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         Pit, pat, pit, pat. Her feet hit the ground like a mallet on an 

anvil. Pit, pat, pit, pat. The earth throbbed like some massive drum of an 

organ, pulsing... pulsing... and only Xuel felt it. Pit, pat, pit, pat. And 

then she stopped. For she sensed something different. Different from her 

own heartbeat, and different from the throbbing pulse of the moor. She felt 

a cloud sweep over the field. It rose over the land, and clung to her heart 

like an icy hand. Her green eyes blazed forth anger. An opponent had walked 

into her midst. Xuel held her staff firmly. Heat reached her finger tips. 

She could feel the power of the staff. And then, she could see eyes out of 

the darkness. Eyes that she met with her eyes, and challenged them. Her 

raven hair flew about her and embraced her like the wings of a raven. And 

out of the shadows swept her combatant. He was a man. A horror of a man. 

Yellow skin was stretched tightly over his face, which was pallid and 

empty. His body was scarred beyond recognition. His eyes were white like 

the eyes of a dead fish. But they could still show emotions. Terrible ones. 

Hatred and loathing and contempt. And from his mouth, there came not breath 

but a low, rattling hiss.

         Xuel leapt forward and smote the thing on the side of the head. 

She never saw the body drop. She was gone by then. She flitted across the 

moor. Nobody challenged her. Nobody dared. Xuel kept running, and all who 

fled from her could hear the pit, pat, pit, pat of her feet against the 

moor, beating and throbbing like a drum.

