's Caste of the Ancient Land. When they reached maturity, they dwelt
for three yearsin the House of the Twelve, studying al the ancient wisdom of the Priest's Caste, and
preparing themselves for service to the Gods and to their people. It was said that if some calamity should
destroy dl of the Priest's Caste save only the Twelve, dl the wisdom of the Temples could be
reconstructed from these Twelve Acolytes done. At the end of thisthree-year term, each married hisor
her alotted mate, and so carefully were these six young couples chosen that the children of Acolytes
rarely faled to climb high in the Priesthood of their caste.

The House of the Twelve was a spacious building, crowning ahigh green hill gpart from the clustered
buildings of the precinct; surrounded by wide lawns and green enclosed gardens, and cool fountains. As
the ssters sauntered along the path which climbed, between banks of flowering shrubs, toward the white
wadlls of the retreat, ayoung woman, barely out of childhood, hurried across the lawns toward them.

"Domarisl Come here, | want you—oh, Deoris! Have you been freed from the Scribe's prison?”

"l hope s0," said Deoris shyly, and the girls hugged one another. The newcomer was between Domaris
and Deorisin age; she might dmost have been another sigter, for the three were very much dikeinform
and feature, dl three very tall and dender, finely-boned, with delicate hands and arms and the molded,
incised features of the Priest's Caste. Only in coloring did they differ: Domaris, thetalet, her fiery hair
long and rippling, her eyes coal, shadowed grey. Deoris was dighter and smaller, with heavy black
ringlets and eyeslike crushed violets, and Eliss curls were the glossy red-brown of polished wood, her
eyesmerry and clear blue. Of dl those in the House of the Twelve, or in dl the Temple, the daughters of
Tdkannon loved their cousin Elisthe mogt.

"There are envoys here from Atlantis" Elistold them eagerly.



"From the Sea Kingdom? Truly?'

"Y es, from the Temple a Ahtarrath. The young Prince of Ahtarrath was sent here with his younger
brother, but they never arrived. They were kidnapped, or shipwrecked, or murdered, and now they're
searching the whole seacoast for them or their bodies.™

Domaris stared, startled. Ahtarrath was aformidable name. The Mother-Temple, herein the Ancient
Land, had little contact with the Sea Kingdoms, of which Ahtarrath was the most powerful; now, twicein
one day, had she heard of it.

Eliswent on excitedly, "There's some evidence that he landed, and they're talking of Black-robes! Has
Rajasta spoken of this, Domaris?'

Domaris frowned. She and Elis were of the Inner Circle of the Priest's Caste, but they had no right to
discusstheir eders, and the presence of Deoris should restrain such gossip in any case. "Rgjasta does not
confide in me; nor should an Acolyte listen to the gossip of the Gates!”

Elisturned pink, and Domarisrelented alittle. "Thereis no swarm that does not start with asingle bee,”
she sad pleasantly. "Rgjasta has aguest from Ahtarrath. His nameis Micon."

"Micon!" Elisexclamed. "That islike saying that adavesnameisLia There are more Miconsin the
Sea Kingdoms than leaves on a songtree—" Elisbroke off asatiny girl, barely able to stand done,
clutched at her kirt. Elislooked down, impatient, then bent to take up the child; but the dimpled baby
laughed, scampered toward Deoris, then tumbled down and lay squalling. Deoris snatched her up, and
Elis glanced with annoyance at the little brown-skinned woman who scuttled after her refractory charge.
"Simila" she rebuked, "cannot you keep Liss from under our feet—or teach herhow tofal?'

The nurse came to take the child, but Deoris clung to her. "Oh, Elis, let me hold her, | haven't seen her in
50 long, why she couldn't even creep, and now she'swalking! Is she weaned yet? No? How do you
endureit? There, Liss love, youdo remember me, don't you?' The baby girl shrieked with delight,
plunging both handsinto Deorissthick ringlets. "Oh, you fat little darling!" Deoris gurgled, covering the
chubby cheekswith kisses.

"Fat little nuisance." Elislooked a her daughter with a bitter laugh; Domaris gave Elis an understanding
little pat. Because the women of the Acolytes were given in marriage without any regard for their own
wishes, they were free until the very day of their marriage; and Elis, taking advantage of this freedom, had
chosen alover and borne him achild. Thiswas perfectly alowable under the laws of the Temple, but,
what wasnot alowable, her lover had failed to come forward and acknowledge paternity. Terrible
pendtieswere visited on an unacknowledged child; to give her child caste, Elis had been forced to throw
hersdf on the mercy of her dlotted husband, an Acolyte like hersdlf, called Chedan. Chedan had shown
generosity, and acknowledged Liss, but everyone knew he was not the father; not even Domaris knew
who had fathered little Liss. Thered father would have suffered a severe pendty for his cowardice, had
Elis denounced him; this she steadfastly refused to do.

Domarissaid, gently, before Eliss bitter eyes, "Why don't you send the child away, Elis, snce Chedan
didikes her so much? She cannot be important enough to disturb the peace of the Acolytesthisway, and
you will have other children—"

Eliss mouth twisted briefly, cynicdly. "Wait until you know what you are talking about before you advise
me," she said, reaching out to reclaim her child from Deoris. "Give methelittle pest, | must go back.”



"Were coming, too," Domaris said, but Elistucked Liss under her arm, beckoned to the nurse and
hurried away.

Domarislooked after her, troubled. Until this moment her life had moved in orderly, patterned channels,
laid out as predictably asthe course of the river. Now it seemed the world had changed: talk of
Black-robes, the stranger from Ahtarrath who had so greatly impressed her—her quiet life seemed
suddenly filled with strangeness and dangers. She could not imagine why Micon should have made such a
deep impression on her.

Deoriswas|ooking at her, her violet eyes disturbed, doubtful; Domaris returned, with relief, to theworld
of familiar duties, as she arranged for her sister's stay in the House of the Twelve.

Later in the day, a courteoudy worded request came from Micon, that she might bring the scribeto him
that evening.

IV

Inthelibrary, Micon sat done by a casement, shadowed; but the white robes he wore were faintly
luminescent in the dimness. Except for hissilent form, the library was deserted, with no light except that
dight luminescence.

Domaris sang alow-toned note, and aflickering, golden light sprang up around them; another note,
more softly pitched, deeped the light to a steady radiance with no apparent source.

The Atlantean turned at the sound of her voice. "Who isthere? Isit you, Talkannon's daughter?”
Domaris came forward, Deorisslittle hand nestled shyly in hers. “Lord Micon, | bring you the
scribe-student Deoris. She has been assigned for your convenience a dl times and will atend you."
Encouraged by Micon'swarm smile, she added, "Deorisismy sgter.”

"Deoris." Micon repeated the name with a soft, durred accent. "I thank you. And how are you called,
Acolyteto Rgasta? Domaris," herecdled, his softly vibrant voice lingering on the syllables. "And thelittle

scribe, then, isyour sister? Come here, Deoris.”

Domariswithdrew as Deoris went timidly to knedl before Micon. The Atlantean said, disturbed, ™Y ou
must not kned to me, child!"

"It iscustomary, Lord."

"Doubtless, aPriest'sdaughter iswell schooled.” Micon smiled. "Yet if | forbid it?"



Deorisrose obediently and stood before him.

"Areyou familiar with the contents of thelibrary, little Deoris? Y ou seem very young, and | shdl haveto
depend on you wholly, for writing aswell asreading.”

"Why?" Deoris blurted out uncontrollably. ™Y ou speak our language as one born to it! Can you not read
itaswel?'

Just for amoment atormented look flitted across the dark, drawn face. Then it vanished. "I thought that
your Sster had told you," he said quietly. "1 am blind."

Deoris stood for amoment in dumb surprise. A glance at Domaris, who stood off to one side, showed
her that her Sster had gone chaky white; she had not known, either.

There was amoment of awkward silence; then Micon picked up ascroll which lay near him. "Rgasta
left thisfor me. | should like to hear you read.” He handed it to Deoris with a courteous gesture, and the
child, wrenching her eyesfrom Domaris, unfastened it, seating herself upon the scribe's stool which was
placed at the foot of Micon's chair. She began to read, in the steady and poised voice which never falled
atrained scribe, whatever her emotions.

Left to hersalf, Domaris recovered her composure: sheretired to aniche in the wal and murmured the
soft note which lighted it brilliantly. She tried to become absorbed in apage of text, but, try as she might
to fix her attention on her own tasks, her eyes kept returning, as with separate will of their own, to the
man who sat motionless, listening to the soft monotonous murmur of the child's reading. She had not even
guessed! So norma his movements, so beautiful the deep eyes—why should it affect her so? Hadhe,
then, been the prisoner of the Black-robes? She had seen his hands, the gaunt twisted travesties of flesh
and bone that had once, perhaps, been strong and skillful. Who and what was this man?

In the strange confusion of her emotions, there was not ashred of pity. Why could she not pity him, as
she pitied others who were blinded or tortured or lamed? For a moment she felt sharp resentment—how
dared he beimperviousto her pity?

But | envy Deoris,shethought irrationaly.Why should 17?

Chapter Two
OF DISTANT STORMS

There was no thunder, but the insistent flicker of summer lightning came and went through the opened



shutters. Insde it was damply hot. Thetwo girlslay on narrow pallets placed side by side on the cool
brick floor, both nearly naked beneath athin linen sheet. Thethinnest of net canopies hung ungtirring
above them. The heat clung like thick robes.

Domaris, who had been pretending to deep, suddenly rolled over and freed one long plait of her
loosened hair from Deoriss outflung arm. She sat up. ™Y ou needn't be so quiet, child. I'm not adeep
ather.”

Deoris sat up, hugging her lanky knees. Thethick curls clung heavily to her temples: she tossed them
impatiently back. "We're not the only ones awake, either," she said with conviction. "I've been hearing
things. Voices, and steps, and, somewhere, Snging. No—not singing, chanting. Scary chanting, along
way off, avery long way off."

Domarislooked very young as she sat therein her filmy deeping garment, limned in sharp patches of
black and white by the restlesslightning; nor, on thisnight, did shefedl much older than her little sgter. "l
think I heard it, too."

"Likethis" Deoris hummed athread of melody, in awhisper.
Domaris shuddered. "Don't! Deoris—where did you hear that chanting?"

"l don't know." Deorisfrowned in concentration. "Far away. Asif it came from under the earth—or in
the sky—no, I'm not even sure whether | heard it or dreamed it." She picked up one of her sigter's plaits
and began listlessy to unrave it. "There's so much lightning, but no thunder. And when | hear the
chanting, thelightning seemsto brighten—"

"Deoris,no! That isimpossble!”

"Why?' asked Deorisfearlesdy. "Singing anote in certain roomswill bring light there; why should it not
kindleadifferent light?'

"Becauseit is blagphemous, evil, to tamper with nature like that!" A coldness, amost fear, seemed to
have clamped about her mind. "Thereis power in the voice. When you grow older in the Priesthood you
will learn of this. But you must not spegk of those evil forces!™

Deoriss quick thoughts had flitted €l sewhere. "Arvath isjeaous, that | may be near you when he may
not! Domarig!" Her eyes held merry laughter that bubbled over into sound. "Isthat why you wanted me
to deep in your gpartments?”’

"Perhgps.” A faint stain of color etched the older sister's delicate face with crimson.

"Domaris, areyou inlovewith Arvath?'

Domaristurned her eyesfrom the searching glances of her ster. "1 am betrothed to Arvath,” she said
gravely. "Lovewill come when we are ready. It isnot well to betoo eager for lifés gifts” Shefdt
sententious, hypocritical, as she mouthed these sentiments; but her tone sobered Deoris. The thought of
parting from her sster, even for marriage, filled her with jeal ousy which was partly jedousy for the
children she knew Domariswould have. . . . All her lifeshe had been Domariss baby and pet.

Asif to avoid that loss, Deoris said imploringly, "Don't ever make me go away from you again!”



Domaris dipped an arm around the meager shoulders. "Never, unlessyou wish it, little Sster,” she
promised; but she felt troubled by the adoration in the child's voice. "Deoris," she said, squirming her
hand benesth the small chin and turning Deorissface up to hers, "you mustn't idolize me thisway, | don't
likeit."

Deorisdid not answer, and Domaris sighed. Deoriswas an odd child: mostly reserved and reticent, a
few sheloved so wildly that it scared Domaris; she seemed to have no moderation in her loves and hates.
Domariswondered:Did | do that? Did | let her idolize me so irrationally when she was a baby?

Their mother had died when Deoriswas born. The eight-year-old Domaris had resolved, on that night,
that her newborn sister would never miss amother's care. Deoriss nurse had tried to enforce some
moderation in this, but when Deoris was weaned, her influence was ended: the two were inseparable.
For Domaris, her baby sister replaced the dolls Domaris had that day discarded. Even when Domaris
grew older, and had lessons, and later dutiesin the world of the Temple, Deoris tagged continually at her
heds. They had never been parted for asingle day until Domaris had entered the House of the Twelve.

Domaris had been only thirteen when she had been betrothed to Arvath of Alkonath. He a'so was an
Acolyte: the one of the Twelve whose Sign of the Heavens was opposite to and congenid to her own.
She had aways accepted the fact that one day she would marry Arvath, just as she accepted therising
and setting of the sun—and it affected her just about as much. Domarisredly had not the dightest idea
that she was a beautiful woman. The Priests among whom she had been fostered dl treated her with the
same, casud, intimate affection; only Arvath had ever sought acloser bond. To this, Domaris reacted
with mixed emations. Arvath's own youth and love of life appealed to her; but real love, or even
conscious desire, there was none. Too honest to pretend an acquiescence she did not feel, she wastoo
kind to repulse him utterly, and too innocent to seek another lover. Arvath was a problem which, at
times, occupied her attention, but without gravely troubling it.

She s, slent, beside Deoris, vaguely disturbed. Lightning flickered and glimmered raggedly like the
phrases of abroken chant, and a coldness whispered through the air.

A long shiver ripped through Domaris then, and she clung to her sister, shuddering in the sudden, icy grip
of fear. "Domaris, what isit, what isit?" Deoriswailed. Domariss bresth was coming in gasps, and her
fingershit sharply into the child's shoulder.

"I don't... | wishl knew," she breathed in terror. Suddenly, with deliberate effort, she recovered
hersdf. Rgastas teaching wasin her mind, and shetried to apply it.

"Deoris, no force of evil can harm us unlesswe permit it. Lie down—" She set the example, then

reached in the darkness for her sister's hands. "Now, well say the prayer we used to say when we were
little children, and go to deep." Despite her calm voice and reassuring words, Domearis clasped the little
cold fingersin her own firm ones alittle too tightly. Thiswasthe Night of Nadir, when dl the forces of the
earth wereloosed, good and evil dike, in balance, for al men to take asthey would.

"Maker of al thingsmorta,” she began in her low voice, now made husky with gtrict salf-control.
Shakily, Deorisjoined in, and the sanctity of the old prayer enfolded them both. The night, which had
been abnormally quiet until then, seemed somehow lessforbidding, and the hegt did not cling to them so
oppressively. Domaris felt her strained muscles unlock, taut nervesrelax.

Not so Deoris, who whimpered, cuddling closer like a scared kitten. "Domaris, talk to me. I'm so
frightened, and those voices are till—"



Domaris cut her off, chiding, "Nothing can harm you here, even if they chant evil music from the Dark
Shrineitsdf!" Redlizing she had spoken more harshly than was wise in the circumstances, she quickly
went on, "Well, then, tell me about Lord Micon."

Deoris brightened at once, speaking amost with reverence. "Oh, heis so kind, and good—Dbut not
inhuman, Domaris, like so many of the Initiates; like Father, or Cadamiri!" She went on, in ahushed
voice, "And he suffers so! He seemsawaysin pain, Domaris, though he never speaks of it. But his eyes,
and hismouth, and his handstell me. And sometimes—sometimes| pretend to betired, so that he will
send me away and go to hisown rest.”

Deorisslittle face was transparent with pity and adoration, but for once Domaris did not blame her. She
felt something of the same emotion, and with far less cause. Though Domaris had seen Micon often, in
the intervening weeks, they had not exchanged a dozen words beyond the barest greetings. Alwaysthere
was the strange sense of something half-perceived, felt rather than known. She was content to let it ripen
dowly.

Deoriswent on, worshipfully, "Heis good to everyone, but he treats me like—almost like alittle sster.
Often when | am reading, he will stop me smply to explain something | haveread, asif | were his pupil,
hischea .. ."

"That iskind," Domaris agreed. Like most children, she had served asareader in her childhood, and
knew how unusua thiswas: to treet alittle scribe as anything more than an impersond convenience, likea
lamp or afootstool. But one might expect the unexpected of Micon.

As Rgasta's chosen Acolyte, Domaris had heard much of the Templetalk. The lost Prince of Ahtarrath
had not been found, and the envoys were planning to return home, their mission afailure. By devious
paths, Domaris had discovered that Micon had kept himsdlf from their knowledge, that he had not even
let them guess his presence within the Temple of Light. She could not fathom his motives—but no one
could attribute any motive, other than the highest, in connection with Micon. Although she had no proof
of it, Domarisfdt sure that Micon was one whom they sought; perhaps the young brother of the
Prince. . ..

Deoriss thoughts had drifted to still another tangent. "Micon speaks often of you, Domaris. Know what
he cdlsyou?'

"What?' bresthed Domaris, her voice hushed.
"Woman-clothed-with-the-sun."

Thegrateful darkness hid the glimmer of the woman'stears.



Lightning flickered and went dark over the form of ayoung man who stood outlined in the doorway.
"Domaris?' questioned abassvoice. "Isdl wel with you? | was uneasy—on such anight.”

Domarisfocussed her eyesto piercethe gloom. "Arvath! Comeinif you like, we are not deegping.”

The young man advanced, lifting the thin netting, and dropped cross-legged on the edge of the nearer
pallet, beside Domaris. Arvath of Alkonath—an Atlantean, son of awoman of the Priest's Caste who
had gone forth to wed a man of the Sea Kingdoms—was the oldest of the chosen Twelve, nearly two
years older than Domaris. The lightning that flared and darkened showed chastened, tolerant features that
were open and grave and gtill loved life with afirm and convinced love. The lines about his mouth were
only partly from self-discipline; the remainder were the footprints of laughter.

Domaris said, with scrupulous honesty, "Earlier, we heard chanting, and felt a—awrongness, somehow.
But | will not permit that sort of thing to frighten or annoy me."

"Nor should you," Arvath agreed vigoroudy. "But there may be more disturbancein theair. There are
odd forces dtirring; thisisthe Night of Nadir. No one deegpsin the House; Chedan and | were bathing in
the fountain. The Lord Rgastais walking about the grounds, clad in Guardian-regdia, and he—wsll, |
should not liketo cross his path!" He paused amoment. "There are rumors—"

"Rumors, rumors! Every breezeis|oaded with scandal! Elisisfull of them! | cannot turn around without
hearing another!" Domaristwitched her shoulders. "And has even Arvath of Alkonath nothing better to
do than listen to the clatter of the market-place?’

"Itisnot al clatter," Arvath assured her, and glanced at Deoris, who had burrowed down until only the
tip of one dark curl was visible above the bedclothing. "Is she adegp?”’

Agan Domaris shrugged.

"No salsgtir without wind," Arvath went on, shifting hisweight alittle, leaning toward Domaris. ™Y ou
have heard of the Black-robes?"

"Who has not? For days, in fact, | seem to have heard of littleelse!™

Arvath peered at her, silently, before saying, "Know you, then, they are said to be concealed among the
Grey-robes?'

"I know amost nothing of the Grey-robes, Arvath; save that they guard the Unrevealed God. We of the
Priest's Caste are not admitted into the Magicians.”

"Y et many of you join with their Adeptsto learn the Hedling Arts," Arvath observed. "In Atlantis, the
Grey-robesare held in great honor. . . . Wéll, it issaid, down there benegth the Grey Temple, where the
Avatar sits, the Man with Crossed Hands, thereisa story told of aritua not performed for centuries, of a
rite long outlawed—a Black Ritual—and an apostate in the ChelasRing. . . ." Hisvoicetraled into an
ominouswhisper.

Domaris, her fears stirred by the unfamiliar phrases with their hints of unknown horrors, cried out,
"Where did you hear such things?'

Arvath chuckled. "Gossip only. But if it comesto Rgastals eers—"



"Then there will be trouble,”" Domaris assured him primly, "for the Grey-robes, if thetdeistrue; for the
gossps, if it befase”

"You areright, it concernsus not." Arvath pressed her hand and smiled, accepting the rebuke. He
gretched himsdlf on the pallet beside her, but without touching the girl—he had learned that long ago.
Deoris dept soundly beside them, but her presence enabled Domaristo steer the conversation into the
impersona channels she wished; to avoid speaking of their persond affairs, or of Temple matters. And
when Arvath dipped away to his own chambers, very late, Domaris lay wakeful, and her thoughts were
so ingstent that her head throbbed.

For thefirgt timein the twenty-two summers of her young life, Domaris questioned her own wisdomin
electing to continue as Priestess and student under Rgjastals guidance. She would have done better,
perhaps, to have withdrawn from the Priesthood; to become smply another woman, content with
dwelling as a Priest's wife in the Temple where she had been born, one of the many women in the world
of the Temple; wives and daughters and Priests, who swarmed in the city without the faintest knowledge
of theinner life of the great cradle of wisdom where they dwelled, content with their homes and their
babies and the outward show of Priestly doings. . . . What is the matter with me?Domaris wondered
restlesdy.Why can't | be asthey are? | will marry Arvath, as| must, and then —

And then what?

Children, certainly. Y ears of growth and change. She could not make her thoughts go so far. Shewas
dill vainly trying to imagineit when shefell adeep.

Chapter Three
[HE LOOM OF FATE

The Temple of Light, set upon the shores of the Ancient Land, was near the seg; it was set high above
the City of the Circling Snake, which ringed it like a crescent moon. The Temple, lying between the
spread horns of the crescent, at the focus of certain natura forces which the wallswere built to intercept
and conduct, was like awoman in the encircling glow of alover'sarm.

It was afternoon; summer and sun lay like smooth butter on the city, and like topaz on the gilded seq,
with the dream of a breeze and the faint, salt-sweet rankness of tidewaters.

Threetal shipslay lifting to the swell of sailsand sea, in the harbor. A few yards from the wharves,
merchants had dready set up their stals and were crying their wares. The coming of the shipswas an
event diketo city-folk and farmer, peasant and aristocrat. In the crowded streets, Priestsin luminous
robes rubbed elbows uncaring with stolid traders and ragged mendicants; and a push or chance blow



from some unwary lout, that would have meant aflogging on another day, now cost the careless one only
asharp look; tatterdemalion boysran in and out of the crowd without picking the scrip of asingle fat
merchant.

Onelittle group, however, met with no jostling, no familiarities: awed smilesfollowed Micon ashe
moved through the Streets, one hand resting lightly on Deoriss arm. Hisluminous robes, fashioned of a
peculiarly stainlesswhite, cut and girdied in an unusud style, marked him no ordinary Priest cometo bless
their children or energize their farmlands; and, of course, the daughters of the powerful Takannon were
known to al. Many ayoung girl in the crowd smiled as Arvath passed; but the young Priest's dark eyes
werejedoudy intent on Domaris. He resented Micon's effect on his betrothed. Arvath had amost forced
himsdf on them, today.

They paused atop asandy ridge of dunes, looking out over the sea. "Oh!" Deoris cried out in childish
ddight, "the shipd"

From habit, Micon turned to her. "What shipsarethey? Tell me, little sster,” he asked, with affectionate
interest. Vividly and eagerly, Deoris described to him thetal ships: high and swaying above the waves,
their serpent banners brilliantly crimson at the prow. Micon's face was remote and dreamy as he listened.

"Shipsfrom my homdand,” he murmured wigtfully. "There are no shipsin dl the SeaKingdomslikethe
shipsof Ahtarrath. My cousin fliesthe serpent in crimson—"

Arvath said bluntly, "I too am of the Golden Ides, Lord Micon."

"Your lineage?" queried Micon with interest. "I am homesick for afamiliar name. Have you beenin
Ahtarrath?"

"I spent much of my youth beneeth the Star-mountain,” the younger man said. "Mani-toret, my father,
was Priest of the Outer Gatesin the New Temple; and | am son by adoption to Rathor in Ahtarrath.”

Micon'sface lighted, and he stretched his gaunt hands joyfully to the young man. ™Y ou are my brother
indeed, then, young Arvath! For Rathor was my first teacher in the Priesthood, and guided mefirst to
Initigtion!™

Arvath'seyeswidened. "But—are youthat Micon?' he bresthed. "All my life have | been told of
your—"

Micon frowned. "Let be," he warned. " Speak not of that."
In uneasy awe, the young man said, "'Y oudo read minds!"
"That took not much reading, younger brother,” Micon said wryly. "Do you know these ships?'

Arvath looked at him steadily. "I know them. And if you wish to conced yourself, you should not have
come here. Y ou have changed, indeed, for | did not recognize you; but there are those who might.”

Mystified and intrigued, the two girls had drawn together, aternately gazing a the two men and
exchanging glances with one another.

"Y ou do not—" Micon paused. "Recognize me? Had we met?!



Arvath laughed ringingly. "I would not expect you to know me again! Listen, Domaris, Deoris, and | will
tell you about thisMicon! When | was alittle boy, not seven years old, | was sent to the home of Rathor,
the old hermit of the Star-mountain. He is such aman asthe ancients call saint; hiswisdom is so famed
that even here they do reverenceto his name. But at that time, | knew only that many sober and serious
young men came to him to study; and many of them brought me sweets and toys and petted me. While
Rathor taught them, | played about on the hillswith a pet cat. One day, | fell on adide of rocks, and
rolled down, and twisted my arm under me—"

Micon smiled, exclaming, "Areyouthat child? Now | remember!”

Arvath continued, in areminiscent tone, "I fainted with the pain, Domaris, and knew no more until |
opened my eyesto see ayoung Priest stlanding beside me, one of those who came to Rathor. He lifted
me up and set me on hisknee, and wiped the blood from my face. There seemed to be hedling in his
hands—"

With a spasmodic movement, Micon turned away. "Enough of this" he said, stifled.

"Nay, | shdll tell, elder brother! When he cleaned away the blood and dirt, | felt no pain, even though the
bones had pierced through the flesh. He said, 'l have not the skill to tend this mysdlf,’ and he carried me
in hisarmsto Rathor's house, because | wastoo bruised to walk. And then, because | was afraid of the
Hedler Priest who came to set the broken bone, he held me on his knees while the bone was set and
bandaged; and dl that night, because | was feverish and could not deep, he sat by me, and fed me bread
and milk and honey, and sang and told me stories until | forgot the pain. Isthat so terrible atae?' he
asked softly. "Are you afraid these maidens might think you womanish, to be kind to asick child?"

"Enough, | say," Micon pleaded again.

Arvath turned to him with a dishdlieving stare; but what he saw in the dark blind face made hisown
expression dter into agentler pattern. "So beit," he said, "but | have not forgotten, my brother, and |
shall not forget.” He pulled back the deeve of his Priestly robe, showing Domarisalong livid stresk
againg the tanned flesh. " See, here the bone pierced the flesh—"

"And the young Priest was Micon?' Deoris asked.

"Yes. And he brought me sweets and playthings while | was abed; but since that summer | had not seen
himagan.”

"How strange, that you should meet so far from home!”

"Not so strange, little sigter,” said Micon, in hisrich and gentle voice. "Our fates spin their web, and our

actions bear the fruits they have sown. Those who have met and loved cannot be parted; if they meet not
inthislife, they meet in another.”

Deoris accepted the words without comment, but Arvath asked aggressively, "Do you believe, then, that
you and | are bound to one another in such manner?"

Thetrace of awry smiletouched Micon'slips. “"Who can tell? Perhaps, when | picked you up from the
rocksthat day, | merely redeemed an old service done me by you before these hillswereraised.” He
gestured, with alook of amusement, toward the Temple behind them. "1 am no seer. Ask of your own
wisdom, my brother. Perhaps the service remainsto be met. The Gods grant we both meet it like men.”



"Amento that," Arvath said soberly. Then, because he had been deeply moved, his quick emotions
swung in another direction. "Domaris came to the city to make some purchases, shdl wereturn to the
bazaar?'

Domaris came dive out of deep preoccupation. "Men have no love for bright cloth and ribbons" she
sad gally. "Why do you not remain here upon the docks?"

"| dare not let you from my sight in the city, Domaris" Arvath informed her, and Domaris, piqued, flung
her proud head high.

"Think not that you can direct my steps! If you come with me—youfollow !" She took the hand of
Deoris, and the two walked ahead, turning toward the marketplace.

The deepy bazaar, wakened into life by the ships from the Sea Kingdoms, hummed with the bustle of
much buying and sdlling. A woman was sdlling singing birdsin cages of woven rushes, Deoris stopped,
enchanted, to look and listen, and with an indulgent laugh Domaris directed that one should be sent to the
House of the Twelve. They waked dowly on, Deoris bubbling over with ddlight.

A drowsy old man watched sacks of grain and glistening clay jugs of oil; anaked urchin sat cross-legged
between casks of wine, ready to wake his master if abuyer came. Domaris paused again at a somewhat
larger gall, where lengths of brilliantly patterned cloth were displayed; Micon and Arveth, following
dowly, listened for amoment to the absorbed girlish voices, then grinned spontaneoudy a one another
and gtrolled on together past the flower-sdllers, past the old country-woman. Chickens squawked in
coops, vying with the cries of the vendors of dried fish and fresh fish, or plump fruits from cakes and
sweetmests and cheap sour beer, the stalls of bright rugs and shining ornaments, and the more modest
stallsof pottery and kettles.

A little withered Idandman was selling perfumes under a striped tent, and as Micon and Arvath passed,
his shrivelled face contracted with keen interest. He sat upright, dipping aminiature brush into aflask and
wavingitinar dready honey-sweet with mingled fragrances. "Perfumes from Kei-lin, Lords" he cried
out in arumbling, wheezy bass, "spices of the West! Finest of flowers, sweetest of spice-trees. . . ."

Micon halted; then, with hisusud ddiberate step, went carefully toward the striped tent. The
scent-sller, recognizing Temple nohbility, was awed and voluble. "Fine perfumes and essences, Lords,
sweet spices and unguents from Kel-lin, scents and oils for the bath, dl the fine fragrances of thewide
world for your sweetheart—" The garrulous little man stopped and amended quickly, "For your wife or
Sder, Lord Priet—"

Micon'stwisted grin came reassuringly. "Neither wife nor sweetheart havel, Old One," he commented
dryly, "nor will | trouble you for unguents or lotions. Y et you may serve us. Thereisaperfume madein



Ahtarrath and only there, from the crimson lily that flowers beneeth the Star-mountain.”

The scent-sdller looked curioudly at the Initiate before he reached back into histent and searched for a
long time, fumbling about like amousein aheap of straw. "Not many ask for it," he muttered in gpology;
but, findly, he found what was wanted, and wasted no timein extolling its virtues, but merely waved a
scented droplet inthe air.

Domaris and Deoris, rgjoining them, paused to bregthe in the spicy fragrance, and Domariss eyes
widened.

"Exquistel”

The fragrance lingered hauntingly in the air as Micon laid down some coins and picked up the small
flask, examining it closdly with hishands, drawing his attenuated fingers delicatdly acrossthefiligree
carving. "The fretwork of Ahtarrath—I can identify it even now." He smiled a& Arvath. "Nowheredseis
such work done, such patternsformed . . ." Still smiling, he handed the phid to the girls, who bent to
exclam over the dainty carven traceries.

"What scent isthis?" Domaris asked, lifting theflask to her face.

"An Ahtarrath flower, acommon weed," said Arvath sharply.

Micon's face seemed to share a secret with Domaris, and he asked, "Y ou think it lovely, as| do?
"Exquidte,” Domarisrepeated dreamily. "But strange. Very strange and lovely.”

"Itisaflower of Ahtarrath, yes," Micon murmured, "acrimson lily which flowers benesth the
Star-mountain; awild flower which workmen root up because it iseverywhere. Theair is heavy with its
scent. But | think it loveier than any flower that growsin atended garden, and more beautiful.
Crimson—acrimson o brilliant it hurtsto ook on it when the sun is shining, ajoyous, riotous color—a
flower of the sun." Hisvoice sounded suddenly tired, and he reached for Domariss hand and put the
flask into it with findlity, gently closing thefingers around it with hisown. "No, it isfor you, Domaris," he
sad with alittle smile. Y ou too are crowned with sunlight.”

The words were casual, but Domaris swallowed back unbidden tears. She tried to speak her thanks, but
her hands were trembling and no words came. Micon did not seem to expect them, for he said, in alow
voice meant for her earsalone, "Light-crowned, | wish | might seeyour face. . . flower of
brightness. .. ."

Arvath sood squarely, frowning ferocioudy, and it was he who broke the silence with atruculent, " Shall
we go on? Well be caught by night here!" But Deoris went swiftly to the young man and clasped hisarm
inaproprietary grip, leaving Domaristo wak ahead with Micon—a privilege which Deoris usudly
clamed jesloudy for hersdf.

"I will fill her armswith thoselilies, oneday," Arvath muttered, staring ahead at the tdl girl who walked
a Micon'sside, her flaming hair seeming to swim in sunlight. But when Deoris asked what he had said, he
would not repedt it.



Chapter Four
[HE HEALER'SHANDS

Raasta, glancing from the scroll that had occupied his attention, saw that the grest library was deserted.
Only moments ago, it seemed, he had been virtualy surrounded by the rustle of paper, the soft
murmurings of scribes. Now the niches were dark, and the only other person he could seewasa
librarian, androgynoudly robed, gathering various scrolls from the tables where they had been | eft.

Shaking his head, Rgastareturned the scroll he had been poring over to its protective sheeth and laid it
asde. Although he had no appointments to keep that day, he found it faintly annoying that he had spent
s0 long reading and re-reading a single scroll—one which, moreover, he could have recited phrase for
phrase. A little exasperated, he roseto hisfeet and began to leave—only then discovering that the library
was not so empty as he had thought.

Micon sat a agloomy table not far away, his habitual wry smile dmost logt in the shadows felling across
hisface. Rgasta stopped beside him and stood for amoment, looking down at Micon's hands, and what
they betrayed: sirange hands, with an attenuated |ook about them, asif the fingers had been forcibly
elongated; they lay on thetable, limp but aso somehow tense and twisted. With a deft gentleness,
Rgasta gathered up the strengthlessfingersinto hisown, cradling them lightly in his strong grasp.
Questioningly, Micon raised his head.

"They seemed—such aliving pain,” the Priest of Light heard himsalf say.

"They would be, if | let them." Micon's face was schooled to impassivity, but the limp fingers quivered a
little. "1 can, within certain limits, hold mysdlf doof from pain. | fed it—" Micon smiled tiredly. "But the
essentid me can hold it away—until | tire. | hold away my deeth, in the same manner.”

Raasta shuddered at the Atlantean's cam. The handsin hisstirred, carefully and ddliberately, to free
themselves. "Let be," Rgastapleaded. "1 can give you some ease. Why do you refuse my strength?”

"I canh manage." The lines around Micon's mouith tightened, then relaxed. "Forgive me, brother. But | am
of Ahtarrath. My duty isundone. | have, asyet, no right to die—being sonless. | must leaveason,” he
went on, dmogt asif thiswere but the spoken part of an argument he had often had with himsdlf. "Else
otherswith no right will seize the powers| carry.”

"So beit," said Rgasta, and his voice was gentle, for he, too, lived by that law. "And the mother?*

For amoment Micon kept silent, hisface a cautious blank; but this hesitancy was brief. "Domaris," he
answered.

"Domaris?'



"Yes" Micon Sghed. "That does not surprise you, surely?'

"Not atogether,” said Rgastaat last. "It isawise choice. Y et, sheis pledged to your countryman, young
Arvath. . . ." Rgastafrowned, thoughtful. "Still, it is hersto choose. She hastheright to bear another's
child, if shewishes. Y ou—love her?"

Micon's tense features brightened, relaxing, and Rgjasta found himself wondering what those sightless
eyesbehdd. "Yes" Micon said softly. "As| never dreamed | could love—" The Atlantean broke off with
agroan as Rgastas clasp tightened.

Chastened, the Priest of Light released Micon's abused hands. Therewas along and faintly uneasy
slence between them, as Micon conquered the pain once again, patiently, and Rgjasta stood watching,
helpless so long as Micon refused hisaid.

"Y ou have attained greetly," said Rgastasuddenly. "And | am not, asyet, truly touched by the Light.
For the time dlotted you—will you accept me as disciple?!

Micon lifted hisface, and his smile was atranscendent thing. "What power of Light | can give, will surdly
shinein you despite me," he promised. "But | accept you.” Then, in alower, more sober tone, Micon
continued, "1 think—I hope | can giveyou ayear. It should suffice. And if not, you will be ableto
completethe Last Seal done. That | vow to you."

Sowly, ashedid everything, Micon rose up and stood facing Rgjasta. Tall and thin, almost tranducent in
the shadowy sunlight that shone upon them through the library windows, the Atlantean laid histwisted
hands lightly on the Priest's shoulders and drew him close. With one hand he traced a Sign upon Rgastals
forehead and breast; then, with afesther-touch, ran his expressive fingers over the older man'sface.

Raastas eyeswere wet. Thiswas an incredible thing to him: he had called astranger to that most
meaningful of relationships, he, Rgjasta, Priest of Light, son of an ancient line of Priests, had asked to be
adiscipleto an dien from a Temple referred to, contemptuoudy, among the Priest's Caste, as"'that
upstart backwoods chantry in the middle of the ocean! "

Y et Rgastafelt no regret—only, for thefirg timein hislife, true humility. Perhaps my caste has become
too proud, the Priest thought,and so the Gods show themsel ves through this blind and tortured
foreigner, to remind us that the Light touches not only those ordained by heredity. . . . Thisman's
simplicity, his courage, will be as talismans to me.

Then Rgjagtas lipstightened, stern and grim. "Who tortured you?" he demanded, as Micon rel eased
him. "Warrior of Light—who?"

"I do not know." Micon's voice was wholly steady. "All were masked, and in black. Y et, for amoment,
| saw too clearly. And so, | see no more. Let it be. The deed will carry its own vengeance.”

"No, that may be 0, but vengeance delayed only givestime for further deeds. Why did you beg meto
let you remain concedled while the envoys from Ahtarrath were among us?' Rajasta pressed.

"They would have dain many, tortured more, to avenge me—thus setting aworse evil in motion.”

Rgastastarted to make reply, but hesitated, again wondering at the strength of thisman. "I will not
question your wisdom, but—isit right to let your parents grieve needlesdy?'



Micon, once more Sitting down, laughed lightly. "Do not let that disturb you, my brother. My parents
died before | was out of childhood. And | have written that | live, and how, and for how long, and sealed
it with—with that my grandsire cannot mistake. My message travel s on the same ship with the news of
my desth. They will understand.”

Rajasta nodded approvingly, and then, remembering that although the Atlantean seemed to gaze into the
Priest'svery soul, Micon could not see him, said dloud, "That isasit should be, then. But what was done
to you? And for what reason? Nay," he went on, more loudly, overriding Micon's protest, it ismy
right—even more, myduty, to know! | am Guardian here."

Unknown to Rgjasta, and al but forgotten by Micon, Deoris perched on the edge of her scribe's stool
not far away from them. Silent asalittle white statue, she had listened to dl that they had said in mute
absorption. She understood almost nothing of it, but Domaris had been mentioned, and Deoriswas
anxiousto hear more. Thefact that this conversation was not intended for her ears bothered her not a
al; what concerned Domaris, shefelt, was her affair aswell. Fervently, Deoris hoped that Micon would
continue, forgetful of her presence. Domaris must know of thisl Deoriss hands clenched into smal fists at
the thought of her sister asthe mother of ababy. . . . A smothered and childish jed ousy, of which Deoris
was never to be wholly aware, turned her dismay into hurt. Why should Micon have chosenDomaris?
Deorisknew that her Sster was betrothed to Arvath—but that marriage was sometimein the future. This
was now! How could Micon and Rgjastadare to talk of her sister thisway? How could Micon dare to
love Domaris? If only they did not notice her!

They did not. Micon's eyes had grown dark, their queer luminosity veiled with suppressed emation. "The
rack, and rope," he said, "and fire, to blind, because | ripped away one mask before they could bind
me." Hisvoice was low and hoarse with exhaustion, asif he and Rgjastawere not robed Priestsin an
ancient and sacred place, but wrestlers struggling on amat. "The reason?' Micon went on. "We of
Ahtarrath have an inborn ability to use—certain forces of nature: rain, and thunder, lightning, even the
terrible power of the earthquake and volcano. It is—our heritage, and our truth, without which lifein the
Sea Kingdoms would be impossible, perhaps. There arelegends. . ." Micon shook his head suddenly,
and smiling, said lightly, "These things you must know, or have guessed. We use these powersfor the
benefit of al, even those who style themsalves our enemies. But the ability to control this power can
be—stolen, and bastardized into thefilthiest kind of sorcery! But from me they gained nothing. I am not
gpostate—and | had the strength to defeet their ends, adthough not to save mysdlf . . . | am not certain
what befel my haf-brother, and so | must force mysdlf to live, inthisbody, until | am certainitissafeto
die"

"Oh, my brother," said Rgjastain ahushed voice, and found himsalf drawing nearer Micon again.

The Atlantean bent hishead. "I fear Reio-tawas won over by the Black-robes. . . . My grandsireisold,
and in his dotage. The power passesto my brother, at my death, if | die without issue. And | will not
leave that power in the hands of sorcerers and gpostates! Y ou know the law! That is important; not this
fragile body, nor that which dwdlsin it and suffers. I—the essential |—remain untouched, and because
nothing can touch that unless| dlow!"

"Let melend you strength,” Rgjasta pleaded, again. "With what | know—"
"Under necessity, | may do so," Micon returned, calm again, "but now | need only rest. The need may

come without warning. In that event, | shal take you at your word. . . ." And then the timbre of Micon's
rich voice returned, and hisface lighted with hisrare, wonderful smile. "And | do thank you!"



Deorisfixed her eyes studioudy upon her scrall, to appear absorbed, but now shefelt Rgastal's stern
gaze upon the top of her head.

"Deoris," said the Priest severdly. "What are you doing here?’

Micon laughed. "Sheis my scribe, Rgasta, and | forgot to dismiss her.” Rising, he moved toward Deoris
and put ahand upon her curly head. "It is enough for today. Run away, my child, and play."

Dismissed with Micon's one-sided smile, Deorisfled in search of Domaris, her young mind filled with
entangled words: Black-robes, life, death, apostasy—whatever that was—torture, Domaristo bear a
son. . . . Kaleidoscopic images twisted and glimmered in her dismayed young mind, and she burst
bresthlesdy into their gpartments.

Domariswas supervising the dave women as they folded and sorted clean garments. The room was
filled with afternoon sunlight and the fragrance of fresh, smooth linens. The women—little dark women,
with braided hair and the piquant features of the pygmy race of the Temple daves—chattered in birdlike
trillsastheir diminutive brown bodies moved and pattered restlesdy around thetall girl who stood in their
midst, gently directing them and ligtening to their shrill little voices.

Domarissloose hair moved smoothly upon her shoulders as she turned, questioning, toward the door.
"Deorisl At thishour! Is Micon—7?" She broke off, and turned to an older woman; not adave, but one
of the townspeople who was her persona attendant. " Continue with this, Elara," Domaris requested
gently, then beckoned Deoristo her. She caught her breath at sght of the child'sface. "Y ou're crying,
Deorid What isthe matter?"

"No!" Deorisdenied, raisng aflushed but tearlessface. "l jus—haveto tel you something—"

"Wait, not here. Come—" She drew Deorisinto the inner room where they dept, and looked again at
the girl's flushed cheeks with dismay. "What are you doing here at thishour? IsMicon ill? Or—" She
stopped, unable to voice the thought that tortured her, unable even to define it clearly in her own mind.

Deoris shook her head. Now, facing Domaris herself, she hardly knew how to begin. Shakily, she said,
"Micon and Rgastawere talking about you . . . they said—"

"Deorisl Hush!" Shocked, Domaris put out a hand to cover the too-eager lips. "'Y ou must never tell me
what you hear among the Priestsl”

Deoristwigted free, stinging under the implied rebuke. "But they talked right in front of me, they both
knew | wasthere! And they were talking about you, Domaris. Micon said that you—"



"Deorid"

Before her sster's blazing eyes, the child knew this was one of those rare occasions when she dared not
disobey. She looked sulkily down at thefloor.

Domaris, distressed, |ooked at the bent head of her little Sster. "Deoris, you know that a scribe must
never repest anything that is said among the Priests. That isthefirgt rule you should have learned!™

"Oh, leave me done!™ Deoris blurted out wrathfully, and ran from the room, her throat tight with angry

sobs, driven by afear she could neither control nor concedl. What right had Micon—what right had
Rajasta—it wasn't right, none of it wasright, and if Domariswouldn't even listen, what could she do?

Deoris had no sooner |eft the library than Rgjastaturned to Micon. "This matter must be brought to
Rivedals attention.”

Micon sighed wearily. "Why?Who is Riveda?'

"The First Adept of the Grey-robes. Thistouches him.”

Micon moved his head negatively. "I would rather not disturb him with—"

"It must be s0, Micon. Those who progtitute legitimate magic into foul sorcery must reckon with the
Guardians of what they defile, ese they will wresk havoc on usdl, and more than we can undo, perhaps.
It iseasy to say, asyou say, 'L et them reap what they sow'—and abitter harvest it will be, | have no
doubt! But what of those they have injured? Would you leave them free to torture others?'

Micon looked away, silenced, and his blind eyes moved randomly. Rgastadid not like the idea of what
visonswerein the Atlantean's mind then.

At last, Micon forced asmile, and akind of laugh. "I thought | was to be the teacher, and you the pupil!
But you areright,” he murmured. Still, there was a very human protest in hisvoice as he added, "I dread
it, though. The questioning. And dl theredt. . . ."

"I would spare yov, if | could.”

Micon signed. "I know. Let it be asyou will. I—I only hope Deoris did not hear al we said! | had
forgotten the child wasthere.”

"And | never saw her. The scribes are pledged to silence about what they hear, of course—but Deorisis
young, and it is hard for mere babies to keep their tonguesin silence. Deorisl That child!™



The weary exasperation in Rgastas voice prompted Micon to ask, in some puzzlement, "Y ou didike
her?'

"No, no," Rgjasta hastened to reassure him. "I love her, much as| love Domaris. In fact | often think
Deoristhe more brilliant of the two; but it isonly cleverness. Shewill never be so—socompl ete as
Domaris. She lacks—patience. Steadfastnessis not Deorissvirtue!™

"Come now," Micon dissented, "1 have been much with her, and found her to be very patient, and
helpful. Also kind and tactful aswell. And | would say that sheismore brilliant than Domaris. But sheis
only achild, and Domarisis—" Hisvoicetrailed off aruptly, and he smiled. Then, recaling himsdlf,
"Mugt | meet this—Riveda?'

"It would be best, | think," Rajastareplied. About to say more, the Priest stopped and bent to peer
closdy a Micon'sface. The degpening lines he saw etched there made the Priest turn and summon a
servant from the hdl. "1 go to Rivedanow," Rajasta said as the servant approached. "Guide Lord Micon
to his gpartments.”

Micon yielded gracefully enough—but as Rgjasta watched him go, the musclesin hisface were tight with
worry and doubt. He had heard that the Atlanteans held the Grey-robesin akind of reverence that
bordered on worship—and this was understandable, in away, when one considered theillnesses and
disease that constantly troubled the Sea Kingdoms. The Grey-robes had done wonderstherein
controlling plague and pestilence. . . . Rgjasta had not expected Micon to react in quite thisway,
however.

Rgastadismissed hisfaint misgivings swiftly. It could only be for the best. Rivedawas the greatest of
their Healers, and might be able to help Micon where Rgjasta could not; that, perhaps, was why the
Atlantean was disturbed. After all, Rgastathought,Micon is of a noble lineage; despite his humility,
he has pride. And if a Grey-robe tells himto rest more, he will have to listen!

Turning, Rg asta strode from the room, his white robes making s bilant whispers about hisfeet. Even
before this, Rgjasta had heard the rumors of forbidden rituals among the Grey-robes, of Black-clad
sorcerers who worked in secret with the old and evil forces at the heart of nature, forces that took no
heed of humanity and made their usersless human by degrees.

The Priest paused in the hall and shook his head, wonderingly. Could it be Micon believed those rumors,
and feared Riveda would open the way for the Black-robes to recapture him? Well, once they had met,
any such doubtswould surely melt away. Y es, surely Riveda, First Adept among the Grey-robes, was
best fitted to handle this problem. Rgjastadid not doubt, either, that justice would be done. He knew
Riveda

His mind made up, Rgasta strode down the hallway, through a covered passageway and into another
building, where he paused before a certain door. He knuckled the wood in three firm and evenly-spaced
knocks.



IV

The Magician Rivedawas abig man, tdler even than thetall Rgasta; firmly-knit and muscular, his broad
shoulders|ooked, and were, strong enough to throw down abull. In his cowled robe of rough gray
frieze, Rivedawasalittle larger than life as he turned from contemplation of the darkling sky.

"Lord Guardian," he greeted, courteoudy, "what urgency bringsyou to me?"

Rgasta said nothing, but continued to study the other man quietly for amoment. The cowl, flung loose
on Rivedas shoulders, revedled abig head, set well on athick neck and topped with masses of
close-clipped fair hair—silver-gilt hair, astrange color above astranger face. Riveda was not of the true
Priest's Caste, but a Northman from the kingdom of Zaiadan; his rough-hewn features were an atavism
from aruder age, standing out strangely in contrast to the more delicate, chisdlled lineaments of the
Priest's Caste.

Under Rgjagtas silent, intense scrutiny, Riveda flung back his head and laughed. "The need must be
grest indeed!”

Ragasta curbed hisirritation—Riveda had dways had the power to exasperate him—and answvered, ina
level voice that sobered the Adept, " Ahtarrath has sent a son to our Temple; the Prince Micon. Hewas
apprehended by Black-robes, tortured, and blinded—to the end that he serve their Illusion. | am cometo
tell you: look to your Order."

Thefrigid blue of Riveda's eyes was darkened with troubled shadows. "1 knew nothing of this" he said.
"I have been deep in study . . . | do not doubt your word, Rgjasta, but what could the Hidden Ones hope
to achieve?'

Rajasta hesitated. "What do you know of the powers of Ahtarrath?”

Rivedas browslifted. "Almost nothing," he said frankly, "and even that littleis no more than rumor. They
say that certain of that lineage can bring rain from reluctant clouds and |oose the lightning—that they ride
the storm-wrack, and that sort of thing." He smiled, sardonic. "No one hastold me how they doiit, or
why, and so | have reserved judgment, so far.”

"The powers of Ahtarrath are very red," said Rgjasta. "The Black-robes sought to divert that power
to—aspiritua whoredom. Their object, his apostasy and—serviceto their demons.”

Rivedas eyes narrowed. "And?’

"They failed," Rgastasaid tersdly. "Micon will die—but only when he chooses." Rgjastals face was
impassve, but Riveda, skilled in detecting involuntary betrayas, could see the sgns of emotion. "Blinded
and broken as he is—the Releaser of Man will not conquer until Micon willsit. Heisa—a Cup of Light!"

Rivedanodded, atrifleimpatiently. "So your friend would not serve the Dark Shrine, and they sought to
force apogtasy upon him?Hmm. . . . itispossible. . . | could admire this prince of Ahtarrath,” Riveda
murmured, "if al you say istrue. He must be, indeed, aman." The Grey-robe's stern face relaxed for a
moment in asmile; then the lips were harshly curled again. I will find the truth of this business, Rgjasta;
bdieveme."



"That | knew," said Rgasta smply, and the eyes of the two men met and locked, with mutud respect.
"I will need to question Micon."
"Come to methen, at the fourth hour from now," Rgjastasaid, and turned to go.

Riveda detained him with agesture. "Y ou forget. Theritua of my Order requires me to make certain
lengthy preparations. Only when—"

"I have not forgotten,” said Rgastacoally, "but this matter is urgent; and you have some leeway in such
cases”" With this, Rgastahurried away.

Riveda stood |ooking at the closed door, troubled, but not by Rejastals arrogance; one expected such
things of the Guardians, and circumstances generaly judtified them.

There were dways—would always be, Riveda suspected—a few Magicians who could not be
restrained from dabbling in the black and forbidden arts of the past; and Riveda knew al too well that his
Order was automeatically suspected in any Temple disturbance. It had been foolish to submerge himsdf in
study, leaving the lesser Adeptsto govern the Grey-robes, now even the innocent might suffer for the
folly and cruelty of afew.

Fools, wor se than fool s, Riveda thought, that they did not confine their hell's play to persons of no
importance! Or, having dared so high, fools not to make certain their victims did not escape alive
to carry tales!

Riveda's austere face was grim and ruthless as he swiftly gathered up and stored away the gented clutter
of the studies which had so long preoccupied him.

It was, indeed, timeto seeto his Order.

In acorner of theroom set aside for Rgjastals administrative work, the Arch-Priest Talkannon sat
quietly, for the moment apparently atogether detached from humanity and its concerns. Besde him
Domaris stood, motionless, and with sidelong glances watched Micon.

The Atlantean had refused a seet, and stood leaning against atable. Micon's stillness was uncanny—a
schooled thing that made Rgjasta uneasy. He knew what it concealed. With athoughtful frown, Rgjasta
turned his gaze away and saw, beyond the window, the grey-robed figure of Riveda, eadily identifiable
even a adistance, striding along the pathway toward them.



Without moving, Micon said, "Who comes?

Rajasta started. The Atlantean's perceptivity was a continuing source of wonder to him; athough blind,
Micon had discerned what neither Takannon nor Domaris had noticed.

"ItisRiveda, isit not?' Micon said, before Rgjasta could reply.

Takannon raised his head, but he did not speak. Riveda entered, saluting the Priests carelesdy but with
enough courtesy. Domaris, of course, was ignored completely. She had never seen Riveda before, and
now drew back in something like wonder. Her eyes met the Adept's for amoment; then she quickly
lowered her heed, fighting unreasoning fear and immediate didike. In an instant she knew that she could
hate this man who had never harmed her—and aso that she must never betray the least Sign of that
hatred.

Micon, touching Rivedas fingerslightly with hisown, thought, This man could go far. . . . Yetthe
Atlantean was a so uneasy, without knowing why.

"Wecome, Lord of Ahtarrath,” Rivedawas saying, with an easy deference devoid of ceremony. "I
deeply regret that | did not know, before—" He stopped, and his thoughts, running in deep channels,
surfaced suddenly. This man was signed to Desth; signed and sedled. It spokein everything about Micon:
the fitfully-fanned, forced strength; the dow, careful movements; the banked fires of hiswill; the
deliberate hushanding of energy—all this, and the dmost-trand ucence of Micon'sthin body, proclaimed
that this man had no strength to spare. And yet, equaly clearly, the Atlantean was an Adept—as the high
Mysteries made Adepts.

Riveda, with histhirgt for knowledge and the power that was knowledge, fet a strange mixture of envy
and regret.What terrible waste! he thought. This man would better serve himself—and hisideals —
by turning to Light's darker aspects! Light and Dark, after al, were but balanced manifestations of the
Whole. There was akind of strength to be wrested from the struggle with Degth that the Light could
never show or grant. . . .

Micon's greetings were meaningless sounds, forms of polite speech, and Riveda attended them with half
an ear; then, amazed and dishdieving, the Grey-robe realized just what Micon was saying.

"l wasincautious." The Atlantean's resonant voice rang loud in the closed room. "What happened to me
isof no importance. But therewas, and is, one who must return to the Way of Light. Find my
half-brother if you can. Asfor the res—I could not, now, point out the guilty to you. Nor would 1."
Micon made adight gesture of findity. "There shall be no vengeance taken! The deed carriesitsown

pendty.”

Riveda shook his head. "My Order must be cleansed.”

"That isfor you to decide. | can give you no help." Micon smiled, and for thefirst time Rivedafelt the
outpouring warmth of the man. Micon turned his head dightly toward Domaris. "What say you,
light-crowned?' he asked, while Riveda and Talkannon stood scandalized at this apped to amere
Acolyte—and awoman at that!

"You areright,” Domaris said dowly, "but Rivedaisright, too. Many students come here in search of
knowledge. If sorcery and torture go unpunished, then evil-doersthrive.”

"And what say you, my brother?' Micon demanded of Rgjasta. Riveda felt a surge of envious



resentment; he too was Adept, Initiate, yet Micon claimed no spiritua kinship with him!

"Domarisiswise, Micon." Rgastal's hand closed very gently on the Atlantean'sthin arm. " Sorcery and
torture defile our Temple. Duty demands that others must not face the peril you have tasted.”

Micon sighed, and with ahelpless gesture said, "Y ou are the judges, then. But | have, now, no way of
knowing thoseinvolved. . . . They took us at the seawall, treating us with courtesy, and lodged us among
Grey-robes. At nightfall we wereled to acrypt, and certain things demanded of us under threet of torture
and death. Werefused. . . ." A peculiar smile crossed the lean, dark features. Micon extended his
emaciated hands. "Y ou can seether threats were no idle ones. And my haf-brother—" He broke off
again, and there was a brief, sorrowful slence before Micon said, dmost in extenuation, "Heislittle more
than aboy. And him they could use, although not fully. I broke free from them for amoment, before they
bound me, and ripped the mask from one face. And so—" abrief pause, "l saw nothing more. After
that—Iater, much later | think—I was freed; and men of kindliness, who knew me not, brought meto
Takannon's house, where | was reunited with my servants. | know not what tale was told to account for
me." He paused, then added quietly, "Talkannon hastold methat | wasill for along time. Certainly there
isaperiod which iswhally blank to me."

Takannon'siron grip forced quiet on his daughter.

Riveda stood, with clasped hands, looking a Micon in thoughtful silence; then asked, "How long ago
wasthis?'

Micon shrugged, amost embarrassed. "1 have no idea. My wounds were healed—what healing was
possible—when | awakened in Takannon's house.”

Takannon, who had said amost nothing so far, now broke his slence and said heavily, "He was brought
to me, by commoners—fishermen, who said they found him lying on the shore, insensible and dmost
naked. They knew him for aPriest by the ornaments he still wore about histhroat. | questioned them.
They knew nothing more.”

"Youquestioned!" Riveda's scorn was withering. "How do you know they told truth?"

Takannon's voice lashed, whiplike and stern: "'l could not, after dl, question them under torture!™

"Enough of this" Rgjasta pleaded, for Micon was trembling.

Rivedabit off hisremarks unvoiced and turned to Micon. "Tell me more of your brother, at least.”

"Heisonly my haf-brother,” Micon replied, abit hesitant. Gone now was the uncanny sillness; his
twisted, strengthless fingerstwitched faintly at his sdes, and he leaned more heavily againgt the table.
"Reio-taishisname. Heis many years younger than I, but in looks we are not—were not—very
dissmilar." Micon'swordstrailed away, and he wavered where he stood.

"I will dowhat | can," said Riveda, with a sudden and surprising gentleness. "If | had been told
before—I cannot say how much | regret—" The Grey-robe bowed his head, maddened by the futility of
hiswords. "After solong, | can promise nothing—"

"And | ask nothing, Lord Riveda. | know you will do what you must. But | beg you—do not ask for my

ad inyour—invegtigations." Micon's voice was an apology beyond words, "I have not the strength; nor
could | be of much use, having now no way to—"



Riveda straightened, scowling: the intent look of apractica man. ™Y ou told me you saw oneface.
Describehim!™

Everyonein the room bent dightly toward Micon, waiting. The Atlantean drew himsdlf erect and said
clearly, "That isasecret which shall diewith me. | have said,there will be no vengeance taken! "

Takannon settled back in his seat with asigh, and Domariss face betrayed her conflicting emotions.
Rgastadid not question Micon even in hismind; of them al he knew the Atlantean best and had cometo
accept Micon's attitude, athough he did not redlly agree.

Riveda scowled fiercely. "I beg you to reconsider, Lord Micon! | know your vows forbid you to teke
vengeance for your persond hurt, but—" He clenched hisfists. "Are you not aso under oath to protect
othersfrom evil?'

Micon, however, wasinflexible. "1 have said that | will not spesk or testify."”

"So beit!" Rivedas voice was hitter. "1 cannot force you to spesk against your will. For the honor of my
Order, | mugt investigate—but be sure| shal not trouble you again!™

The anger in Rivedas voice penetrated deep; Micon Sumped, leaning heavily on Rgasta, who instantly
forgot dl else and helped the Atlantean into the seet he had previoudy refused.

Swift pity dawned in the stern features of the Adept of the Grey-robes. Riveda could be gracious when
it suited him, and his urge now wasto conciliate. "If | have offended, Lord Micon,” he said earnestly, "let
this excuse me: thisthing that has befalen you touches the honor of my Order, which | must guard as
carefully asyou guard your vows. | would root out this nest of evil birds—feather, wing, and egg! Not
for you aone, but for al who will follow you to our Templ€s doors.”

"With thoseams| can sympathize" Micon said, amost humbly, hisblind eyes staring up at Riveda.
"What means you employ are none of my affair." He sighed, and his drawn nerves seemed to relax a
little. Perhaps no one there except the abnormally sengitive Domaris had known how much the Atlantean
had dreaded thisinterview. Now, at least, he knew that Riveda himself had not been among his
tormentors. Tensed to this possibility, and prepared to conced it if it had been o, relief left him limp with
weariness. "My thanks are worth nothing, Lord Riveda," he said, "but accept my friendship with them.”

Riveda clasped the racked fingersin hisown, very lightly, secretly examining them with aHeder'seyeto
see how long they had been healed. Riveda's hands were big and hard, roughened by manua work done
in childhood, yet sengitive as Micon's own. The Atlantean felt that Riveda's hands held some strong force
chained—a defiant strength harnessed and made powerful. The strengths of the two Initiates met; but
even the briefest contact with so much vitality was too much for Micon, and swiftly he withdrew his hand,
his face ashen-pale. Without another word, trembling with the effort to seem calm, Micon turned and
went toward the door.

Rgastatook a step to follow, then stopped, obeying some inaudible command that said, plainly,No.



VI

Asthe door scraped shut, Rgjasta turned to Riveda. "Well?!

Riveda stood, looking down at his hands, frowning. Uneasily, he said, "The man isaraw, open channd
of power."

"What do you mean?" Takannon demanded roughly.

"When our handstouched,” Riveda said, aimost muttering, "I could feel the vital strength leaving me; he
seemed to draw it forth from me—"

Rajasta and Takannon stared at the Grey-robe in dismay. What Riveda described was a secret of the
Priest's Caste, invoked only rarely and with infinite caution. Rgjastafelt unreasoningly infuriated: Micon
had refused such aid from him, with adefiniteness that |eft no room for argument. . . . Abruptly, Rgjasta
redized that Riveda had not the dightest understanding of what had happened.

The Grey-robe's harsh whisper sounded amost frightened. "1 think he knew it too—he drew away from
me, he would not touch me again.”

Tadkannon said hoarsdly, " Say nothing of this, Rivedal™

"Fear not—" Uncharacterigtically, Riveda covered hisface with his hands and shuddered as he turned
away from them. "I could not—could not—I wastoo stirong, | could havekilled him!"

Domariswas till leaning againgt her father, her face aswhite as Takannon's robes; her free hand
gripped the table o tautly that the knuckles were white knots.

Tdkannon jerked up hishead. "What alsyou, girl!"
Rajadta, his stern self-control reasserted at once, turned to her in concern. "Domaris! Areyouill, child?"

"l—no," shefaltered. "But Micon—" Her face suddenly streamed with tears. She broke away from her
father and fled the room.

They watched her go, nonplussed; the room was oppressively silent. At last Riveda crossed the room
and closed the door she had eft open in her flight, remarking, with sarcastic asperity, "l note acertain
lack of decorum among your Acolytes, Rgasta.”

For once Rgjastawas not offended by Riveda's acerbic manner. "Sheisbut agirl,” he said mildly. "This
isharsh busness”

"Yes" said Riveda heavily. "Let usbegin it, then." Fixing hisice-blue eyes on Takannon, the Adept
proceeded to question the Arch-Administrator with terse indgstence, demanding the names of the
fishermen who had "discovered” Micon, thetimewhen it dl had happened, probing for the smallest
revealing circumstance, the haf-forgotten details that might prove significant. He had hoped to fuse
overlooked hits of information into a cohesive basisfor further investigation. He learned, however, little



more than he had known aready.

The Grey-robe's cross-examination of Rgjastawas even less productive, and Riveda, whose temper
was at the best of times uncertain, at last grew angry and amost shouted, "Can | work inthe dark! Y ou'd
make me ablind man, too!"

Y &t, even as his bafflement and irritation ignited, Rivedaredized that he had truly plumbed the limits of
their knowledge of the matter. The Adept flung back hishead, asif to achallenge. "So, then! If Priests of
Light cannot illuminate this mystery for me, | must learn to see black shapes moving in utter blackness™
Heturned to go, saying over his shoulder, "I thank you for the chance to refine my perceptions”

VII

In his secluded apartments, Micon lay stretched on his narrow bed, hisface hidden in hisarms, bresthing
dowly and with ddliberation. Rivedas vitdity, flooding in through Micon's momentary incaution, had
disturbed the precarious control he held over his body, and the surging imbal ance |ft the Atlantean
dumbly, rigidly terrified. It was paradoxical that whét, in alesscritical Situation, would have speeded
Micon's recovery, in thisinstance threatened him with atotal relapse, or worse. He was amost too weak
to master thisinflux of strength!

Micon found himsdf thinking, with grim sureness, that hisinitid torture and what he suffered now were
only the preliminaries of along-drawn-out and bitter punishment—and for what? Resisting evil!

Priest though he was, Micon was young enough to be bitterly bewildered.Integrity, hethought, ina
sudden fury,is far too expensive a luxury! But he arrested the questing feders of this mood, knowing
such thoughts for a sending of the Dark Ones, ingnuating further sacrilege through the pinholes that their
tortures had opened. Desperatdly, he fought to still the menta rebellion that would diminish the
aready-fading control he barely held, and must keep, over his body's torment.

Ayear. | thought | could bear thisfor a year!

Y et he had work to finish, come what might. He had made certain promises, and must keep them. He
had accepted Rajasta as disciple. And there was Domaris.Domaris . . .

Chapter Five



[HE NIGHT OF THE
ZENITH

The night sky was adlent vault of blues piled up on blues, purple hegped high on indigo, dusted with a
sprinkle of just-blossoming stars. A tenuous luminescence, too dim for starlight, too wispy for any light
belonging to earth, hovered faintly around the moonless path; by its glimmer Rgjastamoved unerringly,
and Micon, a hissde, walked with aquiet deliberation that missed no step.

"But why go weto the Star Field tonight, Rgjasta?’

"Tonight—I thought | had told you—is the night when Caratra, the Star of the Woman, touchesthe
Zenith. The Twelve Acolyteswill scan the heavens, and each will interpret the omens according to their
capability. It should interest you." Regjastasmiled at his companion. "Domariswill bethere, and, | expect,
her sster. She asked meto bring you." Taking Micon's arm, he guided the Atlantean gently asthe path
began to ascend therim of ahill.

"I shdl enjoy it." Micon amiled, without the twist of pain that so frequently marred hisfeatures. Where
Domariswas, was forgetfulness; he was not so constantly braced. She had somehow the ability to give
him astrength that was not wholly physical, the overflowing of her own abundant vitaity. He wondered if
thiswere deliberate; that she was capable of just such outpouring generosity, he never doubted. Her
gentleness and graciousness were like a gift of the Gods. He knew she was beautiful, with afaculty that
went beyond seeing.

Rajastas eyes were sad. He loved Domaris, how dearly, he had never realized until now, when he saw
her peace threatened. This man, whom Rgjasta dso loved, waked ever more closdly with degth; the
emotion he sensed between Micon and Domaris was afragile and lovely thing to hold such seeds of grief.
Rajadta, too, knew that Domaris would give so generoudy asto rob hersdlf. He would not and could not
forbid, but he was saddened by the inevitable end he foresaw with such clarity.

Micon said, with arestraint that gave point to hiswords, "I am not wholly selfish, my brother. | too can
see something of the coming struggle. Y et you know, too, that my line must be carried on, lest the Divine
Purpose dtrive against too great odds. That is not pride.” He trembled, asif with cold, and Rgjastawas
quick to support him with an unobtrusive arm.

"I know," said the Priest of Light, "we have discussed this often. The causeisaready in motion, and we
must ensure that it does not turn againgt us. All this| understand. Try not to think of it, tonight. Come, it is
not far now," he assured. Rgjasta had seen Micon when he surrendered to his pain, and the memory was
not agood one.

To eyes accustomed to the starshine, the Star Field was a place of ethereal beauty. The sky hovered like
folded wings, brushed with the twinklings of numberless stars; the sweet fragrance of the breathing earth,
the rumor of muted talk, and the deep velvet of black shadows, made dreamy fantasy around them, asif



aharsh word would dissolve the whole scene and |eave an emptiness.
Raastasaid inalow tone, "It is—beyond words—Ilovely."
"l know." Micon'sdark unquiet face held momentary torment. "'l fed it."

Domaris, her pale robes gleaming silver asif with frost, seemed to drift toward them. "Come and sit with
us, Teachersof Wisdom," sheinvited, and drew Deoris closdly against her.

"Gratefully," Rgastaanswered, and led Micon after thetal and lovely shape.

Deoris abruptly freed hersdf from the arm that encircled her waist, and came to Micon, her dender
immaturity blending into the fantastic imagery of the place and the hour.

"Little Deoris," the Atlantean said, with akindly smile.

The child, with a shy audacity, tucked her hand into hisarm. Her own smilewas blissful and yet,
somehow, protective; the dawning woman in Deoris frankly took notice of al that the wiser Domaris
dared not admit that she saw.

They stopped beside alow, sweet-smelling shrub that flowered whitely against the night, and Domaris
sat down, flinging her cloak of slver gossamer from her shoulders. Deoris pulled Micon carefully down
between them, and Rgjasta seated himself beside his Acolyte.

"Y ou have watched the stars, Domaris; what see you there?"

"Lord Rgasta," the girl said formally, "Caratra takes a strange position tonight, a conjunction with the
Harpist and the Scythe. If | wereto interpret it . . ." She hesitated, and turned her face up to the sky once
again. "Sheis opposed by the Serpent,” Domaris murmured. "l would say—that awoman will open a
door to evil, and awoman will bar it. The same woman; but it is another woman'sinfluence that makesit
possible to bar the door." Domariswas slent again for amoment, but before her companions could
peak, shewent on, "A child will be born; onethat will Srealineto check thisevil, forever."

With an unguarded movement, the first one anyone had seen him make, Micon caught clumsily at her
shoulders, "The stars say that?' he demanded hoarsdly.

Domaris met his unseeing eyesin an uneasy slence, dmost glad for once of hisblindness. "Yes" she
said, her voice controlled but husky. "Caratra nears the Zenith, and her Lady, Aderes, attends her. The
Seven Guardians ring her about—protecting her not only from the Serpent but the Black Warrior,
El-cherkan, that threatens from the Scorpion'sclaws. . ."

Micon relaxed, and for a gpace of minutes |eaned weakly againgt her. Domaris held him gently, letting
him rest againgt her breast, and in a conscious impulse poured her own strength into him. 1t was done
unobtrusively, gracioudy, in response to a need that was imperative, and in the ingtinctive act she placed
hersdlf in rapport with Micon. The vistas that opened to her from the Initiate's mind were something far
and away beyond her experience or imaginings, Acolyte of the Mysteries though she was; the depth and
surety of his perceptions, the profundity of his awvareness, filled her with areverence she was never to
lose; and his enduring courage and force of purpose moved her to something like worship. The very
limitations of the man proclaimed hisinnate humanity, hisimmense humility blending with akind of pride
which obliterated the usua meaning of theword. . . . She saw the schooled contral inhibiting emotions
which would have made another savage or rebdlious—and suddenly she started. Shewasforemost in his



thoughts! A hot blush, visible even in the starlight, spread over her face.

She pulled out of the rapport quickly, but with a gentlenessthat |eft no hurt around the sudden vacancy.
The thought she had surprised was so delicately lovely that she felt halowed, but it had been so much his
ownthat shefelt addiciousguilt a having glimpsad it.

With a comprehending regret, Micon drew himsdf away from her. He knew she was confused; Domaris
was not given to speculation about her effect upon men.

Deoris, watching with mingled bewilderment and resentment, broke the filmy connection that il
remained. "Lord Micon, you havetired yoursaf," she accused, and spread her woolly cloak on the grass
for him.

Rajasta added, "Rest, my brother.”

"It was but amoment's weakness," Micon murmured, but he let them have their way, content to lie back
beside Domaris, and after amoment he felt her warm hand touch his, with afeather-soft clasp that
brought no pain to hiswrecked fingers.

Rajagta's face was a benediction, and seeing it, Deoris swallowed hard.What's happening to Domaris?
Her sster was changing before her eyes, and Deoris, clinging to what had been the one securething in
the fluid world of the Temple, was suddenly terrified. For amoment she dmost hated Micon, and
Rajagtas evident acceptance of the situation infuriated her. She raised her eyes, full of angry tears, and
dared fiercely at the blurring stars.

A new voice spoke aword of casua greeting, and Deoris started and turned, shivering with a strange
and unfamiliar excitement, haf attraction and half fascinated fear.Riveda! Already keyed to afever pitch
of nervousness, Deoris shrank away asthe dark shadow fell across them, blotting out the starlight. The
man was uncanny; she could not look away.

Rivedas courtly, dmost ritudistic salute included them al, and he dropped to a seet on the grass. " So,
you watch the starswith your Acolytes, Rgjasta? Domaris, what say the stars of me?' The Adept's voice,
even muted in courteousinquiry, seemed to mock at custom and petty ritua alike.

Domaris, with alittle frown, came back to her immediate surroundings with some effort. She spoke with
afrigid politeness. "I am no reader of fortunes, Lord Riveda Should they speek of you?”

"Of measwdl asany other,” retorted Rivedawith aderisivelaugh. "Or asill . . . Come, Deoris, and Sit

by e’



Thelittle girl looked longingly a Domaris, but no one spoke or looked at her forbiddingly, and so she
rose, her short, close-girdled frock a shimmer of starry blue about her, and went to Riveda's side. The
Adept smiled as she sitled in the grass beside him.

"Tdl usatde, little scribe” he said, only haf in earnest. Deoris shook her head bashfully, but Riveda
perssted. "Sing for us, then. | have heard you—your voice is Svedt.”

The child's embarrassment became acute; she pulled her hand from Rivedas, shaking her dark curls
over her eyes. Still no one came to the rescue of her confusion, and Micon said softly in the darkness,
"Will you not sing, my little Deoris? Rgasta al o has spoken of your sweet voice.

A request from Micon was so rare athing, it could not be refused. Deorissaid timidly, "I will sing of the
Seven Watchers—if Lord Rgastawill chant the verse of the Fdling.”

Raastalaughed doud. "I, sng? My voice would startle the Watchers from the skyagain, my child!"

"I will chant it," said Rivedawith abrupt findity. "Sing, Deoris," he repeated, and thistime there was that
in hisvoice which compdled her.

The girl hugged her thin knees, tilted her face skyward, and began to sing, in aclear and quiet soprano
that mounted, like athread of smoky slver, toward the hushed stars:

On a night long ago, forgotten,
Seven wer e the Watchers
Watching from the Heavens,
Watching and fearful
On a black day when
Sarseft their places,
Watching the Black Sar of Doom.
Seven the Watchers,

Sealing a-tiptoe,

Seven stars stealing
Softly from their places,
Under the cover

Of the shielding sky.

The Black Star hovers

Slent in the shadows,
Sealing through the shadows,
Waiting for the fall of Night;
Over the mountain,

Hanging, hovering,

Darkly, araven

In a crimson cloud.

Softly the Seven

Fall like shadows,
Sar-shadows, blotted
In starless sunlight!



In a flaming shower,
Seven starsfalling
Black on the Black Star of Doom!

Others who had gathered on the Star Field to observe the omens, attracted by the song, drew nearer,
hushed and appreciative. Now Riveda's deep and resonant baritone took up a stern and rhythmic chant,
spinning an undercurrent of weird harmonies benegth the silvery treble of Deoris.

The mountain trembles!
Thunder shakes the sunset,
Thunder at the summit!

As the Seven Watchers

Fall in showers,
Sar-showersfalling,
Flaming comets falling
On the Black Sar!

The Ocean shakes in torment,
Mountains break and crumble!
Drowned liesthe Dark Sar
And Doomsday is dead!

In amuted, bal-like voice, Deoris chanted the lament:

Seven starsfallen,

Fallen from the heavens,

Fallen from the sky-crown,
Drowned where the Black Sar fell!

Manoah the Merciful, Lord of Brightness,
Raised up the drowned ones,

The Black Star he banished

For endless ages,

Till he shall risein light.

The Seven Good Watchers

Heraised in brightness.

Crowning the mountain,

High above the Sar-mountain,
Shine the Seven Watchers,

The Seven Guardians

Of the Earth and Sky.



The song died in the night; alittle whispering wind murmured and was sill. Thefolk that had geathered,
some Acolytes and one or two Priests, made sounds of approval, and drifted away again, speakingin
Soft voices.

Micon lay motionless, his hand gtill clagped in Domarissfingers. Rgjasta brooded thoughtfully, watching
these two he loved so much, and it wasfor him asif therest of theworld did not exist.

Rivedainclined his head to Deoris, hisharsh and atavitic features softened in the starlight and shadows.
"Y our voiceislovely; would we had such asinger in the Grey Temple! Perhaps one day you may sing
there”

Deoris muttered formalities, but frowned. The men of the Grey-robe sect were highly honored in the
Temple, but their women were something of amystery. Under strange and secret vows, they were
scorned and shunned, referred to contemptuously as sgji—though the meaning of the word was not
known to Deoris, it had a bleak and awful sound. Many of the Grey-robe women were recruited from
the commoners, and some were the children of daves; thisin greet part accounted for their being shunned
by the wives and daughters of the Priest's Caste. The suggestion that Deoris, daughter of the
Arch-Adminigtrator Talkannon, might choose to join the condemned sgji so angered the child that she
cared little for Rivedas compliment to her snging.

The Adept only smiled, however. His charm flowed out to surround her again and he said, softly. "As
your sster istoo tired to advise me, Deoris, perhaps you would interpret the stars for me?”

Deorisflushed crimson, and gazed upward intently, mustering her few scraps of knowledge. "A powerful
man—or something in masculine form—threatens—some feminine function, through the force of the
Guardians. An old evil—either has been or will be revived—" She stopped, aware that the others were
looking at her. Abashed at her own presumption, Deoris et her gaze fell downward once more; her
hands twisted nervoudly in her lap. "But that can have little to do with you, Lord Riveda," she murmured,
amogt inaudibly.

Raasta chuckled. "1t isgood enough, child. Use what knowledge you have. Y ou will learn more, asyou
grow older."

For some reason, the indulgent tolerance in Rgjasta's voice annoyed Riveda, who had felt some
agtonishment at the sengtivity with which this untaught child had interpreted a pattern ominous enough to
challenge atrained seer. That she had doubtless heard the others discussing the omens that beset Caratra
made little difference, and Riveda said sharply, "Perhaps, Rgasta, you can—"

But the Adept never finished his sentence. The stocky, heavy-set figure of the Acolyte Arvath had cast
its shadow across them.



"Thegtory goes" Arvath said lightly, “that the Prophet of the Star-mountain lectured in the Temple
before the Guardians when he had not told his twelfth year; so you may well listen to the least among
you." Theyoung Acolyte sounded amused as he bowed formaly to Rgjastaand Micon. " Sons of the
Sun, we are honored in your presence. And yours, Lord Riveda." He leaned to twitch one of Deoris's
ringlets. "Do you now seek to be a Prophetess, puss?' He turned to the other girl, saying, "Wasit you
singing, Domaris?'

"It was Deoris," said Domaris curtly, ruffled. Was she never to be free of Arvath's continua surveillance?

Arvath frowned, seeing that Micon was till dmost in Domarissarms. Domariswas hisl Micon was an
intruder and had no right between aman and his betrothed! Arvath's jealousy kept him from thinking very
clearly, and he clenched hisfigs, furious with suppressed desire and the sense of injustice. I'll teach this
presumptuous stranger his manners!

Arvath sat down beside them, and with a decisive movement encircled Domarisswaist with hisarm. At
least he could show thisintruder that he was treading on forbidden ground! In atone that was perfectly
audible, but sounded intimate and soft, he asked her, "Were you waiting long for me?"

Haf-startled, half-indignant, Domaris stared at him. She was too well-bred to make a scene; her first
impulse, to push him angrily away from her, died unborn. She remained motionless, silent: she was used
to caressesfrom Arvath, but this had ajeal ous and demanding force that dismayed her.

Irked by her unresponsiveness, Arvath seized her hands and drew them away from Micon's. Domaris
gasped, freeing hersaf quickly from both of them. Micon made alittle startled sound of question as she
roseto her feet.

Asif he had not seen, Rgjagtaintervened. "What say the starsto you, young Arvath?

Thelife-long habit of immediate deference to asuperior prevailed. Arvath inclined his head respectfully
and said, "'l have not yet made any conclusions, Son of the Sun. The Lady of the Heavenswill not reach
absolute zenith before the sixth hour, and before then it is not possible to interpret correctly.”

Rajasta nodded agreeably. " Caution isavirtue of great worth,” he said, mildly, but with a pointedness
that made Arvath drop his eyes.

Riveda, predictably, chuckled; and the tension dackened, its focus diffused. Domaris dropped to the
grass again, thistime beside Ragjasta, and the old Priest put afatherly arm about her shoulders. He knew
she had been deeply disturbed—and did not blame her, even though he felt that she could have dedlt
more tactfully with both men. But Domarisis till young—too young, Rgasta thought, dmost in despair,
to become the center of such conflict!

Arvath, for his part, began to think more clearly, and relaxed. After dl, he had redlly seen nothing to
warrant hisjeaousy; and certainly Rgjasta could not permit his Acolyte to act in opposition to the
customs of the Twelve. Thus Arvath comforted himself, conveniently forgetting al customs but those he
himself wished enforced.

Most powerful, perhaps, in dleviating Arvath's anger wasthe fact that heredly liked Micon. They were,
moreover, countrymen. Soon the two were engaged in casud, friendly conversation, although Micon,



hypersensitive to Arvath's mood, answered at first with some reserve.

Domaris, no longer listening, hid hersalf from inner conflict in the earnest performance of her duty. Her
eyesfixed on the stars, her mind intently stilled to meditation, she studied the portents of the night.

Y

Gradudly, the Star Fidd quieted. One by one the little groups where the watchers clustered fell sllent;
only detached words rose now and then, curioudy unearthly, from a particularly wakeful clique of young
Priestsin afar corner of thefield. Anidle breeze stirred the waving grasses, riffled cloaks and long hair,
then dropped again; acloud drifted across the face of the star that hovered near Caratra; somewhere a
child wailed, and was hushed.

Far below them, asullen flicker of red marked where fires had been built at the sea-wall, to warn ships
from the rocks. Deoris had fallen adeep on the grass, her head on Riveda's knees and the Adept'slong
grey cloak tucked about her shoulders.

Arvath, like Domaris, sat studying the omens of the garsin ameditative trance; Micon, behind blind
eyes, pursued his own dlent thoughts. Rgjasta, for some reason unknown even to himsdlf, found hisown
gaze again and again turning to Riveda: still and motionless, his rough-cut head and sternly-straight back
risng up in ablacker blackness againgt the starshine, Riveda sat in fixed reverie for hour after hour: the
sght hypnotized Rgasta. The stars seemed to aternately fade and brighten behind the Adept. For an
instant, past, present, and future, al did together and were one to the Priest of Light. He saw Rivedas
face, thinner and more haggard, the lips set in an attitude of grim determination. The stars had vanished
utterly, but areddish-yellow, as of thousands of filmy, wind-blown strips of gossamer, danced and
twisted about the Adept.

Suddenly and brilliantly, aterrible halo of fire encircled Rivedas head. The dorje! Rgastadarted, and
with ashudder that was a once within him and without, his actua surroundings reasserted themselves. |
must have dept, hetold himsalf, shaken. That could have been no true vison! And yet, with every blink
of the Priest of Light's eyes, the awful image persisted, until Rgasta, with alittle groan, turned hisface

away.

A wind was blowing across the quiet Star Field, turning the perspiration on the Priest of Light's brow to
icy droplets as Rgjastawavered between lingering, mindless horror, and intermittent waves of reasoning
thought. The moments that passed before Rgjasta calmed himsdf were, perhaps, theworst of hislife,
moments that seemed an unending prison of time,

The Priest of Light sat, hunched over, gill unableto look in Rivedasdirection for smplefear. It could
only have been anightmare, Rgastatold himself, without much conviction. But—if it was not? Rgasta
shuddered anew at this prospect, then sternly mastered himself, forcing his keen mind to examine the
unthinkable.



| must spesk with Riveda about this, Rgjasta decided, unwillingly. I must! Surely, if it was not adream, it
ismeant for awarning—of grest danger to him. Rgjastadid not know how far Riveda had gottenin his
investigations, but perhaps—perhaps the Adept had gotten so close to the Black-robe sect that they
sought to set their hellish mark on him, and so protect themselves againgt discovery.

It can only mean that, Regjasta reassured himself, and shivered uncontrollably. Gods and spirits, protect
usdl!

With tired and deepless eyes, Domaris watched the sun rise, agilt toy in abath of pink clouds. Dawn
reddened over the Star Fidld dowly; the pale and pitiless light shone with a betraying starkness on the
faces of those who dept there.

Deorislay ill, her regular breathing not quite asnore; Rivedas cloak remained, snuggled around her,
athough Riveda himsdf had gone hours ago. Arvath sprawled wide-limbed in the grass asif deep had
gtolen up upon him like athief in the night. Domaris rediized how much like asturdy smdl boy he
looked—his dark hair tumbled around his damp forehead, his smooth cheeks glowing with the heavy,
healthy dumber of avery young man. Then her eyes returned to Micon, who aso dept, his head resting
across her knees, hishand in hers.

After Rgasta had gone away, hurrying after Rivedawith a pale and shaken look, she had returned to
Micon'sside, cardess of what Arvath might say or think. All night Domaris had felt the Atlantean'sthin
and ruined handstwitch, asif even in degp there remained an irreducible residue of pain. Once or twice,
s0 ashen and strengthless had Micon's face gppeared in the grey and ghastly light before dawn that
Domaris had bent to listen to his bresthing to be sure he till lived,; then, her own breathing hushed to
slence, shewould hear afaint Sgh, and be at once relieved and terrified—waking could only bring more
pain for this man she was beginning to adore.

At the uttermost ebb-tide of the night, Domaris had found herself haf-wishing Micon might drift out
dlently into the peace he so desired . . . and this thought had frightened her so much that she had but
barely restrained hersdf from the sudden longing to clasp him in her arms and by sheer force of love
restore hisfull vitdity. How can | be so full of life while Micon is so weak? Why, she wondered
rebelioudy, is he dying—and the devil who did thisto him still walking around securein hisown
worthlesslife?

Asif her thoughts disturbed his deegp, Micon stirred, murmuring in alanguage Domaris did not
understand. Then, with along sigh, the blind eyes opened and the Atlantean drew himself dowly upright,
reaching out with a curious gesture—and drawing his hand back in surprise as he touched her dress.

"Itis|, Micon—Domaris," she said quickly, addressing him by namefor thefirg time.



"Domaris—I remember now. | dept?’
"For hours. It isdawn."

He laughed, uneasily but with that peculiar inner mirth which never seemed to fail him. "A sorry sentry |
should make nowadayd! Isthis how vigil iskept?"

Her ingtant laughter, soft and gentle, set him at ease. "Everyone deegps after the middle hour of the night.
Youand | arelikely the only onesawake. It isvery early ill."

When he spoke again, it wasin aquieter tone, asif he feared he might wake the degpers she had
referred to so obliquely. "Isthe sky red?”

She looked at him, bemused. "Y es. Bright red.”

"| thought s0," said Micon, nodding. "Ahtarrath's sons are all seamen; weather and ssormsarein our
blood. At least | have not lost that.”

"Storms?' Domaris repeated, dubioudy glancing toward the distant, peaceful clouds.

Micon shrugged. "Perhapswe will be lucky, and it will not reech us" hesad, "but itisintheair. | fed it."

Both were slent again, Domaris suddenly shy and self-conscious at the memory of the night's thoughts,
and Micon thinking, So | have dept at her side through the night. . . . In Ahtarrath, that would amount
amost to apledge. He smiled. Perhapsthat explains Arvath'stemper, last night . . . yet intheend we
were dl at peace. She sheds peace, as aflower its perfume.

Domaris, meanwhile, had remembered Deoris, who still dept close by them, wrapped warm in Rivedas
cloak. "My little sster has dept hereinthe grassdl night,” she said. "I must wake her and send her to

Micon laughed lightly. "That seemsacurioudy pointlessexercise,”" he remarked. ™Y ou have not dept at
dl"

It was not a question, and Domaris did not try to make any answer. Before hisluminous face, she bent
her head, forgetful that the morning light could not betray her to a blind man. Loosening her fingers gently
from his, shesaid only, "I must wake Deoris.”

VI

In her dream, Deoris wandered through an endless series of caverns, following the flickering flashes of



light sparkling from the end of a strangely shaped wand held in the hand of arobed and cowled figure.
Somehow, she was not afraid, nor cold, though she knew, in away oddly detached from her senses, that
the walls and the floor of these cavernswereicy and damp. . . .

From somewhere quite nearby, afamiliar but not immediately recognizable voice was caling her name.
She came out of the dream dowly, nestling in folds of grey. "Don't,” she murmured drowsly, putting her
ringers over her face.

With tender laughter, Domaris shook the child's shoulder. "Wake up, little deepyhead!™

The half-open eyes, still dream-dark, unclosed like bewildered violets, small fingers compressed ayawn.
"Oh, Domaris, | meant to stay awake," Deoris murmured, and scrambled to her feet, ingtantly dert, the
cloak fdling from her. She bent to pick it up, holding it curioudy at arm'slength. "What'sthis? Thisisn't
ming"

Domaristook it from her hands. "It isLord Rivedas. Y ou went to deep like ababy on hislap!”
Deorisfrowned and looked sulky.

Domaristeased, "He left it, beyond doubt, so that he might see you again! Deoris! Have you found your
first lover so young?'

Deoris slamped her foot, pouting. "Why are you so mean?"

"Why, | thought that would please you," said Domaris, and merrily flung the cloak about the child's bare
shoulders.

Deoriscadt if off again, angrily. "I think youre—horrid!" shewailed, and ran away down the hill to find
the shelter of her own bed and cry herself back to deep.

Domaris sarted after her, then stopped herself; she felt too ragged to dedl with her ssterstantrumsthis
morning. The Grey-robe's cloak, rough againgt her arm, added to her feeling of unease and
apprehension. She had spoken lightly, to tease thelittle girl, but now she found hersalf wondering about
what she had said. It was unthinkable that the Adept's interest in Deoris could be personad—the child
was not fourteen years old! With ashudder of distaste, Domaris forced the thoughts away as unworthy
of her, and turned back to Micon.

The otherswere waking, rising, gathering in little groups to watch what remained of the sunrise. Arvath
came and put an arm about her waist; she suffered it absent-mindedly. Her calm grey eyeslingered
dispassonately on the young Priest'sface. Arvath felt hurt, bewildered. Domaris had become so different
snce—yes—since Micon had comeinto their lives! He sighed, wishing he could manage to hate Micon,
and let hisarm fal away from Domaris, knowing she was no more conscious of itsremova than she had
been of its presence.

Rgastawas coming up the pathway, awhite figure faintly reddened in the morning light. Drawing near
them, he stooped to pick up Micon's cloak of stainlesswhite. It wasasmall service, but those who saw
wondered at it, and at the caressing, familiar tonein Rgjastas normally stern voice. "Thou hast dept?’ he
asked.

Micon's smile was ablessng, dmogt bestific. "As| seldom deep, my brother.”



Rgasta's eyes moved briefly toward Domaris and Arvath, dismissing them. "Go, my children, and
res. ... Micon, comewith me."

Taking Domariss arm, Arvath drew the girl aong the path. Almost too weary to stand, she leaned
heavily on his offered arm, then turned and laid her head for amoment againgt his chest.

"You arevery tired, my sgter," said Arvath, dmost reproachfully—and, protective now, heled her
down the hill, holding her close against him, her bright head nearly upon his shoulder.

Rgastawatched them, sighing. Then, his hand just touching Micon's ebow, he guided the Initiate
unobtrusively along the opposite path, which led to the seashore. Micon went unerringly, asif he had no
need whatsoever for Rgjastas guidance; the Atlantean's expression was dreamy and lost.

They paced in silence for some minutes before Rgjasta poke, without interrupting the dow rhythm of
their steps. "Sheisthat rarest of women,” he said, "one born to be not only mate but comrade. Y ou will
be blessed."

"But she—accursed!" said Micon, dmost inaudibly. The strange, twisted smile came againto hislips. "'l
love her, Rgjasta, | love her far too much to hurt her; and | can give her nothing! No vows, no hope of
real happiness, only sorrow and pain and, perhaps, shame. . ."

"Don't beafool,” was Rgasta's curt reply. ™Y ou forget your own teachings. Love, whenever and
wherever it isfound, though it last but afew moments, can bring only joy—if it isnot thwarted! Thisis
something greater than either of you. Do not stand in itsway—nor in your own!"

They had stopped on alittle rocky outcropping that overlooked the shore. Below, the sea crashed into
theland, relentless, ingstent. Micon seemed to regard the Priest of Light with hissightless eyes, and
Rajagtafdt for amoment that he waslooking at a stranger, so oddly changed did the Atlantean's face

appear to him.

"I hopeyou areright,” said Micon at lagt, dtill peering intently at the face he could not see.

BOOK TWO
Domaris

"If ascroll bears bad news, isit the fault of the scrall, or that which is described by the scroll ?1f the
scroll isabearer of good news, in what way doesit differ from the scroll which bearsthe bad news?

"We begin life with aseemingly blank date—and, though the writing that gradually appears on that date
isnot our own, our judgment of the things written thereon determines what we are and what we will
become. In much the same way, our work will be judged by the use to which other people put

it. . .. Therefore, the question becomes, how can we control its use when it passes out of our contral,



into the hands of people over whom we have no control ?

"The earliest teachings of the Priest's Caste have it that by performing our work with thewish and desire
that it work for the betterment of man and the world, we endow it with our blessing which will reduce the
user'sdesireto useit for destructive purposes. Doubtless thisis not untrue—but reduction is not
prevention.”

—from the introduction to
The Codex of the Adept Riveda

Chapter One
SACRAMENTS

A heavy, soaking rain poured harshly down on the roofs and courts and enclosures of the Temple
precinct; rain that sank roughly into the thirsty ground, rain that splashed with amusica tinkling into pools
and fountains, flooding the flagged walks and lawns. Perhaps because of therain, the library of the
Temple was crowded. Every stool and table was occupied, each bench had its own bent head.

Domaris, pausing in the doorway, sought with her eyesfor Micon, who was not in his usud recess.
There were the white cowls of the Priests, the heavy grey hoods of Magicians, the banded filletings of
Priestesses, bare heads of student-priests and scribes. At last, with alittle joyous thrill, she saw Micon.
Hesat at atablein the farthest corner, deep in conversation with Riveda, whose smoky, deep-cowled
robe and harsh, gaunt face made a curious contrast to the palid and emaciated Initiate. Y et Domarisfelt
that here were two men who wereredly very much aike.

Pausing again, even as she directed her steps toward them, her intense, unreasoning didike of Riveda
surged back. She shuddered alittle. That man, like Micon?

Rivedawas |eaning forward, listening intently; the Atlantean's blind, dark festures were luminouswith his
smile. Any casua observer would have sworn that they felt no emotion but comradeship—but Domaris
could not dispd thefedling that here were two forces, dikein strength but opposite in direction, pitted
againg each other.

It was the Grey-robe who first became aware of her approach; looking up with a pleasant smile, Riveda
said, "Talkannon's daughter seeks you, Micon.” Otherwise, of course, he did not move or pay the least
atention to the girl. Domariswas only an Acolyte, and Riveda a highly-placed Adept.



Micon rose painfully to hisfeet and spoke with deference. "How may | serve the Lady Domaris?"

Domaris, embarrassed by this public breach of proper etiquette, stood with her eyes cast down. She
was not realy ashy girl, but didiked the attention Micon's action caled upon her. She wondered if
Rivedawas secretly scornful of Micon's evident ignorance of Temple custom. Her voice was hardly more
than awhisper asshe said, "I came on your scribe's behalf, Lord Micon. Deorisisill, and cannot cometo
you today."

"] am sorry to hear that." Micon'swry grin was compass onate now. "Fower-of-the-Sun, tell her not to
cometo meagan until sheisquitewdl.”

"| trust her illnessis nothing serious,” Rivedaput in, casudly but with apiercing glance from benesth
heavy-lidded eyes, "1 have often thought that these night vigilsin the damp air do no good to anyone.”

Domarisfdt suddenly annoyed. Thiswas none of Riveda's businesst Even Micon could sensethe chill in
her voice asshe sad, "It isnothing. Nothing at al. She will be recovered in afew hours." Asamatter of
fact, athough Domaris had no intention of saying so, Deoris had cried hersdf into aviolent heedache.
Domarisfdt disturbed and guilty, for she hersalf had brought on her sister's distress with her teasing
remarks about Riveda that very morning. More, she sensed that Deoriswas furioudy jealous of Micon.
She had begged and begged Domaris not to leave her, not to go to Micon, to send some davetotell him
of her illness. It had been difficult for Domaristo make hersdf leave the miserablelittle girl, and she had
finaly forced hersdf to do it only by reminding hersdlf that Deoriswas not redly ill; that she had brought
on the headache by her own crying and fussing, and that if Deoris once and for al learned that her
tantrums and hysterics would not get her what she wanted, she would stop having them—and then there
would be no more of these headaches, either.

Rivedaroseto hisfeet. "I shdl cdl to inquire further,” he said definitdy. "Many seriousills have their
beginningsin amild aillment." Hiswordswere far from uncourteous—they were indeed samped with the
impeccable manners of a Healer-Priest—but Riveda was secretly amused. He knew Domaris resented
him. Hefelt no real maice toward Domaris; but Deorisinterested him, and Domariss attempts to keep
him away from her Sster impressed him asridicul ous maneuvers without meaning.

There was nothing Domaris could say. Rivedawas ahigh Adept, and if he choseto interest himsdlf in
Deoris, it was not for an Acolyte to gainsay him. Sharply she reminded herself that Rivedawas old
enough to betheir grandsire, aHeder-Priest of great kill, and of an augterity unusua even among the
Grey-robes.

Thetwo men exchanged cordid farewells, and as Riveda moved sedately away, shefelt Micon'slight
groping touch againgt her wrigt. " Sit beside me, Light-crowned. The rain has put me out of the mood for
Sudy, and | amlondy."

"Y ou have had most interesting company,” Domaris commented with atrace of asperity.

Micon'swry grin came and went. "True. Still, | would rather talk to you. But—perhapsit isnot
convenient just now? Or isit—improper?"

Domarissmiled faintly. "Y ou and Riveda are both so highly-placed in the Temple that the Monitors have
not reproved your ignorance of our restrictions,” she murmured, glancing uneasily at the stern-faced
scribes who warded the manuscripts, "but |, at least, may not speak aoud.” She could not help adding, in
asharper whisper, "Riveda should have warned you!"



Micon, chagrined, chuckled. "Perhaps heis used to working in solitude,” he hazarded, lowering hisvoice
to match the girl's. "Y ou know this Temple—where can we tak without restraint?*

Micon's height made Domaris seem dmost tiny, and hisrugged, wrenched features made a strange
contrast to her smooth beauty. Asthey left the building, curious heads turned to gaze after them; Micon,
unaware of this, was neverthel ess affected by Domaris's shyness, and said no word as they went through

Unobtrusively, gracioudy, Domaris dowed her light steps to match his, and Micon tightened his clagp on
her arm. The girl drew back a curtain, and they found themsalves in the anteroom to one of theinner
courts. One entirewal was agreat window, loosdly shuttered with wooden blinds; the soft quiet
fragrance of rain faling on glass and expectant flowers came faintly through the bars, and the dripping
music of raindrops pouring into apooal.

Domaris—who had never before shared this favorite, usually-deserted nook even with Deoris—said to
Micon, "I come here often to study. A crippled Priest who seldom leaves his rooms lives across the
court, and thisroom is never used. | think | can promise you that we will be quite done here." She found
aseat on abench near the window, and made room for him at her side.

Therewasalong slence. Outside, the rain fell and dripped; its cool, moist bresth blowing lightly into
their faces. Micon's hands lay relaxed on hisknees, and the flicker of agrin, which never quiteleft his
dark mouth, came and went like summer lightning. He was content just to be near Domaris, but the girl
was restless.

"l find a place where we may talk—and we St as dumb asthefish!"

Micon turned toward her. "And there is something to be ssid—Domarisl" He spoke her name with such
anintengity of longing that the girl's breath caught in her throat. He repeated it again; on hislipsit wasa
caress. "Domarigl”

"Lord Micon—Sir Prince—"

A sudden and quite unexpected anger gusted up in hisvoice. "Cal me not so!" he ordered. "I have left
al that behind me! Y ou know my name!™

She whispered, likeawoman in adream, "Micon."
"Domaris, |—I am humbly your suitor.” There was an oddly-muted tonein hisvoice, as of

self-deprecation. "1 have—loved you, sSince you cameinto my life. I know | havelittleto give you, and
that only for a short time. But—sweetest of women—" He paused, asif to gather strength, and went on,



in hesitant words, "1 would that we might have met in ahappier hour, and our—our love
flowered—perhaps, dowly, into perfection. . . ." Once again he paused, and his dark intent features
betrayed an emotion so naked that Domaris could not face it, and she looked away, glad for once that he
could not see her face.

"Littletimeremainsto me" hesaid. "1 know that by Temple law you are il free. It isyour—right, to
choose aman, and bear his child, if you wish. Y our betrothd to Arvath isno forma bar. Would
you—will you consider me asyour lover?' Micon's resonant voice was now trembling with the power of
hisemotions. "It ismy destiny, | suppose, that | who had dl things, commanding armies and the tribute of
great families, should now have so little to offer you—no vows, no hope of happiness, nothing but avery
great need of you—"

Wonderingly, she repeated, dowly, "Y ou love me?”

He stretched questing hands toward her; found her dim fingers and took them into hisown. "I have not
even thewordsto say how great my loveis, Domaris. Only—that life is unendurable when | am not near
you. My—my heart longs for—the sound of your voice, your step, your—touch. . . ."

"Micon!" she whispered, still dazed, unable to comprehend completely. "Y ou do love me!™ Sheraised
her faceto look intently into his.

"Thiswould be easier to say if | could see your face," he whispered—and, with amovement that
dismayed the girl, he knelt a her feet, capturing her hands again and pressing them to his face. He kissed
the delicate fingers and said, hdf stifled, "1 love you dmost too much for life, dmaost too much. . . . you
are great in gentleness, Domaris. | could beget my child upon no other woman—but Domaris, Domaris,
can you even guess how much | must ask of you?"'

With a swift movement, Domaris leaned forward and drew him to her, pressing his head againgt her
young breasts. "1 know only that | loveyou,” shetold him. "Thisisyour place” And her long red hair
covered them both as their mouths met, spesking the true name of love.

Therain had stopped, dthough the sky was dtill grey and thickly overcast. Deoris, lying on adivanin the
room she shared with her sster, was having her hair brushed by her maid; overhead, thelittle red bird,
Domariss gift, twittered and chirped, with gay abandon; Deorislistened and hummed softly to hersdlf,
while the brush moved soothingly along her hair, and outside the breeze fluttered the hangings at the
window, the fringed leaves of the treesin the court. Inside, the room wasfilled with dim light, reflecting
the polished shine of dark woods and the glint of silken hangings and of ornaments of polished silver and
turquoise and jade. Into this moderate luxury, alotted to Domaris as an Acolyte and the daughter of a
Priest, Deoris nestled like akitten, putting aside her dight feding of self-consciousness and guilt; the
scribes and neophytes were curtailed to a strictness and austerity in their surroundings, and Domaris, at



her age, had been forbidden such comforts. Deoris enjoyed the luxury, and no one had forbidden it, but
under her consciousness she felt secretly shamed.

She twisted away from the hands of the dave girl. "There, that's enough, you'll make my head ache
again," she sad pettishly. "Besdes, | hear my sister coming." She jumped up and ran to the door, but at
seeing Domaris, the eager greeting died on her lips.

But her sister's voice was perfectly natura when she spoke. ™Y our headache is better, then, Deoris? |
had expected to find you il in bed.”

Deoris peered at Domaris dubioudy, thinking, Imust be imagining things. Aloud, shesaid, "1 dept most
of the afternoon. When | woke, | felt better." Shefdl slent as her Sster moved into the room, then went
on, "TheLord Riveda—"

Domaris cut her off with an impatient gesture. "Y es, yes, he told me he would call to inquire about you.
Y ou can tell me another time, can't you?”

Deorisblinked. "Why? Areyou in ahurry?Isit your night to servein the Temple?'

Domaris shook her head, then stretched her hand to touch her sster's curlsin alight caress. "I'm very
glad you are better," she said, more kindly. "Call Elarafor me, will you, darling?'

Thelittle woman came and deftly divested Domaris of her outer robes. Domaris then flung herself
full-length upon apile of cushions, and Deoris came and kndlt anxioudy beside her.

"Sider, issomething wrong?'

Domarisreturned an absent-minded "No," and then, with a sudden, dreamy decision, "No, nothing is
wrong—or will be." Sherolled over to look up, smiling, into Deoriss eyes. Impulsvely, she started,
"Deoris—" Just as suddenly, she stopped.

"Whétis it, Domaris?' Deoris pressed, feding again the inexplicable inner panic which had risenin her at
her sgter's return only moments ago.

"Deoris—little sster—I am going to the Gentle One." Abruptly she seized Deoriss hand, and went on,
"Sger—come with me?"

Deoris only stared, open-mouthed. The Gentle One, the Goddess Caratra—her shrine was approached
only for particular rituals, or in moments of acute mentd crisis. "'l don't understand,” Deoris said dowly.
"Why—why?" She suddenly put out her other hand to clasp Domaris's between both of her own.
"Domaris, what is happening to you!"

Confused and exdted, Domaris could not bring herself to speak. She had never doubted what answer
she would bring Micon—he had forbidden her to decide at once—yet something deep within her heart
was disturbed, and demanded comfort, and for once she could not turn to Deoris, for, close as they
were, Deoriswas only achild.

Deoris, who had never known any mother but Domaris, felt the new distance between them keenly, and
exclamed, in avoice a once wailing and strangled, " Domarig! "

"Oh, Deoris," said Domaris, freeing her hand with some annoyance, " pleasedon't ask me questions!”



Then, not wanting the gap between them to widen any further, quickly added, gently, " Just—come with
me? Please?'

"Of course | will," murmured Deoris, through the peculiar knot in her throat.

Domaris smiled and sat up; embracing Deoris, she gave her aquick little kiss and was about to pull
away, but Deoris clutched her tight, asif, with the bitter intuition of the young, she sensed that Micon had
not so long ago rested there and wished to drive hislingering spirit away. Domaris stroked the silky curls,
fedling the impulse to confide again; but the words would not come.

IV

The Shrine of Caratra, the Gentle Mother, wasfar away; amost the entire length of the Temple grounds
lay between it and the House of the Twelve, along walk under damp, flowering trees. In the cooling
twilight, the scent of roses and of verbena hung heavily on the moist and dusky ar. The two Ssterswere
dlent: oneintent on her mission, the other for once a alossfor words.

The Shrine shone whitdly at the further end of an ova pool of clear water, shimmering, crystdline, and
etheredly blue beneath the high arch of clearing sky. Asthey neared it, the sun emerged from behind an
intervening building for afew moments asit sank in the wes, lightening the Shrinds dabaster walls. A
pungent trace of incense wafted to them across the water; twinkling lights beckoned from the Shrine.

Noticing that Deoriswas dragging her feet just the least bit, Domaris suddenly sat down on the grassto
the sde of the path. Deorisjoined her a once; hand in hand they rested alittle while, watching the
unrippling waters of the holy pool.

The beauty and mystery of life, of re-crestion, was embodied here in the Goddess who was Spring and
Mother and Woman, the symbol of the gentle strength that is earth. To approach the Shrine of Caratra,
they would have to wade breast-high through the pool; this sacred, lustrd rite was undertaken at least
once by every woman of the precinct, although only those of the Priest's Caste and the Acolytes were
taught the deeper significance of thisritud: every woman came thisway to maturity, struggling through
reluctant tides, deeper than water, heavier and harder to pass. In pride or maturity, injoy or in sorrow, in
childish reluctance or in maturity, in ecstasy or rebellion, every woman came one day to this.

Domaris shivered as shelooked across the pae waters, frightened by the symbolism. Asone of the
Acolytes, she had been initiated into this mystery, and understood; yet she hung back, afraid. She thought
of Micon, and of her love, trying to summon courage to step into those waters; but asort of prophetic
dread was on her. She clung to Deorisfor amoment, in awordless pleafor reassurance.

Deoris sensed this, yet she looked sulkily away from her sster. Shefelt asif her world had turned upside
down. She would not let herself know what Domaris was facing; and here, before the oldest and holiest
shrine of the Priest's Caste into which they had both been born, she too was afraid; asif those waters



would sweep her away, too, into the current of life, like any woman. . . .

She said moodily, "Itiscrued—asadl lifeiscrud! | wish I had not been born awoman.” And shetold
hersdf that this was sdlfish and wrong, to force herself on Domaris's attention, seeking reassurance for
hersdf, when Domaris faced thistesting and her own was dtill far in the future. Y et she said, "Why,
Domaris? Why?'

Domaris had no answer, except to hold Deoristightly in her asamsfor amoment. Then dl her own
confidence flooded back. She was awoman, deeply in love, and shergoiced in her heart. "Y ou won't
awaysfed that way, Deoris," she promised. Letting her ams drop, she said dowly, "Now | shdl go to
the Shrine. Will you come the rest of the way with me, little Sster?”

For amoment, Deorisfelt no grest reluctance; she had once entered the Shrine beyond the pooal, in the
sacred rite undertaken by every young girl in the Temple when, a the first commencement of puberty,
she gave her firgt service in the House of the Great Mother. At that time she had felt nothing except
nervousness at the ritud's solemnity. Now, however, as Domaris rose from the grass, panic fixed chilly
knuckles at Deorissthroat. If she went with Domaris, of her own free will, she felt she would be caught
and trapped, handing herself over blindly to the violence of nature. Scared rebellion quivered in her
denid. "No—I don't want to!"

"Not even—if | ak it?' Domaris sounded hurt, and was, she had wanted Deoris to understand, to share
with her this moment which divided her life.

Deoris shook her head again, hiding her face behind her hands. A perverse desireto inflict hurt wason
her: Domaris had left her done—now it washer turn!

To her own surprise, Domaris found hersalf making yet another appedl. "Deoris—little Sster—please, |
want you with me. Won't you come?"

Deorisdid not uncover her face, and her words, when they came, were barely audible—and ill
negative.

Domarislet her hand fall abruptly from her sster's shoulder. "I'm sorry, Deoris. | had no right to ask.”

Deoriswould have given anything to retract her words now, but it wastoo late. Domaristook afew
sepsaway, and Deorislay Hill, pressing her feverish cheeksinto the cold grass, crying silently and
bitterly.

Domaris, without looking back, unfastened her outer garments, I etting them fell about her feet, and
loosened her hair until it covered her body in asmooth cascade. She ran her hands through the heavy
tresses, and suddenly athrill went through her young body, from fingertips to toes:Micon loves me! For
thefirst and only timein her life, Domaris knew that she was beautiful, and gloried in the knowledge of
her beauty—although there was a chill of sadnessin the knowledge that Micon could never seeit or
know it.

Only amoment the strange intoxication lasted; then Domaris divided her long hair about her neck and
stepped into the pool, wading out until she stood breast-high in the radiant water, which was warm and
tingling, somehow oddly not like weter &t dl, but an effervescent, living light. . . . Blue and softly violet, it
glowed and shimmered and flowed in smooth patterns around the pillar of her body, and she thrilled
again with asuffocating ecstasy as, for an ingtant, it closed over her head. Then she stood upright again,
the water running in scented, bubbling droplets from her glowing head and shoulders. Wading onward,



toward the beckoning Shrine, she fdlt that the water washed away, drop by drop, dl of her past life, with
itslittleirritations and sdfishness. Filled and flooded with a sense of infinite strength, Domaris
became—as she had not on any earlier vigit to Caratral's Shrine—aware that, being human, shewas
divine

She came out of the water amost regretfully, and paused amoment before entering the Temple;
solemnly, with sober, intent concentration, the young Priestess robed hersdlf in the sacramental garments
kept within the anteroom, carefully not thinking of thenext time she must bathe here. . . .

Entering the sanctuary, she stood a moment, reverent before the atar, and bound the bridal girdle about
her body. Then, armswide-flung, Domaris kndlt, her head thrown back in passonate humility. She
wanted to pray, but no words came.

"Mother, lovely goddess," shewhispered a ladt, "let me—not fail. . . ."

A new warmth seemed to envelop Domaris, the compassionate eyes of the holy image seemed to smile
upon her, the eyes of the mother Domaris could barely remember. She kndlt therefor along time, ina
sober, ligening dillness, while strange, soft, and unfocussed visions moved in her mind, indefinite, even
meaningless, yet filling her with acalm and a peace that she had never known, and was never entirdly to
lose.

The sun was gone, and the stars had altered their positions considerably before Deoris, stirring at last,
redlized that it was very late. Domariswould have returned hours ago if she had intended to return at dl.

Resentment gradudly took the place of darm: Domaris had forgotten her again! Unhappy and petulant,
Deorisreturned al one to the House of theTwelve, where she discovered that Elaraknew no morethan
she—or, at least, the woman refused to discuss her mistress with Deoris. Thisdid not sweeten her
temper, and her snappish response, her fretful demands, soon reduced the usualy patient Elarato silent,
exasperated tears.

The servants, and severa of the neighbors, had been made as miserable as Deoriswas herself when Elis
camein search of Domaris, and innocently made things even worse by asking her cousin's wheregbouts.

"How would I know!" Deoris exploded. "Domaris never tellsme anything any more!”

Elistried to placate the angry girl, but Deoriswould not even listen, and at last Elis, who had atemper of
her own, made hersdf clear. "Wdll, | don't see why Domarisshould tell you anything—what concerns her
isnone of your business—and in any case, you've been spoilt until you are absolutely unbearable; | wish
Domariswould cometo her senses and put you in your place!™



Deorisdid not even cry, but crumpled up, stricken.

Elis, dready at the door, turned and came back swiftly, bending over her. "Deoris," she said, contritely,
"I'm sorry, redly, | didn't meanit quitelikethat. . . ." In arather rare gesture of affection, for Eliswas
undemondirative to afault, shetook Deoriss hand in hers, saying, "I know you are lonely. Y ou have no
one but Domaris. But that's your own fault, redlly you could have many friends." Gently, she added,
"Anyway, you shouldn't stay here done and mope. Lissamisses you. Come and play with her."

Deorissreturning smile wavered. "Tomorrow," she said. "I'd—rather be by mysdf now.”

Elis had intuitions that were dmost clairvoyant at times, and now a sudden random impression dmost as
clear as sght made her drop her cousin's hand. "'l won't try to persuade you," she said; then added,
quietly and without emphasis, " Just remember this. If Domaris belongs to no one but herself—then you,
too, are a person in your own right. Good night, puss.”

After Elis had gone, Deoris sat staring at the closed door. The words, at first Smple-seeming, had turned

strangely cryptic, and Deoris could not puzzle out their meaning. At last she decided that it wasjust Elis
being Elisagain, and tried to put it out of her mind.

Chapter Two
[HE FOOL

Unmarried Priests, above a certain rank, were housed in two dormitories. Rgjastaand Micon, with
severd others of their high station, dwelt in the smaller and more comfortable of these. Riveda might have
lived there aswell—but, of hisown free will, from humility or someinversion of pride, the Adept had
chosen to remain among the Priests of lesser accomplishment.

Rgastafound him writing, in aroom which doubled as degping-room and study, opening on asmall,
enclosed courtyard. The main room was sparsdy furnished, with no hint of luxury; the court waslaid
amply with brick, without pools or flowers or fountain. A pair of smaller roomsto one side housed the
Grey-robe's attendants.

The day was warm; throughout the dormitory most of the doors were wide open, to alow some
circulation of the deadening air. So it was that Rgjasta stood, unnoticed, gazing at the preoccupied
Adept, for severd moments.

The Priest of Light had never had any causeto distrust Riveda—and athough the vision of thedorje 9gn
gtill troubled Rajasta, courtesy demanded that he speak not again of the warning he had delivered to the



Adept on the night of Zenith; to do so would have been an insulting lack of confidence.

Y et Rgjastawas Guardian of the Temple of Light, and hisresponsbility no dight one. Should Riveda
somehow fail to set his Order to rights, Rgjastawould share the guilt in full, for by the Strict interpretation
of hisduty, the Guardian should have persuaded, even forced Micon to give testimony about his orded at
the hands of the Black-robes. The matter properly should have been laid before the High Council.

Now, thinking al these things over yet again, Rgjastasighed deeply. Thus it is that even the best of
motives ensnare us in karmic webs, hethought tiredly.l can spare Micon, but only at my own
expense —spadding to his burdens, and binding us both more closely to thisman. . . .

Riveda, very sraight at hiswriting-table—he said often that he had no liking for having some silly brat of
ascribe running about after him—incised afew more charactersin the heavy, pointed strokes which told
so much about him, then abruptly flung the brush aside.

"Well, Rgasta?' The Adept chuckled at the Priest of Light's momentary discomfiture. "A friendly visit?
Or more of your necessities?!

"Let ussay, both," Rgastaanswered after amoment.

The amilefaded from Rivedas features, and herose to hisfeet. "Well, come to the point—and then
perhaps | shal have something to say, too. The people of my Order are restless. They say the Guardians
intrude. Of course—" He glanced at Rgjasta sharply. "Intrusion isthe business of the Guardians.”

Rajasta clasped his hands behind his back. He noticed that Riveda had not invited him to be seated, or
even, redly, to enter. The omission annoyed him, so that he spoke with alittle more force than he had
origindly intended; if Rivedaintended to discard the pretense of courtesy, he would meet the Adept
haf-way.

"Thereis more restlessnessin the Temple precinct than that of your Order,” Rgastawarned. "Day by
day, the Priests grow more resentful. Rumors grow, daily, that you are anegligent leader who has
allowed debased and decadent formsto creep into your ritual, so that it has become athing of distortion.
The women of your order—"

"I had wondered when we would come to them,” Rivedainterrupted in an undertone.

Rg asta scowled and continued, "—they are put to certain uses which frequently defy the laws even of
your Order. It isknown that you mask the Black-robes among yourselves—"

Rivedahdd up hishand. "Am | suspected of sorcery?'
The Guardian shook his head. "'l have made no accusations. | repeat only the common talk.”

"Does Rgjasta, the Guardian, listen to the cackle of gate-gossip? That is not my idea of pleasant
conversation—nor of aPriest’'sduty!" As Rgastawas slent, Rivedawent on, the crackle of thunder in
his deep voice. "Go on! Surdly thereis more of thisl Who but the Grey-robes work with the magic of
nature? Have we not been accused of blasting the harvests? What of my Healerswho are the only men
who dareto go into the cities when they are rotting with plague? Have they not yet been accused of
poisoning thewd|s?!

Raastasaid tiredly, "Thereisno swarm that does not start with asingle bee."



Rivedachuckled. "Then where, Lord Guardian, isthe stinger?"

"That you care nothing for thesethings," Rgjastaretorted sharply. "Y oursisthe responsbility for al these
men. Accept it—or delegateit to another who will keep closer watch on the Order! Neglect it not—"
Rgasta's voi ce degpened in impressive admonition: "—or their guilt may shape your destiny! The
responsibility of onewho leads othersisfrightful. Seethat you lead wisdy."

Riveda, about to speak, instead swallowed the reproof in silence, staring at the brick floor; but the line of
hisjaw wasinsolent. At last he said, "It shal be seen to, have no fear of that."

In the silence which followed this, afaint, off-key whistling could be heard somewhere down the hall.
Riveda glanced briefly a his open door, but his expresson reveded little of hisannoyance.

Rajastatried another tack. "Y our search for the Black-robes—?"

Riveda shrugged. "At present, al those of my Order can account for themsalves—save one.”

Rajasta garted. "Indeed? And that one—7"

Rivedaspread hishands. "A puzzle, in more ways than one. He wears chelas habit, but noneclam him
asther disciple; nor has he named anyone his master. | had never seen him before, yet there he was
among the others, and, when challenged, he gave the right responses. Otherwise, he seemed witless.”

"Micon's brother, perhaps?’ Rgjasta suggested.

Riveda snorted derison. "A hafwit? Impossible! Some runaway dave would be morelikeit.”

Rgastaasked, using his privilege as Guardian of the Temple, "What have you done with him?"

"Asyet, nothing," Rivedareplied dowly. "Since he can pass our gates and knows our ritud, heis entitled
to aplace among our Order, even if histeacher is unknown. For the present, | have taken him asmy own
disciple. Although his past is a blanked date, and he seems not to know even his own name, he has
intervas of sanity. | think | can do much with him, and for him." A short space of Slence passed. Rgasta
said nothing, but Riveda burst out defensively, "What else could | have done? Forgetting for the moment
that my vows pledge meto the aid of anyone who can give the Signs of my Order, should | have loosed
the boy to be stoned and tormented, seized and put in a cage for fools to gape at as amadman—or
taken again for evil uses?'

Raastals steady stare did not waver. "'l have not accused you," he reminded Riveda. "It isyour affair.
But if Black-robes have tainted his mind—"

"Then | shall seethat they makeno evil use of him," Riveda promised grimly, and hisface rdlaxed alittle;
"He has not the wit to be evil."

"Ignorance isworse than evil intent,” Rgjastawarned, and Riveda sighed.

"Seefor yoursdf, if you will," he said, and stepped to the open door, speaking in alow voiceto
someone in the court. After amoment, ayoung man came noiselessy into the room.



Hewas dight and small and looked very young, but on a second glanceit could be seen that the
features, though smooth as aboy's, were devoid of eyelashes aswell as of beard. His brows were but
thethinneg,, light line, yet hishair was heavy and black, felling in lank locks which had been trimmed
squardly at his shoulders. Light grey eyes gazed a Rgasta, unfocussed asif he were blind; and he was
darkly tanned, although some strange pallor underlying the skin gave him asickly look. Rgjasta studied
the haggard face intently, noting that the chelaheld himsdlf stiffly erect, aams away from his body, thin
hands hanging curled like anewborn child's a his sdes. He had moved so lightly, so noisdesdy, that
Rajastawondered, haf-serioudly, if the creature had padslike a cat's on hisfeet.

He beckoned the chelato approach, and asked kindly, "What is your name, my son?"'

The dull eyeswoke suddenly in an unhedlthy glitter. He looked about and took a step backward, then
opened hismouth once or twice. Findly, in ahusky voice—asif unaccustomed to speaking—he said,
"My name?l am. .. only afodl.”

"Who areyou?' Rgasta persasted. "Where are you from?"

The chelatook another step backward, and the furtive swivelling of hissick eyesintengfied. "1 can see
you areaPriest," he said craftily. "Aren't you wise enough to know? Why should | twist my poor brain to
remember, when the High Gods know, and bid me be slent, be sllent, sing silent when the stars glow,
mooning driftward inasurge of light. . . ." Thewords did off into a humming croon.

Raasta could only stare, thunderstruck.

Riveda gestured to the chelain dismissad. "That will do," he said; and asthe boy dipped from the room
like amumbling fog-wraith, the Adept added, in explanation to Regjasta, "Questions always excite
him—asif a sometime held been questioned until he—withdrew."

Rgasta, finding histongue, exclaimed, "He's mad as a seagull!”

Riveda chuckled wryly. "I'm sorry. He does have intervals when he's reasonably lucid, and can talk quite
rationdly. But if you question—he dips back into madness. If you can avoid anything like aquestion—"

"I wish you had warned me of that,’ Rgasta said, in genuine distress. Y ou told me he gave the correct
responses—"

Riveda shrugged this off. "Our Signs and counter-Signs are not in the form of questions,” he remarked,
"a least he can betray none of my secretsl Have you no secretsin the Temple of Light, Rgjasta?”

"Our secrets are available to any who will seek sincerdly.”



Rivedasfrigid eyes glittered with offense. "As our secrets are more dangerous, so we conced them
more carefully. The harmless secrets of the Temple of Light, your pretty ceremonies and rites—no man
could harm anyone even if he meddled with the knowledge unworthily! But we work with dangerous
powers—and if one man know them and be unfit to trust with such secrets, then such things come as
befell young Micon of Ahtarrath!” He turned savagely on Rgasta. "Y ou of dl men should know why we
have cause to keep our secrets for those who are fit to use them!”

Raastaslipstwisted. "Such asyour crazy chela?'

"He knows them aready; we can but make sure he does not misuse them in hismadness.” Rivedas
voicewasflat and definite. Y ou are no child to babble of ideals. Look a Micon . . . you honor him, |
respect him grestly, your little Acolyte—what is her name? Domaris—adores him. Y et what ishe but a
broken reed?'

"Such isaccomplishment,” from Rgjasta, very low.

"And a what price? | think my crazy boy is happier. Micon, unfortunately—" Rivedasmiled, "is il able
to think, and remember.”

Sudden anger gusted up in Rgjasta. "Enough! The man ismy guest, keep your mocking tongue from him!
L ook you to your Order, and forbear mocking your betters!" He turned his back on the Adept, and

strode from the room, hisfirm tread echoing and dying away on stone flooring; and never heard Riveda's
dow-kindled laughter that followed him dl the way.

Chapter Three
HE UNION

The sacred chamber was walled with tall windows fretted and overlaid with intricate stone-work
casements. The dimmed moonlight and patterns of shadow bestowed an eusive, unreal quality upon the
plain chairs and the very smple furnishings. A high-placed ova window let the Slvery raysfal full onthe
dtar, where glowed apulsng flame.

Micon on one side, Rgjasta on the other, Domaris passed beneath the softly shadowed archway; in
slence, the two men each took one of the woman's hands, and led her to a seat, one of three facing the
dtar.

"Kned," said Rgasta softly, and Domaris, with the soft sihilance of her robes, knelt. Micon's hand
withdrew from hers, and was laid upon the crown of her head.

"Grant wisdom and courage to thiswoman, O Great Unknown!" the Atlantean prayed, hisvoice



low-pitched, yet filling the chamber with its controlled resonances. "Grant her peace and understanding,
O Unknowable!" Stepping back a pace, Micon permitted Rgjastato take his place.

"Grant purity of purpose and true knowledge to thiswoman," said the Priest of Light. " Grant her growth
according to her needs, and the fortitude to do her duty in the fullest measure. O Thou which Art, let her
bein Thee, and of Thee" Rgastatook his hand from her head and himself withdrew.

The sllence was complete. Domarisfelt herself oddly aone upon the raised platform before the dtar,
though she had not heard the rustlings of robes, the dapping of sandals which would have accompanied
Micon and Rgjasta out of the room. Her heartbeats sounded dully in her ears, amuffled throbbing that
dowed to along drawn-out rhythm, adeep pulsing that seemed to take its tempo from the quivering
flame upon the dtar. Then, without warning, the two men raised her up and seated her between them.

Her handsresting in theirs, her face stilled to an unearthly beauty, Domarisfelt asif shewererisng,
expanding to touch the far-flung stars. Even there a steady best, aregular cadence that was both sound
and light fused, filled and engulfed her. Domariss senses shifted, rapidly reversing, painlesdy twisting and
contorting into an indescribable blending in which al past experience was suddenly quite usdless. It was
around her and in her and of her, asustenance that, somehow, she herself fed, and dowly, very dowly,
asif over centuries, the pulsing bright static of the stars gave way to the hot darkness of the beating heart
of the earth. Of this, too, she was a part: it was she; shewas.

With thisredlization, asif borne upward by the warm tides of the waters of life, Domaris came back to
the surface of existence. About her, the sacred chamber was silent; to either side of her, she could see
the face of aman transfigured even as Domaris had been. As one, the three breathed deeply, rose, and
went forth in sillence from that place, newly consecrated to a purpose that, for alittle time, they could
amost understand.

Chapter Four
STORM WARNINGS

A cool breeze tirred the leaves, and what light penetrated the branches was a shimmering, shifting
dance of golden and green. Rgjasta, gpproaching along a shrubbery-lined path, thought the big tree and
the trio benesth it made a pleasing picture: Deoris, with her softly curling hair, looked shadowy and very
dark as she sat on her scribe's stool, reading from a scroll; before her, in contrast, Micon's pallor was
luminous, dmost tranducent. Close by the Atlantean's Side, yet not much more distant from her little
sgter, Domariswas like agtilled flame, the controlled serenity of her face apool of quiet.

Because Rgjasta's sanda s had made no noise on the grass, he was able to stand near them unnoticed a
littlewhile, hdf-listening to Deoris as sheread; yet it was Domaris and Micon on whom histhoughts
focussed.



As Deoris paused in her reading, Micon abruptly raised his head and turned toward Rgjasta, the twisted
gmilewarm with welcome,

Raastalaughed. "My brother, you should be Guardian here, and not I! No one else noticed me." There
was aspreading ripple of laughter benesth the big tree asthe Priest of Light moved closer. Gesturing to
both girlsto keep their seats, Rgjasta topped amoment, to touch Deorisstumbled curlsfondly. "This
breezeisrefreshing.”

"Yes, butitisthefirst warning of the coming storm," said Micon.

Therewas abrief silence then, and Rgjasta gazed thoughtfully upon Micon's uptilted face.Which sort of
storm, | wonder, does he refer to? There is more trouble ahead of us than bad weather.

Domaris, too, was disturbed. Always sengitive, her new rel ationship with Micon had given her an
awareness of him that was uncanny in its completeness. She could, with inevitable ingtinct, enter into his
fedings; the result was adevotion that dwarfed al other relationships. She loved Deoris as much as ever,
and her reverence for Rgasta had not dtered in intendity or degree—but Micon's desperate need came
first, and drew on every protectiveinstinct in her. It was thiswhich threstened to absorb her; for
Domaris, of them dl, had the faculty for an dmost catastrophic self-abnegation.

Raasta had, of course, long known this about his Acolyte. Now it struck him with renewed force that,
as her Initiator, it was his duty to warn her of thisflaw in her character. Y et Rgjasta understood al too
well the lovethat had givenrisetoit.

Nevertheless, hetold himsdf gernly,it is not healthy for Domaristo so concentrate all her forces on
one person, however great the need! But, before he had even quite completed this thought, the Priest
of Light smiled, ruefully.It might be well for me to learn that lesson, too.

Settling on the grass beside Micon, Rgjastalaid his hand over the Atlantean'slax and twisted oneina
gently reassuring clasp. Scarcely amoment passed before his skilled touch found the dight, tell-tae
trembling, and Rgjasta shook his head sadly. Although the Atlantean seemed to have quite recovered his
hedlth, the truth wasfar otherwise.

But for the moment, the trembling lessened, then stilled, asif adoor had dammed shut on sullen fury.
Micon alowed the Guardian's strength to flow through his tortured nerves, comforting and reinforcing
him. He smiled gratefully, then hisface sobered.

"Rgasta—I must ask—make no further effort to punish on my behdf. It isan effort that will bear no, or
bitter, fruit."

Rgastasighed. "We have been over this o often,”" he said, but not impatiently. "Y ou must know by
now, | cannot let this rest as things stand; the matter istoo grave to go unpunished.”

"And it will not, be assured,” said Micon, his blind eyes bright and dmost glowing after the flow of new
vitdity. "But take heed that punishment for punishment not follow!"

"Rivedamust cleanse his Order!" Domarissvoice was asbrittle asice. "Rgastaisright—"

"My graciouslady,” Micon admonished gently, "when justice becomes an instrument of vengeance, its
stedl isturned to blades of grass. Truly, Rgjastamust protect those to come—but he who takes



vengeance will suffer! The Laws of Karmanote first the act, andthen —if a al—theintention!” He
paused, then added, with emphasis, "Nor should we involve Riveda overmuch. He stands dready at the
crossroads of danger!”

Rajasta, who had been prepared to speak, gasped. Had Micon aso been vouchsafed some vision or
revelation such as Rgjasta had had on the Night of Zenith?

The Priest of Light's reaction went unnoticed as Deoris raised her head, suddenly impelled to defend
Riveda. Hardly had she spoken aword, though, before it struck her that no one had accused the Adept
of anything, and shefdl dlent again.

Domarissface changed; the sternness grew tender. "1 am ungenerous,” she acknowledged. "1 will be
dlent until 1 know it isalovefor justice, not revenge, that makes me speek.”

"Hame-crowned,” said Micon in softly ringing tones, "thou wouldst not be woman, wert thou otherwise.”

Deoriss eyes were thunderclouds: Micon used the familiar "thou,” which Deoris hersdlf rarely
ventured—and Domaris did not seem offended, but pleased! Deorisfelt she would choke with
resentment.

Rgasta, his misgivings amost forgotten, smiled now on Domaris and Micon, vast gpprova in hiseyes.
How he loved them both! On Deoris, too, he turned affectionate eyes, for he loved her well, and only
awaited the ripening of her nature to ask her to follow in her sister's footsteps as his Acolyte. Rgasta
sensed unknown potentiditiesin the fledgling woman, and, if it were possible, he greetly desired to guide
her; but as yet Deoriswas far too young.

Domaris, sengtive to histhought, rose and went to her sister, to drop with dender grace at her side. "Put
up thy work, little sster, and listen,” she whispered, "and learn. | have. And—I love thee, puss—very
Oearly."

Deoris, comforted, snuggled into the clasp of her sster'sarm; Domariswas rarely so demongtrative, and
the unexpected caressfilled her with joy. Domaris thought, with saf-reproach,Poor baby, she's [onely,
I've been neglecting her so! But Micon needs me now! There will be time for her later, when | am
re ...

"—and gill you know nothing of my haf-brother?' Micon was asking, unhappily. "Hisfate is heavy on
me, Rgasta; | fed that he il lives, but | know, I know that al isnot well with him, wherever he may be."

"I shall make further inquiries,” Rgasta promised, and loosed Micon's quiet hands at last, so thet the
Atlantean would not sense the haf-deception in the words. Rgjastawould ask—but he had little hope of
learning anything about the missing Relo-ta

"If he be but half-brother to thee, Micon," Domaris said, and her lovely voice was even softer than usud,
"then he mugt find the Way of Love."

" find that way not easy," Micon demurred gently. "To think always and only with compassion and
underganding is—adifficult discipline.”

Rajastamurmured, "Thou art a Son of Light, and hast attained—"

"Littlel" An undertone of rebdlion sounded clear in the Atlantean's resonant voice. 'l wasto



be—Heder, and serve my fellows. Now | am nothing, and the service remainsto be met.”

For along moment, al were silent, and Micon'stragedy stood stark in the forefront of every mind.
Domaris resolved that every comfort of mind and body, every bit of service and love that was hersto
give, should be given, no matter what the cost.

Deorisspoke at last, quietly but aggressively. "Lord Micon,” she said, "you show us dl how aman may
bear misfortune, and be more than man. Isthat wasted, then?'

Her temerity made Rgastafrown; at the sametime, heinwardly gpplauded her sentiment, for it closdly
matched hisown.

Micon pressed her smdl fingerslightly in his. "My little Deoris™ he said gravely, "fortune and misfortune,
worth and waste, these values are not for men to judge. | have set many causesin motion, and al men
reap asthey have sown. Whether aman meets good or evil lieswith the Gods who have determined his
fate, but every man—" Hisface twisted briefly in asmile. "And every woman, too, isfree to make fortune
or misfortune of the stuff that has been dlotted him." The Atlantean'sfull, glorious smile came back, and
he turned his head from Rgjastato Domarisin that odd gesture that gave dmost the effect of sght. "You
can say whether thereisno good thing that has come of al thid™

Raastabowed his head. "My very great good, Son of Light."

"And mine, aso," said Micon softly.

Deoris, surprise shadowed in her eyes, watched with vague discontent, and ajealousy even more vague.
She drew her hand from Micon'slight clasp, saying, "Y ou don't want me any more today, do you, Lord

Micon?'

Domaris said ingtantly, "Run aong, Deoris, | can read if Micon wishesit." Jealousy never entered her
head, but she resented anything which took Micon from her.

"But | must have aword with you, Domaris" Rgastainterposed firmly. "Leave Micon and the little
scribe to their work, and you, Domaris, come with me.”

The woman rose, sobered by theimplied rebuke in Rgastas tone, and went slently dong the path at his
sde. Her eyesturned back for amoment to seek her lover, who had not moved; only now his bent head
and hissmilewerefor Deoris, who curled up a hisfeet: Domaris heard the clear ripple of her little sigter's
laughter.

Rajastalooked down at the shining crown of Domariss hair, and sighed. Before he had made up his



mind how to speak, Domarisfelt the Priest's eyes, grave and kind but more serious than usua, bent upon
her, and raised her face.

"Rgada | lovehim," shesad smply.

Thewords, and the restraint of the emotion behind them, almost unmanned the Priet, disarming his
intended rebuke. He laid his hands on her shoulders and looked down into her face, not with the severity
he had planned, but with fatherly affection. "I know, daughter,” he said softly. "I am glad. But you arein
danger of forgetting your duty.”

"My duty?' she repested, perplexed. Asyet she had no duties within the Priest's Caste, save for her
dudies.

Raasta understood her confusion, but he knew also that she was evading salf-knowledge. "Deoris, too,
must be considered,” he pointed out. " She, too, has need of you."

"But—Deorisknows| love her,” Domaris protested.

"Does she, my Acolyte?' He spoke the term ddliberately, in an attempt to recall her position to her mind.
"Or does shefed that you have pushed her away, let Micon absorb al your attention?”

" She can't—she wouldn't—oh, | never meant to!l" Reviewing in her mind the happenings of the last few
weeks, Domaris found the reproof just. Characterigticaly, she responded to her training and gave her
mentor's words strict attention, emblazoning them upon her mind and heart. After atime, sheraised her
eyes again, and thistime they were shadowed with deep remorse. "Acquit me, at least, of intentional
selfishness,” she begged. "Sheis so dear and closethat sheislike apart of mysdf, and | forget her
concerns are not dwaysasmy own. . . . | have been negligent; | shdl try to correct—"

"If it be not dready too late." A shadow of deep trouble darkened the Priest's eyes. "Deoris may love
you never the less, but will she ever trust you as much?'

Domarisslovely eyeswere clouded. "If Deorisno longer trusts me, | must accept the fault asmine," she
sad. "The Gods grant it be not too late. | have neglected my first responsibility.”

And yet she knew she had been powerlessto do otherwise, nor could shetruly regret her exclusive
concern with Micon. Rgastasighed again as he followed her thoughts. It was hard to reprove her for a
fault which was equdly hisown.

Chapter Five
[HE SECRET CROWN




The rains were amost upon them. On one of the last sunny days they might reasonably expect, Domaris
and Elis, with Deorisand her friend Ista, a scribe like herself, went to gather flowers; the House of the
Twelve was to be decorated by the Acolytesfor aminor festival that night.

They found afield of blossoms atop a hill overlooking the seashore. Faintly, from afar, came the st
smdll of rushes and seaweed |eft by the receding tide; the scent of sweet grass, sun-parched, hung close
about them, intermingled with the heavy, heady, honey-sweet of flowers,

Elishad Lissawith her. The baby was over ayear old now, and scampering everywhere, to pull up
flowers and trample in them, tumble the baskets and tear at sKkirts, until Elis grew quite exasperated.

Deoris, who adored the baby, snatched her up in her arms. "I'll keep her, Elis, I've enough flowers now."

"I've enough, t0o," said Domaris, and laid down her fragrant burden. She brushed ahand over her damp
forehead. The sun was near-blinding even when one did not look toward it, and shefelt dizzy with the
heavy sickishness of bresthing the mixed sdt and sweet smells. Gathering her baskets of flowers together,
she sat down in the grass beside Deoris, who had Lissaon her knees and wastickling her as she
murmured some nonsensical croon.

"Yourelikealittlegirl playing with adoll, Deoris."

Deoriss smal featurestightened into a smile that was not quite asmile. "But | never liked dolls,” she
sad.

"No." Her sgter's smile was reminiscent, her eyesturned fondly on Lissamore than Deoris. Y ou
wanted your babies dive, likethisone."

Slender, raven-haired Ista dropped cross-legged on the grass, jerked at her brief skirts, and began
delicately to plait the flowers from her basket. Eliswatched for aminute, then tossed an armful of white
and crimson bloomsinto Ista's basket. "My garlands are dways coming untied,” Elis explained. "Weave
mine, too, and ask me any favor you will."

|stals dexterous fingers did not hesitate as she went on tying the stems. "I will doit, and gladly, and
Deoriswill help me—won't you, Deoris? But scribeswork only for love, and not for favors.”

Deorisgave Lissaafina squeeze and put her into Domariss arms; then, drawing a basket toward her,
began weaving the flowersinto dainty festoons. Elis bent and watched them. " Shameful,” she murmured,
laughing, "that | must learn the Temple laws from two scribed”

Shethrew hersdf down in the grass beside Domaris. From a nearby bush, she plucked a handful of ripe
golden berries, put one into her own mouth, then fed the others, one by one, to the bouncing, crowing
Lissa, who sat on Domariss knees, plastering them both with juicy kisses and staining Domarisslight
robe with berry juice. Domaris snuggled Lissaclose to her, with aqueer hungriness.But my baby will be
a son, shethought proudly,a straight little son, with dark-blue eyes. . . .

Elislooked sharply at her cousin. "Domaris, are you ill—or only daydreaming?'

The older woman pulled her braid of coppery hair freefrom Lissasfat, indstent fingers. "A little dizzy



from the sun,” she said, and gave Lissato her mother. Once again she made a deliberate effort to stop
thinking, to give up the persstent thought that the form of words, even in her own mind, might make
untrue.Perhaps this time, though, it istrue. . . . For weeks, she had secretly suspected that she now
bore Micon's son. And yet, once before, her own wish and her own hope had betrayed her into
mentioning afase suspicion which had ended in disgppointment. Thistime she wasresolved to be slent,
even to Micon, until shewas sure beyond al possible doubt.

Deoris, glancing up from her flowers, dropped her garland and leaned toward Domaris, her eyeswide
and anxious. The change in Domaris had struck the world from under Deoriss feet. She knew she had
lost her dster, and was ready to blame everyone: she wasjealous of Arvath, of Elis, of Micon, and above
al at times of Rgjasta. Domaris, wrapped in the profound anesthesia of her love, saw nothing, redlly, of
the child's misery; she only knew that Deoris was exasperatingly dependent these days. Her causaless
childish clinging drove Domaris amost frantic. Why couldn't Deoris behave sensibly and leave her done?
Sometimes, without meaning it—for Domaris, although quick to irritation, and now tense with nervous
grain, was never deliberately unkind—she wounded Deoristo the quick with asingle carelessword, only
seeing what she had done when it wastoo late, if at dll.

Thistime the tenson dackened: Elis had taken Lissa, and the baby was pulling ingstently at her mother's
dress. Elislaughed, wrinkling her nosein pretended annoyance. "Little greedy pig, | know what she
wants. I'm glad there are only afew months more of this nonsensel” She was unfastening her robe as she
spoke, and gave Lissaaplayful spank asthe baby caught at her breast. "Then, little Mistress Mine, you
must learn to et like alady!”

Deoris averted her eyesin something like disgust. "How do you endureit?' she asked.

Elislaughed merrily without troubling to answer; her complaints had been only in jest, and she thought
Deoriss question equaly frivolous. Babies were dways nursed for two full years, and only an
overworked dave-woman or a progtitute would have dreamed of shirking the full time of suckling.

Elisleaned back, cradling Lissaon her arm, and picked another handful of berries. Y ou sound like
Chedan, Deoridl | sometimesthink he hates my poor baby! Still—" She made acomicd face and thrust
another berry between her lips. "Sometimes | wonder, when shebites me—"

"And you will no sooner wean her," Isaremarked with glegful gravity, "than shewill begin to shed her
baby teeth.”

Domaris frowned: she done knew that Deoris had not been joking. Lissa's eyes were closed, now, in
deepy contentment, and her face, apink peta framed in sunny curls, lay like a curled bud on her mother's
breast. Domaris felt a sudden stab of longing so great that it was almost pain. Elis, raising her eyes, met
Domariss glance; the intuitive wisdom of their caste was especialy strong in Elis, and the girl guessed at a
story that closdy pardleed her own. Reaching her free hand to her cousin, Elis gave the narrow fingersa
little squeeze; Domaris returned the pressure, furtively, grateful for theimplied understanding.

"Little nuisance," crooned Elis, rocking the deepy baby. "Fat littledf . . ."

The sun wavered, hiding itself behind abank of cloud. Deoris and Istanodded over their flower-work,
gill drowslly tying stems. Domaris suddenly shivered; then her whole body froze, tense, in an attitude of
gtilled, incredulous listening. And once again it came, somewhere deep inside her body, afaint and
indescribable fluttering like nothing she had ever felt before, but unmistakable, like the beating of prisoned
wings—it came and went so swiftly that she was hardly sure what she had felt. And yet sheknew.



"What'sthe matter?' Elisasked in alow voice, and Domaris redlized that shewas ill holding Eliss
hand, but that her fingers had tightened, crushing her cousn'sfingerstogether painfully. Shelet go of Elis,
drawing back her hand quickly and in apology—but she did not speak, and her other hand remained
resting lightly and secretly againgt her body, where once again that little instantaneous fluttering came and
went and then was stilled. Domaris remembered to bresthe; but she stayed very till, unable to think
beyond that final, unmistakable surety that the concealed secret was now a confirmable truth, that there
within her womb Micon's son—she dared not think that it was other than a son—<tirred to life,

Deoriss eyes, large and somewhat afraid, met her sster's, and the expression in them was too much for
the taut Domaris. She began to laugh, at firgt softly, then uncontrollably—because she dared not cry, she
would not cry. . . . Thelaughter became hysterical, and Domaris scrambled to her feet and fled down
the hill toward the seashore, leaving the three girlsto stare a one another.

Deoris hdf rose, but Elis, on an intuitive impulse, pulled her back. " She would rather be donefor a
while, | think. Here, hold Lissafor me, won't you, while | fasten my dressl" She plumped the baby into
Deorisslap, and carefully knotted the fastenings of her dress, taking her time, to avert aminor crisis.

At the edge of the sdt-marshes, Domarisflung hersdf full-length into the long grass and lay hidden there,
her face against the pungent earth, her hands clasped across her body in awonder that was half fright.
Shelay motionless, feding thelong grasses wavering with the wind, her thoughts trembling asthey did,
but without gtirring the surface of her mind. Shewas afraid to think clearly.

Noon paled and retreated, and Domaris, raising herself asif by ingtinct, saw Micon waking dowly aong
the shore. She got to her feet, her hair tumbling loose about her waist, her dress billowing in the wind,
and began to run toward him on impatient feet. Hearing the quick, uneven steps, he stopped.

"Micon!"

"Domaris—where are you?' His blind face turned to follow the sound of her voice, and she darted to
him, pausing—no longer even regretful that she could not throw herself into hisarms—a careful step
away, and lightly touching hisarm, raised her face for hiskiss.

Hislipslingered an ingtant longer than usud; then he withdrew hisface alittle and murmured, "Heart of
flame, you are excited. Y ou bring news."

"l bring news." Her voice was softly triumphant, but failed her. She took the racked handslightly in her
own and pressed them softly againgt her body, begging him to understand without being

told. . . . Perhaps he read her thoughts; perhaps he only guessed from the gesture. Whichever it may have
been, hisface grew bright with an inner brilliance, and hisarmswent out to gather her close.



"You bring light,” he whispered, and kissed her again

She hid her face on hisbreast. "It is sure now beloved. Thistimeitissure! | have guessed it for weeks,
and | would not speak of it, for fear that—but now thereis no doubt! He—our son—stirred today!"

"Domaris—bd oved—"

The man's voice choked, and she felt burning tears drop from the blind eyes onto her face. His hands,
usually so sternly controlled, trembled so violently that he could not raise them to hers, and as she held
hersdf to him, loving him and dmost drowning in theintensity of thislove so closdly akin to worship, she

felt Micon's trembling as even astrong tree will tremble alittle before a hurricane.

"My beloved, my blessed one. . ." With areverence that hurt and frightened the girl, Micon dropped to
his knees, in the sand, and managed to clasp her two hands, pressing them to his cheeks, hislips. "Bearer
of Light, itismy life you hold, my freedom," he whispered.

"Micon! | loveyou, | loveyou," the girl sammered incoherently—because there was nothing else that
she could possibly have said.

The Initiate rose, his control somewhat regained, though gtill trembling dightly, and gently dried her tears.
"Domaris," he sad, with tender gravity, "l—thereisno way to tel you—I mean, | will try, but—" His
mouth took on an even greater seriousness, and the twist of pain and regret and uncertainty there was

like knivesin Domariss heart.

"Domaris," he said, and his voice rang in the degp and practiced tones that she recognized asthe
Atlantean's oath-voice. "'l will—try," he promised solemnly, "to stay with you until our sonisborn.”

And Domaris knew that she had pronounced the beginning of the end.

Chapter Six
IN THE SISTERHOOD

The Temple of Caratra, which overlooked the Shrine and the holy pool, was one of the most beautiful
buildings of the entire Temple precinct. It was fashioned of milky stone, veined with shimmering,
opalescent firesin the heart of therock. Long gardens, linked by palisaded arbors covered with trailing
vines, surrounded pool and Temple; cool fountains splashed in the courts where a profusion of flowers

bloomed the year round.

Within these white and glistening walls, every child of the Temple was born, whether child to
dave-maiden or to the High Priestess. Here, also, every young girl within the Temple was sent to render



servicein her turn (for al women owed service to the Mother of All Men); in assisting the Priestesses, in
caring for the mothers and for the newly born, even (if shewas of asatisfactory rank inthe Priest's
Cadte) in learning the secrets of bringing children to birth. And every year theresfter she spent acertain
assigned period—ranging from asingle day for dave women and commoners, to an entire month for
Acolytes and Priestesses—Iiving and serving in the Temple of the Mother; and from this assigned yearly
sarvice, not the humblest dave nor the highest Initiate was ever exempted.

Over ayear before, Deoris had been adjudged old enough to enter upon her time of service; but a
severe, though brief, attack of fever had intervened, and somehow her name had been passed over. Now
her name was called again; but dthough most of the young girls of the Priest's Caste looked on this
service rather eegerly, asasign of their own oncoming womanhood, it was with reluctance bordering on
rebellion that Deoris made her preparations.

Once—amost two years earlier, a thetime of her first gpproach to the Shrine—she had been given her
initial lesson in the ddlivery of ababy. The experience had bewildered her. She dreaded a recurrence of
the questionsit raised in her mind. She had seen the straining effort, and the agony, and had been
revolted at the seeming crudty of it all—though she had also witnessed, after dl that, the ecdtatic
wel come that the mother had given the tiny mite of humanity. Beyond the puzzlement she had felt at this
contradictory behavior, Deoris had been dismayed at her own fedings: the bitter hurt that she too must
one day be woman and lietherein her turn, struggling to bring forth life. The eternd " Why?" beat
incessantly at her brain. Now, when she had dmost managed to forget, it would be before her again.

"l can't, | won't," she burst out in protest to Micon. "It's cruel—horrible—"

"Hush, Deoris" The Atlantean reached for her nervoudy twisting hands, catching and holding them
despite hisblindness. "Do you not know that to liveisto suffer, and to bring lifeisto suffer?' Hesghed, a
feint and restrained sound. "1 think painisthelaw of life. . . and if you can help, dare you refuse?"

"l don't dare—but | wish | did! Lord Micon, you don't know what it's like!"

Checking hisfirst impulseto laugh at her naivete, Micon reassured her, gently, "But | do know. | wish |
could help you to understand, Deoris; but there are things everyone must learn done—"

Deoris, flushed and appaled, choked out the question, "But howcan you know—that?' In the world of
the Temple, childbirth was strictly an affair for women, and to Deoris, whose whole world was the
Temple, it seemed impossible that aman could know anything of the complexities of birth. Wasit not
everywhere arigid, undterable custom that no man might approach a childbed? No one, surdly, could
imagine this ultimate indecency! How could Micon, fortunate enough to have been born aman, even
guessat it?

Micon could no longer restrain himsdlf; hislaughter only served to bruise Deoriss fedings even more.
"Why, Deoris" he said, "men are not so ignorant as you think!" Asher hurt sllence dragged on, hetried
to amend his statement. "Our customsin Atlantis are not like yours, child—you must remember—" Helet
an indulgent, teasing tone creep into hisvoice. ™Y ou must remember what barbarians we arein the Sea
Kingdoms! And believe me, not dl men areinignorance, even here. And—my child, do you think |
know nothing of pain?' He hesitated for amoment; could this be the right moment to tell Deoristhat her
sigter bore his child? Ingtinct told him that Deoris, wavering on the bal ance between acceptance and
rejection, might be swayed in the right direction by the knowledge. Y et it seemed to him it was Domariss
right, not his, to speak or be silent. Hiswords blurred in sudden weariness. "Darling, | wish | could help
you. Try to remember this: to live, you need every experience. Some will comein glory and in beauty,
and somein pain and what seemslike ugliness. But—theyare. Life conssts of oppositesin baance.”



Deoris sghed, impatient with the pious repetition—she had heard it before. Domaris, too, had failed her.
She had tried, redlly tried, to make Domaris understand; Domaris had only looked at her,
uncomprehending, and said, "But every woman must do that service.”

"But it's so awful!" Deoris had wailed.

Domaris, stern-eyed, advised her not to be aslly little girl; that it wasthe way of nature, and that no one
could changeit. Deoris had ssammered on, inclined to beg, cry, plead, convinced that Domariscould
changeit, if sheonly would.

Domaris had been greetly displeased: ™Y ou are being very childish! I've spailt you, Deoris, and tried to
protect you. | know now that | did wrong. Y ou are not a child any longer. Y ou must learn to take a
woman's responsbilities”

Deoriswas now fifteen. The Priestesses took it for granted that she had, like most girls of that age,
completed the smpler preiminary tasks dlotted to those who were serving for thefirst or second time.
Too shy and too miserable to correct their mistake, Deoris found herself assigned an advanced task: as
befitted agirl of her age who was the daughter of a Priest, she was sent to assist one of the
midwife-Priestesses, awoman who was also aHeder of Rivedas Order; her name was Karahama.

Karahamawas not of the Priest’'s Caste. She was the daughter of a Temple servant who, before her
daughter was born, had claimed to be with child by Takannon himself. Takannon, then recently married
to the highly-born Priestesswho later became the mother of Deoris and Domaris, had most
uncharacteristically refused to acknowledge the child. He admitted intimacy with the woman, but claimed
that it was by no means sure that he was the father of her unborn child, and produced other men who
had, in his opinion and theirs, a better claim.

Under such flagrant proofs of misconduct, the Elders had admitted that no one could be forced to
acknowledge the child. The woman, stripped of her privileges asa Temple servant, was given only a
minimum of shelter until the birth of her daughter, and then dismissed from the Temple atogether. Man
and woman were free to live as they would before marriage, but promiscuity could not be tolerated.

The child Karahama, castel ess and namel ess, had been taken into the Grey-robe sect as one of theirsgji
—and had grown up the very image of Talkannon. Eventudly, of course, the Arch-Priest became aware
of the jeers of the Temple daves, the concedled gossip of hisjuniors. It wasindeed a choice bit of
scandd that the Temple's Arch-Priest should have asmall replicaof himsalf among the worst outcastsin
the Temple. In sdf-defense, he at last succumbed to popular opinion. After doing lengthy penance for his
error, helegaly adopted Karahama



Asthe Grey-robes had no caste laws, Karahama had been accepted by Riveda as a Hedler-Priestess.
Restored by Talkannon to her rightful caste and name, she had chosen to enter the Temple of Caratra,
and was now an Initiate, entitled to wear the blue robe—a dignity as high asany in the Temple. No one
could scorn or spit on the "nameless one" any more, but Karahama's uncertain beginnings had made her
temperament a strange and uncertain thing.

At the redization that this girl assigned to her guidance was her own hdf-sister, Karahamafelt oddly
mixed emotions, which were soon resolved in Deoriss favor. Karahama's own children, born before her
reclamation, were outcasts, nameless as she herself had been, and for them nothing could be done.
Perhaps thiswas why Karahamatried to be particularly kind and friendly to this young and amost
unknown kinswoman. But she knew that sooner or later she would have trouble with this child, whose
sullen rebellion smoul dered unspoken behind scared violet eyes, and whose work was carefully
deliberate, asif Deoris made every movement againg her will. Karahamathought thisagreat pity, for
Deorisobvioudy had al the qualities of aborn Hedler: steady hands and a keen observation, a deft sure
gentleness, acertain ingtinct for pain. Only the will was lacking—and Karahama quickly resolved that
somehow she must makeit her duty to find the hidden thing in Deoris which would win her over to the
service of the Mother.

She thought she had found it when Arkati came to the House of Birth.

Arkati wasthe girl-wife of one of the Priests, a pretty thing scarcely out of childhood; younger, in fact,
than Deorishersdlf. A fair-skinned, fair-haired, diminutive girl with sweet pleading eyes, Arkati had been
brought to the Temple of Caratra afew weeks before the proper time, because she was not well; her
heart had been damaged by a childhood illness, and they wished to strengthen her before her child was
born. All of them, even the stern Karahama, treated the girl with tenderness, but Arkati was weak and
homesick and would cry at nothing.

She and Deoris, it soon turned out, had known one another since childhood. Arkati clung to Deorislike
alogt kitten.

Karahama used influence, and Deoris was given what freedom she wished to spend with Arkati. She
noticed with pleasure that Deoris had agood ingtinct for caring for the sick girl; she followed Karahamals
ingtructions with good sense and good judgment, and it seemed asif Deoriss hard rebellion gave the
girl-mother strength. But there was restraint in their friendship, born of Deorissfear.

More than fear, it was a positive horror. Wasn't Arkati afraid at al? She never tired of dreaming and
making plans and talking about her baby; she accepted dl the inconveniences, sickness and weariness,
unthinkingly, even with laughter. How could she? Deoris did not know, and was afraid to ask.

Once, Arkati took Deorisshand in hers, and put itagainst her swollen body, hard; and Deoris felt under
her hand an odd movement, a sensation which filled her with an emotion she could not analyze. Not
knowing whether what she felt was pleasure or acute annoyance, she jerked her hand roughly away.

"What'swrong?" Arkati laughed. "Don't you like my baby?*

Somehow this custom, speaking of an unborn child asif aready a person, made Deoris uncomfortable.
"Dont befoolish," she said roughly—but for thefirgt timein her entire life, she was conscioudy thinking
of her own mother, the mother they said had been gentle and gracious and lovely, and very like Domaris,
and who had died when Deoris was born. Drowned in guilt, Deoris remembered that she had killed her
mother. Was that why Domaris resented her now?



She said nothing of al this, only attended to what she was taught with a determination born of anger; and
within afew days Karahamasaw, with surprise, that Deoris was dready beginning to show something
like skill, adeftness and intuitive knowledge that seemed to equa years of experience. When the ordinary
term of service was ended, Karahama asked her—rather diffidently, it istrue—to stay on for another
month in the Temple, working directly with Karahama hersdlf.

Somewheat to her own surprise, Deoris agreed, telling herself that she had smply promised Arkati to
remain with her aslong as possble. Not even to hersalf would she admit that she was beginning to enjoy
the feding of mastery which thiswork gave her.

Arkati's child was born on arainy night when will-o-the-wigpsflitted on the seashore, and thewind
wailed an ominous litany. Karahama had no cause to complain of Deoris, but somewherein the dark
hours theinjured heart ceased to beat, and the fight—pitifully brief, after al—ended in tragedy. At
sunrise, anewborn child wailed without knowing why, in an upper room of the Temple, and Deoris, Sck
to the bone, lay sobbing bitterly in her own room, her head buried in her pillows, trying to shut out
memory of the sounds and sights that would haunt her in nightmaresfor the rest of her life.

"You mustn't lie here and cry!" Karahama bent over her, then sat down at her side, gathering up Deoriss
handsin hers. Another girl cameinto thelittle dormitory, but Karahama curtly motioned her to leave them
aone, and continued, "Deoris, listen to me, child. There was nothing we could have done for—"

Deoriss sobs mixed with incoherent words.

Karahamafrowned. "That isfoolishness. The child did not kill her! Her heart stopped; you know she has
never been strong. Besdes—" Karahamabent closer and said, in her gently resolute voice, so like
Domarissand yet so different, Y ou are a daughter of the Temple. We know Death'strue face, a
doorway to further life, and not something to be feared—"

"Oh, leave meaone!" Deoriswailed miserably.

"By no means" said Karahamafirmly. Saf-pity wasnot in her category of permitted emotions, and she
had no sympathy with the involved reasoning that made Deoris curl herself up into aforlorn little huddle
and want to be left done. "Arkati isnot to be pitied! So stop crying for yourself. Get up; bathe and dress
yourself properly, and then go and tend Arkati'slittle daughter. Sheisyour respongbility until her father
may clam her, and aso you must say protective spells over her, to guard her from theimpswho snatch
motherless children—"

Rebdlioudy, Deoris did as she wastold, assuming the dozen respongbilities which must be taken:
arranging for awet-nurse, signing the child with protective runes, and—because a child'strue namewasa
sacred secret, written on therolls of the Temple but never spoken aoud except in ritual—Deoris gave



the child the "little name" by which shewould be caled until she was grown: Miritas. The baby squirmed
feebly in her arms, and Deoris thought, with unhappy contempt, Protective spells! Where was the spell
that could have saved Arkati?

Karahamawatched stoically, more grieved than she would say. They had dl known that Arkati would
not live; she had been warned, when she married, that she should not attempt to bear achild, and the
Priestesses had given her runes and spells and arcane teachingsto prevent this. Arkati had willfully
disobeyed their counsd, and had paid for this disobedience with her life. Now there was another
motherless child to be fostered.

But Karahama had known something else, for she understood Deoris better even than Domaris. Unlike
asthey were, both Deoris and Karahama had inherited from Talkannon arugged and stubborn
determination. Resentment, more than triumph, would spur Deoris on; hating pain and death, shewould
vow to conquer it. Where being forced to witness such atragedy might have lost another neophyte,
driving her away in revulsion, Karahamafdt that thiswould place adecisve hand on Deoris.

Karahama said nothing more, however; she was wise enough to let the knowledge ripen dowly. When
al had been done for the newborn child, Karahamatold Deoris that she might be excused from other
duties for the remainder of the day. ™Y ou have had no deep,” she added dryly, when Deoriswould have
thanked her. ™Y our hands and eyes would have no skill. Mind that you rest!"

Deoris promised, in astrained voice; but she did not ascend the stairway to the dormitory reserved for
the women who were serving their season in the Temple. Instead, she dipped out by aside entrance, and
ran toward the House of the Twelve, with only one thought in her mind—the lifelong habit of carrying al
her sorrowsto Domaris. Her sister would certainly understand her now, shemust!

A summer wind was blowing, moist with the promise of more rain; Deoris hugged her scarf closely
about her neck and shoulders, and ran wildly acrossthe lawns. Turning a sharp corner she dmost
tumbled againgt the stately form of Rgasta, who was coming from the House. Barely pausing to recover
her balance, Deoris ssammered breathless words of gpology and would have run on, but Rgjasta
detained her gently.

"L ook to your steps, dear child, you will injure yoursdf,” he cautioned, smiling. "Domaristells me you
have been serving in Caratras Temple. Have you finished with your service there?'

"No, | am only dismissed for the day." Deoris spoke civilly, but twitched with impatience. Rgastadid
not seem to notice.

"That service will bring you wisdom and understanding, little daughter,” he counselled. "It will make a
woman of achild." Helad hishand for amoment, in blessing, on the tangled, feethering curls. "May
peace and enlightenment follow thy footsteps, Deoris."”



In the House of Twelve, men and women mingled amost promiscuoudly, in abrother-and-ssterly
innocence, fostered by the fact that all Twelve had been brought up together. Deoris, whose more
impressionable years had been spent in the Stricter confines of the Scribe's School, was not yet
accustomed to thisfreedom, and when, in the inner courtyard, she discovered some of the Acolytes
gplashing in the pool, she felt confused and—in her new knowledge—annoyed. She did not want to seek
her sster among them. But Domaris had often cautioned her, with as much sternness as Domaris ever
showed, that while Deorislived among the Acolytes she must conform to their customs, and forget the
absurd strictures forced upon the scribes.

Chedan saw Deorisfirst, and shouted for her to strip and bathe with them. A merry boy, the youngest of
the Acolytes, he had from the first treated Deoriswith a specia friendliness and indulgence. Deoris shook
her head, and the boy splashed her until her dress was sopping and she ran out of reach. Domaris,
standing under the fountain, saw this exchange and called to Deoristo wait; then, wringing the water from
her drenched hair, Domaris went toward the edge of the pool. Passing Chedan, his bare shoulders and
turned back tempted her to mischief; she scooped up ahandful of water and dashed it into his eyes.
Before the retdiating deluge, she dodged and squeded and started to run—then, remembering that it was
hardly wiseto risk afdl just now, dowed her stepsto awalk.

Thewater fell away in shdlows, and Deoris, waiting, looked at her Sster—and her eyeswidened in
amazement. She didn't believe what she saw. Abruptly, Deoristurned and fled, and did not hear Domaris
cry out as Chedan and Elis, screaming with mirth, caught Domaris at the very edge of the pool and
dragged her back into the water, ducking her playfully, threstening to fling her into the very center of the
fountain. They thought she was playing when she struggled to free hersdf of their rough hands. Two or
three of the girlsjoined in the fun, and their shrieks of laughter drowned her pleasfor mercy, even when,
genuinely scared, Domaris began to cry in earnest.

They had actudly swung her free of the water when Elis suddenly seized their hands and cried out
harshly, "Stop it, stop it, Chedan, Rival Let her go—take your hands from her, now, at once!”

Thetone of her voice shocked them into compliance: they lowered Domaristo her feet and released her,
but they were dtill too wild with mirth to redize that Domaris was sobbing. " She started it,” Chedan
protested, and they stared in disbelief as Elis encircled the shaken girl with aprotecting arm, and helped
her to the rim of the pool. Always before, Domaris had been aleader in their rough games.

Still crying alittle, Domaris clung hel plesdy to Elis as her cousin helped her out of the water. Elis picked
up arobe and tossed it to Domaris. " Put this on before you take achill,” she said, sensibly. "Did they hurt
you?Y ou should have told us—stop shaking, Domaris, you're dl right now."

Domariswrapped hersdf obediently in the white woolen robe, glancing down ruefully at the contours
emphasized so strongly by the crude drapery. "'l wanted to keep it to mysdlf just alittielonger . .. now |
suppose everyone will know."

Elisdid her wet feet into sanda's, knotting the sash of her own robe. "Haven't you even told Deoris?'

Domaris shook her head silently asthey arose and went toward the passageway leading to the women's
gpartments. In retrospect, Deoriss face, shocked and disbdieving, was sharp in her memory. "'l meant

to," Domaris murmured, "but—"

"Tdl her, right away," Elisventured to advise, "before she hears it as gossip from someone else. But be



gentle, Domaris. Arkati died last night.”

They paused before Domariss door, Domaris whispering distractedly, "Oh, what apity!" She hersalf
had barely known Arkati, but she knew Deoris loved her, and now—now, in such sorrow, Deoris could

not come to see her without receiving afurther shock,

Elisturned away, but over her shoulder she flung back, "Y es, and have alittle more care for yourself!
We could have hurt you badly—and suppose Arvath had been there?' Her door dammed.

While Elaradried and dressed her, and braided her wet hair, Domaris sat lost in thought, staring at
nothing. There might be trouble with Arvath—no one knew that better than Domaris—but she could not
spare any worry about that now. She had, as yet, no duty toward him; she acted within her rights under
the law. Deoris was amore serious matter, and Domaris reproached herself for neglect. Somehow she
must make Deoris understand. Warm and cozy after Elaras ministrations, she curled up on adivan and
awaited her sster'sreturn.

It was, in fact, not very long before Deoris returned, sullen fires burning a hectic warning in her cheeks.
Domaris smiled at her joyoudy. "Come here, darling,” she said, and held out her arms. "1 have something

wonderful totdl you."

Deoris, wordless, knelt and caught her sister close, in such aviolent embrace that Domaris was
dismayed, fedling the taut trembling of the thin shoulders. "Why, Deoris, Deoris," she protested, deeply
distressed; and then, although she hated to, she had to add, "Hold me not so tightly, little sste—youlll
hurt me—you can hurt us both, now." She smiled as she said it, but Deorisjerked away asif Domaris

had struck her.

"It'strue, then!"

"Why, yes—yes, darling, you saw it when | came from the pool. Y ou are abig girl now, | felt sureyou
would know without being told."

Deorisgripped her sgter'swrist in apainful grasp, which Domaris endured without flinching. "No,
Domarig It can't be! Tell meyou arejesting!" Deoriswould disbelieve even the evidence of her own

eyes, if Domariswould only deny it.

"l would not jest of asacred trust, Deoris,” the woman said, and adeep sincerity gave bell-tonesto the
reproach in her voice, and the near-disappointment.

Deoriskndlt, stricken, gazing up at Domaris and shaking asif with intense cold. " Sacred?’ she
whispered, choking. ™Y ou, astudent, an Acolyte, under discipline—you gaveit dl up forthis? "



Domaris, with her free hand, reached down and unclasped Deoriss frantic grip from her wrist. The white
skin showed discol orations where the girl's fingers had dmost met in the flesh.

Deoris, looking down amost without comprehension, suddenly lifted the bruised wrist in her palm and
kissed it. "I didn't mean to hurt you, I—I didn't know what | was doing,” she said, her breath catching
with contrition. "Only |—I can't sand it, Domaridl"

The older girl touched her cheek gently. "I don't understand you, Deoris. What have | given up?| am il
sudent, still discipline; Rgastaknows and has given hisblessng.”

"But—but thiswill bar you from Initiation—"

Domaris |ooked down at her in absolute bewilderment. Taking Deorissresisting hand in hers, by main
force she pulled her up on the divan, saying, "Who has put these batsinto your brain, Deoris? | am il
Priestess, till Acolyte, even if—no, because | am awoman! Y ou have served in Caratrals Temple a
month or more now, you should know better than that! Surely they have taught you that the cycles of
womanhood and of the universeitself are attuned, that—" Domaris broke off, shaking her head with a
light laugh. "Y ou see, | evensound like Rajasta sometimes! Deoris, dear, as awoman—and even more
asan Initiate—I must know fulfillment. Does one offer an empty vessd to the Gods?'

Deorisretorted hystericaly, "Or one soiled by use?’

"But that's absurd!" Domaris smiled, but her eyeswere sober. "1 must find my place, to go with life
and—" Shelaid her dender, ringed hands across her body with a protective gesture, and Deoris saw
again, with ashudder, the faint, dmaost negligible rounding there. "—accept my destiny.”

Deoristwisted away from her. " So does a cow accept destiny!"

Domaristried to laugh, but it came out as a sob.

Deorismoved close to her again and threw her arms around her sster. "Oh, Domaris, I'm hateful, |

know it! All I doishurt you, and | don't want to hurt you, | love you, but, this, this desecrates you! It's
anvfull"

"Awful? Why?' Domaris smiled, alittle mournfully. "Well, it does not seem so to me. Y ou needn't be
afraid for me, darling, | have never felt stronger or happier. And asfor desecration—" The smile was not
30 sad now, and she took Deoriss hand in hers again, to hold it once more against her body. "You silly
child! Asifhe could desecrate me—Micon's son!™

"Micon?' Deoriss hand dropped away and she stared at Domarisin absolute bewilderment, repeating
gupidly, "Micon'sson? "

"Why, yes, Deoris—didn't you know? What did you think?*

Deorisdid not answer, only staring at Domaris with a stunned fixity. Domarisfelt the sob trembling at her
lipsagain as shetried to smile, saying, "What's the matter, Deoris? Don't you like my baby?"

"OH!" Stung by atwinge of horrified memory, Deoriswailed again, "Ohno! " and fled, sobbing, hearing
the grieved cries of her sigter follow her.



Chapter Seven
WHAT THE STARS
REVEALED

On acouch in her room, Domaris lay watching the play of the rainclouds acrossthe valley. Long, low
waves of cloud, deep grey tipped with white vapor like foam capping the waves of the seg, shifted inthe
wild winds asthey drove across the sky, scattering arrows of sunshine across the face of Micon, who
half reclined on a heap of cushions nearby, his useess handsin hislap, hisdark quiet face at peace. The
Slence between them was charged with restful ness; the distant rumble of thunder and the faraway
drumming of the stormy surf seemed to accentuate the shadowy comfort and coolness within the room.

They both sighed at the knock on the door, but asthe tall shadow of Rgjasta crossed the threshold,
Domariss annoyance vanished. Sherose, dill dender, till moving aslightly asadancing pam, but the
Priest detected anew dignity in her bearing as she crossed the room.

"Lord Rgjasta, you have read the starsfor my child!"

He smiled kindly as she drew him toward a seat by the windows. "Do you wish me to speak before
Micon, then, my daughter?’

"l most certainly dowish it!"

At her emphétic tone, Micon raised his head inquiringly. "What meansthis, heart-of-flame?| do not
understand—what will you tell us of our child, my brother?

"| seethatsome of our customs are unknown in Atlantis.” Rgjastasmiled pleasantly, and he added,
lightly, "Forgive my satisfaction thet | can, for achange, make younmy disciple.”

"Y ou teach me much, Rgjasta," Micon murmured soberly.

"Y ou honor me, Son of the Sun.” Rgjasta paused amoment. "Briefly, then—among the Priest’s Caste,
before your son can be acknowledged—and this must be done as soon as possible—the hour of his
conception must be determined, from your stars and those of his mother. In thisway, we shal know the
day and the hour of hishbirth, and we may give your coming child asuitable name.”

"Before even being born?' Micon asked in astonishment.

"Would you have achild bornnameless? " Rgasta's own amazement verged on the scanddized. "Asthe
Initiator of Domaris, thistask is mine—just as, before Domariswas born, | read the starsfor her mother.



She, too, was my Acolyte, and | knew that her daughter, although fathered by Talkannon, would be the
true daughter of my own soul. It was| who gave her the name of Isarma.”

"lsarma?' Micon frowned in confusion. "I don't—"

Domarislaughed glegfully. "Domarisis but my baby name," she explained. "When | marry—" Her face
changed abruptly, but she went on, in an even voice, "l shal use my true Temple name, Isarma. In our
language that meansa doorway to brightness. "

"S0 you have been to me, beloved,” Micon murmured. "And Deoris?

"Deoris means only—Ilittle kitten. She seemed no bigger than akitten, and | called her s0." Domaris
glanced a Rgjasta; to discuss one's own true name was permissible, but it was not common practice to
gpesk of another's. The Priest of Light only nodded, however, and Domaris continued, "Her true name
on therolls of the Templeis Adsartha: child of the Warrior Sar. "

Micon shuddered, a convulsive shiver that seemed to tear a hiswhole body. "In the name of al the
Gods, why such aname of crue omen for your swest little Sster?”

Rajastals aspect was grave. "'l do not know, for | did not read her stars; | wasin seclusion at thetime. |
aways meant to confer with Mahdid, but—" Rgastabroke off. "This| know," he said, after amoment.

" She was conceived upon the Nadir-night, and her mother, dying only afew hours after Deoriswas born,
told me dmost with her last breath, that Deoris was foredoomed to much suffering.” Ragjasta paused
again, regretful that in the rush of eventsfollowing Deoriss birth he had not made time to inquire of
Mahaliel, who had been greatly skilled; but the old Priest was many years dead now, and could be of no
help any more. Drawing a deep breath, Rgastaresumed, "And so we guard our little Deoris so tenderly,
that her sorrows may be lessened by our love, and her weakness nurtured by our strength—although |
sometimes think too much care does not diminish weakness enough—"

Domaris cried out impatiently, "Enough of al these omens and portents! Rgjasta, tell me, shdl | bear my
lord ason?"

Rajasta smiled and forbore to rebuke her impatience, for indeed it was a subject he was happy to set
asde. Hedrew from hisrobes ascroll covered with figures which Domaris could not read, athough he
had taught her to count and to write the sacred numbers. For everyday counting, everyone but the very
highest Initiates reckoned on their fingers; numbers were the most sacredly guarded mystery, and were
never used lightly or for any frivolous purpose, for by them Priests read the movements of the starsand
reckoned the days and years on their great calendar-stones—even as the Adepts, through the sacred
numbers, manipulated the natural forces which were the source of their power. In addition to the cryptic
figures and their permutations, Rgjasta had drawn the smpler symbols of the Houses of the Sky—and
with these Domaris, as an Acolyte of the Twelve, wasfamiliar; to these, therefore, he referred ashe

spoke.

"At such atime, in the Sign of the Scales, were you born, Domaris. Here, under the House of the
Carrier, isMicon'sday of birth. I will not read dl of thisnow," Rgastasaid, in an asde to the Atlantean,
who stirred with interest, "but if you truly wish, | will read it to you later. At present, | am sure, the
primary interest to you both is the date upon which your child will be born.”

Hewent on, pedanticaly, to give himsdf opportunity to ignore the overtonesin their voices asthey
murmured happily to one another, "In such an hour, so your starstell me, under the signs of the moon
which regulate these things in women, your womb must have received the seed of life—and on such a



day," he tapped the chart, "in the sign of the Scorpion, you will be brought to bed of a son—if my
caculations are perfectly correct.”

"A son!" Domariscried out in triumph.
But Micon looked troubled.
"Not—on the Nadir-night?"

"I trust not," Rgastareassured him, "but surely soon thereafter. In any case, remember that the
Nadir-night brings not only evil. As| havetold you, Deoris was conceived upon the Nadir-night, and she
isasclever and dear achild as one could desire. With the balancing effects of your child's conception
datefalling so closely between your birthdate and that of Domaris—"

Rgagtarattled on soothingly like thisfor alittle while, and Micon showed definite Sgns of rdlief which, in
truth, Rgjastadid not dtogether share. The Priest of Light had puzzled over this chart for many hours,
troubled by the knowledge that Micon's son might, indeed, be bom on that night of evil omen. Try ashe
had, though, Rgjasta had been unable to wholly exclude this posshility, for it had proven impossible to fix
the time of conception with any exactness.Had | only instructed Domaris more completely, he now
thought, not for thefirgt time,she herself would have been able to determine the proper time!

"Infact," Rgastaended, with just the proper note of amused tolerance for parental worryings, "I should
say thewordt thing you haveto fear for your son-to-beisthat he will be perhaps over-fond of contests
and gtrifes, and be sharp-tongued, as Scorpions often are.” He put the chart aside, deliberately. "Nothing
that proper instruction during his youth cannot correct. | have other news, aswell, my daughter,” he said,
amiling & Domaris. Shewas, he thought, lovelier than ever; something of the glow and sanctity of
motherhood was dready in her face, aradiant joy undimmed by the shadow of grief. Y et that shadow lay
there dready, amenace formless asyet, but discernible even to the relatively unimaginative Rgasta, and
the Priest felt asurge of protectiveness.

"The time has come when | may give thee work for the Temple," Rgastasaid. "Thou art woman, no
longer incomplete." Catching the expression of fleeting disquiet in Micon's face, he hastened to reassure
him. "Have no fear, my brother. | will not permit her to exhaust hersdf. Sheis safewith me.”

"Of that | have no doubt,” said Micon, quietly.

Raastareturned his attention to Domaris, whose thoughtful expression wastinged with agreeat curiosty.
"Domaris—what know you of the Guardians?"

She hesitated to answer, consdering. Rgastahimsalf, Guardian of the Outer Gates, was the only
Guardian ever named in public. There were others, of course, but no one in the Temple knew their
names, or even for certain that there were no more than the seven who sat velled in Council on high
occasions. A sudden suspicion widened her eyes.

Rgastawent on, without waiting for her answer, "My beoved daughter, you yourself have been chosen
Guardian of the Second Circle, successor to Ragamon the Elder—who will remain at his post to teach
and ingruct thee until thou art mature in wisdom. Y ou will be pledged to this duty as soon asyour child
has been acknowledged—although," he added, with another smilein Micon'sdirection, "thiswill entail no
arduous duties until you have fulfilled your responsibilities to the coming child. And, as| know women—"
Hisface wasfilled with tender indulgence as he regarded his young Acolyte. "—the acknowledgment of
your son will take precedence over the greater ceremony!”



Domarislowered her eyes, color saining her cheeks. She knew that if she had received this high honor
at any other time, she would have been amost overcome by the thought; now it seemed remote, avague
secondary condderation beside the thought of the ceremony which would admit her child into thelife of
the Temple. "It iseven s0," she admitted.

Rajagta's smile was abenediction. "No woman would have it otherwise."

Chapter Eight
T[HE NAMING OF THE
NAME

It was the responsibility of the Vested Five to keep the records of the Priest’'s Caste and, as Temple
Elders, to investigate and ascertain al matters pertaining to the place assigned each child born within the
precinct. Their voluminous robes were embroidered and imprinted with cryptic symbols of such antiquity
that only the highest Initiates had even afoggy conception of their meanings.

Sde by sde, Domaris and Micon stood before them in meditative silence as the ceremonia sprinkling of
incense burnt itsdf out in the ancient filigreed bowl, filling the air with its perfume. Asthe last smoky
tendrils curled up and were gone, an Acolyte stepped forward to softly shut the bowl's metd lid.

For the first time, Domaris was robed in blue, the color sacred to the Mother; her beautiful hair was
braided and bound into afillet of blue. Her heart pounded with avast joy, touched with pride, as Micon,
aerted by the faint sound of the incense burner's closing, stepped forward to addressthe Vested Five.
Robed in smple white, with afine golden band about his head, the Atlantean took his place before them
with asureness of step that belied his blindness.

Histrained tonesfilled the room proudly, without being loud.

"Fathers, | am come here with thiswoman, my beloved, to announce and acknowledge that my chosen
lady iswith child, and that this child of her body is sole son of my begetting, my firstborn, and the
inheritor of my name, station, and estate. | make solemn declaration of the purity of thiswoman, and |
now swear, by the Centra Fire, the Centra Sun, and the Three Wings Within the Circle, that the law has
been observed.”

The Atlantean now took a step back, turned, and with a deliberation and economy of movement which
told the Vested Five much, he kndlt at Domarissfeet. "This mother and this child,” Micon said, "are



acknowledged under the law, in gratitude and in reverence; this, that my love not be wasted, nor my life
unblessed, nor my duty unfinished. This, that | may give al honor where honor isdue.”

Domaris placed her hand lightly upon the crown of Micon'shead. "l am come,” she said, her voice
ringing defiantly clear in that centuried chamber, "to announce and acknowledge my coming child asthe
son of thisman. |, Domar—I sarma, daughter of Talkannon, declareit.” She paused, coloring, abashed a
having sumbled in theritua; but the Elders did not move an eyelash, and she continued, "I further make
declaration that thisisthe child of virginity, and the child of love; in reverence, | declarethis.” She now
knelt besde Micon. "I act within my right under the law."

The Elder who sat at the center of the Five asked gravely, "The child's name?’

Raasta presented the scroll with aforma gesture. "Thisto be placed in the archives of the Temple; |,
Raasta, have read the stars for the daughter of Talkannon, and | name her son thus: O-g-nar-men.”

"What meansit?' whispered Micon to Domaris, dmost inaudibly, and she returned, in an undertone,
"Son of Compassion.”

The Elders stretched forth their handsin a gesture older than humanity, and intoned, "The budding lifeis
acknowledged and welcome, under the law. Son of Micon and Isarma, O-si-nar-men. Be thou blessed!”

Risng dowly, Micon put out his hand to Domaris, who clasped it in her own and rose. They stood
together with bent heads, as the low-voiced cadenced blessing flowed on: "Giver of Life—Bearer of
Life—be thou blessed. Now and ever, blessed thou art, and blessed thy seed. Go in peace.”

Domarisraised her hand in the ancient Sign of honor, and after amoment Micon followed her lead,
hearing the rusiling of her deeve and remembering the ingtructions he had received from Rgasta
Together, with quiet humility, they left the council room—but Rgasta remained behind, for the Vested
Five would wish to question him regarding specifics of the unborn child's horoscope.

In the outer vestibule, Domaris leaned againgt Micon's shoulder for amoment. "It isdone,” she
whispered. "And even as| spoke, our child stirred again within me! I—I would be much with you now!"

"Beloved, thou shdt be," Micon promised tenderly; yet awistful note shadowed his voice as he bent to
kiss her. "Would that | might see thy coming glory!"

Chapter Nine
A QUESTION OF
SENTIMENT



Karahama, Priestess of Caratra, had judged Deoriswell. In the days after Arkati's death, Deoris had
indeed concentrated al her facilities upon thiswork she had formerly despised. Her intuitive knowledge
grew into a deft sureness and skill and at the conclusion of her extraterm of service, it was dmost with
reluctance that she prepared to leave the Temple.

Having completed theritua purification, she went to Karahamato bid her goodbye. In the last weeks
they had drawn as close as the older woman's reserve would alow, and in spite of Karahama's severe
mannerisms, Deoris suddenly redlized that she would miss Karahama

After they had exchanged the usud forma exchanges, the Priestess detained Deoris alittle longer. "'l

shdl missyou,” she said. "Y ou have become skillful, my child." And while Deoris sood speechlesswith
surprise—Karahamals praise was rare and difficult to earn—the Priestess took up asmall silver disk ona
fine chain. This ornament, inscribed with the Sigil of Caratra, was abadge of service and achievement
given eventualy to every woman who served the Goddess—but it was rarely bestowed on anyone as
young as Deoris. "Wear it in wisdom," said Karahama, and hersdf fastened the clasp about the girl's
wrist. Thisdone, she stood regarding Deoris asif she would speak further.

Karahamawas a big woman, tall and deep-breasted, and imposing, with yellow cat-eyes and tawny
hair. Like Takannon, she gave theimpression of an anima ferocity held in stern control; the blue robes of
her rank added a certain arrogance to her natural dignity. "Y ou arein the Scribe's school ?* she asked at
lest.

"I left it many months ago. | have been assigned as a scribe to the Lord Micon of Ahtarrath.”

Karahamas scorn withered Deoriss pride. "Any girl can do that work of reading and writing! Have you
chosen to makethat your lifeéswork, then? Or isit your intention to follow the Lady Domarisinto the
Templeof Light?'

Until that very moment, Deoris had never serioudy doubted that she would one day seek initiation into
the Temple of Light, following in her sster's footsteps. Now, dl at once, she knew that thiswas
impossible, that it had always been impossible for her, and she said, with thefirst redl decisiveness of her
life, "No. | do not wish ether of thosethings.”

"Then," Karahamasaid quietly, "I believe your true placeis here, in Caratra's Temple—unless you
chooseto join with Riveda's sect.”

"The Grey-robes?' Deoriswas shocked. "I, asaqji? "

"Caratraguard you!" Karahama's hands wove aswift rune. "All Godsforbid | should send any child into
that! No, my child—I meant asaHeder."

Deoris paused again, consdering. She had not realized that women were admitted into the Healer sect.
She sad, tentatively, "1 might—ask Riveda—"

Karahama chuckled lightly. "Rivedais not a very gpproachable man, child. Y our own kinsman Cadamiri
isaHeder-Priest, and it would be far easier to take up the matter with him. Riveda never troubles himsdlf
with the novices."



Her amile, for some reason, annoyed Deoris, who said, "Riveda himself once asked me whether |
wished to enter the Grey Temple!”

Thisdid have the desired effect, for Karahama's expression altered considerably, and she regarded
Deorisin acurious sSlence before saying, "Very well then. If you wish, you may tdll Rivedathat | have
pronounced you capable. Not that my word will carry much weight with him, but he knows my judgment
to be sound on such matters.”

Their talk turned to other matters; faltered and soon died away. But, watching Deoris go, Karahama
began to be disturbed.Is it really well, she asked hersdf,to send this child in Riveda's path? The
Priestess of Caratra knew Riveda better, perhaps, than his own novices did; and she knew his motives.
But Karahamathrew off the disturbing thought. Deoris was nearly grown up, and would not take it kindly
if Karahamawere to meddle, even with the best of intentions. Riveda aroused strong fedlings.

In the House of the Twelve, Deoris put away the bracelet and wandered idly through her rooms, feding
lonely and neglected. She wanted to make up the quarrel with Domaris, dip back into her old life,
forget—for awhile, at least—everything that had happened in the last few months.

The emptiness of the rooms and courts bothered her obscurely. Suddenly she stopped, staring at the
cage which held her red bird. The bird lay in aqueer still hegp on the floor of the cage, its crimson
plumage matted and crumpled. With agasp Deoris ran to unfasten the cage door and took up thetiny
corpse, cradling it in her pAmwith alittle cry of pain.

She turned the bird helplesdy on her hand, nearly crying. She had loved it, it wasthe last thing Domaris
had given her before she began to change so—but what had happened? There was no cat to tear it—and
anyhow, thetiny thing had not been mauled. Looking into the now-empty cage, she saw thét thelittle
pottery bowl inside was empty of water and there were only one or two scattered husks of seedsinthe
dirty litter at the bottom.

The sudden entrance of Elaragtartled her and Deoris, turning around, flew at the little woman in afury.
"Y ou forgot my bird and now it's dead, dead!" she charged passionately.

Elaratook afearful step backward. "What bird do you mean? Why—I did not know—"

"Don't lieto me, you miserable dut!" Deoris cried out, and in an uncontrollable rage, she dapped Elara
acrossthe face.

"Deorid" Shock and anger werein the voice, and Deoris, with a catch of breath, whirled to see Domaris
standing, white and astonished in the doorway. "Deoris, what isthe meaning of this—this performance?’



She had never spoken so roughly to Deoris before, and the girl put her hand to her mouth in sudden guilt
and fear, and stood scarlet and speechless as Domaris repeated, "What is going on? Or must | ask
Elara?'

Deorisburst into aflood of angry tears. " Sheforgot my bird, and it's dead!" she ssammered, choking.

"That is neither areason nor an excuse," Domaris said, ill angry, her voicetaut. "1 am very sorry, Elara.
My sister will gpologizeto you.”

"To her?' Deorissad increduloudy. "I will not!"

Domaris made her words come steadily, with an effort. "If you were my own child and not my sigter,
you should be beaten! | have never been so ashamed in my lifel" Deoristurned to flee, but before she
had taken more than afew steps, Domaris had grasped her wrist and held it in atense grip. "Y ou stay
herel" she commanded. "Do you think | am going to let you disobey me?"

Deoristwisted free, white and furious; but she did ssammer out the required apology.

Elararaised her serene face, the print of fingers dready reddening on the tanned cheek. Her voice had
its own dignity, the unshakable poise of the humble. "I am truly sorry about your bird, little mistress, but
its care was not entrusted to me; | knew nothing of it. Have | ever forgotten anything you asked of me?'

When Elarahad | ft them aone, Domaris|ooked at her sister dmost in despair. "What has come over
you, Deoris?' shesad &t last. "'l don't know you any more.”

Deoriss eyes remained sullenly fixed on the paving-stones; she had not moved since muttering her
"gpology” to Elara

"Child, child,” Domarissaid, "I am sorry about your bird, too, but you could have a dozen for the asking.
Elarahas never been anything but kind to you! If she were your equal it would be bad enough, but to
srike aservant!" She shook her head. "What am | going to do with you?"'

Still Deoris made no reply, and Domaris looked into the open cage, with a shake of her head. "I do not
know who isresponsgible,” she said quietly, glancing back at Deoris, "but if there was negligence here,
you have no oneto blame but yoursdlf."

Deoris muttered sulkily, "I haven't been here.”

"That does not lessen your fault.”" There was no mercy in the older woman'svoice. "Why did you not
delegateits care directly to one of the women?'Y ou cannot blame them for neglecting aduty which no
one had assigned to any one of them. Y our own forgetfulness cost your pet itslifel Have you no sense of

respongbility?'

"Haven't | had enough to think about?' Ritiful tears began to trickle down the girl'sface. "If you redly
cared about me,you'd have remembered!”

"Mugt | shoulder your respongbilitiesal your life?' Domaris retorted, in so furious atone that Deoris
actually stopped crying. Seeing her sister's shocked face, Domaris relented alittle, taking the dead bird
from Deorisshandsand laying it aside. "1 meant what | said; you may have dl the birdsyou wish," she
promised.



"Oh, | don't care about the bird! It'syou! " Deoriswailed, and flung her arms around Domaris, crying
harder than ever. Domaris held her tight, fedling that Deoriswasfinaly giving way to the frozen
resentment she had been unable to speak before; that now perhaps they could cross that barrier which
had lain between them since the night in the Star Field . . . but, finally, she had to remind her: "Gently,
Deoris. Hold me not so tightly, you must not hurt us—"

Abruptly, Deoriss arms dropped to her sides and she turned away without aword.

Domaris stretched out her hand, pleading. "Deoris, don't draw away likethat, | didn't mean—Deoris,
can | saynothing that does not wound you?'

"Y ou don't want me!" Deoris accused miserably. "Y ou don't have to pretend.”

"Oh, Deoridl" The grey eyeswere misted now with tears. "How can you be jedl ous? How can you?
Deoris, don't you know that Micon isdying? Dying! And | must stand between him and death!™ Her
hands clasped again, with that strange gesture, across her body. "Until our sonis born—"

Blindly, Deoris caught her sster in her arms, hugging her close, anything to shut out that terrible, naked
grief. Her sdf-pity fell away, and for thefirst timein her life she tasted a sorrow that was more than
personal, knowing she could only try to comfort where there clearly could be no comfort, vainly try to
say what she knew to be untrue. . . and for the first time, her own rebellion fell away, unimportant before
her sister's tragedly.

Chapter Ten
MEN OF PURPOSE

With a definiteness that |eft no room for argument, Rivedaat last informed Ragjastathat his house had
been set in order. Rgjasta complimented him on work well done, and the Adept bowed and took his
leave, afaintly derisive smile behind his heavy-lidded eyes.

The investigation into forbidden sorceries by members of his Order had lasted haf ayear. It had resulted
in around dozen of merited floggingsfor rather minor blagphemies and infringements: misuse of
ceremonia objects, thewearing or display of outlasted symbols, and other smilar offenses. There had
also been two serious cases—not clearly connected—involving lesser Adepts who had been beaten and
then expdlled from the rolls of the Grey-robe sect. One had made use of certain alchemica potionsto
induce various otherwise blamel ess neophytes andsaji to take part in acts of excessive sexud crudty
which, afterward, the victims could not even remember. In the other of these two cases, the culprit had
broken into alocked shelf of the Order's private library and stolen some scrolls. This aonewould have
been bad enough, but it turned out that the man had been growing contagious disease culturesin his
rooms. Decontamination procedures were gill going on, so far with good hopes of a satisfactory



outcome.

Still, dl this had warned the undetected that Rivedawas dert to their existence, and further progresswas
not likely to be easy.

For Riveda himsdf, the grestest reward, in some ways, was the discovery of anew field of experiment
with tremendous potentias, which the Adept intended to test. The key to it was the stranger he had taken
on aschela. Under hypnosisthe lad reveded strange knowledge, and a stranger power—though
hypnosis was necessary to make any impression on the odd apathy of the unknown, who existed (one
could not say helived) asin ashell of dark glass over which events passed as shadowy reflections,
holding attention only amoment. His mind was locked away, asif from some recent horror and shame
that had frozen him; but in his rare ravings he burgt forth with oddly coherent words that sometimes gave
Riveda cluesto great things—long vistas of knowledge which Rivedahimsdlf could only glimpsewere
hidden in that seemingly damaged mind.

Whether the man was Micon's brother, Riveda did not know, nor did he care. Hefdlt, quite sincerely,
that any attempt to confront the two could only harm them both. Scrupuloudy he refrained from making
seriousinquiry into the chedsorigin, or into the mystery of his coming to the Grey Temple.

However, Riveda did watch Micon—aways casud, as became a Magician among Priests of Light;
aways detached, barely hovering on the edges of the Atlantean's circle of acquaintances, but studying
them intently. Riveda quickly saw that for Domarisall had ceased to exist, save only Micon; heaso
discerned Rgjasta's preoccupation with the blind Initiate, a relationship which transcended that of
fellow-Priests and approached, at times, that of father and son. It was with somewhat |ess casual ness that
he watched Deoris.

Rivedadid not very often agree with Rejasta, but in this case, both sensed sirange potentiditiesin the
young girl. With the coming of her womanhood, Deoris might be powerful, if she were properly taught.
Y et, though he had spent much time in meditation over the question, Riveda could not quite determine
exactly what potentidities he saw in her—possibly because they were many, and varied.

She seemed to be, Riveda noticed, Micon's pupil aswell as his scribe. Somehow this enraged the
Adept, asif Micon were usurping a privilege which should be Rivedas own. The Atlantean'simpersona
and diffident guidance of the girl's thoughtsimpressed Riveda as fumbling, overcautious, and incompetent.
In his opinion, they were holding Deoris back, where she should be allowed—even, if necessary,
compelled—to open and unfold.

He watched, with detached humor, the growth of her interest in him; and, with even more amusement,
the childish and stormy progress of her relationship with Chedan, an Acolyte and the pledged husband of
Elis. Temple gossip (to which Rivedawas not as deaf as he tried to seem) often made reference to the
strained relations between Elisand Chedan. . ..

Chedan'sinfatuation with Deoris may have begun as an attempt, pure and smple, to spite Elis. In any
case, it was now more serious than that. Whether Deorisrealy cared for Chedan or not—and not even
Domaris pretended to know that—she accepted his attentions with gravely mischievous pleasure. Micon
and Domaris watched and welcomed this new State of affairs, believing that it might bring Deoris some
understanding of their own predicament, and aleviate her hodtility to their love.

Riveda happened upon them one morning in an outdoor garden: Deoris, seated on the grass at Micon's
feet, was sorting and caring for her writing instruments, Chedan, adender brown-eyed stripling inthe
robes of an Acolyte, bent over her, smiling. Rivedawastoo far away to hear their words, but the two



children—they were hardly more, especialy in Riveda's eyes—disagreed on something. Deoris sprang
up, indignant; Chedan fled in pretended terror, and Deoris raced after him, laughing.

Micon looked up at Riveda's approaching steps, and stretched out his hand in welcome—but he did not
rise, and Rivedawas struck anew by the ravages of painin the blind Initiate'sface. Asaways, because
he was smitten by devastating pity, he took refuge in the mocking deference with which he masked his
deepest emotions.

"Hail, Lord of Ahtarrath! Have your disciplesfled from teachings over-wise? Or are you ready with a
birchen rod for your neophytes?’

Micon, sensing the sarcasm, was wearily perplexed. He had genuinely tried to conquer hisfirst wariness
of Riveda, and hisown fallure dismayed him. Superficidly, of course, Rivedawas an easy manto like;
yet Micon thought he could most as easily hate thisman, if he would permit himsdlf to do so.

Now, sternly disciplining himself, Micon shrugged off Rivedas sardonic mood and instead spoke of the
feversthat regularly decimated the coastd hills, and of the famine that might rageif too many men were
disabled by disease and could not harvest the crops. "It is your Healers who can do most to remedy
that," he complimented, sincerely and ddliberately. "I have heard of the fine work which you have done
among them, Lord Riveda. These same Hedlerswere, if | recal rightly, hardly more than corrupt
charlatans, not ten years ago—"

"That would be something of an exaggeration.”" Riveda smiled, with the grim enjoyment of the reformer.
"Yetitistrue, there was much decadence in the Grey Temple when | came here. | am not of the Priest's
Cagte—as | would guess Rgasta has told you—I am anorthman of Zaiadan; my people were common
fisher folk, sea-farers after their fashion. In my land, we know that the right drugs are more efficient than
the most earnest prayers, unlesstheillnessbedl in the brain. Asaboy | learned the care of wounds,
because | waslamein oneleg and my family thought mefit for nothing dse.”

Micon seemed startled by this statement, and Riveda chuckled. "Oh, | was headled—never mind
how—nbut | had learned by then there was more to the body than most Priests will ever admit—except in
their cups." He chuckled again; then, sobering, went on, "And | had aso learned just how much stronger
the mind can be when the body is harnessed and brought under the discipline of the will. As, by that time,
| hed little fondness for the village of my birth, | took up my staff and wandered abroad, asthey say. Sol
cameto know of the Magicians, you cal them Grey-robes here”" Expressively, he shrugged, forgetful for
amoment that Micon could not see him. "At last | came here, an Adept, and found among the local
Order of Magiciansacult of lazy-minded mystics who masgqueraded as Hedlers. They were not, as|
have said, utter charlatans, for they had on their shelves most of the methods we employ today, but they
had become decadent and careless, preferring chants and spellsto honest work. So | threw them out.”

"Inanger?' Micon murmured, with ahint of deprecation.

"In good solid wrath,” Rivedareturned, with alaugh and arelishing grin. "Not to mention afew
well-placed kicks. Some, in fact, | threw out bodily, only stopping to talk about it afterward . . ." He
paused amoment in reflection. "Then | gathered together the few who fdlt as| did—Dboth Priests of Light
and Grey-robes—men who believed, like me, that the mind has healing powers of akind, but that the
body needsitstreatments, too. The greatest help | had was from the Priestesses of Caratra, for they
work with living women, not soulsand idedls, and it is not so easy for them to forget that greet truth, that
bodies must be treated smply as suffering bodies. They have been using the correct methods for
centuries; and now | have managed to return them to the world of men, wherethey are equally, if not
more needed.”



Micon smiled, somewhat sorrowfully. Asaphysician, at least, he knew he must admire Riveda; and the
mental daring of Micon's own nature saluted like quditiesin the Adept.What a pity, Micon thought, that
Riveda did not apply his high intelligence and his supreme good sense to hisown life. . . what a
pity that such a man must be wasted on the empty conquest of Magic!

"Lord Riveda," he said suddenly, "your Heders are above dl reproach, but some of your Grey-robes
gtill prectice self-torture. How can aman of your intelligence countenance that?"

Rivedacountered, "Y ou are of Ahtarrath; surely you know the value of—certain augterities?’

Micon's answer wasto form acertain Sign with hisright hand. Riveda pondered the value of returning
this gesture to one who could not see—but went on, less guardedly, "Then you will know the vaue of
sharpening the senses, raising certain mental and physicd factorsto ahigh level of awvareness—without
completing the pattern or releasing the tension. There are, of course, less extreme methods available, but
in the end, you must concede that a man is his own master, and that which harms no one ese—wall, in
thelast analyss, thereis not much one can do about it.”

The Initiate's face betrayed his dissent; the thin lips seemed uncharacterigticaly stern. "'l know
that—results may be had from such procedures,” he said, "but such results | cdl valudess. And—thereis
the question of your women, and the—uses—you make of them." He hesitated, trying to phrase his
wordsin such away asto give the least offense. ""Perhaps what you do brings development, of a
kind—but it can only be unbalanced, a violence to nature. Y ou must dways guard againgt madness within
your walls, asaresult.”

"Madness has many causes," Riveda observed. "Y et, we Grey-robes spare our women the brutdity of
bearing children to satisfy our pride!™

The Atlantean ignored the insult, only asking quietly, "Have you no sons, Riveda?'

There was an appreciable pause. Rivedalowered his head, unableto rid himsdf of the absurd notion
that this man's blind eyes saw more than his own good ones.

"Webdlieve," Micon continued quietly, "aman shirks duty who leaves no son to follow hisname. And as
for your Magicians, it may be that the good they do others shdll at last outmeasure the harm they do
themsalves. Y et one day they may set in motion causes which they themselves cannot control or set
right." Thetwisted grin came back to Micon'sface. "Y et that isbut apossbility. | would not quarrd with
you, Lord Riveda.”

"Nor | with you," the Adept returned, and there was more than courtesy in his empheétic tone. He knew
that Micon did not altogether trust him, and had no wish to make an enemy in so high aplace asthe
Atlantean currently occupied. A word from Micon could bring the Guardians down upon the Grey
Temple, and no one knew better than Rivedathat certain of his Order's practices would not bear
dispassionate investigation. Forbidden sorcery they might not be—but they would not meet with the
approva of the stern Guardians. No, he did not want to quarrel with Micon. . . .

Deoris and Chedan, walking side by side and sedately now, rejoined them. Riveda greeted Deoriswith
adeference that made Chedan stare, his jaw suddenly loose and useless.

"Lord Micon," the Adept said, "I am going to take Deorisfrom you.”



Micon's dark sightless features went rigid with displeasure, and as he turned hisface toward Riveda,
some ominous ingtinct touched the Atlantean. Tightly, he said, "Why do you say that, Riveda?'

Rivedalaughed loudly. He knew very well what Micon meant, but it pleased him to misunderstand.
"Why, what think you | meant?' he asked. "I must speak with thelittle maiden for afew minutes, for
Karahamaof Caratra's Temple gave me her namefor admission into the Hedlers." Rivedalaughed again.
"If you think soiill of me, | will gladly speak in your presence, Prince Micon!"

A deathly weariness crept into Micon, supplanting his anger by degrees. His shoulders sagged.
"|—know not what | meant. I—" He broke off, till nervous but unableto justify it even to himself. "Yes,
| had heard that Deoris wasto seek Initiation. | amvery glad. . . . Go, my Deoris."

Thoughtful, Riveda drew the girl dong the pathway. Deoriswas sengtive, fine-grained, dl nerves,
inginctively hefdt she belonged, not among the Hed ers but among the Grey-robes themsdaves. Many of
the women of the Grey Temple were onlysaji, despised or ignored—but now and then awoman might
be accepted on the Magician's Path. A few, only afew, could seek attainment on the same footing asa
man, and it would be hard to make a place for Deoris among them.

"Tel me, Deoris" sad Riveda suddenly, "have you served long in the House of the Mother?

She shrugged. "Only the preliminary serviceswhich al women must do." She glanced briefly into the
Adept's eyes, but looked away again as she murmured, "1 worked for amonth with Karahama."

" She spoke of your skill." Riveda paused. "Perhaps you are not learning thisfor thefirgt time, but
recovering something which you once knew, in apreviouslife.”

Deorisraised her eyesto his once more, wonder clear to read in her face. "What do you mean?'

"l am not permitted to speak of it to adaughter of Light,” said Riveda, smiling, "but you will learn of this,
asyouriseinthe Temple. Let ustalk for aminute about practica things." Aware that her shorter legs
were not accustomed to his own swift stride, Rivedaturned aside onto alittle plazathat overlooked one
of therivuletsthat ran through the Temple precinct. "Karahama," the Adept continued, "tells me that you
wish admission into the Hedlers, but there are many reasonswhy | do not wish to accept you at this
time." He watched her out of the corner of hiseye as he said this, and was vagudly gratified a her
discomfort. "AsaHeder," he went on, "you would remain only achild of the Temple, not a
Priestess. . . . Tell me, have you yet been bound into the Path of Light?"

So rapidly had Deoriss emotions vecillated in the last minutesthat at first she could only shake her head,
gpeechless. Then, recovering her composure, she clarified, "Reastahas said | am il too young.
Domaristook no vows until she was past seventeen.”



"I would not have you wait so long," Rivedademurred, "but it istrue that thereis no need of haste—" He
fell sllent again, gazing off across the plazaand into the distances beyond. At lag, turning to Deoris, he
sad, "Thisiswhat | adviseyou: firgt, to seek initiation into the lowest grade of the Priestesses of Caratra.
Asyou grow older, you may decide that your true placeis among the Magicians—" Riveda checked her
guestion with an imperative gesture. "1 know, you do not wish to besaji, nor do | suggest it. However, as
an Initiated Priestess of Caratra, you could risein Her service to the highest levels—or enter the Grey
Temple. Most women are not fit to attain the grade of Adept, but | believe you have inborn powers.” He
smiled down at her and added, "'l only hope you will use them asyou should.”

She returned his gaze earnestly. "I don't know how—"
"But you will learn." He laid one of his hands on her shoulder. "Trust me."
"l do," she said confidingly, with the sudden redization that it wastrue.

In perfect seriousness, Rivedawarned her, "Y our Micon puts no faith in me, Deoris. Perhaps|'m not a
good man to trugt.”

Deorislooked unhappily down at the flagstones. "Micon—L ord Micon has been so cruelly
treated—perhaps he trusts no one any more," she hazarded, unable to face the idea that Micon might be
right. She didn't want to believe anything unpleasant of Riveda.

The Adept let his hand fall away from her. "1 will ask Karahama, then, to take you under her persona
guidance," he said, with an air of dismissd. Deoris, accepting it, thanked him rather timidly and departed.
Riveda stood watching her go, hisarmsfolded on his chest, and though there was atrace of anironic
smileupon hislips, his eyeswere thoughtful. Could Deoris be the woman he had visualized? No one
knew better than he that the random memories of previous lives sometimes appear to one as
presentiments of the future. . . . If heread thisgirl's character rightly, she was eager—over-eager,
perhaps, even impetuous. Did she have any caution at al?

Unwilling to let histhoughts drift too far from current redlities, Rivedaturned on hished and began to
walk once more, his stride swiftly carrying him from the plaza. Deoriswas till alittle girl, and he must
walit, perhaps for years, to be sure he was not mistaken—but he had made a beginning.

The Adept Riveda was not accustomed to waiting for what he wanted—but this once, it might prove
worth thewaiting!

Chapter Eleven
OF BLESSINGS AND
CURSES



Her hands folded meekly before her, her hair smply braided, Deoris stood before the assembled
Priestesses of Caratra. Shewore, for the last time, her scribe'sfrock, and dready it felt strange.

Even while she listened with serious attention to the grave admonitions of Karahama, Deoris was scared,
even panicky, her thoughts running in wistful counterpoint to the Priestessswords. From this day and
hour, shewould no longer be "little Deoris," but awoman who had chosen her life's work—although for
years to come she would be no more than an apprenticed Priestess, even this conferred upon her the
respongbilitiesof an adult. . . .

And now Karahama beckoned her forward. Deoris stretched forth her hands, as she had been bidden.

"Adsartha, daughter of Talkannon, called Deoris, receive from my hands these ornamentsit is now thy
right to wear. Use them wisdly, and profane them never," Karahama adjured. "Daughter thou art to the
Great Mother; daughter and sister and mother to every other woman.” Into the outstretched hands
Karahama placed the sacred ornaments which Deoris must wear for the rest of her life. "May these
hands be blessed for the Mother'swork; may they be consecrated,” said Karahama, and closed Deoriss
gmadl fingersover theritua gems, holding them closed for amoment, then Signing them with a protective
gediure.

Deorisdid not consider herself in any way a superstitious person, and yet she haf-expected to fed the
touch of some great, warm, and mystic power flowing into her—or else, that the very wallswould
denounce her as unworthy. But she felt nothing, only acontinuing nervoustenson and adight trembling in
her calves from standing amost motionless throughout the long ceremony—uwhich, clearly, was not yet
ended.

Karahamaraised her armsin yet another ritual gesture, saying, "L et the Priestess Deoris be invested as
befits her rank."

Mother Y souda, the old Priestess who had brought both Domaris and Deorisinto the world and who
had cared for them after the death of their mother, led her away; Domaris, in the place of her mother,
accompanied them into the antechamber.

Firg the scribe's flaxen frock was taken from her and cast into the fire; Deoris stood naked, shivering on
the stones. In prescribed silence, Mother Y souda's face too forbidding to reassure either of them,
Domaris unbraided her sgter's heavy hair, and the ancient Priestesses sheared it off and cast the heavy
dark ringletsinto the flames. Deoris blinked back tears of humiliation as she watched them burn, but she
did not utter a sound; it would have been unthinkable to weep during such a ceremony. While Mother
Y souda performed the elaborate rites of purification, and of dressing the shorn and chastened Deorisin
the garments of a Priestess of the lowest grade, Domaris|ooked on with eyes shining. She was not sorry
that Deoris had chosen adifferent service than hersdlf; al were aspects of the hierarchy into which they
had been born, and it seemed right that Deoris should choose the service of humanity, rather than her
own choice of the esoteric wisdom of Light. Seeing Deorisin the Smple novice's garments, Domariss
eyesfilled and spilled over with tears of joy; she felt amother's pride in agrown child, without a mother's
sorrow that the child is grown past her control.



Once Deoris had been robed in the straight deeveless garment of blue, cross-woven with white, they
bound aplain blue girdle about her waist and fastened it with a single pearl—the stone of the Great
Deep, brought from the womb of earth in danger and death, and thus symbolic of childbirth. About
Deorissthroat was hung an amulet of carven crysta, which she would later learn to use as both hypnotic
pendulum and psychic channe when this became necessary in her work.

Thus clothed and thus adorned, she was led back to the assembled Priestesses, who had broken their
solemn circle and now crowded around the girl to welcome her to their order, kissing and embracing her,
congratulating her, even teasing her alittle about her shorn hair. Even Mother Y souda, stern and bony,
unbent enough to reminisce with the delighted Domaris—who stood gpart from the throng of blue-clad
women crowding about the newcomer.

"It hardly seemsthat it can have been fifteen yearssincel first laid her in your armg!™
"What was| like?' Deoris asked curioudly.

Mother Y souda straightened hersdf with adignified air. "Very much like alittle red monkey,” she
returned, but she smiled at Deoris and Domarislovingly. "Y ou havelogt your little one, Domaris—but
soon now | shdl lay anather child in your arms, shdl | not?!

"Inonly afew months,"” Domaris said shyly, and the old lady pressed her hand with warm affection.

Since Deorissforma duties would not begin until the next day, the sisterswalked back together toward
the House of the Twelve. Domaris put ahand to her sister's close-cropped head with hesitant
compassion. "Your lovely hair," shemourned.

Deoris shook her head, sending the short ringletsflying. "'l likeit," shelied recklesdy. "Now | need not
gpend dl my time plaiting and combing it—Domaris, isit so very ugly?'

Domaris saw the tremble of her sster's mouth and laughed, reassuring her quickly, "No, no, little Deoris,
you grow very lovely. | think the style suits you, really—»buit it does make you look very little," she
teased. " Chedan may ask proof that you are awoman!”

"Heiswelcometo such proofs as he has had aready,” Deoris said negligently, "but | shal not imperil my
friendship with Elisfor the sake of that overgrown baby!

Domarislaughed. "Y ou might win Eliss undying gratitude if you took Chedan from her dtogether!” Her
mirth evaporated as an annoyingly recurrent little thought cameto trouble her again: she till did not know
how Arvath redlly felt about the fact that she had invoked her lega freedom. Already there had been
some unpleasantness, and Domaris anticipated more. She had seen how Chedan behaved when Elis had



done the same thing. She hoped Arvath would be more generous, more understanding—but more and
more she suspected that hope was only wishful thinking.

Frowning dightly, Domaris gave alittle impatient shrug. She had made her choice, and if it involved
unpleasantness, well, she would face it when the time came. Deliberately, she turned her thoughtsto more
immediate concerns. "Micon wished to see you after the ceremonies, Deoris. | will go and take off these
tapestries," she joked, shaking the cumbersome robes which she had had to wear for theritua, "and join
you both afterward.”

Deoris sarted. Inexplicably, theideaof confronting Micon without Domaris nearby disturbed her. "Il
wait for you," she offered.

"No," said Domarislightly, "I think he wanted to see you done."

Micon's Atlantean servants conducted her into aroom which opened on agreat series of terraced
gardens, green with flowering trees and filled with the sound of faling waters and of the songs of many
birds. These rooms were spacious and cool, as befitted apartments reserved for visitors of rank and
dignity; Ragjasta had spared no painsto insure the comfort of his guest.

Outlined againg the window, Micon's luminous robes gave his erect, emaciated form an amost

trand ucent look in the afternoon sunlight. Asheturned his head, smiling brilliantly, Deoris caught aflash
of radiant color, like an aura of sparkling, exploding brightness around his head—then it was gone, so
swiftly that Deoris could only doubt the evidence of her own eyes. Theingtant of clairvoyant sght had
made her alittle dizzy, and she halted in the doorway; then regretted the pause, for Micon heard her and
moved painfully toward her.

"Isit you, my little Deoris?"
At hearing hisvoice, her lingering nervousness vanished; she ran and kndlt before him. He grinned down

a her crookedly. "And | must not call youlittle Deoris now, they havetold me," heteased, and laid his
hand, thin and blue-veined, on her head; then moved it in surprise. "They have cut off your pretty hair!

Why?'
"l don't know," she said shyly, rising. "It isthe custom.”

Micon smiled in puzzlement. "How odd,” he murmured. "I have dwayswondered—are you like
Domaris? Isyour hair fiery, like hers?!

"No, my hair isblack as night. Domarisis beautiful, | am not even pretty,” said Deoris, without
subterfuge.



Micon laughed alittle. "But Domaris has said the same of you, child—that you arelovely and sheisquite
plan!" He shrugged. "'l suppose sstersare dways so, if they love one another. But | find it hard to
pictureyou to mysdf, and | fed | havelost my little scribe—and indeed | have, for you will be far too
busy to cometo me!"

"Oh, Micon, truly | am sorry for that!"

"Never mind, puss. | am glad—not to lose you, but that you have found the work which will lead you to
Light."

She corrected him hesitantly. "I am not to be a Priestess of Light, but of the Mother.”

"But you are yourself adaughter of Light, my Deoris. Thereis Light in'you, more than you know, for it
shinesclearly. | have seen it, though these eyes are blind." Again he smiled. "But enough of this; | am sure
you have heard quite enough vague exhortations for one day! | know you may not wear ornamentswhile
you are only an apprentice Priestess, but | have agift for you.. . ." Heturned, and from atable beside him
took up atiny statuette: alittle cat, carved from asingle piece of green jade, Sitting back on deek
haunches, topaz eyes winking comically a Deoris. About his neck was a collar of green stones,
beautifully cut and polished. "The cat will bring you luck," he said, "and when you are the Priestess
Adsartha, and no longer forbidden to wear gems and ornaments—" Deftly, Micon unclasped the collar of
gems. "See, Master Cat will lend you hiscollar for abracelet, if your wrist be still as dainty as now."
Taking her dim hand in his, he dipped the circlet of sonesfor amoment over her wrist; then removediit,
laughing. "But | must not tempt you to break your vow," he added, and clasped the ornament about the
cat'sthroat again.

"Micon, it'slovely!" Deoris cried, enchanted.

"And therefore, it could only belong to you, little one—my beloved little sster," he repeated, hisvoice
lingering for amoment on the words; then he said, "Until Domaris comes, let uswalk in the garden.”

The lawns were shadowy and cool, athough the summer greens were parched now and yellow. The
great tree where they had so often sat during the summer was dry, with clusters of hard bright berries
among the branches—but the fine gritty dust did not penetrate to there, and the treesfiltered out the
burning glare of the sun somewhat. They found their old seat, and Deoris dropped to the dry grass, letting
her head rest lightly against Micon's knees as she looked up at him. Surely the bronzed face was
thinner—more drawn with pain.

"Deoris," he said, hisodd smile coming and going like summer lightning, "your Sster has missed you." His
tone was not reproachful, but Deorisfelt guilty crimsons bannering her cheeks.

"Domaris doesn't need me now," she muttered.

Micon's touch on her shorn curlswas very tender. ™Y ou are wrong, Deoris, she needs you now more
than ever—needs your understanding, and—your love. | would not intrude on what is persona between
you—" Hefdt her gtir jedoudy benesth hishand. "No, wait, Deoris. Let metell thee something.” He
shifted restlesdy, asif he would have preferred to speak standing; but an odd look crossed his mobile
features, and he remained where hewas. "Deoris, listen to me. | shal not live much longer.”

"Don't say that!"



"I mugt, little Sster.” A shadow of regret degpened the Atlantean's resonant voice. "l shall
live—perhaps—until my sonisborn. But | want to know that—afterward—Domaris will not be
atogether lone" Hismuitilated hands, scarred but thin and gentle, touched her wet eyes. "Darling, don't
cry—I loveyou very dearly, little Deoris, and | do fed | can trust Domaristoyou. . . ."

Deoris could not force hersalf to speak, or move, but only gazed up into Micon's Sightlesseyes asif
transfixed.

With aghastly emphasis, the Atlantean went on, "I am not so much in love with life that | could not bear
to leaveit!" Then, asif consciousthat he had frightened her, the terrible self-mockery dowly faded from
hisface. "Promise me, Deoris," he said, and touched her lips and breast in a curious symbolic gesture she
did not understand for many years.

"l promise," shewhispered, crying.

The man closed his eyes and leaned back against the grest tree's broad trunk. Speaking of Domaris had
weakened the fiercely-held control to which he owed hislife, and he was human enough to be terrified.
Deoris saw the shadow that crossed hisface and gasping, sprang up.

"Micon!" she cried out, fearfully bending closeto him. He raised his head, perspiration breaking out
upon his brow, and choked out afew words in alanguage Deoris could not comprehend. "Micon," she
sad gently, "I can't understand—"

"Againit comes" hegasped. "l felt it on the Night of Nadir, reaching for me—some deadly evil—" He
leaned againgt her shoulder, heavy, limp, breathing with aforced endurance. "I will not! " he shrieked, as
if in reply to some unseen presence—and the words were harsh, rasping, utterly unlike his usud tone,
even in extremity.

As Deorisdrew himinto her arms, unable to think of anything else to do, she suddenly found herself
supporting dl of hisweight. He dipped down, dmost insengible but holding to consciousness with what
seemed must be hislast wisps of strength.

"Micon! What shdl | do?’

Hetried to speak again, but his command of her language had deserted him again, and he could only
mutter broken phrasesin the Atlantean tongue. Deoris felt very young, and terrified: she had had some
training, of course, but nothing that prepared her for this—and the wisdom of love was not in her arms,;
the very strength of her frightened embrace was crue to Micon's pain-wracked body. Moaning, he
twitched away from her, or tried to; swaying, he would have falen precipitoudy had the girl not held him
upright. She tried to support him more gently, but fingers of freezing panic were squeezing at her throat;
Micon looked asif he were dying, and she dared not even leave him to summon aid! The fedling of
hel plessness only added to her terror.

She uttered allittle scream as a shadow fdll across them, and another's arms lifted the burden of Micon's
weight abruptly from her young shoulders.

"Lord Micon," said Rivedafirmly, "how can | assst you?'

Micon only sighed, and went limp in the Grey-robe's arms. Riveda glanced at Deoris, his stern, sharp
face gppraising her coolly, asif to make certain she was not about to faint.



"Good Gods," the Adept murmured, "has he been thisway for long?' He did not wait for her answer,
but easily roseto hisfeet, bearing the wasted form of the blind man without apparent effort. "I had better
take him at once to hisrooms. Merciful Gods, the man weighs no more than you! Deoris, comewith me;
he may need you."

"Yes," Deorissad, theflush of her embarrassment at her previousterror fading. "I will show you the
way," she said, rushing ahead of Riveda and up the path.

Behind them, Rivedas chela sought his master with dull, empty eyes. A flicker of life momentarily
brightened their flatness as they observed Micon. Moving noiselesdy at Rivedas hedls, the cheldsface
was atroubled emptiness, like a date wiped imperfectly with a haf-dampened sponge.

Asthey entered Micon's suite, one of the Atlantean servants cried out, running to help Rivedalay the
unconscious man upon his bed. The Grey-robe Adept gave aswift succession of low-voiced orders, then
set about applying restoratives.

Mute and frightened, Deoris stood at the foot of the bed. Riveda had forgotten her existence; the
Adept'swhole intense attention was concentrated on the man he was tending. The chelaghosted into the
room on feet more slent than a cat's, and stood uncertainly by the doorway.

The blind man stirred on the bed, moaned delirioudy, and muttered something in the Atlantean tongue;
then, quite suddenly, in alow and sartlingly clear voice, he said, "Do not be afraid. They can only kill us,
and if we submit to them we would be better dead—" He emitted another groan of agony, and Deoris,
sckened, clutched at the high bed-frame.

The chelas garing eyes found Micon, and the dulled glance widened perceptibly. He made an odd
sound, half gasp, haf whimper.

"Bequiet!" Rivedasnarled, "or get out!"

Beneath the Grey-robe's gently restraining hands, Micon moved: first agtir, as of returning
consciousness—then he writhed, groping, his head jerking backward in a convulsive movement, his
whole body arching back in horror as the twisted hands made terrible clutching movements; suddenly
Micon screamed, ahigh shrill scream of agonized despair.

"Reio-tal Reio-tal Where are you? What are you?They have blinded me! *

The chdastood twitching, asif blasted by lightning and unableto flee. "Micon!™ he shrieked. His hands
lifted, clenched, and he took one step—then the impulse died, the spark faded, and the chelas handsfell,
lax-fingered, to hissides,

Riveda, who had raised his head in sharp question, saw that the chela's face was secret with madness,
and with ashake of hishead, the Adept bent again to histask.

Micon stirred again, but thistime lessviolently. After amoment he murmured, "Rejasta—"

"Hewill come," said Riveda, with unwonted gentleness, and raised his head to the Atlantean servant,
who stood staring at the chelawith wide, unbdlieving eyes. "Find the Guardian, you fool! | don't care
where or how,go and find him! " Thewords Ieft no room for argument or hesitation; the servant turned
and went at arun, only pausing to cast afurtive quick look at the chela



Deoris, who had stood motionless and rigid throughout, suddenly swayed, clutching with wooden hands
at the high bed-frame, and would have falen—»but the chela stepped swiftly forward and held her upright,
hisarm about her waist. It wasthefirst rational action anyone had yet seen from him.

Riveda covered his start of surprise with harsh asperity. "Areyou dl right, Deoris? If you fed faint, Sit
down. | have no leisure to attend to you, too."

"Of coursel am dl right," she said, and pulled hersdf away from the grey-clad chelain fastidious disgust.
How dared this haf-wit touch her!

Micon murmured, "My little Deoris—"
"l am here," she assured him softly. "Shdl | send Domaristo you?”

He gave abardly perceptible nod, and Deoris went quickly before Riveda could make amoveto
prevent her; Domaris must be warned, she must not come unexpectedly upon Micon when hewaslike
thid

Micon gave arestless sigh. "Is that—Riveda? Who e se is here?'
"No one, Lord of Ahtarrath,” Rivedalied compassonately. "Try to rest.”
"No one dse?' The Atlantean's voice was weak, but surprised. "|—I don't believeit. | felt—"

"Deoriswas here, and your servant. They have gone now,” said Rivedawith quiet definiteness. "Y ou
were wandering in your mind, | think, Prince Micon.”

Micon muttered something incomprehensible before the weary voice faded again, and the lines of pain
around his mouth regppeared, asif incised there by words he could not utter. Riveda, having done dl he
could, settled himself to watch—glancing, from timeto time, at the blank-faced chela

It was not long before the rustling of stiff robes broke into the near silence, and Rgjasta practicaly
brushed Riveda aside as he bent over Micon. His face had alook no one else ever saw. Wonder and
question mingled in his voice as he spoke the Adept's name.

"I would that I might do more," Riveda answered, with grave emphasis, "but no living man can do that.”
Rising to hisfeet, the Grey-robe added softly, "In his present state, he does not seem to trust me." He
looked down a Micon regretfully, continuing, "But at any hour, night or day, | am at your service—and
his"

Raasta glanced up curioudy, but he was dready aone with Micon. Casting al other thoughts from his
mind, the Priest of Light kndlt by the bedside, taking Micon'sthin wrists carefully in his hands, gently
infusing his own strengthening energiesinto the depleted and flickering spirit of the half-deegping
Atlantean. . . . Hearing teps, Rgjasta came out of his meditation, and motioned for Domaris to approach
and take his place.

As Rgadtalifted one hand, however, Micon gtirred again, whispering with an effort, "Was—someone
edse—here?’

"Only Riveda," said Rgastain surprise, "and ahdf-wit he cdls hischea Rest, my brother—Domarisis
here



At Rgastas answer to his question, afrown had crossed Micon's face—but a mention of Domaris, al
other thoughtsfled. "Domarisl" he sighed, and his hand groped for hers, histaut features relaxing.

Y et Rgasta had seen that frown, and immediatdly divined its Sgnificance. The Priest of Light's nogtrils
flared wide in disdain. There was something very wrong about Riveda's chela, and Rgjastaresolved to
find out what it was at the earliest opportunity.

IV

Micon dept, at last, and Domaris dipped down on the floor beside hisbed in acareful, listening
stillness—but Rgjasta bent and gently raised her up, drawing her alittle distance away, where his
whispered words would not disturb the degping man.

"Domaris, you must go, daughter. He would never forgive meif | let you spend your strength.”
"Y ou—you will send for meif he wakes?"

"l will not promise even that." He looked in her eyes, and saw exhaustion there. "For his son's sake,
Domaris. Go!"

Thus admonished, the girl obediently departed; it was growing late, and the moon had risen, silvering the
dried foliage and wrapping the fountainsin aluminous mist. Domaris went carefully and dowly, for her
body was heavy now, and she was not atogether free of pain.

Abruptly a pale shadow darkened the pathway, and the girl drew afrightened breath as Rivedastall
broad figure barred her way; then let it out, in foolish relief, asthe Adept stepped asideto let her pass.
She bowed her head courteoudy to him, but the man did not respond; his eyes, cold with the freezing fire
of the Northern lights, were searching her slently and intently. Then, asif compelled, he uncovered his
head and bent before her in avery ancient gesture of reverence.

Domarisfelt the color drain from her face, and the pounding of her heart was very loud against her ribs.
Again the Grey-robeinclined his heed—thistimein casua courtesy—and drew thelong skirt of his
cowled robe aside so that she might pass him with more ease. When she remained standing, white and
shaken, in the middle of the pathway, the ghost of a smile touched Rivedasface, and he moved past her,
and was gone.

It was perfectly clear to Domaristhat the Adept's reverence had been directed, not toward her
persondly, nor even to the rank betrayed by her Initiate's robes, but to the fact of her incipient maternity.
Y et this raised more questions than it answered: what had prompted Rivedato bestow upon her thishigh
and holy sautation? It occurred to Domaris that she would have been lessfrightened if the Adept of the
Grey-robes had struck her.

Sowly, thoughtfully, she continued on her way. She knew very little of the Grey Temple, but she had



heard that its Magicians worshipped the more obvious manifestations of the life-force. Perhaps, standing
like that in the moonlight, she had resembled one of their obscenely fecund statues! Ugh, what a thought!
It made her laugh wildly, in the beginnings of hysteria, and Deoris, crossing the outer corridor of the
House of the Twelve, heard the strained and unnatura laughter, and hurried to her in sudden fright.

"Domarisl What'swrong, why are you laughing like that?"
Domaris blinked, the laughter choking off abruptly. "1 don't know," she said, blankly.
Deorislooked at her, distressed. "Is Micon—"

"Better. Heis degping. Rgastawould not let me stay," Domaris explained. Shefdlt tired and depressed,
and longed for sympathetic companionship, but Deoris had aready turned away. Tentatively, Domaris
sad, "Puss—"

The girl turned around and looked at her sster. "What isit?" sheinquired, with ashade of impatience.
"Do you want something?'

Domaris shook her head. "No, nothing, kitten. Good night." Sheleaned forward and kissed her sster's
cheek, then stood watching as Deoris, released, darted lightly away. Deoriswas growing very fast in
these last weeks. . . it was only natura, Domaris thought, that she should grow away from her sster. Still
she frowned alittle, wondering, as Deoris disappeared down the passageway.

At the time when Deoris had made known her decision to seek initiation into Caratras Temple, she had
al s0 been assigned—as befitted a girl her age—separate apartments of her own. Since she was ill
technically under the guardianship of Domaris, those apartments were here, in the House of the Twelve,
and near those of Domaris, but not adjacent to them. Domaristook it for granted that al the Acolytes
mingled casudly, without considering the strictures usually accepted outside: there was an excellent
reason for thisfreedom, and it really meant very little. Nothing could be kept secret from the Acolytes,
and everyone knew that Chedan dept sometimesin Deorissrooms. How little that meant, Domaris
knew; since her thirteenth year Domaris had passed many nights, quite innocently, with Arvath, or some
other boy at her side. It was acceptable behaviour, and Domaris detested herself for the malice of her
suspicion. After al, Deoriswas now fifteen . . . if thetwowere actudly lovers, well, that too was
permissible. Elis had been even younger when her daughter was born.

Asif their mindsran along smilar paths, Elis herself suddenly joined Domarisin the hdlway. "Is Deoris
angry with me?' Elis asked. " She passed me without aword just now."

Domaris, dismissing her worries, laughed. "No—but she does take growing up very serioudy! | am sure
that tonight she feds older than Mother Lydara hersdf!"

Elis chuckled in sympathy. "I had forgotten, her ceremony wastoday. So! Now sheisawoman, and a
postulant of Caratrals Temple; and perhaps Chedan—" At thelook on her cousin'sface, Elis sobered
and said, "Don't look like that, Domaris. Chedan won't do her any harm, even if—well, you and | would
have no right to criticize.”

Domarissface, initshalo of coppery hair, was pde and strained. "But Deorisis o very young, Elisl”

Elissnorted lightly. ™Y ou have dways babied her much too much, Domaris. Sheisgrown up! And—we
both chose for ourselves. Why deny her that privilege?!



Domaris looked up, with a heartbreaking smile. "Y ou do understand, don't you,” she said; and it was not
aquestion.

Brusquely, to hide her fedings (Elis did not often display emation), she took Domaris by thewrist and
half pulled, haf pushed her cousin into her room, propelled Domaristo a divan and sat down beside her.
"Y ou don't haveto tel me anything,” she said. "Remember, | know what you areliving through.” Her
gentle face recalled humiliation and tenderness and pain. "I have known it al, Domaris. It doestake
courage, to be acomplete person. . . ."

Domaris nodded. Elisdid understand.

A woman had thisright, under the Law, and indeed, in the old daysit had been rare for awoman to
marry before she had proven her womanhood by bearing a child to the man of her choice. The custom
hed gradudly falen into disuse; few women these daysinvoked the ancient privilege, didiking the
inevitable accompaniment of curious rumors and speculations.

Elisasked, "Does Arvath know yet?"

Domaris shivered unexpectedly. "1 don't know—he hasn't spoken of it—I suppose he must,” she said,
with anervous smile. "Hes not stupid.”

Arvath had maintained a complete and stony silence in the last weeks, whenever he cameinto the
presence of his pledged wife. They appeared together when custom demanded, or astheir Temple duties
brought them into contact; otherwise he let her severdly done. "But | haven't told him in so many
words—Oh, Elid"

Thedark girl, in arare gesture of affection, laid her soft hand over Domariss. "'l—am sorry,” she said
shyly. "He can be cruel. Domaris. . . forgive mefor asking. Isit Arvath's child?"

Silently, but indignantly, Domaris shook her head. Thatwas forbidden. A woman might choose alover,
but if she and her affianced husband possessed one another before marriage, it was considered aterrible
disgrace; such haste and precipitancy would be cause enough for dismissing both from the Acolytes.

Elisslovely face showed both relief and aresdua disturbance. "I could not have believed it of you," she
said, then added softly, "1 know it to be untrue, but | have heard whispersin the courts—forgive me,
Domaris, | know you detest such gossip, but—but they believe it is Rgjasta's child!"

Domariss mouth worked soundlesdy for amoment before she covered her face with her hands and
rocked to and fro in misery. "Oh, Elis," she wept, "how could they!" That, then, was the reason for the
cold looks and the whispers behind her back. Of course! Such athing would have been shame
unutterable and unspeskable; of dl the forbidden relationshipsin the Temple, the spiritua incest with
oneslnitiator was the most unthinkable. The bond of Priest and disciple was fixed asimmutably asthe
paths of the stars. "How can they think such athing?' Domaris sobbed, desolatdly. "My son's name, and
the name of hisfather, have been acknowledged before the Vested Five, and the entire Temple!”

Elisturned furioudy crimson, shamed at the turn their conversation had taken. "1 know," she whispered,
"but—he who acknowledges a child is not dwaysthe true father. . . . Chedan acknowledged my Lissa,
when we had never shared asingle couch. | have heard it said—that—it isonly because Rgjastais
Guardian that he has not been scourged from the Temple, because he seduced you—"

Domariss sobs became hysterical.



Elisregarded her cousin, frightened. "Y ou must not cry like that, Domarisl Y ou will make yoursefill,
and injureyour child!"

Domaris made an effort to control hersaf, and said helplesdy, "How can they be so cruel ?!

"|—I—" Eliss hands twisted nervoudly, fluttering like caged wild birds. "I should not havetold you, itis
only filthy gossp, and—"

"No! If thereismore, tell me! Itisbest | should hear it from you." Domariswiped her eyesand said, "l
know you love me, Elis. | would rather hear it dl from you."

It took alittlewhile, but at last Elisrelented. "Arvath it was who said this—that Micon was Rgastas
friend, and would take on himself the burden—that it was a deception so transparent that it was rotten.
He said Micon was only awreck of aman, and—and could not have fathered your child—" She
stopped again, appalled, for Domariss face was white even to the lips, except for two spots of hectic
crimson which seemed painted on her cheeks.

"Let him say that to me," said Domarisin alow and terrible voice. "Let him say that honestly to my face,
ingtead of sneaking behind melike the craven filth heisif he can think such rottenness Of dl thefilthy,
foul, disgusting—" She stopped hersdlf, but she was shaking.

"Domaris, Domaris, he meant it not, | am sure," Elis protested, frightened.

Domaris bent her head, fedling her anger die, and something elsetake its place. She knew Arvath's
sudden, reckless jed ous es—and he had had some provocation. Domaris hid her face in her hands,
feeling soiled by the touch of tongues, asif she had been stripped naked and pelted with manure. She
could hardly breathe under the weight of shame. What she had . . . discovered, with Micon, was sacred!
Thisthis was defilement, disgrace.

Elislooked at her in helpless, pained compassion. "I did wrong to tell you, | knew | should not."

"No, you did right," said Domaris steadily. Slowly she began once more to recover her self-control.
"See? | will not let it trouble me." She would confessit to Rgasta, of course; he could help her beer it,
help her to learn to live with this shameful thought—but no word or bresth of this should ever reach
Micon's ear. Dry-eyed now, she looked into Eliss eyes and said softly, "But warn Arvath to guard his
tongue; the pendty for dander isnot light!"

"So | have reminded him dready,” Elis murmured; then looked away from Domaris, biting her lip.
"But—if heistoo crue—or if he makes a scene which embarrasses you—ask one question of him." She
paused, drawing breath, asif afraid of what she was about to say. "Ask Arvath why he left meto throw
mysalf on Chedan's mercy, to face the Vested Five done, lest my Lissa be born one of theno people. "

In shocked silence, Domaris dowly took Eliss hand and pressed it. SoArvath was Lissasfather! That
explained many things; hisinsane jedl ousy was rooted deep in guilt. Only the feet that everyone knew for
acertainty that Chedan had not truly fathered Eliss child had alowed him to honorably acknowledge the
child—and even so, it could not have been an easy decision for him to have made. And that Arvath had

let this happen!

"Elis, | never guessed!™”



Elisamiled ever so dightly. "I made sure you would not," she said coolly.
"Y ou should have told me," Domaris murmured distractedly. "Perhgps | could have—"

Elis stood up to move restlessly about the room. "No, you could have done nothing. There was no need
toinvolveyou. Actualy, I'm amost sorry | told you now! After dl, you will have to marry the—the
worthlessfool, someday!" There was wrath and shadowy regret in Eliss eyes, and Domaris said no
more. Elis had confided in her, she had given Domaris a powerful weapon which might, one day, serveto
protect her child againgt Arvath's jeal ousy—but that gave Domarisno right to pry.

Nevertheless, she could not help wishing that she had known of this before. At onetime, she had had
influence enough with Arvath that she could have persuaded him to accept his responshility. Elishad
humiliated herself to give her child caste—and Chedan had not been pleasant about the matter, for they
had risked much.

Domarisknew hersdf well enough to redize that only the grestest extremity could bring her to usethis
powerful wegpon againgt Arvath's maice. But her new understanding of his underlying cowardice hel ped
her to regain her perspective in the matter.

They talked of other things, until Elis clapped her hands softly and Similabrought Lissato her. The child
was now past two, and beginning to talk; in fact, she chattered and babbled incessantly, and at last Elis
gave her atiny exasperated shake. "Hush, mistress tongue-loose,” she admonished, and told Domaris
acidly, "What anuisance sheid"

Domariswas not fooled, however, noting the tenderness with which Elis handled the tiny girl. A vagrant
thought cameto trouble her: did Elis till love Arvath? After dl that had happened, it seemed extremdy
unlikely—Dbut there was, beyond any imaginable denia, an unbreskable bond between them.. . . and
awayswould be.

Smiling, Domarisheld out her armsto Lissa. " She grows more like you every day, Elis," she murmured,
taking thelittle girl up and holding the smdl, wriggling, giggling body to her breest.

"I hope sheisafiner woman," Elisretorted, haf speaking to herself.

"She could not be more understanding,” said Domaris, and released the heavy child, smiling tiredly.
Leaning back, with a gesture now familiar, Domaris pressed one hand againgt her body.

"Ah, Domarig" With an excess of tenderness, Elis caught Lissato her. " Nowyou know!"

And Domaris bowed her head before the dawning knowledge.



All through the quiet hours of the night Rgastasat beside Micon, rardly leaving hisside for more than the
briefest moment. The Atlantean dept fitfully, twitching and muttering in his native tongue asif the pains
that deep could ease were only replaced with other pains, deeper and less susceptible of treatment, a
residue of anguish that gnawed itsway deeper into Micon's tortured spirit with every passing moment.

The pdlor of fase dawn was stedling across the sky when Micon moved dightly and said in alow,
hoarse voice, "Rajasta—"

The Priest of Light bent closeto him. "I am here, my brother.”
Micon struggled to raise himsdlf, but could not summon the strength. "What hour isit?!

"Shortly before dawn. Lie gtill, my brother, and rest!”

"l must spesk—" Micon's voice, husky and weak asit was, had aresolutenesswhich Rgjasta
recognized, and would brook no argument. "Asyou love me, Rgasta, stop me not. Bring Deoristo me."

"Deoris?" For amoment Rgjastawondered if hisfriend's reason had snapped. "At this hour? Why?'

"Because | ask it!" Micon's voice conceded nothing. Rgjasta, looking at the stubborn mouth, felt no
desireto argue. He went, after encouraging Micon to lie back, and hoard his strength.

Deorisreturned with him after alittle delay, bewildered and disbelieving, dressed after afashion; but
Micon'sfirst words banished her drowsy confusion, for he motioned her close and said, without
preliminaries, "l need your help, little sster. Will you do something for me?”

Hardly hesitating, Deoris replied at once, "Whatever you wish.”

Micon had managed to raise himsdlf alittle on one ebow, and now turned hisface full toward her, with

that expression which gave the effect of keen sight. His face seemed remote and stern ashe asked, "Are
you avirgin?'

Rajasta gtarted. "Micon,” he began.

"Thereis more here than you know!" Micon said, with unusua force. "Forgive meif | shock you,but |
must know; | have my reason, be sure of that!"

Before the Atlantean's unexpected vehemence, Rgastaretreated. For her part, Deoris could not have
been more surprised if everyone in the room had turned into marble statuary, or removed their headsto
play agame of ball with them.

"l am, Lord," she said, shynessand curiodity mixing in her tone.

"The Gods be praised,” said Micon, pulling himself more upright on his bed. "Ragasta, go you to my
travel chest; withinyou will find abag of crimson slk, and abowl of slver. Fill that bowl with clear water
from aspring. Spill no drop upon the earth, and be sure that you return before the sun touches you.”

Raastagtared a him stiffly amoment, surprised and highly displeased, for he guessed Micon'sintention;
but he went to the chest, found the bowl, and departed, his mouth tightly clenched with disapproval;for
no one else, hetold himsdf,would I do this thing!



They awaited the Priest of Light'sreturnin nearly complete silence, for though Deoris at first pressed him
to tdl her hisintentions, Micon would only say that she would soon know, and that if she did not trust
him, she was not bound to do as he asked.

At last Rgastareturned, and Micon directed, in alow voice, "Placeit here, on thislittle table—good.
Now, take from the chest that buckle of woven leather, and giveit to Deoris—Deoris, take it from his
hand, but touch not hisfingers!" Once this had been done, and Micon had in his own hands the bag of
crimson sk, the Atlantean went on, "Now, Deoris, kned at my sde; Rgjasta, go you and stand afar from
us—Ilet not ever your shadow touch Deoris!”

Micon's mutilated fingers were unsteady as he fumbled with the knot, unfastening the red silk. Therewas
ashort pause, and then, holding his hands so that Rgjasta could not see what was between them, he said
quietly, "Deoris— ook a what | havein my hands."

Rgagta, watching in tiff disgpprova, caught only amomentary but amost blinding flash of something
bright and many-coloured. Deoris sat motionless, no longer fidgeting, her hands quiet on the hand-woven
leather buckle—a clumsly-made thing, obvioudy the work of an amateur in leatherwork. Gently, Micon
sad, "Look into the water, Deoris. . . ."

Theroom was very dill. Deoriss pae blue dressfluttered alittle in the dawn breeze. Rgjasta continued
to fight back an unwonted anger; he didiked and distrusted such magic—such games were barely
permissible when practiced by the Grey-robes, but for a Priest of Light to dabble in such manipulations!
He knew he had no right to prevent this, but much as he loved Micon, in that moment, had the Atlantean
been awhole man, Rgastamight have struck him and walked out, taking Deoriswith him. The
Guardian's severe code, however, allowed no such interference; he merely tightened his shoulders and
looked forbidding—which, of course, had no effect whatever upon the Atlantean Prince.

"Deoris," Micon said softly, "what do you see?"

The girl's voice sounded childish, unmodulated. "I see aboy, dark and quick . . . dark-skinned,
dark-haired, inaredtunic. . . barefoot . . . hiseyes are grey—no, they are yellow. Heisweaving
something in hishands. . . itisthe bucklel am holding."”

"Good," Micon said quietly, "you have the Sight. | recognize your vision. Now put down the buckle, and
look into the water again . . . whereis he now, Deoris?"

Therewas along slence, during which Rgasta gritted histeeth and counted dowly to himself the passing
seconds, keeping silence by force of will.

Deoris sat till, looking into the basin of silvery water, surprised and alittle scared. She had expected
some kind of magica blankness; instead, Micon was just talking in an ordinary voice, and she—shewas
seeing pictures. They were like daydreams; was that what he wanted? Uncertain, she hesitated, and
Micon sad, with alittleimpatience, "Tdl mewhat you see!”

Hdtingly, shesad, "l seealittleroom, wdled in stone. . . acell—no, just alittle grey room with astone
floor and stone half way to the ceilling. He—helieson ablanket, adeep . . ."

"Whereishe?Ishein chains? "

Deoris made a startled movement. The pictures dissolved, ran before her eyes. Only rippling water filled
the bowl. Micon breathed hard and forced hisimpatience under control. "Please, look and tell me where



hisisnow," he asked gently.

"Heisnot in chains. Heisadeep. Heisin the—heisturning. Hisface—ah!" Deoriss voice broke off in
agtrangled cry. "Rivedas chelal The madman, the postate—oh, send him away send him—" The words
jerked to a stop and she sat frozen, her face amask of horror. Micon collapsed weakly, fighting to raise
himsdf again.

Raesta could hold himsalf aloof no longer. His pent-up emotion suddenly exploded into violence; he
strode forward, wrenched the bowl from Deoriss hands and flung its contents from the window, hurling
the bowl itsdlf into a corner of the room, whereit fell with aharsh musical sound. Deorisdid to thefloor,
sobbing noisdlesdy but in great convulsive spasms that wrenched her whole body, and Rgjasta, siooping
over her, said curtly, "Stop that!"

"Gently, Rgasta," Micon muttered. " She will need—"

"1 know what she will need!" Rajasta straightened, glanced a Micon, and decided that Deoriss need
was more imperative. He lifted the girl to her feet, but she drooped on hisarm. Rgjasta, grimly angry,
sgndled to his dave and commanded, " Summon the Priest Cadamiri, at oncel™

It was not more than aminute or two before the white-robed form of aPriest of Light, spare and erect,
came with disciplined step from anearby room; Cadamiri had been readying himsdf for the Ceremony of
Dawn. Tdl and gaunt, the Priest Cadamiri was still young: but his severe face was lined and ascetic. His
gern eyesimmediately took in the scene: thefeinting child, the falen silver bowl, Rgastas grim face.

Rajasta, in avoice so low that even Micon's sharp ears could not hear, said, "Take Deoristo her room,
and tend her."

Cadamiri raised a questioning eyebrow as he took the swooning girl from Rgastalsarms. "Isit permitted
to ask—7?"

Rajasta glanced toward Micon, then said dowly, "Under great need, she was sent out over the Closed
Paces. Y ou will know how to bring her back to hersdlf.”

Cadamiri hefted the sagging, haf-lifdessweight of Deoris, and turned to carry her from the room, but
Rajasta hated him. "Speak not of this! | have sanctioned it. Above al—say no word to the Priestess
Domaris! Speak no falsehood to her, but see that she learns not the truth. Refer her to meif she presses
you."

Cadamiri nodded and went, Deoris cradled in hisarmslike asmdl child—but Rgasta heard him mutter
gernly, "What need could be great enough to sanctionthis? "

And to himsdlf, Rgastamurmured, "1 wish | knew!" Turning back to the racked figure of the Atlantean,
he stood a moment, thoughtful. Micon's desire to learn the fate of his brother Reio-tawas
understandable, but to put Deoris at hazard thus!

"l know what you arethinking," Micon said, tiredly. "Y ou ask yoursdf why, if | had thismethod at my
disposd, | did not useit earlie—or under more closely guarded auspices.”

"For once," said Rgjasta, histone dill curt, biting back anger, "you misread my thoughts. | am in fact
wondering why you dabblein such thingsat dl!"



Micon eased himsdlf back againgt his cushions, sighing. "I make no excuses, Rgjasta. | had to know.
And—and your methods had failed. Do not fear for Deoris. | know," he said, waving ahand weskly as
Rajasta began to speak again, "I know, there is some danger; but no more than she wasin before, no
more than you or Domaris are in—no more than my own unborn child, or any other who is near to me.
Trust me, Rgasta. | know full well what | did—better than you, or you would not feel asyou do.”

"Trust you?' Rgjastarepeated. "Yes, | trust you; ese |l would not have permitted thisat al. Yet it was
not for such apurposethat | became your disciple! | will honor my vow to you—but you must make
compact with me, too, for as Guardian | can permit no more of this—thissorcery! Yes, you areright, we
wered| in danger merely by keeping you among us—but now you have given that danger aclearer
focus! Y ou have learned what you sought to know, and so | will forgiveit; but had | known beforehand
exactly what you intended—"

Micon laughed suddenly, unexpectedly. "Regjasta, Rgasta,” he said, caming himself, "you say you trust
me, and yet a the sametime that you do not! But you say nothing of Rivedal™

Chapter Twelve
LIGHTSHOSTAGE

Only the comparatively few high Initiates of the Priesthood of Light were admitted to this ceremony, and
their white mantles made a ghostly gleaming in the shadowed chamber. The seven Guardians of the
Temple were gathered together, but the sacred regaia upon their breasts was shrouded in swathes of
dlvery velings, and dl save Rgastawere hooded, their mantles drawn so closely over their headsthat it
was impossible to ascertain whether men or women stood there. As Guardian of the Outer Gate, Rgjasta
aonewore hisblazoning clear to see on his breast, the symbol gleaming visible about his brow.

Laying hishand on Micon'sarm, Rgjasta said softly, " She comes.”

Micon's haggard face became radiant, and Rgjasta felt—not for the first time—the stab of an amost
painful hope, as Micon asked eagerly, "How |ooks she?!

"Most beautiful," Rgjastareturned, and his eyes dwelt on his Acolyte. "Robed in stainlesswhite, and
crowned with that flaming har—asif inliving light."

Indeed, Domaris had never seemed more beautiful. The shimmering robes lent her agrace and dignity
that was new and yet wholly her own, and her coming motherhood, perfectly noticeable, was not yet a
disfigurement. Her loveiness seemed such avisible radiance that Regjasta murmured softly, "Aye, Micon:
light-crowned in truth.”

The Atlantean Sghed. "If | might—only once—behold her," he said, and Rgastatouched hisarmin



sympathy; but there was no time for further speech, for Domaris had advanced, and knelt before the high
Segt of the Guardians.

At thefoot of the dtar the eldest of the Guardians, Ragamon, now aged and grey but still erect with a
serene dignity, stood with his hands outstretched to bless the knedling woman. "Isarma, Priestess of
Light, Acolyteto the Holy Temple; Isarma, daughter of Talkannon; vowed to the Light and to the Life
that is Light, do you swear by the Father of Light and the Mother of Life, ever to uphold the powers of
Lifeand of Light?" The old Guardian's voice, thin now, dmost quavering, still held avibrant power that
clanged around the hewn rock of the chamber, and his narrowed eyes were clear and sharp asthey
studied the uplifted face of the white-clad woman. " Do you, Isarma, swear that, fearing nothing, you will
guard the Light, and the Temple of Light, and the Life of the Temple?’

"l do so swear," she said, and stretched her hands toward the altar—and at that moment asingleray of
sunlight lanced the gloom, kindling the pulsing golden light upon the dtar. Even Rgastawas dways
impressed by this part of the rite—although he knew that asmple lever, operated by Cadamiri, had but
caused some water to run through a pipe, dtering the pipe's balance of weight and setting in motion a
system of pulleysthat opened atiny aperture exactly overhead. It was a deception, but a sensible one:
those who took their vows honestly were reassured by that beam of sunlight, while those who knelt and
swore falsaly were chastened, even terrified; more than once this little deception had saved the Guardians
from undesrableinfiltrations

Domaris, her face aglow and reverent, laid her hands over her heart. "By the Light, by the Life, | so
swear," shesaid again.

"Bewatchful, vigilant, and just,” charged the ancient. " Swear it now not by yourself done, not by the light
within you and above you, but dso by that Life you bear; pledge you now, asyour surety and hostage,
the child you carry in your womb; thislest you hold your task lightly."

Domarisroseto her feet. Her face was pdlid and solemn, but her voice did not hesitate. "I do pledge the
child of my body as hostage,” she said, and both hands curved themselves about her body, then Stretched
again toward the dtar, with agesture of supplication, asif offering something to the light that played there.

Micon dirred alittle, unquietly. "I like not that,” he murmured.
"Itiscustomary, that pledge,” Rgjastareassured him, softly.
"I know, but—" Micon shrank, asif with pain, and was silent.

The old Guardian spoke again. "Then, my daughter, these be thine." At hissigna, amantle of white was
laid about the woman's shoulders; a golden rod and a gold-hilted dagger were placed in her folded
hands. "Use these justly. My mantle, my rod, my dagger, passto you; punish, spare, strike, or reward,
but above dl, Guard; for the Darkness eats ever a the Light." Ragamon stepped forward to touch her
two hands. "My burden upon thee." He touched her bowed shoulders, and they straightened. "Upon
thee, the sed of Silence." He drew up the hood of the mantle over her head. "Thou art Guardian,” he
sad, and with afina gesture of blessing, vacated the raised space, leaving Domaris donein the centra
place before the dtar. "Fare thee well.”



Chapter Thirteen
[HE CHELA

The garden was dry now; leaves crackled underfoot, and blew about aimlesdy with the night wind.
Micon paced, dowly and silently, along the flagstoned walk. As he hated near the fountain, alurking
shadow sprang up noiselesdy before him.

"Micon!" It was aracking whisper; then the shadow darted forward and Micon heard the sound of
heavy bregthing.

"Relo-ta—itisyou?"
The shadow bowed his head, then sank humbly to hisknees. "Micon . . . my Princel”
"My brother," said Micon, and waited.

The chelds smooth face was old in the moonlight; no one could have known that he was younger than
Micon.

"They betrayed me!" the chelasaid, raspily. "They swore you would go free—and unhurt! Micon—" His
voice broke in agony. "Do not condemn me! | did not submit to them from cowardice!”

Micon spoke with the weariness of dead ages. "It is not for me to condemn you. Otherswill do that, and
harshly."

"l—I could not bear—it was not for myself! It was only to stop your torture, to save you—"

For the firgt time, Micon's controlled voice held seeds of wrath. "Did I ask for life a your hands? Would
| buy my freedom at such a price? That one who knows—whatyou know—might turn it to a—spiritua
whoredom?And you dare to say it was for my sake? " Hisvoice trembled. "1 might have—forgiveniit,
had you broken under torture!”

The chelagtarted back alittle. "My Prince—my brother—forgive me!" he begged.

Micon'smouth was agtern linein the palid light. "My forgiveness cannot lighten your ultimate fate. Nor
could my cursesadd toit. | bear you no maice, Relo-ta. | could wish you no worse fate than you have

brought upon yourself. May you reap no worse than you have sown. . . ."

"|—" The chdainched closer once more, still half crouching before Micon. "1 would striveto hold it
worthily, our power .. ."

Micon stood, straight, stiff, and very ill. "That task isnot for you, not now." He paused, holding himsalf



immobile, and in the slence the fountain gushed and spattered echoingly behind them. "Brother, fear not:
you shall betray our house not twee! "

Thefigure at Micon'sfeet groaned, and turned hisface away, hiding it in hishands.

Inflexibly, Micon went on, "That much | may prevent! Nay—say no more of it! Y ou cannot, you know
you cannot use our powerswhile | live—and | hold death from me, until 1know you cannot so debase
our line! Unlessyou kill me here and now, my son will inherit the power | hold!"

Reio-tas groveling figure sank lower ill, until the prematurely old face rested againgt Micon's sanddled
feet. "My Prince—I knew not of this—"

Micon smiled faintly. "This?" he repesated. "I forgive you this—and that | see not. But your gpostasy |
cannot forgive, for it isacausethat you, yourself, set in motion, and its effectwill reach you; you will be
ever incomplete. Thusfar, and not further, can you go. My brother—" His voice softened. "'l loveyou
gtill, but our ways part here. Now go—before you rob me of what poor strength remainsto me. Go—or
end my life now, take the power and try to hold it.But you will not be able to! Y ou are not ready to
master the storm-wrack, the deep forces of earth and sky—and now you shal never be! Go!"

Reio-tagroaned in anguished sorrow, clasping Micon's knees. "I cannot bear—"

"Gol" said Micon again, sternly, steadily. "Go—while | may yet hold back your destiny, as| hold back
my own. Make what retitution you may."

"l cannot bear my guilt . . ." The voice of the chelawas broken now, and sadder than tears. "Say one
kind word to me—that | may know you remember that we were once brothers. . . ."

"Youare my brother,” Micon acknowledged gently. "I have said that | love you till. | do not abandon
you utterly. But this must be our parting.”" He bent and laid awasted hand upon the chelas head.

Crying out sharply, Reio-ta cringed away. "Micon! Y our pain—burng!"

Sowly and with effort, Micon straightened and withdrew. " Go quickly,” he commanded, and added, as
if againg hisownwill, inavoice of raw torture, "1 can bear no more! "

The chelasprang to hisfeet and stood amoment, gazing haggardly at the other, asif imprinting Micon's
features upon hismemory for dl time; then turned and ran, with sumbling feet, from his brother's
presence.

The blind Initiate remained, motionless, for many minutes. The wind had risen, and dry |leaves skittered
on the path and al about him; he did not notice. Weekly, asif forcing his steps through quicksand, he
turned a last and went toward the fountain, where he sank down upon the dampened stone rim, fighting
the hurricane clamor of the pain that he refused to give mentdl lease. Findly, hisstrength dl but gone, he
lay huddled on the flagstones amid the windblown leaves, victorioudy master of himslf, but so spent that
he could not move.

In response to someinner uneasiness, Rgjasta came—and the face of the Guardian was aterrible thing
to see as he gathered Micon up into his strong arms, and bore him away.

The next day, the whole force of the Temple gathered for the search. Riveda, suspected of connivance,
was taken into custody for many hours, while they sought throughout the Temple precincts, and evenin



the city below, for the unknown chelawho had once been Reio-ta of Ahtarrath.

But he had disappeared—and the Night of the Nadir was one day closer to them all.

Chapter Fourteen
[HE UNREVEALED GOD

About three months after Deoris had been received into the Temple of Caratra, Riveda encountered her
one evening in the gardens. The last rays of the setting sun turned the young Priestessinto afairy shape of
mystery, and Riveda studied her dim, blue-garbed form and grave, ddlicate young face with anew
interest as he carefully phrased hisrequest. "Who would forbid you, if | should invite you to visit the Grey
Templewith me, thisevening?'

Deorisfdt her pulsestwitch. To vigt the Grey Temple—in the company of their highest Adept! Riveda
did her honor indeed! Still she asked, warily, "Why?'

The man laughed. "Why not? Thereis aceremony this evening. It is beautiful—there will be some
singing. Many of our ceremonias are secret, but to thisone | may inviteyou."

"I will come," Deoris said. She spoke demurely, but inwardly she danced with excitement: Karahamas
guarded confidences had awakened her curiosity, not only about the Grey-robes, but about Riveda
himsdf.

They walked slently under the blossoming stars. Riveda's hand was light on her shoulder, but Deoris
was intensaly aware of the touch, and it made her too shy to speak until they neared the great
windowless |loom of the Temple. As Riveda held aside the heavy bronze doorsfor her to pass, Deoris
shrank in amazed terror from the bent wraith that dipped past them—the chelal

Riveda's hand tightened on her arm until Deorisamost cried out. " Say nothing of thisto Micon, child,”
he warned sternly. "Rgjasta has been told that he lives; but it would kill Micon to be confronted with him

agdn'”

Deoris bent her head and promised. Since that night when Cadamiri had carried her, sensdless, from
Micon'srooms, her awareness of Micon had been dmost as complete asthat of Domaris; the Atlantean's
undercurrents of emotion and thought were clear to her, except where they concerned hersalf. Her
broadened perceptions had gone dmost unnoticed, except for her swift mastery of work far beyond her
supposed skill in the Temple; not even Domaris had guessed at Deoriss wakening awareness. Domaris
was now wholly absorbed in Micon, and in their coming child. And the waiting, Deoris knew—and there
was gtill more than amonth to wait—was an unbearable torment to both, ajoy and yet an insufferable

pain.



The bronze doors clamored shut. They stood in anarrow corridor, dimly dark, that stretched away
between rows of closed stone doors. The haggard, haunted figure of the chelawas nowhere to be seen.

Their footsteps were soundless, muffled in the dead air, and Deoris, moving in the sllence, felt some
electric tension in the man beside her, a coiled strength that was amost sensible to her nerves. At theend
of the corridor was an arched door bound about with iron. Riveda knocked, using a curious pattern of
taps, and from nowhere ashrill, high, bodiless voice challenged in unfamiliar syllables. Riveda spoke
equally cryptic wordsin response; an invisible bell sounded in midair, and the door swung inward.

They passed into—greyness.

Therewas no lack of light, but warmth or color there was none; the illumination was serene and cold, a
mere shimmer, apallor, an absence of darkness rather than a positive light. The room wasimmense, lost
abovether headsin agrey dimnesslike aheavy fog, or solidified smoke. Beneeth their feet, the floor
was grey stone, cold and sprinkled with chips of crystal and mica; the walls, too, had atrand ucent glitter,
like winter moonlight. The formsthat moved tenuoudly, like wraiths of mist in the wan radiance, were
grey aswadll; tenebrous shadows, cloaked and cowled and mantled in sorcerer's grey—and there were
women among them, women who moved restlesdy like chained flames, robed in shrouding veils of
saffron color, dull and lightless. Deoris glanced guardedly at the women, in the moment before Riveda's
strong hands turned her gently about so that she faced—

A Man.

He might have been man or carven idol, corpse or automaton. Hewas. That wasdl. He existed, with a
curious sort of findlity. He sat on the raised dais at one end of the huge Hall, on agresat throne-like chair,
agrey bird of carven stone poised above his head. His hands lay crossed on his breast. Deoris found
hersdf wondering whether He werereally there, or if she dreamed Him there. Involuntarily, she
whispered, "Where sitsthe Man with Crossed Hands. . . ."

Riveda bent and whispered, "Remain here. Speak to no one." Straightening, he walked away. Deoris,
watching him wigtfully, thought that his straight figure, grey-robed and cowled in grey though he was, had
akind of sharpness, asif he were in focus whereas the others were shadowy, like dreamswithin a
dream. Then she saw aface she knew.

Standing tautly poised, haf-hidden by one of the crystd pillars, ayoung girl watched Deoris shyly; a
child, tal but dight, her dim body ill straight between the saffron veils, her smdl pointed face lifted a
little and shadowed by the tranducent light. Frost-pale hair lay whitely around her shoulders, and the
suppressed glitter of the Northern lights dwelt in her intent, colorless eyes. The digphanous gauize about
her body fluttered lightly in an invisible breeze; she seemed weightless, awraith of frost, ashimmer of
snowflakesinthe chilly air.

But Deoris had seen her outside this eerie place, and knew she wasred; thissilver-haired girl dipped
sometimes like aghost in or out of Karahama's rooms. Karahama never spoke of the child, but Deoris
knew that thiswasthe namelessgirl, the child of theno people, born to the then-gtill-outcast Karahama.
Her mother, it was said, called her Demira, but she had no real name. By law, shedid not exist at dl.

No man, however willing, could have acknowledged Demiraas his daughter; no man could have clamed
or adopted her. Even Karahamahad only a debatable lega existence—but Karahama, asthe child of a
free Temple woman, had a certain acknowledged, if illegitimate, status. Demira, under the Strict laws of
the Priest's Caste, was not even illegitimate. She was nothing. She was covered by no law, protected by



no statute, recorded in no Temple writing; she was not even adave. She quite smplydid not exist. Only
here, among the lawlesssaji, could she have found shelter and sustenance.

The stern code of the Temple forbade Deoris, Priest’s daughter and Priestess, to recognize the nameless

girl in any way—but athough they had never exchanged asingle word, Deoris knew that Demirawas her
own near kinswoman, and the child's strange, fantastic beauty excited Deoriss pity and interest. She now
raised her eyes and smiled timidly at the outcaste girl, and Demirasmiled back—a quick, furtive smile.

Rivedareturned, his eyes abstracted and vague, and Demira dipped behind apillar, out of sight.

The Temple was crowded now, with men in grey robes and the saffron-shroudedsaji, some of whom
held curious stringed instruments, rattles, and gongs. There were lso many chelasin grey kilts, their
upper bodies bare except for curious amulets, none were very old, and most of them were approximately
Deoriss own age. Some were only little boys of five or six. Looking about the room, Deoris counted
only five personsin the full grey robe and cowl of Adeptship—and redlized, startled, that one of these
was awoman; the only woman there, except Deoris hersdf, who was not wearing thesaji vells.

Gradudly, the Magicians and Adepts formed aroughly circular figure, taking great pains about their
exact pogtions. The sgi with their musical instruments, and the smdler chelas, had withdrawn toward the
tranducent walls. From their ranged ranks came the softest of pipings, awhimper of flutes, the echo of a
gong touched with asted-clad fingertip.

Before each Magician stood either achelaor one of thesaji; sometimesthree or four clustered before
one of the Adepts or one of the oldest Magicians—but the chelas were in the mgjority, only four or five
of thosein the inner ring being women. One of these was Demira, her veils thrown back so that her silver

hair glittered like moonlight on the sea.

Riveda motioned Reio-tato take his place in the forming Ring, then paused and asked, "Deoris, have
you the courage to stand for mein the Chelds Ring tonight?"

"Why, |I—" Domaris stuttered with astonishment. "I know nothing of it, how could I—?"

Rivedas stern mouth held the shadow of asmile. "No knowledge is necessary. In fact the less you know
of it, the better. Try to think of nothing—and let it cometo you." He signalled Reio-tato guide her, and,

with afina look of apped, Deoris went.

Flutes and gongs broke suddenly into a dissonant, harsh chord, asif tuning, readying. Adepts and
Magicians cocked their heads, listening, testing something invisible and intangible. Deoris, the chord
elusvein her skull, fet hersdlf drawn into the Ring between Relo-taand Demira. A spasm of panic
closed her throat; Demiras small stedly fingers clutched herslike torturer'simplements. In amoment she



must scream with horror. . . .

The flattened impact of Rivedas hand struck her clenched finger, and her frenzied grasp loosened and
fell free. He shook hishead at her briefly and, without aword, motioned her out of the Ring. He did not
do it asif the failure meant anything to him; he seemed absolutely abstracted as he beckoned to asgji girl
with aface like aseagull to take her place.

Two or three other chelas had been dismissed from the Ring; others were being placed and replaced.
Twice more the soft but dissonant chords sounded, and each time positions and patterns were dtered.
Thethird time, Riveda held up hishand, looking angry and annoyed, and stepped from his place, glaring
around the Chdlas Ring. Hiseyestdl upon Demira, and roughly, with a smothered monosyllable, he
grasped the girl's shoulder and pushed her violently away. She reded and dmost fell—at which the
woman Adept stepped out of line and caught the staggering child. She held Demirafor aminute; then,
carefully, her wrinkled hands encircling the child's thin wrist, she re-guided her into the Ring, placing her
with achdlenging glance a Riveda

Riveda scowled darkly. The woman Adept shrugged, and gently moved Demira once more, and then
again, changing her position until suddenly Riveda nodded, immediatdly taking his eyesfrom Demiraand
gpparently forgetting her existence.

Again the dissonant whimper of flutes and strings and gongs sounded! Thistime there was no
interruption. Deoris stood watching, faintly bewildered. The chelas answered the music with a brief
chanting, beautifully timed but so alien to Deoriss experience that it seemed meaningless. Accustomed to
the exdted mysticiam of the Temple of Light, and the sparse smplicity of their rituals, this protracted
litany of intonation and gesture, music and chant and response, was incomprehensible.

Thisisslly,Deoris decided,it doesn't mean anything at all. Or did it? The face of the woman Adept
wasthin and lined and worn, athough she seemed young, otherwise; Riveda's aspect, in the pitilesslight,
gavetheimpresson dmost of crudty, while Demirasfantastic, frosty beauty seemed unred, illusive, with
something hard and vicious marring the infantile feastures. All at once, Deoris could understand why, to
some, the ceremonies of the Grey Temple might seem tinged with evil.

The chanting degpened, quickened, pulsed in strange monodies and throbbing cadences. A single
whining, walling dissonance was reiterated; the muffled piping came behind her like asmothered sob; a
shaken drum rattled weirdly.

The Man with Crossed Hands was watching her.

Neither then nor ever did Deoris know whether the Man with Crossed Hands was idoal, corpse, or living
man, demon, god, or image. Nor was she able—then or ever—to determine how much of what she saw
wasilluson. ..

The eyes of the Man were grey. Grey asthe sea; grey asthefrosty light. She sank deep into their
compelling, compassi onate gaze, was swallowed up and drowned there.

Thebird above his chair flapped grey stone wings and flew, with aharsh screech, into aplace of grey
sands. And then Deoris was running after the bird, among needled rocks and the shadows of their spires,
under skies split by the raucous screaming of seegullls.

Far away, the booming of surf rode the winds; Deoris was near the seg, in a place between dawn and
sunrise, coldly grey, without color in sands or seaor clouds. Small shells crunched beneath her sandals,



and she smelled the rank stench of salt water and seaweed and marshy reeds and rushes. To her l€eft, a
cluster of smdl conica houses with pointed grey-white roofs sent a pang of horror through Deoris's
breast.

Theldiots Village! The awful stab of recognition was so sharp a shock that she thrust asde a briefly
flickering certainty that she had never seen this place before.

Therewas adeathly silence around and between and over the screeching of the seagulls. Two or three
children, large-headed and white-haired with red eyes and mouths that drooled above swollen
pot-bellied torsos squatted, listless, between the houses, mewling and muttering to one another. Deoriss
parched lips could not utter the screams that scraped in her throat. She turned to flee, but her foot
twisted beneath her and shefdll. Struggling to rise, she caught sight of two men and awoman coming out
of the nearest of the chinked pebble-houses; like the children, they were red-eyed and thick-lipped and
naked. One of the men tottered with age; the other groped, hisred eyes caked blots of filth and blood;
the woman moved with aclumsy waddling, hugdly swollen by pregnancy into an anima, primd ugliness.

Deoris crouched on the sandsin wildly unreasoning horror. The half-human idiots were mewling more
loudly now, grimacing a her; their fists made scrabbling noisesin the colorless sands. Scrambling fearfully
to her feet, Deorislooked madly around for away of escape. To one side, ahigh wall of needled rock
bristled her away; to the other, aquicksand marsh of reeds and rushes stretched on to the horizon.
Before her the idiots were clustering, staring, blubbering. She washemmed in.

But how did | come here? Was there a boat?

She spun around, and saw only the empty, rolling sea. Far, far in the distance, mountains loomed up out
of thewater, and long streaks of reddening clouds, like bloody fingers, scraped the skiesraw.

And when thesunrises. .. whenthesunrises. . . Thevagrant thought dipped away. More of the
huge-headed villagers were crowding out of the houses. Deoris began to run, in terror-stricken panic.

Ahead of her, lancing through the greyness and the bloody outstretched streaks of sullen light, asudden
gpark flared into aglowing golden gleam. Sunlight! She ran even faster, her footsteps a thudding echo of
her heart; behind her the groping pad-pad-pad of the pursuit was like a mercilessincoming tide.

A stone sailed past her ears. Her feet splashed in the surf as she turned, whirling like acornered animal.
Someone rose up before her, red hideous eyes gleaming emptily, lips drawn back over blackened and
broken teeth in abestid snarl. Franticaly, she struck the clutching hands away, kicked and twisted and
struggled free—heard the creature shrieking its mindless howling cries as she ssumbled, ran on, sumbled
agan—and fdl.

Thelight on the sea exploded in aburst of sunshine, and she stretched her hands toward it, sobbing,
crying out no more coherently than the idiots behind her. A stone struck her shoulder; another grazed her
skull. She struggled to rise, scratching at the wet sands, clawing to free herself from groping, scrabbling
hands. Someone was screaming, ahigh, wild ululation of anguish. Something hit her hard in the face. Her
brain exploded in fireand she sank down . . . and down . . . and down . . . asthe sun burst in her face
and shedied.



Someone was crying.
Light dazzled her eyes. A sharp-swest, dizzying smell stung her nogtrils.

Elissface swam out of the darkness, and Deoris choked weakly, pushed away the hand that held the
strong aromatic to her nogtrils.

"Dont, | can't bresthe—Elis!" she gasped.

The hands on her shoulders|oosened dightly, laid her gently back in ahesp of pillows. Shewaslying on
acouch in Elissroom in the House of the Twelve, and Eliswas bending over her. Behind Elis, Elarawas
standing, wiping her eyes, her face looking drawn and worried.

"I must go now to the lady Domaris," Elarasaid shakily.

"Yes, go," Elis said without looking up.

Deoris struggled to sit up, but pain exploded blindingly in her head and shefdl back. "What happened?’
she murmured weskly. "How did | get here? Elis, whathappened? "

To Deorisshorror, Elis, rather than answering, began to cry, wiping her eyeswith her vell.
"Elis—" Deorissvoice quavered, little-girlish. " Pleasetdl me. | was—intheldiots Village, and they

threw stones—" Deoristouched her cheek, her skull. Though she fancied she felt astinging sensation,
there were no lacerations, no swelings. "Oh, my head!"

"You'reraving again!" Elis grabbed Deoriss shoulders and shook her, hard. It brought a sudden flash of
horror; then the vague half-memory closed down again as Elis snapped, "Don't you even remember what
you did?'

"Oh, Elis, stop! Please don't, it hurts my head so," Deoris moaned. "Can't you tell me what happened?
How did | get here?'

"Y ou don't remember!" Shock and dishdief werein Elissvoice. As Deoris struggled to Sit up again, Elis
supported her cousin with an arm around her shoulders. Still touching her head, Deoris looked toward
the window. It was | ate afternoon, the sun just beginning to lengthen the shadows. Yet it had been before
moonrise when she went with Riveda —

"I don't remember anything," Deoris said shakily. "Whereis Domaris?'

Eliss mouth, which had softened, became set and angry again. "In the House of Birth."

"Now?"



"They were afraid—" A strained fury tightened Elissvoice; she swallowed hard and said, "Deoris, |
swear that if Domarisloses her child because of this, | will—"

"Elis, let me comein," someone outside the door said; but before any reply could be made, Micon
entered, leaning heavily on Riveda's arm. Ungteadily, the Atlantean moved to the bedside. "Deoris" he
sad, "canyou tel me—"

Hysterica laughter mixed with sobsin Deorissthroat. "What can | tellyou? " she cried. "Doesn't
anybody know what's happened to me!"

Micon sighed deeply, dumping noticesbly where he stood. "I feared this" he said, with agreet
bitterness. " She knows nothing, remembers nothing. Child—my dear child! Y ou must never dlow
yoursdlf to be—used—like that again!”

Rivedalooked tense and weary, and his grey robe was crumpled and darkly stained. *Micon of
Ahtarrath, | svear—"

Abruptly, Micon pulled avay from the support of Rivedasam. "l am not yet ready for you to swear!"

At this, Deoris somehow got to her feet and stood swaying, sobbing with pain and fright and frustration.
Micon, with that unerring sense that served him so well instead of sight, reached toward her
clumgly—but Rivedadrew the girl into hisown armswith a savage protectiveness. Gradualy her
trembling stilled, and she leaned againgt him motionless, her cheek resting againgt the rough materia of his
robe.

"Y ou shdl not blameher! " Rivedasad harshly. "Domarisis ssfe—"

"Nay," said Micon, conciliatingly, "I meant not to blame, but only—"

"I know well that you hate me, Lord of Ahtarrath,” Rivedainterrupted, "though [—"
"I hate no one!™ Micon brokein, sharply. "Do you ingnuate—"

"Oncefor dl, Lord Micon," Riveda snapped, "I do notinsnuate! " With agreat gentlenessthat
contrasted strangely with his harsh words, Riveda helped Deoristo return to the couch. "Hate meif you
will, Atlantean," the Grey-robe said, "you and your Priestess leman—and that unborn—"

"Have a care! " sad Micon, ominoudy.

Rivedalaughed, scornful—but his next words died in histhroat, for out of the clear and cloudless sky
outside the window came the ralling rumble of impossible thunder as Micon's fists clenched. Elis,
forgotten, cowered in the corner, while Deoris began to shiver uncontrollably. Micon and Riveda faced
each other, Adepts of vastly different disciplines, and the tension between them waslike an invisible, but
tangible, force, quivering in the room.

Yet it lasted only amoment. Riveda swallowed, and said, "My words were strong. | spoke in anger. But
what have | done to merit your insults, Micon of Ahtarrath? My bdliefs are not yours—none could fail to
see that—but you know my creed as | know yours! By the Unreveadled God, wouldl harm achilding
woman?'

"Am | then to believe," Micon asked savagely, "that a Priestess of Caratrawould—of her own will



—harm the sster she adores?"

Deoriss hands went to her mouth in awordless shriek and sheran to Elis, clinging to her cousin and
sobbing in nightmarish disbelief.

"l invited the child," Riveda stated, coldly, "to witness aceremony in the Grey Temple. Believe, if you
will, that it was with mdice and forethought—that | invoked Dark Powers. But | give you my word, the
pledged word of an Adept, that | meant no more than courtesy! A courtesy it ismy privilege to extend to
any regularly pledged Priest or Priestess.”

Savefor the muted snuffling of Deoris, still huddled againgt Elis, the room was quite slent. Thelate
afternoon light had vanished, asif night had come, while the skies continued to fill with sudden, heavy
clouds. The two women dared not even so much aslook at the wrangling Adepts.

Y et a last the awful tensionsin the room abated somewhat; the very stones of the walls seemed to sigh
inrelief as Micon half-turned away from Riveda, who, had any been watching, could have been seento
blink severa times, and wipe a cold swesat from his forehead.

"During the ceremony,” the Grey-robe resumed, in aquiet voice, "Deoris became giddy and fdll to the
floor; one of the girlstook her into the open air. Afterward, it did not seem serious. She spoketo me
quite normaly. | conducted her to the gates of the House of the Twelve. That isdl that | know of this.
All." Riveda spread his hands, then looked around at Deoris and asked her gently, "Do you truly
remember nothing?"

Deoris shuddered as the terror she had been thought closed in again, squeezing her heart withicy talons.
"I was watching the—the Man with Crossed Hands," she whispered. "The—the bird on histhrone flew!
Andthen| wasintheldiots Village—"

"Deorid" Micon's cry was astrained and hoarse shout. The Atlantean drew a deep breath that was
amost asob. "What mean you by—the Idiots Village?'

"Why, I—" Deoriss eyes grew wide, and with growing horror, she whispered, "1 don't know, | never—I
never heard of—"

"Gods! Godd!" Micon's haggard face was suddenly like that of avery old man, and he staggered where
he stood; gone now was the inner strength that had called on the powers of Ahtarrath, as he sumbled
and groped hisway into anearby chair. "l feared that! And it has come!” He bent his head, covered his
face with gaunt and twisted hands.

Deoris, at seeing Micon's sudden weakness, had |eft Elis and rushed to the Atlantean's side.
Half-knedling before him, she pleaded, "Micon, tell me! What did | do? "

"Pray that you never remember!” Micon said, his voice muffled behind his hands. "But by the mercy of
the Gods, Domarisis unhurt!"

"But—" Deorisfound hersaf oddly unable to spesk that name which had so upset Micon, and so instead
said only, "But that place—what—how could | have—?" Her voice broke down utterly.

Micon, regaining control of himself, sretched one trembling hand to the crown of her head and drew the
sobbing girl to him. "Anold sin," he murmured, in aquavery old man'svoice, "an al-but-forgotten shame
of the House of Ahtarrath . . . enough! This attack was not aimed at you, Deoris, but at—at one of the



Ahtarrath yet unborn. Do not torture yoursdlf, child.”

Silent, Rivedastood, unmoving as stone, his arms crossed tight upon his chest, hislipstightly set and his
bright blue eyes haf-closed. Elis sat shivering on the couch, staring at the floor, done with her thoughts.

"Go to Domaris, my darling,” said Micon softly; and after amoment, Deoris wiped away her tears,
kissed the Atlantean's hand reverently, and went. Elis rose and followed her from the room on tiptoe.
Behind them was silence.

Riveda broke the stillness, saying roughly, "I will never rest easy until | know who has done thigl”

Micon dragged himself heavily to hisfeet. "What | said wasthe truth; this was an attack on me, through
my son. | persondly am not now worth attacking.”

Riveda chuckled—alow-pitched rumble of cynical amusement. "1 wish | had known that afew minutes
ago, when the very thunders of heaven cameto your defense!” The Grey-robe paused, then asked,
softly, "Or isit that you do not trust me?"

Micon answered sharply, "Y ou arein part to blame; though you took Deorisinto danger unknowing,
nonetheless—"

Rivedasfury exploded, spilled over, "I to blame? What of you? Had you managed to pocket your
damnabl e pride long enough to testify againgt these devils, they would have been flogged to death long
ago, and this could not have happened! Lord of Ahtarrath, | intend to cleanse my Order! Not now for
your sake, nor even to preserve my own reputation—that has never been so good! But the health of my
Order requires—" He suddenly redlized he was shouting, and lowered hisvoice. "He who alows sorcery
isworse than he who commitsit. Men may sin from ignorance or folly—but what of awise man, pledged
to cleaveto Light, whose charity is so great that he refuses even to protect the innocent, for fear of
injuring the guilty? If that isthe path of Light, | say, let Darknessfal!" Riveda, looking down &t the
collapsad Micon, felt hislast anger fading. He put hishand on the Atlantean’s thin shoulder and said
gravely, "Prince of Ahtarrath, | swear that | will find who has done this, though it cost me my own lifel™

Micon said, in avoice whose very shrillness revealed the edge of exhaustion, " Seek not too far, Rivedal
Already you are too deeply involved in this. Look to yoursdlf, lest it cost you more than your lifel™

Riveda emitted alittle snort of ugly, mirthlesslaughter. "Keep your dooms and prophecies, Prince
Micon! | have no lesslovefor life than any other—but it ismy task to find the guilty, and take stepsto
prevent another such—incident. Deoris, too, must be guarded—and it is my right to guard her, even asit
isyoursto guard Domaris."

Micon said, inaquick, low voice, "Wha mean you?'

Riveda shrugged. "Nothing, perhaps. It may be your prophecy carriesits own contagion, and | seemy
own karmareflected in yours." He stared a Micon, his eyeswide and bleak and blue. "I don't know
quitewhy | said that. But you will not bid me spare punishment to those responsible!”

Micon sighed, and his emaciated hands twitched dightly. "No, | will not," he murmured. "That, too, is
karmal"



Chapter Fifteen
THE SIN THAT QUICKENS

Only in extreme emergency or degth were men alowed within the boundaries of the Temple of Caratra;
however, the circumstances were unusual, and after certain delays Mother Y souda conducted Micon to
the rooftop court where Domaris had been taken, for coolness, once they knew that her child would not
be prematurely born.

"Y ou must not stay long," the old Priestess cautioned, and I eft them aone.

Micon waited until her receding footsteps were lost on the stairs, then said with amirthful sternness that
mocked its own anxiety, " So, you have terrified usal for nothing, my Lady!"

Domaris smiled wanly. "Blame your son, Micon, not hismother! Already he thinks himsalf lord of his
surroundings!”

"Wadl, andishe not?' Micon seated himself beside her and asked, "Has Deoris been to you?'
Shelooked away. "Yes. .. ."

Micon's hand closed gently on hers and he said lovingly, "Heart-of-flame, be not resentful. Our childis
safe—and Deorisis asinnocent as you, beloved!"

"I know—1but your son isvery preciousto me!" Domaris whispered; then, with implacable vehemence:
"That—damned—Riveda"

"Domaris" In surprise and displeasure, Micon covered her lipswith his hand. She kissed the pam, and
he smiled, then went on gently, "Riveda knew nothing of this. His only fault was that he suspected no
evil." Hetouched her eyes, lightly, with his gaunt fingers. "'Y ou must not cry, beloved—" Then,
haf-hesitant, his hand lingered. "May |—7"

"Of course.” Divining hiswish, Domaristook hishand lightly in hers, guiding it gently across her swollen
body. Suddenly, al of Micon's senses coaesced; past and present fell together in asingle coherent
moment of sensation so intense that it seemed amost asif he saw, asif every sense combined to bring the
meaning of life hometo him. He had never been so keenly dive asin that moment when he smelled the
sharpsweet odor of drugs, the dusive perfume of Domariss hair, and the clean fragrance of linens; thear
was moist with the cool and sdlty sting of the sea, and he heard the distant boom of surf and the gurgle of
the fountain, the muted sounds of women's voicesin distant rooms. Under hishand hefdt thefine
textures of slk and linen, the pulsing warmth of the woman-body, and then, through the refined sensitivity
of hisfingers, hefdt asharp little push, asudden dight bulging, e usive as a butterfly benegath his hand.

With aquick movement, Domaris sat up and siretched her arms to Micon, holding hersdlf to himinan



embrace so light that she barely touched the man. She had learned caution, where a careless touch or
caress could mean agony for the man sheloved—and Domaris, young and passionately in love, had not
easly learned that lesson! But for once Micon forgot caution. His armstightened about her convulsively.
Once, once only he should have had the right to see thiswoman he loved with every atom, every nerve of
hiswholebeing. . ..

The moment passed, and he admonished gently, "Lie ill, beloved. They made me promise not to
disturb you." Heloosed her, and shelay back, watching him with asmile so resigned that Domaris herself
did not know it was sorrowful. "And yet," said Micon, hisvoice troubled, "we have been too cowardly to
speak of many things. . . . Thereisyour duty to Arvath. Y ou are bound by law to—to what, exactly?"

"Before marriage,”" Domaris murmured, "we are free. So runsthe law. After marriage—it is required that
we remain congtant. And if | should fail, or refuse, to give Arvath ason—"

"Which you mugt not," said Micon with great gentleness.
"| shal not refuse," Domaris assured him. "But if | should fail, | would be dishonoured, disgraced . . ."

"Thisismy karma," Micon said sorrowfully, "that | may never see my son, that | may not liveto guide
him. | snned againg that same law, Domaris.”

"Sin?' Domariss voice betrayed her shock, "Y ou?'

He bent hishead in shamed avowad. "'| desired the things of the spirit, and so | am—Initiate. But | was
too proud to recal that | was aman, too, and so under the law.” The blind face brooded, distantly. "In
my pride | choseto live as an ascetic and deny my body, under the fase name of worthy austerity—"

Domariswhispered, "That is necessary to such accomplishment—"

"Y ou have not heard all, beloved. . . ." Micon drew a shaky breath. "Before | entered the Priesthood,
Mikantor required meto take awife, and raise up ason to my house and my name." The stern mouth
trembled alittle, and hisrigid self-control fatered. "Asmy father commanded, so | dlowed mysdf to be
wedded by the law. Shewas ayoung girl, pure and lovely, aprincess; but | was—I was blind to her as|
am—" Micon's voice broke atogether, and he covered hisface with hishands. At last he spoke, ina
suffocated voice. "And so it ismy fate that | may never look on your face—you that | love morethan life
and more than death! | was blind to her, | told her coldly and—and cruelly, Domaris—that | was vowed
aPriedt, and—and sheleft my marriage-bed asvirgin as she cameto me. And in that, | humiliated her
and sinned, againg my father and againgt mysdlf and against our whole House! Domaris—knowing
this—can you 4ill love me?!

Domaris had turned desthly white; what Micon had confessed was regarded as acrime. But she only
whispered, "Thou hast paid the price, thrice over, Micon. And—and it brought theeto me. And | love
thed"

"l do not regret that." Micon's lips pressed softly against her hand. ""But—can you understand this? Had

| had ason, | could have died, and my brother been spared his apostasy!” The dark face was haunted
and haggard. "Thus| carry the blamefor hissin; and other evil shal follow—for evil plantsevil, and regps
and harvests a hundredfold, and sows evil yet again . . ." He paused and said, "Deoris too may need
protection. Rivedais contaminated with the Black-robes.”

At her quick gasp of horror, he added quickly, "No, what you are thinking is not true. Heis no



Black-robe, he despisesthem; but heisintdligent, and seeks knowledge, and heis not too fastidious
where he acquiresit. . . . Never underrate the power of intellectud curiosity, Domarig! It leadsto more
trouble than any other human motive! If Rivedawere malicious, or ddliberately cruel, he would beless
dangerous! But he serves only one mative: the driving force of a powerful mind which has never been
redly chalenged. Heisentirdy devoid of any persona ambition. He seeks and serves knowledge for its
own sake. Not for service, not for self-perfection. If he were amore selfish man, | would fedl easier
about him. And—and Deorisloves him, Domaris.”

"Deoris?Lovesthat detestable old—?"

Micon sighed. "Rivedais not so old. Nor does Deorislove him as—asyou and | understand love. If it
were only that, | would feel no concern. Loveis not to be compelled. Heis not the man | should have
chosen for her, but | am not her guardian.”" He sensed something of the woman's confusion and added
quietly, "No, thisis something other. And it disturbs me. Deorisisbarely old enough to fed that kind of
love, or to know it exists. Nor—" He paused. "I hardly know how to say this. . . Sheisnot agirl who
will grow easily to know passon. She must ripen dowly. If she should be too soon awakened, | would
fear for her greatly! And sheloves Rivedal She adores him—although | do not think she knowsit herself.
To give Rivedahisdue, | do not believe he has fostered it. But understand me: he could violate her past
the foulest prostitution and leave her virgin—or he could keep her in innocence, though sheborehima
dozen children!”

Domaris, troubled and even alittle dazed by Micon's unusual vehemence, bit her lip and said, "ldon't
undersgtand!"

Reductantly, Micon said, "Y ou know of thesaji —"

"Ah, no!" It wasacry of horror. "Rivedawould not dare!™

"| trust not. But Deoris may not bewisein loving." Heforced aweary smile. 'Y ou were not wise, to be
surel But—" Again he sghed. "Well, Deoris must follow her karma, aswe follow ours." Hearing
Domarisssigh, an echo of hisown, Micon accused himsdlf. I havetired you!”

"No—but heis heavy now, and—your son hurts me."

"l am sorry—if only | could beer it for you!"

Domarislaughed alittle, and her hands, festher-soft, stoleinto his. "Y ou are Prince of Ahtarrath,” she
sad galy, "and | am your most obedient handmaiden and dave. But this one privilege you cannot have! |
know my rights, my Princel"

The grave sternness of hisface relaxed again, and a ddlighted grin took its place as he bent to kiss her.
"That would indeed be magic of an extraordinary sort,” he admitted. "We of Ahtarrath have certain
powers over nature, it istrue. But das, all my powers could not encompass even such alittle miraclel™

Domaris relaxed; the moment of danger was past. Micon would not bresk again.

But the Night of the Nadir was dmaost upon them.



Chapter Sixteen
[HE NIGHT OF THE
NADIR

These months have not been kind to Micon, Rgastathought, sad and puzzled by the Atlantean's
continuing fallureto hedl to any sgnificant degree.

Thelnitiate stood before the window now, his gaunt and narrow body barely diminishing the evening
light. With anervousness of motion that was becoming less and lessforeign to him, Micon fingered the
little statuette of Nar-inabi, the Star-Shaper.

"Where got you this, Rgasta?"
"Y ou recognizeit?'

The blind man bent his head, half-turning away from Rgjasta. "1 cannot say that—now. But I—know the
craftsmanship. It was made in Ahtarrath, and | think it could belong only to my brother, or to me." He
hestated. " Such works as this are—extremely cosily. Thistype of goneisvery rare.” He half-smiled.
"Still, | suppose | am not the only Prince of Ahtarrath ever to travel, or have something stolen. Where did
you findit?'

Rgastadid not reply. He had found it in this very building, in the servants quarters. He told himself that
thisdid not necessarily implicate any of the resdents, but the implications dismayed and sickened him, for
it was by the same token impossible, now, to eiminate any of them as suspects. Rivedamight betruly as
innocent as he claimed, and the true guilt lie e sawhere, perhaps among the very Guardians
themsalves—Cadamiri, or Ragamon the Elder, even Talkannon himsdf! These suspicions shook
Raasta's world to the very foundations.

A haunting sadness drifted across Micon'sface as, with alingeringly gentle touch, he set the exquisitely
carven, opa escent figurine carefully on alittle table by the window. "My poor brother," he whispered,
amost inaudibly—and Rgjasta, hearing, could not be quite sure that Micon referred to Reio-ta

Redlizing that he had to say something, the Priest of Light took refuge in pleasantries. "Alreedy it isthe
Nadir-night, Micon, and you need have no fear; your son will surely not be born tonight. I have just come
from Domaris; she and those who tend her assure me of that. She will deep soundly in her own rooms,”
Rgastawent on, "without awakening and without fear of any omens or portents. | have asked Cadamiri
to give her adeeping drug. . . ."

Y et, as he had spoken, the Priest of Light had sscumbled dightly over the name of Cadamiri, ashis
newfound gpprehension conflicted with his desire to assure Micon. The Atlantean, sensing thiswithout



knowing the precise reason for Rgjasta’s nervousness, grew rigid with tension.
"The Nadir-night?' Micon half-whispered. "Already? | had lost count of the days!"

A fitful gust of wind stirred in the room, bringing afaint echo; achant, in astrange wailing minor key,
weirdly cadenced and prolonged. Rgjastals brows lifted and he inclined his head to listen, but Micon
turned and went, not swiftly but with a concentrated intention, to the window again. There was deep
trouble on hisfeatures, and the Priest came to stand beside him.

"Micon?" he said, with a questioning unhappiness.

"I know that chant!" the Atlantean gasped. "And what it forebodes—" He raised histhin handsand laid
them gropingly on Rgjastas shoulders. " Stay thou with me, Rgjastal |—" Hisvoicefatered. "lam afraid!

The older man stared at him in ill-concedled horror, glad Micon could not see him. Rgjasta.had been
with Micon through times of what seemed the ultimate of human extremity—yet never had the Initiate
betrayed fear like thid!

"I will not leave you, my brother," he promised—and the chant sounded again, ragged phrases borne
eerily on thewind as the sun sank into the dusk. The Priest felt Micon grow tense, the wracked hands
clutching on Rgjagta's shoulders, the noble face ashen and trembling, a shivering that gradually crept over
the man's entire body until every nerve seemed to quiver with astrained effort. . . . And then, despite the
visible dread in Micon's bearing and features, the Atlantean released his hold on Rgjasta and turned again
to thewindow, to stare Sightlesdy at the gathering darkness, hisface listening avidly.

"My brother lives," Micon said at last, and hiswords fell like drum-bests of doom, dow-paced in the
fdling night. "Would that he did not! None of the line of Ahtarrath chantsthus, unless—unless—" His
voicetralled away agan, giving way to thet listening stillness.

Suddenly Micon turned, letting his forehead fal againgt the older man's shoulder, clutching at himin the
grip of emotions so intense that they found amirror in Rgjastals mind, and both men trembled with
unreasoning fear; nameless horrorsflickered in their thoughts.

Only the wind had steadied: the broken cadences were more sustained now, rising and faling with a
nightmarish, demanding, monotonous, aching ingstence that kept somehow a perfect rhythm with the
pounding of blood in their ears.

"They cdl onmy power! " Micon gasped brokenly. "Thisis black betrayd! Rgjastal" He raised his head,
and the unseeing features held a desperation that only increased the terror of the moment. " How shall |
survive this night?And | must! | must! If they succeed—if that which they invoke—be
summoned—only my single life stands between it and al of mankind!" He paused, gasping for bregth,
shivering uncontrollably. "If that link be made—then even | cannot be sure | can stay the evil!" He stood,
half-swaying, at once twisted and yet utterly erect, clinging to Rgjasta; hiswordsfell like dropped stones.
"Only threetimesin al our history has Ahtarrath summoned thus! And thrice that power has been
harnessed but hardly.”

Rajasta gently raised his own hands to echo Micon's, so that they stood with their hands upon each
other's shoulders. "Micon!" said Rgasta sharply. " What must we do?"

The Atlantean's clutching hands relaxed alittle, tightened, and then fdll to hissides. ™Y ouwould help



me?' hesad, in abroken, dmost childish voice. "It means—"
"Do not tedl mewhat it means," said Rgjasta, hisown voice quaking alittle. " But | will help you."

Micon drew a shaky breath; the least bit of color returned to hisface. "Yes," he murmured, and then, his
voice becoming stronger, "yes, we have not much time.”

Groping in the chest where he kept his private treasures, Micon took out aflexible cloak of some
metdlic fabric and drew it aout his shoulders. Next he removed a sword wrapped in sheer, filmy cloth,
which he sat down close beside him. Muttering to himself in his native tongue, Micon rummaged in the
chest for no littlewhile until he at last brought out asmall bronze gong, which he handed to Rgastawith
the admonition that it must not touch the floor or walls.

All the time the awful chant rose and fell, rose and fdll, with eerie wailing overtones and sobbing, savage
cadences; adiapason of sonic minorsthat beat on the brain with boneshaking reiteration. Rgasta stood
holding the gong, concentrating his atention fully on Micon as he bent over the chest again, shutting his
mind and earsto that sound.

The Atlantean's angry mutterings turned to asigh of rdlief, and he brought forth afinal object—alittle
brazier of bronze, curioudy worked with embossed figures that bulged and intertwined in afashion that
confused the eye into thinking they moved. After amoment Rgjasta recognized them for what they were,
arepresentation of fire-elementals.

With the sparse economy of movement so characteristicaly his, Micon roseto hisfeet, the wrapped
sword in one hand. "Rgasta,” he said, "give me the gong.” When thiswas done, the Atlantean went on,
"Movethe brazier to the center of the room, and build thou afire—pine and cypressand ultar.” His
words were clipped and brief, asif he recited alesson learned well.

Rajagta, ignoring the second thoughts that aready besieged him, set about the task resolutely. Micon
went to the window again, and placed the siword upon the little table next to the figurine of Nar-inabi.
Unwrapping the cloth, he exposed the decorated blade and the bejewel led hilt of the ceremonia weapon,
and grasped it firmly again, to stand facing the window in astrained, listening attitude; Rgjasta. could
amog seetheInitiate gathering strength to himself; in sudden sympathy, helaid his hand on Micon'sarm.

Micon stirred, impatiently. "Isthefire ready?'
Rebuked, the Priest bent to the brazier; kindling the divers of fragrant wood, scattering the grains of

incense over the thin blaze. Clouds of misty white smoke billowed upward; the smoul dering woods were
tiny sullen eyes glaring through the smoke.



Far away the chant rose and fell, rose and fdll, gathering strength and volume. The thin column of fire
rolled narrowly upward through the smoke, and subsided.

"Itisready," Rgjasta said—and the chanting swelled, arising flood of sound; and around the sound crept
dlence, asif the very pulses of the living were hushed and dow and heavy.

Almost mgjestic of aspect, quite changed from the Micon Rgjasta knew so well, the Atlantean Initiate
moved sowly to the room's center, placed the very tip of the ceremonia blade upon the brazier's metal
rim, and half-circled so that again he faced the window. The sword's point still touching the brazier,
Micon raised the gong, and held it before him at arm's length amoment; the smoking incenseroseto
writhe about the gong, asmetd filingsto amagnet.

"Rgagtal" Micon said, commandingly. "Stand by me, your arm across my shoulders." Hewinced asthe
Priest of Light complied. "Gently, my brother! Good. And now—" He drew a deep breath. "We wait."

The keening wail degpened, arushing crescendo of sonic vibrations that ranged away and above the
audible tones. Then—silence.

They waited. The sudden quiet lengthened, dripped and shadowed, crept back and welled up,
suggesting the starl ess vastnesses of the universe, drowning al soundsin adead, immense weight of
dtillnessthat crushed them like the folds of buria robes.

Rajasta could fed Micon's body, straight and <tiff and red beneath the metallic cloak, and it was
somehow the only redl thing in al that empty deadened stillness. With arasping whisper awind blew
through the window, and the lights grew dim; the air about them quivered, and a prickling came and
crawled over Rgagtas skin. He fdt, rather than saw, amisty shivering in the gloom, sensed faint
digortionsin the outlines of the familiar room.

The trained resonance of the Initiate's voice rang through the weight of the silence: "I have not
summoned! By the Gong—" Moving suddenly, he struck the gong a sharp, hard blow with the sword's
pommé; the brazen clamor sounded dashingly through the deadness. "By the Sword—" Again Micon
raised the sword and held it outstretched, the point toward the window. "And by the Word on the
Sword—by iron and bronze and fire—" He plunged the sword down, into the flame, and therewas a
crackling and sputtering of sparks.

Then the Word came dowly from Micon'sthroat, dmost visible, inlong tremolos of dow vibration that
echoed and reechoed through octave over octave, thrilling and reverberating, soundingon . . . and

on. .. and on, into some unimaginable infinity of time and space, quivering through universe after
universe, into agtirring and a quickening that had neither place nor moment, but encompassed beginning
and end and all between.

The shimmering distortion swirled and sparkled, faster and faster asif the masonry walls spun around
and closed in upon them. Once more Micon raised the sword and sounded the gong with its pommel;
again he thrust the blade's point into the brazier. There came adull, distant roaring asthefire flared and
tongued its way up the embedded blade. The distortions continued to twist around them, closer but less
dizzyingly swift now; no longer did the room seem abouit to collapse.

Red and sullen orange, the hot light glowed in astreak acrossthe Initiate's dark face. Slowly, dowly, the
shimmerings wrapped themsel ves around the sword-blade, and for amoment lingered, a blue-white
corona pulsing, before flowing down the blade into the flickering fire—which, with a hissand awhisper,
extinguished itsdf. Thefloor beneath them quaked and rattled. Then dl was quiet.



Micon let himself lean againgt Rgasta, shivering, the aura of power and mgesty quite gone from him.
The sword remained, still upright in the burnt-out coals of the brazier. Rejastawas about to spesk when
there was afind, ear-splitting boom from far away.

"Fear not," Micon whispered, harshly. "The power returns through those who sought to useit,
unsanctioned. Our work is—ended, now. And |I—" He sagged suddenly and went limp, adead weight in
the Priest'sarms.

Rgagtalifted the Atlantean bodily and carried him to the bed. Helaid Micon down, gently loosed and
removed the leather thong about the Initiate's wrist, from which the gong had hung suspended. Setting the
instrument aside, Rgjasta dampened abit of cloth he found nearby and bathed the beaded swest from the
unconscious man's face. Micon stirred and moaned

Rajagtafrowned sternly, hislips pursed with worry. The Atlantean had awhite and death-like palor, a
waxen quaity that boded no good. This, Rgjasta reflected,is exactly what | do not like about magic! It
weakens the strong, enervates the weak! It would be a fine thing, hethought angrily,if Micon drove
away one danger, only to succumb to this!

The Atlantean groaned again, and Rgjasta rose up, to stride to the door with a sudden decision.
Summoning adave, the Priest said only, "Send for the Heder Riveda.”

For Domaris, drugged but tense with half-waking, formless shadows and horrors, the Nadir-night was a
confused nightmare. It was dmost ardief to struggle to awvareness and find imperative physica pain
substituted for dreams of dread; her child's birth, she suddenly redlized, wasimminent. On afatdistic
impulse, she sent no word to Micon or Rgjasta. Deoris was nowhere to be found, and only Elara knew
when she went, alone and afoot as the custom required, to the House of Birth.

And then there was the long waiting, more tiresome at first than painful. She submitted to the minor
irritations of the preliminary stages with good grace, for Domaris was too well-disciplined to waste her
grength in resentment: answering questions, giving al sorts of intimate information, being handled and
examined like someanima (like a kittening cat, shetold hersdf, trying to be amused instead of annoyed)
kept her mind off her discomfort.

She was not exactly afraid: in common with al Temple women, she had served in Caratra's Temple
many times, and the processes of birth held no mysteriesfor her. But her life had been one of radiant
hedlth, and thiswas dmost her first experience with pain and its completely persond quality.

Moreover, and worse, shefedt sorry for thelittle girl they had left with her during thisfirst time of waiting.
It was dl too obvioudy the child's first attendance at a confinement, and she acted frightened. Thisdid



not add to Domariss assurance, for she hated blundering of any sort, and if she had one deep-rooted
fear, it was of being placed in unskilled hands when she could not help hersdf. And yet, irrationdly, her
annoyance grew, rather than lessening, when little Cetristold her, by way of reassurance, that the
Priestess Karahama had chosen to attend her confinement.

Karahama! thought Domaris. That daughter -to-the-winds!

It seemed along time, dthough it was barely past noon, when Cetris sent for the Priestess. To Domaris's
complete astonishment, Deoris came into the room with her. It wasthefirgt time since the ceremony that
Domaris had seen her Sster robed as a Priestess of Caratra, and for amoment she hardly recognized the
little white face benesth the blue vell. 1t seemed to her that Deoriss face was the most wel come thing she
hed ever seeniin her life.

She turned toward her little sister—they had kept her on her feest—and held out her arms. But Deoris
stood, stricken, in the doorway, making no move to come near her.

Domariss knuckles were white as she clenched her hands together. "Deorig!" she pleaded. With frozenly
reluctant steps, Deoris went to her sster's Side and stood beside Domaris, while Karahamatook Cetris
to afar corner and questioned her in an undertone.

Deorisfet sck, seeing the familiar agony seize on Domaris. Domaris! Her ster, dwaysto Deorisalittle
more than human. The realization shook something which lay buried in Deoriss heart; somehow, she had
thought it would have to be different with Domaris. Ordinary things could not touchher! All that—the
pain and the danger and the blood—it couldn't happen to Domearis!

And yet it could, it would. It was happening now, before her eyes.

Karahama dismissed Cetris—thelittle girls of twelve and thirteen were alotted only these smple tasks of
waliting, of fetching and carrying and running errands—and came to Domaris, looking down at her with a
reassuring smile. Y ou may rest now," she remarked, good-humouredly, and Domaris sank gratefully
down on the couch. Deoris, steadying her with quick, strong hands, felt that Domaris was trembling, and
sensed—with aterrible sengtivity—the effort Domaris was making not to struggle, or cry out.

Domaris made herself smile a Deoris and whisper, "Don't look like thet, you silly child!" Domarisfelt
quite bewildered: what was the matter with Deoris? She had seen Deoriss work, had made a point of
informing hersdlf, for personal reasons, about her Sster's progress. She knew that Deoris was aready
permitted to work without supervision, even to go unattended into the city to ddliver the wives of such
commoners or merchant women as might request the attendance of a Priestess; atoken of skill which not
even Elishad won asyet.

Karahama, noticing the smile and the rigid control, nodded with satisfaction.Good! This Domaris has
courage! Shefdt kindly disposed toward her more fortunate half-s ster, and now, bending above her,
sad plessantly, Y ou will find the waiting easier now, | think. Deoris, the rule has not yet been
broken—only bent alittle.” Karahama smiled at her own tiny joke as she added in dismissa, ™Y ou may
go now."

Domaris heard the sentence with her heart sinking. "Oh, please let her stay with me!™ she begged.

Deoris added her own plea: "I will be good!™

Karahamaonly smiled tolerantly and reminded them of the law: both women must surely know that in



Caratras House it was forbidden for awoman's sibling sister to attend the birth of her child. "Moreover,”
Karahama added, with adeferentid movement of her head, "asan Initiate of Light, Domaris must be
attended only by her equals.”

"How interesting,” Domaris murmured dryly, "that my own sster isnot my equa.”

Karahamasaid, with alittle tightening of her mouth, "The rule does not refer to equality of birth. True,
you are both daughters to the Arch-Priest—but you are Acolyte to the Guardian of the Gate, and an
Initiate-Priestess. Y ou must be attended by Priestesses of equivaent achievement.”

"Has not the Hedler-Priest Riveda, aswell as yourself, pronounced Deoris capable?’ Domaris argued,
persisting despite the inner knowledge that it would serve no purpose.

Karahama deferentially repeated that the law wasthe law, and that if an exception was made now,
exception would pile upon exception until the law crumbled away completely. Deoris, afraid to disobey,
bent miserably to kiss her sster goodbye. Domariss lips thinned in anger; this bastard half-sister
presumed to lecture them on law, and speak of equals—either of birth or achievement! But a sudden
wrench of pain stopped the protests on her tongue; she endured the pain for amoment, then cried out,
clutching at Deoriss hands, twisting in sudden torment. Deoris could not have freed herself if she had
tried, and Karahama, watching not unsympatheticaly for al her icy reserve, made no motion to interfere.

At last the spasm passed, and Domaris raised her face; swest glistened on her forehead and her upper
lip. Her voice had aknifes edge: "Asan Initiate of Light," she said, throwing Karahama's words back to
her, "I have theright to suspend that law! Deoris staysl Becauselwish it! " She added the indomitable
formula—"As| havesadit."

It wasthefirst time Domaris had used her new rank to command. A queer little glow thrilled through her,
to be drowned in the recurring pain. Anironical reflection stirred in the back of her mind: she had power
over pain for others, but she was powerlessto save hersdf any of this. Men'slaws she might suspend
amost as she willed; but she might not abrogate Nature so much as afraction for her own sake,
whatever her power, for she must experience fully, to her own completion. She endured.

Deoriss smdl hands were marked red when Domaris released them, and the older girl raised them
remorsefully to her lips and kissed them. "Do | ask too much, puss?

Deoris shook her head numbly. She couldn't refuse anything Domaris asked—but in her heart she
wished that Domaris had not asked this, wished that Domaris had not the power to set aside those laws.
Shefdt log, too young, totaly unfitted to take this respongbility.

Karahama, indignant at thisirrefutable snubbing of hersalf and her authority, departed. Domariss
pleasure at this development was short-lived, for Karahama returned minutes later with two novice

pupils.

Domarisraised hersdlf, her facelivid with fury. "Thisisintolerablel™ she protested, her wrath driving out
pain for amoment. Temple women were supposed to be exempt from being the objects of lessons,
Domaris, asaPriestess of Light, had the right to choose her own attendants, and she certainly was not
subject to this—this humiliation!

Karahama paid not the dightest attention, but went on calmly lecturing to her pupils, indirectly implying
that women in labor sometimes developed odd notions. . . . Domaris, smouldering with resentment,
submitted. Shewas angry lill, but there were intervals now, more and more often, when shewas unable



to express hersdf—and it is not effective to vent oneswrath in broken phrases. The most humiliating fact
was that with each paroxysm shelost the thread of her invective.

Karahamas retaliation was not entirely heartless, however. Before long, she concluded her remarks, and
began to dismiss her pupils.

Domaris summoned enough concentrated coherence to command, ™Y ou too may go! Y ou have said
yourself that | must be attended by my equals—so—leave me!”

It was biting dismissal: it repaid, in full and in kind, theindignity offered to Domaris. Spoken to an equd,
without witnesses, it would have been cruel and insulting enough; said to Karahama, before her pupils, a
blow in the face would have been less offensive.

Karahamadrew hersdlf erect, haf inclined to protest; then, forcing asmile, only shrugged. Deoriswas
capable, after dl; and Domaris was not in the dightest danger. Karahama could only demean hersdlf
further by argument. "So beit,"” she said tersely, and went.

Domaris, conscious that she violated the spirit if not the letter of the law, was dmost moved to call her
back—¥but till, not to have Deoriswith her! Domaris was not perfect; she was very human, and very
angry. Also, she wastorn again by a hateful wave of pain that seemed to tear her protesting body ina
dozen different directions. She forgot Karahama's existence. "Micon!" she moaned, writhing, "Micon!"

Deoris quickly bent over her, speaking soothing words, holding her, quieting the restless rebellion with a
skillful touch. "Micon will come, if you ask it, Domaris" she said, when her sister had calmed alittle. "Do
you want that?"

Domaris dug her hands convulsively into the bedding. Now at last she understood this—which was not
law but merely custom—which decreed that awoman should bear her child gpart and without the
knowledge of the father. "No," shewhispered, "no, | will be quiet." Micon should not, must not know the
price of hisson! If he werein better health—but Mother Caratral Wasit like thisfor everyone?

Although shetried to keep her mind on the detailed instructions Deoris was giving, her thoughts did
away again and again into tortured memories.Micon, she thought,Micon! He has endured more than
this! He did not cry out! At last | begin to understand him! She laughed then, more than alittle
hysterica, at the thought that, once, she had prayed to the Gods that she might share some of his
torments.Let no one say the Gods do not answer our prayers! And yes, yes! | would endure gladly
wor se than this for him! Here her thoughts did off into incoherence again. The rack must be like this, a
body broken apart on a wheel of pain . . . and so | share what he endured, to free him of all pain
forever! Do | give birth, or death? Both, both!

Grim, terrible laughter shook her with hysterica frenzies until mere movement became agony unbearable.
She heard Deoris protesting angrily, felt hands restraining her, but none of Deoriss coaxing and
threstening could quiet her hysterianow. She went on and on, laughing delirioudy until it became more
than laughter and she sobbed rackingly, unconsciousto al except pain and its sudden cessation. Shelay
weeping in absolute exhaudtion, unknowing, uncaring what was going on.

"Domaris." The strained, taut voice of her sster findly penetrated her subsiding sobs. "Domaris, darling,
pleasetry to stop crying,please. It's over. Don't you want to see your baby?'

Limp and worn with the aftermath of hysteria, Domaris could hardly believe her ears. Languidly she
opened her eyes. Deorislooked down, with aweary smile, and turned to pick up the child—aboy, small



and perfectly formed, with areddish down that covered lightly the smal round head, face tightly-screwed
and contorted, squalling ludtily at the need to live and breathe gpart from his mother.

Domariss eyes had dipped shut again. Deoris sighed, and set about wrapping the baby in linen cloths.
Why should such an indefinite scrap of flesh be allowed to cause such awful pain? she asked
hersdf, not for thefirst time. Something was gone irrevocably from her feding for her sster. Domaris
never knew quite how close Deoris cameto hating her then, for having put her through this. . . .

When Domaris's eyes opened again, reason dwelt behind them, though they looked dark and haunted.
She moved an exploring hand. "My baby," she whispered fearfully.

Deoris, afraid her aster would bresk into that terrible sobbing again, held the swaddled infant where
Domaris could see him. "Can't you hear?" she asked gently. "He screams|oud enough for twing!™

Domaristried to raise hersdlf, but fell back with weariness. She begged hungrily, "Oh, Deoris, give him
tome!"

Deorissmiled a the unfailing miracle and bent to lay the baby boy on his mother'sarm. Domarissface
was ecgtatic and shining as she snuggled the squirming bundle close—then, with sudden apprehension,
shefumbled at the cloths about him. Deoris bent and prevented her, smiling at this, too—further proof
that Domaris was no different from any other woman. "Heis perfect,” she assured. "Must | count every
finger and toe for you?"'

With her free hand, Domaristouched her siter'sface. "Little Deoris," she said softly, and stopped. She
would never have wanted to endure that without Deoris a her side, but there was no way to tell her Sster
that. She only murmured, so very low that Deoris could, if she chose, pretend not to hear: "Thank you,
Deorid" Then, laying her head wearily beside the baby, "Poor mite! | wonder if heisastired as| am?"
Her eyesflickered open again. "Deoris Say nothing of thisto Micon! | must mysdf lay our sonin his
ams. That ismy duty—" Her lips contracted, but she went on, steadily, "and my very grest privilege."

"He shdl not hear it from me," Deoris promised, and lifted the baby from his mother's rluctant arms.

Domarisamost dept, dreaming, although she was conscious of cool water on her hot face and bruised
body. Daocildy, she ate and drank what was put to her lips, and knew, deepily, that Deoris—or
someone—smoothed her tangled hair, covered her with clean fresh garments that smelled of spices, and
tucked her between smooth fragrant linens. Twilight and silence were coal in the room; she heard soft
steps, muted voices. She dept, woke again, dept.

Once, she became conscious that the baby had been laid in her arms again, and she cuddled him closg,
for the moment atogether happy. "My little son," she whispered tenderly, contentedly; then, smiling to
hersdlf, Domaris gave him the name he would bear until he wasaman. "My little Micail!"



The door sivung open silently. Thetall and forbidding form of Mother Y souda stood at the threshold.
She beckoned to Deoris, who motioned to her not to speak aoud; the two tiptoed into the corridor.

"She deegpsagain?' Mother Y soudamurmured. "The Priest Rgastawaitsfor you in the Men's Court,
Deoris. Go a once and change your garments, and | will care for Domaris." She turned to enter the
room, then halted and looked down at her foster daughter and asked in awhisper, "What happened, girl?
How came Domaristo anger Karahama so fearfully? Were there angry words between them?'

Timidly with much prompting, Deoris related what had happened.

Mother Y souda shook her grey head. "Thisis not like Domarig!" Her withered face drew downina
scowl.

"What will Karahamado?' Deoris asked apprehensively.

Mother Y souda stiffened, conscious that she had spoken too fredly to amere junior Priestess. ™Y ou will
not be punished for obeying the command of an Initiate-Priestess,” she said, with austere dignity, "but it is
not for you to question Karahama. Karahamaiis a Priestess of the Mother, and it would indeed be
unbecoming in her to harbor resentment. If Domaris spoke thoughtlessly in her extremity, doubtless
Karahamaknows it was the anger of amoment of pain and will not be offended. Now go, Deoris. The
Guardian waits.

The words were rebuke and dismissal, but Deoris pondered them, deeply troubled, while she changed
her garments—the robes she wore within the shrine of the Mother must not be profaned by the eyes of
any male. Deoris could guess at much that Mother Y souda had not wanted to say: Karahamawas not of
the Priest's Caste, and her reactions could not accurately be predicted.

Inthe Men's Court, afew minutes later, Rgjastaturned from his pacing to hasten toward Deoris.
"Isdl well with Domaris?' he asked. "They say shehasason.”

"A fine hedlthy son," Deoris answered, surprised to see the cdm Rgasta betraying such anxiety. "And dl
iswel with Domaris™

Raasta smiled with relief and approva. Deoris seemed no longer a spoilt and petulant child, but a
woman, competent and assured within her own sphere. He had always considered himsdlf the mentor of
Deorisaswell as of Domaris, and, though alittle disappointed that she had |eft the path of the Priesthood
of Light and thus placed hersalf beyond his reach as afuture Acolyte or Initiate, he had approved her
choice. He had often inquired about her since she had been admitted to the service of Caratra, and it
pleased him grestly that the Priestess praised her sKill.

With genuine paternd affection he said, ™Y ou grow swiftly in wisdom, little daughter. They tell meyou
ddlivered the child. | had believed that was contrary to somelaw. .. ."

Deoris covered her eyes with one hand. "Domarissrank places her above that law."
Rajastas eyes darkened. "That istrue, but—did she ask, or command?’

"' She—commanded.”



Rgastawas disturbed. While a Priestess of Light had the privilege of choosing her own attendants, that
law had been madeto alow leniency under certain unusual conditions. In wilfully invoking it for her own
comfort, Domaris had done wrong.

Deoris, sensing hismood, defended her sigter. " Theyviolated the law! A Priest's daughter is exempt from
having pupils or voices beside her, and Ka—"

She broke off, blushing. In the heat of the moment, she had forgotten that she spoke to aman.
Moreover, it was unthinkable to argue with Rgjasta; yet shefet impelled to add, stubbornly, "If anyone
did wrong, it was Karahama!"

Raasta checked her with agesture. "I am Guardian of the Gate," he reminded her, "not of the Inner
Courts!" More gently, he said, "Y ou are very young to have been so trusted, my child. Command or no
command—no one would have dared |eave the Arch-Priest's daughter in incompetent hands.”

Shyly, Deoris murmured, "Rivedatold me—" She stopped, remembering that Rgjasta did not much like
the Adegpt.

The Priest said only, "Lord Rivedaiswise; what did hetdll thee?

"That—when | lived before—" She flushed, and hurried on, "I had known dl the hedling arts, he said,
and had used them evilly. He said that—in thislife, | should atonefor thet. . . ."

Rajasta considered, heavy-hearted, recollecting the destiny written in the starsfor this child. "1t may be
30, Deoris," he said, noncommittaly. "But beware of becoming proud; the dangers of old livestend to
recur. Now tell me: did it go hard for Domaris?"

"Somewhat," Deorissaid, hesitantly. "But sheis strong, and al should have been easy. Y et there was
much painthat | could not ease. | fear—" She lowered her eyes briefly, then met Rgjastas gaze bravely
asshewent on, "1 am no High Priestessin thislife, but | very much fear that another child might endanger
her grestly.”

Rgastals mouth became atight line. Domaris had indeed doneiill, and the effect of her wilfulnesswas
aready upon her. Such arecommendation, from one of Deoriss kill, was agrave warning—but her
rank in the Temple was not equivalent to her worth, and she had, as yet, no authority to make such a
recommendation. Had Domaris been properly attended by a Priestess of high rank, even one of lesser
skill, her word, when properly sworn and attested, would have meant that Domaris would never again be
dlowed torisk her life; aliving mother to aliving child was held, in the Temple of Light, asworth more
than the hope of a second child. Now Domaris must bear the effect of the cause she had hersdf setin
motion.

"It isnot your businessto recommend,” he said, as gently as possible. "But for now, we need not speak
of that. Micon—"

"Oh, I dmost forgot!" Deoris exclamed. "We are not to tell him, Domariswantsto—" She broke off,
seeing the immense sadness that crossed Ragjastas face.

"Y ou must think of something to tell him, little daughter. Heisgravely ill, and must not be alowed to
worry about her."



Deoris suddenly found herself unable to speak, and her eyes stared wide.

Brokenly, Rgastasaid, "Yes, itistheend. At last—I think it isthe end.”

Chapter Seventeen
DESTINY AND DOOM

Micail wasthree days old when Domaris rose and dressed hersalf with ameticulous care unusua with
her. She used the perfume Micon loved, the scent from hishomeland—hisfirst gift to her. Her face was
dill, but not cam, and dthough Domaris kept from crying as Elaramade her lovely for thisorded, the
servant woman hersdf burst into tears as she put the wiggling, clean-scented bundle into his mother's
ams,

"Dont!" Domaris begged, and the woman fled. Domaris held her son close, thinking dearly, Child, |
bore you to give your father death.

Remorsefully she bent her face over the summer softness of his. Grief wasa part of her lovefor this
child, adeep hitter thing twisting into her happiness. She had waited three days, and still she was not sure
that either her body or her mind would carry her through thisfinal duty to the man sheloved. Lingering,
gill delaying, she scanned the miniature indeterminate features of Micail, seeking some strong
resemblance to hisfather, and a sob twisted her throat as she kissed the reddish down on his silken
forehead.

At last, raising her face proudly, she moved to the door and went forth, Micail in her arms. Her step was
steady; her reluctant feet did not betray her dread.

Guilt lay deep on her. Those three days were, shefelt, a selfishnessthat had held atortured man to life.
Even now she moved only under the compulsion of sworn duty, and her thoughts were barbed whips of
sdf-scorn. Micail whimpered protestingly and she redlized that she was clutching him far too tightly to her
breast.

Shewaked on, dowly, seeing with haf her eyesthe freshening riot of color in the gardens, though she
pulled the swaddlings automatically closer about her child's head, Domaris saw only Micon's dark
haggard face, felt only the bitterness of her own pain.

The way was not long, but to Domaris it was the length to the world's end. With every step, sheleft the
last of her youth alittle further behind. Y et after atime, an indefinite period, the confusion of thought and
feding gradudly cleared and she found hersdf entering Micon'srooms. She swayed alittle with the full
redization:Now there is no return. Dimly she knew that for her there had never been.



Her eyes swept the room in unconscious apped, and the desperation in her young face brought choking
grief to Deorissthroat. Rgasta's eyes became even more compassionate, and even Rivedas stern mouth
lost someof itsgrimness. Thislast Domaris saw, and it gave her anew strength born of anger.

Proudly she drew hersdlf erect, clasping the child. Her eyesresting on Micon's wasted face; she put the
others out of her mind. Thiswasthe moment of her giving; now she could give more than hersdlf, could
surrender—and by her own act—her hopes of any persond future. Silently she moved to stand beside
him, and the change which but afew days had wrought in him smote her like ablow.

Until this moment, Domaris had alowed hersdlf to cling to some faint hope that Micon might ill be
spared to her, if only alittlelonger. . . . Now she saw the truth.

Long shelooked upon him, and every feature of Micon's darkly noble frame etched itself forever across
her lifewith the bitter acid of agony.

Finally Micon's sightless eyes opened, and it seemed that at |ast he saw, with something clearer than
sght, for—although Domaris had not spoken, and her coming had been greeted with silence—he spoke
directly to her. "My lady of Light," he whispered, and there was that in his voice which defied naming.
"L et me hold—our son!”

Domariskndlt, and Rgastamoved to unobtrusively support Micon asthe Atlantean drew himself
upright. Domarislaid the child in the thin outstretched arms, and murmured wordsin themselves
unimportant, but to the dying man, of devastating significance: "Our son, beloved—our perfect little son.”

Micon's attenuated fingersran lightly, tenderly acrossthe little face. His own face, like adelicate waxen
death-mask, bent over the child; tears gathered and dropped from the blind eyes, and he sighed, with an
infinitewistfulness. "If I might—only once—behold my son!”

A harsh sound like a sob broke the silence, and Domaris raised wondering eyes. Rgastawas assilent as
adtatue, and Deoriss throat could never have produced that sound . . .

"My beloved—" Micon's voice steadied somewhat. "One task remains. Rgasta—" The Atlantean's
ravaged face turned to the Priet. "It isyoursto guide and guard my son." So saying, he dlowed Rgjasta
to take the baby in his hands, and quickly Domaris cradled Micon's head against her breast. Weakly
smiling, he drew away from her. "No," he said with great tenderness. "I am weary, my love. Let me end
thisnow. Begrudge not your greatest gift.”

Herose dowly to hisfeet, and Riveda, shadow-swift, was there to put his strong arm under Micon's.
With alittle knowing smile, Micon accepted the Grey-robe's support. Deoris reached to clasp her sster's
icy hand in her tiny warm one, but Domaris was not even aware of the touch.

Micon leaned hisface over the child, who lay docile in Rgastas arms, and with his racked hands, lightly
touched the closed eyes.

"See—what | giveyou to see, Son of Ahtarrath!”

The twisted fingers touched the minute, curled ears asthe Initiate's trained voice rang through the room:
"Hear—what | give you to hear!"

He drew his hands dightly over the downy temples. "Know the power | know and bestow upon you,
child of Ahtarrath's heritage!™



He touched the rosy seeking mouth, which sucked at hisfinger and spat it forth again. " Spesk with the
powers of the storm and the winds—of sun and rain, water and air, earth and fire! Speak only with
justice, and with love."

The Atlantean's hand now rested over the baby's heart. "Beat only to the call of duty, to the powers of
lovel Thusl, by the Power | bear—" Micon's voice thinned suddenly. "By the—the Power | bear, | sedl
and sgn you to—to that Power . . ."

Micon's face had become a drained and ghastly white. Word by word and motion by motion, he had
loosed the superb forces which aone had held him from dissolution. With what seemed a tremendous
effort, he traced a sign across the baby's brow; then leaned heavily on Riveda.

Domaris, with hungry tenderness, rushed to his side, but Micon, for amoment, paid her no heed ashe
gasped, "1 knew thiswould—I knew—L ord Riveda, you mugt finish—finish the binding! | an—" Micon
drew along, labored breath. " Seek not to play mefase!™ And hiswords were punctuated by a distant
clap of thunder.

Grim, unspesking, Riveda let Domaristake Micon'sweight, freeing him for the task. The Grey-robe
knew well why he, and not Rgjasta or some other, had been chosen to do this thing. The apparent sign of
the Atlantean'strust was, in feet, the exact opposite: by binding Rivedas karmawith that of the child,
even inthis so small way, Micon sought to ensure that Riveda, at least, would not dare attack the child,
and the Power the baby represented. . . .

Rivedasice-blue eyes burned beneath his brows as, with a brusque voice and manner, he took up the
interrupted ritud: "To you, son of Ahtarrath, Roya Hunter, Heir-to-the-Word-of-Thunder, the Power
passes. Seded by the Light—" The Adept undid, with his strong skillful hands, the siwaddlings about the
child, and exposed him, with a peculiarly ceremonious gesture, to the flooding sunlight. The rays seemed
to kissthe downy skin, and Micail stretched with alittle cooing gurgle of content.

The solemnity of the Magician'sface did not lighten, but his eyes now smiled as he returned the child to
Raasta's hands, and raised hisarms asfor invocation. "Father to son, from ageto age,” Rivedasaid, "the
Power passes; known to the true-begotten. So it was, and soit is, and so it shall ever be. Hall
Ahtarrath—and to Ahtarrath, farewe|!"

Micall stared with placid, deepy gravity a the circle of faces which ringed him in—but not for long. The
ceremony ended now, Rgasta hagtily placed the baby in Deoriss arms, and took Micon from Domariss
embrace, laying him gently down. Still the Atlantean's hands groped weskly for Domaris, and she came
and held him close again; the naked grief in her eyeswasacrucifixion.

Deoris, the baby clasped to her breast, sobbed noiselessly, her face half-buried in Rgjastals mantle; the
Priest of Light sood with hisarm around her, but his eyes were fixed upon Micon. Riveda, hisarms
crossed on his chest, stared somberly upon the scene, and his massive shadow blotted the sunlight from
the room.

The Princewas Hill, so il that the watchers, too, held their bresth. . . . At last he stirred, faintly.
"Lady—clothed with Light," he whispered. "Forgive me." He waited, and drops of sweat glistened on his
forehead. "Domaris.” The word was aprayer.

It seemed that Domaris would never speak, that speech had been dammed at its fountainhead, that all
the world would go silent to the end of eternity. At last her white lips parted, and her voice was clear and



triumphant in the fillness. "It iswell, my beloved. Goin peace.”

Thewaxen face wasimmobile, but the lips stirred in the ghost of Micon's old radiant smile. "Love of
mine," he whispered, and then more softly till, "Heart—of flame—" and a breath and asigh moved in the
Slence and faded.

Domaris bent forward . . . and her arms, with astrange, pathetic little gesture, fell to her sdes, empty.

Riveda moved softly to the bedside, and looked into the serene face, closing the dead eyes. "It isover,"
the Adept said, dmost tenderly and with regret. "What courage, what strength—and what waste! ™

Domarisrose, dry-eyed, and turned toward Riveda. "That, my Lord, isamatter of opinion," she said
dowly. "Itisour triumph! Deoris—give memy son." Shetook Micall in her arms, and her face shone,
unearthly, in the sublimity of her sorrow. "Behold our child—and our future. Can you show methelike,
Lord Riveda?'

"Y our triumph, Lady, indeed," Rivedaacknowledged, and bent in deep reverence.

Deoris came and would have taken the baby once more, but Domaris clung to him, her hands trembling
as she caressed her little son. Then, with alast, impassioned look at the dark still face that had been
Micon's, sheturned away, and the men heard her whispered, helpless prayer: "Help me—O Thou Which
Art!" Deorisled her sgter, resistless, avay.

That night was cold. Thefull moon, rising early, flooded the sky with abrilliance that blotted out the
gars. Low on the horizon, sullen flames glowed at the sea-wall, and ghost-lights, blue and dancing, flitted
and streamed in the north.

Riveda, for thefirst and last timein hislife robed in the stainless white of the Priest's Caste, paced with
sately step backward and forward before Micon's apartments. He had not the faintest ideawhy he,
rather than Rgjasta or one of the other Guardians, had been chosen for this vigil—and he was no longer
S0 certain why Micon had suffered hisaid at thelast! Had trust or distrust been the mgjor factor in
Micon'sfind acceptance of him?

It was clear that the Atlantean had, in part at least, feared him. But why? He was no Black-robe! The
twistsand turns of it presented ariddle far beyond his reading—and Riveda did not like the feding of
ignorance. Y et without protest or pride he had divested himself tonight of the grey robe he had worn for
so many years, and clothed himsdlf in theritua robes of Light. Hefdt curioudy transformed, asif with the
robes he had a so dipped on something of the character of these punctilious Priests.

Nonetheless he felt adeeply persond grief, and a sense of defeat. In Micon'slast hours, his weakness



had moved Riveda as his strength could never have done. A grudged and sullenly yielded respect had
given way to deep and Sincere affection.

It was seldom, indeed, that Riveda alowed eventsto disturb him. He did not believe in destiny—but he
knew that threads ran through time and the lives of men, and that one could become entangled in them.
Karma. It was, Rivedathought grimly, like the avalanches of his own Northern mountains. A single stcone
rattled loose by a careless step, and al the powers of the world and nature could not check an inch of its
motion. Riveda shuddered. Hefdlt a curious certainty that Micon's death had brought destiny and doom
onthem dl. Hedidn't like the thought. Riveda preferred to believe that he could master destiny, pick a
path through the pitfalls of karma, by hiswill and strength alone.

He continued his pacing, head down. The Order of Magicians, known here as Grey-robes, was ancient,
and elsawhere held amore honored name. In Atlantis were many Adepts and Initiates of this Order,
among whom Riveda held high place. And now Riveda knew something no one & se had guessed, and
fdt it waslegitimatey hisown.

Once, in mad raving, aword and a gesture had dipped unaware, from his chela, Reio-ta. Riveda had
noted both, meaningless as they had seemed at the moment. Later, he had seen the same gesture pass
between Rgasta and Cadamiri when they thought themsalves unobserved; and Micon, in the ddlirium of
agony which had preceded the quiet of hislast hours, had muttered Atlantean phrases—one a duplicate
of Relo-tas. Rivedas brain had stored dl these things for future reference. Knowledge, to him, was
something to be acquired; athing hidden was something to be sought al the more assduoudly.

Tomorrow, Micon's body was to be burned, the ashes returned to his homeland. That task he, Riveda,
should undertake. Who had a better right than the Priest who had consecrated Micon's son to the power
of Ahtarrath?

At daybreak, Riveda ceremonioudy drew back the curtains, letting sunlight flood in and fill the apartment
where Micon lay. Dawn wasaliving sea of ruby and rose and livid fire; thelight lay like dancing flames
on the dark dead face of the Initiate, and Riveda, frowning, felt that Micon's death had ended nothing.

This began in fire, Rivedathought,it will end infire. . . but will it be only the fire of Micon's
funeral? Or arethere higher flamesrising in the future . .. ? Hefrowned, shaking his head.What
nonsense am | dreaming? Today, fire will burn what the Black-robes left of Micon, Prince of
Ahtarrath . . . and yet, in his own way, he has defeated all the elements.

With the sun's rise, white-robed Priests came and took Micon up tenderly, bearing him down the
winding pathway into the face of the morning. Rgjasta, hisface drawn with grief, walked before the bier;
Riveda, with silent step and bent head, walked after. Behind them, along procession of white-mantled
Priests and Priestessesin silver fillets and blue cloaks followed in tribute to the stranger, the Initiate who



had died intheir midst . . . and after these stole adim grey shadow, bowed like an old man shaken with
palsied sobbing, grey cloak huddled over hisface, his hands hidden within a patched and threadbare
robe. But no man saw how Reio-ta Lantor of Ahtarrath followed his Prince and brother to the flames.

Also unseen, high on the summit of the great pyramid, awoman stood, tal and sublime, her face
crimsoned with the sunrise and the morning sky ablaze with thefire of her hair. In her aamsachild lay
cradled, and as the procession faded to black shadows againgt the radiant light in the east, Domarisheld
her child high againgt the rising sun. In asteady voice, she began to intone the morning hymn:

O beautiful upon the Horizon of the East,
Lift up the light unto day, O eastern Sar.
Day-star, awaken, arise!

Joy and giver of light, awake.

Lord and giver of life,

Lift up thy light, O Sar of Day,

Day-star, awaken, arise!

Far below, the flames danced and spiraled up from the pyre, and the world was drowned in flame and
unlight.

BOOK THREE
Deoris

Chapter One
THE PROMISE

"Lord Rgasta," Deoris greeted the old Priest anxioudy. "l am glad you are come! Domarisis so—so
grangel”

Rgastaslined face quirked into an enquiring glance.

Deoris rushed on impetuoudy, "I can't understand—she does everything she should, sheisnt crying all
the time any more, but—" The words came out asasort of wail: "Sheisn'tthere !I"



Nodding dowly, Rgastatouched the child's shoulder in acomforting caress. "'l feared this—I will see
her. Isshe done now?'

"Y es, Domariswouldn't ook at them when they came, wouldn't answer when they spoke, just sat
garing a thewal—" Deorisbeganto cry.

Rajasta attempted to soothe her, and after afew moments managed to discover that "they" referred to
Elisand Mother Y souda. Hiswise, old eyeslooked down into Deoriss smal face, white and mournful,
and what he saw there made him stroke her hair lingeringly before he said, with gentleinsistence, "Y ou
are stronger than she, now, though it may not seem so. Y ou must be kind to her. She needsdl your love
and al your strength, too." Leading the ill sniffling Deoristo anearby couch, and sttling her uponit, he
sad, "l will goto her now."

In the inner room, Domaris sat motionless, her eyes fixed on distances past imagining, her handsidle at
her Sdes. Her face was as astatue's, till and remote.

"Domaris," sad Rgasta softly. "My daughter.”

Very dowly, from some secret place of the spirit, the woman came back; her eyestook cognizance of
her surroundings. "Lord Rgasta," she acknowledged, her voice little more than aripplein the silence.

"Domaris," Rgjasta repeated, with an oddly regretful undertone. "My Acolyte, you neglect your duties.
Thisisnot worthy of you."

"I have donewhat | must," Domaris said tondesdly, asif she did not even mean to deny the accusation.

"Y ou mean, you make the gestures,” Rgjasta corrected her. "Do you think | do not know you are willing
yoursdf to die? Y ou can do that, if you are coward enough. But your son, and Micon's—" Her eyes
winced, and seeing even this momentary reaction, Rgjastainssted, "Micon's son needsyou.”

Now Domarissface came divewith pain. "No," shesaid, "eveninthat | havefaled! My baby has been
put to awet nurse!”

"Which need not have happened, had you not let your grief master you," Ragjasta charged. "Blind, foolish
girl! Micon loved and honored and trusted you above al others—and you fal him likethis! Y ou shame
hismemory, if histrust was misplaced—and you betray yoursaf—and you disgrace me, who taught you

S0 poorly!”

Domaris sprang to her fest, raising protesting hands, but at Rgjastal's imperative gesture she ftilled the
wordsrising in her throat, and listened with bent head.

"Do you think you are donein grieving, Domaris? Do you not know that Micon was more than friend,
more than brother to me? | am lonely since | can no longer walk at hisside. But | cannot ceaseto live
because one | loved has gone beyond my ability to follow!" He added, more gently, "Deoris, too, grieves
for Micon—and she has not even the memory of hisloveto comfort her.”

The woman's head drooped, and she began to weep, stormily, frantically; and Rgjasta, his austere face
kind again, gathered her in hisarms and held her close until the crisis of desolate sobbing worked itself
out, leaving Domaris exhausted, but dive.



"Thank you, Rgjasta," she whispered, with asmile that dmost made the man weep too. "I—I will be

Restlesdy, Domaris paced the floor of her gpartments. The weary hours and days that had worn away
had only brought the unavoidable nearer, and now the moment of decision was upon her. Decison? No,
the decision had been made. Only the time of action had come, when she must grant the fulfillment of her
pledged word. What did it matter that her promise to Arvath had been given when she waswholly
ignorant of what it entailed?

With atight smile, she remembered words spoken many years ago: Yes, my Lords of the Council, |
accept my duty to marry. Aswell Arvath as another —Ilike him somewhat. That had been long ago,
before she had dreamed that |ove between man and woman was more than aromance of pretty words,
before birth and death and loss had become personal to her. She had been, she reflected dryly, thirteen
yearsold at thetime.

Her face, thinner than it had been a month ago, now turned impassive, for she recognized the sep at the
door. Sheturned and greeted Arvath, and for amoment Arvath could only stand and sStammer her name.
He had not seen her since Micon's death, and the change in her gppalled him. Domariswas
beautiful—more beautiful than ever—but her face was pae and her eyesremote, asif they had looked
upon secret things. From agay and laughing girl she had changed to awoman—awoman of marble? Or
of ice? Or merely adtilled flame that burned behind the quiet eyes?

"l hopeyou arewdl,"” he said bandly, at last.
"Oh, yes, they have taken good care of me," Domaris said, and looked at him with tense exasperation.
She knew what he wanted (she thought with afaint sarcasm that was new to her); why didn't he cometo

the point—why evade the issue with courteses?

Arvath sensed that her mood was not entirely angelic, and it made him even more congtrained. "'l have
come to ask—to clam—your promise. . . ."

"Asisyour right," Domaris acknowledged formally, stifling with the attempt to control her breathing.

Arvath's impetuous hands went out and he clasped her closeto him. "O beloved! May | clam you
tonight before the Vested Five?'

"If youwish," she said, dmogt indifferently. One time was no worse than another. Then the old Domaris
came back for amoment in aburst of impulsve sincerity. "O Arvath, forgive me that I—that | bring you
no morethan | can give," she begged, and briefly clung to him.



"That you give yoursdlf isenough,” he said tenderly.
Shelooked at him, with awise sorrow in her eyes but said nothing.
Hisarmstightened around her demandingly. "1 will make you happy," he vowed. "I swesr it!"

Sheremained passivein hisembrace; but Arvath knew, with anagging sense of futility, that she was
ungtirred by the torment that swept him. He repeated, and it sounded like achalenge, "I swear it—that |
will makeyou forget!"

After aningtant, Domaris put up her hands and freed hersalf from him; not with any revulsion, but with an
indifference that filled the man with apprehension . . . Quickly he swept the disturbing thought aside. He
would awaken her to love, he thought confidently—and it never occurred to him that she was far more
aware of love's nature than he.

Still, he had seen the momentary softening of pity in her eyes, and he knew enough not to presshis
advantage too far. He whispered, againgt her hair, "Be beautiful for me, my wifel" Then, brushing her
temple with aswift kiss, heleft her.

Domaris stood for along minute, facing the closed door, and the deep pity in her eyes paled gradually to

awhite dread. "He's—he'shungry, " she breathed, and a hidden trembling started and would not be
stilled through her entire body. "How can I—I can't! | can't! Oh. Micon,Micon! "

Chapter Two
HE FEVER

That summer, fever raged in the city cdled the Circling Snake. Within the Temple precincts, where the
Heders enforced rigid sanitary laws, it did not strike; but in the city itsdlf it worked havoc, for acertain
element of the population wastoo lazy or too stupid to follow the dictates of the priests.

Riveda and his Hedl ers swept through the city like an invading army, without respect for plague or
persons. They burned the stinking garbage hegps and the festering, squalid tenements; burned the foetid
dave-huts of crue or supid ownerswho alowed mento livein worsefilth than beadts. Invading every
home, they fumigated, cleaned, nursed, isolated, condemned, buried, or burned, daring even to enter
homes where the victims were aready rotten with the stink of death. They cremated the
corpses—sometimes by force, where caste enjoined buria. Wells suspected of pollution were tested and
often seded, regardless of bribes, threats. and sometimes outright defiance. In short, they made
themsalves an obnoxious nuisance to the rich and powerful whose neglect or viciousness had permitted



the plague to spread in thefirst place.

Riveda himsalf worked to exhaustion, nursing cases whom no one else could be persuaded to approach,
out-bullying fat city potentates who questioned the value of his destructive mercy, deeping in odd
moments in houses dready touched by death. He seemed to walk guarded by a series of miracles.

Deoris, who had served her novitiate in the Hedlers sponsored by her kinsman Cadamiri, met Riveda
one evening as she stepped out for amoment from a house where she, with another Priestess, had been
caring for the sick of two families. The woman of the house was out of danger, but four children had
died, three morelay gravely ill, and another was sickening.

Seeing her, Riveda crossed the street to give her agreeting. Hisface was lined and very tired, but he
looked amost happy, and she asked why.

"Because | believetheworst isover. There are no new cases in the North Quarter today, and even
here—if therains hold off three days more, we have won." The Adept looked down &t Deoris; effort had
put yearsinto her face, and her beauty was dimmed by tiredness. Rivedas heart softened, and he said
with agentle amile, "I think you must be sent back to the Temple, my child; you arekilling yourself."

She shook her head, fighting temptation. 1t would be heavenly comfort to be out of thisl But she only
sad, subbornly, "I'll stay while I'm needed.”

Riveda caught her hands and held them. "I'd take you mysdlf, child, but I'd not be allowed insde the
gates, for | go where contagion iswordgt. | can't return until the epidemicisover, but you . . . " Suddenly,
he caught her againgt him in ahard, rough embrace. "Deoris, you must go! | won't haveyouill, I won't
take the chance of losing you too!"

Startled and confused, Deoris was stiff in hisarms; then she loosened and clung to him and felt the tickly
stubble of his cheek againgt her face.

Without releasing her, he straightened and looked down, his stern mouth gentle. "Thereis danger evenin
this. Y ou will have to bathe and change your clothing now—~but Deoris, you're shivering, you can't be
coldin thisblistering heet?*

Shedtirred alittlein hisarms. Y ou're hurting me," she protested.

"Deorid" sad Riveda, in swift darm, as she swayed againg him.

The girl shivered with the violent cold that crawled suddenly around her. "I—I am al right,”" she

protested weakly—but then she whispered. "1—I do want to go home," and dipped down, a shivering,
limp little huddlein Rivedas arms.



It was not the dreaded plague. Riveda diagnosed marsh-fever, aggravated by exhaustion. After afew
days, when they were certain there was no danger of contagion, they alowed her to be carried to the
Templein alitter. Once there, Deoris spent weeks that seemed like years, not dangeroudly ill, but
drowslly ddlirious; even when the fever finaly abated, her convaescence was very gradua, and it was a
long time before she began to take even the most languid interest in living again.

The daysflickered by in brief degps and haf-waking dreams. Shelay watching the play of shadows and
sunlight on thewalls, listening to the babble of the fountains and to the musicdl trilling of four tiny blue
birds that chirped and twittered in a cage in the sunlight—Domaris had sent them to her. Domaris sent
messages and gifts nearly every day, in fact, but Domaris herself did not come near her, though Deoris
cried and begged for her for days during her delirium. Elara, who tended Deoris night and day, would say
only that Arvath had forbidden it. But when the delirium was gone, Deoris learned from Elisthat Domaris
was adready pregnant, and far from well; they dared not risk the contagion of even thismild fever. At
learning this, Deoristurned her face to the wal and lay without spesaking for awhole day, and did not
mention her Sster again.

Arvath himsdlf came often, bringing the gifts and the loving messages Domaris sent. Chedan paid brief,
shy, tongue-tied visits amost every day. Once Rgjasta came, bearing delicate fruitsto tempt her
fastidious appetite, and full of commendation for her work in the epidemic.

When memory began to waken in her, and the recollection of Riveda’s curious behavior swam out of the
bizarre dreams of her delirium, she asked about the Adept of the Grey-robes. They told her Riveda had
gone on along journey, but secretly Deoris believed they lied, that he had died in the epidemic. Grief
died at the source; the well-springs of her emotions had been sapped by the long iliness and longer
convaescence, and Deoris went through the motions of living without much interest in past, present, or
future.

It was many weeks before they alowed her to leave her bed, and months before she was permitted to
walk about in the gardens. When, finally, she waswell enough, she returned to her dutiesin the Temple
of Caratra—more or less, for she found them al conspiring to find easy and usel ess tasks which would
not tax her returning strength. She devoted much of her timeto study as she grew stronger, attending
lectures given to the apprentice heders even though she could not accompany them in their work. Often
shewould stedl into acorner of the library to listen from afar to the discussions of the Priests of Light.
Moreover, asthe Priestess Deoris, she was now entitled to a scribe of her own; it was considered more
intelligent to listen than to read, or the hearing could be more completely concentrated than the Sight.

On the evening of her sixteenth birthday, one of the Priestesses had sent Deoristo a hill overlooking the
Star Field, to gather certain flowers of medicind vaue. The long walk had taxed her strength, and she sat
down for amoment to rest before beginning the task when, suddenly, raising her head, she saw the
Adept Rivedawaking dong the sunlit path in her direction. For amoment she could only stare. She had
been so convinced of his death that she thought momentarily that the veil had thinned, that she saw not
him but hisspirit . . . then, convinced she was not having hallucinations after dl, she cried out and ran
toward him.

Turning, he saw her and held out hisarms. "Deoris," he said, and clasped her shoulders with his hands. "1
have been anxious about you, they told me you had been dangeroudly ill. Are you quite recovered?'
What he saw as he looked down into her face evidently satisfied him.

"|—I thought you were dead.”



Hisrough smile was warmer than usud. "No, asyou can see, | am very much dive. | have been away,
on ajourney to Atlantis. Perhaps someday | will tell you dl aboutit . . . | cameto seeyou before | |eft,
but you weretoo ill to know me. What are you doing here?"

"Gatheringshaing flowers.”

Riveda snorted. "Oh, amost worthy use of your talents! Well, now | have returned, perhaps| can find
more suitable work for you. But at the moment | have errands of my own, so | must return you to your
blossoms." He smiled again. " Such an important task must not be interrupted by a mere Adept!™

Deorislaughed, much cheered, and on an impulse Riveda bent and kissed her lightly before going on his
way. He could not himself have explained the kiss—he was not given to impulsive actions. Ashe
hastened toward the Temple, Rivedafelt curioudy disturbed, remembering the lassitude in the girl's eyes.
Deoris had grown taler in the months of her illness, athough she would never be very tal. Thin and frail,
and yet beautiful with afragile and wraithlike beauty, she was no longer achild, and yet shewas hardly a
woman. Rivedawondered, annoyed with himsdlf for the direction histhoughts took, how young Chedan
stood with hislovemaking.No, he decided,that is not the answer. Deoris had not the look of agirl
mazed by the wakening of passion, nor the consciousness of sex that would have been there in that case.
She hadpermitted hiskiss, asinnocently asasmal child.

Rivedadid not know that Deoris followed him with her eyes until he was quite out of sight, and that her
face was flushed and dive again.

Chapter Three
CHOICE AND KARMA

The night wasfalling, folding like soft and moonless wings of indigo over the towered roofs of the
Temple and the ancient city which lay beneath it, smothered in coils of darkness. A net of dim lightslay
flung out over the blackness, and far awvay a pa e phosphorescence hung around the heavier darkness of
the sea-harbor. Starlight, faint and faulty, flickered around the railings which outlined the roof-platform of
the great pyramid and made a ghostly haze around the two cloaked figures who stood there.

Deoriswas shivering alittle in the chilly breeze, holding, with lifted hands, the folds of her hooded cloak.
Thewind tugged at them, and finally she threw back the hood and let the short heavy ringlets of her hair
blow asthey would. Shefdt alittle scared, and very young.

Rivedasface, sarkly austerein the pallid light, brooded with a distant, inhuman calm. He had not



spoken asingle word since they had emerged onto the rooftop, and her few shy attempts to speak had
been choked into slence by the impassive quiet of his eyes. When he made an abrupt movement, she

darted in sudden terror.

Heleaned on the railing, one clenched hand supporting the leaning blackness of hisbody and said, in
tones of command, "Tell me what troubles you, Deoris.”

"l don't know," Deoris murmured. "So many new things are coming at once." Her voice grew hard and
tight. "My sister Domarisis going to have another baby!"

Riveda stared amoment, his eyes narrowing. "1 knew that. What did you expect?

"Oh, | don't know. . . ." Thegirl's shoulders drooped. "It was different, somehow, with Micon. He
wes..."

"He was a Son of the Sun," Riveda prompted gently, and there was no mockery in hisvoice.

Deorislooked up, dmost despairing. "Y es. But Arvath—and so soon, like animas—Riveda, why? "

"Who can say?" Rivedareplied, and hisvoice dropped, sorrowful and confiding. "It isagreat pity.
Domariscould havegonesofar. .. ."

Deorislifted her eyes, eager, mute questionsin them.

The Adept smiled, avery little, over her head. "A woman's mind is strange, Deoris. Y ou have been kept
ininnocence, and cannot yet understand how deeply the woman isin subjugation to her body. | do not
say itiswrong, only that it isagreet pity." He paused, and hisvoice grew grim. "So. Domaris has chosen
her way. | expected it, and yet. . . ." He looked down at Deoris. "Y ou asked me,why. It isfor the same
reason that so many maidenswho enter the Grey Temple aresqji, and use magic without knowing its
meaning. But we of the Magicianswould rather have our women free, make themSA#kti SdhA#na

—know you what thet is?"

She shook her head, dumbly.

"A woman who can use her powersto lead and complement a man's strength. Domaris had that kind of
strength, she had the potentidity . . ." A sgnificant pause. "Once."

"Not now?"'

Rivedadid not answer directly, but mused, "Women rarely have the need, or the hunger, or the courage.
To most women, learning isagame, wisdom atoy—attainment, only a sensation.”

Timidly, Deoris asked, "But isthere any other way for awoman?"

"A woman of your caste?' The Adept shrugged. "'l have no right to advise you—and yet, Deoris. . .
Riveda paused but amoment—yet the mood was shattered by awoman's cry of terror. The Adept
whirled, swift as a hunting-cat; behind him Deoris started back, her hands at her throat. At the corner of

thelong stairway, she made out two white-robed figures and a crouching, grey and ghostly form which
had suddenly risen before them.



Riveda rapped out severa wordsin an aien tongue, then spoke ceremonioudy to the white robes. "Be
not darmed, the poor lad is harmless. But hiswitsare not intheir seat.”

Clinging to Rgastals arm, Domaris murmured in little gasps. "He rose out of the shadows—like aghog.”

Riveda's strong warm laughter filled the darkness. "I give you my word heisdive, and harmless™ And
thisladt, at least, was proven, for the grey-clad chela had scuttled away into the darkness once again and
was|ogt to their Sight. Riveda continued, his voice holding a deep deference exaggerated to the point of
mockery, "Lord Guardian, | greet you; thisisapleasure | had ceased to expect!”

Rajasta said with asperity, ™Y ou are too courteous, Riveda. | trust we do not interrupt your
meditations?’

"No, for | was not done," Rivedaretorted suavely, and beckoned Deoristo come forward. "You are
remiss, my lady," he added to Domaris, "your sister has never seen thisview, which isnot athing to be
missed on aclear night.”

Deoris, holding her hood about her head in the wind, looked sullenly at the intruders, and Domaris
dipped her arm free of Rgjasta's and went to her. "Why, if | had thought, | would have brought you up
herelong ago,” Domaris murmured, her eyes probing her sster'sclosdly. In theingant before the chela
had risen up to terrify her, she had seen Rivedaand Deoris standing very close together, in what had
looked like an embrace. The sight had sent prickles of chill up her spine. Now, taking her sister's hand,
shedrew Deoristo therailing. "The view from hereistruly lovely, you can see the pathway of the moon
onthesea ..." Lowering her voice amost to awhisper, she murmured, "Deoris, | do not want to intrude
on you, but what were you talking about?"

Rivedaloomed large beside them. "I have been discussing the Mysteries with Deoris, my lady. | wished
to know if she has chosen to walk in the path which her sister treads with such great honor." The Adept's
words were courteous, even deferentia, but something in their tone made Rgjasta frown.

Clenching hisfistsin amost uncontrollable anger, the Priest of Light said curtly, "Deorisis an gpprenticed
Priestess of Caratra.”

"Why, | know that," Riveda said, smiling. "Have you forgotten, it was | who counselled her to seek
Initiation there?'

Forcing hisvoiceto addiberate cdm, Rgasta answered, "Then you showed great wisdom, Riveda
May you aways counsel aswisdly." He glanced toward the chela, who had regppeared some distance
away. "Have you found asyet any key to what is hidden in his soul?*

Riveda shook his head. "Nor found | anything in Atlantis which could rouse him. Ye&t," he paused and
sad, "l believe he has great knowledge of magic. | had himin the Chelas Ring last night.”

Rajagta started. "With empty mind?" he accused. "Without awareness?' His face was deeply troubled.
"Permit me this once to advise you, Riveda, not as Guardian but as akinsman or afriend.Be careful
—for your own sake. Heis—emptied, and a perfect channel for danger of the worst sort.”

Riveda bowed, but Deoris, watching, could see theridge of muscle tighten in hisjaw. The Grey-robe bit
off hiswordsin little pieces and spat them at Rgasta. "My Adeptship, cousin, is—suitable and
aufficient—to guard that channel. Do me the courtesy—to alow me to manage my own affairs—friend!"



Raasta sighed, and said, with aquiet patience, "Y ou could wreck hismind.”

Riveda shrugged. "Thereis not much left to wreck," he pointed out. "And there isthe chance that | might
rouse him." He paused, then said, with dow and deadly emphasis, " Perhaps it would be better if |
consgned himto theldiots Village?'

Therewasalong and fearful silence. Domarisfelt Deoris stiffen, every muscle gorigid, her shoulderstaut
with trembling horror. Eager to comfort, Domaris held her sster's hand tightly in her own, but Deoris
wrenched away.

Riveda continued, completely calm. ™Y our suspicions are groundless, Rgjasta. | seek only to restore the
poor soul to himsdlf. | am no black sorcerer; your implication insults me, Lord Guardian.”

"Y ou know | meant no insult,” Rgjasta said, and his voice was weary and old, "but there are those within
your Order on whom we cannot lay congtraint.”

The Grey-robe stood ill, theline of hislifted chin betraying an unusual sdf-doubt; then Riveda
capitulated, and joined Rgjastaat therailing. "Be not angry,” he said, almost contritely. "1 meant not to
offend you."

The Priest of Light did not even glance a him. "' Since we cannot converse without mutua offense, let us
bedlent,” he said coldly. Riveda, stung by the rebuff, straightened and gazed in silence over the harbor
for some minutes.

Thefull moon rosedowly, likeagilt bubble cresting the waves, riding the surf in afairy play of light.
Deoris drew along wondering breath of ddight, looking out in awe and fascination over the
moon-flooded waves, the rooftops. . . Shefelt Rivedas hand on her arm and moved alittle closer to
him. The great yellow-orange globe moved dowly higher and higher, suspended on the tossing sea,
gradualy illuminating their faces: Deorislike awraith againg the darkness, Domaris pale benesth the
hood of her loose frost-colored robes; Rgjastaaluminescent blur againgt thefar railing, Rivedalike a
dark pillar against the moonlight. Behind them, adark huddle crouched against the cornice of the
Stairway, unseen and neglected.

Deoris began to pick out detailsin the moonlit scene: the shadows of ships, their sailsfurled, narrow
masts lonesome against a phosphorescent sea; nearer, the dark mass of the city called the Circling
Snake, where lights flickered and flitted in the streets. Curioudly, she raised one hand and traced the
outline made by the city and the harbor; then gave alittle exclamation of surprise.

"Lord Riveda, look here—to trace the outline of the city from hereisto make the Holy Sign!™

"It was planned so, | believe," Rivedaresponded quietly. "Chanceis often an artist, but never like that.”
A low voicecdled, "Domaris?’

The young Priestess stirred, her hand dropping from her sster'sarm. "I am here, Arvath," she cdlled.
Theindigtinct white-robed figure of her husband detached itsalf from the shadows and came toward
them. Helooked around, smiling. " Greetings, Lord Rgasta—L ord Riveda," he said. "And you, little

Deoris—no, | should not cal you that now, should I, kitten? Greetings to the Priestess Adsartha of
Caratras Temple!" He made a deep, burlesque bow.



Deorisgiggled irrepressibly, then tossed her head and turned her back on him.

Arvath grinned and put an arm around hiswife. "I thought | would find you here," he said, hisvoice
shadowed with concern and reproach as he looked down at her. ™Y ou look tired. When you have
finished your duties, you should rest, not weary yoursdf climbing theselong steps.”

"l am never tired," she said dowly, "not redly tired.”
"I know, but . . ." Thearm around her tightened alittle.

Rivedas voice, with its strangely harsh overtones, sounded through the filtered shadows. "No woman
will accept sensible advice.™

Domarisraised her head proudly. "I am aperson before | am awoman.”

Rivedalet hiseyesrest on her, with the strange and solemn reverence which had once before so
frightened Domaris. Slowly, he answered, "I think not, Lady Isarma. Y ou are woman, first and dways. Is
that not dtogether evident?”

Arvath scowled and took an angry step forward, but Domaris caught thisarm. "Please," she whispered,
"anger him not. | think he meant no offense. Heisnot of our caste, we may ignore what he says."

Arvath subsided and murmured, "It isthe woman in you | love, dear. The rest belongsto you. | do not
interferewith that."

"I know, | know," she soothed in an undertone.

Rajagta, with an dl-embracing kindliness, added, | have no fear for her, Arvath. | know that sheis
woman, too, aswdll as priestess.”

Riveda glanced at Deoris, with elaborate mockery. "I think we are two too many here," he murmured,
and drew the girl along therailing, toward the southern parapet, where they stood in absorbed silence,
looking down into the fires that flickered and danced at the sea-wall.

Arvath turned to Rgasta, half in gpology. "I am al too much man where sheis concerned,” he said, and
amiled in wry amusement.

Raastareturned the smile companionably. "That is readily understood, my son,” he said, and looked
intently at Domaris. The clear moonlight blurred the wonderful red mantle of her hair to an uneven shining,
and softened, kindly, the tirednessin her young face; but Rgjasta needed no light to see that. And why, he
asked himsdf,was she so quick to deny that she might be primarily woman? Rgastaturned away,
garing out to seq, rductantly remembering.\When she bore Micon's son, Domaris was all woman,
almost arrogantly so, taking pride and deep joy in that. Why, now, does she speak so rebellioudly,
asif Riveda had insulted her —instead of paying her the highest accolade he knows?

With a sudden smile, Domaris flung one arm around her husband and the other around Rgjasta, pulling
them close. Sheleaned alittle on Arvath, enough to give the effect of submission and affection. Domaris
was no fool, and she knew what bitterness Arvath so resolutely stifled. No man would ever be moreto
Domaris—save the memory she kept with equal resol uteness gpart from her life. No woman can be
atogether indifferent to the man whose child she carries.



With a secret, wiselittle smile that did much to reassure the Guardian, Domaris leaned to touch her lips
to her husband's check. "Soon, now, Rgasta, | shall ask to be released from Temple duties, for | will
have other thingsto think of," shetold them, till smiling. "Arvath, take me home, now. | am weary, and |
would rest.”

Rajastafollowed the young couple as Arvath, with tender possessiveness, escorted hiswife down the
long stairway. He fdt reassured: Domaris was safe with Arvath, indeed.

Asthe others disappeared into the shadows, Rivedaturned and sighed, alittle sorrowfully. "Well,
Domaris has chosen. And you, Deoris?"

"No!" It wasasharp little cry of revulsion.

"A woman'smindisstrange," Rivedawent on reflectively. "Sheis sendtive to agreater degree; her very
body responds to the ddlicate influence of the moon and the tidewaters. And she has, inborn, al the
strength and receptivity which aman must spend years and his heart's blood to acquire. But where man is
aclimber, woman tends to chain hersdlf. Marriage, the davery of lust, the brutdity of childbearing, the
servitude of being wife and mother—and al thiswithout protest! Nay, she seeksit, and weepsif itis
denied her!"

A far-off echo came briefly to taunt Deoris—Domaris, so long ago, murmuring,Who has put these bats
into your brain? But Deoris, hungry for histhoughts, was more than willing to listen to Rivedas
judtification for her own rebellion, and made only the faintest protest: "But theremust be children, must
there not?"

Riveda shrugged. "There are dways more than enough women who arefit for nothing ese” hesaid. "At
onetime | had adream of awoman with the strength and hardness of aman but with awoman's
sengitivity; awoman who could set aside her self-imposed chains. At onetime, | had thought Domaristo
be such awoman. And believe me, they arerare, and precious! But she has chosen otherwise.” Riveda
turned, and his eyes, colorlessin the moonlight, stabbed into the girl's uplifted face. Hislight spesking
voice dropped into the rich and resonant baritone in which he sang. "But | think | have found ancther.
Deoris, aeyou...?

"What?' she whispered.
"Areyou that woman?"
Deorisdrew along bregth, asfear and fascination tumbled in her brain.

Rivedas hard hands found her shoulders, and he repeated, softly persuasive, "Are you, Deoris?"



A dir in the darkness—and Riveda's chela suddenly materidized from the shadows. Deorissflesh
crawled with revulsion and horror—fear of Riveda, fear of hersdlf, and a sort of sick loathing for the
chela. She wrenched hersalf away and ran, blindly ran, to get away and alone; but even as shefled, she
heard the murmur of the Adept's words, re-echoing in her brain.

Are you that woman?

And to hersdf, more than terrified now, and yet still fascinated, Deoriswhispered, "Am |7

Chapter Four
[HE SUMMIT AND THE
DEPTHS

The opened shutters admitted the incessant flickers of summer lightning. Deoris, unableto deep, lay on
her pallet, her thoughtsflickering asrestlesdy asthe lightning flashes. She was afraid of Riveda, and yet,
for along time she had admitted to herself that he roused in her a strange, tense emotion that was dmost
physical. He had grown into her consciousness, he was apart of her imagination. Naive as shewas,
Deorisredized indigtinctly that she had reached, with Riveda, aboundary of no return: their relationship
had suddenly and irrevocably changed.

She suspected she could not bear to be closer to him, but a the same time the thought of putting him out
of her life—and thiswas the only aternative—was unbearable. Rivedas swift clarity made even Rgasta
seem pompous, fumbling . . . Had she ever serioudy thought of following in Domariss steps?

A soft sound interrupted her thoughts, and Chedan's familiar step crossed the flagstonesto her side.
"Adegp?" he whispered.

"Oh, Chedan—you?"

"l wasinthe court, and | could not . . ." He dropped to the edge of the bed. "I haven't seen you all day.
Y our birthday, too—how old?’

"Sixteen. Y ou know that." Deoris sat up, wrapping her thin arms around her knees.

"And | would have agift for you, if | thought you would take it from me," Chedan murmured. His
meaning was unmistakable, and Deorisfelt her cheeks grow hot in the darkness while Chedan went on,



teasingly, " Or do you guard yoursdf virgin for higher ambition? | saw you when Cadamiri carried you,
unconscious, from the seance in the Prince Micon's quarters last year! Ah, how Cadamiri was angry! For
all of that day, anyone who spoke to him caught only sharp words.He would advise you, Deoris—"

"l am not interested in hisadvice!" Deoris snapped, flicked raw by histeasing.

Again, two conflicting impulses struggled in her: to laugh a him, or to dap him. She had never accepted
the easy customs and the free talk of the House of the Twelve; the boys and girlsin the Scribes School
were more gtrictly confined, and Deoris had spent her most impressionable yearsthere. Y et her own
thoughts were poor company, confused as they were, and she did not want to be alone.

Chedan bent down and did hisarms around the girl. Deoris, in akind of passive acquiescence,
submitted, but she twisted her mouth away from his.

"Dont," shesaid sulkily. "I can't bresthe."

"Y ou won't haveto," he said, more softly than usual, and Deoris made no gresat protest. Sheliked the
warmth of hisarms around her, the way he held her, gently, like something very fragile. . . but tonight
there was an urgency in hiskisses that had never been there before. It frightened her alittle. Warily, she
shifted hersdlf away from him, murmuring protesting words—she hardly knew what.

Silence again, and theflickering of lightning in the room, and her own thoughts straying into the
borderland of dreams. . . .

Suddenly, before she could prevent him, Chedan was lying beside her and hisarms dowly forced
themsalves beneath her head; then all the strength of his hard young body was pressing her down, and he
was saying incoherent things which made no sense, punctuated by frightening kisses. For amoment,
surprise and a sort of dreamy lassitude held her motionless. . . then awave of revulsion sent every nerve
in her body to screaming.

She struggled and pulled away from him, scrambling quickly to her feet; her eyes burned with shock and
shame. "How dareyou," she ssammered, "how dare you!"

Chedan's mouth dropped open in stupefaction. He raised himsdlf, dowly, and his voice was remorseful.
"Deoris, swest, did | frighten you?' he whispered, and held out hisarms.

Shejerked away from him with an incongruous little jump. "Don't touch me!™

Hewas gill knedling on the edge of the bed; now heroseto hisfeet, dowly and alittle bewildered.
"Deoris, | don't understand. What have | done? | am sorry. Please, don't look at me like that," he
begged, dismayed and shamed, and angry with himself for areckless, precipitousfool. He touched her
shoulder softly. "Deoris, you're not crying? Don't, please—I'm sorry, sweet. Come back to bed. |
promise, | won't touch you again. See, I'll swear it." He added, puzzled. "But | had not thought you so
unwilling”

She was crying now, loud shocked sobs. "Go away," shewept, "go away!"
"Deorid" Chedan'svoice, till uncertain, cracked into falsetto. " Stop crying like that. Somebody will
hear you, you silly girl! I'm not going to touch you, ever, unless you want meto! Why, what in the world

did you think | was going to do? | never rgped anyonein my lifeand | certainly wouldn't begin with you!
Now stop that, Deoris, stop that!" He put his hand on her shoulder and shook her dightly, "If someone



hearsyou, they'll . . ."
Her voice was high and hysterical. "Go away! Just go away, away!"

Chedan's hands dropped, and his cheeks flamed with wrathful pride. "Fine, I'm going,” he said curtly,
and the door dammed behind him.

Deoris, shaking with nervous chill, crept to her bed and dragged the sheet over her head. She was
ashamed and unhappy and her londlinesswas like aphysica presencein the room. Even Chedan's
presence would have been acomfort.

Restless, she got out of bed and wandered about the room. What had happened? One moment she had
been contented, lying in hisarms and fegling some emptiness within her heart solaced and filled by his
closeness—and in the next instant, afury of revolt had swept through her whole body. Y et for years she
and Chedan had been moving, dowly and inexorably, toward such amoment. Probably everyonein the
Temple believed they were aready loverst Why, faced with the prospect itself, had she exploded into
this storm of passonate refusal?

Obeying a causaessimpulse, she drew alight cape over her night-dress, and went out on the lawn. The
dew was cold on her bare feet, but the night air felt moist and pleasant on her hot face. She moved into
the moonlight, and the man who was dowly pacing up the path caught his breath, in sharp satisfaction.

"Deoris," Rivedasad.

Shewhirled in terror, and for an instant the Adept thought she would fleg; then she recognized hisvoice,
and along sgh fluttered between her lips.

"Rivedal | wasfrightened. . . itis you?'

"None other," he laughed, and came toward her, hisbig lean body making a blackness against the sars,
his robes shimmering like frost; he seemed to gather the darkness about himsdlf and pour it forth again.
She put out asmdl hand, confidingly, toward his; he took it.

"Why, Deoris, your feet are bare! What brought you to me like this? Not that | am displeased,” he
added.

Shelowered her eyes, returning awareness and shame touching her whole body. "To—you?" she asked,
rebdlious.

"Y ou always cometo me," Rivedasaid. It was not astatement made in pride, but a casua statement of
fact; asif he had said,the sun rises to the East. "Y ou must know by now that | am the end of al your
paths—you must know that now as| have known it for along time. Deoris, will you come with me?”

And Deoris heard hersdlf say, "Of course,” and redlized that the decision had been made long ago. She
whispered, "But where? Where are we going?”

Rivedagazed at her in silence for amoment. "To the Crypt where the God deegps,” he said at length.
She caught her hands againgt her throat. Sacrilegethis, for a Daughter of Light—she knew this, now.

And when last she had accompanied Rivedato the Grey Temple, the consequences had been frightening.
Y et Riveda—he said, and she believed him—had not been responsible for what had happened then.



What had happened then . . . shefought to remember, but it was fogged in her mind. She whispered,
"Must I—?" and her voice broke.

Riveda's handsfell to his sides, releasing her.
"All Gods padt, present, and futureforbid that | should ever constrain you, Deoris.”

Had he commanded, had he pleaded, had he spoken aword of persuasion, Deoriswould have fled. But
before hisslent face she could only say, gravely, "I will come.”

"Come, then." Rivedatook her shoulder lightly in hishand, turning her toward the pyramid. "I took you
tonight to the summit; now | will show you the depths. That, too, isaMystery." He put hishand on her
arm, but the touch was atogether impersond. "L ook to your steps, the hill is dangerousin the dark,” he
cautioned.

She went beside him, docile; he stopped for amoment, turned to her, and his arm moved; but she pulled
away, panicky with denid.

"S0?" Rivedamused, amogt inaudibly. "1 have had my question answered without asking.”
"What do you mean?'

"You redly don't know?" Rivedalaughed shortly, unamused. "Well, you shdl learn that, too, perhaps,
but at your own will, dways at your own will. Remember that. The summit—and the depths. Y ou shall
%ll

Heled her on toward the raised square of darkness.

Steps—uncounted, interminable steps—wound down, down, endlesdly, into dim gloom. Thefiltered light
cast no shadows. Cold, stone steps, as grey asthe light; and the soft pad of her bare feet followed her in
echoes that re-echoed forever. Her breathing sounded with harsh sibilance, and seemed to creep after
her with the echoes, hounding at her hedls. She forced hersdf on, one hand thrusting at thewall. . . . Her
going had the fedling of flight, although her feet refused to change their tempo, and the echoeshad a
steady insstence, like heartbests.

Another turn; more steps. The grayness curled around them, and Deoris shivered with achill not born
altogether of the dank cold. She waded in grey fog beside grey-robed Riveda, and the fear of closed
places squeezed her throat; the knowledge of her sacrilege knifed her mind.

Down and down, through eternities of aching effort.



Her nerves screamed at her to run, run, but the quicksand cold dragged her aimost to a standstill.
Abruptly the steps came to an end. Another turn led into avast, vaulted chamber, pallidly lighted with
flickering greyness. Deoris advanced with timid steps into the catacomb and stood frozen.

She could not know that the smulacrum of the Sleeping God reveded itself to each seeker in different
fashion. She knew only this: Long and long ago, beyond the short memory of mankind, the Light had
triumphed, and reigned now supremein the Sun. But in the everlasting cycles of time—so even the
Priests of Light conceded—the reign of the Sun must end, and the Light should emerge back into Dyaus,
the Unrevedled God, the Seeper . . . and he would burst his chains and rule in avast, chaotic Night.

Before her strained eyes she beheld, seated beneath his carven bird of stone, the image of the Man with
Crossed Hands. . .

She wanted to scream aoud; but the screams died in her throat. She advanced dowly, Rivedas words
fresh in her mind; and before the wavering Image, she knelt in homage.

At last sherose, cold and cramped, to see Riveda standing nearby, the cowl thrown back from his
massive head, hisslvered hair shining like an aureolein the pale light. Hisface waslighted with arare
amile

"Y ou have courage,”" he said quietly. "There will be other tests; but for now, it isenough.” Unbending, he
stood beside her before the great Image, looking up toward what was, to him, an erect image, faceless,
formidable, stern but not terrible, a power restricted but not bound. Wondering how Deoris saw the
Avatar, helaid alight hand on her wrigt, and with amoment of Vision, he caught abrief glimpseinwhich
the God seemed to flow and change and assume, for an ingtant, the figure of a seated man with hands
crossed upon his breast. Riveda shook hishead dightly, with adismissng gesture, and, tightening his
grasp upon the girl'swrist, heled her through an archway into a series of curioudy furnished roomswhich
opened out from the great Crypt.

This underground maze was a Mystery forbidden to most of the Temple folk. Even the members of the
Grey-robe sect, though their Order and their ritual served and guarded the Unrevealed God, came here
but rarely.

Riveda himsdlf did not know the full extent of these caverns. He had never tried to explore morethan a
little way into the incredible [abyrinth of what must, once, have been avast underground templein daily
use. It honeycombed the entire land benegth the Temple of Light; Riveda could not even guesswhen or
by whom these great underground passages and apartments had been constructed, or for what purpose.

It was rumored that the hidden sect of Black-robes used these forbidden precinctsfor their secret



practice of sorcery; but athough Riveda had often wished to seek them out, capture them and try them
for their crimes, he had neither the time nor the resources to explore the maze more than little way. Once,
indeed, on the Nadir-night when someone unsanctioned—Black-robes or others—had sought to draw
down the awesome thunder-voiced powers of the Lords of Ahtarrath and of the Sea Kingdoms, Riveda
had come into these caverns, and there, on that ill-fated night, he had found seven dead men, lying
blasted and withered within their black robes, their hands curled and blackened and charred aswith fire,
their faces unrecognizable, charred skulls. But the dead could neither be questioned nor punished; and
when he sought to explore further into the labyrinthine mazes of the underground Temple, he had quickly
becomelogt; it had taken him hours of weary wandering to find hisway back to this point, and he had
not dared it again. He could not explore it done, and there was, as yet, no one he could trust to aid him.
Perhaps now . . . but he cut off the thought, calling years of disciplineto hisaid. That time had not come.
Perhapsit would never come.

Heled Deorisinto one of the nearer rooms. It was furnished sparsely, in astyle ancient beyond belief,
and lighted dimly with one of the ever-burning lamps whose secret gill puzzled the Priests of Light. Inthe
flickering, dancing illumination, furniture and walls were embelished with ancient and cryptic symbols
which Rivedawas grateful the girl could not read. He himsdlf had learned their meaning but latdly, after
much toil and study, and even hisglacid composure had been shaken by the obscenity of their meaning.

"Sit here beside me," he bade her, and she obeyed like a child. Behind them the chelaghosted like a
wraith through the doorway and stood with empty, unseeing eyes. Rivedaleaned forward, hishead in his
hands, and she looked upon him, alittle curious but trusting.

"Deoris" hesaid at lagt, "there is much aman can never know. Women like you have
certain—awarenesses, which no man may gain; or gain only under the sure guidance of such awoman.”
He paused, his cold eyes pensive as they met hers. " Such awoman must have courage, and strength, and
knowledge, and insght. Y ou are very young, Deoris, you have much to learn but more than ever | believe
you could be such awoman.” Once again he paused, that pause that gave such a powerful emphasisto
hiswords. His voice degpened ashe said, "l am not young, Deoris, and perhaps | have no right to ask
thisof you, but you arethefirst | havefdt | could trus—or follow." His eyes had flickered away from
hers as he said this; now he looked again directly into her face. "Would you consent to this? Will you let
me lead you and teach you, and guide you to awareness of that strength within you, so that some day you
might guide me along that pathway where no man can wak aone, and where only awoman may lead?"

Deoris clasped her hands at her breast, sure that the Adept could hear the pounding of her heart. She
felt dazed, sck and welghtless with panic—but more, she felt the true emptiness of any other life. Shefelt
awild impulseto scream, to burst into shattering, hysterical laughter, but she forced her rebdliouslipsto
speak and obey her. "I will, if you think | am strong enough,” she whispered, and then emotion choked
her with the clamor of her adoration for thisman. It was al she desired, al she ever desired, that she
might be closer to him, closer than Acolyte or chela, closer than any woman might ever be—but she
trembled at the knowledge of what she committed hersdlf to; she had some dight knowledge of the
bonds the Grey-robes put on their women. She would be—close—to Riveda. What was he like,
beneath that cynica, derisive mask hewore? The mask had dipped alittle, tonight—

Riveda's mouth moved alittle, asif he struggled with strong emotion. His voice was hushed, dmost
gentlefor once. "Deoris," he said, then smiled faintly, "I cannot call you my Acolyte—the bonds of that
relationship are fixed, and what | wish lies outside those bonds. Y ou understand this?!

"|—think s0."

"For atime—I impose obedience on you—and surrender. There must be complete knowledge of one



another, and—" He released her hand, and looked at the girl, with the dight, stern pause that gave
emphasisto hiswords, "—and completeintimacy.”

"l—know," Deoris said, trying to make her voice steady. "' accept that, too."

Riveda nodded, in curt acknowledgement, asif he took no especia notice of her words—but Deoris
sensed that he was unsure of himself now; and, in truth, Rivedawas unsure, to the point of fear. He was
afraid to snap, by someincautious word or movement, the spell of fascination he had, almost without
meaning to, woven around the girl. Did she redlly understand what he demanded of her? He could not
guess.

Then, with amovement that sartled the Adept, Deoris did to her knees before him, bending her head in
surrender so absolute that Rivedafelt histhroat tighten with an emotion long unfamiliar.

He drew her forward, gently raising her, until she stood within the circle of hisarms. Hisvoice was
husky: "I told you once that | am not agood man to trust. But Deoris, may the Gods deal with meas|
ded with you!"

And the words were an oath more solemn than her own.

The last remnant of her fear quickened in a protest that was half-ingtinctive as his hands tightened on her,
then died. Shefdt hersdf lifted clear of the floor, and cried out in astonishment at the strengthin his
hands. She was hardly conscious of movement, but she knew that he had laid her down and was bending
over her, his head adark slhouette againgt the light; she remembered, more than saw, the crudl set of his
jaw, theintent strained line of his mouth. His eyes were as cold as the northern light, and as remote.

No one—certainly not Chedan—had ever touched her like this, no one had ever touched her except
gently, and she sobbed in an ingtant of final, spasmodic terror. Domaris —Chedan—the Man with
Crossed Hands—Mii con's death-mask—these images reeled in her mind in the short second before she
felt the roughness of hisface againg hers, and his strong and sensitive hands moving at the fastenings of
her nightdress. Then there was only the dim dancing light, and the shadow of an image—and Riveda.

The chela, muttering witlesdy, crouched upon the stone floor until dawn.

Chapter Five
WORDS

Beneath atrellised arbor of vines, near the House of the Twelve, lay adeep clear pool which was
known asthe Mirror of Reflection. Tradition held that once an oracle had stood here; and even now
some believed that in moments of soul-gtress the answer one's heart or mind most sought might be



mirrored in the limpid waters, if the watcher had eyesto see.

Deoris, lying listlessy under the leaves, gazed into the poal in bitter rebellion. Reaction had set in; with it
came fear. She had done sacrilege; betrayed Caste and Gods. She felt dreary and deserted, and the faint
stab of pain in her body was like the echo and shadow of a hurt aready haf forgotten. Sharper than the
memory of pain was avague shame and wonde.

She had given hersdf to Rivedain adreamy exaltation, not as amaiden to her lover, but in asurrender
as complete asthe surrender of avictim on the altar of agod. And he had taken her—the thought came
unbidden—as a hierophant conducting an Acolyte into a sacred secret; not passion, but amystica
initiatory rite, all-encompassing in its effect on her.

Reviewing her own emotions, Deoriswondered at them. The physica act was not important, but close
association with Domaris had made Deoris keenly conscious of her own motives, and she had been
taught that it was shameful to give hersdlf except inlove. Did shelove Riveda? Did he love her? Deoris
did not know—and she was never to have more assurance than she had had already.

Even now she did not know whether hismystical and crud initiatory passion had been ardent, or merely
brutal.

For thetime, Riveda had blotted out all € sein her thoughts—and that fact accounted for the greater part
of Deoriss shame. She had counted on her own ability to keep her emotions doof from his domination of
her body.Sll, shetold herself sernly,Imust discipline myself to accept complete dominance; the
possession of my body was only a means to that end —the surrender of my will to his.

With dl her heart, shelonged to follow the path of psychic accomplishment which Riveda had outlined to
her. She knew now that she had aways desired it; she had even resented Micon because he had tried to
hold her back. Asfor Rgasta—well, Rgjasta had taught Domaris, and she could see the result of that !

She did not hear the approaching steps—for Riveda could move as noiselessy asacat when he
chose—until he bent and, with asingleflexing of muscular arms, picked her up and set her on her feet.

"Well, Deoris? Do you consult the Oraclefor your fate or mine?"

But she was unyielding in hisarms, and after amoment he released her, puzzled.

"What isit, Deoris? Why are you angry with me?"

Thelast flicker of her body's resentment flared up. "I do not like to be mauled like that!"
Ceremonioudy, the Adept inclined hishead. "Forgive me. | shdl remember.”

"Oh, Rivedal" Sheflung her arms about him then, burrowing her head into the rough stuff of hisrobes,
gripping him with adesperate dread. "Riveda, | am afraid!”

Hisarmstightened around her for amoment, strong, a most passionate. Then, with acertain sternness,
he disengaged her clinging clasp. "Be not foolish, Deoris," he admonished. ™Y ou are no child, nor do |
wish to treat you as one. Remember—I do not admire weaknessin women. Leave that for the pretty
wivesin the back courts of the Temple of Light!"

Stung, Deorislifted her chin. "Then we have both had alesson today!"



Rivedastared a her amoment, then laughed adoud. "Indeed!" he exclamed. "That ismorelikeit. Wdll
then. | have cometo take you to the Grey Temple." As she hung back alittle, he smiled and touched her
cheek. "Y ou need not fear—the foul sorcerer who threw you into illusion that previous time has been
exorcized; ask, if you dare, what befell him! Be assured, no one will dare to meddle with the mind of my
chosen novicel"

Reassured, she followed him, and he continued, abridging hislong stride to correspond with her steps,
"Y ou have seen one of our ceremonies, as an outsider. Now you shal seetherest. Our Templeis mostly
aplace of experiment, where each man works separately, as he will, to develop his own powers.”

Deoris could understand this, for in the Priest's Caste great emphasis was placed on self-perfection. But
shewondered for what Snsthe Magiciansstrove. . . .

He answered her ungpoken question. " For absolute self-mastery, firgt of al; the body and mind must be
harnessed and brought into subjugation by—certain disciplines. Then each man works alone, to master
sound, or color, or light, or animate things—whatever he chooses—with the powersinherent in hisown
body and mind. We cdl oursaves Magicians, but there is no magic; thereisonly vibration. When aman
can attune his body to any vibration, when he can master the vibrations of sound so that rock bursts
asunder, or think one color into another, that is not magic. He who masters himself, mastersthe
Universe”

Asthey passed beneath the great archway which spanned the bronze doors of the Grey Temple, he
motioned to her to precede him; the bodiless voice chalenged in unknown syllables, and Riveda called
back. Asthey stepped through the doors, he added, in an undertone, 1 will teach you the words of
admission, Deoris, so that you will have access here evenin my absence.”

The great dim room seemed more vast than before, being nearly empty. Ingtinctively, Deorislooked for
the niche where she had seen the Man with Crossed Hands—but the recessin the wall was hidden with
grey vells Nevertheless she recalled another shrine, deep in the bowel s of the earth, and could not control
ashudder.

Rivedasaid in her ear, "Know you why the Templeis grey, why we wear grey?’
She shook her head, voiceless.

"Because," hewent on, "color isinitsef vibration, each color having avibration of itsown. Grey dlows
vibration to be transmitted fregly, without the interference of color. Moreover, black absorbslight into
itsdlf, and white reflects light and augmentsit; grey does neither, it merdly permitsthe true qudity of the
light to beseen asitis" Hefdl slent again, and Deoriswondered if hiswords had been symbolic aswell



asciantific.

In one corner of the enormous chamber, five young chelaswere grouped in acircle, sanding inrigidly
unnatural poses and intoning, one by one, sounds that made Deoriss head ache. Rivedalistened for a
moment, then said, "Wait here. | want to speak to them.”

She stood moationless, watching as he approached the chelas and spoke to them, vehemently but ina
voice pitched so low she could not distinguish aword. She looked around the Temple.

She had heard horrible tales about this place—tales of self-torture, thesaji women, licentious rites—but
there was nothing fearful here. At alittle distance from the group of chelas, three young girls sat watching,
al three younger than Deoris, with loose short hair, their immature bodies saffron-velled and girdied with
dlver. They sat cross-legged, looking weirdly graceful and relaxed.

Deorisknew that thesaji were recruited mostly from the outcastes, the nameless children born
unacknowledged, who were put out on the city wall to die of exposure—or be found by the dedlersin
girl daves. Likedl the Priest's Caste, Deoris believed that thesaji were harlots or worse, that they were
used in ritua s whose extent was limited only by theimagination of theteller. But these girls did not look
especidly vicious or degenerate. Two, in fact, were extremely lovely; the third had ahare-lip which
marred her young face, but her body was dainty and graceful as adancer's. They talked among
themsalvesin low chirping tones, and they dl used their hands a great ded asthey spoke, with ddicatey
expressve gestures that bespoke long training.

Looking away from thesaji girls, Deoris saw the woman Adept she had seen before. From Karahama
she had heard this woman's name: Maleina. In the Grey-robe sect she stood second only to Riveda, but
it was said that Riveda and Maenawere bitter enemies for some reason till unknown to Deoris.

Today, the cowl was thrown back from Maleinas head; her hair, previoudy concedled, was flaming red.
Her face was sharp and gaunt, with astrange, ascetic, fine-boned beauty. She sat motionless on the
stone floor. Not an eyelash flickered, nor ahair stirred. In her cupped hands she held something bright
which flickered light and dark, light and dark, asregularly as a heartbest; it was the only thing about her
that seemed to live.

Not far away, aman clad only in aloincloth stood gravely on hishead. Deoris had to stifle an
uncontrollableimpulseto giggle, but the man's thin face was absolutely serious.

And not five feet from Deoris, alittle boy about seven years old waslying on hisback, gazing a the
vaulted celling, breathing with deep, dow regularity. He did not seem to be doing anything except
breathing; he was so rdlaxed that it made Deoris deepy to look at him, athough his eyes were wide-open
and clearly dert. He did not appear to moveasingle muscle. . . After several minutes, Deorisredized
that his head was severa inches off the floor. Fascinated, she continued to watch until he was Sitting bolt
upright, and yet at no ingtant had she actualy seen the fraction of an inch's movement, or seenhimflex a
sngle muscle. Abruptly, thelittle boy shook himsdf like a puppy and, bounding to hisfeet, grinned widdy
at Deoris, agamin, little boyish grin very much at variance with the perfect control he had been
exercisng. Only then did Deoris recognize him: the slver-gilt hair, the pointed festures were those of
Demira. Thiswas Karahama's younger child, Demiras brother.

Casudly, thelittle boy walked toward the group of chelas where Rivedawas till lecturing. The Adept
had pulled hisgrey cowl over hishead and was holding alarge bronze gong suspended in midair. One by
one, each of the five chelasintoned a curious syllable; each made the gong vibrate faintly, and one made
it emit amost peculiar ringing sound. Riveda nodded, then handed the gong to one of the boys, and



turning toward it, spoke a single deep-throated syllable.

The gong began to vibrate; then clamored along, loud brazen note asif struck repeatedly by abar of
ged. Again Riveda uttered the bass syllable; again came the gong's metallic threnody. Asthe chelas
sared, Rivedalaughed, flung back his cowl and walked away, pausing amoment to put his hand on the
small boy's head and ask him some |ow-voiced questions Deoris could not hear.

The Adept returned to Deoris. "Well, have you seen enough?' he asked, and drew her dong until they
werein the grey corridor. Many, many doorslined the halway, and at the centers of severd of them a
ghostly light flickered. "Never enter aroom where alight isshowing," Rivedamurmured; "it means
someone iswithin who does not wish to be disturbed—or someone it would be dangerousto disturb. |
will teach you the sound that causesthelight; you will need to practice uninterrupted sometimes.”

Finding an unlighted door, Riveda opened it with the utterance of an oddly unhuman syllable, which he
taught her to speak, making her repest it again and again until she caught the double pitch of it, and
magtered the trick of making her voicering in both registers at once. Deoris had been taught singing, of
course, but she now began to redlize how very much she still had to learn about sound. She was used to
the ample-sung tones which produced light in the Library, and other placesin the Temple precincts, but
this —!

Rivedalaughed at her perplexity. "These are not used in the Temple of Light in these days of
decadence," he said, "for only afew can master them. In the old days, an Adept would bring hischda
here and leave him enclosed in one of these cells—to starve or suffocate if he could not speak the word
that would free him. And o they assured that no unfit person lived to passon hisinferiority or stupidity.
But now—" He shrugged and smiled. "I would never have brought you here, if 1 did not believe you
couldlearn.”

She finally managed to approximate the sound which opened the door of solid stone, but asit swung
wide, Deorisfdtered on the threshold. "This—thisroom," she whispered, "itishorrible!™

He smiled, noncommittaly. "All unknown things are fearful to those who do not understand them. This
room has been used for theinitiation of saji whiletheir power isbeing developed. Y ou are sengitive, and
sense the emotions that have been experienced here. Do not be afraid, it will soon be dispelled.”

Deorisraised her handsto her throet, to touch the crystal amulet there; it felt comfortingly familiar.

Riveda saw, but misinterpreted the gesture, and with a sudden softening of his harsh face he drew her to
him. "Be not afraid,” he said gently, "even though | seem at timesto forget your presence. Sometimes my
meditations take me deep into my mind, where no one €l se can reach. And so—I have been long aone,
and | am not used to the presence of—one like you. Thewomen | have known—and there have been
many, Deoris—have beensgji, or they have been—just women. Whileyou, you are . . ." Hefdl slent,
gazing a her intently, asif he would absorb her every featureinto him.

Deoriswas, at first, only surprised, for she had never before known Rivedato be so obvioudy at aloss
for words. Shefelt her whole identity softening, pliant in hishands. A flood of emotion overwhelmed her
and she began softly to cry.

With a gentleness she had never known he possessed, Rivedatook her to him, ddliberately, not smiling
now. "Y ou are atogether beautiful,” he said, and the smplicity of the words gave them meaning and
tendernessdl but unimaginable. Y ou are made of slk and fire."



Deoriswas to treasure those words secretly in her heart during the many bleak months that followed, for
Riveda's moods of gentleness were more rare than diamonds, and days of surly remotenessinevitably
followed. She wasto gather such rare momentslike jewels on the chain of her inarticulate and childlike
love, and guard them dearly, her only precious comfort in alife that Ieft her heart solitary and yearning,
even while her questing mind found satisfaction.

Riveda, of course, took immediate steps to regularize her position in regard to himsdlf. Deoris, who had
been born into the Priest's Caste, could not formally be received into the Grey-robe sect; dso shewasan
apprenticed Priestess of Caratraand had obligations there. The latter obstacle Riveda disposed of quite
eadly, in afew words with the High Initiates of Caratra. Deoris, he told them, had already mastered kills
far beyond her yearsin the Temple of Birth; he suggested it might be well for her to work exclusvely
among the Hedlersfor atime, until her competencein al such arts equalled her knowledge of midwifery.
To thisthe Priestesses were glad to agree; they were proud of Deoris, and it pleased them that she had
attracted the attention of aHesaler of such skill as Riveda

So Deoris was legitimately admitted into the Order of Hedlers, aseven aPriest of Light might be, and
recognized there as Rivedas novice,

Soon after this, Domarisfel ill. In spite of every precaution she went into premature labor and, amost
three months too soon, gave painful birthto agirl child who never drew breath. Domaris herself nearly
died, and thistime, Mother Y souda, who had attended her, made the warning unmistakable: Domaris
must never attempt to bear another child.

Domaris thanked the old woman for her counsdl, listened obediently to her advice, accepted the
protective runes and spells given her, and kept enigmatic silence. She grieved long hoursin secret for the
baby she had logt, al the more bitterly because she had not redly wanted thischild at dl. . . . Shewas
privately certain that her lack of love for Arvath had somehow frustrated her child'slife. She knew the
conviction to be an absurd one, but she could not dismissit from her mind.

She recovered her strength with maddening downess. Deoris had been spared to nurse her, but their old
intimacy was gone dmost beyond recal. Domarislay silent for hours, quiet and sad, tears diding weskly
down her white face, often holding Micail with ahungry tenderness. Deoris, though she tended her sster
with an exquisite competence, seemed abstracted and dreamy. Her absentmindedness puzzled and
irritated Domaris, who had protested vigoroudy againgt alowing Deoristo work with Rivedain the first
place but had only succeeded in dienating her Sster more completely.

Only once Domaristried to restore their old closeness. Micail had fallen adeep in her arms, and Deoris
bent to take him, for the heavy child rolled about and kicked in his deep, and Domaris till could not
endure careless handling. She smiled up into the younger girl'sface and said, "Ah, Deoris, you are s
sweet with Micail, | cannot wait to see you with a child of your own in your armg!”



Deoris started and amost dropped Micail before she redized Domaris had spoken more or less at
random; but she could not keep back her own overflowing bitterness. "I would rather diel" sheflung at
Domarisout of her disturbed heart.

Domarislooked up reproachfully, her lipstrembling. "Oh, my sister, you should not say such wicked

Deoristhrew thewords at her like acurse: "On the day | know myself with child, Domaris, | will throw
mysdf into the sea”

Domariscried out in pain, asif her sster had struck her—but athough Deorisingantly flung hersdf to
her knees beside Domaris, imploring pardon for her thoughtlesswords, Domaris said no more; nor did
she again speak to Deoris except with cool, reserved formality. It was many years before the impact of
those wounding, bitter words left her heart.

Chapter Six
CHILDREN OF THE
UNREVEALED GOD

Within the Grey Temple, the Magicians were dispersing. Deoris, standing aone, dizzy and lightheaded
after thefrightening rites, fdt alight touch upon her arm and looked down into Demiras efin face.

"Did not Rivedatell you? Y ou are to come with me. The Ritual forbids that they speak to, or touch, a
woman for anight and aday after this ceremony; and you must not leave the enclosure until sundown
tomorrow." Demiradipped her hand confidently into Deoriss arm and Deoris, too bewildered to protest,
went with her. Riveda had told her this much, yes; sometimes a chelawho had been in the Ring suffered
curious delusions, and they must remain where someone could be summoned to minister to them. But she
had expected to remain near Riveda. Above dl, she had not expected Demira.

"Rivedatold meto look after you," Demirasaid pertly, and Deoris recdled tardily that the Grey-robes
observed no caste laws. She went acquiescently with Demira, who immediately began to bubble over, |
have thought about you so much, Deoris! The Priestess Domarisisyour Sgter, isshe not? Sheisso
beautiful! Y ou are pretty, too," she added as an afterthought.

Deorisflushed, thinking secretly that Demirawas the loveliest little cresture she had ever seen. Shewas
very fair, dl the same shade of silvery gold: the long straight hair, her lashes and level brows, eventhe



gplash of gilt freckles across her paeface. Even Demiras eyes|ooked slver, dthough in adifferent light
they might have been grey, or even blue. Her voice was very soft and light and sweet, and she moved
with the heedless grace of ablown feather and just asirresponsibly.

She squeezed Deorissfingers excitedly and said, ™Y ou were frightened, weren't you? | was watching,
and | felt so sorry for you.”

Deorisdid not answer, but this did not seem to disturb Demiraat al.Of course, Deoristhought,sheis
probably used to being ignored! The Magicians and Adepts are not the most talkative peoplein
the world!

The cold moonlight played on them like sea-spray, and other women, singly and in little groups
surrounded them on the path. But no one spoke to them. Severa of the women, indeed, came up to
greet Demira, but something—perhaps only the childlike way the two walked, hand in hand—prevented
them. Or perhaps they recognized Deoris as Rivedas novice, and that fact made them alittle nervous.
Deoris had noted something of the sort on other occasions.

They passed into an enclosed court where afountain spouted cool slver into awide ova poal. All
around, sheltering trees, slvery black, concealed al but the merest strips of the star-dusted sky. The air
was scented with many flowers.

Opening on this court were literally dozens of tiny rooms, hardly more than cubicles, and into one of
these Demiraled her. Deoris glanced round fearfully. She wasn't used to such smdl, dim rooms, and felt
asif thewallswere squeezing inward, suffocating her. An old woman, crouched on apdlet in the corner,
got wheezily to her feet and shuffled toward them.

"Take off your sandals," Demirasaid in areproving whisper, and Deoris, surprised, bent to comply. The
old woman, with an indignant snort, took them and set them outside the door.

Once more Deoris peered around the little room. It was furnished sparsely with alow, rather narrow
bed covered with gauzy canopies, abrazier of metal that |ooked incredibly ancient, an old carved chest,
and adivan with afew embroidered cushions; that was al.

Demiranoted her scrutiny and said proudly, " Oh, some of the others have nothing but astraw pallet,
they livein stone cdlls and practice austerities like the young priests, but the Grey Temple does not force
such things on anyone, and | do not care. Well, you will know that later. Come aong, we must bathe
before we degp; and you've been inthe Ring! There are some things—I'll show you what to do." Demira
turned to the old woman suddenly and stamped her foot. "Don't stand there staring a us! | can't stand it!"

The crone cackled like ahen. "And who isthis one, my missy? One of Maenaslittle prettieswho
grows |londly when the woman has gone to the rites with—" She broke off and ducked, with surprising
nimbleness, as one of Demirads sandas came flying at her head.

Demirastamped her bare foot again furioudy. "Hold your tongue, you ugly witch!™

The old woman's cackling only grew louder. " She's sure too old for the Prieststo take in and—"

"l said hold your tongue!” Demiraflew &t the old woman and cuffed her angrily. "l will tell Maenawhat
you have said about her and she will have you crucified!”

"What | could say about Maeing" the old witch mumbled, unhumbled, "would make little missy turn to



one big blush forever—if she has not already lost that talent here!™ Abruptly she grasped Demiras
shouldersin her withered claws and hed the girl firmly for an ingtant, until the angry light faded from
Demiras colorless eyes. Giggling, the girl did free of the crone's hands.

"Get us something to eet, then take yoursdlf off," Demirasaid cardlesdy, and asthe hag hustled awvay she
sank down languidly on the divan, smiling & Deoris. "Don't listen to her, she's old and half-witted, but
phew! she should be more careful, what Maeinawould do if she heard her!" Thelight laughter bubbled
up again. "I'd not want to be the one to mock Maleina, no, not even in the degpest chambers of the
[abyrinth! She might strike me with aspell so | walked blind for three days, as she did to the priest
Nadastor when he laid lewd hands on her." Suddenly she legped to her feet and went to Deoris, who till
stood asif frozen. ™Y ou look asif struck with aspdll yoursdf!" she laughed; then, sobering, she said
kindly, "I know you are afraid, we are adl afraid at first. Y ou should have seen me staring about and
squaling like alegless cat when they first brought me here, five yearsago! No one will hurt you, Deoris,
no matter what you have heard of us! Don't be afraid. Cometo the pool ."

Around the edge of the great stone basin, women lounged, talking and splashing in the fountain. A few

seemed preoccupied and solitary, but the mgority were chirping about as heedlessy and sociably asa

flock of winter sparrows. Deoris peered at them with frightened curiosity, and al the horror-tales of the
sgji flooded back into her mind.

They were a heterogenous group: some of the brown-skinned pygmy daverace, afew fair, plump and
ydllow-haired like the commoners of the city, and avery few like Deoris herself—tall and light-skinned,
with the silky black or reddish curls of the Priest's Caste. Y et even here Demira stood out as unusual.

They wereal immodestly stripped, but that was nothing new to Deoris except for the cardless mingling
of castes. Somewore curious girdles or pectorals on their young bodies, engraved with symbols that
looked vaguely obsceneto the till relatively innocent Deoris; one or two were tattooed with even older
symboals, and the scraps of conversation which she caught were incredibly frank and shameless. One girl,
adarker beauty with something about her eyes that reminded Deoris of traders from Kei-Lin, glanced at
Deoris as she shyly divested hersdf of the saffron veils Riveda had asked her to wear, then asked Demira
an indecent question which made Deoris want to sink through the earth; suddenly she redlized what the
old dave woman had meant by her taunts.

Demiraonly murmured an amused negative, while Deoris stared, wanting to cry, not understanding that
shewas smply being teased in the traditiond fashion for al newcomers.Why did Riveda throw mein
with these —these harlots! Who are they to mock me?She set her lips proudly, but she felt morelike
burdting into tears.

Demira, ignoring the teasing, bent over the edge of the pool and, dipping up water in her pams, with
murmured words, began swiftly to go through astylized and conventiond ritud of purification, touching



lipsand breadts, in aritua so formdized that the symbols had al but lost their origina form and meaning,
and done swiftly, asif from habit. Once finished, however, she led Deoristo the water and in an
undertone explained the symbolic gestures.

Deoriscut her short in surpriser it was Similar in form to the purification ceremoniesimposed on a
Priestess of Caratra—but the Grey-robe version seemed an adaptation so stylized that Demira herself
did not seem to understand the meaning of the words and gesturesinvolved. Still, the smilarity did agreat
dedl to reassure Deoris. The symbolism of the Grey-robe ceremonies was strongly sexua, and now
Deoris understood even more. She went through the brief lustrd rite with a thoroughness that somehow
camed and assuaged her feding of defilement.

Demiralooked on with respect, struck into abrief gravity by the evident degp meaning Deoris gaveto
what was, for Demira, a mere form repeated because it was required.

"Let'sgo back at once," Demirasaid, once Deoris had finished. "Y ou werein the Ring, and that can
exhaust you terribly. | know." With eyestoo wisefor her innocent-seeming face, she studied Deoris.
"Thefirg timel wasintheRing, | did not recover my strength for days. They took me out tonight
because Rivedawas there."

Deoris eyed the child curioudy asthe old dave woman came and wrapped Demirain a sheetlike robe;
enveloped Deorisin another. Had not Riveda himsdf flung Demiraout of the Ring, that first time, that
faraway and disastrous visit to the Grey Temple?What has Riveda to do with this nameless brat? She
fdt dmost sck with jedousy.

Demirasmiled, amalicious, quirky smile asthey came back into the barelittle room. "Oho, now | know
why Rivedabegged meto look after you! Little innocent Priestess of Light, you are not the first with
Riveda, nor will you bethelast," she murmured in amocking sing-song. Deoris angrily pulled away, but
the child caught her coaxingly and hugged her close with an astonishing strength—her spindly little body
seemed made of stedl prings. "Deoris, Deoris,”" she crooned, smiling, "be not jealous of me! Why, | am
of dl women theone forbidden Riveda Little Slly! Has Karahamanever told you that | am Rivedas

daughter?’

Deoris, unable to speak, looked at Demirawith new eyes—and now she saw the resemblance: the same
fair hair and strange eyes, that impal pable, indefinable dienness.

"That iswhy | am placed so that | may never come near him in therites" Demirawent on. "Heisa
Northman of Zaiadan, and you know how they regard incest—or do you?"

Deoris nodded, dowly, understanding. It was well known that Rivedas countrymen not only avoided
their sgters, but even their half-sisters, and she had heard it said that they even refused to marry their



cousins, though Deoris found this last dmost beyond belief.

"And with the symbols there—oh!" Demira bubbled on confidingly, "It has not been easy for Rivedato
be so scrupulous!™

Asthe old woman dressed them and brought them food—fruits and bread, but no milk, cheese, or
butter—Demira continued, "Y es, | am daughter to the great Adept and Master Magician Rivedal Or at
least it pleases him to clam me, unofficidly, for Karahamawill amost never admit she knows my father's
name. . . shewassgji too, after dl, and | am achild of ritud.” Demiras eyes were mournful. "And now
sheisPriestess of Caratral | wish—I wish . . ." She checked hersdlf and went on swiftly, "I shamed her, |
think, by being born nameless, and she does not love me. She would have had me exposed on the city
wall, there to die or be found by the old women who dedl in girl-brats, but Rivedatook me the day | was
born and gave me to Maeina; and when | wasten, they made mesgji. "

"Ten!" Deoris repeated, shocked despite her resolve not to be.

Demiragiggled, with one of her volatile shifts of mood. "Oh, they tell some awful stories about us, don't
they? At least wesaji know everything that goes on in the Temple! More than some of your Guardians!
We knew about the Atlantean Prince, but we did not tell. We never tdll but a particle of what we know!
Why should we? We are only theno people, and who would listen to us but ourselves, and we can
hardly surprise one another any more. But | know," she said, casudly but with amischievous glance,
"who threw the Illusion on you, when you first cameto the Grey Temple." She bit into afruit and chewed,
watching Deoris out of the corner of her eye.

Deoris stared at her, frozen, afraid to ask but half desperate to know, even as she dreaded the
knowledge.

"It was Craith—a Black-robe. They wanted Domaris killed. Not because of Talkannon, of course.”
"Takannon?' Deoriswhispered in mute shock. What had her father to do with this?

Demira shrugged and looked away nervoudly. "Words, words, al of it—only words. I'm glad you didn't
kill Domaris, though!™

Deoriswas by now utterly aghast. "Y ou know al this?' she said, and her voice was an unrecognizable,
rasping whisper in her own ears.

Whatever dight malice had motivated Demira, it was vanished now. She put out atiny hand and dipped
it into Deoriss nerveless one. "Oh, Deoris, when | wasonly alittle girl 1 used to stedl into Takannon's
gardens and peep at you and Domaris from behind the bushes! Domarisis so beautiful, like a Goddess,
and sheloved you so much—how | used to wish | wereyoul! | think—I think if Domaris ever spoke
kindly to me—or at dl!'—I would die of joy!" Her voice was longly and wistful, and Deoris, more moved
than she knew, drew the blonde head down on her shoulder.

Tossing her feathery hair, Demira shook off the moment of soberness. The gleam came back to her eyes
asshewent on, "So | wasn't sorry for Craith at al! Y ou don't know what Rivedawas like before that,
Deoris—hewas just quiet and scholarly and didn't come among us for months at atime—but that turned
him into adevil! He found out what Craith had done and accused him of meddling with your mind, and of
acrime againg apregnant girl." She glanced quickly at Deoris and added, in explanation, "Among the
Grey-robes, you know, that isthe highest of crimes.”



"Inthe Temple of Light, too, Demira."
"At least they have some sense!" Demiraexclaimed.

"Well, Rivedasaid, These Guardians et their victims off too easily!" And then he had Craith
scourged—whipped amost to death before he ever delivered him over to the Guardians. When they met
tojudge him, | dipped agrey smock over mysaji dress, and went with Maeina—" She gave Deoris
another wary little glance. "Mdeinaisan Initiate of some high order, | know not what, but none can deny
her anywhere, | think she could walk into the chapel of Caratraand draw dirty pictureson thewadl if she
wanted to, and no one would dare to do anything! It was Maeina, you know, who freed Karahamafrom
her bondage and arranged for her to enter the Mother's Temple. . . ." Demira shuddered suddenly. "Bui |
was speaking of Craith. They judged him and condemned him to death; Rgjastawasterrible! He held the
mercy-dagger, but did not giveit to Craith. And so they burned him dive to avenge Domaris—and
Micon!"

Trembling, Deoris covered her face with her hands.Into what world have I, by my own act, come?

'V

But the world of the Grey Temple was soon familiar to Deoris. She continued, occasondly, to servein
the House of Birth, but most of her time was spent now among the Hedlers, and she soon began to think
of herself dmost exclusively asa Grey-robe priestess.

She was not accepted among them very soon, however, or without bitter conflict. Although Rivedawas
their highest Adept, the titular head of their Order, his protection hindered more than helped her. In spite
of hissurface cordiaity, Rivedawas not a popular man among his own sect; he was withdrawn and
remote, didiked by many and feared by dl, especidly the women. His stern discipline was over-harsh;
the touch of hiscynical tongue missed no one, and his arrogance dienated dl but the most fanétic.

Of the whole Order of Hedlers and Magicians, only Demira, perhaps, redlly loved him. To be sure,
others revered him, respected him, feared him—and heartily avoided him when they could. To Demira,
however, Riveda showed careless kindness—entirely devoid of paternal affection, but till the closest to
it that the motherless and fatherless child had ever known. In return, Demiragave him acurious
worshipping hate, that was about the degpest emotion she ever wasted on anything.

In the same mixed way, she championed Deoris among thesaji. She quarrdlled congtantly and bitterly
with Deoris hersdlf, but would permit no one e se to speak a disrespectful word. Since everyone was
afraid of Demira's unpredictable temper and her wild rages—she was quite capable of choking agirl
breathless or of clawing at her eyesin one of these blind fits of fury—Deoriswon asort of uneasy
tolerance. Also, for some reason, Deoris became very fond of Demirain quite a short time, though she
realized that the girl wasincapable of any very deep emotion, and that it would be safer to trust astriking
cobrathan the volatile Demiraat her worst.



Riveda neither encouraged nor disparaged this friendship. He kept Deoris near him when he could, but
his duties were many and varied, and there were timeswhen the Ritud of his Order forbade this, Deoris
began to spend more and more timein the curious half-world of thesaji women.

She soon discovered that thesaji were not shunned and scorned without good reason. And yet, as
Deoris came to know them better, she found them pathetic rather than contemptible. A few even won her
deep respect and admiration, for they had strange powers, and these had not been lightly won.

Once, off-handedly, Riveda had told Deoris that she could learn much from thesgji, dthough she hersdlf
was not to be given thesgji training.

Asked why, he had responded, "Y ou are too old, for one thing. A saji ischosen before maturity. And
you are being trained for quite adifferent purpose. And—and in any case | would not risk it for you,
evenif | wereto beyour soleinitiator. Onein every four . . ." He broke off and shrugged, dismissing the
subject; and Deoris recaled, with a start of horror, the tales of madness.

Thesaji, she knew now, were not ordinary harlots. In certain ritua s they gave their bodiesto the priests,
but it was by rite and convention, under conditions far more gtrict, athough very different, than the codes
of more honored societies. Deoris never understood these conventions completely, for on thisone
subject Demirawas reticent, and Deoris did not press her for details. In fact, shefelt she would rather
not be too certain of them.

Thismuch Demiradid tdll her: in certain grades of initiation, amagician who sought to develop control
over the more complex nervous and involuntary reactions of his body must practice certain riteswith a
woman who was clairvoyantly aware of these psychic nerve centers; who knew how to receive and
return the subtle flow of psychic energy.

So much Deoris could understand, for she herself was being taught awarenesslike these magicians, and
in much the same way. Rivedawas an Adept, and his own mastery was complete; hisfull awareness
worked like a cataytic forcein Deoris, awakening clairvoyant powersin her mind and body. She and
Rivedawere physicaly intimate—but it was a strange and dmost impersond intimacy. Through the use of
controlled and ritudigtic sex, acatays in its effects on her nerves, he was avakening latent forcesin her
body, which in turn reacted on her mind.

Deoris underwent thistraining in full maturity, safeguarded by his concern for her, guarded adso by his
insstence on discipline, moderation, careful understanding and lengthy evauation of every experience and
sensation. Her early training as a Priestess of Caratra, too, had played no smal part in her awakening;
had prepared her for the balanced and stable acquisition of these powers. How much less and more this
wasthan thetraining of asaji, she learned from Demira.

Sgjiwere, indeed, chosen when young—sometimes as early asin their sixth year—and trained in one
direction and for one purpose: the precocious and premature devel opment dong psychic lines.

It was not entirdly sexudl; in fact, that camelast in their training, asthey neared maturity. Still, the
symbolism of the Grey-robesran like afiercely phdlic undercurrent through dl their training. First came
the stimulation of their young minds, and excitement of their brains and spirits, asthey were subjected to
richly personal spiritua experiences which would have challenged amature Adept. Music, too, and its
laws of vibration and polarity, played apart in their training. And while these seeds of conflict flourished
intherich soil of their untrained minds—for they were purposdy kept in agtatelittle removed from
ignorance—various emotions and, later, physical passionswere skillfully and precocioudy roused in their



gtill-immature minds and bodies. Body, mind, emotion, and spirit—all were roused and kept keyed to a
perpetud pitch, restless, over-sengtized to a degree beyond bearing for many. The balance was delicate,
violent, a potentia of suppressed nervous energy.

When the child so trained reached adol escence, she becamesagji. Literdly overnight, the maturing of her
body freed the suppressed dynamic forces. With terrifying abruptness the latent potentials became
awarenessin al the body'sreflex centers; a sort of secondary brain, clairvoyant, ingtinctive, entirely
psychic, erupted into being in the complicated nerve ganglionswhich held the vital psychic centers: the
throat, solar plexus, womb.

The Adepts, too, had thiskind of awareness, but they were braced for the shock by the dow struggle
for self-mastery, by discipline, careful augterities, and complete understanding. In thesaji girlsit was
achieved by violence, and through the effort of others. The balance, such asit was, wasforced and
unnatural. Onegirl in four, when she reached puberty, went into raving madness and died in convulsive
nerve spasms. The sudden awakening was an inconceivable thing, referred to, among those who had
crossed it, asThe Black Threshold. Few crossed that threshold entirely sane. None survived it
unmarred.

Demirawas alittle different from the others; she had been trained not by a priest, but by the woman
Adept Maeina. Deoriswasto learn, in time, something of the specid problems confronting awoman
who travelled the Magician's path, and to discount as untrue most of the talestold of Maeina—untrue
because imagination can never quite keep pace with atruth so fantastic.

The other girlstrained by Maeinahad exploded, a puberty, into a convulsive madness which soon
lapsed into drooling, staringidiocy . . . but Demira, to everyone's surprise, had crossed The Black
Threshold not only sane, but rdlatively stable. She had suffered the usua agonies, and the days of
focudess ddirium—but she had awakened sane, dert, and quite her normal sdf . . . onthe surface.

She had not escaped entirely unscathed. The days of that fearful torment had made of her afey thing set
gpart from ordinary womanhood. Close contact with Maeina, as well—and Deoris |earned this only
dowly, asthe complexity of human psychic awareness, in its complicated psycho-chemica nervous
currents, became clear to her—had partidly reversed, in Demira, the flow of the life currents. Deoris saw
traces of this return each month, as the moon waned and dwindled: Demirawould grow silent, her
volatile playfulness disgppear; shewould St and brood, her catlike eyes velled, and sometimes she would
explode into unprovoked furies; other times shewould only creep away likeasick animal and curl upin
voiceless, inhuman torture. No one dared go near Demiraat such times; only Maeina could cam the
child into some semblance of reason. At such times, Maenasface held alook so dreadful that men and
women scattered before her; ahaunted look, asif she were torn by some emotion which no one of lesser
awareness could fathom.

Deoris, with the background of her intuitive knowledge, and what she had learned in the Temple of
Caratra about the complexity of awoman's body, eventualy learned to foresee and to cope with, and
sometimes prevent these terrible outbursts; she began to assume responsibility for Demira, and
sometimes could ward off or lighten those terrible days for the little girl—for Demirawas not yet twelve
years old when Deoris entered the Temple. She was hardened and precocious, a pitifully wise child—but
for dl that, only achild; astrange and often suffering little girl. And Deoriswarmed to thislittlegirl ina
way that was eventually to prove disastrousfor them dl.



Chapter Seven
[HE MERCY OF CARATRA

A young girl of thesaji, whom Deoris knew very dightly, had absented hersdf for many weeksfrom the
rituas, and it finally became evident that she was pregnant. Thiswas an exceedingly rare occurrence, for
it was believed that the crossing of The Black Threshold so blighted thesaji that the Mother withdrew
from their spirit. Deoris, aware of the extremely rituaistic nature of the sexud rites of the Grey-robes, had
become a bit more skeptica of this explanation.

It was afact, however, that thesaji women—alonein the whole socid structure of the
Temple-city—served not Caratras temple; nor could they claim the privilege granted even to daves and
progtitutes—to bear their children within the Temple of Birth.

Outlawed from therites of Caratra, thesaji had to rely on the good graces of the women around them,
or their daves, or—in dire extremity—some Hed er-priest who might take pity on them. But even to the
sgji, aman at achildbed wasfearful disgrace; they preferred the clumser ministrations of adave.

The girl had adifficult time; Deoris heard her cries most of the night. Deoris had been in the Ring, she
was exhausted and wanted to deep, and the tortured moaning, interspersed with hoarse screams, rubbed
her nervesraw. The other girls, haf fascinated and haf horrified, talked in frightened whispers—and
Deorisligtened, thinking guiltily of the skill Karahamahad praised.

At last, maddened and exasperated by the tormented screaming, and the thought of the clumsy treatment
thesaji girl must be getting, Deoris managed to gain access to the room. She knew sherisked terrible
defilement—Dbut had not Karahama hersdlf beensaji once?

By acombination of coaxing and bullying, Deoris managed to get rid of the otherswho had bungled the
business, and after an hour of savage effort she delivered aliving child, even contriving to correct some of
the harm aready done by the ignorant dave-women. She made the girl swear not to tell who had
attended her, but somehow, either through the insulted and foolish talk of the daves, or thoseinvishble
undercurrents which run deep and intractable within any large and closdly-knit community, the secret
leaked out.

When next Deoris went to the Temple of Caratra, she found hersalf denied admission; worse, she was
confined and questioned endlessly about what she had done. After aday and anight spent in solitary
confinement, during which time Deorisworked hersdf amost into hysteria, she was sternly informed that
her case must be handled by the Guardians.

Word had reached Rajasta of what had happened. Hisfirst reaction had been disgust and shock, but he
had rgected severd plans which occurred to him, and many that were suggested; nor did Deoris ever
become aware of what she so narrowly avoided. The most logical thing was to inform Riveda, for hewas



not only an Adept of the Grey-robe sect but Deoris's personal initiator, and could be relied upon to take
appropriate action. Thisidea, too, Rgasta dismissed without a second thought.

Domariswas dso a Guardian, and Ragjastamight reasonably have referred the matter to her, but he
knew that Domaris and Deoriswere no longer friendly, and that such athing might easily have done far
more harm than good. In the end, he called Deorisinto his own presence, and after talking to her gently
of other mattersfor alittle while, he asked why she had chanced such aserious violation of the laws of
Caratra's Temple.

Deoris ssammered her answer: "Because—because | could not bear her suffering. We are taught that at
such atimeal women are one. It might have been Domaris! | mean. . ."

Raastals eyes were compassonate. "My child, | can understand that. But why do you think the
priestesses of Caratras Temple are guarded with such care? They work among the women of the
Temple and the entire city. A woman in childbirth isvulnerable, sengitive to the dightest psychic
disturbance. Whatever bodily danger there may beto her isnot nearly so grave asthis; her mind and
Spirit are open to great harm. Not long ago, Domarislost her child in great suffering. Would you expose
othersto such misery?'

Deoris stared mutely at the flagstoned floor.

"Y ou yourself are guarded when you go among thesaji ,Deoris," said Rgasta, sensing her mood. "But
you attended asaji woman at her most vulnerable moment—and had thatnot been discovered,any
pregnant girl you attended would have lost her child!"

Deorisgasped, horrified but ill haf disbdieving.

"My poor girl," said Rgasta gently, shaking his head dowly. " Such things are generaly not known; but
the laws of the Temple are not mere superdtitious prohibitions, Deoris! Which iswhy the Adepts and
Guardians do not permit young Novices and Acolytes to use their own ignorant judgment; for you know
not how to protect yoursdlf from carrying contamination—and | do not mean physical contamination, but
something far, far worse: acontamination of the life currents themselves!”

Deoris pressed her fingers over her trembling mouth and did not speak.

Rgasta, moved in spite of himsdlf by her submission—for he had not looked forward to thisinterview,
thinking back upon her younger days—went on, "Still, perhaps they were to blame who did not warn
you. And astherewas no malicein your infraction of the law, | am going to recommend that you not be
expelled from Caratrals Temple, but only suspended for two years." He paused. ™Y ou yourself ran great
danger, my child. | ill think you are somewnhat too sengtive for the Magician's Order, but—"

Passonately, Deorisinterrupted, "So | am dwaysto deny aid to awoman who needsit? To refuse the
knowledge taught to me—to a sister woman—»because of caste? Is that the mercy of Caratra? For lack
of my skill awoman must scream hersdlf to death?!

With asigh, Rgastatook her smal shaking handsinto his own and held them. A memory of Micon
cameto him, and softened hisreply. "My little one, there are those who forsake the paths of Light, to aid
those who walk in darkness. If such a path of mercy isyour karma, may you be strong in walking it—for
you will need strength to defy the smple laws made for ordinary men and women. Deoris, Deoridl | do
not condemn, yet | cannot condone, either. | only guard, that the forces of evil may not touch the sons
and daughters of Light. Do what you mug, little daughter. Y ou are sensitive—but make that your servant,



not your master. Learn to guard yoursdlf, lest you carry harm to others." Helaid one hand gently on her
curlsfor amoment. "May you err dways on the Side of mercy! In your years of penance, my child, you
can turn thisweaknessinto your strength.”

They sat in slence afew moments, Rgasta gazing tenderly on the woman before him, for he knew, now,
that Deoriswas a child no longer. Sadness and regret mingled with a strange pride in him then, and he
thought again of the name she had been given: Adsartha, child of the Warrior Star.

"Now go," he said gently, when at |ast she raised her head. "Come not again into my presence until your
penance is accomplished.” And, unknown to her as she turned away, Rgastatraced a symbol of blessing
inthe air between them, for he felt that she would need such blessings.

As Deoris, miserable and yet secretly alittle pleased, went dowly aong the pathway leading down
toward the Grey Temple, asoft, deep contralto voice came a her from nowhere, murmuring her name.
Thegirl raised her eyes, but saw no one. Then there seemed alittle stirring and shimmering inthe air, and
suddenly the woman Maeina stood before her. She might have only stepped from the shrubbery that
lined the path, but Deoris bdieved, then and always, that she had smply appeared out of thin air.

The deep, vibrant voice said, "In the name of Ni-Terat, whom you call Caratra, | would speak with
you."

Timidly, Deoris bent her head. She was more afraid of this woman than of Rgjasta, Riveda, or any priest
or priestessin the entire world of the Temple precincts. Almost inaudibly, she whispered, "What isyour
will, O Priestess?'

"My lovely child, be not afraid,” said Maenaquickly. "Have they forbidden you the Temple of
Caratra?'

Hesitantly, Deoris raised her eyes. "I have been suspended for two years.”

Maleinatook adeep breath, and there was ajewd-like glint in her eyesas she said, "I shdl not forget
this"

Deoris blinked, uncomprehending.

"l wasbornin Atlantis" Maenasaid then, "where the Magicians are held in more honor than here. | like
not these new lawswhich have al but prohibited magic." The Grey-robed woman paused again, and then
asked, "Deoris—what are you to Riveda?"

Deorissthroat squeezed under that compelling stare, forbidding speech.



"Listen, my dear," Mdenawent on, "the Grey Templeisno placefor you. In Atlantis, one such asyou
would be honored; here, you will be shamed and disgraced—not thistime aone, but again and again. Go
back, my child! Go back to the world of your fathers, while thereis till time. Complete your penance
and return to the Temple of Caratra, whilethereis ill time!™

Tardily, Deorisfound her voice and her pride. "By what right do you command me thus?'

"l do not command,” Mdenasad, rather sadly. "I speak—asto afriend, one who has done me agreat
sarvice. Semdis—the girl you aided without thought of penalty—shewasapupil of mine, and | love her.
And | know what you have done for Demira." Shelaughed, alow, abrupt, and rather mournful sound.
"No, Deoris, it was not | who betrayed you to the Guardians—but | would have, had | thought it would
bring senseinto your stubborn little head! Deoris,|ook at me. ™

Unableto speak, Deoris did as shewastold.

After amoment, Maenaturned away her compelling gaze, saying gently, "No, | would not hypnotize
you. | only want you to seewhat | am, child."

Deoris studied Mdenaintently. The Atlantean woman wastdl and very thin, and her long smooth hair,
uncovered, flamed above a darkly-bronzed face. Her long dim hands were crossed on her breast, like
the hands of abeautiful statue; but the delicately molded face was drawn and haggard, the body benesth
the grey robe was flat-breasted, spare and oddly shapeless, and there was allittle sag of age in the poised
shoulders. Suddenly Deoris saw white strands, cunningly combed, threading the bright hair.

"I too began my lifein Caratras Temple," Mdenasad gravely, "and now when itistoo late, | would |
had never looked beyond. Go back, Deoris, beforeit istoo late. | am an old woman, and | know of
what | warn you. Would you see your womanhood sapped before it has fully wakened in you? Deoris,
know youyet what | am?'Y ou have seen what | have brought on Demiral Go back, child.”

Fighting not to cry, her throat too tight for speech, Deoris lowered her head.

Thelong thin hands touched her head lightly. ™Y ou cannot,” Maeinamurmured sadly, "can you? Isit
aready too late? Poor child!"

When Deoris could look up again, the sorceress was gone.

Chapter Eight
[HE CRYSTAL SPHERE




Now, sometimes, for days at atime, Deoris never |eft the enclosure of the Grey Temple. It wasalazy
and hedonidtic life, thisworld of the Grey-robe women, and Deorisfound herself dreamily enjoyingit.
She spent much of her time with Demira, degping, bathing in the pool, chattering idly and
endlesdy—sometimes childish nonsense, sometimes oddly serious and mature talk. Demirahad aquick,
though largely neglected intelligence, and Deoris delighted in teaching her many of the things she herself
had learned as a child. They romped with the little-boy chelas who were too young for lifein the men's
courts, and listened avidly—and surreptitioud y—to the talk of the older priestesses and more
experiencedsqji; talk that often outraged the innocent Deoris, reared among the Priesthood of Light.
Demiratook awicked ddight in explaining the more cryptic alusionsto Deoris, who was first shocked,
then fascinated.

She got on well, dl told, with Rivedas daughter. They were both young, both far too mature for their
years, both forced into arebellious awareness by tactics—though Deoris never redlized this—amost
equdly unnaturd.

She and Domaris were dmost strangers now; they met rarely, and with constraint. Nor, strangely
enough, had her intimacy with Riveda progressed much further; he treated Deoris dmost asimpersondly
asMicon had, and rardly as gently.

Lifeinthe Grey Temple waslargely nocturnd. For Deoris these were nights of strange lessons, at first
meaningless, words and chants of which the exact intonation must be mastered, gestures to be practiced
with dmaost mechanica, mathematica precison. Occasondly, with afaintly humoring air, Rivedawould
set Deoris some dight task as his scribe; and he often took her with him outside the walls of the Temple
precincts, for athough he was scholar and Adept, the role of Hedler was ill predominant in Riveda.
Under histuition, Deoris developed a skill amost worthy of her teacher. She aso became an expert
hypnotist: at times, when a broken limb was to be splinted, or a degp wound opened and cleansed,
Rivedawould call upon her to hold the patient in deep, tranced deep, so that he could work dowly and
thoroughly.

He had not often alowed her to enter the Chelas Ring. He gave no reason, but she found it easy to
guess a one: Rivedadid not intend that any man of the Grey-robes should have the dightest excuse for
approaching Deoris. This puzzled the girl; no one could have been lesslike alover, but he exercised over
her a certain jed ous possessi veness, tempered just enough with menace that Deoris never felt tempted to
brave hisanger.

Infact, she never understood Riveda, nor caught a glimmering of the reasons behind his shifting
moods—for he was changeable asthe sky in raintime. For days at atime he would be gentle, even
lover-like. These dayswere Deoriss greatest joy; her adoration, however edged with fear, wastoo
innocent to have merged completely into passion—but she came close to truly loving him when hewas
likethis, direct and smple, with the plainness of his peasant forefathers. . . . Still, she could never take
him for granted. Overnight, with a change of personaity so complete that it amounted to sorcery, it would
become remote, sarcastic, asicy to her asto any ordinary chela. In these moods he rarely touched her,
but when he did, ordinary brutality would have seemed alover's caress; and shelearned to avoid him
when such amood had taken him.

Nevertheless, on the whole, Deoriswas happy. Theidlelifeleft her mind—and it was akeen and
well-trained mind—free to concentrate on the strange things he taught her. Time drifted, on dow feet,
until ayear had gone by, and then another year.



Sometimes Deoris wondered why she had never had even the hope of achild by Riveda. She asked him
why more than once. His answer was sometimes derisive laughter, or aflare of exasperated annoyance,
occasondly aglent caressand adigtant amile.

She was dmost nineteen when hisingstence on ritua gesture, sound, and intonation, grew
exacting—amogt fanatica. He had re-trained her voice himsdlf, until it had tremendous range and an
incredible flexibility; and Deoriswas beginning, now, to grasp something of the significance and power of
sound: words that stirred deeping consciousness, gestures that wakened dormant senses and
memories. . .

One night, toward the low end of the year, he brought her to the Grey Temple. Theroom lay deserted
beneath its cold light, the grayness burning dimly like frost around the sonewalls and floors. The air was
flat and fresh and ill, soundless and insulated from redlity. At their hedlsthe chelaRelo-tacrept, a
voicelessghogt in hisgrey robes, hisydlow face acorpse-like mask in theicy light. Deoris, shiveringin
thin saffron vells, crouched behind apillar, lisening fearfully to Rivedasterse, incisve commands. His
voice had dropped from tenor to resonant baritone, and Deoris knew and recognized thisasthe first
sorm-warning of the hurricaneloosein his soul.

Now he turned to Deoris, and placed between her trembling hands around, silvery sphereinwhich
coiled lights moved duggishly. He cupped thefingers of her left hand around it, and motioned her to her
place within the mosaicked sign cut into the floor of the Temple. In hisown hand was asilvered metd
rod; he extended it toward the chela, but at its touch Relo-tamade a curious, inarticulate sound, and his
hand, outstretched to receiveit, jerked convulsively and refused to take the thing, asif his hand bore no
relaion to itsowner'swill. Riveda, with an exasperated shrug, retained it, motioning the chelato the third

position.

They were standing by then in a precise triangle, Deoris with the shining sphere cradled in her raised
hand, the chela braced defensively asif he held an uplifted sword. There was something defensivein
Rivedas own attitude; he was not sure of hisown motives. It was partly curiosity that had led him to this
trial, but mainly adesreto test his own powers, and those of thisgirl he had trained—and those of the
stranger, whose mind was till aclosed book to Riveda.

With adight shrug, the Adept shifted his own position somewhat, completing a certain pattern of space
between them.. . . ingtantly he felt an dmost dectric tension spring into being. Deoris moved the spherea
very little; the chela atered the position of only one hand.

The patterned triangle was compl ete!
Deoris began alow crooning, a chant, less sung than intoned, less intoned than spoken, but musical,

risng and faling in rhythmic cadences. At thefirst note of the chant, the chelasprang to life. A start of
recognition legped in his eyes, dthough he did not move the fraction of an inch.



The chant went into aweird minor melody; stopped. Deoris bent her head and dowly, with a beautiful
grace and economy of motion, her balanced gestures betraying her arduous practices, sank to her knees,
raising the crystal sphere between her hands. Riveda devated therod . . . and the chelabent forward,
automatic gestures animating his hands, so dowly, like something learned in childhood and forgotten.

The pattern of figures and sound atered subtly; changed. Amber lights and shadows drifted in the crystal
sphere.

Riveda began to intone long phrases that rose and fell with a sonorous, pulsating rhythm; Deoris added
her voice in subtle counterpoint. The chela, hiseyes aware and dert for thefirst time, hismotions
automatic, like the jerky gestures of a puppet, was still silent. Riveda, tautly concentrated on his own part
intheritud, flickered only the corner of aglance a him.

Would he remember enough? Would the stimulus of the familiar ritua—and thet it was familiar to him,
the Adept had no doubts—be sufficient to waken what was dormant in the chela's memory? Rivedawas
gambling that Relo-ta actualy possessed the secret.

The eectric tenson grew, throbbed with the resonance of sound in the high and vaulted archway
overhead. The sphere glowed, became nearly transparent at the surface to revea the play of coiled and
jagged flickers of color; darkened; glowed again.

The cheaslips opened. He wet them, convulsively, his eyes haunted prisonersin the waxen face. Then
he was chanting too, in ahoarse and gasping voice, asif hisvery brain trembled with the effort, rocking in
its cage of bone.

No, Deoris reflected secretly, with the scrap of her consciousness not entirely submerged in the
ceremonid, thisrite is not new to him.

Riveda had gambled, and won. Two parts of thisritua were common knowledge, known to al; but
Reio-taknew the third and hidden part, which made it an invocation of potent power. Knew it—and,
forced by Riveda's dominant will and the simulus of the familiar chant on his beclouded mind, was using

it—openly!

Deorisfdt alittletingle of exultation. They had broken through an ancient wall of secrecy, they were
hearing and witnessing what no one but the highest Initiates of a certain dmost legendary secret sect had
ever seen or heard—and then only under the most solemn pledges of silence until death!

Shefelt the magical tension deepen, felt her body prickling with it and her mind being wedged open to
accept it. The chelds voice and movements were clearer now, as memory flooded back into his mind
and body. The cheladominated now: his voice was clear and precise, his gestures assured, perfect.
Behind the mask of hisface hiseyeslived and burned. The chant rushed on, bearing Deoris and Riveda
aong onitscrest liketwo strawsin a seething torrent.

Lightning flickered within the sphere; flamed out from the rod Riveda held. A vibrant force throbbed
between the triangled bodies, an dmost visible pulsng of power that brightened, darkened,
gpasmodically. Lightning flared above them; thunder snapped the air apart in atremendous crashing.

Riveda's body arched backward, rigid asapillar, and sudden terror flooded through Deoris. The chela
was beingforced to do this—this secret and sacred thing! And for what? It was sacrilege—it was black
blasphemy—somehow it must be stopped! Somehow she must stop it—but it was no longer in her
power even to stop herself. Her voice disobeyed her, her body was frozen, the restless sweep of tyrant



power borethem dl aong.

The unbearable chanting dowly deepened to asingle long Word—a Word no one throat could
encompass, a Word needing three blended voicesto transform it from a harmless grouping of syllables
into adynamic rhythm of space-twisting power. Deorisfdt it on her tongue, fdlt it tearing at her throat,
vibrating the bones of her skull asif to tear them to scattering atoms. . .

Red-hot fire lashed out with lightning shock. White whips of flame splayed out as the Word thundered
on, and on, and on . . . Deoris shrieked in blind anguish and pitched forward, writhing. Riveda legped
forward, snatching her to him with aferocious protectiveness; but the rod clung to hisfingers, twisting
with alife of itsown, asif it had grown to the flesh there. The pattern was broken, but the fire played on
about them, pallid, searing, uncontrollable; a potent spell unleashed only to turn on its blasphemers.

The chdla, frozenly, was sinking, asif forced down by intense pressure. Hiswaxen face convulsed ashis
knees buckled beneath him, and then he jumped forward, clutching at Deoris. With asavage yell, Riveda
lashed out with the rod to ward him away, but with the sudden strength of amadman, Reio-ta struck the
Adept hard in the face, narrowly avoiding the crackling nimbus of the rod. Rivedafel back,
half-conscious, and Relo-ta, moving through the darting lights and flames asif they were no more than
reflectionsin aglass, caught Deoriss chewed handsin his own and tore the sphere from them. Then,
turning, he gave the stlaggering Riveda another swift blow and wrenched the rod from him, and with a
singlelong, low, keening cry, struck rod and sphere together, then wrenched them gpart and flung them
vicioudy into separate ends of the room.

The sphere shattered. Harmless fragments of crystal patterned the stonetiles. Therod gave afind
crackle, and darkened. Thelightning died.

Reio-tastraightened and faced Riveda. His voice waslow, furious—and sane. " You filthy, damned,
black sorcerer!™

Theair wasvoid and empty, cold grey again. Only afaint trace of ozone hovered. Silence prevailed,
savefor Deoriss voice, moaning in delirious agony, and the heavy breathing of the chela. Rivedaheld the
girl cradled across his knees, though his own shaking, seared hands hung limply from hiswrigts. The
Adept's face had gone bone-white and his eyeswere blazing asif the lightning had entered into them.

"I will kill you for that someday, Reio-ta"

The chela, hisdark face livid with pain and rage, stared down darkly at the Adept and the insensible girl.
Hisvoice was amost too low for hearing. ™Y ou have killed me dready, Riveda—and yoursdf.”

But Riveda had dready forgotten Reio-tals existence. Deoris whimpered softly, unconscioudy, making



little clawing gestures at her breast as he let her gently down onto the cold stone floor. Carefully Riveda
loosened the scorched vells, working awkwardly with thetips of hisown injured hands. Even his
hardened Hesler's eyes contracted with horror at what he sasw—then her moans died out; Deoris sighed
and went limp and dack against the floor, and for a heart-stopping instant Riveda was sure that she was
dead.

Reio-tawas standing very till now, shaken by fine tremors, hishead bent and his mind evidently on the
narrow horizon between continued sanity and arelgpse into utter vacuity.

Rivedaflung his head up to meet those darkly condemning eyes with hisown compelling stare. Then the
Adept made a brief, imperative gesture, and Reio-tabent and lifted Deorisinto Riveda's outstretched
arms. Shelay like adead weight againgt his shoulder, and the Adept set his teeth as he turned and bore
her from the Temple.

And behind him, the only man who had ever cursed Rivedaand lived followed the Adept meekly,
muttering to himsalf asidiotswill . . . but there was a secret spark deep in his eyesthat had not been
there before.

Chapter Nine
HE DIFFERENCE

For thefirst two years of their marriage, Arvath had deceived himsdlf into believing that he could make
Domarisforget Micon. He had been kind and forbearing, trying to understand her inward struggle,
conscious of her bravery, tender after theloss of their child.

Domariswas not versed in pretense, and in the last year atension had mounted between them despite all
their efforts. Arvath was not entirely blameless, ether; no man can quite forgive awoman who remains
utterly untouched by emation.

Stll, indl outward things, Domaris made him agood wife. She was beautiful, modest, conventiona, and
submissive; she was the daughter of a highly-placed priest and was herself a priestess. She managed thelr
home wdll, if indifferently, and when she redlized that he resented her small son, she arranged to keep
Micail out of Arvath's sight. When they were alone, she was compliant, affectionate, even tender.

Pass onate she was not, and would not pretend.

Frequently, he saw acurious pity in her grey eyes—and pity was the one thing Arvath would not endure.
It sung him into jealous, angry scenes of endless recrimination, and he sometimesfdlt that if shewould
but once answer him hotly, if shewould ever protest, they would at least have some placefor a
beginning. But her answers were always the same; silence, or aquiet, hdf-shamed murmur—"1 am sorry,
Arvath. | told you it would be like this



And Arvath would curse in frustrated anger, and look at her with something approaching hate, and storm
out to walk the Temple precincts aone and muttering for hour after hour. Had she ever refused him
anything, had she ever reproached him, he might in time have forgiven her; but her indifference was
worse, acomplete withdrawal to some secret place where he could not follow. She smply was not there
intheroomwithhimat al.

"I'd rather you made a cuckold of mein the court with agarden dave, where everyone could see!” he
shouted at her once, in furiousfrustration. "At least then | could kill the man, and be satisfied!™

"Wouldthat satisfy you?' she asked gently, asif she only awaited hisword to pursue exactly the course
of action he had outlined; and Arvath felt the hot bitter taste of hate in his mouth and dammed out of the
room with fumbling steps, redizing sickly that if he stayed he would kill her, then and there.

Later he wondered if sheweretrying to goad himto do just that. . . .

Hefound that he could break through her indifference with cruelty, and he even began to teke a certain
pleasure in hurting her, feding that her hot words and her hatred were better than the indifferent tolerance
which was the most his tenderness had ever won. He came to abuse her shamefully, infact, and at last
Domaris, hurt past enduring, threatened to complain to the Vested Five.

"Youwill complain!" Arvath jeered. "Then | will complain, and the Vested Five will throw us out to settle
it ourselved™

Bitterly, Domaris asked, "Have | ever refused you anything?'

"Y ou've never done anything ese, you . . ." Theword he used was one which had no written form, and
hearing it from amember of the Priest's Caste made Domaris want to faint with sheer shame. Arvath,
seeing her turn white, went on pouring out Similar abuse with savage enjoyment. "Of course | shouldn't
talk thisway, yourean Initiate," he sneered. "Y ou know the Temple secrets—one of which alowsyou to
deliberately refuse to conceive my child!" He made alittle mocking bow. "All the while protesting your
innocence, of course, as befits one so eevated.”

Theinjustice of this—for Domaris had hidden Mother Y soudaswarning in her heart and forgotten her
counsdl as soon asit was given—stung her into unusud denid. "You liel" she said shakily, raisng her
voiceto himfor thefirgt time. "Youlie, and you know you lie! I don't know why the Gods have denied us
children, butmy child bears my name—and the name of hisfather!"

Arvath, raging, advanced to loom over her threateningly. "1 don't see what that hasto do with it! Except
that you thought more of that Atlantean swine-prince than of me! Don't you think | know that you
yoursdlf frugtrated the life of the child you dmost gave me? And al because of that—thet . . ." He
swallowed, unable to speak, and caught her thin shouldersin his hands, roughly dragging her to her feet.
"Damnyou, tell methetruth! Admit what | say istrueor | will kill you!"

Shelet hersdf go limp between his hands. "Kill me, then," she said wearily. "Kill me at once, and make
an end of this"

Arvath mistook her trembling for fear; genuindly frightened, helowered her gently, rleasing her from his
harsh clasp. "No, | didn't meanit," he said contritely; then hisface crumpled and he flung himsdlf to his
knees before her, throwing hisarms around her waist and burying his head in her breast. "Domaris,
forgive me, forgive me, | did not mean to lay rough hands on you! Domaris, Domaris, Domaris. . ." He



kept on saying her name over and over in incoherent misery, sobbing, the tight terrible crying of aman
lost and bewildered.

The woman leaned over him at last, clasping him close, her eyes dark with heartbroken pity, and she,
too, wept as she rocked his head against her breast. Her whole body, her heart, her very being ached
with thewish that she could love him.

Later, full of dread and bitter conflict, she was tempted to speak at last of Mother Y soudas warnings,
but even if he believed her—if it did not start the whole awful argument over again—the thought that he
might pity her wasintolerable. And so she said nothing of it.

Shyly, wanting fatherly advice and comfort, she went to Rgjasta, but as she talked with him, she began
to blame hersdlf: it had not been Arvath who was crud, but she who shirked sworn duty. Rgjasta,
watching her face as she spoke, could find no comfort to offer, for he did not doubt that Domaris had
made addliberate display of her passivity, flaunted her lack of emotion in the man'sface. What wonder if
Arvath resented such an assault on his manhood? Domaris obvioudy did not enjoy her martyrdom; but,
equally certainly, shetook a perverse satisfaction in it. Her face was drawn with shame, but a soft light
glowed in her eyes, and Rgjasta recognized the signs of a saf-made martyr al too easly.

"Domaris," he said sadly, "do not hate even yourself, my daughter.” He checked her reply with araised
hand. "I know, you make the gestures of your duty. But are youhis wife, Domaris?'

"What do you mean?' Domaris whispered; but her face revealed her suspicions.

"Itisnot | who ask thisof you," said Rgjasta, rlentlessly, "but you who demand it of yourself, if you are
to live with yoursdlf. If your conscience were clean, my daughter, you would not have cometo me! |
know what you have given Arvath, and a what cost; but what have you withheld? " Pausing, he saw
that she was stricken, unable to meet hisgaze. "My child, do not resent that | give you the counsdl which
you, yoursdlf, know to beright." He reached to her and picked up one of her tautly clenched and amost
bloodlesdy white handsin hisown and stroked it gently, until her fingersrelaxed alittle. "You arelikethis
hand of yours, Domaris. Y ou clasp the past too tightly, and so turn the knife in your own wounds. Let go,
Domarig"

"|—I cannot," she whispered.
"Nor can you will yoursdf to die any more, my child. Itistoo late for that."

"Isit?" sheasked, with astrange smile.



Rajagtas heart ached for Domaris; her tilled, bitter smile haunted him day after day, and at last he came
to see things more as she did, and realized that he had been remiss. In hisinnermost self he knew that
Domaris was widowed; she had been wife in the truest sense to Micon, and she would never be more
than mistressto Arvath. Rgjasta had never asked, but heknew that she had goneto Micon asavirgin.
Her marriage to Arvath had been atravesty, amockery, aweary duty, a defilement—and for nothing.

One morning, in the library, unable to concentrate, Rgjasta thought in sudden misery, It is my doing.
Deoriswarned me that Domaris should not have another child, and | said nothing of it! | could
have stopped them from forcing her into marriage. Instead | have sanctimoniously crushed the life
fromthe girl who was child to me in my childless old age —the daughter of my own soul. | have
sent my daughter into the place of harlots! And my own light is darkened in her shame.

Throwing aside the scroll he had ineffectudly been perusing, Rgastarose up and went in search of
Domaris, intending to promise that her marriage should be dissolved; that he would move heaven and
earth to haveit set aside.

Hetold her nothing of the kind—for before he could speak aword she told him, with a strange, secret,
and not unhappy smile, that once again she was bearing Arvath achild.

Chapter Ten
IN THE LABYRINTH

Falurewas, of dl things, the most hateful to Riveda. Now he faced failure; and acommon chela, his
own chelg, infact, had had the audacity to protect him! Thefact that Reio-ta'sintervention had saved dl
their lives made no difference to Rivedas festering hate.

All three had suffered. Reio-ta had escaped mogt lightly, with blistering burns across shoulders and arms;
eadly treated, easily explained away. Riveda's hands were seared to the bone—maimed, he thought
grimly, for life. But thedorje lightning had struck Deorisfirst with its searing lash; her shoulders, arms, and



sdes were blistered and scorched, and across her breasts the whips of fire had eaten deep, leaving their
unmigtakable pattern—acruel sgil samped with the brand of the blasphemousfire.

Riveda, with his dmost-usd ess hands, did what he could. He loved the girl asdeeply asit wasin his
nature to love anyone, and the need for secrecy maddened him, for he knew himself incapable now of
caring for her properly; he lacked the proper remedies, lacked—uwith his hands maimed—the skill to use
them. But he dared not seek assstance. The Priests of Light, seeing the color and the fearful form of her
wounds, would know instantly what had made them—and then swift, sure, and incontrovertible,
punishment would strike. Even his own Grey-robes could not be trusted in this; not even they would dare
to conced any such hideous tampering with the forces rightly locked in nature. Hisonly chance of aid lay
among the Black-robes; and if Deoriswereto live, he must take that chance. Without care, she might not
survive ancther night.

With Relo-ta's assstance, he had taken her to ahidden chamber beneath the Grey Temple, but he dared
not leave her therefor long. To Hill her continual moans he had mixed a strong sedative, as strong as he
dared, and forced her to swallow it; she had falen into restless deep, and while her fretful whimperings
did not cease, the potion blurred her senses enough to dull the worst of the agony.

With agting of guilt Rivedafound himsdlf thinking again what he had thought about Micon: Why did they
not confine their hell's play to persons of no importance, or having dared so far, at least make
certain their victims did not escape to carry tales?

Hewould have let Reio-ta die without compunction. As Prince of Ahtarrath, he had been legdly dead
for years, and what was one crazy chelamore or less? Deoris, however, was the daughter of a powerful
priest; her death would mean full and mercilessinvestigation. Talkannon was not oneto be trifled with,
and Rgastawould dmost certainly suspect Rivedafirg of al.

The Adept felt some shame at hisweakness, but he still would not admit, even to himself, that he loved
Deoris, that she had become necessary to him. The thought of her death made ablack aching within him,
an ache so strong and gnawing that he forgot the agoniesin his seared hands.

After along, blurred nightmare when she seemed to wander through flames and lightning and shadows
out of half-forgotten awful legends, Deoris opened her eyes on a curious scene.

Shewaslying upon agreat couch of carven stone, in aheap of downy cushions. Above was fixed one of
the ever-burning lamps, whose flame, leaping and wavering, made the carved figures on therails of the
couch into shapes of grotesque horror. The air was damp and rather chilly, and smelled musty, like cold
stone. She wondered at first if shewere dead and laid in avault, and then became aware that shewas
swathed in moist, cool bandages. Therewas pain in her body, but it was al far away, asif that swaddled
mass of bandages belonged to someone dse.



Sheturned her head alittle, with difficulty, and made out the shape of Riveda, familiar even with hisback
to her; and before him aman Deoris recognized with alittle shiver of terro—Nadastor, a Grey-robe
Adept. Middle-aged, gaunt, and ascetic in appearance, Nadastor was darkly handsome and yet
forbidding. Nor was he robed now in the grey robe of aMagician, but in along black tabard,
embroidered and blazoned with strange emblems; on hishead was atal, mitered hat, and between his
hands he held adight glassrod.

Nadastor was speaking, in alow, cultured voice that reminded Deoris vaguely of Micon's. "Y ou say she
isnotsaji? "

"Far fromit,"” Rivedaanswered dryly. " Sheis Takannon's daughter, and a Priestess.”

Nadastor nodded dowly. "I see. That does make adifference. Of coursg, if it were mere personal
sentiment, | would gtill say you should let her die. But . . ."

"l have made her SA#kti SdhA#na. ™

"Within the restraints you have aways burdened yourself with," Nadastor murmured, "you have dared
much. | knew that you had a great power, of course; that was clear from the first. Wereit not for the
coward'srestrictionsimposed by the Ritud . . ."

"l am done with restraints!" Rivedasaid savagely. "l shal work asl, and | done, seefit! | have not
pared mysdlf to gain this power and no one—now—shall curtail my right to useit!" Heraised hisleft
hand, red and raw and horribly maimed, and dowly traced a gesture that made Deoris gasp despite
hersdlf. There could be no return from that; that sgn, made with the left hand, was blasphemy punishable
by death, even in the Grey Temple. It seemed to hang in the air between the Adepts for amoment.

Nadastor smiled. "So beit," he said. "First we must save your hands. Asfor the girl—"
"Nothing about the girl!" Rivedainterrupted violently.

Nadastor's smile had become mockery. "For every strength, aweakness," he said, "or you would not be
here. Very well, | will attend her."

Deoris suddenly felt violently sick; Riveda had mocked Micon and Domarisjust that way.

"If you have taught her asyou say, sheistoo valuableto let her womanhood be sapped and blasted
by—that which has touched her." Nadastor came toward the bed; Deoris shut her eyesand lay like
death asthe Black-robe drew away the clumsy bandages and skillfully dressed the hurtswith atouch as
cold and impersonad asif he handled a stone image. Riveda stood close by throughout, and when
Nadastor had ended his ministrations, Riveda knelt and stretched one heavily bandaged hand to Deoris.

"Rivedal" she whispered, weakly.

Hisvoice was hardly any stronger as he said, "Thiswas not failure. We shal make it success, you and
|—we have invoked a great power, Deoris, and it isoursto use!”

Deorislonged only for someword of tenderness. Thistak of power sickened and frightened her; she
had seen that power invoked and wished only to forget it. "An—an evil power!" she managed to
whisper, dry-mouthed.



He said, with the old concentrated bitterness, " Always babbling of good and evil! Must everything come
in ease and beauty? Will you run away the first time you see something which is not encompassed in your
pretty dreams?"

Shamed and defensive as dways, she whispered, "No. Forgive me."

Riveda's voice became gentle again. "No, | should not blame you if you are fearful, my own Deoridl
Y our courage has never failed when there was need for it. Now, when you are so hurt, | should not
make things any worse for you. Try to degp now, Deoris. Grow strong again.”

She reached toward him, sick for histouch, for some word of love or reassurance—but suddenly, with a
terrifying violence, Riveda burgt into afit of raving blasphemy. He cursed, shouting, straining with an
amogt rabid wreth, calling down maedictionsin afoul litany in which severd languages seemed to mix in
apidgin horrible to hear, and Deoris, shocked and frightened beyond her limits, began to weep wildly.
Riveda only stopped when hisvoicefailed him hoarsaly, and he flung himsalf down on the couch beside
her, hisface hidden, his shoulders twitching, too exhausted to move or speak another word.

After along time Deoris stirred painfully, curving her hand around his cheek which rested close to hers.
The movement roused the man alittle; he turned over wearily and looked at Deoris from wide, piteous
eyesin which steaks of red showed where tiny veins had burst.

"Deoris, Deoris, what isit that I've done to you? How can | hold you to me, after this? Flee while you
can, desert meif you will—I have no right to ask anything more of you!"

Shetightened her clasp alittle. She could not raise hersdlf, but her voice was trembling with passion. "l
gaveyou that right! Igo where you go! Fear or no fear. Riveda, don't you know yet that | love you?'

The bloodshot eyesflickered alittle, and for the first time in many months he drew her close and kissed
her, with concentrated passion, hurting her in hisfierce embrace. Then, recollecting himself, he drew
carefully away—»but she closed her weak fingers around hisright arm, just above the bandage.

"I loveyou," she whispered weakly. "I love you enough to defy gods and demons dike!”

Rivedas eyes, dulled with pain and sorrow, dropped shut for amoment. When he opened them, hisface
was once again composed, amask of unshakable calm. "I may ask you to do just that," he said, in alow,
tensevoice, "but | will be just one step behind you dl theway."

And Nadastor, unseen in the shadows beyond the arched door of the room, shook his head and laughed
softly to himsdlf.



For some time Deoris aternated between brief lucid moments and days of hdllish pain and delirious,
drugged nightmares. Riveda never |eft her Side; at whatever hour she awakened, he would be there,
gaunt and impassive; deep in meditation, or reading from some ancient scroll.

Nadastor came and went, and Deoris listened to dl they said to one another—but her intervals of
consciousness were so brief and painful at first that she never knew where redlity ended and dreams
began. She remembered once waking to see Riveda fondling a snake which writhed around his head like
apet kitten—but when she spoke of it days later, he stared blankly and denied it.

Nadastor treated Riveda with courtesy and respect, as an equd ; but an equal whose education has been
uncouthly remiss and must be remedied. After Deoriswas out of danger and could stay awake for more
than afew minutes undrugged, Rivedaread to her—things that made her blood run cold. Now and again
Riveda demondtrated his new skill with these manipulations of nature, and gradualy Deorislost her
personal fear; never again would Rivedaalow any rite to get out of control through lack of knowledge!

With only one thing was Deoris a odds. Riveda had suddenly become ambitious; hisold lust for
knowledge had somehow mutated into alust for power. But she did not voice her misgivings over this,
lying quiet and listening when he talked, too full of loveto protest and surein any casethat if she
protested he would not listen.

Never had Rivedabeen so kind to her. It was asif hiswhole life had been spent in some tense struggle
between warring forces, which had made him stern and rigid and remote in the effort to cleave to aline of
rectitude. Now that he had finally abandoned himself to sorcery, thisevil and horror absorbed dl his
inborn crudty, leaving the man himsdf free to be kind, to be tender, to show the basic smplicity and
goodnessthat wasin him. Deorisfelt her old childlike adoration dowly merging into something deeper,
different . . . and once, when he kissed her with that new tenderness, she clung to him, in sudden waking
of aningtinct as old as womanhood.

He laughed alittle, hisface relaxing into humorouslines. "My precious Deoris. . ." Then he murmured
doubtfully, "But you are ill in o much pain.”

"Not much, and |—I want to be close to you. | want to deep in your arms and wake there—as | have
never done."

Too moved to speak, Rivedadrew her closeto him. ™Y ou shall liein my armstonight,” he whispered at
last. "I—I too would have you close."

He hdd her ddicatdly, afraid to hurt by a carelesstouch, and she felt his physica presence—so familiar
to her, so intimately known to her body, and yet dien, altogether strange, after al these years astranger
to her—so that she found herself shy of the lover as she had never been of theinitiator.

Rivedamade love to her softly, with asengtive sincerity she had not dreamed possible, at first half
fearful lest he bring her pain; then, when he was certain of her, drawing on some deep reserve of
gentleness, giving himsalf up to her with the curious, rare warmth of aman long past youth: not
passionate, but very tender and full of love. In dl her time with Riveda she had never known him likethis;
and for hours afterward she lay nestled in his arms, happier than she had ever beenin her life, or would
ever be again, whilein amuted, hoarse, hesitant voice hetold her al the things every woman dreams of
hearing from her lover, and his shaking scarred hands moved softly on her silky hair.



Chapter Eleven
[HE DARK SHRINE

Deoris remained within the subterranean |abyrinth for amonth, cared for by Rivedaand Nadastor. She
saw no other person, save an old deaf-mute who brought her food. Nadastor treated Deoriswith a
ceremonious deference which astonished and terrified the girl—particularly after she heard one fragment
of conversation. . .

She and Riveda had grown by degreesinto atender companionship like nothing the girl had ever known.
He had no black, surly moods now. On this day he had remained near her for sometime, trandating

some of the ancient inscriptions with an dmost lewd gaiety, coaxing her to eat with dl sorts of playful little
games, asif shewerean ailing child. After atime, for she till tired quickly, helaid her down and drew a
blanket of woven wool over her shoulders, and left her; she dept until she waswakened by avoice,
rased alittle asif he had forgotten her in his annoyance.

"...all mylife havel held that in abhorrence!”

"Even within the Temple of Light,” Nadastor was saying, "brothers and sisters marry sometimes,; their
lineiskept pure, they want no unknown blood which might bring back those traits they have bred out of
the Priest's Caste. Children of incest are often natural clairvoyants.”

"When they are not mad,” said Rivedacynicaly.
Deoris closed her eyes again asthe voicesfel to amurmur; then Rivedaraised hisvoice angrily again.
"Whichof Takannon's. .. ?"

"You will wakethegirl,"” Nadastor rebuked; and for minutes they spoke so softly that Deoris could hear
nothing. The next thing she caught was Nadastor's flat statement, "Men breed animasfor what they want
them to become. Should they scatter the seed of their own bodies?' The voice fell again, then surged
upward: "I have watched you, Riveda, for along time. | knew that one day you would weary of the
resraintslaid on you by the Ritua!"

"Then you knew morethan 1, Rivedaretorted. "Wdll, | have no regrets—and whatever you may think,
no scruplesinthat line. Let us seeif | understand you. The child of aman past the age of passion, and a
girl just barely old enough to conceive, can be—amost outsde the laws of nature. . ."

"And aslittle bound by them," Nadastor added. He rose and |eft the room, and Riveda cameto |ook
down at Deoris. She shut her eyes, and after amoment, thinking her still deeping, he turned away.



The burns on her back and shoulders had healed quickly, but the cruel brand on her breasts had bitten
deep; even by the time she was able to be up again, they were till swathed in bandages which she could
not bear to touch. She was growing restless; never had she been so long absent from the Temple of
Light, and Domaris must be growing anxious about her—at the very least, she might make inquiries.

Riveda soothed her fear alittle.

"l havetold ataeto account for you," he said. "I told Cadamiri that you had fallen from the sea-wall and
been burned at one of the beacon fires; that aso explained my own hurt.” He held out his hands, free
now of bandages, but terribly scarred, too stiff even to recover their old sKill.

"No one questions my ability as Hedler, Deoris, so they did not protest when | said you must be left in
peace. And your sster—" His eyes narrowed dightly. " She waylaid metoday in thelibrary. Sheis
anxious about you; and in al truth, Deoris, | could give no reason why she should not see you, so
tomorrow it would be well if you l€ft this place. Y ou must see her, and reassure her, dse. . ." helaid a
heavy hand on her arm, "the Guardians may descend on us. Tell Domaris—whatever you like, | care not,
but—whatever you do, Deoris, unless you want meto die like adog, let not even Domaris see the scars
on your breasts until they are wholly hedled. And Deoris, if your Sster ingsts, you may haveto return to
the Temple of Light. I—I grieve to send you from me, and would not have it o, but—the Ritud forbids
any maiden of the Light-born to live among Grey-robes. It isan old law, and seldom invoked; it has been
ignored time and time again. But Domaris reminded me of it, and—I dare not endanger you by angering
her."

Deoris nodded without speaking. She had known that thisinterlude could not |ast forever. In spite of al
the pain, dl theterror, her new dread of Riveda, this had been a sort of idyll, suspended in nothingness
and wrapped in an unexpected certainty of Rivedas nearness and hislove; and now, already it was part

of the past.

"Y ou will be safest under your Sster's protection. Sheloves you, and will ask no questions, | think."
Riveda clasped her hand in his own and sat without moving or spesking for along time; at last, hesaid, "'l
told you, once, Deoris, that | am not agood man to trust. By now | imagine | have proved that to you."
The bitter and despondent tone was back in hisvoice. Then, evenly and carefully, he asked, "Areyou
dill—my Priestess?| have forfeited the right to command you, Deoris. | offer to release you, if you wish
it"

As she had done years ago, Deorislet go of hishand, dropped to her knees and pressed her face to his
robesin surrender. She whispered, "'l havetold you | will defy dl for you. Why will you never believe
me?'



After amoment, Rivedaraised her gently, histouch careful and light. "Onething remains™ hesaidina
low voice. "Y ou have suffered much, and I—I would not force this on you, but—but if not tonight, a
year'sfull cycle must go by before we can try again. Thisisthe Night of Nadir, and the only night on
which | can completethis.”

Deorisdid not hesitate even amoment, athough her voice shook alittle. "I am a your command,” she
whispered, in theritual phrase of the Grey-robes.

Some few hours later, the old deaf-mute woman came. She stripped Deoris, bathed and purified her,
and robed her in the curious garments Riveda had sent. First along, full robe of transparent linen, and
over thisatabard of siffly embroidered slk, decorated with symbols of whose meaning Deoris was not
wholly certain. Her hair, now grown thick and long, was confined in asilver fillet, and her feet stained
with dark pigment. Asthe deaf-mute completed thisfind task, Riveda returned—and Deorisforgot her
own unusua garb in amazement at the changein him.

She had never seen him clothed in aught but the voluminous grey robe, or asmpler grey smock for
magical work. Tonight he blazed in raw colorsthat made him look crude, Sniste—frightening. His
slver-gilt hair shonelike virgin gold benesth a horned diadem which partialy concedled hisface; hewore
atabard of crimson like her own, with symbols worked in black from which Deoris turned away shamed
eyes. the emblemswere legitimate magica symbols, but in company with the ornaments of her clothing
they seemed obscene. Under the crimson surcoat, Rivedawore a close-fitting tunic dyed blue—and this
to Deoris was the crowning obscenity, for blue was the color sacred to Caratra, and reserved for
women; she found she could not look at it on hisbody, and her face was aflame. Over dl, he worethe
loose magician's cloak which could be drawn about him to form the Black Robe. Seeing her blushes
dowly whiten, Rivedasmiled gernly.

"Y ou are notthinking, Deoris! Y ou are reacting to your childhood's superstitions. Come, what have |
taught you about vibration and color?'

Shefdt dl the more shamed and foolish at the reminder. "Red vitalizes and stimulates,” she muttered,
reciting, "where blue produces calmness and peace, mediating al inflamed and feverish conditions. And
black absorbs and intensifies vibrations."

"That's better," he gpproved, smilingly. He then surveyed her costume critically, and once satisfied, said,
"Onething remains, will you wear thisfor me, Deoris?'

He held out agirdleto her. Carved of wooden links, it was bound with crimson cords knotted in odd
patterns. Runes were incised in the wood, and for amoment someinstinct surged up in Deoris, and her
fingersrefused to touch the thing.



Riveda, more sternly, said, "Are you afraid to wear this, Deoris? Must we waste time with alengthy
explanation?’

She shook her head, chastened, and began to fasten it about her body—»but Riveda bent and prevented
her. With his strong, scarred hands he cinctured it carefully about her waist, tying the cordsinto afirm
knot and ending with a gesture incomprehensible to her.

"Wear thisuntil | giveyou leaveto takeit off," hetold her. "Now come.”

She dmost rebelled again when she saw where he was taking her—to the terrible shrouded Crypt of the
Avatar, where the Man with Crossed Hands lay, continualy bound. Once within, she watched, frozen, as
Riveda kindled ritud fire upon the dtar which had been dark for amillion years.

In his deepest voice, blazing in his symbolic robes, he began to intone the invocatory chant and Deoris,
recognizing it, knew in trembling terror whet it invoked. Was Riveda mad indeed? Or splendidly,
superbly courageous? This was blackest blasphemy—or was it? And for what?

Shivering, she had no redl choice but to add her own voice to the invocation. Voice answered voicein
dark supplication, strophe and antistrophe, summoning . . . entreating. . . .

Rivedaturned abruptly to the high stone atar where a child lay, and with asurge of horror Deoris saw
what Rivedaheld in hishands. She clasped her own hands over her mouth so that she would not scream
aoud as she recognized the child: Larmin. Karahamas son, Demiras little brother—Rivedas own
son...

The child watched with incurious drugged eyes. The thing was done with such swiftnessthat the child
gave only asingle smothered whimper of gpprehension, then fell back into the drugged deep. Riveda
turned back to the terrible ceremony which had become, to Deoris, adevil's rite conducted by a maniac.

Nadastor glided from the shadows, unbound the little boy, lifted the smal sensdessfigure from the
atar-stone and bore it from the Crypt. Deoris and Rivedawere donein the Dark Shrine—the very
ghrine where Micon had been tortured, alone with the Unreveaded God.

Her mind reding with the impact of sound and sight, she began to comprehend if not the whole, then the
drift of the blagphemous ritud: Riveda meant nothing less than to loose the terrible chained power of the
Dark God, to bring the return of the Black Star. But there was something more, something she could not
quite understand . . . or wasit that she dared not understand?

She sank to her knees; adeathly intangible horror held her by the throat, and though her mind screamed
No! No-no-no-no! inthegrip of that hypnotic dream she could not move or cry out. With asingle word
or gesture of protest she could so distort and shatter the pattern of the ritual that Riveda must faill—but
sound was beyond her power, and she could not raise ahand or move her head so much asafraction to
onesdeor theother . . . and becausein this crisis she could not summon the courage to defy Riveda, her
mind did off into incoherence, seeking an escape from persond guiilt.

She could not—shedared not understand what she was hearing and seeing; her brain refused to seize on
it. Her eyes became blank, blind and though Riveda saw the last remnant of sanity fade from her wide
eyes, it waswith only theleast of his attention; the rest of him was caught up in what he did.

Thefire on the shrine blazed up.



The chained and facelessimage stirred . . .

Deoris saw the smile of the Man with Crossed Hands leering from the distorted shadows. Then, for an
ingtant, she saw what Riveda saw, a chained and facel ess figure standing upright—»but that too swam
away. Where they had been agreat and fearful form hulked, recumbent and swathed in
corpse-windings—an image that stirred and fought its bonds.

Then Deoris saw only an exploding pinwhed of lightsinto which shefel headiong. She barely knew it
when Riveda seized her; she wasinert, half-conscious at best, her true mind drowned in the
compassionate stare of the Man with Crossed Hands, blinded by the spinning whed of lightsthat whirled
blazing above them. She knew, dimly, that Rivedalifted and laid her on the dtar, and shefdt a
momentary shock of chill awareness and fear as she was forced back onto the wet stone. Not here, not
here, not on the stone stained with the child'sblood . . .

But he isn't dead! she thought with idictic irrelevance he isn't dead, Riveda didn't kill him, it'sall right
if heisn'tdead ...

'V

Asif breaking the crest of adeep dark wave, Deoris came to consciousness suddenly, sensible of cold,
and of pain from her haf-heded burns. The fire on the shrine was extinguished; the Man with Crossed
Hands had become but aveiled darkness.

Riveda, the frenzy gone, waslifting her carefully from the dtar. With his normal, composed severity, he
assisted her to rearrange her robes. She felt bruised and limp and sick, and leaned heavily on Riveda,
sumbling alittle on the icy sones—and she guessed, rightly, that he was remembering another night in
thiscrypt, years before.

Somewhere in the labyrinth she could hear achild's distant sobs of pain and fright. They seemed to blend
with her own confusion and terror that she put her hands up to her face to be sure that she was not
crying, whether the sounds came from within or withot.

At the door of the room where she had lain al during her long illness, Riveda paused, beckoning the
deaf-mute woman and giving her some ordersin sign-language.

He turned to Deoris again, and spoke with acold formality that chilled her to the bone: "Tomorrow you
will be conducted above ground. Do not fear to trust Demira, but be very careful. Remember what |
have told you, especidly in regard to your sister Domaris!" He paused, for once at aloss for words; then,
with sudden and unexpected reverence, the Adept dropped to his knees before the terrified girl and
taking her icy hand in his, he pressed it to hislips, then to his heart.

"Deoris" hesad, fateringly. "O, my love—"



Quickly helet go her hand, rose to hisfeet and was gone before the girl could utter asingle word.

BOOK FOUR
Riveda

" ... common wisdom hasit that Good has atendency to grow and preserve itslf, whereas Evil tends
to grow until it destroysitself. But perhapsthereisaflaw in our definitions—for would it be evil for Good
to grow until it crowded Evil out of existence?

" ... everyoneishborn with astore of knowledge he doesn't know he possesses. . . . The human body of
flesh and blood, which hasto feed itself upon plants and their fruits, and upon anima meats, isnot afit
habitation for the eterna spirit that moves us—and for this, we must die—but somewherein thefutureis
the assurance of anew body-type which can outlast the stoneswhich do not die. . . . Thethingswe learn
drike sparks, and the sparkslight fires; and the firelight reved s strange things moving in the
darkness. . . . The darkness can teach you things that the light has never seen, and will never be ableto

"Unwilling to continue amerely mineral existence, plantswere thefirst rebels; but the pleasures of aplant
arelimited to the number of waysin which it can circumvent the laws governing the minerd
world. . . . There are poisonous minerasthat can kill plants or animals or men. There are poisonous
plantsthat can kill animas or men. There are poisonous animals (mostly reptiles) which can kill men—~but
man is unable to continue the poisonous chain, poison other creatures though he may, because he has
never devel oped ameans for poisoning thegods. . . ."

—fromThe Codex of the Adept Riveda

Chapter One
A WORLD OF DREAMS

"But Domaris, why?' Deoris demanded. "Why do you hate him s0?"



Domarisleaned againgt the back of the stone bench where they s, idly fingering afalen leaf from the
folds of her dress before casting it into the pool at their feet. Tiny ripples fanned out, winking in the
unlight.

"l don't believethat | do hate Riveda," Domaris mused, and shifted her swollen body awkwardly, asif in
pain. "But | distrust him. There is—something about him that makes me shiver.” She looked at Deoris,
and what she saw in her Sster's pale face made her add, with a deprecating gesture, "Pay not too much
attention to me. Y ou know Riveda better than |. And—oh, it may al be my imagination! Pregnant
women have foolish fancies”

At thefar end of the enclosed court, Micail's touded head popped up from behind a bush and as quickly
ducked down again; he and Lissawere playing some sort of hiding game.

Thelittle girl scampered acrossthe grass. "'l seeyou, M'cail!™ she cried shrilly, crouching down beside
Domariss skirt, "'Pe-eep!”

Domarislaughed and petted the little girl's shoulder, looking with satisfaction at Deoris. Thelast Sx
months had wrought many changesin the younger girl; Deoriswas not now the frail, huge-eyed wraith
bound in bandages and weak with pain, whom Domaris had brought from the Grey Temple. Her face
had begun to regain its color, though she was still paer than Domarisliked, if no longer so terribly
thin . . . Domarisfrowned as another, persistent suspicion came back to her. That change | can
recognize! Domaris never forced a confidence, but she could not keep hersdf from wondering, angrily,
justwhat had been done to Deoris. That story of faling from the sea-wall into awatch-fire. . . did not
ring true, somehow.

"Y ou don't have foolish fancies, Domaris,”" the girl ingsted. "Why do you disirust Riveda?”!

"Because—because he doesn't feel true to me; he hides hismind from me, and | think he haslied to me
more than once." Domariss voice hardened to ice. "But mostly because of what heisdoing to you! The
man isusing you, Deoris. . . Isheyour lover?' she asked suddenly, her eyes searching the young face.

"No!" The denid was angry, admogt indinctive.

Lissa, forgotten at Domariss knee, stared from one sister to the other for amoment, confused and alittle
worried; then she smiled dightly, and ran to chase Micail. Grown-ups had these exchanges. It didn't
usudly mean anything, asfar asLissacould tell, and so sherardly paid attention to such talk—though she
had learned not to interrupt.

Domaris moved alittle closer to Deoris and asked, more gently, "Then—who?"'

"|—I don't know what you mean," Deoris said; but the look in her eyeswasthat of atrapped and
frightened cresture.

"Deoris," her sgter said kindly, "be honest with me, kitten; do you think you can hideit forever?| have
served Caratralonger than you—if not aswell."

"l amnot pregnant! It isn't possible—lwon't I" Then, controlling her panic, Deoristook refugein
arrogance. "1 have no lover!"

The grave grey eyes studied her again. "Y ou may be sorceress,” Domaris said deliberately, "but al your



magic could not compassthat miracle.” She put her arm around Deoris, but the girl flung it petulantly
avay.

"Don't! I'm not!"

The response was so immediate, so angry, that Domaris only stared, open-mouthed. How could Deoris
liewith such conviction, unless—unless. . . Has that damned Grey-robe, then, taught her his own
deceptive skills?The thought troubled her. "Deoris" she said, half-questioning, "itis Riveda?"

Deoris edged away from her, sullenly, scared. "And if it were so—which it isnot!—itismy right! You
clamed yourd™

Domaris sighed; Deoriswas going to be tiresome. "Yes," the older woman said tiredly, "I have no right
to blame. Yet—" Shelooked away across the garden to the tusding children, her brows contractingin a
haf-troubled amile. "I can wish it were any other man."

"Y ou do hate him!" Deoriscried, "I think you're—| hateyou! " She rose precipitately to her feet, and ran
from the garden, without a backward glance. Domaris haf rose to follow her, then sank back heavily,

dghing.
What's the use?She fet weary and worn, not at al inclined to soothe her sster'stantrums. Domarisfelt
unable to ded with her own life at present—how could she handle her sister's?

When she had carried Micon's child, Domaris had felt an odd reverence for her body; not even the
knowledge that Micon's fate followed them like a shadow had dimmed her joy. Bearing Arvath'swas
different; this was duty, the honoring of a pledge. She was resigned, rather than rgoicing. Vised in pain,
she walked with recurrent fear, and Mother Y souda's words whispering in her mind. Domarisfelt a
guilty, gpologetic lovefor Arvath's unborn son—asif she had wronged him by conceiving him.

And now—why is Deoris like that? Perhapsit isn't Riveda's child, and she's afraid of what he'll
do. .. ?Domaris shook her head, unable to fathom the mystery.

From certain small but unmistakable signs, she was certain of her Sster's condition; the girl's denid
saddened and hurt Domaris. The lieitself was not important to her, but the reason for it was of great
moment.

What have | done, that my own sister denies me her confidence?

She got up, with alittle sigh, and went heavily toward the archway leading into the building, blaming
hersdlf bitterly for her neglect. She had beenlost in grief for Micon—and then had come her marriage,
and the long illness that followed the loss of her other child—and her Temple duties were onerous. Y €,
somehow, Deoriss needs should have been met.

Rajasta warned me, years ago, Domaristhought sadly. Wasit this he foresaw? Would that | had
listened to him! If Deoris has ceased to trust me—Pausing, Domaristried to reassure hersdf.Deorisisa
strange girl; she has always been rebellious. And she's been so ill, perhaps she wasn't really lying;
maybe she really doesn't know, hasn't bothered to think about the physical aspects of the thing.
That would be just like Deoris!

For amoment, Domaris saw the garden rainbowed through sudden tears.



In the last months, Deoris had abandoned hersdlf to the moment, not thinking ahead, not letting hersalf
dwell on the past. She drifted on the surface of events, and when she dept, she dreamed obsessively of
that night in the Crypt—so many terrifying nightmares that she amost managed to convince hersdf that
the bloodletting, the blasphemous invocation, al that had transpired there, had been only another, more
frightening dream.

This had been reinforced by the ease with which she had been able to pick up most of the broken
threads of her life. Riveda's story had been accepted without question.

At her sgter'sinsistence, Deoris had returned to Domariss home. It was not the same. The House of the
Tweve now contained anew group of Acolytes, Domaris and Arvath, with Elis and Chedan and another
young couple, occupied pleasant gpartmentsin a separate dwelling. Into this home Deoris had been
welcomed, made apart of their family life. Until this moment, Domaris had never once questioned the

past years.

But | should have known! Deoris thought superdtitioudy, and shivered. Only last night, very late, Demira
had stolen secretly into the courts and into her room, whispering desperately, "Deoris—oh, Deoris, |
shouldn't be here, | know, but don't send me away, I'm so terribly, terribly frightened!”

Deoris had taken the child into her bed and held her until the scared crying quieted, and then asked,
increduloudy, "But what isit, Demira, what's happened? | won't send you away, darling, no matter what
it was, you can tell mewhat's the matter!" Shelooked at the thin, huddied girl beside her with troubled
eyes, and sad, "It'snot likely Domaris would come into my rooms at this hour of the night, either; but if
shedid, I'll tell her—tdll her something.”

"Domaris," said Demira, dowly, and smiled—that wise and sad smile which dways saddened Deoris; it
seemed such an old smilefor the childlike face. " Ah, Domaris doesn't know | exist, Deoris. Seeing me
wouldn't change that.” Demirasat up then, and looked at Deoris amoment before her silvery-grey eyes
did away again, blank and unseeing, the white showing al around the pupil. " One of usthree will die
very soon," she said suddenly, in astrange, flat voice as unfocussed as her eyes. "One of usthree will
die, and her child with her. The second will walk beside Desgth, but it will take only her child. And the
third will pray for Deeth to come for herself and her child, and both will liveto curse the very air they
bresthe"

Deoris grabbed the dim shoulders and shook Demira, hard. "Come out of it!" she commanded, in ahigh,
scared voice. " Do you even know what you are saying?"

Demirasmiled queerly, her facelax and distorted. "Domaris, and you, and I—Domaris, Deoris, Demirg;
if you say the three namesvery quickly it ishard to tell which one you are saying, no? We are bound
together by more than that, though, we are dl three linked by our fates, dl three with child.”



"No!" Deoriscried out, in adenid as swift asit was vehement.No, no, not from Riveda, not that
cruelty, not that betrayal . . .

She bent her head, troubled and afraid, unable to face Demira's wise young eyes. Since the night when
she and Riveda and the chela had been trapped in the ritual which had loosed the Fire-spirit on them,
scarring her with the blasting sedl of thedorje, Deoris had not once had to seclude herself for theritua
purifications. . . She had thought about that, remembering horror-tales heard among thesaji, of women
struck and blasted barren, remembering Maeinas warningslong ago. Secretly, she had cometo believe
that, just as her breasts were scarred past heding, so she had been blasted in the citaddl of her
womanhood and become a sapped and sexless thing, the mere shell of awoman. Even when Domaris
had suggested a smpler explanation—that she might be pregnant—she could not accept it. Surely if she
were cgpable of conception, she would have borne Riveda’s child long before thistime!

Or would she? Rivedawas versed in the mysteries, able to prevent conception if it pleased him. With a
flash of horrified intuition, the thought came, to be at once rgected. Oh no, not from that night in the
Crypt —the mad invocation—the girdle, even now concealed beneath my nightdress.. . .

With a desperate effort, she snapped shut her mind on the memory. 1t never happened, it was a
dream. . . except for the girdle. But if that's real —no. There must be some explanation . . .

Then her mind caught up with the other thing Demirahad said, saizing on it amost with relief. " You!
Demiralooked up plaintively at Deoris. "Youll believe me" shesad pitifully. "Y ou will not mock me?"

"Oh, no, Demira, no, of course not." Deoris looked down into the pixyish face that now laid itself
confidingly on her shoulder. Demira, at least, had not changed much in these three years, shewas il the
same, strange, suffering, wild little girl who had excited first Deoriss distrust and fear, and later her pity
and love. Demirawas now fifteen, but she seemed essentidly the same, and she looked much as she had
at twelve: tdler than Deoris but dight, fragile, with the peculiar, deceptive appearance of immaturity and
wisdom intermingled.

Demira sat up and began to reckon on her fingers. "It was like an awful dream. It happened, oh, perhaps
one change of the moon after you left us."

"Five months ago," Deoris prompted gently.

"One of thelittle children had told me | was wanted in asound-chamber. | thought nothing of it. | had
been working with one of Nadastor's chelas. But it was empty. | waited there and then—and then a
priest camein, but he was—he was masked,and in black, with horns across hisface! He didn't say
anything, he only—caught at me, and—oh Deoris!" The child collgpsed in bitter sobbing.

"Demira, no!"
Demiramade an effort to stifle her tears, murmuring, ™Y ou do believe me—you will not mock me?’

Deorisrocked her back and forth like ababy. "No, no, darling, no," she soothed. She knew very well
what Demirameant. Outside the Grey Temple, Demiraand her like were scorned as harlots or worse;
but Deoris, who had lived in the Grey Temple, knew that such as Demirawere held in high honor and
respect, for she and her kind were sacred, indispensable, under protection of the highest Adepts. The
thought of asaji being raped by an unknown was unthinkable, fantastic . . . Almost unbelieving, Deoris



asked, "Have youno ideawho he was?'

"No—oh, | should have told Riveda, | should havetold, but | couldnt, I just couldn't! After the—the
Black-robe went away, I—I just lay there, crying and crying, | couldn't op mysdlf, I—it was Riveda
who heard me, he came and found me there. Hewas. . . for once he was kind, he picked me up and
held me, and—and scolded me until | stopped crying. He—he tried to make metell him what had
happened, but I—I was afraid he wouldn't believe me. . ."

Deorislet Demirago, remaining as fill asif she had been turned to a statue. Scraps of a haf-heard
conversation had returned to float through her mind; her intuition now turned them to knowledge, and
amog automatically she whispered theinvocation, " Mother Caratra! Guard her," for thefirg timein
years.

It couldn't be, it smply was not possible, not thinkable.. . .
She sat motionless, afraid her face would betray her to the child.

At last Deorissaid, frozenly, "But you have told Maeing, child? Surely you know she would protect
you. | think shewould kill with her own hands anyone who harmed you or caused you pain.”

Demirashook her heed mutely; only after severd moments did she whisper, "I am afraid of Mdena. |
came to you because—because of Domaris. She hasinfluence with Rgjasta. . . When last the
Black-robes cameinto our temple, there was much terror and death, and now, if they have
returned—the Guardians should know of it. And Domarisis—is so kind, and beautiful—she might have
pity, even on me—"

"1 will tell Domariswhen | can,” Deoris promised, her lips stiff; but conflict tore a her. "Demira, you
must not expect too much.”

"Oh, you are good, Deoris! Deoris, how | love you!" Demiraclung to the older girl, her eyes bright with
tears. "And Deoris, if Rivedamust know—uwill you tell him? Hewill alow you anything, but no onedse
dares gpproach him now, since you left us no one dares speak to him unless he undresses them, and even
then ... " Demirabroke off. "He was kind, when he found me, but | was so afraid.”

Deoris stroked the little girl's shoulder gently, and her own face grew stern. Her last shred of doubt
vanished.Riveda heard her crying? In a sealed sound-chamber? That I'll believe taken the sun
shines at midnight!

"Yes" said Deorisgrimly, "I will talk to Riveda.”



"She did not even guess, Deoris. | did not mean that you should know, either, but Snceyou are so
shrewd, yes, | admit it." Riveda's voice was as deegp and harsh aswinter surf; in the sameicy basshe
went on, " Should you seek to tell her, I—Deoris, much as you mean to me, | think | would kill you first!"

"Take heed lest you be the onekilled," Deoris said coldly. " Suppose Maeinamakes the same wise
guess| did?'

"Mdeina" Rivedapracticaly spat the woman Adept's name. " She did what she could to ruin the
child—neverthdess, | am not amongter, Deoris. What Demiradoes not know will not torment her. It
is—unfortunate that she knows| am her father; fool that | wasto let it be guessed even in the Grey
Temple. | will bear the respongbility; it is better that Demiraknow nothing more than she does now.”

Sickened, Deoris cried out, "And thisyou will confessto me?"

Slowly, Rivedanodded. "I know now that Demira was begotten and reared for this one purpose aone.
Otherwise, why should | have stretched out my hand to save her from squalling to degth on the city wall?
| knew not what | did, not then. But isit not miraculous, you see, how al thingsfal together to have
meaning? The girl isworthless for anything € se—she made Karahama hate me, just by being born." And
for thefirgt time Deoris sensed aweak spot in the Adept'sicy armor, but he went on swiftly, "But now
you see how it al makes apart of the great pattern? | did not know when she was born, but Karahama's
blood is one with yours, and so is Demirds, that strain of the Prie's Line, sensitive—and so even this
unregarded nothing shall serve some part in the Great work."

"Do you care for nothing else?' Deorislooked at Rivedaasif he were astranger; at this moment he
seemed asdien asif he had come from far beyond the unknown seas. Thistalk of patterns, asif he had
planned that Demirashould be born for this. . . was he mad, then? Always Deoris had believed that the
strangeness of histak hid some great and lofty purpose which she was too young and ignorant to
understand. Buit this, this shedid understand for the corrupt madness it was, and of thishe spoke asif it
were more of the same high purpose. Wasit al madness and illusion then, had she been dragged into
insanity and corruption under the belief that she was the chosen of the great Adept? Her mouth was
trembling; she fought not to break down.

Rivedas mouth curved in abruta smile. "Why, you littlefoal, | believe you're jealoud!™

Mutely, Deoris shook her head. She did not trust herself to speak. She turned away, but Riveda caught
her arm with astrong hand. "Are you going to tell Demirathis?* he demanded.

"To what purpose?' Deoris asked coldly, "To make her sick, as| am? No, | will keep your secret. Now
take your hands from me!™

His eyes widened briefly, and his hand dropped to hisside. "Deoris," he said in amore persuasive voice,
"you have dways understood me before.”

Tears gathered at her eyelids. "Understood you? No, never. Nor have you been like thisbefore! This
is—sorcery, digortion—black magic!”

Rivedabit off hisfirgt answer ungpoken, and only muttered, rather despondently, "Well, call me Black
Magician then, and have done withit." Then, with the tenderness which was so rare, he drew her tiff and
unresponsive form to him. "Deoris" he said, and it was like aplea, "you have dways been my strength.
Don't desert me now! Has Domaris so quickly turned you against me?"



She could not answer; she was fighting back tears.

"Deoris, thething isdone, and | stland by it. It istoo late to crawl out of it now, and repentance would
not undo it in any case. Perhaps it was—unwise; it may have been crud.But it is done. Deoris, you are
the only onel dareto trust: make Demirayour care, Deoris, let her be your child. Her mother haslong
forsworn her, and I—I have no rightsany more, if ever | did." He stopped, hisface twisted. Lightly he
touched the fearful scars hidden by her clothing; then his hands strayed gently to her wait, to touch the
wooden links of the carved symbalic girdie with a curioudy tentative gesture. He raised hiseyes, and she
saw in hisface apainful look of question and fear which she did not yet understand as he murmured,

"Y ou do not yet know—the Gods save you, the Gods protect you dl! | have forfeited their protection; |
have been crue to you—Deoris, help me! Help me, help me—"

And inamoment the mdlting of hisicy reserve was complete—and with it fled al Deoriss anger.
Choking, sheflung her asams about him, saying haf incoherently, "I will, Riveda, ways—I will!"

Chapter Two
[HE BLASPHEMY

Somewherein the night the sound of achild's sudden shrill wailing shredded the silence into ribbons, and
Deorisraised her head from the pillow, pressing her handsto her aching eyes. The room wasfilled with
heavy blackness barred by shuttered moonlight. She was so used to the silence of thesaji courts—she
had been dreaming—then memory came back. She was not in the Grey Temple, nor even in Riveda's
augtere habitation, but in Domariss home; it must be Micail crying . . .

She did from the bed, and barefoot, crossed the narrow hall into her sister'sroom. At the sound of the
opening door, Domaris raised her head; she was half-clad, her unbound hair a coppery mist streaming
over thelittle boy who clung to her, still sobbing.

"Deoris, darling, did he wake you? I'm sorry." She stroked Micall's tangled curls as she rocked the child
gently againgt her shoulder. "There now, there now, hush, hush you," she murmured.

Micail hiccoughed deepily with the subsidence of his sobs. His head dropped onto Domariss shoulder,
then perked up momentarily. "Deris™ he murmured.

The younger girl came quickly to him. "Domaris, let metake Micail, he'stoo heavy for you to lift now,"
she rebuked softly. Domaris demurred, but gave the heavy child into her sster's arms. Deoris |ooked
down at the drooping eyes, darkly blue, and the smudge of freckles across the turned-up nose.



"Hewill bevery like. . ." she murmured; but Domaris put out her hands asif to ward off aphysica
blow, and the younger woman swalowed Micon's name. "Where shdl | put him?"

"Into my bed; I'll take him to deep with me, and perhaps he will be quiet. | am sorry hewoke you,
Deoris. Y ou look—so tired." Domaris gazed into her Sster'sface, pale and pinched, with a strange ook
of weary lethargy. "Y ou are not well, Deoris."

"Well enough,” said Deorisindifferently. "Y ou worry too much. Y ou're not in the best hedlth yoursdf,"
she accused, suddenly frightened. With the eyes of atrained Hed er-priestess, Deoris now saw what her
self-absorption had hidden: how thin Domariswasin spite of her pregnancy; how the fine bones of her
face grew sharp benesth the white skin, how swollen and blue the veinsin her forehead were, and those
in her thin white hands. . .

Domaris shook her head, but the weight of her unborn child was heavy on her, and her drawn features
betrayed thelie. She knew it and smiled, running her hands down her swollen sideswith aresigned shrug.
"I1-will and pregnancy grow never less," she quoted lightly. "See—Micail's aready adeep.”

Deoriswould not be distracted. "Whereis Arvath?' she asked firmly.

Domarissighed. "Heisnot here, he. . ." Her thin face crimsoned, the color flooding into the neck of her
shapelessrobe. "Deoris, |I—I have fulfilled my bargain now! Nor have | complained, nor stinted duty!
Nor did | usewhat Elis. . ." Shebit her lip savagely, and went on, "Thiswill be the son he desires! And
that should content him!"

Deoris, though she knew nothing of Mother Y souda's warning, remembered her own; and intuition told
her therest. "Heiscrud to you, Domaris?’

"Thefaultismine, | think | have killed kindnessin the man. Enough! | should not complain. But hislove
islikeapunishment! | cannot endureit any more!™ The color had receded from her face, leaving a
desthly pdlor.

Deoris mercifully turned away, bending to tuck acover around Micall. "Why don't you let Elaratake him
nights?' she protested. "Y ou'll get nodeep at al!”

Domarisamiled. "I would deep il lessif he were away from me," she said, and looked tenderly at her
son. "Remember when | could not understand why Elis kept Lissa so closeto her? Besides, Elaraattends
even me only in the days, now. Since her marriage | would have freed her entirely, but she says she will
not leave meto astrange woman while |l am likethis." Her laugh was atiny ghost of itsnorma self. " Her
child will be born soon after mine! Even in that she serves me!™

Deorissaid sulkily, "I think every woman in this Temple must be bearing achild!™ With aguilty art, she
silenced hersdif.

Domaris gppeared not to notice. " Childbearing is adisease eadily caught,” she quoted lightly, then
sraightened and came close to her sgter. "Don't go, Deoris—stay and talk to me alittle. I've missed
you."

"If youwant me," Deoris said ungracioudly; then, penitent, she came to Domaris and thetwo sat ona
low divan.

The older woman smiled. "l dwayswant you, little sster.”



"I'm not little any more," Deoris said irritably, tossing her head. "Why must you treat me like ababy?

Domaris suppressed alaugh and lifted her sister's dender, beringed hand. " Perhaps—because you were
my baby, before Micail wasborn." Her glance fell on the narrow, carven girdle which Deoriswore
cinctured loosdly over her night-dress. "Deoris, what isthat?' she asked softly. "I don't believe I've seen
you wearing it before.”

"Only agirde”

"How stupid of me," said Domarisdryly. Her dim fingers touched the crimson cord which knotted the
links together, strangely twined through the carven wooden symbols. Clumsily, she bent to examineit
more closdy—and with a sharply indrawn breath, counted the links. The cord, twined into oddly knotted
patterns, was treble; thrice sevenfold the flat carved emblems. It was beautiful, and yet, somehow . . .

"Deorid" she breathed, her voice holding sudden sharpness. "Did Rivedagive youthis? "
Scared by her tone, Deoris went sulky and defensive. "Why not?”

"Why not indeed?' Domariss words were edged with ice; her hand closed hard around Deorissthin
wrigt. "And why should he bind you with a—athing like that? Deoris, answer me!”

"Hehastheright . . ."
"No lover hasthét right, Deoris."
"Heisnot —"

Domaris shook her head. "You lie, Deoris," she said wearily. "If your lover were any other man, he
would kill Riveda before helet him put that—thatthing on you!" She made a queer sound that was
amost asob. "Please—don't lie to me any more, Deoris. Do you think you can hide it forever? How long
must | pretend not to see that you are carrying a child benesth that—that—" Her voicefailed her. How
pitifully smple Deoriswas, asif by denying afact she could wish it out of existencel

Deoristwisted her hand free, staring at the floor, her face white and pinched. Guilt, embarrassment and
fear seemed to minglein her dark eyes, and Domaris took the younger girl in her arms.

"Deoris, Deoris, don't look likethat! I'm not blamingyou!
Deoriswasrigid in her sster'skind arms. "Domaris, believe me, | didn't.”

Domaristipped back thelittle face until her sster's eyes, dark as crushed violets, met her own. "The
father isRiveda," she said quietly; and thistime, Deorisdid not contradict her. "l likethisnot even alittle.
Something is very wrong, Deoris, or you would not be acting thisway. Y ou are not achild, you are not
ignorant, you have had the same teaching as |, and more in this particular matter . . . youknow —ligen to
me, Deoris! Y ou know you need not have conceived a child save at your own and Rivedaswish," she
finished inexorably, athough Deoris sobbed and squirmed to get free of her hands and her condemning
eyes. "Deoris—no, look at me, tell me the truth—did he force you, Deoris?"

"No!" And now the denid had the strength of truth. "I gave mysdf to Rivedaof my freewill, and heisnot
by law cdlibatel"



"Thisis s0; but why then does he not take you to wife, or at the very least acknowledge your child?!
Domaris demanded, stern-faced. "Thereis no need of this, Deoris. Y ou bear the child of one of the grest
Adepts—no matter what | may think of him. Y ou should walk in honor before dl, not skulk girdied with
atriple cord, forced to lie even to me. Endaved! Does he know?"

"l—I think. . .."

"Youthink! " Domarissvoicewas as brittle asice. "Be assured, little sster, if he doesnot know, he very
soon shdl! Child, child—the man wrongsyou!"

"Y ou—you have no right tointerfere! " With asudden burst of strength, Deoris twisted free of her sgter,
glaring angrily though she made no moveto go.

"I do havetheright to protect you, little sgter.”
"If | chooseto bear Rivedaschild. . ."

"Then Rivedamust assume hisresponsbility,” said Domaris sharply. Her hands went out to the girdie at
her sgter'swaist again. "Asfor thisfoul thing . . ." Her fingers shrank from the emblems even asthey
plucked at the knotted cords. "1 am going to burn it! My sster isno man'sdave!”

Deoris sprang up, clutching at thelinks. "Now you go too far!" sheraged, and seized the woman'swrist
in strong hands, holding Domaris away from her. ™Y ou shdl not touch it!"

"Deoris, lindst!

"No, | say!" Though shelooked frail, Deoriswas a strong girl, and too angry to care what she did. She
flung Domaris away from her with afurious blow that made the older woman cry out with pain. "Let me
dond”

Domaris dropped her hands—then gasped as her knees gave way.

Deorisquickly caught her sster in her arms, just in timeto save her from fdling heavily. "Domaris" she
begged, in swift repentance, "Domaris, forgive me. Did | hurt you?”

Domaris, with repressed anger, freed hersdf from her Sster's supporting arm and lowered herself dowly
onto thedivan.

Deoris began to sob. "I didn't mean to hurt you, you know I'd never. . . ."

"How can | know that!" Domarisflung at her, dmost despairingly. "'l have never forgotten what you . . ."
She stopped, breathing hard. Micon had made her swear never to spesk of that, impressing it on her
repeatedly that Deoris had not had, would never have, the dightest memory of what she had amost
done. At the stricken misery in Deoriss eyes, Domaris said, more gently, "I know you would never harm
mewillingly. But if you hurt my child I could not forgive you again: Now—qgive me that damned thing! "
And she advanced on Deoris purposefully, her face one of disgust as she unfastened the cords, asif she
touched something unclean.

Thethin nightdressfell awvay asthe girdlie was loosened, and Domaris, putting out a hand to draw the
foldstogether, stopped—ijerked her hand back involuntarily from the bared breast. The girdiefell



unheeded to the floor.

"Deorid" shecried out in horror. "Let me see—no, | saidlet me see! " Her voicetightened
commandingly as Deoristried to pull the loosened robe over the betrayd of those naked scars. Domaris
drew the folds aside; gently touched the raised sigil that gaped raggedly red across both rounded breasts,
running swollen and raw like ajagged parody of alightning-flash down the tender sides. "Oh, Deorid"
Domarisgasped in dismay. "Oh, little sgter!”

"No, please, Domarid"” The girl pulled feverishly at her loosened clothing. "It'snothing . . ." But her
frantic efforts a concealment only confirmed Domarissworst suspicions.

"Nothing, indeed!" said Domariswrathfully. "1 suppose you will try to tell methat those are ordinary
burns? More of Rivedaswork, | suppose!” Sheloosed her grip on the girl'sarm, staring somberly at her.
"Rivedaswork. Always Riveda," she whispered, looking down &t the cowering girl . . . Then, dowly,
deliberately, sheraised her armsin invocation, and her voice, low and quiveringly clear, rang through the
Slent room: "Be he accurst! ™

Deoris started back, raising her hands to her mouth as she stared in horror.

"Beheaccurst!" Domaris repeated. "Accurdt in the lightning that reved s hiswork, accurst in thunder that
will lay it low! Be he accurst in the waters of the flood that shal sweep hislife sterile! Be he cursed by
sun and moon and earth, rising and setting, waking and deeping, living and dying, here and hereafter! Be
he accurst beyond life and beyond death and beyond redemption—forever!™

Deoris choked on harsh sobs, staggering away from her sster asif she were herself the target of
Domarisscurses. "No!" she whimpered, "no!"

Domaris paid her no heed, but went on, " Accurst be he sevenfold, ahundredfold, until hissin be wiped
out, his karma undone! Be he cursed, he and his seed, unto the sons and the son's sons and their sons
unto eternity! Be he accurdt in hislast hour—and my life ransom for his, lest | see thisundone!™

With aghriek, Deoris crumpled to the floor and lay asif dead; but Micail only twisted dightly beneath his
blanket as he dept.

When Deoris drifted up out of her brief spell of unconsciousness, she found Domaris knedling beside
her, gently examining thedorje scars on her breasts. Deoris closed her eyes, her mind il half blank,
poised between relief, terror, and nothingness.

"Anather experiment which he could not control?* asked Domaris, not unkindly.



Deorislooked up at her older sister and murmured, "It was not al hisfault—he himsdf was hurt far
worse. . . ." Her words had pronounced afina indictment, but Deoris did not redlize the fact.

Domariss horror was evident, however. "The man has you bewitched! Will you dwaysdefend . .. 7'
She broke off, begging dmost desperatdly, "Listen, you must—a stop must and shal be put to this, lest
others suffer! If you cannot—then you are incgpable of acting like an adult, and others must interveneto
protect you! Gods, Deoris, are you insane, that you would have alowed—this?'

"What right have you—" Deorisfaltered as her Sster drew away.

"My sworn duty,” Deoris rebuked sternly, in avery low voice. "Evenif you were not my sister—did you
notknow? | am Guardian here."

Deoris, speechless, could only stare at Domaris, and it was like looking at a complete stranger who only
resembled her sgter. Anicy rage showed in Domarissforced gtillness, in her brittle voice and the
smoldering sparks behind her eyes—a cold wrath al the more dreadful for its composure,

"Yet | must condgder you inthis, Deoris" Domariswent on, tight-lipped.
"Y ou—and your child."
"Rivedas," said Deorisdully. "What—what are you going to do?" she whispered.

Domaris looked down somberly, and her hands trembled as she fastened the robes about her little sster
once more. She hoped she would not have to use what she knew againgt the sister she il loved more
than anyone or anything, except her own children, Micail and the unborn. . . . But Domarisfelt weak. The
treble cord, and the awful control it implied; the fearful form of the scars on Deoriss body; she bent,
awkwardly, and picked up the girdle from the floor whereit lay almost forgotten.

"I will dowhat | must,” Domarissaid. "1 do not want to take from you something you seem to prize,

but . . ." Her face was white and her knuckles white as she gripped the carven links, hating the symbols
and what she considered the vile use to which they had been put. "Unless you swear not to wear it again,
| will burn the damned thing!"

"No!" Deoris sprang to her feet, afeverish sparklein her eyes. "1 won't let you! Domaris, giveit to me!™

"I would rather see you dead than made a tool—and to such use!" Domariss face might have been
chisdlled in stone, and her voice, too, had arocklike qudity asthe words clanged harshly intheair. The
skin of her face had stretched taut over her cheekbones, and even her lips were colorless.

Deoris stretched imploring hands—then shrank from the clear, contemptuous judgment in Domariss
eyes.

"Y ou have been taught as | have," the older woman said. "How could you permit it, Deoris? Y ou that
Micon loved—you that he treated dmost asadisciple! Y ou, who could have. . ." With adespairing
gesture, Domaris broke off and turned away, moving clumsily toward the brazier in the near corner.
Deoris, belatedly redlizing her intention, sprang after her—but Domaris had aready thrust the girdle deep
into the live cods. The tinder-dry wood blazed up with aflickering and aroar asthe cord writhed like a
white-hot snake. In seconds the thing was only ashes.

Domaristurned around again and saw her sister gazing helplessly into the flames, weeping asif she saw



Riveda himsdf burning there—and at the sight, much of her hard, icy anger melted away. "Deoris" she
sad, "Deoris, tel me—you have been to the Dark Shrine? To the Slegping God?"

"Yes," Deoriswhispered.

Domaris needed to know no more; the pattern of the girdle had told her the rest. Well for Deoristhat |
have acted in time! Fire cleanses!

"Domarid" It was a pathetic, horrified plea.

"Oh, my littlesigter, littlecat . . . " Domariswas al protective love now, and crooning, she took the
trembling girl into her aamsagain.

Deoris hid her face on her sster's shoulder. With the burning of the girdle, she had begun to dimly see
certainimplications, asif afog had lifted from her mind; she could not cease from thinking of the things
that had taken place in the Crypt—and now she knew that none of it had been dream.

"I'm afraid, Domaris! I'm so afraid—I wish | were dead! Will they—will they burn me, too?"

Domarissteeth gritted with sudden, sick fear. For Riveda there could be no hope for clemency; and
Deoris, even if innocent—and of that, Domaris had grave doubts—bore the seed of blasphemy, begotten
in sacrilege and fostered beneath that hideous treble symbol—A child | myself have cursed! And with
thisredization, an idea cameto her; and Domaris did not stop to count the cost, but acted to comfort
and protect this child who was her sster—even to protect that other child, whose black beginnings need
not, perhaps, end in utter darkness. . . .

"Deoris" she said quietly, taking her siter's hand, "ask me no questions. | can protect you, and | will,
but do not ask me to explain what | must do!"

Deoris swallowed hard, and somehow forced herself to murmur her promise.

Domaris, in alast hesitation, glanced at Micall. But the child still sprawled in untidy, baby deep: Domaris
discarded her misgivings and turned her atention once more to Deoris.

A low, haf-sung note banished the brilliance from the room, which gave way to agolden twilight; inthis
soft radiance the s sters faced one another, Deoris dim and young, the fearful scars angry across her
breasts, her coming motherhood only ashadow in thefal of her light robes—and Domaris, her beautiful
body distorted and big, but still somehow holding something of the ageless cam of what sheinvoked.
Clasping her hands, shelifted them dowly before her; parted and lowered them in an odd, ceremonious
manner. Something in the gesture and movement, some ingtinctive memory, perhaps, or intuition, struck
the half-formed question from Deoriss parted lips.

"Befar from us, dl profane,” Domaris murmured in her clear soprano. "Befar from us, dl that livesin
evil. Befar from where we stand, for here has Eternity cast its shadow. Depart, ye mists and vapors, ye
stars of darkness, begone; stand ye afar from the print of Her footsteps and the shadow of Her vell. Here
have we taken shelter, under the curtain of the night and within the circle of Her own white stars.”

Shelet her arms drop to her sdes; then they moved together to the shrine to be found in every
deeping-room within the Temple precincts. With difficulty, Domaris knelt—and divining her intention,
Deoriskndt quickly at her side and, taking the taper from her Sster's hand, lighted the perfumed oil of
devotion. Although she meant to honor her promise not to question, Deoris was beginning to guess what



Domariswas doing. Y ears ago she had fled from a suggestion of thisrite; now, facing unthinkable fear,
her child'simminence afant presencein her womb, Deoris could still find amoment to be grateful that it
waswith Domaristhat she faced this, and not some woman or priestess whom she must fear. By taking
up her own part, by touching the light to the incense which opened the gates to ritua, she accepted it; and
the brief, ddlicate pressure of Domarisslong narrow fingers on hers showed that the older woman was
aware of the acceptance, and of what it meant . . . It was only afleeting touch; then Domarissignalled to
her torise.

Standing, Domaris stretched ahand to her sister yet again, to touch her brow, lips, breasts, and—qguided
by Domaris—Deoris repeated the Ssgn. Then Domaristook her sster in her amsand held her closefor a
moment.

"Deoris, repeat my words," she commanded softly—and Deoris, awed, but in some secret part of her
being fedling the urge to bresk away, to laugh, to scream aoud and shatter the gathering mood, only
closed her eyesfor amoment.

Domarisslow voice intoned quiet words; Deoriss voice was athin echo, without the assurance that was
inher ager's.

"Here we two, women and sisters, pledge thee,
Mother of Life—

Woman—and more than woman . . .
Sster—and more than sister . . .

Here where we stand in darkness. . .

And under the shadow of death . . .

We call on thee, O Mother . ..

By thine own sorrows, O Woman . . .

By thelifewebear . ..

Together before thee, O Mother, O Woman
Eternal . ..

And thisbeour plea. . . ."

Now even the golden light within the room was gone, extinguished without any sgnd from them. The
streaming moonlight itself seemed to vanish, and it seemed to the haf-terrified, half-fascinated Deoris that
they stood in the center of avast and empty space, upon nothingness. All the universe had been
extinguished, savefor asingle, flickering flame which glowed like atiny, pulsating eye. Wasit the brazier
fire? The reflection of avaster light which she sensed but could not see? Domariss arms, still close about
her, were the only redity anywhere, the only redl and living thing in the great spaces, and the words
Domarisintoned softly, like spun fibers of slken sound, mantras which wove aslvery net of magic within
themydtical darkness. . ..

The flame, whatever it was, glowed and darkened, glowed and darkened, with the hypnotic intensity of
some vast heart's beating, in time to the murmured invocation:

"May the fruit of our lives be bound and sealed



To thee, O Mother, O Woman Eternal,
Who holdest the inmost life of each of thy daughters
Between the hands upon her heart. . . ."

And there was more, which Deoris, frightened and exalted, could scarce believe she heard. Thiswasthe
most sacred of rituas; they vowed themselves to the Mother-Goddess from incarnation to incarnation,
from ageto age, throughout eternity, with the lesser vow that bound them and their children inextricably
to one another—akarmic knat, lifeto life, forever.

Carried away by her emotion, Domaris went much further into the ritual than she had realized, far further
than she had intended—and at last an invisble Hand signed them both with an ancient sedl. Full Initiates
of the most ancient and holy of al theritesin the Temple or in the world, they were protected by and
sedled to the Mother—not Caratra, but the Greater Mother, the Dark Mother behind all men and al rites
and dl created things. Thefaint flickerings deepened, swelled, became gresat wings of flame which [apped
out to surround them with radiance.

The two women sank to their knees, then lay prosirate, Side by side. Deorisfelt her sster's child move
againg her body, and the faint, dreamlike stirring of her own unborn child, and in aflutter of insensate,
magica prescience, she guessed some deeper involvement beyond thislife and beyond thistime, aripple
moving out into the turbulent seawhich must involve more than thesetwo . . . and the effulgent glory
about them became a voice; not a voice that they could hear, but something more direct, something they
felt with every nerve, every atom of their bodies.

"Thou art mine, then, from age to age, while Time endures.. . . while Life brings forth Life.
Ssters, and more than sisters. . . women, and more than women . . . know this, together, by the
Sgnl giveyou. .. ."

The fire had burned out, and the room was very dark and till. Deoris, recovering alittle, raised hersalf
and looked at Domaris, and saw that a curious radiance gill shone from the swollen breasts and
burdened body. Awe and reverence dawned in her anew and she bent her head, turning her eyeson
hersalf—and yes, there too, softly glowing, the Sign of the Goddess. . . .

She got to her knees and remained there, silent, absorbed in prayer and wonder. The visible glow soon
was gone; indeed, Deoris could not be certain that she had ever seen it. Perhaps, her consciousness
exdted and steeped inritua, she had merdly caught aglimpse of some normally invisible redity beyond
her newness and her present sdif.

The night was waning when Domaris stirred at last, coming dowly back to consciousness from the



trance of ecstasy, dragging hersalf upright with alittle moan of pain. Labor was close on her, she knew
it—knew a <0 that she had brought it closer by what she had done. Not even Deoris knew so well the
effects of ceremonia magic upon the complex nervous currents of awoman's body. Lingering awe and
reverence hel ped her ignore the warning pains as Deoriss arms hel ped her upright—but for an ingtant
Domaris pressed her forehead against her Sster's shoulder, weak and not caring if it showed.

"May my son never hurt anyone dse," she whispered, "ashehurtsme. . . ."

"Hell never again have the opportunity,” Deoris said, but her lightnesswas false. She was acutely
conscious that she had been careless and added to her sster's pain; knew that words of contrition could
not help. Her @norma sengtivity to Domaris was dmost physica, and she helped her sster witha
comprehending tendernessin her young hands.

There was no reproach in Domariss weary glance as she closed her hand around her sister'swridt.
"Don't cry, kitten." Once seated on the divan, she stared into the dead embers of the brazier for severa
minutes before saying, quietly, "Deoris, later you shall know what | have done—and why. Areyou afraid
now?"'

"Only—alittle—for you." Again, it was not entirely atrue statement, for Domariss words warned
Deoristhat there was more to come. Domaris was bound to action by somerigid code of her own, and
nothing Deoris could say or do would dter that; Domariswasin quiet, deadly earnest.

"I must leave you now, Deoris. Stay here until | return—promiseme! Y ou will do that for me, my little
sster?' Shedrew Deoristo her with an amost savage possessiveness, held her and kissed her fiercely.
"Morethan my sister, now! Be at peace," she said, and went from the room, moving swiftly despite her
heaviness.

Deoris kndt, immobile, watching the closed door. She knew better than Domarisimagined what was
encompassed by the rite into which she had been admitted; she had heard of it, guessed at its
power—but had never dared dream that one day she herself might be a part of it!

Can this,she asked hersdlf,be what gave Maleina entry where none could deny her? What
permitted Karahama —asgji,one of the no-people —to serve the Temple of Caratra? A power
that redeems the damned?

Knowing the answer, Deoriswas no longer afraid. The radiance was gone, but the comfort remained,
and shefdl adeep there, knedling, her head in her arms.

IV

Outside, clutched again with the warning fingers of her imminent travail, Domaris|leaned againgt thewall.
The fit passed quickly, and she straightened, to hurry along the corridor, silent and unobserved. Yet again



shewasforced to hdt, bending double to the relentless pain that clawed at her loins; moaning softly, she
waited for the spasm to pass. It took her some time to reach the seldom-used passage that gave on a
hidden doorway.

She paused, forcing her breath to come evenly. She was about to violate an ancient sanctuary—to risk
defilement beyond death. Every tenet of the hereditary priesthood of which she was product and
participant screamed at her to turn back.

The legend of the Seeeping God was athing of horror. Long ago—so ran the story—the Dark One had
been chained and prisoned, until the day he should waken and ravage time and space alike with unending
darkness and devastation, unto the total destruction of al that was or could ever be. . ..

Domaris knew better. It was power that had been sedled there, though—and she suspected that the
power had been invoked and unleashed, and this made her afraid as she had never dreamed of being
afraid; frightened for herself and the child she carried, for Deoris and the child conceived in that dark
ghrine, and for her people and everything that they stood for. . . .

She st her teeth, and sweat ran cold from her armpits. " Imust!" she whispered doud; and, giving hersdlf
no moretime to think, she opened the door and dipped through, shutting it quickly behind her.

She stood at the top of an immense stairwell leading down . . . and down . . . and down, grey steps
going down between grey wallsin agrey haze benesth her, to which there seemed no end. She set her
foot on the first step; holding to therail, she began thejourney . . . down.

It was dow, chill creeping. Her heaviness dragged at her. Pain twisted her at intervals. The thud of her
sanddled feet jerked at her burdened bdly with wrenching pulls. She moaned doud at each brief
torture—but went on, step down, thud, step down, thud, in senseless, dull repetition. Shetried to count
the steps, in an effort to prevent her mind from dredging up al the haf-forgotten, awful stories she had
heard of this place, to keep herself from wondering if she did, indeed, know better than to believe old
fary-tales. She gaveit up after the hundred and eighty-first step.

Now shewas no longer holding therail, but reeling and scraping againgt thewall; again pain seized her,
doubled and twisted her, forcing her to her knees. The greyness was shot through with crimson as she
straightened, bewildered and enraged, d most forgetting what grim purpose had brought her to this
immemoriad mausoleum. . ..

She caught at the rail with both hands, fighting for baance as her face twisted terribly and she sobbed
aloud, hating the sanity that drove her on and down.

"Oh Gods! No, no, take meinstead!" she whispered, and clung there desperately for amoment; then,
her face impassive again, holding hersdf grimly upright, shelet the desperate need to do what must be
done carry her down, into the pallid greyness.

Chapter Three
DARK DAWN



The sudden, brief jar of faling brought Deoris sharply upright, staring into the darknessin sudden fear.
Micall ill dept in achubby hesp, and in the shadowy room, now lighted with the pale pink of dawn,
there was no sound but the little boy's soft breathing; but like adistant echo Deoris seemed to hear acry
and apalpable silence, the silence of the tomb, of the Crypt.

Domaris! Where was Domaris? She had not returned. With sudden and terrible awareness, Deorisknew
where Domariswas! She did not pause even to throw agarment over her nightclothes; yet she glanced
unsurely at Micall. Surely Domariss daves would hear if he woke and cried—and there was no timeto
waste! She ran out of the room and fled downward, through the deserted garden.

Blindly, dizzily, sheran asif sheer motion could ward off her fear. Her heart pounded frantically, and her
Sdes sent piercing ribbons of pain through her whole body—but she did not stop until she stood in the
shadow of the great pyramid. Holding her hands hard againgt the hurt in her sides, she was shocked at
last into awide-awake sanity by the cold winds of dawn.

A lesser priest, only adim figure in luminous robes, paced dowly toward her. "Woman," he said
severdly, "it isforbidden to walk here. Go your way in peace.”

Deorisraised her faceto him, unafraid. "1 am Talkannon's daughter,” she said in aclear and ringing
voice. "Isthe Guardian Rgastawithin?'

The priest'stone and expression changed as he recognized her. "Heisthere, young Sster,” he said
courteoudy, "but it isforbidden to interrupt the vigil—" Hefdl slent in amazement; the sun, asthey
talked, had crept around the pyramid's edge, to fal upon them, revedling Deoriss unbound hair, her
disarranged and insufficient clothing.

"Itislife or death!" Deoris pleaded, desperately. "I must see him! "

"My child—I do not have the authority. . . ."

"Oh, you fool!" Deoris raged, and with a catlike movement, she dodged under his startled arm and fled
up the gleaming stone steps. She struggled amoment with the unfamiliar workings of the greet brazen
door; twitched aside the shielding curtain, and stepped into brilliant light.

At thefaint whisper of her bare feet—for the door moved slently despite its weight—Rgjasta turned
from the dtar. Disregarding hiswarning gesture, Deorisran to fling herself on her knees before him.

"Ragasta, Rgjagtal”
With cold distaste, the Priest of Light bent and raised her, eyeing the wild disarray of her clothing and
hair sernly. "Deoris," he said, "what are you doing here, you know the lawv—and why likethis You're

only haf dressed, have you gone completely mad?!

Indeed, there was some justification for his question, for Deoris met his gaze with afeverish face, and
her voice was practicaly ababble as her last scraps of composure deserted her. "Domaris! Domaris!



She must have gone to the Crypt—to the Dark Shrine.”

"Youhave taken leave of your sensed” Unceremonioudly, Rgastahdf thrust her to afurther distance
from thedtar. "Y ouknow you may not sand herelike thigl"

"l know, yes, | know, but listento me! | fed it, | know it! She burned the girdle and made metell

her . . ." Deoris stopped, her face drawn with conflict and guilt, for she had suddenly redized that she
was now of her own volition betraying her sworn oath to Rivedal And yet—she was bound to Domaris
by an oath stronger ill.

Rajasta gripped her shoulder, demanding, "What sort of gibberish isthisl" Then, seeing that the girl was
trembling so violently that she could hardly stand upright, he put an arm gingerly about her and helped her
to aseat. "Now tell me sengbly, if you can, what you are talking about,” he said, in avoice that held
amost equa measures of compassion and contempt, "if you are talking about anything at dl! | suppose
Domaris has discovered that you were Rivedassaji. "

"lwasnt! | never wasl" Deorisflared; then said, wesarily, "Oh, that doesn't matter, you don't understand,
you wouldn't believe me anyhow! What mattersisthis. Domaris has gone to the Dark Shrine.”

Rajastas face was perceptibly atering as he began to guesswhat she wastrying to say. "What—but
why?'

"She sasw—agirdle | waswearing, that Riveda gave me—and the scars of thedorje. "

Almost before she had spoken the word, Rgjastamoved like lightning to clamp his hand across her lips.
"Say that not here!" he commanded, white-faced. Deoris collgpsed, crying, her head in her arms, and
Rajasta seized her shoulders and forced her to look at him. "Listen to me, girl! For Domariss sake—for
your own—yes, even for Rivedasd! A girdie? And the—that word you spoke; what of that?What isthis
all about? "

Deoris dared not keep silent, dared not lie—and under his degp-boring eyes, she sammered, "A treble
cord—knotted—wooden links carved with . . ." She gestured.

Rgasta caught her wrist and held it immobile. "Keep your disgusting Grey-robe signsfor the Grey
Temple! But even there that would not have been allowed! Y ou must deliver it to me!”

"Domarisburned it.”

"Thank the Godsfor that," said Rgjasta bleakly. "Riveda has gone among the Black-robes?' But it wasa
statement, not a question. "Who ese?'

"Reio-ta—I mean, the chela" Deoriswas crying and sammering; there was a powerful block in her
mind, inhibiting speech—Dbut the concentrated power of Rgjastals will forced her. The Priest of Light was
well awarethat this use of his powers had only the most dubious ethical justification, and regretted the
necessity; but he knew that dl of Riveda's spellswould be pitted againgt him, and if he wasto safeguard
others as his Guardian's vows commanded, he dared not spare the girl. Deoris was amost fainting from
the hypnotic pressure Rgjasta exerted against the bond of silence Riveda had forced on her will. Sowly,
gyllable by syllable at times, at best sentence by reluctant sentence, she told Rgjasta enough to damn
Rivedatenfold.

The Priest of Light was merciless; he had to be. He was hardly more than apair of bleak eyesand



tondess, pitiless voice, commanding. "Go on. What—and how—and who . . ."

"] was sent over the Closed Places—as a channel of power—and when | could no longer serve, then
Larmin—Rivedas son—took my place as scryer. . . "

"Wait!" Rgadtalegped to hisfeet, pulling the girl upright with him. "By the Centra Sun! Y ou arelying, or
out of your senses! A boy cannot servein the Closed Places, only avirgin girl, or awoman prepared by
ritual, or—or—aboy cannot, unlessheis. . ." Rgastawas pasty-faced now, ssammering himsdf, dmost
incoherent. "Deoris What was done to Larmin? "

Deoristrembled before Rejastals avful eyes, cowering before the surge of violent, seemingly
uncontrollable wrath and disgust that surged across the Guardian's face. He shook her, roughly.

"Answer me, girl! Did he castrate the child? "

She did not have to answer. Rgjasta abruptly took his hands from her asif contaminated by her
presence, and when she collgpsed helet her fall heavily to the floor. He was physicaly sick with the
knowledge.

Weeping, whimpering, Deoris moved alittle toward him, and he spat, pushing her away with his
sanddled foot. "Gods, Deoris—you of dl people! Look a meif you dare—you that Micon called
sge!”

Thegirl cringed at hisfeet, but there was no mercy in the Guardian's voice: "On your knees! On your
knees before the shrine you have defiled—the Light you have darkened—the fathers you have
shamed—the Gods you have forgotten!”

Rocking to and fro in anguished dread, Deoris could not see the compassion that suddenly blotted out
the awful fury on Rgasta's face. He was not blind to the fact that Deoris had willingly risked dl hopes of
clemency for hersdlf in order to save Domaris—but it would take much penance to wipe out her crime.
With aladt, pitying look at the bent head, he turned and | eft the Temple. He was more shocked than
angry; more sickened even than shocked. His maturity and experience foresaw what even Domaris had
not seen.

He hastened down the steps of the pyramid, and the priest on guard sprang to attend him—then stopped
his mouth wide.

"Lord Guardian!"

"Goyou," said Rgasta curtly, "with ten others, to take the Adept Rivedainto custody, in my name. Put
himin chainsif need be"

"The Heder-priest, Lord? Riveda?' The guard was bug-eyed with disbdlief. "The Adept of the
Magicians—inchains? "

"The damned filthy sorcerer Riveda—Adept andformer Header!” With an effort, Rgjastalowered his
hoarse voice to anorma volume. "Then go and find aboy, about eleven yearsold, caled
Larmin—Karahamas son."

Stffly, the priest said, "L ord, with your pardon, the woman Karahama has no child.”



Rgasta, impatient with thisreminder of Temple etiquette which refused theno-people even alega
exisence, said angrily, "Y ou will find aboy of the Grey Templewho iscaled Larmin—and don't bother
with that nonsense of pretending not to know who heis! Don't harm or frighten the boy, just keep him
safely where he can be produced at amoment's notice—and where he can't be conveniently murdered to
destroy evidence! Thenfind. . ." He paused. "Swear you will not reveal the names| speak!"

The priest madethe holy sign. "'l swear, Lord!"

"Find Ragamon the Elder and Cadamiri, and bid them summon the Guardians to meet here a high noon.
Then seek the Arch-priest Talkannon, and say to him quietly that we have at last found evidence. No
more—hewill undergtand.”

The priest hurried away, leaving, for thefirst timein easily three centuries—the Temple of Light
unattended. Rajasta, hisface grim, brokeinto arun.

Just as Domaris had, he hesitated, uncertain, at the entrance to the concealed stairs. Was it wise, he
wondered, to go done? Should he not summon aid?

A rush of cool air stirred up from the long shaft beneath him; borne out of unfathomable spaces camea
sound, dmost acry. Incredibly far down, dimmed and distorted by echo, it might have been the shriek of
abat, or the echoes of his own sighing bresth—but Rgjasta's hesitation was gone.

Down thelong stairway he hurried, taking the steps two and three at atime, steadying himsalf now
againg one sheer wall, now againgt the shuddering railing. His steps clattered with desperate haste,
waking hurried, clanging echoes—and he knew he warned away anyone below, but the time was past for
stedlth and silence. His throat was dry and his breath came in choking gasps, for he was not ayoung man
and ever at hisback loomed the nightmare need for haste that pushed him down and down the lightless
dairs, down that grey and immemoria shaft through reverberating eternities that clutched a him with
tattered cobweb fingers, his hedls throwing up dust long, long undisturbed, to begrime the luminous white
of hisrobes. .. Down and down and down he went, until distance became a mockery.

He stumbled, nearly fdling asthe sairs abruptly ended. Staring dizzily about, trying to orient himsdlf,
Rajasta again felt the hopelessfutility of hisplight. He knew this place only from maps and the tales and
writings of others. Y, at last, helocated the entrance to the great arched vault, though he was not sure
of himsdf until he saw the monstrous sarcophagus, the eon-blackened dtar, the shadowy Form swathed
invellsof stone. But he saw no human being within the shrine, and for amoment Rgjasta knew fear
beyond comprehension, not for Domarisbut for himself . . .

A moan roseto hisear, faint and directionless, magnified by the echoing darkness. Rgjastawhirled,
gtaring about him wildly, haf mad from fear of what he might see. Again the moaning sounded, and this



time Rgasta saw, dimly, awoman who lay crumpled, writhing, in thefiery shroud of her long hair, before
the sarcophagus. . . .

"Domarid" On hislipsthe name was a sob. "Domaris! Child of my soul!” In asingle stride he was beside
theinert, convulsed body. He shut his eyes amoment as hisworld reded: the depth of hislove for
Domaris had never been truly measured until this moment when shelay apparently dying in hisfrightened
ams.

Grimly heraised his head, glancing about with a steady wrath.No, she has not failed! hethought, with
some exultation. The power was unchained, but it has again been sealed, if barely. The sacrilegeis
undone —but at what cost to Domaris? And | dare not leave her, not even to bring aid. Better, in
any case, she die than deliver her child here!

After amoment of disordered thought, he bent and raised her in hisarms. She was no light burden—>but
Raadta, in his righteous anger, barely noticed the weight. He spoke to her, soothingly, and dthough she
was long past hearing, the tone of his voice penetrated to her darkened brain and she did not struggle
when he lifted her and, with a dogged desperation, started back toward the long stairway. His breath
came laboringly, and his strained face had alook no one would ever see as he turned toward that
incredibly distant summit. Hislips moved; he breathed deeply once—and began climbing.

Chapter Four
[HE LAWSOF THE
TEMPLE

Elara, moving around the court and singing serendly at her work, dropped the haf-filled vase of flowers
and scurried toward the Guardian as he crossed the garden with hislifeless burden. Alarmed anxiety
widened her dark eyes as she held the door, then ran around him to clear cushions from adivan and
assist Rgastato lay theinert body of Domarisupon it.

Hisface grey with exhaustion, the Guardian straightened and stood amoment, catching his breeth. Elara,
quickly taking in his condition, guided him toward a seet, but he shook her off irritably. "' See to your
migress.”

"Shelives," the dave-woman said quickly, but in anticipation of Rgjastals command, she hurried back to
Domariss side and bent, searching for a pulse-beat. Satisfied, she jumped up and spent amoment
seeking in a cabinet; then returned to hold a strong aromeatic to her mistress's pinched nogtrils. After a
long, heart-wrenching moment, Domaris moaned and her eyelids quivered.



"Domaris—" Rgasta breathed out the word. Her wide eyes were staring, the distended pupils seeing
neither priest nor anxious attendant. Domaris moaned again, spasmodicaly gripping nothing with taloning
hands, and Elara caught them gently, bending over her mistress, her shocked stare belatedly taking in the
torn dress, the bruised arms and cheeks, the great livid mark across her temples.

Suddenly Domaris screamed, "No, no! No—not for mysdlf, but can you—no, no, they will tear me
gpart—Ilet me go! Loose your hands from me—Arvath! Rgastal Father, father . . ." Her voicetrailed
again into moaning sobs.

Holding the woman's head on her arm, Elarawhispered gently, "My dear Lady, you are safe here with
me, no one will touch you."

"Sheisddirious, Elara" Rgastasaid weerily.

Tenderly, Elarafetched awet cloth and blotted away the clotted blood at her mistresss hairline. Severa
dave-women crowded at the door, eyes wide with dread. Only the presence of the Priest stilled their
questions. Elaradrove them out with agesture and low utterances, then turned to the Priest, her eyes
wide with horror.

"Lord Rgasta, what in the name of al the Gods has come to her?* Without waiting for an answer,
perhaps not even expecting one, she bent over Domaris again, drawing aside the folds of the shredded
robe. Rgjasta saw her shiver with dismay; then she straightened, covering the woman decently and saying
inalow voice, "Lord Guardian, you must leave us. And she must be carried at once to the House of
Birth. Thereis no time to lose—and you know thereis danger.”

Rajasta shook hishead sadly. "Y ou are agood girl, Elara, and you love Domaris, | know. Y ou must
bear what | haveto tell you. Domaris must not—shecannot —be taken to the House of Birth, nor—"

"My Lord, she could be carried there easily in alitter, there is not so much need for haste asthat.”

Raasta signed her impatiently to silence. "Nor may she be attended by any consecrated priestess. Sheis
ceremonidly unclean.”

Elaraexploded with outrage at this. "A priestess? How!"

Rajasta sighed, miserably. "Daughter, please, hear me out. Cruel sacrilege has been done, and pendlties
even more terrible may be to come. And Elara—you too are awaiting a child, isthat not so?"

Timidly, Elarabowed her head. "The Guardian has seen.”

"Then, my daughter, | must bid you leave her, aswell; or your child'slifetoo may beforfeit.” The Priest
looked down at the troubled round face of the little woman and said quietly, " She has been found in the
Crypt of the Segping God."

Elaras mouth fell open in shock and involuntary dread, and she now started back a pace from Domaris,
who continued to lie asif lifeless. Then, resolutely, Elaraarmed hersdf with cdm and met the Guardian's
eyeslevelly, saying, "Lord Guardian, | cannot leave her to these ignorant ones. If no Temple woman may
come near her—I| was fostered with the Lady Domaris, Lord Guardian, and she has treated me not asa
sarvant but asafriend dl my life!l Whatever therisk, | will bear it."



Raadtas eyes lighted with amomentary rdlief, which faded at once. "Y ou have a generous heart, Elara,
but | cannot dlow that," he said gernly. "If it were only your own clanger—but you have no right to
endanger the life of your child. Enough causes have been set dready in motion; each person must bear
the penalties which have been invoked. Place not another life on your mistresss head! L et her not be
guilty of your child'slife, too!"

Elarabowed her head, not understanding. She pleaded, "L ord Guardian, in the Temple of Caratrathere
are priestesses who might be willing to bear therisk, and who have the right and the power to make it
safe! The Hedler woman, Karahama—sheis skilled inthe magicd arts. . . ."

"You may ask," conceded Rajasta, without much hope, and straightened his bent shoulderswith an
effort. "Nor may | remain, Elara; the Law must be observed.”

"Her sster—the Priestess Deoris. . "

Rajastaexploded in blind fury. "Woman! Hold your foolish tongue! Hearken—Ieast of all may Deoris
come near her!”

"You crue, heartless, wicked old man!" Elaraflared, beginning to sob; then cringed in fright.

Rgasta had hardly heard the outburst. He said, more gently, "Hush, daughter, you do not know what
you are saying. Y ou are fortunate in your ignorance of Temple affairs, but do not try to meddle in them!
Now heed my words, Elara, lest worse come to pass.”

In his own rooms, Rgjasta cleansed himself ceremonially, and put aside to be burnt the clothing he had
worn into the Dark Shrine. He was exhausted from that terrible descent and the more terrible return, but
he had learned long ago to contral hisbody. Clothing himsdf anew in full Guardian'sregdia, hefinaly
ascended the pyramid, where Ragamon and Cadamiri awaited him; and a dozen white-clad priests,
impassive, ranged in aghostly procession behind the Guardians.

Deorisiill lay progirate, in astupor of numbed misery, before the dtar. Rgjastawent to her, raised the
girl up and looked long into her desperate face.

"Domaris?’ she sad, waveringly.

"Sheisadive—but she may die soon." He frowned and gave Deorisashake. "It istoo lateto cry! You,
and you!" He singled out two Priests. "Take Deoristo the house of Takannon, and bring her women to
her there. Let her be clothed and tended and cared for. Then go with her to find Karahama's other
brat—agirl of the Grey Temple cdled Demira. Harm her not, but |et her be carefully confined.” Turning
to the apathetic Deoris once again, Rgjasta said, "My daughter, you will speak to no one but these



Priests”
Nodding dumbly, Deoris went between her guards.
Raasta turned to the others. "Has Riveda been gpprehended?”

One man replied, "We came on him while he dept. Although he wakened and raved and struggled like a
madman, we finaly subdued him. He—he has been chained, asyou said.”

Rgastanodded wearily. "L et search be made through his house and in the Grey Temple, for the things
of magic."

At that moment, the Arch-priest Takannon entered the chamber, glancing around him with that swift
searching look that took in everyone and everything.

Rgastastrode to him and, hislips pressed tight together, confronted him with forma signs of greeting.
"We have concrete evidence at last," he said, "and we can arrest the guilty—for weknow! "

Takannon paed dightly. "Y ou know—what?"

Raastamistook his distressed disquiet. "Aye, we know the guilty, Talkannon. | fear the evil has touched
even your house; Domaris till lives, but for how long, no one can tell. Deoris hasturned from this evil,
and will help usto apprehend these—these demonsin human form!™

"Deoris?" Takannon stared in disbdlief and shock at the Priest of Light. "What?' Absently, he wiped at
hisforehead; then, with amighty effort, he recovered his composure. When he spoke, his voice was
steady again. "My daughters have long been of an age to manage their own affairs,” he murmured. "'|
knew nothing of this, Rgasta. But of course |, and al those under my orders, are at your servicein this,
Lord Guardian.”

"Itiswel said." Rgjasta began to outline what he wanted Talkannonto do. . .

But behind the Arch-priest's back, Ragamon and Cadamiri exchanged troubled glances.

"Good Mother Y soudal™

The old Priestess |ooked down at Elarawith akindly smile. Seeing the trembling terror in the little dark
face, she spoke with gentle condescension. "Have no fear, my daughter, the Mother will guard and be
near you. Isit timefor you, Elara?’



"No, no, | amdl right,” said Elaradigtractedly, "itismy lady, the Priestess Domaris—"

Theold lady drew in her breath. "May the gods have pity!" she whispered. "What has befalen her,
Elaa?

"1 may not tell thee here, Mother," Elarawhispered. "Take me, | beg you, to the Priestess Karahama—"

"To the High Priestess?' At Elara's|ook of misery, however, Mother Y soudawasted no moretime on
guestions, but drew Elaraaong the walk until they reached abench in the shade. "Rest here, daughter, or
your own child may suffer; the sunisfiercetoday. | will myself seek Karahama; she will come more
quickly for methan if | sent aservant or novice to summon her."

Shedid not wait for Elaras grateful thanks, but went quickly toward the building. Elara sat on the
indicated bench, but she was too impatient, too fearful to rest as Mother Y souda had bidden. Clasping
and unclasping her hands, she rose restlesdy and walked up and down the path.

Elaraknew Domariswas in grave danger. She had done alittle service in the Temple of Caratra, and
had only the most dementary knowledge—»but this much she knew perfectly well: Domarishad beenin
labor for many hours, and if al had been well, her child would have been born without need of
assigtance,

Raastaswarning was like aterrible echo in her ears. Elarawas afree city woman, whose mother had
been milk nurseto Domaris, they had been fostered together and Elara served Domarisfredy, asa
privilege rather than a duty. She would have risked death without a second thought for the Priestess she
loved, dmost worshipped—but Rgjastals words, remembered, made a deafening thunder in her mind.

Sheiscontaminated . . . you are generous, but this | cannot allow! Y ouhave no right to endanger
the life of your child-to-be. . . place not another crime on Domaris's head! Let her not be guilty of
your unborn child'slife, too!

She turned suddenly, hearing steps on the path behind her. A very young priestess stood there; glancing
at Elards plain robe with indifferent contempt, she said, "The Mother Karahamawill receive you."

In trembling haste, Elarafollowed the woman's measured steps, into the presence of Karahama. She
knelt.

Not unkindly, Karahamasignalled her to rise. Y ou come on behdf of—Takannon's daughters?’

"Oh, my Lady," Elarabegged, "sacrilege has been done, and Domaris may not be brought to the House
of Birth—nor is Deoris permitted to attend her! Rgjasta has said—that sheis ceremoniadly unclean. She
wasfound inthe Crypt, in the Dark Shrine. . . ." Her voice broke into asob; she did not hear Mother
Y souda's agonized cry, nor the scandaized gasp of the young novice. "Oh, my Lady, you are Priestess!

If you permit—I beg you, | beg you!"
"If | permit," Karahama repested, remembering the birth of Micon's son.

Four years before, with afew considered words, Domaris had humiliated Karahama before her pupils,
sending the "namel ess woman"—her unacknowledged haf-sster—from her sde. "You have said | must
be tended only by my equals,” Karahama could hear the words as if they had been spoken that very
morning. " Therefore—Ileave me." How clearly Karahamaremembered!



Sowly, Karahamasmiled, and the smile froze Elaras blood. Karahama said in aher melodious voice, "l
am High Priestess of Caratra. These women under my care must be safeguarded. | cannot permit any
Priestess to attend her, nor may | mysalf approach one so contaminated. Bear greetingsto my sister,
Elara, and say to her—" Karahama's lips curved— "say that | could not so presume; that the Lady
Domaris should be tended only by her equas.”

"Oh, Lady!" Elaracried in horror. "Be not crued—"

"Silencel" said Karahamagternly. "Y ou forget yoursdlf. But | forgive you. Go from me, Elara. And mark
you—stay not near your mistress, lest your own child suffer!”

"Karahama—" Mother Y souda quavered. Her face was as white as her faded hair, and she moved her
lips, but for amoment no sound came forth. Then she begged, "Let me go to her, Karahama! | am long
past my own womanhood, | cannot be harmed. If thereisrisk, letit fal on me, | will suffer it gladly,
gladly, sheismy little girl—sheislike my own child, Karahama, et me go to my little one—"

"Good Mother, you may not go," said the High Priestess, with sharp sternness. "Our Goddess shd | not
be so offended! What—shal Her Priestesses tend the unclean? Such athing would defile our Temple.
Elara, leave usl Seek aid for your lady, if there is need, among the Hedlers—but seek no woman to aid
her! And—heed me, Elara—stay you afar from her! If harm comesto your child, | shdl know you
disobedient, and you will suffer full pendty for the crime of abortion!" Karahama gestured contemptuous
dismissal, and as the woman, sobbing aoud, rushed from their presence, Mother Y souda opened her
mouth to make angry protest—and checked it, despairing. Karahama had only invoked the litera laws of
the Temple of Caratra

Agan—very dightly—Karahamasmiled.

Chapter Five
[HE NAMING OF THE
NAME

Toward sunset, Rgjasta, gravely troubled, went to Cadamiri's rooms.

"My brother, you are a Heal er—priest—the only one | know who is not a Grey-robe." He did not add,
The only one | dareto trust, but it was understood between them. " Do you fear—contamination?”'

Cadamiri grasped this a so without explanation. "Domaris? No, | fear it not." Helooked into Rgastals
haggard face and asked, "But could no priestess be found to bear the risk?"



"No." Rgjastadid not elaborate.

Cadamiri's eyes narrowed, and his austere features, usualy formidable, hardened even more. "If
Domaris should diefor lack of skilled tending, the shame to our Templewill live long past the karma
which might be engendered by afracture of the Law!"

Rgastaregarded hisfdlow-Guardian thoughtfully for asilent moment, then said, " The dave-woman
brought two of Riveda's Healersto her—but . . ." Rajastalet the appeal drop.

Cadamiri nodded, aready seeking the small case which contained the appurtenances of hisart. "1 will go
to her," he said with humility; then added, dowly, asif against hiswill, "Expect not too much of me,
Raastal Men are not—ingtructed in these arts, as you know. | have only the barest gleaming of the
secrets which the Priestesses guard for such emergencies. However, | will dowhat | may." Hisface was
sorrowful, for heloved hisyoung kinswoman with that passionate love which a sworn ascetic may
sometimesfed for awoman of pure beaty.

Swiftly they passed through the halls of the building, pausing only to pick three strong lesser priestsin the
event of trouble. They did not speak to one another as they hurried along the paths to Domariss home,
and parted at the door; but athough Rajastawas dready late for an gppointment, he stood a moment
watching as Cadamiri disgppeared from hisview.

In her room, Domaris lay as onelifeless, too weak even to struggle. Garments and bed-linen alike were
stained with blood. Two Grey-robes stood, one on either side of the bed; there was no one dseinthe
room, not even the saving presence of adave-woman. Later, Cadamiri wasto learn that Elis had
stubbornly remained with her cousin most of the day, defying Karahama's reported threats and doing her
ineffectua best—but the air of authority with which the Grey-robes had presented themselves had mided
her; she had been persuaded, at |ast, to leave Domaristo them.

One of the Grey-robesturned as the Guardian entered. "Ah, Cadamiri," he said, "l fear you come too
late”

Cadamiri's blood turned to icy water. These men were not Healers and never had been, but
Magicians—Nadastor and his disciple Har-Maen. Clenching histeeth on angry words, Cadamiri walked
to the bed. After abrief examination he straightened, gppdled. "Clumsy butcherd" he shouted. "If this
woman dies, | will have you strangled for murder—and if shelives, for torture!™

Nadastor bowed smoothly. "Shewill not die—yet," he murmured. "And asfor your threats . . ."

Cadamiri wrenched open the door and summoned the escort of Priests. "Take these—thesefilthy
sorcerers! " he commanded, in avoice hardly recognizable as hisown. Thetwo Magiciansalowed
themselves to be led from the room without protest, and Cadamiri, through half-clenched teeth, caled
after them, "Do not think you will escapejudtice! | will have your hands struck off at the wrists and you
will be scourged naked from the Temple like the dogs you are! May you rot in leprosy!™

Abruptly Har-Maen swayed and crumpled. Then Nadastor too reeled and fdll into the arms of his
captor. The white-robed Priests jumped away from them and made the Holy Sign frantically, while
Cadamiri could only stare, wondering if he were going mad.

The two Grey-robed figuresrising from the floor, meek and blank-eyed in oddly-shrunken robes,
were—not Har-Maen and Nadastor, but two young Heders whom Cadamiri himsdlf had trained. They
stared about them, dumb and smitten with terror, and quite obvioudy obliviousto everything that had



happened.

[llusion! Cadamiri clenched hisfists againgt aflood of dread.Great Gods, help us all! He gazed
helplesdy at the quivering, confused young novice-Heders, controlling himself with the greatest effort of
hislife. At last he said hoarsaly, "'l have no timeto deal with—with this, now. Take them and guard them
carefully until I . . ." Hisvoicefatered and failed. "Go! Go!" he managed to say. "Take them out of my
sght!"

Almost damming the door shut, Cadamiri went again to bend over Domaris, baffled and desolate. His
sster Guardian had indeed been cruelly treated by—by devils of [lluson! With afurther effort, he put
rage and sadness both aside, concentrating on the abused woman who lay before him. It was certainly
too late to save the baby—and Domaris herself wasin the final stage of exhaudtion: the convulsive
gpasmstearing at her were so weak it seemed her body no longer had the strength even to reject the
burden of death.

Her eyesfluttered open. "Cadamiri?"
"Hush, my sgter," hesaid in arough, kindly voice. "Do not try to talk."

"I must—Deoris—the Crypt . . ." Twigting spasmodicaly, she dragged her hands free of the Guardian's;
but so exhausted was she that her eyes dropped shut again on the tears that welled from them, and she
dept for amoment. Cadamiri's expression was soft with pity; he could understand, as not even Rgjasta
would have. This, from infancy, was every Temple woman's ultimate nightmare of obscene
humiliation—that a man might approach awoman in labor. When Elishad been bullied into leaving her,
her mind—sick and tormented—had receded into some depth of shame and hurt where no one could
reach or follow her. Cadamiri's kindness was little better than the obscene brutdlity of the sorcerers.

When it was clear that there was no more that he could do, Cadamiri went to the inner door and quietly
beckoned Arvath to approach. " Spesk to her," he suggested gently. It was a desperate measure—if her
husband could not reach her, probably no one could.

Arvath's face was pinched and pallid. He had waited, wracked by fear and trembling, most of the day,
seeing no one save Mother Y souda, who hovered about him for atime, weeping. From her he had
learned for the first time of the dangers Domaris had ddliberately faced; it had made him fed guilty and
confused, but heforgot it al as he bent over hiswife.

"Domaris—beloved—"

Thefamiliar, loving voice brought Domaris back for amoment—but not to recognition. Agony and
shame had |oosed her hold on reason. Her eyes opened, the pupils so widely distended that they |ooked
black and blind, and her bitten-bloody lips curved in the old, sweet smile.

"Micon!" she breathed. "Micon!" Her eyelidsfluttered shut again and she dept, smiling.

Arvath leaped away with acurse. In that instant, the last remnant of hislove died, and something cruel
and terrible took its place.

Cadamiri, sensgng some of this, caught restrainingly at his deeve. "Peace, my brother,” heimplored. "The
girl isdelirious—sheisnot hereat dl."

"Observant, aren't you?' Arvath snarled. "Damn you,let me go! " Savagely, he shook off Cadamiri's



hands and, with another frightful curse, went from the room.

Rajagta, il standing in the courtyard, unable to force himself to go, whirled around with instant alertness
as Arvath reded staggering out of the building.

"Arvath! IsDomaris...?"

"Domaris be damned forever," the young Priest said between histeeth, "and you too!" Hetried to thrust
hisway past Rgjasta, too, as he had Cadamiri; but the old man was strong, and determined.

"Y ou are overwrought or drunken, my son!l" said Rgjasta sorrowfully. " Speak not so bitterly! Domaris
has done a brave thing, and paid with her child'slife—and her own may be demanded before thisis
ove!"

"And glad shewas," said Arvath, very low, "to be free of my child!"

"Arvath!" Rgjastas grip loosed on the younger Priest as shock whitened hisface. "Arvath! Sheisyour
wifd"

With afuriouslaugh, he pulled free of Rgasta. "My wife? Never! Only harlot to that Atlantean bastard
who has been held up all my life asamode for my virtue! Damn them both and you too! | swear—but
that you arejust astupid old man . . ." Arvath let hismenacing fist fal to hisside, turned, andin an
uncontrollable spasm of retching, was violently sick on the pavement.

Rgasta gprang to him, murmuring, "My son!”

Arvath, fighting to master himsdlf, thrust the Guardian away. "Alwaysforgiving!" he shouted, "Ever
compassionatel" He sscumbled to hisfeet and shook hisfist at Rgjasta. "I spit on thee—on Domaris—and
on the Temple!" he cried out in a breaking fa setto—and, elbowing Rgasta savagely asde, rushed away,
into the gathering darkness.

Cadamiri turned to see atall and emaciated form in agrey, shroud-like garment, standing alittle distance
from him. The door was il quivering initsframe from Arvath's departure; nothing had stirred.

Cadamiri's composure, for the second time that day, deserted him. "What—how did you get in here?”
he demanded.

The grey figure raised anarrow hand to push asde the veil, reveding the haggard face and blazing eyes
of the woman Adept Maeina. In her deep, vibrant voice she murmured, I have cometo aid you.”



"Y ou Grey-robe butchers have done enough aready!" Cadamiri shouted. "Now leave this poor girl to
diein peacel"

Maleinas eyeslooked shrunken and sad then. "1 have no right to resent that," she said. "But thou art
Guardian, Cadamiri. Judge by what you know of good and of evil. | am no sorceress; | am Magician and
Adept!" She stretched her empty, gaunt hand toward him, palm upward—and as Cadamiri stared, the
words died in histhroat; within her pam shone the sign he could not mistake, and Cadamiri bent in
reverence.

Scornfully, Maeinagestured him to rise. "'l have not forgotten that Deoris was punished because she
aided one no priestess might dare to touch! | am—hardly awoman, now; but | have served Caratra, and
my sKkill isnot small. More, | hate Rivedal He, and worse, what he has done! Now stand aside.”

Domarislay asif life had aready left her—but as Maeinas gaunt, bony hands moved on her body, a
little voiceless cry escaped her exhausted lips. The woman Adept paid no more heed to Cadamiri, but
murmured, musingly, "'l like not what | must do." Her shoulders straightened, and she raised both hands
high; her low, resonant voice shook the room.

"lsarmal™

Not for nothing were true names kept sacred and secret; the intonation and vibration of her Temple
name penetrated even to Domariss withdrawn senses, and she heard, though reluctantly.

"Who?"' she whispered.

"I am awoman and thy sgter," Mdenasaid, with gentle authority, calming her with ahand on the
sengitive centre of the brow chakra. Abruptly she turned to Cadamiri.

"The soul livesin her again,” she sad. "Believe me, | do no morethan | must, but now she will fight
me—you must hep me, eveniif it ssemsfearful to you."

Domaris, dl restraint gone, roused up screaming, in the pure animd ingtinct for survival, asMaeina
touched her; Mdenagestured, and Cadamiri flung hisfull weight to hold the struggling woman
motionless. Then there was aconvulsve cry from Domaris, Cadamiri fet her go limp and mercifully
unconscious under his hands.

With an expression of horror, Maenacaught up alinen cloth and wrapped it around the terribly torn
thing she held. Cadamiri shuddered; and Maeinaturned to him a sombre gaze.

"Believeme, | did not kill," shesaid. "I only freed her of .. ."
"Of certain deeth," Cadamiri said weakly. "I know. | would not have—dared.”

"| learned that for a cause lessworthy," said Maeina, and the old woman's eyes were wet as she looked
down &t the unconscious form of Domaris.

Gently she bent and straightened the younger woman's limbs, laid afresh coverlet over her.

"Shewill live," said Madeina. "This—" she covered the body of the dead, mutilated child. " Say no word
about who has done this."



Cadamiri shivered and said, "So beit."

Without moving, she was gone; and only ashaft of sunlight moved where the Adept had stood amoment
before. Cadamiri clutched at the foot of the bed, afraid that for dl histraining hewould fal in afaint.
After amoment he steadied himsalf and made ready to bear the newsto Rgasta; that Domariswas dive
and that Arvath's child was dead.

Chapter Six
HE PRICE

They had dlowed Demirato listen to the testimony of Deoris, wrung from her partidly under hypnoss,
partialy under the knowledge that her sworn word could not be violated without karmic effect that would
spread over centuries. Riveda, too, had answered dl questions truthfully—and with contempt. The others

had taken refugein usdesslies.

All this Demiraendured camly enough—but when she heard who had fathered her child, she screamed
out between the words, "No! No, no, no . . ."

"Silencel" Ragamon commanded, and his gaze transfixed the shrieking child as he adjured solemnly.
"Thistestimony shdl bear no weight. | find no record of this child's parentage, nor any grounds save
hearsay for believing that sheis daughter to any man. We need no charges of incest!"

Maeina caught Demirain her arms, pressing the golden head to her shoulder, holding the girl close, with
an agonized, protective love. Thelook on the woman's face might have belonged to a sorrowing

angel—or an avenging demon.

Her eyesrested on Riveda, seeming to burn out of her dark, gaunt face, and she spoke asif her voice
camefrom atomb. "Rivedal If the Gods meted justice, you would liein this child's placel™

But Demira pulled madly away from her restraining hands and ran screaming from the Hall of Judgment.

All that day they sought her. It was Karahamawho, toward nightfal, found the girl in the innermost
sanctuary of the Temple of the Mother. Demirahad hanged hersdlf from one of the crossbeams, ablue
briddl girdle knotted about her neck, her dight distorted body swaying horribly asif to reprove the
Goddess who had denied her, the mother who had forsworn her, the Temple that had never alowed her

toknow life. . . .



Chapter Seven
[HE DEATH CUP

Silence. . . and the beating of her heart . . . and the dripping of water asit trickled, drop by dow drop,
out of the stone onto the damp rock floor. Deoris stole through the black gtillness, cdling dmost ina
whisper, "Rivedal " The vaulted roof cast the name back, hollow and guttural echoes: "
Riveda...veda...veda...eda...da...."

Deoris shivered, her wide eyes searching the darkness fearfully. Where have they taken him?

Asher sght gradually became accustomed to the gloom, she discerned a pae and narrow chink of
light—and, dmost at her feet, the heavy sprawled form of aman.

Rivedal Decrisfdl to her knees.

Helay so desperatdy till, breathing asif drugged. The heavy chains about his body forced him
backward, strained and unnaturally cramped . . . Abruptly the prisoner came awake, his hands groping in
the darkness.

"Deoris," he said, dmaost wonderingly, and stirred with ametallic rasp of chains. She took his seeking
handsin hers, pressing her lipsto the wrists chafed raw by the cold iron. Riveda fumbled to touch her
face. "Have they—they have not imprisoned you too, child?’

"No," she whispered.

Riveda struggled to St up, then sighed and gave it up. "I cannot,” he acknowledged wearily. "These
chains are heavy—and cold!"

In horror, Deoris redized that he was literdly weighed down with bronze chainsthat enlaced his body,
fettering hands and feet close to the floor so that he could not even Sit upright—his giant strength
oppressed so easily! But how they must fear him!

He smiled, agaunt, hollow-eyed grimace in the darkness. "They have even bound my handslest | weave
aspell to free mysdf! The haf-witted, superdtitious cowards,”" he muttered, "knowing nothing of
magic—they are afraid of what no living man could accomplish!" He chuckled. "1 suppose | could,
possibly, bespeak the fetters off my wrists—if | wanted to bring the dungeon down on top of me!™

Awkwardly, because of the weight of the chains and the clumsiness of her own swelling body, Deoris
got her arms half-way around him and held him, as closdly as she could, his head softly pillowed on her
thighs



"How long have | been here, Deoris?"
"Seven days," shewhispered.

He dtirred with irritation at the redlization that she was crying softly. "Oh, stop it!" he commanded. "
suppose | anto die—and | can stand that—but | will not have you snivelling over me!” Y et hishand,
gently resting upon hers, belied the anger in hisvoice.

"Somehow," he mused, after alittle time had passed, "1 have dways thought my home was—out therein
the dark, somewhere." The words dropped, quiet and calm, through the intermittent drip-dripping of the
subterranean waters. "Many years ago, when | wasyoung, | saw afire, and what looked like
death—and beyond that, in the dark places, something . . . or some One, who knew me. Shal | at last
find my way back to that wonderworld of Night?' Helay quiet in her armsfor many minutes, smiling.
"Strange," he said at last, "that after al | have done, my one act of mercy condemns me to death—that |
made certain Larmin, with histainted blood, grew not to manhood—complete.”

Suddenly Deoriswas angry. "Who were you to judge?’ sheflared at him.
"| judged—Dbecause | had the power to decide.”

"Isthere no right beyond power?' Deoris asked bitterly.

Rivedas smile waswry now. "None, Deoris. None."

Hot rebellion overflowed in Deoris, and the right of her own unborn child stirred in her. ™Y ou yourself
fathered Larmin, and insured that taint its further right! And what of Demira? What of the child you, of
your own free will, begot on me? Would you show that child the same mercy?"

"There were—things | did not know, when | begot Larmin.” In the darkness she could not see the full
grimness of the smile lurking behind Rivedaswords. "To your child, | fear | show only the mercy of
leaving it fatherless!" And suddenly he raised up in another fit of raving, heretica blagphemies, sraining
likeamad beadt @ his chains, battering Deoris away from him, he shouted violently until hisvoicefalled
and, gasping hoarsdly, hefell with ametallic clamor of chains.

Deoris pulled the spent man into her arms, and he did not move. Silence stole toward them on dim feet,
while the crack of light crept dowly across her face and lent its glow at last to Rivedas rough-hewn,
deeping face. Heavy, abandoned deep enfolded him, adeep that seemed to clasp fingers with death.
Time had run down; Deoris, kneding in the darkness, could fed the duggish beeting of its pulsein the
water that dripped crisply, drearily, eroding adeep channel through her heart, that flowed with brooding
dlence. ..

Rivedamoved findly, asif with pain. The singleray of light outlined hisface, harshly unrdenting, before
her longing eyes. "Deoris," he whispered, and the manacled hand groped & her waist . . . then he sghed.
"Of course. They have burned it!" He stopped, his voice still hoarse and rasping. "Forgive me," he said.
"It was best—you never knew—our child!" He made a strange blurred sound like a sob, then turned his
faceinto her hand and with areverence as grest as it was unexpected, pressed hislipsinto the palm. His
manacled hand fell, with aclashing of chains.

For thefirgt timein hislong and impersondly concentrated life, Riveda felt adeep and persona despair.
Hedid not fear death for himself; he had cast the lots and they had turned against him.But what lot have
| cast for Deoris? She must live —and after me her child will live—that child! Suddenly Riveda



knew thefull effect of hisactions, faced responsibility and found it abitter, self-poisoned brew. Inthe
darkness, he held Deoris as close and as tenderly as he could in the circumstances, asif Straining to give
the protection he had too long neglected . . . and histhoughtsran ablack torrent.

But for Deoristhe greyness was gone. In despair and pain she had findly found the man she had dways
seen and known and loved behind the fearful outer mask he wore to the world. In that hour, she was no
longer afrightened child, but awoman, stronger than life or deeth in the soft violence of her lovefor this
man she could never manage to hate. Her strength would not |ast—but as she knelt beside him, she
forgot everything but her love of Riveda. She held his chained body in her arms, and time stopped for
them baoth.

Shewas gtill holding him like that when the Priests came to take them away.

The great hall was crowded with the robes of priests: white, blue, flaxen, and grey-robed, the men and
women of the Temple precincts mingled before the raised déis of judgment. They parted with hushed
murmurings as Domaris walked dowly forward, her burning hair the only fleck of color about her, and
her face whiter than the pallid glimmer of her mantle. She was flanked by two white-robed priestswho
paced with slent gravity one step behind her, aert lest she fal—but she moved steadily, though dowly,
and her impassive eyes betrayed nothing of her thoughts.

Inexorably they came to the déis; here the priests halted, but Domaris went on, dow-paced asfate, and
mounted the steps. She spared no glance at the gaunt, manacled scarecrow at the foot of the déis, nor for
the girl who crouched with her face hidden in Rivedas|ap, her long hair scattered in a dark tangle about
them both. Domaris forced hersdlf to climb regally upward, and take her place between Rgjastaand
Ragamon. Behind them, Cadamiri and the other Guardians were shadowy faces hidden within their
golden hoods.

Rajasta stepped forward, looking out over the assembled Priests and Priestesses, his eyes seemed to
seek out each and every facein the room. Findly he sighed, and spoke with ceremoniousformality: "Ye
have heard the accusations. Do you believe? Have they been proved?!

A deep, threatening, ragged thunder rolled the answer: "We believe! It is proved! "

"Do you accept the guilt of this man?'

"We accept!

"And what isyour will?' Rgasta questioned gravely. "Do ye pardon?"

Again the thunder of massed voices, likethelong roll of breakers on the seashore: " We pardon not! "



Rivedasface wasimpassve, though Deorisflinched.
"What isyour wall?' Rgasta chdlenged. "Do ye then condemn?"
"We condemn!™

"What isyour will?" said Rgjasta again—but his voice was breaking. He knew what the answer would
be.

Cadamiri's voice came, firm and strong, from the left: "Desath to him who has misused his power!™
"Death!" Theword rolled and reverberated around the room, dying into frail, whispering echoes.
Rajastaturned and face the judgment seat. "Do ye concur?’

"We concur!" Cadamiri's strong voice drowned other sounds: Ragamon's was a harsh tremolo, the
others mere murmurs in their wake. Domaris spoke so faintly that Rgjasta had to bend to hear her,

"We—concur."

"Itisyour will. I concur." Rgastaturned again, to face the chained Riveda. "Y ou have heard your
sentence,” he charged gravely. "Have you anything to say?'

Theblue, frigid eyes met Rgjasta's, in along look, asif the Adept were pondering anumber of answers,
any one of which would have shaken the ground from under Rgjasta's feet—but the rough-cut jaw,
covered now by afaint shadow of reddish-gold beard, only turned up alittle in something that was
neither smile nor grimace. "Nothing, nothing at dl,” hesaid, in alow and curioudy gentle voice.

Rajasta gestured ritualy. "The decree stands! Fire cleanses—and to the fire we send you!" He paused,
and added sternly, "Beye purified!"

"What of thesaji? " shouted someone &t the back of the hall.

"Drive her from the Temple!" another voice cried Shrilly.

"Burn her! Stone her! Burn her, too! Sorceress! Harlot!" It was a storm of hissing voices, and not for
several minutes did Rgasta's uprai sed hand command silence. Rivedas hand had tightened on Deoriss
shoulder, and hisjaw was s, histeeth clenched in hislip. Deoris did not move. She might have been
lying dead at his knees dready.

"She shdl be punished,” said Rgasta severdly, "but sheis woman—and with child!™

"Shall the seed of asorcerer live?' an anonymous voice demanded; and the storm of voicesrose again,
drowning Rgjastal's admonitions with the clamor and chaos.

Domaris rose and stood, swaying alittle, then advanced a step. Theriot dowly died awvay asthe
Guardian stood motionless, her hair aburning in the shadowy spaces. Her voice was even and low: "My
Lords, this cannot be. | pledge my lifefor her."

Sernly, Ragamon put the question: "By what right?”



" She has been sedled to the Mother,” said Domaris; and her great eyes |ooked haunted as she went on,
"Sheislnitiate, and beyond the vengeance of man. Ask of the Priestesses—she is sacrosanct, under the
Law. Mine be her guilt; | havefailed as Guardian, and assigter. | am quilty further: with the ancient power
of the Guardians, invested in me, | have cursed this man who stands condemned before you." Domariss
eyesrested, gently dmost, on Rivedas arrogant head, "I cursed him lifeto life, on the circles of
karma. . . by Ritua and Power, | cursed him. Let my guilt be punished.” She dropped her hands and
stood staring at Rgjasta, self-accused, waiting.

He gazed back at her in congternation. The future had suddenly turned black before his eyes. W
Domaris never learn caution? She leaves me no choice. . .. Wearily, Rgastasad, "The Guardian
has claimed responsbility! Deoris| leaveto her Sster, that she may bring forth, and her fate shdl be
decided later—but | strip her of honor. No more may she be called Priestess or Scribe." He paused, and
addressed the assembly again. "The Guardian clamsthat she has cursed—by ancient Ritua, and the
ancient Power. Isthat misuse?"

Thehall hissed with the sihilance of vague replies, unanimity was gone, the voices few and doubtful, half
lost in the vaulted spaces. Riveda's guilt had been proved in opentrid, and it was atangible guilt; thiswas
apriestly secret known but to afew, and when it was forced out like this, the common priesthood was
more bewildered than indignant, for they had little ideawhat was meant.

Onevoice, bolder than the rest, called through the uneasy looks and vague shiftings and whispers. "Let
Rajastadeal with his Acolytel” A storm of voicestook up the cry: "On Rgastas head! Let Rgasta ded
with hisAcolyte!"

"Acolyte no longer!" Rgastas voice was awhiplash, and Domaris winced with pain. "Y et | accept the
respongbility. So beit!"

"So beit!" the thronged Priests thundered, again with asingle voice.

Rajasta bowed ceremonioudy. "The decrees stand,” he announced, and seated himself, watching
Domaris, who was till standing, and none too steadily. In anger and sorrow, Rgjastawondered if she
had the faintest ideawhat might be made of her confession. He was appalled at the chain of eventswhich
she—Initiate and Adept—had set in motion. The power vested in her wasavery red thing, andin
cursng Riveda as she had, she had used it to a base end. He knew she would pay—and the knowledge
put his own courage at alow ebb. She had generated endless karmafor which she, and who knew how
many others, must pay . . . It wasafault in him, aso, that Domaris should have let this happen, and
Rajastadid not deny the responsibility, even within himself.

And Deoris. . ..

Domaris had spoken of the Mystery of Caratra, which no man might penetrate; in that single phrase, she
had effectively cut hersdlf off from him. Her fate was now in the hands of the Goddess;, Rgasta could not
intervene, even to show mercy. Deoris, too, was beyond the Temple's touch. It could only be decided
whether or no this Temple might continue to harbor the sgters. . . .

Domaris dowly descended the steps, moving with asort of concentrated effort, asif force of will would
overcome her body's frailty. She went to Deoris and, bending, tried to draw her away. The younger girl
ressted franticaly, and findly, in despair, Domaris signaed to one of her attendant Prieststo carry her
away—bhut asthe Priest laid hands on the girl, Deoris shrieked and clung to Rivedain afrenzy.

"No! Never, never! Let medie, too! | won't go!"



The Adept raised his head once more, and looked into Deoriss eyes. "Go, child," he said softly. "Thisis
the last command | shdl ever lay upon you." With his manacled hands, he touched her dark curls. "You
sworeto obey metothelast,” he murmured. "Now thelast is come. Go, Deoris.”

Thegirl collapsed in terrible sobbing, but alowed hersdf to be led away. Rivedas eyestollowed her,
naked emotion betrayed there, and hislips moved as he whispered, for thefirst and last time, "Oh, my

beloved!"

After along pause, he looked up again, and his eyes, hard and controlled once more, met those of the
woman who stood before him robed in white.

"Y our triumph, Domaris" he said bitterly.

Onadrangeimpulse, she exclamed, " Our defeat!”

Rivedasfrigid blue eyes glinted oddly, and he laughed aoud. ™Y ou are—aworthy antagonist,” he said.
Domaris smiled flegtingly; never before had Riveda acknowledged her asan equal.

Rgasta had risen to put thefina chalengeto the Priests. "Who speaks for mercy?”

Silence.

Rivedaturned his head and looked out at his accusers, facing them squarely, without apped .

And Domaris said quietly, "I spesk for mercy, my lords.He could have let her die! He saved Deoris, he
risked his own life—when he could have let her die! Helet her live, to bear the scars that would forever
accuse him. It isbut afeather against the weight of his sn—but on the scaes of the Gods, afeather may

balance against awhole human soul. | spesk for mercy!”
"Itisyour privilege," Ragasta conceded, hoarsdly.

Domaris drew from her robe the beaten-gold dagger, symbolic of her office. "To your use, this" she
said, and thrust it into Rivedas hand. "'l too have need of mercy,” she added, and was gone, her white
and golden robes retreating dowly between the ranks of Priests.

Riveda studied the wegpon in bis hands for along moment. By some strange fatdity, Domariss one gift
to him was death, and it was the supreme gift. In asingle, fleeting instant, he wondered if Micon had been
right; had he, Domaris, Deoris, sowed events that would draw them al together yet again, beyond this

parting, lifetolife...?
He smiled—aweary, scholarly smile. He sincerely hoped not.

Rising to hisfeet, he surrendered the symbol of mercy to Rgasta—long centuries had passed sncethe
mercy-dagger was put to its original use—and in turn accepted the jewdlled cup. The Adept held it, ashe
had the dagger, in his hands for along, considering minute, thinking—with an amost sensuous pleasure,
the curious sensuality of the ascetic—of darkness beyond; that darkness which he had, dl hislife, loved
and sought. His entirelife had led to this moment, and in aswift, half-conscious thought, it occurred to
him that it was precisdy this he had desred—and that he could have accomplished it far more easlly.



Again he smiled. "The wonder-world of Night," he said aloud, and drained the death-cup in asingle
draught; then, with hislast strength, raised it—and with alaugh, hurled it sraight and unerring toward the
dais. It struck Rgjasta on the temple, and the old man fell sensaless, struck unconscious a the same
ingtant that Riveda, with aclamor of brazen chains, fell lifeless on the sone floor.

Chapter Eight
LEGACY

The smal affairs of everyday went on with such samenessthat Deoris was confused. Shelived dmost in
ashdl of glass; her mind seemed to have did back somehow to the old days when she and Domaris had
been children together. Deliberately she clung to these daydreams and fancies, encouraging them, and if a
thought from the present dipped through, she banished it at once.

Although her body was heavy, quickened with that Strange, strong other life, she refused to think of her
unborn child. Her mind remained dammed shut on that night in the Crypt—except for the nightmares that
woke her screaming.What monster demon did she bear, what lay in wait for birth. .. ?

On adeegper level, where her thoughts were not clear, she was fascinated, afraid, outraged. Her
body—the invincible citadel of her very being—was no longer her own, but invaded, defiled. By what
night-hauntedthing of darkness, working in Riveda, has she been made mother —and to what
hell-spawn?

She had begun to hate her rebel body as athing violated, an ugliness to be hidden and despised. Of late
she had taken to binding hersdf tightly with awide girdle, forcing the rebellious contoursinto some
semblance of her old denderness, although she was careful to arrange her clothing so that thiswould not
be too apparent, and to concedl it from Domaris.

Domariswas not ignorant of Deoriss feelings—she could even understand them to some faint extent: the
dread, the reluctance to remember and to face the future, the despairing horror. She gave the younger girl
afew days of dreams and silence, hoping Deoriswould come out of it by hersdlf . . . but findly she
forced theissue, unwillingly, but driven by real necessity. Thislatest development was no daydream, but
panfully red.

"Deoris, your child will dmost certainly be born crippled if you bind the life from him that way," she said.
She spoke gently, pityingly, asif to achild. Y ou know better than that!"

Deorisflung rebellioudy away from her hand. "'l won't go about shamed so that every dut inthe Temple
can point her finger at me and reckon up when | amto give birth!"



Domaris covered her face with her hands for amoment, sick with pity. Deoris had, indeed, been
mocked and tormented in the days following Riveda's death. But this —this violence to nature! And
Deoris, who had been Priestess of Caratra!

"Ligten, Deoris," she said, more severdly than she had spoken since the disasters, "if you are so sengitive,
then stay within our own courts where no one will see you. But you must not injure yourself and your
child thisway!" Shetook thetight binding in her hands, gently loosening the fastenings; on the reddened
skin beneath were white lateral marks where the bandages had cut deep. "My child, my poor little girl!
What drove you to this? How could you?"

Deoris averted her face in bitter silence, and Domaris sighed. The girl must stop this —thisidiotic
refusal to face the plain facts!

"Y ou must be properly cared for," said Domaris. "If not by me, then by another.”
Deoris said aswift, frightened, "No! No, Domaris, you—you won't leave mel”

"I cannot if | would," Domaris answered; then, with one of her rare attempts at humor, she teased, ™Y our
dresses will not fit you now! But are you so fond of these dresses that you cometo this?!

Deorisgavetheusud listless, gpathetic smile.

Domaris, smiling, set about looking through her sster'sthings. After afew minutes, she straightened in
astonishment. "But you have no othersthat are suitable! Y ou should have provided yoursdlf . . ."

Deoristurned away in ahogtile slence; and it was evident to the stunned Domaris that the oversight had
been deliberate. Without further speech, but fedling asif she had been attacked by a beast that |egped
from adark place, Domaris went and searched here and there among her own possessions, until she
found some lengths of cloth, gossamer-fine, gaily colored, from which the loose conventiona robes could
be draped. lwor e these before Micail's birth, she mused, reminiscent. She had been more dender
then—they could be madeto fit Deoriss smaler dighter body. . . .

"Comethen," she said with laughter, putting aside thoughts of the time she had herself worn thiscloth, "'l
will show you onething, at least, | know better than you!" Asif shewere dressing adoll, shedrew
Deoristo her feet, and with a pantomime of assumed gaiety, attempted to show her Sster how to arrange
the conventiona robe.

She was not prepared for her sister's reaction. Deoris almost at once caught the lengths of cloth from her
gger's hands, and with afrantic, furious gesture, rent them across and flung them to the floor. Then,
shuddering, Deoris threw herself upon the cold tiles too, and began to weep wildly.

"l wont, | won't, | won't!" Deoris sobbed, over and over again. "Let medone! | don't want to. | didn't
want thisl Go away,just go away! Leave meaone!”



It was |ate evening. The room wasfilled with drifting shadows, and the watery light degpened the vague
flames of Domariss hair, picked out the single stresk of white al dong itslength. Her face wasthin and
drawn, her body narrowed, with an odd, gaunt limpness that was new. Deoriss face was awhite ova of
misery. They waited, together, in ahushed dread.

Domaris wore the blue robe and golden fillet of an Initiate of Caratra, and had bidden Deoris robe
hersdf likewise. It wastheir only hope.

"Domaris" Deorissad faintly, "what is going to happen?'

"I do not know, dear.” The older woman clasped her sister's hand tightly between her own thin
blue-veined ones. "But they cannot harm you, Deoris. Y ou are—we are,what we are! That they cannot

changeor gainsay.”

But Domaris sighed, for she was not so certain as she wanted to seem. She had taken that courseto
protect Deoris, and beyond doubt it had served them in that—el se Deoris would have shared Rivedas
fatel But there was a sacrilege involved that went deep into the heart of the religion, for Deoriss child had
been conceived in ahideousrite. Could any child so conceived ever be received into the Priest's Caste?

Although she did not, even now, regret the steps she had taken, Domaris knew she had been rash; and
the consequences dismayed her. Her own child was dead, and through the tide of her deep grief, she
knew it was only what she should have expected. She accepted her own guilt but she resolved, with a
fierce and quiet determination, that Deoris's child should be safe. She had accepted responsibility for
Deoris and for the unborn, and would not evade that responsibility by so much asafraction.

And yet—to what night-haunted monster, working in Riveda, had Deoris been made mother?
What hell-spawn awaited birth?

Shetook Deoris by the hand and they rose, standing together astheir judges entered the room: the
Vegted Five, inther regdiaof office; Karahamaand attendant Priestesses; Rgjasta and Cadamiri, their
golden mantles and sacred blazonings making abrilliance in the dim room; and behind Karahama, a
grey-shrouded, fleshless form stood, motionless, with long narrow hands folded across meager breasts.
Beneath the grey folds adim color burned blue, and across the blazing hair the starred fillet of sgpphires
proclaimed the Atlantean rites of Caratrain Maeinas corpse-like presence—and even the Vested Five
gave deference to the aged Priestess and Adegpt.

Therewas sorrow in Rgasta's eyes, and Domaris thought she detected aglint of sympathy in the
impassive face of the woman Adept, but the other faces were stern and expressionless; Karahamas even
held afaintly perceptible triumph. Domaris had long regretted her moment of pique, those long years ago;
she had made aformidable enemy. This is what Micon would have called karma.. . . Micon! Shetried
to hold to his name and image like atalisman, and failed. Would he have censured her actions? He had
not acted to protect Reio-ta, even under torture!

Cadamiri's gaze was relentless, and Domaris shrank from it; from Cadamiri, at least, they could expect
no mercy, only justice. The ruthlesslight of the fanatic dwelt in his eyes—something of the samefervor
Domaris had sensed and feared in Riveda.



Briefly, Ragamon the Elder rehearsed the situation: Adsartha, once apprentice Priestess of Caratra, sqji
to the condemned and accursed Riveda, bore a child conceived in unspeakable sacrilege. Knowing this,
the Guardian Isarma had taken it upon hersdlf to bind the apostate Priestess Adsarthawith hersdlf in the
ancient and holy Mystery of the Dark Mother, which put them both forever beyond man'sjudtice. . . "Is
thistrue?' he demanded.

"Inthemain,” Domaris said wearily. "There are afew minor distinctions—but you would not recognize
them asimportant.”

Rajastamet her eyes. "Y ou may state the case in your own way, daughter, if you wish."

"Thank you." Domaris clasped and unclasped her hands. "Deoriswas nosaji. Tothat, | believe,
Karahamawill bear witness. Isit not true, my ssterand more than my sister. . . . " Her use of theritud
phrase was deliberate, based on awild guessthat was hardly more than arandom hope. "Isit not true
that no maiden can be madesaji after her body is mature?!

Karahamas face had gone white, and her eyes were sick with concealed rage that she, Karahama,
should be forced into a position where she was bound by solemn oath to aid Domarisin al things! "That
istrue," Karahamaacknowledged tautly. "Deoris was nosaji, butSA#kti S dhA#na and, thus, holy even
to the Pries of Light."

Domariswent on quietly, "1 bound her to Caratra, not dtogether to shield her from punishment nor to
protect her from violence, but to guide her again toward the Light." Seeing Rgjastas eyesfixed on her in
amost skeptica puzzlement, Domaris added, on impulse, "Deoristoo is of the Light-born, as much as|
am mysdlf; and [—felt her child also deserved protection.”

"Y ou spesk truth,” Ragamon the Elder murmured, "yet can a child begotten in such foul blagphemy be so
received by the Mother?'

Domarisfaced him proudly. "The Rites of Caratra," she said with quiet emphasis, "are devoid of dl
distinctions. Her Priestesses may be of royal blood—of the race of daves—or even theno-people. " Her
eyes dwdt for an ingant upon Karahama. "Isthat not so, my sster?’

"My sder, itisso," Karahamaacknowledged, stifled, "even had Deoris beensgji in truth.” Under
Maleina's eyes she had not dared keep silence, for Maeina had taken pity on Karahamatoo, years
before; it had not been entirely coincidence which had brought Demirato Maleinas teaching. The three
daughters of Talkannon looked at one another, and only Deorislowered her eyes, Domaris and
Karahama stood for amogt afull minute, grey eyes meeting amber ones. Therewas no lovein that
gaze—hut they were bound by abond only dightly less close than that binding Domaristo Deoris.

Cadamiri broke the tense sllence with blunt words: "Enough of this! Isarmais not guiltless, but sheisnot
important now. Thefate of Deoris has yet to be decided—but the child of the Dark Shrine must never be
born!*

"What mean you?' Maeinaasked sternly.

"Riveda begot this child in blagphemy and sacrilege. The child cannot be acknowledged, nor received. It
must never be born!" Cadamiri's voice wasloud, and asinflexible as his posture.

Deoris caught at her sster's hand convulsively, and Domaris said, faltering, ™Y ou cannot mean . . ."



"Let usberedigtic, my sgter," said Cadamiri. "Y ou know perfectly well what | mean. Karahama.. . ."
Mother Y souda, shocked, burst out, "That isagainst our strictest law!™

But Karahama's voice followed, in honeyed and meodious, amost caressing tones. " Cadamiri is correct,
my sisters. The law againgt abortion gpplies only to the Light-born, received and acknowledged under
the Law. No letter of the Law prevents snuffing out the spawn of black magic. Deoris herself would be
better freed from that burden.” She spoke with great sweetness, but benesth her levelled thick brows she
sent Deoris such alook of naked hatred that the girl flinched. Karahama had been her friend, her
mentor—and now this! In the past weeks, Deoris had grown accustomed to cold glances and averted
faces, superdtitious avoidance and whispering silence. . . even Elislooked at her with ahesitant
embarrassment and found excusesto call Lissaaway from her Sde. . . yet theferocious hatred in
Karahama's eyes was something different, and smote Deoris anew.

And in a way she is right, Domaris thought in despair.How could any Priestess —or Priest—endure
the thought of a child brought so unspeakably to incarnation?

"It would be better for al," Karahamarepegted, "most of al for Deoris, if that child never drew breath.”

Mdena stepped forward, motioning Karahamato silence. "Adsartha," said the woman Adept
severely—and the use of her priest-name wakened response even in the frightened, apathetic Deoris.
"Y our child wastruly concelved within the Dark Shrine?"

Domaris opened her lips, but Maeinasaid tiffly, "1 beg you, Isarma, alow her to spesk for herself. That
was on the Night of Nadir, you say?"

Timidly, Deoris whispered assent.

"Records within the Temple of Caratra, to which Mother Y soudamay testify,” Maeinasaid, with chilly
deliberateness, "show that each month, at the dark of the moon—observe this, withperfect
regul arity—Deoris was excused her duties, because at thistime she was sacramentally impure. | myself
noted thisin the Grey Temple." Maeinas mouth tightened briefly asif with pain, remembering in whose
company Deoris had spent most of her timein the Grey Temple. "The Night of Nadir fals a moon-dark
...." She paused; but Domaris and the men only looked baffled, though from Karahama's heavy-lidded
eyes, something like comprehension glinted. "L ook you," Maenasad, alittleimpatiently. "Rivedawas
Grey-robe long before he was sorcerer. The habits of the Magicians are strict and unbreakable. He
would not have alowed awoman in the days of her impurity even to comeinto his presence! Asfor
taking her into such aritud—it would have invaidated his purpose entirely. Must | explain the
rudimentary facts of nature to you my brothers? Rivedamay have been evil—but believe me, he was not
an utter fool!"

"Wll, Deoris?' Rgjasta spoke impersonally, but hope began to show upon hisface.
"On the Nadir-night?' Maleina pressed.

Deorisfdt hersdf turning white and rigid; shewould not let hersdlf think why. "No," she whispered,
trembling, "no, | wasn't!"

"Rivedawas amadman!" Cadamiri snorted. " So he violated his own ritua—what of it? Wasthis not just
another blasphemy? | do not follow your reasoning.”



Maenafaced him, sanding very erect. "It meansthis" she said with athin, ironic smile. "Deoriswas
aready pregnant and Rivedas rite was a meaningless charade which he, himsdlf, had thwarted!” The
woman Adept paused to savor the thought. "What ajoke on him!"

But Deoris had crumpled, senseless, to the floor.

Chapter Nine
THE JUDGMENT OF THE
GODS

After lengthy consideration, sentence had been pronounced upon Domaris: exile forever from the
Temple of Light. Shewould go in honor, as Priestess and Initiate; the merit she had earned could not be
taken from her. But she would go adone. Not even Micail could accompany her, for he had been
confided by hisfather to Rgastal's guardianship. But by curiousingtinct, choicein her place of exile had
fdlen onthe New Temple, in Atlantis, near Ahtarrath.

Deoris had not been sentenced; her penance could not be determined until after her child's birth. And
because of the oath which could not be violated, Domaris could clam the right to remain with her
younger sister until the child was born. No further concession could be made.

One afternoon afew dayslater, Rgastasat donein thelibrary, abirth-chart spread before him—but his
thoughts were of the bitter altercation which had broken out when Deoris had been carried away ina
fant.

"They donot hide behind mysteries, Cadamiri,” Maenahad said quietly, heavily. "I who am Initiate of
Ni-Terat—whom you cal Caratra here—I have seen the Sign, which cannot be counterfeited.”

Cadamiri'swrath had burst al bonds. " So they are to go unpunished, then? One for sorcery—since even
if her child isnot child to the Dark Shrine, she concurred in theritual which would have madeit so—and
the other for avile misuse of the holy rites? Then let usmake dl our criminas, gpostates, and heretics
Initiates of the Holy Orders and have done with it!"

"It was not misuse," Maenainssted, her face grey with weariness. " Any woman may invokethe
protection of the Dark Mother, and if their prayers are answered, no one can gainsay it. And say not they
go unpunished, Priest! They have thrown themsalves upon the judgment of the Gods, and we dare not
add to what they have invoked! Know you not," her old voice shook with ill-hidden dread, "they have
bound themsalves and the unborn till the end of Time? Through dl their lives—all their lives, not thislife
aonebut fromlifeto life!l Never shal one have home, love, child, but the pain of the other, deprived,



shall tear her soul to shreds! Never shdl one find love without searing the soul of the other! Never shall
they be free, until they have wholly atoned; the life of one shall bear on the hearts of both. We could
punish them, yes—in thislife. But they have willfully invoked the judgment of the Dark Mother, until such
time as the curse of Domaris has worked itself out on the cycles of karma, and Riveda goesfree.”
Maleinaswordsrolled to silence; fading echoes settled dowly. At last, the woman Adept murmured,
"The curses of men arelittle things compared to that!"

And for this, even Cadamiri could find no answer, but sat with hands clasped before him for sometime
after all others had |eft the hal; and none could say whether it wasin prayer, or anger, or shock.

Rgasta, having read the stars for Deoriss unborn child, findly called Domaristo him, and spread out the
scroll before her. "Mdeinawasright,” he said. "Deorislied. Her child could not possibly have been
conceived on the Nadir-night. Not possibly.”

"Deoriswould not lie under that oath, Rgasta.”

Rajastalooked shrewdly &t the girl he knew so well. "Y ou trust her till?" He paused, and accepted.
"Had Riveda but known that, many lives would have been saved. | can think of nothing more futile than
taking agirl dready pregnant into a—arite of that kind." His voice had acold irony that was quite new to
him.

Domaris, unheeding of it, caught her handsto her throat, and whispered weskly, "Then—her child is
not—not the horror she fears?'

"No." Rgastas face softened. "Had Riveda but known!" he repeated. "He went to his death thinking he
had begotten the child of afoul sorcery!"

"Such was hisintent." Domariss eyes were cold and unforgiving. "Men suffer for their intentions, not
thelr actions”

"And for them he will pay,” Rgastaretorted. "Y our curseswill not add to hisfatel"

"Nor my forgivenesslightenit,” Domarisreturned inflexibly, but tears began to roll dowly down her
cheeks. "Still, if the knowledge had eased hisdesth . . ."

Gently, Rgasta placed the scrall in her hand. "Deorislives" he reminded her. "Wherever Riveda may be
now, Domaris, the crudest of al hellsto him—he who worshipped the forces of Lifewith al that was
best in him, so that he even bent in reverence to you—thiswould be crudllest to him, that Deoris should
hate his child; that she, who had been Priestess of Caratra, should torture hersdlf, binding her body until it
islike enough that the child will be born crippled, or worse!"



Domaris could only stare a him, speechless.

"Do you think | did not know that?' Rgjastamurmured softly. "Now go. Take thisto her, Domaris—for
thereis now no reason for her to hate her child.”

Hiswhite robes whispering, Rgjasta paced soberly to the side of the man who lay on alow, hard pallet
inasmdl, cold room as austere as a cell. "Peace, younger brother," he said—then, quickly preventing
him: "No, do not try to rise!”

"Heissronger today," said Cadamiri from his seet by the narrow window. "And there is something
which hewill say only toyou, it seems.”

Raastanodded, and Cadamiri withdrew from the room. Taking the seet thus vacated, Rgjasta sat
looking down at the man who had been Riveda's chela. The long illness had wasted the Atlantean to
emaciation again, but Rgjasta hardly needed Cadamiri's assurancesto tell him that Reio-taof Ahtarrath
was as sane as the Guardian himself.

Now that the madness and vacancy were gone from hisface, he looked serious and determined; the
amber eyeswere darkly intelligent. Hishair had been shaven from his scalp during hisillness, and was
now only a soft, smooth dark nap; he had been dressed in the clothing of a Priest of the second grade.
Rgastaknew that the man was twenty-four, but he looked many years younger.

Suddenly impelled to kindness, Rgjasta said gently, "My younger brother, no man may be caled to
account for what he does when the soul isleft from him.”

"You are—kind," said Relo-tahestantly. Hisvoice had logt itstimbre from being o little used over the
years, and he was never to spesk again without ssammering and faltering in his speech. "But | was—at
fault be—before." More shakily ill, he added, “A man who loses—loses hissoul asif it were atoy!™

Rgastasaw the risng excitement in his eyes and said, with gentle sternness, "Hush, my son, you will
make yoursdf ill again. Cadamiri tells me thereis something you insist upon telling me; but unlessyou
promise not to overexciteyoursdlf . . ."

"That fa-face has never left my memory for—for an ingant!" Reio-ta said huskily. Hisvoice steaedied,
dropped. "He was not a big man—rather, gross and florid—heavy of build, with grest long handsand a
wide noseflat a the bridge over large jaws and great teeth—dark hair going grey at the temples, and
such eyes! And his mouth—smiling and crud, the smile of abig tiger! He—helooked amost too
good-natured to be so ruthless—and heavy brows, dmost sand-colored, and rough, curt speech. . . ."



Raadafdt asif hewere ftifling. It was all he could do to mutter the words, "Go on!™

"Two specia marks he had—a gap between his grest front teeth—and such eyes! Have you seen the
pr-Priestess, Karahama? Cat's eyes, tiger's eyes—the eyesin hisface might have been her own. . . ."

Rajasta covered hisface with his hand. A hundred memories rushed over him.| have been blinder than
Micon! Fool —fool that | was not to question Micon's tale of kind men who brought himto
Talkannon's house! Fool totrust . . . Rgasta gritted histeeth, uncovered his eyes, and asked, till in that
dtifled voice, "Know you whom you have described, my son?

"Aye." Relo-tadropped back on the pillow, hiseyes closed, hisface weary and resigned. He was sure
Raasta had not believed asingleword. "Aye, | know. Talkannon."

And Rgjastarepeated, in stunned and bitter belief, " Talkannon! ™

Chapter Ten
BLACK SHADOWS

Domarislaid the scroll in her sster'slap. "Can you read a birth-chart, Deoris?' she asked gently. "l
would read thisto you, but | have never learned.”

Listlessy, Deorissad, "Karahamataught me, years ago. Why?"

"Rgjastagave methisfor you. No," she checked her sster's protest, "you have refused to face thisthing
until the time was past when | could have forced action. Now we must make some arrangement. Y our
child must be acknowledged. If your own position means nothing to you, think of your child's as one of
theno-people! ™

"Doesit matter?' Deoris asked indifferently.

"To you, how, perhaps not,” Domaris returned, "but to your child—who must live—it isthe difference
between living humanly or asan outcaste.” Her eyes dwelt sternly on the rebellious young face. "Rgasta
tellsme you will bear adaughter. Would you have her live as Demira?'

"Don't!" cried Deoris convulsively. She dumped, and defest wasin her face. "But who, now, would
acknowledge me?'

"One has offered.”



Deoriswas young, and against her will agleam of curiogty lightened her apathetic face. "Who?"

"Rivedas chea" Domaris made no attempt to soften it; Deoris had denied too many facts. Let her chew
on thisone!

"Ugh!" Deoris sorang up defiantly. "No! Never! Hes mad!™
"Heisno longer mad,” Domaris said quietly, "and he offersthis as partia reparation.”

"Reparation!" Deoriscried inrage. "What right hashe.. . . ?* She broke off as she met Domariss
unwavering sare. "You redly think | should alow—"

"l do adviseit,” said Domarisinflexibly.

"Oh, Domaridl | hate him! Please, don't makeme. . . ." Deoriswas crying piteoudy now, but the older
woman stood unbending at her side.

"All that isrequired of you, Deoris, isthat you be present at the acknowledgement,” she said curtly. "He
will ask . . ." Shelooked draight into her Sster's eyes. "Hewillallow no more!™

Deoris straightened, and tottered back into her seat, white and miserable. "Y ou are hard,
Domaris. .. Beit asyou will, then." Shesghed. "I hopel die!"

"Dying isnot that easy, Deoris."
"Oh, Domariswhy? " Deoris begged, "Why do you make me do this?'

"l cannot tell you that." Relenting somewhat, Domaris knelt and gathered her sster into her arms. ™Y ou
know | loveyou, Deorisl Don't you trust me?"

"Well, yes, of course, but . . ."
"Then do this—because you trust me, darling.”

Deoris clung to the older woman in exhaugtion. "I can't fight you,” she murmured, "'l will do asyou say.
Thereisno onedse”

"Child, child—you and Micail aredl | love. And | shdl love your baby, Deorigl"
"|—cannot!" It was abewildered cry of torment, of shame.

The older woman'sthroat tightened and she felt tears gathering in her eyes; but she only patted the
listless head and promised, ™Y ou will love her, when you see her.”

Deoris only whimpered and stirred restlessly in her arms, and Domaris, |etting her embrace loosen, bent
to retrieve the scroll, wincing alittle—for she was not dtogether free of pain.

"Read this, Deoris."

Obediently but without interest the girl glanced at the traced figures, then suddenly bent over them and



began to read with furious concentration, her lips moving, her smal fingers gripping the parchment so
tightly that Domaris thought for amoment it would tear across. Then Deorisflung hersdf forward, her
head pillowed on the scroll, in apassion of wild weeping.

Domaris watched with puzzled congternation, for she—even she—did not wholly understand the girl's
terrible fear and its sudden release; even less could she know of that single night Deoris had hoarded
gpart like atreasure in her memory, when Riveda had been not Adept and teacher, but lover . . . Still,
intuition prompted her to take Deoris very gently into her arms again, holding her with tender concern,
not speaking aword, hardly breathing, while Deoris sobbed and wept until she could weep no more.

Domariswas relieved beyond tdlling; grief she could understand, but Deoris's childlike, dazed lethargy,
the fits of furious rage which aternated with apathy, had frightened the older woman more than she knew.
Now, as Deorislay spent on her shoulder, her eyes closed and her arm around Domaris's neck, it was
for amoment almost asif dl the years had rolled back and they were again what they had been before
Micon'scoming. . .

With aflash of inner, intuitive sght, Domaris knew what had been wrought of love; and some touch of
her own loss and grief returned, transfigured. Micon, Riveda —what matter? The love and
bereavement are the same. And to the depths of her being Domaris was glad—glad that after so long,
Deoris could at last weep for Riveda.

But Deoriswas dry-eyed again, sullen and rigidly polite, when she was confronted with Reio-ta outsde
the hall where they must go before the Vested Five. Her memory of him was still that of amad chela
ghosting cat-footed after the dark Adept—this handsome, salf-possessed young Priest artled her. For a
moment she actualy did not know who he could be. Her voice sumbled as she said, formdly, "Prince
Reio-taof Ahtarrath, | am grateful for this kindness.”

Reio-tasmiled faintly without raising hiseyeto her. "Thereis no d-debt, Deoris, | am y-yoursto
commandindl things™

Shekept her eyesfixed upon the blue hem of her loose, ungainly garment, but she did take his offered
hand, touching him with scared hesitation. Her face burned with shame and misery as she felt hiseyes
study her awkward body; she did not raise her own to see the sadness and compassion in his gaze.

The ceremony, though very brief, seemed endlessto Deoris. Only Reio-tas strong hand, tightly clasped
over her own, gave her the courage to whisper, faintly, the responses; and she was shaking so violently
that when they knelt together for the benediction, Reio-ta had to put hisarm around her and hold her
upright.

At last Ragamon put the question: "The child's name?"



Deoris sobbed aoud, and looked in gpped a Relo-ta, meeting his eyesfor amost the firgt time.

He amiled at her, and then, seeing the Vested Five, said quietly, "The stars have been read. This
daughter of minel name—Eilantha”

Eilantha! Deoris had climbed high enough in the priesthood to interpret that name. Eilantha— the effect
of asown cause, theripple of a dropped stone, the force of karma.

"Eilantha, thy coming lifeis acknowledged and welcome," the Priest gave answer—and from that
moment Deoriss child was Reio-ta's own, asif truly begotten of him. The sonorous blessing rolled over
their bent heads, then Reilo-ta assisted the woman to rise, and athough she would have drawn away from
him, he conducted her ceremonioudy to the doorway of the hall, and retained her fingers for amoment.

"Deoris," he said gravely, "I would not b-burden you with cares. | know you are not well. Yet afew
things must be said between us. Our child . . ."

Again Deoris sobbed doud and, violently wrenching her hands away from his, ran precipitately avay
from the building. Reio-ta caled after her sharply in hurt puzzlement, then started to hasten after the
fleeing girl, fearful lest she should fell and injure herslf.

But when he turned the corner, she was nowhere to be seen.

Deoriscameto rest findly in adistant corner of the Temple gardens, suddenly redlizing that she had run
much further than she had intended. She had never come here before, and was not certain which of the
out-branching paths led back toward the house of Mother Y souda. As she turned hesitantly backward
and forward, trying to decide precisaly where she was and which way to go, acrouching form rose up
out of the shrubbery and she found herself face to face with Karahama. Instinctively Deoris drew back,
resentful and frightened.

Karahamas eyeswerefilled with asullenfire. "You!" the Priestess spat contemptuoudly at Deoris. ™
Daughter of Light!" Karahama's blue garment was rent from head to foot; her unkempt, uncombed hair
hung raggedly about aface no longer calm but congested and swollen, with eyesred and inflamed, and
lips drawn back like an animd's over her teeth.

Deoris, in an excess of terror, shrank against the wall—but Karahamaleaned so close that she touched
the girl. Suddenly, with awful clarity, Deoris knew: Karahamawas insane!

"Torturer of children! Sorceress! Bitch!" A rabid wrath snarled in Karahamasvoice. "Takannon's
proudest daughter! Better | had been thrown to die upon the city wall than see thisday! And you for



whom | suffered, daughter of the high lady who could not stoop to see my poor mother—and what of
Takannon now, Daughter of Light? He will wish he had hanged himsdlf like Demirawhen the priests
have done with him! Or has the proud Domaris keptthat away from you, too? Rend your clothing,
Takannon's daughter!" With a savage gesture, Karahama's clawed hands ripped Deoriss smock from
neck to ankle.

Screaming with fright, Deoris caught the torn robe about her and sought to twist free—but Karahama,
leaning over her, pressed Deoris back againgt the crumbling wall with a heavy, careless hand against her
shoulder.

"Rend you clothing, Daughter of Light! Tear your hair! Daughter of Talkannon—who diestoday! And
Domaris, who was cast out like aharlot, cast out by Arvath for the barren stalk sheidl" She spat, and
shoved Deorisviolently back againgt thewadl again. "And you—my sister, my little sister! " Therewasa
vague, mocking hint of Domarissintonation in the phrase, asing-song eeriness, an echo like aghost.
"And your own womb heavy with asister to those children you wronged!" Karahamastawny eyes,
lowered between squinting lashes, suddenly widened and she looked at Deoris through dilated pupils, flat
and beast-red, as she shouted, "May daves and the daughters of harlots attend your bed! May you give
birth to mongterd!”

Deoriss knees went lifedless under her and she collapsed on the sandy path, crouching against the stones
of thewadll. "Karahama, Karahama, curse me not!" sheimplored. "The Gods know—The Gods know |
meant no harm! ™"

"She meant no harm,” Karahamamocked in that mad, eerie Sng-song.
"Karahama, the Gods know | have loved you. | loved your daughter, curse me not!"

Suddenly Karahamaknelt a her side. Deoris cringed away—but with easy, compassionate hands the
woman lifted her to her feet. The mad light had quite suddenly died from her eyes, and the face between
the dishevelled braids was sane again and sorrowful.

"S0, once, was |, Deoris—not innocent, but much hurt. Neither are you innocent! But | curse you no
more."

Deoris sobbed in relief, and Karahamal's face, amask of pain, swam in aruddy light through her tears.
The crumbling stones of the garden wall were arasping pain againgt her shoulders, but she could not have
stood, unsupported. Suddenly she could hear the low, insstent lapping of the tide, and knew where she
was.

"You are not to blame," said Karahama, in avoice hardly louder than the waves. "Nor he—nor I,
Deorig All these things are shadows, but they are very black. | bid you go in peace, littlesister . . . your
hour is upon you, and it may be that you will do abit of cursng yoursdlf, one day!"

Deoris covered her face with her hands—and then the world went dark about her, adizzy gulf opened
out benegth her mind, and she heard hersalf screaming as she fell—fell for eternities, while the sun went
out.



Chapter Eleven
VISIONS

When Deorisfailed to return, Domaris dowly grew anxious, and findly went in search of her sser—a
search that wasfruitless. The shadows stretched into long, gaunt corpses, and still she sought; her anxiety
mounted to apprehension, and then to terror. The words Deoris had flung at her in anger years ago
returned to her, athundering echo in her mind:On the day | know myself with child, I will fling myself
intothesea. ..

At lagt, sck with fright, she went to the one person in al the Temple precincts on whom Deoris now had
the dightest claim, and implored his assstance. Reio-ta, far from laughing at her formless fears, took them
with an apprehension that matched her own. Aided by his servants, they sought through the night, through
the red and sullen firdlight of the beaches, along the pathways and in the thickets at the edge of the
enclosure. Near morning they found where she had fdlen; a section of the wall had given way, and the
two women lay half in, half out of the water. Karahama's head had been crushed by fallen stones, but the
scarred, haf-naked form of Deoriswas so crumpled and twisted that for sickening minutes they believed
that she, too, wasllifeless.

They carried her to afisherman's hut near the tide-mark, and there, by smoldering candlelight, with no
ad save the unskilled hands of Domariss dave-girl, was born Eilantha, whose name had been written
that same day upon therallsof the Temple. A tiny, ddicately-formed girl-child, thrust two monthstoo
soon into an unwel coming world, she was so frail that Domaris dared not hope for her surviva. She
wrapped the ddlicate bud of lifein her veil and laid it inside her robes against her own breest, in the
desperate hope that the warmth would reviveit. She sat there weeping, in reborn grief for her own lost
child, while the dave-girl tended Deoris and aided Reio-tato set the broken arm.

After atimetheinfant stirred and began feebly to wail again, and the thin sound roused Deoris. Domaris
moved swiftly as she stirred, and bent over her.

"Do not try to move your arm, Deoris; it is broken at the shoulder.”

Deorisswords were less than awhisper. "What has happened? Where?' Then memory flooded back.
"Oh! Karahama"

"Sheisdead, Deoris," Domaristold her gently—and found hersalf wondering, in aremote way, whether
Deoris had flung hersdf over thewal and Karahamahad been killed in attempting to prevent it—whether
they had smply fallen—or whether Karahamahad thrust her sister over the wall. No one, not even
Deoriswas ever to know.

"How did you find me?" Deoris asked, without interest.

"Reio-tahdped me.”



Deoriss eyes dipped wearily shut. "Why could henot . . . attend to hisown affairs. . . thisonelast
time?' she asked, and turned her face away. The child at Domariss breast began its whimpering wail
again, and Deoriss eyesflickered briefly open. "What is. . .| dont . . ."

Cautioudy, Domarislowered the infant toward her Sster, but Deoris, after amomentary glimpse at the
little creature, shut her eyes again. Shefelt no emotion except faint relief. The child wasnot a
monster—and in the wrinkled, monkey-like face she could discern no resemblance whatever to Riveda

"Takeit away," shesadtiredly, and dept.

Domarislooked down at the young mother, with despair in her face which lightened to a haunted
tenderness. "Thy mother istired and ill, little daughter,” she murmured, and cradled the baby againgt her
breasts. "I think she will love thee—when she knowsthee."

But her steps and her voice dragged with exhaustion; her own strength was nearly gone. Domaris had
never fully recovered from the brutal treatment she had received at the hands of the Black-robes;
moreover, she dared not keep this a secret for long. Deoriswas not, asfar as Domaris could judge, in
physica danger; the child had been born easily and so swiftly that there had been no time even to
summon help. But she was suffering from exposure and shock.

Domarisdid not know if she dared to take any further respongbility. With the baby still shuggled insde
her robes, she sat down on alow stoal, to watch and think. . . .

When Deoris awoke, shewas aone. She lay unmoving, not adeep, but heavy with weariness and
lassitude. Gradually, asthe effect of the drugs began to weaken, the pain stole back, asow pulsing of
hurt through her torn and outraged body. Slowly, and with difficulty, she turned her head, and made out
the dim outline or abasket of reeds, and in the basket something that kicked and whimpered fretfully.
She thought dully that she would like to hold the child now, but she was too weak and weary to move.

What happened after that, Deoris never redly knew. She seemed to lie half adeep through dl that
followed, her eyes open but unable to move, unable even to speak, gripped by nightmaresin which there
was no clue to what was real—and afterward there was no one who could or would tell her what really
happened on that night after Riveda's child was born, inthelittle hut by the sea. . . .

It seemed that the sun was setting. The light lay red and pale on her face, and on the basket where the
baby squirmed and squalled feebly. There was a heat-like fever in Deoriss hurt body, and it seemed to
her that she moaned there for along time, not loudly but desolately like ahurt child. The light turned into
aseaof bloody fire, and the chelacame into the room. His dark, wandering glance met hers.. . . Hewore
bizarrdly unfamiliar clothing, girt with the symbols of a strange priesthood, and for amoment it seemed to



be Micon who stood before her, but a gaunt, younger Micon, with unshaven face. His secret eyesrested
on Deorisfor along time; then he went and poured water, bending, holding the cup to her parched lips
and supporting her head so gently that there was no hurt. For an instant it seemed Riveda stood there,
nimbused in acloud of the roseate sunset, and he bent down and kissed her lips as he had done so rarely
in her life; then theillusion was gone, and it was only the solemn young face of Reio-talooking at her
gravely as he replaced the cup.

He stood over her for aminute, hislips moving; but his voice seemed to fade out over incredible
distances, and Deoris, wandering in the vague silences again, could not understand aword. At last he
turned abruptly and went to the reed-basket, bending, lifting the baby in hisarms. Deoris, till gripped by
the static fingers of nightmare, watched as he wandered about the room, the child on his shoulder; then he
gpproached again, and from the pallet where Deoriswaslying helifted along loose blue shawl, woven
and fringed deeply with knots—the garment of a Priestess of Caratra. In this he carefully wrapped the
baby, and, carrying her clumsly in hishands, he went away.

The closing of the door jarred Deoris wholly awake, and she gasped; the room was lurid with the dying
sunlight, but atogether empty of any living soul except herself. There was no sound or motion anywhere
save the pounding of the waves and the crying of the whedling gulls.

Shelay ill for along time, while fever crawled in her veins and throbbed in her scarred breastslike a
pulsing fire. The sun set in abath of flames, and the darkness descended, folding thick wings of sllence
around her heart. After hours and hours, Elis (or wasit Domaris?) came with alight, and Deoris gasped
out her dream—but it sounded delirious even to her own ears, al gibberish and wild entreaties. And then
there were eternities where Domaris (or Elis) bent over her, repesting endlesdy, "Because you trust
me. ..youdotrust me. .. dothisbecauseyoutrust me. . ." Therewasthe nightmare painin her
broken arm, and fever burning through her veins, and the dream came again and again—and never once,
except in her unquiet dumber, did she hear the crying of the smal and monkey-like child who was
Riveda's daughter.

She camefully to her senses one morning, finding hersdlf in her old roomsin the Temple. Thefeverish
madness was gone, and did not return.

Elistended her night and day, as gently as Domaris might have; it was Eliswho told her that Takannon
was dead, that Karahama was dead, that Domaris had sailed away weeks before for Atlantis, and that
the chela had disappeared, no one knew where; and Elistold her, gently, that Riveda's child had died the
same night it was born.

Whenever Deorisfell adeep she dresmed—and aways the same dream: the dark hut where her child
had been born, and she had been dragged unwillingly back from death by the chela, whose face was
bloodied by the red sunlight as he carried away her child, wrapped in the bloodstained fragments of
Karahama's priestly robes.. . . And so she came at last to believe that it had never happened. Everyone
was very kind to her, asto achild orphaned, and for many years she did not even speak her sster's
name.

BOOK FIVE



"When the Universe wasfirgt created out of nothing, it at oncefell apart for lack of cohesion. Like
thousands of tiny tilesthat have no gpparent meaning or purpose, dl the pieces areidentical in shape and
sze, though they may differ in color and pattern; and we have no picture of the intended mosaic to guide
us. No one can know for surewhat it will look like, until thelast tileisfindly fitted into place. . . There
arethreetoolsfor the task: complete non-interference; active control over each and every movement;
and interchange of powers until a satisfactory balanceis achieved. None of these methods can succeed,

however, without consent of the other two; thiswe must accept as afundamentd principle—elsewe
have no explanation for what has aready transpired.

"The problem s, asyet, unsolved; but we proceed, in waves. An advance in general knowledgeis
followed by asetback, in which many things are lost—only to be regained and excelled in the next wave
of advancement. For the difference between that mosaic and the Universeisthat no mosaic can ever
become anything more than a picture in which motion has ended—a picture of Death. We do not build
toward atime when everything sands till, but toward atime when everything isin a state of motion
pleasing to al concerned—rock, plant, fish, bird, anima and man.

"It has never been, and never will be, easy work. But the road that is built in hope is more pleasant to the
traveler than the road built in despair, even though they both lead to the same destination.”

fromThe Teachings of Micon of Ahtarrath,
astaken down by Rajastathe Mage

Chapter One
THE EXILE

It was deep dusk, and the breeze in the harbor was stiffening into awestern wind that made the furled
sallsflap softly and the ship rise and fdl to the gentle rhythm of the waves. Domaris stared toward the
darkening shores, her body motionless, her white robes a spot of luminescencein the heavy shadows.
The captain bowed deeply in reverence before the Initiate. "My Lady—"

Domarisraised her eyes. "Yes?'

"We are about to leave the port. May | conduct you to your cabin? Otherwise, the motion of the ship
may makeyouill."



"I would rather stay on deck, thank you."
Again the captain bowed, and withdrew, leaving them alone again.

"l too must leave you, Isarma,” said Rgjasta, and stepped toward therail. "Y ou have your letters and
your credentias. Y ou have been provided for. | wish . . ." He broke off, frowning heavily. At lagt, he said
only, "All will bewell, my daughter. Be a peace.”

She bent to kiss his hand reverently.

Stooping, Rgasta clagped her in hisarms. " The Gods watch over thee, daughter,” he said huskily, and
kissed her on the brow.

"Oh, Rgadta, | can't!" Domaris sobbed. "I can't bear it! Micail—my baby! And Deoris . . ."

"Hush!" said Rgjasta sternly, loosing her pleading, agonized hands; but he softened amost at once, and
sad, "l am sorry, daughter. Thereis nothing to be done. Y oumust bear it. And know this: my love and
blessngsfollow you, beloved—now and dways." Raising his hand, the Guardian traced an archaic Sign.
Before Domaris could react, Rgjastaturned on his hed and swiftly waked away, leaving the ship.
Domaris stared after him in astonishment, wondering why he had given her—an exile under
sentence—the Sign of the Serpent.

A mistake? No—Rajasta does not make such mistakes.

After what seemed along time, Domaris heard the clanking of anchor-chains and the oar-chant from the
galey. Still she sood on the deck, straining her eyesinto the gathering dusk for the last sight of her
homeland, the Temple where she had been born and from which she had never been more than aleague

away in her entirelife. She remained there motionless, until long after night had folded down between the
flying ship and theinvisble shore.

There was no moon that night, and it was long before the woman became conscious that someone was
knedling at her Sde.

"What isit?" she asked, tondlesdly.

"My Lady—" Theflat, hesitant voice of Reio-tawas a murmuring plea, hardly audible over the sounds of
the ship. "Y ou must come below."

"I would rather remain here, Reio-ta, | thank you."



"My Lady—thereis—something | m-must show thee."

Domaris sighed, suddenly conscious of cold and of cramped muscles and of extreme weariness,
athough she had not known it until now. She stumbled on her numb legs, and Reio-ta stepped quickly to
her side and supported her.

She drew hersdlf erect at once, but the young Priest pleaded, "No, leenonme, my Lady . . ." and she
sghed, alowing him to assst her. She thought again, vagudly and with definiterelief, that he was nothing
a dl like Micon.

The smdl cabin alotted to Domariswas lighted by but asingle, dim lamp, yet the
dave-women—strangers, for Elara could not be asked to leave her husband and newborn
daughter—had made it a place of order and comfort. It looked warm and inviting to the exhausted
Domaris. therewas afaint smell of food, and adight pungent smoke from the lamp, but dl these things
vanished into the perimeter of her consciousness, mere backdrop to the blue-wrapped bundle lying
among the cushionson thelow bed . . . clumsily wrapped in fragments of astained blue robe, it squirmed
asifdive. ..

"My most revered Lady and elder sister,” Reio-ta said humbly, "1 would b-beg you to accept the care of
my acknowledged daughter.”

Domaris caught her handsto her throat, swaying; then with a swift strangled cry of comprehension she
snatched up the baby and cradled it against her heart "Why this?' shewhispered. "Why this?"

Relo-tabent hishead. "I-1-1 grieve to take her from her m-mother,” he sammered, "but it was—it
was—Yyou know aswell as| that it would be death to leave her there! And—it ismy right, under the law,
to take my d-daughter whereit shall please me.”

Domaris, wet-eyed, held the baby close while Reio-taexplained smply what Domaris had not dared to

"Neither Grey-robe nor Black—and mistake not, my Lady, there are Black-robes ill, there will be
Black-robes until the Temple fdlsinto the sea—and maybe after! They would not let this child live—they
b-believe her achild of the Dark Shrine!"

"But . . ." Wide-eyed, Domaris hesitated to ask the questions his words evoked in her mind—but
Reio-ta, with awry chuckle, divined her thought essily.

"To the Grey-robes, asacrilege,” he murmured. "And the B-Black-robes would think only of her value
asasacrificel Or that—that she had b-been ruined by the Light-born—was not the—the incarnation of
the—" Relo-ta's voi ce strangled on the words unspoken.

For another moment, Domariss tongue would not obey her, either; but at last she managed to say, hdf
inshock, "Surdly the Priestsof Light . . ."

"Would not interfere. The Priests of Light—" Reio-talooked at Domaris pleadingly. "They cursed
Riveda—and his seed! They would not intervene to save her. But—with this child gone, or
vanished—Deoristoo will be safe”

Domarisburied her face in the torn robe swathed abut the deeping infant. After along minute, she raised



her head and opened tearless eyes. "Cursed,” she muttered. "Yes, thistoo iskarma. . . ." Then, to
Relo-ta, she said, " She shdl be my tenderest care—I swear it!"

Chapter Two
[HE MASTER

The soft, starlit night of Ahtarrath was so Hill that the very steps of their bare feet on the grass could be
heard. Reio-tagave Domaris his hand, and she clutched at hisfingerswith agrip that betrayed her
emotion before this orded; but her face was serenein itslovely, schooled calm. The man's eyes,
brooding secretly under dark lashes flashed a swift, approving look at her as his other hand swept aside
the heavy sacking curtain that screened the inner room. Her hand was cold in his, and a sense of utter
desolation seemed to pass from her to him. She was cam—but he was flegtingly reminded of the
moment when he had led the trembling Deoris before the Vested Five.

Full redization suddenly welled over Relo-ta, lashing him with dmost unbearable sdlf-loathing. His
remorsewas aliving thing that sprang at him and clawed & hisvitds, alifetime, adozen lifetimes could
never wipe out anything he had done! And this sudden ingight into the woman beside him, the woman
who should have been his sster, was afurther scourge. She was so desperately, so utterly aone!

With agentle, deprecatory tenderness, he drew her into the austere inner chamber, and they faced atall,
thin-faced old man, seated on a plain wooden bench. He rose at once and stood quietly surveying them.
It was not until many months later that Domaris learned that the ancient Priest Rathor was blind, and had
been so from birth.

Reio-tadropped to hisknees for the ancient's blessing. "Bless me, Lord Rathor,” he said humbly, "I
bring n-news of Micon. He died a hero—and to anoble end—and | am not blameless.”

Therewas along silence. Domaris, &t last, stretched imploring hands to the old man; he moved, and the
movement broke the static pattern of salf-blamein the younger Priest'sface. Relo-ta continued, gazing up
at the aged Rathor, "I b-bring you the Lady Domaris—who is the mother of Micon's son.”

The ancient master raised one hand, and breathed a single sentence; and the softness of his voice stayed
with Domaris until the moment of her degth. "All this| know, and more," he said. Raising Reio-ta, he
drew him close and kissed the young Priest upon the forehead. "It iskarma. Set your heart free, my son.”

Reio-ta struggled to steady hisvoice. "M-Master!"
Now Domaris dso would have kndlt for Rathor's blessing, but the ancient prevented her. Deliberately,

the master bent and touched hislips to the hem of her robe. Domaris gasped and quickly raised the old
man to hisfeet. Lifting his hand, Rathor made a strange Sign upon her forehead—the same Sign Domaris



had yielded to Micon at their first meeting. The ancient smiled, asmile of infinite benediction. . . then
stepped back and re-seated himsalf upon his bench.

Awkwardly, Reio-tatook her two handsin hisown. "My Lady, you must not cry," he pleaded, and led
her away.

Chapter Three
LITTLE SINGER

With the passing of time, Domaris grew somehow accustomed to Ahtarrath. Micon had lived here, had
loved thisland, and she comforted hersalf with such thoughts; yet homesi ckness burned in her and would
not be illed.

Sheloved the great grey buildings, massive and imposing, very different from the low, white-gleaming
gructuresin the Ancient Land, but equally impressivein their own fashion; she grew to accept the
terraced gardensthat doped down everywhere to the shining lakes, the interlacing canopies of treestdler
than she had ever seen—but she missed the fountains and the enclosed courts and pools, and it was
many years before she could accustom hersdlf to the many-storied buildings, or climb stairs without the
sense that she violated a sacred secret meant for usein templesaone.

Domaris had her dwelling on the top floor of the building which housed the unmarried Priestesses, all the
rooms which faced the sea had been set aside for Domaris and her attendants—and for one other from
whom she was parted but seldom, and never for long.

She was ingtantly respected and soon loved by everyonein the New Temple, thistal quiet woman with
the white streak in her blazing hair; they accepted her aways as one of themsalves, but with reserve and
honor accorded to onewho isalittle strange, alittle mysterious. Ready alwaysto help or heal, quick of
decison and dow of anger, and aways with the blond and sharp-featured little girl toddling at her
heels—they loved Domaris, but some strangeness and mystery kept them at alittle distance; they seemed
to know indtinctively that here was awoman going through the motions of living without any real interest
inwhat she was doing.

Only once did Dirgat, Arch-priest of the Temple—atall and saintly patriarch who reminded Domaris
dightly of Ragamon the elder—come to remonstrate with her on her apparent lack of interest in her
duties.

She bowed her head in admission that the rebuke wasjugt. "Tdl mewherein | havefailed, my father,
and | will seek to correct it."

"Y ou have neglected no iota of your duty, daughter,” the Arch-priest told her gently. "Indeed, you are



more than usualy conscientious. Y ou fail us not—but you fail yoursdf, my child."”

Domaris sighed, but did not protest, and Dirgat, who had daughters of hisown, laid his hand over her
thinone.

"My child," hesaid at lagt, "forgive methat | call you so, but | am of an age to be your grandsire, and
|—I like you. Isit beyond your power to find some happiness here? What troubles you, daughter? Open
your heart. Have we failed to give you welcome?'

Domarisraised her eyes, and the tearless grief in them made the old Arch-priest coughin
embarrassment. "Forgive me, my father." shesaid. "l sorrow for my homeand—and for my child—my
children."

"Have you other children, then?If your little daughter could accompany you, why could not they?'

"Tiriki isnot my daughter,” Domaris explained quietly, "but my sster's child. She was daughter to aman
condemned and executed for sorcery—and they would have dain the innocent child aswell. | brought
her beyond harm's reach. But my own children . . ." She paused a moment, to be sure that her voice was
steady before she spoke. "My oldest son | was forbidden to bring with me, since he must be reared by
one—worthy—of hisfather'strust; and | am exiled.” She sighed. Her exile had been voluntary, in part, a
penance self-imposed; but the knowledge that she had sentenced herself made it no easier to bear. Her
voice trembled involuntarily as she concluded blegkly, "Two other children died at birth.”

Dirgat's clasp tightened very gently on her fingers. "No man can tdl how the lot of the Godswill fal. It
may be that you will see your son again." After amoment he asked, "Would it comfort you to work
among children—or would it add to your sorrow?"

Domaris paused, to consider. "I think—it would comfort me," she said, after alittle.

The Arch-priest smiled. "Then some of your other duties shal be lightened, for atime at least, and you
shal have charge of the House of Children.”

Looking at Dirgat, Domaris felt she could weep at the efforts of this good and wise man to make her
happy. "Y ou are very kind, father."

"Oh, itisasmdl thing," he murmured, embarrassed. "'Isthere any other carel can lighten?”

Domarislowered her eyes. "No, my father. None." Even to her own attendants, Domariswould not
mention what she had known for along time; that shewasill, and in al probability would never be better.
It had begun with the birth of Arvath's child, and the clumsy and crud trestment she had received—no,
cruel it had been, but not clumsy. The brutdity had been far from unintentiond.

At thetime, she had accepted it al, uncaring whether she lived or died. She had only hoped they would
not kill her outright, that her child might live. . . But that had not been their idea of punishment. Rather it
was Domariswho should live and suffer! And suffer she had—with memoriesthat haunted her waking
and deegping, and pain that had never whally left her. Now dowly and inddioudy, it was enlarging its
domain, stealing through her body—and she suspected it was neither aquick nor an easy death that
awaited her.

Sheturned back her face, serene and composed again, to the Arch-priest, as they heard tiny feest—and
Tiriki scampered into theroom, her slky fair hair dl aflutter about the éfin face, her small tunic torn, one



pink foot sandalled and the other bare, whose rapid uneven steps bore her swiftly to Domaris. The
woman caught the child up and pressed her to her heart; then set Tiriki in her 1ap, though thelittle girl at
oncewriggled away again.

"Tiriki," mused the old Arch-priest. "A pretty name. Of your homeland?'

Domarisnodded . . . On thethird day of the voyage, when nothing remained in sight of the Ancient Land
but the dimmest blue line of mountains, Domaris had stood at the stern of the ship, the baby folded in her
arms as she remembered a night of poignant sweetness, when she had watched all night under summer
gars, Micon's head pillowed on her knees. Although, at the time, she had hardly listened, it seemed now
that she could hear with some strange inward ear the sound of two voices blended in asweetness dmost
beyond the human: her sster's silvery soprano, interlaced and intermingled with Rivedas rich chanting
baritone. . . Bitter conflict had been in Domaristhen, as she held in her goose-fleshed arms the drowsing
child of the Sster sheloved beyond everything €l se and the only man she had ever hated—and then that
curioustrick of memory had brought back Riveda’s rich warm voice and the brooding gentlenessin his
craggy face, that night in the star-field as Deoris dept on his knees.

Hetruly loved Deoris at least for a time, she had thought.He was not all guilty, nor we all blameless
victims of his evil-doing. Micon, Rajasta, | myself—we are not blameless of Riveda's evil. It was
our failure too.

The baby in her arms had picked that moment to wake, uttering astrange little gurgling croon. Domaris
had caught her closer, sobbing doud, "Ah, little singer!™ And Tiriki—little singer—she had called the
child ever snce.

Now Tiriki was bound on avoyage of exploration: she toddled to the Arch-priest, who put out ahand
to pat her slky head; but without warning she opened her mouth and her little squirrdl teeth closed, hard,
on Dirgat's bare leg. He gave amost undignified grunt of astonishment and pain—but before he could
chide her or even compose himsdlf, Tiriki released him and scampered away. Asif hisleg had not been
hard enough, she began chewing on aleg of the wooden table.

Dismayed but tifling unholy laughter, Domaris caught the child up, sammering confused gpologies.

Dirgat waved them away, laughing as he rubbed his bitten leg. "Y ou said the Priestsin your land would
have taken her life," he chuckled, "she was only bearing a message from her father!" He gestured her last
flustered apologiesto slence. "I have grandchildren and great-grandchildren, daughter! Thelittle puppy's
teeth are growing, that isdl.”

Domaristugged asmooth silver bangle from her wrist and gaveit to Tiriki. "Little canniba!" she
admonished. "Chew on this—but spare the furniture, and my guests! | beg you!"

Thelittlegirl raised enormous, twinkling eyes, and put the bangle to her mouth. Finding it too large to get
into her mouth al a once—athough shetried—Tiriki began to nibble tentatively on the rim; tumbled
down with athump on her small bottom, and sat there, intent on chewing up the bracelet.

"A charming child,” Dirgat said, with no trace of sarcasm. "'l had heard that Relo-ta claimed paternity,
and wondered at that. There's no Atlantean blood in this blonde morsel, one can seeit a aglance!”

"Sheisvery like her father," said Domaris quietly. "A man of the Northlands, who sinned and
was—destroyed. The chief Adept of the Grey-robes—Rivedaof Zaiadan."



The Arch-priest's eyes held ashadow of histroubled thoughts as he rose, to take his departure. He had
heard of Riveda; what he had heard was not good. If Riveda's blood was predominant in the child, it
might prove asorry heritage. And though Dirgat said nothing of this, Domariss thoughts echoed the
Arch-priest’s, as her glance rested on Riveda's daughter.

Once again, fiercely, Domaris resolved thet Tiriki's heritage should not contaminate the child. Buthow
can one fight an unseen, invisible taint in the blood —or in the soul ?She snatched Tiriki up in her
arms again, and when shelet her go, Domariss face was wet with tears.

Chapter Four
[HE SPECTRE

The pool known asthe Mirror of Reflections lay dappled in the lacy light filtering through the trees,
repeating the silent merging of light with darkness that was the passing of days, and then of years.

Few came here, for the place was uncanny, and the pool was credited with having the ability to collect
and reflect the thoughts of those who had once gazed into its rippling face, wherever they might be. In
consequence the place was lonely and forsaken, but there was peace there, and silence, and serenity.

Thither came Deoris, one day, in amood of driving unrest, the future stretching blank and formless
before stormy eyes.

Thewhole affair had been, after al, something like using abullwhip to kill afly. Rivedawas dead.
Takannon was dead. Nadastor was dead, his disciples dead or scattered. Domariswasin exile. And
Deoris herself—who would bother to sentence her, now that the child of sacrilege was dead? More,
Deoris had been made an Initiate of the highest Mystery in the Temple; she could not be smply |eft to her
own devices after that. When she had recovered from her illness and her injuries, she had entered upon a
disciplinary period of probation; there had been long ordedls, and a period of study more severe than any
she had ever known. Her ingtructor had been none other than Maeina. Now that time, too, was
ended—but what came after? Deoris did not know and could not guess.

Throwing hersalf down on the grassy margin of the pool, she gazed into the depths that were stained a
darker blue than the sky, thinking lonely, bitter thoughts, yearning rebdllioudy for alittle child of whom
she had scarcely any conscious recollection. Tears gathered and dowly blurred the bright waters,
dripping unheeded from her eyes. Tagting their salt on her lips, Deoris shook her head to clear her vision,
without, however, taking her intent, introspective gaze from the pooal.

In her mood of abstraction, of dmost dreamy sorrow, she saw without surprise the festures of Domaris,



looking upward at her from the pool: athinner face, the fine boning distinct, and the expression alook of
gpped—of loving entreaty. Even as she looked, the lips widened in the old amile, and the thin arms were
held out, in acompelling gesture, to fold her close. . . How well Deoris knew that gesture!

A vagrant wind ruffled the water and the image was gone. Then, for an instant, another face formed, and
the pointed, dfin festures of Demiraglinted delicately in theripples. Deoris covered her face with her

hands, and the sketched-in ghost vanished. When she looked again, the ripples were ruffled only by lifting
breezes.

Chapter Five
[HE CHOSEN PATH

Intheselast years, Elishad lost her old prettiness, but had gained dignity and mature charm. In her
presence, Deorisfelt acurious peace. Shetook Elissyoungest child, ababy not yet amonth old, in her
ams and held him hungrily, then handed him back to Elis and with asudden, despairing move, she flung
hersdlf to her knees beside her cousin and hid her face.

Elis sad nothing, and after amoment Deorislifted her eyesand smiled weekly. "I anfoolish,” she
admitted, "but—you are very like Domaris."

Elistouched the bent head inits coif of heavy dark plaits. "Y ou yoursaf grow more like her each day,
Deoris.”

Deorisrose swiftly to her feet as Elissolder children, led by Lissa—now atall, demuregirl of
thirteen—rushed into the room. Upon seeing the woman in the blue robes of an Initiate of Caratra, they
stopped, their impulsive merriment checked and fast-fading.

Only Lissa had self-possession enough to greet her. " KihaDeoris, | have something to tell you!™

Deoris put her arm around her cousin's daughter. Had she ever carried this sophisticated little maiden as
anaughty toddler in her aams?"What isthis great secret, Lissa?"

Lissaturned up excited dark eyes. "Not redly asecret,kiha . . . only that | amto serveinthe Temple
next month!"

A dozen thoughts were racing behind Deoriss cam face—the composed mask of the trained priestess.
She had learned to control her expressions, her manner—and amost, but not quite, her thoughts. She,
Initiate of Caratra, was forever barred away from certain steps of accomplishment, Lissa—Lissawould
surely never fed anything like her own rebellion . . . Deoriswas remembering; she had been thirteen or
fourteen, about Lissas age, but she could not remember preciselywhy she had been so helplesdy



reluctant to enter the Temple of Caratraeven for abrief term of service. Then, in the relentlesstrain of
thought she could never hdt or dow onceit had begun in her mind, she thought of Karahama. . . of
Demira. . . and then the memory that would not be forced away. If her own daughter had lived, the child
she had borne to Riveda, she would have been just alittle younger than Lissa—perhaps eight, or
nine—already approaching womanhood.

Lissacould not understand the sudden impetuous embrace into which Deoris pulled her, but she
returned it cheerfully; then she picked up her baby brother and went out on the lawns, carefully
shepherding the others dong before her. The woman watched, Elis smiling with pride, Deorisssmilea
little sad.

"A young priestess dreedy, Elis"

"Sheisvery mature for her age,” Elisreplied. "And how proud Chedan is of Lissanow! Do you
remember how he resented her, when she was ababy?' She laughed reminiscently. "Now heislikea
true father to her! | suppose Arvath would be glad enough to claim her now! Arvath generally decides
what he wantsto do whenit istoo latel™

It was no secret any more; afew years ago Arvath had belatedly declared himsalf Lissa's father and
made an attempt to claim her, as Talkannon had done with Karahamain asimilar situation. Chedan had
had the last word, however, by refusing to relinquish his stepdaughter. Arvath had undergone the Strict
penances visited on an unacknowledged father, for nothing—except, perhaps, the good of his soul.

A curiouslittle pang of memory stung Deoris at the mention of Arvath; she knew he had been
instrumenta in pronouncing sentence upon Domaris, and she ill resented it. He and Deoris did not meet
twicein ayear, and then it was as strangers. Arvath himself could advance no further in the priesthood,
for asyet he had no child.

Deoristurned to take her departure, but Elis detained her for amoment, clasping her cousin's hand. Her

voice was gentle as she spoke, out of the intuition which had never yet failed her. "Deoris—I think the
time has come for you to seek of Rgjasta's wisdom.”

Deorisnodded dowly. "I shal," she promised. "Thank you, Elis.
Once out of her cousin's sight, however, Deoriss countenance was alittle less composed. She had
evaded thisfor seven years, fearing the condemnation of Rgjastals uncompromising judgment . . . Yet, as

she went dong the paths from Eliss home, her step hurried.

What had she been afraid of ? He could only make her face herself, know herself.



"l cannot say what you must do,” Rgjastatold her, rigid and unbending. "It isnot what | might demand of
you, but what you will demand of yoursdlf. Y ou have set causesinto motion. Study them. What pendties
had been incurred on your behalf? What obligations devolve upon you?'Y our judgment of yoursalf will
be harsher than mine could ever be—but only thus can you ever be at peace with your own heart.”

Thewoman knedling before him crossed her arms on her breast, in gtrict salf-searching.

Raasta added aword of caution. ™Y ou will pronounce sentence upon yourself, as an Initiate must; but
seek not to meddle again with the life the Gods have given you three times over! Death may not be
self-sentenced. It is Their will that you should live; degth is demanded only when ahuman body isso
flawed and distorted by error that it cannot atone, until it has been molded into a cleaner vehicle by
rebirth.”

Momentarily rebellious, Deorislooked up. "Lord Rgasta, | cannot endure that | am set in honor, called
Priestess and I nitiate—I who have sinned in my body and in my soul."

"Peacel" he said sternly. "Thisis not the least of your penance, Deoris. Endureit in humility, for thistoo
is aonement, and waste isacrime. Those wiser than we have decided you can serve best in that way! A
great work isreserved for you in rebirth, Deoris; fear not, you will suffer in minute, exact penance for
your every sin. But sentence of deeth, for you, would have been the easy way! If you had died—if we
had cast you out to die or to fal into new errors—then causes and crimes would have been many times
multiplied! No, Deoris, your atonement in thislife shall be longer and more severe than that! ™

Chastened, Deoristurned her eyesto thefloor.

With ahardly audible sgh, Rgasta placed ahand upon her shoulder. "Rise, daughter, and Sit here beside
me." When she had obeyed, he asked quietly, "How old are you?"

"Seven-and-twenty summers.”

Rajastalooked at her appraisingly. Deoris had not married, nor—Ragjasta had taken painsto ascertain
it—had she taken any lover. Rgjastawas not certain that he had been wisein alowing this departure
from Temple custom; awoman unmarried at her age was athing of scorn, and Deoriswas neither wife
nor widow. . . . Hethought, with a creeping sorrow that never left him for long, of Domaris. Her grief for
Micon had |eft her emotions scarred to insensitivity; had Riveda so inddibly marked Deoris?

Sheraised her head at last and her blue eyes met his steadily. "L et this be my sentence," she said, and
told him.

Rajastalooked at her searchingly as she spoke; and when she was finished he said, with akindness that
came nearer to unnerving her than anything in many years, 'Y ou are not easy on yourself, my daughter.”

Shedid not flinch before him. "Domaris did not spare hersdlf,” Deorissaid dowly. "1 do not suppose |
will ever ssemy sgter again, inthislife. But . . . " She bent her head, fedling suddenly almost too shy to
continue. "l—would live, so that when we meet again—as our oath binds usto do in afurther We—I
need not feel shame before her."

Rajastawas almost too moved to speak. "So beit," he pronounced at last. "The choiceis your
own—and the sentenceis—jus.”



Chapter Six
WITHOUT
EXPECTATIONS

In the eeventh year of her exile, Domaris discovered that she could no longer carry on her duties
unaided, as she had done for so long. She accepted this gracefully, with a patient endurance that marked
everything she did; she had known for along time that shewasill, and would in dl probability never be
better.

She went about those duties which remained with an assured serenity which gave justice to dl—but the
glowing confidence was gone, and dl the old sparkling joy. Now it was a schooled poise that impressed
her personality, acertain grave atention that lived in the present moment, refusing equaly the past and
the future. She gave respect and kindnessto al, accepting their honor with agentle reserve; and if this
homage ever struck at her heart with asorrowful irony, she kept it hidden in her heart.

But that Domaris was more than amere shell, no one could doubt who saw her in the quiet moments of
the Ritud. Then shelived, and lived intensely; indeed she seemed awhite flame, the very flesh of her
seemed to glow. Domaris had not the dightest idea of her impact on her associates, but shefdt thena
strange, passive happiness, areceptivity—she never quite defined it, but it was compounded of alively
inner life that touched mystery, and a sense of Micon's nearness, herein his own country. She saw it with
his eyes, and though at times the gardens and still pools roused memories of the enclosed courts and
fountains of her homeland, <till shewas a pesce.

Her Guardianship was dtill firm and gentle, but never obtrusive, and she now reserved for herself a
period of each day which she devoted to watching the harbor. From her high window she gazed, with a
remote and terrible loneliness, and every white sail which left the harbor laid a degper burden of solitude
on her heart. The incoming shipslacked, for her, the same poignant yearning that washed over her as she
waited, quiescent, for something—she did not know what. There was a doom upon her, and shefelt that
thisinterva of calm wasjust tha—an interval.

She was seated there one day, her listless hands till, when her serving woman entered and informed her,
"A woman of nobility requests audience, my Lady."

"Y ou know that | see no one at this hour."
"l informed her of that, Lady—»but sheinssted.”

"Ingsted?’ Domaris expostulated, with an echo of her old manner.



"She said she had travelled very far, and that the matter was one of grave importance.”

Domaris sghed. This happened, now and again—usually some barren woman in search of acharm that
would produce sons. Would they never ceaseto plague her?"I will see her," she said wearily, and
walked with dow dignity to the anteroom.

Just at the door she stopped, one hand clutching at the door-frame, and the room dipped around her.
Deorigl Ah, no —some chance resemblance, some trick of light—Deorisis years away, in my
homeland, perhaps married, perhaps dead. Her mouth was suddenly parched, and shetried,
unsuccessfully, to speak. Her face was moonlight on white marble, and Domaris was trembling, not
much, but in every nerve,

"Domarid" And it wasthe loved voice, pleading, "Don't you recognize me, Domaris?"

With agreat gasp, Domaris reached for her Sster, stretching out her arms hungrily—then her strength
faled, and shefel limp a Deorissfest.

Crying, shaking with fright and joy, Deoris kndlt and gathered the older woman in her arms. The change

in Domariswas like ablow in the face, and for amoment Deoris wondered if Domaris was dead—if the
shock of her coming had killed her. AlImost before she had time to think, however, the grey eyes opened,
and aquivering hand was laid against her cheek.

"Itisyou, Deoris, it id" Domarislay till in her sster'sarms, her face awhitejoy, and Deorisstearsfell
on her, and for atime neither knew it. At last Domaris stirred, unquietly. "Y ou're crying—hbut thereisno
need for tears," she whispered, "not now." And with this sherose, drawing Deoris up with her. Then,
with her kerchief, she dried the other'stears and, pinching the still-saucy nose, said, elder-sisterly,
"Blom!"

When they could speak without sobbing, or laughing, or both, Domaris, looking into the face of the
beautiful, strange, and yet atogether familiar woman her sster had become, asked shakily, "Deoris, how
did you leave—my son? Is he—tell me quickly—is he well? | suppose he would be amost aman now.
Ishe much like—hisfather?"

Deorissad very tenderly, "Y ou may judge for yoursdf, my darling. Heisin the outer room. He came
withme"

"O merciful Goddl" gasped Domaris, and for amoment it seemed she would faint again. "Deoris, my
baby—my littleboy . . ."



"Forgive me, Domaris, but I—I had to have this one moment with you."
"Itisal right, little Sster, but—oh, bring him to menow !"

Deoris stood and went to the door. Behind her Domaris, still shaking, crowded to her side, unableto
wait even amoment. Slowly and rather shyly, but smiling radiantly, atallish young boy came forward and
took thewoman in hisarms.

With alittle sigh, Deoris straightened hersdf and looked wistfully at them. Therewasalittle painin her
heart that would not be stilled as she went out of theroom . . . and when she returned, Domaris was
segted on adivan and Micail, knedling on the floor at her feet, pressed a cheek aready downy against
her hand.

Domarisraised happy, questioning eyes at Deoris, startled by seeing. "But what isthis, Deoris? Y our
child? How—who—bring him here, let me see," she said. But her glance returned again and again to her
son, even as she watched Deoris unwrapping the swaddling bands from the child she had carried in. It
was partly pain to see Micail's features, Micon was so keenly mirrored in the dark, young, proud face,
the flickering haf-amile never absent long from hislips, the clear sorm-blue eyes under the bright hair that
was his only heritage from his mother's people. . . Domariss eyes spilled over as sheran her thin hand
over the curling locks at the nape of his neck.

"Why, Micail,” she sad, "you are aman, we must cut off these curls.”

The boy lowered his head, suddenly shy again.

Domaristurned to her sster again. " Give me your baby, Deoris, | want to see—him, her?'
"A boy," said Deoris, and put the yearling pink lump into Domarissarms.

"Oh, heisswest, precious,” she cooed over him lovingly, "but . . . ?* Domarislooked up, hesitant
questionstrembling on her lips.

Deoris, her face grave, took her sister's free hand and gave Domaris the only explanation she was ever
to recaive. "Your child'slife was forfeited—partly through my fault. Arvath was debarred fromrisngin
the priesthood because he had no living son. And the obligation, which you had—failed—could be said
topasstome...and. .. Arvath was not unwilling."

"Then thisis—Arvath's son?"

Deoris seemed not to hear the interruption, but continued, quietly, "He would even have married me, but
| would not tread on the hem of your robe. Then—it seemed amiracle! Arvath's parents are here, you
know, in Ahtarrath, and they wished to have his son to bring up, Snce Arvath is not—has not married
again. So he begged me to undertake this journey—there was no one el se he could send—and Rgasta
arranged that | should cometo you and bring Micail, since when he comes to manhood he must claim his
father's heritage and his place. So—so | took ship with the children, and . . ." She shrugged, and smiled.

"Y ou have others?"
"No. Nari ismy only child."

Domarislooked down at the curly-headed child on her knee; he sat there composed and laughing,



playing with his own thumbs—and now that she knew, Domaris fancied she could even seethe
resemblance to Arvath. Shelooked up and saw the expression on her sster'sface, a sort of wistfulness.
"Deoris," she began, but the door bounced open and ayoung girl danced into the room, stopping short
and staring shyly & the Strangers.

"KihaDomaris, | am sorry,” she whispered. "1 did not know you had guedts.”

Deoristurned to the little maiden; atal child, possibly ten years old, delicate and dender, with long
graight fine hair loosaly felling about her shoulders, framing apointed and delicate little face in which
glimmered wide, slver-blue eyesin afringe of dark lashes. . .

"Domaridl" Deoris gasped, "Domaris,who isshe? Whoisthat child?Am | mad or dreaming? "
"Why, my darling, can't you guess?' Domaris asked gently.
"Don't, Domaris, | can't bear it!" Deoriss voice broke on asob. "Y ou—never saw Demira—"

"Sigter, look a me!" Domaris commanded. "Would | jest so cruelly? Deoris, it isyour baby! Y our own
little girl—Tiriki, Tiriki darling, come here, cometo your mother—"

The little maiden peered shyly at Deoris, too timid to advance, and Domaris saw dawning in her sster's
face ahope dmost too wild for belief, a crazy half-scared hope.

"But, Domaris, my baby died!" Deoris gasped, and then the tears came, hurt, miserable sobs, londly
floods she had choked back for ten years; the tears she had not been able to shed then; the nightmarish
misay. " Then it wasn't a dream! | dreamed Reio-ta came and took her avay—»but |ater they told me
shedied—"

Deoris put the little boy down and went swiftly to her Sster, clasping the dark head to her breast.
"Darling, forgive me," Domarissaid, "l was distracted, | did not know what to say or do. | said that to
some of the Temple people to keep them from interfering while | thought what | might do; | never
believed it would—oh, my little Sster, and dl those years you thought . . ." Sheraised her head and said,
"Tiriki, come here"

Thelittlegirl sill hung back, but as Deoris|ooked longingly at her, still only half daring to believethe
miracle, the child's generous smal heart went out to this beautiful woman who waslooking a her with
heartbreaking hope in her eyes. Tiriki came and flung her arms around Deorisin atight hug, looking up at
thewoman timidly.

"Don't cry—oh, don't!" she entrested, in an earnest little voice that thrust knives of memory into Deoriss
heart. " KihaDomaris—isthis my mother?"

"Yes, darling, yes" shewas reassured—and then Tiriki felt hersalf pulled into the tightest embrace she
had ever known. Domaris was laughing—but she was half crying, too; the shock or joy had been amost
too grest.

Micail saved them al. From thefloor, holding Deoriss baby with aclumsy caution, he said in atone of
profound boyish disgust:

"Girld"



Chapter Seven
[HE UNFADING FLOWER

Domarislaid asde the lute she had been playing and welcomed Deoriswith asmile. ™Y ou look rested,
dear," she said, drawing the younger woman down beside her. "I am so happy to have you herel
And—how can | thank you for bringing Micail to me?"

"Y ou—you—wheat can | say?' Deoris picked up her sster'sthin hand and held it to her own. "Y ou have
dready done so much. Eilantha—what isit you call her—Tiriki—you have had her with you dl thistime?
How did you manage?'

Domariss eyeswerefar away, dim with dreamy recollection. "Reio-ta brought her to me. It was his
plan, redly. | did not know she wasin such terrible danger. She would not have been allowed to live."

"Domaridl" Shocked bdief wasin the voice and the raised eyes. "But why was it kept secret from me?”

Domaristurned her deep-sunken eyeson her sster. "Reio-tatried to tell you. | think you were—tooiill
to understand him. | was afraid you might betray the knowledge, or . . ." She averted her eyes. "Or try to
destroy her yoursdif.”

"Couldyouthink ... ?'

"I did not knowwhat to think, Deorig! It isawonder | could think at al! And certainly | was not strong
enough to compel you. But, for varying reasons, neither Grey nor Black-robeswould have let her live.
AndthePriestsof Light . . ." Domaris till could not look at her sster. "They cursed Riveda—and his
seed.” Therewas amoment of Slence; then Domaris dismissed it al with awave of her hand. "Itisdl in
the past,” she said steadily. "I have had Tiriki with me since then. Reio-ta has been afather to her—and
his parentslove her very much.” She amiled. " She has been terribly spailt, | warn you! Half priestess, half
princess. . ."

Deoris kept her sgter'swhite hand in hers, looking a her searchingly. Domariswasthin, thin dmost to
gauntness, and only lips and eyes had color in her white face; the lips like ared wound, the eyes
sometimes feverishly bright. And in Domariss burning hair were many, many strands of white.

"But Domarid You areill!"

"I am well enough; and | shal be better, now that you are here." But Domaris winced under her scrutiny.
"What do you think of Tiriki?"

"Sheis—lovdy." Deorissmiled wistfully. "But | fed so strange with her! Will she—love me, do you



think?'

Domaris laughed in gentle reassurance. "Of course! But she feds strange, too. Remember, she has
known her mother only two dayd™

"I know, but—I want her to love me now!" There was more than ahint of the old rebellious passionin
Deorissvoice.

"Give her time" Domaris advised, hdf-amiling. "Do you think Micail redly rememberedme? And he was
mucholder. .. ."

"| tried hard to make him remember, Domaris! Although | saw little of him for thefirst four or five years.
He had almost forgotten me, too, by thetime | was alowed to bewith him. But | tried.”

"You did very well." Therewastearful gratitude in her eyesand voice. "I meant that Tiriki should know
of you, but—she has had only me dl her life. And | had no onedse."

"I can bear it, to have her love you best," Deoris whispered bravely, "but only just—bear it."
"Oh, my dear, my dear, surely you know | would never rob you of that."

Deoriswas dmost crying again, adthough she did not weep easily now. She managed to lill the tears,
but in her violet-blue eyes there was an achingacceptance which touched Domaris more deeply than
rebelion or grief.

A childishtreble caled, " KihaDomaris?' and the women, turning, saw Tiriki and Micall sanding inthe
doorway.

"Come here, darlings." Domarisinvited, but it was a her son she smiled, and the pain in her heart wasa
throbbing agitation, for she saw Micon looking at her. . . .

The boy and girl advanced into the room vaiantly, but with a shyness neither could conquer. They stood
before their mothers, clinging to one another's hands, for though Tiriki and Micail were fill nearly
srangers, they shared the same puzzlement; everything had become new to both. All hislife Micail had
known only the austere discipline of the priesthood, the company of priests; in truth he had never
completely forgotten his mothe—but he felt shy and awkward in her presence. Tiriki, though she had
known hazily that Domaris had not actualy borne her, had dl her life been petted and spoiled by
Domaris, idolized and given such complete and sheltering affection that she had never missed amother.

The strangeness welled up again, and Tiriki dropped Micail's hand and ran to Domaris, clinging jealoudy
to her and hiding her slver-gilt hair in Domarisslap. Domaris stroked the shining head, but her eyes
never left Micall. "Tiriki, my dearest,” she admonished softly, "don't you know that your mother has
longed for you al these years? And you do not even greet her. Where are your manners, child?’

Tiriki did not speak, hiding her eyesin bashfulness and rebellious jealousy. Deoris watched, the knife,
thrusting into her heart again and again. She had outgrown her old possessiveness of Domaris, but a
deeper, more poignant pain had taken its place; and now, overlaid upon the scene it seemed she could
amogt see another Slver-gilt head resting upon her own breast, and hear Demira's mournful voice
whispering,If Domaris spoke kindly to me, | think | would die of joy . . .

Domaris had never seen Demira, of course; and despite what Deoris had said to comfort the littlesaji



girl, Domariswould have treated Demirawith arrogant contempt if she had seen her.But really, Deoris
thought with sadness and wonder, Tiriki is only what Demira would have been, given such careful,
loving fosterage. She has all Demira's heedless beauty, her grace, and a poised charm, too, which
Demira lacked —a sweetness, a war mth, a—a confidence! Deorisfound hersdf smiling through her
blurry vison. That is Domaris's work, shetold herself,and perhaps it may be all for the best. | could
not have done so much for her.

Deoris put out her hand to Tiriki, stroking the bright, festhery hair. "Do you know, Tiriki, | saw you but
once before you were taken from me, but in al these years there has been no day when you were absent
from my heart. | thought of you dways as ababy, though—I did not expect to find you amost awoman.
Maybe that will makeit—eadier, for usto befriends?' Therewasalittle catch in her voice, and Tiriki's
generous heart could not but be moved by it.

Domaris had beckoned Micail to her, and apparently forgotten their existence. Tiriki moved closer to
Deoris, she saw the wistful look in the violet-blue eyes, and the tact so carefully indtilled by her beloved
Domarisdid not fail her. Still timidly, but with a self-possession that surprised Deoris, she dipped her
hand into the woman's.

"Y ou do not seem old enough to be my mother,” she said, with such sweet graciousnessthat the
boldness of the words was not impertinent; then, on impulse, Tiriki put her arms about her mother'swaist
and looked up confidingly into her face. . . At firgt, Tiriki's only thoughts had been,What would Kiha
Domaris want me to do? | must not make her ashamed of me! Now she found herself deeply
affected by Deoriss restrained sorrow, her lack of insistence.

"Now | have amather and alittle brother, too,” thelittle girl said, warmly. "Will you let me play with my
little brother?"

"Tobesure," Deoris promised, il in the same restrained manner. ™Y ou are amost awoman yourself,
s0 hewill grow up to believe he has two mothers. Come dong now, if you like, and you shall watch the
nurse bathe and dress him, and afterward you shdl show us the gardens—yourr little brother and me.”

This, it soon became clear, had been exactly the right thing to say and do; theright note to strike. The
last reserve dropped away quickly. If Tiriki and Deoris were never redly to achievea
mother-and-daughter relationship, they did become friends—and they remained friends through the long
months and yearsthat dipped away, virtualy without event.

Arvath's son grew into asturdy toddler then ahedlthy lad: Tiriki shot up to tallnessand lost the last baby
softnessin her face. Micail's voice began to change, and he too grew tdl; at fifteen the resemblance to
Micon had become even more pronounced; the dark-blue eyes sharp and clear in the same way, the face
and dender strong body animated with the same intelligent, fluid restlessness. . .

From time to time Micon's father, the Prince Mikantor, Regent of the SeaKingdoms, and his second
wife, the mother of Reio-ta, clamed Micail for afew days, and often they earnestly besought that their
grandchild, as heir to Ahtarrath, might remain a the palace with them.

"Itisour right," the aging Mikantor would say somberly, time and again. "Heis Micon's son, and must be
reared as befits his rank, not among women! Though | do not mean to demean what you have done for
him, of course. Reio-ta's daughter, too, has place and rank with us." When saying this, Mikantor's eyes
would aways fix Domariswith patient, sorrowful affection; he would willingly have accepted her, too, as
abeloved daughter—but her reserve toward him had never softened.



On each occasion that the subject arose, Domaris, with quiet dignity, would acknowledge that Mikantor
wasright, that Micon's son was indeed heir to Ahtarrath—but that the boy was aso her son. "Heis being
reared as his father would wish, that | vow to you, but whilel live" Domaris promised, "hewill not leave
me again. While| live—" Her voice would dwell on thewords. "It will not belong. Leavehimto
me—until then.”

This conversation was repeated with but afew variations every few months. At last the old Prince
bowed his head before the Initiate, and ceased from importuning her further . . . though he continued his
regular visits, which becameif anything more frequent than before.

Domaris compromised by alowing her son to spend agreat dedl of time with Reio-ta. This arrangement
pleased dl concerned, asthe two rapidly became intimate friends. Reio-ta showed a deep deference to
the son of the older brother he had adored and betrayed—and Micall enjoyed the friendliness and
warmth of the young prince. Hewas at first a stiff, unfriendly boy, and found it difficult to adjust to this
unrestricted life; Rgjasta had accustomed him, since histhird year, to the austere self-discipline of the
highest ranks of the Priest’'s Caste. However, the abnorma shyness and reserve eventually melted; and
Micail began to display the same open-hearted charm and joyfulness that had made Micon so lovable.

Perhaps even more than Reio-ta, Tiriki wasinstrumenta in this. From the first day they had been close,
with afriendliness which soon ripened into love; brotherly and unsentimental love, but sincere and deep,
nonetheless. They quarrelled often, to be sure—for they were very unlike: Micail controlled, cam of
manner but proud and reserved, inclined to be secretive and derisive; and Tiriki hot-tempered benegth
her poise, volatile as quick slver. But such quarrels were momentary, mere ruffles of temper—and Tiriki
aways regretted her hastinessfirst; she would fling her arms around Micail and beg him, with kisses, to
be friends again. And Micail would pull her long loose hair, which wastoo fine and straight to stay
braided for more than afew minutes, and tease her until she begged for mercy.

Deorisrgoiced at their close friendship, and Reio-ta was atogether delighted; but both suspected that
Domariswas not wholly pleased. Of late, when shelooked into Tiriki's eyes, an odd look would cross
her face and she would purse her lipsand frown alittle, then cal Tiriki to her sde and hug her penitently,
asif to make up for some ungpoken condemnation.

Tiriki was not yet thirteen, but already she seemed dtogether womanly, asif something worked like
yeast within her, awaiting some catalyst to bring sudden and complete maturity. She was afey, dfin
maiden, atogether bewitching, and Micail dl too soon redlized that things could not long continue asthey
were; hislittle cousin fascinated him too grestly.

Y et Tiriki had a child'sinnocent impulsiveness, and when it cameit was very smple; alonely walk aong
the seashore, atouch, a playful kiss—and then they stood for severad momentslocked tight in one
another'sarms, afraid to move, afraid to lose this sudden sweetness. Then Micail very gently loosed the
girl and put her away for him. "Eilantha," he whispered, very low—and Tiriki, understanding why he had
spoken her Temple name, dropped her eyes and stood without attempting to touch him again. Her
intuition set afina seal on Micail's sure young knowledge. He smiled, with anew, mature responsbility,
as hetook her hand—only her hand—in hisown.

"Come, we should return to the Temple."

"O, Micall!" thegirl whispered in momentary rebelion, "now that we have found each other—must we
losethisagain so quickly? Will you not even dareto kissme again?'

His grave smile made her look away, confused. "Often, | hope. But not here or now. Y ou are—too dear



to me. And you are very young, Tiriki—asam |. Come." His quiet authority was once again that of an
older brother, but as they mounted the long terraced path toward the Temple gateway, he relented and
turned to her with aquick smile.

"I will tell you alittle story," he said with soft seriousness, and they sat down on the hewn steps together.
"Once upon atime there was aman who lived within aforest, very much aone, alone with the stars and
thetall trees. One day he found a beautiful gazelle within the forest, and he ran toward her and tried to
clasp hisarms around her dender neck and comfort hisloneliness—but the gazelle was frightened and
ran from him, and he never found her again. But after many moons of wandering, he found the bud of a
lovely flower. He was awise man by then, because he had been done so long; so he did not disturb the
bud whereit nodded in the sunshine, but sat by it for long hours and watched it open and grow toward
the sun. And asit opened it turned to him, for he was very till and very near. And when the bud was
open and fragrant, it was a beautiful passon-flower that would never fade.”

Therewasafant amilein Tiriki's Slver-grey eyes. "'l have heard that Sory often,” she said, "but only now
do I know what it means." She squeezed his hand, then rose and danced up the steps. "Come aong,” she
cdled merrily. "They will bewaiting for us—and | promised my little brother | would pick him berriesin
the garden!”

Chapter Eight
DUTY

That spring theillness Domaris had been holding at bay finaly clamed her. All during the spring rains and
through the summer seasons of flowers and fruits, she lay in her high room, unable to rise from her bed.
She did not complain, and turned away their solicitude easily; surely shewould be well again by autumn.

Deoriswatched over her with tender care, but her love for her sister blinded her eyes, and she did not
see what was al too plain to others; and, too often, neither Deoris nor any other could help the woman

who lay there so patiently, powerless through the long days and nights. Y ears had passed since anyone
could have helped Domaris.

Deorislearned only then—for Domariswastooill to care any longer about conceal ment—how cruelly
her sister had been treated by the Black-robes. Guilt lay heavy on the younger woman after that
discovery—for something el se came out that Deoris had not known before: just how serioudy Domaris
had been injured in that strange, dreamlike interlude which even now lay shrouded, for Deoris, in adark
web of confused dreams—theillusive memory of theldiots Village. What Domarisat last told her not
only made clear exactly why Domaris had been unableto bring Arvath'sfirst child to term, it made it
amazing that she had even been able to bear Micon's.

Prince Mikantor finally got his dearest wish, and Micail was sent to the palace; Domaris missed her son,



but would not have him see her suffering. Tiriki, however, would not be so constrained, but defied Deoris
and even Domais, for thefirst timein her life. Childhood was whoally behind her now; at thirteen, Tiriki
wastaler than Deoris, athough dight and immeature, as Demirahad been. Also, like Demira, therewasa
precocious gravity in the greyed silver of her eyes and the disturbed lines of her thin face. Deoris had
been so childish at thirteen that neither Sster noticed, or redlized, that Tiriki at that age was aready
grown; the swifter maturity of the atavistic Zaiadan type escaped their notice, and neither took Tiriki very
serioudy.

Everyone did what they could to keep her away on the worst days, but one evening when Deoris,
exhausted from severd days dmost without deep, napped for amoment in the adjoining room, Tiriki
dipped in to see Domarislying wide-eyed and very Hill, her face was white as the white lock in her
dill-shining har.

Tiriki crept closer and whispered, " Kiha—?"

"Yes, darling,” Domaris said faintly; but even for Tiriki she could not force asmile. The girl came closer
yet, and picked up one of he blue-threaded hands, pressing it passionately to her cheek, kissing the
waxen fingers with desperate adoration. Domaristiredly shifted her free hand to clasp the little warm
onesof the child. "Gently, darling,” said Domaris. "Don't cry.”

"I'm not crying,” Tiriki averred, raisng atearlessface. "Only—can't | do anything for you,Kiha
Domaris? |—you—it hurtsyou alot, doesn't it?"

Under the child's great-eyed gaze, Domarisonly said, quietly, "Yes, child."
"I wish | could haveit instead of you!"

Theimpossible amile came then and flickered on the colorless mouth. " Anything rather than that, Tiriki
darling. Now run away, my little one, and play."

"I'm not ababy,Kihal Please, let me stay with you," Tiriki begged, and before the intense entreaty
Domaris closed her eyes and lay silent for aspace of minutes.

Iwill not betray pain before this child! Domaris told herself—but adrop of moisture stood out on her
lower lip.

Tiriki sat down on the edge of the couch. Domaris, ready to warn her away—for she could not bear the
lightest touch, and sometimes, when one of the dave-women accidentaly jarred her bed, would cry out
in unbearabl e torture—redized with amazement that Tiriki's movements had been so ddlicate that there
was not the dightest hurt, even when the girl bent and twined her arms around Domaris's neck.

Why, Domaristhought,she's like a little kitten, she could walk across my body and | would feel no
hurt! At least she'sinherited something good from Riveda!

For weeks now, Domaris had borne no touch except her sister's, and even Deoriss trained hands had
been unable to avoid inflicting torment at times; but now Tiriki . . . The child's smal body fitted shugly and
eadly into the narrow space at the edge of the couch, and she knelt there with her arms around her
foster-mother for so many minutes that Domaris was dumbfounded.

"Tiriki," sherebuked a las—reuctantly, for the child's presence was curioudy comforting—"you must
not tire yoursdlf." Tiriki only gave her an oddly protective, mature smile, and held Domaris closer ill.



And suddenly Domariswondered if she wereimagining it—no, it was truethe pain was gradudly
lessening and asort of strength was surging through her worn body. For a moment the blessedness of
relief was al Domaris could understand, and she relaxed, with along sigh. Then therelief disgppeared in
sudden amazement and apprehension.

"Areyou better now,Kiha? "

"Yes" Domaristold her, resolving to say nothing. It was absurd to believe that a child of thirteen could
do what only the highest Adepts could do after lengthy discipline and training! It had been but afancy of
her weakness, no more. Some remnant of caution told her that if it were true, then Tiriki, for her own
safety, must be kept away . . . But keeping Tiriki away was easier to resolve than to do.

In the days that followed, though Tiriki spent much time with Domaris, taking a part of the burden from
the exhausted Deoris, Domaris maintained a severe control over hersaf. No word or movement should
betray her to this smdl woman-child.

Ridicul ous,shethought angrily,that | must guard myself against a thirteen-year-old!

Oneday, Tiriki had curled up like a cat beside her. Domaris permitted this, for the child's closenesswas
comforting, and Tiriki, who had been arestless child, never fidgeted or stirred. Domaris knew she was
learning patience and an uncanny gentleness, but she did not want the girl to overtax hersdlf, so she said,
"Yourelikealittle mouse, Tiriki. Aren't you tired of staying with me?'

"No. Please don't send me away,Kiha Domarid"
" won't dare, but promise me you will not tire yourself!"

Tiriki promised, and Domaristouched the flaxen hair with awhitefinger and lay till, sighing. Tiriki's
great grey cat's eyes brooded dreamily . . . What can the child be thinking about? What a little witch
sheis! And that curious—healing instinct. Both Deoris and Rivedahad had something like that,she
remembered,| should have expected as much . . . But Domaris could not follow the train of thought for
long. Pain was too much apart of her now; she could not remember what it wasliketo befree of it.

Tiriki, her small pointed face showing, faintly, the sgns of exhaustion, came out of her reverie and
watched, helpless and miserable; then, in asudden surge of protectiveness she flung her armslightly
around Domaris and pressed gently to her. And thistimeit was not afancy: Domaris felt the sudden
quick flow of vitality, the rapid surging ebb of the waves of pain. It was done unskillfully, so that Domaris
fdt dizzy and light-headed with the sudden strength that filled her.

The moment she was able, she sharply pushed Tiriki away. "My dear," she said in wonder, "you mustn't
..." She broke off, redlizing that the girl was not listening. Drawing along breath, Domaris raised herself
painfully up on onedbow. "Eilanthal" she commanded shortly. "1 am serious! Y ou must never do that
again! | forbidit! If you try—I will send you away from me atogether!"

Tiriki sat up. Her thin face was flushed and a queer little line wastight across her brow. "Kiha," she
darted, persuasively.

"Ligten, precious,” Domaris said, more gently, as she lay hersalf on her pillow again, "believe me, I'm
grateful. Someday you will understand why | cannot let you—rob yourself thisway. | don't know how
you did it—that isa God-given power, my darling . . . but not like this And not for me!™



"But—nbut it'sonly for you,Kiha! Because| loveyou!"

"But—little girl—" Domaris, & alossfor words, lay till, looking up into the quiet eyes. After along
moment, the child's dreamy face darkened again.

"Kiha," Tiriki whispered, with srange intentness, "when—where—where and when wasit? Y ou
said—youtold me. . ." She stopped, her eyes concentrated in an aching search of the woman'sface, her
brows knitted in aterrible intengty. "Oh,Kiha, why isit so hard to remember?’

"Remember what, Tiriki?"

Thegirl closed her eyes. "It was you—you said to me—" The great eyes opened, haunted, and Tiriki
whispered, " Sister—and more than s ster—here we two, women and sisters—pledge thee,
Mother—where we stand in darkness.” Her voice thickened, and she sobbed.

Domaris gasped. "Y ou don't remember, you can't! Eilantha, you cannot, you have been spying, listening,
youcouldnot . . ."

Tiriki said passonately, "No, no, it wasyou, Kiha! It was! | remember, but it'slike—adream, like
dreaming about adream.”

"Tiriki, my baby-girl—you are talking like amad child, you are talking about something which happened
before .. ."

"It did happen, then! It did! Do you want meto tell you the rest?" Tiriki stormed. "Why won't you
believe me?’

"But it was before you were born!" Domaris gasped. " How can this be?"

White-faced, her eyes burning, Tiriki repeated the words of the ritual without stumbling—but she had
spoken only afew lines when Domaris, pae as Death, checked her. "No, no Eilanthal Stop! Y ou mustn't
repest those words! Not ever, ever—until you know what they mean! What they imply . . ." She held out
exhausted, wasted arms. " Promise me! ™

Tiriki subsided in stormy sobs against her foster-mother's breast; but at last muttered her promise.

"Some day—and if | cannot, Deoriswill tell you about it. One day—you were made Devotee, dedicated
to Caratra before your birth, and oneday . . ."

"Y ou had better let metell her now," said Deoris quietly from the doorway. "' Forgive me, Domaris; |
could not help but hear.”

But Tiriki leaped up, raging. "You! Y ou had to come—to listen, to spy on me! Y ou can never let me
have amoment donewithKiha Domaris, you are jealous because | can help her and you cannot! | hate
you! | hate you, Deorisl" She was sobbing furioudy, and Deoris stood, stricken, for Domaris had
beckoned Tiriki to her and her daughter was crying helplesdy in her sster'sarms, her face hidden on
Domariss shoulder as the woman held her with anxious, oblivious tenderness. Deoris bent her head and
turned to go, without aword, when Domaris spoke.

"Tiriki, hush, my child," she commanded. "Deoris, come here to me—no, there, close to me, darling.
Y ou too, baby." she added to Tiriki, who had drawn alittle away and was looking a Deoriswith



resentful jealousy. Domaris, laid one of her worn, wax-white handsin Tiriki's and stretched out her other
hand to Deoris. "Now, both of you," Domaris whispered, "listen to me—for thismay bethelast timel
can ever talk to you like this—the last time."

Chapter Nine
[HE SEA AND THE SHIP

Assummer gave way to autumn, even the children abandoned the hope and pretense that Domaris might
recover. Day after day shelay in her high room, watching the sun flicker on the white waves, dreaming.
Sometimes when one of the high-banneredwing-bird ships did over the horizon, she wondered if Rgasta
had received her message. . . but not even that seemed important any more. Days, then months dipped
over her head, and with each day she grew paler, more strengthless, worn with pain brought to the point
beyond which even pain cannot go, weary even with the effort of drawing bresth to live.

The old master, Rathor, came once and stood for along time close to her bedside, his hand between her
two pae ones and hisold blind eyes bent upon her worn face asiif they saw not some faraway and
digtant thing, but the face of the dying woman.

Asthe year turned again, Deoris, pae with long nights and days of nursing her Sster, was commanded
unequivocaly to take more rest; much of thetime, now, Domaris did not know her, and there waslittle
that anyone could do. Reluctantly, Deoris|eft her sister to the hands of the other Heal er-priestesses,
and—one morning—took her children to the seashore. Micail joined them there, for since his mother's
illness he had seen little of Tiriki. Micail wasto remember thisday, afterward, asthelast day hewasa
child among children.

Tiriki, her long pale hair al unbraided, dragged her little brother by the hand as she flew here and there.
Micail raced after them, and al three went wild with shouting and splashing and rowdy playing, chasingin
and out of the doshing waves on the sand. Even Deoris flung away her sandals and dashed gaily into the
tidewaters with them. When they tired of this, Tiriki began to build in the sand for her little brother, while
Micail picked up shells at the high-water mark and dumped them into Tiriki's | ap.

Deoris, Sitting on alarge sun-warmed rock to watch them, thought, They are only playing at being
children, for Nari's sake and mine. They have grown up, those two, while | have been absorbed in
Domaris. .. Itdidnot seem quiteright, to Deoris, that aboy of sixteen and agirl of thirteen should be
SO mature, SO serious, o adult—though they were acting, now, like children haf their agel

But they quieted at last, and lay on the sand at Deorissfest, calling on her to admire their
sand-sculpture.

"Look," said Micall, "apaace, and aTemple!"



"Seemy pyramid?’ little Nari demanded shrilly.

Tiriki pointed. "From here, the paaceislikeajewd set atop agreen hill . . . Reio-tatold me, once. . . ."
Abruptly she sat up and demanded, "Deoris, did | ever have ared father? | love Relo-taasif hetruly
were my father, but—you andKiha Domaris are Ssters; and Reio-taisthe brother of Micail'sfather . . ."
Breaking off again, she glanced unquietly & Micall.

He understood what she meant immediately, and reached out to tweak her ear—but hisimpulse
changed, and he only twitched it playfully instead.

Deorislooked soberly at her daughter. "Of course, Tiriki. But your father died—before you could be
acknowledged.”

"What was helike?' the girl asked, reflectively.

Before Deoris could answer, little Nari looked up with pouting scorn. "If he died before 'nowledging her,
how could hebe her father?' he asked, with devastating small-boy logic. He poked a chubby finger into
hishdf-agter'sribs. "Dig me ahole, Tiriki!"

"Sily baby," Micail rebuked him.

Nari scowled. "Not ababy," heinssted. "My father was a Priest!"

"Sowas Mical's, Nari; so was Tiriki's," Deorissaid gently. "We are dl the children of Priests here.”

But Nari only returned to the paradox he had seized on with new vigor. "If Tiriki'sfather diedbefore she
was born, then she don't have afather because he wasn't live to be her father!"

Micalil, tickled by thewhimsy of Nari's childish innocence, grinned delightedly. Even Tiriki giggled—then
sobered, seeing the look on Deorissface.

"Don't you want to talk about him?"

Again pain twisted oddly in Deoriss heart. Sometimes for months she did not think of Riveda at
al—then achance word or gesture from Tiriki would bring him back, and tir again that taut, half-sweet
aching within her. Rivedawas burned on her soul asineradicably asthedorje scars on her breasts, but
she had learned calm and control. After amoment she spoke, and her voice was perfectly steady. "He
was an Adept of the Magicians, Tiriki."

"A Priegt, like Micail'sfather, you said?'

"No, child, nothing like Micail'sfather. | said he was a Priest, because—well the Adepts are like Priests,
of asort. But your father was of the Grey-robe sect, though they are not regarded so highly inthe
Ancient Land. And he was aNorthman of Zaiadan; you have your hair and eyesfrom him. Hewasa
Heder of great Kill."

"What was his name?’ Tiriki asked intently.

For amoment, Deoris did not answer. It occurred to her then Domaris had never spoken of this, and
gnce she had raised Tiriki as Reio-ta's daughter, it washer right not to . . . At last Deorissaid, "Tiriki, in



every way that matters, Reio-taisyour father."

"Oh, | know, itisnt that | don't love him!" Tiriki exclaimed, penitently—but asif drawn by anirresistible
impetus, shewent on, "But tell me, Deoris, because | remember, when | was only a baby—Domaris
spoke of him to another Priestess—no, it was a Priest—oh, | can't remember redly, but . . ." Shemadea
grangelittle helpless gesture with her hands.

Deorissghed. "Haveit asyou will. His name was Riveda."
Tiriki repested the name curioudy. "Riveda. . . ."

"I did not know that!" Micail brokein, with sudden disquiet. "Deoris, can it be the same Riveda | heard
talk in the Priest's Court as a child? Was he—the sorcerer, the heretic?' He stopped short at the dismay
in Deoriss eyes, her pained mouth.

Nari raised his head and clamored, "What's a heretic?'

Micall, immediately repenting his rash outburst, unfolded hislong legs and hoisted the little boy to his
shoulder. "A heretic is one who does wicked things, and | will do awicked thing and throw you into the
seaif you do not stop plaguing Deoriswith foolish questions! Look, | think that ship is coming to anchor,
come, let'swatchit; I'll carry you on my shoulder!”

Nari crowed in shrill ddlight, and Micail galoped off with him. Soon they were little more than tiny
figuresfar dong the beach.

Deoris came out of her daydream to find Tiriki dipping her hand into hers, saying with alow voice, "1 did
not mean to trouble, you, Deoris. |I—I only had to be sure that—that Micail and | were not cousinstwice
over." She blushed, and then said, entreatingly, "Oh, Deoris, you must know why!" For the first time, of
her own will, Tiriki put up her face for her mother'skiss.

Deoris caught the dender child in her arms. "Of course | know, my little blossom, and | am very happy,”
shesaid. "Come—shall we go and see the ship too?' Hand in hand, close together, they followed the trail
of Micail's hurrying feet through the sand until al four stood together again.

Deoris picked up her son (Nari at least was hersaone, for atime at least, she was thinking) and listened
amiling asMicail, hisarm around Tiriki, talked of thewing-bird which was gliding to harbor. The seawas
inhisblood asit had been in hisfather's; on the long voyage from the Ancient Land he had been made
withjoy.

"l wonder if that ship isfrom the Ancient Land?' Tiriki said curioudy.

"I would not be surprised,” Micall answered wisdly. "L ook—they're putting out aboat from the ship,
though; that's strange, they don't usudly land boats here at the Temple, usudly they go on to the City."

"ThereisaPriestinthefirst boat,” Tiriki said asthe small craft beached. Six men, common sailors,
turned away aong the lower path, but the seventh stood till, glancing up toward where the Temple
gleamed like awhite star atop the hill. Deori's heart nearly stopped; itwas.. . .

"Rgastal" Micall cried out, suddenly and joyoudy; and, forgetting his new-found dignity, he sped swiftly
across the sands toward the white-robed man.



The Priest looked up, and hisface glowed as he saw the boy. "My dear, dear son!" he exclaimed,
clasping Micall in hisarms. Deoris, following dowly with her children, saw that the old Guardian'sface
was wet with tears.

Hisarm about Micail, Rgasta turned to greet the others, Deoriswould have kndlt, but he embraced her
with hisfree arm. "Little daughter, thisisalucky omen for my mission, thoughitisnot amisson of joy,"
hetold her. To her own surprise, Deoris discovered that she was weeping. Rajastaheld her close, with a
sort of dismayed embarrassment, comforting her awkwardly as she sobbed, and little Nari tugged at his
mother's skirt.

"You'd spankme for that, D'ris," he rebuked shrilly.

Deorislaughed at this, recovering her composure somewhat. "Forgive me, Lord Rgasta,” she said,
flushing deeply, and drew Tiriki forward. "A miracle befell me, my father, for when | came herell
found—my own small daughter, in Domariss care."

Raagta's smilewas abenediction. "I knew of that, my daughter, for Relo-tatold me of hisplan.”

"You knew? And dl thoseyears. . . 7' Deoris bent her head. It had, indeed been wisest that shelearn
to think of her child aslost to her forever.

Tiriki clung to Deoris, bashfully, and Rejastalaid his hand on her silky head. "Do not be frightened little
one; | knew your mother when she was younger than you, and your father was my kinsman. Y ou may
cdl meUnde, if youwigh."

Nari peeped from behind hissigter. " Myfather isa Priest!" he said vdiantly. "Areyou my Uncle, too,
Lord Guardian?'

"If you like," said Rgastamildly, and patted the tangled curls. "Is Domariswell, my daughter?’
Deoris paed in congternation. "Did you not receive her letter?You do not know? "

Ragjadta, too, turned pale. "No, | have had no word—all is confusion at the Temple, Deoris, we have
had no letters. | have come on Temple business, though indeed | had hoped to see you both.
What—what has befdlen her?!

"Domarisisdying,” Deorissad unsteadily.

The Priest's pale cheeks looked haggard—for thefirst timein her life, Deorisredlized that Rgjastawas
anold, old man. "l feared—I fdt," the Guardian said, hoarsdly, "'some premonition of evil upon her. .. ."
Helooked again at Micail'sthin, proud face. "Y ou are like your father, my son. You have hiseyes . . ."
But Rgasta's thoughts went on beyond hiswords.He is like Domaris, too. Domaris, whom he loved as
more than a daughter—no one begotten of his own flesh had ever been half so dear to Rgasta; and
Deoris said she was dying! But the essential part of Domaris, hereminded himsdf sernly and sadly,has
long been dead. . . .

They dismissed the children as they neared the dormitory of the Priestesses. Alone together, Rgastaand
Deoris climbed the stairs. ™Y ou will find her very changed,” Deoriswarned.

"I know," saild Rgasta, and his voice held adeep sorrow; he leaned heavily on the young woman's
offered arm. Deoris tapped gently on the door.



"Deoris?' afaint voice asked from within, and Deoris stepped aside for the Guardian to precede her.
She heard her own name again, raised questioningly, then aglad cry: "Rajastal Rgasta—my father!"

Domariss voice brokein a sob, and Rgjasta hastened to her sde. Domaristried to raise herself, but her
face twisted with pain and she had to fall back. Rgjasta bent and elapsed her gently in hisarms, saying,
"Domaris, my child, my lovely child!"

Deorisvery quietly withdrew and left them done.

Chapter Ten
KARMA

Standing on the terrace, listening for the shouts of the Temple children in the lower gardens, Deoris
heard a quiet step behind her, and looked up into Reio-ta's smiling eyes.

"TheLord Rgastaiswith Domaris?' he asked.
Deoris nodded; her eyes grew sad. " She has been living only for this. It will not belong now."

Relo-tatook her hand and said, ™Y ou must not grieve, Deoris. She has been—l ess than living—for many
years”

"Not for her," Deoriswhispered, "but only for myself. | am selfish—I have dways been salfish—but
when sheisgonel shdl beaone”

"No," said Reio-ta, "you will not be done.” And, without surprise, Deorisfound herself in hisarms, his
mouth pressed to hers. "Deoris," he whispered at lagt, "I loved you from thefirst! From the moment |
came up out of a—a maelstrom that had drowned me, and saw you lying on the floor of aTemplel did
not recognize, at the feet of—a Grey-robe, whose name | did not even know. And the terrible burnson
you! | loved you then, Deoris! Only that gave me the strength to—to defy . . ."

Matter-of-factly, Deoris supplied the name that, after SO many years, histongue still sumbled on. "To
defy Riveda. . . ."

"Can you care for me?' he asked passionately. "Or does the past hold you till too close?!

Mutely Deorislaid her hand in his, warmed by a sudden confidence and hope, and knew, without



andyzing it, that it was of thisthat she had waited dl her life. She would never fed for Reio-tathe mad
adoration she had known for Riveda; she had |loved—no, worshi pped Riveda—as a suppliant to a God.
Arvath had taken her as awoman, and there had been friendship between them and the bond of the child
she had given himin her sister's place—but Arvath had never touched her emotions. Now, in full
maturity, Deorisfound hersdlf able and willing to take the next step into the world of experience. Smiling,
shefreed hersdf from hisarms.

He accepted it, returning her smile. "We are not young," he said. "We can wait."

"All time bdongsto us," she answered gently. She took his hand again, and together they waked down
into the gardens.

The sun waslow on the horizon when Rgjasta called them all together on aterrace near Deoriss
gpartments. "1 did not spesk of thisto Domaris," he told them soberly, "but | wished to say to you tonight
what | mean to tell the Priests of this Temple tomorrow. The Templein our homeand—the Grest
Temple—isto be destroyed.”

"Ah, no!" Deoriscried out.

"Aye" sad Rgasta, with solemn face. "Six months ago it was discovered that the great pyramid was
sinking lower and lower into the Earth; and the shoreline has been breached in many places. There have
been earthquakes. The sea had begun to seep beneath the land, and some of the underground chambers
are collgpsing. Erelong—erelong the Great Temple will be drowned by the waves of the sea.”

Therewas aflurry of dismayed, confused questions, which he checked with agesture. "'Y ou know that
the pyramid stands above the Crypt of the Unrevealed God?"

"Would we did not!" Relo-tawhispered, very low.

"That Crypt isthe nadir of the Earth's magnetic forces—the reason the Grey-robes sought to guard it so
carefully from desecration. But ten yearsand moreago . . ." Involuntarily Rgastaglanced at Tiriki, who
sat wide-eyed and trembling. "Great sacrilege was done there, and Words of Power spoken. Reio-ta, it
seems, was all too correct in his estimation, for we gtill had not rooted out the worms at our base!” For a
moment Rgjasta's eyes were stark and haunted, as if seeing again some horror the others could not even
guess a. "L ater, spells even more powerful than theirs were pronounced, and the worst evils contained,
but—the Unrevealed God has had his death-wound. His dying agonieswill submerge more than the
Temple”

Deoris covered her face with her hands.



Rajastawent on, in alow, tonelessvoice, "The Words of Power have vibrated rock asunder, disrupted
meatter to the very dements of its making; and once begun at so basic alevd the vibrations cannot be
dtilled until they die out of their own. Daily about the Crypt, the Earth trembles—and the tremors are
spreading! Within seven years, at the mogt, the entire Temple—perhaps the whole shordline, the city and
the lands about for many and many amile—will sink benesth the sea—"

Deoris made amuffled, choking sound of horror.
Reio-ta bowed his head in terrible salf-abasement. "Godsl™ he whispered, "1—I am not guiltlessin this."

"If we must spesk of guilt,” Rgasta said, more gently than was his habit, "1 am no less guilty than any
other, that my Guardianship alowed Rivedato entangle himsdf in black sorceries. Micon shirked the
begetting of ason in hisyouth, and so dared not die under torture. Nor can we omit the Priest who taught
him, the parents and servants who raised him, the great-great-grandsire of the ship's captain who brought
Rivedas grandmother and minefrom Zaiadan . . . no man can justly apportion cause and effect, least of
al upon ascale such asthid! It iskarma. Set your heart free, my son.”

Therewas along pause. Tiriki and Micail were wide-eyed, their hands clasped in the ftilIness, listening
without full understanding. Reio-ta's head remained bowed upon his clasped hands, while Deoris stood
asrigid asadatue, her throat clagped shut by invisible hands.

Finally, dry-eyed, pae as chak, she ran her tongue over dry lipsand croaked, "That—isnot all, isit?'

Rajasta sadly nodded agreement. "It isnot," he said. "Perhaps, ten years from now, the edges of the
catastrophe will touch Atlantis as well. These earthquakes will expand outwards, perhapsto gird the
world; this very spot where we now stand may be broken and lie beneath the waters some day—and it
may be, a0, thereis nowhere that will beleft untouched. But | cannot believe it will cometo that! Men's
livesare asmal enough thing—those whose destiny decreesthat they should live, will live, if they must
grow gillslikefishes and spend their days swimming unimaginable deegps, or grow wings and soar as
birdstill the waters recede. And those who have sown the seeds of their own death will die, be they ever
so clever and determined . . . but lest worse karma be engendered, the secrets of Truth within the
Temple must not die.”

"But—if what you say is o, how can they be preserved?' Reio-ta muttered.

Rajastalooked at him and then at Micail. " Some parts of the earth will be safe, | think,” hereplied at
last, "and new Templeswill rise there, where the knowledge may be taken and kept. The wisdom of our
world may be scattered to the four winds and vanish for many an age—but it will not die forever. One
such Temple, Micall, shdl lie beneath your hand.”

Micall garted. "Mine? But | am only aboy!"

"Son of Ahtarrath,” Rgastasaid sternly, "usualy it isforbidden that any should know hisown destiny,
lest he lean upon the Gods and, knowing, forbear to use dl hisown powers. . . yet it is necessary that
you know, and prepare yoursdf! Reio-tawill ad you in this; though heis denied high achievement in his
own person, the sons of hisflesh will inherit Ahtarrath's powers.”

Micail looked down at his now dight, strong hands—and Deoris suddenly remembered a pair of tanned,
gaunt, twisted hands lying upon atabletop. Then Micail flung back his head and met Rgjastas eyes.
"Then, my father," he said, and put out his hand to Tiriki, "we would marry as soon as might be!"



Rajastagazed gravely at Rivedas daughter, reflecting. "So beit," he said at last. "There was a prophecy,
long ago when | was till young—A child will be born, of a linefirst risen, then fallen; a child who
will sire a new line, to break the father's evils forever. You areyoung . . ." He glanced again into
Tiriki's child-face; but what he saw there made him incline his head and add, "But the new world will be
mostly young! It iswell; this, too, iskarma."

Shivering, Tiriki asked, "Will only the Priests be saved?’

"Of course not,” Rgjasta chided gently. "Not even the Priests can judge who isto die and who isto live.
Those outside the Priesthood shall be warned of danger and told where to seek shelter, and asssted in
every way—but we cannot lay compulsion on them as on the Priesthood. Many will disbelieve, and
mock us; even those who do not may refuse to leave their homes and possessions. There will be those
who will trust to caves, high mountains, or boats—and who can say, they may do well, or better than we.
Thosewho will suffer and die are those who have sown the seeds of their own end.”

"l think | understand,” said Deoris quietly, "why did you not tell Domaris of this?'

"But | think she knows," Rgjastareplied. "' She stands very close to an open door which views beyond
the framework of onelifeand onetime." He stretched out his handsto them. "In other Times" hesad, in
the low voice of prophecy, "I see us scattered, but coming together again. Bonds have been forged in this
lifewhich can never separate us—any of us. Micon, Domaris—Takannon, Riveda—even you, Tiriki,
and that sster you never knew, Demira—they have only withdrawn from asingle scene of an ending
drama. They will change—and remain the same. But there is aweb—a web of darkness bound around
usdl; and whiletime endures, it can never be loosed or freed. It iskarma”

Since Rgasta had |eft her, Domaris had drifted in dreamless reverie, her vague thoughts bearing no
relation to the pain and weakness of her spent body. Micon's face and voice were near, and she felt the
touch of hishand upon her arm—not the frail and careful clasp of his maimed hands, but astrong and
vital grip upon her wrist. Domaris did not believe that there was immediate reunion beyond death, but she
knew, with serene confidence, that she and Micon had forged bonds of love which could not fail to draw
them together again, asingle bright strand running through the web of darkness that bound them oneto
another. Sundered they might be, through many lives, while other bonds were fulfilled and obligations
discharged; but they would meet again. Nor could she be parted from Deoris, the strength of their oath
bound them one to the other, and to the children they had dedicated from lifeto life forever. Her only
regret was that in thislife she would not see Micail grow to manhood, never know the girl he would one
day taketo wife, never hold hissons. . . .

Then, with the clarity of the dying, she knew she need not wait to see the mother of Micail's children.
She had reared her in her lonely exile, sedled her unborn to the Goddess they would al servethrough all
of Time. Domaris smiled, her old joyous smile, and opened her eyes upon Micon'sface. .. Micon?



No—for the dark smile was crowned with hair asflaming bright as her own had once been, and the smile
that answered hers was young and unsteady as the clasp of his still-bony young hand upon hers. Beyond
him, for an ingtant, she saw Deoris; not the staid Priestess but the child of dancing, wind-tangled ringlets,
merry and sullen by turns, who had been her delight and her one sorrow in her carefree girlhood. There,
too, was Rgjasta, smiling, now benevolent, now stern; and the troubled, hesitant smile of Reio-ta

All my dear ones, she thought, and amost said it doud as she saw the pale hair of the littlesaji maiden,
the child of theno-people, who had dipped away from Karahama's side to lead Domaristo Deoris that
day in the Grey Temple—but no; time had did over them. It wasthe face of Tiriki, flushed with sobbing,
that swam out of the light. Domaris smiled, the old glorious smile that seemed to radiate into every heart.

Micon whispered, "Heart of FHame!" Or was it Rgjastawho had spoken the old endearment in his
shaking voice? Domaris did not see anything in particular now, but she sensed Deoris bending over her in
thedim light. "Little sster,” Domariswhispered; then, smiling, "No, you are not littleany more . . ."

"Y ou look—so very happy, Domaris" said Deoriswonderingly.

"lam very happy," Domaris whispered, and her luminous eyes were wide twin stars reflecting their faces.
For amoment awave of bewilderment, haf pain, blurred the shining joy; she stirred, and whispered
rackingly, " Micon! ™

Micail gripped her hand tight in hisown. "Domarid™

Again the joyous eyes opened. "Son of the Sun,”" she said, very clearly. "Now—it isbeginning again.”
Sheturned her face to the pillow and dept; and in her dreams she sat once more on the grass beneath the
ancient, sheltering tree in the Temple gardens of her homeland, while Micon caressed her and held her
close, murmuring softly intoherear . . .

IV

Domarisdied, just before dawn, without waking again. Asthe earliest birds chirped outside her window,
she dtirred alittle, breathed in her deep, "How till the poal istoday—" and her hands, lax-fingered,
dropped over the edge of the couch.

Deorisleft Micail and Tiriki sobbing hel plesdy in each other's arms and went out upon the balcony,
where she stood for along time motionless, looking out on greyish sky and sea. She was not consciousy
thinking of anything, even of lossand grief. The fact of death had been impressed on her so long ago, that
thiswas only confirmation.Domaris dead? Never! Thewasted, wan thing, so full of pain, was gone; and
Domarislived again, young and quick and beautiful . . .

Shedid not hear Reio-ta's step until he spoke her name. Deoristurned. His eyes were a question—hers,
answer. The words were superfluous.



"Sheisgone?' Relo-tasad.

"Sheisfree" Deorisanswered.

"The children—?"

"They are young; they must weep. Let them mourn her asthey will."

For atimethey were done, in slence; then Tiriki and Micail came, Tiriki's face swollen with crying, and
Micail's eyes bloodshot above smeared cheeks—but his voice was steady as he held, "Deoris?' and
went to her. Tiriki put her arms around her foster-father and Reio-ta held her close, looking over her
shining hair a Deoris. Shein turn looked silently from the boy in her armsto the girl who clung to the
Priest, and thought, It iswell. These are our children. We will stay with them.

And then she remembered two men, standing face to face, opposed in everything yet bound by asingle
law throughout Time—as she and Domaris had been bound. Domaris was gone, Micon was gone,
Riveda, Demira, Karahama—goneto their placesin Time. But they would return. Death was the least
find thingintheworld.

Rgasta, his old face composed and serene, came out upon the bal cony and began to intone the morning

hynnt

"O beautiful upon the horizon of the East,
Lift up thy light unto day, O eastern Sar,
Day-star, awaken, arise!

Lord and giver of Life, awake!

Joy and giver of Light, arise!”

A shaft of golden light stole over the seg, lighting the Guardian's white hair, his shining eyes, and the
white robes of his priesthood.

"Look!" Tiriki bresthed. "The Night isover."
Deoris amiled, and the prism of her tears scattered the morning sun into arainbow of colors. "Theday is

beginning," she whispered, "the new day!" And her beautiful voice took up the hymn, that rang to the
edges of theworld:

"O beautiful upon the horizon of the East,
Day-Sar, awaken, arise!”



Afterword

One of the questions writers are asked ad nauseam isthis:
"Where do you get your ideas?"

When answering this| tend to be rude and dismissive, because it makesit sound asif "idess' were some
sort of grossinfestation, alien to the asker's kind, implying that being ableto get "ideas’ wasunusud;
whereas| cannot even imagine alife without having, every hour or so, more"ideas' than | could ever use
inalifetime.

Morerationdly | know that the asker is only seeking, without being sufficiently articulate to say so, some
ingght into a creative process unknown to him or her; and when | am asked whence arose the idea for
such abook asWeb of Darkness, | redly can answer that | have no idea. Wheredo dreams come from?

One of my earliest memories, when | wasthe merest tot, was of building grest imposing structures with
the many building-blocks of wood-ends which my father, a carpenter, gave usto supplement the small
and unimaginative supply of toy blocksin the playroom; when asked what | was building, | invariably
replied "temples.” Theword was dien even to me; | suspected that they were " something like churches'
(which Idid know) "only muchmore. " | remember seeing a picture of Stonehenge, andrecognizing it; |
did not seethat actua congtruct till in my forties; yet when | did, the "shock of recognition” was ill there.
| was not taken to enough movies (and those mostly of the dapstick or cowboy variety, not very
interesting to such achild as| was), and in my infancy there was no tlevison; so wheredid | find the
wish to recapture the imposing structures of Indian or Egyptian temples, great rows of columns occupied
awaysin my imagination by masses of priests and priestesses clad in long sweeping cloaks, whose colors
defined what they did?

The only actual physical images of my childhood (I am spesking of four yearsold, before| could read
anything much butAlice in Wonderland) were from abook of Tanglewood Taeswith the wonderful
landscapes and images of an ancient world which surely never existed except perhapsin Wordsworth's
"Ode on Intimations of Immortdity” (apoem which well might have been read to me before | was ableto
understand it—my mother was aromantic). But | knew that thisworld of images existed; | recognized
them in the Maxfield Parrish landscapes, and when my mind (fed on Rider Haggard and Sax Rohme),
long before | discovered fantasy or sciencefiction viathe pulps, began to teem with these characters and
incidents, | can only imaginethat | fitted them mentdly into the temples and scenes | had constructed with
my blocks, as a playwright fits his characters onto the stage of a certain toy theatre he may have owned
in childhood.

Where do dreams come from anyway? From that mysterious source and that aone can | seek for the
"ided’ of Web of Light andWeb of Darkness. And into that mysteriousfountain | dipped again years later
for the visonswhich brought me MISTS OF AVALON.

Where do dreams come from?

—Marion Zimmer Bradley



THE END
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