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Prelude: Sing Muse 

Hope died with the day in the city of Selbis. In the west the sinking sun bled color like a 

severed artery, etching the shadows of parapet teeth on the red stone walls. In a tower room of 

the great keep, the light fell across a man, a wolf, and a tree. The man sprawled on a branch-

strewn couch. He held an enormous dagger, its cross-guard set with jagged fragments of pearl, a 

strange pale jewel in the pommel. His other hand clutched something on the end of a necklace. 

Sap oozed from the torn branches beneath him, staining his white silk shirt and black trousers. 

He lay as still as a waxwork, humming softly under his breath, his clothes ruffling in the breeze 

that blew through the open window. 

A great black wolf lay on the floor, watching him through dull eyes. He wore an iron muzzle 

so heavy that he could barely lift his head. Blood glistened in the fur above his shoulder blades. 

Sometimes he offered a growl in response to the manôs humming, but the sound came weak and 

muted through the muzzle. 

The tree lay everywhere. It seemed to have passed violently through the window, leaving 

scratches across the walls and a dusting of loose mortar and fallen stone around the sill. The 

sticky brown sap had a sweet, sharp odor. It had pooled on the tiles and matted in the upholstery 

of the couch. The manôs coal black hair had grown sticky with the treeôs blood, yet he lay 

perfectly still and hummed. 

At last, an eagle dropped through the window. Its wings shot out to stop its dive an instant 

before it the floor. The man sat up and sheathed the dagger at his belt. He had pale skin and eyes 

as green as the leaves of the tree. He smiled. ñMorchella.ò 

The eagle shook its feathers. Its form rippled and leapt up like an uncoiling spring. A 

woman stood in the birdôs place, wearing a blue hooded robe. She tossed her head, throwing 



 

back the hood. The wolf managed a growl somewhat louder than before. The woman ignored 

him. She bowed at the waist. ñThey are coming, my lord. The battle went poorly today.ò 

The man nodded. He did not seem surprised. ñHow near the city?ò 

ñThey will be here before dawn.ò 

He stretched, graceful as a cat, and let go of the necklace. The chain hung down in a sharp 

V, but nothing appeared on the end. 

ñGabalon,ò said the woman, her voice losing its formality, ñthe city is in a panic. I spoke 

with Denathar at the gate. He is trying to keep the curfew, but soon he will need to make good 

his threats. The citizens think the war is lost. They are desperate to flee.ò 

The man twirled his dagger thoughtfully. ñThey must not do that. Tell him to start executing 

the worst offenders. They must fear me more than they fear wolflings.ò 

Morchella inclined her head. ñHe also said that while the city panics, you have been 

wandering around the forest tearing up trees.ò 

Gabalon laughed. ñYes, I have.ò He looked around in satisfaction at the half destroyed 

room. ñCan you hear the music bleeding from it?ò 

The wolf was growling again. He managed to get to his feet, but he could not lift his head. 

ñPoor Telsar,ò murmured Gabalon, ñhe was never good at bowing, but he is learning.ò 

Morchella glanced at the wolf. ñWhat else do you plan for him?ò 

Gabalon walked to his prisoner. The animal was large as a pony. It swung its iron muzzle, 

but Gabalon reached down and caught it easily. ñEven now, he does not know how to run away.ò 

ñYou have what you need?ò asked Morchella. 

ñI have.ò 

ñThen, whatð?ò 



 

He waved a hand. ñI will know when I am finished and not before.ò He kicked one of the 

wolfôs feet from under it, and the animal went down heavily on its belly. The muzzle made a 

sharp clink against the tiles. ñTake him back to the dungeons. Iôll be down shortly.ò 

Morchella looked amused. ñWill you not leave him sane long enough to see the destruction 

of his army? That is unlike you, Gabalon.ò 

ñOh, I think Iôll let him keep his sanity. His music is so strong. Perhaps I will need it again. 

His tongue, on the other hand, I can do without.ò 

The wolf jerked his muzzle, and this time he caught Gabalon on a shin. The manôs hand 

descended with reptilian swiftness to seize the wolfôs bloody ruff. Telsar clamped his teeth on a 

whine. ñThey are already lost,ò said Gabalon, ñall your wolves and wolflings. They think they 

have their teeth at my throat, but victory will turn to dust in their mouths.ò He bent close to the 

wolfôs ear and purred, ñI could not have done it without you.ò 

Morchella wrinkled her nose. ñHe stinks of blood and filth.ò She was searching among the 

leaves on the floor. Finally she found the wolfôs collar and chain. ñWhat of Archemais?ò 

Gabalon stood and straightened his sap-stained cuffs. ñAh, yes, you were not here this 

morning. We had an attempted theft.ò 

Morchellaôs eyebrows rose. ñOf what?ò 

ñThe Muse, of course.ò 

ñI see you still have it.ò 

ñYes, and after this morning Archemais will be too frantic over his own losses to worry 

about helping the rebel army.ò  

Morchella gave a delighted laugh. ñWhat did youð?ò 



 

Gabalon waved her away. ñTake Telsar to the dungeon and my message to Denathar. I must 

begin the eveningôs work.ò 

He turned and walked to the window, shaking the leaves from his clothes as he went. 

Without breaking stride, he stepped onto the windowsill and over the edge. An instant later, a 

huge winged shadow passed over the tower, blotting out the sun. 



 

Part I 

Chapter 1. Voices in the Walls 

Historians have written chapters or even books about the night Selbis fell to the cliff faun 

armies. However, few historians devote more than a couple of paragraphs to that night a hundred 

years before when Selbis almost fell to the Durian wolves and wolflings. Lack of information 

partially accounts for their silence. It was a curious eventðperhaps more legend than fact. 

However, some part of the story must be true, for the Endless Wood derives its name from this 

incident.  

Some say the city floated. Some say it gathered about it a moat of blue flame. Some say that 

Gabalon polluted the air of the wood with a deadly plague. All agree on this: Durian wolves and 

wolflings entered the wood aliveðand disappeared forever. 

ðCapricia Sor, A Concise History of Panamindorah 

Corry ran a hand lightly along the library wall. The directorôs office was above this spot. He 

pressed both hands against the plastered cement blocks. Sometimes he could do the thing he was 

trying to do, and sometimes he couldnôt. Please work today. 

No one had ever let him read his file. Corry thought that was unfair, especially since he 

couldnôt remember half of the events it contained. He could remember coming to the childrenôs 

home, but that was back when his mind was still slipping. He knew heôd arrived almost a year 

and a half ago. 

Thatôs almost all I remember of my whole life. But somewhere thereôs a file that tells more, 

and somewhere up there, someone is going to talk about it to strangers. 

ñA potential foster home,ò the director had said. These people were not looking to adopt 

him. Corry didnôt care one way or the other. What he wanted was that file. 



 

Corry pressed his hands harder against the wall, probing for the tiny vibrations that would 

forméwords.  

ñéhas never been physically violent to our staff, but I cannot promise that he will not 

become violent, which is another reason I will understand if you refuse.ò 

Corry thought that was the director, because heôd listened to her in her office before. He 

couldnôt be sure, though. Peopleôs voices sounded different when he listened to them this way. 

ñWhatôs his name?ò  

ñHe told us his name is Corellian. Weôve been calling him Corry.ò 

ñWhatôs his last name?ò 

ñWe donôt know. He canôt remember.ò  

The voice grew faint, and Corry shifted his hands. 

ñéwearing strange clothes ésymptoms of shock.ò The voices steadied and grew clearer.  

ñHis condition improved with regular meals and a calm environment. A few days after he 

arrived, he began trying to speak to us, but he spoke a language no one could understand. Now 

he seems to have forgotten it.ò 

Corry held his breath. Yes, that seemed right. He remembered being frustrated with people 

when he first came because they wouldnôt answer his questions. 

The foster parents asked about abuse. The director said she thought it certain. He waited 

impatiently while the people upstairs speculated about cults and children kept in solitude who 

invented their own languages. Thatôs not what happened to me, he thought. 

Finally, the director said. ñHis records are full of incident reports. You can read them.ò 

No, donôt read them! Corry almost said aloud. Talk about them! Youôve got to talk! 



 

ñéno idea how to use zippersébehaved as if all foods were strange to him. Electronic 

devicesé He loves books, and I think heôs learned a lot of whatôs normal from reading. He 

asked me one day how we got all the letters to look the same shape and size. Heôd never seen 

typeset.ò 

Corry sagged against the wall. He could vaguely remember some of that. For a moment he 

couldnôt hear them and thought they might be reading. 

ñWhatôs synesthesia?ò 

ñA sort of cross-wiring in the brain that causes some senses to trigger others. Itôs a rare 

condition. With Corry, his sense of smell seems most effected. Itôs mixed up with his other senses, 

particularly with his sense of sight. He talks about smelling and tasting colors.ò 

Corry bit his lip. He didnôt really think he had synesthesia. At least, heôd never been able to 

find a description of the condition that matched his own. For one thing, his ability to smell and 

taste colors came and went in a way that he could not always control. And hearing vibrations? 

He hadnôt been able to find any information about that.  

They were talking about boring things now, things he already knewðhow he didnôt get 

along with the other children, how he liked animals, how he was small for his age, how they 

didnôt really know his age for sure, but placed it between twelve and fifteen. 

Corry felt an intense wave of disappointment. He took his hands from the wall. They hardly 

know any more about me than I do. He was still staring gloomily at the bookcases when the 

library monitor came to tell him the director wanted to see him in her office. 

*  *  *  *  



 

He dreamed of a wood beneath a crescent blood red moon. Wolves. A pack? An army! 

Thousands, tall as ponies, preparing to rest now as the suggestion of dawn fanned across the 

horizon. Two-legged creatures walked between them, moving supplies, setting up tents. 

A figure appearedðtaller than the rest. In the pre-dawn darkness he presented little more 

than a silhouette with the suggestion of a cape and boots. ñWhere are you, Corellian?ò 

 

Corry moaned as he woke. He felt an aching in his sweaty hand. Bringing it close to his face 

in the dark bedroom, he saw that he was still clutching the cowry. His foster mother had given it 

to him. Heôd seen the shell in a display when he walked into her house, and he couldnôt help but 

stare. It was glossy orange-gold, and sheôd laughed when he told her he couldnôt accept it. Too 

valuable. She said it was worth only ten dollars. Corry felt foolish, but heôd taken it greedily and 

clutched it during the strangeness of supper in a new house with two other foster kids. The shell 

calmed him. 

Corry opened his hand wide and saw the red indention of the shellôs little teeth in his palm. 

He sat up on his elbows, dropped his head in the pillow and clutched the shell in both hands as 

though in prayer. He could almost taste the acid frustration. 

Dreams often troubled him, but it had been months since the images had been so vivid. 

Corry looked at the cowry again. Each time his eyes rested on it, something jumped inside him, 

and he could almost remember. When he first came to the childrenôs home, his dreams had been 

clearer. He had had a strong sense that some wrong had been done him, that heôd suffered some 

terrible loss. They said I spoke a different language when I came, but I canôt remember it now. I 

know that Iôm losing something important. No matter what I do, it just keeps slipping away.  



 

Corry rolled over and sat up. The glowing clock on the table read 6:30. Faint sunlight 

filtered through the blinds. The lump under the covers in the other bed was still rising and falling 

rhythmically. Corry could hear pleasant sizzling and clinking coming from the kitchen, along 

with warm smells of biscuits and coffee and eggs. 

He rose and dressed, then tiptoed into the hall, through a door into the garage, and then 

outside. A five-foot chain-link fence ran along the back of the property, bordering an orange 

grove. Corry inhaled deeply, drinking in the scent of orange blossoms and the blue of the Florida 

sky. 

He stepped onto the cool concrete sidewalk. Corry could not remember seeing orange 

groves until the drive yesterday from Orlando. The trees crowded close together in staggered 

rows, their deep green leaves contrasting with the pale gray sugar sand between. Corry found the 

grove appealing. It reminded him of the cowry in a way he could not explain. He made his way 

along the sidewalk until he reached a gate.  

At that moment one of the Tembrilôs cats came strolling through the back garden to have a 

dust bath on the sidewalk at Corryôs feet. He smiled and crouched to pet her. Bent close to the 

ground, Corry could look beneath the first row of trees. To his surprise, he saw a pair of dainty 

hooves and slender legs. They looked quite small, and Corry wondered if it might be a baby deer. 

Slowly he stood up. Although he could not see the hooves from this angle, he fancied he saw 

a trace of brown fur between the leaves. Corry maneuvered the gate open and stepped onto the 

sugar sand. 

ñCorry!ò 

He turned toward the voice. At the same instant, out of the corner of his eye, he saw a shape 

bolt from behind the tree and away through the grove. 



 

The voice was Patrickôs, one of the other foster kids. ñWhat are you doing?ò 

Corry said nothing. 

Patrick eyed him with a frown. ñMrs. Tembril says to come in and help with breakfast.ò 

Corry gave the grove another long stare before moving away. He was almost certain the 

shape had fled on two legs.  

*  *  *  *  

ñMrs. Tembril, who lives in the grove?ò 

ñI donôt think anyone lives out there.ò She glanced at her husband. 

He shook his head. ñA juice company owns it. Pickers harvest the oranges, but theyôre gone 

now. I donôt want you wandering around in the grove, Corry.ò 

Corry kept his expression neutral. ñI thought I saw a deer out there this morning.ò 

Martin, whoôd stayed in the house several summers, spoke up. ñYouôll see plenty more if 

you keep your eyes openðraccoons, rabbits, armadillos, foxes. This area has a lot of wildlife.ò 

Corry nodded. ñWildlife. Yeah.ò 

*  *  *  *  

The Tembrils said Corry needed to earn his room and board, and they had an endless list of 

small maintenance items for their foster kids to complete. Patrick called it slave labor, but it was 

still better than summer at the childrenôs home, so nobody complained very loudly.  

An hour or two before sundown, everyone was usually permitted free time. Patrick and 

Martin liked to watch TV, but Corry wanted time alone. He went for long walks, explored 

palmetto and scrub oak thickets, examined gopher turtles, startled armadillos, and chased the 

occasional snake through the long grass. 

Every day Corry carried the cowry shell in his pocket, and he did not know why. 



 

*  *  *  *  

One evening Corry wandered to the lake east of the house. It was an attractive spot, smelling 

of pine and leaf mold. In one direction a trail ran to the edge of the orange grove, where a break 

in the palmetto hedge gave a glimpse of the orange trees. 

As Corry walked, he thought he heard faint music, like a flute or recorder. He thought it 

might be coming from the direction of the grove, although it was so faint he could not be sure. 

Soon after he reached the lake, the music ceased. 

Corry paused on the shore, watching the minnows dart. As he squatted, his eyes strayed 

upward, and he froze. Above his own reflection, he saw a girlôs face. 

ñThul tulsa?ò he whispered. Corry did not know what the words meant. 

This girl was older than he and had a wildness about her that was at once charming and 

intimidating. Her ears appeared to be pointed, though it was difficult to tell because they were 

also tufted with long, soft fur around the upper rim. A few locks of her thick hair cascaded over 

one shoulder, and she wore a delicate chain around her neck that dangled in a sharp V. 

After a few seconds Corry reached out to touch the face in the water. Instantly it vanished. 

He scrambled to his feet, only to find she was already about ten yards away towards the grove. 

The girl wasnôt human. Her legs were covered in thick cinnamon fur and ended in split 

hooves. She wore a long tunic of brown cloth, belted at the waist. Corry was so interested in her 

hooves that he hardly noticed the rest of her. They were, in fact, deer hooves, as her legs were 

deer legs. Her skin was about the same color as her fur. For an instant, she remained as still as 

some delightful painting, one hand gripping the end of the chain about her neck.  

At last Corry stepped forward. 



 

The girl whirled with the fluid grace of a wild animal and bounded toward the grove. As she 

turned, Corry caught a brief glimpse of a six-inch deer tail beneath the flying skirt, snowy 

underside turned up in alarm. Before he could run four steps, she was beside the break in the 

palmetto hedge. She hesitated, watching Corry as he raced towards her. Then she turned without 

a sound and vanished among the trees. 

*  *  *  *  

The creature was called a faun. Corry found pictures of the mythical beast online. He lay on 

his bed for a long time that evening, still fully clothed, thinking. Patrick came in and got ready 

for bed. The lights had been out for five minutes when Corry terrified his roommate by leaping 

suddenly to his feet. ñIt means fauness!ò 

Patrick sat up grumbling, but Corry had already gone into the bathroom and begun getting 

undressed. ñFor just a moment,ò he muttered, ñI was thinking in that other language. Tulsa 

means ladyéor something like it. And thul means fauness.ò 



 

Chapter 2. Music in the Dark 

They say it was a trinket in the Temple of the Creator for a thousand thousand years before it 

came into Panamindorah. They say he commissioned a shelt to bear it in his service. They say I 

lost it, which is not quite true. Gabalon stole it from me, but only because I was careless. 

ðArchemais, A Wizardôs History of Panamindorah 

From that day on, Corry spent every evening beside the lake. On the fifth day, he was 

trudging home near dark when he heard soft music. Moving furtively, he started back towards 

the opening in the palmetto hedge. Corry poked his head around a tree to have a look at the grove 

and something hit him between the eyes. Corry crumpled over. Through his pain, he was dimly 

aware that the projectile had glanced off him to land with a plop in the lake.   

ñNo, no.ò 

Corry squinted up at the voice. Through doubled vision, he saw a deerðbone white, like a 

ghost in the gathering gloom. Atop her back sat the fauness. As Corry watched, she hopped 

down. The fauness walked around him, scanning the sand. She took no more notice of Corry 

than she might of a toad. 

His vision was beginning to steady. He tried to stand up. ñWhat are you doing?ò 

The fauness stiffened and turned slowly. ñWhat did you say?ò She did not speak English. 

Her words seemed to Corry like the face of an old friend, half-forgotten and somewhat aged. 

ñI said, what are you doing? What did you just throw at me?ò 

She looked as though sheôd been hit with something herself. ñHow do you speak my 

language?ò 

ñI donôt know.ò 

She smiled. ñYou speak strangelyðin the old way. Perhaps it is a property of the music.ò 



 

ñWhat music?ò 

She shook her head. ñWhat happened to the thing that hit you?ò 

ñI think it fell in the lake.ò 

She straightened up. ñOh. Good.ò She turned, took a running leap, and mounted her deer.  

ñWait!ò Corry tried to chase them, but every step made his head pound. For a moment he 

stood still on the gray sand. Then he turned back to the lake. By now he knew the surface like his 

own hands, and he could see a new hole in the blanket of water plants. It was several yards from 

shore. Corry hesitated a moment, thinking of alligators in the dark water. Heôd never seen one, 

except in books, but he knew they were all over Florida.  

Another moment, and it would be too dark to even contemplate a search. Corry stripped off 

his shoes and stepped into the water. He reached the spot while still only thigh deep, bent, and 

plunged his arm to the shoulder in the murk. His head throbbed. His fingers trailed along the 

slimy bottom. Donôt think of alligators, donôt think of alligators. 

His fingers touched metal, a thin chain. Corry grabbed it and headed for the shore. He could 

tell without looking that the chain was a necklace, and it had something hanging on it. He 

slogged up the bank and sat down beside his shoes, shivering. Then he raised his prize. To his 

amazement, he could see no object, although the chain hung down in a sharp V. Corry grasped at 

the point of the V and felt a solid weight. He blinked hard in the deepening twilight. He could 

seeésomething, traced in water droplets. He closed both his hands around the object. Amazing! 

He was definitely holding something, and he even thought he recognized the shape.  

*  *  *  *  



 

In his bathroom at the Tembrilôs, Corry shut the door and turned on the sink. He placed his 

hand under the stream and watched as the water traced a shape out of the air above his palm. 

Corry reached into his other pocket, took out his cowry, and put it beside the sink. I was right! 

The invisible object was shaped like a cowry. It had three holes either side of midline and a 

hole at one end. Corry remembered the music he had heard before seeing the fauness. Itôs a little 

flute.  On one side of the flute, he found a loop, all of a piece with the instrument, threaded by 

the chain. She was wearing it around her neck the first time I saw her.  

*  *  *  *  

The Tembrils did not require housework on Sundays. Lately, Corry had been packing a 

lunch and leaving for most of the day. One Sunday as he grabbed his backpack and books, Mrs. 

Tembril surprised him by saying, ñCorry I wish you wouldnôt spend all day outside, especially 

after dark. Weôre playing card games this evening. I think you should join us.ò 

ñAlright.ò 

Mrs. Tembril kept looking at him. ñWhat do you do all day outside, Corry?ò 

He met her eyes. ñI walk.ò 

ñI saw you walking in the orange grove the other day. We told you to stay out of there.ò 

ñI forgot.ò  

ñPerhaps you need a day indoors to help you remember.ò 

Corry hated to beg, but he hated missing an opportunity even more. ñMrs. Tembril, Iôm not 

doing anything wrong. Iôm sorry I disobeyed you. Please let me go out.ò He tried to hit the right 

note of contrition, but the lie stuck in his throat. 

ñBe back by three. If not, youôll be grounded for a week. Do you understand, Corry?ò 



 

Corry nodded and was out the door before she could say more. He went to the lake, because 

that was the best way to get into the grove without being seen from the house. A stiff wind was 

whipping off the water, blowing his hair into a dark tangle as he entered the trees. Three oôclock. 

Heôd wanted the whole day. He felt angry and sad and frustrated. 

Corry tramped some distance into the trees, then crawled beneath an old, gnarled canopy of 

branches and made himself comfortable. The sugar sand drank sound as rapaciously as it drank 

water. The deep silence calmed him. He read for a while and ate his lunch, then played a bit on 

the flute. He thought he had the song almost right, but nothing interesting happened.  

Corry opened his book again. The day was hot, and his meal began to make him sleepy. He 

never quite knew when he dropped the book on his knees and nodded off. 

*  *  *  *  

Corryôs eyes snapped open. How long have I been asleep? The light had weakened, and long 

shadows stretched beneath the tree. Corry looked at his watch. Four thirty? 

He nearly panicked. Mrs. Tembril will never let me out the door again. She might even send 

me back to the orphanage! 

Formulating excuses furiously, Corry hefted his pack, clambered from under the tree, and 

started towards the house at a run. Sloshing through the sand, Corry counted the rows. One, two, 

three, four, five, six, sevené How far did I go?  He stopped. This can't be right. I should have 

reached the house by now. 

T-thump. T-thump. With only the briefest of warnings, three deer raced out of the trees, all 

brown, all bearing riders. Corry stumbled back as they jumped over him. The riders were fauns. 

The foremost wore a wide-brimmed hat with a long, green plume bobbing over the back. 



 

Heart thumping, Corry stared after them. Then he heard another sound. Corry turned. Not 

five feet in front of him crouched an enormous gray spotted cat. 

It was, of all things, a snow leopard. The cat didnôt seem to see Corry, who jumped out of its 

path just in time as it bounded after the deer. Corry hardly had a chance to feel relief before a 

number of black leopards charged out of the trees after the snow leopard.  

Corry didnôt hesitate. He turned to follow them. 



 

Chapter 3. Laven-lay 

Walking the streets of Laven-lay, one finds it difficult to imagine that this city has been 

embroiled in so many wars. It is a national capitol that looks more like a garden, sleeping in the 

sunshine, asking only to be left alone. 

ðLasa, Tour the Endless Wood 

Corry had not been following the smeared footprints for five minutes before he noticed 

something odd happening to the grove. The rows were becoming more crooked, the trees wilder. 

Corry rubbed his eyes. The world felt cluttered, overlapping. His ears rang with a sound on the 

edge of hearing, like wind in a door. He thought he saw things out of the corners of his eyesð

taller trees, ferns and rocks, a whole forest. But when he turned, they were gone. 

He knew he was coming to a wood. He knew it long before the rows vanished, before the 

sand became soil, before the last of the wild orange trees disappeared among taller, darker furs. 

Around dusk he lost the trail of the cats and deer, but he kept moving. Unfamiliar birds sang in 

the twilight. The noise in his ears had ebbed away. He caught the scent of the warm earth, 

perfused occasionally with the delicate scent of flowers. 

Darkness fell and a mist rose. Corry found it difficult to see any distance. He thought 

uneasily of leopards. His shoes were full of sand, and he took them off to empty them. He sat 

still, letting the sweat dry on his body and listening to the strange birds and insects.  

The moon was rising above the trees. Corry stared at it. The disc was blood red and about 

three times the size of the moon should have been. On the opposite side of the sky he saw 

another moon. This one was yellow and smaller than Earthôs. It shone in a golden sickle above 

the trees. Something deep inside Corry stirred. ñRunner,ò he said aloud. He did not say it in 

English. He looked at the full red moon for a while and finally said, ñThe Dragon.ò 



 

*  *  *  *  

ñRise slowly. No sudden movements.ò 

Corry opened his eyes. Early morning sunlight dazzled off a cluster of swords pointed in his 

general direction. Front and center stood the faun with the green-plumed hat. The faun was 

shorter than Corry, slim and dressed in a dark green tunic and black belt. He had a scar across his 

right cheek and several more running up his left arm. 

ñWho are you and where do you come from? Be quick.ò 

Corry sat up, wincing at stiff muscles. The faun with the hat poked him. ñAnswer me.ò 

Corry scowled. He didnôt trust his command of the language and wasnôt sure what to say in 

any case. ñMy name is Corry.ò 

One of the fauns behind him snickered. He heard someone whisper, ñHalf-wit.ò 

The lead faun spoke again, slowly, as if to a small child. ñWhat kind of shelt are you? Why 

are you here?ò  

ñPerhaps heôs drunk,ò offered someone, but the lead faun only snorted.  

Still speaking to Corry, he said, ñWhy do you wear shoes and such outlandish clothing?  Are 

you a wolfling? Where is your swordéor are you a female?ò 

Corryôs head was throbbing with fragmented memories, brought suddenly to life by the 

fauns and the language they spoke. He wanted to tell them to be quiet and let him think. 

The lead faun poked him again with his sword. ñCome, little filly, tell us whose mother sent 

you to the market, and perhaps weôll let you go.ò 

This time Corryôs hand flew to the sword and closed around it. Blood welled between his 

fingers. ñBeware you touch me again!ò 

The faun jump back as though at a snake.  



 

Corry blinked and looked down at his own blood. 

The faun darted forward, caught one of Corryôs shoes, and wrenched it free. 

Gasps of horror. ñItôs a wizard!ò whispered someone. 

But their leader shook his head. ñA weak-blooded iteration, spying for the cats. If it had 

powers, it would have used them by now. Its threats are empty. Tie it.ò 

Fauns swarmed forward and bound Corry, who did not resist. He felt stupid and sluggish. 

Why did I provoke them? Why do they care about my feet? 

ñShall we hang him here, Syrill?ò 

Corry looked up sharply. Too late, he realized exactly how much trouble he was in. 

Syrill shook his head.  

ñWe take him back to Laven-lay. He will tell us what he knows, even if we have to torture it 

from him.ò 

*  *  *  *  

They traveled all morning. If not for his predicament, Corry might have enjoyed the ride. 

The deer were larger than Earth deer, flying over the forest floor like shadows. 

About noon, they stepped from the trees into a clearing in front of iron-banded gates in a 

white stone wall. The gates were closed and guarded, but they opened at Syrillôs hail. 

Beyond the wall, Corry saw grassy turf, dotted by clumps of trees and tiny pools fed by 

twinkling brooks. Deer grazed everywhere, and the faun soldiers turned their own mounts lose to 

join the others. Syrill took charge of Corry as they started up the road on foot. ñWelcome to 

Laven-lay. Enjoy the sunlight while you can.ò 

Corry wondered again how to explain himself in a way that made sense. The more he 

thought, the more panicky he felt. The grassy deer park gave way to dirt streets. The houses were 



 

predominantly wood with stone trimming. A canopy of trees, vines, and flowering plants covered 

everything. Fauns moved around him. Often they wore only shirts or vests. Their naked skin 

ended at their waists, and even though they wore no pants, their dense fur seemed to clothe them. 

Many of the fauns bowed to Syrill or touched their hats and made way for him. Youngsters 

playing in the streets stopped to stare at Corry. 

At last his escort reached the city center. They crossed a paved drill yard and stopped before 

the steps of a sprawling castle. Syrill turned around, and Corry saw that all but three of the 

soldiers had peeled off. ñTake him to the dungeons. Iôll be there shortly.ò 

The fauns took Corry inside and along several corridors as fast as he could trot. Then his 

guards halted briefly while one fumbled with the keys for another door. Whereas the previous 

passages had been dingy, they were now standing on white marble in a hallway bright with 

sunlight. The air wafting from the windows smelled of flowers. The guard finally found the right 

key, and the door swung back with a leaden groan to reveal a windowless passage, leading 

downward. One of the soldiers took a torch from a bracket in the wall and lit it. Another took 

Corryôs arm and propelled him forward. 

If I let this go any further, Iôm lost. ñIôm not a spy!ò Corry braced his feet. ñIôm a guest in 

your kingdom! I refuse to be imprisoned without speaking to your king.ò  

The fauns seemed surprised. From the forest until now, he had come unresisting. ñYou may 

speak to General Syrill about that,ò said one. ñHis ordersðò 

All three fauns let go of Corry so abruptly that he fell backwards out of the doorway and 

landed on his rump. A faun said something quickly that Corry did not understand. Then one of 

the fauns said, ñYour highness, we are sorry, but the passage to the dungeons requires that we 

enter the castle at some pointðò 



 

ñWho is the prisoner?ò  

Corry was still facing the mouth of the passage, but he went taut at the voice. 

ñAn iteration of diluted blood, your highness. Syrill caught him in the wood and suspects 

him of spying for the Filinian army. Syrill intends toðò 

ñTurn him around.ò 

ñOf course, your highness.ò The soldier pulled Corry to his feet, spun him around, and 

pushed his head into an awkward bow. ñGive proper respect to the regent and Princess, Capricia 

Sor.ò 

It was the fauness! Corry felt weak with relief. She was dressed differentlyða coat of pale 

blue over frilly, white silk, snug around her slender waist. Corry could see why the sight of her 

had startled the guards. She looked ready to devour someone. With a visible effort at control, she 

said to the guards, ñI know this person. Release him.ò 

ñBut, your highness, Syrill saidðò 

ñSyrill was misinformed. Release the prisoner to me, and go about your business.ò With a 

scowl at Corry, the guards cut the rope from his hands and withdrew. 

The fauness rounded on him. ñWhere is it?ò she hissed. 

ñWhat do you mean?ò Corry had been on the verge of thanking her. 

ñThe thing I threw into the lake in your world!ò 

ñOh, the flute?ò Corry reached into his pocket, but Capricia waved her hands. 

ñPut it away! Youð Youð! Whyð? Howð?ò Her face turned a shade of lavender that did 

not match her dress. She seemed to be choking on something. 

ñAre you alright?ò asked Corry. 

ñNo!ò she exploded. ñYou dareð? You had no right to take it!ò 



 

ñYou did throw it away,ò said Corry. ñYou nearly brained me with it.ò 

She was still speaking. ñHow did you leave your world?ò 

ñThe same way you left it, I suppose. And anyway, itôs not my world. Didnôt you say 

yourself that I spoke your language? I came from this world, onlyéI seem to have lost my 

memory.ò He watched her jaw working. ñWhatôs so important about the flute?ò 

ñSilence!ò Capricia drew a deep breath. ñThe hall is no place to speak of this.ò She took his 

arm as though she meant to have it off at the elbow and led him at an uncomfortably speed along 

a maze of corridors. 

At last they started up the winding steps of a tower. Corry was panting by the time they 

reached the top. He saw a little room, lined on three sides with bookshelves. In the remaining 

wall, a large window gave an open-air view of the city. Before the window stood a desk, piled 

with books and serviced with a comfortable looking chair. 

ñWhose library is this?ò asked Corry. 

ñMine.ò Capricia closed the door behind her and clicked the bolt into place. ñNow tell me 

everything!ò 



 

Chapter 4. A Conflict of Interests 

Of all the shocks in my life, only one could match that of finding Corry in Laven-lay. The 

second jolt was yet to come, so I believed I had experienced the worst. 

ðCapricia Sor, Prelude to War 

ñThereôs not much to tell.ò Corry stopped. ñThereôs not much I can explain,ò he corrected. 

ñBegin to try,ò growled Capricia. Her tufted ears were flat back against her head. They 

looked to Corry like little horns. 

ñI didnôt belong where you found me,ò said Corry. ñI belong here, in this worldð

Panamindorah.ò He had not known the word when he started, but it came to him as he spoke.  

Capricia seemed unimpressed. ñThen why did I find you in the other place?ò 

ñI donôt know. I was found byépeople in that world, and they took care of me foréa year, 

perhaps. Iôve lost my memory. Can you understand that? It was taken from me somehow. Your 

language, the names of places, the faunsðit all seems familiar. I even remembered the names of 

the moons last night. The little yellow moon is called the Runner or sometimes the Wolfôs Eye, 

and the red moon is the Dragon.ò 

ñYes,ò said Capricia. ñDragon Moon, Demon Moonðfull last night. The superstitious 

would consider that an omen. The soldiers probably mentioned it to you on your way here.ò 

Corry shook his head. ñNo one told me.ò 

ñThen perhaps you can tell me the name and color of the other moon, the one that was not 

up last night.ò 

Corry put a hand to his head. Yes, there is another. After a pause, he shook his head. ñI canôt 

remember.ò 

Capricia did not seem surprised. ñHow did you get here?ò 



 

ñI was in the grove where you found me, and I fell asleep. I had been trying to play the 

music that I heard before I saw you. When I woke up and started walking towards the house, I 

was nearly knocked down by a group of fauns on deer-back and some big cats chasing them. I 

followed their tracks into Panamindorah.ò 

ñRegrettable,ò said Capricia. ñThe music seems to work both ways. Perhaps it has bewitched 

you. You think you belong here, but you donôt, and you must go back.ò 

ñNo.ò 

Capricia laughed. ñYou canôt say ónoô to me. I am the crown princess and civil regent. I can 

have you imprisoned. I can decide that Syrill was right.ò 

ñYes, but you canôt send me back.ò He watched her for a moment. ñNo one else knows, do 

they? Itôs your secret. If you try to make me do something, I can show your guards the flute, as 

much as it can be shown. Theyôll have to believe me.ò 

Capricia turned paleðmostly, Corry thought, with anger. ñYou canôt blackmail me!ò But 

she truly did not know how to answer him.  

While she simmered, he let his eyes stray to the desk. He was standing almost against it, and 

a battered volume lay open beside him, partially burned, with the ancient, blackened pages 

crumbling around the edges. The city had a double outer wall, so that archers might harry any 

enemy who gained access to the first ring. Watch towers were set atð 

ñWhat are you doing?ò snapped Capricia. 

Corry glanced up. Heôd unconsciously run a finger along the words. ñThis book looks old. Is 

this about the flute?ò 

Capriciaôs lip curled. ñYou canôt read that.ò 



 

He read it to her. After half a page, she interrupted him. ñThe meaning of that writing has 

been lost for a hundred years. You cannot read it.ò 

Corry cocked an eyebrow. ñDo you really think Iôm making it upðall that business about 

walls and towers? I canôt explain it to you, but I can read this. What city is it talking about?ò 

ñSelbis.ò 

ñWhere is that?ò 

Capricia said nothing.  

After a moment, Corry asked, ñWhy did you try to get rid of the flute?ò 

When it became clear that she would not answer, Corry glanced down at the book. ñI could 

help you translate it.ò 

ñNo.ò Capricia crossed the small room in two strides and shut the old book. Her bright, 

brown eyes bored into his. ñCorryðò 

ñMy name is Corellian.ò 

He thought he saw her flinch. ñCorellian, if you have any honor or compassion or reason, 

listen to me: the flute is evil. Its music has bewitched you. Take the flute back to your own world 

where you belong and it can do no harm.ò 

Corry felt sorry for her, but he would not agree. ñThese feelings and memories and ideas 

were in my head before I ever touched the flute. I wonôt go back.ò 

Capriciaôs eyes flashed. Corry could tell she was used to being obeyed and certainly was not 

used to making an entreaty and being refused. ñVery well. Stay. Someone will kill you within a 

year without my protection. Shelts here do not love iterations.ò 

ñWhat is an iteration?ò 



 

ñThe misbegotten offspring of wizards and shelts.ò Capricia was thinking. ñCorry, I can 

have you killed by those who will not give you time for conversation. I can take the flute and 

make a better disposal. Your choice is simple. Go back or die.ò 

ñTonight?ò Corry indicated the late afternoon shadows. 

ñIn the morning. You may stay the night.ò 

ñIf I canôt change your mind by tomorrow Iôll goéif you will tell me some things about 

your world.ò 

Capricia looked wary, but nodded. 

ñWhat is a shelt?ò 

ñAnything in Panamindorah that has a face like ours and walks on two legs is either a shelt, 

a wizard, or an iteration. But wizards and iterations are rare or extinct.ò 

ñBut if iterations are extinct, why did Syrill think that I was one? And how is a shelt 

different from a faun?ò 

Capricia opened her mouth, then closed it. ñOn second thought, thereôs no reason for me to 

tell you these things. I think I have been more than generous in allowing you to stay the night, 

and now I must explain you to my father. We will leave as soon as possible in the morning.ò 

*  *  *  *  

ñKing Meuril will see you now,ò said a sentry. 

Corry and Capricia stood in a circular antechamber. Slanting windows curved around the 

domed ceiling, letting in cascades of sunlight. Two grand staircases ran up the walls on either 

side of the room, and a balcony overhung the center. As they stepped into the throne room 

proper, Corry was dazzled by the variety of plants and the play of sunlight skipping off green-

veined marble. The throne itself was a massive wood seat with carved antlers spreading above it.  



 

The king was not sitting on the throne, but pacing the room with several other fauns. Corry 

caught sight of Syrill and wondered whether they were discussing his upcoming interrogation. A 

moment later, he knew the idea was sheer vanity. Syrill was a general and must have more 

important things to discuss with his king. 

As they drew nearer, Capricia took the lead. ñA moment of your time, my lord.ò 

The king moved away from his councilors. Syrillôs eyes flicked over Corry and away, and 

Corry knew that heôd been dismissed as an item of little importance. Close-to, Meuril looked 

frail in his rich green robes. He was bald, but had a thick froth of gray hair around his temples 

and small, keen eyes of the same color. ñCapricia, what is this business about an iteration?ò 

ñFather, allow me to introduce Corellian, an orphan from a village in the far west. On our 

last journey to those provinces I spoke with him and promised him refuge here because of the ill 

treatment he received from the fauns on account of his iteration blood. Recently wolflings 

attacked and burned his settlement. Corry alone escaped. He has journeyed far to reach us, trying 

to enter faun villages, but they reject him because he does not look like a shelt.ò 

The king studied Corry, and his face softened. ñI, of all shelts, ought to appreciate such a 

loss. My realm extends its condolences. How old are you, Corellian?ò 

Corry thought a moment. I suppose it wonôt do to say I donôt know. ñFourteen, Sire.ò 

Meuril smiled. ñAn excellent age to become an apprentice and adopt a trade.ò He paused. 

ñYou are strangely dressed, friend. Is it so different where you come from?ò 

ñVery different.ò 

Meuril nodded. ñYou may stay here as a guest of the princess until you find other lodging. If 

you have difficulties with my citizens, we will help you in what ways we can.ò  



 

A servant appeared at Meurilôs summons, but Capricia stepped forward. ñFather, I will show 

him to a room.ò 

*  *  *  *  

ñI donôt like lying to your father,ò said Corry as Capricia opened the door to a guestroom. 

ñIt was necessary.ò 

Corry glanced at her. ñWho are you afraid of? What would it matter if everyone in 

Panamindorah knew about the flute?ò 

ñHush! I told you, the hall is not the place to discuss this. And until tomorrow, Iôll take 

that.ò She stepped forward suddenly, reached into his pocket, and took the flute. Then she shut 

the door, and Corry heard the click of a lock. 



 

Chapter 5. An Introduction to Wolflings 

In view of the rapacious nature of the wolfling pack known as the Raiders, I, Meuril Sor, 

declare the usual bounty of three white cowries tripled for any wolf known to belong to a Raider, 

and the usual bounty of five white cowries increased to twenty speckled cowries for the capture 

or proven death of Fenrah Ausla. The bounty will be fifteen speckled cowries for the wolflings 

Sham Ausla, Sevn of Ivernees, Xerous of Palamine, Lyli of Palamine, Talis of Ivernees, Danzel, 

Hualien, or any additional members of the Raider pack. 

ðBook of Bounty Laws, edict by Meuril Sor, Summer 1697 

Corry woke to birdsong and a cascade of sunlight streaming through his window. Capricia! 

He had been angry the night beforeðas much at himself for reaching into his pocket earlier, as at 

Capricia for taking the fluteðbut now he felt only a vague panic. In the morning light, he could 

see that his window opened several stories above a landscaped courtyard. Corry gauged the 

distance to the ground, but decided that a jump would hurt him. 

Fauns had brought him supper and a bath the night before, and he saw that theyôd left him 

breakfast this morning. Corry dressed quickly, helping himself to the tray of fruit and bowl of 

deerôs milk. Without much hope, he tried the dooréand the handle turned. Whoever brought my 

breakfast must have forgotten to lock it.  

Corry opened the door and stepped into the empty hall. He made his way through the airy, 

sunlit passages, trying to remember the route Capricia had taken. He met an occasional faun, but 

no one stopped him. A few songbirds were beginning to flit playfully in and out of the rooms 

when he found a row of tapestries that he remembered. Iôm near the throne room. 

Corry hurried on, having some vague idea that he would talk to the king and tell him the 

truth. He soon came out of a passage and saw the silver banister and the staircase descending into 



 

the huge antechamber. As he started down, a faun holding a drawn sword burst through one of 

the doors below and bounded up the stairs. 

The stranger was wearing a white tunic and purple cape. He was much paler than the other 

fauns Corry had seen. His curling, golden hair fell to his shoulders, and as he swept past, Corry 

caught a glint of blue eyes. Upon reaching the top of the stairs, he raced to the first window, put 

his hoof on the sill, and stretched out as far out as he could reach. Corry saw that he had curly 

white fur. ñThe roof! Hurry!ò 

A dozen other pale, blond fauns charged up the stairs. Corry pressed himself against the 

banister as they whisked past to follow the first, who had already disappeared. A memory stirred. 

Theyôre a different kind of faun. It annoyed him that he could not identify them. 

Corry started walking more quickly and reached the foot of the stairs. As he moved across 

the antechamber towards the throne room, he caught faint sounds from outsideðshouts and the 

ringing of bells. This is very odd.  

Then a shadow appeared in a patch of sunlight at his feet. He glanced up and was slapped in 

the face by the descending end of a rope. As he watched, someone dropped out of one of the 

windows around the dome and began to shimmy down. The sun was in his eyes, and he could not 

see the climber clearly. About three fourths of the way down, the shelt let go and jumped, rolling 

away from Corry with a clatter of steel. Corry blinked at the sword. 

The newcomer was two-legged and had tufted ears, but she was certainly no faun. She had 

large paws rather than hooves. Silver gray hairs flecked the cinnamon brown fur of her legs, and 

a thick, bushy tail bristled behind her. Her breath came quick and hard.  



 

Something clicked in Corryôs mind. He remembered how Capricia had explained him to her 

father. She said that wolflings burned my village. This is a wolfling, a wolf shelt. Capricia is a 

deer shelt. That fellow in the purple cape is a sheep shelt. I remember! 

Corry held out his hands. ñIôm unarmed,ò he said. 

ñStay still,ò she rasped. She wore a sleeveless brown tunic, and a thin sword belt. Corry 

thought she looked no older than he and perhaps younger. Her eyes might have been golden, but 

now they were almost black, the pupils dilated with fear. 

BANG! Doors flew open. Fauns poured down both staircases, while archers drew their 

weapons along the balcony. Fauns with swords and bows swarmed around the perimeter of the 

room. Corry caught sight of the faun with the purple cape.  

The wolflingôs eyes darted in one direction and then another. 

Someone on the balcony shouted, ñDonôt shoot!ò It was Capricia. She was glaring at Corry, 

but she continued. ñYouôll kill my guest!ò 

ñThen tell him to get out of the way...ò murmured Purple Cape.  

Suddenly the wolfling bolted toward the only remaining exitðthe main door of the castle. 

Fauns charged along the perimeter of the wall like giant pincers closing. Corry let out a long 

breath he hadnôt known heôd been holding. A few arrows sang over his head and clattered along 

the floor, but none struck the fleeing wolfling. 

For a moment Corry thought she would escape, but just as she reached the main doors they 

flew open. The wolfling was running too fast to stop, and she all but collided with the first faun 

through the door. Their swords were singing before anyone could intervene. 



 

The faun was Syrill. His hooves made little clicking noises as he ducked and dodged, the 

green feather of his hat dancing like an excited bird. The wolfling was obviously outmatched, 

and he pushed her steadily backwards. 

The fauns had now formed a complete ring around the fighters. No escape. Soon Syrill was 

fighting right next to the dangling rope. Corry saw the end twitch. He shouted, but no one was 

listening. The next instant Syrill hit the ground, struck by a wolfling who had slid partway down 

the rope and leapt on him from above. The two rolled over in a blur of brown and gray. 

They came to a stop, crouching. The wolfling had an arm around Syrillôs chest and a sword 

against his throat. Syrillôs sword had been knocked from his grasp.  

The new wolfling was male and looked at least ten years older than the female. ñUp,ò he 

breathed and jerked Syrill to his feet. ñTalis?ò 

ñSir?ò answered the girl-wolfing, still watching the crowd. 

ñAre you alright?ò 

ñYes.ò 

The male wolfling nodded. ñWalk.ò He pushed a rigid Syrill toward the door, but fauns 

blocked his way. ñMove!ò he shouted. Some of the darker-skinned fauns obeyed, but not the pale 

strangers. The wolfling whirled to the faun in the purple cape. ñTell them to get out of my way, 

or Iôll kill him.ò 

The faunôs jaw was working, and he took a step forward. The wolfling pressed his sword 

hard enough against Syrillôs throat to draw a trickle of blood. ñIôm not bluffing, Chance.ò 

ñMove.ò The faun called Chance growled the word. ñGet out of his way.ò His furious eyes 

returned to the wolfling. ñIôll have your pelt, Sham. But first Iôll hang you from the highest 

scaffold in Panamindorah.ò 



 

The wolfling ignored him and moved toward the doors. He was having some trouble with 

Syrill. Talis circled round to guard Shamôs back. Suddenly, Chance leapt forward, and his sword 

met Talisôs with a clash. She parried with such force that he staggered and her momentum 

carried her briefly into the crowd. The next thing Corry knew, he was stumbling backward with 

one arm twisted painfully behind him. He saw Chance backing away uncertainly. ñSham,ò came 

Talisôs voice behind Corryôs head, ñweôve got another.ò 

The instant they were clear of the castleôs portico, the wolflings broke into a run. Corry 

could hear the shouts of pursuing fauns. Wolflings afoot would have been not match for mounted 

fauns, and Corry felt a flutter of hope. Then two enormous wolves shot across the plaza. They 

were as large as small ponies, their teeth as long as Corryôs fingers, flashing in their panting 

mouths. Corry dug in his heels, and Talis had to drag him the last few yards. 

Sham was still having difficulty with Syrill, who kept lashing out with his hooves, twisting, 

biting, and shouting. At last Sham struck him on the head with the flat of his sword. Syrill 

staggered. Sham hoisted him onto the back of a wolf, then leapt up behind. Talisôs wolf came up 

behind Corry, tipped its nose between his legs, and stood, letting Corry slide neatly onto its back. 

Bells were ringing all over the city as the wolves left the castle complex. They fled through 

Laven-lay, making use of the parks and gardens. Talis pulled something like twine from her pack 

as they road and made a swift slip-knot around Corryôs wrists, tying them in front. Her own 

hands were shaking, her breathing ragged against the back of his neck. She jerked the knot 

painfully tight.  

At some point Corry realized that a third wolf and rider had joined them. She was older than 

Talis and her dirty blond hair hung down her back in a tail as bushy as any wolfôs. ñDanzel?ò she 

growled. 



 

ñI know,ò muttered Sham. ñHe almost got Talis killed, and now we have hostages.ò 

The new wolfling eyed Syrill in a way that made Corryôs hair prickle. ñKill them.ò 

Sham shook his head. ñNot Syrill. Not without Fenrahôs consent.ò 

ñThen leave them.ò 

Sham shook his head. ñWe might need them again. This isnôt over.ò 

Corry saw the white outer wall of the city rising out of the trees ahead. Then branches 

slapped him in the face as the wolves plowed into a thicket. They stopped abruptly, and Corry 

saw a freshly excavated tunnel, the brush beaten down around it. 

Sham sprang from his wolf and pulled Syrill to the ground. He threw away the faunôs sword 

belt. As Corry watched, Sham rifled through the pockets of Syrillôs tunic. He stopped suddenly 

and held up something small and silvery, then shoved it into his own pocket. 

A new wolfling scrambled out of the tunnel. ñWeôre almost ready down here. Lyli said that 

you have an unconscious faun. Iôve arranged transport.ò 

ñSevn, have you seen Danzel?ò 

The new wolfling shook his head. ñWhatôs wrong?ò 

Sham sat down in the dirt. ñDanzel wasnôt at his post. I had a run-in with Chance, and heôs 

got my hackles up.ò 

ñChance!ò Sevn flung a handful of rope out of the tunnel. ñWhatôs he doing here?ò 

ñI donôt know. This whole raid has been a disaster.ò 

ñReally?ò asked Talis quietly. 

Sham glanced at her and flashed a toothy grin. ñWeôll see.ò 

Sevn was frowning. ñDo you suppose someone toldð?ò 

ñNo. Laylan probably found the diggings.ò Sham grimaced. ñHeôs getting better.ò 



 

A leaf crunched, and Sham spun around. On the edge of the clearing stood a small wolfling 

who didnôt look older than ten. He wore a baggy, mud-stained gray tunic, weighted on one side 

with a sword that looked too big for him. Corry caught site of a bulging satchel attached to his 

belt opposite the sword. The child held his hands behind his back, his ears angled sharply 

backwards. His outsized paws pushed against each other nervously. 

ñDanzel!ò Sham barked. Then, more softly, ñPup, where have you been? Lyli didnôt find 

you, and Talis had no way of getting off the roof. She was chased and nearly killed. We had to 

drop through the ceiling! Danzel, where were you?ò 

ñIôm sorry, Sham.ò His voice came soft and squeaky. ñI just... I saw... There was this...and 

he had...and it...ò 

Sham took the youngster by the shoulders. ñWhat happened?ò 

ñI saw a faun with a satchel on his belt, and it looked heavy. It clinked.ò 

Sham let out his breath and put his head down. 

Danzel continued. ñAnd I followed him. And he went into a big house. I stalked him. I was 

so quiet! You would have been proud of me. I was so quiet!ò 

ñDanzel!ò growled Sham, raising his head and shaking the youngster so hard the satchel 

tinkled. ñWe didnôt come here for cowries!ò 

ñHow about gold?ò asked Danzel cheerfully. ñHow about ten gold pieces, and I didnôt even 

count how many cowries. Thereôs silver. Pearls too!ò 

Sham opened his mouth, but then Danzel brought his hands from behind his back. ñAnd I 

found this.ò Danzel was holding a violin. He thrust it into Shamôs hands. Sunlight falling through 

the trees lit on the polished, gracefully curving wood and made it glow golden. 



 

ñItôs what I was looking for,ò continued Danzel softly. ñI couldnôt get the bow.ò He looked 

anxiously at Sham. ñBut you could make that, couldnôt you?ò 

Sham stood up suddenly and turned around so that Danzel couldnôt see his face. Corry saw 

him cover his mouth with one hand, and shut his eyes. A single large tear rolled down over his 

fingers. Then he rubbed his hand hard over his face and turned around. 

ñWhat you did was wrong. You were not there for Talis when she needed you. We hold each 

otherôs lives in our hands, and if you donôt do your parté Talis and I could both be dead.ò 

Danzelôs eyes clouded. ñIôm sorry. I only wantedðò 

ñYou must obey orders!ò Sham took the violin in both hands and broke it over his knee.  

Danzel flinched. His bushy tail dropped down limp behind him. 

Sham dropped the broken instrument and pointed to it. ñOur lives. Thatôs what almost 

happened to them.ò 

Danzel stared at the ground. ñYes, sir.ò 

By this time Sevn had already urged the three wolves down the tunnel. He cleared his throat 

and said softly. ñWe need to hurry. Lyli is keeping watch at the far end.ò 

Sham nodded. ñGo and tell her weôre ready, Danzel.ò 

Danzel darted down the tunnel. 

As soon as he was gone, Talis stepped over to the violin and picked it up. ñThis was a good 

one.ò She inspected it minutely. ñA very good one.ò Sham turned away. ñYou didnôt have to 

break it,ò said Talis. 

ñYes, I did.ò He would not look at the violin.  

Syrillôs eyes were just beginning to flutter groggily when a sack went over his head. Sevn 

tied his legs to the line going into the hole. He gave a couple of jerks, and Syrill slithered into the 



 

darkness. Sevn followed him and Talis came behind. A moment later, Danzel appeared to say 

that Lyli had secured Syrill. She and Talis were on their way back to camp, and Sevn was 

keeping watch at the end of the tunnel. 

Sham turned to Corry. ñMake things difficult for us, and weôll kill youðone shout, one 

snatch for a weapon, and youôre dead. Youôre not that valuable. Do you understand?ò 

Corry nodded. 

Sham cut loose his hands and pointed to the tunnel. ñCrawl.ò 

Corry crawled. He could see almost nothing in the tunnel, and he went along hesitantly, 

feeling his way over protruding tree roots and clods of earth. Behind, he heard Danzelôs voice. 

ñSomething else happened this morning.ò 

ñOh?ò Sham sounded suspicious. 

ñLaylan chased me.ò 

ñWhat?ò 

ñI think he found my tracks near the castle wall where I was supposed to be waiting. He 

must have followed me because when I came out of the faunôs house he nearly shot me. I ran, 

and he chased me all the way to the royal grain sheds.ò 

ñWas he on Shyshax?ò asked Sham. ñDanzel, are you making this up?ò 

ñNo! He wasnôt on Shyshax. I ran into a shed. It was one of the smaller ones, only half full. I 

ran out before he could get behind the grain, and I shut the door. It locked!ò 

Sham began to chuckle. ñYou locked Laylan in a grain shed?ò 

ñYes.ò Corry could hear the grin in Danzelôs voice. ñIt only had one window in the top.ò 

Sham was laughing hard now. ñNo wonder they havenôt found us. They probably havenôt 

even found Laylan.ò 



 

Chapter 6. Raiders 

The fact that the Raiders confused the plans of the greatest of planners should not come as a 

surprise. The Raiders were an anomaly from the beginning. They confused everyone. 

ðArchemais, Gabalon: The Many Facets of a Tyrant 

Corry woke in darkened stillness. He remembered a long ride, the feel of wolf fur, wind in 

his face, splashing through a river. Then Talis had asked him to drink somethingða drug 

probably, because heôd become very sleepy. Theyôd stopped somewhere. Heôd lain down, andð 

Corry opened his eyes. He was lying on the dirt floor of a cave. From somewhere nearby he 

heard the sound of rushing water. His wrists were tied behind his back, and one leg throbbed 

where a root had cut off the circulation. Dragon moon looked in at an opening above his head. 

By its light, he could see that the walls and floor were muddy, his clothes filthy. Corry braced 

himself against the slimy rock and got to his feet. He staggered to the wall and hopped up and 

down a couple of times below the cave entrance. 

ñYou canôt reach it, not with your hands tied.ò 

Corry turned. In the shadows near the back something moved. ñEven if you could reach the 

hole, thereôll be a guard outside.ò 

ñSyrill?ò Corry moved towards him. Syrill sat with his back against the wall. His feet were 

tied as well as his hands. Blood had dried around a cut on his cheek. His clothes, like Corryôs, 

were very dirty. 

Corry sat down beside him. ñYou fought well with that wolfling. I saw the rope twitch and 

tried to yell, but no one could hear me. It was just bad luck.ò 

Syrill laughed bitterly. ñI heard you. I just didnôt pay attention.ò 

Corry was surprised at his honesty.  



 

ñI should have left off when I saw it was a Raider. To think it was you she found, and all this 

time I thought it had something to do with them.ò 

Corry was lost. ñShe?ò 

ñCapricia. She met you on the kingôs tour of the western provinces two years ago, yes? You 

probably donôt know that the kingôs party was waylaid on the way back by the Raiders. Capricia 

and her doe were separated from the main group for almost a day. When she returned to the 

castle, she behaved strangely. I see now it was you she had grown curious over, but at the time, I 

thought sheôd found some clue to the Raidersô den. I donôt suppose you can shape-shift?ò 

Corry shook his head. ñCan most iterations do that?ò 

ñWell, if youôve got wizard blood, I suppose thereôs always the possibility.ò 

ñHow do you mean óshe behaved strangelyô?ò 

ñI wasnôt there for most of it, but I heard sheôd developed an intense interest in the old 

language and the wizards. I seem to remember she worried her father by making unguarded 

forays into the forest. Of course, that all stopped when the war started.ò 

ñWhat war?ò 

Syrill looked incredulous. ñThe war with Filiniaðwith the cats. Donôt you know anything 

about this part of the world?ò 

Corry had thought carefully about how to answer this question. ñCapricia told me what 

happened to my village, but I canôt remember. I canôt remember anything beyond a few days 

ago. All I knew was that I had to get to Laven-lay and find her.ò 

Syrill grimaced. ñSomething happened to you on the way here. Fauns can be cruel to 

iterations they find alone in the wood.ò 

Corry half smiled. ñCan they?ò 



 

ñI was not cruel,ò countered Syrill. ñBesides, iterations donôt have the national ties of a shelt 

and some do spy for the cats. Thatôs why I picked you up, and when you couldnôt answer me 

coherently, I thoughtðò 

ñItôs alright,ò said Corry. ñIôd never have found Laven-lay without you. I was lost.ò He sat 

back against the wall. ñDo you call all wolflings Raiders or only this group?ò 

ñYou really donôt know anything, do you? And now I come to listen, your speech is strange. 

You donôt have any idea how far you came to get here?ò 

Corry shook his head. ñSham and Danzel were talking about someone called Laylan. Who is 

he, and who was that faun in the purple cape, Chance? Why are you at war with the cats?ò Corry 

glanced at the long scars running up Syrillôs arm and under his sleeve. ñDid a cat do that to 

you?ò 

ñYesðflipped me off my deer. I was lucky; Blix came after me. Heôs a brave mount. That 

was the day I won my command. We were cut off, the army routed, most of the senior officers 

dead. I rallied the survivors. Afterward, Meuril put me in charge. 

ñAs for the cats, they conquered Canisariaðthat was wolfling countryðand pushed the 

wolves and wolflings into our territoryðthe Endless Wood. We bounty wolflings because they 

kill deer and occasionally fauns, but they really donôt have any other place to go.ò Syrill 

grimaced. ñWe should have helped the wolflings when they were fighting for their lives. Meuril 

thought the cats would stop in Canisaria, but they didnôt, and now we have to fight them. Most 

wolflings only hide and try to survive. Organized, troublesome packs crop up occasionally, but 

most of them are hunted down and destroyed within a year.ò 

ñBut not the Raiders?ò 



 

ñNo. Three years ago rumors crept into Laven-lay about a new outlaw pack. Their leader 

was a female named Fenrah Ausla. Fauns attached little importance to the name, even though 

Ausla is a royal Canid line. However, when the Raiders began exacting a heavy cowry count 

from our merchants, fauns took notice. Meuril tripled the bounty on Raiders. Fenrah, however, 

proved cunning. There were eight Raiders three years ago. There are eight today.ò 

ñSo who are Chance and Laylan?ò 

ñIôm coming to that. You know, of course, that the cliff fauns think Danda-lay 

impregnable?ò 

ñWhatôs Danda-lay?ò 

Syrill frowned. ñIt is amazing that you retain the ability to dress yourself.ò 

Before Corry could formulate a retort, Syrill continued, ñCliff faun capitol. Political and 

financial seat of middle Panamindorah.ò 

ñIs Chance from Danda-lay?ò 

ñYes, heôs a cliff faun prince, King Shadockôs youngest. Like all of them, he has a certain 

arrogance about that city. You can imagine their outcry when the Raiders dared attack it.ò 

ñAh. So then Laven-layôs problem became Danda-layôs, too?ò  

ñYou would have thought the queen had been ravished for all their clamor. The raid came 

during a celebration: the spring festival of Lupricasia. At that particular festival Shadock was 

honoring Chance for a feat of bravery in battle. (Cliff fauns have helped us in the cat wars.) 

Chanceôs ceremony was interrupted and a statue in his honor insultingly defaced.ò Syrill grinned 

wickedly. 

Corry could tell that Syrill wanted him to ask a question, so he asked it. ñDefaced how?ò 



 

ñThe royal artisans had him depicted upon a stag. The Raiders gelded the statue, took the 

antlers, made a doe of it. Chance was livid.ò 

Corry smiled. ñYou donôt sound very sorry.ò  

Syrill shrugged. ñNo one was killed. The Raiders were only making a show. Chance, 

however, took it as a personal insult. Heôs spent the last two years hunting Fenrahôs pack.ò 

ñWho is Sham?ò asked Corry. ñI thought he was the leader. I never even saw Fenrah.ò 

ñSham is Fenrahôs second, her cousin. Heôs also their chief healer. Talis is his apprentice. 

Chance has posted handsome rewards in addition to Meurilôs bounty for the capture of any 

Raider. Consequently, numerous hunters pursue them.ò 

ñAnd one of those hunters is Laylan?ò 

Syrill nodded. ñLaylan is a bounty hunter who appeared in this area about five years ago. 

His mount is a cheetah named Shyshax.ò 

ñBut I thought you were at war with the cats.ò 

ñCheetahs are outcasts,ò said Syrill dismissively. ñThey were evicted from the council of 

Filinia years ago for treachery. They survive as a breed, but all the king cheetahs were killed, and 

they have no say in government. Laylan himself is not a faun. Some say he is half wolfling.ò 

Corryôs eyebrows rose. 

ñLaylan looks by his fur to be a fox shelt,ò continued Syrill, ñbut foxlings are small of 

stature. Laylan is tallðtoo tall, some say, to be pure fox shelt. 

ñWhatever his pedigree, Laylan is the best bounty hunter in the wood. In his vendetta 

against the Raiders, Chance offered Laylan a fixed salaryða high oneðif he would abandon his 

wholesale trapping and concentrate on Fenrahôs pack. So far Laylan hasnôt caught any Raiders, 

but heôs come closer than any faun and has saved many merchants their cargos.ò 



 

ñWhat will the Raiders do with us?ò asked Corry. 

ñHold us for ransom. If they intended to kill us, they would have done so by now.ò 

Corry smiled. ñYouôre not angry that there was a raid on Laven-lay, are you, Syrill? Youôre 

only angry that you were the one taken hostage.ò 

Syrill glanced sideways at him. ñThe Raiders hate cats as much as I do. They are the real 

enemy. If they hadnôt pushed the wolflings out of their own country and into ours, we wouldnôt 

be having this trouble. Fenrah is right: wolflings have nowhere to go.ò 

ñAnd you really donôt think sheôll harm us?ò 

Syrill pursed his lips. ñFenrah is unpredictable. It is to her advantage to be so. But I can say 

for certain that she will do nothing that would hurt her struggling nation, and Filinian conquest 

might do that. I am one thing that stands in the way of that conquest.ò 

ñWhat is she like?ò asked Corry. 

ñFenrah?ò Syrill closed his eyes. ñThey say she dresses in black. Her weapon of choice is 

not a sword, but a huge dagger. She rides an enormous black wolf named Dance. Some even 

claim that he is a durian wolf.ò 

ñWhat is a durian wolf?ò 

ñA talking wolf. The wolves that most wolflings ride are called lupin wolves. They are like 

our deerðunderstanding some speech, but themselves incapable.ò 

ñSo Dance can talk?ò 

ñI said that rumors claim he can talk. As far as I know, no faun has heard him. Cats can talk 

too, you know. Itôs a skill that once existed widely among four-legged creatures, although many 

of them lost it under the rule of the wizard, Gabalon.ò 



 

For some reason Corry was not surprised to learn that the cats could talk. The idea made him 

think of something else. ñWho was that snow leopard following you the day we met?ò 

Syrill turned to look at him. ñHow did you  know about that?ò 

ñI saw you in the wood. You jumped right over me.ò 

ñI never saw you. The leopard was one of Demitriôs generalsðOunce. I led a scouting party 

to examine a village they had destroyed. We were discovered and pursued.ò He frowned at 

Corry. ñYou are truly a fortunate iteration. You could easily have been killed by cats yesterday.ò 

Corry thought a moment. ñSo who is the cat king, and what kind of a cat is he?ò 

ñThe tigers rule Filinia these days. The lions were better, if you ask me, though the only 

good cat is a dead one. Technically, the king now is Demitri, but Lexis is his alpha cub. Demitri 

is rumored to be ill, and Lexis leads the army now.ò 

Before Syrill could say anything else a shelt dropped into the cave and moved toward them. 

ñWake up, you two,ò came a deep male voice. ñChief is ready to see you.ò 

ñTheyôre not asleep, Xerous.ò Corry recognized Talisôs voice from the entrance. ñTheyôve 

been prattling like geese the whole time.ò 

Xerous was larger than either Sham or Sevn. The wolfling came close and peered at Corry. 

ñIterationé How interesting.ò He turned to Syrill. ñOn your feet, faun.ò 



 

Chapter 7. Fenrah 

Fauns say I wear black to blend with the shadows. Wolflings know better. They say I wear 

black because I am in mourning. 

ðFenrah Ausla 

Corry staggered out of the hole just in time to see Xerous flip Syrill into the shallow river. 

Syrill came up with a yelp. Xerous fished him out at once, blindfolded him, then cut the ropes on 

his feet. Syrill had quite a lot to say about all this, but he was having trouble getting his curses 

out between his chattering teeth. ñYou were dirty,ò explained Xerous.  

Meanwhile Talis ordered Corry into the cold river for a less abrupt bath. She blindfolded 

him as well, and they followed Xerous and Syrill. Soon Corry was forced to his knees and into a 

tunnel. After crawling for a short distance, he felt a cool breeze on his face. Then he was on his 

feet and told to remain still. 

Next moment, he felt something strapped around his waist. Talis commanded him to sit, and 

Corry let out an exclamation of surprise as he sprang away from the ground. The movement soon 

ceased. Hands disentangled him from the harness and removed the blindfold. ñGreetings!ò came 

a cheery voice. Corry blinked at Sevn. ñWelcome to the camp of the Raiders.ò 

*  *  *  *  

The prisoners sat on a platform in the boughs of a massive tree, patch-worked with 

moonlight. Both were bound, although they were allowed the luxury of sight. Wooden catwalks 

led away in either direction, although Corry could see few details through the leaves and 

shadows. Xerous stood guard over them, fletching arrows on the far side of the platform. In spite 

of the warm summer air, Corry felt cold in his wet clothes. He and Syrill had been in the camp an 

hour, and no one had paid them much notice. 



 

Talis, Lyli, Sevn, and Danzel all passed occasionally along the catwalk. Once Talis hurried 

over to Xerous and asked him for some medical herbs. Finally, Sham strolled by with Sevn. 

Sham paused beside the prisoners and glanced at Xerous. ñHave these two had water?ò 

Xerous thought for a moment, then shook his head. 

ñSevn?ò 

ñI donôt think that they have, Sham.ò 

ñGabalonôs teeth, what terrible hospitality. And poor Syrill is a mess.ò 

Sevn pursed his lips. ñI wouldnôt say that the other looks like a dandelion.ò 

ñIôll ask Talis to clean them up. Then Fenny wants to see them.ò 

Sometime later, Talis arrived. She wrapped them in blankets and cleaned the cuts on Syrillôs 

face and the back of his headða mass of bloody hair where Sham had struck him. Syrill 

peppered the nursing with comments about spoiling Shamôs handiwork and why didnôt they 

scratch both sides of his face so things would be symmetrical? 

The prisoners had their hands retied in front and received a much-appreciated drink to which 

even Syrill made no protest. Talis brought food, but when it came, Syrill cried out in indignation. 

ñIs this your idea of a joke?ò 

Talis reddened. ñI forgot that you donôt eat deer meat.ò 

Syrill continued to grumble, but when she returned with vegetable broth he ate two bowls of 

it. Both prisoners were reasonably comfortable when Xerous returned and unfastened their feet. 

Talis took Corryôs arm as before. Xerous got a good hold on Syrill, who kept eyeing the distance 

to the ground as they proceeded along the narrow boardwalk. 

At last they came to the crotch of a very large tree, which formed a natural bowl. Moonlight 

washed through the leaves and threw shadows and shifting patches of light on the textured bark. 



 

Within the shadows of the bowl, Corry saw the silhouettes of two wolflings, crouching over a 

block of wood that had been set up as a table.  

Corry heard Shamôs voice, apparently in the midst of a mild argument. ñWhat else was I to 

do? They would have killed her.ò 

The response came too low to hear. 

ñYes, I know, but Danzel wasnôt there! Itôs not as if I wanted to take hostages!ò 

Corry heard an alto female voice. ñI should never have sent that pup.ò 

Sham sounded sad. ñHe did it for me, Fenny. I think I made him understand.ò 

ñI hope so.ò 

Xerous cleared his throat. ñChief?ò She rose and came towards them into the moonlight. 

Fenrah Ausla had black fur and black hair, pulled into a bundle at the nape of her neck. Her 

eyes were large and as black as charred wood. He could distinguish no difference between the 

pupil and the iris. She wore a sleeveless tunic made of soft black leather and a cape and boots of 

the same stuff. Fenrah wore a sword belt, weighted with the largest dagger Corry had ever seen. 

It had a narrow blade with a gold hilt set with jagged fragments of what looked like mother-of-

pearl. A pale gold stone shown in the center of the pommel. 

ñGeneral,ò she said to Syrill, ñyouôve lost your hat.ò 

Syrill scowled at her. ñAmong other things.ò 

ñYou were in the wrong place at the wrong time. I apologize for any rough treatment.ò 

ñYou can keep your apologies, Fenrah. They wonôt help either of us. Sham did a foolish 

thing. If you donôt release me, Meuril will have every soldier in Laven-lay after you.ò 

Fenrah frowned. ñDonôt judge my cousin too harshly. Many would have advised he kill you. 

Instead he brought you to me. It was the right decision, but still problematic. You know as well 



 

as I do that I cannot simply release you. You are too valuable. Besides, for reputationôs sake 

alone, we could not possibly release a faun once weôve caught him.ò 

She looked at him frankly. ñYou have done well in the war, general. The cats have tasted a 

little defeat at your hands, and if ever I had reason to be grateful to a faun, well...ò Fenrahôs 

manner became brisk. ñMeuril has been sent a ransom note concerning you, as well as the other.ò 

She peered curiously at Corry. ñHe has been given two days. If we donôt get an answer by then, 

Iôm afraid that Iôll have to kill you, as much as I will regret it.ò She shrugged. ñThatôs as good as 

I can do. I sincerely hope that I can return you to your troops.ò 

Syrill tossed his head. ñHow much? Come, Fenrah, let me pay it myself and be done. The 

cowries will be at whatever place you specify before Meuril would have time to call a meeting.ò 

Fenrahôs dark eyes dropped. ñWhat makes you think Iôm asking for cowries?ò 

ñOh? Whatôs your price, then? Filinian pelts? I have those, too.ò 

She shook her head. ñIôve only asked one thing of Laven-lay, ever: no more bounty laws.ò 

Syrill was silent a moment. ñI see you want to kill me after all.ò 

Fenrah shook her head. ñMeuril is fond of youðò 

ñFenrah, he wonôt do it.ò 

ñHe may if you ask. I have a pen there, and parchment. Write him. Iôve never made a faun 

die the sort of death you keep for us. But if this will produce better results, so be it.ò 

Syrill stood very still. Finally, he said, ñSurely you realize that in my profession, one must 

have the respect of oneôs fellows. How will it be if the common shelts say, óSyrill begged for his 

life, and so now we must live with bandits and murderers?ô No, Fenrah. Meuril can make his 

decision on the strength of your own arguments. Iôll not cloud his judgment with pleading.ò 



 

She sighed. ñCanids are not all bandits and murderers. I understand you work well enough 

with Laylan.ò 

Syrill shrugged. ñI was referring to the common shelts. What I think is another matter.ò 

Fenrah stepped suddenly close to him. Corry caught the scent of leather oil on her clothes 

and the lingering odor of wood smoke. ñGeneral,ò she half whispered, ñI am not your enemy, 

and you are not mine. Help me in this.ò 

Syrill shook his head. ñI canôt. I would if I could.ò 

Fenrah sighed and stepped away. ñItôs not cowries we want. Weôll take them if that gets 

Laven-layôs attention, but weôre not highway bandits. To ask for your ransom in cowries would 

undermine the message I have been trying to send. I did not invite this hostage situation. This is 

the best I can think to deal with it.ò 

She turned away, and Corry thought that she had finished. Fenrah, however, had only gone 

to retrieve something from the block of wood. ñRecognize this, General?ò 

Syrill leapt forward. Xerous seized him with both hands, lifting him a little in the air. 

Fenrah was laughing. ñIôll take that as a óyes.ôò She nodded to Xerous and Talis. ñTake them 

away.ò The object she held was a silver key. 



 

Chapter 8. Trouble for a Key 

The average Filinian has a personal investment in battle which no faun leader can impart to 

his own soldiers. Deep in shelt territory, a thousand cats would be hard pressed to find enough 

game to feed even half their number. They must fight, for they must eat. 

ðCapricia Sor, A Prelude to War 

ñYou can sit here in natural silence or you can lie here unconscious,ò said Xerous. ñYou 

choose.ò He let Corry and Syrill drop to the ground. Their legs had been re-tied. Xerous sat down 

on the opposite side of the deck with his back against a tree trunk. He propped his hands behind 

his head and watched Runnerôs yellow sickle winking across the trees. The wolflings take their 

monthly calendar from Runner, which has a cycle of about fifteen daysða ñyellow month.ò 

Corry shook his head. Why do I remember such a useless thing? 

High in the sky, Dragon was as full as ever. Corry thought perhaps the fauns used it for their 

months, but he wasnôt sure. He remembered that a red month was about sixty days. He also 

remembered the color of the third moon. Blue moon, and itôs cycle is inconsistent. Shelts call it 

Wanderer. 

ñWake up!ò Corryôs eye snapped open. Dew lay moist on his skin. Runner had set, and 

Dragon was well down the sky. Something kicked him in the ribs. ñIteration! Wake up!ò 

ñIôm awake,ò grunted Corry, scooting away from Syrillôs sharp little hooves.  

ñTheyôre changing guards; Sevn had to be looked for. Hurry! We havenôt much time!ò 

ñTime for what?ò 

ñMy hooves,ò said Syrill impatiently. ñThereôs a horn shoeðvery thin, and a small blade 

insideðLaylanôs idea, very practical.ò 

ñKnife?ò Corry blinked at him. ñYou had a knife all the time?ò 



 

ñCouldnôt get to it,ò growled Syrill, ñAnyway, I had to know whether she had the key.ò 

Corry was already fumbling at Syrillôs hoovesðawkwardly, because his hands were tied 

behind. He found the shoe, secured with tiny nails. It had two pieces for each side of the split 

hoof. On the inside outer edge of each shoe, Corry found the slender strip of sharp metal. He 

worked one lose and began to saw at the ropes on Syrillôs wrists. ñWhy is the key important?ò 

ñItôs Laylanôs master trap key. It was the whole point of the raid. They wanted Meurilôs 

copy. They probably didnôt even know I had one. Hurry!ò 

ñLaylanôs traps are keyed?ò 

ñYes. Only four copies exist. Chance and Meuril each have one, and Laylan has the original. 

Recently he entrusted one to me, because my soldiers have gotten caught in them, and I wanted 

to try the traps on Filinians.ò Syrillôs hands were free. He wrenched the other shoe off and started 

working on his feet.  

ñCanôt Laylan change his locks?ò asked Corry. 

ñYes, but it would probably take a yellow month. Wolflings could do a lot of damage in that 

time. Besides, I am responsible for the key.ò 

Corry saw the real issue then. ñSyrill, surely Laylan doesnôt expect you to keep it at the 

expense of your life.ò 

Syrill kicked free of the last of his ropes. He knelt behind Corry and expertly sliced through 

the remaining strands. Then he spun him around and hacked through the knots at his feet. ñYou,ò 

he panted, ñcan run as you please.ò He glanced up, a glint of scorn in his eyes. ñNo one would 

expect anything else of an iteration.ò 

Corry sat up straight. For just a moment, the world blurred, and his color-sense flamedðthe 

dead reek of the darkness, the intoxicating wine of Dragon moon, the velvety richness of the 



 

leavesðthen everything slid back into focus. Syrill was looking at him oddlyðcontempt giving 

way to uncertainty, almost fear. ñWhat did you just do?ò he asked. 

ñI donôt know. What did it look like?ò 

ñIðò 

Creeeak!  

Corry felt the wood tremble as Lyli trotted out of the darkness. She gave a cry of alarm that 

broke off as Syrill slammed into her. She struggled to bring her sword into play, but Syrill had 

closed too quickly, and the two staggered back onto the narrow catwalk. 

Corry heard a yelp of pain. Syrill was around her and gone. Lyli was holding her shoulder, 

and Corry realized that Syrill must have sliced her with his hoof-knife. She turned with a snarl to 

slash at Corry with her sword. He lunged backward, felt the blade cleave the air near his belly, 

lost his balance, and toppled off the catwalk.  

Leaves and branches slapped him as he fell. Something was constricting his arms and legs, 

choking him. Corry reached out blindly to stop the strangling. Ropes, a pulley?  

He halted, dangling. Heôd just managed to keep himself from being hung. This must be 

Sevnôs deviceðthat chair I came up in. Corry risked a downward glance and was relieved to see 

the forest floor not three feet below, faintly visible in the predawn. 

He landed with a soft thump and turned towards the sound of a growl. A wolf and a wolfling 

child were standing a few feet away. The wolf was black and enormous. This has to be Dance. 

Corryôs forehead came only as high as his shoulder. The child stood only about half as tall as 

Corry. They wolfling did not give an instant alarm as Corry expected, but stood staring at him. 

Wild black hair hung thick to the childôs shoulders. He had a thin, pointed nose and enormous 

black eyes.  



 

Somewhere voices had begun to shout. There was a sound of running feet in the dry leaves. 

The small wolfling broke from Corryôs gaze and darted away.  

The black wolf began to growl. Eyes of yellow gold stared from a face of such obvious 

intelligence that for a full half minute Corry expected the animal to speak. At last, the wolf 

leaned forward, sniffing. Corry felt that his heart would break through his ribs. Running is 

useless, he told himself over and over. Best to stay still. 

Corry felt certain that Dance understood that he was an escaped prisoner. He expected the 

wolf to roar or howl at any moment. Dance, however, remained oddly calm. Slowly the snarl 

died in his throat. His lips lowered so that Corry could no longer see his teeth. His ears came up. 

Then, to Corryôs utter astonishment he whined, and his tail waved slowly behind him. 

And the world sank away. 

Shadows. Stairs. Dark, dripping tunnels. Fear. A dungeon vault, and a 

hulking shape. Yellow gold eyes. 

ñWhat are you doing here, cub? Come closer. Let me smell you. Creator 

bless you, you smell of earth and stars and wind. No, donôt speak. You smell of 

freedom. Be still and let me taste that air one last time. You canôt free me. Brave 

cub, but this was foolishly done.ò 

An argument in whispers. The feel of fur through bars. ñThere must be a way. 

We need you, Telsar.ò 

Corry bit back a cry. The vivid images in his head washed around and collided with the 

reality of the dawn wood. He stared into the yellow eyes of the black wolf. ñTelsar?ò 

The wolf whined. Then he turned and bounded away, leaving a trembling Corry in the 

confusion of his half-remembered past. He knows me! How can that be? 



 

Someone was shouting. Corry fled. He ran blindly, hardly caring where he went. He stopped 

when he saw Syrill. Heôd caught the wolfling child. The others must have been just behind, for 

they appeared suddenly out of the trees, down the trunks, from swinging ropes. 

ñStop!ò growled Syrill, pressing the knife against the throat of the struggling wolfling. 

Fenrah slid to a halt. Behind her Corry saw Sham, Sevn, Danzel, and Xerous. ñIf you come 

any closer, Iôll kill him,ò said Syrill. ñIôm sure you can understand hostage situations.ò 

Shamôs lips tightened. ñIf you make any scratches on that pup, Iôll patch them with your 

pelt!ò 

Fenrah raised her hand for silence. ñWhat do you want, Syrill?ò 

ñThe key.ò 

ñAlright.ò Her tail rose behind her back and twitched to the left. Out of the corner of his eye, 

Corry saw Talis and Lyli moving through the trees to get behind Syrill. ñBut tell me, General, 

what will you do when you get it? We can easily recapture you on foot in the forest. We may kill 

you. If you stop right now, Iôll forget this ever happened. If not, Meuril may lose a valiant 

officer, and I will feel much regret at having helped Lexisðò 

ñGive me the key,ò snapped Syrill. 

Fenrah reached into a pouch at her belt, then extended both hands, one with the key, the 

other reaching for the young wolfling. ñLet him go,ò she murmured. ñCome, Huali.ò 

The youngster waited with an almost feline, emotionless attention. Corry realized that 

during the whole episode he hadnôt made a sound, though he had bitten Syrill on the arm. 

Syrillôs grip on the wolfling loosened, and he held out his hand. Corry flinched as he 

watched Lyli draw her sword behind him. Theyôll kill him before he takes five steps. Iôve got to 

do something. 



 

Without giving himself time to think, Corry leapt from behind the tree, yelled wildly, and 

ran. Xerous caught him in a matter of seconds, spinning Corry to the ground and pinning him 

with his sword. He could tell that Xerous would have dearly loved to kill him, but he deferred to 

Sham several yards away, who shook his head. 

Meanwhile Syrill and Fenrah were throwing up a shower of leaves. Corry realized that his 

diversion must have given Syrill a chance to try for a better hostage. Lyli, Danzel, and Sevn 

circled them with drawn swords, awaiting an opportunity. Suddenly a huge black shape shot 

from the trees. Dance caught Syrill and tossed him in the air to land with a grunt on his back. The 

dazed faun tried to rise, but the wolf was already standing over him, looking to his mistress for 

permission to kill. 



 

Chapter 9. Shift 

It is on this day of all days that I feel in need of counsel, and I have none. My father has 

never been interested in the old books, and he would count all my work in that direction as folly. 

I need an ally. I am utterly alone. 

ðdiary of Capricia Sor, Summer, 1700 

Fenrah got to her feet behind Dance. ñSevn, do you have rope?ò 

ñYes.ò 

ñHang him. Do it quickly.ò 

ñFenrah!ò came Xerousôs deep growl, and Lyli cleared her throat behind him. Corry thought 

at first that they were going to argue in Syrillôs defense, but the way Lyli gripped the handle of 

her skinning knife made him think otherwise. ñYou saidð!ò 

Fenrah glanced at them wearily. ñWhy torture him? Do you really think it will make any 

difference? I did not plan for this. It has gone far enough.ò 

Behind her, Sevn was knotting a hangmanôs noose, while Sham advanced on Syrill with 

drawn sword. Syrill could not rise with Dance still bristling over him. He still gripped the little 

hoof knife in one hand, knuckles white around the key in the other.  

Do something! 

Just then, distant, but distinct in the crisp morning air came the sound of horns. ñXerous, get 

back up there and break camp!ò barked Fenrah. ñDanzel, Huali, help him. Dance, go assemble 

the pack. Sham, Sevn, I want that key in my hand and that faun on a rope. Lyli, finish that one.ò 

She jerked her head towards Corry. 



 

He felt a rush of air beside him as Xerous sprinted away. He saw Sevn toss the noose around 

Syrillôs neck without bothering to get the knife away from him. Dimly Corry was aware of Lyli 

uncoiling beside him, drawing back with her sword to kill him in one stroke. 

Corry drew in breath, but something seemed to have happened to his lungs. Long after they 

should have reached capacity, he kept drawing air, filling and filling. The world blurred. He 

could see each of the shelts around him only as a red silhouette, more orange in the limbs and 

brightest red in the torso and head. Corry gulped, and a dizzying array of taste-smells flooded his 

brain. He seemed to have gained height. Lyli was standing below him, but he had difficulty 

distinguishing her sword until she moved it. Everyone had gone very still, and he wondered 

whether he had just died. Then someone screamed. There were shouts. The noises came to him 

like sounds underwater. 

Lyli seemed to be running from him. Sham and Sevn were backing away. Fenrah held her 

ground a moment. Then he heard her breath one word. ñArrows!ò All the wolflings turn and ran. 

Next moment the world slid back into focus. Corry stood with his hand clutching his chest. 

ñWhat happened?ò he gasped.  

Syrill was grinning at him. ñWhy did you wait so long?ò 

He was running now, and Corry had to sprint to keep up. ñThat horn was my soldiers 

looking for us. With any luck, theyôll find us before the Raiders do. Make some noise.ò He began 

to shout, occasionally whistling between his fingers.  

Very shortly this sound was answered by a bugle-like snort. Corry nearly stumbled, but 

Syrill laughed aloud and whistled again. Corry heard hoof beats, and then Syrillôs stag bounded 

into view. Seconds later, they were on his back.  



 

ñWhat did you become?ò asked Syrill as they bounded away. ñI know you shifted, saw the 

blur as I turned, but at the moment I was afraid to take my eyes off Sevn.ò 

ñDo you mean I changed shape?ò 

ñYes. Was it an accident? Panicked, did you?ò 

ñI suppose. I donôt really know how I did it. You didnôt see me?ò 

ñNo.ò Syrill sounded disappointed. ñYou still donôt know what shelt blood you carry?ò 

ñI donôt know what you mean.ò 

Syrill didnôt seem to hear him. ñWell, youôre no faun-blood. Theyôd never run from a deer. 

From their expressions, youôd think theyôd seen a monster.ò 

ñIf I had faun blood, I would have shifted to a deer?ò asked Corry. 

ñYes, of course,ò muttered Syrill, thinking. ñPerhaps a bear? A very large one? No, I still 

canôt imagine her fleeing that way from a bear. Perhaps aéò He licked his lips in disgust. ñA 

cat. They say an iteration lives a long life. Still, Iôd have thought you too young, even for an 

iteration. Cat shelts were gone before my grandparentsô time.ò 

Corry sat silent while Syrill discussed his possible lineage. ñSyrill?ò he interrupted. 

ñHmm?ò 

ñI saved your life back there, didnôt I?ò 

ñYes.ò 

ñAnd I helped you get the key?ò 

ñYes.ò 

ñThen do me the kindness of  not telling anyone that I shifted.ò 

ñAh. Corry, it is not necessarily a mark of dishonor to have a wizardôs talents. Itôs only 

distrusted, because wizards mistreated shelts in the past.ò 



 

ñUntil shelts killed them all?ò asked Corry sarcastically. 

ñI think they mostly killed each other.ò 

ñWhatever. Wood fauns wonôt trust me if they know I can shift. The less like a wizard I 

seem, the better Iôll get on here. Syrill, if Iôve been any help to you, do this for me.ò 

Syrill inclined his head. ñI will not disclose your talents without your permission. However, 

you should consider the possibilities. As youôve just seen, the ability to shift could be very 

useful. I would not be at all opposed to having an iteration in my armyéeven if your true form is 

a cat. Yes, come to think of it, that might be most useful of all.ò 

Corry laughed. ñAre you inviting me to become what you accused me of being: a spy?ò 

ñTheyôre only bad when theyôre on the other side!ò quipped Syrill. ñLaylan has done some 

work for me. His cheetahôs tracks donôt attract attention from enemy scouts. The pay is excellent. 

Of course, there are drawbacks. If you think the Raiders are fierce, then the cats may give you a 

green turn. We got a prisoner back last red month whom theyôd tortured. He died yesterday. The 

cats had licked all the skin off one arm.ò 

*  *  *  *  

Capricia Sor watched the sunrise from the window of her study, high in the tower where 

sheôd taken Corry two days ago. A plate of breakfast sat untouched on a tray beside her. The pot 

of tea on her desk had received more attention. Sheôd drunk all of it and had not slept. Words and 

phrases run together in her mindðthe scholarly commentaries, so scant and confusing, the 

partial interpretations of the ancient language, her own notes from interviews with a few very old 

cliff fauns, the last to have spoken with anyone who knew the old writing. 

The princess was deeply troubled. ñCorellianéò She rolled the name around on her tongue. 

ñYes, it is possible. I thought the pronunciation different, but it is possible.ò 



 

Boom! A servant banged open the door without knocking. Capricia turned with an angry 

reprimand, but stopped when she saw the excitement on his face. 

ñTheyôre back!ò exclaimed the servant and then remembered to bow. ñSyrill has returned 

safely, your highness, along with your iteration friend, Corellian. All Laven-lay is talking about 

him. Syrill reports that he could not have escaped without Corellianôs help, and they have 

rescued the master trap key from Raider hands! They will enter the castle in a moment. Your 

father wants to greet them himself.ò 

Capricia frowned as the messenger scampered away. How will I ever get rid of him now? 

*  *  *  *  

Corry felt giddy during the parade through Laven-lay. The whole city seemed to be 

attending their progress up the street. He wished Syrill would hurry inside out of the press, but 

Syrill was preening and kept his stagôs pace to a stately walk. They dismounted on the steps of 

the castle and entered the antechamber, carried along by the throng, only escaping when a cry of, 

ñMake way for the King!ò forced the crowd apart. Corry saw Meuril in the entrance to the throne 

room, beckoning them nearer. 

Syrill strode forward, and Corry followed more hesitantly. ñMy dear general,ò said the King, 

ñmy nationôs debt to you grows ever larger.ò 

Syrill bowed. ñI did no more than my duty, Sire.ò 

ñAnd you,ò Meuril turned to Corry, ñyour reception into my realm makes this act even 

greater. If I am to believe my generalôs message, he and the key would not be here but for you.ò 

Meuril turned to the throng. ñFriends, we have averted disaster because of this young 

iteration. Who among you would be so prejudiced as to deny him citizenship?ò 



 

A chorus of approving cheers erupted, and Meuril smiled. ñCorry, you are hereby granted 

citizenship of Laven-lay and all the rights of trading, traveling, and protection it affords. To 

ensure that all shelts honor my decision I am entrusting you with a ring bearing the sign of my 

own house. Wear it, and you are one of us.ò 

As Corry took the bit of gold from Meuril, he caught sight of two scowling brown eyes amid 

the smiles. Capricia. 

ñDo you want to get out of this?ò Syrill bellowed over the noise. Corry nodded and followed 

him as he edged his way to one of the small side doors leading off of the antechamber. Syrill shut 

it, and the sound diminished instantly. ñHow does it feel to be a hero?ò 

ñSafer,ò said Corry, thinking of Capricia. 

Syrill gave him an odd look. 

ñI mean,ò Corry improvised, ñnow I donôt have to worry about fauns torturing me.ò 

Syrill grinned. ñYou had to turn the blade one more time, didnôt you? Well, that wonôt 

happen again, Corellian of Laven-lay.ò 

Corry glanced at the circlet of gold. On one side it bore the leaf and buckôs head of Laven-

lay, on the other side the image of a diving falcon. ñThe insignia of the House of Sor,ò explained 

Syrill. ñThatôs Meurilôs personal sign. Heôd never have given it to a faun, but prejudice against 

iterations is so strong I suppose he thought it was the only way to ensure your safety.ò  

They were in the garden now, moving beneath the living archways of flowering vines. Corry 

tried to put the ring on, but found it too large to stay on his finger.  

Syrill chuckled. ñYouôll have to have it fitted by a goldsmith.ò 

They walked for a moment in silence. ñWhatôs your deerôs name, Syrill?ò 

ñBlix.ò Corry could hear the pride in his voice. ñI raised him.ò 



 

ñHeôs magnificent.ò Corry hesitated. ñWhat will happen to the wolflings now?ò 

Syrill glanced at him curiously. ñNothing, I suppose.ò 

ñBut wonôt the faunsðò 

Syrill snorted. ñWeôre speaking of Fenrahôs Raiders, not common thieves. Of course my 

soldiers will follow our path of retreat and try to find them, but Iôm sure theyôll fail. The Raiderôs 

mobility is their most peculiar talent.ò 

ñBut they must have gone somewhere.ò 

Syrill shrugged. ñThe Raiders are very mobile. Some say they have no den. Others say itôs 

impossible to operate so efficiently, to stash plunder so well, and to disappear so completely 

without a permanent den.ò 

Corry looked thoughtful. If the Raiders were involved with Capriciaôs finding the flute, 

perhaps their den holds more clues about my past. ñI suppose everyone has searched 

thoroughly?ò 

Syrill laughed. ñOf course! If the Raiders have a home, they can be trapped...along with the 

mountain of treasure they have supposedly accumulated. If they have a homeðò 

ñThey do.ò 

Faun and boy turned together. In the path behind them stood a shelt who had come up 

without sound of footfalls. This has to be Laylan, thought Corry. The bounty hunter had red-

furred legs and black canine paws. His bushy, white-tipped tail hung a full foot below the hem of 

his brown leather tunic. He had red hair the color of his fur, pulled back in a loose ponytail that 

was oddly reminiscent of his real tail. A black, wide-brimmed hat threw a shadow across his 

face. From the place where other hats might have carried a feather, dangled a limp wolf tail. 

ñThey have a den,ò he said. 



 

Syrill grinned. ñLaylan! This is Corellian, the iteration who helped save your key.ò 

Laylanôs eyebrows rose. ñYou have saved me a great deal of trouble. Thank you.ò He turned 

to Syrill. ñI have news about Lexisô movements that may interest you.ò 

ñCertainly. Good day, Corellian.ò  

Corry watched them walk awayðSyrill with his swinging gait and Laylan on gliding paws 

that never crunched a leaf. 



 

Chapter 10. The Agreement 

A promise is always a shackle. Made well, it will anchor you to life and reason. Made 

poorly, it will be to you a ball and chain. 

ðArchemais, Treason and Truth 

Corry soon learned that Meuril had assigned him a suit of rooms in the castle. While he was 

exploring them, a servant arrived to return his backpack. Corry had not seen it since Syrill 

confiscated his possessions in the wood. Grinning, he brought out the orange cowry. 

ñWhere did you get that?ò 

Corry turned to see Capricia in the doorway. 

ñI brought it from Earth. Itôs money, isnôt it? You use them for money here.ò 

Capriciaôs mouth twisted. ñWeéused to.ò 

ñAh. What do you use now?ò 

She didnôt say anything. 

Corry sat down at a little table. ñArenôt you happy that I helped save the master trap key, 

Capricia? Or would you rather the Raiders have killed me?ò 

To Corryôs surprise, Capricia left the doorway and came to sit across the table from him. 

ñNo, of course not. You remember that I told our archers not to shoot at you.ò 

ñIt would have seemed odd to everyone if you hadnôt. Capricia, why donôt you want me 

here? I know that you say the flute could have given me the language, but you donôt really 

believe that.ò He leaned closer. ñHereôs something the flute wonôt explain: Fenrahôs wolf 

recognized me! After I escaped, I ran into him in the forest. He was friendly to me. He never said 

a word, but I know he can talk. I remember him. Or something about him.ò 

Capricia looked skeptical. 



 

ñI thought,ò continued Corry, ñthat Iôd skipped forward in time. I left Panamindorah and 

came to Earth, and only a year passed on Earth, but hundreds of years passed here. That would 

explain why I know your language, and yet it sounds a little strange to me. Languages change. It 

would explain why everyone says my speech is old fashioned, why I think cowries ought to be 

money.ò 

Capricia nodded wearily. ñI understand what you think, Corellian, butðò 

ñBut,ò he continued, ñthat doesnôt explain Dance. How could he know me? How could 

Dance possibly have been alive long enough for the language to change?ò 

ñBy all reports, Dance is just a wolf like any other. No faun has ever heard him speak. Heôs 

large, and thatôs what started the rumor that heôs a durian wolf, but Chance and Laylan donôt 

think so. There are many reasons why he might have seemed friendly towards you. Perhaps your 

scent reminded him of the wolflings. You had been with them recently, after all. Perhaps you 

unwittingly gave him a signal that he recognizedða hand sign or a gesture that the Raiders use.ò 

Corry looked out the window, annoyed. ñYouôre wrong.ò 

Capricia started to speak again, but he cut her off. ñI know the Raiders had something to do 

with your getting the flute. Did you really ófindô it, Capricia? Or did you steal it?ò 

She stared at him. ñHow did youð?ò 

ñSyrill told me you began your study of the wizards after becoming ólostô in the forest 

during a Raider attack. He thought it was me youôd found, but Iôm sure it was the flute. I want to 

know how you got it. Iôll tell Meuril if you donôtðò 

ñYouôll find I donôt respond well to threats,ò snapped Capricia. 

ñAlright. Donôt try to force me, and I wonôt try to force you.ò 

A heavy silence. Then Capricia laughed. ñThereôs not much to tell. Youôll be disappointed.ò 



 

ñIôm never disappointed with the truth.ò 

ñWhen the Raiders attacked our caravan, my doe bolted. We were in unfamiliar country, and 

by the time I stopped her, we were lost. As we were finding our way back to the road, someone 

dropped out of a tree and tried to pull me to the ground. It was the smallest member of the pack, 

the one that doesnôt speak.ò 

ñHuali?ò guessed Corry. 

ñHualien, yes. In the struggle, I caught hold of something hanging around his neck. I tried to 

strangle him with it. In the end, he broke free and fled, leaving the thing in my fist. It was the 

flute. I took a day finding my scattered traveling party. You see? Not a very revealing story.ò 

ñBut itôs worth knowing.ò Corry thought a moment. ñIs Hualien really one of the eight? I 

saw him in the forest, but I thought he was only one of their children.ò 

Capricia shook her head. ñThere are only eight Raiders. Lyli and Xerous are mates, but they 

have no living offspring. Hualien is an orphan, seven years old. Chance and Laylan have copious 

dossiers on all of them. The Raiders donôt have many secrets, except their den, of course. Iôve 

read everything available on them and come up with nothing to explain the flute. I concluded 

that Hualien found it or stole it, so I turned my attention to the wizards.ò 

ñDo you think your father would have complied with their ransom demands?ò 

Capricia arched her brows. ñLift the bounties laws? Of course not. The wood fauns would 

revolt.ò 

Corry pursed his lips. ñFenrah makes these demands for her nation? Thereôs nothing she 

stands to gain, other than freedom to live in wood faun territory?ò 



 

Capricia sighed. ñFenrah Ausla is of royal blood. Chance believes she would be heir to the 

throneéif there was a Canid throne to claim, which of course there isnôt since the Filinian 

conquest.ò 

ñI can see why Syrill seemed sympathetic to the Raiders.ò  

ñSyrill lives for the present. Heôs too young to have been involved in any of the wars with 

Canisaria before it fell. Wolflings and fauns have always been uneasy neighbors. My mother was 

killed by wolflings, but that is beside the point.ò 

Capricia stood and circled the table. ñI spent last night looking at my books about the flute, 

and you will be gratified to know that there is some mention oféof stopping time, orðI donôt 

quite understand itðof traveling in time.ò 

ñThen you believe me?ò 

ñThe manuscripts speak of moving forward, but never of moving back. Perhaps youôre right. 

Perhaps you are an iteration or even a wizard from Panamindorah. You certainly have a wizardôs 

way of meddling. Perhaps you have known fauns and wolflings and other shelts in a time when 

shelts and wizards still knew the ancient script. Perhaps you lost your memories in the process of 

changing worlds. However, you cannot reclaim your lost place in Panamindorah. You cannot 

solve the riddles you want to solve, because they would have happened hundreds of years ago to 

people who are all dead.ò 

Corryôs eyes dropped. He traced an aimless design on the table top. ñCapriciaðò 

ñHundreds of years dead,ò she reiterated, ñand you canôt ever go back.ò 

ñAnd your point is?ò 

ñYou canôt get back your lost place, but you can make a new one. My father is impressed 

with you. So is Syrill. You are a hero to the citizens of Laven-lay. Youôve drawn so much public 



 

attention to yourself that it would be difficult now to explain your disappearance. Very well. Stay 

in Panamindorah. Make a life for yourself.ò She paused. ñOf course, I would like your help to 

translate the old script.ò 

Corryôs eyes brightened. ñI would very much like toðò 

ñHowever, the books are mine, and you will handle them only as I allow. Is that clear?ò 

ñNaturally. What about the flute?ò 

 ñThe flute is no longer your concern.ò Capricia moved towards the door. ñI will help you 

acclimate. Money, by the way, is still called cowries, even though we use coins. Try not to 

appear totally ignorant. Along those lines, the public and royal libraries here in Laven-lay may 

be of interest to you. First, though, Iôll send someone to take your measurements. Youôve been 

invited to the kingôs table for dinner, and theéuhégarments youôre wearing will not do.ò 

*  *  *  *  

When Capricia left Corryôs room, she went straight to her own chambers and shut the door. 

Her attendants came running, but she ordered them all away and went out to her private garden. 

Her hands were trembling. I had to let him stay. Thereôs nothing else I could do, except have him 

assassinated. If thatôs even possible. 

Sheôd noticed uncharacteristic vagaries in Syrillôs narrative of their escape. Thereôs more to 

that story. I need to get Syrill alone. 

Capricia glanced at the monument in the center of her gardenða white pillar about waist-

high, crowned with golden wings arched in a protective shield around a kneeling fauness. Flames 

licked at the wings, kept alight by an invisible feed of oil from beneath. She had specifically 

requested that it remain unadorned with words. The servants said that she did so was because she 

was pious, and she let them say it. In reality, Capricia disliked inscriptions about the Creator. 



 

Sheôd never felt safe since her mother died, and the protective wings of the statue seemed like a 

mockery to her.  

Capricia turned away from the Monument. Probably the name in the old text is not 

Corellianôs. Likely heôs is just the son of some wizard that Gabalon deposed. In that case, I think 

I can handle him. I think. 



 

Chapter 11. Aspects of a Dinner Conversation 

This is a bright day for my enemy and for me one of the blackest. 

ðjournal of Syrill of Undrun, Summer, 1700 

Corry woke to see late afternoon sunshine streaming through his window. Capricia had sent 

an army of tailors, whoôd measured him and taken away his clothes. He hoped they planned to 

bring more by the time he was expected at supper. Corryôs eyes strayed to a leather-bound book 

beside his bed. 

A Concise Illustrated History of Panamindorah by Capricia Sor. He reached for it and began 

flipping through the pages. The characters were not the same as that of the old book in Capriciaôs 

study, yet he found he could read them. 

A Note on Terminology 

Presently, the sentient beings of Panamindorah are divided into three groups: beasts, 

shelts, and iterations. These terms are more or less universal and require no explanation. 

More problematic are the terms for the three groups of shelts: fauns, nauns, and panauns. 

These are known by various slang throughout Middle Panamindorah. For this text, I will 

define a faun as a hoofed shelt, a panaun as a pawed shelt, and a naun as a shelt with 

neither hoof nor paw.  

At the date of this writing, the only common panauns in Middle Panamindorah are 

wolflings. Fox shelts have grown uncommon, and cat shelts (known as Fealiday) are 

extinct. In Kazar, one may still find alligator shelts, but they rarely venture out of the 

swamp. For practical purposes, the word ñpanaunò has become nearly synonymous with 

wolfling and has fallen out of use. However, when writing of times when other types of 

pawed shelts were in abundance, it is necessary to use the word in its original meaning. 



 

Likewise, naun has become redundant with manatee shelt, because these are the only 

non-hoofed, non-pawed shelts living in Middle Panamindorah, and even they are an 

import. However, in the past, there was a greater variety. Even today, merchants from the 

western sea talk of selkies, seal shelts, living in on the far beaches.  

The term faun is still in common circulation, since three types of hoofed shelt are in 

abundanceðthe dear shelts (wood fauns), the sheep shelts (cliff fauns), and the goat 

shelts (swamp fauns). Centaurs are source of dispute among taxonomists, but are 

generally classified with the fauns, as they do have hooves. 

The Beginning of Things 

Unfortunately, the age of accurate scholarship in the middle kingdoms begins around 

the year 1440, after the great fire in Danda-lay. Stories of our history before this are 

based largely on oral tradition and grow more uncertain the further back one goes.  

The reason is simple. The knowledge of the ancient picture language has been lost. It 

is said that this language was old even in the time of the wizards. The more wieldy 

phonetic letters were replacing it in both common and scholarly use in Gabalonôs day. 

Sometime after his defeat, scholars in Danda-lay grew concerned that the knowledge of 

the old script was fading, and they translated large portions of important texts into the 

phonetic script. However, the great fire in Danda-lay destroyed the library in 1438.  

Some of the originals of the very old texts were kept here, in Laven-lay. However, 

all of the translations burned. I have a few partially legible commentaries salvaged from 

the fire, but they are badly damaged, and no shelt whom I have been able to contact has a 

full knowledge of the ancient characters. 

Corry drew a deep breath. ñYes, a picture language. What I was reading in Capriciaôs study 



 

had only partial clues to pronunciation. The rest was memorized.ò He glanced at the front of the 

book and found the year, 1695. ñThe library burned two hundred and fifty-seven years before she 

wrote this book, and I must have lived before that.ò 

He had just settled down to read again, when there came a knock at the door. Corry found a 

servant on the threshold with something made of brown cloth over one arm. The servant bowed. 

ñKing Meuril requests your presence at dinner.ò He pressed the clothes into Corryôs hands. ñThe 

tailors have made you fresh garments. I will show you to the banquet hall when you are ready.ò 

Corry was impressed. Heôd been dreading the arrival of the kind of long tunic the fauns 

wore, but instead heôd been sent linen trousers and shirt. There were no shoes, but it was warm 

enough to go without. ñItôs the kind of clothes wizards were said to have worn,ò explained the 

servant. 

In the dining hall, smells of bread and spices mingled with the scent of flowers. Harpers 

were making music in one corner. Long, low windows looked out onto a garden winking with 

fireflies. Half a dozen fauns already sat near the head of the long table, and servants were coming 

and going, setting out the food. Corryôs escort ushered him to the seated group. He recognized 

Syrill and was relieved when the servant directed him to a seat at the generalôs side. Capricia sat 

opposite Corry, although he didnôt recognize her for a moment with her hair piled on top of her 

head, braided with tiny pink flowers and two enormous lilies. Her ivory robes were sleeveless, 

exposing her flawless mocha skin to perfection. He wondered if he would have dared to argue 

with her if sheôd come into his room this morning looking like that.  

Syrill was deep in conversation with Laylan, who appeared to be building something from 

his eating utensils. On Corryôs left sat Chance, the pale, golden-haired cliff faun prince who had 

exchanged angry words with Sham yesterday in Meurilôs antechamber. Looking at him more 



 

closely, Corry realized that Chance was younger than heôd first thought, surely not much over 

twenty. He was talking to Meuril at the head of the table. Capricia appeared to be listening to 

their conversation, though a faun to her left kept attempting politely to attract her attention. 

ñShadock believes it might have been an assassination,ò Corry heard Chance say to Meuril. 

ñThe centaurs have never been democratic.ò 

Meuril shook his head. ñYou speak as though it were a coup.ò 

ñBut thatôs just it! Targon was elected based on military prowess. Heðò 

Meuril held up his hand. ñHush now; here they come.ò 

Centaurs were coming through the doorway. They were so tall they had to bend their human 

waists and stoop to enter. Their glossy bodies shown in the torchlight, muscled like draught 

horses, with heavily furred fetlocks. Their human bodies were dark olive, their ears small and 

round like Corryôs. Unlike the fauns, the males had facial hair, which they wore in pointed 

beards. The mares wore a garment of a single piece of cloth, rather like a large scarf, brightly 

colored and tied in elaborate twists round their bodies. The stallions wore leather vests or nothing 

at all. Stallions and mares alike wore a variety of jewelry and practical itemsðgem-studded 

collars, bracelets on their ankles and wrists, belts with jeweled daggers and scimitars. 

As the centaurs entered the room, the faun servants directed them to a section of the table 

without chairs, where they first knelt. This brought them low enough to eat from the table, 

though they were still head and shoulders above the fauns.  

Servants began setting food before the diners. Syrill, who seemed to have finally noticed 

Corryôs presence, leaned over and spoke in his ear. ñSee their battle whips?ò Corry did, although 

he hadnôt understood until now what he was looking atðlong leather coils, with elaborately 

carved handles. ñGood for bringing a cat to the ground,ò continued Syrill, ñbefore you put a 



 

spear in him. Iôm trying to negotiate for mercenaries. The centaurs have been in conference all 

day with Meuril. Thereôs a new king in Iron Mountain, and heðò  

ñEh-hummm!ò The faun on the other side of Capricia cleared his throat loudly. ñYour 

highness, I realize that the matter with the centaurs has kept you out of court this morning, but I 

have been waiting for some days to bring this item to your attentionðò 

Capricia turned away from Chance and Meurilôs conversation with a bored expression. 

ñMinster Erser, if this has anything to do with the furrierôs guild, then you neednôt bother. Iôve 

already ruled against the proposed tariff.ò 

ñBut your Highness! Do you know how many cowries our furriers lost last year alone 

because of the swamp fauns?ò 

ñI do. I also know what kind of fur I choose to have my own capes trimmed with. Two years 

ago, you were demanding royal guards for merchant caravans entering Kazar because of their 

swamp monster.ò 

The minister reddened. ñOnly because that one incident threatened to strangle important 

trade routes withðò 

ñI would think,ò continued Capricia, ñthat contending with a swamp monster would prove 

more than enough handicap for merchants attempting to trade furs out of Kazar.ò 

ñBut your Highness!ò 

ñIf our furriers want better business, tell them to work more in their tanneries and less in my 

courtroom. I will not pass a tariff to protect a vastly inferior product. However, I am working on 

a deal with the furriers guild in Danda-lay that would remove the embargo on cat pelts. That 

should please you.ò 



 

Syrill had stopped to listen to their conversation. ñWhat are they talking about?ò whispered 

Corry. 

Syrill shrugged. ñA few years ago, the swamp fauns began exporting the fur of some small 

creatureða shayshooðfrom Kazar. Itôs lovely stuff, nearly as a good as lynx or leopard pelts. 

The cats had agreements with all the fauns at one time that forbid the trade of cat pelts, and those 

concessions have died hard, even after the war started.ò Syrillôs expression turned bitter. ñNo one 

wants to make an enemy of the cats if theyôre going to win. Shayshoo fur sold so well, the 

swamp fauns established breeding colonies to increase their pelt yield. The wood faunsô guild 

used to have almost a monopoly on furs, and theyôve been complaining loudly. They have cat 

furs by the cartload right now, but so far no oneôs buying.ò 

Corry shook his head. ñNo, I meant the part about Capricia in court.ò 

Syrill raised his eyebrows. ñDidnôt you know? As civil regent, Capricia has handled all of 

the internal affairs of the realm since the war with Filinia began. These days, I donôt think Meuril 

does anything except work with me as we attempt to drive out Lexis and his cats.ò 

Corry blinked. ñThen how does she have time to go wandering around in the forest?ò 

Syrill gave him an odd look. ñShe doesnôt.ò 

At that moment a messenger came trotting in with a worried expression on his face. He went 

straight to the king, leaned over, and whispered something in his ear. Meuril rose and tapped the 

table for silence. ñI have just received important news.ò He waited until he had their full 

attention. ñDemitri of Alainya is dead. Lexis of Alainya takes his place as king of Filinia,ò he 

hesitated a moment and then added, ñand all Filinian conquests.ò 

A babble of talking erupted. Corry turned to look at Syrill. The general sat very still, eyes 

fixed on something far away. Abruptly, he rose and left the hall. 



 

Meuril followed him. Capricia hesitated for an instant, then got up to go after them. ñWell 

this explains the lull in their fighting,ò commented Chance, looking over Corry at Laylan. 

ñPerhaps Lexis grew impatient.ò 

Laylan shook his head. ñDemitri was ill. Lexis is too intelligent to risk his birthright when it 

was so obviously about to fall between his paws.ò 

Corry only half heard them. He leapt up and ran after Capricia. He caught up with her, 

already half way down the corridor outside. ñCapricia, when did you meet me?ò 

She glanced at him, still walking fast. ñPardon?ò 

He lowered his voice. ñIf youôve been holding court here while your father fights cats, how 

did you have time to go wandering around the forest with the flute? Or to write a history book? 

That day by the lake when I first saw you, and you ran from meéwhen was it?ò 

Capricia shot him a suspicious glance. ñAbout three years ago, before the war started.ò 

ñBut it was only days ago to me!ò 

Capriciaôs only response was to walk a little faster. 

ñDonôt you see?ò asked Corry, trotting to keep up. ñThis shows that time really does pass 

more slowly on Earth than in Panamindorah. This explains how I might have been gone for only 

a year of Earthôs time, while hundreds of years passed here!ò 

ñWill you please keep your voice down?ò she hissed. 

ñWe could figure out when I leftéwhen I was stolen the first time. We could calculate it, 

you see? Figure out how much time passed in Panamindorah between our first two meetings and 

how much time passed on Earth. Capricia, donôt you want to know who I am?ò 

She said nothing.  

Corryôs mouth opened slowly. ñOr do you already know?ò 



 

She rolled her eyes to the ceiling. ñCorellian, listen to me: I have already made my 

decisionðò 

ñPassed your judgment, you mean? This isnôt your courtroom, Capricia.ò 

ñDo you know what would happen to most shelts if they spoke that way to me?ò 

ñWell, youôve already threatened twice to kill me. Whatôs a third time?ò 

She rounded on him with a snarl. ñI have told you: the past cannot be reclaimed. What if you 

found you were someone bad? Someone evil?ò 

ñWas I?ò 

ñI donôt know, but I do know that you are keeping me from an important conference.ò 

ñWill you at least tell me the date we met?ò 

ñIôll check my records tomorrow, when you come to work on those translations.ò 



 

Chapter 12. Thief 

I learned today that Corellian is missing. I wish I could help look for him, but as usual Lexis 

vexes me by consuming all my attention. 

ðjournal of Syrill of Undrun, Summer 1700 

Corry waited next morning for Capriciaôs summons. He had dreamed all night of wolves in 

dungeons and felt singularly unrested and irritable. While he waited, he read her book: 

Since I wish to write a scholarly work, I will omit details of the events before the fire 

until I am able to better understand the old manuscripts. The legend, then, in brief: 

Some say the wizards came across the sea and our years are numbered from their 

coming. Others say they were always in Panamindorah, but they were not always evil. 

Some say that they are with us still, others that they are gone. 

All say this: that a wizard called Gabalon gathered to himself the support of many 

nations, that he made his capitol in Selbis, that he made it mighty. They say he invited his 

fellow wizards to a great feast, and at the feast he poisoned all but seven of them. Those 

seven formed his inner circle. 

It is said that Gabalon hated beasts and robbed them of speech, but that the cats were 

stronger and fiercer and Filinia too vast for his armies. He could not master them, and so 

they speak still.  

It is said that Gabalon possessed a weapon of magic that allowed him to perform 

such feats. His weapon protected him during rebellions, the largest of which involved the 

last of the talking wolves, the durians. The legend goes that they entered the Endless 

Wood and vanished, and that is why the wood faun kingdom is called Endless, because it 

swallowed them without a trace. 



 

The cliff fauns and their allies finally overthrew the tyrant in 1388 (this date is well 

documented). In myth, they say the Creator sent a bird of fire, which went before the 

armies of the cliff fauns and terrified their enemies. Historians speculate that the fauns 

may have had the help of pegasus, perhaps the first Pegasus to appear in middle 

Panamindorah. Others say they had the help of the Unibus, who figure prominently in old 

stories, but purportedly disappeared into the Snow Mountains of Filinia during the time 

of Gabalonôs tyranny. It is not now certain that Unibus ever existed. Their legends call 

them shape-shifters, and they may, in fact, have been some form of iteration. 

That Gabalon actually existed is a matter of no dispute. The ruin of Selbis is with us 

still, and many manuscripts mention him. However, the details of his reign and fall are 

subjects of speculation, and it is this area to which I will attempt to bring real scholarship 

in my next work.  

Meanwhile, we concern ourselves with the events since the great fire of Danda-lay.  

Chapter 1. The Swamp Fauns 

As any faun child knows, the swamp fauns figure prominently in stories of 

Gabalonôs atrocities. They were the footshelts of his army and the muscle of his secret 

police. At the time of the Great Fire, the swamp fauns were still under the military 

supervision of Danda-lay. Their monarchy was in exile, having fled across the desert. 

A number of nasty uprisings convinced the cliff fauns that they ought either to 

annihilate the swamp fauns or set them on their feet again. Having no real stomach for 

genocide, the then-king of Danda-lay, Sansuel, began a gradual process of reinstating 

themð 

ñYou concentrate too sharply when you read.ò 



 

Corry looked up. Capricia was standing on the other side of the table. ñWhat happened to 

Gabalon?ò he asked. 

The princess shrugged. ñNo one knows. Some of the legends feature him flying away in the 

form of a dragon. Some say he fought the fire bird and was wounded. Others say he vanished 

before the armies even got inside the city. No story claims he was killed.ò 

Corry nodded. ñSo thatôs why you tried to abandon the flute. Youôre afraid heôll come back 

for it.ò 

Capricia didnôt answer him. ñMy father is moving to the castle at Pyn-lay nearer the Canid 

border, so that he may help rally the troops there. I will be busy. I would like, however, to spend 

a quarter watch with you each morning working on the translation.ò 

ñHow long is half a watch?ò 

ñThere are four watches of the day and two of the night.ò 

Corry thought about that. ñAbout four hours of Earth time in one watch, then.ò 

Capricia didnôt seem remotely interested in how Earthlings told time. ñI will meet with you 

in the library.ò 

Corry caught a movement beyond Capriciaôs shoulder. Glancing towards the door, he saw 

the tip of a shadow fall across the threshold. 

 Capricia continued. ñOtherwise, I advise you to spend your time learning a useful trade, 

since you seem so anxious to settle down in Laven-lay.ò 

The shadow moved in a little further, then stopped. The door was open, but the shadow 

came across the threshold obliquely, and the creature casting it remained out of sight. 

ñYour knowledge of reading and writing would make you an excellent scribe, and I am 

willing to employ you here at the castleðò 



 

Corry stood up and walked past her towards the door. The shadow disappeared. He 

quickened his steps, but by the time he reached the door the hallway was empty. He thought he 

heard the clop of heavy hoof beats on the stone floor. A centaur? 

He turned to find Capricia at his elbow. 

ñThere was someone in the hall listening to us. I saw the shadow.ò  

ñProbably just a nosy servant.ò But Capriciaôs voice had a nervous edge. She glanced up and 

down the hall. 

ñWhy did you leave the door open?ò asked Corry. 

ñI didnôt.ò Capricia reached out and swung the door. The hinges were well-oiled and 

soundless. 

For a moment, they both stood silent. The eavesdropper had been no casual passerby. He 

had taken the trouble to ease the door open. ñIôll get you a different suit of rooms,ò said Capricia.  

ñThatôs not necessary. I think it may have been a centaur. Arenôt they leaving soon?ò 

Capricia nodded. She didnôt say anything.  

ñWhat about your records? You said you would let me see them so that I could try to 

calculate the exact time that passed in Panamindorah while I was on Earth.ò 

ñOh, will you leave that alone!ò snapped Capricia and strode from the room. 

Corry glared after her. Outside his window, a group of soldiers passed through the garden, 

their long spears catching the sunlight. Perhaps I should volunteer to go with Syrill. He was 

friendly to me, and he is a friend of Laylan, who knows more about the Raiders. With Capricia, 

itôs all guessing and prying. She doesnôt want me to understand. 

Corry left his apartments and started in the general direction of the garden. He wasnôt sure 

where to find Syrill, but he was hoping to catch up with the group of soldiers and ask them. I 



 

wonder if I know how to use a sword or spear.  The idea of making such a discovery amused 

Corry. Perhaps I should find out before I actually apply to fight.  

Corry took a passage that looked familiar. The further he went, the more certain he became 

that he had walked this way before, and yet he thought that the hall was angling away from 

garden. Then he came to a flight of stairs. This is the way to Capriciaôs study. 

THUD! BOOM! A distant noise, probably from the top of the tower. Corry was pretty sure 

he was hearing it through his feetðhis vibration senseðand not with his ears. What is she doing 

up there? He listened intently, but heard nothing else. Corry suddenly remembered Capriciaôs 

hunted expression when she realized theyôd been overheard. Maybe she was right. Maybe Iôm the 

fool for not thinking itôs important. On an impulse, he started up the stairs. 

He was panting by the time he came to the landing at the top. He saw the study was ajar and 

started to open it. Too late, he noticed the splintered wood around the broken bolt. By then, he 

was already staring up into the face of the creature coming out. 

A centaur. Corryôs head came only to his horse chest. Looking up into his face, Corry saw a 

mixture of surprise and uncertainty. Behind the centaur, Corry caught a glimpse of the study in 

disarray, papers and books strewn across the floor, a roaring fire in the hearth, bits of paper 

fluttering like wounded moths.  

The centaur was holding something. Corry recognized the gold chain. With a swiftness that 

surprised even himself, Corryôs hand darted upward, seized the chain, and jerked. The force of 

his successful snatch made him stumble backward to the head of the stairs. The flute swung and 

struck the wall of the tower. It rang like a bell.  



 

Corry would have been surprised if heôd had time. He whirled and raced down the stairs. 

ñHelp! Thief! Help!ò With a sinking feeling, he remembered the muted boom heôd heard earlier. 

That was the sound of the door breaking. If it carried so poorly, how will anyone hear me? 

He could hear the sharp report of the centaurôs hooves against the stone behind him. They 

sounded close, though the huge animal must be having difficulty in the narrow space. Corry 

could hear something else, tooða note on the edge of sound, throbbing. It seemed to bend 

unpleasantly in the ear. The flute swung against his arm, and Corry realized that it was still 

vibrating. 

Something whistled past Corryôs head and slapped against the curved wall of the tower. 

Whatôs he throwing at me? Then it hit the side of his leg and tangled in his feet. Too late, Corry 

realized what was happening. With a cry, he pitched forward. As the centaurôs whip jerked his 

feet from under him, Corryôs own momentum sent him sprawling headfirst down the steep 

staircase. Pain exploded in his chest, and he tasted blood. 



 

Chapter 13. The End of a War and the Beginning of a Grudge 

Syrill has done an admirable job of winning this war, which made the blow of my decision 

harder. But I did what was best. 

ðKingôs Annals, Meuril Sor, Summer 1700 

Corry opened his eyes. He could not tell whether heôd only just shut them or whether heôd 

been asleep for ages. He felt a little like both.  

Somewhere off in the gloom, he could see the centaur. It looked uncertain. ñWhat have you 

done?ò it hissed. 

ñI donôt know. Where are we?ò 

ñYou are as nearly nowhere as it is possible to be,ò said a new voice.  

Corry turned and saw a wolf, big as Dance, his voice somehow gray as his coat. Corryôs 

eyes were beginning to adjust to the dim light. He thought he saw trees. Almost, he thought they 

might be back in the orange grove. ñAm I dreaming?ò 

ñYou may call it dreaming,ò said the wolf, ñbut those who dream thus never wake.ò Behind 

the first wolf, Corry saw more wolves than he could count. They slunk towards him through the 

gray world, their eyes sad and hungry, though not, Corry thought, for food. 

ñWizard spawn!ò roared the centaur suddenly. ñLift your curse, or I will crush your bones!ò 

He sent his battle whip snaking through the air, but to Corryôs amazement, the whip passed right 

through him. 

ñYou can hurt no one here,ò said the gray wolf. ñYou cannot hurt or be hurt. You cannot die; 

you cannot live; you can only be and barely that.ò 

The centaur gave a little moan. He pranced wildly for a moment, then fled, as though he 

might outrun the gray world.  



 

ñWhat is this place?ò whispered Corry. 

ñIt is his dungeon, the Otherwhere,ò said the wolf, ñbut we thought it was forgotten. Has he 

returned to claim more victims, then?ò 

ñWho?ò 

ñGabalon, the great wizard.ò 

Corry shook his head. ñYouôre them, arenôt you? The ones who disappearedðthe durian 

wolves.ò 

Something like hope stirred in the wolfôs eyes. ñHas our king sent you?ò 

ñIéI donôt think so.ò 

Corry was becoming increasingly aware that he carried a nimbus of golden light around his 

person. It was very faint, but it was disturbing his night vision. Corry looked down and saw that 

the light was coming from something heôd clutched in his fist. He opened his hand.  

Corryôs breath caught. He could see the flute. It was translucent gold, glowing faintly. As he 

opened his hand, the light increased, and a gasp went up from the wolves. Corry heard a hiss and 

looked down to see, not a wolf, but a child-sized shelt, staring up at him with dark, malevolent 

eyes. It had a hairless tail and skeletal feet. Corry jerked back with a cry of disgust. 

He heard a muttering. ñHe has it! Help us, help us, give it to us, give it, help, help!ò 

Corry ran. The creatures ran with him, crying out in their many voices. The golden light 

struck a glint off something aheadðglass? He thought he saw a window standing unsupported in 

a frame, and beyond it a crumbling castle room.  

Then he stumbled into a hole. He was sinking, drowning. The gray world vanished. 

*  *  *  *  



 

Shyshax the cheetah was not having a good morning. In the small hours, he and Laylan had 

come upon Filinian tracks while scouting. This was nothing unusual. Filinians were deserting 

their camp in a steady trickle as the morningôs slaughter approached. 

But these tracks were different. Shyshax recognized at least two scent signatures and 

suspected he knew the others. These tracks were left by Lexis and his officers. They had snuck 

through the lines in the dead of night and were heading towards Laven-lay. Shyshax wanted to 

be off at once to tell Syrill, but Laylan had insisted they follow the trail for a short distance to be 

certain of the direction. 

As it turned out, Ounce had lingered behind to discourage pursuit. Shyshax had always 

found the snow leopard the most intimidating member of Lexisôs cabinet. He was not the 

biggest, but he had a reputation as the most ruthless. Heôd been lieutenant to Demitri, Lexisôs 

father, during the bloodiest years of Filinian conquest of wolfling Canisaria. Everyone knew he 

detested shelts and liked small cats hardly any better. Shyshax could only imagine what Ounce 

would do to a cheetah who worked with a shelt and spied on other cats. 

He put on a burst of speed when he saw Ounce, but suspected heôd only escaped because the 

snow leopard did not want to get too far from his king. Shyshax and Laylan raced back to 

Syrillôs camp to bring the news of Lexisôs flight. Coming and going from Syrillôs camp was a 

chore in itself. The fauns humored Laylan, but never entirely trusted him. They liked to nudge 

Shyshax with spears and make nasty jokes, and Shyshax tried to grin and joke back while the 

smell of the blood from the skinning made his hair stand on end. Capricia had finally succeeded 

in lifting the embargo on Filinian pelts. They were the loot of the battlefield.  

When Shyshax and Laylan finally found Syrill and told him their story, he leapt up in a 

frenzy and galloped from the camp with only the barest escort. And of course, Shyshax and 



 

Laylan had to follow him, even though theyôd been up all night. Syrill was their protection. They 

werenôt entirely safe in the camp without him. At least Laylan managed to get a deer to ride so 

that Shyshax could travel a bit lighter.  

As they were nearing the castle, they found a boy shivering beside a stream. He was 

apparently an iteration. Syrill knew him and decided they couldnôt leave him alone in the forest. 

The boy didnôt know how to ride a deer, and since Shyshax could at least give instructions, he 

had to carry the creature. All in all, not a good morning. 

ñArenôt you the one who helped rescued our trap key?ò Laylan asked the iteration. They 

were now in the very rear of the party and falling further behind.  

The boy nodded. He was soaking wet in the chilly fall air and seemed dazed. ñHow far are 

we from Laven-lay?ò 

ñAt this rate?ò Shyshax shrugged. ñMaybe half a watch. What were you doing out here?ò 

Corry didnôt answer. He was fingering something on a chain round his neck. 

ñYou left the palace without telling anyone,ò said Laylan. ñI heard the princess 

waséconcerned.ò 

ñOh?ò Corry seemed about to say something else, then decided against it. Shyshax felt a 

twinge of sympathy. Being an iteration among shelts must be a little like being a cat and a 

foxling among fauns. 

*  *  *  *  

Corryôs mind seethed. How long have I been gone? Dare I ask? Capricia must be alright 

from what Laylan said, but she could be in danger. Does Syrill suspect me again? He seemed 

very angry. Corry tried again to get comfortable on Shyshaxôs bony ribs. The cat seemed friendly 



 

enough. Every now and then, he tried to coax Corry into conversation, but Corry couldnôt 

concentrate. Why is Syrill in such a hurry? Whatôs happened? 

They arrived at the gates of Laven-lay just at dawn. According to the guards, they were only 

a little behind Syrillôs party. As they approached the castle, Corry rehearsed in his mind what he 

was going to say to Capricia. His thoughts were interrupted as they approached the castle doors. 

ñThatôs not possible! I demand to speak to him!ò It was Syrillôs voice. Corry caught sight of a 

small cadre of fauns in leather armor, clustered around the front steps.  

ñIôm sorry, but his majesty ordered that no one be admittedðò 

ñDo you really think he meant to bar me?ò thundered Syrill. He managed to somehow loom, 

in spite of being a head shorter than the guard.  

ñActually, he mentioned your name specifically.ò 

At that moment, the door opened a crack, and a sentry inside whispered something to the 

one outside. ñHis majesty says that he will see you now,ò said the outer sentry, ñbut he asks that 

you go around to the west entrance and wait in the council chamber there.ò 

Syrill exploded. ñCome in by the backdoor? Like an urchin looking for handouts? Deer 

dung!ò He leapt forward and forced his shoulder into the crack in the door with such force that it 

flew open in the sentryôs face. Syrillôs officers, who had been watching uneasily from the bottom 

of the steps looked at each other. Syrill, perhaps, had license for insolence, but they werenôt 

about to risk a flogging. Corry, Laylan, and Shyshax, standing on the edge of the group, waited a 

moment. Then, when the sentries didnôt seem to be shutting the doors. Corry, slipped off 

Shyshax and went in. 

Syrill was standing unnaturally still in the middle of the antechamber. The door to the throne 

room was opening, and already creatures were issuing from it. At the head of the party paced a 


















































































































































































































