






































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































230 WHERE THE EVIL DWELLS

behind the battle line had disappeared. The slope was littered
with burned and twisted bodies, still smoking from the light-
ning bolts. Closer were the piled bodies of the Evil that had
died before the lightning struck.

Yolanda, still carrying the short sword of the Roman, came
walking around the piled bodies to make her way to Harcourt.

“Decimus is dead,” she said.

Harcourt nodded. The wonder, he told himself, was that
any of them still lived.

She came up close to him, and he put an arm around her
and held her against him. Together they stood looking down
the slope at the twisted, smoking bodies of the Evil.

“It was the peddler,” he said, “and all this time I had
thought 1ll of him.”

“He’s a good man, but strange,” she said. “He is hard to
know, harder still to love. Although I think that in a strange
way I do love him. He is like a father to me. He was the
one who took me out of the Empty Land and sent me across
the river. He put me on the bridge and slapped me on the
bottom and said, ‘Cross the bridge, my little one. You'll be
safer there.” So I went across the bridge and came to the
miller’s house, and there was a kitten there, and I sat down
and played with it . . .”

“The peddler!” Harcourt cried. “I saw him fall. And then
forgot.:. . ."

He spun around and started running up the hill to where he
had seen the peddler fall, Yolanda running with him. But Nan
was already there. She was kneeling beside the peddler. She
looked up at them. “He is still alive,” she said. “I think he i1s
all right. He is quite used up. It took all the energy he had to
call down the lightning.”.

“I'll get some blankets,” Yolanda said. “We'll try to keep
him warm.”

As she ran toward the cave, Harcourt swung around to
gaze down the slope. The abbot was plodding up the slope, the
parrot perched upon his shoulder. Beside the abbot, the
Knurly Man limped along, with the abbot’s arm around him,
half supporting him. A crimson splotch of blood seeped
across the chest of the Knurly Man. Harcourt hurried for-
ward, but the Knurly Man waved him off. ““This meddling and
officious churchman,” he said, “is pretending that I need his
help, and I am letting him because it makes him feel so
gOOd."

When they reached the peddler and Nan, the abbot lowered
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the Knurly Man to a sitting position. “He’s ripped rather
badly,” the abbot said, “but some bandages will stop the blood
flow and protect his ribs. I think he’ll be all right.”

“I'd better be all right,” said the Knurly Man, gesturing
down the hill, “for we have our work cut out for us. The Evil
are forming up again.” He looked at the peddler. “What is
wrong with him? Faint from the excitement?”

“He called down the lightning bolts,” said Nan.

“So that was it,” said Knurly. “I wondered what was going
on. That was the fastest storm I ever saw. Clear blue weather
one minute and a thunderstorm the next.”

Harcourt took off his shirt and began ripping it into ban-
dages. “You still have some of that ointment in your pack?”
he asked the Knurly Man. “It would help the healing.”

“I think there still is some. Remember, it has to be rubbed
in hard or it doesn’t work.”

“I’ll rub it in hard enough. Especially in the gashes.”

“You'd better hurry,” said the Knurly Man. “They’ll be
starting up the hill again, and I want to be well bandaged so I
can use the axe on them.”

Harcourt moved off a step or two to see better down the
hill. The Evil did seem to be forming a new line, but he
judged it might be some time before they started up the slope.

Yolanda came back from the cave with blankets, and a
moment later the abbot showed up with the ointment.

Harcourt got down on his knees beside the Knurly Man.
Using a strip of cloth torn from his shirt, he began to wipe the
blood off Knurly’s chest. It was a messy job. The gashes were
more numerous and deeper than he had thought at first. The
Knurly Man had not simply been slashed; he had been
mauled. The Knurly Man did not flinch as Harcourt contin-
ued with the wiping. But he was impatient. “Get on with it,”
he said. “No need to wipe it clean. Just get some bandages on
and pull them tight. Forget the ointment, too.”

Harcourt looked up at the abbot and nodded. “I think we
had better do what he says. We can’t put on the ointment
until we stop the flow of blood. The bandages will do that. We
can use the ointment later.”

“There won’t be any later,” said the abbot, speaking soberly.

“If that’s the case,” said the Knurly Man, “why bother with
me at all? Get those bandages on and pull them tight. We'll
stand them off, I tell you. We stood them off this time.”

“We stood them off because of the peddler,” said the abbot.
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“The peddler’s out on his feet. He won’t be any help next
time.”

“Quit your moaning, Guy,” said Harcourt, “and help me fix
Knurly up. He’s right. We will stand them off.”

“We'll retreat to the cave,” said the Knurly Man. “No more
than ten feet to defend. The gargoyles will be with us.”

“A last-ditch stand,” the abbot said.

“This time we’'ll hold them,” said the Knurly Man. “We'll
make the price too high. They’ll pull back.”

“And if they come again?”

“We'll stand again. We'll bleed them white. We'll win out in
the end.”

“Sure we will,” said Harcourt. And told himself, Sure we
will. We’ll win out in the end. If there are any of us left, we’ll
win out in the end.

One of them on each side of the Knurly Man, they worked
together, wrapping the bandages around his chest and pulling
them tight. Finally it was done, and the Knurly Man lum-
bered to his feet. “That feels better,” he said. “You've got me
stuck together.”

Down to three, Harcourt thought—a sword, an axe, a
mace, and Yolanda with the Roman’s sword, if need be. And
probably there’d be need. The gargoyles would be a help. The
peddler and Nan would have to be counted out. They would
be of little help, if any. Twice in a row the peddler could not
be expected to pull a new piece of magic from his bag.

The Knurly Man stamped about. He reached down and
picked up the axe from the spot where he had dropped it and
swung it. With his left hand he patted his bandages. “I'm as
good as new,” he said. He didn’t look as good as new. Spots
of blood already were seeping through the bandages. When
he'd swung the axe, he had winced with pain.

Harcourt walked down the hill beyond the trees. Down the
slope, the Evil had formed up again in a line that seemed
scarcely thinner than it had been before. Dragons and harpies
were circling in the air. Closer at hand lay the piles of bodies
scorched by the lightning bolts, tendrils of foul smoke trickling
up from them. The four gargoyles, who had stationed them-
selves down the slope in front of the trees, now turned around
and began lumbering up the hill. The line of Evil lurched into
motion and started up the incline, moving slowly.

The abbot, close behind Harcourt, asked, “What think you
of Knurly?”

“It's not good,” said Harcourt. “Two of the wounds were
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bubbling. There was froth at the edges of them. They're deep.
Perhaps into the lungs.”

“You said nothing.”

“No need to say it. Knurly knows as well as I. There is
nothing we can do. Even were we where we could reach a
chirurgeon, there would be little to be done.”

“What can we do?”

“We’ll let him fight along with us. That is what he wants.
We’d shame him otherwise. He’d resent it if we tried to coddle
him.”

“I’ll watch him,” said the abbot.

The gargoyles went past them and continued up the hill.

“We should seek out the Roman’s body,” said the abbot.

“There is no time to be seeking bodies. The Evil will be on
us in no time at all.”

“Some words should be said. Some compassion shown.”

“The Roman was a soldier, Guy. He knew that he might
die at any time and no words be said. He might not have
valued final words as much as you do.”

“You mean he could have been a pagan?”

“No, I didn’t mean that. Although there still are some
who are. Christianity has not taken as firm a hold upon the
Empire as you seem to think.”

The abbot mumbled to himself.

“Let’s get back to the cave,” said Harcourt. He turned
about and stopped in astonishment. “Guy, do you see that?”
he asked. The gargoyles were climbing trees, each of them
shinnying up separate oaks, doing it laboriously.

“They’re deserting us!” the abbot cried. “They’re climbing
up to hide.” With a shout he started forward, but Harcourt
grabbed him by the arm.

“Leave them be,” he said. “If they want out of this, we're
not about to force them.”

“Without them we are dead,” the abbot said.

“Even with them we may well be dead,” said Harcourt.

They stood and watched. Once the gargoyles reached the
lower limbs, which were, in all truth, low against the ground,
they went up the trees more swiftly, disappearing into the
foliage.

Harcourt started toward the cave again. Glancing back over
his shoulder, he saw that the Evil were in full motion. They
would soon be here.

The abbot plucked at Harcourt. “We’ll face them, you and
I together, Charles.”
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“And Knurly.”

“Yes, Knurly will be with us.”

But even as he said it, there was a rending, tearing sound to
one side of them.

Turning toward the sound, he saw that one of the oak trees
was swaying violently and that, as it swayed, its roots tore
from the ground, great sprawling roots that clawed and
strained, raising the tree so that there would be room for the
roots to position themselves solidly underneath the tree. Now
there were other tearing sounds, and some of the other trees
were swaying, too, with the roots coming from the ground.

The abbot hastily crossed himself, mumbling in Latin. Har-
court stood speechless, watching the four trees up which the
gargoyles had climbed wrest themselves free of the soil in
which they had been planted. They stood for the moment, all
four of them, still swaying slightly on their roots. Then
slowly, ponderously, they lurched forward, moving down the
hill.

The Knurly Man was hobbling rapidly down the slope
toward Harcourt and the abbot, swinging the axe above his
head and howling out a battle cry. Behind him came the other
three, the peddler stumping along with Nan supporting him
and his staff holding him erect.

Yolanda sped past the Knurly Man and reached them first.
“What is happening now?”’ she asked.

“I’'m not sure,” said Harcourt, “but stay here in the center
of the trees.” For he saw that the trees were moving to form a
ring around them, one tree in front, one on either side, and

one behind.

“It’s the gargoyles doing it,” the abbot gasped. “The gar-
goyles climbed the trees.”

The six of them clustered in a group, and the trees, walking
on writhing roots like spiders with very many legs, closed in
around them. When the ring was formed, the trees again
started down the hill. There was little space in the center of
the ring. The limbs hung low and the spraddling roots reached
out.

The abbot swung his mace idly to and fro. “Not many of
the Evil can break through,” he said.

“Those that do,” said the Knurly Man, “will find us waiting
for them.”

“Be careful when we reach the lower slopes of the hill,”
Harcourt cautioned. “There are traps and pits.”
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“What magic?”’ the peddler wailed in a scratchy, feeble
voice. “What magic makes the trees march?”

Yolanda seized the arm of the peddler opposite Nan and
took his staff away from him.

“My staff!” he wailed.

“If you keep it, you’ll get tangled up in it,” Yolanda told
him. “You’ll trip yourself on it.”

And all this time, all this time of babble, the trees moved
down the hill. Their upper foliage closed together above the
heads of the humans, forming an umbrella that closed the sky
to them. On all sides the meshed limbs closed together, and
there was little room to walk. The roots reached out, writhing
and crawling, large and heavy; there were times the smaller
ends of them struck with stinging blows against the humans’
legs.

“Keep your feet firmly under you,” Harcourt warned the
others. “Do not stumble, do not fall. If you do, the roots will
walk over you.”

The trees must have reached and pierced the Evil line,
Harcourt thought, for on all sides of them inhuman rage rose
up—the frothing frenzy, the murderous fury, the manic rav-
ing of a kill denied. He tried to peer through the foliage
surrounding him, trying to find even the tiniest space between
the intervening wood and leaves that would allow him to see
what was happening. But there was no such opening. Look-
ing, he did not watch his footing, as he had warned the others
to, and now he stumbled against something that made him
come very close to losing his balance. His right foot, stretch-
ing forward to correct the imbalance occasioned by his stum-
bling left foot, trod on something that was slippery and that
twisted. As he jerked his gaze down to it, he saw that it was a
mangled troll, a troll that had been caught by the crawling
roots of the tree in front, caught and crushed and trampled
and passed over by the roots.

To his left, another troll came crashing through a tree, a
very battered, confused, and bloodied troll. Harcourt raised
his sword against it; but before he could make his stroke, the
axe of the Knurly Man chopped down against its head, and
the troll collapsed into the roots of the tree, its skull split open
and brains oozing out of it. Sprawled and broken, it rode the
roots of the tree, rocking with their motion.

Although he could not see it actually happening, Harcourt
conjectured, from the motion of the inner branches, that the
branches facing outward were flailing furiously at the Evil as
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they rushed in upon the trees, a scythelike progression mow-
ing down everything that stood in their path. With a situation
such as this, he thought, few of the enemy would manage to
plunge through the branches to get at those who marched
within their circle.

Other dead or dying members of the Evil force, pushed and
shoved into the ground by the marching roots, appeared
underneath their feet. A few other ogres, trolls, and harpies
made their blundering, savage, futile way between the lashing
branches and were killed by the weapons that awaited them.
They rode, joggling, finally dropping loose and being passed
over by the crunching roots that moved forward with remorse-
less strength. Once the trees moved over a pit that gaped
wide open, but, seeing it in time, the members of the human
band skipped quickly to one side, clinging to the branches of
the sheltering trees for support, and got safely past it.

Now the ground beneath their feet no longer sloped as
sharply as it had and gradually became level. The screaming
rage of the Evil lessened; in its place came a keening, a mel-
ancholy wailing that beat and reverberated against the hills
that enclosed the valley of the villa.

“They are beaten,” said the abbot. “They know that they
are beaten, that we have prevailed over them. The guards of
this treasure place have failed. We must be almost at the
wall.”

A moment later the trees hit the wall and came to a mo-
mentary pause, a shock shuddering through them as they
struck the wall. Then the movement began again, and to
Harcourt’s ears came the crunching sound of falling, shattered
stone. The trees rose slightly as they crawled up the slope of
crumbled blocks, and, inside their circle, the humans had to
crawl as well, clambering over the fallen, scattered blocks that

had made up the wall.

Grass was underneath their feet, the smooth, clipped grass
of a spreading lawn, and the trees moved out of their closed
formation, opening up the crowded pen that had enclosed the
humans, moving off a little distance. It was all over.

Harcourt looked back up the hill down which the trees had
come. Leading from the grove standing before the cave, dou-
ble windrows of dead and broken Evil lay, those that had
been stricken down by the lashing branches of the marching
trees. Standing outside the windrows were the survivors of the
Evil guard, in ones and twos and in small groups. From them
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rose the shrill keening of defeat, the death wailing of a beaten
foe.

Here we’re safe, thought Harcourt, remembering what the
troll with the rope about its neck had told him—that the Evil
did not dare to cross the wall into the villa grounds because
they had a deathly fear of what was sheltered there. There
was some motion in the windrows—injured, crippled Evil who
still had some life left in them, crawling free of the dead that
lay on every hand.

We are here, Harcourt told himself; we have finally reached
this place we set out so long ago to find. Just a few feet up
this green, trim lawn are Eloise and the Lasandra prism. No
doubt now, he told himself; no doubt at all, as there had been
before. He recalled how he had stood upon the hill and had
seen the glimmer of the candle, flickering for a moment in the
wind and finally going out. And how he had wondered if the
candle might be held by Eloise, shielding the flame with her
left hand, knowing somehow that he was there, that he could
see the candle’s light, sending out a signal to him, telling him
that she awaited him.

“Eloise,” he said, speaking the word almost inaudibly and,
as he said the name, wishing that he could recall her face. But
there had always been that wisp of hair blown by the wind
across her face, and he could not remember it.

The abbot, the parrot perching on his shoulder, moved up
beside him. “Charles,” he said, speaking quietly, “it’s Knurly.
He wants to talk with you.”

“Knurly, certainly. How is he?”

“He’s dying,” said the abbot.

That couldn’t be, Harcourt told himself. Not Knurly. Not
that old friend of his. Knurly was indestructible; Knurly was
forever. And yet, he remembered, the blood had frothed and
bubbled when he had wound on the bandages, pulling them
tightly as Knurly had insisted.

Heavily, he walked up the lawn with thé abbot to where the
Knurly Man lay upon the ground. His eyes were closed, but
when Harcourt knelt beside him, they opened. Uncertainly, he
reached out a hand to Harcourt, who grasped it and held it
tightly.

“Knurly,” Harcourt said and could say nothing further.

“One thing only,” said the Knurly Man. “You must prom-
ise that you will not allow that sanctimonious churchman to
do any mumbling over me. Restrain him by force if that is
necessary.”
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“I promise,” Harcourt said.

“Another thing. You must not mourn. I knew that this
would happen . ..”

“How could you know?” asked Harcourt. “Surely, you do
not think . ..”

“You recall the Wishing Well? I wanted to look into it, but
you had to go secure the rope from the dragon’s neck.”

“I didn’t take the rope,” said Harcourt. “All the years he'd
worn it, it belonged to him. When I reached to slip it off, I
knew it belonged to him.”

“You did this while I went to look into the well.”

“Yes, and when I asked you what you saw,” said Harcourt,
“you said you had seen yourself. Which was not surprising,
for that is what you would expect to see when you gaze into a
well.”

“I told you true,” said the Knurly Man. “I saw myself, but
dead.”

Harcourt tried to speak, but was unable to.

“It did not astonish me,” said the Knurly Man. “I knew
that death was close, that it walked beside me. I told you,
remember, that the people of my race live much longer than
humans and that we do not slide into old age and senility, but
die before we start to age, still in the prime of life. We die
before we start getting old.”

“I do remember that you told me so.”

“I knew when I saw the vision in the well that I would not
see home again. And this way of dying is better than some
ways I can think of. You will speak to your grandfather on
this matter? He will understand, and he will not be surprised.
He knew how it might be. The two of us were like brothers.

We had no secrets from each other.”

“He will miss you,” Harcourt said, “and I as well. And all
the others of us.”

“I have no regret at leaving life, but I hate to leave you
while you still face the long journey home. I had hoped that I
might stay long enough to help you on the way.”

Harcourt bent his head, remembering other days, the
stories that the Knurly Man had told him, the birds’ nests and
the foxes and the flowers that he had shown and named for
him, pointing out the stars and telling him how to use the
Wain to find the north.

The Knurly Man had closed his eyes again. The bandages
wrapped about his chest were soaked with blood. The grip of
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his hand on Harcourt’s lessened for a moment, then clamped
down in a fierce grip.

His eyes came open and he looked at Harcourt.

“The axe is yours,”’ he said.

“I shall treasure it,” said Harcourt, struggling to hold back
the tears. “I'll hang it on the castle wall, to one side of the
great fireplace.”

“Do not bother greatly over me. No words, remember.
None of the abbot’s mumbling.”

“No words,” said Harcourt.

“Leave me as I am. Dig no hole for me. Pile rocks over me.
So the wolves can’t dig me out. I hate the stinking wolves. I
do not want my carcass to be hauled, flopping, all about the
landscape by filthy scavengers.”

“There are slabs of rock at hand, fallen from the wall,” said
Harcourt. “I’ll pile them over you. I'll carry them myself.”

“One thing more . . .” But the eyes closed once again and
he fought for breath, although his hand still held its grip.

Harcourt saw that the abbot was standing near and raised
his head to look at him. “Not yet,” he said. “He still hangs on.
He has more to say.”

“I heard him say that he wanted no words spoken over
him,” the abbot said. “I shall respect his wishes. I like this
Knurly Man. I have always liked him, and on this trip he
has proved himself a friend. When I, myself, was near to
death, he hauled me through a storm to the hut of Nan.”

The Knurly Man stirred. His eyes opened once again. “I
heard,” he said. “I heard as if from far away. The abbot is a
good man, true to his chosen faith, a good comrade on the
trail. I have learned to love him. You’ll tell him what I say.”

“He is standing here. He hears what you are saying.”

“And Eloise,” said the Knurly Man.

“What of Eloise?”

“Not Eloise,” said the Knurly Man. “You’ve been blinded
for too long. Not Eloise. She is not your love.”

His hand loosened its grip and would have slipped away if
Harcourt had not held it firmly.

In so far a place, thought Harcourt. To die in so far a
place, so far away from home. He thought of his grandfather,
sitting on the bench before the castle fire, and the look that
would be upon his face when Harcourt brought the word to
him. And the worst of it, he thought, was that there was
nothing he could say, no word of comfort he could bring to
him.
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The abbot, stepping closer, reached down with both his
hands, lifted Harcourt to his feet, and stood for a moment
holding him. Tears flowed down the abbot’s cheeks and into
his bushy beard.

Then he stooped and picked up the battle-axe and put it in
Harcourt’s hand. “He gave you this,” he said. “Hang tight
onto it. It is yours to keep.”

Twenty Eight

I he abbot raised his mace and tapped on the door
again, then waited. Nothing happened.

“They do not answer,” said the abbot. “They must know
we’re here. They must know what happened. Why don’t they
open up?”

On his shoulder, the parrot grumbled in a grating voice.

“We've given them a chance,” said Harcourt. “They have
heard your rapping with that monstrous mace of yours. They
could not help but hear it.”

“I’ll rap again.”

“No, don’t rap again,” said Harcourt. “Break down the
goddamn door.”

“We've given them all the time that politeness would dic-
tate,” said the abbot. “Please stand aside a little.”

Harcourt backed up and bumped into Yolanda, who had
been standing close behind him. He reached out a hand to
steady her.

“It seems a shame,” she said, “to break the door. It is
carved so beautifully.”

The abbot paid no attention to what she said. He swung the
mace and the door bulged inward, its wood cracked from top
to bottom. He smashed the mace against it again and the door
came down, a shattered, jagged fragment of it swinging on its
hinges. Harcourt, kicking the broken sections to one side,
walked into a small entry hall that led into an atrium.

The atrium was lighted by flaming cressets fixed into
sconces all along the walls. The floor was paved in colored
tiles that spelled out a woodland scene with trees and flowers
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and, in the center of it, a shepherd surrounded by his sheep.
Along the walls, between doors that led off from the central
hall into other rooms, stood display cases filled with the shine
of precious metals and the gleam of jewels.

An aged man, dressed in a robe of rusty black, fumbled his
way out of one of the doors that opened onto the atrium.
His face was a blob of white. He shuffled forward a pace or
two, then stopped, swaying as he stood. And there were others
there as well, half seen, some of them only guessed, the faint
sense of flickers on the walls, the shimmer of whiteness; from
them came faint moanings, so low-pitched, so nearly out of the
world, they could barely be heard.

“Ghosts,” said the abbot. “This is a place of ghosts. Ghosts
are wardens of this place.”

And if he had not arrived to rescue her, Harcourt thought,
in time to come Eloise would have turned into one of the
ghosts flickering on the wall. Throughout a large space of
time, perhaps forever, she would have been a moaning ghost,
waiting against the day when some unforeseen circumstances
might release her. It might be, he thought, that she and the
old man in the robe of rusty black were the only living beings
underneath this roof.

But where was Eloise? Why had she not answered the door
when the mace had thundered on it?

He stepped forward, the abbot pacing by his side, their feet
booming on the tiles, waking echoes in the hall.

The old man in black fled with thin shrieks back through
the door by which he’d come. The ghostly figures still danced
all along the walls.

A jeweled diadem in one of the display cases threw back
fire at them, the jewels glinting in the flaring of the torches. A
burnished sword lay on a swath of purple velvet, a circlet of
gold, a standing cup bejeweled and bright with silver, a pair
of gold-encrusted spurs, a gem-sprinkled bridle, a chalice, an-
other standing cup with a husk of coconut for a bowl, a
drinking horn of ivory carved most delicately . . .

“A treasure house,” said the abbot. “Loot from many lands
over many years. But I do not see the prism that we came to
seek.”

“It’s here,” said Harcourt. “It must be here. We have not
seen everything. The Evil guardians feared this place, would
not venture on the grounds. They would not have feared the
treasures that we see here. The prism is the one thing they
would have feared.”
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He had been looking at the cases, and now he raised his
head. A woman stood in the doorway through which the man
in black had fled. There was something about her bearing that
he seemed to recognize, but when he looked at her face, he
could not see it clearly. There was no wind to blow a wisp of
hair across her face, but even without the wisp of hair, he
could not see it clearly.

“Eloise?” he asked tentatively. “Eloise, is that you?”

She spoke in a high, clear voice. “Yes, I am Eloise. But
how do you, a barbarian, know my name? And what are you
doing here? You have no right to be here. You should have
been stopped long before you reached the wall.”

“Eloise, I'm Charles. Charles Harcourt. Surely you remem-
ber me.”

Her voice was crystal ice. “Yes, I believe I do. I remember
you faintly and far away. But a mere acquaintanceship gives
you no right to come calling on me. Be gone! Take your
mangy crew and go.”

He still could not see her face.

“And touch not a thing,” she said. “Lay not a finger on any
one of them. Keep your grubby claws away.”

The moaning of the ghosts rose in volume and filled the
room.

“But, child,” said the abbot, “you are acting strangely. I
recall you as a girl, sweet and adorable and in love with
Charles. We sought you at Castle Fontaine and we did not
find you...”

“Now you have found me,” said Eloise. “Now you are
satisfied. Please turn about and go.”

“But we came to rescue you. Having failed before . . .

“I need no rescue. I am the guardian of these treasures. It is
a sacred charge that has been laid upon me and . . .”

“Child!” the abbot pleaded. “Child, come to your senses . . .”

“My lord,” Yolanda whispered, close to Harcourt’s elbow.
“The tools! The carving tools!”

She grasped his arm and pointed toward one of the cases.
“They are beautiful,” she said.

Eloise stepped quickly forward, threatening. “Keep your
hands off them!” she screamed. “They are not yours to touch.
They belong to me. Everything here belongs to me.”

“You have a right to touch them,” the peddler told Yo-
landa. ““You have the right to take them. They belong to you.
They are your mother’s tools.”
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“No!” Eloise shrieked. “No one takes anything.”

She leaped swiftly toward Yolanda, clawlike fingers reach-
ing out. Harcourt jumped to intercept her, swinging his arm
to block her leap. The swinging arm caught her in full stride
and sent her crashing backward. Toppling, she fell to the
floor, striking it heavily, and slid along the tiles. Harcourt
took a stride and stood over her. “Keep out of our way,” he
thundered at her, his anger blazing. “Your guard is broken.
There are heaps of dead and dying Evil out there beyond the
wall. Your stewardship here is ended. We take what we wish.”

She began to crawl away. She crawled on hands and knees,
shaken with her anger, spitting like a cat. At the doorway
from which she had come into the atrium, she stopped her
crawling and, clawing at the doorway, pulled herself erect.

“You never will get home,” she screamed at Harcourt.
“You are dead. All of you are dead. I'll have my vengeance
on every one of you. Your bodies will be torn into small bits
and scattered. There will be small feasting for the wolves.”

Harcourt turned away and held his arms out to Yolanda.
She came swiftly to him, and he held her close against him.
“She tried for my eyes,” Yolanda cried. “She would have
ripped them out. If you had not reached her . . .”

She collapsed, sobbing, against his chest. “The set,” she
sobbed. “The wood-carving set. It is something I have wanted
all my life. Jean tried to make some tools for me, and he did
the best he could, but they were awkward tools and . . .”

Nan said to the peddler, “You said those are Marjorie’s
tools. Then she carved the gargoyles. I wondered if she had,
but said nothing. It seemed so improbable.”

“Yes, Lady Margaret, she carved them. I was there while
she worked on them. She and John, her troubador whom she
ran away with.”

“And you put the magic in the gargoyles?”

“I did my best. My magic is so small. John and I lifted
them and fixed them into place. And I worked a magic spell,
although I was not sure that it had taken.”

“It took,” said Harcourt. “It saved our lives this day. Ped-
dler, you saved us twice today.”

Yolanda lifted her head from Harcourt’s chest. “You are
my grandmother,” she said to Nan. “I think I felt it all the
while. I felt a closeness to you. And my mother worked in
wood?”

“As you seem to work as well,” said Nan. “Why did you



244 WHERE THE EVIL DWELLS

not tell me, minx? There was so much that you did not tell
me. I felt for you as you felt for me, and I asked you ques-
tions, but you would answer none.”

Nan walked the few steps across the floor to Harcourt and
Yolanda.

“Young man,” she said, “let me have my granddaughter for
a moment. For a moment only, you can let her go.”

The abbot’s subdued bellow cut across the room. “Charles!
Charles, look here! I've found 1t!”

Nan reached for Yolanda. Harcourt swung about to face
the abbot’s bellow and saw that he was holding high above his
head a glittering rainbow that flashed in all the colors wak-
ened by the flaming torches set all about the walls.

“The prism,” Harcourt whispered. “The prism of La-
sandra.”

“In one of the cases,” said the abbot. “I saw it and reached
down and lifted it, and it flamed at me. It flames at all the
world. It flames with the soul of the blessed saint.”

The parrot launched itself from the abbot’s shoulder,
shrieking excitedly, flying in erratic circles.

“And so it all is finished,” said the peddler, speaking gently.
“The mission’s finished, and those who rest in the enchanted
sanctuary can sleep more easily.”

The abbot started walking down the room, toward them,
with the prism held aloft.

The parrot, still shrieking, still excited, dived for the prism,
one of its claws striking one of the abbot’s hands. The prism
slipped from his grasp; he made a futile effort to catch it as it
fell—and failed. Still standing by the door, Eloise screamed,
as if in agony.

The prism struck the floor, splintering into a million pieces,
none larger than a grain of sand. The flame in the rainbow
went away, and the atrium was filled to overflowing with a
glorification and a beatitude that surpassed all understanding.

Harcourt fell to his knees, suffused by a sudden holiness
that pulsed within his very being.

“God bless my soul!” the parrot shrieked, still gyrating in
the air.

“So be it,” said a ghostly voice, and a ghostly hand
stretched out. Then the saint, released after many centuries,
was gone.

And a sudden, doleful wailing went out across all the

Empty Land.




Twenty Nine

I he Knurly Man slept beneath a cairn built of the great

stone slabs from the broken wall. One half of the
jagged villa door, still hanging on its hinges, flapped back
and forth in the wind that had sprung up from the west. The
hill beyond the villa, still littered with its heaps and rows of
dead, was prowled by lurking wolves.

The abbot said, “It was for the best. Now that I think of it,
it was for the best. What happened should have been our pur-
pose from the very start—not to secure the prism as a holy
symbol to glorify the abbey or any other place of worship, but
to find and destroy it so as to release the soul within it. To
have done otherwise would have been close to blasphemy. By
all that is right, the moment I took hold of it, I should have
dashed it to the floor so that the magic of Lasandra might be
broken and a blessed soul set free. The parrot saw more
clearly than did I, or any other of us. Why should I have been
so blinded, so blinded by the glory that I wanted for my
abbey? Charles, how can men become and stay so blind?”

Harcourt put an arm around the abbot’s shoulder. “Always
the philosopher,” he said. “Always the digger after the truth
that may be found in theology.”

“A blind philosopher,” said the abbot. “I am ashamed and
humbled. I have many beads to tell.”

“Awrrk,” the parrot said.

“I cannot understand Eloise,” Harcourt said. “She was once
a lovely woman.”

“People change,” the abbot said. “Or are changed. There
might once have been a time when Lasandra was a righteous
and respected wizard, and then he fell into temptation. He
was taken to the mountaintop and shown the world. It may
have been the same with Eloise. The Evil seized her at Fon-
taine and, instead of heaping indignities upon her, offered her
a post that dazzled her—all the power and glory that she had
never dreamed of, a power and a glory greater than the
heaven that she at one time yearned for. You must not blame
her, Charles. You must not hate her.”

245
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“I loved her once,” said Harcourt. “I loved her for years.”

“In these later years a blind and guilty love,” the abbot told
him. “You used your love of her to inflict punishment on
yourself for a crime that never happened. I saw what you were
doing to yourself. Knurly saw. Knurly told you so in his dying
moments, told you something that he could not have told you
until he faced death and must tell it to you then.”

“I tried to find her later. She was nowhere to be found. The
ghosts were gone, and the man in black and Eloise as well.”

“You must mourn no further. Forget the guilt that poi-
soned you. Wipe your soul clean of it. You have Yolanda
now. I saw you when you took her in your arms. There is a
great love between you, and it will become greater. She will
help you to erase the guilt. As your spiritual adviser. ..”

“I know you too well to have you for my spiritual adviser.
You shade the doubt in my favor every time. You are not
harsh enough.”

“I can be harsh if need be,” said the abbot. “If you don’t
mend your ways.”

“I have mended them, I think.”

“If you haven’t,” the abbot said, “I’ll boot you in the rump.
I'll boot you hard. I am the man to do it.”

“We must get going,” said Harcourt. “It's a long way
home.”

“We'll move fast,” the abbot said, “once we strike the
Roman road. It is only a few leagues from here. And the trees
will be going with us. The peddler said they would. With them
along, the Evil will give us little trouble. In any case, I think
the Evil are disheartened. They may well thirst for vengeance,
but for the moment the heart has been taken out of them. The
prism was always a bargaining tool that they thought they
could fall back on if they were pushed too hard by the Em-
pire. They could have traded it for some concession if they
were ever pinned against the wall. But now it’s gone, and
some of their spirit has disappeared as well. It’s a blow in the
belly for them. They’ll rebound from it, of course, but not for
a little time, not before we can reach home.”

The others were sitting on the lawn, and Harcourt walked
toward them, with the abbot following.

Harcourt sat down beside Yolanda. “I never had a chance
really to see the tool kit,” he said. “Will you show it to
me?”

“She’ll display the tools most willingly,” Nan said. “I've
never seen anyone so pleased with anything. I remember when
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I bought the kit for her mother. You know, of course, that my
daughter worked in wood. That’s how Yolanda got her in-
clination for it. Is she really good at it?”

“She is good at it,” Harcourt said. “I have seen her work.”

“The peddler told me how it was,” said Nan. “Marjorie and
John decided to replace the fallen gargoyles. As a work of
piety. The porch seemed so empty with them missing and the
cathedral incomplete. John, with his songs, had won over
some of the Evil to him, and they helped with the gargoyle
work. The peddler, too, was there. Yolanda was a babe in
arms, and the peddler tended her and played with her while
the others worked. He helped to hoist the gargoyles into place,
but that was about all he did; he was so taken with Yolanda
that he spent all his time with her. Then the work was done
and he went back to his cave. Months later, two of the Evil
who had worked with Marjorie and John brought Yolanda to
him. They had saved her when my daughter and John had
been killed.”

“You knew none of this, of course . . . I mean, until right
now.”’

“That’s right. Although I came searching for my daughter,
for some word of her. I was certain she had gone with John
into the Empty Land. I told you earlier I had come here to
have time for research, but that was really not the case. I
could have done the research, perhaps better, without coming
here. I stayed here and worked with the Evil, bandaging them
up and giving them potions, always asking questions, but
never getting answers. I had finally come to the opinion that I
would never get an answer, but now I do have one, and it’s
what I expected. But Yolanda is unexpected. I never dreamed
I might find a granddaughter where I failed to find a
daughter.”

“You’ll go back with us? With Yolanda and me? The castle
waits for you.”

“For a time,” she said. “There is a castle in the south of
Gaul that I suppose still belongs to me. I left it in the care of
a faithful steward.”

“Your scrolls? Your notes?”

“We can’t go back to get them. The country is too forested
for the trees to travel through. The peddler will bring them all
to me later.”

Harcourt looked at the peddler. “You're not going back
with us?”



248 WHERE THE EVIL DWELLS

The peddler shook his head. “I have work I still must
do.”
“I have the tools all spread out,” Yolanda said to Harcourt.
“Have your look at them. This one is a chisel and that one is
a gouge and that one over there, a rasp...”
She reached out an arm and, putting it around his neck,
pulled him down, and kissed him tenderly.

Thirty

I hey topped the rise and there was the bridge, with the
road running down toward it and the chimney smoke
from the miller’s house rising in the air.

“Charles, we’'re home,” Yolanda said. “Charles, we're fi-
nally home.”

The abbot dug out a piece of cheese which he had hidden
somewhere in his cassock and began to nibble at it.

“We should have stopped back there a way,” he said, “and
had a regular meal. Ham and bacon, maybe. This traveling on
an empty stomach is detrimental to one’s health.”

“Glutton,” the parrot screeched in a grating voice. “A vice,
a vice, a vice. Awrrk!”

“I don’t know what to do with this bird,” the abbot grum-
bled. “It is becoming hard to live with him. He rides my
shoulder and admonishes me. He will not let me be. Do you
think there might be a possibility that he could have a soul,
that he could have become a somewhat holy bird?”

“Forget it,” Harcourt said. “You’ve been griping and won-
dering about it for the last few days. It is an unhealthy way of
thinking.”

“And yet,” said the abbot, “when this foolish bird screeched
‘God bless my soul’ back there at the villa, someone said ‘So
be it,” and a hand stretched out in blessing. None of the others
of us asked that our souls be blessed.”

“There can be nothing to it,”” Nan told him, “but if you
can’t be talked out of it, at least it will give you food for
theologic maundering in the dark nights at the abbey, when
you are all alone.”
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“T need no extra thoughts to chew on,” the abbot said. “The
abbey has problems of its own.”

The abbot finished with the cheese and wiped his hands
upon the cassock.

“Glutton!” the parrot screamed.

As they approached the bridge, the trees wheeled, two to
each side of the road, and, positioning themselves, began to
dig their roots furiously into the ground.

The abbot stopped short to stare at them. “Now what is
going on?” he asked.

“Probably they will stay here until there is further need of
them,” Harcourt said. “If there’s ever need of them. Their job
is now done. They have seen us home.”

“And the gargoyles,” said Nan. “I have not seen them for
several days. Are they still with us?”

“They’ve become part of the trees,” the abbot said. “The
trees have taken them to themselves. Or they have returned to
the trees. I don’t know which it is. The bark has grown over
them. I thought I had mentioned it when I saw it happening.”

“I don’t remember that you did,” said Nan. “All that I've
heard out of you for leagues is your quarreling with the
parrot.”

Leaving the trees, they started down the road to cross the
bridge. Out of a thicket popped a woebegone creature with a
rope dangling from its neck.

The troll, jigging in the dust of the road, squeaked excitedly
at them. “I came early, traveling_very fast. I've been waiting
here for you. There are the most obnoxious trolls living under-
neath this end of the bridge, and I was hard put to hide from
them, for if they had seen me, they would have done me
harm.”

“All right,” said Harcourt. “So you’re here. Don’t make a
spectacle of it. Come along with us.”

“I suppose,” said the troll, “that it is too late in the day to
build that bridge for me. If it should be, how about tomor-
row?”

“In a day or two,” said Harcourt. “Don’t begin pushing
me.”

Nan and the abbot started across the bridge, Harcourt and
Yolanda following, walking hand in hand.

The troll skipped on ahead.
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Ionsters, Weak and Strong

The troll balanced on the limb of the tree
and looked down at them. There was arope
about his neck, with the other end tied to the
limb. “Stand back,” he shrilled. “Make no
move to save me. I have nothing left to live for.
My bridge—"

He jumped. His feet hit the ground,
and a good length of rope lay on the ground

beside him.

“He bungled it,” Harcourt said, feeling |
disgus* at a badly done job. “He miscalculated
the spzn of the rope.”’

Yolanda screamed. “Dragon!”

Harcourt spun about, sword out of its
scabbard and in his hand. He saw a monster -
dragon sweeping in upon them. It was s
coming in fast, tilting to avoid the tree under |
which they stood. The taloned claws were
reaching for him, and the cruel, beaked
head was darting forward...
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