Tiranis

This wasn’t the first time he’d gone looking for her, but it was the first he found her.
It had taken some work. The two of them might have been the only lynx on their plane, but
they weren’t the only ones in the camp. Tents were assigned to units, so he’d had to find
out which one was hers, that had required locating the human officer who had been on their
plane, then he’d had to find the officer in charge of assigning the tents to learn where her
unit was housed.

The previous times he’d gone there, she hadn’t been present. The tent had been
empty, which meant her unit was deployed. Units were sent out as needed to patrol or take
down enemy units. LRK and the other Specialists present went out, often alone or with
only a small group, to accomplish specific tasks. In his case, he’d been sent to the shore to
sink boats too far for CM to see.

His ability to sense water was sufficiently precise. He could feel how it was
displaced by large bodies. He’d give the location to an officer who would check it wasn’t
one of theirs, and then he moved the water up around the sides and bring it down on top of
the boat, pushing it under.

His sense was so fine that he could feel the people trashing in the water, although
there were too small for him to register individually if they were close together. The
officer hadn’t said anything about them, so LRK let them go.

Even before he pulled the tent’s flap this time, he knew her unit was there. The
question was, had she returned with them? Most of the bunks were occupied, a variety of
Anthros sitting on them, cleaning their weapons.

LRK wondered what they did when they weren’t on missions or training. They didn’t
seem to have any areas on the base to relax, and the tents didn’t have space like theirs did.
They only needed seven bunks, so had removed the rest and used the sheets to give each
bunk privacy. The rest of the space was turned into a lounge for when they wanted to spend
time together. Rhine and Static had managed to find a television set, and Fade had brought a
gaming system.

The humans had a bar where they could relax and drink alcohol. And something
they’d just hang out outside, talking.

This tent was silent, except for the sounds of the cleaning. As he watched, a small
reptile finished reassembling his gun, put it in his holster and put that on the rack next to
his bed, then lied back on it.

The tent wasn’t small, there was ample space between each bed, and yet it felt
crowded. He walked among the Anthros who didn’t look up from their weapon cleaning,
looking for her. His search had located her tent, but not her bunk. He could have asked
Peek to locate her, but considering what the cat had said about them on the plane, he didn’t
want to bother him with this.

He found her as she finished cleaning her sidearm, the same model as all of theirs.
He watched as she reassembled it with precise motions, much faster than he was able to. If
she was aware of his presence, she didn’t show it.

He admired her as she put the weapon on the rack. “What’s your name?”” he asked.

She jumped to her feet and stood straight as she recited. “LRK-254, Sir! Support unit
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assigned to infantry division Alpha-Gamma-Epsilon, Sir!”

“Hey, relax. I didn’t ask for your pedigree, just your name.” He had trouble not
laughing. He offered her his hand and after a moment’s hesitation said. “‘I’'m called Lark.”

She continued looking ahead, so he waved his hand in front of her face. Her only
reaction was a slight frown. Her ears didn’t even twitch. “You can relax, you know. I'm not
an officer or anything.” No reaction. With a sigh he said, “at ease, soldier.”

She spread her legs shoulders wide, and moved her hands to her back, still looking
ahead. When she didn’t do anything else, or even look in his direction, LRK stepped before
her.

She was a little taller than he was. Her tan fur lighter and her eyes a darker brown.
She was beautiful, he thought, if stiff.

“How about you sit down while we talk?”

She sat, back straight, hands palm down on the thighs. “What about, sir?” At least her
voice was at a regular volume now and sounded normal. That was an improvement.

The bunk next to hers was one of the few unoccupied, so he sat on it. “What do you
do for fun around here?”

The fur on her forehead bunched up in a frown and her ears canted back for a moment
before straightening. “Fun? Sir?”

“Yes, fun. You can’t spend all your time sitting here.”

“No, sir.”

“Good, then what else do you do?”

“I go on missions, sir. [ participate in training exercises.”

“That can’t be all of it.”

“No sir. I clean my weapons. [ rest in preparation for the next mission.”

LRK looked around. Those who were done with their weapons were stretched on
their bunks. “That’s it?”

“Yes, sir.”

He grinned. “You didn’t mention going to the latrine.”

“I didn’t think that was relevant, sir.”

“Damn, you didn’t even smile while saying that.”

She glanced at him, questions in her eyes, before looking ahead again.

“Do you even know how to smile?” He tried to remember if he’d known that when
he’d woken up, but he couldn’t. The clarity of what he’d known had faded over the
following weeks. He still knew everything, at least he thought he did, but he couldn’t
simply ask himself a question and get the answer anymore. He had to search his memory
for it, and something he didn’t find it.

He’d asked the scientists about it, trying to mask the fear there was something wrong
with him. They’d told him it was normal. As he experienced more and more things, his
mind became cluttered, but nothing had gone away. They’d reassured him that if he really
needed the information, it would come to him.

He smiled for her, a stretching of the lips that didn’t expose his teeth, although he
knew the point of his canine showed when he did that.

“Can you do what I just did?”

She frowned. She looked cute when she did that.
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“How about you mimic what my lips are doing?”” He smiled again.

After amoment of looking confused, she stretched her lips. It wasn’t smooth. He
happened in stages, as if she had to consider how to move them to accomplish what he
wanted. When she was done, she was showing teeth, and her lips were stretched so much as
to be arictus rather than a smile.

LRK chuckled. “That’s enough. How about we get out of here?”

“Sir?”

“Come on, let’s go for a walk, just the two of us.”

She hesitated, then stood. “Yes, sir.”

“You can stop calling me Sir. Just call me Lark, that’s what everyone else does.” He
tried to keep his annoyance out of his tone when he said that. He hated that name. “‘How do
you want me to call you?”

She stiffened and recited. “LRK-254, Sir!”

He sighed. “That’s your designation, not your name. You should find yourself a name.
Something you like or you’re going to end up with others naming you too.”

Her only response was the confusion in her eyes.

“Just forget it.” He headed for the exit, and a moment later she fell into step next to
him. They walked in silence for a few minutes. Well, he walked, she marched. Body
straight, pace even. She saluted every officer they passed.

“What do you think of the base?” he asked, tired of the silence.

“It’s adequate for the purposes it serves.”

“Could it be better?”

Her steps faltered for a moment, but she didn’t say anything. Did she have any
opinions of her own? LRK wondered.

“How did your missions go?”

“They were successful, Sir. Minimal loss of life on our side.”

“Can you give me details?”

“No, Sir.”

LRK nodded. That one didn’t surprise him. He too was under orders not to discuss
what he’d done with anyone, but that didn’t stop him from talking about it with his friends,
what they thought of what they’d done. He knew they were in the middle of a war, but this
didn’t feel like any of the war movies in Bear’s collection.

“How is the food?”

“Nutritious.”

LRK spun and walked backward. She almost tripped in surprise. “What can you do?”
He stepped aside to avoid the pole. He’d felt it as a void in the humidity.

“Sir?” she asked.

“What are your capabilities?”” He couldn’t keep some of the annoyance he was
feeling from showing. Maybe Peek had been right and there was nothing to get to know in
there.

“Strength, endurance, enhanced reflexes.”

“So they put you on the front lines?”

“Yes, sir.”
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“Do you like 1t?”

The worry and fear in her eyes made him stop, so she stopped, too.

“Look, I'm not an officer, I said that. This isn’t a test or an evaluation. It’s just the two
of us talking. Two Anthros passing the time. Whatever you say, it’ll stay between us.” He
could feel the surrounding tents were occupied, but the people in them were either sitting
on their bunks or lying on them so they were other Anthros, and like she had before he
addressed her directly, they wouldn’t acknowledge them.

“No, sir,” she said softly. “I don’t.”

“Why?” he asked, just as softly.

Another hesitation before she spoke. “1 don’t like seeing them die.”

“Your comrades?”

“No, sir. The enemy.”

LRK felt further along the tents to confirm they were the only ones outside. Anthros
would stay in the tents, humans would walk about. When he didn’t feel anyone moving, he
began walking again.

“Why?”

She searched for words. “I don’t know, sir.”

“Can you elaborate?”

Again, she searched for words. “Did you know they were like us, Sir? Anthros? It
doesn’t feel right to kill them.”

“If you don’t, they will kill you.”

“I know, sir. And I sill do my duty, [ am a soldier, but I.... You asked if I liked 1t.”

He nodded, surprised at how similar her words were to what CM had said on the
plane. As for himself, he didn’t feel anything when he killed. He wouldn’t kill an ally, but he
hadn’t felt anything for the men who had drowned.

“How do you handle doing something you don’t like?”

Her eyes showed confusion again, but before he had to clarify what he’d meant, she
spoke. “1 do what I'm told, and I avoid thinking about it afterward.”

LRK nodded. “Are you hungry?”

“Mealtime isn’t for another two hours.”

“I know, but that isn’t what I asked. Are you hungry?”

She thought about it. “Alittle.”

“Good, I’'m hungry too. Come on, let’s go grab something.” He turned to walk
forward and led her to the officer’s mess tent.

Because of what they could do, the Specialists were treated differently from the rest
of the Anthros. They weren’t packed in one tent with others, and they were allowed the use
of the officer’s mess.

He pulled the flap and motioned for her to precede him. She just stood there, with
what was becoming her usual confused expression. LRK shook his head and chuckled
wryly before entering.

The tent had ten long tables with benches, and at the back was a counter where food
was always available, with cooks behind it preparing it. He scanned the tables, only a few of
which were occupied by human officers, and one bull by himself.

“VeeDee,” he called, heading that way.
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“Hey Lark,” the bull responded, then looked beyond the lynx. “Well, I'll be. You
actually managed to get a date. I didn’t think you’d make it happen.”

“VeeDee, this is Ellie, She’s Support Class.”

A few of the humans observed the interaction, but didn’t comment.

The bull stood and offered her his hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

She looked at the hand, more confusion in her eyes.

“It’s her first time out,” LRK said. “She isn’t quite up to shaking hands yet.”

“My name is LRK-254.”

“No, that’s your designation,” LRK corrected. “Just like mine is LRK-87. Aname is
something personal to you and you alone. And I did say that if you didn’t pick one for
yourself, someone would do it for you. At least Ellie isn’t as annoying as Lark. Can you
imagine that? CM named me after a bird.”

“No, she didn’t,” VeeDee said, “she just put an ‘A’ in your designation.”

“Alark is still a bird.”

‘Or ajoke,” the bull said, his face serious.

LRK turned to Ellie. “What do you think? Am I more of a bird, or a joke?”” Confusion
answered him and he chuckled. “Don’t worry about it. Let’s get food. We’ll be right back,”
he told VeeDee.

“T’ll still be here. Fade should be here soon, if she isn’t already.”

LRK glanced around, not seeing the horse around, but with her that meant nothing.

As usual, there was no lineup. Officers ate when they felt like it, so it was rarely
more than a handful of them here at a time. The counter had plates with different food on
them under heat lamps. The selection was usually two or three different meats, this time
chicken, fish and steak, with various vegetables. It was the same for soups and deserts.
There was a large space filled with ice with smaller containers of various vegetables. And
past that sweets.

“Just take what you want,” he told her, grabbing a tray and putting a plate with steaks,
potatoes and greens. He grabbed a second plate with the same and emptied it on the first
one. “They only make human-sized portions,” he explained, “and piling on multiple plates
gets annoying.” He placed the empty plate at the back of the counter for one of the cooks
to grab. “Come in, grab something.”

“What is 1t?” she asked, not indicating anything specific.

LRK smiled. He understood her confusion. He’d felt much the same the first time
he’d been exposed to it. Until then, he’d eaten the same nutritious porridge, they served in
the infantry mess. His first real meal had been at the lab, the Freak Lab many of the humans
called it. Because it was only twenty-six of them and hundreds of humans, the mess hall
there served human food. That had been an experience.

“This,” he lowered his voice conspiratorially, “is food. Glorious, delicious food.” He
pulled out a second tray and placed two plates on it. One with the same steak and potatoes
as her, and the other fried chicken with gravy. He added a biscuit to it from a basket. He put
a glass of apple juice on her tray, along with one of orange juice, and two apple juices for
himself. He didn’t bother with soups, or the sweets. He didn’t like liquid foods, and sweets
made him sick. It seemed to do that to all Anthros.

He had her take her tray, and they joined the bull, where he began devouring his meal.
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A chuckle made him look up.

VeeDee was looking at Ellie. Her eyes were wide in surprise as she slowly chewed. A
small piece of the chicken was gone. As she continued chewing, her eyes half closed and
she smiled. An actual, not forced, smile.

LRK stared at her. She was even more beautiful when she smiled.

She swallowed and looked at her plate. “What is this?”” her voice was filled with
wonder.

“That’s chicken,” the bull answered, “doused in gravy.”

“How does it taste so good?”

‘T have no idea.” Veedee barely suppressed a laugh. “It’s got something to do with
how it’s cooked. I know that because there’s chicken every day, and it doesn’t always taste
the same, or look the same. But that’s all I know.”

Fade sat next to VeeDee. Her tray contained mostly vegetables. “What is she doing
here?” the horse asked, before eating.

‘T invited her,” LRK answered.

Fade eyed her as Ellie took a tentative sip of apple juice and shrugged.

LRK slowed his eating. Watching Ellie savor her food was a reminder that he should
also take the time to enjoy it. The food was quite good, the steak had been broiled and
covered with cracked peppers; the potatoes had a little butter on them, as well as chives and
sour cream.

When they were done, which took longer than when it was only him and his friends,
LRK led Ellie to his tent. Inside he headed for Fade’s bunk, pulling the sheet aside and
rummaging through her bag until he found what he wanted.

He stood and handed the novel to Ellie, but she was looking around the almost empty
tent. Peek was stretched on a couch watching the TV with the volume too low for them to
hear. Rhine was on a table, adding rhinestones to a shirt. He saw them looking and raised
the shirt to show the sparkles.

“Sir?” she began, but LRK stopped her.

“Call me Lark.”

She shook her head. “Sir, why do you get to eat with the officers? Why do you have a
tent to yourself?”

“There’s seven of us in it.”

“But why only seven?”

“We’re Specialists, they only wanted the seven of us here.”

“What is a Specialist?”

“You have to know. CM went out with one of the infantry units, didn’t they talk about
what she did?”

“We don’t talk about the missions.”

“Not even among yourselves?”

“No, sir.”

“Do you talk among each other at all?”

“To relay information during a mission, sir.”

“So you don’t socialize with the others at all?”

Ellie took a moment before answering. “No, sir.”
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LRK shook his head sadly.

“We’re not part of the infantry, or of the support class. Our abilities are different,
and on a different scale.” To demonstrate he extended his free hand and pulled the water
suspended in the air to it, forming a perfect sphere in his palm, where it reflected and
refracted the light.

She let out a small gasp in surprise. She hesitated a moment then reached for it,
touching it and making the surface ripple.

“I can control the water around me. Fade, that was the horse that ate with us, she can
turn invisible. CM can move objects without touching them.” He indicated Peek on the
couch. “He can speak with his mind. Peek, how about a demonstration for Ellie?”

“No.” The cat said in LRK’s mind, which meant Ellie hadn’t heard it.

“I guess not. But that’s why we have different arrangement.”

‘T understand.”

And she sounded like she did. There was no annoyance in her voice like LRK figured
he’d be if he found out some of his comrades were treated better than he was for no valid
reasons he could see.

He handed her the novel. “Here. Something to read between missions and training.”

She opened it, flipped through the pages. “Why?”’

“So you have something to do while you wait. Just give it a try. If you don’t enjoy it,
you can bring it back.”

She nodded. “Do you still need me?”

LRK was disappointed she was back to being the soldier. While they ate, she’d acted
like a person, she’d even smiled. He’d loved that smile.

“No, you can go.”

She turned and left.

“You 're wasting your time.”

“How do you know? Have you read her mind?” LRK didn’t bother hiding his
annoyance, although he couldn’t figure out who it was aimed at.

“No, I told you before. There'’s no point in looking into them, they 're empty.”

“You’re wrong. There’s someone in there. Someone beautiful who’s just waiting to
discover it herself.

LRK felt the mental shrug.

“Fade is going to be pissed you went through her things.”

“No she won’t. She goes through ours when she needs something, like you do, or
VeeDee does.”

“But you took one of her books.”

“How is she going to know? She brought twenty of them, at least. And if she does
realize it, I’ll make it up to her, I know what she likes.”

Peek chuckled. “How about me, do you know what I like?”

With a grin LRK pulled the cat off the couch and brought him to his bunk, where he
showed him that indeed he knew.

The ruin of this temple had yet to be cleared. The roads around
it were, but in the months since it had happened, little of the
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rubble had been moved. Carts lined the road, but people were moving
smaller stones, those one person could carry.

Most of the building fell in on itself, following the lines of
the cut stones, shattering when they hit the ground, not as part of
bringing the temple down. The back wall fell outward and as one tall
sheet, crushing houses, shops and people. The cost to life was
extensive.

“Shame what happened here.” The man, a canine, his natural
coloring hidden by the stone dust, leaned against the tavern’s wall,
drinking out of a tankard. He looked at LRK, exhaustion in his eyes.
“They say it did this.”

“ItR”

“The demon,
Celeste.”

“Did it leave a message?” LRK asked.

“It did,” the dog answered. He motioned to a section of the wall
still standing. “The Celeste corrupts. Like anyone’s going to believe
a demon.”

“How man dead?”

“Six of the Keepers were crushed to death. Two so injured they
had to be taken to the healers.”

“And among the citizens, at the back?”

The man shrugged. “Who’s to know? There’s always too many packed
in those houses. Plenty were hurt and didn’t make it to any of the
healers.”

“Didn’t anyone do a count of the dead as they removed them?”

The man shook his head. “Can’t remove what we can’t reach. And
it’s all poor folks, so I'm sure Lord Denrick will get to them when
the rest of the city is fixed again.”

Had it been carelessness, or was it that whoever had done this
hadn’t cared? Not cared that innocent were hurt. That some Keepers
might walk away, or be carried.

“You seemed mighty interested in this,”
suspicious.

“There’s rings to be made killing it.”

The man eyed the sword at LRK’s hip. “You can’t kill a demon.
Only the Keepers can.”

“The one who did this can be stopped. I won’t let it kill
innocent indiscriminately. Those surviving Keepers, where can I find
them? Where would they reside with the temple destroyed?”

The man shrugged. “Still at the healers I figure.”

“It’s been months, why are they still there?”

“We don’t have any healing wizards. The high and mighty Lord
Denrick don’t like them. Story’s that a second cousin of his was one,
a wizard, not a healer, and almost killed him with a contraption.
When he became king, he chased them out of the city, won’t let any of
them back.”

“Where can I find the healers, then?”

The dog motioned to their left. “Expect the Keepers went to the

’
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the man spat. “That thing who’s jealous of the
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the man said, suddenly
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market’s healers. They’re the most expensive.”

LRK handed a copper ring to the man. “Much obliged for the
information.” He stopped by the section of wall still standing. As
the dog said, the words ‘the Celeste Corrupts’ were there, marked in
something that could be blood, or the kind of berry made ink LRK
used. Too much time passed to tell, but this was an outside wall, and
only the bottom of the letters had dust on them, dust raised by the
people walking by.

This had been written after the temple fell, after the dust
settled. Had it even been done by the person responsible? Could be
children, thinking it a funny joke to pull. LRK moved on, asking
direction to the healers until he came to a large building on the
side of a market square teeming with stalls.

Inside he stayed in the entryway until one of the person tending
the sick past it, in the larger room with beds along each walls,
noticed him. She was a goose, matronly in her gray robe. They were
all in gray, some stained at the hem, and all women.

“What are you in need of?” she asked, looking him over. He saw
surprise to realized she was looking for injuries and not evaluating
how wealthy he was.

“I'm looking for the Keepers who were injured when the temple
fell. I was told they were brought here.”

“They were. They are still healing. Their injuries were severe.”

“Crushed by stone, or did they have other injuries?”

“Crushed. Why would they have other injuries?”

“They saw a demon did this. The demon who destroyed other
temples. The Keepers there died at its hand, before the temple was
destroyed.”

“It didn’t do that here.”

LRK nodded. So the person had either not been confident they
would kill the Keepers, or didn’t know, or care, LRK did it first.

“I'd like to speak with them. I’m hunting it and they might be
able to give me information about it.”

“I'm sorry, but they need to rest.”

LRK considered walking past her. It wasn’t like she could stop
him, but not until he had exhausted other avenues. “Got ask them if
they’ 11l speak with me.” He smiled. “Tell them Rak of Soulsburg, Demon
Hunter wants their help.”

Antoinette would be here eventually, maybe she was only days
behind him, if not hours. He’d hurried, but she was a Keeper, she
could request horses. Let her know he’d been here. Maybe she’d
understand he didn’t approve of this, she already realized it wasn’t
him. Or maybe she wouldn’t. She’d still get his message.

The matron returned and led him past the bed to stairs, then to
the second floor, where doors lined the hall, instead of beds. “They
are weak, and in need of rest. Please be quick.” She opened the door.
He closed it before she could follow.

The room was simple, but clean the two beds on each side of the
shuttered window so they could get fresh air. At least they knew to
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keep the room aired and clean.

On one bed was a human girl, barely a woman. An acolyte. On the
other was a Furrian, a hyena whose limbs didn’t look right under the
sheet. Next to each bed was a small table with parchment, ink, and a
guill. On the top page something he couldn’t make out was written
either a language he hadn’t learned yet, or something specific to the
healers.

“Did He send you?” she asked. LRK heard the reverence in the
pronoun. She sounded older.

He shook his head. Three pages under the top one they were free
of writing. He smiled again and took the stopper off the inkpot.

“Then who?” she asked.

He finished writing before answering. “Money.” Everyone
understood the drive for rings. “And it needs to be stopped.”

“It’s a demon,” the hyena rasped. “You can’t kill it.”

“Everything can be killed.” He checked the ink was dry and
ripped the message out of the page, then crumbled the rest in his
pocket. He didn’t the healers to notice things too quickly. “What can
you tell me about that night?”

“I woke up to the shaking and hid in the corner of my room. The
Celeste protected me.”

"I heard a scream,” the hyena rasped.

“While the temple fell? Someone in pain? Anger?”

“Before. It was high, almost a keen, but he didn’t have any
sorrow in it. I was searching for it when the walls shook. I ran for
the door, but stones fell on him as I stepped outside.”

“The Celeste saved you.” The girl said in awe.

“He could have done so in such a way I didn’t get crushed,” the
man replied bitterly.

“"The Celeste tests our faith,” she replied.

The hyena sighed.

“Was it only the wall that shook, or also the ground?” he asked
before the girl could reply.

The man shrugged.

“Did the sound come from inside, or outside the temple?”

“The keen was stronger toward the east wall, but it was night,
there was no one inside.”

“Like it came from the wall itself, like it was the thing
keening?”

The man frowned. “Possibly. There was another sound over it.
Something I could barely hear, that hurt to listen to, like mortal
ears weren’t meant for the sound.”

Most Furrians could hear a broader range of sounds than humans.
If the person took down the temple using sonic powers instead of
control over stone, he could have heard that and the grinding of the
stones against each other as they slowly shifted. Back during the
wars, Rod had done something like that, but on a building of glass
and metal. He’d explained about frequencies, and how the right one
would make anything tear itself apart. To prove it, he’d then shaken
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a tank to pieces.

LRK rolled the message tightly and placed it in her hand. “Hold
on to this tightly. Don’t let go of it no matter what. I need
Antoinette to get it when she comes here.” She looked about to asked,
but he patted her shoulder. “Don’t worry about it. Just hold it and
she’11 know what it means.”

She shrugged and nodded.

“You’re going to kill it?”

“Yes,” LRK answered since it was expected. He’d see who, and
why, they were doing it, before making the decision.

“May the Celeste go with you,” The hyena whispered.

“Probably not,” LRK whispered to himself before leaving the
room.

The matron glared at him. “Did you get what you were after?”

He smiled. “I did.”

“Then you can see yourself out. I need to make sure you haven’t
made their conditions worse.”

“I haven’t.” Not yet. He went outside and felt for the two
Keeper’s body. Once he had them he raised their temperature. Not
enough to set them aflame, just to get their brains boiling.

A cry of alarm came from the room and he felt others join the
matron. Felt the water they carried, the cloths and their attempt to
cool them down. They worked in vain. The two Keepers trashed, then
became still.

He listened to their cries, their praying and felt a nasty
satisfaction. His message to Antoinette reflected it. ‘Your Keepers
might have escaped him, but none of them will escape me.’

The matron would remember him, when Antoinette asked about the
lynx, she might even remember the name he gave. He’d been tempted of
telling her he’d take care of him for her, but why make her life
easier. Let her continue to worry there were two of them.

Let her continue to be afraid.

*x kX x Kk %

Finding a love Furrian in a world of them wasn’t easy, even when
he had an idea what he could do, since no Furrian advertised his
ability. He searched for months, trying to determine where he would
have gone from Sunkberry. The possibilities were too large, even
ignoring the towns without temples, which this person was. No Keepers
in them died, other than by his hand.

When he heard about the destruction of a temple in the city of
Almunim, he had a chance, but even before he headed there, he knew
he’d be too late. The news took weeks to reach and took him more to
reach the city. The one thing that might be a clue was that Alumunim
was more west than south.

It could be a coincidence, but if someone was heading west, as
he should be, and wanted to avoid Tall Arches, where the destruction
of the temple would shout his presence, this would be the best route.
He stayed in the city only to confirm this was the same person, the
same sloppy work and disregard for innocent death and the same
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message. No Keepers survived this time, so he took the road heading
west out of the city.

It had been months between the destruction in Sunkberry and
Almunim, but they were only weeks apart. That spoke of some care not
to get caught, any city with a temple would be on high alert for
months after news reached them.

Some of that would be planning. The work was sloppy, but no one
saw or heard anything. That mean they were careful. Knew where they
could act without being noticed. But that didn’t take months. Even if
they had to be close to bring the temple down, there were enough
places to hide that within a few days, they could do it.

The one thing he was confident of, was that they would only stay
around after the destruction long enough to leave the message. They
couldn’t stay while the city was on alert, any stranger would be
interrogated, held for the Keepers to question. Any hint of
involvement would lead to more questions, possible burning.

The city of Firebright was coming into few when he overheard the
merchants talking about the destruction of the temple. It had
happened during the night. And the city was closed because of it. The
guards preventing anyone from exiting. They’d barely made it out by
sun up before the gates were shut.

Cursing LRK ran. He didn’t bother with the city, he went around
it, to reach the more or less westerly road. This had happened faster
than he’d expected. They were growing confident. But he was right on
their trail. Hours behind, a dozen, at most.

He was panting by the time he reached that road, no caring about
he looks he got from the people waiting for the gate to reopen. His
quarry would have to rest after bringing down the temple. Even as
powerful as he was LRK needed to catch his breath. His quarry was
nowhere near as powerful as he was.

Would have stopped among these people? He wouldn’t be the only
one covered in dust. Anyone not wanting to be stuck in the city would
have rushed out, most of those would have been close to the temple.
These gates had also closed at dawn.

Asking he confirmed the exodus, and learned that guards had
followed them, questioning those they caught and bringing some back
inside. Still many were searching the woods.

LRK felt for them, found them, but no one else.

His quarry wouldn’t stay by the city. The risk someone had seen
them was too high. All that was needed was on detail, like fur
pattern, and they’d be caught. He walked away from the city, was
stopped by a guard, and told them the truth, that he was on his way
west and had walked around the city since it was closed, and they let
him go.

He kept his senses wide, and the further away from the city he
got, the fewer people he felt in the forest the road cut in two.

* k x Kk X

He found the group two days later, deep in the forest. They
were far enough it was possible they hadn’t been on the road at any
times, but had only gone to check to confirm they were hunters or
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bandits.

Fourteen of them, bandits, by their clothing and lack of hides
or drying meat. LRK had turned to head back to the road when the
laughter made him stop. There was something nasty in it, and as he
considered killing them just for the crimes, they had probably
committed the laughing man stopped and spoke.

“"Did you see the look in that Keeper’s eyes? I swear, he thought
I was the Celeste himself, come done to save him. Right until I
plunged my sword through his heart.”

The laughter started up. His the loudest. He was human, one of
six, and the largest. LRK would have through he was in charge, except
for the way no one sat close to him, and even those laughing cast
worried glances at him. The woman, a zebra holding a baby, moved
further away from him.

LRK watched them. Listened to them speak. They talked about the
temple, about how well it went. The youngest, a fox, bounced in
place, exclaiming how fun it had been.

A human knelt by a wooden crate behind a tent. LRK couldn’t make
out what he took out, but the way the man cradled the device, the
patched clothing and the wild black hair, made LRK shuddered and the
word ‘wizard’ sounded in his head.

A group.

He hadn’t considered that. He’d expected to find a lone Furrian.
Someone driven mad with grief. Lashing out. But for a group to
function took even more planning than LRK had considered.

It could also explain why this time they’d acted faster. Maybe
they’d gathered new people, send them ahead to scout. And a group
would be less worried about guards. The fact they were a group would
make guards overlook them. Everyone knew demons worked alone.

This group of people were destroying temples. Why? And why was
there someone barely old enough to be a teen, and a mother with her
baby? The questions didn’t change what he had to do. He was here to
stop them.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he asked, walking out of the
trees.

They reacted faster than he’d expected, but before he was done
asking the bruiser who’d been laughing was up, sword in hand. An
eagle had two knives out, a marmot was looking at him. What stuck LRK
more than that was the lack of panic. The woman and baby were backing
away the furthest, but she wasn’t scared. Except for those three,
there were all moving away from the fire, but in an orderly way.

The human with the wild hair appeared between tents, gauntlets
on his hands, big things with wires and rods poking out. Some seem to
be glowing. The realization he’d been right about him being a wizard
was such he barely noticed the marmot raising her hands.

Then the sound wave hit him hard enough he flew back and hit a
tree, the force of it holding him in place. His ears ringing he tried
to push forward, but the wave increased.

Well, that had been easier than he’d expected. He now knew who
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had brought down the temples and confirmed sonic powers were used.
The presence of the wizard worried him, but he’d deal with that once
he’d had his talk with the marmot. Get her to leave this to him,
whatever her grievances with the Celeste were. Of course, to have
that talk, he couldn’t be stuck to this tree, with the head-splitting
sound louder than he could scream.

He smiled, sounds he could deal with.

He created a line of vacuum between him and the marmot. Vacuum
wasn’t easy to maintain, but he’d done it often enough it wasn’t
paralyzing anymore. He dropped to the ground and stood. Now she was
panicking.

The wizard slammed his gauntleted fists in the ground and the
earth rolled toward LRK. He moved slowly, but the dip was visible.
They were going to use earth against him? Who did they think he was?

Right, they didn’t know him.

For effect he slammed a foot down and the earth smoothed over,
except for where the wizard’s gauntlets touched the ground, the earth
climbed up them and solidified. The wizard tried to pull his hands
out and panicked as he couldn’t.

A human exited one of the tents, yelling something LRK couldn’t
hear. The marmot replied something, her face a snarl, and the
wizard’s face filled with fear as he spoke. The young man spoke
louder by his expression. And the marmot threw her hands in the air.

“Fine,” She said, her voice coming from far, around the edges of
his wall of the vacuum, “but don’t come bitching to me when he kills
everyone.” She headed in the closest tent.

LRK let the air flow and the thunderclap startled them.

“Everyone stand down,” the young man said. He looked at LRK. “We
don’t mean you any harm.”

The bruiser ran at LRK with a yell, sword high. LRK stopped the
flow of air in his throat and two steps later the man stumbled.

“Finn,” the young man said, exasperated, “I wish you’d pay
attention sometimes.”

The man, Finn was on his knees, grabbing his throat.

“Please don’t kill him.”

LRK had been wrong, the marmot wasn’t in charge, this young man
was. Another surprise. He allowed enough air for the bruiser to
breathe, but not so much he’d consider causing problems.

“Can you let Bertrand go?” he indicated the wizard.

LRK eyed the terrified man. “I so much as feel the earth tremble
and I'm going to bury you so deep they’re going to forget you ever
existed, do you understand?”

The wizard nodded eagerly and as soon as LRK released him he was
up, gauntlets cradled to his chest, speaking to them softly. LRK
rolled his eyes, then looked at the young man in charge.

He was looking back at him, eyes wide with a level of amazement
LRK didn’t think was warranted.

“It’s you.”

“Me who?” LRK asked cautiously. He couldn’t know he was who they
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were copying.

“You’re the one who saved me, I recognize your voice.”

LRK shook his head. He didn’t even try to figure out who he was.
He didn’t recognize him, so if it was something he’d done, it hadn’t
been recent. And trying to figure out what he might have looked like
younger wasn’t going to happen.

“I was a kid, the Keeper was a woman, she’d accused me of being
a demon because I wouldn’t let her abuse me. Just before they put me
to the fire a storm came and you free me.”

The man’s story had a sense of familiarity to it, but only in
that Keepers using their position to abuse children happened far too
often.

“Look, kid—"

“My name is Kamdy.”

LRK rolled his eyes. “Really?” He couldn’t believe someone was
trying to steal her name. If she ever found out this boy was in for a
world of pain.

“It isn’t the name my mother gave me. You told me to take
another one, so I took this one.”

“You do know Kamdy is a woman, right? And a Furrian. She’s a
tigress.”

“Kamdy was a hero. I heard the legends. She protected the
defenseless. She stopped armies with a glare.”

LRK chuckled. What had she done to deserve that story? “A
glare?”

“Yes,” the would-be Kamdy said, getting angry. “One angry look
was all it took, and you’d be frozen in place.”

Well, he wouldn’t be able to move if she didn’t want him to, he
did have that right. But frozen? Angry looks? What had she been up to
since the last time he saw her?

It had been a few decades before he left Vee’s army. She’d
sought him out, without Vee present, he still considered her a
deserter and the previous time they’re encountered each other the
fight had been epic, and only the fact they’d agreed not to use their
powers kept that town intact.

LRK and CM had talked for hours, about their travels, the things
they’d done, the people they’d met, but brother’s and sisters they
hadn’t seen in centuries. It had been a bittersweet meeting, and now
he wondered what she was doing.

He looked at the young man, and CM would be pissed at him for
doing so, but as he’d just said, those were legends. “Look, Kamdy—"
he couldn’t help the smile— “those are just stories. There never was
some tigress who went around saving people. That isn’t what people
do. Those who try end up dead. So take your friends and go back where
you came from.”

“No.” The anger in the man’s voice surprised LRK. “There are
people who save others.”

LRK sighed. “No, there aren’t.”

“Yes,” he growled, “I’'m looking at one of them.”

7
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“Kid, that is so not what I’'m doing.”

“Maybe you don’t want to see it that way, but you saved me. I'm
going to do the same to the people out there.”

LRK looked up at the darkening sky. “No, you won’t. All you’ll-"

“Yes, I will.”

“No!” The fire died to ambers, casting everyone in shadows.
“"This isn’t a game. You won’t end up with stories told about how
brave you were. No one’s going to sing your praises.”

“We’re not playing games, we’re saving people.”

“Jesus fucking Christ, you’re stubborn.” LRK ignored the stares,
his curse had been in English. “Didn’t you hear what I said, all
you’ re going to do it get yourselves killed?”

“So what?” a jackal said, a sword planted in the ground before
her. LRK let the fire grow so he could see them. She was older than
Kamdy, but because of what she’d gone through. The scars on her body
spoke of pain. “You think some of us aren’t dead already? Don’t you
think that it’s worth it to save even just one person? I’'d rather die
doing that than just wait for them to find me again.”

“Dying isn’t—"

“Oh get off it,” she cut him off. “You think you’re the only one
who deserves to die? Who deserves to make some great gesture against
the Celeste? Yes, I know who you are. Who else would be here right
now trying to stop us? Well, I don’t know what you did to piss off
the high and mighty, but let me tell you why I was going to be put to
put to the fire. I was hired to protect this town, and the Keeper
there objected to me loving another woman. That’s not in the
Celeste’s rule, none of the Keepers back home ever had a problem with
it, but that didn’t matter. That town had become his own little
kingdom, and he was going to rule it as he saw fit.”

“Finn’s brother and sister,” Kamdy began then paused when Finn
stood, glaring. “They were burned because they loved each other more
than siblings should, the Celest—"

“Don’t you dare finish that Kam. There was nothing wrong with
them. They did nothing wrong.” Finn closed his eyes, tears falling.
“I told them to be careful. But it didn’t help. Our father found out,
and he dragged them to the pyre. When I tried to save them, my own
mother locked me in the house.”

Kamdy indicated the zebra and her baby. “Charlene’s husband was
accused of being a demon by a rival shopkeeper. By the time I got
there the pyre was done burning. But they weren’t done talking. She
was with him, she might be corrupt. What about her baby? Could the
result of such a unit be blessed by the Celeste? I was barely ahead
of the mob. Everyone here had a story about how we were betrayed by
the Celeste.”

“I don’t care.” LRK kept his eyes closed. He didn’t want to see
the pain in their eyes. Hearing it in Kamdy’s voice, in Finn’s, was
already making him question his decision, and he couldn’t afford
doubt. “I don’t care what your stories are. You’re going to stop this
right now.”
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“Yeah? And why is that?” Finn said, mockery in his voice. He
strutted toward LRK. “Id your pain so much greater than ours? I don’t
care what they took from you, you can—"

“Stop. Talking.” LRK fixed his gaze on the man. “And stop
thinking too, because the only thing that’s going to do is get you
killed. You don’t know me. You have no idea why I'm doing this. Don’t
even think of comparing what you went through to me.” He looked at
Kamdy. “I will not have you ruin this.”

It was Finn who spoke, his voice soft. “We’re trying to help.”

“No. You’re lashing out. You’re angry and hurt and you want to
hurt other people.”

“And you don’t?” the jackal said coming out of her tent.

He ignored the attack. “You’re a bunch of amateurs, you don’t
even know what you’re doing?”

“We’re doing the same as you,” Kamdy said.

“No, you’re not.”

Kamdy sighed. “We’re destroying the temples, just like you.”

“You’re killing innocents,” LRK growled.

Finn snorted, and LRK was already turning. “There are no inno—"
The fist caught him in the face and Finn flew off his feet. On the
ground he glared at LRK, spitting blood.

“That is why you’re going to stop. There are always innocents.
There are always victims. If you don’t think that, you’re no better
than they are.” He looked at Kamdy. “What did the people in those
houses do to deserve having a wall of stone crush them?”

Kamdy looked away. “It wasn’t supposed to happen like that.
Bertrand was supposed to direct the way the wall fell.”

“The wall falls,” the wizard said. “The stones come down, down,
down, go boom boom boom. The Keepers die.” He beamed.

“Getting him to follow instructions isn’t always easy.”

“He’s a wizard,” LRK said. “They’re all crazy. You shouldn’t
have one among you for something like this.”

“Hey,” Finn spat. “He suffered just as much as any of us. He
lost his entire family to Keepers.”

LRK closed his eyes and tried to stay calm. “I, don’t, care.”

The wizard giggled, but there was an edge to it.

“You don’t let innocent die,” LRK growled.

“You think it’s easy to control how a wall going to fall?” the
marmot said. “You think Bertrand can just snap a finger and every
stone will jump at his command.”

“Jumping!” the wizard said, “what a great idea!” and the man ran
behind the tent. No one seemed worried at that, but LRK wondered how
safe it was to leave him unsupervised with an idea.

“I don’t see what the problem is,” the jackal said, “this is
war. There are casualties in wars.”

“You have no idea what a war is,” LRK scoffed, “And I will not
allow innocents to die, especially not because of a badly prepared
plan. You’ve shown you can’t do this correctly, so just go back where
you came from.”
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“And where’s that?” Kamdy said. “You talk like we have something
to go back to.”

“Then do elsewhere. This isn’t your fight.”

“Yes, it is.”

“No! I won’t have a bunch of amateurs getting in my way.”

Kamdy shrugged. “It isn’t like you can stop us.”

“You’re wrong there.”

The human straightened, but it was Finn who spoke. “You’re going
to have to kill me.”

LRK eyed the bruiser. “Don’t tempt me.”

“Me too,” the jackal said.

LRK glared at her.

“And Me,” Kamdy added.

The others didn’t seem as confident.

From being a tent the wizard spoke up. “Whatever this is about,
count me in.”

“I could kill each and every one of you.”

“I thought you didn’t kill the innocent,” the marmot said.

“You are far from innocent. And if you continue, you’re just
going to end up getting yourselves killed. At least I’11 do it
cleanly.”

“I'd love to see you try,” Finn said, and the fighters in the
group added their comments. Swords were drawn, knives pulled.

“Train us,” Kamdy said.

LRK stared at him. Even the others fell silent. “Excuse me?”

“Whatever an amateur is, you don’t like it. So, train us. Teach
us how it should be done.”

“No,” the idea was ridiculous. “I'm not the head of some boot
camp for would-be saviors. I don’t have the time to waste training
anyone. I have a mission, and you aren’t part of it.”

“And what’s that mission?” Charlene asked. She was standing,
holding her baby to her breast. “I get that you’re destroying
temples, killing Keepers, but what’s that accomplishing? Other than
giving sell-swords employment as bodyguards?”

“I'm killing their faith, killing the Celeste.”

“"Really?” she said. “And how is that going? You’ve been at it a
while, have you seen any fewer Keeper?”

He waved the comment aside. “In time, once enough of them have
died, enough temples are wiped the face of the earth, they’re going
to realize there’s nothing protecting them.”

“Do you remember the city of Stalgard?” Kamdy asked.

He ground his teeth as the image of Alaine came to him and he
wondered how she was. How many other children did she have. Had her
husband kept her safe, as he’d promised to do?

He buried her in the deepest part of his memory. He was done
with that part of his life. “It’s the first temple I destroyed.”

“Have you been back there?”

LRK glared at him as Alaine tried to force her way to the
surface.
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“I have. Not long before I began assembling this group. It’s
almost completely rebuilt.”

LRK stared at him. He wanted to contradict him, but it was the
first temple. They wouldn’t have understood what happened. It was
only after the fourth or fifth temples that stories of the demon
circulated.

“I’ve sent people to every city that lost a temple to you,”
Kamdy said, and LRK didn’t like the look in the human’s eyes.
“They’re all in the process of being rebuilt. You think you’re
destroying their faith, but they’ve turned that around and made it a
test. They’ve rallied the people to them because of the destruction.”

It couldn’t be true. His plan was sound. Every war had been won
when the enemy understood they were outmatched, and the Keepers
couldn’t stop him. They had to know that.

“You’re one person,” Kamdy said. “There’s one demon out there,
testing us, testing our faith that the Celeste will keep us safe.
Looked to the faithless city that fell, we will not be one.”

LRK staggered. How? How had this happen? One of the Keepers was
hunting him, so they knew the damage he could cause. So why weren’t
they running away? How had he not seen the lack of fear? They were
protecting themselves, but none of them were cowering behind their
protections. They went about their business, kept going to the
temple, stayed strong in their faith.

When he focused on them, Kamdy was no longer in front of him,
but in front of Finn and they were glaring at each other. The bruiser
had his sword in hand.

“Do you want me to tell you what I think you’re doing wrong?”
the jackal asked, and he glared at her. She raised her hands. “I'm
going to take that as a definite no.”

He looked at her, around, even Finn and Kamdy were no longer
glaring, but looking at him, expectantly.

“Go ahead,” LRK sighed.

“I said it was a war, but I'm wrong. You had it right yourself.
This is a vendetta. With we all get here. And it was fine, until you
said you were destroying the Celeste. You can’t destroy that kind of
being with a vendetta. Sure you’ll hurt them, one Keeper, one temple
at a time, but you’re seeing what the result is.”

He ground his teeth. He didn’t want her to be right. He was
older, knew more, had fought thousands of wars. She couldn’t know
better than he did here.

But he was also old enough to recognize his pride talking.
That’s he’d invested himself so much into what he was doing that he’d
ignored the signs and focused on doing something. It had been more
focused, but he was still simply lashing out. Why had he gotten at
Antoinette for protecting one of the Keepers otherwise? She was the
enemy, he knew she’d do what she had to protect them.

Now that he’d been forced to confront his flawed thinking, he
needed to decide. What did he want? Did he want the satisfaction each
kill gave him? The sense of accomplishment destroying a temple
brought? Of did he want to destroy the religion that abused the
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innocent?

Was he doing this for himself, of for everyone else.

“I am not a savior,” He grumbled. He a soldier. He’d lead, had
been decent at it, but he’d been happy to pass the responsibility to
someone else.

And where had that gone? Vee turned into someone who would fight
anyone for a few rings because he loved killing so much, inflicting
violence.

Just like LRK had enjoyed killing the Keepers.

He looked at the people assembled around him. Kids, compared to
him, but kids who had suffered, had come together and did the best
they could with what they had. They were trying to do what he had
convinced himself he was doing.

And they wouldn’t stop.

Short of killing them, he couldn’t stop them. They’d said it, he
saw it in their eyes. Even Charlene, holding her baby would fight to
stop this religion.

And he hadn’t lied.

All they would accomplish was get an ugly death. If he allowed
them to continue, he would be as much responsible for their death as
they would be. He’d be no better than some of the commanders he
served under, who cared nothing for their units, the Anthros under
their commands.

He let his breath out. There was only one way he could resolve
this.

“I want to make something clear. If I do this, I’'m not training
you. I'm taking over. When I give an order, you obey it. You don’t
ask why, you do it, and you trust me to have a plan that will save as
many of you as possible. Is that clear?”

“Doesn’t that imply some of us will die?” Charlene asked, but
there was no fear in her voice.

LRK looked at her. “Yes.” He looked around, making eye contact
with everyone. “Some of you will die.” He returned to Charlene. “They
want to do to war, soldiers die in war.”

“You said them,” she said.

“Yes. You aren’t joining.”

She bristled and stood taller. “I am perfectly capable of
helping. It isn’t because I have a—"

“Yes, that is exactly why.” He fixed his gaze on hers. “Your
child lost its father. I will not be responsible for it also losing
you.”

“And where do you expect me to go? I have no one. Vernon was my
world. His family will have nothing to do with me, by now my family
will know how he died and they will shun me.”

LRK thought it over, and this time when Alaine came to him he
smiled. “I know someone who will help you. She’d take you in if she
can, if she can’t, she’ll make arrangements for you to have a place.
It’s far, so no one will know you.”

She looked at the others, silently pleading. He let her. This
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was the first test of his army. If they couldn’t obey this order,
what chance had he of getting them to obey the really bad ones? No
one said anything.

He suspected none of them had wanted her to take part, but they
hadn’t had anyone they could send her to.

“Before we continue. I want each of you to tell me you are okay
with me being in charge. You need to mean it, because I’'m not going
to be nice. I'm not a friend, here to help out. I'm here to make
soldiers out of you and get you to fight a war with me.”

“I'm in,” Kamdy said without hesitation.

“Me too,” the jackal said.

The marmot shrugged. “I already knew I was going to die doing
this. I'm in.”

“Yes, yes,” came from behind a tent. “I'm in too.”

The others each said their were in, in their own way, until only
Finn was left. He looked around. “You’re all going to just go along
with this? He just walked in, we don’t even know who he is.”

“He’s the one who started this.”

“According to who? We weren’t there when the first temple was
destroyed. We haven’t seen him do anything like that.”

“He killed the Keepers we missed.”

“Says who? We can’t sit here and wait until one of back from
Sunkberry after checking. For all we know all he’s looking to do is
start trouble.”

LRK liked that unlike the others he wasn’t taking this at face
value. So long as Finn could keep his mistrust from turning into
outright paranoia, it would be a useful mindset to have among people
too willing to believe.

“I fought you and won.”

“Kam ended the fight,” Finn corrected. “And I have no doubt
you’ re powerful. That’s not my problem. My problem is you coming here
and wanting to replace Kam. He’s our leader. I don’t care if you
don’t like how he does things. He’s in charge. Not you.”

“Finn, I want him to—”

LRK raised a hand and Kamdy stopped talking. He looked at Finn,
the bruiser who lost his family. The man desperate to protect the one
he’d found. He took a chance. This would either be a good decision,
or it would eventually blow up in his face.

“Then leave.”

“What?” Finn narrowed his eyes. “You think you can just get rid
of me like that?”

“Everyone here has made their decision. I’11 even point out they
insisted. I wasn’t going to do this until—"” he looked at the jackal.

“Harleen,” she answered.

“Until Harleen pointed out I was screwing up. You’re in the
minority. I’'m not going to force you to follow me, but that means you
are leaving everyone behind.”

Finn got in LRK’s race. “You think I'm going to leave them in
your tender mercy?”

’
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“You either do that, or accept to follow my leadership.”

"I don’t need to follow you anywhere, none of us do!”

“Finn, that’s enough!” Kamdy yelled.

“No! You don’t just let that—”

“I did! If you aren’t happy with my decision, just leave.”

“But..” Finn trailed off, the fight leaving him.

“I'm not going to change my mind just because you’re yelling.
Finn. We need someone who knows what he’s doing, and I chose to
believe that’s him.”

“Kam, we were doing fine.”

“No, we weren’t. We were mostly lucky. You heard him, we were
going to get killed.”

“Fine,” Finn grumbled. He glared at LRK. “I'm going to do what
you say, but that doesn’t mean I trust you. The moment you try to
screw us over, I'm going to kill you.”

LRK smiled. “Fair enough. First thing, I need a volunteer to
escort Charlene to Stalgard.” He smiled at Finn. “Ideally someone who
knows I to fight.”

“Oh, no, I'm stay right by your side.”

“Then don’t volunteer.”

“What does that mean?” a pigeon, who’d stayed at the outer edge
until now.

“Volunteering means you make the choice of doing what’s asked,
instead of being ordered to do it. If no one volunteers, then I'11
have to order one of you to do it.” He looked at Finn again.

“"I’11 do it,” Harleen said. “But I'm coming back. I'm not
staying there to look after her.”

“Then first thing in the morning, get you, Charlene, and her
baby ready. I'm going to need paper and ink.” He needed to write a
letter to Alaine, explaining what he needed, in such a way that she
wouldn’t worry. He’d have to instruct Charlene and Harleen not to say
anything about him. If she worried she’d insist on coming back and
trying to talk some sense into him.

“I have that in my tent.”

“Alright. Harleen, Before you leave I'1ll be able to tell you
what my plans are so you have an idea where to meet up with us. Now,
I have one last thing to say then we’re done for tonight. Civilians
are off-limits. I don’t care what they’ve done, if they aren’t a
Keeper or an acolyte, you will not lay a finger on them.” He looked
at Finn. “If you do, you are going to answer to me.”

“I said I’d follow your orders. I won’t hurt any of them, but
what about guards? They’re not going to stand around letting use
destroy their temples.”

“Defend yourself and incapacitate them. If they push things too
far, your life if more important than theirs, but if I find out
you’ve been manipulating the situation so you could kill them, you
won’t live long enough to regret it.”

“Got it, so I can go sleep now?”

“Yes.” He caught Kamdy’s arm and held him while the others went
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to their tents. He nodded toward the noise the wizard made, still
behind a tent. “We can’t keep him around. Wizards are insane. It’s
just a question of time before he blows himself and us up.”

“Bertrand isn’t bad. He’d just a little odd.”

“What are you doing?” Bertrand came running out from behind the
tent toward the young fox who was taking a leak against a tree. “Get
away from her. You’re making her wet.”

The fox sidestepped, and the wizard picked up a rock at the foot
of the tree. “There, there. It’s okay. I'm going to dry you.”

LRK eyed Kamdy.

“I did say he was odd, and yes, he does have a thing for
stones.”

LRK rubbed his face. The others probably wouldn’t let him leave
the wizard behind. Well, he’d have to keep an eye on him and deal
with the chaos when it erupted.

“You know,” Kamdy said, “if this is going to be a war, we’re
going to need more people.”

“Yeah, but we can deal with that later, we already have plenty
on our plate.”

“Actually, I already know where we can find a lot of people who
are going to be happy to follow you.”

“Where?” LRK asked cautiously.

“Fort Worth.”
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