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            HELLO!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        You’ve returned! How nice to see you. I presume you liked the last tale?

        

        The story was foul and horrid. It was not one with the happiest of endings, though from my perspective, it was appropriate.

        

        Yet here you are. Why?

        

        Ahh, the little girl, Maddalena. What happened to her? To her family? Are you sure you wish to hear this tale? As a poor young girl, the daughter of a concubine, and with the Black Death swirling, her life expectancy would not be long. Especially as the target of ravenous and deadly flesh eaters.

        

        I understand.

        

        You must know.

        

        Well, I will only say—there may be more to the story than you think. Let me set the scene.

        

        Our story begins in the mid-14th century, during the height of early summer. The Black Death, or the Great Mortality as it is sometimes called, continues to ravage what you know as Europe.

        

        In our story, many different personages will appear, but our focus will be on two somewhat unfortunate children. One is Bartolome, a loving, if somewhat simple, young boy who passes through life without many cares. The other child is the one inquired about, Bartolome’s slightly older sister Maddalena. She is slow to speak but observant.

        

        As our story opens, the children are traveling with their mother and their uncle under papal guard, from Rome to Avignon, but very shortly these two will begin a journey with another group—a set of troubadours who you will also get to know. The members of this troupe are racing from the plague, and—for now, let’s just say there are others who want the children. And do you know all those silly legends about strange and evil creatures that prowl the night, looking for the hapless and the isolated?

        

        Many such legends are based on fact.

        

        Would you like to hear more? Then by all means, turn the page.
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            GOOD NIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A valley in Piedmont, Northwestern Italy

      

      

      
        
        
        Baby Dear, good night, good night,

        doggie lies in slumbers bright

        hush a bye, my treasure trove,

        don’t you wake though! If you do,

        pups will bark, and puss will mew,

        go to sleep, and never fear,

        mother will come when morning’s near.⁠i

      

      

      

      I love listening to my momma’s voice. So sweet, so gentle, and soft.

      Mother cradles me in her arms as we lie in our wagon, near the fire.

      “I’m too old to be rocked,” I protest, but mother knows I lie. I can see her smile, even though I cannot see her face. Next to me, I can barely see Bartolome as he stirs in his slumber.

      “Your brother is tired, Maddalena,” Mother says. “It’s been a long journey for him.” She squeezes me. “And it has been a long journey for you, too, hasn’t it?” She speaks next to my ear. I giggle. When she holds me close, I can smell the posies she wears in her dress. I love their smell—sweet and radiant, like Mother.

      “Mother,” I ask, “how much further is it to Avignon?”

      There’s a pause before she answers.

      “I don’t know, Maddalena,” she says, and I hear a slight weakening in her voice. “This isn’t the way we came down. But don’t worry, your uncle knows. He’ll protect us.”

      “Yes, and the soldiers,” I add.

      I stare into the fire burning near our wagons. I don’t like the soldiers. Usually, they just dismiss Bartolome and me. We are under their feet, like rocks on the road, something to be avoided or kicked. I don’t mind so much. I stay out of their way. But there are times, some of them, they look at me. And I don’t like how they do that. They don’t look at Bartolome that way.

      My uncle is an important man and has provided for us since our father died, though he seldom speaks to us. He has news for Pope Clement, news of the plague. And of the others.

      Mother pulls me close again, tightening the woolen blankets around my body, and kisses my head, then notices something in the firelight.

      “Did you scratch your arm?”

      “Yes. I was reaching for a firethorn. I’m surprised you can see it.”

      “It is faint. But I am your mother. You’re usually so careful.”

      “It was high in the bush, and I was getting it for an elderly Romani woman who asked me for help. The scratch was worse, but the woman licked it. See, now it is healed.”

      Mother is quiet.

      “Good night, Princess. It is time for you to sleep,” she whispers.

      I feel the warmth from her body.

      “Tonight is a harvest moon,” Mother says, and it fills the sky.

      I am not frightened of the soldiers, or of the plague, or of the vampires that follow us.

      “And stay close to me.”

      I fall asleep while Mother hums another lullaby.
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        * * *

      

      Horror!

      We are rushing through a thicket. My arm is in pain. Mother is panting as she drags Bartolome and I. Behind us, I hear screaming. I smell smoke in the air. I say nothing. I want to turn, but I am afraid. If we pause a moment, we are dead. I know.

      Bartolome cries as a branch snaps beneath him.

      “Quiet, children!” Mother says. I hear her fear. “Run for your lives. Dear God, let it be here.”

      The moonlight allows us to see a short way. The screams behind us are overtaken by howling and other noises I cannot make out.

      I trip on my dress, and my mother follows me to the ground.

      She grunts out, then cuts it short, looking around. I steal a glance back. Our wagons are burning. I can see things moving through the flames.

      We are on our feet again, Bartolome and I at the side of our mother. There are other sounds. Something is breaking through behind us.

      “It must be here,” Mother says. “Oh, Mother Mary, please let it be here.”

      I hear water running.

      Bartolome cries again and disappears. He has fallen. Mother calls his name, and still clinging to me, we tumble downward as the ground drops from beneath us. My hand slips from Mother’s. My face hits the earth, and I slide until the ground flattens. There’s a splash and the sound of running water—my right side is cold and wet.

      “Maddalena!” Mother calls. “Where are you?”

      “Here, Momma,” I say. I feel Mother’s hand grab my arm and pull me. One of my boots gets lost in the mud along the bank of a river. I see tree branches carried along by its current.

      “Bartolome,” Mother calls.

      “Mother,” Bartolome answers, somewhere ahead. “Help me!”

      The brush has cut him.

      Mother struggles through the reeds in shallow water and heads in the direction of his voice. “I’m coming. Keep talking, but keep your voice low, child.” Mother looks back.

      I see something thrashing in the water.

      “Over there,” I say.

      Mother drags me through the water.

      Bartolome has fallen into the river and is tangled in brush.

      “Mother, help me!” Bartolome yells again. Mother and I reach the edge of the bank. Several broken trees have been caught at this bend by the river. We wade through them, slipping in the water. It is hard to move because the muck grabs our soles. I lost my other boot. The water soaks my stockings, and it is cold, very cold. Mother tells me I must not look back. When we reach Bartolome, he is sobbing loudly.

      “Easy, child, mother is here.” She steadies my shoulders. I shiver.

      Mother speaks to me calmly.

      “Are you stuck, Maddalena? No? Good. Get steady. Now hold your brother’s hands.”

      The limb Bartolome is pinned under is actually a small tree. Mother reaches over and pulls on Bartolome’s legs, but he whimpers. Momma begins singing again through the cold night air.

      Baby Dear, good night, good night.

      She struggles to pull Bartolome’s feet. One seems to come loose.

      Doggie lies in—ugh—slumbers—bright.

      The tree begins to move. I am bent over, pulling Bartolome to me. Mother turns and tells Bartolome to pull with all his might. Bartolome is crying, but I yell at him to pull. The tree shifts again. The brush cut my lips. The water is so cold. Mother disappears under the river.

      Now it is my turn to cry out.

      “Mother!”

      Bartolome wrenches forward, his foot released. His head strikes mine, and he yelps in pain, but I silently grab his elbows. Mother rises, water dripping off her. She reaches over to hug us, but can only touch our hands.

      Her leg is caught.

      Bartolome’s face is pressed against me. He stops crying. His eyes widen, and he leans from me to Mother, but I do not let him go.

      “Hold on!” I say.

      “Mother—they’re coming!” he says.

      Mother glances back one time.

      I dare not.

      Mother tells us to close our eyes. I do so. I hear her singing.

      Hush a bye, my treasure trove.

      Something wet is slopped on my wrists. Mother has removed the sash from her waist and is tying our hands to the tree.

      Don’t you wake, though! If you do.

      “No!” I scream. And now I look back.

      Along the shore, hulking figures—not men but things that look like men—and women—are walking toward us.

      I know what they are.

      Fleshers! The dead who eat human flesh.

      The sash bites into the skin.

      “Don’t leave us!” I scream. Bartolome stares backward,shaking.

      “I love you, children,” Mother says, and pushes on the log. The current begins to pull it outward, but halts.

      We hear the things march in our direction. Mother struggles and pushes the branch again.

      “GOODBYE, MY LOVES,” she says.

      There’s a loud snap, and the branch floats away from the shore, with Bartolome and I holding each other’s arms, bound together. We are both crying as we are carried into the river.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Back on the riverbank, shortly afterward, at the scene of the attack

      

      

      “Janosz,” Elizabeth began, “tell me the children didn’t get away.”

      Janosz Ujvary was aware that Elizabeth was angry. Were he capable of greater passion, he might have been more aroused by the sight of his mistress storming along the banks, her scarlet hair being blown back by the night wind, just above her riding cape. Before the plague, he had been a man of discipline, a man of war, but also a man robust appetite, and one who loved life. A woman of Elizabeth’s stature and, yes, her beauty, which she still retained, might have spurred arousal, yet never fear. But that was before. Since he had suffered and died, such feelings were no longer part of his constitution. Indeed, he had no memories of such feelings. He felt only a sense of obedience, for he must do as he was commanded. And also a sense of fear. That sense had not been destroyed.

      “I cannot,” he replied. “Mother and children reached the river. Mother pushed the children in.”

      He was bowed on one knee, and his mind, though feeble, instinctively braced for something. A flood of commands? Or maybe his destruction. It did not occur to him to move. He would accept whatever was delivered.

      He felt a gentle slap across his cheek. That was all.

      “Then let’s go look at the river,” Elizabeth said, turning toward the water. Obediently, Janosz rose and walked behind her.

      They walked to the riverbank. For this instant, Elizabeth reflected on Janosz.

      His vocalizations have progressed remarkably. He can improve. So many of the others slowly rot away. He’ll tear the head off an enemy with those massive hands. Useful, and dangerous. I might need to destroy him at some point.

      Her focus returned to the matter at hand. The current was strong, and her kind never did well in running water. A simple stream could throw them off. She did not know why, but water was deadly to them. The children’s mother knew that as well. She’d been wise to get the children thrown into the river.

      “If they drowned,” Elizabeth mused, “and their bodies are underwater, they’ll be bloated. They’ll become food for the pike and other water parasites, and then what? All our work will be for nothing, and we will die. Again.”

      She laughed. “Wouldn’t that be a shame, Janosz?”

      He averted her eyes.

      He knows a sense of failure.

      “Take me to the mother.”

      Janosz led his mistress over to the reeds, past a pair of youths serving as some sort of guard. to a body draped on a granite slab. The head was turned away, but the long brunette hair and woolen skirt suggested a female. A linen shirt was saturated in blood. Elizabeth reached forth and stroked the hair, then pulled the head up. The body sagged underneath at an angle that could only be reached with a broken neck. The woman’s eyes were closed. Her face was drained of color.

      “You were wise to get your children into the water. I wish you had survived.”

      Elizabeth noticed the darkest concentration of blood was under the left shoulder. She ripped open the blouse, revealing that a large chunk of flesh had been torn from under the left scapula. Bite marks were visible on the bone. Elizabeth contemplated this.

      “Were my orders unclear, Janosz?” she finally asked.

      “No,” he replied. “I had gone—up river—when⁠—”

      She raised a hand.

      “You can’t control all our soldiers, can you, Janosz?” A wound like this causes bleeding. And if she bleeds enough, then this is nothing to me but a worthless husk. We can’t have that, can we?”

      “There was much blood at the attack,” Janosz said. “We—they—no control.”

      Elizabeth struck Janosz sharply with the back of her hand. Janosz remained stoic.

      Elizabeth assumed a calm demeanor.

      “Get the wagon. I want this body in the barrel as soon as possible. But while we wait for it, where is the one who did this?”

      “Back.” Janosz led her back over the slope.

      The woods were populated with great firs, cypresses, and pine trees, and were overgrown with vines and brush. They walked through effortlessly, Janosz’s vision being better than any other than Elizabeth’s. She smelled the laurel bushes and the pines, which were pleasant, but then she detected that odious sweet scent and wiped her nose.

      “Wild posies. I despise their smell.”

      They passed others who had been men and women of various ages and sorts in their prior lives, including nobles and serfs, knights and monks, prostitutes, even a duchess. In their former lives, many of them would never deign to associate in the same room with the others. But the great mortality had created a great equalization among classes. For those select few who died and—returned—their state WAS the same. Most of these creatures were gnawing on some sort of human remains left from the attack on the caravan, oblivious to what was anywhere other than in front of them, but in varying degrees, all recoiled at Elizabeth’s entrance.

      Janosz led Elizabeth to a torch-lit spot where a man, or what had been a man, thrashed on the ground, bound by ropes between two trees. He wore the cloak of a papal guard. He foamed at the mouth and snapped his jaws.

      “Cut him loose.”

      Janosz gestured, and two creatures shambled over and held the prisoner down clumsily on his back. Janosz walked over, pulled out a cutting knife, and slit the ropes. The newly freed prisoner broke away from the two undead who had held him, rolled onto all fours, and with a primal gurgle, bounded towards Elizabeth. She raised her hand and, while few could see it, furrowed her brow. The iris of her eyes turned from blue to burnt orange.

      The man stopped, completely silent, save for a heaving breath, and sat before her. Elizabeth inserted her hand into his mouth and rubbed a finger against the inside of his cheek. He sat docile and motionless. Elizabeth removed her finger and touched it to her lips. She was aware that a small group of the undead had clustered around the perimeter of the torchlight, observing, yet keeping a distance.

      “I understand. You’re a mindless fart. You couldn’t help yourself. And it was my job to control you.”

      She pointed her fingers in emphasis. “But I needed her alive. And her being dead makes me angry.”

      Of course, none of the creatures comprehended anything she said, save for Janosz on a very rudimentary level. No matter. Others were looking on, from the shadows, and that did matter. Fear was an instinct, one that survived death.

      Elizabeth flicked her wrist and turned away. The man reared up and then bashed his head into the ground. The skull cracked open. The body twitched.

      The fool would lie there and eventually cease to exist even as a flesher.

      But he would be there for a long time.

      Elizabeth paused by Janosz and said, “I want the mother prepared as we discussed.”

      Janosz bowed. “Yessss,” he managed.

      Elizabeth’s lips curled up ever so slightly.

      “Try not to worry too much, my friend. If we preserve the mother’s body and find the children alive, there should be enough left. If the sisters have spoken true.”

      She looked back towards the river. The partial loss of the mother’s blood was cause for concern, real concern. Though she had prepared for it, she had wanted all three alive.

      She spoke aloud to herself, as she would when in deep thought.

      “You’re the fool. You know how hard they are to control when there’s blood. You overestimated your own abilities after Sacra di San Michele. Learn from it.”

      No one approached Elizabeth save for one. The only one who was so allowed. A frail girl who had been on the cusp of womanhood when she was struck down by the plague. She wore a hooded purple cape, which covered her face, and shuffled awkwardly using a piece of olivewood as a type of crutch. Her head was bent down.

      “You’re getting better with that, Nicola.” Elizabeth gently kicked the olivewood.

      Nicola held out her right fist.

      “What have you got there?”

      Nicola dropped something into Elizabeth’s palm. “This is just a used bandage.”

      Nicola remained silent but stayed in her spot.

      Elizabeth studied the bandage more closely. She held it to her nose and then licked it. “The bandage I placed on Maddalena.” Elizabeth’s face brightened, and she embraced Nicola. Then she turned to Janosz

      “I don’t think the boy and girl drowned. Nicola senses they are alive. I do too. They’re still alive. And so am I.”

      Her fingers ran through her auburn hair, and then she looked at her hand. Red strands clung to her palm. A not-so-subtle reminder, she thought. Unlike the vampires, the other undead, her body was slowly but steadily wearing and withering.

      Yet that one trace of the child’s blood portended great possibilities. It invigorated her.

      “Janosz, we’re going to find them,” she declared.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        MADDALENA

      

      

      All is blackness. I had a most horrible dream. I must wake up.

      My body is cold. I am so tired. I—cannot move my hands.

      I force my eyes open. It is morning. I can see some leafless trees. There is water flowing around me, but I am numb; I feel nothing. Bartolome’s hand is tied to mine. His body is on the other side of the bough. He is not moving.

      It was not a dream. I am dead.

      Behind me, something splashes in the water. Someone is coming toward us.

      I am dead.

      I do not want to, but I open my eyes. I see a large Nubian man reaching for me.

      I close my eyes. Please let it end.

      I thought I heard a human voice, but I…
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        * * *

      

      I’m warm now. I am lying on my back. As I breathe, there’s a weight on my breast. My body aches everywhere.

      Am I dead?

      “So, you are alive.” I hear a woman’s voice, firm and strong.

      I look up. She is crouching by a fire. An Oriental with black hair to her shoulders. I’ve only seen women Orientals as slaves or companions to ladies. This one seems to be alone. She stands and walks to me, holding a copper cup. Her features are weathered, but there is something striking about her. She is somewhat pretty, with green eyes I have seldom seen.

      “I don’t like to waste time,” she says. “My friend Mansa thought you might be useful to us, so we fished you out of the river.” She speaks in Occitan, a language I know well, though with a slightly strange accent.

      She crouches beside me and hands me the cup. “Tea,” she says. “You better drink. There are herbs in there that will help you.”

      I push up on my elbows and take a drink. It is a little bitter, but it is preferable to the river water I’ve swallowed.

      “Where is my brother?” I ask.

      “He’s fine,” she replies. “He woke earlier. Mansa took him, and they are looking for some supplies. You’ll meet them later.”

      I remember the events of last night.

      “These woods aren’t safe,” I say. “They’re filled with⁠—”

      “I know, I know,” the woman says, walking to a mule. “Wild boars, hungry bears, rabid skunks.” She reaches the mule and begins to put something in a side bag, and then adds, “Or were you thinking about the vampires? Or the fleshers?”

      I sit silently.

      “Oh yes, child, we know of them.” She pulls a dagger out of the bag and begins drawing it against a polishing stone. “But it’s daylight, and those things are night creatures. Don’t fear for your brother, he’s in good hands. You didn’t drown, so you must be lucky. Now tell me, child, how is it the two of you found yourself strapped together on a log and floating down a raging river?”

      I want to cry, but it is not my nature. I stare ahead.

      “No matter. You’ve been on the water for an entire day. Your brother gave us some idea. Your name is—Maddalena?”

      I nod.

      “I am Jai Ling,” the woman continues. She sharpens her knife. The metal scraping against the stone has a rhythm. I do not know how long I sit there.

      “That tea will let you rest,” she said. “You need to recover from the water. Tomorrow we must be off, and if you don’t want to be left behind, you must be able to ride this mule.”

      This cannot be happening.

      “I have to find my mother and uncle.”

      The woman holds up a dagger. The metal glistens. She returns to her bag and pulls out some other sticks with metal tips. Arrowheads. She begins to polish them with a cloth.

      “We both know that’s not possible. Your brother gave us the story. Your mother put you both in the river to escape a flesher attack. She was wise. But among those left behind—fleshers leave nothing when they attack.”

      I take another sip of the tea. I will not weep.

      Maybe it would be better for me to have drowned.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        I understand that may have been unsettling.

        Would you prefer to stop now? Something else, perhaps a tale of a wonderful princess held in a tower or a castle by an evil stepmother, stepsister, step-something, who is rescued by a tall, enigmatic, and bland prince, would be more to your liking? I highly recommend a writer named Perrault.

        No, you want more of this tale? I must warn you, this journey may not be pleasant.

        Very well. We shall continue.

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          
i Old English Lullaby. Adapted from http://rhymeslyrics.blogspot.com/2008/01/baby-dear-good-night-good-night.html
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            A CITY OF DANGER

          

          A DUNGEON IN A WALLED CITY

        

      

    

    
      It is amusing how some sounds are universal. The hollow clang of the metal gate being shut in a prison is one of those sounds, especially in a dark and damp chamber. Dioneo heard the guards coming. Sitting with his back against the stone wall, he raised his head just enough to see two pairs of pointed boots before him. Black, made from thick chamois leather, the kind favored by the king’s guard in this kingdom.

      “Those are beautiful patterns,” Dioneo commented. “Are they made in this town? Do you think you could find me a pair while you’re busy raping some poor miller’s daughter?”

      Dioneo looked up. One guard seemed younger than him, with a scraggly beard. The other older, with a fuller, grayer beard and the hint of a hunchback.

      “You insult us?” said the older guard, poking at Dioneo with a metal baton. “Who’s a prisoner down here?”

      “You do have a point there, friend,” Dioneo said. “But insults are not my intention, great lords. I’m only admiring the skills of the women’s bootmakers of your village.” Dioneo flashed them his brilliant smile. “They look lovely. Could I get some for the arena?”

      The younger guard drew his foot back to deliver a kick, but a deep voice from the shadows commanded, “Do not strike him.”

      Both guards were startled by the speaker. Definitely a man’s voice. The smile never left Dioneo’s face, but he was mildly troubled. How long had the speaker been there?

      “Ah, a new friend,” quipped Dioneo. “I didn’t see you come in.”

      “Help the defendant up,” the voice said, and the two guards grabbed Dioneo’s shoulders.

      “Gently now, gently,” Dioneo instructed.

      Again, the voice spoke. “The defendant is correct. He must be treated fairly before his trial.”

      The two guards unbound Dioneo’s feet and, grabbing his shoulders again, stood him up. Dioneo’s hands remained bound behind his back.

      “Thanks, friends. And thanks to you too, my dear⁠—”

      As he looked toward the unseen voice, Dioneo heard, “Do not turn around—my friend.”

      Dioneo surveyed the situation. The older guard was slightly hunched over, and the younger one a bit straighter, but Dioneo was taller than either, even standing in his hose. He could probably bowl the younger one over and drag the older one down. With hands bound at his back, he’d have to strike with his feet. He couldn’t be sure where the owner of the voice was located.

      Still, it might be worth a try.

      The guards had loosened their hold on his arms.

      Dioneo somersaultedand broke the grip of the younger guard. The older one tumbled, fell on all fours, and then grabbed for a dagger in his belt. Dioneo kicked the elder guard’s jaw. The guard’s head jerked back, blood flowing from his nose. The younger guard moved on Dioneo while the older one shook his head at the ground. Dioneo feinted like he was going to jump, but he kicked forward. The younger guard ran his gut into Dioneo’s bare feet, buckling over. His face fell inches in front of Dioneo.

      “Hello.” Dioneo smiled and pushed out, propelling the guard backwards into the far wall. The older guard had recovered enough to pull out a longer sword and was crawling towards Dioneo. Then from the shadows of the hold came, “Enough!”

      All three combatants froze.

      Dioneo scowled. The voice was beside him.

      “I don’t mean to be rude, but how did you get back there?” he asked.

      “Please do not move, my young friend,” said the voice.

      Dioneo cracked his back and said, “I’m not so young anymore, but thanks for saying so.”

      Dioneo felt a blade touch his neck.

      “Please. Do not move,” repeated the voice.

      “How can I refuse?” Dioneo replied. He felt a nudge or tug at the ropes binding him. His shoulders felt loose and—his arms were free.

      This was startling. Some ropes were still wrapped around his wrists. As he held up his hands, the remaining ropes slid off. He rubbed his shoulders and laughed.

      “A very nice cut, sir,” he said.

      The figure walked into the torchlight and stood before Dioneo, while the younger guard, rubbing his nose, helped the other guard to his feet.

      Dioneo thought the stranger wide-shouldered, and he wore a tunic and headscarf favored in the east. The man’s complexion was dark, as were his eyes, and Dioneo recalled seeing men like this during his own days in the Holy Land. He stood as tall as Dioneo, although given the stranger was wearing footwear, Dioneo probably had a slight advantage in height. The stranger’s Italian vernacular was of the kind spoken in Mantua. Although perfect in enunciation, his speech was measured, again suggesting an eastern origin. The tunic’s cut revealed large, rounded muscles in the upper arms, and while not so strongly defined as Dioneo, the stranger possessed a greater bulk.

      But it was what the stranger carried in his right hand that most caught Dioneo’s attention—a wide scimitar. And its upturned edge appeared quite sharp.

      “You don’t come from here,” Dioneo said. “But the tenor of your voice—I’ve been in lands where people speak that way. Perhaps you hail from—Acre?”

      The figure gave a slight bow to Dioneo, while the guards showed disgust in their bloodied faces, the younger one propping up the older.

      “My voice betrays me,” the stranger said, looking up from his bow. “The defendant is most perceptive. I actually hail from a village several days’ travel from Acre, but your guess is closer than I would expect. Very impressive. Such perception may assist you in the arena.”

      Dioneo glanced at his wrists. The skin was red from the ropes but otherwise untouched.

      “You’re rather impressive yourself, with that big knife of yours. But thanks for cutting the ropes and eh—leaving me my hands,” said Dioneo, again flashing his grin. “Of course, I couldn’t very well open a door to the tigers without them. Who are you anyway?”

      The figure gently brought his weapon down and clasped a free hand over his sword wrist, then smiled back. Not so wide a smile as Dioneo’s, just a mild upturn of the lips.

      “I am known as the Discourager of Hesitancy,” the figure replied. “I serve my majesty. As a stranger, you may not realize what an honor it is to participate in the functions of our royal court, although the height of this honor is known throughout this land. Many would give their entire lives’ provisions for the privilege of appearing before our King and to benefit from his infinite largess.”

      Dioneo laughed and snapped back, “Yes, I’m sure they would. Walk in the arena and open the right door, and you’ll find a lovely maiden chosen just for you. Pick the wrong one, and you wind up in a tiger’s belly. You simply have to make sure you get that door right.”

      The Discourager smiled.

      “You appreciate our justice. But there are those rare occasions when a guest invited to engage in one of our functions, at some point, may question whether to participate as he, or on occasion she, should. It is my function to remind such guests of how great an honor it is to be a part of such functions and to discourage such hesitation.”

      Dioneo listened carefully. That scimitar was twice as wide as a normal one, and should have been unwieldy. The Discourager of Hesitancy knew how to use his tools.

      “What about Ricciardo?” Dioneo asked. “Does he get the honor of having his own Discourager of Hesitancy?”

      The Discourager of Hesitancy’s smile changed into something less pleasant.

      “No. Your friend goes willingly into the court. His fear of disobedience and his love of the princess will be sufficient motivation.”

      Dioneo chuckled.

      “The love of the princess,” he said. “Yeah. And not to mention, your guards, and of course, your archers. Oh, I’m sorry, the king’s archers. But you’re right. The little bastard is a fool for love. Maybe that makes him better off than you or me. The sad part is he’s probably going to die out there for what he thinks is love.”

      “Perhaps, if that is fate’s wish. The justice of the arena is swift and resolute.”

      The Discourager took a step closer to Dioneo and looked in Dioneo’s eyes, asking, “But you—what will you die for?”

      “The only thing worth dying for today,” came Dioneo’s reply. “Money.”

      The Discourager looked Dioneo up and down and held his sword to Dioneo’s ear. “His Majesty is always wise, but I think especially so in having me see to you.” He gestured toward the metal bars, then brushed the blade against Dioneo’s face.

      “Soon it will be time for the fates to judge you.”

      Dioneo didn’t flinch as the saber kissed his skin.

      “You seem very skilled with your blade,” Dioneo said. “Maybe later we’ll get a chance to see how you are without it.”

      The Discourager of Hesitancy’s eyes narrowed but then relaxed. He gestured for the other two guards to leave the room.

      “Perhaps you will find a way out of the arena yet.” The Discourager backed his way out of the cell and closed the door.

      “But I do not foresee it.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        MADDALENA

      

      

      I hear the voice of this woman, Jai Ling, call my name. It is prime, and the sun’s light is beginning to rise. Have I slept another day? I remember I awoke briefly to see Bartolome and this woman’s companion, a large Nubian she called “Mansa.” I spoke little to Bartolome but fell asleep. I was awoken again at matins by this woman, who said we must go. We travelled for a while, with me riding the mule laden with several bags, she leading them along a footpath in these woods. We reached the end of the forest, and there was an immense clearing. Jai Ling made me dismount.

      Now we are walking quickly, across open land toward a great barrier surrounding a city. It looks like the walls of Paris, but higher. Jai Ling is leading the mule, with me walking behind her, carrying a sack slung over my shoulder. It is heavy. I do not know what is in it.

      The city entrance is a tall double-doored wooden gate. The sun has been up for a little while, but there are no travelers at this entrance.

      There are some tax collectors at the gate, all men, and some who wear military outfits like the soldiers who were with my uncle’s caravan. A box sits on a table to receive the entry tithes. Jai Ling stops and lifts me onto the mule, then tightens the burka around me so only a small portion of my face shows. She speaks to me.

      “Maddalena, say nothing. Let me speak.”

      She leads the mule by its snout into the entrance. I can smell the drink on the guards’ breath. The soldiers swarm around Jai Ling and make her open her tunic and pull up her shirtdress and drop her sheath to display her body. I look away, but before I do, I glimpse a red scar across Jai Ling’s belly. One of the men points to the scar and asks about it, but another says that’s a sword wound. The men laugh and make her stand there longer than necessary before letting her drop her shirtdress. She places two coins on the table and grabs the mule’s ropes.

      Then I hear one of the men ask about me. I feel my throat tighten, and my heart beat. Jai Ling slaps another coin onto the tax box and says that I am very young and that this should be a good enough inspection. The men take the coin and let us through.

      Now that we are in the city, I see people hurrying in the same direction we are going. The streets are filled with the usual animals—cats, ducks, geese, chickens, a few pigs, some dogs, and rats. We turn onto a large street. It is paved with cobblestones, but in the center runs a trough of filth. I have seen these in large cities. It stinks from the waste in these troughs. But ahead, I can see a great structure, rising over the village as a round bowl. Many voices come from there.

      “That’s where we are heading,” Jai Ling says. “Stay near me, Maddalena. Do not lose me.”

      I stay on the mule. I have nothing to do. It is as if I am dead. I follow because I am told.
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        * * *

      

      Uwe squeezed the apron and felt the cloth slide against the flu he had coated the railings with. No one had seen the hunchback enter the arena and brush selected areas with his special combination of flu and sulfur that would ignite with the right spark. He grinned to himself. Fire was a wonderful thing. It consumed and cleaned. His only concern was that an errant spark from a sword against the stone or some other unforeseen happenstance could ignite this before it was time. This area was limited to the royal archers, who would be forbidden to smoke or do anything but stand ready to do the king’s bidding. There shouldn’t be any flames. Until necessary.

      From above, he heard a human wail. One of the hired mourners was already up on the parapet, practicing his wailings with the illusion of sympathy. In a short while, other mourners would be scattered along the outer rim of the arena. Uwe didn’t like the sound of the mourners, or even the idea of a professional crier. Why, with the sun just beginning to rise, Uwe could easily climb up the battlement and snap the bastard’s neck, and who would be the wiser?

      “What are you doing here, freak?”

      Uwe looked back to see two of the king’s guards approaching. Maybe he could break their necks. He recognized one as the captain of archers. More guards were approaching from behind the captain.

      The dwarf grunted and gestured towards the apron.

      “I’ve seen this one, it’s the king’s latest fool,” said the subordinate guard, a tall, gruff-looking man with a scar across his nose. “They have him laying out the box linens? Damn, he’s an ugly bastard.”

      The archer chief looked at Uwe and spat. “He’s right, you are an ugly bastard. It hurts my balls to see your face. Get out of here.”

      The dwarf raised his hands apologetically and ran to a nearby stairwell.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        MADDALENA

      

      

      We are surrounded, a mixture of men and women and children, mostly dressed in drab colors. Many different languages are being spoken. From what I understand, the arena is full, but many are still trying to get in. The people speak of some sort of trial. Voices argue about a lady or a tiger.

      Jai Ling leads the mule into an alley that has no people on the ground. On the buildings, shutters are closed on all but the top floors above us. She pulls me off the animal, looks inside the pack on my back, then smiles at me.

      “Don’t get near any fire, Maddalena,” she says, and winks at me.

      She hoists the other two bags from the mule and throws them over her shoulder. Jai Ling seems stronger than you would think. Her hand clasps mine. I don’t wish to move, and I stumble, falling forward. She pulls me, but I lie on the floor.

      She bends and grabs my elbows. I see anger in her eyes.

      “I don’t have time for this! I should have left you back at the river.”

      I stare emptily away.

      Jai Ling slaps me.

      “You’re drifting. Stop it. I cannot wait for you; I must hurry. If you don’t come now, I will leave you. This is a bad world, child, and especially so for a pretty young woman who is alone. You don’t want to be left here.”

      Her eyes slightly soften.

      “My parents were killed when I was young. It is a truly cruel world we were born into. But if one is in it, it is better not to be alone in it. I don’t want to leave you, but I must hurry. I do have friends, and you can be with us. Come with me, Maddalena.”

      I look back at her.

      “What about our mule? I ask.

      “He’s done his job.”

      Jai Ling slaps the creature on the rear. It utters a bray and wanders into the street.

      I allow Jai Ling to lead me outside back into the crowd.

      Throngs of people crush against the walls of the arena. Many want to get in. Around several portals, guards block the entrance. There is some mention that the coliseum is full. People crowd and yell and offer deniers and shillings to gain access. Almost all are adults, though I see a few children my age. We shall never enter it.

       Jai Ling is dragging me along. I keep my focus on her. She is agile, and as I follow her, we shift, slide, and slither through the great masses. The crowd looks impenetrable, but we ooze through the slightest openings, and when we push against someone, we disappear before we can be detected.

      Suddenly, our hands slip. I feel the crowd jostling me, and I am moved in a different direction. I fall backwards to the ground, and I thought my pack would shield my fall, but my hood slides back.

      “What’s this!” A loud and piercing voice.

      A set of large hands encircle my waist and hoist me upwards. I see a vile man with an ugly face, one eye, and brown teeth.

      “What a beauty you are!” he laughs while his fingers squeeze my hips. His breath reeks. “Look at this!”

      I scream, “Jai Ling!” I didn’t mean to, but I am too startled.

      “Yer mine now!” he yells and displays me like a doll. “Look what I found!

      Suddenly, his eye grows enflamed, and he screams in pain as he drops me. I land on my feet and stumble, but he falls to his knees and buries his head into the cobblestone, groping at the back of his leg. I can see blood spilling. Then a familiar grasp encircles my waist.

      “I told you not to let go,” Jai Ling scolds. I see her slipping the handle of a bloodied dagger underneath her tunic. I look at the man. No one seems too concerned.

      “He’ll live,” Jai Ling says.

      Then we are gone.

      Jai Ling holds my wrist tighter. We reach the exterior of the arena and follow its curved stone. People here seem resigned to not entering. Various beggars are huddled against the wall. A blind old crone clutches a stick, waving a cup in the air. Two young children call out for Dineens, ropes tied around them and held by a one-armed woman crouching against the wall. A man with two stumps for legs reaches out to me and asks for food. These kinds seem to grow from the ground. I have seen such people before. If Mother were here, I would ask her to give them money. Mother is more generous than Uncle with such things.

      The crowd has formed a circle around a small, dwarfish girl, dressed in a jade tunic that fits her well. She is beautiful, about my height, perhaps slightly older. The features of her face are perfectly sculpted, yet tiny, very much like a doll’s. Up close, I see her face is painted with sprinkles that shine off her cheekbones. Her hair is rolled up high, much like the wealthy ladies at the Court of Avignon. She dances around a hat to the notes and beat of music played by a man sitting at one end of the circle. He plays a flute pipe with one hand and beats a tambourine with the other. Like the dancer, he too appears to be a dwarf, yet he is a terribly grotesque figure, as ugly as the dancer is beautiful. I see him rocking back and forth as he plays, providing a beat for the young dancer to move to. He is a hunchback with small lower limbs, but he has a disproportionately larger upper body with hands and arms that seem far too big for the instruments. As for his features, his nose and mouth seem set at odd places on his face. Yet he draws little notice. The people are fixated on the girl as she spins on one leg, her head pulled back and gazing to the heavens, making each circle faster as her companion plays a quicker pace. Hands in the crowd clap with the melody.

      The music abruptly halts mid-note. The girl twirls in silence and then pauses mid-turn, her face cocked to the side, and—just for a moment—she smiles right at me. It is the first warm look I have received in this city. With a shrill note from the flute pipe, the music returns, and she resumes her dancing.

      We depart.

      The pack has grown heavy, and I grow tired of carrying it. I want to throw it down and run. I don’t like this city. I don’t like my companion. I wonder what has happened to Bartolome.

      We enter a narrow alley that is walled on both sides. No one is here—these are the rears of the buildings. Here, there is an open trench for the sewer, a watery muck that is a muddy mix of sewage, shit, and pea.  The stench is horrible.

      We follow it. I now see a half-arch in the arena wall, out of which the trench flows.

      “The Cloaca Maximus,” I say under my breath, thinking of the great canal in Rome.

      “You’re well educated, Maddalena,” Jai Ling says.

      “It stinks here,” I say. “Worse than the streets.”

      Jai Ling laughs. “It does, my child, doesn’t it? That helps keep out the undesirables. But we’re not undesirables, are we?”

      She looks backward. A few people scurry past the top of the alley, but no one pays us any interest. Above, the windows are shuttered, no doubt because of the disgusting odor. Jai Ling pulls two cloths from the bag on my back and ties one cloth around my face, just over my nose. It has been scented with something I can’t tell—like a lemon, but very strong. It weakens the stink from the pit. Jai Ling wraps another around her face, makes me pinch my nose, and then she jumps into the trench, pushing me with her.

      Immediately upon entrance into the chamber, the air becomes drastically cooler. My pattens become stuck in the muck. Just inside the entrance, there is a stone ledge running along the side of the sewer wall, something not apparent from the outside.

      Jai Ling lifts me onto it and then pulls herself up. We’re only an arm’s length over the trench, but at least we are not in the filth. We scurry a short way and soon outrun the farthest reach of the daylight. The stone is slippery under our feet, but it is better than wading in the city’s manure. The dark has engulfed us. I call out to wait. Jai Ling lights a torch, and she pulls my wrist.

      We make our way through a series of vaults and passages through which sewage flows. Thank God for the lemon-scented cloths! Still, I am beginning to feel sick. I sense we are moving upward. We reach a small, damp chamber that is away from the river of filth. Jai Ling tells me to lower my bag, then lights a candle that has been put in the room. She puts the torch in a sconce, drops everything else she was carrying, and begins to undress. As she does so, she takes my bag. It is filled with clothing. She hands me a pair of low boots and hose and, laughing, tells me that these are a present, and to put them on because my feet stink. I sit down and peel off my clothes, which smell of waste. Jai Ling tosses me a linen cloth to wipe my face and hands, which I do, and then I put on the new hose and boots.

      At the same time, Jai Ling strips off her clothes and dresses in a stockinette shirt and leggings with stirrups on the bottom, all black, and a pair of boots. I have never seen such a dress on a woman. In the shadows of torchlight, I see she ties her hair back with a piece of cloth and smiles at me. Then she wraps a cloak around her and tugs me along.

      “This way, Maddalena.”

      We pass through the dark. The torch has been left behind. It is as if night had fallen.

      Ahead, I hear noise. The sound of people. We emerge from a seam in the wall. It is a large hall—no, a corridor, with people running about. Large archways lead to the outside. I see great stairways jammed with people. Everyone is looking towards the arena, and no one notices us.

      We move quickly. Jai Ling stops and tilts her head to the right. Two young men are walking by, one with his arm around the other, both very handsome, both laughing. One takes no interest in us, but the one with his arm around his companion looks back. His face is beautiful, his features sharp and olive-skinned, but in his eyes there is a look of fear and hatred. It is only for an instant, and then he turns. Both men continue laughing.

      I look at Jai Ling. She clutches the handle of her dagger.

      Strangely, at that moment, I understand.

      “That boy,” I say to her, “he’s a vampire, isn’t he?”

      “You are a very perceptive girl, Maddalena.” She releases her grip on the blade. “But we’ve no time to deal with his like. Let’s go.”

      We continue to move through the people, but unlike in the sewers below, Jai Ling stays behind me.
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        * * *

      

      The small girl dwarf who was dancing earlier, known as Trippetta, stood by her horse, a young, swift gelding. Her arms were wrapped around Uwe, the other dwarf, he of the great upper body strength. He gently but firmly pushed Trippetta away. She resisted a moment, then released her embrace. She wiped a tear with her dainty hand and gave him a kiss on his cheek.

      “Good luck,” she said, mounted her horse, and gently kicked. Although Trippetta was a tiny figure, she handled the reins skillfully, and the horse responded to her direction and galloped down the empty street. Uwe watched her turn a corner. Then he climbed up a drain pipe to the roof of a building and began for the arena, navigating among the rooftops.

      For her part, Trippetta rode out through the front gates of the city unnoticed.

      A small woman riding her horse gently along the outside of the kingdom’s walls might on some days have elicited some notice, but not today, when a trial was to be held in the arena. Trippetta rode close to the exterior of the highest walls in the kingdom, which attached in the rear to the arena, forming a border to the outside world. The sun was coming up behind her. Someone would have to look directly down to see her, and even if they did, what would they care?

      But looks can be deceiving. For though young in appearance, and often childlike in demeanor, Trippetta was over twenty years of age. She paused her gelding at one part of the outside wall of the arena. The granite stones were well cut and laid. Granite is a hard stone, very hard; mortar, which is used between the stones, is made from lime, soil, and water, not so much. Trippetta leaned forward and saw the holes that Uwe and she had dug into the mortar two nights ago. They had packed these holes with Uwe’s own concoctions, a flexible putty material. She moved her horse further along. More X’s. Then, a circle, at the base of the wall. Farther along, another, and then another. Then two more circles higher up, and a final two, the highest of all, dug into the granite.

      The sun was now right over the tip of the arena. There might be a guard posted on the ramparts above, but if there were any, they were looking inward. The sun shielded her. For a long distance, at least a six-minute ride at full gallop, there was nothing but white sands and some brush. A veritable kill zone that had been created by the barbaric king’s barbaric ancestors long ago. Out on this plain was a small group of people on a wagon, with horses nearby. They seemed to be working on a broken wheel.

      Trippetta cupped her hands over her eyes and saw a tall African man stand up and wave to her.

      “Hope you’re right, Mansa,” she said.

      She pulled from the shift she had on over her dancing outfit several sticks with sulfur tips coated by a dried mix Uwe made from powdered sand.

      “Fire sticks,” she said, and dismounted. She struck a fire stick against the granite wall, and a flame sparked from the clay tip. Then she inserted the stick into the farthest hole on the right at the bottom of the wall. The mixture of sulfur and other chemicals began to sparkle.

      Trippetta methodically went to each hole and lit each one. Then she mounted her horse and lit the two middle holes, waiting each time to be sure they were sparkling. For the highest two, she had to balance herself atop the horse’s back and rise on her toes—for Trippetta, a relatively easy task.

      With the last hole burning, she sat on the horse and watched the sparkles coming from the walls, burning into the rock.

      Trippetta giggled and clapped, quite proud. Then she rode out onto the white sands towards the wagon, which, if anyone noticed, now had all its wheels fixed.
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        * * *

      

      Going upward through the great arena, steadily pushing Maddalena before her, Jai Ling was conscious of her surroundings but focused her eyes in front of her. People were running back and forth, crowding the archways to see a glimpse of the trial. Jai Ling did not notice a woman wearing a black wool cloak, covered by a hood, observing from a recess in the exterior wall of the arena. The woman was breathing deeply—the morning sun was warm, and her covering made her warmer. Without it, she could move better, but she did not want to be observed. She marveled at the gracefulness of the Oriental woman working her way through the crowd.

      “Jai Ling. What a pretty name.”

      Damn.

      Elizabeth had only meant to touch the woman’s mind gently, not comment or speak.

      But the thought had come out.

      It was a mistake on Elizabeth’s part. Quite lazy, really, but she had not mastered the nuances of mind-reading. Jai Ling flinched and cast a sharp look to her left, pausing for an instant, but then kept moving.

      Elizabeth realized she herself was vulnerable here. The Oriental was strong, a vampire killer, someone to be reckoned with. Oh, she could bite several others and turn the entire place into a carnage house, but getting the girl out of here alive would be impossible.

      But she was close to the girl. And the boy was near too.
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            LADIES AND TIGERS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        MADDALENA

      

      

      My God. I’ve never seen such a spectacle. It is as a great bowl, or circle, with arches spaced apart. The circle is filled; the entire city must be here. There are people everywhere. Most of the circle is open, but at the far side, directly across from us, is a large covering where, underneath, sit some people with colorful clothing. It looks like there are many soldiers surrounding them.

      I am standing in a hall at the top of this great arena. It is a giant bowl and rivals the Coliseum of Rome. There are archways all along the top, supported by columns shaped in the form of gods. In the one below us, a goddess holds a large vat with fire burning in her hand. The flames flicker at the edge.

      Jai Ling goes to a stone gargoyle statue and reaches behind it. She pulls out a large package wrapped in black blankets. She unfolds the blankets. There is a crossbow, a longbow, a quiver, and a small vial of liquid. The arrows are strange—there are small pouches tightly wrapped around the shafts of each one, and a wick is attached to each pouch. Jai Ling takes the longbow up and pulls its cord, testing it. She then takes the vial, opens it, and wets the bow strings with the liquid. After this, she holds the bow to her ear and pulls the string again, and the rhythm of the bow sounds different.

      “Much better.”

      “You just found that?” I ask.

      “No,” she answers. “It’s a present left for us from a little friend. Best he could find in here. Hope it is accurate.”

      Jai Ling has laid my bag down. She opens it and pulls out a bunch of short sticks and lays them beside the arrows. Some are wooden, some are metal. They are tubes and have a wick standing out, just like on the longer arrows.

      “Arrows?” ask.

      Jai Ling smiles, wets a finger, and runs it up and down one of the arrows.

      “Bolts, actually. Arrows are fired by bows, and bolts are for crossbows. These are our presents for the king, Maddalena. It’s something special that comes from my home. He’s going to get a real bang out of it.” She looks at me. “It is going to get dangerous soon, Maddalena. You can leave and take your chances, if you want, or stay with me. It’s up to you.”

      “Where would I go?” I ask.

      “I don’t know. But it is your choice to stay. Make sure you don’t get the arrows or the bolts too close to the sunlight. We don’t want them to get hot.”

      I hear trumpets. I rise back to the portal. Two men stand at the end of the arena to our right. The sun beats on them. They are distant, I can’t make out their face, but one seems anxious, looking in many directions at the crowd, while the other stands stolid.

      I feel Jai Ling beside me. She is holding the longbow and has an arrow drawn.
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        * * *

      

      Dioneo stood at one end of the arena, a few feet to the left and slightly behind Ricciardo. The crowd’s cheers rang in Dioneo’s ears. In his mind, the crowd could be broken into three groups (he’d had plenty of time on his hands to think about such things while in the dungeon). One, probably the smallest group, was appalled at the “trial.” In almost every crowd, there was always some humanity, and no doubt some peasants and, to a lesser degree, nobles, were here solely out of fear of possible retribution that could come from not being present. Ricciardo was a native here. Surely some sympathized with the young man’s plight, having committed the most egregious crimes imaginable in this kingdom, that of falling in love with the king’s daughter. Or perhaps, as Dioneo said, at least thinking he had fallen in love.

      Then there was also a second group, those who probably loathed the young lover. Ricciardo was a good-looking boy who’d had the audacity of actually romancing the most desired beauty in the kingdom. Whether jealous of his appearance, his boldness, or his (apparent) success in wooing the princess, Lucrezia, these people were hoping to see Ricciardo receive his just “reward” at the jaws and claws of the tigers.

      And still others fell into Dioneo’s third group. They were the ones who were content to go along with the festivities. These people had been indoctrinated into the ways of the king and his penchant for “creative” justice. They neither hated nor loved Ricciardo, but looked forward to the spectacle of the arena. And what would happen, indeed? It would be interesting.

      Dioneo squinted. Though still early, the sun was above the arena’s top level. The doors at the far end of the arena were placed at the eastern end of the oval. The rays blinded a defendant in the arena, prohibiting someone from seeing a tell-tale wiggle or jarring of one of the doors caused by a tiger throwing itself against it, although Dioneo thought it unlikely His Majesty would allow such an oversight to enter into his game. The doors were purposefully heavily carpeted to encase any sound within their chambers, and the tigers were held back by chains that released by the opening of a door.
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in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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