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CHAPTER 1

The clatter of breaking glass sounded close to my ear
and some of it cut into my arm.

“Jarvis Flowain!” I shouted, even as the clock rang
out ten at night, “You get off of me!”

At that moment the door opened. “Jonathan!” My
brother exclaimed from the doorway.

Wait a minute, if he’s at the doorway then...

My attacker stood and I sat up, scowling at my
brother, who still stood at the doorway.

”

“I'm sorry, your highness,” Sir Jonathan Thoran said.
“Goodness,” I exclaimed as he helped me to my feet.
“What are you doing here Jonathan? And why--"
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“I--there’s no time,” Jonathan said, “Jarvis--I mean,
your highness--the wine is poisoned.”

“Poisoned?” Jarvis and I said at once.
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“Why on earth do you think that?” Jarvis asked.

“I don’t think that, I know it--from the king’s own
mouth.”

“Why would Uncle do that--if he did at all?” Jarvis
asked, eying the liquid that lay on the floor and soaked
the side of his bed.

A knock came upon the door.

“Under the bed!” Jonathan hissed, shoving me towards
it.

I scrambled forward and threw myself down, getting
glass in the palm of my hand and wine soaked into my dress.

Jarvis opened the door. “Y-yes?” he stammered. Just
under the bed, I peered out but could see little; the cloth
on his bed blocked my view. Beyond the door the armored
feet of a soldier glittered in the light.

“His majesty, King John, wishes to see you
immediately.”

“I'm afraid that his highness was just on his way to
bed,” Jonathan said, his feet joining the others I could
see.

“If his highness is not presented, then the king will
want to see you, Jonathan, most loyal knight, who has no

reason to be in his highness’s chambers.”
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“All right: then I will come,” Jonathan said, stepping
beyond Jarvis, who took a few steps back. The door closed.
When the sound of receding footsteps died away I
crawled from my hiding place.

“Well,” Jarvis said. “What an unusual evening. Why
where you in my room, anyway?”

“Doesn’t matter now. What do you suppose we do now?”

“I propose going to bed.”

“Jarvis.”

“All right, then, m’lady, we can clean up this mess
first!”

“Jarvis, what I mean is--"

Jarvis’s sarcastic smile dropped from his face, and he
looked past me.

“What?” I asked.

“Shush.”

He scooped up the candle, advancing towards his bed
and the window that the canopies of his bed touched.

“"Well, I don’t see any--"” he started, but at that
moment the heavy cloth rustled and a figure filled up the

window, blocking off the stars.
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One of us screamed--I say Jarvis, and he says me--and
Jarvis dropped the candle. With a hiss and a splutter it
went out.

A thud followed by a crash sent me scurrying to the

corner of the room wondering; why is there no fire in the

hearth?

“You get away from here!” Jarvis said, followed by
the smack of someone hitting the floor, and a gasp of
breath.

“I'm not trying to hurt you!” A stranger’s voice
reached my ears.

“Oh, is that right? Someone said you were!” Jarvis
said.

“Why don’t you light the candle again?” The voice
asked.

“Yes, and then you will be able to see me. What a
beautiful idea,” Jarvis said in a sarcastic tone that
trembled.

“I swear by good King Mark that I will not hurt you!”

He swears by my father?

Jarvis remained silent.
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”

“I came with Jonathan,” the person said. “Your
highness? I--Ow!” a sharp crack accompanied his words,
followed by a great crash.

“Jarvis!” I shouted, “What did you do?”

“I've got him! Betsy, find the candle!”

Crunch! I stumbled over the shattered glass and
blundered into the table.

“Stay down!” Jarvis commanded.

“All right, all right...” someone moaned.

“Ow! Found some glass,” I said, as I searched the
floor.

“You are too close, Betsy; go out further. I think it
rolled by the window.”

“Oh, here it is. The holder is gone.”

“Yes, I know.”

I 1lit the candle and stood up.

A man of the castle guard lay on the floor, Jarvis
held his arms to the ground. A thin gash ran across his
head and blood socaked his blond hair.

He wore a mail shirt and leather jerkin; a sword hung

at his side. One of Jarvis’s hands still clenched the

candlestick.



Garner/Betsy Flowain/7

The light caught on the silver-plated table that lay
on its side. The glass strewn even further across the
floor crunched under my feet.

“All right, who are you?” Jarvis demanded.

“I am Philip Zarnor, and I tell you again that I am
here to help--not to kill you.”

“Well, we’ll see about that.” Jarvis reached for the
man’s belt and pulled the sword out if its sheath.

“Hey--what--?"” The man started to protest butfell
silent.

7

“Here Betsy,” Jarvis held out the sword to me.
“Hand me the candlestick first,” I said.
I placed the candle in it, set it on the side of the
toppled table, and then took the sword with both hands.
“Why should we trust you?” Jarvis asked.
“He didn’t draw his sword, Jarvis--"

“Be quiet, Betsy.”

And he’s of the castle guard I added to myself,

looking at the symbol stitched at his shoulder. He would

be beaten severely for leaving his post.

“Your sister has a point, your highness.”
“Well, she thought of it--not you. What do you have

to say?”
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“It doesn’t matter if she thought of it. It is a very
good point. And here’s another--”

With a sudden lurch the man freed himself from
Jarvis’s clutch and pinned him to the ground. He pulled
out his dagger. “The king wants you dead, Jarvis Flowain,”
He said, his breathing labored. “In this moment, I could
become of high station and quite rich.” The air of the
room felt thick, the scene before me unreal as I stared at
the gleam of steel against my brother’s throat.

“I believe that you should have the throne,” Philip
said, what seemed hours later; “I am here to help you.”

He stood and Jarvis struggled to his feet, his face
pale. The sword fell from my shaking hands and for a
moment we just stared at one another.

“Can you trust me now?” Philip asked.

I nodded. “I think I can.” Jarvis did nothing.

Philip reached for his sword; I placed my foot on top
of it.

He did something close to rolling his eyes. I chose
not to take offense. “I just hope no more of those men come
to this door. 1I’'m worried. Jonathan didn’t expect the

king to call for Jarvis.”
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“Why didn’t he? And what was Jonathan’s plan?” I
asked.

“There is a problem there. I don’t know all of it.”

“What?” I said.

“Oh, that’s just--just--wonderful,” Jarvis said,
breaking his silence.

“We must get you all out of the castle--that is what
he told me. I think he told more to James--but he must not
have been able to get away.”

“James?” I asked.

"My brother. Now--we need to get the others.”

“But--" I said.

4

“Just hold on a minute,” Jarvis interrupted. “You two
come in here in the dead of night, knock my sister over,
threaten me, and expect us to follow you like dogs to who-
knows-where?”

7

“I'm afraid so,” Philip began, “but your highness, I
swear—--"

Bang! The door crashed open, hitting the overturned
table before it went more than two feet. The candle

tumbled to the ground.

“For the love of Lavora!” Jarvis yelled.



Garner/Betsy Flowain/10

“Well, Philip Leara! Imagine meeting you here!” A
huge bulk of a man stood in the door, a savage grin
distorted over his face, a long scar on his left check.

Philip shoved me to the ground, grabbed his sword, and
swung around to face the other man.

A clash of steel sounded and the other man stepped
back a few paces, re-entering the corridor.

I screamed.

Jarvis pulled me to my feet, staring at the fight
going on.

Both swords glittered in the torchlight outside of
Jarvis’s room. Philip just managed to duck out of the way
of a slashing blade.

“Go!” He shouted.

“Where?” Jarvis asked.

“Go!”

Jarvis grabbed my arm and we ran to the door.

The other soldier swung round to stop us; Philip
careened into him. Jarvis leapt back, pulling me with him.
Both men fell to the ground.

Again, Jarvis pulled me along; he kept his head and

got us out of there.
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As we ran down the corridor the clash of swords came
again; it grew fainter and fainter.

7

“In here,” Jarvis grabbed my arm and pulled me through
a dark doorway.

“Now what do we do? We should have stayed!” I said,
gasping for air. “Wait until Uncle John hears of this!”

“Wait, Betsy. I believe him.”

“What?”

“What are you two jabbering about?” A harsh voice
broke through the silence and dark all around us.

We both started like rabbits and ran back out in the
corridor. Light showed from around the corner and the
sound of footfalls rebounded off the stone walls.

Jarvis clenched my arm, looking to the dark opening we
ran from, the light ahead, and the grayness of the corridor
behind.

“Back in!” He said; his voice a whisper but his tone
frantic.

I couldn’t seem to move, as 1s often true in
nightmares. “Come on, Betsy!” He said, his voice rising
in volume and earnestness. He pulled me to the doorway
before I regained the use of my legs.

We both tumbled in; tripping over each other.
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“Ouch!” A sharp cry came, and I cringed.

7

“I am Jarvis Flowain,” Jarvis said, “and I demand that
you shut your mouth.”

I crawled to the right; feeling my way along on the
smooth stones. They glowed with red light.

The noise of the soldiers’ feet and the clanking of
their armor resounded and echoed in the big stone corridor
they marched in.

I cowered to the ground, scarce daring to breathe.
The stones seemed to be made of ice.

At last the light faded; darkness again enveloped me.
“They’re going to get Philip,” I said. “What do you want
to do? Why do you even believe them?”

No answer.

Time stood still.

“Jarvis?” I whispered. “Jarvis!? Jarvis, where are

you?” I crawled towards the place I thought I had last

heard his voice. Fear pressed on my mouth; I could scarce
make my voice audible. “Jarvis! Jarvis! Please, don’t
hide!”

A scuffling sound. Tripping over everything; my
dress, the floor, my feet, I managed to regain the

corridor.
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I darted forward, heading for the distant light of a
torch.

What has happened to all of the torches in this part

of the corridor? The thought scared me.

Go to the soldiers. They aren’t that far awav.

Distrust of those soldiers built up inside me. Why
where they heading for my brother’s room anyway?

“The king wants vou dead, Jarvis Flowain.”

Clenching my teeth, I felt my way to the door of that
dreadful room again. I placed my hand on the wall, ran
around the circumference. I found it to be small; my hands
felt nothing along the walls.

“Jarvis!” I called, crawling on the floor, feeling
each way. No answer and no one there.

Mavbe he’s already gone to wake up the others.

Mavybe...Or mavbe, Philip spoke the truth...

I bolted from the room, and ran down the corridor, my
mind made up.

Finally I stood, panting and gasping, in front of
Roselatina’s door.

Holding my breath, I turned the handle with care, but
it still gave a metallic screech which soon accompanied the

creak of the door itself as it turned on its hinges.
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I grimaced at the sound but kept pushing the door.
The next moment I slipped in and closed the door behind me.
Roselatina’s fire glowed low, bathing the room with a
relaxing light. At least, it would have been relaxing if
there hadn’t been so many of the shadows I now feared.

I slipped past the servant’s cot and crept to the left
of Roselatina’s bed, the side nearer the wall.

I crouched down, touched her arm, and whispered,
“Rose,”

That woke her, as always. “What is it, Betsy?” she
asked, sitting up, rubbing her eyes, and squinting at me.

“Shh!” I breathed.

The door creaked.

I crouched to the ground, but did not have the time to
get under the bed.

Light streamed into the room, and I held my breath,
wondering who it could be.

Rose, be silent, I pleaded.

Heavy footfalls came closer and closer to the bed. I
gritted me teeth in the effort not to scream.

They stopped a moment and then the person got down, T
assumed, on his knees. Light shown through the thick cloth

that hung from Rose’s bed.
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The light vanished from under the bed and appeared
again in the room. The person walked all over the room,
armor clanking, and then the door closed with a decided
thud.

I waited only seconds before I popped up to meet
Rose’s pale face.

“What was he looking for?” Rose asked, her voice
trembling.

“Me--or Jarvis.”

“"What have you two done?”

"My royal highness,” someone said, grabbing my left
arm, “I wonder the same--and what are you doing up so
late?”

He pulled me back, out of the small space between the
bed and the wall. Rose gave a startled gasp.

“None of your business,” I muttered as I kneed him the
stomach.

He dropped me with a grunt of pain.

“Betsy!” Rose called, “Who’s there?”

“I don’t know,” I said as I ran to the other side of
her bed. “Get up!”

I tripped on something and fell down.

“Got you!” The man grabbed my hair as I stood again.
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“ow!”

I kicked backwards but hit the servant’s cot instead
of my intended target. It fell with a crash and the
servant screamed.

The soldier cursed and tumbled after her.

“What is going on?” Rose said; her wvoice high.

Another curse from the soldier and the servant
screamed again. The sound of a slap followed.

I rushed to Rose’s bed, although hope of escape all
but died within me.

44

“Rose, get up, I said, frantic.

The servant ceased her screaming and I assumed the
solider had dealt with her in a fashion similar to
Jarvis’s.

Rose grabbed my hand.

“Where did you go, you royal brat?” The soldier said.

Still holding Rose’s hand, I leaped into her bed,
pulling her along with me. We crawled to the other side,
swung out of bed, and ran.

A sharp crack resounded as the soldier crashed into
the canopy of the bed, shattering hours of workmanship.

We continued to run, heading for the door, overturning

and crashing into everything in our way.
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Rose reached the door first; she yanked it open.

Glowing torchlight struck our faces and caused me to
blink.

Half a dozen armed soldiers stood outside.

“Oh!” Rose gasped, and we turned, thinking of running
back.

“Not so fast,” our pursuer said, as he blocked the
way.

I turned back to the other men. Y“Well, what do you
want?” I asked.

“Your highness, the game is over. It is time for you
to be in bed.”

“"I do not need to be in bed if I do not wish. I am
the daughter of King Mark, and my brother is heir to the
throne--"

“The good King Mark is no longer king,” the solider
answered in a mocking voice.

”

“Even so--"” I said, but I didn’t know what to say now.
The nerve that I had found for a brief moment vanished as I

stared into the face of the soldier holding the light.

“Back to your room, your highness, and after you get

there you can tell us where the rest of your troublesome

little family has gone.”
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“That I do not know,” I said, no doubt as confused as
they.
“We’ll see,” the man said, smiling down on me. “We

shall see.”

CHAPTER 2

A knock sounded on the door. “Your highness?”
“Come in.”

Silly formalities. I was 1in trouble and I knew it.
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Jonathan entered; closing the door behind him.
“Jonathan!” I exclaimed, “How--"
Jonathan frowned and placed a finger on his lips.

“Now,” he said in a loud voice, “Your highness, why

where you dragging your siblings through the castle and

scaring servants out of their minds?” Then, in a quick,

low,

loud.

as I

voice he asked, “Where is Jarvis?”
“I don’t know,” I whispered.

7

“Well that is a sad excuse,” Jonathan said, back to
“Where is your royal brother?”
“I don’t know,” I said, sounding as innocent and naive

could, “It was his idea.”

“Oh, was i1t?” Jonathan continued. Marylyn? Thomas?

He mouthed afterwards.

I shook my head. I don’t know.

“Then where is he now?” Meet Philip?

"I tell you, I don’t know.” Yes.
Jonathan strode back to door and opened it.

“She denies knowing anything,” he said before he shut

the door.

If that is all than they sure are dumb, I thought.

Either that or they just believe everything Jonathan says.

How did he get out of King John’s throne room?
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The door opened again; Jonathan entered once more.

The heavy receding tread of someone moving away could
be heard outside my room.

Jonathan went to the far end of the room, near the
window, and beckoned to me. I rose and walked over.

7

“I convinced him to leave,” Jonathan said in a low
voice. “But one never knows when they will start to play
the wiser.”

“How did you get out?” I asked.

“Never mind that now--I have, well, influence. What
went on between Philip and you two?”

I told him of our conflict with Philip and the ensuing
conversation.

When I finished Jonathan frowned. “That’s strange.”
He said at length. “The troop of soldiers that went to
Jarvis’s room said nothing of two men fighting and they
hadn’t sent a man ahead of them; but there was one near the

”

room, unconscious. I wonder--"” Jonathan paused and looked
at me, uncertainty in his face.
The door opened and both of us started, and looked to

see who dared to interrupt us.

“Have you finished, Sir Jonathan?”
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“Nearly. I thought I told you to stay away so that
she may tell the truth.”

“The King grows impatient.”

“As you do. I am almost done. You can wait until
then.”

The man scowled and closed the door.

“What else is there?” I asked.

“Nothing I can think of at the moment. Except one

thing--you said that Philip had the castle guard symbol,

not otherwise?”

“Yes, he did. And he told us his name was Philip
Zarnor--but...the other soldier called him Philip Leara.”

“All right. I think you will need to stay here, your
highness.”

“I think so too,” I said with a small smile.

Jonathan did not smile back. He looked very deep in
thought as he walked back towards the door.

“Well, my Lord Impatience. I have finished,” he said
in a carefree voice.

“"And the result?”

“Meager, but it is for his majesty the king to hear
the verdict.”

I went to my bed.
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When I awoke again sunlight streamed through my high
window.

I stood up at once, and advanced on the door. I
crouched down and put my face to the cold stone, in an
attempt to see out. Straight in front of my gaze an iron-
shod foot moved, and a great sigh came.

I scurried backwards, and sat down in my most
comfortable chair.

I yawned. Today would be interesting, to be certain.

I got up and headed for the fire, seeking the warmth
of its flame.

What happens now? I wondered, reaching out my hands.

Jonathan has interrogated me, but they didn’t learn much.

Mavbe they won’t think it is enough. What if someone

besides Jonathan tries?

The thought made me restless. What would I do then?

I don’t know where Jarvis is, so I can’t betray him that

way.

But I know what we were planning to do.

Sort of.
I stood back up but my mind would not rest.

“Where is your noble brother?” I asked in my head.
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“I don’t know--"

The door opened and a girl entered, holding a wooden
tray covered with intricate carvings and laden with food.

“Here is your breakfast, your highness,” she said, her
voice soft.

”

“I see--uh... I said.

”

“Lilly. My name’s Lilly,” she said, growing a little
red.

After I finished my quiet meal she helped me get
dressed and then said, “Here is your needlework, my lady.
I was told that you aren’t to leave your room today, except
maybe for dinner.”

"I understand. You may go; I do not need your help
anymore.”

After she left I rose and crept to the door. I could
hear nothing.

I went back to the fire; doubt and fear again taking

my thoughts. At last, a determination spread over me.

I've got to get out of here.

Jarvis is somewhere. Mavbe...mavbe...they might have

him. But it can’t be too bad if they do. What do they have

against him?
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They tried to poison him. What would stop them from

doing something else, just as drastic?

With a sudden realization, I remembered that no lock
had clicked after Lilly left. Perhaps they forgot about
the lock. Perhaps they thought me too castle-bred to
attempt to get out. Soldiers surrounded my door. But
could there be a way to get past them?

Part of me whimpered; and then what?

Then...then...

I rose to my feet, surveyed my room. Some devices for
coaxing the fire into flame lay against the stone wall of
the fireplace, I had needles and scissors in my basket of
ladylike supplies. Not much.

I picked up a two-pronged iron rod. It being much
heavier than I anticipated, I wondered if I can manage to
swing it at the head of one of those soldiers. Something
twisted in my insides at the thought of doing such a thing,
even if I could manage. I sank to the floor, gathering my
breath. I must try it. Jarvis’s life could depend on it.

What would vou do afterward, oh wise one?

“Your highness! What are you doing on the floor?”
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I jumped at the voice and looked up. Philip stood
before me; he wore a different uniform, and looked more
imposing than I remembered.

“Philip?” I questioned as I stood.

“No,” he said.

I cocked my head and studied him. “You--2"

“That hardly matters right now. The king wishes to
see you.”

“Does he indeed? I do not wish to see the king,” I
said.

The man continued; “The king wishes to see you, and
the king will see you, whether you want to or not.”

“Oh, I see,” I said, though I still studied his face.

“Come with me,” He said, and he held out his arm.

We walked out into the hall, but the soldiers guarding
my door did not challenge us or act as if the man leading
me oughtn’t to be there.

“Philip--" I began.

“Shush...” Philip whispered. “I am not Philip.”

Puzzled, I still followed him, but then we took a
wrong turn.

“Uh--we’re not heading towards the king’s chambers.”

“Yes, I know,” he whispered, and then he sped up.
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“Where are you taking me?” I asked.

“"To your brother. Hurry.”

I followed, half trusting, half fearing him, but
unable to change my position. He held tight to my arm.

We turned down another corridor and at the end of this
one Philip (after looking both ways) lifted a large
tapestry, revealing a door behind.

“Well!” I exclaimed but I got no further, as he
frowned at me.

The place we entered didn’t look that much like a
secret corridor; it seemed, rather, to be an abandoned
servant’s quarters--or perhaps a noble’s room. When Philip
opened a large cabinet it showed many clothes; long out of
style.

He got in among the clothes, shoving them out of his
way. Some looked like servants’ others like nobles’ and
all abandoned for obvious reasons; stains, tears, and poor
fabrics filled the most of that small space.

“Your highness?”

Feeling quite silly, I took the man’s hand and stepped
in among the clothes.

He reached over and past me to close the door.
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“What are we doing?” I asked, my voice muffled by an
ill-smelling garment that hung in my face.

A creaking, squealing sound interrupted my words and
some light entered the dark space.

“Come towards my voice, your highness.”

I shoved several dresses out of my way and the next
moment found myself stepping from the clothes into some
open space--or rather, falling, as the floor of the
corridor lay lower than I thought.

The light came from a candle that sat on a small
table.

“Now; can you tell me why you won’t use your real
name?” I asked.

“Even i1f it was my name, I would not use it just
anytime, but I tell you it is not.” He paused. “Philip is
my brother, and he would have done best not to tell his
name.”

“Then what is your name?” I asked.

“I suppose you may know, though I don’t know if--well,
never mind. My name is James Zarnor.”

“Thank you,” I said; feeling quite pleased with
myself.

“"May we go on now?”
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“When will we meet Jarvis?” I asked.

7

“Presently,” a voice said, and Jarvis stepped out into
the light of the candle, grinning. We both jumped at his
voice, and it became apparent to me that Jarvis had
disobeyed some instructions.

7

“Your royal highness,” James said, in a exasperated
voice. “You must learn to obey when Jonathan tells you to
do something--or not to do something.”

“But James, I made sure it was you--and my sister, of
course.”

“What if I had betrayed you? What if I had brought
her to get you to come out, while a whole troop of soldiers
wailt behind that door?”

Jarvis looked startled and stepped a few paces back.

“No, I haven’t,” James said a moment later. He
sighed. ™“I just want you to get the point. You wait there
and don’t let anyone in that Jonathan hasn’t told you to
expect, and who doesn’t know the password. Understand?”

Jarvis nodded, and it surprised me to see the

sincerity on his face. I expected a mocking glint in his

grey eyes.
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“Since fortune has decided not to punish you for you
rashness, here is your sister. ©Now I must go, to keep up--
well, appearances. Go back to Jonathan.”

Jarvis nodded again, this time less sincere.

James opened the door again, and went through it.
Jarvis and I just looked at each other for a moment.

“Well. I suppose you have now met the cautious and
nit-picking James Zarnor?” Jarvis said.

7

“Jarvis,” I said.

“No, no, don’t take it that way. I like him. 1It’s
just--well, it is just plain boring being disappeared like
this, and I want to leave every once in a while and explore
the corridors, the hidden corridors, mind you, and he is
dead set against me doing so.”

“He is also right, if you have read any history at
all.”

“"Of course I have, but how could have say--oh, I don’t
know, dozens of the kings, surely, have upset usurpers and
defeated betrayers if they had hid in a room with their
younger siblings?”

“Siblings??”

“Oh, he didn’t tell you? We were able to get Mary and

Thomas down here too.”
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I breathed a sight of relief, but couldn’t resist

adding, “But most of those rulers were not twelve years of

“How about the ones who were thirteen years of age?
I'11 be thirteen before you’re ready for it, dear sister.”

“Oh, let’s just drop it. Where are we to go?”

“Straight there, as Sir James said.”

He picked the candle up, and we both walked forward.

We walked on a strip of rug, very worn and faded, so
faded I couldn’t tell what design it held.

I wondered why even a worn strip of rug graced the
floor of a hidden corridor until we walked across some bare
stone. In the silence, with no sound of servants and no
guards, our footfalls clunked and echoed. I grimaced and
tried to step lighter.

The light illuminated very little of the corridor
around us, but it caught on spider webs and the walls;
ragged strips of some kind of wall covering hung and
appeared to sway in a nonexistent wind.

We continued our journey, turning left and right or
going straight, skipping corridors that opened on either

side of us.
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Some of the archways soared above our heads, others we
had to duck to get through.

Jarvis stopped, two corridors branched off in front of
us, and he looked at them with intensity.

He muttered something, and then chose the right-handed
corridor with an unsure air.

“Uh--Jarvis?” I asked. ™“Are you sure of your
direction?”

“Oh! Just let me think.”

A door came into view on our right.

“Let’s check this one out.” Jarvis said.

“Check it out? You don’t know where it leads?”

NN

“Jarvis, don’t. Maybe we could go back and--"

“I need to get my bearings. If I can see what is
behind that door, than I will be able to take us where
James wanted us to go.”

If T only paid attention! I thought. Jarvis’s

complete lack of a sense of direction baffled me. I should

have known better than to just lean on Jarvis’s directions.

4

“Jarvis, no,” I said. “Think of what James said.

Anything could be behind that door.”
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“"Well, do you know the way to the place you haven’t
been to?”

“Well, no--"

Jarvis placed his candle on the floor, went up to the
door, and opened it.

The door squealed in protest, as did all of the doors
of the castle.

A scream followed. Jarvis jumped back, pulling a
servant girl of about his own age out through the door. I
rushed forward and closed it with a bang.

“Oh, do be quiet!” Jarvis pleaded, as he clamped his
hand over her mouth.

“Lilly!” I gasped.

“You know her?”

“Yes, she waits on me in the mornings.”

“Great, great. I’m sure Jonathan will be very pleased
to have a captive.”

“Well, do you know were we are now?” I said.

“"No. I didn’t have a chance to look.”

“Then, make her tell us,” I said.

Jarvis nodded, I helped them both to their feet, and

we began walking. Jarvis kept his hand over her mouth.
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She remained very compliant and walked without trying
to escape.
“Just keep this up and you shall remain in my good

4

favor,” Jarvis said.

“Now, I think we are far enough. Listen, Lilly, if

”

you get too loud we may have to do--something,” I said.

“Knock her on the head, of course,” Jarvis said,
without any graciousness.

“Do you understand?” I asked.

She nodded.

Jarvis lifted his hand, and she looked to me.

“Do you understand that you are not going to be able
to go back to your duties for awhile?” I said.

“"I"711 get it hot if I don’t,” Lilly pleaded.

“I'm sorry about that, but we simply can not have you
blabbing about this,” Jarvis said.

“Jarvis, need you be so rude?” I asked.

“I can be as rude as I want. I’'m next in line for the
throne of Triendo.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Are you rather conceited?” Lilly asked. Jarvis’s

face got angry.
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“Lilly, you mustn’t speak like that,” I interjected,
fearful of what Jarvis may do next.
“I'm sorry,” She said. “It just popped out of me.”

4

“I could pop you too,” Jarvis grumbled.

“Jarvis,” I protested, stifling my urge to laugh,
“Lilly, where were you in the castle?”

”

“King Frederic’s old room, she answered.

My eyes filled suddenly with tears.

“Why there?” Jarvis asked, in a choked sort of voice.

"I was told to go there, and clean out the closet.”

“Oh dear,” I said, blinking hard. “You don’t
suppose--2"

“We have to get back to that room!” Jarvis said, and
he began down the corridor at a quick pace.

I ran to catch up with him, holding to Lilly’s arm.

“Did they say why?” I asked her.

“No, I was just told to take the clothes out.”

“That is not good,” I said, and we all began running.

“Here it is!” Jarvis said, sooner than I had
anticipated.

A door stood before us.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I'm sure!”
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He knocked a complicated pattern on the wood, and the
door opened.

“Jarvis, there you are! Good heavens you had--"
Jonathan started and then, “Who is she?” He asked in a
sharp voice.

7

“No time for that now,” Jarvis said. “Jonathan, this
girl was sent to clean out Frederic’s closet. It opens
onto one of the corridors.”

“I know that, but--what were you two doing over
there?”

7

“Jarvis got lost,” I said, when Jarvis did not answer.

“Philip?” Jonathan said, and he walked away from the
door.

We followed him into a small room with three
mattresses stacked up in a corner. A door of wood and iron
stood at the opposite end. The space held Marylyn, Thomas,
and Philip.

“Betsy!” Mary and Thomas said, running towards me.

Philip came towards us, “What is it, Jonathan?”

“"They may be on to us. Come on.”

Both men soon left us, though what they hoped to do I

couldn’t even guess.



Garner/Betsy Flowain/36

As we stood looking at each other the doorknob clanked
and the door swung open.

Jarvis gasped; I prepared myself for anything.

This man’s hair showed black beneath his helmet, his
brown eyes stared at us; he wore more armor than Philip,
James, and Jonathan put together.

“Who are you?” Jarvis demanded.

“Who am I?” The man repeated in a gruff voice, trying
to hide his surprise, I did not doubt. “Who are you?”

Jarvis stiffened.

“"I do believe it would be better that we hear your

”

answer first, good soldier.” It surprised me as much as
anyone when these words came out of my mouth.

The man scowled at me, but I walked up beside Jarvis
and stared back; not scowling perhaps, but meeting his
gaze.

“I don’t go giving my name to just anyone,” he said.

4

“And neither do we,” I said, 1in a calm voice.

Marylyn and Thomas got up and went to the other door,
and Jarvis grasped my arm, pulling me as he backed up.
Lilly grasped my hand and we all backed up together.

“Where are you going, my royal friends?” The soldier

asked, in an unkind voice.
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Thomas and Marylyn opened the door, and Jarvis
shouted, “Run!”

This, although it may seem that I ought to have
expected it, surprised me, and it seemed to take a great
while before I got myself turned 180 degrees, running the
opposite direction.

The door slammed behind me, leaving everything in
total darkness. Jarvis fumbled with the lock.

I jumped up, leaned against the door, and gritted my

teeth. Come on, Jarvis...

“There!” Jarvis shouted.
“You run fast for little shrimps!” The man’s voice
came to us, a growl of anger.

Shrimps indeed, I thought, he must have been six feet

tall.

“Now what?” Lilly asked.

Blows shook the door, but it sounded as if there were
little chance of it giving in any time soon.

“All right,” Jarvis said, with a sigh. “We need to

44

go.

“We don’t have a candle,” Marylyn said, sorrowful.
“Yes. They should have stocked us with one. But we

must go anyway. Everyone grab hands--"
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“Jarvis, where are we going?” I asked.

“Somewhere else, of course. You don’t want to be
around when he breaks through, now do you?”

“Well, no, but couldn’t I have a bit more of the
plan?”

“Betsy, this is the plan. We’re going down a tunnel
to get our horses and get out of here because someone has
discovered us, and Jonathan and Philip aren’t here to

7

advise us,” Jarvis said, all in a rush.

“Jarvis, I'm not just going to leave the castle
because one man has gotten through. What if he is a
friend? He got through the door all right.”

“The door was unlocked, like it shouldn’t have been,”
Jarvis said, “I was a fool to forget it. Jonathan said
that we must go.”

“Go when?”

“Betsy!” Jarvis said, exasperated, “Go if someone gets
in that doesn’t know the knock and who seems very surprised
at finding you. We don’t want to need to go. 1I’d rather

stay in there, as a matter of fact. But now we’ve got to.

Now, Betsy, please--oh no!”
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The sounds on the door stopped. Everyone fell silent.
The sound of footfalls echoed through the other room, and
the door shut.

“Oh dear, come on Betsy!” Jarvis’s hand landed on my
arm. "It may be too late already.”

Fear awoke in me at those words. For a moment I
couldn’t move, and then Lilly grabbed my other arm and we
all stood.

”

“Now, let’s go,” Jarvis said, sounding more confident
then I felt. We walked forward, a long human chain.

At length the sounds of Jarvis fumbling with a
doorknob came. The door opened, protesting, and I moved
forward, bumping him.

44

“No, no,” Jarvis said. “We need to get down, and
crawl forward.”

I lowered myself to the cold floor with caution and
moved forward.

I wondered of a sudden why Lilly chose to follow us,
instead of getting back to the people of the castle.
Seeing no harm in her coming along, I said nothing. Jarvis

let go of my arm, ordered Thomas and Marylyn to come up to

him, and we moved forward again.
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Jarvis’s voice came back to me, sounding contained in
a small space; “Are you still there, Betsy?”

“Yes.”

At length I felt the stone of the roof of our
corridor, if it could be called such, at my back. The
floor sloped downwards at a steady rate.

“Everyone still there?” Jarvis asked.

7

“Yes,” we all said.

“Who’s that?” Jarvis asked in a sharp voice.

“Why, don’t you know?” I asked, though there was no
good reason why he should have, “Lilly is here too.”

“Great,” Jarvis said, in a voice suggesting that he
didn’t think it great at all. “We may need to crawl back
out with her, and leave her in the other room, tied up or
something.”

This surprised me. “But Jarvis, why can’t she come?”

“Because the provisions aren’t enough for her to
come.”

“I think we’ll have to just bring her with us. It’11
be only trouble if we leave her behind, because she’ll know
where we’ve gone. Besides that, we’ll waste ten or twenty

minutes taking her back, and all that. And think of all

she knows!”



Garner/Betsy Flowain/41

“I would like to come, your highness,” Lilly said.

“WThy?”

“Jarvis, let her come.”

“Fine, fine,” Jarvis grumbled, sounding preoccupied,
“she can come!”

“Thank you, your kind majesty Jarvis,” Lilly said,
making me smile.

“Oh, don’t get started,” Jarvis grumbled at her.
“Ow!--Well, here it is.”

“Here’s what?” I asked.

“Our way out.” He opened a door; at least that is
what it sounded like, though it must have been a small
door. I could feel the walls on either side now, and the
uncomfortable idea that I couldn’t turn around began to
creep through my thoughts.

When I moved forward again, rough wood brushed against
my sleeve.

“Is everyone through?” Jarvis asked, after a few more
minutes.

“Yes.”

“"T mean really and truly through. If a stone
collapsed right onto that door, would you be safe?”

“Yes, your highness,” Lilly said.
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I felt like laughing at his choice of catastrophe.

“All right, well here it goes.”

Wham!

The sound resounded through our close stone corridor,
echoing and re-echoing.

“What was that?” I asked, with a gasp.

“The stone that landed on our door, that’s what.”
Jarvis said, and I could hear his smirk. “Now, shall we
continue?”

The floor continued to slope downwards, steeper and
Steeper.

“I do say!” Jarvis said, “This must be it.”

There came another sound, like the opening of a door,
and then light flooded the tunnel. This came as quite a
shock, and my eyes closed of their own accord.

Forcing them back open, I peered past Marylyn and
Thomas, and saw Jarvis leaning over a hole in the floor. At
least that is how I first perceived it. The next instant I
saw it for what it was; a trapdoor.

Jarvis maneuvered for quite awhile in the small space
of the corridor, but at length slipped through, feet first.
Marylyn and Thomas followed in much less time, and so it

turned to me.
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I crawled up to it, and looked down. About seven feet
down Jarvis stood looking up. He moved aside, I got my
feet in front of me, dropped through, and landed so that I
collapsed, but did not hurt myself.

Lilly followed and grabbed the door, pulling it shut
behind her. Jarvis scowled as she dropped to the ground.

We all stood in a stone space the size of a horse’s
stall; some hay littered the floor. The whole space was
illuminated by a single lantern that sat on the floor,
looking quite out of place.

“"Where are we?”

“I don’t quite know,” Jarvis said, and he went to the
wooden door; also very much like that of a horse’s stall.

Jarvis opened the door, and then shouted; “What?”

He jumped forward, disappearing from our sight.

A thud followed.

It took only a moment, and silence again reigned.

Jarvis appeared before us again, his face pale.

“All right, now we really need to go,” he said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Someone was down here.”

“Was?”
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“Well, he still is, and he is resting comfortably, no
doubt, but why he is down here, and what he was doing, I
don’t know.”

“You didn’t expect anyone down here?” I asked.

“Why should I?”

“Well, what about the lantern...” I said.

“"I assumed James was down here. Foolish, but that is
what I guessed. The way they spoke of this place I thought
it was quite safe and hidden. Apparently it isn’t; which
is all the more reason we need to go.”

“What about Rose?”

Jarvis ducked his head. “I believe,” he said in a
soft voice, “We will have to leave Rose here.”

A horse’s neigh broke the silence following his words.

“I don’t want to leave Rose with the king!” I
protested. “What might he do if we all disappear?”

“We are disappeared.”

“If you don’t mind, your highnesses both,” Lilly
interrupted. “Your majesty,” she continued, to me, “I
don’t think there is very much chance of being able to warn
the others, without getting caught ourselves.”

“Ourselves,” Jarvis muttered.
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“Jarvis, do you know the plan Jonathan had for getting
Rose out of the kings’ grasp?”

“No. All I knew was that you were going to be brought
today, because it seemed dangerous for you to be at place
that the king could get you. I do not doubt that he will
think the same of Rose, but not as much. Did you tell her
about--well--the king’s plan?”

“I told Rose that we all needed to leave. Jarvis,” I
said, “where did you go to that night, where I had to go
wake up Rose?”

“Here, Betsy. James took me out of that small room.
He was the ‘servant.’ And he planned to return for you,
but you were gone. We need to leave now; Jonathan told me
this whole plan.”

“Why do you trust Jonathan on everything?” I asked,
the thought occurring to me in a moment that he may not be
trustworthy.

7

“Because of something he told me,” Jarvis said, and he
avoided my gaze. “He didn’t want you to know--yet. But it

is valid, Betsy. Can you trust me on this one? We need to

get out of here.”
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He brought his eyes up at last, and the expression in
his gaze startled me. What had happened to my brother?
What had Jonathan done to him?

“Do you think Jonathan may help the others get out?”
I asked.

“If it is in his power, he will, even i1if he risks his
own life. He told me as much.”

There were many stalls in the narrow corridor that the
lantern presented to us, and to my great surprise, they
housed our horses.

Twenty minutes later we were mounted and ready to go.
Even Lilly sat on a horse; though it had surprised me when
she said she could ride.

7

“Jarvis,” I said, an awful thought striking me, “It
can be scarcely noon. How are we to get out?”

It seemed to have occurred to no one else. We all
just looked at each other for a moment.

“Oh dear,” Lilly said.

“Jonathan said to leave as soon as possible. You
don’t suppose he meant leaving in the middle of the day?”
Jarvis mused.

“Surely we can’t just leave. They’1ll spot us--or just

you, Jarvis--and that will be the end of that,” I said.
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“What I would give for--"

Boom!

“Thunder!” Lilly exclaimed, her eyes wide.

Jarvis gave a loud sigh, and shifted his gaze
heavenward. “Thank God.”

We moved through the dark corridor littered with straw
coming nearer to the outside of the castle. The sound of
rain began to be heard.

Our horses now stood in front of the door that Jarvis
claimed led out onto the moat. He blew out his candle, and
darkness settled around us. It surprised me that Mary
remained silent.

I drew a rough cloak about me--courtesy of Jonathan’s
packing--and readied myself for a long, cold, ride in the
rain.

When Jarvis opened the door it crashed into the wall
of its own accord. The rain lashed in and the cold air
whipped about my face.

Jarvis mounted again, and urged his horse out the
door. True to what he said, the door led right into the
moat, and the horses were not eager to step off the ledge.
It felt awful, to just ride into the frigid water of the

moat, in full view of anyone on the walls.
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The door stood far from the drawbridge, out of sight
of the heaviest guard, and the storm provided wonderful
cover. It seemed almost to be night.

My horse, Shadow, shivered as she entered the water.
Marylyn began crying behind me. Her horse gave a short
snort that sounded loud even in the sound of the storm.

I could hear Lilly trying to comfort her, and I wished
now that I had taken Marylyn in front of me instead of
following directly after Jarvis. A splash sounded, and I
bit my lip, stopping a scream. Lightening flashed across
the sky.

Shadow struggled in the rough water, but we surged
forward, followed by the others. It took far less time
than I anticipated for us to get across the moat. I
breathed a deep breath of relief.

We had all agreed to follow Jarvis, because he knew
where Jonathan wanted us to go, even though none of us

wanted to go there.
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CHAPTER 3

Jarvis twisted in his saddle. “Did you hear that?”

“What?” I asked, shaking myself and looking at him.
I shivered.

The rain had ebbed but moisture still sparkled
everywhere. The forest loomed about a mile before us.

He reigned in his horse. The other horses snorted
behind as they were also stopped.

“What did you--" I began.

“Hssht,” Jarvis breathed.

We stood a moment, unmoving. The water dripped off
the trees, and then a burst of sunlight shot through the
clouds. A steady drizzle still fell, but now the road
glistened with the sunlight.

“What did you hear?” I whispered.
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“I don’t know, but I thought--” he shrugged. "It was
nothing, I guess. We can continue.”

After this I found myself looking over my shoulder at
the slightest noise. The light continued to increase, and
the rain to subside.

“Are we heading there, Jarvis?” I ventured, pointing
to the forest.

“Yeg——"

A horse snorted behind us, interrupting Jarvis. I
wheeled in the saddle. As if he decided that hiding was no
longer an option, a man on horseback rode into view, out
from behind a deserted cottage.

“Where are you going, young travelers?” He asked, and
for a fleeting moment I thought he asked out of
friendliness, and meant no harm to us. Then I saw the
glint of steel, and the sword that hung at his side. I now
heard the mockery in his voice.

“I asked a gquestion. Are you all dumb?”

“Go, Jarvis!” I said, and I set my heels into
Shadow’s side.

Jarvis’s horse leapt into the lead, soon carrying him
far ahead. The man kicked his own steed and started after

us, must spraying out from him.
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I looked over my shoulder and saw that Mary’s pony had
fallen far behind.

I slowed Shadow, my heart beating hard in my chest,
looking to Mary. Mary screamed as the man on his horse
pulled in close behind.

I yanked Shadow’s head around; she snorted at me.

I kicked her again and she ran back, back towards
Marylyn. Thomas and Lilly raced by; mud splattered in my
face.

The man rode almost at Marylyn’s side, he leaned out
of his saddle, and I realized he planned to snatch her out
of the saddle.

“Stop!” I shouted, and he looked up in surprise.

I could see his face in scary detail. He smiled in a
self-satisfied way and nodded with courtesy. But he did
not stop. The next moment he grabbed Marylyn around her
waist, and amid her screams pulled her up, across his
saddle.

Then he stopped, and I reined Shadow in.

What do I do?!

“You put her down!”

Her horse reared and took off.
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“His majesty, King John, wishes to see her. And you
too, as a matter of a fact.”

7

“I don’t have to do anything he says,” I argued. Keep

running, Jarvis. Go! If the king planned to be this

blatant in his search, then I didn’t know what he would do
if Jarvis were in his power.

“Good day to you then, your highness.”

“BetsEE!” Marylyn screamed.

”

“I'm coming, Mary, I said, and I dismounted, though
what I planned to do I didn’t know. A hand clapped over my
mouth, and someone drew me into gripping arms.

“Good for you, William,” The man holding Marylyn said.

0Of course there are more than one of them. Elizabeth,

vou’'re a fooll!

Another man appeared, and he mounted my horse.

“This will have to do, for now. They can’t live for
long in the forest.”

My spirits sank, I struggled to breathe in the iron
clutch of the man who held me.

They forced me to mount an old, slow horse with a bad

back and muddy coloring.
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As the horses started off, I tried to think of a plan,
and fight off the panic that rose with each step the mare
took.

Lilly, Jarvis, and Thomas reached the forest,

hopefully.

No, no, that won’t do. Surely they reached the

forest.

Does the king mean ill to me? He can’t be that brave

vet. He may be that brave. He could have me killed for

treason or——No. The substitute relative kings don’t have

that power. The people will revolt. Won’t thevy?

Don’t think like that. Can you get away now?

I looked around as best I could without raising
suspicion.
Half a dozen men escorted us, but what did that mean?

Did they follow us from the castle, or were they

tipped off by that other man?

New thoughts came into my mind; there was no reason to

puzzle out these mysteries. Could I break away from them,

run awavy?

On this old nag? That’s why thev put me on it, for

sure. Thevy’d catch me in a minute, unless...
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I thought and thought, hoping that a way of escape
would come to my mind. I could think of none besides just
turning the horse and bolting, and I knew already that that
wouldn’t work.

The castle loomed up in the distance. If we went in
there, what chance did we have of getting out again?

Run for it!

There is no place to go!

The horses quickened their speed.
Even as I thought again of escape, the soldiers closed
in closer around me, making escape even more impossible.

Give it up, my good sense urged me.

Maybe I could go up ahead of the soldiers, then turn
and run to the right...

I began to urge my horse forward, but she did not see
the sense in going faster than the others.

Come on, I thought, in desperate panic as the walls of
the castle rose ever closer.

Then I saw Marylyn, quiet and calm now. She thought
herself safe, because I came along on this venture. She
turned and smiled to me.

I can’t leave Mary. What will the king do to her—--and

Rose? And I can’t get away anvyway.
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I set my jaw, and determined to stay.
As we went over the drawbridge there came a slight
chance for escape. My guards fell to the side, and they

didn’t look to me. The nag I rode fell behind. I was last

of the company. I looked over my shoulder at the rolling
hills.

I'm staying with Marylyn and Rose. I’'m staying.
Staying.

I pressured the mare with my heels and rode under the
castle gate.

People around stared at us with questioning faces.

The soldiers helped me to dismount, as soon as the
drawbridge was up, and a servant came running up, her face
scared and uncertain.

“I--I'm supposed to take you to your room, your
highness.”

“All right,” I said, wondering what frightened her.

When we reached my room, she obliged me to change my
clothes, which I didn’t grudge doing at all. They were
splashed with mud and wet all the way through. The girl
took one look at the dress and decided it could not be

saved.
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“What now?” I asked her, as she helped me into a new,
clean, dress.

She started at the question. “I don’t rightly know,
miss. Oh, I mean--" she stopped, horrified and reddening.
“Your highness, please except my apologies, I didn’t
mean—--"

“That is fine,” I said, puzzled.

“Thank you, your highness. I’m new here, you see
and--well...”

“Do you have an answer though? I asked you a
question,” I said, bringing her back on track.

“I don’t know, there’s been an uproar over the
disappearance of your royal brother, and then you, and all
sorts of strange things have happened.”

Knock, knock!

We both jumped at the harsh sound on the door; the
girl ran to the door and opened it. Rather too fast, and
too wide, but I couldn’t blame her for that.

“Her highness, Princess Elizabeth Flowain, is wanted
by the King of Triendo, John.” The whole speech held a
ring in it that I didn’t hear among the normal servants.

It quite frightened me.
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”

“I will come, as soon as I may,” I said, hoping to
hide my fear. "My servant needs to do my hair and other
minor things first.”

The man nodded. “I will wait for you,” he said, and
then the servant closed my door.

“Oh, we must hurry, your highness, because the king is
waiting for you.”

7

“He can wait as long as he likes,” I said as I
attempted to gather my scattered thoughts.

What do I say to him?

“Your highness!” The girl gasped, but she said no
more. She led me over to a chair and began to work on my
hair at a fast rate.

“Don’t go so fast! It won’t look good at all if you

7

do it so,” I complained, as I searched for a way out of
this mess.

What do I say? Is it better to be blunt or...

“Your highness,” the girl said, as she finished piling
my hair, “you need to get up, because the king...”
“I know, I know. The king waits for me. He can wait

a little longer without too much harm to him.”

I can say Jarvis forced me to. No, that is the same

excuse I gave before. They will want to know where Jarvis




Garner/Betsy Flowain/58

is. I can tell them that I don’t know. But then they will

ask where he has been. How can I avoid a guestion like

that?

I stood at my door, though I did not remember walking
there, and the man, polite but firm, asked, “Are you ready,
your highness?”

I nodded, unable to speak. I entered the corridor.

He led me at a brisk pace.

Jonathan, where are you? I thought in despair.

We neared the doors to the throne room. So soon? We
could not have walked all that way already. But there it
stood, with soldiers protecting it. They made way for the
two of us, and the man flung open the door. We entered,
the doors swung shut, and I stood in the King’s throne
room; no one to help me, not a plan in my mind.

Many soldiers stood at the sides of the large space,
and half of them stood covered in shadows. _Someone,
please. ..

We walked up closer to the king, but I lowered my
head. I couldn’t bear to look at him.

I stared at the rich carpeted floor beneath my feet.

“Stand up,” the man that walked with me urged.
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I stood straighter, but let my eyes wander over in
every direction except the one ahead. Now I looked at the
shields adorning the walls, now at a soldier who seemed to
have a slight pity for me, but my gaze shifted forward as a
familiar voice said;

“Her highness, Princess Elizabeth, comes, your
majesty.”

Jonathan! I kept my mouth from dropping, but I still
stared at him. I knew that he held close counsels with the
king, but it still seemed strange for him to be up there
with the King, when he worked against him.

“Princess Elizabeth,” Jonathan said, his voice
reluctant, as if he knew that he must ask a gquestion but
wished very hard that he did not. I looked up into his
face, pleading, for what I did not know.

“Why does she not look at me, Sir Jonathan?” At that
moment, the self-satisfied voice of my uncle made my skin
crawl.

”

“I do not know; your majesty,” Jonathan answered, but
he soon turned to me again. “Your highness, where is your
royal brother?”

“I--" all of my thoughts fell to pieces, and a

desperate plan came to mind.
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I wavered and then sank to the ground, closing my eyes
as I did so.

A murmur followed, and in a moment someone lifted me
off of the ground.

I kept my eyes closed, and I felt myself carried away,
with the buzzing of everyone in the throne room discussed.

“She’s fainted!” Someone said.

“The poor child!” A female servant said, “Here, let
me take her.”

4

“No, I’ve got her,” Jonathan’s voice came to me.

Jonathan carried me all the way out the of the throne
room and quite far down the corridor. When I heard no
people, I opened my eyes, and almost at the same time he
set me down.

He grabbed my hand, and we both took off running,
though I knew not where we went.

He took turns that confused me, running through the
unused parts of the castle, and then I realized that
despite our odd way of getting there, we neared Frederic’s
room.

“Jonathan, 1s that safe?” I asked as we ran into the

room itself.
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“Yes, I know it is. ©Now, Elizabeth--"” His way of
addressing me sounded strange, and quite unnatural. ™I
need to go, right away. Go through that door over there,
like James took you through the other one.”

I nodded, showing that I understood, but became quite
frightened that he did not intend to come with me.

“Don’t go to the place where you all left from, but
try to get deep in. I'm sorry I can’t tell more, because I
really must go. If you hear anyone else, run, and keep
away from them. Oh, and Elizabeth--” he turned back from
the door, “The king is not your uncle.”

He then left the room, closing the door behind him.

The king is not my uncle! I thought; the room

appeared to spin a moment.

Go through Frederic’s door. I pushed past his

clothes, still hanging there, and tears welled up inside

me. I wouldn’t let them get through. Frederic, why can’t

vou be here?

“I'm going hunting, Bets, vou watch the others,

promise?”

“I promise. I'11l take care of them.”

“That’s my little sister...

Don’t think!
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I hit the back of the closet, and searched for what
handle I could find. ©None presented itself.

The king i1s not vyour uncle...

“Bets doesn’t mind-—-do yvou Bets?”

Yes, I do mind!

I found myself sobbing. Jarvis, Thomas, they were out
there. What would happen to them? Would they ever come
back?

“The king is shot...”

My brother is dead.

The back of the wardrobe swung open of a sudden and I
tumbled onto the stone floor of the hidden corridor.

I got up. I ran. I needed to get away from the

memories...
“Frederic, get off of yvour sister. It isn’t princely
to straddled a woman——-or girl...”

“Yes, mother. Bets doesn’t mind--do vou Bets?”

Stop, Frederic! Why did vou have to go hunting?

The king is shot.

I stumbled on a protruding stone and sank to the
ground.

Frederic, I want you back...the king is trving to kill

Jarvis and I don’t know what to do...
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“I love you Bets,”

“No!” I wanted to scream, but it came out in a

whisper, “you don’t love me or you wouldn’t have died...”

Foolish.

I awoke, I know not how many hours later, and sat up.
I rubbed my sore side, flexed my fingers, and straightened
out my sleepy left arm.

Now what?

Here I sat, in the dark, alone. For all I knew, the
king’s men may already know about this place.

Jonathan thought they didn’t. Could the reason that
Lilly cleaned out the closet have been different than we
thought?

The closet still held clothes.

Jarvis. Thomas. Where were they? What of Rose?

The sound of a door came to me, quite faint, opening
and then closing. I got to my feet, though my body
protested.

“Tf vou hear anvone else, run, and keep away from

them.”

Jonathan, how am I to run? I’'m going to see who it

is, before I decide to run.
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Don’t do it.

I ignored the second voice, and crept along the dark
hall. I didn’t think there could be a chance that I would
have the strength to run. I would see who stood in my
dominion before I decided if I should run or not.

Footsteps.

I jumped; my pulse guickening.

I got up, and, my back still to the wall, felt my way
forward. I always needed to feel my way in this place.
The darkness pressed close about me.

“Elizabeth?”

A whispered word, not far from me, and I started.

Jonathan?

“Your highness, it is only me.”

I started to speak, and then choked the words back
down. I needed to make sure. Anyone could say, “It is

44

only me,” and still be an enemy. How could I make sure?
I backed up; hit the stone wall with a thump. I bit
my lip.
“Elizabeth, I've told you this; the wine is poisoned.”
He used my proper name again, and, except for Philip,

he was the only person who knew of the things he spoke to

us that first night.
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”

“I'm--I'm here, Jonathan, I said, having difficulty
talking into the silence.

The next moment, a light appeared. Jonathan held a
candlestick in his right hand, and he lifted it in my
direction. I walked to him.

“I didn’t know what to do,” I said.

“That is exactly what I would have wanted you to do,
Elizabeth.”

“Why--" I began, thinking of asking for the reason
that he continued to use my name; no-one called me by it
since my mother died.

“Yes?”

I decided not to ask, and instead said, “I mean, what
is going on; out there?”

“A crazy search. You see, her highness fainted as the
beginning of her interview, and a trusted court advisor
carried her away, and soon came back, declaring that she
rested comfortably. But, when she was looked for again,
she had vanished! And not for the first time either, as
you may well know. So the before mentioned court advisor

was sent to the King of Revollin requesting assistance in

brainpower and searching parties.”
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I couldn’t tell if Jonathan told this as humor or just
as facts in his usual solemn frame of mind. Whatever it
was, I lost my chance to laugh at it long before I'd
puzzled it out.

“Now, Elizabeth,” he continued, “I need to be fair
with you. I’ve told your brother some, but I think you, as
the oldest, need to know all that you can take right now.”

“Does this have something to do with the fact that you
said the king is not my uncle?” I interrupted.

“Do you remember how your other uncle, Jonathan Siwel,
and his family were all killed on their way here?”

“Yes, by outlaws.”

“So it is said.”

My insides felt strange. “You’'re--you’re not...” I
trailed off.

4

“No, I’'m not your uncle,” Jonathan said and then he
began again, reluctant, “I'm--I'm your cousin.”

“What?” The word came almost before the thought.
“How can that be? My uncle and his wife and children were
killed by outlaws. You can’t be my cousin unless—--" I could
think of no way it made sense.

“Please, hear me out, Elizabeth. I didn’t plan on

telling you about this in quite the fashion it is taking. I
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am your cousin, and I am almost sure that my family was not
killed by outlaws but by--” he stopped a moment, seeming to
struggle. “The man who sits on the throne,”

“How do you know that?” I asked, though I still
couldn’t quite believe the story that Jonathan told.

“I do not know anything. I have many reasons for
believing that the king killed my family.”

“But where in the world where you if you weren’t
killed and why didn’t you come to the throne?” I asked.

“After the suspicious deaths of so many people I
wasn’t about to set myself in place to be murdered.”

“Why suspicious?” I said, not taking the warning that
Jonathan threw at me.

“Your highness, Elizabeth, think of your brother, the

king.”

“Bets "

“Rest, your highness, you must rest.”

I remembered all too well the paleness of my brother’s
face. $So white. His hair looked unnatural against the
white of his face. His freckles stood out: his eyes filled
with pain.

“Let me go near!”
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“Stay back, vour highness, vou will hurt him!”

“Is he going to be all right?”

“Of course, dear.”

“Don’t lie to the child!”

“He wants to talk to me!” I could see my brother

struggling to speak.

I stamped on someone’s foot, and tried to go forward
again, but still they kept me back.

“Bets...” The word trailed off into a whisper, and
Frederic’s head fell against the pillows. White. He

stared at me, but I knew he didn’t see me.

“Elizabeth?”

I started, but couldn’t answer, not yet. If I did it
would burst, everything would come out. I stared at the
floor.

“Your highness?” A hand on my shoulder. No one did
that to me. Not since...

“Leave me alone!” I whirled away from Jonathan, all
of the fear for my other siblings gone, all the thought for
plan, for the overthrow of the man on the throne. I felt

ten again, as if I had just seen my brother die. ©No, it
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felt all the worse now. I knew what death meant. Once
gone, Frederic would never come back.

Tears on my cheeks.

“Elizabeth, I'm trying to help--"

“Just go away, won’t you? It isn’t helping. I don’t
care about thrones or kings or even usurpers. Just leave
me alone!”

“Elizabeth, do you want to prevent the death of even
more people?”

“"Of course I do,” I snapped, but when I saw the look
on Jonathan’s face I stopped cold. “You don’t mean--" I
gasped. “He’s not going to--to--"

“I don’t know, your highness. But they are in his
power and many laws of Triendo have been bent and broken,
long before this.”

“How would he dare?” I asked in a slow and angry
voice.

“Look at this, your highness.” Jonathan held towards
me something that glinted in the light of the candle.

“It is my uncle’s--the king’s--necklace-thing. Or

7

whatever it is. I’'ve never really known,” I said.
“Here is what it really is, Elizabeth.” He took the

round object that hung on golden length of chain, and
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worked to pry it open, from a crack I only saw after he
began the process. He looked rather like someone prying
open clam shell.

At length, it sprung open, revealing a hollow little
round chamber. “It is not a fair thing on the inside,”
Jonathan said.

He held it out to me and I looked. Engraved across

the top inside part were these words;

I shall be King of Triendo.
Death to those that stand between me and my goal!

By my hand they shall fall!

I looked at Jonathan, my heart beating gquicker from
the terror of those words. His eyes held anger and sorrow.

Without words, he lifted a velvet bag or covering off
the bottom part, and I peered in, dreading what I would now
see.

Engraved in the space, a list met my eyes. The last

two names sparkled with newness of recent carving.

Mark Flowain

Frederic Flowain



Garner/Betsy Flowain/71

Jonathan Siwel
Mary Siwel
Charles Siwel
Judy Siwel
Henry Litonya
Gregor Nialliv
Thomas Jaray

Jarvis Flowain

I felt the tears come again, and then a surge of
anger. “He didn’t!” I shouted, and I threw the golden
thing to the ground. “My father? He killed my father?”

My voice sank to a whisper. “Oh, Jonathan, Frederic...”
Tears again, running down my cheeks, and I needed
something, anything, from the man who stood before me.

Jonathan reached his arms out, offering a hug. I
melted against him.

He said, “Elizabeth, I’'m not just a knight called
Jonathan. I am your cousin, Charles Siwel, and I will help
you in any way I can.”

After a few moments, I drew back, wiped my eyes, and
looked down at my bedraggled morning dress. The golden and

red threads wove in and out of each other, forming useless
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patterns. Still beautiful, but what did it matter? It
could not speak to me, only to others. “Ah, this is the
princess of Triendo.” Things that really mattered couldn’t
be inherited or put on. The really important things
sometimes couldn’t even be touched, but they needed to be
protected. I looked up at my cousin, my forehead
wrinkling. “I'm ready.”

“For what?” He asked in a soft voice.

“For--fight.”

CHAPTER 4
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“Charles, I’'m just supposed to stay there?”

“You need to be seen--I mean found--hiding in a room.
As you said before, it would make them very suspicious if
you where suddenly found back in your own room, which is
guarded by the king’s men. You can’t be found in here,
because they’ll search everything. Are you ready now?”

Though I still felt uncertain, I nodded, and pulled my
makeshift shawl around my face.

Charles listened at the door. “I don’t hear anyth--"

At that moment the door began to open. I dove under
Frederic’s bed.

“Hmm, hmmm, hmm,” A servant, I guessed, came in
humming some improvised tune.

Where is Charles?

Footfalls sounded, and the bed creaked. I held my
breath. The stones hurt my back. They seemed irregular
and badly cut, compared the ones I walked on.

You came in to do what yvou were told, now please

leave.
Light, pattering steps, as if she now walked on
tiptoes, and then the door closed. I started to roll out,

but I heard the sound of feet again. Whose feet?
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I stayed where I lay. If Charles spoke to me, I would
come out.

“Oh my!” A girl’s voice gasped.

“No, don’t run--"” Charles began, and there came a
sound of someone hitting a door.

I rolled out of my hiding place. “Rose!” I
exclaimed, and she spun around, dagger in hand.

“Betsy!” Relief washed over her face, and she lowered
the dagger to her side. I could see the fright on her
face, and the desperateness of whatever plan she tried to
carry out. She wore a plain, scratchy-looking dress, and
the head covering of a servant.

Then she seemed to remember Charles, and her shoulders

7

drooped. “He said that you got away,” she murmured.

“I did get away. Ch--err, I mean, Jonathan is on our

4

side,” I said.

“Who spoke with you?” Charles asked, his eyes bright,
he studied Rose.

“He didn’t tell me his name. He was a tall blond
soldier with green eyes. I wouldn’t have trusted him if he

hadn’t helped me past the other soldiers. He said to come

here.”
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“I haven’t had contact with J--him,” Charles mused,
“So I'm not sure what he’s trying to do.”

“Charles, I want you to take Rose with you,” I said.

“What?” Rose asked.

“Elizabeth...I still wish you would come with me.”
Charles protested. “I can get you out of here.”

“I told you that I wouldn’t go without my siblings--
and I won’t. I want you to take Rose to safety.”

“I won’t leave you, Betsy,” Rose said.

4

“Yes, you will,” I said. “I am in command of this
family and I order you to leave.”

Her eyes opened wide. “But the king--"” she began.

“I don’t care about the king. Go! Charles, didn’t
you say you needed to be off soon if you weren’t going to
attract attention?”

“Why do you keep calling him Charles?” Rose asked.

“Uuuh,” I said, shooting an apology to Charles with my
eyes. “No time for that now, Rose, you need to go--"

“Your majesty, I protest again. You should seek
safety. The king--"

“I know the king is most interested in me!” I

interrupted again, angry. “Do as I say; both of you! If I
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chose to stay here, that is none of your business, but if I
tell you to take my sister out of here, it is.”

“Your highness will remember that by law I am ruler in
Triendo at this time,” Charles said.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

Charles continued. “But I will take your sister with
me, when I start out for Revollin.”

Relieved, I nodded.

Charles opened the door and peered out, and then
motioned to Rose and me. I crept out, my heart beating
faster as I listened to the silence.

We all walked, creeping along the hall, heading deeper
into the castle. I started at the slightest noise.

All too soon, we saw a solider ahead of us.

We shrank into the darkness of a space between
torches.

Charles frowned, gazing with an intense look at the
soldier. Though my sister dressed as a servant, it would
only be a matter of getting close enough to see her face
for many of the servants and soldiers to recognize her.

We need another way out.

“Back,” He whispered at last.
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We rose and began creeping back the way we came.

“Jonathan? 1Is that you?” The voice made me start and
Rose gave a gasp. Charles shoved her in front of him, and
then proceeded to do the same to me. The light, though it
seemed way too bright, was quite dim, and the soldier far
away. He seemed to peering, uncertain of what he saw.

“Go, I’1ll cover you.” I whispered, shoving them both.

“Your highness--"” Charles started to protest.

“Now!” I hissed.

“Jonathan? If that’s you--where are you going?” The
soldier broke into a run. Charles and Rose whisked around
a corner. I took a couple of deep breaths.

I can do this.

“I'm not going anywhere!” I said, ambling forward. A
desperate urge to look over my shoulder built up inside me,
but I choked it down.

“"Who are you?”

I shoved the cloth on my head back, revealing my
cascade of golden--if a bit tousled--hair. I placed my
hands on my hips and stood up tall, giving myself time to
think.

“Do you not know my royal person?” I asked in a stern

voilce.
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“Your highness!” He exclaimed, eyes widening. “Where
have you been? There’s been a terrible uproar, the king is
frantic, and the queen sick with worry.”

“I think that it is customary to leave those questions

7

to the king or his closest advisors,” I answered, in a
haughty voice I would have rather not have used.
I gave him a moment to think, and after that moment

passed he reached out, unsure, and took my hand.

Inexperienced farm boy, I thought, a plan coming to my

mind.
I took a few deep breaths.

All right. Here i1t goes. I'm going to be vou,

Jarvis.

“Unhand me!” I said, I wrenched free of his grasp,
and began running down the hall--back from the way he came.
“What the--come back here!” He shouted; his boots

pounded on the floor.

As the footsteps thudded closer, I darted through an
open door, into a dark room or corridor--it smelled musty.
My pursuer stumbled into the room, a smart crack

sounded, and I smiled. Then I ran into a wall.

“YOWCH!” I screamed, falling backwards.
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“Got you!” He muttered as his hand closed on my arm.
He lead me back into the light of the main corridor.

“I'11 only come with you if you don’t hold me in such
a fashion!” I said, in an attempt to regain my dignity, as
we entered the main corridor again.

“All right, all right, fine,” he said, releasing my
arm.

I gave him a right proper glare.

“Your highness,” he remembered in haste.

I let him walk in peace for a moment, and then, as
soon as a good chance presented itself, I took off down the

corridor again.

After many runs and re-captures by my increasingly
more nervous escort, we walked in the parts of the castle
were we met more soldiers and servants. Everyone stared at
me, wide-eyed. I made no more attempts to run. My captor
chose to approach a soldier who slouched against a wall.

“Who do you got, Timothy?” The slouching man asked,
peering at the other with his eyes half closed.

7

“Her highness, Princess Elizabeth Flowain,” Timothy

said.
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The dingy-blue eyes went wide, and he straightened up,
bowing to me.

After this etiquette on my behalf, he turned to the
before addressed person, and said in a low voice, “Where on
earth, Timothy Ar--"

“I-I don’t have time for that now,” Timothy stuttered,
his eyes darting to a “higher up” who walked by. “What do
I do now?”

“Take her highness to the throne room, I expect. Did
you find Jonathan?”

“No,” Timothy said, whitening.

“Well, T suggest you get there as fast as you can.”

We headed towards the throne room, but my escort,
called Timothy, appeared jumpy at being so closed to a
royal person, and being noticed by many higher soldiers.

Before any of the others could react, James came
walking towards us with a determined stride.

“Hello,” he said, flushing a bit. “What might your
name be, young soldier?”

“Timothy Arona, of Thelmor, sir.”

“I shall take her highness into my custody. Go back

to you post.”
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“Yes sir,” Timothy said, and I could see the relief on
his face.

James marched me out of the view of the other
soldiers, and drew me into a dark corner.

“Your highness, I thought Charles would--I mean,
Jon--" he began, his forehead wrinkling.

“I know what his real name is, James.”

“"Oh. Well, I thought that Charles would take you away
from this cursed place.”

“Cursed?” I asked, startled by his use of the word.

“Yes, cursed! How else would the king know to try to
stop Charles before he left? How else would they already
know of Rose’s disappearance? Before we tried to fight
him, he seemed slow, easy to trick, and now he seems to
follow us everywhere. Where is Charles?”

“He went with Rose, to try and escape.”

“"Why not you?”

“I'm staying here.”

“Has there been a change in Charles’s plans? Should I
take you somewhere?”

“No, I'm just staying here.”

\\Why? ”
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“Because I choose too! You don’t all need to know
everything!”

7

“I'm apologize, your highness,” James said, “it is
hard to follow your friend’s directions when your friend is
not with you. What am I to do?” He fiddled with his sword
hilt and looked at the floor.

“Take me to my room. I am much wearied from the scary
turn of events, uh, blah blah, I have to wait until the
morrow to speak with the king, because of some reason we
must invent, and then we have twelve hours to execute a
plan which I know not of.”

7

“This is quite pleasant,” James muttered, though I
don’t think he felt anger towards me.

“Is it indeed?” A harsh voice interrupted our
conversation, and we both started.

“What do you want, George?” James asked in a steady
voice, but I saw the way his eyes darted for hope of
escape. None appeared. No less than six soldiers backed

the person named George. And then I saw that two held

Rose. Cursed indeed, I thought, feeling the fear come

again. I looked to Rose, and she looked at me.

What has happened to Charles?
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“To know what you, a trusted knight, are doing with

7

the missing Elizabeth Flowain,” George said.

“Questioning her, as the king has asked,” James said
in a smooth tone, his gaze only resting on Rose for an
instant, though the sight must have sickened him.

“Shouldn’t you alert the king before carrying out such
interrogations? Besides that, you weren’t there when the
king told us higher ups about that. Where have you been?”

“Caring after my own duties, which I need not relate
to you.”

“Oh?” George said, a crooked smile played on his
face, altered and disfigured by a scar on his cheek.

He half turned his head to the men behind him, and two
of them came forward in swift, determined strides.

“You were seen, James, with a servant girl, and now
the Princess Roselatina is found in servant’s clothes,
whilst you are found conferring with the Princess
Elizabeth, speaking of, let me think, ‘cursed’ places?”

James’s eyes went wide, and his hand flashed towards
the hilt of his sword. Too late. With terrifying speed
one of the advancing soldiers plunged forward, capturing
James’s wrist before the sword came out more than an inch.

James writhed under the grip, trying to break loose. The
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other soldier grabbed his left arm and shoved him against
the wall.

James and the soldier who held his wrist still fought
for control of James’s hand. With slow brute strength the
soldier wrenched the sword from James’s hand and shoved
that arm also against the wall.

I gasped, moved to help him, and then my hand also
received the grip of a strong hand.

“Come, your highness, it is near dinner. Perhaps you
would prefer to take it in your room?” The man smirked at
me. “We need to deal with this traitor--"

”

“He is--" I began, but found myself stopped by James’s
eyes. Wrong thing to say.

“Hmm?” George said, 1in mock surprise, trying to drag
out the rest of my sentence. The man holding my hand in
his iron grip grinned to his leader. “Did you not hear
what I said against him?”

“Well, y-yes...”

“Am I to understand that he is your friend, and was
helping you, this James?”

“No,” I said, too late.

“Elizabeth--" James interrupted, and then one of his

captors slapped him across the face.
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I felt like cringing, but instead I said; “Don’t speak
to me, traitor!”

“Are you sure that this man isn’t your friend. Are
you all traitors to the king together?” George’s voice
grew hard.

“N-no,” I gasped, “Do what you like with him. I don’t
want his hands on me ever again.” James’s gaze locked into
mine. Blood trickled from his mouth.

“Take them to their room, soldier,” George said in an
airy voice. James turned his gaze to the floor, lowering
his head.

I walked with the soldier, in wvain watching for a
chance of escape. This soldier knew what he was about, and
held me tight. I looked to Rose, and the soldier escorting
her began to walk in a different direction. Tears started
in my eyes. I had run through all those corridors, James
risked his life, and Rose still found herself in the seat
of danger.

“Now,” I heard George’s voice behind me. “What to do
with you, young traitor. Will you come along quietly? No?
All right then.”

A thud followed his words.
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I spun round, almost bringing the soldier with me.
James crumpled to the ground.

* * *

“No!” I felt like throwing something.

The girl cowered and I lowered my clenched fists to my
sides.

“I am not hungry!” I shouted.

“All right, your highness...didn’t mean...” her
sentences came in fragments as she curtsied, backing to my
door. When she reached there, she opened it and fled, and
the soldiers closed the door behind her.

I sunk to my bed and put my head in my hands. What
were they doing to James?

With sudden clarity that I did not want, I remembered
a day several years before, when a plot to overthrow John
had been uncovered by a clumsy mistake from one of the
planners.

My brothers, sisters, and I did not understand the
things that went on at that time; we were still engaged in
playing and daydreaming much of the time. That day at
supper, a faraway scream was heard, and we all stared at

each other and then at King John for an explanation.
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He said, “Why do you look at me so? Some horse is
causing trouble. Continue eating, dear ones.”

“Poor horse,” Rose, at ten, was in love with horses at
the time.

I knew now that that had not been a horse.

Don’t think like that! Surely James can talk his way

out of this...

I covered my ears and shut my eyes as if that would
help block out the scream in my memory.

It did block out the opening of the door.

“Your highness?” I turned around, and glared at my
intruder. Another soldier whom I did not know, who planned
to question me, no doubt, entered the room.

I threw a pillow at him. ™I don’t want to talk to
you!” I rolled over to the wall-side of my bed and sank
into the crack.

“Your highness, please co-operate.”

“I won’t unless you—--"

I jumped back out of the crack and faced the soldier,
who looked quite silly holding a pillow.

“What?” The soldier asked.

“What have you decided to do with that traitor,

James?” I asked.
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“James who?”
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“James Za--" I shut my mouth before the last word
could fly out. Surely he didn’t use his real last name.

I caught the gleam in the soldier’s eye as I rushed
on. “I don’t know his last name, I only know he took
custody of me from the rude soldier named Timothy, and then
proved to be no better companion.”

“What do you mean by za-I, your highness?” He asked,
blue eyes glinting at the prospect of trapping me.

“Nothing!” I said, too fast and loud. “Isn’t even a
royal person allowed to stumble when she speaks?”

“When the mentioned royal person could be found guilty
of treason, we must listen to every sound that comes from

7

her mouth,” he said, and then added, “your highness,” for
the silky touch.
“Treason!” I said, and then attempted to laugh it off.
“Your highness,” he continued, paying no heed to me,
“what may be your purpose in running away from our king,

your loving uncle?”

He isn’t my uncle! My thoughts screamed, but I said

nothing aloud, and turned my back on the soldier.
“Your highness, your uncle, the king, requires that

you answer.”
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“Than you can tell my uncle, the king, that I refuse
to speak until these false charges are removed from my--"

“You could also follow James Zarnor, who admitted to
everything in the king’s torture chambers, and has been
executed.”

“What?” I spun around.

“Well, that is good, isn’t it, innocent princess?”

“You’re lying!” I shouted, it bursting out of me too
fast to stop.

His eyebrows went up and his mouth twisted into an
expression of ‘You think so?’ mixed with triumph over my
slip.

He turned and exited my room. I stared after him with
my mouth open, unbelieving. Then the door closed, and the

tears came.
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CHAPTER 5

“Tell us,” the man jeered. “Tell us where Jarvis has

”

one.

“T don’t know,”
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“Need some persuasion, do vyou, vyoung traitor?”

“NO! Don’t hurt him!”

I awoke with a jerk, and the cold of the night air
flooded around me. Shivering, I shrank down again, pulling
the bedclothes about me.

The events of the day paraded through my mind, again
and again, while I kept my eyes wide; fear of falling back
into that dream descending on me.

"What to do with you, vyoung traitor. Will you come

along guietly? No? All right then.”

Thud.

My face was wet. Betsy, you can’t do anything about

it. Not now.

My eyes closed, I sat bolt upright; the chill air hit
my skin with a blast of ‘awake!’ Shivering, I hobbled
across the floor and sat near the fire.

Why did I stay here? I thought, “I'm not leaving

without my siblings.” Those were my words and they were

brave words. But how could I accomplish getting the others
out?

Rose’s rescue ended in disaster. James...
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The brave man gave his life for her escape. Now only
Philip and I were left. And I didn’t know where Philip
was.

I crept to the door out and began a vain search for a
way to see out.

Mumbling and an occasional metallic clank told me that
the soldiers still stood out there, but there didn’t seem
to be any peepholes.

I got to my feet and moved across the room to my
window. I expected that going out that way was hopeless,
but I needed to try.

For the first difficulty, my window gaped into the
cold of the outside from a distance of a foot above my
head.

I dragged a chair over, scrambled up, and found myself
excited.

Too narrow. Mavbe I can work another stone loose. I

grasped the edge and pulled; when nothing gave I shoved it.
After a few seconds of hard pushing the stone gave the
slightest bit.

Well, mavybe it can be done, 1f I work on it enough.

If they planned to keep me locked up in my own room, I
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would have lots of time on my hands. That is, if they
didn’t get me doing needlework of some kind or another.

Mavbe the best bet now is to escape, raise an army...

Wild fantasies shot through my mind. This may still

work. ..

Too awake now to want to go to sleep, I tiptoed to the
door, pressing my face against the rough wood and listening
hard.

A loud sigh rewarded my eavesdropping, followed by
some grumbling.
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“She isn’t going to try to escape again,” one of the
people without said.

“Oh, you think? Them higher ups think she may. They
told her about the death of that Zarnor kid. That may make
her desperate--scared.”

“Have they found the other one--um--Rose-something-
fancy?”

“Yeah, someone did. The King also decided not to send
that Jonathan on that Revollian expedition after all.”

I see, I thought.

A yawn sounded through the wood. “My watch will be

over soon, and I’"1l be right glad of it. Watching a
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sixteen-year-old sissy in the middle of the night isn’t the
most interesting thing to do.”

I'm fifteen.

“Nor the most dangerous,” his companion reminded him.
“"Whatever.”
No more talking; a wave of sleepiness come over me.

All right, I'11 go to bed. I'11l] work on evervthing

tomorrow.

I awoke to the sound of clattering dishes. When I sat
up in a groggy state of mind, apologies poured forth from
yet another little servant girl.

I expected the same girl that always served me; I
hadn’t seen her in days. Every time I awoke, a new person
waited on me. I asked the new one, when she paused for a
breath, if my normal servant happened to be sick.

“Sarah” (as she gave her name) didn’t know anything
about Mary, so I let her be, assuring her many times that I
was fine with being awakened.

No sooner than I finished eating and dressing, my door
received another rap upon it. I sent the servant girl to
open it, sat myself in a chair, and fought the anger I felt

welling up in me.
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I gave the soldier who entered my best female glare,
but only for a moment. It was the same soldier who told me
of James’s death. I dropped my gaze.

“Your highness--"
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"My highness--"” I interrupted with no intention of
going on.

A look of irritation crossed the man’s face. “Your
highness,” he began again.

I frowned at him.

“Your highness, you have conducted yourself in a way
that--"

“Irritates even the fleas of King John Ecarg.”

The man’s eyebrows shot high, and then he shifted his
weight while I sat back, enjoying it.

“Your highness, there is no reason to speak in such a
manner of your uncle.”

I rolled my eyes. Jarvis would have done so, I am
sure, and I attempted to be as irritating as he could be.

“No reason?” I asked. ™“Wouldn’t you feel at least a
bit perturbed at being locked up like this?”

“Perturbed, your highness?” The man said.

“Even so, soldier.”
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“But--but,” the soldier said. “Your highness, you
aren’t locked in here! Why would your loving uncle do that
to his niece?”

“It isn’t locked? Than why do those soldiers stand--"

“Still,” the man interrupted me, “it is anyone’s guess
what would happen to Princess Marylyn if you left.”

My throat went dry; my tongue felt like cloth. All
charade of cockiness disappeared.

“Elizabeth, do vou want to prevent the death of even

more people?”

Did Charles know of this? “Where is she?” I said at
last.

“Safe, for the moment.”

“You will not hurt her?” I asked.

“As long as you do as we want,” he answered, “and that
is very simple; we want to know; who is helping you?”

This caught me a little off guard, and my answer came
to late. “Helping me?” I said, “Why would anyone help me?”

The man crossed his arms, leaned his weight just small
amount forward, and he frowned. A chain hanging around his
neck swung towards me; a small pendant dangling from it
attracted my gaze. The image frightened me; a horse

rearing up, ears flat against its scull, rage in its purple
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eyes, and backed by inky black. “Your highness, your
sister’s well-being hangs in the balance. Who is helping
you?”

“J-J-James was,” I stuttered, staring at the horse in
its mad fury.

“Oh, indeed? We shall have to add that to the charges
against him.”

“What?” I asked, panic rising within me.

“Oh yes, he is still alive. Not very happy or very
comfortable, to be sure, but it will help his death come
quicker with your added support that he is involved in
treason.”

“You lied!” I said, feeling as if I would go to
pieces.

“One may lie to find the truth, your highness. I
thank you for your cooperation.”

He headed for the door, and I charged after him. He
stayed me at the threshold of the door and spoke to his
soldiers.

“If she crosses this threshold, do not stay her, yet
you are to alert me at once. Do you understand, your
highness?” He looked me straight in the eyes, and my

courage melted under his gaze.
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After he turned the corner in the corridor, I closed

the door.
* * *
“It’s useless. I knew it was useless.” I clambered
down from the window. “I wouldn’t go anyway. I have no

way to get Marylyn without first putting her in danger.”
I sank down into the chair and stared at the floor.

He’s coming back. I know that man will come back.

I'11 have to tell him everything. I shivered at the thought

of his raging horse. The sign of Ja-Runet.

Where is Philip? Wherever vou are, please come

soon...yvou’re the only one left.

Tears slid through my fingers. Why did everything
fall to pieces after Charles left? Had he left? I
remembered the soldier’s words. Charles hadn’t gone to
Revollin. But I was sure I would have heard from him by
now 1f he still remained in the castle.

It’s my fault Mary is still here. I should have been

smart enough to put her on your horse. I should have known

that her little horse couldn’t keep up...

At least Jarvis and Thomas are safe.

“This will have to do, for now. They can’t live for

long in the forest.”
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I shivered as I remembered those words. You don’t

know i1f Jarvis and Thomas are safe for sure.

I forced all thoughts from my mind; attempted to think
of what I should do now.

A rustling sound awoke me. My window showed
blackness. My fire emitted no warmth and very little
light.

Where is that servant girl? I thought, shivering.

Another soft sound made me clench the sides of my chair.

Who’s in my room? Fear gripped at me, threatened to
swallow me whole. My body ached from sleeping in the hard
chair, but I feared standing up.

At last I inched forward, my ears straining in the
silence. I slid forward some more, hoping to sink to the
floor without the chair creaking. Hope did me no good.

The chair creaked as I left and in the silence that pounded
against me it would have been just as obtrusive for it to
let out a high pitched squeal.

One soft thump answered my creak; it seemed to me that
someone walked towards the noise of my chair.

I moved backwards, not daring to rise. A sharp intake
of breath told me of pain or irritation.

Scrambling backwards, I hit a wall.
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As swish, and hurried steps came towards me. In
desperation I moved to my left, but not before something
hit my stomach and wrenching hands grasped my wrists.

I screamed. We fell over, a hand pressed against my
mouth. I bit his fingers; slapped him with my loose hand.
Then I attempted to rise; to run. My mouth was freed.

“Let go!” I screamed before I fell to the floor; the
other person on top of me.

“That’s enough!” The hissed words came to my ears,
but I still struggled. Then something cold touched my
cheek.

“Know what this is?”

I went limp. To my surprise I found tears trickling
down my face; silent sobs shook me.

“Get up,”

I stood; moving slowly.

“To your bed,”

The door swung open with a bang, and someone walked
forward, stumbling slightly. He held a torch and it 1lit up
his face. He had green eyes and blond hair.

* * *
The man who held the dagger at my throat shoved me

onto my bed and leapt forward.
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Philip tried to block the blow with the torch he held
in hand, but it ended up on the ground, and then he also
ended up on the ground with my attacker on top of him. The
dagger rose in the air.

“NO!” I screamed, leaping forward. I was too late.
The assassin rose, blood dripped from his weapon. Philip
lay on the floor, clutching at a broad red stain on his
right shoulder. His face was white.

“FREDERIC!” I screamed, hundreds of emotions clashing
at once and engulfing me. I leaped on my attacker; we
strove for the blood-stained weapon.

I found it in my hand; the other man went still
beneath me.

“I711 kill you.” Someone I did not know spoke the
words, and then, looking into the eyes of a man I did not
know; all anger for my brother’s death and the unjust
attack on Philip washed away.

I felt small and diminished; but I was again human.

“What is your name?” I demanded.

The poor, aging, man looked at me in shock.

“Who are you?”

“K-k-Karl...”
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“Karl, help me bind the wound of my friend. When my
brother is King, as he ought to be soon, you shall pay
dearly if Philip happens to die tonight.” My arms
trembled.

“Yes, your highness.”

“Get up.”

At that moment a sound reached my ears. I started,
stood up.

“Do you understand--"” Karl said in a timid voice.

I turned upon him fiercely. “What is that noise?”

“The king. Someone has told him--"

“Why??” The question boiled up from deep within me.
“Why would you kill me? Why have you turned upon Philip?
Why did someone kill my brother Frederic?”

Karl lowered his head. “Money, your highness.”

You old, poor fool. The thought snaked through my

mind. All vou can think about is vour own comfort. Aren’t

there more important things in vour 1life?

No. That is all he has. ©No family, no children.

There is no one to love him or for him to love. My own

thought surprised me, but extreme pity for this man came

over me.
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“Listen,” I said, as the sounds of many feet came
closer. ™“I do not know what you can do. But if you, in
any way, help return my brother to the throne, I will
reward you. Now,” I said, an idea striking me, “I have
other things to do!”

I took off running.

“Your highness!” The call came from behind me, and I
ignored it.

I am going to see John Ecarg.

“For—-——-fight.”

Right.

I rounded a corner going full speed. A blaze of
lights met me and I had just wits enough to recognize a
medium-sized, middle-aged, man with brown eyes, dark brown
hair, and a crown on his head.

I skidded to a halt and fell down.

I stared at the floor, my heart pounding. My
resolution drained away. All that I found left was anger
and extreme weakness in my body.

Here in front of me stands...

My arms trembled, and I stayed on the ground, even

though it wasn’t necessary.
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He tried to kill my brother. He did kill my brother.

Hot tears welled in my eyes, my fists clenched, and I
gritted my teeth.

Someone spoke, but not to me. Then the king said, “My
dear niece...”

“Look, your highness,” a soldier interrupted. “Karl!”

“Karl,” the king said; his voice hardening.

“Your highness!” Karl gasped, falling to the ground
beside me, and then rising, perhaps at a command of the
king’s hand, “She has attempted to murder one of the good
soldiers defending her, and has at this moment the bloody
dagger in her hand!”

It was pulled from my weakened hand. My mind felt
numbed.

“Rise, Princess Elizabeth,” the king commanded.

Frederic. The single word hammered my mind; bringing

again the burst of emotions.

“Bets...”

“Rest, vour highness, yvou must rest.”

“Is he going to be all right?”

“Of course dear.”

I couldn’t hold it in any longer. After years of

taking it for granted that Frederic’s death had been
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accident, a mistake of nature; now his killer stood before
me.

“You false dog!” I blurted; the first insult that
came to mind. I leaped to my feet. Tears streamed down my
cheeks, even as the anger boiled from deep within me. “You
murdering liar! You--!"

The face of King John showed perfect surprise,
wonderful bewilderment.

I continued, even as the soldiers around the king
started forward to stay me. “You killed my brother!” I
shouted, after a whirlwind of names.

I paused, feeling exhausted, the soldiers grabbed me,
and a sharp pain in my right arm confused me.

44

“Unhand me...” I made an effort to shout, but my
strength seemed to drain away.

The king regained his composure. “I'm afraid her
highness is sorely in need of help. I didn’t kill your
brother, Princess, you helped him to escape, for reasons
unknown to us.”

“You liar!” I shouted again. “You killed my brother,

”

Frederic...” my voice cracked over the last word.

“Oh dear,” the king said, a sickening picture of

7

concern and shock. "My dear niece...’
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I struggled against the soldiers, and then the figure
of the king seemed to spin before me. I fought to refocus
and stay on top of myself as he continued to speak.

“Your brother was accidentally slain on a hunting
trip, perhaps by one of his own men...”

“You’re a liar, John...” my voice faded into a
whisper, none of my fighting could stop it. “And...someday,
” I slumped forward, and the world

people...will...know...

spun into peaceful nothingness.
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CHAPTER 6

“Your highness, dear?”
I awoke with a shuddering breath. I sat up, but the
world spun.

“Ayi,” I gasped.

”

“Ah, she awakens,” a familiar voice, filled to
bursting with the sound of good health and good eating,
came to my ears, and found myself loathing the sound of it.

I jerked up in earnest, and swung my feet off of

whatever soft thing I happened to be laying on.
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The world again spun, but I forced my eyes to focus,
and John Ecarg came into my view, with what I assumed he
meant for a loving smile on his face. It looked more like
the gracious, but pained, smile you give to the seller of
rotten fish.

“Oh,” I fumed, “So you want to hear what else I think
of you?”
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“My dear--" the king said, sounding weary of me.

He flicked his right hand, and a soldier left the
small room, soon returning with a brown-haired youth who
wore well-fitting clothes, colored brown, grey, and green.
He also wore a leather jerkin pulled down over his shirt
and tall well-made boots. I gasped in surprise when I
looked into his face.

“Jarvis!”

“I'm sorry Betsy, but I just had to know--"” he began,
but the king interrupted.

“Yes,” the king said. “Your brother has given himself
up, and perhaps he will be shown mercy.”

Jarvis frowned; his grey eyes stared down the King.
“What--?"” he began.

“What are you saying?” I said; my heart seemed ready

to burst out of me.
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“Why, my dear, you are quite slow. Your brother has
attempted to murder the king,” he said, as if he wasn’t the
king.

“No,” I gasped, and the room appeared to wheel again.

“What?” Jarvis shouted, growing angry. “What in all
the--the--waters of the sea are you talking about?”

King John’s mouth hung slightly ajar, he stared at my
brother.

“Me murder you?” Jarvis continued, getting his ‘oh-
let-me-explain’ look as he advanced on the king. “I fear
you have gotten this dreadfully turned around, John Ecarg,
usurper to the throne. It was you who tried to kill me.”

“Oh, dear me,” the king said, leaning back, fear in
his eyes. “It appears that Prince Jarvis, as a result of
his shock of the accusation--"

“No, I'm perfectly fine,” Jarvis said, his voice
trembling with anger. “It’s you who have some explaining
to do.”

The king’s bodyguards grabbed Jarvis’s arms as he
moved forward more.

“Let go!” He shouted with great vehemence.

“You let him go, you lying cut-throat!” I said,

joining the fray. I jumped up, the world spinning in
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protest, “Men, before you stands the man who killed King
Mark of Triendo!”

Some laughs erupted from different parts of the room.

“You Flowains all have something in common,” John
Ecarg said, as a stiff smile covered his face. “You will
say anything to protect yourself.”

“How do you know that? Any personal relationship with
my father?”

“Why, well, of course not, dearest,” the King said,
appearing even more flustered.

“Oh? Stop calling me dearest. What do you know of my
father? Do you know he died under mysterious
circumstances?”

“We all know it may have been sadness over the death
of-"

“Sure, we have all been told as much. But who holds
the strings of what is--and what isn’t--told? What about
my brother? He was shot on a hunting trip, yes. But isn’t
it handy that outlaws also killed the Siwel family? And
just on the spur of the moment, you decide to visit your
wife’s home country, when you had been away in Ja-Runet.

Your wife had been dead for over five years, you said. But
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still you decide to travel to Triendo. Just in time to
snatch up the throne.”
“She’s delirious,” King John forced hoarsely.
The soldiers gave me interested and thoughtful looks.
Jarvis stared at me open-mouthed.

”

“John Ecarg, I said, walking up to him, and the

soldiers, hindered with my brother, did not act quickly

enough to stop me. I stared straight into the king’s
troubled brown eyes. “I know.”
* * *

What happened next felt like a nightmare. Rough hands
jerked me back, and when I looked down, I found a dagger
clenched in my hand. With a gasp I dropped it.

“She has tried to murder the king!” A soldier
shouted.

“Another charge against her!”

“They shall die together!”

“You liars! She has not.” Jarvis said, bursting from
a group of soldiers. My arms were drawn behind me right
before Jarvis tackled the soldier who attempted to tie them
together. We fell to the ground.

We appeared to be in a small sitting-room type area,

but there were more than half a dozen soldiers in it.
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The king sat, looking quite ridicules, in a wooden
chair, as he watched what went on. The chair’s carvings
laced up its legs; beautiful, except that they ended at a
grimacing face on each armrest. A spasm of disgust sped
through me.

Jarvis touched my arm; we struggled to our feet.
Jarvis leapt forward, shoving the wooden chair over. It
fell with a thud, and the king let out an undignified yell.

“Go!” Jarvis said, as the soldiers rushed to help the
king up, and he told them not to. I took a flying leap for
the door, and pulled the handle. It wouldn’t give. Then,
as I tugged in wvain, it burst open, and a soldier entered
the room, wild-eyed.

Ducking beyond his grasp, I entered the corridor. So
far, so--smack!

I fell to the ground, a heavy weight atop me.

“Someone has attempted to murder the king!” I belted

out.

“No, sis, they haven’t. Come on, get up!”

I jumped to my feet and took off down the corridor. I
didn’t hear Jarvis behind me. I slowed and looked back. A

soldier walked up the corridor towards us, closer to him,

looking quite calm.
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Jarvis began towards me, trying to appear calm as
well.

“What are you doing?” The soldier asked.

“Go, go!” Jarvis shouted.

“Where?!” Frantic, I spun around a corner.

“I don’t know, just go!”

Footsteps pounding behind, but it appeared to only be
one pair of feet. I risked a glance over my shoulder.

Jarvis began to gain on me, we ran together, and then
I fell behind him.

“Excuse me!” Jarvis called, as we burst on a group of
servants and soldiers alike.

With their mouths open, they attempted to stop us, but
to no avail. Jarvis barreled into the tallest soldier
present, and the soldier ended up on the floor. The next
thing we dodged was a servant girl holding a golden platter
with dainties on it, and then a royal serving boy, his blue
uniform covered in mud. I followed in Jarvis’s wake,
dodging back and forth.

We were free of the group when Jarvis skidded to a
halt and spun back around.

“Jarvis?!”

“Keep going!” he shouted
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I kept going, but when I didn’t hear his footsteps
following after me, I slowed again, looked over my
shoulder, and then shrank into a dark doorway.

My heart pounded, and my breath came in gasps. Where
is he?

The sound of boots hitting the stone floor reached my
ears.

I peeked out and saw Jarvis running towards me, a
sword strapped and banging at his side. I jumped back into
the corridor and attempted to match his stride.

“Where is Thomas?” I gasped.

“Still in the forest--with Lilly.”

“Good,” A moment of silence ensued. “Where are we
going?”

“"Marylyn’s room.”

A thrill went through me. “Do you think we can get to
her?”

4

“We can try,” Jarvis said in a voice that scared me,
though I didn’t know why. I looked at him and saw that he
gripped the hilt of the borrowed sword so hard that his
knuckles whitened.

In that moment I came to the realization of just how

dangerous the whole thing had become.
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On the second to last turn, we ran again into a
soldier.

We dodged his grasp and kept on running. He, in turn,
ran in the opposite direction. A moment later, the sound
of a horn echoing through the great stone halls came to us.

“We don’t have much time,” Jarvis said.

“Maybe I should try to go for Rose,” I said a moment
later, veering to my left.

“No!” Jarvis grabbed me. “You don’t have anything to
fight off--"

“I can’t fight, Jarvis--even if I had a sword! I'm a
girl. We don’t have the time unless we split up!”

“We may not have the time anyway. Betsy--"

“I'"11l be all right, Jarvis. Just get Marylyn. I’'11

4

get Rose,” I wrenched myself free of him and began running.
“Betsy!” He called, sounding frantic, but he didn’t
follow me.
I knew the corridors well, and sped along them,

slowing as I neared Rose’s room.

Please, let her be here.

“Your highness?”

“What?” I whirled around.
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Timothy Arona.

He took my hand, holding it as if it were a flower,
but keeping his eyes on my every move.

“Your highness, the king--"

“Dear soldier, the princess--"

Timothy stopped after the interruption, appearing
uncertain of his next action.

7

“Timothy, please,” I said, feeling for a last resort.
“The king is a liar. You don’t have to do what he says.”

Timothy ducked his head, and for a moment I thought I
had gotten the upper hand; as unexpected as it was.

”

“Your highness,” Timothy repeated. “I must take you
to the king. He is looking for you.”

“Timothy! He is trying to kill me. He is trying to
wipe out my whole family!”

“I can’t know anything for sure!” Timothy said, his
eyes darting. “Come with me, your highness.”

“"ROSE!” I shouted.

Soldiers came from around the corner of the corridor,
I yvanked away from Timothy, and for a moment found myself
free.

“Stop!” A commanding voice. I looked to the speaker.

He held Marylyn, who stood perfectly still. Again the
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