
Book Two, Chapter 8

The room was still dark, with rain streaming down the windows, when Derick woke. 

There was no way to tell how long he had slept. After a confused moment of half-sleep 

in the strange room, Derick bolted out of bed and looked around him. He was alone, 

with little recollection of how he had gotten there. There was a second bed in the room 

that was empty, though it had been slept in. Derick sat back down. The mattress 

beneath him was thick and and the blanket was white and ample and full of feathers. 

The room was bare aside from the beds and a squat stove that glowed faintly with 

embers. He could hear the sea crashing against the cliffs below his window, even over 

the heavy drumming of rain against his window, but his room was dry and warm.

Derick stretched. He was wearing soft nightclothes that were too large for him. The 

lady of the house had given them to him. They had belonged to her husband. Derick's 

contented yawn turned to disquiet. Her husband had died very recently, her husband 

had been the brother of Lord Corvyne, the Seer.

Derick lay in bed awake for a long time, hoping that somebody would come and tell 

him where to go-- summon him to breakfast, perhaps. Eventually, he rose and went to 

the window. The South Sea here looked like nothing Derick had seen. Near Merendir, 

the currents were warm and the breezes placid, and even the worst storm hardly 

roused the sea above a gentle swell. Here the sea was fearsome and black, pounding 

the rocks, far below the house. Derick watched, unable to take his eyes from the 

waves gathering intensity as they came toward him. This was a sea that shattered 

boats and dragged fishermen to their deaths. Nobody was out today. White spray 

exploded in front of him, lashing the house and shaking his window. Derick jumped, 

and took a step back. He heard faint music.
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Derick left his room and went cautiously down the hall, fearing some unintentional 

transgression. The stairs were worn and creaked beneath him. He heard nothing but 

the  music, growing closer, and so he was startled again when he met a man on the 

landing. The man shrank away from him slightly, as if he could disappear into the 

dimness of the unlit stairway. He was not much older than Derick, but his bristling black 

hair left large areas bare on his forehead and near his temples. He was slightly built, 

even gaunt, and he did not quite fill his newly pressed clothes. He wrung his hands as 

he spoke.

"Good morning to you," he said, looking at the floor, "I hope your night was restful, in 

spite of... all this." He kept his face averted and hurried up the stairs, while Derick 

stumbled out a response.

"Yes. I... Thank you."

Derick felt out the stairs with his feet in the half darkness until he reached the 

bottom, where warm lamp light spilled into the hall from the drawing room door. Derick 

walked hesitantly to the door and was put at ease by the sight of Shefford, standing at 

one of the huge drawing room windows, entranced by the storm. Looking around, he 

saw that most of the household was assembled there. Although the room was 

cheerfully lit, there was a heavy solemnity in the air. The lamp light did not reach the 

high ceilings, and a shutter, loosed from its binding, slapped the side of the house at 

odd intervals.

Derick walked quietly into the room. Jerad sat in a well-stuffed armchair, chewing 

thoughtfully on a buttered roll. His bandage had been changed, and he wore new 

clothes that did not fit him. The music came from another chair, where a long-limbed 

youth was sunk so deeply as to be barely visible, drawing gentle chords from a lute 

without playing any song. A girl of about the same age sat watching him, straight-
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backed and serene, her hands folded in her lap. She wore carefully braided hair and a 

long dress, accented with embroidered wildflowers. A grey-haired woman with a square 

face and large hands adjusted a vase on the mantle, and pulled an imaginary wrinkle 

out of the rug. She looked at Derick with soft brown eyes and smiled briefly, then took a 

small broom from beside the fire place and brushed a few wayward ashes back into 

place.

"There's food in the dining room," Jerad said with his mouth full, and gestured to a 

pair of beautiful oak and glass doors.

Shefford looked around and nodded at Derick, then looked back out at the storm 

and muttered, "It looks like I won't ride out today." Shefford had intended to take Foul 

Beast and return to Wente and Boorsman as soon as Lord Malhalen had been 

delivered to safety.

Derick followed Jerad's gesture toward breakfast and the girl gave him a shy smile 

as he crossed the room. The boy with the lute said nothing, but watched Derick and 

kept his fingers brushing lightly across his instrument. He was finely dressed, with 

aggressively bad posture and unruly blonde hair.

The dining room table was set with full spread of fruit, nuts, bread, cheeses, and 

jams, dismally lit by candelabra. This room looked out over the sea, and the branches 

of an unseen willow tree waved like dark hair outside. Purple lightning was everywhere 

on the horizon. Derick took a roll, and retreated quickly back into the drawing room. He 

took a seat in a straight-backed chair near the fireplace and tore into his food hungrily.

Nobody spoke, and when Derick looked up again a while later, the lady of the house 

stood in the doorway. Her hair was tangled and her eyes were red. She wore the same 

clothes she had the night before. Derick stood when he saw her, and the girl stood too, 

and then Jerad.
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"Good morning, mother," the girl said, and curtsied slightly. The shutter slammed 

hard against the outside of the house, and the girl jumped.

"Good morning, dear. Please, sit." The lady came into the room and looked around 

aimlessly. Jerad flopped back into his chair. Shefford turned to face them all, bowed to 

the lady of the house, and said nothing. The voices of two men came from a room 

nearby, arguing. The boy lowered his lute perversely, letting the unpleasantness in the 

voices be heard clearly in the drawing room.

The lady spoke with a faraway expression, "Deiter always kept the conversation 

going. He could fill any room with laughter."

The square-faced woman brushed a tear from her face and straightened a portrait 

that was already straight. The shutter slammed again. Shefford swore the most polite 

oath he knew and stalked out of the room. A moment later, he passed outside the 

window, head down against the wind, hair and clothes already plastered against him.

The lady of the house went to a cabinet engraved so meticulously with a thousand 

small leaves that, in spite of its obvious age, every vein of every leaf could be made 

out. She took out a tray of glasses and a corked bottle. Blue circles flickered on her 

shawl as lightning flashed through the rain-lashed window.

"Would anybody care for a drink?" She asked, pouring two glasses. Nobody spoke, 

and so she stood holding both glasses until Shefford came back into the room, water 

streaming from his clothes. The square-faced woman appeared with a towel, which she 

wrapped around Shefford while the lady of the house pressed a glass into his hand. 

Shefford shivered and took a healthy gulp from his glass.  The shutter was once again 

firmly mounted to the house.

"It's bloody cold for a west wind," Shefford said.

The lady of the house cleared her throat and addressed the room. "I think it's time 
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that we all became properly aquainted." She glanced unconsciously toward the sound 

of the argument in the next room. "I'm sure you all understand that with the Princess, 

the Seer, and Lord Malhalen here, we cannot allow anybody to leave until there is word 

from Merendir that the enemies of the crown are no longer at large. Besides, it's horrid 

out there. We can make everybody comfortable for a few days. Right, Bethie?" She 

turned to the square-faced woman.

"Yes, Ma'am." Bethie smiled at each of the guests in turn. Her eyes were swollen. 

Shefford pursed his lips with displeasure at the thought of staying, but said nothing. 

The lady's daughter clapped her hands in unconvincing delight, and the boy played a 

couple bright chords in response.

Upstairs, Celani was tangled in her sheets, on the boundary between sleep and 

waking, as she had been for hours. There were voices, some distant and urgent, 

others hushed, and a soothing melodic voice that came and went, weaving itself 

throughout them all. There was a crash of thunder, and she shot up from the bed with 

her heart pounding. She was in a dark room, but she did not know where. There were 

muted voices, and rain, steady and heavy, on the roof. She looked around for 

something familiar, but even the clothes she wore were strange. She wanted to 

scream, but found she could not. The voice came again, deep and calm and 

androgynous, and for the first time she could hear the words.

"Lend your fury to the storm."

These words became a chant in her mind, and her head sank into the pillows, and 

then he was in her room, and she could not tell if she was asleep or awake. He was 

larger than a man, and ancient, and she could not see his body, or even his face, but 

only his eyes, which were the eyes of the storm itself, and they mesmerized her as she 

felt her sickness closing in, and she could not retch or cry out, or fight at all. The eyes, 
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as dark as nothingness and ringed with pale luminescence, were all she knew as she 

lost consciousness again.

Downstairs, Derick dutifully stood to introduce himself, as the lady of the house had 

instructed. As he drew a breath to speak, every hair on his body stood straight and the 

air went out of the room. A brightness filled the room, so intense that he could see 

nothing. The whole house shook and exploded with sound. A cold wind hit him. As the 

shapes of the room formed again out of the brightness, Derick saw that one of the 

picture windows was shattered. Wind and rain tore into the house and the lamps 

sputtered and died. Not ten paces from the house, a vast oak tree stood shattered and 

smouldering, with fingers of blue fire running up its trunk and dying in the gathering 

intensity of the rain. Sheffold was on the floor, covered with glass, his clothes torn and 

bloody. Lord Corvyne was in the doorway, tense and listening. Corvyne turned to the 

stairs and Celani rushed barefoot down them into his arms. She stared at Shefford, 

horrified.

"I'm sorry," Celani whispered, barely audible over the wind and rain. Her eyes and 

hair were wild, her gown tangled and damp with sweat. She clutched Corvyne tightly 

and repeated again and again, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry..."
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