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Chapter 1 -- The Overseer

Let me start nmy history of Alvin's prenticeship where things first began to go wong. It was a
I ong way south, a man that Alvin had never net nor never would neet in all his life. Yet he it was
who started things nmoving down the path that would lead to Alvin doing what the | aw call ed nurder--
on the very day that his prenticeship ended and he rightly becane a man
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It was a place in Appal achee, in 1811, before Appal achee signed the Fugitive Slave Treaty and
joined the United States. It was near the borders where Appal achee and the Crown Col oni es neet, so
there wasn't a Wiite man but aspired to own a passel of Black slaves to do his work for him

Sl avery, that was a kind of alcheny for such Wiite folk, or so they reckoned. They cal cul ated a
way of turning each bead of a Black man's sweat into gold and each npan of despair froma Bl ack
wonan's throat into the sweet clear sound of a silver coin ringing on the noney-changer's table.
There was buying and selling of souls in that place. Yet there was nary a one of them who
under st ood the whole price they paid for owning other folk.

Listen tight, and 1'lIl tell you howthe world | ooked frominside Cavil Planter's heart. But nake
sure the children are asleep, for this is a part of my tale that children ought not to hear, for
it deals with hungers they don't understand too well, and | don't aimfor this story to teach
t hem

Cavil Planter was a godly man, a church-going nan, a tithepayer. Al his slaves were baptized
and given Christian names as soon as they understood enough English to be taught the gospel. He
forbade themto practice their dark arts-- he never allowed themto slaughter so nmuch as a chicken
thensel ves, |est they convert such an innocent act into a sacrifice to sonme hideous god. In al
ways Cavil Planter served the Lord as best he coul d.

So, how was the poor man rewarded for his righteousness? Hs wife, Dolores, she was beset with
terrible aches and pains, her wists and fingers twisting |ike an old wonan's. By the tine she was
twenty-five she went to sleep nost nights crying, so that Cavil could not bear to share the room
with her.

He tried to help her. Packs of cold water, soaks of hot water, powders and potions, spending
nmore than he could afford on those charlatan doctors with their degrees fromthe University of
Canel ot, and bringing in an endl ess parade of preachers, with their eternal prayers and priests
with their hocus-pocus incantations. Al of it acconplished nigh onto nothing. Every night he had
tolie there listening to her cry until she whinpered, whinper until her breath became a steady in
and out, whining just a little on the out-breath, a faint little w sp of pain.

It like to drove Cavil mad with pity and rage and despair. For nonths on end it seened to him
that he never slept at all. Wrk all day, then at night lie there praying for relief. If not for
her, then for him

It was Dol ores herself who gave him peace at night. "You have work to do each day, Cavil, and
can't do it unless you sleep. | can't keep silent, and you can't bear to hear nme. Please-- sleep
i n another room"

Cavil offered to stay anyway. "I'm your husband, | belong here" --he said it, but she knew
better.

"CGo," she said. She even raised her voice. "Go!"

So he went, feeling ashaned of how relieved he felt. He slept that night w thout interruption, a
whol e five hours until dawn, slept well for the first amin nonths, perhaps years-- and arose in
the norning consunmed with guilt for not keeping his proper place beside his wife.

In due time, though, Cavil Planter becane accustonmed to sleeping alone. He visited his wife
often, norning and night. They took neals together, Cavil sitting on a chair in her room his food
on a small side table, Dolores Iying in bed as a Black wonman carefully spooned food into her nouth
whil e her hands sprawl ed on the bedsheets |ike dead crabs.

Even sl eeping in another room Cavil wasn't free of tornent. There would be no babies. There
woul d be no sons to raise up to inherit Cavil's fine plantation. There would be no daughters to
give away in nmagnificent weddi ngs. The ballroom downstairs-- when he brought Dolores into the fine
new house he had built for her, he had said, "Qur daughters will neet their beaus in this
ballroom and first touch their hands, the way our hands first touched in your father's house."
Now Dol ores never saw the ballroom She canme downstairs only on Sundays, to go to church and on
thow rare days when new sl aves were purchased, so she could see to their baptism

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tale...20Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (2 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:18 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt

Everyone saw her on such occasions, and admred themboth for their courage and faith in
adversity. But the admiration of his neighbors was scant confort when Cavil surveyed the ruins of
his dreans. Al that he prayed for-- it's as if the Lord wote down the list and then in the
margi n noted "no, no, no" on every fine.

The di sappoi ntnents m ght have enbittered a man of weaker faith. But Cavil Planter was a godly,
upri ght man, and whenever he bad the faintest thought that God might have treated himbadly, he
st opped whatever he was doing and pulled the small psaltery fromhis pocket and whi spered al oud
the words of the wise man. In thee, O Lord, do | put my trust; Bow down thine ear to ne; Be thou
my strong rock

He concentrated his nmind firmy, and the doubts and resentnents quickly fled. The Lord was with
Cavil Planter, even in his tribulations.

Until the norning he was reading in Genesis and he cane upon the first two verses of chapter 16

Now Sarai Abramis wife bare himno children: and she had an handnai d, an Egyptian, whose nane
was Hagar. And Sarai said unto Abram Behold now, the Lord hath restrained ne frombearing: | pray
thee, go in unto ny naid: it nmay be that | nmay obtain children by her

At that nmoment the thought came into his mnd, Abrahamwas a righteous man, and so aml|.
Abrahamis wife bore himno children, and mne |ikew se has no hope. There was an African
sl avewonan in their household, as there are such wonen in mne. Wiy shouldn't | do as Abraham did,
and father children by one of these?

The nonent the thought canme into his head, he shuddered in horror. He'd heard gossip of Wite
Spani ards and French and Portuguese in the jungle islands to the south who lived openly w th Bl ack
wonen-- truly they were the | owest kind of creature, |ike nen who do with beasts. Besides, how
could a child of a Black woman ever be an heir to hin? A mix-up boy could no nore take possession
of an Appal achee plantation than fly. Cavil just put the thought right out of his mnd

But as he sat at breakfast with his wife, the thought came back. He found hinmsel f watching the
Bl ack woman who fed his wife. Like Hagar, this wonman is Egyptian, isn't she? He noticed how her
body twisted lithely at the wai st as she bore the spoon fromtray to nouth. Noticed how as she
| eaned forward to hold the cup to the frail wonman's |lips, the servant's breasts swung down to
press agai nst her blouse. Noticed how her gentle fingers brushed crurnbs and drops from Dol ores's
Iips. He thought of those fingers touching him and trenbled slightly. Yet it felt like an
ear t hquake inside him

He rushed fromthe roomw th hardly a word. Qutside the house, he clutched his psaltery.

Wash me thoroughly frommnine iniquity, And cleanse ne fromny sin. For | ny transgressions: And
my sinis ever before ne.

Yet even as he whi spered these words, he | ooked up and saw the field wonmen washi ng t hensel ves at
t he bough. There was the young girl he had bought only a few days before, six hundred dollars even
t hough she was small, since she was probably breeding stock. So fresh fromthe boat she was that
she hadn't |earned a speck of Christian nbpdesty. She stood there naked as a snake, |eaning over
the bough, pouring cups of water over her head and down her back

Cavil stood transfixed, watching her. Wat had only been a brief thought of evil in his wife's
bedroom now becane a trance of lust. He had never seen anything so graceful as her bl ue-black
thi ghs sliding agai nst each other, so inviting as her shiver when the water ran down her body.

Was this the answer to his fervent psaln? Was the Lord telling himthat it was indeed with him
as it had been with Abrahan?

Just as likely it was witchery. Wio knew what knacks these fresh-from Africa Bl acks ni ght have?
She knows |'m here a-watching, and she's tenpting nme. These Bl acks are truly the devil's own
children, to excite such evil thoughts in ne.

He tore his gaze fromthe new girl and turned away, hiding his burning eyes in the words of the
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book. Only sonehow t he page had turned-- when did he turn it? --and he found hinself reading in
the Song of Sol onmon.

Thy two breasts are |ike two young roes
That are twins, winch feed anong the lilies
"God help ne," he whispered. "Take this spell fromne."

Day after day he whispered the sane prayer, yet day after day he found hinself watching his
sl ave-women with desire, particularly that newbought girl. Wiy was it God seened to be paying him
no m nd? Hadn't he always been a righteous nman? WAsn't he good to his wife? Wasn't he honest in
busi ness? Didn't he pay tithes and offerings? Didn't he treat his slaves and horses well? Wy
didn't the Lord God of Heaven protect himand take this Black spell from hinf?

Yet even when he prayed, his very confessions becane evil inmaginings. O Lord, forgive ne for
t hi nki ng of ny newbought girl standing in the door of my bedroom weeping at the caning she got
fromthe overseer. Forgive nme for imagining nyself laying her on my own bed and |ifting her skirts
to anoint themwith a balmso powerful the welts on her thighs and buttocks di sappear before ny
eyes and she begins to giggle softly and withe slowy on the sheets and | ook over her shoul der at
me, smling, and then she turns over and reaches out to ne and-- O Lord, forgive ne, save ne!

Whenever this happened, though, he couldn't help but wonder-- why do such thoughts conme to ne
even when | pray? Maybe |I'mas righteous as Abraham nmaybe it's the Lord who sent these desires to
me. Didn't | first think of this while | was reading scripture? The Lord can work mracl es-- what
if I went in unto the newbought girl and she conceived, and the Lord worked a miracle and the baby
was born White? Al things are possible to God.

Thi s thought was both wonderful and terrible. If only it were true! Yet Abraham heard the voice
of God, so he never had to wonder about what God might want of him God never said a word to Cavi
Pl ant er.

And why not? Wiy didn't God just tell himright out? Take the girl, she's yours! O, Touch her
not, she is forbidden! Just |let ne hear your voice, Lord, so I'll know what to do!

O Lord ny rock; Unto thee will | cry, Be not silent to nme: Lest, if thou be silent to ne,
becone |i ke them That go down into the pit.

On a certain day in 1810 that prayer was answered.

Cavil was kneeling in the curing shed, which was nostly enpty, seeing how |l ast year's burly crop

was | ong since sold and this year's was still a-greening in the field. He'd been westling in
prayer and confession and dark imaginings until at last he cried out, "Is there no one to hear ny
prayer?"

"Ch, | hear you right enough," said a stern voice.

Cavil was terrified at first, fearing that sone stranger-- his overseer, or a neighbor-- had
overheard sone terrible confession. But when he | ooked, he saw that it wasn't anyone he knew.
Still, he knew at once what the man was. Fromthe strength in his arns, his sun-browned face, and
his open shirt-- no jacket at all-- he knew the man was no gentlenman. But he was no White trash,
either, nor a tradesman. The stern look in his face, the coldness of his eye, the tension in his
nmuscles like a spring tight-bound in a steel trap: He was plainly one of those nen whose whip and
iron will keep discipline anobng the Black fieldworkers. An overseer. Only he was stronger and nore
dangerous than any overseer Cavil had ever seen. He knew at once that this overseer would get
every ounce of work fromthe [azy apes who tried to avoid work in the fields. He knew t hat
whoever's plantation was run by this overseer would surely prosper. But Cavil also knew that he
woul d never dare to hire such a nman, for this overseer was so strong that Cavil would soon forget
who was man and who was master.

"Many have called ne their master," said the stranger. "I knew that you would recognize ne at
once for what | am"
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How had the man known the words that Cavil thought in the hidden reaches of his nind? "Then you
are an overseer?"

"Just as there was one who was once called, not a master, but sinply Master, so am| not an
overseer, but the Overseer

"Way did you cone here?"
"Because you called for ne."
"How could I call for you, when | never saw you before in ny life?"

"I'f you call for the unseen, Cavil Planter, then of course you will see what you never saw
before."

Only now did Cavil fully understand what sort of vision it was he saw, there in his own burly
curing shed. A nan whom nmany called their master, cone in answer to his prayer.

"Lord Jesus!" cried Cavil.

At once the Overseer recoiled, putting up his hand as if to fend off Cavil's words. "It is
forbidden for any man to call nme by that nane!" he cried.

In terror, Cavil bowed hishead to the dirt. "Forgive nme, Overseer! But if | amunworthy to say
your name, howis it | can | ook upon your face? O am| doomed to die today, unforgiven for ny
sins?"

"Wye unto you, fool," said the Overseer. "Do you really believe that you have | ooked upon ny
face?"
Cavil lifted his head and | ooked at the nan. "I see your eyes even now, |ooking down at ne."

"You see the face that you invented for ne in your own mind, the body conjured out of your own
i magi nati on. Your feeble wits could never conprehend what you saw, if you saw what | truly am So
your sanity protects itself by devising its own mask to put upon nme. If you see me as an Overseer
it is because that is the guise you recogni ze as having the greatness and power | possess. It is
the formthat you at once | ove and fear, the shape that nakes you worship and recoil. | have been
call ed by many nanmes. Angel of Light and Wl ki ng Man, Sudden Stranger and Bright Visitor, Hi dden
One and Lion of War, Unnaker of Iron and Water-bearer. Today you have called nme Overseer, and so,
to you, that is nmy name."

"Can | ever know your true nane, or see your true face, Overseer?"

The Overseer's face becane dark and terrible, and he opened his nouth as if to how. "Only one
soul alive in all the world has ever seen ny true shape, and that one will surely die!"

The mighty words cane like dry thunder and shook Cavil Planter to his very root, so that he
gripped the dirt of the shed floor lest he fly off into the air |ike dust whipped away in the w nd
before the storm "Do not strike ne dead for ny inpertinence!"” cried Cavil.

The Overseer's answer canme gentle as norning sunlight. "Strike you dead? How could I, when you
are a man | have chosen to receive ny nost secret teachings, a gospel unknown to priest or
mnister.”

n ,\/E?n

"Already | have been teaching you, and you understood. | know you desire to do as | comand. But
you lack faith. You are not yet conpletely mne."

Cavil's heart leapt within him Could it be that the Overseer neant to give himwhat he gave to
Abr ahan? "Overseer, | amunworthy."

"OfF course you are unworthy. None is worthy of me, no, not one soul upon this earth. But still,
if you obey, you may find favor in ny eyes.”
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Oh, he will! cried Cavil in his heart, yes, he will give ne the wonan! "Whatever you conmand,
Overseer."

"Do you think | would give you Hagar because of your foolish [ust and your hunger for a child?
There is a greater purpose. These Bl ack people are surely the sons and daughters of God, but in
Africa they lived under the power of the devil. That terrible destroyer has polluted their bl ood--
why el se do you think they are Black? | can never save themas |long as each generation is born
pure Black, for then the devil owns them How can | reclaimthemas ny own, unless you help nme?"

"WIIl my child be born Wiite then, if | take the girl?"

"What matters to me is that the child will not be born pure Black. Do you understand what |
desire of you? Not one Ishmael, but many children; not one Hagar, but many wonen."

Cavil hardly dared to nane the secretest desire of his heart. "Al of then?"

"I give themto you, Cavil Planter. This evil generation is your property. Wth diligence, you
can prepare another generation that will belong to ne."

"I wll, Overseer!"

"You nust tell no one that you saw nme. | speak only to those whose desires already turn toward
me and ny works, the ones who already thirst for the water | bring."

"I''"ll speak no word to any nman, Overseer!"

"Cbey nme, Cavil Planter, and | promise that at the end of your life you will nmeet ne again and
know ne for what | truly am In that nmonent | will say to you, You are nine, Cavil Planter. Cone
and be ny true slave forever."

"Jadly!" cried Cavil. "dadly! dadly!"

He flung out his arns and enbraced the Overseer's |l egs. But where he shoul d have touched the
visitor, there was nothing. He had vani shed.

From that night on, Cavil Planter's slavewonen had no peace. As Cavil had them brought to him by
night, he tried to treat themwith the strength and mastery he had seen in the face of the fearfu
Overseer. They nust |look at me and see His face, thought Cavil, and it's sure they did.

The first one he took unto hinmself was a certain newbought slavegirl who had scarce a word of
English. She cried out in terror until he raised the welts upon her that he had seen in his
dreans. Then, whinpering, she permitted himto do as the Overseer had commanded. For a nonent,
that first time, he thought her whinpering was |ike Dol ores's voice when she wept so quietly in
bed, and he felt the sane deep pity that he had felt for his beloved wife. A nost he reached out
tenderly to the girl as he had once reached out to confort Dolores. But then he renenbered the
face of the Overseer and thought, this Black girl is H's eneny; she is ny property. As surely as a
man must plow and plant the land God gave to him | nust not let this Black wonrb he fall ow.

Hagar, he called her that first night. You do not understand how | am bl essing you

In the norning he looked in the mrror and saw sonmething new in his face. A kind of fierceness.
A kind of terrible hidden strength. Ah, thought Cavil, no one ever saw what | truly am not even
me. Only now do | discover that what the Overseer is, | also am

He never felt another nonment's pity as he went about his nightly work. Ashen cane in hand, he
went to the wonen's cabin and pointed at the one who was to cone with him If any hung back, she
| earned fromthe cane how nuch reluctance cost. If any other Black, nman or woman, spoke in
protest, the next day Cavil sawto it that the Overseer took it out of themin blood. No Wite
guessed and no Bl ack dared accuse him

The newbought girl, his Hagar, was first to conceive. He watched her with pride as her belly
began to grow. Cavil knew then that the Overseer had truly chosen him and he took fierce joy in
havi ng such nmastery. There would be a child, his child. And already the next step was clear to
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him If his Wiite blood was to save as many Bl ack souls as possible, then he could not keep his
m x-up babes at hone, could he? He would sell them south, each to a different buyer, to a
different city, and then trust the Overseer to see that they in turn grew up and spread his seed
t hroughout all the unfortunate Bl ack race.

And each norning he watched his wife eat her breakfast. "Cavil, ny love," she said one day, "is
somet hi ng wong? There's sonet hing darker in your face, a |ook of-- rage, perhaps, or cruelty.

Have you quarreled with soneone? | woul d not speak except you you frighten ne."

Tenderly he patted his wife's twi sted hand as the Bl ack woman wat ched hi m under heavy-1i dded
eyes. "l have no anger against any man or woman," said Cavil gently. "And what you call cruelty is
not hi ng nore than mastery. Ah, Dol ores, how can you look in nmy face and call ne cruel ?"

She wept. "Forgive me," she cried. "I imagined it. You, the kindest nan |'ve ever heard of-- the
devil put such a visionin my mnd, | knowit. The devil can give fal se visions, you know, but
only the wi cked are deceived. Forgive nme for ny w ckedness, Husband!"

He forgave her, but she wouldn't stop her weeping until he had sent for the priest. No wonder
the Lord chose only nen to be his prophets. Wmen were too weak and conpassionate to do the work
of the Overseer.

That's how it began. That was the first footfall on this dark and terrible path. Nor Al vin nor
Peggy ever knew this tale until | found it out and told them both |ong after, and they recognized
at once that it was the start of all.

But | don't want you to think this was the whole cause of all the evil that befell, for it
wasn't. There were other choices made, other nmistakes, other lies and other willing cruelties
done. A man m ght have plenty of help finding the short path to hell, but no one el se can nake him

set foot upon it.

Chapter 2 -- Runaway

Peggy woke up in the nmorning with a dreamof Alvin MIler filling her heart with all Kkinds of
terrible desires. She wanted to run fromthat boy, and to stay and wait for hin to forget she
knew him and to watch hi m al ways.

She lay there on her bed with her eyes al nost closed, watching the grey dawnlight steal into the
attic mom where she slept. |I'm hol ding sonmet hing, she noticed. The corners of it clenched into her
hands so tight that when she let go her palmhurt |ike she'd been stung. But she wasn't stung. It
was just the box where she kept Alvin's birth caul. O maybe, thought Peggy, maybe she had been
stung, stung deep, and only just now did she feel the pain of it.

Peggy wanted to throw that box just as far fromher as she could, bury it deep and forget where
she buried it, drown it underwater and pile rocks on so it wouldn't float.

Ch, but | don't nmean that, she said silently, I'"'msorry for thinking such a thing, |I'mplain
sorry, but he's comng now, after all these years he's coning to Hatrack River and he won't be the
boy I seen in all the paths of his future, he won't be the man | see himturning into. No, he's

still just a boy, just eleven years old. He's seen himenough of Iife that sonew se nmaybe he's a
man inside, he's seen grief and pain enough for soneone five tines his age, but it's still an
el even-year-old boy he'll be when he walks into this town.

And | don't want to see no eleven-year-old Alvin conme here. He'll be |ooking for me right
enough. He knows who | am though he never saw me since he was two weeks old. He knows | saw his
future on the rainy dark day when he was born, and so he'll cone, and he'll say to me, "Peggy, |

know you're a torch, and |I know you wote in Tal eswapper's book that I'mto be a Maker. So tell me
what |' m supposed to be." Peggy knew just what he'd say, and every way he m ght choose to say it--
hadn't she seen it a hundred tines, a thousand tines? And she'd teach himand he'd becone a great
man, a true Maker, and-- And then one day, when he's a handsone figure of twenty-one and |'ma
shar p-tongued spinster of twenty-six he'll feel so grateful to nme, so obligated, that he'l
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propose hinself for marriage to me as his bounden duty. And I, being |ovesick all these years,
full of dreanms of what he'll do and what we'll be together, |I'll say yes, and saddle himwith a
wi fe he wished he didn't have to marry, and his eyes will hunger for other wonen all the days of
our |ives together--

Peggy wi shed, she w shed so deep, that she didn't know for certain things would be that way. But
Peggy was a torch right enough, the strongest torch she'd ever heard of, stronger even than the
fol k hereabouts in Hatrack River ever guessed.

She sat up in bed and did not throw the box or hide it or break it or bury it. She opened it.
Inside lay the last scrap of Alvin's birth caul, as dry and white as paper ash in a cold hearth.
El even years ago when Peggy's nmana served as midwife to pull baby Alvin out of the well of life,
and Alvin first sucked for breath in the danp air of Papa's Hatrack River roadhouse, Peggy peel ed
that thin and bl oody caul fromthe baby's face so he could breathe. Alvin, the seventh son of a
seventh son, and the thirteenth child-- Peggy saw at once what the paths of his |life would be.
Deat h, that was where he was headed, death froma hundred different accidents in a world that
seenmed bent on killing himeven before he was hardly alive.

She was Little Peggy then, a girl of five, but she'd been torching for two years already, and in
that time she never did a seeing on a birthing child who had so nany paths to death. Peggy
searched up all the paths of his life, and found in all of them but one single way that boy could
live to be a man.

That was if she kept that birth caul, and watched himfromafar off, and whenever she saw death
reaching out to take him she'd use that caul. Take just a pinch of it and grind it between her
fingers and whi sper what had to happen, see it in her mnd. And it woul d happen just the way she
said. Hadn't she held himup from drowning? Saved himfroma wal |l ow ng buffal 0? Caught himfrom
sliding off a roof? She even split a roof beamonce, when it was like to fall fromfifty feet up
and squash himon the floor of a half-built church; she split that beam neat as you please, so it
fell on one side of himand the other, with just a space for himto stand there in between. And a
hundred other tines when she acted so early that nobody ever even guessed his |life had been saved,
even those tines she saved him using the caul

How did it work? She hardly knew. Except that it was his own power she was using, the gift born
right in him Over the years he'd | earned somewhat about his knack for naking things and shaping
them and hol ding them together and splitting themapart. Finally this |ast year, all caught up in
the wars between Red nmen and Wiite, he'd taken charge of saving his owmn life, so she hardly had to
do a thing to save himanynore. Good thing, too. There wasn't nuch of that caul left.

She closed the lid of the box. | don't want to see him thought Peggy. | don't want to know any
nore about him

But her fingers opened that |id right back up, cause of course she had to know. She'd lived half
her life, it seened like, touching that caul and searching for his heartfire away far off in the
nort hwest Wobbi sh country, in the town of Vigor Church, seeing how he was doi ng, |ooking up the
paths of his future to see what danger lay in anbush. And when she was sure he was safe, she'd
| ook farther ahead, and see himcom ng back one day to Hatrack River, where he was born, com ng
back and | ooking into her face and saying, It was you who saved ne all those tines, you who saw
was a Maker back afore a living soul thought such a thing was possible. And then she'd watch him
|l earn the great depths of his power, the work he had to do, the crystal city he had to build; she
saw him sire babies on her, and saw himtouch the nursing infants she held in her arms; she saw
the ones they buried and the ones that lived; and |ast of all she saw him-

Tears cane down her face. | don't want to know, she said. | don't want to know all the roads of
the future. Other girls can dream of love, the joys of marriage, of being nothers to strong
heal t hy babes; but all ny dreanms have dying in them too, and pain, and fear, because ny dreans
are true dreans, | know nore than a body can know and still have any hope inside her soul

Yet Peggy did hope. Yes sir, you can be sure of it-- she still clung to a kind of desperate
hope, because even knowing what's likely to come down the pathways of a body's life, she stil
caught her sonme glinpses, sonme clear plain visions of certain days, certain hours, certain passing
monents of joy so great it was worth the grief just to get there.
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Troubl e was those glinpses were so rare and small in the spreading futures of Alvin's life that
she couldn't find a road that led there. Al the pathways she could find easily, the plain ones,
the ones nost likely to becone real, those all led to Alvin wedding her w thout |ove, out of

gratitude and duty, a miserable marriage. Like the story of Leah in the Bible, whose beautifu
husband Jacob hated her even though she | oved hi mdear and bore himnore babies than his other
wi ves and woul d've died for himif he'd as nuch as asked her

It's an evil thing God did to wonen, thought Peggy, to nake us hanker after husband and chil dren
till it leads us to a life of sacrifice and nusery and grief. Was Eve's sin so terrible, that God
shoul d curse all women with that mghty curse? You will groan and bear children, said A mghty
Merciful God. You will be eager for your husband, and he will rule over you

That was what was burning in her-- eagerness for her husband. Even though he was only an el even-
year-ol d boy who was | ooking, not for a wife, but for a teacher. He may be just a boy, thought

Peggy, but I'ma woman, and |'ve seen the nman he'll be, and | yearn for him She pressed one hand
agai nst her breast; it felt so large and soft, still sonmewhat out of place on her body, which used
to be all sticks and corners |like a shanty cabin, and now was softening, like a calf being

fattened up for the return of the prodigal

She shuddered, thinking what happened to the fatted calf, and once again touched the caul, and
| ooked:

In the distant town of Vigor Church, young Alvin was breakfasting his |ast norning at his
not her's table. The pack he was to carry on his journey to Hatrack River lay on the floor beside
the table. His nother's tears flowed undi sgui sed across her cheeks. The boy | oved his nother, but
never for a nonent did he feel sorry to be leaving. H's home was a dark place now, stained with
too much innocent blood for himto hanker to stay. He was eager to be off, to start his life as a
prentice boy to the blacksmith of Hatrack River, and to find the torch girl who saved his life
when he was born. He couldn't eat another bite. He pushed back fromthe table, stood up, Kkissed
his mama- -

Peggy let go the caul and closed the lid of the box as tight and quick as if she was trying to
catch a fly inside.

Coming to find ne. Coning to start a life of misery together. Go ahead and cry, Faith MIler
but not because your little boy Alvin's on his way east. You cry for me, the wonan whose life your
boy will weck. You shed your tears for one nore worman's |onely pain.

Peggy shudder ed, shook off the bleak nood of the grey dawn, and dressed hersel f quickly, ducking
her head to avoid the | ow sl oping crossbeans of the attic roof. Over the years she'd | earned ways
to push thoughts of Alvin MIler Junior clean out of her mind, |ong enough to do her duty as
daughter in her parents' household and as torch for the people of the country hereabouts. She
could go hours wi thout thinking about that boy, when she set her mind to it. And though it was
harder now, knowi ng he was about to set his foot on the road toward her that very norning, she
still put thoughts of him aside.

Peggy opened the curtain of the south-facing wi ndow and sat before it, leaning on the sill. She
| ooked out over the forest that still stretched fromthe roadhouse, down the Hatrack River and on
to the Ho, with only a few pig farns here and there to bl ock the way. O course she couldn't see
the Hi o, not that many mles fromhere, not even in the clear cool air of springtime. But what her
natural eyes couldn't see, the burning torch in her could find easy enough. To see the H o, she
had only to search for a far-off heartfire, then slip herself inside that fellow s flanme, and see
out of his eyes as easy as she could see out of her own. And once there, once she had ahol d of
soneone's heartfire, she could see other things, too, not just what he saw, but what he thought
and felt and wi shed for. And even nore: Flickering away in the brightest parts of the flane, often
hi dden by all the noise of the fellow s present thought and wi shes, she could see the paths ahead
of him the choices coning to him the life he'd make for hinmself if he chose this or that or
anot her way in the hours and days to cone.

Peggy could see so nuch in other people's heartfires that she hardly was acquai nted with her
own.
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She thought of herself sonetines like that |one | ookout boy at the tip-top of a ship's nast. Not
that she ever saw her a ship in her whole life, except the rafts on the H o and one tine a cana
boat on the Irrakwa Canal. But she read sone books, as nany as ever she could get Doctor Wiitley
Physi cker to bring back to her fromhis visits to Dekane. So she knew about the | ookout on the
mast. Cinging to the rigging, arns half-wapped in the lines so he didn't fail if there was a
sudden roll or pitch of the boat, or a gust of wi nd unlooked for; froze blue in winter, burnt red
in sunmer; and nothing to do all day, all the long long hours of his watch, but | ook out onto the
enpty blue ocean. If it was a pirate ship, the | ookout watched for victins' sails. If it was a
whal er, he | ooked for blows and breaches. Mst ships, he just | ooked for |and, for shoals, for
hi dden sand bars; |ooked for pirates or some sworn eneny of his nation's flag.

Most days he never saw a thing, not a thing, just waves and dipping sea birds and fluffy clouds.

I amon a | ookout perch, thought Peggy. Sent up al oft some sixteen years ago the day | was born
and kept here ever since, never once |let down bel ow, never once allowed to rest within the narrow
bunkspace of the | owest deck, never once allowed to so much as close a hatch over ny head or a
door behind ny back. Always, always |'mon watch, |ooking far and near. And because it isn't ny
natural eyes | look through, | can't shut them not even in sleep

No escape fromit at all. Sitting here in the attic, she could see w thout trying:

Mot her, known to others as O d Peg CGuester, known to herself as Margaret, cooking in the kitchen
for the slew of guests due in for one of her suppers. Not |ike she has any particul ar knack for
cooking, either, so kitchen work is hard, she isn't like Gertie Snith who can nake salt pork taste
a hundred different ways on a hundred di fferent days. Peg Quester's knack is in wonenstuff,

m dwi fery and house hexes, but to nake a good inn takes good food, and now O dpappy's gone she has
to cook, so she thinks only of the kitchen and couldn't hardly stand interruption, |east of al
from her daughter who nopes around the house and hardly speaks at all and by and large that girl
is the nost unpleasant, ill-favored child even though she started out so sweet and prom sing,
everything in life turns sour sonmehow.. .

Ch, that was such a joy, to know how little your own mama cared for you. Never mnd that Peggy
al so knew the fierce devotion that her mama had. Knowi ng that a portion of |ove abides in your
manme' s heart doesn't take away but half the sting of know ng her dislike for you as well.

And Papa, known to others as Horace Cuester, keeper of the Hatrack River Roadhouse. A jolly
fell ow, Papa was, even now out in the dooryard wiling tales to a guest who was having trouble
getting away fromthe inn. He and Papa al ways seened to have sonething nore to tal k about, and oh
that guest, a circuit lawer fromup C evel and way, he fancied Horace Guester was just about the
finest nmost upstanding citizen he ever nmet, if all folks was as good-hearted as ol d Horace there'd
be no nore crime and no nore |awyering in the upriver H o country. Everybody felt that way.
Everybody | oved ol d Horace Guester.

But his daughter, Peggy the torch, she sawinto his heartfire and knew how he felt about it. He
saw those folks a-snmiling at himand he said to hinself, If they knew what | really was they'd
spit in the road at ny feet and wal k away and forget they ever saw ny face or knew ny nane.

Peggy sat there in her attic roomand all the heartfires glowed, all of themin town. Her
parents' nost, cause she knew t hem best; the |odgers who stayed in the roadhouse; and then the
peopl e of the town.

Makepeace Smith and his wife Gertie and their three snot-nose children planning devil nent when
they weren't puking or piddling-- Peggy saw Makepeace's pleasure in the shaping of iron, his
| oathing for his own children, his disappointment as his wife changed froma fascinating
unatt ai nabl e vision of beauty into a stringy-haired hag who screaned at the children first and
then came to use the sane voice to scream at Mikepeace.

Paul ey Wsenan, the sheriff, loving to nake fol ks a-scared of him Witley Physicker, angry at
hi nsel f because his nmedicine didn't work nore than half the tine, and every week he saw death he
couldn't do a thing about. New fol ks, old fol ks, farmers and professionals, she saw through their
eyes and into their hearts. She saw the marriage beds that were cold at night and the adulteries
kept secret in guilty hearts. She saw the thievery of trusted clerks and friends and servants, and
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the honorabl e hearts inside nany who were despi sed and | ooked down on

She saw it all, and said nothing. Kept her nouth shut. Tal ked to no one. Cause she wasn't going
to lie. She prom sed years before that she'd never lie, and kept her word by keeping still.

O her folks didn't have her problem They could talk and tell the truth. But Peggy couldn't tel
the truth. She knew these folks too well. She knew what they all were scared of, what they al
want ed, what they all had done that they'd kill her or theirself if they once got a notion that
she knew. Even the ones who never done a bad thing, they'd be so ashaned to think she knew their
secret dreans or private craziness. So she never could speak frankly to these fol ks, or sonething
woul d slip out, not even a word maybe, it mght be just the way she turned her head, the way she
si dest epped sone line of talk, and they'd know that she knew, or just fear that she knew, or just
fear. Just fear alone, without even nanming what it was, and it could undo them some of them the
weakest of them

She was a | ookout all the tine, alone atop the mast, hanging to the lines, seeing nore than she
ever wanted to, and never getting even a mnute to herself.

When it wasn't sone baby being born, so she had to go and do a seeing, then it was sone folks in
troubl e sonewhere that had to be helped. It didn't do her no good to sleep, neither. She never
slept all the way. Al ways a part of her was |ooking, and saw the fire burning, saw it flash

Li ke now. Now this very nonent, as she |ooked out over the forest, there it was. A heartfire
burni ng ever so far off.

She swung herself close in-- not her body, of courge, her flesh stayed right there in the attic--
but being a torch she knew how to | ook close at far-off heartfires.

It was a young worman. No, a girl, even younger than herself. And strange inside, so she knew
right off this girl first spoke a | anguage that wasn't English, even though she spoke and thought
in English now It nade her thoughts all tw sty and queer. But sone things run deeper than the
tracks that words leave in your brain; Little Peggy didn't need no hel p understandi ng that baby
the girl held in her arns, and the way she stood at the riverbank knowi ng she woul d die, and what
a horror waited for her back at the plantation, and what she'd done | ast night to get away.

* k% %

See the sun there, three fingers over the trees. This runaway Bl ack slave girl and her little
bastard hal f-\Wite boy-baby, see them standing on the shore of the Hi o, half hid up in trees and
bushes, watching as the Wiite nen pole themrafts on down. She a-seared, she know them dogs can't
find her but very soon they get themthe runaway finder, very worse thing, and how she ever cross
that river with this boy-baby?

She catch her a terrible thought: | |eave this boy-baby, | hide himin this rotten log, | swim
and steal the boat and | come back to here. That do the job, yes sir.

But then this Black girl who nobody never teach how to be a mana, she know a good mana don't
| eave this baby who still gots to suck two-hand times a day. She whi sper, Good mana don't |eave a
little boy-baby where old fox or weasel or badger cone and nibble off little parts and kill him
dead. No ma' am not nme.

So she just set down here a-hold of this baby, and watch the river flow on, mght as well be the
seashore cause she never get across.

Maybe sone White fol ks help her? Here on the Appal achee shore the Wite folk hang themas help a
slavegirl run away. But this runaway Bl ack slavegirl hear stories on the plantation, about Wiites
who say nobody better be own by nobody el se. Who say this Black girl better have that sane right
like the Wiite | ady, she say no to any man be not her true husband. Wo say this Black girl better
can keep her baby, not let them Wite boss promi se he sell it on weaning day, they send this boy-
baby to grow up into a house slave in Drydenshire, kiss a white man's feet if he say boo.

"Ch, your baby is so lucky," they say to this slavegirl. "He'll growup in a fine lord' s nansion
in the Crowmn Col onies, where they still have a king-- he mght even see the King sonmeday."
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She don't say nothing, but she |augh inside. She don't set no store to see a king. Her pa a king
back in Africa, and they shoot himdead. Them Portuguese sl avers show her what it nean to be a
king-- it mean you die quick |ike everybody, and spill blood red |ike everybody, and cry out | oud
in pain and scared-- oh, fine to be a king, and fine to see one. Do them Wite folk believe this
lie?

| don't believe them | say | believe thembut | lie. | never let themtake himmy boy-baby. A
king grandson him and | tell himevery day he growing up. Wen he the tall king, ain't nobody hit
himwith the stick or he hit them back, and nobody take his woman, spread her like a slaughterpig
and stick this half-White baby in her but he can't do nothing, he sit in his cabin and cry. No
ma'am no sir.

So she do the forbidden evil ugly bad thing. She steal two candles and hot themall soft by the
cookfire. She mash them|ike dough, she mash in mlk fromher own teat after boy-baby suck, and
she mash sone of her spit in the wax too, and then she push it and poke it and roll it in ash till
she' see a poppet shape |ike Black slavegirl. Her very own self.

Then she hide this Black slavegirl poppet and she go to Fat Fox and beg him feathers off that
big ol d bl ackbird he cotch him

"Bl ack slavegirl don't need her no feathers," say Fat Fox.

"I make a boogy for ny boy-baby," she say.
Fat Fox | augh, he know she lie. "Ain't no bl ackfeat her boogy. | never heared of such a thing. "
Bl ack slavegirl, she say, "My papa king in Unbawana. | know all secret thing. "

Fat Fox shake his head, he |augh, he laugh. "Wat do you know, anyway? You can't even talk
English. 1'll give you all the blackbird feathers you want, but when that baby stops sucking you
come to me and I'lIl give you another one, all Black this tine."

She hate Fat Fox |ike Wite Boss, but he got himblackbird feathers so she say, "Yes sir."

Two hands she fill up with feathers. She laugh inside. She far away and dead before Fat Fox
never put himno baby in her

She cover that slavegirl poppet with feathers till she little girlshape bird. Very strong thing,
this poppet with her own nilk and spit in it, blackbird feathers on. Very strong, suck all her
Iife out, but boy-baby, he never kiss no Wite Boss feet, Wite Boss never lay no | ash on him

Dark ni ght, moon not showi ng yet. She slip out her cabin. Boy-baby suck so he nake no sound. She
tie that baby to her teat so he don't fall. She toss that poppet on the fire. Then all the power
of the feather come out, burning, burning, burning. She feel this fire pour into her. She spread
her wi ngs, oh so wide, spread them flap |ike she see that big old blackbird flap. She rise up
into the air, high up in that dark night, she rise and fly, far away north she fly, and when that
nmoon be cone up, she keep himat her right hand so she get this boy-baby to | and where Wite say
Bl ack girl never slave, half-Wite boy-baby never slave.

Conre norning and the sun and she don't fly no nore. Ch, like dying, l|ike dying she think
wal ki ng her feet on the ground. That bird with her wing broke, she pray for Fat Fox to find her
she know that now. After you fly, make you sad to walk, hurt you bad to walk, like a slave with
chains, that dirt under your feet.

But she walk with that boy-baby all norning and now she cone to this wide river. This close
come, say runaway Bl ack slavegirl. | fly this far, yes | fly this river across. But that sun cone
up and | come down before this river. Now | never cross, old finder find ne sonehow, whup ne half
dead, take ny boy-baby, sell him South.

Not me. | trick them | die first.

No, | die second.
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* k%

O her fol ks could argue about whether slavery was a nortal sin or just a quaint custom O her
fol ks coul d bi cker on about how Emanci pationists were too crazy to put up with even though sl avery
was a real bad thing. Other folks could | ook at Bl acks and feel sorry for thembut still be
somewhat glad they were nostly in Africa or in the Crown Col onies or in Canada or sonewhere el se
far and gone. Peggy couldn't afford the |uxury of having opinions on the subject. Al she knew was
that no heartfire ever was in such pain as the soul of a Black who lived in the thin dark shadow
of the Iash.

Peggy | eaned out the attic wi ndow, called out: "Papal!"

He strode out fromthe front of the house, wal ked into the road, where he could | ook up and see
her wi ndow. "You call me, Peggy?"

She just |ooked at him said naught, and that was all the signal that he needed. He good-byed
and fare-thee-welled that guest so fast the poor old coot was hal fway into the main part of town
bef ore he knew what hit him Pa was already inside and up the stairs.

"Agirl with a babe,"” she told him "On the far side of the H o, scared and thinking of killing
herself if she's caught.”

"How far along the Hi o?"
"Just down fromthe Hatrack Mouth, near as | can guess. Papa, |'mconming with you."
"No you're not."

"Yes | am Papa. You'll never find her, not you nor ten nore |ike you. She's too scared of Wite
men, and she's got cause.”

Papa | ooked at her, unsure what to do. He'd never let her come before, but usually it was Bl ack
men what ran off. But then, usually she found themthis side the H o, |ost and scared, so it was
safer. Crossing into Appal achee, it was prison for sure if they were caught hel ping a Bl ack
escape. Prison if it wasn't a quick rope on a tree. Enmancipationists didn't fare well south of the
H o, and still less the kind of Enancipationist who hel ped run-off bucks and ewes and pi ckani nni es
get north to French country up in Canada.

"Too dangerous across the river," he said.

"Al'l the nore reason you need me. To find her, and to spot if anyone el se happens al ong."
"Your mother would kill ne if she knew | was taking you."

"Then 1'I1 | eave now, out the back."

"Tell her you're going to visit Ms. Smth--"

“I''I'l tell her nothing or I'lIl tell the truth, Papa."”
"Then 1'Il stay up here and pray the good Lord saves ny life by not letting her notice you
| eaving. We'll neet up at Hatrack Mouth come sundown."
"Can't we--"
"No we can't, not a mnute sooner," he said. "Can't cross the river till dark. |If they catch her

or she dies afore we get there then it's just too bad, cause we can't cross the Ho in the
daylight, bet your life on that."

* % %
Noise in the forest, this scare Black slavegirl very bad. Trees grab her, ow s screech out

telling where they find her, this river just laugh at her all along. She can't nobve cause she fal
in the dark, she hurt this baby. She can't stay cause they find her sure.
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Flying don't fool themfinders, they | ook far and see her even a hand of hands away off.
A step for sure. Ch, Lord God Jesus save nme fromthis devil in the dark

A step, and breathing, and branches they brush aside. But no |antern! \Watever cone it see ne in
the dark! Onh, Lord God Mdses Savi or Abraham

"arl."

That voice, | hear that voice, | can't breathe. Can you hear it, little boy-baby? O do | dream
this voice? This |lady voice, very soft lady voice. Devil got no | ady voice, everybody know, ain't
that so?

"Grl, | come to take you across the river and help you and your baby get north and free."

I don't find no words no nore, not slave words or Unbawa tal k. When | put on feathers do | |ose
my words?

"W got a good stout rowboat and two strong nen to row. | know you understand ne and | know you

trust ne and | know you want to cone. So you just set there, girl, you hold nmy hand, there, that's
my hand, you don't have to say a word, you just hold nmy hand. There's sonme Wiite nmen but they're
ny friends and they won't touch you. Nobody's going to touch you except ne, you believe that,

girl, you just believe it."

Her hand it touch ny skin very cool and soft like this lady voice. This lady angel, this Holy
Virgin Mother of Cod.

Lots of steps, heavy steps, and now lanterns and lights and big old Wiite nen but this |lady she
just hold on ny hand.

"Scared plunb to death.”

"Look at this girl. She's npst wasted away to nothing."
"How many days she been wi thout eating?"

Big nen's voices |like Wite Boss who give her this baby.
"She only left her plantation |last night," said the Lady.

How this Wiite | ady know? She know everything, Eve the nama of all babies. No tine to talk, no
time to pray, nove very quick, lean on this Wite |ady, walk and wal k and walk to this boat it lie
waiting in the water just like | dream O here the boat little boy-baby, boat lift us cross the
Jordan to the Pronmise Land.

* % %

They were hal fway across the river when the Black girl started shaki ng and crying and
chattering.

"Hush her up," said Horace Guester.
"There's nobody near us," answered Peggy. "No one to hear."

"What' s she babbling about?" asked Po Doggly. He was a pig fanner from near Hatrack Muth and
for a noment Peggy thought he was tal king about her. But no, it was the Black girl he neant.

"She's talking in her African tongue, | reckon," said Peggy. "This girl is really sonething, how
she got away."

"Wth a baby and all," agreed Po.

"Ch, the baby," said Peggy. "lI've got to hold the baby."
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"Why' s that ?" asked Papa.

"Because you're both going to have to carry her,"'
There's no way this child can wal k another step."

she said. "Fromshore to the wagon, at |east.

When they got to shore, they did just that. Po's old wagon was no great shakes for confort-- one
ol d horsebl anket was about as soft as it was going to get-- but they laid her out and if she
nm nded she didn't say so. Horace held the lantern high and | ooked at her. "You're plunb right,

Peggy. "

"What about ?" she asked.

"Calling her a child. I swear she couldn't be thirteen. | swear it. And her with a baby. You
sure this baby's hers?”

"I"'msure," said Peggy.

Po Doggly chuckl ed. "Oh, you know them gui neas, just |ike bunny rabbits, the m nute they can
they do." Then he renenbered that Peggy was there. "Beggi ng your pardon, ma'am W don't never
have | adies along till tonight."

"I't's her pardon you have to beg," said Peggy coldly. "This child is a m x-up. Her owner sired
this boy without a by-your-leave. | reckon you understand ne."

"l won't have you discussing such things," said Horace Guester. His tenper was hot, all right.
"Bad enough you conming along on this wi thout you knowing all this kind of thing about this poor
girl, it ain't right telling her secrets like that."

Peggy fell silent and stayed that way all the ride home. That was what happened whenever she
spoke frankly which is why she al nost never did. The girl's suffering nade her forget herself and
talk too nuch. Now Papa was thinking on about how nuch his daughter knew about this Black girl in
just a few m nutes, and worryi ng how much she knew about him

Do you want to know what | know, Papa? | know why you do this. You're not |ike Po Doggly, Papa,
who doesn't think much of Blacks but hates seeing any wild thing cooped up. He does this, helping
sl aves nake their way to Canada, cause he's just got that need in himto set themfree. But you,
Papa, you do it to pay back your secret sin. Your pretty little secret who sniled at you I|ike
heart break in person and you could ve said no but you didn't, you said yes oh yes. Wile Mama was
expecting ne, it was, and you were off in Dekane buying supplies, you stayed there a week and had

that woman nmust be ten times in six days, | renenber every one of those tines as clear as you do,
I can feel you dream ng about her in the night. Hot with shane, hotter with desire, | know just
how a man feels when he wants a worman so bad his skin itches and he can't hold still. Al these

years you've hated yourself for what you did and hated yourself all the nore for |oving that
menory, and so you pay for it. You risk going to jail or getting hung up in a tree sonmewhere for
the crows to pick, not because you |ove the Black nman but because you hope naybe doi ng good for
God's children mght just set you free of your own secret |ove of evil.

And here's the funny thing, Papa. If you knew | knew your secret you would probably die, it
m ght just kill you on the spot. And yet if | could tell you, just tell you that | know, then
could tell you sonething else on top of that, | could say, Papa, don't you see that it's your
knack? You who thinks he never had no knack, but you got one. It's the knack for making fol ks fee
| oved. They cone to your inn and they feel right to hone. Well you saw her, and she was hungry,
that woman i n Dekane, she needed to feel the way you nake fol ks feel, needed you so bad. And it's
hard, Papa, hard not to |ove a body who | oves you so powerful, who hangs onto you |ike clouds

hangi ng onto the noon, knowi ng you're going to go on, knowi ng you'll never stay, but hungering,
Papa. | | ooked for that wonan, |ooked for her heartfire, far and wide | searched for her, and
found her. | know where she is. She ain't young now like you renenber. But she's still pretty,

pretty as you recall her, Papa. And she's a good wonman, and you done her no harm She renenbers
you fondly, Papa. She knows God forgave her and you both. It's you who won't forgive, Papa.

Such a sad thing, Peggy thought, conming horme in that wagon. Papa's doi ng sonething that woul d
make hima hero in any other daughter's eyes. A great man. But because |I'ma torch, | know the
truth. He doesn't cone out here |ike Hector afore the gates of Troy, risking death to save ot her
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folks. He conmes slinking like a whipped dog, cause he is a whipped dog inside. He runs out here to
hide froma sin that the good Lord would have forgave long ago if he just allowed forgiveness to
be possi bl e.

Soon enough, though, Peggy stopped thinking.it was sad about her Papa. It was sad about npst
everybody, wasn't it? But nobst sad people just kept right on being sad, hanging onto nisery like
the last keg of water in a drouth. Like the way Peggy kept waiting here for Alvin even though she
knew he'd bring no joy to her

It was that girl in the back of the wagon who was different. She had a terrible m sery coning on
her, going to | ose her boy-baby, but she didn't just set and wait for it to happen so she could
grieve. She said no. Plain no, just like that, I won't let you sell this boy south on ne, even to
a good rich famly. Arich man's slave is still a slave, ain't he? And down south neans he'll be
even farther away fromwhere he can run off and make it north. Peggy could feel those feelings in
that girl, even as she tossed and npaned in the back of the wagon

Sonet hi ng nore, though. That girl was nore a hero than Papa or Po Doggly either one. Because the
only way she could think to get amay was to use a witchery so strong that Peggy never even heard
of it before. Never dreaned that Black fol ks had such lore. But it was no lie, it was no dream
neither. That girl flew. Mide a wax poppet and feathered it and burnt it up. Burnt it right up. It
let her fly all this way, this long hard way till the sun cane up, far enough that Peggy saw her
and they took her across the H o. But what a price that runaway had paid for it.

When they got back to the roadhouse, Mama was just as angry as Peggy ever saw her. "It's a crine
you shoul d have a whi pping for, taking your sixteen-year-old daughter out to commt a crine in the
dar kness. "

But Papa didn't answer. He didn't have to, once he carried that girl inside and |laid her on the
floor before the fire.

"She can't have ate a thing for days. For weeks!" cried Mama. "And her browis like to burn ny
hand off just to touch her. Fetch ne a pan of water, Horace, to nop her brow, while | her up the
broth for her to sip--"

"No, Manm," said Peggy. "Best you find some milk for the baby."

"The baby won't die, and this girl's likely to, don't you tell nme ny business, | know physicking
for this, anyway--"

"No, Mamm," said Peggy. "She did a witchery with a wax poppet. It's a Black sort of witchery,
but she had the know how and she had the power, being the daughter of a king in Africa. She knew
the price and now she can't help but pay."

"Are you saying this girl's bound to di e?" asked Mana.

"She made a poppet of herself, Mama, and put it on the fire. It gave her the wings to fly one
whol e night. But the cost of it rest of her life."

Papa | ooked sick at heart. "Peggy, that's plain crazy. Wat good would it do her to escape from
slavery if she was just going to die? Wiy not kill herself there and save the trouble?"

Peggy didn't have to answer. The baby she was a-holding started to cry right then, and that was
all the answer there was.

"Il get nmilk," said Papa. "Christian Larsson's bound to have a gill or so to spare even this
time of the night."

Marna stopped him though. "Think again, Horace," she said. "It's near mdnight now Wat'll you
tell himyou need the ml kfor?"

Horace sighed, |aughed at his own foolishness. "For a runaway slavegirl's little pickaninny
baby." But then he turned red, getting hot with anger. "What a crazy thing this Black girl done,"
he said. "She cane all this way, knowi ng that she'd die, and now what does she reckon we'll do
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with a little pickaninny like that? We sure can't take it north and lay it across the Canadi an
border and let it baw till sonme Frenchman comes to take it."

"I reckon she just figures it's better to die free than live slave," said Peggy. "I reckon she
just knew that whatever life that baby found here had to be better than what it was there."

The girl lay there before the fire, breathing soft, her eyes cl osed.
"She's asleep, isn't she?" asked Mama.
"Not dead yet," said Peggy, "but not hearing us."

"Then I'1l tell you plain, this is a bad piece of trouble," said Mama. "W can't have peopl e
knowi ng you bring runaway sl aves through here. Wrd of that would spread so fast we'd have two
dozen finders canped here every week of the year, and one of them d be bound to take a shot at you
sonetime from anbush. "

"Nobody has to know," said Papa.
"What are you going to do, tell folks you happened to trip over her dead body in the woods?"

Peggy wanted to shout at them She ain't dead yet, so mind how you talk! But the truth was they
had to get sonme things planned, and quick. Wat if one of the guests woke up in the night and came
downst ai rs? There'd be no keeping this secret then

"How soon will she die?" Papa asked. "By norning?"

"She'll be dead before sunrise, Papa."
Papa nodded. "Then | better get busy. The girl | can take care of. You wonen can think of
sonmething to do with that pickaninny, | hope."

"Ch, we can, can we?" said Manma
"Well | know | can't so you'd better."
"Well then maybe I'Il just tell folks it's ny own babe."

Papa didn't get mad. Just grinned, he did, and said, "Folks ain't going to believe that even if
you dip that boy in creamthree tinmes a day."

He went outside and got Po Doggly to help himdig a grave.

"Passing this baby off as born around here ain't such a bad idea, said Mana. "That Black famly
that lives down in that boggy | and-- you remenber two years back when sone sl aveowner tried to
prove he used to own then? Wat's their nanme, Peggy?"

Peggy knew them far better than any other Wite folks in Hatrack Ri ver did; she watched over
them the sanme as everyone else, knew all their children, knew all their nanes. "They call their
nane Berry," she said. "Like a noble house, they just keep that fanly nanme no matter what job
each one of them does."

"Why couldn't we pass this baby off as theirs?”
"They're poor, Mama," said Peggy. "They can't feed another nmouth."
"We could help with that," said Mama. "W have extra."

"Just think a minute, Mama, how that'd | ook. Suddenly the Berrys get thema |ight-col ored baby
like this, you know he's half-Wiite just to look at him And then Horace Guester starts bringing
gifts down to the Berry house.™

Mama' s face went red. "What do you know about such things?" she demanded.

"Ch, for heaven's sake, Mama, |'ma torch. And you know people would start to talk, you know
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t hey woul d. "
Mama | ooked at the Black girl lying there. "You got us into a whole lot of trouble, little
girl."

The baby started fussing.

Mama st ood up and wal ked to the window, as if she could see out into the night and find some
answer writ on the sky. Then, abruptly, she headed for the door, opened it.

"Mame, " sai d Peggy.
"There's nore than one way to pluck a goose," said Mana.

Peggy saw what Mama had thought of. If they couldn't take the baby down to the Berry place, they
coul d maybe keep the baby here at the roadhouse and say they were taking care of it for the Berrys
cause they were so poor. As long as the Berry famly went along with the tale, it would account
for a hal f-Black baby showi ng up one day. And nobody'd think the baby was Horace's bastard-- not
if his wife brought it right into the house.

"You realize what you're asking them don't you?" said Peggy; "Everybody's going to think
sonebody el se has been plowing with M. Berry's heifer."

Mama | ooked so surprised Peggy al nost | aughed out [ oud.

"I didn't think Blacks cared about such things," she said.

Peggy shook her head. "Mana, the Berrys are just about the best Christians in Hatrack River
They have to be, to keep forgiving the way Wiite folks treat themand their children."

Mama cl osed the door again and stood inside, leaning on it. "How do folks treat their children?"

It was a pertinent question, Peggy knew, and Mana had thought of it only just in tine. It was
one thing to |l ook at that scrawny fussing little Black baby and say, |'mgoing to take care of
this child and save his life. It was sonething el se again to think of himbeing five and seven and
ten and seventeen years old, a young buck living right there in the house.

"I don't think you have to fret about that," said Little Peggy, "not half so much as how you
plan to treat this boy. Do you plan to raise himup to be your servant, a |owborn child in your
big fine house? If that's so, then this girl died for nothing, she mght as well have let them
sell himsouth."

"I never hankered for no slave," said Mana. "Don't you go saying that | did."

"Well, what then? Are you going to rear himas your own son, and stand with himagai nst al
conmers, the way you would if you'd ever borne a son of your own?"

Peggy watched as Manma thought of that, and suddenly she saw all kinds of new paths open up in
Mama' s heartfire. A son-- that's what this half-Wite boy could be. And if fol ks around here
| ooked cross-eyed at himon account of himnot being all Wite, they'd have to reckon with
Margaret Quester, they would, and it'd be a fearsone day for them they'd have no terror at the
t hought of hell, not after what she'd put themthrough

Mama hadn't felt such a powerful grimdetermination in all the years Peggy' d been | ooking into
her heart. It was one of those tinmes when sonebody's whol e future changed right before her eyes.
Al'l the old paths had been pretty nuch the sane; Mama had no choices that would change her life.
But now, this dying girl had brought a transformation. Now there were hundreds of new paths open
and all of themhad a little boy-child in them needing her the way her daughter'd never needed
her. Set upon by strangers, cruelly treated by the boys of the town, he'd cone to her again and
again for protection, for teaching, for toughening, the kind of thing that Peggy'd never done.

That's why | di sappointed you, wasn't it, Mama? Cause | knew too much, too young. You wanted ne
to come to you in nmy confusion, with nmy questions. But | never had no questions, Manma, cause
knew from chil dhood up. | knew what it neant to be a wonan fromthe nenmories in your own head. |
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knew about married | ove without you telling me. | never had a tearful night pressed up against
your shoul der, crying cause some boy | longed for wouldn't | ook at ne; | never |onged for any boy
around here. | never did a thing you dreaned your little girl would do, cause | had a torch's

knack, and | knew everything and needed nothing that you wanted to give ne.

But this hal f-Black boy, he'll need you no matter what his knack m ght be. | see down all those
paths, that if you take himin, if you raise himup, he'll be nore son to you than | ever was your
daught er, though your blood is half of mne

"Daughter," said Mama, "if | go through this door, will it turn out well for the boy? And for
us, too?"

"Are you asking me to See for you, Mama?"
"I am Little Peggy, and | never asked for that before, never on ny own behal f."

"Then I'11 tell you." Peggy hardly needed to | ook far down the paths of Mama's life to find how
much pl easure she'd have in the boy. "If you take himin, and treat himlike your own son, you'll
never regret doing it."

"\What about your papa? WIIl he treat himright?"
"Don't you know your own husband?" asked Peggy.

Mana wal ked a step toward her, her hand all clenched up even though she never laid a hand on
Peggy. "Don't get fresh with ne," she said.

"I"'mtalking the way | talk when | See," said Peggy. "You cone to me as a torch, | talk as a
torch to you."

"Then say what you have to say."

"I't's easy enough. |If you don't know how your husband will treat this boy, you don't know that
man at all."

"So maybe | don't," said Mana. "Maybe | don't know himat all. O maybe | do, and | want you to
tell me if I"'mright."
"You're right, " said Peggy. "He'll treat himfair, and make him feel |oved all the days of his

life."
"But will he really love hinP"

There wasn't no chance that Peggy'd answer that question. Love wasn't even in the picture for
Papa. He'd take care of the boy because he ought to, because he felt a bounden duty, but the boy'd
never know the difference, it'd feel like love to him and it'd be a | ot nore dependabl e than | ove
ever was. But to explain that to Mama woul d nmean telling her how Papa did so many things because
he felt so bad about his ancient sins, and there'd never be a tinme in Mama's |ife when she was
ready to hear that tale.

So Peggy just |ooked at Mama and answered her the way she answered other folks who pried too
deep into things they didn't really want to know. "That's for himto answer," Peggy said. "All you
need to know is that the choice you already nmade in your heart is a good one. Already just
deci di ng that has changed your life."

"But | haven't even decided yet," said Mamm

In Mama's heart there wasn't a single path left, not a single one, in which she didn't get the
Berrys to say it was their boy, and | eave himw th her to raise.

"Yes you have," said Peggy. "And you're glad of it."

Mama turned and |left, closing the door gentle behind her, so as not to wake the traveling
preacher who was sleeping in the roomupstairs of the door
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Peggy had just one nonent's unease, and she wasn't even sure why. If she'd thought about it a
m nute, she'd have known it was on account of how she cheated her Mana without even knowing it.
When Peggy did a Seeing for anybody el se, she always took care to | ook far down the paths of their
life, |looking for darkness from causes not even guessed at. But Peggy was so sure she knew her
Mama and Papa, she didn't even bother |ooking except at what was coming up right away. That's how
it goes within a famly. You think you know each other so well, and so you don't bother hardly
getting to know each other at all. It wouldn't be years yet till Peggy woul d think back on this
day, and try to figure why she didn't See what was comi ng. Sonetines she'd even inmagi ne that her
knack failed her. But it didn't. She failed her own knack. She wasn't the first to do so, nor the
| ast, nor even the worst, but there's few ever lived to regret it nore.

The nonent of unease passed, and Peggy forgot it as her thoughts turned to the Black girl on the
common-room fl oor. She was awake, her eyes open. The baby was still nmew ing. Wthout the girl
saying a thing, Peggy knew she was willing for the babe to suckle, if she had anything in her
breasts to suck on out. The girl hadn't even strength to open up her faded cotton shirt. Peggy had
to sit beside her, cradling the child against her own thighs while she funbled the girl's buttons
open with her free hand. The girl's chest was so skinny, her ribs so stark and bare, that her
breasts | ooked to be saddl ebags tossed onto a rail fence. But the nipple still stood up for the
baby to suck, and a white froth soon appeared around the baby's lips, so there was sonething
there, even now, even at the very end of his mama's life.

The girl was far too weak to talk, but she didn't need to, Peggy heard what she wanted to say,
and answered her. "My own nama's going to keep your boy," said Peggy. "And no wise is she going to
| et any man nmake a slave of him"

That was what the girl wanted nost to hear-- that and the sound of her greedy boy-baby sl urping
and humm ng and squeal i ng at her breast.

But Peggy wanted her to know nore than that before she died. "Your boy-baby's going to know
about you," she told the girl. "He's going to hear how you gave your life so you could fly away
and take himhere to freedom Don't you think he'll ever forget you, cause he won't."

Then Peggy | ooked into the child's heartfire, searched there for what he'd be. Oh, that was a
pai nful thing, because the life of a half-Wiite boy in a Wite town was hard no matter which of
the paths of his life he chose. Still, she saw enough to know the nature of the babe whose fingers
scratched and clutched at his mama's naked chest. "And he'll be a man worth dying for, too. |
promnmi se you that. "

The girl was glad to hear it. It brought her peace enough that she could sleep again. After a
tinme the babe, satisfied, also fell asleep. Peggy picked himup, wapped himin a blanket, and
laid himin the crook of his mama's arm Every | ast nonent of your mama's life you'll be with her
she told the boychild silently. W'll tell you that, too, that she held you in her arns when she
di ed. When she died. Papa was out with Po Doggly, digging her grave; Mama was off at the Berrys,
to persuade themto help her save the baby's life and freedom and here was Peggy, thinking as if
the girl was al ready dead.

But she wasn't dead, not yet. And all of a sudden it cane to Peggy, with a flash of anger that
she was too stupid to think of it before, that there was one soul she knew of who had the knack in
himto heal the sick. Hadn't he knelt by Ta-Kunsaw at the battle of Detroit, that great Red man's
body riddled with bullet holes, hadn't Alvin knelt there and heal ed hi mup? Alvin could save this
girl, if he was here.

She cast off in the darkness, searching for the heartfire that burned so bright, the heartfire,
she knew better than any in the world, better even than her own. And there he was, running in the

darkness, traveling the way Red nen did, |ike he was asleep, and the |Iand around hi mwas his soul
He was coming faster than any Wiite could ever conme, even with the fastest horse on the best road
bet ween the Wobbi sh and the Hatrack, but he wouldn't be here till noon tonorrow, and by then this

runaway slavegirl would be dead and in the ground up in the famly graveyard. By twel ve hours at
nost she'd mss the one man in this country who could have saved her life. Wasn't that the way of
it? Alvin could save her, but he'd never know she needed saving. Wile Peggy, who couldn't do a
thi ng, she knew what was happeni ng, knew all the things that m ght happen, knew the one thing that
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shoul d happen if the world was good. It wasn't good. It wouldn't happen

What a terrible gift it was, to be a torch, to know all these things a-coning, and have so
little power to change them The only power she'd ever had was just the words of her nouth,
telling folks, and even then she couldn't be sure what they'd choose to do. Al ways there'd be sone
choi ce they could nake that would set them down a path even worse than the one she wanted to save
themfrom- and so many tines in their w ckedness or cantankerousness or just plain bad |uck
they'd make that terrible choice and then things'd be worse for themthan if Peggy'd just kept
still and never said a thing. | wish | didn't know. | wish | had some hope that Alvin would cone
intime. | wish | had some hope this girl would live. | wish that | could save her life nmyself.

And then she thought of the many tinmes she had saved a life. Alvin's life, using Alvin's caul
At that nmonent hope did spark up in her heart, for surely, just this once, she could use a bit of
the last scrap of Alvin's caul to save this girl, to restore her

Peggy leapt up and ran clunsily to the stairs, her legs so nunb fromsitting on the floor that
she couldn't hardly feel her own footsteps on the bare wood. She tripped on the stairs and nade
sone noi se, but none of the guests woke up, as far as she noticed right off like that. Up the
stairs, then up the attic | adderway that O dpappy made into a proper stairway not three nonths
af ore he died, She threaded her way anong the trunks and old furniture until she reached her room
up agai nst the west end of the house. Monlight came in through her south-facing w ndow, making a
squared off pattern on the floor. She pried up the floorboard and took the box fromthe place
where she hid it whenever she left the room

She wal ked too heavy or this one guest slept too light, but as she came down the | adderway,
there he stood, skinny white legs sticking out fromunder his |longshirt, a-gazing down the stairs,
then back toward his room like as if he couldn't nmake up his mnd whether to go in or out, up or
down. Peggy | ooked into his heartfire, just to find out whether he'd been downstairs and seen the
girl and her babyif he had, then all their thought and caution had been in vain.

But he hadn't-- it was still possible.
"Way are you still dressed for going out?" he asked. "At this time of the norning, too?"

She gently laid her finger against his lips. To silence him or at |least that's how the gesture
began. But she knew right away that she was the first woman ever to touch this nman upon the face
since his mama all those many years ago. She saw that in that nonent his heart filled, not with
lust, but with the vague longings of a lonely man. He was the mnister who'd cone day before
yesterday norning, a traveling preacher from Scotl and, he said. She'd hardly paid himno mnd, her
bei ng so preoccupied with knowing Alvin was on his way back. But now all that mattered was to send
him back into his room quick as could be, and she knew one sure way to do it. She put her hands
on his shoulders, getting a strong grip behind his neck, and pulled himdown to where she could
kiss himfair on the lips. A good long kiss, like he never had froma woman in all his days.

Just like she expected, he was back into his room al nost before she let go of him She mght've
| aughed at that, except she knew fromhis heartfire it wasn't her kiss sent himback, as she
pl anned. It was the box she still held in one hand, which she had pressed up agai nst the back of
hi s neck when she held him The box with Alvin's caul inside.

The nmonent it touched him he felt what was inside. It wasn't no knack of his, it was sonething
el se-- just being so near sonething of Alvin's done it to him She saw the vision of Alvin's face
| oomup inside his mind, with such fear and hatred |i ke she never seen before. Only then did she
realize that he wasn't just any mnister. He was Reverend Phil adel phia Thrower, who once had been
a preacher back in Vigor Church. Reverend Thrower, who once had tried to kill the boy, except
Alvin's pa prevented him

The fear of a woman's kiss was nothing to himconpared to his fear of Alvin Junior. The trouble
was that now he was so afraid he was already thinking of leaving right this m nute and getting out
of this roadhouse. If he did that, he'd have to cone downstairs and then he'd see all, just what
she nmeant to fend off. This was how it went so often-- she tried to stave off a bad thing and it
turned out worse, sonething so unlikely she didn't see it. How could she not have reckoni zed who
he was? Hadn't she seen himthrough Alvin's eyes all those many tines in years past? But he'd
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changed this | ast year, he | ooked thin and haunted and ol der. Besides, she wasn't |ooking for him
here, and anyhow it was too late to undo what she already done. Al that mattered now was to keep
himin his room

So she opened his door and foll owed himinside and | ooked himsquare in the face and said, "He
was born here."

"Who?" he said. H's face was white as if he'd just seen the devil hinself. He knew who she
neant .

"And he's coming back. Right now he's on his way. You're only safe if you stay in your room
tonight, and leave in the norning at first light."

"l don't know - know what you're talking about."”

Did he really think he could fool a torch? Maybe he didn't know she was-- no, he knew, he knew,
he just didn't believe in torching and hexi ng and knacks and suchlike. He was a man of science and
hi gher religion. A blamed fool. So she'd have to prove to himthat what he feared nost was so. She

knew him and she knew bis secrets. "You tried to kill Alvin Junior with a butchery knife," she
sai d.
That did it, right enough. He fell to his knees. "I"'mnot afraid to die," he said. Then he began

to munnur the Lord's prayer
"Pray all night, if you like," she said, "but stay in your roomto do it."

Then she stepped through the door and closed it. She was hal fway down the stairs when she heard
the bar fall into place across the door. Peggy didn't even have tinme to care whether she caused
hi m undue nisery-- he wasn't really a nurderer in his heart. Al she cared for now was to get the
caul down to where she could use it to help the runaway, if by any chance Alvin's power was really
hers to use. So much tine that mnister had cost her. So nany of the slavegirl's precious breaths.

She was still breathing, wasn't she? Yes. No. The babe Il ay sl eeping beside her, but her chest
didn't nove even as nmuch as him her lips didn't make even so nuch as a baby's breath on Peggy's
hand. But her heartfire still burned! Peggy could see that plain enough, still burned bright

because she was so strong-hearted, that slavegirl was. So Peggy opened up the box, took out the
scrap of caul, and rubbed a dry corner of it to dust between her fingers, whispering to her

"Live, get strong." She tried to do what Alvin did when he heal ed, the way he could feel the small
broken places in a person's body, set themright. Hadn't she watched himas he did it so nmany
times before? But it was different, doing it herself. It was strange to her, she didn't have the
vision for it, and she could feel the life ebbing awnay fromthe girl's body, the heart stilled,
the lungs slack, the eyes open but unlighted, and at | ast the heartfire flashed |like a shooting
star, all sudden and bright, and it was gone.

Too late. If | hadn't stopped in the hall upstairs, hadn't had to deal with the mnister-- But
no, no, she couldn't blame herself, it wasn't her power anyway, it was too | ate before she began
The girl had been dying all through her body. Even Alvin hinself, if he was here, even he couldn't
have done it. It was never nore than a slimhope. Never even hope enough that she could see a
singl e pathway where it worked. So she wouldn't do like so many did, she wouldn't endlessly blame
hersel f when after all she'd done her best at a task that had little hope, in it fromthe start.

Now that the girl was dead, she couldn't |eave the baby there to feel his manma's arm grow col d.

She picked himup. He stirred, but slept on in the way that babies do. Your mama's dead, little
hal f-White boy, but you'll have ny nmama, and ny papa too. They got |ove enough for a little one;
you won't starve for it like sone children | seen. So you make the best of it, boy-baby. Your mama
died to bring you here-- you nake the best of it, and you'll be sonmething, right enough

You'll be sonething, she heard herself whispering. You'll be sonething, and so will I.

She nmade her decision even before she realized there was even a decision to be made. She coul d
feel her own future changi ng even though she couldn't see rightly what it was going to be.

That slave girl guessed at the likeliest future-- you don't have to be a torch to see sone
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things plain. It was an ugly life ahead, l|osing her baby, living as a slave till the day she
dropped. Yet she saw just the faintest glimer of hope for her baby, and once she saw it, she
didn't hold back, no sir, that glimer was worth paying her life for

And now | ook at me, thought Peggy. Here |I | ook down the paths of Alvin's life and see misery for
mysel f-- nowhere near as bad as that slavegirl's, but bad enough. Now and then | catch the shine
of a bright chance for happiness, a strange and backward way to have Alvin and have himlove ne,
too. Once | seen it, aml going to sit on ny hands and watch that bright hope die, just because
I"mnot sure howto get to it fromhere?

If that beat-down child can nake her own hope out of wax and ash and feathers and a bit of

herself, then I can make ny own life, too. Sonewhere there's a thread that if | just lay hold on
it, it'"ll lead nme to happiness. And even if | never find that particular thread, it'll be better
than the despair waiting for me if | stay. Even if | never becone a part of Alvin's |ife when he
cones to manhood, well, that's still not as steep a price as that slavegirl paid for freedom

When Alvin cones tonprrow, | won't be here.

That was her decision, just like that. Wy, she could hardly believe she never thought of it
before. O all people in the whole of Hatrack Ri ver, she ought to have knowed that there's always
anot her choice. Fol ks tal ked on about how they were forced into msery and woe, they didn't have
no choice at all-- but that runaway girl showed that there's always a way out, |ong as you
renenber even death can be a straight snooth road sonetines.

I don't even have to get no blackbird feathers to fly, neither

Peggy sat there hol ding the baby, making bold and fearsonme plans for how she'd |l eave in the
morni ng afore Alvin could arrive. Wenever she felt a-scared of what she'd set herself to do, she
cast her gaze down on that girl, and the sight of her was confort, it truly was. | m ght soneday
end up like you, runaway girl, dead in sone stranger's house. But better that unknown future than
one | knew all along |I'd hate, and then did nothing to avoid.

WII | doit, will | really do it in the norning, when the tinme's cone and no turning back? She
touched Alvin's caul with her free hand, just snaking her fingers into the box, and what she saw
in Alvin's future made her feel |ike singing. Used to be nbst paths showed them neeting up and
starting out her life, of msery. Nowonly a few of those paths were there-- in nost of Alvin's

futures, she saw himcone to Hatrack River and search for the torch girl and find her gone. Just
changi ng her mnind tonight had cl osed down nost of the roads to msery.

Mama came back with the Berrys before Papa came in from gravedi ggi ng. Anga Berry was a heavyset
woman wi th | aughter |ines outnunbering the lines of worry on her face, though both kinds were
pl ai n enough. Peggy knew her well and |iked her better than nost folks in Hatrack River. She had a
tenper but she al so had conpassi on, and Peggy wasn't surprised at all to see her rush to the body
of the girl and take up that cold linp hand and press it to her bosom She nurnured words al nost
like a lullaby, her voice was so | ow and sweet and ki nd.

"She's dead," said Mock Berry. "But that baby's strong | see.”

Peggy stood up and | et Mock see the baby in her arns. She didn't like himhalf so well as she
liked his wife. He was the kind of man who'd slap a child so hard bl ood fl owed, just cause he
didn't |ike what was said or done. It was al nost worse cause he didn't rage when he did it. Like
he felt nothing at all, to hurt somebody or not hurt sonebody made no powerful difference in his
m nd. But he worked hard, and even though he was poor his famly got by; and nobody who knew Mck
paid heed to them crude fol ks what said there wasn't a buck who wouldn't steal or a ewe you
couldn't tup.

"Heal thy," said Mock. Then he turned to Mama. "Wien he grow up to be a big old buck, ma'am you
still aimto call himyour boy? O you make him sl eep out back in the shed with the ani nal s?"

Well, he wasn't one to pussyfoot around the issue, Peggy saw.

"Shut your nouth, Mck," said his wife. "And you give ne that baby, Mss. | just wish I'd knowed
he was coming or |1'd ve kept ny youngest on the tit to keep the mlk in. Waned that boy two
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nmont hs back and he's been nothing but trouble since, but you ain't no trouble, baby, you ain't no
trouble at all." She cooed to the baby just |like she cooed to his dead mama, and he didn't wake up
ei ther.

"I told you. I'll raise himas ny son," said Mna.
"I"'msorry, ma'am but | just never heard of no Wiite wonman doing such a thing," said Mck said.
"What | say,"” said Mama, "that's what | do."

Mock thought on that a nmoment. Then he nodded. "I reckon so," he said. "I reckon | never heard
you break your word, not even to Black folks." He grinned. "Mst Wiite folk allow as how lying to
a buck ain't the same as lying."

"We'll do like you asked," said Anga Berry. "I'Il tell anybody who ask me this is nmy boy, only
we gave himto you cause we was too poor."

"But don't you ever go forgetting that it's alie," said Mdck. "Don't you ever go thinking that
if it really was our own baby, we'd ever give himup. And don't you ever go thinking that ny

wife here ever would Il et some White nman put a baby in her, and

her being married to ne."

Mama st udi ed Mock for a minute, taking his neasure in the way

she had. "Mk Berry, | hope you cone and visit ne any day you
like while this boy is in nmy house, and I'lIl show you how one White woman keeps her word.
Mock | aughed. "I reckon you a regul ar Manci pationist."

Papa canme in then, covered with sweat and dirt. He shook hands

with the Berrys, and in a minute they told himthe tale they al

would tell. He made his promises too, to raise the boy like his own son. He even thought of what
never entered Mana's head-- he said a few words to Peggy, to pronise her that they wouldn't give
no preference to the boy, neither. Peggy nodded. She didn't want to say much, cause anything she
said would either be a lie or give her plans away; she knew she had no intention to be in this
house for even a single day of this baby's future here.

"W go on hone now, Ms. CQuester," said Anga. She handed the baby to Mama. "If one of ny
children wake up with a boogly dream | best be there or you hear them screans clear up here on the
hi gh road."

"Ain't you going have no preacher say words at her grave?" said Mck
Papa hadn't thought of it. "W do have a minister upstairs,"” he said.

But Peggy didn't let himhold that thought for even a noment. "No," she said, sharp as she
coul d.

Papa | ooked at her, and knew that she was talking as a torch. Wasn't no arguing that point. He
just nodded. "Not this time, Mck," he said. "Wuldn't be safe.”

Mama fretted Anga Berry clear to the door. "lIs there anything | ought to know?" said Mama. "Is
there anything different about Bl ack babi es?"

"Ch, powerful different," said Anga. "But that baby, he half Wiite | reckon, so you just take
care of that Wiite half, and | reckon the Black half take care of hisself."
"Cow s nmilk froma pig bladder?" Mama insisted.

"You know all themthings,"” said Anga. "I learnt everything
know fromyou, Ms. Guester. Al the wonen round here do. How cone you asking nme now? Don't you
know | need ny sl eep?"

Once the Berrys were gone, Papa picked up the girl's body and carried her outside. Not even a
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cof fin, though they would overlay the corpse with stones to keep the dogs off. "Light as a
feather," he said when first he hoisted her. "Like the charred carcass of a burnt log."

Whi ch was apt enough, Peggy had to adnmit. That's what she
was now. Just ashes. She'd burnt herself right up.

Mama hel d the pickani nny boy while Peggy went up into the attic and fetched down the cradle.
Nobody woke up this tine, except that minister. He was wi de awake behind his door, but he wasn't
com ng out for any reason. Mana and Peggy made up that little bed in Mama's and Papa's room and
laid the baby init. "Tell ne if this poor orphan baby's got hima name," said Mama

"She never gave himone," said Peggy. "In her tribe, a woman never got her a name till she
married, and a man had no nane till he killed himhis first aninal."

"That's just awful ," said Mama. "That ain't even Christian. Wiy, she died unbaptized."

"No," said Peggy. "She was baptized right enough. Her owner's wife sawto that-- all the Bl acks
on their plantation were baptized."

Mama' s face went sour. "I reckon she thought that nade her a Christian. Well, 1'll have a nane
for you, little boy." She grinned w ckedly. "Wat do you think your papa would do if | naned this
baby Horace Guester Junior?"

"Die," said Peggy.

"I reckon so," said Mana. "l ain't ready to be a widow yet. So for now we'll name him- oh,
can't think, Peggy. What's a Black man's nane? O should | just nanme himlike any Wite chil d?"

"Only Black man's name | knowis O hello," said Peggy.

"That's a queer nane if | ever heard one," said Mana. "You nust've got that out of one of
Whi tl ey Physicker's books.™"

Peggy sai d not hi ng.

"l know," said Mama. "1 know his nane. Crommell. The Lord Protector's nane."

"You night better nane himArthur, after the King, sai d Peggy.

Mama j ust cackled and | aughed at that. "That's your nanme, little boy. Arthur Stuart! And if the
King don't |ike such a nanesake, let himsend an arnmy and | still won't change it. His Myjesty
will have to change his own nanme first."

* % %

Even though she got to bed so | ate, Peggy woke early next, nmorning. It was hoof beats woke her--
she didn't have to go to the window to recognize his heartfire as the mnister rode away. Ri de on
Thrower, she said silently. You won't be the last to run away this norning, fleeing fromthat
el even-year-ol d boy.

It was the north-facing wi ndow she | ooked out of. She could see between the trees to the
graveyard up the hill. She tried to see where the grave was dug |ast night, but there wasn't no
sign her natural eyes could see, and in a graveyard there wasn't no heartfires neither, nothing to
help her. Alvin will see it though, she knew that sure.

He'd head for that graveyard first thing he did, cause his oldest brother's body |lay there, the
boy Vigor, who got swept away in the Hatrack River saving Alvin's nother's life in the |ast hour
before she gave birth to her seventh son. But Vigor hung on to life just long enough, in spite of
the river's strongest pulling at him hung on just |ong enough that when Al vin was born he was the
seventh of seven living sons. Peggy herself had watched his heartfire flicker and die right after
the babe was born. He woul d've heard that story a thousand tinmes. So he'd cone to that graveyard,
and he could feel his way through the earth and find what |ay hidden there. He'd find that
unnmar ked grave, that wasted body so fresh buried there.
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Peggy took the box with the caul init, put it deep in a cloth bag along with her second dress,
a petticoat, and the nost recent books Whitley Physicker had brought. Just because she didn't want
to neet himface to face didn't nean she could forget that boy. She'd touch the caul again
toni ght, or maybe not till norning, and then she'd stand with himin nmenory and use his senses to
find that nanmel ess Black girl's grave.

Her bag packed, she went downstairs.

Mama had drug the cradle into the kitchen and she was singing to the baby while she kneaded
bread, rocking the cradle with one foot, even though Arthur Stuart was fast asleep. Peggy set her
bag outside the kitchen door, wal ked in and touched her Mama's shoul der. She hoped a little that
she'd see her Mama grieving sonething awful when she found out Peggy' d gone off. But it wasn't so.
Oh, she'd carry on and rage at first, but in the tines to come she'd miss Peggy | ess than she
m ght' ve guessed. It was the baby'd take her mind off worrying about her daughter. Besi des, Manma
knew Peggy coul d take care of herself. Mana knew Peggy wasn't a one to need to hold a body's hand.
Whil e Arthur Stuart needed her

If this was the first time Peggy noticed how her Mama felt about her, she'd have been hurt deep
But it was the hundredth time, and she was used to it, and | ooked behind it to the reason, and
| oved her Manma for being a better soul than nost, and forgave her for not |oving Peggy nore.

"I love you, Manm," said Peggy.

"l love you too, baby," said Mana. She didn't even | ook up nor guess what Peggy had in nind

Papa was still asleep. After all, he dug a grave last night and filled it too.

Peggy wrote a note. Sonetines she took care to put in a lot of extra letters in the fancy way
they did in books, but this time she wanted to nake sure Papa could read it for hisself. That
meant putting in no nore letters than it took to make the sounds for reading out | oud.

I lov you Papa and Marma but | got to leav | noits rong to lev Hatrak with out no torch but |
bin torch sixtn yr. | seen ny fewhr and ile be saf donte you fret on my acown.

She wal ked out the front door, carried her bag to the road, and waited only ten mnutes before
Doctor Whitley Physicker cane along in his carriage, bound on the first leg of a tripto
Phi | adel phi a.

"You didn't wait on the road like this just to hand nme back that MIton | lent you," said
Wi tl ey Physicker.

She sniled and shook her head. "No sir, I'd like you take ne with you to Dekane. | plan to visit
with a friend of ny father's, but if you don't mind the conpany I'd rather not spend the noney for
a coach. "

Peggy watched hi m consider for a mnute, but she knew he'd let her cone, and w thout asking her
fol ks, neither. He was the kind of man thought a girl had as nuch worth as any boy, and nore than
that, he plain |liked Peggy, thought of her as sonething |like a niece. And he knew that Peggy never
lied, so he had no need to check with her folKks.

And she hadn't lied to him no nore than she ever lied when she left off without telling all she
knew. Papa's old | over, the woman he dreaned of and suffered for, she lived there in Dekane--
wi dowed for the last few years, but her nourning tinme over so she wouldn't have to turn away
conpany. Peggy knew that lady well, fromwatching far off for all these years. If | knock on her
door, thought Peggy, | don't even have to tell her |I'm Horace Guester's girl, she'd take ne in as
a stranger, she would, and care for nme, and help nme on nmy way. But maybe | will tell her whose
daughter I am and how | knew to come to her, and how Papa still lives with the aching nenory of
his |love for her.

The carriage rattled over the covered bridge that Alvin's father and ol der brothers had built
el even years before, after the river drowned the ol dest son. Birds nested in the rafters. It was a
mad, nusical, happy sound they nmade, at |least to her ears, chirping so |oud inside the bridge that
it sounded |ike she imagi ned grand opera ought to be. They had opera in Canel ot, down south. Maybe
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sonmeday she'd go and hear it, and see the King hinmself in his box.

O maybe not. Because soneday she might just find the path that led to that brief but |ovely
dream and then she'd have nore inportant things to do than | ook at kings or hear the nusic of the
Austrian court played by lacy Virginia nusicians in the fancy opera hall in Canelot. Al vin was
nmore inmportant than any of these, if he could only find his way to all his power and what he ought
to do with it. And she was born to be part of it. That's how easily she slipped into her dreans of
him Yet why not? Her dreams of him however brief and hard to find, were true visions of the
future, and the greatest joy and the greatest grief she could find for herself both touched this
boy who wasn't even a man yet, who had never seen her face to face.

But sitting there in the carriage besi de Doctor Witley Physicker, she forced those thoughts,
those visions fromher mnd. What cones will cone, she thought. If | find that path | find it, and
if not, then not. For now, at least, |'mfree. Free of ny watch aloft for the town of Hatrack, and
free of building all my plans around that little boy. And what if | end up free of himforever?
What if | find another future that doesn't even have himin it? That's the likeliest end of
things. Gve ne time enough, 1'll even forget that scrap of a dream | had, and find ny own good
road to a peaceful end, instead of bending nyself to fit his troubled path.

The dancing horses pulled the carriage along so brisk that the wi nd caught and tossed her hair.
She cl osed her eyes and pretended she was flying, a runaway just learning to be free.

Let himfind his path to greatness now without me. Let nme have a happy life far fromhim Let
sone ot her woman stand beside himin his glory. Let another woman kneel a-weeping at his grave.

Chapter 3 -- Lies

El even-year-old Alvin |l ost half his name when he came to Hatrack River. Back honme in the town of
Vi gor Church, not far fromwhere the Ti ppy-Canoe poured its waters into the Wbbi sh, everybody
knowed his father was Alvin, mller for the tow and the country round about. Alvin MIler. Wich
made hi s namesake, his seventh son, Alvin Junior. Now, though, he was going to live in a place
where there wasn't six folks who so nuch as ever nmet his pa. No need for nanes like MIler and
Junior. He was just Alvin, plain Alvin, but hearing that |one name made himfeel like only half
hi ssel f.

He cane to Hatrack River on foot, hundreds of niles across Whbbish and Hio territories. Wen he
set out fromhone it was with a pair of sturdy broke-in boots on and a pack of supplies on his
back. He did five mles that way, before he stopped up at a poor cabin and gave his food to the
folk there. After another mle or so he net a poor traveling famly, heading on west to the new
lands in the Noisy River country. He gave themthe tent and bl anket in his pack, and because they
had a thirteen-year-old boy about Alvin's size, he pulled off them new boots and gave them
straight out, just like that, socks too. He kept only his clothes and the enpty pack on his back

Why, them fol ks were w de-eyed and silly-faced over it, worrying that Alvin's pa m ght be nad,
himgiving stuff away |ike that, but he allowed as how it was his to give.

"You sure | won't be neeting up with your pa with a nmusket and a possy-cone-and-take-us?" asked
the poor man.

"I"'msure you won't, sir," said young Alvin, "on account of I'mfromthe town of Vigor Church
and the folks there won't see you at all unless you force them"™

It took them near ten seconds to realize where they'd heard the nanme of Vigor Church before.
"Them s the fol k of the Tippy-Canoe nmassacre," they said. "Thenmis the fol k what got bl ood on their
hands. "

Alvin just nodded. "So you see they'll |eave you be."

"Is it true they nake every traveler listen to themtell that terrible gory tale of how they
killed all them Reds in cold bl ood?"
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"Their blood wasn't cold," said Alvin, "and they only tell travelers who cone right on into
town. So just stay on the road, |eave thembe, ride on through. Once you cross the Wbbish, you'l
be in open | and again, where you'll be glad to neet up with settled folk. Not ten mle on."

Well, they didn't argue no nore, nor even ask himhow he cane not to have to tell the tale
hi ssel f. The name of the Massacre of Tippy-Canoe was enough to put a silence on folks like setting
in a church, a kind of holy, shameful, reverent attitude. Cause even though nost Wites shunned
t he bl oody-handed fol k who shed Red nen's bl ood at Ti ppy-Canoe, they still knew that if they'd
stood in the sane place, they'd ve done the sanme thing, and it'd be their hands dripping red till
they told a stranger about the wetched deed they done. That guilty know edge di dn't nake many
travel ers too keen on stopping in Vigor Church, or any homes in the upper Wbbish country. Them
poor folks just took Alvin's boots and gear and noved on down the road, glad of a stretch of
canvas over their head and a slice of leather on their big boy's feet.

Al vin betook himoff the road soon after, and plunged i nto woodl and, into the deepest places. If
he'd been wearing boots, he woul d' ve stunbled and crunched and nade nore noise than a rutting
buffal o in the woods-- which is about what nost White folks did in the natural forest. But because
he was barefoot, his skin touching the forest floor, he was like a different person. He had run
behi nd Ta- Kunsaw through the forests of this whole land, north and south, and in that running
young Alvin |l earned himhow the Red man ran, hearing the greensong of the |iving woodl and, noving
in perfect harnmony to that sweet silent nusic. Wien he ran that way, not thinking about where to
step, the ground became soft under young Alvin's feet, and he was guided al ong, no sticks breaking
when he stepped, no bushes swi shing or twi gs snapping off with his onward push. Behind himhe |eft
nary a footprint or a broken branch

Just like a Red man, that was how he noved. And pretty soon his Wiite man's cl othing chafed on
him and he stooped and took it off, stuffed it into the pack on his back, and then ran naked as a
jaybird, feeling the | eaves of the bushes against his body. Soon he was caught up in the rhythm of
his own running, forgetting anything about his own body, just part of the living forest, noving
onward, faster and stronger, not eating, not drinking. Like a Red man, who could run forever
t hrough the deep forest, never needing rest, covering hundreds of miles in a single day.

This was the natural way to travel, Alvin knewit. Not in creaking wooden wagons, rattling over
dry ground, sucking along on nuddy roads. And not on horseback, a beast sweating and heavi ng under
you, slave to your hurry, not on any errand of its own. Just a nman in the woods, bare feet on the
ground, bare face in the wind, dream ng as he ran

Al that day and all that night he ran, and well into the norning. How did he find his way? He

could feel the slash of the well-traveled road off on his left, Iike a prickle or an itch, and
even though that road |led through nmany a village and many a town, he knew that after a while it'd
fetch himup at the town of Hatrack. After all, that was the road his own fol ks followed, bridging

every stream and creek and river on the way, carrying himas a newborn babe in the wagon. Even
t hough he never traveled it before, and wasn't |l ooking at it now, he knew where it |ed.

So on the second nmorning he fetched up at the edge of the wood, on the verge of a field of new
green mai ze billowi ng over rolling ground. There was so nany farns in this settled country that
the forest was too weak to hold himin his dream nmuch | onger anyhow.

It took a while, just standing there, to renenber who he was and where he was bound. The nusic
of the greenwood was strong behind him weak afore. Al he could know for sure was a town ahead,
and a river maybe five nile on, that's all he could feel for sure. But he knew it was the Hatrack
Ri ver yonder, and so the town could be no other than the one he was bound for

He had figured to run the forest right up to the edge of town. Now, though, he had no choice but
to walk those last mles on Wiite man's feet or not go at all. That was a thought he had never
thought of-- that there m ght be places in the world so settled that one farmbutted right against
the next, with only a row of trees or a rail fence to mark the boundary, farmafter farm Ws this
what the Prophet saw in his visions of the land? Al the forest killed back and these fields put
in their place, so a Red nman couldn't run no nore, nor a deer find cover, nor a bear find anywhere
to sleep conme wintertime? If that was so, no wonder he took all the Reds who'd follow himout
west, across the M zzipy. There was no living for a Red nan here.
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That made Alvin a little sad and a little scared, to | eave behind the living lands he'd conme to
know as well as a man knows his own body. But he wasn't no phil osopher. He was a boy of el even,
and he al so hankered to see an eastern town, all settled up and civilized. Besides, he had
busi ness here, business he'd waited a year to take up, ever since he first |earned there was such
a body as: the torch girl, and how she | ooked for himto be a Mker.

He pulled his clothes out of his pack and put themon. He wal ked the edge of the farnmland til
he cane to a road. First tine the road crossed a stream there was proof it was the right road: a
covered bridge stood over that little one-junp brooklet. His own pa and ol der brothers built that
bridge, and others Iike it all the way along that road from Hatrack to Vigor Church. Eleven years
ago they built it, when Alvin was a baby sucking on his nmama while the wagon rattled west.

He followed the road, and it wasn't awful far. He'd just run hundreds of niles through virgin
forest without harmto his feet, but the Wite man's road had no part of the greensong and it
didn't yield to Alvin's feet. Wthin a couple of mles he was footsore and dusty and thirsty and
hungry. Alvin hoped it wasn't too many niles on White nan's road, or he'd sure be wi shing he'd
kept his boots.

The sign beside the road said, Town of Hatrack, Hio.

It was a good-sized town, conpared to frontier villages. O course it didn't conpare to the
French city of Detroit, but that was a foreign place, and this town was, well, Anerican. The
houses and buil dings were like the few rough structures in Vigor Church and ot her new settlenents,
only snoothed out and growed up to full size. There was four streets that crossed the main road,
with a bank and a couple of shops and churches and even a county courthouse and some places with
shi ngl es sayi ng Lawyer and Doctor and Al cheni st.

Wiy, if there was professional folk here, it was a town proper, not just a hopeful place |ike
Vi gor Church before the nmassacre. Less than a year ago he'd seen a vision of the town of Hatrack.
It was when the Prophet, Lolla-Wssiky, caught himup in the tornado that he called down onto Lake
M zogan. The walls of the whirlwind turned to crystal that tinme, and in the crystal Alvin had seen
many things. One of themwas the town of Hatrack the way it was when Alvin was born. It was plain
that things hadn't stayed the sane in these eleven years. He didn't recognize a thing, walking
through the town. Wy, this place was so big now that not a soul even seened to notice he was a
stranger to give hi mhowdy-do.

He was nost of the way through the built-up part of town before he realized that it wasn't the
town's bigness that made fol ks pay himno nmind. It was the dust on his face, his bare feet, the
enpty pack on his back. They | ooked, they took himin at a glance, and then they | ooked away, I|ike
as if they were hal fway scared he'd come up and ask them for bread or a place to stay. It was
something Alvin never nmet up with before, but he knowed it right away for

what it was. In the |ast eleven years, the town of Hatrack, H o, had | earned the difference
bet ween rich and poor.

The built-up part was over. He was through the town, and he hadn't seen a single blacksmth's
shop, which was what he was supposed to be |ooking for, nor had he seen the roadhouse where he was
born, which was what he was really looking for, Al he saw right now was a couple of pig farns,
stinking the way pig farns do, and then the road bent a bit south and he couldn't see nore.

The smithy had to still be there, didn't it? It was only a year and a half ago that Tal eswapper
had carried the prentice contract Pa wote up for Makepeace, the blacksmth of Hatrack River. And
| ess than a year ago that Tal eswapper hisself told Alvin that he delivered that letter, and
Makepeace Smith was anmenabl e-- that was the word he used, anenable. Since Tal eswapper talked in
his hal fway English manner, with the Rs dropped off the ends of words, it sounded to Alvin |like
ol d Tal eswapper said Makepeace Smith was "a meaner bull,” till Tal eswapper wote it down for him
Anyway, the smith was here a year ago. And the torch girl in the roadhouse, the one he visioned in
Lol I a- Wossi ky's crystal tower, she nmust be here. Hadn't she witten in Tal eswapper's book, "A
Maker is born"? When he | ooked at those words the letters burned with light like as if they been
conjured, like the nmessage wit by the hand of God on the wall in that Bible story: "Mean, mean
take all apart, son," and sure enough, it came to pass, Babylon was took all apart. Wrds of
prophecy was what turned letters bright like that. So if that Maker was Alvin hinself, and he
knowed it was, then she must see nore in her torchy way. She nust know what a Maker really is and
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how to be one.

Maker. A nane fol ks said with a hush. O spoke of wistful, saying that the world had done with
Makers, there'd be no nore. Ch, sonme said AOd Ben Franklin was a Maker, but he deni ed being so
much as a wizard till the day he died. Tal eswapper, who knew O d Ben like a father, he said Ben
only made one thing in his life, and that was the Anerican Conpact, that piece of paper that bound
the Dutch and Swedi sh colonies with the English and German settlenments of Pennsyl vania and

Suskwahenny and, nost inportant of all, the Red nation of Irrakwa, altogether formng the United
States of America, where Red and Wite, Dutchman, Swede and Englishman, rich and poor, nerchant
and | aborer, all could vote and all could speak and no one could say, |I'ma better man than you.

Sone fol ks all owed as how that nmade Ben as true a Maker as ever lived, but no, said Tal eswapper,
that nmade Ben, a binder, a knotter, but not a Maker.

| amthe Maker that torch girl wote about. She touched me as | was a-borning, and when she did
she saw that | had Maker-stuff in me. |1've got to find that girl, growed up to be sixteen years
old by now, and she's got to tell ne what she saw. Cause the powers |'ve found inside me, the
things that | can do, | know they've got a purpose bigger than just cutting stone w thout hands
and healing the sick and running through the woods |i ke any Red man can but no Wiite nan ever
could. I've got a work to do in ny life and | don't have the first spark of an idea how to get
ready for it.

Standing there in the road, with a pig farmon either hand, Alvin heard the sharp ching ching of
iron striking iron. The smth mght as well have called out to himby nane. Here | am said the
hammer, find ne up ahead al ong the road.

Bef ore he ever got to the smithy, though, he rounded the bend and saw the very roadhouse where
he was born, just as plain as ever in the vision in the crystal tower. Witewashed shiny and new
with only the dust of this sumrer on it, so it didn't |ook quite the sane, but it was as wel cone a
sight as any weary traveler could hope for

Twi ce wel conme, cause inside it, with any decent luck, the torch girl could tell himwhat his
Iife was supposed to be.

Al vin knocked at the door cause that's what you do, he thought. He'd never stayed in a roadhouse
before, and had no notion of a public room So he knocked once, and then twi ce, and then hall ooed
till finally the door opened. It was a womman with fl our on her hands and her checked apron, a big
worman who | ooked annoyed beyond belief-- but he knew her face. This was the wonan in his crysta
tower vision, the one what pulled himout of the wonb with her own fingers around his neck

"What in the world are you thinking of, boy, to knock ny door |ike that and start hullaball ooi ng
like there was a fire! Wiy can't you just come on in and set |like any other folk, or are you so
powerful inportant that you got to have a servant cone and open doors for you?"

"Sorry, ma'am" said Alvin, about as respectful as could be.

"Now what business could you have with us? If you're a beggar then | got to tell you we'll have
no scraps till after dinner, but you're welconme to wait till then, and if you got a conscience,
why, you can chop sone wood for us. Except for ook at you, | can't believe you' re nore than

fourteen years old--"
"El even, ma'am"”

"Well, then, you're right big for your age, but | still can't figure what busi ness you got here.
I won't serve you no liquor even if you got noney, which | doubt. This is a Christian house, in
fact nore than nere Christian because we're true-blue Methodist and that neans we don't touch a
drop nor serve it neither, and even if we did we wouldn't serve children. And |'d stake ten pound
of porkfat on a wager that you don't have the price of a night's |odging."

"No ma'am" said Alvin, "but--"

"Well then here you are, dragging ne out of my kitchen with the bread hal f-kneaded and a baby
who's bound to cry for nmilk any minute, and | reckon you don't plan to stand at the head of the
table and explain to all ny boarders why their dinner is late, on account of a boy who can't open

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (30 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:19 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt

a door his own self, no, you'll leave nme to nmake apol ogi es nyself as best | can, which is right
uncivil of you if you don't mind ny saying, or even if you do."

"Map'am" said Alvin, "I don't want food and | don't want a room" He knew enough courtesy not to
add that travelers had al ways been welcome to stay in his father's house whether they had noney or
not, and a hungry man didn't get afternoon scraps, he set down at Pa's own table and ate with the
famly. He was catching on to the idea that things were different here in civilized country.

"Well, all we deal in here is food and roons, sai d the roadhouse | ady.

"I come here, nma'am cause | was born in this house al nbst twel ve years ago."

Her whol e denmeanor changed at once. She wasn't a roadhouse m stress now, she was a m dwife.
"Born in this house?"

"Born on the day mnmy ol dest brother Vigor died in the Hatrack River. | thought as how you m ght
even renenber that day, and maybe you could show me the place where ny brother lies buried. "

Her face changed again. "You," she said. "You' re the boy who was born to that fanmly-- the
seventh son of--"

"Of a seventh son,"” said Alvin.

"Well what's becorme of you, tell nme! Ch, it was a portentous thing. My daughter stood there and
| ooked afar off and saw that your big brother was still alive as you cane out of the wonb--"

"Your daughter," said Alvin, forgetting hinself so nuch that he interrupted her clean in the
nmddl e of a sentence. "She's a torch.”

The lady turned cold as ice. "Was," she said. "She don't torch no nore."

But Alvin hardly noticed how the | ady changed. "You nean she |ost her knack for it? |I never
heard of a body losing their knack. But if she's here, I1'd like to talk to her."

"She ain't here no nore," said the lady. Now Alvin finally caught on that she didn't much care
to talk about it. "There ain't no torch nowin Hatrack River. Babies will be born here wthout a
body touching themto see howthey lie in the wonb. That's the end of it. | won't say another word
about such a girl as that who'd run off, just run right off."

Sorret hi ng caught in the lady's voice and she turned her back to him

"I got to finish nmy bread," said the lady. "The graveyard is up the hill there." She turned
around agaid to face him with nary a sign of the anger or grief or what-all that she felt a

second before. "If ny Horace was here |'d have him show you the way, but you'll see it anyhow,
there's a kind of path. It's just a famly graveyard, with a picket fence around it." Her stern
manner softened. "When you're done up there you cone on back and I'I|l serve you better than
scraps." She hurried on into the kitchen. Alvin followed her

There was a cradle by the kitchen table, with a babe asleep in it but w ggling sonmewhat.
Sonet hi ng funny about the baby but Alvin couldn't say right off what it was.

"Thank you for your kindness, ma'am but | don't ask for no handouts. I'Il work to pay for
anything | eat."

"That's rightly said, and like a true man-- your father was the same, and the bridge he built
over the Hatrack is still there, strong as ever. But you just go now, see the graveyard, and then
come back by and by."

She bent over the huge wad of dough on the kneading table. Alvin got the notion for just a
monent that she was crying, and naybe he did and nmaybe he didn't see teamdrop from her eyes
straight down into the dough. It was plain she wanted to be al one.

He | ooked again at the baby and realized what was different. "That's a pickani nny baby, isn't
it?" he said.
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She stopped kneadi ng, but |eft her hands buried to the wist in dough. "It's a baby," she said,
"and it's ny baby. | adopted himand he's mne, and if you call hima pickaninny I'll knead your
face |ike dough."

"Sorry, ma'am | neant no harm He just had a sort of cast to his face that gave ne that idea, |
reckon--"

"Ch, he's half-Black all right. But it's the White half of himl'mraising up, just as if he was
my own son. We naned him Arthur Stuart.”

Alvin got the joke of that right off. "Ain't nobody can call the King a pickaninny, | reckon."

She smled. "I reckon not. Now get, boy. You owe a debt to your dead brother, and you best pay
it now "

The graveyard was easy to find, and Alvin was gratified to see that his brother Vigor had a
stone, and his grave was as well-tended as any other. Only a few graves here. Two stones with the
same nane-- "Baby Mssy" --and dates that told of children dying young. Another stone that said
"d dpappy" and then his real nane, and dates that told of a long Iife. And Vigor

He knelt by his brother's grave and tried to picture what he night have been |ike. The best he
could do was imagine his brother Measure, who was his favorite brother, the one who was captured
by Reds along with Alvin. Vigor nust have been |ike Measure. O maybe Measure was |ike Vigor. Both
willing to die if need be, for their famly's sake. Vigor's death saved ny life before | was born,
t hought Alvin, and yet he hung on to the last breath so that when I was born | was still the
seventh son of a seventh son, with all ny brothers ahead of nme alive. The sane kind of sacrifice
and courage and strength that it took when Measure, who hadn't killed a single Red man, who near
died just trying to stop the Ti ppy-Canoe nassacre from happening, took on hinself the same curse
as his father and his brothers, to have blood on his hands if he failed to tell any stranger the
true story of the killing of all theminnocent Reds. So when he knelt there at Vigor's grave, it
was |i ke he was kneeling at Measure's grave, even though he knew Measure wasn't dead.

Wasn't wholly dead, anyway. But like the rest of the folk of Vigor Church, he'd never |eave that
pl ace again. He'd live out all his days where he wouldn't have to neet too many strangers, so that
for days on end he could forget the slaughter on that day |ast summer. The whole famly, staying
together there, with all the folks in the country roundabout, living out their days of life until
them as had the curse all died, sharing each other's shane and each other's |l oneliness |like they
was all kin, every one of them

Al themtogether, except for ne. | didn't take no curse on ne. | left themall behind.

Kneeling there, Alvin felt [ike an orphan. He might as well be. Sent off to be a prentice here,
knowi ng t hat whatever he did, whatever he made, his kin could never come on out to see. He could
go home to that bleak sad town fromtime to time, but that was nore |like a graveyard than this
grassy living place, because even with dead fol ks buried here, there was hope and life in the town
near by, people |ooking forward instead of back

Alvin had to | ook forward, too. Had to find his way to what he was bomto be. You died for ne,

Vigor, my brother that | never met. | just haven't figured out yet why it was so inportant for mne
to be alive. Wien | find out, | hope to nmake you proud of ne. | hope you'll think that I was worth
dying for.

When his thoughts was all spent and gone, when his heart had filled up and then enptied out
again, Alvin did sonething he never thought to do. He | ooked under the ground.

Not by digging, mind you. Alvin's knack was such that he could get the feel of underground
wi thout using his eyes. Like the way he | ooked into stone. Now it nmight seemto sone folk |ike a
ki nd of grave-robbing, for Al to peek inside the earth where his brother's body lay. But to Al it
was the only way he'd ever see the man who died to save him

So he closed his eyes and gazed under the soil and found the bones inside the rotted wooden box.
The size of him- Vigor was a big boy, which was about what it would take to roll and yaw a full-
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sized tree in a river's current. But the soul of him that wasn't there, and even though he knowed
it wouldn't be Al was sonewhat di sappointed.

H s hi dden gaze wandered to the snall bodies barely clinging to their own dust, and then to the
gnarled ol d corpse of O dpappy, whoever that was, fresh in the earth, only a year or so buried.

But not so fresh as the other body. The unnmarked body. One day dead at nost, she was, all her
flesh still on her and the worms hardly working at her yet.

He cried out in the surprise of it, and the grief at the next thought that came to mnd. Could
it be the torch girl buried there? Her nother said that she run off, but when folks run off it
ain't unusual for themto cone back dead. Wiy el se was the nother grieving so? The innkeeper's own
daughter, buried without a marker-- oh, that spoke of terrible bad things. Did she run off and get
hersel f shamed so bad her own folks wouldn't mark her burying place? Wy else | eave her there
wi t hout a stone?

"What's wong with you, boy?"

Al vin stood, turned, faced the man. A stout fellow who was right confortable to | ook upon; but
his face wasn't too easy right now

"What are you doing here in this graveyard, boy?"
"Sir," said Alvin, "ny brother's buried here."

The man thought a nmonent, his face easing. "You're one of that famly. But |I recall all their
boys was as old as you even back then--"

"I"'mthe one what was born here that night."

At that news the man just opened up his arnms and folded Alvin up inside. "They named you Al vin,
didn't they," said the man, "just |ike your father. W call himAlvin Bridger around here, he's
sonmet hing of | egend. Let ne see you, see what you've becone. Seventh son of a seventh son, cone
hone to see your birthplace and your brother's grave. O course you'll stay in ny roadhouse. |I'm
Horace CGuester, as you might guess, |'mpleased to neet you, but ain't you sonewhat big for--
what, ten, eleven years ol d?"

"Al nost twelve. Folks say I'mtall."”

"l hope you're proud of the marker we nade for your brother. He was adnmired here, even though we
all net himin death and never in life."

"I"'msuited," said Alvin. "It's a good stone." And then, because he couldn't help hinself,
though it wasn't a particularly wise thing to do, he up and asked the question nost burning in
him "But | wonder, sir, why one girl got herself buried here yesterday, and no stone nor narker
tells her nane."

Horace CGuester's face turned ashen. "Of course you'd see,
sonet hi ng. Seventh son. God help us all."

he whi spered. "Doodl ebug or

"Did she do sonething shaneful, sir, not to have no nmarker?" asked Al vin.

"Not shane," said Horace. "As God is ny witness, boy, this girl was noble in life and died a
vi rtuous death. She stays unnarked so this house can be a shelter to others |like her. But oh, |ad,

say you'll never tell what you found buried here. You'd cause pain to dozens and hundreds of | ost
souls along the road fromslavery to freedom Can you believe ne that nuch, trust ne and be ny
friend in this? It'd be too nuch grief, to | ose ny daughter and have this secret out, all in the

sanme day. Since | can't keep the secret fromyou, you have to keep it with me, Alvin, lad. Say you
will."

"I'I'l keep a secret if it's honorable, sir," said Alvin, "but what honorable secret |eads a man

to bury his own daughter w thout a stone?"

Horace's eyes went wi de, and then he | aughed |ike he was calling | oony birds. Wen he got
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control of hisself, he clapped Alvin on the shoulder. "That ain't my daughter in the ground there,
boy, what nmade you think it was? It's a Black girl, a runaway slave, who died |last night on her
way north. "

Now Alvin realized for the first time that the body was way too small to be no sixteen-year-old
anyhow. It was a child-size body. "That baby in your kitchen, it's her brother?"

"Her son," said Horace.

"But she's so small," said Al vin.

"That didn't stop her Wiite owner fromgetting her with child, boy. | don't know how you stand
on the question of slavery, or if you even thought about it, but | beg you do some thinking now.
Thi nk about how slavery lets a Wiite man steal a girl's virtue and still go to church on Sunday
whil e she groans in shane and bears his bastard child."

"You're a Mancipationist, ain't you?" said Alvin.

"Reckon | am" said the innkeeper, "but | reckon all good Christian folk are Mancipationists in
their hearts."

"l reckon so," said Al vin.

"I hope you are, cause if word gets out that | was helping a slavegirl run off to Canada,
there'll be finders and cotchers from Appal achee and the Crown Col onies a-spying on ne so | can't
hel p no others get away."

Al vin | ooked back at the grave and thought about the babe in the kitchen. "You going to tel
that baby where his mama's grave is?"

"When he's old enough to know, and not to tell it," said the man
"Then I'1l keep your secret, if you keep mne."

The man raised his eyebrows and studied Alvin. "Wat secret you got, Alvin, a boy as young as
you?"

"I don't have no partickler wish to have it known |I'ma seventh son. |'mhere to prentice with
Makepeace Smith, which | reckon is the man | hear a-hamering at the forge down yonder,"

"And you don't want folks knowi ng you can see a body |lying in an unmarked grave."

"You caught ny drift right enough,” said Alvin. "I won't tell your secret, and you won't tel
nm ne. "

"You have ny word on it," said the man. Then he hel d out his hand.

Took that hand and shook it, gladly. Myst grownup fol k wouldn't think of making a bargain |ike
that with a nmere child Iike him But this nan even offered his hand, |ike they were equal s.
"You'll see | know how to keep ny word, sir," said Al vin.

"And anyone around here can tell you Horace Guester keeps a promise, too." Then Horace told him
the story that they were letting out about the baby, how it was the Berrys' youngest, and they
gave it up for Ad Peg CGuester to raise, cause they didn't need another child and she'd al ways
hankered to have her a son. "And that part is true enough,"” said Horace CGuester. "All the nore,
with Peggy running off."

"Your daughter," said Alvin.

Suddenly Horace Guester's eyes filled up with tears and he shuddered with a sob |ike Al vin never
heard froma growed man in his life. "Just ran off this norning," said Horace Guester

"Maybe she's just a-calling on sonebody in town or sonething," said Alvin.
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Horace shook his head. "I beg your pardon, crying like that, | just beg your pardon, |'m awf ul
tired, truth to tell, up all night last night, and then this norning, her gone like that. She |eft
us a note. She's gone all right."

"Don't you know the man she run off with?" asked Alvin. "Maybe they'Il get married, that
happened once to a Swede girl out in the Noisy River country--"

Horace turned a bit red with anger. "I reckon you're just a boy so you don't know better than to
say such a thing. So I'll tell you now, she didn't run off with no man. She's a woman of pure
virtue, and no one ever said otherwi se. No, she run off al one, boy."

Al vin thought he'd seen all kinds of strange things in his life-- a tornado turned into a
crystal tower, a bolt of cloth with all the

soul s of men and women woven in it, rmurders and tortures, tales and niracles, Alvin knew nore of
Iife than nost boys at el even years of age. But this was the strangest thing of all, to think of a
girl of sixteen just up and leaving her father's house, w thout no husband or nothing. In all his
Iife he never saw a woman go nowhere by hersel f beyond her own dooryard.

"I s she-- is she safe?"

Horace | aughed bitterly. "Safe? O course she's safe. She's a torch, Alvin, the best torch
ever heard of. She can see folks miles off, she knows their hearts, ain't a nman born can conme near
her with evil on his mnd without she knows exactly what he's planning and just how to get away.
No, | ain't worried about her. She can take care of herself better than any nman. | just--"

"Mss her," said Alvin

"I guess it don't take no torch to guess that, aml right, lad? | miss her. And it hurt ny
feelings somewhat that she up and left with no warning. | could' ve given her God bless to send her
on her way. Her mama coul d' ve worked up sone good hex, not that Little Peggy'd need it, or anyhow
just pack her a cold dinner for on the road. But none of that, no fare-thee-well nor God-be-with-
you. It was like as if she was running from some awful boogly nmonster and had no tine to take but
one spare dress in a cloth bag and rush on out the door."

Runni ng from some nonster-- those words stung right to Alvin's soul. She was such a torch that
it might well be she saw Alvin comng. Up and ran away the nmorning he arrived. If she wasn't no
torch then maybe it was just chance that took her off the sane day he cone. But she was a torch
She saw him conmi ng. She knew he cane all this way a-hoping to neet her and beg her to help him
find his way into becom ng whatever it was that he was born to be. She saw all that, and ran away.

"I"'mright sorry that she's gone," said Alvin.

"I thank you for your pity, friend, it's good of you. | just hope it won't be for long. | just
hope she'll do whatever she left to do and conme on back in a few days or maybe a coupl e of weeks.
" He | aughed agai n, or maybe sobbed, it was about the sane sound. "I can't even go ask the Hatrack

torch to tell a fortune about her, cause the Hatrack River torch is gone."

Horace cried outright again, for just a minute. Then he took Alvin by the shoul ders and | ooked
himin the eye, not even hiding the tears on his cheeks. "Alvin, you just renenber how you seen ne
crying all un-manlike, and you renenber that's how fathers feel about their children when they're
gone. That's how your own pa feels right now, having you so far away."

"l know he does," said Alvin.

"Now i f you don't nmind," said Horace CGuester, "I need to be alone here."

Alvin touched his armjust a nmoment and then he went away. Not down to the house to have his
noon neal like Od Peg CGuester offered. He was too upset to sit and eat with them How could he
explain that he was nigh on to being as heartbroke as them to have that torch girl gone? No, he'd
have to keep silence. The answers he was | ooking for in Hatrack, they were gone off with a sixteen-
year-old girl who didn't want to meet hi mwhen he cane.

Maybe she seen ny future and she hates ne. Maybe |'m as bad a boogly nonster as anybody ever
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dreanmed of on an evil night.

He foll owed the sound of the blacksmith's hamrer. It led himalong a faint path to a springhouse
straddling a brook that cane straight out of a hillside. And down the stream along a clear neadow
sl ope, he wal ked until he came to the smithy. Hot snoke rose fromthe forge. Around front he
wal ked, and saw the bl acksnith inside the big sliding door, hamrering a hot iron bar into a
curving shape across the throat of his anvil.

Al vin stood and watched himwork. He could feel the heat fromthe forge clear outside; inside
must be like the fires of hell. H's nmuscles were like fifty different ropes holding his armon
under the skin. They shifted and roll ed across each other as the hamer rose into the air, then
bunched all at once as the hamrer came down. C ose as he was now, Alvin could hardly bear the bell-

like crash of iron on iron, with the anvil |like a sounding fork to make the sound ring on and on
Sweat dripped off the blacksnmith's body, and he was naked to the waist, his white skin ruddy from
the heat, streaked with soot fromthe forge and sweat fromhis pores. |'ve been sent here to be

prentice to the devil, thought Alvin.

But he knew that was a silly idea even as he thought it. This was a hard-working nman, that's

all, earning his living with a skill that every town needed if it hoped to thrive. Judging from
the size of the corrals for horses waiting to be shod, and the heaps of iron bars waiting to be
made i nto pl ows and sickles, axes and cleavers, he did a good business, too. If | learn this
trade, 1'1l never be hungry, thought Alvin, and folks will always be glad to have ne.

And sonet hi ng nore. Somnet hing about the hot fire and the ruddy iron. \What happened in this place
was akin sonmehow to nmaking. Alvin knew fromthe way he'd worked with stone in the granite quarry,
when he carved the mllstone for his father's mll, he knew that with his knack he coul d probably
reach inside the iron and nmake it go the way he wanted it to go. But he had sonmething to learn
fromthe forge and the hamer, the bellows and the fire and the water in the cooling tubs,
sonet hi ng that woul d hel p hi m becone what he was born to becone.

So now he | ooked at the blacksmth, not as a powerful stranger, but as Alvin's future self. He
saw how the nuscles grew on the smth's shoul ders and back. Alvin's body was strong from choppi ng
wood and splitting rails and all the hoisting and lifting that he did earning pennies and nickels
on nei ghbors' farms. But in that kind of work, your whole body went into every novenent. You rared
back with the axe and when it swng it was |like your whole body was part of the ax handle, so that
| egs and hi ps and back all noved into the chop. But the smith, he held the hot iron in the tongs,
held it so snmoboth and exact against the anvil that while his right armswng the hamrer, the rest
of his body couldn't nove a twitch, that |left arm stayed as snooth and steady as a rock. It shaped
the smth's body differently, forced the arns to be nmuch stronger by thenselves, muscles rooted to
the neck and breastbone standing out in a way they never did on a farnboy's body.

Alvin felt inside hinself, the way his own nuscles grew, and knew al ready where the changes
woul d have to come. It was part of his knack, to find his way within living flesh npost as easily
as he could chart the inner shapes of living stone. So even now he was hunkering down inside,
teaching his body to change itself to nmake way for the new work

"Boy," said the smith.

"Sir," said Avin.

"Have you got business for me? | don't know you, do |?"
Alvin stepped forward, held out the note his father wit.
"Read it to ne, boy, ny eyes are none too good."

Al vin unfol ded the paper. "From Alvin MIler of Vigor Church. To Makepeace Bl acksnith of Hatrack
River. Here is nmy boy Alvin what you said could be your prentice till he be seventeen. He'll work
hard and do what all you say, and you teach himwhat all a man needs to be a good smith, like in
the articles | signed. He is a good boy--"

The smith reached for the paper, held it close to his eyes. H s |ips noved as he repeated a few
phrases. Then he sl apped the paper down on the anvil. "This is a fine turn,"” said the smth.
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"Don't you know you're about a year late, boy? You was supposed to conme |last spring. | turned away
three offers for prentice cause | had your pa's word you was coning, and here |'ve been w t hout
hel p this whol e year cause he didn't keep his word. Now |I'm supposed to take you in with a year

| ess on your contract, and not even a by-your-|eave or beg-your-pardon."

"I"'msorry, sir," said Alvin. "But we had the war last year. | was on ny way here but | got
captured by Choc-Taw. "

"Captured by-- oh, cone now, boy, don't tell ne tales Iike that. If the Choc-Taw caught you, you
woul dn't have such a dandy head of hair now, would you! And like as not you'd be missing a few
fingers.”

"Ta- Kumsaw rescued nme," said Al vin.
"Ch, and no doubt you net the Prophet hisself and wal ked on water with him"

As a matter of fact, Alvin done just that. But fromthe smth's tone of voice, he reckoned that
it wouldn't be wise to say so. So Alvin said nothing.

"Where's your horse?" asked the smith.
"Don't have one," said Al vin.

"Your father wote the date on this letter boy, two days ago! You must've rode a horse."

"I ran." As soon as Alvin said it, he knewit was a ni stake.

"Ran?" said the smth. "Wth bare feet? It nust be nigh four hundred mle or nore to the Whbbish
fromhere! Your feet ought to be ripped to rags clear up to your knees! Don't tell ne tales, boy!
I won't have no liars around ne!"

Alvin had a choice, and he knew it. He could explain about how he could run |i ke a Red man
Makepeace Smith wouldn't believe him and so Alvin would have to show hi m sone of what he could
do. It would be easy enough. Bend a bar of iron just by stroking it. Make two stones nash toget her
to formone. But Alvin already nade up his nmind he didn't want to show his knacks here. How coul d
he be a proper prentice, if folks kept conming around for himto cut them hearthstones or fix a
broken wheel or all the other fixing things he had a knack for? Besides, he never done such a
thing, showi ng off just for the sake of proving what he could do. Back home he only used his knack
when there was need.

So he stuck with his decision to keep his knack to hinmself, pretty nuch. Not tell what he could
do. Just learn Iike any normal boy, working the iron the way the smth hinself did, letting the
nmuscl es grow slowy on his arns and shoul ders, chest and back

"I was joking," Alvin said. "A man gave ne a ride on his spare mount."

"I don't like that kind of joke," said the smth. "I don't like it that you lied to ne so easy
like that."

What could Alvin say? He couldn't even claimthat he hadn't l|ied-- he had, when he told about a
man letting himride. So he was as nuch a liar as the snth thought. The only confusion was about
whi ch statenent was a lie.

"I"'msorry," said Alvin.

"I"mnot taking you, boy. |I don't have to take you anyway, a year late. And here you cone |ying
to nme the first thing. I won't have it."

"Sir, I"'msorry," said Alvin. "It won't happen again. |I'mnot known for a liar back hone, and
you'll see I'lIl be known for square dealing here, if you give me a chance. Catch nme |lying or not

giving fair work all the tinme, and you can chuck ne, no questions asked. Just give ne a chance to
prove it, sir."

"You don't look like you' re eleven, neither, boy.
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"But | am sir. You know | am You yourself with your own arns pulled ny brother Vigor's body
fromthe river on the night that | was born, or so ny pa told ne."

The smith's face went distant, as if he was renenbering. "Yes, he told you true, | was the one
who pulled himout. dinging to the roots of that tree even in death, so | thought 1'd have to cut
himfree. Cone here, boy."

Al vin wal ked cl oser. The snith poked and pushed the nuscles of his arnmns.

"Well, | can see you're not a |lazy boy. Lazy boys get soft, but you're strong |like a hardworking
farmer. Can't lie about that, | reckon. Still, you haven't seen what real work is."

"I"'mready to learn."

"Ch, I'msure of that. Many a boy would be glad to learn fromnme. OQher work might conme and go,
but there's always a need for a blacksnmith. That'll never change. Well, you're strong enough in
body, | reckon. Let's see about your brain. Look at this anvil. This here's the bick, on the

point, you see. Say that."
"Bi ck."

"And then the throat here. And this is the table-- it ain't faced with blister steel, so when
you rama cold chisel into it the chisel don't blunt. Then up a notch onto the steel face, where
you work the hot nmetal. And this is the hardie hole, where | rest the butt of the fuller and the
flatter and the swage. And this here's the pricking hole, for when I punch holes in strap iron--
the hot punch shoots right through into this space. You got all that?"

"I think so, sir.
"Then name ne the parts of the anvil."

Al vin narmed them as best he could. Couldn't renmenber the job each one did, not all of them
anyways, but what he did was good enough, cause the blacksnmith nodded and grinned. "Reckon you
ain't a half-wit, anyhow, you'll learn quick enough. And big for your age is good. | won't have to
keep you on a broomand the bellows for the first four years, the way | do with smaller boys. But
your age, that's a sticking point. Atermof prentice work is seven year, but ny witten-up
articles with your pa, they only say till you' re seventeen."

"I'"m al nost twelve now, sir."

"So what |'msaying is, | want to be able to hold you the full seven years, if need be. | don't
want you whining off just when | finally get you trai ned enough to be useful."

"Seven years, sir. The spring when |I'mnigh on nineteen, then ny time is up."

"Seven years is a long tinme, boy, and I nean to hold you to it. Mst boys start when they're
nine or ten, or even seven years old, so they can make a living, start looking for a wife at
si xteen or seventeen years old. | won't have none of that. | expect you to live like a Christian
and no fooling with any of the girls in town, you understand ne?"

"Yes sir."

"All right then. My prentices sleep in the loft over the kitchen, and you eat at table with ny
wife and children and nme, though I'Il thank you not to speak until spoken to inside the house-- |
won't have ny prentices thinking they have the sanme rights as nmy own children, cause you don't."

"Yes sir."
"And as for now, | need to het up this strap again. So you start to work the bellows there."

Alvin wal ked to the bellows handle. It was T-shaped, for two-handed working. But Alvin tw sted
the end piece so it was at the same angle as the hammer handl e when the snmith lifted it into the
air. Then he started to work the bellows with one arm
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"What are you doing, boy!" shouted Alvin's new naster. "You won't |ast ten mnutes working the
bellows with one arm™

"Then in ten minutes I'll switch to ny left arm"”™ said Alvin. "But | won't get mnyself ready for
the hamrer if | bend over every tine | work the bell ows."

The smith | ooked at himangrily. Then he laughed. "You got a fresh nouth, boy, but you al so got
sense. Do it your way as long as you can, but see to it you don't slack on wind-- | need a hot
fire, and that's nore inportant than you working up strength in your armnms right now"

Alvin set to punping. Soon he could feel the pain of this unaccustoned novenent gnawing at his
neck and chest and back. But he kept going, never breaking the rhythmof the bellows, forcing his
body to endure. He could have made the nuscles grow right now, teaching themthe pattern with his
hi dden power. But that wasn't what Alvin was here for, he was pretty sure of that. So he let the
pain cone as it would, and his body change as it would, each new nuscle earned by his own effort.

Alvin lasted fifteen minutes with his right hand, ten mnutes with his left. He felt the rnuscles
aching and liked the way it felt. Makepeace Smth seened pl eased enough with what he did. Avin
knew t hat he'd be changed here, that his work would nake a strong and skillful nman of him

A man, but not a Maker. Not yet fully on the road to what he was born to be. But since there
hadn't been a Maker in the world in a thousand years or nore, or so fol ks said, who was he going
to prentice hinself to in order to learn that trade?

Chapter 4 -- Modesty

Wi tl ey physicker hel ped Peggy down fromthe carriage in front of a fine-looking house in one of
t he best nei ghborhoods of Dekane. "I'd like to see you to the door, Peggy Cuester, just to make
sure they're hone to greet you," said he, but she knew he didn't expect her to allow himto do
that. If anybody knew how little she liked to have fol ks fussing over her, it was Doctor Witley
Physi cker. So she thanked himkindly and bid himfarewell.

She heard his carriage rolling off, the horse clopping on the cobbl estones, as she rapped the
knocker on the door. A maid opened the door, a German girl so fresh off the boat she couldn't even
speak enough English to ask Peggy's nane. She invited her in with a gesture, seated her on a bench
in the hall, and then held out a silver plate.

What was the plate for? Peggy couldn't hardly make sense at all of what she saw inside this
foreign girl's mnd. She was expecting sonmething-- what? Alittle slip of paper, but Peggy didn't
have a notion why. The girl thrust the salver closer to her, insisting. Peggy couldn't do a thing
but shrug.

Finally the German girl gave up and went away. Peggy sat on the bench and waited. She searched
for heartfires in the house, and found the one she | ooked for. Only then did she realize what the
plate was for-her calling card. Folks in the city, rich folks anyway, they had little cards they
put their nane on, to announce theirself when they came to visit. Peggy even remenbered readi ng
about it in a book, but it was a book fromthe Crown Col onies and she never thought folks in free
| ands kept such formality.

Soon the lady of the house cane, the German girl shadowi ng her, peering from behind her fine day
gown. Peggy knew fromthe lady's heartfire that she didn't think herself dressed in any partickler
finery today, but to Peggy she was like the Queen herself.

Peggy | ooked into her heartfire and found what she had hoped for. The | ady wasn't annoyed a bit
at seeing Peggy there, nerely curious. Ch, the lady was judging her, of course-- Peggy never net a
soul, least of all herself, what didn't nmake some judgnent of every stranger-- but the judgnment
was kind. Wien the | ady | ooked at Peggy's plain clothes, she saw a country girl, not a pauper
when the | ady | ooked at Peggy's stern, expressionless face, she saw a child who had known pain,
not an ugly girl. And when the |ady imagi ned Peggy's pain, her first thought was to try to hea
her. All in all, the |ady was good. Peggy nade no ni stake in coning here.
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"I don't believe |I've had the pleasure to neet you," said the |ady. Her voice was sweet and soft
and beauti ful.

"l reckon not, Mstress Mdesty," said Peggy. "My nane is Peggy-- | think you had sone
acquai ntance with ny papa, years ago."

"Perhaps if you told ne his name?"
"Horace," said Peggy. "Horace CGuester, of Hatrack, Hi o0."

Peggy saw the turmoil in her heartfire at the very sound of his nane-- glad nenory, and yet a
glimer of fear of what this strange girl mght intend. Yet the fear quickly subsided-- her
husband had di ed several years ago, and so was beyond hurt. And none of these enptions showed in
the lady's face, which held its sweet and himdly expression with perfect grace. Mdesty turned to
the maid and spoke a few words of fluent German. The naid curtsied and was gone.

"Did your father send you?" asked the |ady. Her unspoken question was: Did your father tell you
what | nmeant to him and he to ne?

"No," said Peggy. "I cone here on ny own. He'd die if he found out | knew your nane. You see |I'm
a torch, Mstress Mddesty. He has no secrets, not from ne. Nobody does."

It didn't surprise Peggy one bit how Mddesty took that news. Mst fol ks woul d' ve thought right
of f about all the secrets they hoped she woul dn't guess. Instead, the |ady thought at once how
awful it nust be for Peggy, to know things that didn't bear knowi ng. "How |l ong has it been that
way?" she said softly. "Surely not when you were just a little girl. The Lord is too nerciful to
| et such know edge fill a child' s mind."

"I reckon the Lord didn't concern hinself much with nme," said Peggy. The | ady reached out and
touched Peggy's cheek. Peggy knew the | ady had noticed she was sonewhat dirty fromthe dust of the
road. But what the lady nostly thought of wasn't clothes or cleanliness. A torch, she was
thinking. That's why a girl so young wears such a cold, forbidding face. Too nuch know edge has
made this girl so hard.

"Why have you come to ne?" asked Modesty. "Surely you don't nmean harmto ne or your father, for
such an ancient transgression."”

"Ch, no ma'am" said Peggy. Never in her life did her own voice sound so harsh to her, but
conpared to this lady she was squawking like a crow. "If |I'mtorch enough to know your secret, |I'm
torch enough to know there was sone good in it as well as sin, and as far as the sin goes, Papa's
paying for it still, paying double and treble every year of his life."

Tears canme into Mddesty's eyes. "I had hoped," she murmured, "I had hoped that tine woul d ease
the shame of it, and he'd renenber it now with joy. Like one of the ancient faded tapestries in
Engl and, whose colors are no longer bright, but whose inage is the very shadow of beauty itself."

Peggy might've told her that he felt nore than joy, that he relived all his feelings for her
like it happened yesterday. But that was Papa's secret, and not hers to tell

Modesty touched a kerchief to her eyes, to take away the tears that trenbled there. "All these
years |'ve never spoken to a nortal soul of this. I've poured out my heart only to the Lord, and
he's forgiven nme; yet | find it sonehow exhilarating to speak of this to sonmeone whose face | can
see with ny eyes, and not just ny imagination. Tell me, child, if you didn't cone as the avengi ng
angel , have you cone perhaps as a forgiving one?"

M stress Modesty spoke with such el egance that Peggy found herself reaching for the | anguage of
t he books she read, instead of her natural talking voice. "I'"ma-- a supplicant," said Peggy. "I
cone for help. I cone to change ny life, and | thought, being how you | oved ny father, you mnight
be willing to do a kindness for his daughter."”

The lady smiled at her. "And if you're half the torch you claimto be, you already know ny
answer. Wat kind of help do you need? My husband left me a good deal of noney when he died, but I
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think it isn't noney that you need."

"No ma'am " said Peggy. But what was it that she wanted, now that she was here? How coul d she

expl ain why she had cone? "I didn't like the life |I saw for nyself back in Hatrack. | wanted to--"
"Escape?"
"Somewhat |ike that, | reckon, but not exactly."

"You want to becone sonething other than what you are," said the | ady.
"Yes, M stress Mdesty."
"What is it that you wish to be?"

Peggy had never thought of words to descri be what she dreaned of, but now, with M stress Mdesty
bef ore her, Peggy saw how sinply those dreans m ght be expressed. "You, nma'am"

The | ady sm | ed and touched her own face, her own hair. "Ch, ny child, you nust have hi gher ains
than that. Much of what is best in ne, your father gave ne. The way he | oved ne taught ne that

per haps-- no, not perhaps-- that | was worth loving. | have | earned nuch nore since then, nore of
what a wonan is and ought to be. What a lovely symmetry, if | can give back to his daughter sone
of the wi sdom he brought to ne." She | aughed gently. "I never inagined nyself taking a pupil.”

"Mre like a disciple, | think, Mstress Mdesty."

"Nei ther pupil nor disciple. WIIl you stay here as a guest in ny hone? WIIl you let nme be your
friend?"

Even t hough Peggy couldn't rightly see the paths of her own life, she still felt them open up
inside her, all the futures she could hope for, waiting for her in this place. "Oh, ma'am" she
whi spered, "if you will."

Chapter 5 -- Dowser

Hank Dowser'd seen himprentice boys a-plenty over the years, but never a one as fresh as this.
Here was Makepeace Smith bent over old Picklewing's |eft forehoof, all set to drive in the nail
and up spoke his boy.

"Not that nail," said the blacksmth's prentice boy. "Not there."

Well, that was as fine a nonment as Hank ever saw for the master to give his prentice boy a sharp
cuff on the ear and send himbaw ing into the house. But Makepeace Smith just nodded, then | ooked
at the boy.

"You think you can nail this shoe, Alvin?" asked the master. "She's a big one, this nmare, but I
see you got you somne inches since last | | ooked."

"I can," said the boy.

"Now just hold your horses," said Hank Dowser. "Picklewing's nmy only aninmal. And | can't just up
and buy nme another. | don't want your prentice boy learning to be a farrier and making his
m stakes at nmy poor old nag's expense." And since he was al ready speaking his nmind so frank like,
Hank just rattled right on like a plain fool. "Wo's the master here, anyway?" said he.

Well, that was the wong thing to say, Hank knew it the second the words slipped out of his
mout h. You don't say Who's the master, not in front of the prentice. And sure enough, Mkepeace
Smith's ears turned red and he stood up, all six feet of him with arnms |ike oxlegs and hands that
could crush a bear's face, and he said, "I'mthe master here, and when | say ny prentice is good
enough for the job, then he's good enough, or you can take your customto another snmith."

"Now just hold your horses," said Hank Dowser.
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"I am hol di ng your horse," said Makepeace Snith. "Or at |east your horse's leg. In fact, your
horse is | eaning over on nme sonething heavy. And now you start asking if |'mnaster of my own
smithy. Anybody whose head don't |eak knows that riling the snmith who's shoeing your horse is
about as smart as provoking the bees on your way in for the honey."

Hank Dowser just hoped Makepeace woul d be sonewhat easier to cal mdown. "Course you are," said
Hank. "I meant nothing by it, except | was surprised when your prentice spoke up so snmart and all

"Well that's cause he's got hima knack," said Makepeace Smith. "This boy Alvin, he can tel
t hi ngs about the inside of a horse's hoof-- where a nail's going to hold, where it's going into
soft hurting flesh, that kind of thing. He's a natural farrier. And if he says to nme, Don't drive
that nail, well | know by now that's a nail | don't want to drive, cause it'll nake the horse
crazy or lane."

Hank Dowser grinned and backed off. It was a hot day, that's all, that's why tenpers were so
high. "I have respect for every man's knack," said Hank. "Just like |I expect themto have respect
for mne."

"I'n that case, |'ve held up your horse long enough," said the Smith. "Here, Alvin, nail this
shoe." |If the boy had swaggered or sirapered or sneered, Hank woul d've had a reason to be so nad.
But Prentice Alvin just hunkered down with nails in his nouth and hooked up the left forehoof.

Pi ckl ewi ng | eaned on him but the boy was right tall, even though his face had no sign of beard
yet, and he was like a twin of his master, when it come to nmuscle under his skin. It wasn't one

m nute, the horse | eaning that way, before the shoe was nailed in place. Picklewing didn't so much
as shiver, let alone dance the way he usually did when the nails went in. And now t hat Hank
thought about it a little, Picklewi ng always did seemto favor that leg just a little, as if
sonething was a nite sore inside the hoof. But he'd been that way so | ong Hank hardly noticed it
no nore.

The prentice boy stepped back out of the way, still not showing any brag at all. He wasn't doing
a thing that was the tiniest bit benoctious, but Hank still felt an, unreasonable anger at the
boy. "How old is he?" asked Hank.

"Fourteen," said Makepeace Smith. "He cone to nme when he was el even."
"Anmte old for a prentice, wouldn't you say?" asked Hank

"A year late in arriving, he was, because of the war with the Reds and the French-- he's from
out in the Wbbish country."

"Them was hard years," said Hank. "Lucky ne | was in Irrakwa the whole time. Dowsing wells for
windmills the whole way along the railroad they were building. Fourteen, eh? Tall as he is, |
reckon he |lied about his age even so."

If the boy disliked being named a liar, he didn't show no sign of it. Wich nmade Hank Dowser al
the nore annoyed. That boy was |ike a burr under his saddle, just made hi m nad what ever the boy
di d.

"No," said the smth. "W know his age well enough. He was born right here in Hatrack River
fourteen years ago, when his fol ks were passing through on their way west. W buried his ol dest
brother up on the hill. Big for his age though, ain't he?"

They m ght've been discussing a horse instead of a boy. But Prentice Alvin didn't seemto mnd
He just stood there, staring right through themas if they were nade of gl ass.

"You got four years left of his contract, then?" asked Hank
"Bit nore. Till he's near nineteen."

"Well, if he's already this good, | reckon he'll be buying out early and goi ng journeyman." Hank
| ooked, but the boy didn't brighten up at this idea, neither

"I reckon not," said Makepeace Snmith. "He's good with the horses, but he gets careless with the
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forge. Any snith can do shoes, but it takes a real smith to do a plow blade or a wheel tire, and a
knack with horses don't help a bit with that. Wy, for ny masterpiece | done ne an anchor! | was
in Netticut at the tine, mind you. There ain't nuch call for anchors here, | reckon."

Pi ckl ewi ng snorted and stanped-- but he didn't dance lively, the way horses do when their new
shoes are troublesone. It was a good set of shoes, well shod. Even that made Hank mad at the
prentice boy. H s own anger made no sense to him The boy had put on Picklewi ng's [ast shoe, on a
I eg that might have been |l aned in another farrier's hands. The boy had done him good. So why this
wrath burning just under the surface, getting worse whatever the boy did or said?

Hank shrugged off his feelings. "Well, that's work well done," he said. "And so it's tine for ne

to do ny part."

"Now, we both know a dowsing's worth nore than a shoeing," said the smth. "So if you need any
nmore work done, you know | owe it to you, free and clear."

"I will cone back, Makepeace Smith, next tine ny nag needs shoes." And because Hank Dowser was a

Christian man and felt ashaned of how he disliked the boy, he added praise for the lad. "I reckon
I"lI'l be sure to conme back while this boy's still under prentice bond to you, himhaving the knack
he's got."

The boy might as well not've heard the good words, and the master snmith just chuckled. "You
ain't the only one who feels like that," he said.

At that nonent Hank Dowser understood sonething that he m ght've m ssed otherwi se. This boy's
knack with hooves was good for trade, and Makepeace Snmith was just the kind of man who'd hold that
boy to every day of his contract, to profit fromthe boy's name for clean shoeing with no horses
lost by lamng. All a greedy master had to do was claimthe boy wasn't good at forgework or
sonething like, then use that as a pretext to hold himfast. In the neantime the boy'd nake a name
for this place as the best farriery in eastern H o. Mney in Mkepeace Smth's pocket, and nothing
for the boy at all, not noney nor freedom

The law was the law, and the snmith wasn't breaking it-- he had the right to every day of that
boy's service. But the customwas to let a prentice go as soon as he had the skill and had sense
enough to make his way in the world. Otherwise, if a boy couldn't hope for early freedom why
shoul d he work hard to learn as quick as he could, work as hard as he coul d? They said even the
sl aveowners in the Crown Colonies let their best slaves earn a little pocket noney on the side,
so's they could buy their freedom soneti ne before they died.

No, Makepeace Smith wasn't breaking no | aw, but he was breaking the customof masters with their
prentice boys, and Hank thought ill of himfor it; it was a nean sort of master who'd keep a boy
who' d al ready | earned everything the master had to teach

And yet, even knowing that it was the boy who was in the right, and his master in the wong--
even knowi ng that, he | ooked at that boy and felt a cold wet hatred in his heart. Hank shuddered,
tried to shake it off.

"You say you need a well," said Hank Dowser. "You want it for drinking or for washing or for the
smt hy?"

"Does it nake a difference?" asked the smth.

"Well, | think so," said Hank. "For drinking you need pure water, and for washing you want water
that got no disease in it. But for your work in the smithy, | reckon the iron don't give no never
m nd whether it cools in clear or murky water, am|l right?"

"The spring up the hill is giving out, slacking off year by year," said the snmth. "I need me a

well | can count on. Deep and clean and pure."

"You know why the stream s going slack," saidHank. "Everybody else is digging wells, and sucking
out the water before it can seep out the spring. Your well is going to be about the last straw "

"I wouldn't be surprised,” said the snmith. "But | can't undig their wells, and | got to have ny
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water, too. Reason | settled here was because of the stream and now they've dried it up on ne. |
reckon I could nmove on, but | got me a wife and three brats up at the house, and | like it here,
like it well enough. So | figure I'd rather draw water than nove."

Hank went on down to the stand of willows by the stream near where it came out from under an
ol d springhouse, which had fallen into disrepair. "Yours?" asked Hank

"No, it belongs to old Horace Guester, himwho owns the roadhouse up yonder."

Hank found hima thin willow wand that forked just right, and started cutting it out with his
knife. "Springhouse doesn't get nuch use now, | see."

"Stream s dying, like | said. Half the time in summer there ain't enough water in it to keep the
creamjars cool. Springhouse ain't no good if you can't count on it all surnnmer. "

Hank nmade the last slice and the willow rod pulled free. He shaved the thick end to a point and
whittled off all the | eaf nubs, making it as smpoth as ever he could. There was some dowsers who
didn't care how snooth the rod was, just broke off the | eaves and |left the ends all raggedy, but
Hank knew that the water didn't always want to be found, and then you needed a good snooth will ow
wand to find it. There was others used a clean wand, but always the same one, year after year
pl ace after place, but that wasn't no good neither, Hank knew, cause the wand had to be from
willow or, sonetines, hickory that grew up sucking the water you were hoping to find. Them ot her
dowsers were nountebanks, though it didn't do no good to say so. They found water nost times
because in nost places if you dig down far enough there's bound to be water. But Hank did it
right, Hank had the true knack. He could feel the willow wand trenbling in his hands, could fee
the water singing to himunder the ground. He didn't just pick the first sign of water, either. He
was | ooking for clear water, high water, close to the surface and easy to pull. He took pride in
hi s work.

But it wasn't |ike that prentice boy-- what was his nane? --Alvin. Wasn't like him Ei ther a man
could nail horseshoes w thout ever |am ng the horse, or he couldn't. If he ever |laned a horse,
fol ks thought twi ce before they went to that farrier again. But with a dowser, it didn't seemto
make no difference if you found water every tine or not. If you called yourself a dowser and had
you a forked stick, folks would pay you for dowsing wells, without bothering to find out if you
had any knack for it at all.

Thi nki ng that, Hank wondered if maybe that was why he hated this boy so nuch-- because the boy
al ready had a name for his good work, while Hank got no fame at all even though he was the only
true dowser likely to pass through these parts in a nonth of Sundays.

Hank set down on the grassy bank of the streamand pulled off his boots. Wien he | eaned to set
the second boot on a dry rock where it wouldn't be so like to fill up with bugs, he saw two eyes
blinking in the shadows inside a thick stand of bushes. It gave hi msuch a start, cause he thought
to see a bear, and then he thought to see a Red nman hankering after dowser's scal p, even though
both such was gone fromthese parts for years. No, it was just a little |ight-skinned pickani nny
hiding in the bushes. The boy was a m xup, half-Wite, half-Black, that was plain to see once Hank
got over the surprise. "Wat're you | ooking at?" denanded Hank

The eyes cl osed and the face was gone. The bushes wi ggl ed and whi spered from somet hing craw ing
fast.

"Never you nmind him" said Makepeace Smith. "That's just Arthur Stuart.

Arthur Stuart! Not a soul in New England or the United States but knew that name as sure as if

they lived in the Crowm Colonies. "Then you'll be glad to hear that I'mthe Lord Protector,” said
Hank Dowser. "Cause if the King be that partickler shade of skin, | got sonme news that'll get ne
three free dinners a day in any town in H o and Suskwahenny till the day | die."

Makepeace | aughed brisk at that idea. "No, that's Horace Cuester's joke, nam ng himthat way.
Horace and O d Peg CGuester, they're raising that boy, seeing how his natural ma's too poor to
raise him Course | don't think that's the whol e reason. H m being so |ight-skinned, her husband,
Mock Berry, you can't blane himif he don't |ike seeing that child eat at table with his coal -
bl ack children."
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Hank Dowser started pulling off his stockings. "You don't suppose old Horace Quester took himin
on account of he's the party responsible for causing the boy's skin to be so light. "

"Hush your nmouth with a punpkin, Hank, before you say such a thing," said Makepeace. "Horace
ain't that kind of a man."

"You' d be surprised who |I've known turn out to be that kind of a man," said Hank. "Though I
don't think it of Horace Guester, nind."

"Do you think Od Peg Guester'd let a half-Black bastard son of her husband into the house?"
"What if she didn't know?"

"She'd know. Her daughter Peggy used to be torch here in Hatrack River. And everybody knowed
that Little Peggy Guester never told a lie."

"l used to hear tell about the Hatrack River torch, afore | ever cone here. How cone | never
seen her?"

"She's gone, that's why," said Makepeace. "Left three years ago. Just run off. You' d be w se
never to ask about her up to Quester's roadhouse. They're a nite ticklish on the subject."

Bar ef oot now, Hank Dowser stood up on the bank of the stream He happened to gl ance up, and
there off in the trees, just a-watching him stood that Arthur Stuart boy again. Well, what harm
could a little pickaninny do? Not a bit.

Hank stepped into the streamand |let the ice-cold water pour over his feet. He spoke silently to
the water: | don't nmean to block your flow, or slack you down even further. The well | dig ain't
meant to do you no harm It's like giving you another place to flow through, Iike giving you
anot her face, nore hands, another eye. So don't you hide fromne, Water. Show ne where you're
rising up, pushing to reach the sky, and I'll tell themto dig there, and set you free to wash
over the earth, you just see if | don't.

"This water pure enough?" Hank asked the smith.
"Pure as it can be," said Makepeace. "Never heard of nobody taking sick fromit."

Hank di pped the sharp end of the wand into the water, upstreamof his feet. Taste it, he told
the wand. Catch the flavor of it, and renenber, and find me nore just this sweet.

The wand started to buck in his hands. It was ready. He lifted it fromthe stream it settled
down, calner, but still shaking just the least bit, tolet himknowit was alive, alive and
sear chi ng.

Now t here was no nore tal king, no nore thinking. Hank just wal ked, eyes near cl osed because he
didn't want his vision to distract fromthe tingling in his hands. The wand never |ed him astray;
to | ook where he was going would be as nuch as to admit the wand had no power to find.

It took near half an hour. Ch, he found a few places right off, but not good enough, not for
Hank Dowser. He could tell by how sharp the wand bucked and dropped whet her the water was cl ose
enough to the surface to do nmuch good. He was so good at it now that nmost fol ks couldn't make no
di fference between himand a doodl ebug, which was about as fine a knack as a dowser could ever
have. And since doodl ebugs were right scarce, nostly being found anong seventh sons or thirteenth
children, Hank never w shed anynore that he was a doodl ebug instead of just a dowser, or not
of ten, anyway.

The wand dropped so hard it buried itself three inches deep in the earth. Couldn't do nuch
better than that. Hank smiled and opened his eyes. He wasn't thirty feet back of the snmithy.
Coul dn't have found a better spot with his eyes open. No doodl ebug coul d've done a nicer job.

The smth thought so, too. "Wy, if you' d asked ne where | wi shed the well would be, this is the
spot |'d pick."
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Hank nodded, accepting the praise without a smle, his eyes half-closed, his whole body still a-
tingle with the strength of the water's call to him "I don't want to lift this wand," said Hank,
"till you've dug a trench all round this spot to mark it off."

"Fetch a spade!" cried the smith.

Prentice Alvin jogged off in search of the tool. Hank noticed Arthur Stuart toddling after
running full tilt on themshort |egs so awkward he was bound to fall. And fall he did, flat down
on his face in the grass, noving so fast he slid a yard at |east, and canme up soaking wet with
dew. Didn't pause himnone. Just waddl ed on around the smithy building where Prentice Alvin went.

Hank turned back to Makepeace Smith and kicked at the soil just underfoot. "I can't be sure, not
bei ng a doodl ebug, " sai d Hank, as nodest as he could nmanage, "but 1'd say you won't have to dig
ten feet till you strike water here. It's fresh and lively as | ever seen.”

"No skin off nmy nose either way," said Makepeace. "I don't aimto digit."

"That prentice of yours |ooks strong enough to dig it hisself, if he doesn't lazy off and sl eep
when your back is turned. "

"He ain't the lazying kind," said Makepeace. "You'll be staying the night at the roadhouse, |
reckon."

"I reckon not," said Hank. "I got some fol ks about six mle west who want nme to find them sone
dry ground to dig a good deep cellar."

"Ain't that kind of anti-dowsing?"
"It is, Makepeace, and it's a whole lot harder, too, in wettish country like this."

"Well, cone back this way, then," said Makepeace, "and |I'lIl save you a sip of the first water
pull ed up fromyour well."

"I'"l'l do that," said Hank, "and gladly." That was an honor he wasn't often offered, that first
sip froma well. There was power in that, but only if it was freely given, and Hank couldn't keep
fromsmling now "I'Il be back in a couple of days, sure as shooting

The prentice boy conme back with the spade and set right to digging. Just a shallow trench, but
Hank noticed that the boy squared it off w thout nmeasuring, each side of the hole equal, and as
near as Hank could guess, it was true to the conpass points as well. Standing there with the wand
still rooted into the ground, Hank felt a sudden sickness in his stomach, having the boy so cl ose.
Only it wasn't the kind of sickness where you hanker to chuck up what you ate for breakfast. It
was the kind of sickness that turns to pain, the sickness that turns to violence; Hank felt
hi msel f yearning to snatch the spade out of the boy's hands and snmack himacross the head with the
sharp side of the bl ade.

Till finally it dawned on him standing there with the wand a-trenbling in his hand. It wasn't
Hank who hated t his boy, no, sir. It was the water that Hank served so well, the water that
wanted this boy dead.

The nonent that thought entered Hank's head, he fought it down, swallowed back the sickness
inside him It was the plain craziest idea that ever entered his head. Water was water. Al it
wanted was to conme up out of the ground or down out, of the clouds and race over the face of the
earth. It didn't have no malice in it. No desire to kill. And anyway, Hank Dowser was a Christian
and a Baptist to boot-- a natural dowser's religion if there ever was one. \Wen he put fol ks under
the water, it was to baptize themand bring themto Jesus, not to drownd them Hank didn't have
murder in his heart, he had his Savior there, teaching himto | ove his enem es, teaching himthat
even to hate a nman was |ike nurder.

Hank said a silent prayer to Jesus to take this rage out of his heart and make him stop wi shing
for this innocent boy's death.

As if in answer, the wand |eapt right out of the ground, flew clear out of his hands and | anded
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in the bushes nost of two rods off.

That never happened to Hank in all his days of dowsing. A wand taking off like that! Wy, it was
as if the water had spurned himas sharp as a fine lady spurns a cussing man.

"Trench is all dug," said the boy.

Hank | ooked sharp at him to see if he noticed anything funny about the way the wand took off
like that. But the boy wasn't even |ooking at him Just |ooking at the ground inside the square
he'd just ditched off.

"CGood work," said Hank. He tried not to let his voice shbw the |oathing that he felt.
"Win't do no good to dig here," said the boy.

Hank couldn't hardly believe his ears. Bad enough the boy sassing his own nmaster, in the trade
he knew, but what in tarnation did this boy know about dowsing?

"What did you say, boy?" asked Hank

The boy nmust have seen the nenace in Hank's face, or caught the tone of fury in his voice,
because he backed right down. "Nothing, sir," he said. "None of ny business anyhow. "

Such was Hank's built-up anger, though, that he wasn't letting the boy off so easy. "You think
you can do ny job too, is that it? Maybe your nmaster lets you think you're as good as he is cause
you got your knack with hooves, but let nme tell you, boy, | ama true dowser and ny wand tells ne
there's water here!"

"That's right," said the boy. He spoke mildly, so that Hank didn't really notice that the boy
had four inches on himin height and probably nore than that in reach. Prentice Alvin wasn't so
big you'd call hima giant, but you wouldn't call himno dwarf, neither

"That's right? It ain't for you to say right or wong to what ny wand tells ne!"
"I knowit, sir, I was out of turn."”

The smith cane back with a wheel barrow, a pick, and two stout iron levers. "Wat's all this?" he
asked.

"Your boy here got smart with nme," said Hank. He knew as he said it that it wasn't quite fair--
the boy had already apol ogi zed, hadn't he?

Now at | ast Makepeace's hand | ashed out and caught the boy a blow |like a bear's paw al ongsi de
his head. Alvin staggered under the cuffing, but he didn't fall. "I"msorry, sir," said Alvin.

"He said there wasn't no water here, where | said the well should be." Hank just couldn't stop

himsel f. "I had respect for his knack. You'd think he'd have respect for mne."
"Knack or no knack," said the snmith, "he'll have respect for ny customers or he'll |earn how
long it takes to be a smth, oh sir! he'll learn."

Now the smith had one of the heavy iron levers in his hand, as if he neant to cane the boy
across the back with it. That would be sheer nmurder, and Hank hadn't the heart for it. He held out
hi s hand and caught the end of the lever. "No, Makepeace, wait, it's all right. He did tell me he
was sorry."

"And is that enough for you?"

"That and knowing you'll listen to nme and not to him" said Hank. "I"'mnot so old I'"'mready to
hear boys with hoof-knacks tell ne | can't dowse no nore.

"Ch, the well's going to be dug right here, you can bet your life. And this boy's going to dig
it all hinself, and not have a bite to eat until he strikes water."
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Hank smiled. "Well, then, he'll be glad to discover that | know what |'m doing-- he won't have
to dig far, that's for sure.”

Makepeace rounded on the boy, who now stood a few yards off, his hands slack at his side,

showi ng no anger on his face, nothing at all, really. "I"'mgoing to escort M. Dowser back to his
newshod mare, Alvin. And this is the last | want to see of you until you can bring me a bucket of
clean water fromthis well. You won't eat a bite or have a sip of water until you drink it from
here!"

"Ch, now," said Hank, "have a heart. You know it takes a couple of days sonmetines for the dirt
to settle out of a new well."

"Bring ne a bucket of water fromthe new well, anyway," said Makepeace. "Even if you work al
ni ght."

They headed back for the snithy then, to the corral where Picklewi ng waited. There was sone
chat, some work at saddling up, and then Hank Dowser was on his way, his nag riding snoother and
easier under him just as happy as a clam He could see the boy working as he rode off. There
wasn't no flurry of dirt, just nethodical lifting and dunping, lifting and dunmpi ng. The boy didn't
seemto stop to rest, either. There wasn't a single break in the sound of his |labor as Hank rode
of f. The shuck sound of the spade dipping into the soil, then the swish-thunp as the dirt slid off
onto the pile.

Hank didn't cal mdown his anger until he couldn't hear a sound of the boy, or even renenber what
the sound was |ike. Watever power Hank had as a dowser, this boy was the eneny of his knack, that
much Hank knew. He had thought his rage was unreasonabl e before, but now that the boy had spoke
up, Hank knew he had been right all along. The boy thought he was a naster of water, naybe even a
doodl ebug, and that nade hi m Hank's eneny.

Jesus said to give your eneny your own cloak, to turn the other cheek-- but what about when your
eneny ains to take away your livelihood, what then? Do you let himruin you? Not this Christian
t hought Hank. | learned that boy something this time, and if it doesn't take, I'Il learn himnore
| ater.

Chapter 6 -- Masquerade

Peggy wasn't the belle of the Governor's Ball, but that was fine with her. Mstress Mdesty had
I ong since taught her that it was a mstake for women to conpete with each other. "There is no
single prize to be won, which, if one wonan attains it, nust remain out of reach for all the
others.™

No one el se seened to understand this, however. The other wonen eyed each other with jeal ous
eyes, measuring the probabl e expense of gowns, guessing at the cost of whatever anulet of beauty
the ot her woman wore; keeping track of who danced with whom how many nen arranged to be
present ed.

Few of themturned a jeal ous eye toward Peggy-- at |east not when she first entered the roomin
m d- af t ernoon. Peggy knew the inpression she was naking. Instead of an elegant coiffure, her hair
was brushed and shining, pulled up in a style that |ooked well-tended, but prone to straying |ocks
here and there. Her gown was sinple, alnpbst plain-- but this was by cal culation. "You have a sweet
young body, so your gown nust not distract fromthe natural |itheness of youth." Mreover, the
gown was unusual ly nodest, showing | ess bare flesh than any other woman's dress; yet, nore than
nost, it revealed the free novenment of the body underneath it.

She coul d al nost hear M stress Mddesty's voice, saying, "So many girls m sunderstand. The corset
is not an end in itself. It is nmeant to allow old and sagging bodies to imtate the body that a
heal t hy young wonan naturally has. A corset on you nust be lightly laced, the stays only for
confort, not containnment. Then your body can nove freely, and you can breathe. O her girls wll
marvel that you have the courage to appear in public with a natural waistline. But nmen don't
measure the cut of a woman's clothes. Instead they pleasure in the natural ness of a lady who is
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confortable, sure of herself, enjoying life on this day, in this place, in his conpany."

Most inportant, though, was the fact that she wore no jewelry. The other |adies all depended on
beseeni ngs whenever they went out in public. Unless a girl had a knack for beseem ngs hersel f; she
had to buy-- or her parents or husband had to buy-- a hex engraven on a ring or amulet. Amulets
were preferred, since they were worn nearer the face, and so one could get by with a much weaker - -
and therefore cheaper-- hex. Such beseenings had no effect fromfar off, but the closer you cane
to a woman with a beseenmi ng of beauty, the nore you began to feel that her face was particularly
beautiful. None of her features was transformed; you still saw what was actually there. It was
your judgnent that changed. M stress Mdesty | aughed at such hexes. "What good does it do to foo
soneone, when he knows that he's being fool ed?" So Peggy wore no such hex.

Al'l the other wonen at the ball were in disguise. Though no one's face was hidden, this ball was
a masquerade. Only Peggy and M stress Mdesty, of all the wonmen here, were not in costune, were
not pretending to some unnatural ideal

She coul d guess at the other girls' thoughts as they watched her enter the room Poor thing. How
plain. No conpetition there. And their estinmation was true enough-- at least at first. No one took
particul ar notice of Peggy.

But M stress Modesty carefully selected a few of the nen who approached her. "1'd like you to
meet ny young friend Margaret," she would say. And then Peggy would smle the fresh and open snile
that was not artificial at all-- her natural snmile, the one that spoke of her honest gl adness at

meeting a friend of Mstress Mdesty's. They woul d touch her hand and bow, and her gentle echoing
courtesy was graceful and unmeasured, an honest gesture; her hand squeezed his as a friendly
reflex, the way one greets a hoped-for friend. "The art of beauty is the art of truth,"” said

M stress Modesty. "OQther wonen pretend to be soneone else; you will be your loveliest self, with
the sane natural exuberant grace as a bounding deer or a circling hawk." The man woul d | ead her
onto the floor, and she woul d dance with him not worrying about correct steps or keeping tinme or
showi ng of f her dress, but rather enjoying the dance, their symetrical novenent, the way the
musi ¢ fl owed through their bodies together. The man who nmet her, who danced with her, renenbered.
Afterward the other girls seened stilted, awkward, unfree, artificial. Many nen, thenselves as
artificial as nost of the |adies, did not know thensel ves well enough to know t hey enjoyed Peggy's
conpany nore than any other young |lady's. But then, M stress Mdesty did not introduce Peggy to
such nmen. Rather she only allowed Peggy to dance with the kind of man who could respond to her
and M stress Modesty knew which nen they were because they were genuinely fond of M stress
Modest y.

So as the hours passed by at the ball, hazy afternoon giving way to bright evening, nore and
more nen were circling Peggy, filling up her dance card, eagerly conversing with her during the
lulls, bringing her refreshnent-- which she ate if she was hungry or thirsty, and kindly refused
if she was not-- until the other girls began to take note of her. There were plenty of men who
took no notice of Peggy, of course; no other girl |acked because of Peggy's plenty. But they
didn't see it that way. Wat they saw was that Peggy was al ways surrounded, and Peggy coul d guess
at their whispered conversations.

"What kind of spell does she have?”

"She wears an anul et under her bodice-- I'"'msure | saw its shape pressing agai nst that cheap
fabric. "

"Way don't they see how thick-wai sted she is?"
"Look how her hair is awry, as if she had just cone in fromthe barnyard.”
"She nust flatter themdreadfully."

"Only a certain kind of nan is attracted to her, | hope you
notice."

Poor things, poor things. Peggy had no power that was not already born within any of these
girls. She used no artifice that they woul d have to buy.
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Most important to her was the fact that she did not even use her own knack here. Al of Mstress
Modesty's other teachings had conme easily to her over the years, for they were nothing nore than
the extension of her natural honesty. The one difficult barrier was Peggy's knack. By habit, the
nmonent she met soneone she had al ways | ooked into his heartfire to see who he was; and, know ng
nore about himthan she knew about herself, she then had to conceal her know edge of his darkest
secrets. It was this that had made her so reserved, even haughty-seem ng

M stress Mddesty and Peggy both agreed-- she could not tell others how nuch she knew about them
Yet M stress Modesty assured her that as long is she was conceal ing sonething so i nportant, she
could not becone her nost beautiful self-- could not becone the woman that Al vin would | ove for
hersel f, and not out of pity.

The answer was sinple enough. Since Peggy could not tell what she knew, and coul d not hide what
she knew, the only solution was not to know it in the first place. That was the real struggle of
these past three years-- to train herself not to look into the heartfires around her. Yet by hard
work, after many tears of frustration and a thousand different tricks to try to fool herself, she
had achieved it. She could enter a crowded ballroom and remain oblivious to the heartfires around
her. Oh, she saw the heartfires-- she could not blind herself-- but she paid no attention to them
She did not find herself drawing close to see deeply. And now she was getting skilled enough that
she didn't even have to try not to see into the heartfire. She could stand this close to soneone,
conversing, paying attention to their words, and yet see no nmore of his inner thoughts than any
ot her person woul d.

O course, years of torchery had taught her nore about human nature-- the kinds of thoughts that
go behind certain words or tones of voice or expressions or gestures-- that she was very good at
guessi ng ot hers' present thoughts. But good people never ninded when she seened to know what was
on their mnd right at the monent. She did not have to hide that know edge. It was only their
deepest secrets that she could not know- and those secrets were now invisible to her unless she
chose to see.

She did not choose to see. For in her new detachnment she found a kind of freedom she had never
known before in all her life. She could take other people at face value now. She could rejoice in
their company, not knowi ng and therefore not feeling responsible for their hidden hungers or, nost
terribly, their dangerous futures. It gave a kind of exhilarating madness to her dancing, her
| aughter, her conversation; no one else at the ball felt so free as Mdesty's young friend
Mar garet, because no one el se had ever known such desperate confinement as she had known all her
life till now.

So it was that Peggy's evening at the Governor's Ball was glorious. Not a triunph, actually,
si nce she vanqui shed no one-- whatever man won her friendship was not conquered, but I|iberated,
even victorious. What she felt was pure joy, and so those who were with her also rejoiced in her
company. Such good feelings could not be contained. Even those who gossiped nastily about her
behind their fans neverthel ess caught the joy of the evening; many told the governor's wfe that
this was the best ball ever held in Dekane, or for that natter in the whole state of Suskwahenny.

Sonme even realized who it was who brought such gl adness to the evening. Anbng them were the
governor's wife and M stress Mdesty. Peggy saw themtal ki ng once, as she turned gracefully on the
floor, returning to her partner with a smle that nade himlaugh with joy to be dancing with her.
The governor's wife was sniling and noddi ng, and she pointed with her fan toward the dance fl oor
and for a nonent Peggy's eyes net hers. Peggy smiled in warmgreeting; the governor's wife smled
and nodded back. The gesture did not go unremarked. Peggy woul d be wel cone at any party she want ed
to attend in Dekane-- two or three a night, if she desired, every night of the year

Yet Peggy did not glory in this achievement, for she recognized how small it really was. She had
won her way into the finest events in Dekane-- but Dekane was nmerely the capital of a state on the
edge of the American frontier. If she |l onged for social victories, she would have to make her way
to Canelot, to win the accol ades of royalty-- and fromthere to Europe, to be received in Vienna,
Paris, Warsaw, or Madrid. Even then, though, even if she had danced with every crowned head, it
woul d nean not hing. She would die, they would die, and how would the world be any better because
she had danced?

She had seen true greatness in the heartfire of a newborn baby fourteen years ago. She had
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protected the child because she | oved his future; she had also cone to | ove the boy because of who
he was, the kind of soul he had. Mdst of all though, nore inportant than her feelings for Prentice
Alvin, nost of all she |loved the work that |ay ahead of him Kings and queens built kingdons, or

| ost them nerchants nmade fortunes, or squandered them artists nade works that tine faded or
forgot. Only Prentice Alvin had in himthe seeds of Making that would stand agai nst tine, against
the endl ess wasting of the Unmaker. So as she danced tonight, she danced for him knowing that if
she could win the I ove of these strangers, she might also win Alvin's |ove, and earn a place
beside himon his pathway to the Crystal City, that place in which all the citizens can see like
torches, build like nmakers, and love with the purity of Christ.

Wth the thought of Alvin, she cast her attention to his distant heartfire. Though she had
school ed herself not to see into nearby heartfires, she never gave up |ooking into his. Perhaps
this made it harder for her to control her knack, but what purpose was it to learn anything, if by
| earni ng she | ost her connection to that boy? So she did not have to search for him she knew
al ways, in the back of her mind, where his heartfire burned. In these years she had | earned not to
see himconstantly before her, but still she could see himin an instant. She did so now

He was digging in the ground behind his smthy. But she hardly noticed the work, for neither did
he. What burned strongest in his heartfire was anger. Soneone had treated hi munfairly-- but that
could hardly be new, could it? Mikepeace, once the nost fairm nded of nasters, had becone steadily
nore envious of Alvin's skill at ironwork, and in his jeal ousy he had become unjust, denying
Alvin's ability nmore fervently the further his prentice boy surpassed him Alvin lived with
injustice every day, yet never had Peggy seen such rage in him

"I's something wong, Mstress Margaret?" The man who danced with her spoke in concern. Peggy had
stopped, there in the niddle of the floor. The music still played, and couples still noved through
the dance, but near her the dancers had stopped, were watching her

"I can't-continue," she said. It surprised her to find that she was out of breath with fear
What was she afraid of?

"Whuld you like to | eave the ballroon?" he asked. What was his nane? There was only one nanme in
her mnd: Alvin.

"Pl ease,"” she said. She |l eaned on himas they wal ked toward the open doors | eading onto the
porch. The crowd parted; she didn't see them

It was as if all the anger Alvin had stored up in his years of working under Makepeace Snith now
was com ng out, and every dig of his shovel was a deep cut of revenge. A dowser, an itinerant
wat er - seeker, that's who had angered him that's the one he neant to harm But the dowser was none
of Peggy's concern; nor was his provocation, however nmean or terrible. It was Alvin. Couldn't he
see that when he dug so deep in hatred it was an act of destruction? And didn't he know that when
you work to destroy, you invite the Destroyer? Wen your |abor is unmaking, the Umaker can Caim
you.

The air outside was cooler in the gathering dusk, the |last shred of the sun throwi ng a ruddy
Iight across the lawns of the Governor's nansion. "M stress Margaret, | hope | did nothing to
cause you to faint. "

"No, I'mnot even fainting. WIIl you forgive ne? | had a thought, that's all. One that | nust
t hi nk about . "

He | ooked at her strangely. Any time a wonan needed to part with a man, she always clained to be
near fainting. But not Mstress Margaret. Peggy knew that he was puzzl ed, uncertain. The etiquette
of fainting was clear. But what was a gentleman's proper nmanner toward a worman who "had a
t hought " ?

She laid her hand on his arm "l assure you, ny friend-- |'mquite well, and | delighted in
dancing with you. | hope we'll dance again. But for now, for the nonent, | need to be alone."

She coul d see how her words eased his concern. Calling him"ny friend" was a prom se to renenber
him her hope to dance with himagain was so sincere that he could not help but believe her. He
took her words at face value, and bowed with a snile. After that she didn't even see him |l eave.
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Her attention was far away, in Hatrack River, where Prentice Alvin was calling to the Unnaker,
not guessi ng what he was doi ng. Peggy searched and searched in his heartfire, tying to find
sonet hi ng she might do to keep himsafe. But there was nothing. Now that Alvin was being driven by
anger, all paths led to one place, and that place terrified her, for she couldn't see what was
there-- couldn't see what woul d happen. And there were no paths out.

Wiat was | doing at this foolish ball, when Alvin needed nme? If | had been payi ng proper
attention, | would have seen this coming, would have found some way to help him Instead |I was
dancing with these men who nmean | ess than nothing to the future of this world. Yes, they delight
in me. But what is that worth, if Alvin falls, if Prentice Alvin is destroyed, if the Crystal Cty
is unmade before its Maker begins to build it?

Chapter 7 -- Wells

Alvin didn't need to | ook up when the dowser left. He could feel where the nman was as he noved
along, his anger like a black noise in the mdst of the sweet green nusic of the wood. That was
the curse of being the only Wite, nman or boy, who could feel the life of the greenwod-- it neant
that he was also the only Wite who knew how t he | and was dyi ng.

Not that the soil wasn't rich-- years of forest growmh had made the earth so fertile that they

said the shadow of a seed could take root and grow. There was life in the fields, life in the
towns even. But it wasn't part of the land's own song. It was just noi se, whispering noise, and
the green of the wood, the life of the Red man, the animal, the plant, the soil all living

toget her in harnmony, that song was quiet now, intermttent, sad. Alvin heard it dying and he
nmour ned.

Vain little dowser. Why was he so nmad? Alvin couldn't Agure. But he didn't press it, didn't
argue, because al nost as soon as the dowser cane along, A could see the Unmaker shadow ng the
edges of his vision, as if Hank Dowser'd brought him al ong.

Alvin first saw the Unmaker in his nightmares as a child, a vast nothingness that rolled
invisibly toward him trying to crush him to get inside him to grind himinto pieces. It was old
Tal eswapper who first helped Alvin give his enpty eneny a nane. The Unnaker, which |longs to undo
the universe, break it all down until everything is flat and cold and snooth and dead.

As soon as he had a nanme for it and some notion what it was, he started seeing the Unmaker in
daylight, w de awake. Not right out in the open, of course. Look at the Unmaker and nost tinmes you
can't see him He goes all invisible behind all the life and growth and up-building in the world.
But at the edges of your sight, as if he was sneaking up behind, that's where the sly old snake
awai ted, that's where Alvin saw him

When Alvin was a boy he learned a way to make that Unnaker step back a ways and | eave him be
Al'l he had to do was use his hands to build something. It could be as sinple as weaving grass into
a basket, and he'd have sone peace. So when the Unmaker showed up around the blacksmth's shop not
Il ong after Alvin got there, he wasn't too worried. There was plenty of chance for naking things in
the smithy. Besides, the smthy was full of fire-- fire and iron, the hardest earth. Al vin knew
from chil dhood on that the Unmaker hankered after water. Water was its servant, did nost of its
work, tearing things down. So it was no wonder that when a water man |i ke Hank Dowser cane al ong,
t he Unnaker freshened up and got lively.

Now, though, Hank Dowser was on his way, taking his anger and his unfairness with him but the
Unmaker was still there, hiding out in the meadow and the bushes, lurking in the | ong shadows of
t he eveni ng.

Dig with the shovel, lever up the earth, hoist it tothe lip of the well, dunp it aside. A
steady rhythm a careful building of the pile, shaping the sides of the hole. Square the first
three feet of the hole, to set the shape of the well house. Then round and gently tapered inward

for the stonework of the finished well. Even though you know this well will never draw water, do
it careful, dig as if you thought that it would last. Build snooth, as near to perfect as you can
and it'll be enough to hold that sly old spy at bay.
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So why didn't Alvin feel a speck nore brave about it?

Alvin knew it was getting on toward evening, sure as if he had hima watch in his pocket, cause
here canme Arthur Stuart, his, face just scrubbed after supper, sucking on a horehound and sayi ng
not a word. Alvin was used to himby now Al nost ever since the boy could wal k, he'd been |ike
Alvin's little shadow, comi ng every day it didn't rain. Never had much to say, and when he did it
wasn't too easy to understand his baby talk-- he had trouble with his Rs and Ss. Didn't natter
Arthur never wanted nothing and never did no harm and Alvin usually half-forgot the boy was
around.

Digging there with the evening flies out, buzzing in his face, Alvin had nothing to do with his
brain but think. Three years he been in Hatrack, and all that time he hadn't got himone inch
closer to knowi ng what his knack was for. He hardly used it, except for the bit he done with the
horses, and that was cause he couldn't bear to know how bad they suffered when it was so easy a
thing for himto nmake the shoeing go right. That was a good thing to do, but it didn't anount to
much up-buil ding, conpared to the ruination of the land all around him

The White nman was the Unnmaker's tool in this forest land, Al vin knew that, better even than

water at tearing things down. Every tree that fell, every badger, coon, deer, and beaver that got
used up without consent, each death was part of the killing of the land. Used to be the Reds kept
t he bal ance of things, but now they were gone, either dead or nmoved west of the M zzipy-- or, like

the Irrakwa and the Cherriky, turned Wiite at heart, sleeves rolled up and working hard to unmake
the Iand even faster than the White. No one left to try to keep things whole.

Sonetimes Alvin thought he was the only one left who hated the Unmaker and wanted to build
against him And he didn't know how to do it, didn't have any idea what the next step ought to be.
The torch who touched himat his birthing, she was the only one who m ght've taught himhow to be
a true Maker, but she was gone, run off the very norning that he came. Couldn't be no accident.
She just didn't want to teach himaught. He had a destiny, he knew it, and not a soul to help him
find the way. I"'mwlling, thought Alvin. | got the power in ne, when | can figure howto use it
straight, and | got the desire to be whatever it is |'mneant to be, but sonebody's got to teach
ne.

Not the blacksnith, that was sure. Profiteering old coot. Alvin knew that Mikepeace Smith tried
to teach himas little as he could. Even now Alvin reckoned Makepeace di dn't know hal f how much
Alvin had | earned hinself just by watching when his master didn't guess that he was alert. dd
Makepeace never neant to let himgo if he could help it. Here | got a destiny, a real honest-to-
goodness Wirk to do in ny life, just like the old boys in the Bible or Uysses or Hector, and the
only teacher | got is a snith so greedy | have to steal learning fromhim even though it's mine
by right.

Sonetinmes it burned Alvin up inside, and he got a hankering to do sonething spetackler to show
Makepeace Snmith that his prentice wasn't just a boy who didn't know he was being cheated. What
woul d Makepeace Smith do if he saw Alvin split iron with his fingers? Wiat if he saw that A could
strai ghten a bent nail as strong as before, or heal up brittle iron that shattered under the
hanmer ? What if he saw that Al could beat iron so thin you could see sunlight through it, and yet
so strong you couldn't break it?

But that was plain dumb when Al vin thought that way, and he knowed it. Makepeace Smith m ght
gasp the first time, he night even faint dead away, but inside ten mnutes he'd be figuring an
angl e how to nake nmoney fromit, and Alvin'd be less likely than ever to get free ahead of tine.
And his fanme woul d spread, yes sir, so that by the tine he turned nineteen and Makepeace Snmith had
to let himgo, Alvin would al ready have too much notice. Fol ks'd keep hi mbusy heal i ng and
doodl ebuggi ng and fixi ng and stone shaping, work that wasn't even hal fway toward what he was born
for. If they brought himthe sick and lane to heal, how would he ever have time to be aught but a
physi cker? Ti ne enough for healing when he | earned the whole way to be a Mker

The Prophet Loll a-Wssi ky showed hima vision of the Crystal Gty only a week before the
massacre at Ti ppy-Canoe. Alvin knew that soneday in the future it was up to himto build them
towers of ice and light. That was his destiny, not to be a country fixit man. As |ong as he was
bound to Makepeace Smith's service, he had to keep his real knack secret.
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That's why he never ran off, even though he was big enough now t hat nobody'd take himfor a
runaway prentice. \What good woul d freedom do? He had to learn first howto be a Maker, or it
woul dn't make no difference if he went or stayed.

So he never spoke of what he could do, and scarce used his gifts nmore than to shoe horses and
feel the death of the land around him But all the tine in the back of his brain he recollected
what he really was. A Maker. Wiatever that is, I'mit, which is why the Unnaker tried to kill ne
before I was born and in a hundred accidental and al nost-nurders in ny childhood back in Vigor
Church. That's why he lurks around now, watching ne, waiting for a chance to get me, waiting naybe
for atime like tonight, all alone out here in the darkness, just me and the spade and nmy anger at
having to do work that won't anount to nothing.

Hank Dowser. What kind of man won't listen to a good idea from sonebody el se? Sure the wand went
down hard-- the water was |ike to bust up through the earth at that place. But the reason it
hadn't busted through was on account of a shelf of rock along there, not four feet under the soil
Why else did they think this was a natural meadow here? The big trees couldn't root, because the
water that fell here flowed right off the stone, while the roots couldn't punch through the shelf
of rock to get to the water underneath it. Hank Dowser could find water, but he sure couldn't find
what |ay between the water and the surface. It wasn't Hank's fault he couldn't see it, but it sure
was his fault he wouldn't entertain no notion it mght be there.

So here was Alvin, digging as neat a well as you please, and sure enough, no sooner did he have
the round side wall of the well defined than clink, clank, clunk, the spade rang agai nst stone.

At the new sound, Arthur Stuart ran right up to the edge of the hole and | ooked in. "Donk donk,"
he said. Then he clapped hi s hands.

"Donk donk is right," said Alvin. "I'll be donking on solid rock the whole width of this hole.
And | ain't going in to tell Makepeace Smith about it, neither, you can bet on that, Arthur
Stuart. He told ne | couldn't eat nor drink till I got water, and | ain't about to go in afore

dark and start pleading for supper just cause | hit rock, no sir. "
"Donk," said the little boy.
"I"'mdigging every scrap of dirt out of this hole till the rock is bare."

He carefully dug out all the dirt he could, scraping the spade al ong the bunpy face of the rock
Even so, it was still brown and earthy, and Alvin wasn't satisfied. He wanted that stone to shine
white. Nobody was watching but Arthur Stuart, and he was just a baby anyhow. So Alvin used his
knack in a way he hadn't done since | eaving Vigor Church. He nmade all the soil flow away fromthe
bare rock, slide right across the stone and fetch up tight against the snooth-edge earthen walls
of the hole.

It took alnmbst no tinme till the stone was so shiny and white you could think it was a poo
reflecting the last sunlight of the day. The evening birds sang in the trees. Sweat dripped off
Alvin so fast it left little black spots when it fell on the rock

Arthur stood at the edge of the hole. "Water," he said.

"Now you stand back, Arthur Stuart. Even if this ain't all that deep, you just stand back from
holes like this. You can get killed failing in, you know "

A bird flew by, its wings rattling |loud as could be. Somewhere another bird gave a frantic cry.
"Snow, " said Arthur Stuart.

"It ain't snow, it's rock," said Alvin. Then he cl anbered up out of the hole and stood there,
| aughing to hinself. "There's your well, Hank Dowser," Alvin said. "You ride on back here and see
where your stick drove into the dirt."

He'd be sorry he got Al a blow fromhis naster's hand. It wasn't no joke when a blacksnmth hit

you, specially one like his naster, who didn't go easy even on a little boy, and sure not on a man-
size prentice like A vin.
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Now he could go on up to the house and tell Makepeace Smith the well was dug. Then he'd lead his
mast er back down here and show himthis hole, with the stone | ooking up fromthe bottom as solid
as the heart of the world. Alvin heard hinself saying to his master, "You show nme how to drink
that and I'Il drink it." It'd be pure pleasure to hear how Makepeace'd cuss hinself blue at the
sight of it.

Except now that he could show them how wong they were to treat himlike they did, Alvin knew it
didn't matter in the long run whether he taught thema |l esson or not. Wat nmattered was Makepeace
Smith really did need this well. Needed it bad enough to pay out a dowser's cost in free ironwork.
Whet her it was dug where Hank Dowser said or sonewhere else, Alvin knew he had to dig it.

That would suit Alvin's pride even better, now he thought of it. He'd cone in with a bucket,
just l|ike Makepeace ordered himto-- but froma well of his own choosing.

He | ooked around in the ruddy evening light, thinking where to start |ooking for a diggable
spot. He heard Arthur Stuart pulling at the nmeadow grass, and the sound of birds having a church
choir practice, they were so | oud tonight.

O maybe they were plain scared. Cause now he was | ooking around, Alvin could see that the
Unmaker was lively tonight. By rights, digging the first hole should ve been enough to send it
headl ong, keep it off for days. Instead it followed himjust out of sight, ever step he took as he
hunted for the place to dig the true well. It was getting nmore and nore |ike one of his
ni ght mares, where nothing he did could nake the Unmaker go away. It was enough to send a thrill of
fear right through him neake himshiver in the warmspring air.

Alvin just shrugged off that scare. He knew the Unnmaker wasn't going to touch him For all the

years of his life till now, the Unmaker'd tried to kill himby setting up accidents, |ike water
i cing up where he was bound to step, or eating away at a riverbank so he slipped in. Now and then
t he Uni naker even got sone man or other to take a few swipes at Alvin, |like Reverend Thrower or

t hem Choc- Taw Reds. In all his life, outside his dreans, that Unmaker never did anything direct.

And he won't now either, Alvin told hisself. Just keep searching, so you can dig the real well.
The false one didn't drive that ol d deceiver off, but the real one's bound to, and | won't see him
shinmering at the edges of nmy vision for three nmonths after that.

Wth that thought in mnd, Al vin hunkered down and kept his m nd on searching for a break in the
hi dden shel f of stone.

How Al vin searched things out underground wasn't like seeing. It was nore |like he had anot her
hand that skittered through the soil and rock as fast as a waterdrop on a hot griddle. Even though
he'd never nmet hima doodl ebug, he figured doodling couldn't be nuch different than how he done
it, sending his bug scouting along under the earth, feeling things out all the way. And if he was
doodl ebuggi ng, then he had to wonder if folks was right who allowed as how it was the doodl ebug's
very soul that slithered under the ground, and there was tal es about doodl ebugs whose soul s got
| ost and the doodl er never said another word or nmoved a rmuscle till he finally died. But Alvin
didn't let such tales scare himoff from doing what he ought to. If there was a need for stone,
he'd find himthe natural breaks to make it come away w thout hardly chipping at it. If there was
a need for water, he'd find hima way to dig on down to get it.

Finally he found hima place where the shelf of stone was thin and crunbl ed. The ground was
hi gher here, the water deeper down, but what counted was he could get through the stone to it.

Thi s new spot was hal fway between the house and the smithy-- which would be [ ess convenient for
Makepeace, but better for his wife Gertie, who had to use the sane water. Alvin set to with a
will, because it was getting on to dark, and he was determned to take no rest tonight until his
work was done. W thout even thinking about it he made up his mind to use his power |ike he used to
back on his father's land. He never struck stone with his spade; it was like the earth turned to
flour and fair to junped out of the hole instead of himhaving to heft it. If any grownup happened
to see himright then they'd think they was |ikkered up or having a conniption fit, he dug so
fast. But nobody was | ooking, except for Arthur Stuart. It was getting nightward, after all, and
Al had no lantern, so nobody'd ever even notice he was there. He could use his knack tonight
wi t hout fear of being found out.
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From t he house cane the sound of shouting, |oud but not clear
enough for Alvin to make out the words.

"Mad, " said Arthur Stuart. He was |ooking straight at the house, as steady as a dog on point.

"Can you hear what they're saying?" said Alvin. "AOd Peg Guester always says you got ears like a
dog, perk up at everything. "

Arthur Stuart closed his eyes. "You got no right to starve that boy," he said.

Alvin like to laughed outright. Arthur was doing as perfect an imtation of Gertie Snmith's voice
as he ever heard.

"He's too big to thrash and | got to learn him" said Arthur Stuart.
This time he sounded just like Alvin's master. "I'll be,” nurrmured Al vin.

Little Arthur went right on. "Either Alvin eats this plate of supper, Mikepeace Smith, or you'l
wear it on your head. |I'd like to see you try it you old hag I'lIl break your arms."

Alvin couldn't help himself, he just laughed outright. "Consarn it if you ain't a perfect
nmocki ngbi rd, Arthur Stuart."

The little boy |ooked up at Alvin and a grin stole across his face.

Down fromthe house cone the sound of breaking crockery. Arthur Stuart started to |laugh and run
around in circles. "Break a dish, break a dish, break a dish!" he cried.

"I'f you don't beat all," said Alvin. "Now you tell ne, Arthur, you didn't really understand all
them things you just said, did you? | mean, you were just repeating what you heard, ain't that
so?"

"Break a dish on his head!" Arthur screaned with [aughter and fell over backward in the grass.
Alvin | aughed right along, but he couldn't take his eyes off the little boy. Mdre to himthan
nmeets the eye, thought Alvin. O else he's plain crazy.

Fromthe other direction canme another woman's voice, a full-throated call that floated ever the
nmoi st darkening air. "Arthur! Arthur Stuart!"”

Arthur sat right up. "Mane," he said.

"That's right, that's O d Peg CGuester calling," said Alvin.

"Co to bed," said Arthur.

"Just be careful she don't give you a bath first, boy, you're a mte griny."

Arthur got up and started trotting off across the neadow, up to the path that led fromthe
springhouse to the roadhouse where he lived. Alvin watched himout of sight, the little boy

flapping his arns as he ran, like as if he was flying. Sone bird, probably an ow, flew right
al ongsi de the boy hal fway across the neadow, skimring along the ground Ilike as if to keep him
conpany. Not till Arthur was out of sight behind the springhouse did Alvin turn back to his |abor

In a fewnore mnutes it was full dark, and the deep silence of night cane quick after that.
Even the dogs were quiet all through town. It'd be hours before the nmoon cane up. Al vin worked on
He didn't have to see; he could feel how the well was going, the earth under his feet. Nor was it
the Red man's seeing now, their gift for hearing the greenwod song. It was his own knack he was
using, helping himfeel his way deeper into the earth.

He knew he'd strike rock twice as deep this tinme. But when the spade caught up on big chunks of
rock, it wasn't a snooth plate like it was at the spot Hank Dowser chose. The stones were crunbly
and broke up, and with his knack Al hardly had to press his |l ever afore the stones flipped up easy
as you please, and he tossed themout the well |ike clods.

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (56 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:19 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt

Once he dug through that layer, though, the ground got oozy underfoot. If he wasn't who he was,
he'd' ve had to set the work aside and get help to dredge it out in the norning. But for Alvin it
was easy enough. He tightened up the earth around the wills of the hole, so water couldn't seep in

so fast. It wasn't spadework now. Alvin used a dredge to scoop up the nucky soil, and he didn't
need no partner to hoist it out on a rope, either, he just heaved it up and his knack was such
that each scoop of o0oze clung together and | anded neat as you pl ease outside the well, just |ike

he was flinging bunny-rabbits out the hole.

Alvin was master here, that was sure, working nmiracles in this hole in the ground. You tell me |

can't eat or drink till the well is dug, thinking you'll have ne begging for a cup of water and
pl eading for you to let me go to bed. Wll, you won't see such a thing. You'll have your well,
with walls so solid they' Il be drawing water here after your house and smithy have crunbled into
dust .

But even as he felt the sweet taste of victory, he saw that the Unnaker was closer than it had
ever cone in years. It flickered and danced, and not just at the edges of his vision anynore. He
could see it right in front of him even in the darkness, he could see it clearer than ever in
dayl i ght, cause now he couldn't see nothing real to distract him

It was scary, all of a sudden, just |like the nightnmares of his childhood, and for a while Alvin
stood in the hole, all froze with fear, as water oozed up from bel ow, naking the ground under him
turn to slime. Thick slime a hundred feet deep, he was sinking down, and the walls of the well
were getting, soft, too, they'd cave in on himand bury him he'd drown trying to breathe nuck
into his lungs, he knewit, he could feel it cold and wet around his thighs, his crotch; he
clenched his fists and felt nmud ooze between his fingers, just like the nothingness in all his
ni ght mares-- And then he cane to hinself, got control. Sure, he was up to his waist in nud, and if
he was any other boy in such a case he night have w ggl ed hinself down deeper and snot hered
hisself, trying to struggle out. But this was Alvin, not sone ordinary boy, and he was safe as
long as he wasn't booglied up by fear like a child caught in a bad dream He just nmade the sline
under his feet harden enough to hold his weight, then nade the hard place float upward, lifting
himout of the nud until he was standing on gravelly nud at the bottom of the well.

Easy as breaking a rat's neck. If that was all the Umaker could think of doing, it night as
well go on home. Alvin was a match for him just like he was a mat chf or Makepeace Smith and Hank
Dowser both. He dug on, dredged up, hoisted, flung, then bent to dredge again.

He was pretty near deep enough now, a good six feet |ower than the stone shell. Wy, if he
hadn't firmed up the earthen sides of the well, it'd be full of water over his head already. Al vin
took hold of the knotted rope he left dangling and wal ked up the wall, pulling hinself hand over

hand up the rope.

The nmoon was rising now, but the hole was so deep it wouldn't shine into the well until near
nmoon- noon. Never mind. Into the pit Al vin dunped a barrow oad of the stones he'd | evered out only
an hour before. Then he clanbered down after it.

Ho' d been working rock with his knack since he was little, and he was never nore sure-handed
with it than tonight. Wth his bare hands he shaped the stone like soft clay, making it into
snoot h square bl ocks that he placed all around the walls of the well fromthe bottom up, braced
firm agai nst each other so that the pushing of soil and water wouldn't cave it in. Water woul d
seep easily through the cracks between stones, but the soil wouldn't, so the well would be clean
al nost fromthe start.

There wasn't enough stone fromthe well itself, of course; Alvin made three trips to the stream
to load the barrow with water-snpot hed rocks. Even though he was using his knack to nmake the work
easier, it was late at night and weariness was coming on him But he refused to pay attention
Hadn't he | earned the Red man's knack for running on long after weariness should have clai med hin?
A boy who followed Ta-Kunmsaw, running without a rest fromDetroit to Ei ght-Face Muund, such a boy
had no need to give in to a single night of well-digging, and never mnd his thirst or the pain in
hi s back and thi ghs and shoul ders, the ache of his el bows and his knees.

At last, at last, it was done. The noon past zenith, his nouth tasting |ike a horsehair bl anket,
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but it was done. He clinbed on out of the hole, bracing hinself against the stone walls he'd just
finished building. As he clinbed he let go of his hold on the earth around the well, unsealed it,
and the water, now tanme, began to trickle noisily into the deep stone basin he'd built to hold it.

Still Alvin didn't go inside the house, didn't so nuch as walk to the streamand drink. Hs
first taste of water would be fromthis well, just |ike Makepeace Snith had said. He'd stay here
and wait until the well had reached its natural level, and then clear the water and draw up a
bucket and carry it inside the house and drink a cup of it in front of his nmaster. Afterward he'd
t ake Makepeace Smith outside and show himthe well Hank Dowser called for, the one Makepeace Smith
bad cuffed himfor, and then point out the one where you could drop a bucket and it was spl ash,
not clatter.

He stood there at the |lip of the well, inmagining how Makepeace Smth would sputter, how he'd
cuss. Then he sat down, just to ease his feet, picturing Hank Dowser's face when he saw what Al
had done. Then he lay right down to ease his aching back, and closed his eyes for just a mnute,
so he didn't have to pay no heed to the fluttering shadows of unmaki ng that kept pestering hi mout
the corners of his eyes.

Chapter 8 -- Unnaker

M stress Mddesty was stirring. Peggy heard her breathing change rhythm Then she cane awake and
sat up abruptly on her couch. At once M stress Mddesty | ooked for Peggy in the darkness of the
room

"Here I am ™ Peggy nurnured.
"What has happened, ny dear? Haven't you slept at all?"

"I dare not," said Peggy.

M stress Mddesty stepped onto the portico beside her. The breeze fromthe southwest billowed the
damask curtains behind them The noon was flirting with a cloud; the city of Dekane was a shifting

pattern of roofs down the hill below them "Can you see hin?" asked M stress Mdesty.
"Not him" Said Peggy. "I see his heartfire; | can see through his eyes, as he sees; | can see
his futures. But hinself, no, | can't see him"

"My poor dear. On such a marvel ous night, to have to | eave the Governor's Ball and watch over
this faraway child in grave danger."

It was M stress Mdesty's way of asking what the danger was wi thout actually asking. This way
Peggy coul d answer or not, and neither way woul d any of fense be given or taken

"I wish | could explain," said Peggy. "lIt's his eneny, the one with no face--"
M stress Mddesty shuddered. "No face! How ghastly."

"Ch, he has a face for other nen. There was a m nister once, a nman who fancied hinself a
scientist. He saw the Unnaker, but could not see himtruly, not as Alvin does. Instead he nade up
a manshape for himin his mnd, and a nane-- called him'the Visitor,' and thought he was an
angel . "

"An angel!'"

"I believe that when nost of us see the Unmaker, we can't conprehend him we haven't the
strength of intellect for that. So our minds cone as close as they can. Watever shape represents
naked destructive power, terrible and irresistible force, that is what we see. Those who | ove such
evil power, they make thensel ves see the Unmaker as beautiful. Others, who hate and fear it, they
see the worst thing in the world."

"What does your Alvin see?"
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"I could never see it nyself, it's so subtle; even |ooking through his eyes | wouldn't have
noticed it, if he hadn't noticed it. | saw that he was seeing sonething, and only then did
understand what it was he saw. Think of it as-- the feeling when you think you saw sone novenent
out of the corner of your eye, only when you turn there's nothing there."

"Li ke someone al ways sneaki ng up behind you," said M stress Mdesty.
"Yes, exactly."
"And it's sneaking up on Alvin?"

"Poor boy, he doesn't realize that he's calling to it. He has dug a deep black pit in his heart,
just the sort of place where the Unmaker flows."

M stress Modesty sighed. "Ah, ny child, these things are all beyond ne. | never had a knack;
can barely conprehend the things you do."

"You? No knack?" Peggy was anmzed.
"I know - hardly anyone ever admits to not having one, but surely I'mnot the only one."

"You m sunderstand nme, M stress Mdesty," said Peggy. "I was startled, not that you had no
knack, but that you thought you had no knack. O course you have one."

"Ch, but | don't mnd not having one, ny dear--"

"You have the knack of seeing potential beauty as if it were already there, and by seeing, you
let it come to be."

"What a lovely idea," said Mstress Mbdesty.
"Do you doubt ne?"
"l don't doubt that yqu believe what you say."

There was no point in arguing. Mstress Mdesty believed her, but was afraid to believe. It
didn't matter, though. What mattered was Alvin, finishing his second well: He had saved hinsel f
once; he thought the danger was over. Now he sat at the edge of the well, just to rest a nonent;
now he lay down. Didn't he see the Unmaker noving close to hin? Didn't he realize that his very
sl eepi ness opened hinself wide for the Unmaker to enter hin®

"No!" whispered Peggy. "Don't sleep!"

"Ah," said Mstress Mdesty. "You speak to him Can he hear you?"
"Never," said Peggy. "Never a word."

"Then what can you do?"

"Not hi ng. Nothing | can think of."

"You told nme you used his caul --"

"It's a part of his power, that's what | use. But even his knack can't send away what cane at
his own call. | never had the know edge to fend off the Unmaker itself, anyway, even if | had a
yard of his caulflesh, and not just a scrap of it."

Peggy watched in desperate silence as Alvin's eyes closed. "He sleeps."”
"I'f the Unnaker wins, will he die?"

"l don't know. Perhaps. Perhaps he'll disappear, eaten away to nothing. O perhaps the Unnaker
will owmn him-"

"Can't you see the future, torch girl?"
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"Al'l paths lead into darkness, and | see no path energing."
"Then it's over," whispered M stress Mdesty.

Peggy coul d feel sonething cold on her cheeks. Ah, of course: her own tears drying in the coo
breeze.

"But if Alvin were awake, he could fend off this invisible eneny?" M stress Mdesty asked.
"Sorry to bother you with questions, but if | know how it works, perhaps | can help you think of
sonet hi ng. :

"No, no, it's beyond us, we can only watch--" Yet even as Peggy rejected Mstress Mdesty's

suggestion, her mind | eapt ahead to ways of using it. | nust waken him | don't have to fight the
Unmaker, but if |I waken him then he can do his fighting for hinself. Wak and weary though he is,
he might still find a way to victory. At once Peggy turned and rushed back into her room

scrabbl ed through her top drawer until she found the carven box that held the caul
"Should | |eave?" Mstress Mddesty had foll owed her

"Stay with ne," said Peggy. "Please, for conpany. For confort, if | fail."

"You won't fail," said Mstress Mdesty. "He won't fail, if he's the man you say he is."

Peggy barely heard her. She sat on the edge of her bed, searching in Alvin's heartfire for sone
way to waken him Normally she could use his senses even when he slept, hearing what he heard,
seeing his nmenory of the place around him But now, with the Unmaker seeping in, his senses were
fadi ng. She could not trust them Desperately she cast about for sone other plan. A loud noise?
Using what little was left of Alvin's sense of the life around him she found a tree, then rubbed
atiny bit of the caul and tried-- as she had seen Alvin do it-- to picture in her mnd how the
wood in the branch would cone apart. It was painfully slow- Alvindid it so quickly!-- but at
| ast she nmade it fall. Too late. He barely heard it. The Unmaker had undone so nuch of the air
around himthat the trenbling of sound could not pass through it. Perhaps Al vin noticed; perhaps
he cane a bit closer to wakeful ness. Perhaps not.

How can | waken him when he is so insensible that nothing can disturb hin? Once | held this
caul as a ridgebeamtunbled toward hinmy | burned a childsize gap in it, so that the hair of his

head wasn't even touched. Once a millstone fell toward his leg; | split it in half. Once his own
father stood in a loft, pitchfork in hand, driven by the Unmaker's madness until he had decided to
murder his own nost bel oved son,; | brought Tal eswapper down the hill to him distracting the

father fromhis dark purpose and driving off the Unnmaker.

How? How di d Tal eswapper's coming drive off the Destroyer? Because he woul d have seen the
hat eful beast and given the cry against it, that's why the Unnaker |eft when Tal eswapper arrived.
Tal eswapper isn't anywhere near Alvin now, but surely there's soneone | can waken and draw down
the hill; soneone filled with | ove and goodness, so that the Unmaker nust flee before him

Wth agoni zing fear she withdrew from Al vin's heartfire even as the bl ackness of the Unmaker
threatened to drown it, and searched in the night for another heartfire, soneone she could waken
and send to himin time. Yet even as she searched, she could sense in Alvin's heartfire a certain
Iightening, a hint of shadows wi thin shadows, not the utter enptiness she had seen before where
his future ought to be. If Alvin had any chance, it was fromher searching. Even if she found
sonmeone, she had no notion how to waken them But she would find a way, or the Crystal City would
be swallowed up in the flood that came because of Alvin's foolish, childish rage.

Chapter 9 -- Redbird

Al vin woke up hours later, the noon lowin the west, the first scant |ight appearing in the
east. He hadn't nmeant to sleep. But he was tired, after all, and his work was done, so of course
he couldn't close his eyes and hope to stay awake. There was still tinme to take a bucketful of
wat er and carry it inside.
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Were his eyes open even now? The sky he could see, light grey to the left, light grey to the
right. But where were the trees? Shouldn't they have been noving gently in the norning breeze,
just at the hinges of his vision? For that matter, there was no breeze; and beyond the sight of
his eyes, and touch on his skin, there were other things he could not feel. The green nusic of the
living forest. It was gone; no murrmur of life fromthe sleeping insects in the grass, no rhythm of
the heartbeats of the dawn-browsing deer. No birds roosting in the trees, waiting for the sun's
heat to bring out the insects.

Dead. Unnade. The forest was gone.
Al vin opened his eyes.
Hadn't they already been open?

Al vin opened his eyes again, and still he couldn't see; w thout closing them he opened them
still again, and each time the sky seemed darker. No, not darker, sinply farther away, rushing up
and away fromhim like as if he was falling into a pit so deep that the sky itself got |ost.

Alvin cried out in fear, and opened his already-open eyes, and saw

The quivering air of the Unnmaker, pressing down on him poking itself into his nostrils, between
his fingers, into his ears.

He couldn't feel it, no sir, except that he knew what wasn't there now, the outernost |ayers of
his skin, wherever the Unmaker touched, his own body was breaking apart, the, tiniest bits of him
dyi ng, drying, flaking away.

"No!" he shouted. The shout didn't nmake a sound. Instead, the Unmaker whi pped inside his nouth,
down into his lungs, and he couldn't close his teeth hard enough, his lips tight enough to keep
that slimy uncreator fromslithering on inside him eating himaway fromthe inside out.

He tried to heal hinmself the way he done with his leg that tinme the nmllstone broke it clean in
half. But it was like the old story Tal eswapper told him He couldn't build things up half so fast
as the Unnmaker could tear them down. For every place he heal ed, there was a thousand pl aces
wrecked and lost. He was a-going to die, he was hal f-gone already, and it wouldn't be just death,
just losing his flesh and living on in the spirit, the Unnaker neant to eat himbody and spirit
both alike, his nind and his flesh together

A splash. He heard a splashing sound. It was the nost wel cone thing he ever heard in his life,
to hear a sound at all. It neant that there was sonething beyond the Unmaker that surrounded and
filled him

Alvin heard the sound echo and ring inside his own nenory, and with that to cling to, with that
touch of the real world there to hang on to, Alvin opened his eyes.

This time for real, he knew, cause he saw the sky again with its proper fringe of tives. And
there was Gertie Smth, Makepeace's m ssus, standing over himw th a bucket in her hands.

"l reckon this is the first water fromthis well," she said

Al vin opened his nouth, and felt cool noist air come inside. "Reckon so," he whispered.

"I never woul d've thought you could dig it all out and line it proper with stones, all in one
night," she said. "That m xup boy, Arthur Stuart, he conme to the kitchen where I was naking
breakfast biscuits, and he told ne your well was done. | had to come and see."

"He gets up powerful early," said Al vin.

"And you stay up powerful late," said Gertie. "If | was a man your size |'d give ny husband a
proper licking, A, prentice or no."

"I just did what he asked."
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"I'mcertain you did, just like I'"'mcertain he wanted you to excavate that there circle of stone
off by the smthy, aml right?" She cackled with delight. "That'l|l show the old coot. Sets such a
store by that dowser, but his own prentice has a better dowsing knack than that old fraud--"

For the first time Alvin realized that the hole he dug in anger was |ike a signboard telling
fol ks he had nore than a hoof-knack in him "Please, na'am" he said.

"Pl ease what ?"
"My knack ain't dowsing, nma'am and if you start saying so, |'lIl never get no peace."

She eyed himcool and steady. "If you ain't got the dowser's knack, boy, tell me how cone
there's clear water in this well you dug."

Alvin calculated his lie. "The dowser's stick di pped here, too, | sawit, and so when the first
well struck stone, | tried here."

Certie had a suspicious nature. "Do you reckon you'd say the sanme if Jesus was standing here
judgi ng your eternal soul depending on the truth of what you say?"

"Ma'am | reckon if Jesus was here, |'d be asking forgiveness for ny sins, and | wouldn't care
two hoots about any old well."

She | aughed again, cuffed himlightly on the shoulder. "I like your dowsing story. You just
happened to be watching old Hank Dowser. Ch, that's a good one. I'Il tell that tale to everybody,
see if | don't."

"Thank you, ma'am"”
"Here. Drink. You deserve first swallow fromthe first bucket of clear water fromthis well."

Alvin knew that the customwas for the owner to get first drinks. But she was offering, and he
was so dry he couldn't have spit two bits' worth even if you pod himfive bucks an ounce. So he
set the bucket to his lips and drank, letting it splash out onto his shirt.

"1'"d wager you're hungry, too," she said.

"Mre tired than hungry, | think," said Al vin.
"Then cone inside to sleep.”

He knew he shoul d, but be could see the Unnaker not far off, and he was a-feared to sleep again
that was the truth. "Thank you kindly, Ma'am but anyhow, I'd like to be off by nyself a few
nm nut es.

"Suit yourself," she said, and went on inside

The norning breeze chilled himas it dried off the water he spilled on his shirt. Was his
ravi shment by the Unmaker only a dreanf? He didn't think so. He was awake right enough, and it was
real, and if Gertie Smith hadn't cone al ong and dunked that bucket in the well, he woul d ve been
unmade. The Unmeker wasn't hiding out no nore. He wasn't sneaking in backways nor roundabout. No
matter where he | ooked, there it was, shimmering in the greyish norning |light.

For sone reason the Unnaker picked this nmorning for a face-to-face. Only Alvin didn't know how
he was supposed to fight. if digging a well and building it up so fine wasn't maki ng enough to
drive off his eneny, he didn't know what el se to do. The Unnaker wasn't |ike the nen he westled
with in town. The Unnaker had nothing he could take ahold of.

One thing was sure. Alvin'd never have a night of sleep again if he didn't take this Unnaker
down sonehow and westle himinto the dirt.

I' m supposed to be your master, Alvin said to the Unmaker. So tell ne, Unmaker, how do | undo
you, when all you are is Undoi ng?
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-Who's going to teach me howto win this battle, when you can sneak up on nme in ny sleep, and |
don't have the faintest idea howto get to you?

As he spoke these words inside his head, Alvin wal ked to the edge of the woods. The Unmaker
backed away from him always out of reach. Al knew without |ooking that it also closed up behind
him so it had himon all sides.

This is the niddle of the uncut wood where | ought to feel nobst at hone, but the greensong, it's
gone silent here, and all around nme is nmy eneny frombirth, and me here with no plan at all.

The Unnaker, though, he had a plan. He didn't need to waste no tinme a-dithering about what to
do, Alvin found that out real quick

Cause while Alvin was a-standing there in the cool heavy breeze of a summer norning, the air
suddenly went chill, and blanmed if snowflakes didn't start to fall. Ri ght down on the green-| eaf
trees they cane, settling on the tall thick grass between them Thick and cold it piled up, not
the wet heavy flakes of a warm snow, but the tiny icy crystals of a deep winter blizzard bl ow
Al vin shivered

"You can't do this," he said.

But his eyes weren't closed now, he knew that. This wasn't no hal f-asleep dream This was rea
snow, and it was so thick and cold that the branches of sumrer-green trees were snapping, the
| eaves were tearing off and falling to the ground in a tinkle of broken ice. And Alvin hinself was
like to freeze hinself clear to death if he didn't get out of there sonehow.

He started to wal k back the way he cane, but the snow was com ng down so thick he couldn't see
nore than five or six feet ahead of him and he couldn't feel his way because the Unnmaker had
deadened the greensong of the living woods. Pretty soon he wasn't wal king, he was running. Only he
didn't run surefooted |ike Ta-Kunsaw taught him he ran as noi sy and stupid as any oaf of a Wite
man, and |ike nost Wiites would' ve, he slipped on a patch of ice-covered stone and spraw ed out
face down across a reach of snow.

Snow t hat caught up in his nouth and nose and into his ears, snow that clung between his
fingers, just like the slime last night, just like the Unnaker in his dream and he choked and
sputtered and cried out--

"I knowit's aliel"
Hi s voice was swallowed up in the wall of snow.
"It's sumer!" he shout ed.

H's jaw ached fromthe cold and he knew it'd hurt too nuch to speak again, but still he screaned
through nunb lips, "I'lIl make you stop

And then he realized that he coul d never make anything out of the Unmaker, could never nake the
Unmaker do or be anything because it was only Undoing and Unbeing. It wasn't the Unnaker he needed
to call to, it was all the living things around him the trees, the grass, the earth, the air
itself. It was the greensong that he needed to restore.

He grabbed ahold of that idea and used it, spoke again, his voice scarce nore than a whisper
now, but he called to them and not in anger

"Sunmer, " he whi sper ed.
"Warmair!" he said

"Leaves green!" he shouted. "Hot wi nd out of the southwest. Thunderheads in the afternoon, m st
in the norning, sunlight hotting it up, burning off the fog!"

Did it change, just a little? Did the snowfall slacken? Did the drifts on the ground nelt | ower,
the heaps on the treelinbs tunble off, baring nore of the branch?
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"It's a hot norning, dry!"™ he cried. "Rain may drift in later like the gift of the Wse Men,
coming froma long way off, but for now sunlight beating on the | eaves, waking you up, you're
growi ng, putting out |eaves, that's right! That's right!"

There was gl adness in his voice because the snowfall was just a spatter of rain now, the snow on
the ground was nelted back to patches here and there, the broke-off |eaves were sprouting on the
branch again as quick as mlitia in a doubletinme march

And in the silence after his |ast shout, he heard birdsong.

Song |ike he'd never heard before. He didn't know this bird, this sweet nel ody that changed with
every whistle and never played the sane tune again. It was a weaving song, but one whose pattern
you couldn't find, so you couldn't ever sing it again, but you also couldn't ravel it, spin it out
and break it down. It was all of one piece, all of one single Making, and Alvin knew that if he
could just find the bird with that song in his throat he'd be safe. His victory would be conpl ete.

He ran, and now the greensong of the forest was with him and his feet found the right places to
step without himlooking. He followed that song until he cane to the clearing where the singing
was.

Perched on an old log with a patch of snow still in the northwest shadow- a redbird. And
sitting in front of that |log, alnbst nose to nose as he listened to it sing-- Arthur Stuart.

Al vin wal ked around the two of themreal slow, walking a clean circle before he cone nuch
closer. Arthur Stuart like to never noticed he was there, he never took his eyes off that bird.
The sunlight dazzled on the two of them but neither bird nor boy so nuch as blinked. Alvin didn't
say nothing, either. Just like Arthur Stuart, he was all caught up in the redbird song.

It wasn't no different fromall the other redbirds, the thousand scarlet songbirds Al vin had
seen since he was little. Except that fromits throat came nusic that no other bird had ever sung
before. This wasn't a redbird. Nor was it the redbird. There was no single bird had sone gift the
other redbirds | acked. It was just Redbird, the one picked for this nonment to speak in the voice
of all the birds, to sing the song of all the singers, so that this boy could hear

Alvin knelt down on the new grown grass not three feet from Redbird, and listened to its song.
He knew from what Lol |l a-Wssiky once told himthat Redbird s song was all the stories of the Red
man, everything they ever done that was worth doing. Alvin hal fway hoped to understand that
ancient tale, or at least to hear how Redbird told of things that he took part in. The Prophet
Lol I a- Wossi ky wal ki ng on water, Tippy-Canoe River all scarlet with Red fol ks' blood; Ta-Kunsaw
standing with a dozen nuskethalls in him still crying out for his nen to stand, to fight, to
drive the Wiite thieves back

But the sense of the song eluded himno matter how he listened. He m ght run the forest with a
Red man's | egs and hear the greensong with a Red nan's ears, but Redbird' s song wasn't neant for
him The saying told the truth: No one girl gets all the suitors, and no boy gets all the knacks.
There was much that Alvin could do already, and nmuch ahead of himto learn, but there'd be far
nmore that was always out of his ken, and Redbird's song was part of that.

Yet Alvin was sure as shucks that Redbird wasn't here by accident. Cone like this at the end of
his first face-to-face with the Unnaker, Redbird had to have sonme purpose. He had to get sone
answers out of Redbird' s song.

Alvin was just about to speak, just about to ask the question burning in himever since he first
| earned what his destiny might be. But it wasn't his voice that broke into Redbird' s song. It was
Arthur Stuart's.

"I don't know days coming up," said the mixup boy. Hs voice was |ike nusic and the words were
clearer than any Alvin ever heard that three-year-old say before. "I only know days gone."

It took a second for Alvin to hitch hinself to what was going on here. What Arthur said was the
answer to Alvin's question. WIIl | ever be a Maker like the torch girl said? That was what Al vin
woul d' ve asked, and Arthur's words were the answer.
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But not Arthur Stuart's own answer, that was plain. The little boy no nore understood what he
was sayi ng than he did when he was mninicki ng Makepeace's and Gertie's quarrel last night. He was
giving Redbird' s answer. Translating frombirdsong into speech that Alvin's ears were fit to
under st and.

Al vin knew now t hat he'd asked the wong question. He didn't need Redbird to tell himhe was
supposed to be, a Maker-- he knowed that firmand sure years ago, and knew it still in spite of
all doubts. The real question wasn't whether, it was how to be a Mker.

Tell nme how.

Redbi rd changed his song to a soft and sinple tune, nore like nornmal birdsong, quite different
fromthe thousand-year-old Red nan's tale that he'd been singing up to now. Alvin didn't
understand the sense of it, but he knew all the sanme what it was about. It was the song of Making.
Over and over, the sanme tune repeating, only a few nonents of it-- but they were blinding in their
brightness, a song so true that Alvin saw it with his eyes, felt it fromhis |lips to his groin,
tasted it and snelled it. The song of Making, and it was his own song, he knew it from how sweet
it tasted on his tongue.

And when the song was at its peak, Arthur Stuart spoke again in a voice that was hardly human it
pi ped so sharp, it sang so clear.

"The Maker is the one who is part of what he nakes," said the nixup boy.

Alvin wote the words in his heart, even though he didn't understand them Because he knew t hat
sonmeday he woul d understand them and when he did, he would have the power of the ancient Makers
who built the Crystal Cty. He would understand, and use his power, and find the Crystal City and
build it once again.

The Maker is the one who is part of what he nmakes.

Redbird fell silent. Stood still, head cocked; and then becane, not Redbird, but any old bird
with scarlet feathers. Of it flew

Arthur Stuart watched the bird out of sight. Then he called out after it in his own true
childish voice, "Bird! Fly bird!"™ Alvin knelt beside the boy, weak fromthe night's work, the grey
dawn's fear, this bright day's birdsong.

"I flied," said Arthur Stuart. For the first tinme, it seened, he took notice Alvin was there,
and turned to him

"Did you now?" whispered Alvin, reluctant to destroy the child s dreamby telling himthat folks
don't fly.

"Big blackbird tote nme," said Arthur. "Fly and fly." Then Arthur reached up his hands and
pressed in on Alvin's cheeks. "Maker," he said. Then he | aughed and | aughed with joy.

So Arthur wasn't just a mimc. He really understood Redbird' s song, sone of it, at |east. Enough
to know the nane of Alvin's destiny.

"Don't you tell nobody," Alvin said. "I won't tell nobody you can talk to birds, and you don't
tell nobody |I'ma Maker. Pronise?"

Arthur's face grew serious. "Don't talk birds," he said. "Birds talk ne." And then: "I flied."

"l believe you," Alvin said.

"I beeve you," said Arthur. Then he | aughed again.

Alvin stood up and so did Arthur. Al took himby the hand. "Let's go on hone," he said.

He took Arthur to the roadhouse, where A d Peg CGuester was full of scold at the m xup boy for
runni ng off and bothering folks all nmorning. But it was a loving scold, and Arthur grinned |ike an
idiot at the voice of the woman he called Mama. As the door closed with Arthur Stuart on the other
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side, Alvin told hinself, I'mgoing to tell that boy what he done for nme. Soneday |'Ill tell him
what this neant.

Al vin carme honme by way of the springhouse path and headed on down toward the smthy, where
Makepeace was no doubt angry at himfor not being ready for work, even though he dug a well al
ni ght .

The well. Alvin found hinself standing by the hole that he had dug as a nonunent to Hank Dowser,
with the white stone bright in the sunlight, bright and cruel as scornful |aughter.

In that nonment Alvin knew why the Unnaker cane to himthat night. Not because of the true well
that he dug. Not because he had used his knack to hold the water back, not because he had softened
the stone and bent it to his need. It was because he had dug that first hole down to the stone for
one reason only-- to make Hank Dowser | ook the fool

To punish hin? Yes sir, to make hima | aughi ngstock to any nan who saw the stone-bottoned well
on the spot that Hank had nmarked. It would destroy him take away his nane as a dowser-- and
unfairly so, because he was a good dowser who got hisself fooled by the lay of the | and. Hank made
an honest nistake, and Al had got all set to punish himas if he was a fool, which surely he was
not .

Tired as he was, weak from |l abor and the battle with the Unmaker, Alvin didn't waste a mnute.
He fetched the spade fromwhere it lay by the working well, then stripped off his shut and set to

wor k. When he dug this false well, it was a work of evil, to unmake an honest nan for no reason
better than spite. Filling it in, though, was a Maker's work. Since it was daylight, Alvin
couldn't even use his knack to help-- he did full labor onit till he thought he was so tired he

m ght just die.

It was noon, and hi mw thout supper or breakfast either one, but the well was filled right up
the turves set back on so they'd grow back, and if you didn't | ook close you'd never know there'd
been a hole at all. Alvin did use his knack a little, since no one was about, to weave the
grassroots back together, knit theminto the ground, so there'd be no dead patches to mark the
spot .

Al'l the tinme, though, what burned worse than the sun on his back or the hunger in his belly was
his own shame. He was so busy last night being angry and thinking how to make a fool of Hank
Dowser that it never once occurred to himto do the right thing and use his knack to break right
through the shelf of stone in the very spot Hank picked. No one ever woul d ve known save Alvin
hi sself that there'd been aught wong with the place. That woul d've been the Christian thing, the
charitable thing to do. Wien a man sl aps your face, you answer by shaking his hand, that's what
Jesus said to do, and Alvin just plain wasn't listening, Alvin was too cussed proud.

That's what called the Unmaker to ne, thought Alvin. | could ve used my knack to build up, and |
used it to tear down. Well, never again, never again, never again. He made that prom se three
tinmes, and even though it was a silent prom se and no one'd ever know, he'd keep it better than
any oath he m ght take before a judge or even a mnister.

Well, too late now. If he'd thought of this before Gertie ever saw the false well or drew water
fromthe true, he mght've filled up the other well and nade this one good after all. But now
she'd seen the stone, and if he dug through it then all his secrets would be out. And once you've
drunk water froma good new well, you can't never fill it up till it runs dry onits own. To fill
up a living well is to beg for drouth and cholera to dog you all the days of your life.

He' d undone all he could. You can be sorry, and you can be forgiven, but you can't call back the
futures that your bad decisions lost. He didn't need no phil osopher to tell himthat.

Makepeace wasn't a-hamering in the forge, and there wasn't no snoke fromthe smthy chi nmey,
either. Must be Makepeace was up at the house, doing sone chores there, Alvin figured. So he put
the spade away back in the smthy and then headed on toward the house.

Hal fway there, he come to the good well, and there was Makepeace Smith setting on the | ow wal
of footing stones Al had laid down to be foundation for the well house.
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"Morning, Alvin," said the nmaster.

"Morning, sir," said Alvin.

"Dropped nme the tin and copper bucket right down to the bottom here. You nust've dug |like the
devil hisself, boy, to get it so deep

"Didn't want it to run dry."

"And lined it with stone already,"” said the smth. "It's a wondernent, | say."

"I worked hard and fast."

"You al so dug in the right place, | see."

Alvin took a deep breath. "The way | figure, sir, | dug right where the dowser said to dig."

"I saw anot her hole just yonder," said Makepeace Smith. "Stone as thick and hard as the devil's
hoof all along the bottom You telling ne you don't aimfor folks to guess why you dug there?”

"I filled that old hole up," said Alvin. "I wish I'd never dug such a well. | don't want nobody
telling stories on Hank Dowser. There was water there, right enough, and no dowser in the world
coul d' ve guessed about the stone.™

"Except you," said Makepeace.

"I ain't no dowser, sir," said Alvin. And he told the Iie again: "I just saw that his wand

di pped over here, too."

Makepeace Smith shook his head, a grin just creeping out across his face. "My wife told ne that
tale already, and | like to died a-laughing at it. | cuffed your head for saying he was wong. You
telling me now you want himto get the credit?"

"He's a true dowser," said Alvin. "And | ain't no dowser, sir, so | reckon since he is one, he
ought to get the nane for it."

Makepeace Smith drew up the copper bucket, put it to his lips, and drank a few swall ows. Then he
ti pped back his head and poured the rest of the water straight onto his face and | aughed out | oud.
"That's the sweetest water | ever drunk in ny life, | swear."

It wasn't the same as pronising to go along with his story and | et Hank Dowser think it was his
well, but Al knew it was the best he'd get fromhis master. "If it's all right, sir,"” said A
"I"'ma mte hungry."

"Yes, go eat, you've earned it."

Alvin wal ked by him The snell of new water rose up fromthe well as he passed.

Makepeace Smith spoke again behind him "CGertie tells ne you took first swallow fromthe well."
Al turned around, fearing trouble now "I did, sir, but not till she give it to ne."

Makepeace studied on that notion awhile, as if he was deciding whether to nmake it reason for

puni shing Al or not. "Well," he finally said, "well, that's just like her, but I don't mnd
There's still enough of that first dip in the wooden bucket for ne to save a few swallows for Hank
Dowser. | promised hima drink fromthe first bucket, and I1'll keep nmy word when he cones back
around. "

"When he cones, sir," said Alvin, "and | hope you won't mind, but | think I'd like it best and
so would he if I just didn't happen to be at home, if you see what | mean. | don't think he
cottoned to ne nuch.”

The smith eyed himnarrowy. "If this is just a way for you to get a few hours of f work when
t hat dowser cones on back, why" --he broke into a grin-- "why, | reckon that you've earned it with
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| ast night's labor."

"Thank you sir," said Al vin.

"You headi ng back to the house?"

"Yes sir."

"Well, 1'lIl take those tools and put them away-- you carry this bucket to the mssus. She's
expecting it. Alot less way to tote the water than the stream | got to thank Hank Dowser specia
for choosing this very exact spot." The smith was still chuckling to hinself at his wit when Al vin

reached the house.

Gertie Smith took the bucket, set Alvin down, and near filled himto the brimw th hot fried
bacon and good greasy biscuits. It was so nuch food that Al had to beg her to stop. "W've already
finished one pig," said Alvin. "No need to kill another just for ny breakfast."

"Pigs are just corn on the hoof," said Gertie Smth, "and you worked two hogs' worth | ast night,
I"lIl say that."

Belly full and belching, Alvin clinbed the |adder into the loft over the kitchen, stripped off
his clothes, and burrowed into the bl ankets on his bed.

The Maker is the one who is part of what he makes.

Over and over he whispered the words to hinself as he went to sleep. He had no dreans or
troubl es, and slept clear through till suppertinme, and then again all night till dawn.

When he woke up in the norning, just before dawn, there was a faint grey scarce brighter than
nmoonl i ght sifting into the house through the wi ndows. Hardly none of it got up into the loft where
Alvin lay, and instead of springing up bright Iike he did nost nornings, he felt |ogey from sleep
and a little sore fromhis |labors. So he lay there quiet, a faint sort of birdsong chirping in the
back of his mind. He didn't think on the phrase Arthur Stuart told himfrom Redbird' s song.

I nstead he got to wondering how things happened yesterday. Wiy did hard winter turn to sunmertine
again, just from himshouting?

"Summer, " he whispered. "Warmair, |eaves green.” What was it about Alvin that when he said
sumer, sumer cane? Didn't always work that way, for sure-- never when he was a-working the iron
or slipping through stone to nend or break it. Then he had to hold the shape of it firmin his
m nd, understand the way things lined up, find the natural cracks and creases, the threads of the
metal or the grain of the rock. And when he was a-healing, that was so hard it took his whole mind
to find how the body ought to be, and nmend it. Things were so small, so hard to see-- well, not
see, but whatever it was he did. Sometimes he had to work so hard to understand the way things
wer e inside.

I nsi de, down, deep, so small and fine, and always the deepest secrets of the way things worked
skittered away |i ke roaches when you bring a lanp into the room always getting snmaller, formng
thensel ves up in strange new ways. WAs there some particle that was smallest of all? Sonme place at
the heart of things where what he saw was real, instead of just being made up out of l|ots of
smal | er pieces, and themout of snmaller pieces still?

Yet he hadn't understood how t he Unnaker nade winter. So how did his desperate cries nake the
summer conme back?

How can | be a Maker if | can't even guess how | do what | do?

The Iight cane stronger from outside, shining through the wavering gl ass of the wi ndows, and for
a noment Alvin thought he saw the light like little balls flying so fast like they was hit with a
stick or shot froma gun, only even faster than that, bouncing around, nost of themgetting stuck
in the tiny cracks of the wooden walls or the floor or the ceiling, so only a precious few got up
into the loft where they got captured by Alvin's eyes.

Then that noment passed, and the light was just fire, pure fire, drifting into the roomlike the
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gentl e waves washi ng agai nst the shore of Lake M zogan, and wherever they passed, the waves turned
things warm - the wood of the walls, the massive kitchen table, the iron of the stove-- so that
they all quivered, they all danced with life. Only Alvin could see it, only Alvin knew how t he
whol e room awoke wi th the day.

That fire fromthe sun, that's what the Unnaker hates nost. The life it nakes. Put that fire
out, that's what the Unnaker says inside hinself. Put all fires out, turn all water into ice, the
whol e world snooth with ice, the whole sky black and cold |like night. And to oppose the Unnaker's
desire, one |one Maker who can't do right even when he's digging a well.

The Maker is the one who is part of-- part of what? Wiat do | nmake? How am | part of it? \Wen I
work the iron, am| part of the iron? Wen | shiver stone, am| part of the stone? It nakes no
sense, but | got to nmake sense of it or I'll lose ny war with the Unmaker. | could fight him al
my days, every way | know how, and when | died the world would be farther along his downhill road
than it was when | got born. There's got to be sone secret, some key to everything, so | can build
it all at once. Got to find that key, that's all, find the secret, and then | can speak a word and
the Unnmaker will shy back and cower and give up and die, maybe even die, so that life and light go
on forever and don't fade.

Alvin heard Gertie begin to stir in the bedroom and one of the children uttered a soft cry, the
| ast noi se before waking. Alvin flexed and stretched and felt the sweet delicious pain of sore
muscl es waking up, getting set for a day at the forge, a day at the fire.

Chapter 10 -- CGoodwi fe

Peggy did not sleep as long or as well as Alvin. His battle was over; he could sleep a victor's
sl eep. For her, though, it was the end of peace

It was still m dafternoon when Peggy tossed herself awake on the snoboth |inen sheets of her bed
in Mstress Mdesty's house. She felt exhausted; her head hurt. She wore only her shirt, though
she didn't remenber undressing. She renenbered hearing Redbird singing, watching Arthur Stuart
interpret the song. She renenbered looking into Alvin's heartfire, seeing all his futures restored
to him- but still did not find herself in any of them Then her nmenory stopped. M stress Mdesty
must have undressed her, put her to bed with the sun already nearing noon

She rolled over; the sheet clung to her, and then her back went, cold fromsweat. Alvin's
victory was won; the | esson was |earned; the Unmaker would not find another such opening again.
She saw no danger in Alvin's future, not soon. The Unmaker woul d doubtless lie in wait for another
time, or return to working through his human servants. Perhaps the Visitor would return to
Reverend Thrower, or sone other soul with a secret hunger for evil would receive the Unmaker as a
wel come teacher. But that wasn't the danger, not the i nmedi ate danger, Peggy knew.

For as long as Alvin had no notion howto be a Maker or what to do with his power, then it nade
no difference how |l ong they kept the Umaker at bay. The Crystal City would never be built. And it
nmust be built, or Alvin's life-- and Peggy's life, devoted to hel ping him- both would be in vain.

It seened so clear now to Peggy, coming out of a feverish exhausted sleep. Alvin's [abor was to
prepare hinself, to master his own hunman frailties. If there was sone know edge somewhere in the
worl d about the art of Making, or the science of it, Alvin Wuld have no chance to learn it. The
smthy was his school, the forge his naster, teaching him- what?-- to change other nen only by
per suasi on and | ong-suffering, gentleness and neekness, unfeigned |ove and ki ndness. Someone el se,
then, would have to acquire that pure know edge which would raise Alvin up to greatness.

I am done with all ny schooling in Dekane.

So nmany |l essons, and | have learned themall, Mstress Mdesty. Al so | would be ready to bear
the title you taught me was the finest any lady could aspire to.

Goodwi f e.

As her nother had been called Goody Cuester all these years, and other wonen Goody this or Goody
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that, any woman coul d have the name. But few deserved it. Few there were who inspired others to
call her by the nane in full: Goodw fe, not just Goody; the way that M stress Mdesty was never
called Mssus. It would denean her nane to be touched by a dimnished, a conmon tide.

Peggy got up fromthe bed. Her head swam for a nonment; she waited, then got up. Her feet padded
on the wooden floor. She wal ked softly, but she knew she woul d be heard; already M stress Mdesty
woul d be coming up the stairs.

Peggy stopped at the mirror and | ooked at herself Her hair was tousled by sleep, stringy with
sweat. Her face was inprinted, red and white, with the creases in the pillowase. Yet she saw
there the face that Mstress. Mdesty had taught her how to see.

"Qur handiwork," said Mstress Mdesty.
Peggy did not turn. She knew her nentor would be there.

"A woman shoul d know that she is beautiful,"” said Mstress Mdesty. "Surely God gave Eve a
single piece of glass or flat polished silver, or at, least a still pool to show her what it was
t hat Adam saw. "

Peggy turned and ki ssed M stress Mdesty on the cheek. "I |ove what you' ve nade of ne," she
sai d.

M stress Modesty kissed her in return, but when they drew apart, there were tears in the ol der
worman' s eyes. "And now | shall |ose your company."”

Peggy wasn't used to others guessing what she felt, especially when she didn't realize that she
had al ready made the deci sion.

"WIIl you?" asked Peggy.

"I'"ve taught you all | can," said Mstress Mdesty, "but | know after |ast night that you need
things that | never dreaned of, because you have work to do that | never thought that anyone could
do. "

"I meant only to be Goodwife to Alvin's Goodman."
"For me that was the beginning and the end," said Mstress Mdesty.

Peggy chose her words to be true, and therefore beautiful, and therefore good. "Perhaps all that
some nen need froma wonman is for her to be loving and wi se and careful, like a field of flowers
where he can play the butterfly, drawi ng sweetness from her bl ossons."

M stress Mddesty sniled. "How kindly you describe ne."

"But Alvin has a sturdier work to do, and what he needs is not a beautiful wonman to be fresh and
I oving for himwhen his work is done. Wat he needs is a worman who can heft the other end of his
bur den. "

"Where will you go?"
Peggy answered before she realized that she knew the answer. "Philadel phia, | think."

M stress Modesty | ooked at her in surprise, as if to say, You' ve already deci ded? Tears well ed
in her eyes.

Peggy rushed to explain. "The best universities are there-- free
ones, that teach all there is to know, not the crabbed religious schools of New England or the
effete schools for lordlings in the South."

"This isn't sudden," said Mstress Mddesty. "You' ve been planning this for |Iong enough to find
out where to go."

"I't is sudden, but perhaps | was planning, w thout knowing it. I've listened to others talk, and
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now there it is already in nmy nmind, all sorted out, the decision made. There's a school for wonen
there, but what matters is the libraries. | have no formal schooling, but somehow |I'I| persuade
themto let nme in."

"It won't take nuch persuasion," Mstress Mdesty said, "if you arrive with a letter fromthe
governor of Suskwahenny. And letters from other nen who trust ny judgnment well enough.”

Peggy was not surprised that Mstress Mdesty still intended to help her, even though Peggy had
determi ned so suddenly, so ungracefully to | eave. And Peggy had no foolish notion of pridefully
trying to do w thout such hel p. "Thank you, M stress Mpdesty!"

"I''"ve never known a wonman-- or a nman, for that matter-- with such ability as yours. Not your
knack, remarkable as it is; | don't measure a person by such things. But | fear that you are
wasting yourself on this boy in Hatrack River. How could any man deserve all that you've
sacrificed for hinP"

"Deserving it-- that's his labor. Mne is to have the know edge

when he's ready to learn it."”

M stress Modesty was crying in earnest now. She still smledfor she had taught herself that |ove
must always smile, even in grief-- but the tears fl owed down her cheeks. "Ch, Peggy, how could you
have | earned so well, and yet make such a ni stake?"

A mstake? Didn't M stress Mddesty trust her judgnment, even now? "' A woman's wi sdomis her gift
to wonen,'" Peggy quoted. "'Her beauty is her gift to men. Her love is her gift to God.""

M stress Mddesty shook her head as she listened to her own maxi mfrom Peggy's lips. "So why do
you intend to inflict your wisdomon this poor unfortunate man you say you | ove?"

"Because sone nmen are great enough that they can | ove a whol e woman, and not just a part of
her."

"“I's he such a man?"
How coul d Peggy answer? "He will be, or he won't have ne."

M stress Modesty paused for a nonent, as if trying to find a beautiful way to tell a painfu

truth. "I always taught you that if you beconme conpletely and perfectly yourself, then good nen
will be drawn to you and | ove you. Peggy, let us say this nan has great needs-- but if you nust
become sonmething that is not you in order to supply him then you will not be perfectly yourself,

and he will not love you. Isn't that why you left Hatrack River in the first place, so he would
| ove you for yourself, and not for what you did for hinP"

"M stress Mddesty, | want himto |l ove ne, yes. But |I love the work he nust acconplish even nore
than that. What | amtoday woul d be enough for the man. What | will go and do tonorrow is not for
the man, it is for his work."

"But--" began M stress Mdesty.
Peggy rai sed an eyebrow and snmiled slightly. Mstress Mdesty nodded and did not interrupt.

"If I love his work nore than | love the nman, then to be perfectly nyself, | nust do what his
work requires of ne. Wwn't |, then, be even nore beautiful ?"

"To ne, perhaps,"” said Mstress Mdesty. "Few nen have vision clear enough for that subtle
beauty. "

"He I oves his work nore than he loves his life. Wwn't he, then, |ove the wonan who shares in it
nmore than a woman who is merely beautiful ?"

"You may be right," said Mstress Mdesty, "for | have never |oved work nore than | have | oved
the person doing it, and | have never known a man who truly loved his work nore than his own life.
Al'l that | have taught you is true in the world I know If you pass frommy world into another
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one, | can no longer reach you anything."
"Maybe | can't be a perfect woman and also live ny life as it nust be lived."

"Or perhaps, Mstress Margaret, even the best of the world is not fit to recognize a perfect
woman, and so will accept ne as a fair counterfeit, while you pass by unknown.”

That was nore than Peggy coul d bear. She cast aside decorum and threw her arnms around M stress
Modesty and ki ssed her and cried, assuring her that there was nothing counterfeit about her. But
when all the weepi ng was done, nothing had changed. Peggy was finished in Dekane, and by next
nmor ni ng her trunk was packed.

Everything she had in the world was a gift from M stress Mdesty, except for the box O dpappy
gave her long ago. Yet what was in that box was a heavier burden by far than any other thing that
Peggy carri ed.

She sat in the northbound train, watching the nountains drift by outside her east-facing w ndow.
It wasn't all that long ago that Whitley Physicker had brought her to Dekane in his carriage.
Dekane had seened the grandest place at first; at the time, it seened to her that she was
di scovering the world by comi ng here. Now she knew that the world was far too |arge for one person
to discover it. She was |eaving a very snall place and going to another very small place, and
perhaps fromthere to other small places. The sanme size heartfires blazed in every city, no
brighter for having so nmuch conpany.

| left Hatrack River to be free of you, Prentice Alvin. Instead | found a |arger, far nore
entangling net outside. Your work is larger than yourself, larger than ne, and because | know of
it 1'"'mbound to help. If | didn't, 1'd be a vile person in ny own eyes.

So if you end up loving ne or not, that doesn't matter all that nuch. Oh, yes, to me it matters,
but the course of the world won't change one way or the other. Wat natters is that we both
prepare you to do your work. Then if |ove comes, then if you can play Goodman to ny Coodwi fe,
we' |l take that as an unl ooked-for blessing and be glad of it as |long as we can.

Chapter 11 -- Wand

It was a week before Hank Dowser found his way back to Hatrack River. A niserable week with no
profit in it, because try as he would he couldn't find decent dry ground for them folks west of
town to dig their cellar. "It's all wet ground,” he said. "I can't | help it if it's all watery."

But they held himresponsible just the same. Folks are like that. They act |ike they thought the
dowser put the water where it sets, instead of just pointing to it. Sane way with torches-- bl aned
them half the time for causing what they saw, when all they did was see it. There was no gratitude
or even sinple understanding in nost folks.

So it was a relief to be back with sonebody, half-decent |ike Makepeace Smith. Even if Hank
wasn't too proud of the way Makepeace was dealing with his prentice boy. How could Hank criticize
hi n? He hinself hadn't done nuch better-- oh, he was pure enbarrassed now to think how he rail ed
on that boy and got hima cuffing, and for nothing, really, just alittle affront to Hank Dowser's
pride. Jesus stood and took whi ppings and a crown of thorns in silence, but |I lash out when a
prentice munbles a few silly words. Onh, thoughts like that put Hank Dowser in a dark nood, and he
was aching for a chance to apol ogize to the boy.

But the boy wasn't there, which was too bad, though Hank didn't have long to brood about it.
Gertie Smith took Hank Dowser up to the house and near jamred the food down his throat with a
rantrod, just to get in an extra half-loaf of bread, it felt like. "I can't hardly walk," said
Hank, which was true; but it was also true that Gertie Smith cooked just as good as her husband
forged and that prentice boy shod and Hank dowsed, which is to say, with a true knack. Everybody
has his talent, everybody has his gift from God, and we go about sharing gifts with each other
that's the way of the world, the best way.
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So it was with pleasure and pride that Hank drank the swallows of water fromthe first clear

bucket drawn fromthe well. On, it was fine water, sweet water, and he |oved the way they thanked
himfromtheir hearts. It wasn't till he was out getting nounted on his Picklew ng again that he
realized he hadn't seen the well. Surely be, should ve seen the well--

He rounded the smithy on horseback and | ooked where he thought he had dowsed the spot, but the
ground didn't appear like it had been troubled in a hundred years. Not even the trench the
prentice, dug while he was standing there. It took hima mnute to find where the well actually
was, sort of hal fway between smithy and house, a fine little roof over the w ndlass, the whole
thing finished with snoot h-worked stone. But surely it hadn't been so near the house when the wand
di pped- -

"Ch, Hank!" called Makepeace Smth. "Hank, I'mglad you ain't gone yet!"

Where was the man? Ch, there, back in the neadow just up fromthe smthy, near where Hank had

first looked for the well. WAaving a stick in his hand-- a forked stick--

"Your wand, the one you used to dowse this well-- you want it back?"

"No, Makepeace, no thanks. | never use the sane wand tw ce. Doesn't work proper when it isn't
fresh."

Makepeace Smith pitched the wand back over his head, wal ked back down the slope and stood
exactly in the place where Hank t hought he had dowsed the well to be. "Wat do you think of the
wel | house we built?"

Hank gl anced bark toward the well. "Fine stonework. If you ever give up the forge, | bet there's
a living for you in stonecutting."

"Why, thank you, Hank! But it was ny prentice boy did it all."

"That's some boy you got," said Hank. But it left a bad taste in his mouth, to say those words.
There was sonet hi ng made hi m uneasy about this whol e conversation. Makepeace Smith neant something
sly, and Hank didn't know rightly what it was. Never mind. Time to be on his way. "Good-bye,
Makepeace! " he said, wal king his nag back toward the road. "I'll be back for shoes, renenber!"”

Makepeace | aughed and waved. "I'Il be glad to see your ugly old face when you cone!"

Wth that, Hank nudged ol d Pickl ewing and headed off right brisk for the road that led to the
covered bridge over the river. That was one of the nicest things about the westbound road out of
Hatrack. Fromthere to the Wbbish the track was as sweet as you please, with covered bridges over
every river, every stream every rush and every rivulet. Folks were known to canp at night on the
bridges, they were so tight and dry. There nust've been three dozen redbird nests in the eaves of
the Hatrack Bridge. The birds were maeki ng such a racket that Hank allowed as how it was a niracle
they didn't wake the dead. Too bad redbirds were too scrawny for eating. There'd be a banquet on
that bridge, if it was worth the trouble.

"Ho there, Picklewing, ny girl, ho," he said. He sat astride his horse, a-standing in the mddle
of the bridge, listening to the redbird song. Renenbering now as clear as could be how t he wand
had | eapt clean out of his hands and flung itself up into the nmeadow grass. Flung itself northeast
of the spot he dowsed. And that's just where Makepeace Smith picked it up when he was sayi ng good-
bye.

Their fine new well wasn't on the spot he dowsed at all. The whole tinme he was there, they al
were lying to him pretending he dowsed thema well, but the water they drank was from anot her
pl ace.

Hank knew, oh yes, he knew who chose the spot they used. Hadn't the wand as nuch as told him
when it flew off |ike that? Fl ew off because the boy spoke up, that smart-nouth prentice. And now
they made nock of him behind his back, not saying a thing to his face, of course, but he knew that
Makepeace was | aughing the whole time, figuring he wasn't even smart enough to notice the switch

Well, | noticed, yes sir. You nmade a fool of ne, Makepeace Snith, you and that prentice boy of
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yours. But | noticed. A man can forgive seven tines, or even seven tines seven. But then there
conmes the fiftieth tinme, and even a good Christian can't forget.

"Cee-ap," he said angrily. Picklewing's ears twitched and she started forward in a gentle wal k
new shoes cl opping I oud on the floorboards of the bridge, echoing fromthe walls and ceilin&
"Alvin," whispered Hank Dowser. "Prentice Alvin. Got no respect for any man's knack except his
own. "

Chapter 12 -- School Board

When the carriage pulled up in front of the inn, Od Peg Guester was upstairs hanging nattresses
hal f out the windows to let themair, so she saw. She recogni zed Whitley Physicker's rig, a
newf angl ed cl osed car that kept the weather and nost of the dust out; Physicker could use a
carriage like that, now that he could afford to pay a nman just to drive for him It was things
like that carriage that had nost folks calling himDr. Physicker now, instead of just Witley.

The driver was Po Doggly, who used to have a farmof his own till he got to likkering up after
his wife died. It was a good thing, Physicker hiring himwhen other folks just thought of old Po
as a drunk. Things |like that nade nost plain folks think well of Dr. Physicker, even if he did
show of f his noney nore than was seemly anong Chri stians.

Anyway, Po hopped down from his seat and swung around to open the door of the carriage. But it
wasn't Wiitley Physicker got out first-- it was Paul ey Wseman, the sheriff. If ever a man didn't
deserve his last nane, it was Pauley Wsenan. O d Peg felt herself winkle up inside just seeing
him It was |like her husband Horace al ways said-- any man who wants the job of sheriff is plainly
unfit for the office. Pauley Wseman wanted his job, wanted it nore than nost fol ks wanted to
breathe. You could see it in the way he wore his stupid silver star right out in the open, on the
outside of his coat, so nobody'd forget they was talking to the man who had the keys to the town
jail. As if Hatrack River needed a jail!

Then Wi tl ey Physicker got out of the carriage, and O d Peg knew exactly what business they were
here for. The school board had nmade its decision, and these two were cone to nake sure she settled
for it without maki ng any noise about it in public. Od Peg tossed the mattress shewas hol di ng
tossed it so hard it near to flew clean out the wi ndow, she caught it by a corner and pulled it
back so it'd hang proper and get a good airing. Then she ran down the stairs-- she wasn't so old
yet she couldn't run a flight of stairs when she wanted. Downward, anyways.

She | ooked around a bit for Arthur Stuart, but of course he wasn't in the house. He was just old
enough for chores, and he did them right enough, but after that he was al ways off by hinself,
over in town sonetines, or sonetines bothering around that blacksnmith boy, Prentice Alvin. "What
you do that for, boy?" A d Peg asked hi monce. "Wat you al ways have to be with Prentice Alvin
for?" Arthur just grinned and then put his arns out like a street rassler all get to grab and
said, "Got to learn howto throw a man twice ny size." Wiat made it funny was he said it just
exactly in Alvin's own voice, conplete with the way Alvin would've said it-- with a joke in his
voi ce, so you'd know he didn't take hinmself all that serious. Arthur had that knack, to mimc
folks Iike as if he knew themright to the soul. Sonmetimes it nade her wonder if he didn't have
sonet hing of the torchy knack, l|ike her runaway daughter Little Peggy; but no, it didn't seemlike
Arthur actually understood what he was doing. He was just a minc. Still, he was smart as a whip,
and that's why A d Peg knew the boy deserved to be in school, probably nore than any other child
in Hatrack River

She got to the front door just as they started in to knock. She stood there, panting a little
fromher run down the stairs, waiting to open it even though she saw their shadows through the
| ace-curtain wi ndows on the door. They were kind of shifting their weight back and forth, like
they was nervous-- as well they should be. Let 'em sweat.

It was just |ike themfol ks on the school board, to send Whitley Physicker of all people. It
made A d Peg Guester mad just to see his shadow it her door. Wasn't he the one who took Little
Peggy off six years ago, and then wouldn't tell her where the girl went? Dekane was all he said,
to fol ks she seemed to know. And then Peg's husbhand Horace readi ng the note over and over, saying,
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If a torch can't see her own future safe, none of us can |ook out for her any better. Wy, if it
hadn't been for Arthur Stuart needing her so bad, Od Peg would have up and left. Just up and

|l eft, and see how they liked that! Take her daughter away and tell her it's all for the best--
such a thing to tell a nother! Let's see what they think when | |leave. If she hadn't had Arthur to
| ook after, she would have gone so fast her shadow woul d' ve been stuck in the door

And now they send Wiitley Physicker to do it again, to set her grieving over another child, just
like before. Only worse this tinme, because Little Peggy really could take care of herself, while
Arthur Stuart couldn't, he was just a six-year-old boy, a boy with no future at all unless A d Peg
fought for it tooth and nail

They knocked again. She opened the door. There was Wi tley Physicker, |looking all cheerful and
di gnified, and behind him Paul ey Wsenan, |ooking all inportant and dignified. Like two nasts on
the sane ship, with sails all puffed out and bossy-looking. Al full of wind. Coming to tell ne
what's right and proper, are you? W'll see.

"Goody Guester," said Dr. Physicker. He doffed his hat proper, like a gentlenan. That's what's
wong with Hatrack River these days, thought A d Peg. Too nmany fol ks putting on |ike gentlenen and
| adies. Don't they know this is H 0? All the high-toned folks are down in the Crown Colonies with
His Majesty, the other Arthur Stuart. The |ong-haired Wite king, as opposed to her own short-
hai red Bl ack boy Arthur. Anybody in the state of H o who thinks he's a gentleman is just fooling
hi msel f and nobody but the other fools.

"l suppose you want to conme in," said Ad Peg

"I hoped you'd invite us," said Physicker. "W conme fromthe school board."

"You can turn nme down on ther porch as easy as you can inside ny house."

"Now see here," said Sheriff Pauley. He wasn't used to fol ks |eaving him standi ng on porches.

"We didn't conme to turn you down, Goody Guester," said the doctor

Ad Peg didn't believe it for a minute. "You telling me that stiffnecked bunch of high-collar
hypocrites is going to let a Black child into the new school ?"

That set Sheriff Pauley off |ike gunpowder in a bucket. "Well, if you're so all-fired sure you
know t he answer, O d Peg, why'd you bother asking the question?"

"Cause | wanted you all down on record as being Bl ack-hating slavers in your hearts! Then
soneday when the Emanci pationi sts have their way and Bl ack people have all their rights
everywhere, you'll have to wear your shane in public like you deserve."

A d Peg didn't even hear her husband com ng up behind her, she was tal king so | oud.

"Margaret," said Horace CGuester. "No nman stands on ny porch w thout a wel cone. "

"You wel cone them yourself, then," said Od Peg. She turned her back on Dr. Physicker and
Sheriff Paul ey and wal ked on into the kitchen. "I wash nmy hands of it," she shouted over her
shoul der.

But once she was in the kitchen she realized that she wasn't cooking yet this norning, she was
doi ng the upstairs beds. And as she stood there, kind of confused for a second, she got to
thinking it was Pontius Pilate who did that first fanous hand-washi ng. Wiy, she'd confessed
hersel f unrighteous with her own words. God woul dn't | ook kindly on her if she once started in
imtating sonmeone as killed the Lord Jesus, like Pilate did. So she turned around and wal ked back
into the commonroom and sat down near the hearth. It being August there wasn't no fire init,
which nade it a cool place to sit. Not |like the kitchen hearth, which was hot as the devil's privy
on sumer days lie this. No reason she should sweat her heart out in the kitchen while these two
decided the fate of Arthur Stuart in the coolest spot in the house.

Her husband and the two visitors | ooked at her but didn't say a thing about her storm ng out and
then storming back in. dd Peg knew what was sai d behind her back-- that you might as well try to
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set atrap for a cyclone as to tangle with A d Peg Guester-- but she didn't nind a bit if nmen like
Whi tl ey Physicker and Paul ey Wseman walked a little wary around her. After a second or two,
waiting for her to settle down, they went right on with their talk.

"As | was saying, Horace, we |ooked at your proposal seriously," Physicker said. "It would be a
great convenience to us if the new teacher could be housed in your roadhouse instead of being
boarded here and there the way it usually happens. But we woul dn't consider having you do it for
free. W have enough students enrolled and enough basis in the property tax to pay you a snal
stipend for the service."

"How much does a sty pen conme to in noney?" asked Horace.
"The details remain to be worked out, but the sumof twenty dollars for the year was nentioned."
"Well," said Horace, "that's a mite low, if you're thinking you' re paying the actual cost."

"On the contrary, Horace, we know that we're underpayi ng you by considerable. But since you
offered to do it free, we hoped this would be an inprovenment on the original offer."

Horace was all set to agree, but Peg wouldn't stand for all this pretending. "I know what it is,
Dr. Physicker, and it's no inprovement. We didn't offer to put up the schoolteacher for free. W
offered to put up Arthur Stuart's teacher for free. And if you figure twenty dollars is going to
meke nme change ny mind about that, you better go back and do your figuring again'."

Dr. Physicker got a pained | ook on his face. "Now, Goody Cuester. Don't get ahead of yourself on
this. There was not a man on the school board who had any personal objection to having Arthur
Stuart attend the new school ."

When Physicker said tkat, AOd Peg took a sharp | ook at Paul ey W seman. Sure enough, he squirned
in his chair like he had a bad itch in a place where a gentleman doesn't scratch. That's right,
Paul ey Wseman. Dr. Physicker can say what he |ikes, but | know you, and there was one, at |east,
who had all kinds of objections to Arthur Stuart.

Whi tl ey Physicker went on tal king, of course. Since he was pretending that everybody | oved
Arthur Stuart dearly, he couldn't very well take notice of how unconfortable Sheriff Paul ey was.

"We know Arthur has been raised by the two ol dest settlers and finest citizens of Hatrack River
and the whole town | oves himfor his own self. W just can't think what benefit a school education
woul d gi ve the boy."

"I't'"ll give himthe sanme benefit it gives any other boy or girl," said Ad Peg.

"WIl it? WII his knowing howto read and wite get hima place in a counting house? Can you
i magi ne that even if they let himtake the bar, any jury would listen to a Black | awer plead?
Soci ety has decreed that a Black child will grow up to be a Black nan, and a Bl ack man, |ike
ancient Adam will earn his bread by the sweat of his body, not by the labors of his nind."

"Arthur Stuart is smarter than any child who'll be in that school and you knowit."

"Al'l the nore reason we shouldn't build up young Arthur's hopes, only to have them dashed when
he's older. I'mtalking about the way of the world, Goody CGuester, not the way of the heart."

"Well why don't you wise nmen of the school board just say, To hell with the way of the world,
we'll do what's right! | can't nake you do what you don't want to do, but I'Il be damed if | |et
you pretend it's for Arthur’'s own good!"

Horace winced. He didn't like it to hear Od Peg swear. She'd only taken it up lately, beginning
with the tinme she cussed MIlicent Mercher right in public for insisting on being called "M stress
Mercher" instead of "Goody Mercher." It didn't sit well with Horace, her using those words,
especially since she didn't seemto ken the time and place for it like a nan would, or at |east so
he said. But dd Peg figured if you can't cuss at a lying hypocrite, then what was cussing
i nvented for?

Paul ey Wsenan started turning red, barely controlling a streamof his own favorite cusswords.
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But Wiitley Physicker was now a gentlenman, so he nerely bowed his head for a nonent, like as if he
was saying a prayer, but Od Peg figured it was nore likely he was waiting till he cal ned down
enough for his words to conme out civil. "Goody Guester, you're right. W didn't think up that
story about it being for Arthur's own good till after the decision was nade."

H s frankness left her without a word, at |east for the nonent. Even Sheriff Pauley could only
give out a kind of squeak. Wiitley Physicker wasn't sticking to what they all agreed to say; he
sounded espiciously close to telling the truth, and Sheriff Pauley didn't know what to do when
people started throwing the truth around | oose and dangerous. O d Peg enjoyed wat chi ng Paul ey
W senman | ook like a fool, it being sonmething for which old Paul ey had a particul ar knack

"You see, Goody Guester, we want this school to work proper, we truly do," said Dr. Physicker
"The whol e idea of public schools is a little strange. The way they do schools in the Crown
Colonies, it's all the people with titles and noney who get to attend, so that the poor have no
chance to learn or rise. In New England all the schools are religious, so you don't cone out with
bright mnds, you cone out with perfect little Puritans who all stay in their place |like God nmeant
themto. But the public schools in the Dutch states and Pennsyl vania are naki ng people see that in
Anerica we can do it different. W can teach every child in every wildwod cabin to read and wite
and ci pher, so that we have a whol e popul ati on educated enough to be fit to vote and hold office
and govern ourselves."

"All this is well and good," said AOd Peg, "and | recollect hearing you give this exact speech
in our common room not three nonths ago before we voted on the school tax. Wat | can't figure,
Wi tl ey Physicker, is why you figure nmy son should be the exception.”

At this, Sheriff Pauley decided it was tinme to put an oar in. And since the truth was bei ng used
so recklessly, he lost control of hinmself and spoke truthfully hinmself. It was a new experience,
and it went to his head d little. "Begging your pardon, Ad Peg, but there isn't a drop of your
bl ood in that boy, so he's no-w se your son, and if Horace here has sonme part of him it isn't
enough to turn himWwite."

Horace slowy got to his feet, as if he was preparing to invite Sheriff Paul ey outside to punch
some caution into him Pauley Wseman nust have known he was in trouble the second he accused
Horace of maybe being the father of a half-Black bastard. And when Horace stood up so tall I|ike
that, Paul ey renenbered he wasn't no match for Horace Guester. Horace wasn't exactly a snall nan
and Paul ey wasn't exactly a large one. So old Paul ey did what he always did when things got out of
hand. He turned kind of sideways so his badge was facing straight at Horace Cuester. Take a lick
at me, that badge said, and you'll be facing a trial for assaulting an officer of the |aw

Still, Ad Peg knew that Horace wouldn't hit a nman over a word; he hadn't even knocked down that
river rat who accused Horace of unspeakable crimes with barnyard aninals. Horace just wasn't the
kind to I ose control of himself in anger. In fact, Add Peg could see that as Horace stood there
he'd already forgotten about his anger at Paul ey Wsenman and was thinking over an idea.

Sure enough, Horace turned to Od Peg as if Wseman didn't even exist. "Miybe we should give it
up, Peg. It was fine when Arthur was a sweet little baby, but..."

Horace, who was |ooking right at O d Peg's face, he knew better than to finish his sentence.
Sheriff Paul ey wasn't half sobright. "He just gets blacker every day, Goody CGuester."

Well, what do you say to that kind of thing, anyway? At |east now it was plain what was goi ng on-
- that it was Arthur Stuart's color and nothing el se that was keeping himout of the new Hatrack
Ri ver School

Whi tl ey Physicker sighed into the silence. Nothing that happened with Sheriff Paul ey there ever
went according to plan. "Don't you see?" said Physicker. He sounded mld and reasonabl e, which he
was good at. "There's sone ignorant and backward fol ks" --and at this he took a cool |ook at
Sheriff Paul ey-- "who can't abide the thought of a Black child getting the sane education as their
own boys and girls. What's the advantage of schooling, they figure, if a Black has it the sane as
a Wiite? Wiy, the next thing you know, Blacks would be wanting to vote or hold office.”

A d Peg hadn't thought of that. It just never entered her nmind. She tried to i magi ne Mock Berry

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (77 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:19 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt

bei ng governor, and trying to give orders to the nmilitia. There wasn't a soldier in H o who'd take
orders froma Black man. It'd be as unnatural as a fish junping out of the river to kill hima
bear .

But O d Peg wasn't going to give up so easy, just because Witley Physicker made one point |ike
that. "Arthur Stuart's a good boy," she said. "He wouldn't no nore try to vote than | would."

"I know that," said Physicker. "The whol e school board knows that. But it's the backwoods peopl e
who won't know it. They're the ones who'll hear there's a Black child in the school and they'l
keep their children home. And here we'll be paying for a school that won't be doing its job of

educating the citizenry of our republic. We're asking Arthur to forgo an education that will do
hi m no good anyway, in order to allow others to receive an education that will do them and our
nati on a great deal of good."

It all sounded so logical. After all, Whitley Physicker was a dictor, wasn't he? He'd even been
to college back in Phil adel phia, so he had a deeper understanding than A d Peg woul d ever have.
Why did she think even for a nonent that she could disagree with a nan |ike Physicker and not be
wrong?

Yet even though she couldn't think of a single argunent against him she couldn't get rid of a
feeling deep in her guts that if she said yes to Wi tley Physicker, she'd be stabbing a knife
right intolittle Arthur's heart. She could inmagi ne himasking her, "Mana, why can't | go to
school like all ny friends?" And then all these fine words from Dr. Physicker would fly away |ike
she'd never heard them and she'd just sit there and say, "It's because you're Bl ack, Arthur
Stuart Cuester.

Wiitl ey Physicker seened to take her silence as surrender, which it nearly was. "You'll see,"
sai d Physicker. "Arthur won't mind not going to school. Wy, the Wite boys'Il all be jeal ous of
him when he can be outside in the sun while they're cooped up in a classroom"”

A d Peg Guester knew there was sonething wong with all this, that it wasn't as sensible as it
sounded, but she couldn't think what it was.

"And, soneday things nmight be different," said Physicker. "Soneday maybe society will change.
Maybe they' ||l stop keeping Blacks as slaves in the Crown-Col oni es and Appal achee. Maybe there'l
be atine when..." His voice trailed off. Then, he shook hinmself. "I get to wondering sonetines,
that's all," he said. "Silly things. The world is the way the world is. It just isn't natural for
a Black man to grow up like a Wite."

ad Peg felt a bitter hatred inside her when he said those words. But it wasn't a hot rage, to
make her shout at him It was a cold, despairing hate, that said, Maybe | am unnatural, but Arthur
Stuart is ny true son, and | won't betray him No | won't.

Agai n, though, her silence was taken to nmean consent. The nen all got up, |ooking relieved,
Horace nost of all. It was, plain they never figured Od Peg would listen to reason so fast. The
visitors' relief was to be expected, but why was Horace | ooking so happy? A d Peg had a nasty
suspi ci on and she knew at once that it had to be the truth-- Horace Guester and Dr. Physicker and
Sheri ff Paul ey had al ready worked things out between them before they ever cone a-calling today.
Thi s whol e conversation was pretend. Just a show put on to make O d Peg Guester happy.

Horace didn't want Arthur Stuart in school any nore than Whitley Physicker or anybody else in
Hatrack River

A d Peg's anger turned hot, but now it was too |late. Physicker and Paul ey was out the door
Horace followi ng on out after them No doubt they'd all pat each other on the back and share a
snmle out of Ad Peg's sight. But Od Peg wasn't smling. She renenbered all too clear how Little
Peggy had done a Seeing for her that |ast night before she run off, a Seeing about Arthur Stuart's
future. A d Peg had asked Little Peggy if Horace would ever love little Arthur, and the girl
refused to answer. That was an answer, sure enough. Horace m ght go through the notions of
treating Arthur like his own son, but in fact he thought of himas just a Black boy that his wife
had taken a notion to care for. Horace was no papa to Arthur Stuart.

So Arthur's an orphan all over again. Lost his father. O, rightly speaking, never had a father
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Well, so be it. He's got two nmothers: the one who died for himwhen he was born, and nme, | can't
get himin the school. |I know | couldn't, knew it fromthe start. But | can get him an education
all the same. A plan for it sprung into her head all at once. It all depended on the
school mi stress they hired, this teacher lady from Phil adel phia. Wth luck she'd be a Quaker, wth
no hate for Blacks and so the plan would work out just fine. But even if the school m stress hated
Bl acks as bad as a finder watching a slave stand free on the Canadi an shore, it wouldn't nake a
bit of difference. Od Peg would find a way. Arthur Stuart was the only fanmly she had left in the
world, the only person she loved who didn't lie to her or fool her or do things behind her back
She wasn't going to |l et himbe cheated out of anything that m ght do hi m good.

Chapter 13 -- Springhouse

Alvin first knew somnething was up when he heard Horace and O d Peg Guester yelling at each other
up at the old springhouse. It was so loud for a mnute there that he could hear them cl ear over
the sound of the forgefire and his own hammeri ng. Then they qui etened thensel ves down a nite, but
by then Alvin was so curious he, kind of laid off the hammer. Laid it right down, in fact, and
st epped outside to hear better

No, no, he wasn't listening. He was just going to the well to fetch nore water, sonme to drink

and sonme for the cooling barrel. If he happened to hear them sonewhat, he couldn't be blaned, now,
coul d he?
"Folks'Il say |I'ma bad innkeeper, making the teacher live in the springhouse instead of putting

her up proper.™

"It's just an enpty building, Horace, and we'll put it to use. And it'll leave us the roonms in
the inn for paying custoners."

"I won't have that schoolmistress living off alone by herself. It ain't decent!"
"Why, Horace? Are you planning to nmake advances?"

Alvin could hardly believe his ears. Married people just didn't say such things to each other
Alvin hal f expected to hear the sound of a slap. But instead Horace must've just took it.
Everybody said he was henpecked, and this was about all the proof a body'd need, to have his wfe
accuse himof hankering after adultery and himnot hit her or even say boo.

"It doesn't matter, anyway," said Ad Peg. "Maybe you'll have your way and she'll say no. But
we'll fix it up, anyway, and offer it to her.

Horace munbl ed sonething that Al vin couldn't hear

"I don't care if Little Peggy *built* this springhouse. She's gone of her own free will, left
wi thout so nuch as a word to nme, and |'m not about to keep this springhouse |ike a nonunment just
because she used to come here when she was little. Do you hear me?"

Again Alvin couldn't hear what Horace said.

On the other hand, he could hear O d Peg right fine. Her voice just sailed right out like a
crack of thunder. "You're telling me who | oved who? Wll let ne tell you, Horace Guester, all your
love for Little Peggy didn't keep her here, did it? But my love for Arthur Stuart is going to get
hi m an education, do you understand nme? And when it's all said and done, Horace Guester, we'l|l
just see who does better at loving their children!"

There wasn't exactly a slap or nothing, but there was a sl anmed door which like to took the door
of the springhouse off its hinges. Alvin couldn't help craning his neck a little to see who did
the slamming. Sure enough, it was O d Peg stal ki ng away.

A minute |ater, maybe even nore, the door opened real slow. Al vin could barely nmake it out
t hrough the brush and | eaves that had grown up between the well and the springhouse. Horace
Guegter cane out even slower, his face downcast in a way Al vin had never seen himbefore. He stood
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there awhile, his hand on the door. Then he pushed it closed, as gentle as if he was tucking a
baby into bed.

Al vin al ways wondered why they hadn't tore down that springhouse years ago, when Alvin dug the
well that finally killed the streamthat used to go through it. O at |east why they never put it
to some use. But now Alvin knew it had something to do with Peggy, that torch girl who left right
before Alvin showed up in Hatrack River. The way Horace touched that door, the way he closed it,
it made Alvin see for the first time how nuch a man might dote on a child of his, so that even
when she was gone, the places that she |oved were |ike holy ground to her old dad. For the first
time Alvin wondered if he'd ever love a child of, his own like that. And then he wondered who the
nmot her of that child mght be, and if she'd ever screamat himthe way O d Peg screaned at Horace,
and if he'd ever have at her the way Mikepeace Snmith had at his wife Gertie, himflailing with his
belt and her throwi ng the crockery.

"Alvin," said Horace

Well, Alvin like to died with enbarrassnent, to be caught staring at Horace like that. "I beg
pardon, sir," said Alvin. "I shouldn't ought to've been |istening,"
Horace sniled wanly. "I reckon as you' d have to be a deaf nute not to hear that last bit."

"It got a nmite loud," said Alvin, "but | didn't exactly go out of my way not to hear, neither."
"Well, | know you're a good boy, and | never heard of no one carrying tales fromyou."'

The words "good boy" rankled a bit. Alvin was ei ghteen now, |ess than a year to bei ng nineteen
long since ready to be a journeyman smth out on his own. Just because Makepeace Smith woul dn't
rel ease himearly fromhis prenticeship didn't make it right for Horace Guester to call hima boy.
| may be Prentice Alvin, and not a man yet afore the |l aw, but no woman yells ne to shane.

"Alvin," said Horace, "you nmight tell your nmaster we'll be needing new hinges and fittings for
the springhouse doors. | reckon we're fixing it up for the new schoolteacher to live here, if she
wants."

So that was the way of it. Horace had lost the battle with A d Peg. He was giving in. WAas that
the way of marriage, then? A man either had to be willing to hit his wife, |ike Makepeace Smith
or he'd be bossed around |ike poor Horace CGuester. Well, if that's the choices, |I'll have none of
it, thought Alvin. Ch, Alvin had an eye for girls in town: He'd see them flouncing along the
street, their breasts all pushed up high by their corsets and stays, their waists so small he
could wap his great strong hands right around and toss them every which way, only he never
t hought of tossing or grabbing, they just nmade himfeel shy and hot at the same tine, so he | ooked
down when they happened to | ook at him or got busy | oading or unloadi ng or whatever business
brought himinto town.

Al vin knew what they saw when they | ooked at him those town girls. They saw a man with no coat
on, just in his shirt-sleeves, stained and wet fromhis |abor. They saw a poor nman who' d never
keep themin a fine white clapboard house like their papa, who was no doubt a |lawer or a judge or
a nerchant. They saw himlow, a nmere prentice still, and himalready nore than ei ghteen years ol d.
If by sonme niracle he ever married one such girl, he knew how, it would be, her always | ooking
down at him always expecting himto give way for her because she was a | ady.

And if he married a girl who was as low as hinself, it would be like Gertie Smith or Ad Peg
Quester, a good cook-- or a hard worker or whatever, but a hellion when she didn't get her way.
There was no woman in Alvin Smith's life, that was sure. He'd never let hinself be showed up |ike
Horace CGuester. "Did you hear ne, Al vin?"

"I did, M. Horace, and I'Il tell Makepeace Smith first off when | see him Al the fittings for
t he springhouse. "

And nice work, too," said Horace. "It's for the schoolmstress to live there." But Horace wasn't
so whi pped that he couldn't get a curl to his Iip and a nasty tone to his voice as be said, "So
she can give private | essons."
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The way he said "private | essons” nade it sound like it'd be a whorehouse or sonething, but
Alvin knew right off, by putting things together, exactly who would be getting private | essons.
Didn't everybody know how O d Peg had asked to have Arthur Stuart accepted at the school ?

"Well, so long," said Horace.
Al vin waved hi m good-bye, and Horace anbl ed away al ong the path to the inn

Makepeace Smith didn't cone in that afternoon. Alvin wasn't surprised. Now that Alvin had his
full mansize on hfin, he could do the whole work of the smthy, and faster and better than
Makepeace. Nobody sai d aught about it, but Alvin noticed back |ast year that fol ks took to
dropping in during the tinmes when Makepeace wasn't at the forge. They'd ask Alvin to do their
i ronwork quick-1ike, while they was there waiting. "Just a little job," they'd say, only sonetines
the job wasn't all that little. And pretty soon Alvin realized that it wasn't just chance brought
them by. They wanted Alvin to do the work they needed.

It wasn't because Alvin did anything peculiar to the iron, either, except a hex or two where it
was called for, and every snmith did that. Alvin knew it wouldn't be right to best his master using
some secret knack-- it'd be like slipping a knife into a rassling match. It'd just bring him
troubl e anyway, if he used his knack to give his iron any peculiar strength. So he did his work
natural, with his own strong arm and good eye. He'd earned every inch of nuscle in his back and
shoul ders and arns. And if people liked his work better than Makepeace Smith's, why, it was
because Alvin was a better blacksnith, not because his knack gave hi mthe advantage.

Anyhow, Makepeace nust've caught on to what was happening, and he took to staying away fromthe
forge nore and nore. Maybe it was because he knew it was better for business, and Makepeace was
hurmbl e enough to give way before his prentice's skill-- but Alvin never quite believed that. Mre
i kely Makepeace stayed away so fol ks wouldn't see how he snuck a | ook over Alvin's shoul der now
and then, trying to figure out what Al did better than his naster. Or naybe Makepeace was plain
jeal ous, and couldn't bear to watch his prentice at work. Could be, though, that Mikepeace was
just lazy, and since his prentice boy was doing the work just fine, why shouldn't Makepeace go out
to drink hinself silly with the river rats down at Hatrack Mouth?

O perhaps, by some strange tw st of chance, Mikepeace was actual |y ashamed of how he kept Al vin
to his prentice contract even though Alvin was plainly ready to take to the road as a journeyman
It was a low thing for a naster to hold a prentice after he knew his trade, just to get the
benefit of his labor without having to pay hima fair wage. Al vin brought good noney into Makepeace
Smi th's househol d, everybody knew that, and all the while Alvin stayed dirt poor, sleeping in a
loft and never two coins in his pocket to nake a jingle when he walked to town. Sure, Certie fed
hi m proper-- best food in town, Al knew well, having eaten a bite now and then with one of the
town boys. But good food wasn't the sane thing as a good wage. Food you ate and it was gone. Money
you coul d use to buy things, or to do things-- to have freedom That contract Makepeace Snith kept
in the cupboard up to the house, the one signed by Alvin's father, it made Alvin a slave as sure
any Black in the Crown Col oni es.

Except for one difference. Alvin could count the days till freedom It was August. Not even a
year left. Next spring he'd be free. No slave in the South ever knew such a thing; nary such a
hope woul d ever enter their heads. Alvin had thought on that often enough over the years, when he
was feeling nost put upon; he'd think, if they can keep on living and working, having no hope of
freedom then I can hold out for another five years, three years, one year, knowing that it'l]
come to an end soneday.

Anyway, Makepeace Smith didn't show up that afternoon, and when Alvin finished his assigned
wor k, instead of doing chores and cleaning up, instead of getting ahead, he went on up to the
springhouse and took the neasure of the doors and windows. It was a place built to keep in the
cool of the stream so the windows didn't open, but the school m stress wouldn't cotton to that,
never having a breath of air, so Alvin took the nmeasure there, too. Not that he exactly decided to
make t he new wi ndow franmes hinsel f, seeing how he wasn't no carpenter particularly, except what
woodwor ki ng skill any man | earns. He was just taking the nmeasure of the place, and when he got to
the wi ndows he kept going.

He took the neasure of a ot of things. Wiere a little pot-bellied stove would have to go, if
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the place was going to be warmin the winter; and figuring that, he also figured howto lay in the
right foundation under the heavy stove, and how to put the flaring around the chimey, all the
things it'd take to nake the springhouse into a tight little cabin, fit for a lady to live in.

Alvin didn't wite down the neasures. He never did. He just knew them now that he'd put his
fingers and hands and arns into all the places; and if he forgot, and took the measure w ong
somehow, he knew that in a pinch he could make it fit even so. It was a kind of |aziness, he knew,
but he got precious little advantage from his knack these days, and there was no shane in such
smal | fidging.

Arthur Stuart wandered al ong when Al was just about done at the springhouse. Alvin didn't say
not hing, nor did Arthur; you don't greet sonebody who bel ongs where you are, you hardly notice
them But when Alvin needed to get the neasure of the roof, he just said so and then tossed Arthur
up onto the roof as easy as Peg Guester tossed the feather matresses fromthe i nn beds.

Arthur wal ked like a cat on top of the roof, paying no heed to being up so high. He paced off
the roof and kept his own count, and when he was done he didn't even wait to nmake sure Al vin was
ready to catch him he just took a leap into the air. It was like Arthur believed he could fly.
And with Alvin there to catch himbelow, why, it nmight as well be true, since Al vin had such arns
on himthat he could catch Arthur easy and I et himdown as gentle as a mallard settling onto a
pond.

When Al and Arthur was done with neasuring, they went back to the snmthy. Alvin took a few bars
of iron fromthe pile, het up the forge, and set to work. Arthur set in to punping the bellows and
fetching tools-- they'd been doing this so long that it was like Arthur was Alvin's own prenti ce,
and it never occurred to either of themthat there was anything wong with it. They just did this
together, so snooth that to other folks it | ooked |ike a kind of dance.

A couple of hours later, Alvin had all the fittings. It should ve taken less time by half, only
for sone reason Alvin got it into his head that he ought to make a | ock for the door, and then he
got it into his head that it ought to be a real lock, the kind that a fewrich folks in town
ordered from back east in Philadel phia-- with a proper key and all, and a catch that shut all by
itself when you closed the door, so you'd never forget to | ock the door behind you

What's nore, he put secret hexes on all the fittings, perfect six-point figures that spoke of
safety, and no one with harmin his heart being about to turn the | ock. Once the | ock was cl osed
and fastened in place on the door, nobody'd see those hexes, but they'd do the work sure, since
when Alvin made a hex the measure was so perfect it cast a network of hexes like a wall for many
yards on every side.

It occurred to Alvin to wonder why a hex should work at all. O course he knew why it was such a
magi cal shape, being twice three; and he knew how you coul d | ay hexes down on a table and they'd
fit snug together, as perfect as squares, only stronger, woven not with warp and weft, but with
warp and weft and hax. It wasn't |ike squares, which were hardly ever found in nature, being too
sinpl e and weak; there was hexes in snowflakes and crystals and honeyconbs. Making a single hex
was the sane as making a whole fabric of hexes, so that the perfect hexes he hid up inside the
| ock would wwap all the way around the house, sealing it fromoutside harmas surely as if he
forged a net of iron and wove it right in place

But that didn't answer the question why it worked. Wiy his hidden hexes should bar a man's hand,
turn a man's nind away fromentering. Wiy the hex should invisibly repeat itself as far as it
could, and the nore perfect the hex, the farther the net it threw Al these years of puzzling
things out, and he still knew so little. Knew so near to nothing that he despaired, and even now,
hol di ng the springhouse fittings in his hands, he wondered if in fact he shouldn't content hinself
to be a good snmith and forget these tales of Mkering.

Wth all his wondering and questioning, Alvin never did ask hinself what shoul d have been the
pl ai nest question of all. Wy would a school m stress need such a perfectly hexed, powerful |ock?
Alvin didn't even try to guess. He wasn't thinking Iike that. Instead he just knew that such a
| ock was sonething fine, and this little house had to be as fine as he could nake it. Later on
he'd wonder about it, wonder if he knew even then, before he met her, what this school nm stress
woul d nean to him Maybe he already had a plan in the back of his mind, just like Ad Peg Guester
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did. But he sure didn't know about it yet, and that was the truth. Wen he made all those fancy
fittings, with patterns cut in themso the door would | ook pretty, he nost likely was doing it for
Arthur Stuart; maybe he was hal fway thinking that if the school mi stress had a right pretty little
place to live, she'd be nore inclined to give Arthur Stuart his private | essons.

It was time to quit for the day, but Alvin didn't quit. He pushed all the fittings up to the
springhouse in a wheel barrow, along with a couple of other tools he figured to need, and sone
scrap tin for the flaring of the chimey. He worked fast, and without quite neaning to, he used
his knack to snooth the |abor. Everything fit first tine; the doors rehung as nice as could be,
and the lock fitted exactly to the inside face of the door, bolted on so tight that it'd never
cone off. This was a door no nan could force-- easier to chop through the split-log wall than
attack this door. And with the hexes inside, a man wouldn't dare to lift his axe against the
house, or if he did, he'd be too weak to strike a telling blow- these were hexes that even a Red
m ght not |augh at.

Al took another trip back to the shed outside the snmthy and chose the best of the old broke-
down pot-belly stoves that Makepeace had bought for the iron in them Carrying a whole stove
wasn't easy even for a man strong as a blacksmith, but it was sure the wheel barrow coul dn't handl e
such a load. So Alvin hefted it up the hill by main strength. He left it outside while he brought
stones fromthe old streanbed to nake a foundati on under the floor at the place where the stove
woul d go. The floor of the springhouse was set on beans running the |Iength of the house inside,
but they hadn't planked over the strip where the streamused to go-- it wouldn't have been nuch of
a springhouse if they covered over the cold water. Anyway he put a tight stone foundation under an
upstream corner where the floor was done but not too high off the ground, and then bolted sheets
of thin-beat iron on top of the planks to make a fireproof floor. Then he hefted the stove into
pl ace and piped it up to the hole he knocked in the roof.

He set Arthur Stuart to work with a rasp, tearing the dead noss off the inside of the walls. It
came off easy, but it nostly kept Arthur distracted so he didn't notice that Alvin was fixing
things on that brokedown stove that couldn't be fixed by a natural nan. Good as new, and al
fittings tight.

"I'"'mhungry," said Arthur Stuart.

"CGet on up to Certie and tell her I'mworking |ate and pl ease send food down for both of us,
since you're hel ping."

Arthur Stuart took off running. Alvin knew that he'd deliver the message word for word, and in
Alvin's own voice, so that CGertie'd | augh out | oud and give hima good supper in a basket.
Probably such a good supper that Arthur'd have to stop and rest three or four tines on the way
back, it'd be so heavy.

Al this time Mkepeace Smith never so nuch as showed his face.

When Arthur Stuart finally got back, Alvin was on the roof putting the final touch on the
flaring, and fixing some of the shingles while he was up there. The flaring fit so tight water'd
never get into the house, he sawto that. Arthur Stuart stood bel ow, waiting and watching, not
asking if he could go ahead and eat, not even asking how long till Alvin' d come down; he wasn't
the type of child to whine or conplain. Wien Alvin was done, he dropped over-the edge of the roof,
caught hinself on the lip of the eaves, then dropped to the ground.

"Col d chicken be mghty good after a hot day's work," said Arthur Smart, in a voice that was
exactly Gertie Smith's, except pitched in a child s high voice.

Alvin grinned at himand opened the basket. They fell to eating |like sailors who'd been on short
rations for half the voyage, and in no time they was both lying there on their backs, bellies
packed full, bel ching now and then, watching the white clouds nove |like placid cattle grazing
across the sky.

The sun was getting |ow toward the west now. Definitely tine to pack in for the day, but Alvin
just couldn't feel good about that. "Best you get honme," he said. "Maybe if you just run that
enpty basket back up to Gertie Smith's, you can get in wthout your Ma gets too upset at you--"
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"What you doi ng now?"

"Got windows to frame and re-hang."

"Well | got walls to finish rasping down," said Arthur Stuart.

Alvin grinned, but he also knew that what he planned to do to the wi ndows wasn't a thing he
want ed witnesses for. He had no intention of actually doing a ot of carpentry, and he didn't ever
| et anybody watch himdo sonething obvious with his knack. "Best you go hone now, " said Alvin.

Art hur sighed.
"You been a good help to ne, but | don't want you getting in trouble."

To Alvin's surprise, Arthur just returned his own words back to himin his own voice. "You been
a good help to ne, but | don't want you getting in trouble."

"I mean it," said Alvin.

Arthur Stuart rolled over, got up, cane over and sat down astride of Alvin's belly-- which
Arthur often did, but it didn't feel none too confortable at the nmonent, there being about a
chicken and a half inside that belly.

"Come on, Arthur Stuart," said Al vin.
"I never told nobody bout no redbird, " said Arthur Stuart.

Well, that just sent a chill right through Al vin. Sonmehow he'd figured that Arthur Stuart was
just too young that day nore than three years ago to even renenber that anything happened. But
Al vin shoul d' ve knowed that just because Arthur Stuart didn't talk about sonething didn't nean
that he forgot. Arthur never forgot so nuch as a caterpillar crawling on a | eaf.

If Arthur Stuart renenbered the redbird, then he no doubt renenbered that day when it was wi nter
out of season, when Alvin's knack dug a well and made the stone conme clean of dirt without using
his hands. And if Arthur Stuart knew all about Alvin's knack, then what point was there in trying
to sneak around and make it secret?

"Al right then," said Alvin. "Help me hang the wi ndows." Al vin al nost added, "as |ong as you
don't tell a soul what you see."” But Arthur Stuart already understood that. It was just one of the
things that Arthur Stuart understood.

They finished before dark, Alvin cutting into the wood of the wi ndow frames with his bare
fingers, shaping what was just wood nailed into wood until it was wi ndows that could slide free,
up and down. He nade little holes in the sides of the window franmes and whittled plugs of wood to
fit them so the wi ndow would stay up as far as a body might want. O course, he didn't quite
whittle like a natural nman, since each stroke of the knife took off a perfect arc. Each plug was
done in about six passes of the knife.

Meantine Arthur Stuart finished the rasping, and then they swept out the house, using a broom of
course, but Alvin helped with his knack so that every scrap of sawdust and iron filings and fl akes
of nmoss and anci ent dust ended up outside the house. Only thing they didn't do was try to cover
the strip of open dirt down the nmiddle of the springhouse, where once the streamflowed. That'd
take felling a tree to get the planks, and anyway Alvin was starting to get a little scared,
seei ng how rmuch he'd done and how fast he'd done it. What if sonmebody canme tonight and realized
that all this work was done in a single |ong afternoon? There'd be questions. There'd be guesses.

"Don't tell anybody that we did this all in a day," said Alvin.

Arthur Stuart just grinned. He'd |l ost one of his front teeth recently ,so there was a spot where
his pink gums showed up. Pink as a Wiite person's guns, Alvin thought. Inside his nouth he's no
different froma White. Then Alvin had this crazy idea of God taking all the people, in the world
who ever died and flaying themand hanging up their bodies like pigs in the butcher's shop, just
meat and bones hanging there by the heel, even the guts and the head gone, just nmeat. And then God
woul d ask folks like the Hatrack River School Board to cone in and pick out which was Bl ack fol ks
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and which was Red and which was Wiite. They couldn't do it. Then God would say, "Well why in hell
did you say that this one and this one and this one couldn't go to school with this one and this
one and this one?" What answer woul d they have then? Then CGod woul d say, "You people, you're al
the sane rare neat under thi skin. But I tell you, | don't like your flavor. I'mgoing to toss
your beefsteaks to the dogs. "

Well, that was such a funny idea that Alvin couldn't help but tell it to Arthur, Stuart, and
Arthur Stuart |aughed just as hard as Alvin. Only after it was all said and the | aughi ng was done
did Alvin renenber that maybe nobody'd told Arthur Stuart about how his ma tried to get himinto
the school and,the school board said no. "You know what this is all about?"

Arthur Stuart didn't understand the question, or maybe he understood it even better than Al vin
did. Anyways, he answered, "Ma's hoping the teacher lady' Il learn me to read and wite here in
this springhouse.™

"Right," said Alvin. No point in explaining about the school; then. Either Arthur Stuart already
knew how some White fol ks felt about Blacks, or else he'd find out soon enough wiihout Alvin
telling himnow.

"We're all the same rare neat," said Arthur Stuart. He used a funny voice that A vin had never
heard before.

"Whose voice was that?" asked Al vin.
"CGod, of course," said Arthur Stuart.
"Cood imtation," said Alvin. He was being funny.

"Sure is," said Arthur Stuart. He' wasn't.

* * k

Turned out nobody cane to the springhouse for a couple of days and nore. It was Mnday of the
next week when Horace anbled into the snmithy. He cane early in the norning, at a time when
Makepeace was nost likely to be there, ostentatiously "teaching” Alvin to do sonething that Alvin
al ready knew how to do

"My masterpiece was a ship's anchor," said Makepeace. "Course, that was back in Newport, afore
come west. Them ships, themwhaling ships, they weren't like little bitty houses and wagons. They
needed real ironwork. A boy like you, you do well enough out here where they don't know better
but you'd never nake a go of it there, where a smth has to be a man."

Alvin was used to such talk. He let it roll right off him But he wits grateful anyway when
Horace cane in, putting an end to Makepeace's brag.

After all the good-nornings and howdy-des, Horace got right to business. "I just cone by to see
when you'll have a chance to get started on the springhouse."”

Makepeace rai sed an ey ebrow and | ooked at Alvin. Only then did Alvin realize that he'd never
mentioned the job to Makepeace.

"It's already done, sir," Alvin said to Makepeace-- for all the world as if Makepeace's unspoken
guestion had been, "Are you finished yet?" and not, "Wat is this springhouse job the man's
tal ki ng about ?"

"Done?" said Horace

Alvin turned to him "I thought you must've noticed. | thought you were in a hurry, so | did it
right off inny free tine."

"Well, let's go see it," said Horace. "I didn't even think to | ook on nmy way down here."

"Yes, I'mdying to look at it nyself," said the snith.
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"I'I'l just stay here and keep working," said Alvin.

"No," sai d Makepeace. "You cone along and show off this work you done in your free tine." Avin
didn't hardly notice how Makepeace enphasi zed the last two words, he was so nervous to show of f
what be done at the springhouse. He only barely had sense enough to drop the keys he nmade into his
pocket .

They made their way up the hill to the springhouse. Horace was the kind of man who could tel
when somebody did real good work, and wasn't shy to say so. He fingered the fancy new hi ngework
and admired the |l ock afore he put in the key. To Alvin's pride it turned snooth and easy. The door
swung open quiet as a leaf in autum. If Horace noticed the hexes, he didn't let on. It was other
things he noticed, not hexery.

"Wy, you cleaned off the walls," said Horace

"Arthur Stuart did that," said Alvin, "Rasped it off neat as you please."

"And this stove-- | tell you, Mkepeace, | didn't figure the price of a new stove in this."

"It isn't a new stove," said Alvin. "I mean, begging your pardon, but it was a brokedown stove
we kept for the scrap, only when | |ooked it over I saw we could fix it up, so why not put it
her e?"

Makepeace gave Alvin a cool |ook, then turned back to Horace. "That don't nean it's free, of
course.'

"Course not," said Horace. "If you bought it for scrap, though--"

"Ch, the price won't be too terrible high."

Horace adnmired howit joined to the roof. "Perfect work," he said. He turned around. To Alvin he
| ooked a little sad, or naybe just resigned. "Have to cover the rest of the floor, of course.

"Not our line of work," said Makepeace Snith.

"Just talking to nyself, don't mnd ne." Horace went over to the east wi ndow, pushed against it
with his fingers, then raised it. He found the pegs on the sill and put theminto the third hole
on each side, then let the window fall back down to rest against the pegs. He | ooked at the pegs,
then out the wi ndow, then back at the pegs, for a long tine. Alvin dreaded having to explain how
he, not trained as a fine carpenter, managed to hang such a fine wi ndow. Wrse yet, what if Horace
guessed that this was the original window, not a new one? That could only be explained by Alvin's
knack-- no carpenter could get inside the wood to cut out a sliding window |ike that.

But all Horace said was, "You did sone extra work."

"Just figured it needed doing," said Alvin. |If Horace wasn't going to ask about how he did it,
Alvin was just as happy not to explain.

"l didn't reckon to have it done so fast," said Horace. "Nor to have so nmuch done. The | ock
| ooks to be an expensive one, and the stove-- | hope | don't have to pay for all at once. "

Alvin al nost said, You don't have to pay for any of it, but of course that wouldn't do. It was
up to Makepeace Smith to decide things |ike that.

But when Horace turned around, |ooking for an answer, he didn't face Makepeace Smith, he stood
square on to Alvin. "Makepeace Snith here's been charging full price for your work, so | reckon
shoul dn't pay you any |ess."

Only then did Alvin realize that he made a mi stake when he said he did the work in his free
time, since work a prentice did in his official free time was paid for direct to the prentice, and
not the master. Makepeace Smith never gave Alvin free tinme-- whatever work anyone wanted done,
Makepeace would hire Alvin out to do, which was his right under the prentice contract. By calling
it free tine, Alvin seened to be saying that Makepeace had given himtine off to earn noney for
hi nsel f.
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“Sir, I-"

Makepeace spoke up before Alvin could explain the nistake. "Full price wouldn't be right," said
Makepeace. "Alvin getting so close to the end of his contract, | thought he should start trying
things on his own, see how to handl e noney. But even though the work | ooks right to you, to ne it
definitely | ooks second rate. So half price is right. | figure it took at |east twenty hours to do
all this-- right, Al vin?"

It was nore |like ten, but Alvin just nodded. He didn't know what to say, anyway, since his
mast er was obviously not conmitted to telling the plain truth about this job. And the job he did
woul d have been at |east twenty hours-- two full days' labor-- for a smth without Alvin's knack

"So," said Makepeace, "between Al's labor at half price and the cost of the stove and the iron
and all, it comes to fifteen dollars.

Horace whi stled and rocked back on his heels.
"You can have ny | abor free, for the experience," A vin said.
Makepeace glared at him

"Woul dn't dreamof it," said Horace. "The Savior said the |aborer is worthy of his hire. It's
the sudden high price of iron I'ma little skeptical about."

"It's a stove," said Makepeace Snith.
Wasn't till | fixed it, Alvin said silently.

"You bought it as scrap iron," said Horace. "As you said about Al's labor, full price wouldn't
be right."

Makepeace sighed. "For old tinmes' sake, Horace, cause you brought ne here and hel ped set nme up
on my own when | came west eighteen years ago. Nine dollars. "

Horace didn't smle, but he nodded. "Fair enough. And since you usually charge four dollars a
day for Alvin's hire, | guess his twenty hours at half price conmes to four bucks. You cone by the
house this afternoon, Alvin, I'Il have it for you. And Mikepeace, |'ll pay you the rest when the
inn fills up at harvest tine."

"Fair enough," said Makepeace.

"Jad to see that you're giving Alvin free tine now," said Horace. "There's been a | ot of folks
criticizing you for being so tight with a good prentice, but | always told them Mkepeace is just
biding his time, you'll see."

"That's right," said Makepeace. "I was biding ny tine."

"You don't mind if | tell other folks that the biding' s done?"

"Alvin still has to do his work for ne," said Makepeace.

Horace nodded wi sely. "Reckon so," he said. "He works for you nornings, for hinself afternoons--
is that right? That's the way nost fair-mnded masters do it, when a prentice gets so near to
j our neyman. "

Makepeace began to turn a little red. Alvin wasn't surprised. He could see what was happeni ng- -
Horace Cuester was being like a |awer for him seizing on this chance to shame Makepeace into
treating Alvin fair for the first tine in nore than six years of prenticing. Wen Makepeace
decided to pretend that Alvin really did have free tine, why, that was a crack in the door, and
Horace was nuscling his way through by main force. Pushing Makepeace to give Alvin half days, no
| ess! That was surely too much for Mkepeace to swal | ow

But Makepeace swal l owed. "Half days is fine with me. Been neaning to do that for sone tine."
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"So you'll be working afternoons yourself now, right, Makepeace?"

Ch, Alvin had to gaze at Horace with pure adnmiration. He wasn't going to | et Makepeace get away
with lazing around and forcing Alvin to do all the work at the snithy.

"When | work's ny own business, Horace."
"Just want to tell folks when they can be sure to find the master in, and when the prentice."
"I'"ll be in all day."

"Wiy, glad to hear it," said Horace. "Wll, fine work, | nust say, Alvin. Your master done a
good job teaching you, and you been carefuler than | ever seen before. You nake sure to come by
this evening for your four dollars."”

"Yes sir. Thank you, sir.

"I"I'l just let you two get back to work now," said Horace. "Are these the only two keys to the

door ?"
"Yes sir," said Alvin. "I oiled themup so they won't rust."
"I'I'l keep themoiled nyself. Thanks for the rerninder."
Hor ace opened the door and pointedly held it open till Makepeace and Alvin cane on out. Horace

carefully | ocked the door, as they watched. He turned and grinned at Alvin. "Maybe first thing
I'"l'l have you do is make a lock this fine for nmy front door." Then he | aughed out |oud and shook
his head. "No, | reckon not. I'man innkeeper. My business is to |let people in, not |ock them out.
But there's others in town who'll Iike the ook of this I ock."

"Hope so, sir. Thank you."

Hor ace nodded again, then took a cool gaze at Makepeace as if to say, Don't forget all you
pronised to do here today. Then he anbled off up the path to the roadhouse.

Alvin started down the hill to the smthy. He could hear Makepeace following him but Alvin
wasn't exactly hoping for a conversation with his naster just now As |ong as Makepeace said
not hi ng, that was good enough for Alvin.

That lasted only till they were both inside the snithy.
"That stove was broke to hell and back," said Makepeace.

That was the last thing Alvin expected to hear, and the nost fearful. No chew ng-out for
claimng free tinme; no attenpt to take back what he'd prom sed in the way of work schedul e.
Makepeace Smith had renenbered that stove better than Al vin expected.

"Looked real bad, all right," said Alvin.

"No way to fix it w thout recasting," said Makepeace. "If | didn't know it was inpossible,
woul d' ve fixed it myself."

"I thought so, too,"' said Alvin. "But when | |ooked it over--"

The | ook on Makepeace Smith's face silenced him He knew. There was no doubt in Alvin's m nd.
The master knew what his prentice boy could do. Alvin felt the fear of being found out right down
to his bones; it felt just like hide-and-go-find with his brothers and sisters when he was little,

back in Vigor Church. The worst was when you were the last one still hid and unfound, all the
wai ting and waiting, and then you hear the footsteps coming, and you tingle all over, you feel it
in every part of your body, like as if your whole self was awake and itching to nmove. It gets so

bad you want to junmp out and scream "Here | am |I'mhere!” and then run |ike a rabbit, not to the
haven tree, but just anywhere, just run full out until every nuscle of your body was wore out and
you fell down on the earth. It was crazy-- no good cane of such craziness. But that's how it felt
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playing with his brothers and sisters, and that's howit felt now on the verge of being found out.

To Alvin's surprise, a plowsmle spread across his master's face. "So that's it," said

Makepeace. "That's it. Ain't you full of surprises. | see it now Your pa said when you was born
he's the seventh son of a seventh son. Your way with horses, sure, | knew about that. And what you
done finding that well, sense |ike a doodl ebug, |I could see that, too. But now " Makepeace

grinned. "Here | thought you were a snmth |like never was born, and all the tinme you was fiddling
with it like an alchem st."

"No sir," said Alvin.

"Ch, I'll keep your secret," said Makepeace. "I won't tell a soul." But he was laughing in the
way he had, and Alvin knew that while Makepeace wouldn't tell straight out, he'd be dropping hints
fromhere to the Ho. But that wasn't what bothered Al vin nost

"Sir," said Alvin, "all the work | ever done for you, |I done honest, with my own arns and
skill." i

Makepeace nodded wi sely, |ike he understood sone secret nmeaning in Alvin's words. "I get it," he
said. "Secret's safe with ne. But | knew it all along. Knew you couldn't be as good a snith as you
seened. "

Makepeace Smith had no i dea how close he was to death. Alvin wasn't a nurderous soul-- any | ust
for blood that m ght have been born in himwas driven out of himon a certain day inside Eight-
Face Mound near seven years ago. But during all the years of his prenticeship, he had never heard
one word of praise fromthis nman, nothing but conplaints about how | azy Al vin was, and how second-
rate his work was, and all the time Makepeace Smith was lying, all the tinme he knew Al vin was
good. Not till Makepeace was convinced Alvin had used hidden knackery to do his sm thwork, not
till now did Makepeace ever let Alvin know that he was, in fact, a good smith. Better than good.
Alvin knew it, of course, knew he was a natural smith, but never having it said out |oud hurt him
deeper than he guessed. Didn't his master know how nuch a word ni ght have neant, even half an hour

ago, just a word like, "You've got sone skill at this, boy," or, "You have a right good hand with
that sort of work"? But Makepeace couldn't do it, had to lie and pretend Alvin had no skill until
now, when Makepeace believed that he didn't have a snmith's skill after all

Alvin wanted to reach out and take hold of Makepeace's head and ramit into the anvil, ramit so
hard that the truth would be driven right through Makepeace's skull and into his brain. | never
used ny Maker's knack in any of ny smthwork, not since | got strong enough to do it with ny own
strength and skill, so don't smirk at nme like |"mjust a trickster, and no real smth. Besides,

even if | used ny Maker's art, do you think that's easy, either? Do you think I haven't paid a
price for that as well?

Al the fury of Alvin's life, all these years of slavery, all these years of rage at the
unfairness of his master, all these years of secrecy and disguise, all his desperate longing to
know what to do with his life and having no one in the world to ask, all this was burning inside
Alvin hotter than the forge fire, Now the itching and tingling inside himwasn't a |longing to run
No, it was a longing to do violence, to stop that snmile on Makepeace Snmith's face, to stop it
forever against the anvil's beak

But sonehow Alvin held hinself notionless, speechless, as still as an aninmal trying to be
invisible, trying not to be where he is. And in that stillness Alvin heard the greensong al
around him and he let the life of the woodland conme into him fill his heart, bring himpeace.

The greensong wasn't loud, as it used to be, farther west in wilder tinmes, when the Red man still
sang along with the greenwood nmusic. It was weak, and sonetines got near drowned out by the
unhar noni ous noi se of town life or the nonotones of welltended fields. But Alvin could still find
the song at need, and sing silently along with it, and let it take over and calmhis heart.

Di d Makepeace Smith know how cl ose he camto death? For it was sure he'd be no match for Alvin
rassling, not with Al so young and tall and so nmuch terrible righteous fire in his heart. \Wether

he guessed or not, the smile faded from Makepeace Snith's face, and he nodded solemmly. "I'Il keep
all | said, up there, when Horace pushed nme so hard. | know you probably put himup to it, but I'm
a fair man, so I'll forgive you, long as you still pull some weight here for me, till your
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contract's up."

Makepeace' s accusation that Alvin conspired with Horace should have made Al vin angrier, but by
now t he greensong owned him and Alvin wasn't hardly even in the smthy. He was in the kind of
trance he | earned when he ran with Ta-Kunsaw s Reds, where you forget who and where you are, and
your body's just a far-off creature running through the woods.

Makepeace waited for an answer, but it didn't conme. So he just nodded wi sely and turned to
| eave. "I got business in town," he said. "Keep at it." He stopped at the wi de doorway and turned
back into the smthy. "Wiile you're at it, you mght as well fix those other brokedown stoves in
the shed.™

Then he was gone.

Alvin stood there a long tinme, not noving, not hardly even knowi ng he had a body to nove. It was
full noon before he cane to hinmself and took a step. His heart was utterly at peace then, wth not
a spot of rage left init. If he'd thought about it, he probably woul d' ve knowed that the anger
was sure to cone back, that he wasn't so nuch heal ed as soothed. But soothing was enough for now,
it'd do. Hs contract would be up this spring, and then he'd be out of this place, a free man at
| ast.

One thing, though. It never did occur to himto do what Mikepeace Smith asked, and fix those
ot her brokedown stoves. And as for Makepeace, he never brought it up again, neither. Alvin's knack
wasn't a part of his prenticeship, and Makepeace Smith must've knowed that, deep down, nust've
knowed he didn't have the right to tell young Al what to do when he was a- Maki ng.

* k k

A few days later Alvin was one of the nmen who hel ped lay the new floor in the springhouse.
Horace took him aside and asked hi mwhy he never canme by for his four dollars.

Alvin couldn't very well tell himthe truth, that he'd never take nmoney for work he did as a
Maker. "Call it my share of the teacher's salary," said Al vin.

"You got no property to pay tax on," said Horace,
nei t her."

nor any children to go to the school

"Then say |'m paying you for ny share of the land nmy brother's body sleeps in up behind the
roadhouse, " said Alvin.

Horace nodded solemmly. "That debt, if there was a debt, was paid in full by your father's and
brothers' | abor seventeen year gone, young Alvin, but | respect your wish to pay your share. So
this time 1'll consider you paid in full. But any other work you do for ne, you take full wages,
you hear nme?"

"I will, sir," said Alvin. "Thank you sir."

"Call me Horace, boy. Wien a growed nman calls nme sir it just makes ne feel old." They went back
to work then, and said nary another word about Alvin's work on the springhouse. But sonething
stuck in Alvin's mind all the sane: what Horace said when Alvin offered to let his wages be a
share of the teacher's salary. "You got no property, nor any children to go to the school." There
it was, right there, in just a few words. That was why even though Alvin had his full growth on
him even though Horace called hima growed man, he wasn't really a nman yet, not even in his own
eyes. Because he had no fanm|ly. Because he had no property. Till he had those, he was just a big
old boy. Just a child like Arthur Stuart, only taller, with sone beard showi ng when he didn't
shave.

And just like Arthur Stuart, he had no share in the school. He was too old. It wasn't built for
the likes of him So why did he wait so anxious for the schoolnmistress to cone? Wy did he think
of her with so all-fired much hope? She wasn't coming here for him and yet he knew that he had
done his work on the springhouse for her, as if to put her in his debt, or perhaps to thank her in
advance for what he wanted her, so desperately, to do for him
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Teach ne, he said silently. | got a Wirk to do in this world, but nobody knows what it is or how
it's done. Teach nme. That's what | want fromyou, Lady, to help ne find my way to the root of the
world or the root of mnyself or the throne of God or the Unnaker's heart, wherever the secret of
Making lies, so that | can build against the snow of winter, or nake a light to shine against the
fall of night.

Chapter 14 -- River Rat

Alvin was in Hatrack Mouth the afternoon the teacher came. Makepeace had sent himw th the
wagon, to fetch a |l oad of newiron that cone down the H o. Hatrack Mouth used to be just a single
wharf, a stop for riverboats unloading stuff for the town of Hatrack River. Now, though, as river
traffic got thicker and nore fol ks were settling out in the western | ands on both sides of the
H o, there was a need for a couple of inns and shops, where farners could sell provender to
passi ng boats, and river travelers could stay the night. Hatrack Mouth and the town of Hatrack
Ri ver were getting nore inportant all the tinme, since this was the | ast place where the H o was
close to the great Wbbi sh Road-- the very road that Al's own father and brothers cut through the
wi | derness west to Vigor Church. Fol ks would cone downriver and unship their wagons and horses
here, and then nove west overl and.

There was also things that fol ks wouldn't tolerate in Hatrack River itself: gam ng houses, where
poker and ot her ganes got played and noney changed hands, the |aw not being inclined to venture
much into the dens of river rats and other such scum And upstairs of such houses, it was said
there was wonen who wasn't ladies, plying a trade that decent fol ks scarcely whi spered about and
boys of Alvin's age talked of in low voices with lots of pervous |aughter.

It wasn't the thought of raised skirts and naked thighs that nade Alvin look forward to his
trips to Hatrack Mouth. Alvin scarce noticed those buil dings, knowi ng he had no business there. It
was the wharf that drew him and the porthouse, and the river itself, with boats and rafts going
by all the tine, ten going downstream for every one com ng up. His favorite boats were the
st eanboats, whistling and spitting their way along at unnatual speeds. Wth heavy engines built in
Irrakwa, these riverboats were wi de and |long, and yet they noved upstream agai nst the current
faster than rafts could float downstream There was eight of themon the H o now, going from
Dekane down to Sphinx and back again. No farther than Sphinx, though, since the Mzzipy was thick
with fog, and nary a boat dared navigate there.

Soneday, thought Alvin, soneday a body could get on such a boat as Pride of the H o and just
float away. Qut to the West, to the wild |l ands, and maybe catch a glinpse of the place where
TaKumsaw and Tenskwa- Tawa |ive now. O upriver to Dekane, and thence by the new steamtrain that
rode on rails up to Irrakwa and the canal. Fromthere a body could travel the whole world, oceans
across. O nmaybe he could stand on this bank and the whole world woul d soneday pass hi m by.

But Alvin wasn't lazy. He didn't linger long at riverside, though he m ght want to. Soon enough
he went into the porthouse and turned in Makepeace Snith's chit to redeemthe iron packed in nine
crates on the dock.

"Don't want you using ny hand trucks to tote those, now," said the portmaster. Alvin nodded-- it
was al ways the sanme. Fol ks wanted iron bad enough, the portmaster included, and he'd be up to the
sm thy soon enough asking for this or that. But in the nmeantinme, he'd let Alvin heft the iron all
himsel f, and not |et himwear out the portmaster's trucks noving such a heavy |oad. Nor did
Makepeace ever give Alvin noney enough to hire one of the river rats to help with the toting.

Truth to tell, Alvin was glad enough of that. He didn't nuch |like the sort of nan who |ived the
river life. Even though the day of brigands and pirates was pretty nmuch over, there being too much
traffic on the water now for much to happen in secret, still there was thievery enough, and

crooked dealing, and Alvin | ooked down hard on the nen who did such things. To his way of

t hi nki ng, such nmen counted on the trust of honest fol ks, and then betrayed them and what could
that do, except make it so folks would stop trusting each other at all? I'd rather face a man with
raw fighting in him and match himarmfor arm than face a man who's full of Iies.

So wouldn't you know it, Alvin net the new teacher and natched hinself with a river rat all in
t he sane hour.
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The river rat he fought was one of a gang of themlolling under the eaves of the porthouse,
probably waiting for a gam ng house to open. Each tinme Alvin cane out of the porthouse with a
crate of iron bars, they'd call out to him taunting him At first it was sort of good-natured,
saying things like, "Wy are you taking so nany trips, boy? Just tuck one of those crates under
each arm" Alvin just grinned at remarks |ike that, since he knew that they knew just how heavy a
| oad of iron was. Wiy, when they unloaded the iron fromthe boat yesterday, the boatmen no doubt
hefted two men to a crate. So in a way, teasing himabout being |lazy or weak was a ki nd of
conmpliment, since it was only a joke because the iron was heavy and Alvin was really very strong

Then Alvin went on to the grocer's, to buy the spices Gertie had asked himto bring hone for her
kitchen, along with a couple of Irrakwa and New Engl and kitchen tools whose purpose Al could only
hal f guess at.

Wien he cane back, both arms full, he found the river rats still loitering in the shade, only
they had sonebody new to taunt, and their nockery was a little ugly now. It was a niddle-aged
worman, sone forty years old by Alvin's guess, her hair tied up severe in a bun and a plain hat
atop it, her dark dress right up to the neck and down the wist as if she was afraid sunlight on
her skin mght kill her. She was staring stonily ahead while the river rats had words at her

"You reckon that dress is sewed on, boys?"
They reckoned so.
"Probably never comes up for no man."

"Way no, boys, there's nothing under that skirt, she's just a doll's head and hands sewed onto a
stuffed dress, don't you think?"

"No way could she be a real woman."

"I can tell a real woman when | see one, anyway. The minute they lay eyes on ne, feal wonen just
naturally start spreading their legs and raising their skirts."

"Maybe if you hel ped her out a little, you could turn her into a real wonman."

"This one? This one's carved out of wood. |'d get splinters in my oar, trying to row, in such
waters. "
Well, that was about all Alvin could stand to hear. It was bad enough for a nan to think such

t hought s about a wonman who invited it-- the girls fromthe ganing houses; who opened their
neckl i nes down to where you could count their breasts as plain as a cow s teats and flounced al ong
the streets kicking up their skirts till you could see their knees. But this woman was plainly a

| ady, and by rights oughtn't to have to hear the dirty thoughts of these low nen. Al vin figured
she nust be waiting for sonebody to fetch her-- the stagecoach to Hatrack Ri ver was due, but not
for'a couple of hours yet. She didn't | ook fearful-- she probably knew these nmen was nore brag
than action, so her virtue was safe enough. And from her face Alvin couldn't guess whether she was
even listening, her expression was so cold and faraway. But the river rats' words enbarrassed him
so much he couldn't stand it, and couldn't feel right about just driving his wagon off and | eaving
her there. So he put the parcels he got fromthe port grocer into the wagon and then wal ked up to
the river rats and spoke to the | oudest and crudest tal ker anong them

"Maybe you' d best speak to her like a lady," said Alvin. "Or perhaps not speak to her at all."

Alvin wasn't surprised to see the glint these boys all got in their eyes the mnute he spoke.
Provoki ng a | ady was one kind of fun, but he knew they were sizinghimup now, to see how easy he'd
be to whup. They al ways | oved a chance to teach a lesson to a town boy, even one built up as
strong as Alvin was, himbeing a blacksmth.

"Maybe you' d best not speak to us at all,’
you ought . "

said the | oud one. "Maybe you al ready said nore than

One of the river rats didn't understand, and thought the gane was still talking dirty about the
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lady. "He's just jealous. He wants to pole her muddy river hinmself."

"I haven't said enough," said Alvin, "not while you still don't have the manners to know how to
speak to a lady."

Only now did the | ady speak for the first tinme. "I don't need protection, young man," she said.
"Just go along, please." Her voice was strange-sounding. Cultured, |ike Reverend Thrower, with al
the words clear. Like people who went to school in the East.

It woul d have been better for her not to speak, since the sound of her voice only encouraged the
river rats.

"Ch, she's sweet on this boy!"

"She's naking a nmove on him"

"He wants to row our boat!"

"Let's show her who the real man is!"

"If she wants his little mast, let's cut it off and give it to him"

A kni fe appeared, then another. Didn't she know enough to keep her mouth shut? If they dealt
with Alvin alone, they'd set up to have a single fight, one to one. But if they got to show ng off
for her, they'd be happy enough to gang up on himand cut himbad, maybe kill him certainly take
an ear or his nose or, like they said, geld him

Alvin glared at her for a nonent, silently telling her to shut her nouth. Wether she understood
his look or just figured things out for herself or got plain scared to say nore, she didn't offer
any nore conversation, and Alvin set to turning things in a direction he could handle.

"Knives," said Alvin, with all the contenpt he could nuster. "So you're afraid to face a
bl acksmith with bare hands?"

They | aughed at him but the knives got pulled back and put away.
"Bl acksmith's nothing conpared to the nmuscles we get poling the river."

"You don't pole the river no nore, boys, and everybody knows that," said Alvin. "You just set
back and get fat, watching the paddl ewheel push the boat al ong."

The | oudest tal ker got up and stepped out, pulling his filthy shirt off over his head. He was
strongly nuscled, all right, with nore than a few scars nmaking white and red nmarks here and there
on his chest and arns. He was al so nissing an ear

"Fromthe | ook of you," said Alvin, "you' ve fought a |lot of nen."

"Dam straight," said the river rat.
"And fromthe | ook of you, |I'd say nost of themwas better than you."
The man turned red, blushing under his tan clear down to his chest.

"Can't you give nme sonebody who's worth rassling? Sonmebody who nostly wins his fights?"

"I win ny fights!"™ shouted the nan-- getting nad, so he'd be easy to |lick, which was Al's pl an
But the others, they started pulling himback

"The bl acksnmith boy's right, you're no great shakes at rassling."
"G ve himwhat he wants."
"M ke, you take this boy."

"He's yours, Mke."
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Frorn the back-- the shadiest spot, where he'd been sitting on the only chair with a back to it--
a man stood up and stepped forward.

"I"l'l take this boy," he said.

At once the loud one backed off and got out of the way. This wasn't what Alvin wanted at all.
The man they called M ke was bigger and stronger than any of the others, and as he stripped his
shirt off, Al saw that while he had a scar or two, he was nostly clean, and he had both his ears,
a sure sign that if he ever lost a rassling match, he sure never |ost bad.

He had rmuscles |ike a buffalo.

"My namre is Mke Fink!" he bellowed. "And |I'mthe neanest, toughest son-of-a-bitch ever to wal k

on the water! | can orphan baby alligators with nmy bare hands! | can throw a |ive buffalo up onto
a wagon and sl ap hi mupside the head until he's dead! If | don't Iike the bend of a river, | grab
ahold of the end of it and give it a shake to straighten it out! Every wonman | ever put down cone
up with triplets, if she cone up at all! Wen |I'mdone with you, boy, your hair will hang down
straight on both sides cause you won't have no nore ears. You'll have to sit down to piss, and
you'll never have to shave again!"

Al the tinme Mke Fink was making his brag, Alvin was taking off his shirt and his knife belt
and laying themon the wagon seat. Then he nmarked a big circle in the dirt, making sure he | ooked
as calin and relaxed as if Mke Fink was a spunky, seven-year-old boy, and not a man wi th nurder
in his eyes.

So, when Fink was shut of boasting, the circle was narked. Fink walked to the circle, then
rubbed it out with his foot, raising a dust. He wal ked all around the circle, rubbing it out. "I
don't know who taught you how to rassle, boy," he said, "but when you rassle ne, there ain't no
lines and there ain't no rules. "

Once again the | ady spoke up. "Cbviously there are no rul es when you speak, either, or you'd
know that the word ain't is a sure sign of ignorance and stupidity.

Fink turned to the worman and made as if to speak. But it was |like he knew he had nothing to say,
or maybe he figured that whatever he said would nmake hi m sound nore ignorant. The contenpt in her
voi ce enraged him but it also nade hi mdoubt hinself. At first Alvin thought the |ady was naking
it nore dangerous for him neddling again. But then he realized that she was doing to Fi nk what
Alvin had tried to do to ther |oudnouth-- nake himmad enough to fight stupid. Trouble was, as
Alvin sized up the river man, he suspected that Fink didn't fight stupid when he was mad-- it just
made himfight neaner. Fight to kill. Act out his brag about taking off parts of Alvin's body.
This wasn't going to be a friendly match like the ones Alvin had in town, where the gane was j ust
to throw the other man, or if they was fighting on grass, to pin himdown.

"You're not so nuch,” Alvin said, "and you knowit, or you wouldn't have a knife hid in your
boot . "

Fi nk | ooked startled, then grinned. He pulled up his pantleg and took a long knife out of his
boot, tossed it to the men behind him "I won't need a knife to fight you," he said.

"Tben why don't you take the knife out of the other boot?" asked Al vin.
Fink frowned and rai sed the other pantleg. "Ain't no knife here, he said.

Al vin knew better, of course, and it pleased himthat Fink was worried enough about this fight
not to part with his nost secret knife. Besides which, probably nobody el se knew about that knife
but Alvin, with his ability to see what others couldn't see. Fink didn't want to let on to the
others that he had such a knife, or word woul d spread fast along the river and he'd get no
advantage fromit.

Still, Alvin couldn't afford to let Fink fight with the knife on him "Then take off the boots
and we' Il fight barefoot,” Alvin said. It was a good i dea anyway, knife or no knife. Al vin knew
that when the river rats fought, they kicked Iike nules with their boots. Fighting barefoot m ght
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take some of the spunk out of M ke Fink

But if Fink | ost any spunk, he didn't show it. Just sat down in the dust of the road and pull ed
off his boots. Alvin did the sane, and his socks too-- Fink didn't wear socks. So now the two of
them had on nothing but their trousers, and already out in the sunlight there was enough dust and
sweat that their bodies were looking a little streaked and cakey with clay.

Not so caked up, though, that Alvin couldn't feel a hex of protection drawmn over Mke Fink's
whol e body. How could such a thing be? Did he have a hex on sone anulet in his pocket? The pattern
was strongest near his backside, but when Alvin sent his bug to search that pocket, there was
not hi ng but the rough cotton canvas of Fink's trousers. He wasn't carrying so nmuch as a coin.

By now a crowmd was gathered. Not just the river rats who' d been resting in the porthouse shade,
but a whole slew of others, and it was plain they all expected Mke Fink to win. He nust be
sonet hing of a |l egend on the river, Alvin realized, and no surprise, with this nysterious hex he
had. Alvin could imagine fol ks poking a knife at Fink, only to twist at the |last nonent, or |ose
their grip, or sonehow keep the knife fromdoing harm It was a |lot easier to win all your
wassling if no man's teeth could bite into you, and if a knife couldn't do much nore than graze
your skin.

Fink tried all the obvious stuff first, of course, because it nmde the best show Roaring,
rushing at Alvin like a buffalo, trying to get a bear hug on him trying to grab onto Alvin and
give hima swing like a rock on a string. But Alvin wouldn't have none of that. He didn't even
have to use knackery to get away, neither. He was younger and qui cker than Fink, and the river man
hardly so nuch as laid a hand on him Al dodged away so sudden. At first the crowd hooted and
called Alvin coward. But after a while of this, they began to laugh at Fink, since he | ooked so
silly, rushing and roaring and com ng up enpty all the tine.

In the meantime, Alvin was exploring to find the source of Fink's hex, for there was no hope of
winning this fight if he couldn't get rid of that strong web. He found it soon enough-- a pattern
of dye enbedded deep in the skin of Fink's buttock. It wasn't a perfect hex anynore, since the
skin had changed shape sonewhat as Fink grew over the years, but it was a clever pattern, with
strong | ocks and |inks-- good enough to cast a strong net over him even if it was m sshapen

If he hadn't been in the mddle of a rassling match with Fink, Al vin mght have been nore
subtl e, mght have just weakened the hex a little, for he had no will to deprive Fink of the hex
that had protected himfor so long. Wiy, Fink might die of it, losing his hex, especially if he
had | et hinself get careless, counting on it to protect him But what choice did Al vin have? So he
made the dyes Fink's skin start to flow, seeping into his bl oodstream and getting carried away.
Alvin could do without full concentration-- just set it to happening and let it glide on, while he
wor ked on dodgi ng out of Fink's way.

Soon enough Al coul d sense the hex weakening, fading, finally collapsing conpletely. Fink
woul dn't know it, but Alvin did-- he could now be hurt |ike any other man

By this tinme, though, Fink was no | onger naking those rough and stupid rushes at him He was
circling, feinting, looking to grapple in a square, then use his greater bulk to throw Al vin. But
Alvin had a | onger reach, and there was no doubt his arms were stronger, so whenever Fink reached
to grab, Alvin batted the river man's arns out of the way.

Wth the hex gone, however, Alvin didn't slap himaway. Instead, he reached inside Fink's arns,
so that as Fink grasped his arms, Alvin got his hands hooked behind Fink's neck

Alvin pulled down hard, bow ng Fink down so his head was even with Alvin's chest. It was too
easy-- Fink was letting him and Al vin guessed why. Sure enough, Fink pulled Alvin closer and
brought his head up fast, expecting to catch Alvin on the chin with the back of his head. He was
so strong he might've broke Alvin's neck doing that-- only Alvin's chin wasn't where Fink thought
it would be. In fact, Alvin had already rared his own head back, and when Fink cane up hard and
out of control, Alvin rammed forward and smashed his forehead into Fink's face. He could fee
Fi nk's nose crunpl e under the blow, and bl ood erupted down both their faces.

It wasn't all that surprising, for a man's nose to get broke during a rassle like this. It hurt
i ke blazes, of course, and it would' ve stopped a friendly match-- though of course a friendly
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mat ch woul dn't have included head butts. Any other river rat woul d' ve shook his head, roared a
couple of tines, and charged back into the fight.

I nstead, Fink backed away, a | ook of real surprise on his face, his hands gripping his nose.
Then he let out a how I|ike a whupped dog.

Everybody el se fell silent. It was such a funny thing to happen, a river rat |like Mke Fink
how i ng at a broke-up nose. No, it wasn't rightly funny, but it was strange. It wasn't how a river
rat was supposed to act.

"Conme on, M ke," somebody nurnured.
"You can take him M ke."

But it was a half-hearted sort of encouragenent, They'd never seen M ke Fink act hurt or scared
before. He wasn't good at hiding it, either. Only Al knew why. Only Al knew that M ke Fink had
never in his life felt such a pain, that Fink had never once shed his own blood in a fight. So
many tinmes he'd broke the other fellow s nose and | aughed at the pain-- it was easy to |augh
because he didn't know how it felt. Now he knew. Trouble was, he was |earning what others | earned
at six years old, and so he was acting |ike a six-year-old. Not crying, exactly, but howing.

For a minute Alvin thought that maybe the match was over. But Fink's fear and pain soon turned
to rage, and he waded back into the fight. Maybe he'd | earned pain, but he hadn't |earned caution
fromit.

So it took a few nmore holds, a few nore wenches and twi sts, before Alvin got Fink down onto the
ground. Even as frightened and surprised as Fink was, he was the strongest man Al vin had ever
rassled. Till this fight with Fink, Alvin had never really had occasion to find out just how
strong he was; he'd never been pushed to his Iimt. Now he was, and he found hinself rolling over
and over in the dust, hardly able to breathe it was so thick, Fink's own hot panting breath now
above him now bel ow, knees ranm ng, arms pounding and gri pping, feet scrabbling in the dust,
searching for purchase enough to get |everage.

In the end it canme down to Fink's inexperience with weakness. Since no man could ever break a
bone of his, Fink had never |learned to tuck his |legs, never |earned not to expose themto where a
man coul d stonp them When Alvin broke free and scranbled to his feet, Fink rolled over quick and,
for just a nmonment, lying there on the ground, he drew one | eg across the other |ike a pure
invitation. Alvin didn't even think, he just jumped into the air and cane down with both feet onto
Fink's top leg, janm ng downward with all his weight, so the bones of the top | eg were bowed over
the | ower one. So sharp and hard was the blow that it wasn't just the top leg that shattered, but
the bottomone, too. Fink screaned like a child in the fire.

Only now did Alvin realize what he'd done. Ch, yes, of course he'd ended the fight-- nobody's
tough enough to fight on with two broken legs. But Alvin could tell at once, w thout | ooking-- or
at least without looking with his eyes-- that these were not clean breaks, not the kind that can
heal easy. Besides, Fink wasn't a young man now, and sure he wasn't a boy. |f the breaks heal ed at
all, they'd |l eave himlame at best, outright crippled at the worst. H's livelihood would be gone
Besi des, he must have nade a | ot of enenies over the years. What would they do now, with him
broken and halt? How | ong woul d he |ive?

So Alvin knelt on the ground beside, where M ke Fink withed or rather, the upper half of him
withed, while he tried to keep his legs frommnoving at all-- and touched the legs. Wth his hands
in contact with Fink's body, even through the cloth of his pants, Alvin could find his way easier,
work faster, and in just a few nmonments, he had knitted the bones together. That was all he tried
to do, no nore-- the bruise, the torn nuscle, the bleeding, he had to | eave that or Fink night get
up and attack hi magain.

He pulled his hands away, and stepped back from Fink. At once the river rats gathered around
their fallen hero.

"I's his | egs broke?" asked the |oudnouth river rat.

"No," said Alvin.
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"They're broke to pieces!" how ed Fink

By then, another man had slit right up the pantleg. Sure enough he found the bruise, but as he
felt along the bone, Fink screeched and pulled away. "Don't touch it!"

"Didn't feel broke to ne," said the nan.
"Look how he's noving his legs. They ain't broke."

It was true enough-- Fink was no |longer withing with just the top half of his body, his Iegs
were w ggling now as much as any other part of him

One man hel ped Fink to his feet. Fink staggered, alnost fell, caught hinmself by |eaning against
the | oudrmout h, smearing blood fromhis amon the man's'shirt. The others pulled away from him
"Just a boy," nuttered one.

"Howl i ng |i ke a puppydog."”
"Big old, baby."
"M ke Fink." And then a chuckl e.

Alvin stood by the wagon, putting on his shirt, then sat up on the wagon seat to pull on his
shoes and socks. He glanced up to find the I ady watching him She stood not six feet off, since
the smth's wagon was pulled right up against the |oadi ng dock. She had a | ook of sour distaste.
Alvin realized she was probably disgusted at how dirty he was. Maybe he shoul dn't have put his
shirt right back on, but then, it was also inpolite to go shirtless in front of a lady. In fact,
the town nen, especially the doctors and | awers, they acted ashanmed to be out in public without a
proper coat and wai stcoat and cravat. Poor folks usually didn't have such clothes, and a prentice
woul d be putting on airs to dress like that. But a shirt-- he had to have his shirt on, whether he
was filthy with dust or not.

"Beg pardon, Ma'am" he said. "I'Il wash when | get hone."
"Wash?" she asked. "And when you do, will your brutality al so wash away?"
"I reckon | don't know, since | never heard that word."

"| daresay you haven't," she said. "Brutality. Fromthe word brute. Mani ng beast."

Alvin felt hinmself redden with anger. "Maybe so. Maybe | should' ve let themgo on talking to you
however they |iked."

"I paid no attention to them They didn't bother ne. You had no need to protect me, especially
not that way. Stripping naked and rolling around in the dirt. You' re covered with bl ood."

Alvin hardly knew what to answer, she was so snooty and boneheaded. "I wasn't naked," Alvin
said. Then he grinned. "And it was his bl ood."

"And are you proud of that?"

Yes, he was. But he knew that if he said so, it would dimnish himin her sight. Well, what of
that? What did he care what she thought of hin? Still, he said nothing.

In the silence between them he could bear the river rats behind him hooting at Fink, who
wasn't how i ng anynore, but wasn't saying nuch, either. It wasn't just Fink they were thinking
about now, though.

"Town boy thinks he's tough."
"Maybe we ought to show hima real fight."

"Then we'll see how uppity his ladyfriend is."
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Alvin couldn't rightly tell the future, but it didn't take no torch to guess at what was going
to happen. Al's boots were on, his horse was full-hitched, and it was tine to go. But snooty as
she was, he couldn't |eave the |ady behind. He knew she'd be the river rats' target now, and
however little she thought she needed protection, he knew that these river nen had just watched
their best man get whupped and hunbl ed, and all on account of her, which nmeant she'd likely end up
lying in the dirt with her bags all dunped in the river, if not worse.

"Best you got in," Alvin said.

"I wonder that you dare to give ne instructions |like a conmon-- What are you doi ng?"

Alvin was tossing her trunk and bags into the back of the wagon. It seened so obvious to him
that he didn't bother answering her.

"I think you're robbing nme, sir!"

"I amif you don't get in," said Alvin.

By now the river rats were gathering near the wagon, and one of them had hold of the horse's
harness. She gl anced around, and her angry expression changed. Just a little. She stepped fromthe
dock onto the wagon seat. Alvin took her hand and hel ped her arrange herself on the seat. By now,
the I oudrmouth river rat was standi ng beside him |eaning on the wagon, grinning w ckedly. "You
beat one of us, blacksmith, but can you beat us all?"

Alvin just stared at him He was concentrating on the man hol ding the horse, making his hand
suddenly tingle with pain, |ike he was being punctured with a hundred pins. The man cried out and
Il et go the horse. The | oudnouth | ooked away from Alvin, toward the sound of the cry, and in the
noment Alvin kicked himin the ear with his boot. It wasn't much of a kick, bur then, it wasn't
much of an ear, either, and the man ended up sitting in the dirt, holding his head.

"CGee-yap!" shouted Alvin.

The horse obediently lunged forward-- and the wagon noved about an inch. Then another inch. Hard
to get a wagonload of iron noving fast, at least all of a sudden. Alvin nade the wheels turn
snoot h and easy, but he couldn't do a thing about the weight of the wagon or the strength of the
horse. By the tine the horse got noving, the wagon was a good deal heavier, with the weight of
river rats hanging on it, pulling back, clinbing aboard.

Alvin turned around and swung his whip at them The whip was for show- it didn't hit a one.
Still, they all fell off or let go of the wagon as if it had hit them or scared them anyway. Wat
real |y happened was that all of a sudden the wood of the wagon got as slick as if it was greased.
There was no way for themto hold onto it. So the wagon |urched forward as they, collapsed back
into the dust of the road.

They weren't done, though. After all, Alvin had to turn around and head back up the road right
past themin order to get to Hatrack River. He was trying to figure what to do next when he heard
a musket go off, loud as a cannonshot, the sound hanging on in the heavy sumer air. Wen he got
t he wagon turned around, he saw the portnaster standing on the dock, his wife behind him He was
hol di ng one nusket, and she was rel oading the one he had just fired.

"I reckon we get along well enough nost of the time, boys," said the portnaster. "But today you
just don't seemto know when you been beat fair and square. So | guess it's about tinme you settled
down in the shade, cause if you nmake anot her nove toward that wagon, themas don't die from
buckshot'l|l be standing trial in Hatrack River, and if you think you won't pay dear for assaulting
a |l ocal boy and the new schoolteacher, then you really are as dunb as you | ook."

It was quite a little speech, and it worked better than nmpost speeches Alvin had heard in his
fife. Those river rats just settled right down in the shade, taking a couple of long pulls froma
jug and watching Al and the lady with a real sullen |Iook. The portrmaster went back inside before
t he wagon even turned the corner onto the town road.

"You don't suppose the portmaster is in danger from having hel ped us, do you?" asked the | ady.
Alvin was pleased to hear that the arrogance was gone from her voice, though she still spoke as
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clear and even as the ringing of a hanmer on iron

"No," said Alvin. "They all know that if ever a portmaster got harned, themas did it would
never work again on the river, or if they did, they wouldn't Iive through a night ashore."

"What about you?"

"Ch, | got no such guarantee. So | reckon | won't come back to Hatrack Muth for a coupl e of
weeks. By then all those boys'l| have jobs and be a hundred nmiles up or downstream from here."
Then he renenbered what the portnaster had said. "You re the new school teacher?"

She didn't answer. Not directly, anyway. "l suppose there are nmen like that in the East, but one
doesn't meet themin the open like this."

"Well, it's a whole lot better to nmeet themin the open than it is to neet themin private!" Al
sai d, | aughi ng.

She didn't |augh.

"I was waiting for Dr. Whitley Physicker to neet me. He expected ny boat later in the afternoon
but he may be on his way."

"This is the only road, Ma'am" Alvin said.
"M ss," she said. "Not nadame. That title is properly reserved for married wonen."
"Like | said, it's the only road. So if he's on his way, we won't mss him Mss."

This time Alvin didn't laugh at his own joke. On the other hand, he thought, |ooking out of the
corner of his eye, that he just night have caught a glinpse of her sniling. So nmaybe she wasn't as
hoity-toity as she seemed, Alvin thought. Maybe she's al nost human. Maybe she'll even consent to
give private schooling to a certain little half-Black boy. Maybe she'll be worth the work | went
to fixing up the springhouse.

Because he was facing forward, driving the wagon, it wouldn't be natural, |let, alone good
manners, for himto turn and stare right at like like he wanted to. So he sent out his bug, his
spark, that part of himthat "saw' what no nman or wonan could rightly with their own eyes see. For
Alvin this was near second nature by now, to explore people under the skin so to speak. Keep in
m nd, though, that it wasn't |like he could see with his eyes. Sure enough he could tell what was
under a body's clothes, but he still didn't see fol ks naked. Instead he just got a close-in
experience of the surface of their skin, alnost |ike he'd took up residence in one of their pores.
So he didn't think of it like he was peeping in windows or nothing. It was just another way of
| ooki ng at fol ks and understandi ng themy he wouldn't see a body's shape or color, but he'd see
whet her they was sweating or hot or healthy or tensed-up. He'd see bruises and ol d heal ed-up
injuries. He'd see hidden noney or secret papers-- but if he was to read the papers, he had to
di scover the feel of the ink on the surface and then trace it until he could build up a picture of
the letters in his mind. It was very slow. Not |like seeing, no sir.

Anyhow, he sent his bug to "see" this high-toned lady that he couldn't exactly | ook at. And what
he found caught him by surprise. Cause she was every bit as hexed-up as M ke Fink had been

No, nore. She was layers deep in it, fromhexy amul ets hangi ng around her neck to hexes stitched
into her clothes, even a wire hex enbedded in the bun of her hair. Only one of themwas for
protection, and it wasn't half so strong as M ke Fink's had been. The rest were all-- for what?
Alvin hadn't seen such work before, and it took sone thought and exploration to figure out what
these hexwork webs that covered her were doing. The best he could get, riding along in the wagon,
keepi ng his eyes on the road ahead, was that sonehow t hese hexes were doing a powerful beseem ng
maki ng her | ook to be sonething that she wasn't.

The first thought he had, as | suppose was natural, was to try to discover what she really was,
under her disguise. The clothes she wore were real enough-- the hexery was only changing the sound
of her voice, the hue and texture of the surface of her skin. But Alvin had little practice with
beseeni ngs, and none at all with beseenings wove from hexes. Modst folks did a beseenming with a
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word and a gesture, tied up with a drawing of what they wanted to seemto be. It was a working on
other folks' minds, and once you saw through it, it didn't fool you at all. Since Alvin always saw
through it, such beseem ngs had no hold on him

But hers was different. The hex changed the way light hit her and bounced off, so that you
weren't fooled into thinking you saw what wasn't there. Instead you really saw her different, the
light actually struck your eyes that way. Since it wasn't a change nade on Alvin's mnd, know ng
the trickery didn't help himsee the truth. And using his bug, he couldn't tell much about what
was hi dden away behi nd the hexes, except that she wasn't quite so winkied-up and bony as she
| ooked, which made hi m guess she m ght be younger

It was only when he gave up trying to guess at what | ay under the disguise that he cane to the
real question: Wiy, if a wonan had the power to disguise herself and seemto be anything she
want ed, why woul d she choose to ook like that? Cold, severe, getting-old, bony, unsniling,
pi nched-up, angry, aloof. Al the things a woman ought to hope she never was, this teacher |ady
chose to be.

Maybe she was a fugitive in disguise. But she was definitely a woman underneath the hexes, and
Al vin never heard of a woman outlaw, so it couldn't be that. Maybe she was just young, and figured
ot her fol ks wouldn't take her serious if she didn't |ook older. Alvin know about that right
enough. O maybe she was pretty, and nen kept thinking of her the wong way-- Alvin tried to
conjure up in his mnd what m ght've happened with those river rats if she'd been real beautiful
But truth to tell, the rivernmen probably woul d' ve been polite as they knew how, if she was pretty.
It was only ugly wonen they felt free to taunt, since ugly wonen probably remi nded them of their
nmot hers. So her plainness wasn't exactly protection. And it wasn't designed to hide a scar
neither, cause Alvin could see her skin wasn't pocked or bl enished or marred.

Truth was he couldn't guess at why she was all hid up under so nmany | ayers of lies. She could be
anyt hi ng or anybody. He couldn't even ask her, since to tell her he saw through her disguise was
the sane as to tell her of his knack, and how could he know she could be trusted with such a
secret as that, when he didn't even know who she really was or why she chose to live inside a lie?

He wondered if he ought to tell sonebody. Shouldn't the school board know, before putting the
town's children into her care, that she wasn't exactly what she seened to be? But he couldn't tel
them either, without giving hinself away; and besi des, maybe her secret was her own busi ness and
no harmto anyone. Then if he told the truth on her, it would ruin both himand her, with no good
done for anybody.

No, best to watch her, real careful, and |l earn who she was the only way a body can ever truly
know ot her fol ks: by seeing what they do. That's the best plan Alvin could think of, and the truth
is, nowthat he knew she had such a seeret, how could he keep from paying special attention to
her? Using his bug to explore around himwas such a habit for himthat he'd have to work not to
check up on her, especially if she was living up at the springhouse. He half hoped she woul dn't,
so he woul dn't be bothered so nmuch by this nystery; but he just as nmuch hoped she would, so he
coul d keep watch and make sure she was a rightful sort of person

And | could watch her even better if | studied fromher. | could watch her with her own eyes,
ask her questions, listen to her answers, and judge what kind of person she nmight be. Maybe if she
taught me | ong enough, she'd cone to trust me, and | her, and then I'd tell her I'"'mto be a Mker
and she'd tell her deep secrets to nme and we'd hel p each other, we'd be true friends the way |
haven't had no true friend since |I left my brother Measure behind me in Vigor Church

He wasn't pushing the horse too hard, the | oad being so heavy, what with her trunk and bags on
top of the iron-- and herself, to boot. So after all their talk, and then all this silence as he
tried to figure out who she really was, they were still only about a half a nmile out of Hatrack
Mout h when Dr. Physicker's fancy carriage cane along. Alvin recognized the carriage iight off, and
hai |l ed Po Doggly, who was driving. It took all of a couple of minutes to nove the teacher and her
things fromwagon to carriage. Po and Alvin did all the lifting-- Dr. Physicker used all his
efforts to help the teacher lady into the carriage. Al vin had never seen the doctor act so
el egant .

"I'mterribly sorry you had to suffer the disconforts of a ride in that wagon," said the doctor
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"I didn't think that | was |ate."

"In fact you're early," she said. And then, turning graciously to Alvin, she added, "And the
wagon ride was surprisingly pleasant."”

Since Alvin hadn't said a word for nobst of the journey, he didn't rightly know whet her she neant
it as a conplinent for him being good conpany, or as gratitude that he kept his nmouth shut and
didn't bother her. Either way, though, it nade himfeel a kind of burning in his face, and not
from anger.

As Dr. Physicker was clinbing into the carriage, the teacher asked him "Wat is this young
man' s nanme?" Since she spoke to the doctor, Alvin didn't answer.

"Alvin," said the doctor, settling into his seat. "He was born here. He's the snith's
apprentice.”

"Alvin," she said, now directing herself to himthrough the carriage wi ndow. "I thank you for
your gallantry today, and |I hope you'll forgive the ungraci ousness of ny first response. | had
underestimated the villainous nature of our unwel cone conpanions."

Her words were so el egant-sounding it was |ike nusic hearing her talk, even though Alvin could
only hal f-guess what she was saying. Her expression, though, was about as kindly as her forbidding
face could | ook, he reckoned. He wondered what her real visage m ght |ook |ike underneath.

"My pleasure, Ma'am" he said. "I nean Mss."

Fromthe driver's bench, Po Doggly gee-ed the pair of nmares and the carriage took off, stil
headi ng toward Hatrack Mouth, of course. It wasn't easy for Po to find a place on that road to
turn around, either, so Alvin was well on his way before the carriage cane back and passed him Po
sl owed the carriage, and Dr. Physicker |eaned over and tossed a dollar coin into the air. Avin
caught it, nore by reflex than by thought.

"For your help for Mss Larner," said Dr. Physicker. Then Po gee-ed the horses again and they
went on, leaving Alvin to chew on the dust in the road.

He felt the weight of the coin in his hand, and for a nonent he wanted to throwit after the

carriage. But that wouldn't do no good at all. No, he'd give it back to Physicker sone other tine,
in sone way that wouldn't get nobody riled up. But still it hurt, it stung deep, to be paid for
hel ping a lady, like as if he was a servant or a child or sonething. And what hurt worst was

wondering if maybe it was her idea to pay him As if she thought he had earned a quarter-day's
wages when he fought for her honor. It was sure that if he'd been wearing a coat and cravat

i nstead of one filthy shirt, she'd have thought he done the service due a lady fromany Christian
gent | eman, and she'd know she owed himgratitude instead of paynent.

Paynent, The coin burned in his hand. Wiy, for a few nmnutes there he'd al nost thought she |iked
him Al nost he had hoped that naybe she'd agree to teach him to help himwork out sone
under st andi ng of how the world works, of what he could do to be a true Maker and tame the
Unmaker's terrible power. But now that it was plain she despised him how could he even ask? How
could he even pretend to be worthy of teaching, when he knew that all she saw about himwas filth
and bl ood and stupid poverty? She knew he nmeant well, but he was still a brute in her eyes, like
she said first off. It was still in her heart. Brutality.

M ss Laner. That's what the doctor called her. He tasted the nane as he said it. Dust in his
mout h. You don't take animals to school

Chapter 15 -- Teacher

M ss Larner had no intention of giving an inch to these people. She had heard enough horror
stories about frontier school boards to know that they would try to get out of keeping nost of the
prom ses they made in their letters. It was begi nning al ready.
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"In your letters you represented to me that | would have a residence provided as part of ny

salary. | do not regard an inn as a private residence."
"You'll have you own private room" said Dr. Physicker
"And take all ny neals at a commopn table? This is not acceptable. If | stay, | will be spending

all ny days in the conpany of the children of this town, and when that day's work is over,

expect to be able to prepare ny own neals in private and eat themin solitude, and then spend the
evening in the conmpany of books, wi thout distraction or annoyance. That is not possible in a
roadhouse, gentlenmen, and so a roomin a roadhouse does not constitute a private residence."

She coul d see them sizing her up. Sone were abashed by the nere precision of her speech-- she
knew perfectly well that country |lawyers put on airs in their own towns, but they were no natch
for soneone of real education. The only real trouble was going to come fromthe sheriff, Pauley
W seman. How absurd, for a grown man still to use a child' s nicknane.

"Now see here, young lady," said the sheriff.

She rai sed an eyebrow. It was typical of such a man that, even though Mss Larner seened to be
on the greying side of forty, he would assune that her unmarried status gave himthe right to cal
her "young | ady," as one addresses a recalcitrant girlchild.

"What is 'here' that | amfailing to see?"

"Well, Horace and Peg Guester did plan to offer you a small house off by yourself, but we said
notoit, plain and sinple, we said no to them and we say no to you."

"Very well, then. | see that you do not, after all, intend to keep your word to nme. Fortunately,
gentlemen, | amnot a common school teacher, grateful to take whatever is offered. | had a good
position at the Penn School, and | assure you that | can return there at will. Good day."

Sht rose to her feet. So did all the nmen except the sheriff-- but they weren't rising out of
courtesy.

"Pl ease. "

"Sit down."

"Let's talk about this."
"Don't be hasty."

It was Dr. Physicker, the perfect conciliator, who took the floor now, after giving the sheriff
a steady |l ook to quell him The sheriff, however, did not seemparticularly quelled.

"M ss Larner, our decision on the private house was not an irrevocabl e one. But pl ease consider
the problenms that worried us. First, we were concerned that the house would not be suitable. It's

not really a house at all, but a nere room mnmade out of an abandoned springhouse--"
The ol d springhouse. "Is it heated?"
"Yes. "

"Has it windows? A door that can be secured? A bed and table and chair?"
"Al'l of that, yes."

"Has it a wooden fl oor?"

"A nice one."

"Then | doubt that its forner service as a springhouse will bother nme. Had you any other
obj ections?"

"W dam well do!" cried Sheriff Wseman. Then, seeing the horrified | ooks around the room he
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added, "Begging the |ady's pardon for ny rough | anguage."

"I aminterested in hearing those objections,"” said Mss Larner

"A woman alone, in a solitary house in the woods! It ain't proper!"

"It is the word ain't which is not proper, M. Wsenan," said Mss Laner. "As to the propriety
of ny living in a house to nyself, | assure you that | have done so for nmany years, and have
managed to pass that entire tinme quite unnolested. Is there another house within hailing
di st ance?"

"The roadhouse to one side and the smith's place to the other," said Dr. Physicker.

"Then if | amunder some duress or provocation, | can assure you that | will nake nyself heard,
and | expect those who hear will cone to ny aid. O are you afraid, M. Wsenan, that | may enter
into sone inproper activity voluntarily?"

O course that was exactly what he was thinking, and his reddening face showed it.

"I believe you have adequate references concerning ny noral character," said Mss Laner. "But if
you have any doubts on that score, it would be better for me to return to Phil adel phia at once,
for if at my age | cannot be trusted to live an upright Iife w thout supervision, how can you
possibly trust ne to supervise your young chil dren?”

"It just ain't decent!" cried the sheriff. "Aren't."

"I'sn't." She snmiled benignly at Paul ey Wsenan. "It has been ny experience, M. Wsenan, that
when a person assunes that others are eager to comit indecent acts whenever given the
opportunity, he is nerely confessing his own private struggle."

Paul ey Wsenan didn't understand that she had just accused him not until several of the |awers
started in | aughi ng behind their hands.

"As | see it, gentlenen of the school board, you have only two alternatives. First, you can pay
my boat passage back to Dekane and ny overl and passage to Phil adel phia, plus the salary for the
nmonth that | will have expended in traveling."

"If you don't teach, you get no salary," said the sheriff.

"You speak hastily, M. Wsenman," saidMss Larner. "I believe the |awers present will inform
you that the school board's letters constitute a contract, of which you are in breach, and that |
woul d therefore be entitled to collect, not just a nonth's salary, but the entire year's."

"Well, that's not certain, Mss Larner," began one of the | awers.

"Hio is one of the United States now, sir," she answered, "and there is anple precedent in other
state courts, precedent which is binding until and unless the governnent of Hi o nakes specific
| egislation to the contrary."

"I's she a school teacher or a | awer?" asked another |awer, and they all | aughed.

"Your second alternative is to allow ne to inspect this-- this springhouse-- and determ ne
whether | find it acceptable, and if | do, to allowne to live there. If you ever find nme engagi ng
in norally reprehensible behavior, it is within the terns of our contract that you may discharge
me forthwith."

"We can put you in jail, that's what we can do," said Wsenan.

"Wy, M. Wseman, aren't we getting ahead of ourselves, talking of jail when | have yet to
sel ect which norally hideous act | shall perfornmP"

"Shut up, Paul ey," said one of the | awyers.

"Which alternative do you choose, gentlenen?" she asked.
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Dr. Physicker was not about to | et Pauley Wsenman have at the nore weak-willed nenbers of the
board. He'd see to it there was no further debate. "W don't need to retire to consider this, do
we, gentlenmen? We may not be Quakers here in Hatrack River, so we aren't used to thinking of
| adi es as wanting to live by thensel ves and engage in business and preach and what not, but we're
open-m nded and willing to | earn new ways. W want your services, and we'll keep to the contract.
Al in favor!”

"Aye. "

"Opposed? The ayes have it."

"Nay, " said Wseman.

"The voting's over, Pauley."

"You called it too damm fast!"

"Your negative vote has been recorded, Pauley."

M ss Larner smiled coldly. "You may be sure | won't forget it, Sheriff Wsenan."

Dr. Physicker tapped the table with his gavel. "This nmeeting is adjourned until next Tuesday
afternoon at three. And now, Mss Larner, |I'd be delighted to escort you to the CGuesters
springhouse, if this is a convenient hour. Not knowi ng when you would arrive, they have given ne
the key and asked nme to open the cottage for you; they'll greet you later."

M ss Larner was aware, as they all were, that it was odd, to say the least, for the | andl ord not
to greet his guest in person

"You see, Mss Larner, it wasn't certain whether you' d accept the cottage. They wanted you to
meke your decision when you saw, the place-- and not in their presence, |est you feel enbarrassed
to decline it."

"Then they have acted graciously,” said Mss Larner, "and | will thank themwhen | neet them"

* k% %

It was humliating, Od Peg having to wal k out to the springhouse all by herself to plead with
this stuck-up snooty ol d Phil adel phia spinster. Horace ought to be going out there with her. Talk
man to man with her-- that's what this wonan seened to think she was, not a lady but a lord. M ght
as well come from Canel ot, she might, thinks she's a princess giving orders to the conmon fol k.
Well, they took care of it in France, old Napol eon did, put old Louis the Seventeenth right in his
pl ace. But lordly wormen like this teacher |ady, Mss Larner, they never got their comeuppance,
just went on through life thinking folks what didn't talk perfect was too |ow to take much account
of .

So where was Horace, to put this teacher lady in her place? Setting by the fire. Pouting. Just
like a four-year-old. Even Arthur Stuart never got such a pout on him

"I don't like her," says Horace.

"Well like her or not, if Arthur's to get an education it's going to be fromher or nobody,"
says O d Peg, talking plain sense as usual, but does Horace listen? | should | augh

"She can live there and she can teach Arthur if she pleases, or not if she don't please, but |
don't like her and | don't think she belongs in that springhouse. "

"Why, is it holy ground?" says AOd Peg. "Is there some curse on it? Should we have built a
pal ace for her royal highness?" Ch, when Horace gets a notion on himit's no use tal king, so why
did she keep on trying?

"None of that, Peg," said Horace.
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"Then what? O don't you need reasons anynore? Do you just decide and then other fol ks better
make way?"

"Because it's Little Peggy's place, that's why, and | don't |ike having that benoctious wonman
living them™

Woul dn't you know? It was just |ike Horace, to bring up their runaway daughter, the one who
never so much as wote to them once she ran away, |eaving Hatrack River without a torch and Horace
without the love of his life. Yes ma'am that's what Little Peggy was to him the love of his
life. If I ran off, Horace, or, God forbid, if | died, would you treasure ny nenory and not let no
ot her woman take ny place? | reckon not. | reckon there wouldn't be tine for nmy spot on the sheet
to get cold afore you'd have some other wonman |lying there. Me you could replace in a hot mnute,
but Little Peggy, we have to treat the springhouse as a shrine and make ne cone out here all by
myself to face this high-falutin old maid and beg her to teach a little black child. Wy, I'll be
lucky if she doesn't try to buy himfrom ne.

M ss Larner took her tinme about answering the door, too, and when she did, she had a
handkerchi ef to her face-- probably a perfuned one, so she wouldn't have to snell the odor of
honest country fol ks.

"I'f you don't mind |I've got a thing or two 1'd like to discuss with you," said A d Peg.

M ss Larner | ooked away, off over AOd Peg's head, as if studying some bird in a far-off tree.
"If it's about the school, | was told |I'd have a week to prepare before we actually registered
students and began the autumm session."”

From down bel ow, O d Peg could hear the ching-ching-ching of one of the sniths a-working at the
forge. Against her will she couldn't help thinking of Little Peggy, who purely hated that sound.
Maybe Horace was right in his foolishness. Maybe Little Peggy haunted this springhouse.

Still, it was Mss Larner standing in the doorway now, and Mss Larner that Od Peg had to deal
with. "Mss Laner, |'m Margaret Guester. My husband and | own this springhouse.™
"Ch. | beg your pardon. You're ny |andlady, and |I'm being ungraci ous. Please cone in."

That was a bit nore like it. Od Peg stepped up through the open door and stood there a nonment
to take in the room Only yesterday it had seened bare but clean, a place full of promise. Now it
was al nost honey, what with a doily and a dozen books on the arnmoire, a small woven rug on the
floor, and two dresses hanging from hooks on the wall. The trunks and bags filled a corner. It
| ooked a bit |ike sonmebody lived there. Ad Peg didn't know what she'd expected. O course Mss
Larner had nore dresses than this dark traveling outfit. It's just O d Peg hadn't thought of her
doi ng sonething so ordinary as changi ng cl ot hes. Wiy, when she's got one dress off and before she
puts on another, she probably stands there in her underwear, just |ike anybody.

"Do sit down, Ms. CGuester."

"Around here we ain't nmuch with M. and Ms., except themlawers, Mss Larner. |'m Goody
Quester, nostly, except when folks call me Ad Peg."

"ad Peg. Wiat a-- what an interesting nane."

She thought of spelling out why she was called "O d" Peg-- how she had a daughter what run off,
that sort of thing. But it was going to be hard enough to explain to this teacher |ady how she
come to have a Black son. Wiy neke her fanmily |ife seemeven nore strange?

"M ss Larner, | won't beat around the bush. You got sonething that | need."
n G.]?ll
"That is, not ne, to say it proper, but ny son, Arthur Stuart."

If she recognized that it was the King's proper nane, she gave no sign. "And what m ght he need
fromme, CGoody CGuester?"
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" Book- | ear ni ng. "

"That's what |'ve cone to provide to all the children in Hatrack River, Goody Cuester."
"Not Arthur Stuart. Not if those pin-headed cowards on the school board have their way--"
"Why shoul d they exclude your son? |Is he over-age, perhaps?”

"He's the right age, Mss Lanmer. What he ain't is the right color."

M ss Larner waited, no expressionon her face.

"He's Bl ack, Mss Laner."

"Hal f-Bl ack, surely,” offered the teacher

Naturally the teacher was trying to figure how the innkeeper's wife canme to have her a half-
Bl ack boy-baby. O d Peg got sone pleasure out of watching the teacher act polite while she nust
surely be cringing in horror inside herself. But it wouldn't do to let such a thought |inger too
long, would it? "He's adopted, Mss Larner," said Od Peg. "Let's just say that his Black mana got
hersel f embarrassed with a hal f-Wiite baby."

"And you, out of the goodness of your heart--"

WAs there a nasty edge to Mss Larner's voice? "I wanted nme a child. | ain't taking care of
Arthur Stuart for pity. He's my boy now. "

"I see," said Mss Laner. "And the good people of Hatrack Ri ver have deternined that their
children's education will suffer if half-Black ears should hear ny words at the same tine as pure
VWite ears.”

M ss Lanmer sounded nasty again, only now Od Peg dared to | et herself rejoice inside, hearing
the way M ss Lanmer said those words. "WIIl you teach him M ss Laner?"

"I confess, Goody Guester, that | have lived in the City of Quakers too long. | had forgotten
that there were places in this world where people of small nminds woul d be so shanel ess as to
puni sh a mere child for the sin of being born with skin of a tropical hue. | can assure you that |
will refuse to open school at all if your adopted son is not one of my pupils.”

"No! " cried Ad Peg. "No, Mss Larner, that's going too far."

"I ama comritted Enmanci pationist, Goody Guester. | will not join in a conspiracy to deprive any
Bl ack child of his or her intellectual heritage."

ad Peg didn't know what in the world an intellectual heritage was, but she knew that M ss

Larner was in too nmuch synpathy. If she kept up this way, she'd be like to ruin everything. "You
got to hear nme out, Mss Larner. They'll just get another teacher, and I'll be worse off, and so
will Arthur Stuart. No, | just ask that you give himan hour in the evening, a few days a week.
I"1'l make him study sonewhat in the daytine, to | earn proper what you teach himquick. He's a
bright boy, you'll see that. He already knows his letters-- he can Ait and Z it better than ny
Horace. That's mny husband, Horace Guester. So |'m not asking nore than a few hours a week, if you
can spare it. That's why we worked up this springhouse, so you could do it and none the w ser."

M ss Larner arose from where she sat on the edge of her bed, and wal ked to the window. "This is
not what | ever imagined-- to teach a child in secret, as if | were committing a crine."

"I'n somre folks' eyes, Mss Larner--"
"Ch, | have no doubt of that."
"Don't you Quakers have silent neetings? All | ask is a kind of quiet nmeeting don't you know -"

"I amnot a Quaker, Goody Guester. | amnerely a hunan bei ng who refuses to deny the hunanity of
others, unless their own acts prove themunworthy of that noble kinship."
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"Then you'll teach hinP"

"After hours, yes. Here in nmy hone, which you and your husband so kindly provided, yes. But in
secret? Never! | shall proclaimto all in this place that | amteaching Arthur Stuart, and not
just a few nights a week, but daily. I amfree to tutor such pupils as | desire-- my contract is
quite specific on that point-- and as long as | do not violate the contract, they nust endure ne
for at |least a year. WII that do?"

A d Peg | ooked at the worman in pure admiration. "I'lIl be jiggered," she said, "You re nmean as a
cat with a burr in its behind."

"I regret that |'ve never seen a cat in such an unfortunate situation, Goody Cuester, so that |
cannot estinmate the accuracy of your sinile.”

ad Peg couldn't make no sense of the words M ss Larner said, but she caught something like a
twinkle in the lady's eye, so it was all right.

"When should | send Arthur to you?" she asked.

"As | said when | first opened the door, I'll need a week to prepare. \When school opens for the
White children, it opens for Arthur Stuart as well. There renmins only the question of paynent."

A d Peg was taken aback for a nmonent. She'd come here prepared to of fer noney, but after the way
M ss Larner tal ked, she thought there'd be no cost after all. Still, teaching was M ss Larner's
livelihood, so it was only fair. "W thought to offer you a dollar a nonth, that being nost
convenient for us, Mss Larner, but if you need nore--"

"Ch, not cash, Goody Guester. | merely thought to ask if you might indulge ne by allowing me to
hold a weekly reading of poetry in your roadhouse on Sunday evenings, inviting all in Hatrack
Ri ver who aspire to inmprove their acquaintance with the best literature in the English |anguage."”

"l don't know as how there's all that many who hanker after poetry, Mss Larner, but you're
wel come to have a go of it."

"I think you'll be pleasantly surprised at the nunber of people who wi sh to be thought educated,
Goody Cuester. We shall have difficulty finding seats for all the | adies of Hatrack R ver who
conpel their husbands to bring themto hear the imortal words of Pope and Dryden, Donne and
M ton, Shakespeare and Gray and-- oh, | shall be daring-- Wrdsworth and Col eri dge, and perhaps
even an Anerican poet, a wandering spinner of strange tales naned Bl ake."

"You don't nean ol d Tal eswapper, do you?"
"I believe that is his nost common sobriquet.”
"You' ve got sone of his poens wote down?"

"Witten? Hardly necessary, for that dear friend of mne. | have conmtted nany of his verses to
nmenory."

"Well, don't that old boy get around. Philadel phia, no | ess."

"He has brightened many a parlor in that city, Goody Guester. Shall we hold our first soiree
t hi s Sunday?"

"What's a swore raid?"
"Soiree. An evening gathering, perhaps with ginger punch-"

"Ch, you don't have to teach ne nothing about hospitality, Mss Larner. And if that's the price
for Arthur Stuart's education, Mss Larner, |I'msore afraid |I'mcheating you, because it seens to
me you're doing us the favor both ways."

"You' re nost kind, Goody Cuester. But | nust ask you one question."
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"Ask away. Can't promise |'mtoo good at answers."
"Goody Cuester," said Mss Larner. "Are you aware of the Fugitive Slave Treaty?"

Fear and anger stabbed right through O d Peg's heart, even to hear it nentioned. "A devilish
ece of work!"

p

"Slavery is a devilish work indeed, but the treaty was signed to bring Appal achee into the
Conpact, and to keep our fragile nation fromwar with the Crowm Col onies. Peace is hardly to be
| abel ed devilish."

"It is when it's a peace that says they can send their dammed finders into the free states and
bring back captive Black people to be slaves!"

"Perhaps you're right, Goody Guester. |Indeed, one could say that the Fugitive Slave Treaty is
not so nuch a treaty of peace as it is an article of surrender. Nevertheless, it is the law of the
l and. "

Only now did AOd Peg realize what this teacher just done. What could it mean, her bringing up
the Fugitive Slave Treaty, excepting to nmake sure O d Peg knew that Arthur Stuart wasn't safe
here, that finders could still come fromthe Crown Colonies and claimhimas the property of sone
famly of Wiite so-called Christians? And that also nmeant that M ss Larner didn't believe a speck
of her story about where Arthur Stuart cone from And if she saw through the Iie so easy-like, why
was O d Peg fool enough to think everybody el se believed it? Wy, as far as O d Peg knew, the
whol e town of Hatrack River had | ong since guessed that Arthur Stuart was a slave boy what somehow
run of f and got hisself a Wiite mama

And if everybody knew, what was to stop somebody from giving report on Arthur Stuart, sending
word to the Crown Col oni es about a runaway slavechild living in a certain roadhouse near the
Hatrack River? The Fugitive Slave Treaty made her adoption of Arthur Stuart plain illegal. They
could take the boy right, out of her arms and she'd never have the right to see himagain. In
fact, if she ever went south they could arrest her and hang her under the slave-poaching | aws of
King Arthur. And thinking of that nonstrous King in his lair in Canel ot made her renenber the
unki ndest thing of all-- that if they ever took Arthur Stuart south, they'd change his nane. Wy,
it'd be high treason in the Crown Col oni es, having a slavechild named with the same nane as the
King. So all of a sudden poor Arthur would find hisself with sonme other nanme he never heard of
afore. She couldn't help thinking of the boy all confused, sonebody calling himand calling him
and whi pping himfor not conming, but how could he know to conme, since nobody called himby his
ri ght nane?

Her face nust've painted a plain picture of all the thoughts going through her head, because
M ss Larner wal ked behind her and put her hands on A d Peg's shoul ders.

"You' ve nought to fear fromme, Goody Guester. | cone from Phil adel phia, where peopl e speak
openly of defying that treaty. A young New Engl ander nanmed Thoreau has nmade quite a nui sance of
hi nsel f, preaching that a bad | aw nust be defied, that good citizens nust be prepared to go to
jail thenselves rather than submit to it. It would do your heart good to hear him speak."

A d Peg doubted that. It only froze her to the heart to think of the treaty at all. Go to jail?
What good would that do, if Arthur was being whi pped south in chains? No matter what, it was none
of Mss Larner's business. "I don't know why you're saying all this, Mss Larner. Arthur Stuart is
the freeborn son of a free Black woman, even if she got himon the wong side of the sheets. The
Fugi tive Slave Treaty neans nothing to ne."

"Then | shall think no nore of it, Goody Guester. And now, if you'll forgive nme, |'m sonewhat
weary fromtraveling, and | had hoped to retire early, though it's still Iight outside."

A d Peg sprang to her feet, mghty relieved at not tal king anynore about Arthur and the Treaty.
"Wuy, of course. But you ain't hopping into bed without taking a bath, are you? Nothing like a
bath for a traveler.

"l quite agree, Goody Cuester. However, | fear ny |uggage was not copi ous enough for nme to bring
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ny tub al ong."”

"I"ll send Horace over with my spare tub the second | get back, and if you don't mind hotting up
your stove there, we can get water fromGertie's well yonder and set it to steanming in no tine."

"Ch, Goody Guester, | fear you'll convince ne before the eve-ning's out that I'min Philadel phia
after all. It shall be al nost disappointing, for I had steeled nyself to endure the rigors of
primitive life in the wilderness, and now | find that you are prepared to offer all the convivi al
bl essings of civilization."

"I"ll take it that who you said nostly neans thank you, and so | say you're welcone, and |I'Il be
back in no tine with Horace and the tub. And don't you dare fetch your own water, at |east not
today. You just set there and read or phil osophate or whatever an educated person does instead of
dozing off."

Wth that Od Peg was out of the springhouge. She like to flew along the path to the inn. Wy,
this teacher lady wasn't half so bad as she seened at first. She might talk a | anguage that A d
Peg couldn't hardly understand half the tinme, but at |east she was willing to talk to fol ks-- and
she'd teach Arthur at no cost and hold poetry readings in the roadhouse to boot. Best of all
t hough, best of all she mght even be willing to talk to O d Peg sonetimes and maybe sone of that
smartness mght rub off on her. Not that smartness was all that nuch good to a wonan like A d Peg
but then, what good was a jewel on a rich lady's finger, either? And if being around this educated
eastern spinster gave O d Peg even a jigger nore understanding of the great world outside Hatrack
River, it was nore than O d Peg had dared to hope for in her life. Like daubing just a spot of
color on a drab moth's wing. It don't make the noth into a butterfly, but maybe now the noth won't
despair and fly into the fire.

* k% %

M ss Larner watched O d Peg wal k away. Mdther, she whispered. No, didn't even whisper. Didn't
even open her nmouth. But her |ips pressed together a bit tighter with the M and her tongue shaped
t he ot her sounds inside her nouth.

It hurt her, to deceive. She had pronised never to lie, and in a sense she wasn't |ying even
now. The name she had taken, Larner, nmeant nothing nore than teacher, and since she was a teacher
it was as truly her name as Father's nanme was Guester and Makepeace's nanme was Snith. And when
peopl e asked her questions, she never lied to them though she did refuse to answer questions that
mght tell them nore than they ought to know, that m ght set them wonderi ng.

Still, despite her el aborate avoi dance of an open lie, she feared that she nerely deceived
hersel f. How coul d she believe that her presence here, so disguised, was anything but a lie?

And yet surely even that deception was the truth, at its root. She was no | onger the sane person
she had been when she was torch of Hatrack River. She was no | onger connected to these people in
the former ways. If she clained to be Little Peggy, that would be a deeper lie than her disguise,
for they would suppose that she was the girl they once knew, and treat her accordingly. In that
sense, her disguise was a reflection of who she really was, at |east here and now - educated,
al oof, a deliberate spinster, and sexually unavailable to nen

So her disguise was not a lie, surely it was not; it was nerely a way to keep a secret, the
secret of who she used to be, but was no |onger. Her vow was still unbroken

Mot her was | ong since out of sight in the woods between the springhouse and the inn, but stil
Peggy | ooked after her. And if she wanted, Peggy coul d have seen her even yet, not with her eyes,
but with her torch sight, finding Mdther's heartfire and noving cl ose, |ooking tight. Mother,
don't you know you have no secrets from your daughter Peggy?

But the fact was that Mther could keep all the secrets she desired. Peggy would not |ook into
her heart. Peggy hadn't come home to be the torch of Hatrack River again. After all these years of
study, in which Peggy had read so many books so rapidly that she feared once that she m ght run
out, that there mght not be books enough in Arerica to satisfy her-- after all these years, there
was only one skill she was certain of. She had finally mastered the ability not to see inside the
hearts of other people unless she wanted to. She had finally tanmed her torchy sight.
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Oh, she still | ooked inside other people when she needed to, but she rarely did. Even with the
school board, when she had to tane them it took no nore than her know edge of human nature to
guess their present thoughts and deal with them And as for the futures revealed in the heartfire,
she no | onger noticed them

I am not responsible for your futures, none of you. Least of all you, Mdther. | have neddl ed
enough in your life, in everyone's lives. If I know all your futures, all you people in Hatrack
River, then | have a noral inperative to shape ny own actions to hel p you achi eve the happi est

possi ble tomorrow. Yet in so doing, | cease to exist nyself. My own future becones the only one
with no hope, and why should that be? By shutting ny eyes to what will happen, | becone |like you,
able to live ny life according to ny guesses at what nay happen. | couldn't guarantee you

happi ness anyway, and this way at |least | also have a chance of it nyself.

Even as she justified herself, she felt the same sour guilt well up inside her. By rejecting ber
knack, she was sinning against the God that gave it to her. That great magi ster Erasmus, he had
taught as nuch: Your knack is your destiny. You'll never know joy except through follow ng the
path laid out before you by what is inside you. But Peggy refused to submt to that crue
di sci pline. Her childhood had ahrady been stolen fromher, and to what end? Her nother disliked
her, the people of Hatrack River feared her, often hated her; even as they cane to her again and
agai n, seeking answers to their selfish, petty questions, blaming her if any seeming ill canme into
their lives, but never thanking her for saving themfromdire events, for they never knew how she
had saved them because the evils never happened.

It wasn't gratitude she wanted. It was freedom It was a |lightening of her burden. She had
started bearing it too young, and they had shown her no mercy in their exploitation. Their own
fears al ways outwei ghed her need for a carefree girlhood. Did any of themunderstand that? Did any
of them know how gratefully she left themall behind?

Now Peggy the torch was back, but they'd never knowit. | did not come back for you, people of
Hatrack River, nor did | conme to serve your children. | cane back for one pupil only, the nan who
stands even now at the forge, his heartfire burning so brightly that | can see it even in ny
sl eep, even in ny dreans. | came back having |l earned all that the world can teach, so | in turn

can hel p that young man achi eve a | abor that neans nore than any one of us. That is ny destiny, if
| have one.

Along the way I'lIl do what other good | can-- |I'Il teach Arthur Stuart, I'Il try to fulfill the
drearns his brave young nother died for; I'Il teach all the other children as much as they're
willing to learn, during those certain hours of the day that |'ve contracted for; |I'll bring such
poetry and learning into the town of Hatrack River as you're willing to receive.

Per haps you don't desire poetry as nmuch as you would Iike to have ny torchy know edge of your
possi bl e futures, but | daresay poetry will do you far nore good. For know ng the future only
makes you timd and conpl acent by turns, while poetry can shape you into the kind of souls who can
face any future with bol dness and wi sdom and nobility, so that you need not know the future at
all, so that any future will be an opportunity for greatness, if you have greatness in you. Can
teach you to see in yourselves what Gray saw?

Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire, Hands that the rod of enpire might have swayed, O
waked to ecstasy the living lyre.

But she doubted that any of these ordinary souls in Hatrack River were really mute, inglorious
MIltons. Paul ey Wseman was no secret Caesar. He might wish for it, but he lacked the wit and self-
control. Witley Physicker was no Hi ppocrates, however nuch he tried to be a healer and
conciliator-- his love of luxury undid him and |ike many other well-nmeaning physician he had cone
to work for what the fee could buy, and not for joy of the work itself.

She picked up the water bucket that stood by the door. Wary as she was, she would not all ow
herself to seem hel pl ess even for a nonent. Father and Mother would conme and find M ss Larner had
al ready done for herself all that she could do before the tub arrived.

Chi ng-ching-ching. Didn't Alvin rest? Didn't he know the sun was boiling the western sky,
turning it red before sinking out of sight behind the trees? As she wal ked down the hill toward
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the smithy, she felt as if she might suddenly begin to run, to fly down the hill to the snithy as
she had flown the day that Alvin was born. It was raining that day, and Alvin's nother was stuck
in a wagon in the river. It was Peggy who saw themall, their heartfires off in the blackness of
the rain and the flooding river. It was Peggy who gave alarm and then Peggy who stood watch over
the birthing, seeing Alvin's futures in his heartfire, the brightest heartfire she had ever seen
or would ever see in all her life. It was Peggy who saved his life then by peeling the caul away
fromhis face; and, by using bits of that caul, Peggy who had saved his |life so many tinmes over
the years. She might turn her back on being torch of Hatrack River, but she'd never turn her back
on him

But she stopped herself halfway down the hill. Wat was she thinking of? She could not go to
him not now, not yet. He had to cone to her. Only that way could she becone his teacher; only
that way was there a chance of beconing anything nore than that.

She turned and wal ked across the face of the hill, slanting down and eastward toward the well.
She, had watched, Alvin dig the well-- both wells-- and for once she was hel pl ess to hel p himwhen
the Unnaker cane. Alvin's own anger and destructiveness had called his eneny, and there was
not hi ng Peggy could do with the caul to save himthat tine. She could only watch as he purged the
unnmaki ng that was inside hinself, and so defeated, for a time, the Unmaker who stal ked himon the
outside. Now this well stood as a nmonunment both to Alvin's power and to his frailty.

She dropped the copper bucket into the well, and the windlass clattered as the rope unwound. A
muf f1 ed splash. She waited a noment for the bucket to fill, then wound it upward. It arrived
bri mmng. She neant to pour it out into the wooden bucket she brought with her, but instead she
brought the copper bucket to her lips and drank fromthe cold heavy |oad of water that it bore. So
many years she had waited to taste that water, the water that Alvin tamed the night he taned
hi msel f. She had been so afraid, watching himall night, and when at last in the nmorning he filled
up the first vengeful hole he dug, she wept in relief. This water wasn't salty, but still it
tasted to her like her own tears.

The hamrer was silent. As always, she found Alvin's heartfire at once, w thout even trying. He
was | eaving the smithy, coming outside. Did he know she was there? No. He al ways canme for water
when he finished his work for the day. O course she could not turn to him not yet, not until she
actually heard his step. Yet, though she knew he was coming and |listened for him she couldn't
hear him he noved as silently as a squirrel on a linb. Not until he spoke did he make a sound.

"Pretty good water, ain't it?"

She turned around to face him Turned too quickly, too eagerly--the rope still held the bucket,
so it lurched out of her hands, splashed her with water, and clattered back down into the well.

"I"'mAlvin, you renenber? Didn't nean to frighten you, Ma'am M ss Larner."

"I foolishly forgot the bucket was tied," she said. "I'mused to punps and taps, |'m afraid.
Open wells are not common in Phil adel phia.”

She turned back to the well to draw the bucket up again.

"Here, let me," he said.

"There's no need, | can wind it well enough--"

"But why should you, Mss Larner, when I'mglad to do it for you?"

She stepped asi de and watched as he cranked the wi ndlass with one hand, as easily as a child
m ght swing a rope. The bucket fairly flewto the top of the well. She |ooked into his heartfire,
just dipped in, to see if he was showi ng off for ber. He was not. He could not see how nassive his
own shoul ders were, how his nuscles danced under the skin as his armnmoved. He coul d not even see
t he peaceful ness of his own face, the same quiet repose that one mght see in the face of a
fearl ess stag. There was no watchful ness in him Sonme people had darting eyes, as if they had to
be alert for danger, or perhaps for prey. O hers |ooked intently at the task at hand,
concentrating on what they were doing. But Alvin had a quiet distance, as if he had no particular
concern about what anyone el se or he hinmself mght be doing, but instead dwelt on inward thoughts
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that no one else could hear. Again the words of Gray's Elegy played out in her mnd

Far fromthe madding crowd's i gnoble strife,
Their sober wi shes never learned to stray; Along the cool, sequestered vale of life, They kept
t he noi sel ess tenor of their way.

Poor Alvin. Wien |I'mdone with you, there'll be no cool sequestered vale. You'll | ook back on
your prenticeship as the |ast peaceful days of your life.

He gripped the full, heavy bucket with one hand on the rim and easily tipped it to pour it out
into the bucket she had brought, which he held in his other hand; he did it as lightly and easily
as a housewi fe pours creamfromone cup into another. What if those hands as lightly and easily
hold ny arns? Wuld he break me without meaning to, being so strong? Wuld | feel nmanacled in his
irresistible grasp? O would he burn nme up in the white heat of his heartfire?

She reached out for her bucket.
"Please let me carry it, Ma'am M ss Larner."
"There's no need."

"I know I'mdirtied up, Mss Larner, but | can carry it to your door and set it inside wthout
nmessi ng anyt hi ng. "

I's nmy disguise so nonstrously aloof that you think | refuse your help out of excessive
cleanliness? "I only neant that | didn't want to nmake you work anynore today. You've hel ped ne
enough al ready for one day."

He | ooked straight into her eyes, and now he | ost that peaceful expression. There was even a bit
of anger in his eyes. "If you're afraid I'll want you to pay nme, you needn't have no fear of that.
If this is your dollar, you can have it back. | never wanted it." He held out to her the coin that
Whitl ey Physicker had tossed himfromthe carriage.

"I reproved Dr. Physicker at the tinme. | thought it insulting that he should presunme to pay you
for the service you did ne out of pure gallantry. It cheapened both of us, | thought, for himto.
act as if the events of this norning were worth exactly one dollar."

Hi s eyes had softened now.

Peggy went on in her Mss Larner voice. "But you nmust forgive Dr. Physicker. He is unconfortable
with wealth, and | ooks for opportunities to share it with others. He has not yet |earned how to do
it with perfect tact.”

"Ch, it's no never mind now, Mss Larner, seeing howit didn't come fromyou." He put the coin
back in his pocket and started to carry the full bucket up the hill toward the house.

It was plain he was unaccustoned to walking with a lady. His strides were far too |long, his pace
too quick for her to keep up with him She couldn't even wal k the same route he took-- he seened
oblivious to the degree of slope. He was like a child, not an adult, taking the nost direct route
even if it neant unnecessary clanmbering over obstacl es.

And yet |I'mbarely five years older than he is. Have | conme to believe ny own disguise? At
twenty-three, am| already thinking and acting and living like a wonan of twice that age? Didn't |
once love to walk just as he does, over the nost difficult ground, for the sheer |ove of the
exertion and acconplishnment?

Nevert hel ess, she wal ked the easier path, skirting the hill and then clinbing up where the sl ope
was | onger and gender. He was already there, waiting at the door.

"Way didn't you open the door and set the bucket inside? The door isn't |ocked," she said.

"Beggi ng your pardon, M ss Larner, but this is a door that asks not to be opened, whither it's
| ocked or not."
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So, she thought, he wants to nake sure | know about the hidden hexes he put in the |ocks. Not
many people could see a hidden hex-- nor could she, for that matter. She woul dn't have known about
themif she hadn't watched himput the hexes in the |ock. But of course she couldn't very wel
tell himthat. So she asked, "Ch, is there sone protection here that | can't see?"

"I just put a couple of hexes into the lock. Nothing much, but it should nake it fairly safe
here. And there's a hex in the top of the stove, so | don't think you have to worry ruch about
sparks getting free."

"You have a great deal of confidence in your hexery, Alvin."

"I do thempretty good. Mst folks knows a few hexes, anyway, M ss Larner. But not many smths
can put theminto the iron. | just wanted you to know. "

He wanted her to know nore than that, of course. So she gave himthe response he hoped for. "I
take it, then, that you did some of the work on this springhouse."

"l done the windows, Mss Larner. They glide up and down sweet as you please, and there's pegs
to hold themin place. And the stove, and the locks, and all the iron fittings. And ny hel per
Arthur Stuart, he scraped down the walls."

For a young man who seemed artl ess, he was steering the conversation rather well. For a nonent
she thought of toying with him of pretending not to nake the connections he was counting on, just
to see how he handled it. But no-- he was only planning to ask her to do what she came here to do.
There was no reason to nake it hard for him The teaching itself would be hard enough. "Arthur
Stuart," she said. "He nust be the same boy that Goody Guester asked me to teach privately."

"Ch, did she already ask you? O shouldn't | ask?"
"I have no intention of keeping it a secret, Alvin. Yes, I'll be teaching Arthur Stuart."

"I"'mglad of that, Mss Larner. He's the smartest boy you ever knew. And a mimc! Wy, he can
hear anything once and say it back to you in your own voice. You'll hardly believe it even when
he's a-doing it."

"I only hope he doesn't choose to play such a gane when |'mteaching him

Alvin fromed. "Well, it isn't rightly a game, Mss Larner. It's just sonething he does w thout
meaning to in particular. | nean to say, if he starts talking back to you in your own voice, he
isn't making fun or nothing. It's just that when he hears sonething he renenbers it voice and all
if you know what | nmean. He can't split themup and renmenber the words w thout the voice that gave
them"

“I''I'l keep that in mind."

In the distance,, Peggy heard a door slamclosed. She cast out and | ooked, finding Father's and
Mot her's heartfires com ng toward her. They were quarreling, of course, but if Alvin was to ask
her, he'd have to do it quickly.

"Was there sonething else you wanted to say to ne, Alvin?"

This was the nonent he'd been | eading up to, but now he was turning shy on her. "Wll, | had
sonme i dea of asking you-- but you got to understand, | didn't carry the water for you so you'd
feel obliged or nothing. I would ve done that anyway, for anybody, and as for what happened today,
I didn't rightly know that you were the teacher. | nmean nmaybe | mght've guessed, but | just
didn't think of it. So what | done was just itself, and you don't owe ne nothing."

"I think I'Il decide how nmuch gratitude I owe, Al vin. Wat did you want to ask ne?"

"OfF course you'll be busy with Arthur Stuart, so | can't expect you to have nuch tinme free,
maybe just one day a week, just an hour even. It could be on Saturdays, and you coul d charge
what ever you want, my master's been giving me ftee tine and |'ve saved up some of nmy own earnings,
and- - "
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"Are you asking nme to tutor you, Alvin?"

Alvin didn't know what the word neant.

"Tutor you. Teach you privately."

"Yes, M ss Larner."

"The charge is fifty cents a week, Alvin. And | wish you to cone at the sane time as Arthur
Stuart. Arrive when he does, and | eave when he does."

"But how can you teach us both at once?"

"l daresay you could benefit fromsonme of the lessons I'll be giving him Al vin. And when | have

himwiting or ciphering, | can converse with you."

"I just don't want to cheat himout of his lesson tine."

"Think clearly, Alvin. It would not be proper for you to take lessons with ne alone. | nmay be
somewhat ol der than you, but there are those who will search for fault in me, and giving private
instruction to a young bachel or would certainly give cause for tongues to wag. Arthur Stuart will
be present at all your |essons, and the door of the springhouse will stand open."

"We could go up and you could teach ne at the roadhouse."
"Alvin, | have told you the terms. Do you wi sh to engage ne as your tutor?"

"Yes, Mss Larner." He dug into his pocket and pulled out a coin. "Here's a dollar for the first

two weeks."
Peggy | ooked at the coin. "I thought you neant to give this dollar back to Dr. Physicker."
"I wouldn't want to make hi m unconfortable about having so nuch nmoney, M ss Larner." He grinned.
Shy he may be, but he can't stay serious for long. There'|ll always be a tease in him just bel ow

the surface, and eventually, it will always come out.

"No, | imagine not," said Mss Larner. "Lessons will begin next week. Thank you for your help."

At that nmoment, Father and Mdther cane up the path. Father carried a |large tub over his head,
and he staggered under the weight. Alvin immediately ran to help-- or, rather, to sinply take the
tub and carry it hinself.

That was how Peggy saw her father's face for the first time in nore than six years-- red,
sweating, as he puffed fromthe |abor of carrying the tub. And angry, too, or at least sullen
Even t hough Mot her had no doubt assured himthat the teacher lady wasn't half so arrogant as she
seenmed at first, still Father was resentful of this stranger living in the springhouse, a place
that bel onged only to his long-lost daughter.

Peggy longed to call out to him call himFather, and assure himthat it was his daughter who
dwelt here now, that all his |abor to nmake a hone of this old place was really a gift of love to
her. How it conforted her to know how nuch he | oved her, that he had not forgotten her after al
these years; yet it also nade her heart break for him that she couldn't nane herself to him
truly, not yet, not if she was to acconplish all she needed to. She would have to do with hi mwhat
she was already trying to do with Alvin and with Mdther-- not reclaimold | oves and debts, but wn
new | ove and friendship.

She could not come hone as a daughter of this place, not even to Father, who al one would purely
rejoice at her comng. She had to conme hone as a stranger. For surely that's what she was, even if
she had no disqguise, for after three years of one kind of |earning in Dekane and another three of
school i ng and study, she was no longer Little Peggy, the quiet, sharp-tongued torch; she had | ong
since becone sonething el se. She had | earned nmany graces under the tutel age of M stress Mdesty;
she had | earned nany other things from books and teachers. She was not who she had been. It would
be as much a lie to say, Father, | amyour daughter Little Peggy, as it was to say what she said
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now. "M . CGuester, | amyour new tenant, Mss Larner. |I'mvery glad to neet you."

He huffed up to her and put out his hand. Despite his msgivings, despite the way he had avoi ded
meeting her when first she arrived at the roadhouse an hour or so past, he was too much the
consummat e i nnkeeper to refuse to greet her with courtesy-- or at |east the rough country nanners
that passed for courtesy in this frontier town.

"Pl eased to neet you, Mss Larner. | trust your acconmodation is satisfactory?"

It made her a little sad, to hear himtrying fancy | anguage on her, the way he tal ked to those
custoners he thought of as dignitaries, neaning that he believed their station in life to be above
his. 1've |earned nuch, Father, and this above all: that no station in life is above any other, if
it's occupied by soneone with a good heart.

As to whether Father's heart was good, Peggy believed it but refused to | ook. She had known his
heartfire far too well in years past. If she | ooked too closely now, she mght find things a
daughter had no right to see. She'd been too young to control herself when she explored his
heartfire all those years ago; in the innocence of childhood she had | earned things that nmade both
i nnocence and chil dhood i nmpossi bl e. Now, though, with her knack better tamed, she could at | ast
give himprivacy in his own heart. She owed himand Mther that.

Not to mention that she owed it to herself not to know exactly what they thought and felt about
ever yt hi ng.

They set up the tub in her little house. Mther had brought another bucket and a kettle, and now

Father and Alvin both set to toting water up fromthe well, while Mther boiled sone on the stove.
When the bath was ready, she sent the nmen away; then Peggy sent Mther away as well, though not
wi t hout consi derabl e argunent. "I amgrateful for your solicitude," Peggy said, "but it is ny

customto bathe in utter privacy. You have been exceptionally kind, and as | now take ny bath,
al one, you may be sure I will think of you gratefully every nonent."

The stream of hi gh-soundi ng | anguage was nore than even Mdther could resist. At |ast the door
was cl osed and | ocked, the curtains drawn. Peggy renoved her traveling gow, which was heavy with
dust and sweat, and then peel ed away her cheni se and her pantal ets, which clung hotly to her skin.
It was one of the benefits of her disguise, that she need not trouble herself with corsetry. No
one expected a spinster of her supposed age to have the perversely slender wai st of those poor
young vi ctinms of fashion who bound thenselves until they could not breathe.

Last of all she renoved her amulets, the three that hung around her neck and the one enw apped
with her hair. The anul ets were hard-won, and not just because they were the new, expensive ones
that acted on what others actually saw, and not just on their opinion of it. It had taken four
visits before the hexman believed that she really did want to appear ugly. "A girl so lovely as
you, you don't need ny art,"” he said it over and over again, until she finally took himby the
shoul ders and said, "That's why | need it! To nmake ne stop being beautiful." He gave in, but kept
muttering that it was a sin to cover what God created wel l.

God or M stress Mddesty, thought Peggy. | was beautiful in Mstress Mdesty's house. Am |
beauti ful now, when no one sees me but nyself, | who amleast likely to admre?

Naked at | ast, herself at last, she knelt beside the tub and ducked her head to begin the
washi ng of her hair. Imersed in water, hot as it was, she felt the same old freedom she had felt
so long ago in the springhouse, the wet isolation in which no heartfires intruded, so she was
truly herself alone, and had a chance of knowi ng what her self might actually be.

There was no mirror in the springhouse. Nor had she brought one. Neverthel ess, she knew when her
bath was done and she towel ed herself before the stove, already sweating in the steamy room in
the early August evening-- she knew that she was beautifull as M stress Mdesty had taught her how
to be; knew that if Alvin could see her as she really was, he would desire her, not for w sdom
but for the nore casual and shallow | ove that any man feels for a wonan who delights his eyes. So,
just as she had once hidden fromhimso he wouldn't marry her for pity, now she hid fromhimso he
woul dn't marry her for boyish love. This self, the smooth and yout hful body, wood remain invisible
to him so that her truer self, the sharp and well-filled m nd, mght entice the finest man in
him the man that would be, not a lover, but a Mker

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (115 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:22 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt

If only she could sonehow di sgui se his body fromher own eyes, so that she would not have to
i magi ne his touch, as gentle as the touch of air on her skin as she noved across the room

Chapter 16 -- Property

The Bl acks started in a-how ing before the roosters got up. Cavil Planter didn't get up right
away; the sound of it sort of fit into his dream How ing Blacks figured in his dreans pretty
comon t hese days. Anyway it finally woke himand he bounded up out of bed. Barely |ight outside;
he had to open the curtain to get fight enough to find his trousers. He could nmake out shadows
nmovi ng down near the slave quarters, but couldn't see what all was going on. He thought the worst,
of course, and pulled his shotgun down fromthe rack on his bedroomwall. Sl aveowners, in case you
didn't guess, always keep their firearnms in the same room where they sl eep

Qut in the hall, he nearly bunped into sonebody. She screeched. It took Cavil a nonent to
realize it was his wife, Dolores. Sonetinmes he forgot she knew how to wal k, seeing how she only
left her roomat certain tines. He just wasn't used to seeing her out of bed, nmoving around the
house wi thout a slave or two to | ean on

"Hush now, Dol ores, it's nme, Cavil."

"Ch, what is it, Cavil! What's happening out there!"™ She was clinging to his arm so he couldn't
nove on.

"Don't you think | can tell you better if you let me go find out?" She hung on tighter. "Don't
do it, Cavil! Don't go out there alone! They mght kill you!"

"Way woul d they kill me? Am I not a righteous master? WIIl the Lord not protect me?" Al the
sanme, he felt a thrill of fear. Could this be the slave revolt that every master feared but none
spoke of ? He realized now that this very thought had been lingering at the back of his nmind since
he first woke up. Now Dol ores had put it into words. "I have ny shotgun,” said Cavil. "Don't worry
about ne."

"I"'mafraid," said Dol ores.

"You know what |I'mafraid of? That you'll stunble in the dark and really hurt yourself. Go back
to bed, so | don't have to worry about you while |I'm outside."

Sonebody started pounding at the door
"Master! Master!" cried a slave. "W need you, Master!™

"Now see? That's Fat Fox," said Cavil. "If it was a revolt, my love, they'd strangle himfirst
of f, before they ever cane after ne."

"I's that supposed to make nme feel better?" she asked.
“"Master! Master!™

"To bed," said Cavil.

For a nonent her hand rested on the hard cold barrel of the shotgun. Then she turned and, like a
pal e grey ghost in the darkness of the hall, she disappeared into the shadows toward her room
Fat Fox was near to junping up and down he was so agitated. Cavil |ooked at him as always, with

di sgust. Even though Cavil depended on Fat Fox to |let himknow which slaves tal ked ugly behind his
back, Cavil didn't have to like him There wasn't a hope in heaven of saving the soul of any full-

bl ood Bl ack. They were all born in deep corruption, like as if they enbraced original sin and
sucked nore of it with their nother's mlk. It's a wonder their mlk wasn't black with a the
foul ness that nust be init. I wish it wasn't such a slow process, turning the Black race Wite

enough to be worth trying to save their souls.
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"It's that Salamandy girl, Master," said Fat Fox.
"I's her baby com ng early?" said Cavil.

"Ch no," said Pat Fox. "No, no, it ain't com ng, no Master. Ch please cone on down. It ain't
that gun you needing, Master. It's your big old buck knife I think."

"I"ll decide that," said Cavil. If a Black suggests you ought to put your gun away, that's when
you hang onto it tightest of all.

He strode toward the slave wonmen's quarters. It was getting |ight enough by now that he could
see the ground, could see the Blacks all slinking here and there in the dark, watching him white
eyes wat ching. That was a nercy fromthe Lord God, naking their eyes white, else you couldn't see
themat all in the shadows.

There was a passel of wonen all outside the door to the cabin where Sal anmandy sl ept. Her being
so close to her tine, she didn't have to do any field work these days, and she got a bed with a
fine mattress. Nobody could say Cavil Planter didn't take care of his breeding stock

One of the wonen in the darkness-- he couldn't tell who, but fromthe voice he thought it was
maybe Coppy, the one baptized as Agnes but who chose to call herself after the copperhead rattler--
anyway she cried out, "Ch, Master, you got to let us bleed a chicken on this one!"

"No heat hen aboni nations shall be practiced on ny plantation,” said Cavil sternly. But he knew
now t hat Sal anandy was dead. Only a nonth fromdelivery, and she was dead. It stabbed his heart
deep. One child I ess. One breeding ewe gone. O God have nercy on ne! How can | serve thee aright
if you take away my best concubi ne?

It snelled like a sick horse in the room from her bowel opening up as she died. She'd hung
herself with the bedsheet. Cavil dammed hinself for a fool, giving her such a thing. Here he neant
it as a sign of special favor, her being on her sixth half-Wite baby, to |let her have a sheet on
her mattress, and now she turned around and answered himlike this.

Her feet dangled not three inches fromthe floor. She nust have stood on the bed and then
stepped of f. Even now, as she swayed slightly in the breeze of his novenment in the room her feet
bunped into the bedstead. It took a second or two for Cavil to realize what that meant. Since her
neck wasn't broke, she rmust have been a long time strangling, and the whole time the bed was
i nches away, and she knew it. The whole time, she could have stopped strangling at any tinme. Could
have changed her m nd. This was a woman who wanted to die. No, wanted to kill. Mrder that baby
she was carryi ng.

Proof again how strong these Bl acks were in their w ckedness. Rather than give birth to a half-
VWhite child with a hope of salvation, she'd strangle to death herself. Was there no limt to their
perversity? How could a godly man save such creatures?

"She kill herself, Master!" cried the wonan who had spoke before. He turned to | ook at her, and
now it was |ight enough to see for sure that it was Coppy tal king. "She waiting for tonorrow night
to kill sonebody else, |ess we bleed a chicken on her!™

"It nmakes ne ill, to think you'd use this poor woman's death as an excuse to roast a chicken out
of turn. She'll have a decent burial, and her soul will not hurt anyone, though as a suicide she
will surely burn in hell forever."

At his words Coppy wailed in grief. The other wonen joined in her keening. Cavil had Fat Fox set
a group of young bucks digging a grave-- not in the regular slaveyard, of course, since as a
suicide she couldn't lie in consecrated ground. Qut anong the trees, with no narker, as befit a
beast that took the |life of her own young.

She was in the ground before nightfall. Since she was a suicide, Cavil couldn't very well ask
the Baptist preacher or the Catholic priest to cone help with it. In fact, he figured to say the
words hinmself, only it happened that tonight was the night he'd already invited a traveling
preacher to supper. That preacher showed up early, and the house slaves sent himaround back where
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he found the burial in progress and offered to help.
"Ch, you don't need to do that," said Cavil

"Let it never be said that Reverend Phil adel phia Thrower did not extend Christian |ove to al
the children of God-- White or Black, nale or female, saint or sinner.”

The slaves perked up at that, and so did Cavil-- for the opposite reason. That was
Emanci pationi st talk, and Cavil felt a sudden fear that he had invited the devil into his own
house by bringing this Presbyterian preacher. Nevertheless, it would probably do nuch to quiet the
Bl acks' superstitious fears if he allowed the rites to be admi nistered by a real preacher. And
sure enough, when the words were said and the grave was covered, they all seened right quiet none
of that ghastly how ing.

At dinner, the preacher-- Thrower, that was his nane-- eased Cavil's fears considerably. "I
believe that it is part of God's great plan for the Black people to be brought to Arerica in
chains. Like the children of Israel, who had to suffer years of bondage to the Egyptians, these
Bl acks souls are under the Lord's own |ash, shaping themto Hi s own purposes. The Enancipationists
understand one truth-- that God | oves his Black children-- but they m sunderstand everything el se.
Way, if they had their way and freed all the slaves at once, it would acconplish the devil's
pur pose, not God's, for without slavery the Bl acks have no hope of rising out of their savagery."

"Now, that sounds downright theological," said Cavi

"Don't the Emancipationists understand that every Bl ack who escapes fromhis rightful naster
into the North is dooned to eternal dammation, himand all his children? Wy, they mght as wel
have remained in Africa as go north. The Wites up north hate Blacks, as well they should, since
only the nost evil and proud and stiffnecked dare to offend God by | eaving their nmasters. But you
here in Appal achee and in the Crown Col onies, you are the ones who truly love the Bl ack man, for
only you are willing to take responsibility for these wayward children and hel p them progress on
the road to full humanity."

"You nay be a Presbyterian, Reverend Thrower, but you know the true religion."
"I'mglad to know I'min the home of a godly nan, Brother Cavil."
"I hope | amyour brother, Reverend Thrower."

And that's how the talk went on, the two of themliking each other better and better as the
evening wore. By nightfall, when they sat on the porch cooling off, Cavil began to think he had
met the first man to whom he mght tell sonme part of his great secret.

Cavil tried to bring it up casual. "Reverend Thrower, do you think the Lord God speaks to any
men today?"

Thrower's voice got all solem. "I know He does."
"Do you think He m ght even speak to a common nan |ike nme?"

"You mustn't hope for it, Brother Cavil," said Thrower, "for the Lord goes where He will, and
not where we wish. Yet | do know that it's possible for even the hunblest man to have a--
visitor."

Cavil felt atrenmbling in his belly. Wiy, Thrower sounded |ike he already knew Cavil's secret.
But still he didn't blurt it out all at once. "You know what | think?" said Cavil. "I think that
the Lord God can't appear in his true form because his glory would kill a natural man."

"Ch, indeed," said Thrower. "As when Mses craved a vision of the Lord, and the Lord covered his
eyes with His hand, only letting Mdses see H s back parts as he passed by."

"I mean, what if a man like me saw the Lord Jesus hinself, only not |ooking |ike any painting of
him but instead |ooking |ike an overseer. | reckon that a man sees only what will make him
understand the power of God, not the true mpjesty of the Lord."
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Thrower nodded wisely. "It may well be," he said. "That's a plausible explanation. O it m ght
be that you only saw an angel ."

There it was-- that sinple. From"what if a nan like ne" to Thrower saying "you saw an angel ."
That's how nmuch alike these two men were. So Cavil told the whole story, for the first tine ever,
near seven years after it happened.

When he was done, Thrower took his hand and held it in a brotherly grip, looking himin the eye
with a fierce-looking kind of expression. "To think of your sacrifice, nmingling your flesh with
that of these Black wonmen, in order to serve the Lord. How many chil dren?"

"Twenty-five that got born alive. You helped ne bury the twenty-sixth inside Salimndy's belly
this evening."

"Where are all these hopeful half-Wite youngsters?"

"Ch, that's half the Iabor I'mdoing," said Cavil. "Till the Fugitive Slave Treaty, | used to
sell themall south as soon as | could, so they'd grow up there and spread Wite bl ood throughout
the Crown Col onies. Each one will be a missionary through his seed. O course, the last fewl've
kept here. It ain't the safest thing, neither, Reverend Thrower. Al mny breedi ng-age stock is pure
Bl ack, and fol ks are bound to wonder where these nixup children cone from So far, though, ny
overseer, Lashman, he keeps his nouth shut if he notices, and nobody el se ever sees them"

Thr ower nodded, but it was plain his nind was on sonething else. "Only twenty-five of these
chi I dren?"

"It's the best | could do," said Cavil. "Even a Black worman can't make a baby right off after a
birthing. "

"I meant-- you see, | also had a visitation. It's the reason why | came here, came touring
t hrough Appal achee. | was told that | would neet a farner who al so knew ny Visitor, and who had

produced twenty-six living gifts to God."

"Twenty-six. "

"Living."

"Well, you see-- well, ain't that just the way of it. You see, | wasn't including in ny tally
the very first one born, because his nother run off and stole himfromne a few days before he was
due to be sold. | had to refund the noney in cash to the buyer, and it was no good tracking, the

dogs couldn't pick up her scent. Wrd anong the slaves was that she turned into a bl ackbird and
flew, but you know the tales they tell."

"So-twenty-six then. And tell me this-- is there sone reason why the name 'Hagar' should nean
anything to you?"

Cavil gasped. "No one knows | called the nother by that nane!"
"My Visitor told me that Hagar had stol en away your first gift."

"I't's Hm You' ve seen Hm too.

"To me he conmes as-- not an overseer. Mire |like a scientist-- a man of unguessabl e w sdom

Because | ama scientist, | inmagine, besides nmy vocation as a mnister. | have al ways supposed
that He was a nere angel-- listen to me, a nere angel -- because | dared not hope that He was-- was
the Master hinself. But now what you tell ne-- could it be that we have both entertained the
presence of our Lord? Oh, Cavil, how can | doubt it? Wiy else would the Lord have brought us
together like this? It nmeans that |I-- that |I'mforgiven."

"For gi ven?"

At Cavil's question, Thrower's face darkened.

Cavil hastened to reassure him "No, you don't need to tell me if you don't want."
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"I-- it is alnost unbearable to think of it. But nowthat | amclearly deened acceptable-- or at
| east, now that 1've been given another chance-- Brother Cavil, once | was given a mssion to
perform one as dark and difficult and secret as your own. Except that where you have had the
courage and strength to prevail, | failed. | tried, but I had not wit or vigor enough to overcone
the power of the devil. | thought | was rejected, cast off. That's why | becane a traveling
preacher, for | felt nyself unworthy to take a pulpit of ny own. But now-"

Cavil nodded, holding the nan's hands as tears flowed down his cheek

At |last Thrower |ooked up at him "How do you suppose our Friend neant ne to help you in your
wor k?"

"l can't say," said Cavil. "But there's only one way | can think of, offhand."
"Brother Cavil, I'"'mnot sure if | can take upon nyself that |oathsone duty."
"I'n ny experience, the Lord strengthens a man, and nakes it bearable."

"But in my case, Brother Cavil-- you see, |'ve never known a woman, as the Bible speaks of it.
Only once have ny lips touched a wonan's, and that was against ny will."

"Then I'Il do ny best to help you. How if we pray together good and |ong, and then | show you
once?"

Wl 1, that seened like the best idea either of themcould think of right offhand, and so they
did it, and it turned out Reverend Thrower was a quick learner. Cavil felt a great sense of relief
to have someone else join in, not to nmention a kind of peculiar pleasure at havi ng sonmebody watch
hi m and then watching the other fellowin turn. It was a powerful sort of brotherhood, to have
their seed mingled in the sane vessel, so to speak. Like Reverend Thrower said, "Wen this field
comes to harvest, Brother Cavil, we shall not guess whose seed cane unto ripeness, for the Lord
gave us this field together, for this tine."

Ch, and then Reverend Thrower asked the girl's nanme. "Well, we baptized her as 'Hepzibah,' but
she goes by the nane ' Roach.'"

"Roach! "
"They all take aninmal nanes. | reckon she doesn't have too high an opinion of herself."

At that, Thrower just reached over and took Roach's hand and patted it, as kindly a gesture as
i f Thrower and Roach was man and wife, an idea that nade Cavil al nost |augh right out. "Now,
Hepzi bah, you nust use your Christian nane," said Thrower, "and not such a debasing ani nmal nane."

Roach just | ooked at himw de-eyed, lying there curled up on the mattress.
"Why doesn't she answer ne, Brother Cavil?"

"Ch, they never talk during this. | beat that out of themearly-- they always tried to talk ne
out of doing it. |I figure better to have no words than have them say what the devil wants ne to
hear."

Thrower turned back to the woman. "But now | ask you to speak to nme, Roach. You won't say devil
words, will you?"

In answer, Roach's eyes wandered upward to where part of a bedsheet was still knotted around a
rafter. It had been raggedly hacked of f bel ow the knot.

Thrower's face got kind of sick-looking. "You nean this is the roomwhere-- the girl we buried--

"This room has the best bed," said Cavil. "I didn't want us doing this on a straw pallet if we
didn't have to."
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Thrower said nothing. He just left the room pretty quick, plunging outside into the darkness.
Cavil sighed, picked up the lantern, and foll owed him He found Thrower |eaning over the punp. He
coul d hear Roach skittering out of the roomwhere Sal amandy di ed, heading for her own quarters,
but he didn't give no never nmind to her. It was Thrower-- surely the man wasn't so besi de hinself
that he'd throw up on the drinking water!

"I"'mall right," whispered Thrower. "I just-- the same room- |'mnot at all superstitious, you
understand. It just seened disrespectful to the dead."

These northerners. Even when they understood sonewhat about slavery, they couldn't get rid of
their notion of Blacks as if they was people. Wuld you stop using a roomjust because a nouse
died there, or you once killed a spider on the wall? Do you burn down your stable just because
your favorite horse died there?

Anyway, Thrower got hinmself together, hitched up his trousers and buttoned them up proper, and
they went back into the house. Brother Cavil put Thrower in their guest room which wasn't al
that much used, so there was a cl oud of dust when Cavil slapped the blanket. "Should have known
the house slaves'd be slacking in this room" said Brother Cavil

"No matter,"” said Thrower. "On a night this warm |'I|l need no bl anket."

On the way down the hall to his own bedroom Cavil paused a nonment to listen for his wife's
breat hi ng. As sonetinmes happened, he coul d hear her whinpering softly in her bedroom The pain
must be bad i ndeed. Onh Lord, thought Cavil, how many nore tinmes nust | do Thy bidding before
You' |l have nercy and heal ny Dolores? But he didn't go in to her-- there was nothing he could do
to help her, besides prayer, and he'd need his sleep. This had been a | ate night, and tonorrow had
wor k enough.

* k% %

Sure enough, Dol ores had had a bad night-- she was still asleep at breakfast tine. So Cavi
ended up eating with Thrower. The preacher put away an astonishingly |arge portion of sausage and
grits. Wen his plate was clean for the third tinme, he | ooked at Cavil and smled. "The Lord's
service can give a nan quite an appetite!” They both had a good | augh at that.

After breakfast, they wal ked outside. It happened they went near the woods where Sal amandy had
been buried. Thrower suggested | ooking at the grave, or else Cavil probably never woul d have known
what the Blacks did in the night. There were footprints all over the grave itself, which was
churned into nmud. Now the drying nud was covered with ants.

"Ants!" said Thrower. "They can't possibly snell the body under the ground."

"No," said Cavil. "What they're finding is fresher and right on top. Look at that-- cut-up
entrails."

"They didn't exhume her body and--"

"Not her guts, Reverend Thrower. Probably a squirrel or blackbird or sonething. They did a devi
sacrifice last night."

Thrower inmedi ately began murmuring a prayer.

"They know | forbid such things," said Cavil. "By evening, the proof of it would no doubt be
gone. They're di sobeying nme behind ny back. I won't have it."

"Now | understand the nagnitude of the work you sl aveowners have. The devil has an iron grip
upon their souls."

"Well, never you mind. They'll pay for it today. They want bl ood dropped on her grave? It'I|l be
their omn. M. Lashman! Were are you! M. Lashman!"

The overseer had only just arrived for the day's work.

"Alittle half-holiday for the Blacks this norning, M. Lashnman," said Cavil.
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Lashman didn't ask why. "Wich ones you want whi pped?"

"Al'l of them Ten | ashes each. Except the pregnant women, of course. But even they-- one |ash
for each of them across the thighs. And all to watch.”

"They get a bit unruly, watching it, sir," said Lashman
"Reverend Thrower and | will watch also,"” said Cavil.

Whi | e Lashman was of f assenbling the slaves, Thrower nurnured sonething about not really wanting
to watch.

"It's the Lord's work," said Cavil. "I have stomach enough to watch any act of righteousness. |
t hought after |ast night that you did too."

So they watched together as each slave in turn was whi pped, the blood dripping down onto
Sal amandy' s grave. After a while Thrower didn't even flinch. Cavil was glad to see it-- the man
wasn't weak, after all, just a little soft fromhis upbringing in Scotland and his life in the
Nort h.

Afterward, as Reverend Thrower prepared to be on his way-- he had promi sed to preach in a town a
hal f-day's ride south-- he happened to ask Cavil a question

"I noticed that all your slaves seem- not old, you understand, but not young, either."

Cavil shrugged. "It's the Fugitive Slave Treaty. Even though ny farmis prospering, | can't buy
or sell any slaves-- we're part of the United States now. Mst fol ks keep up by breedi ng, but you
know al | my pickani nnies ended up south, till lately. And now |'ve | ost nme another breeder, so |'m
down to five wonen now. Sal amandy was the best. The others don't have so nmany years of babies |eft
in them

"I't occurs to nme," said Thrower. He paused in thought.
"What occurs to you?"

"I"ve traveled a lot in the North, Brother Cavil, and in nobst every town in H o and Suskwahenny
and | rrakwa and Wbbi sh, there's a fanmly or two of Blacks. Now, you know and | know that they
didn't grow on northern trees."

"Al runaways."

"Sonme, no doubt, have their freedomlegally. But nmany-- certainly there are many runaways. Now,
| understand that it's a customfor every slaveowner to keep a cachet of hair and nail clippings
and- - "

"Ch, yes, we take themfromthe mnute they' re born or the nmnute we buy them For the Finders."
"Exactly."

"But we can't exactly send the Finders to wal k every foot of ground in the whole North, hoping
to run into one particular runaway buck. It'd cost nore than the price of the slave."

"It seens to ne that the price of slaves has gone up lately."
"If you mean that we can't buy one at any price--"

"That's what | nean, Brother Cavil. And what if the Finders don't have to go blindly through the
North, relying on chance? What if you arranged to hire people in the North to scour the papers and
take note of the nane and age of every Black they see there? Then the Finders could go arned with
i nformation."

Well, that idea was so good that it stopped Cavil right short. "There's got to be sonething
wong with that idea, or sonmebody'd already be doing it."
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"Ch, I'll tell you why nobody's done it so far. There's a good deal of ill-feeling toward
sl aveowners in the North. Even though northerners hate their Bl ack nei ghbors, their m sguided
consci ences won't | et them cooperate in any kind of slave search. So any sout herner who ever went
north searching for a runaway soon |learned that if he didn't have his Finder right with him or if
the trail was cold, then there was no use searching."

"That's the truth of it. Like a bunch of thieves up North, conspiring to keep a man from
recovering his run-off stock."

"But what if you had northerners doing the searching for you? Wat if you had an agent in the
North, a m nister perhaps, who could enlist others in the cause, who could find people who could
be trusted? Such an endeavor woul d be expensive, but given the inpossibility of buying new sl aves
i n Appal achee, don't you imagne people would be willing to pay enough to finance the work of
recovering their runaways?"

"Pay? They'd pay doubl e what you ask. They'd pay up front on the chance of you doing it."

"Suppose | charged twenty dollars to register their runaway-- birthdate, nane, description, tine
and circunstances of escape-- and then charged a thousand dollars if | provide themwth
information | eading to recovery?"

"Fifty dollars to register, or they won't believe you' re serious. And another fifty whenever you
send theminformation, even if it doesn't turn out to be the right one. And three thousand for
runaways recovered healthy."

Thrower smled slightly. "I don't wish to nake an unfair profit fromthe work of righteousness.

"Profit! You got a lot of folks up there to pay if you're going to do a good job. | tell you,
Thrower, you wite up a contract, and then get the printer in town to run you off a thousand
copies. Then you just go around and tell what you plan to one slaveowner in each town you cone to

i n Appal achee. | reckon you'll have to get a new printing done within a week. W're not talking
profit here, we're talking a valuable service. Wiy, 1'll bet you get contributions from fol ks what
never had a runaway. |If you can nake it so the H o River stops being the last barrier before they
get away clean, it'll not only return old runaways, it'll make the other slaves | ose hope and stay
hone! "

Not hal f an hour |ater, Thrower was back outside and on his horse-- but now he had notes witten
up for the contract and letters of introduction fromCavil to his |lawer and to the printer, along
with letters of credit to the tune of five hundred dollars. Wien Thrower protested that it was too
much, Cavil wouldn't even hear himout. "To get you started,"” said Cavil. "W both know whose work
we're doing. It takes noney. | have it and you don't, so take it and get busy."

"That's a Christian attitude," said Thrower. "Like the saints in the early Church, who had al
things in conmon.”

Cavil patted Thrower's thigh, where he sat stiff in the saddle-- northerners just didn't know
how to sit a horse. "W've had nore in conmon than any other two nen alive," said Cavil. "W've
had t he sane visions and done the same works, and if that don't make us two peas in a pod, | don't
know what will."

"When next | see the Visitor, if | should be so fortunate, | know that he'll be pleased."
"Amren," said Cavil.

Then he sl apped Thrower's horse and watched hi mout of sight. My Hagar. He's going to find ny
Hagar and her little boy. Ni gh on seven years since she stole ny firstborn child fromnme. Now

she' || cone back, and this tine she'll stay in chains and give ne nore children until she can't
have no nore. And as for the boy, he'll be ny Ishnael. That's what |'Il call him too. |shnuael
I"1l keep himright here, and raise himup to be strong and obedient and a true Christian. Wen
he's old enough 1'lIl hire himout to other plantations, and during the nights he'll go and carry

on nmy work, spreading the chosen seed throughout Appal achee. Then ny children will surely be as
nunber| ess as the sands of the sea, just |ike Abraham
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And who knows? Maybe then the miracle will happen, and ny own dear wife will be heal ed, and
she' || conceive and bear ne a pure Wiite child, ny Isaac, to inherit all ny land and all ny work.
Lord ny Overseer, be nmerciful to ne.

Chapter 17 -- Spelling Bee

Early January, with deep snow, and a wi nd sharp enough to slice your nose off-- so of course
that was a day for Makepeace Smith to decide he had to work in the forge all day, while Al vin went
into town to buy supplies and deliver finished work. In the sumer, the choice of jobs tended to
go the other way.

Never mnd, thought Alvin. He is the master here. But if |I'mever master of nmy own forge, and if
I have me a Prentice, you can bet he'll be treated fairer than |'ve been. A master and Prentice
ought to share the work alike, except for when the Prentice plain don't know how, and then the
mast er ought to teach him That's the bargain, not to have a slave, not to al ways have the
Prentice take the wagon into town through the snow.

Truth to tell, though, Alvin knew he wouldn't have to take the wagon. Horace Guester's sleigh-
and-two would do the job, and he knew Horace wouldn't mind himtaking it, as long as Alvin did
what ever errands the roadhouse needed doing in town.

Al vin bundl ed hinmself tight and pushed out into the wind-- it was right in his face, fromthe
west, the whole way up to the roadhouse. He took the path up by Mss Larner's house, it being the
cl osest way with the nost trees to break the wind. Course she wasn't in. It being school hours,
she was with the children in the school house in town. But the old springhouse, it was Alvin's
school house, and just passing by the door got himto thinking about his studies.

She had himlearning things he never thought to | earn. He was expecting nore of ciphering and
reading and witing, and in a way that's what she had hi mdoing, right enough. But she didn't have
hi mreadi ng out of those priners like the children-- like Arthur Stuart, who plugged away at his
studies by lanplight every night in the springhouse. No, she talked to Alvin about ideas he never
woul d' ve thought of, and all his witing and cal cul ati ng was about such things.

Yest er day:

"The smallest particle is an atom" she said. "According to the theory of Denosthenes,
everything is made out of smaller things, until you cone to the atom which is smallest of all and
cannot be divided."

"What's it look like?" Alvin asked her.

"I don't know. It's too snmall to see. Do you know?"

"l reckon not. Never saw anything so small but what you could cut it in half."
"But can't you imagi ne anything smaller?"

"Yeah, but | can split that too."

She sighed. "Well, now, Alvin, think again. If there were a thing so small it couldn't be
di vided, what would it be Iike?"

"Real small, | reckon."

But he was joking. It was a problem and he set out to answer it the way he answered any
practical problem He sent his bug out into the floor. Being wood, the floor was a junble of
things, the broke-up once-alive hearts of living trees, so Alvin quickly sent his bug on into the
iron of the stove, which was nostly all one thing inside. Being hot, the bits of it, the tiniest
parts he ever saw clear, they were a blur of novenent; while the fire inside, it nmade its own
outward rush of light and heat, each bit of it so snall and fine that he could barely hold the
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idea of it in his mnd. He never really saw the bits of fire. He only knew that they had just
passed by.

"Light," he said. "And heat. They can't be cut up."

"True. Fire isn't like earth-- it can't be cut. But it can be changed, can't it? It can be
extinguished. It can cease to be itself. And therefore the parts of it nmust becone sonething el se,
and so they were not the unchangeabl e and indivisible atons."

"Well, there's nothing smaller than those bits of fire, so | reckon there's no such thing as an
atom"

"Alvin, you've got to stop being so enpirical about things."
"I'f I knowed what that was, |'d stop being it."

"If 1 knew "

"What ever . "

"You can't al ways answer every question by sitting back and doodl ebuggi ng your way through the
rocks outside or whatever."

Alvin sighed. "Sonetinmes | wish | never told you what | do."

"Do you want ne to teach you what it neans to be a Maker or not?"

"That's just what | want! And instead you talk about atons and gravity and-- | don't care what
that old hunmbug Newt on said, nor anybody else! | want to know how to make the-- place." He
renenbered only just in time that there was Arthur Stuart in the corner, nenorizing every word
they said, conplete with tone of voice. No sense filling Arthur's head with the Crystal City.

"Don't you understand, Alvin? It's been so |ong-- thousands of years-- that no one knows what a
Maker really is, or what he does. Only that there were such nmen, and a few of the tasks that they
could do. Changing lead or iron into gold, for instance. Water into wine. That sort of thing."

"I expect iron to gold d be easier," said Alvin. "Those netals are pretty much all one thing
inside. But wine-- that's such a nmess of different stuff inside that you'd have to be a-- a--" He
couldn't think of a word for the npbst power a man could have

" Maker . "
That was the word, right enough. "I reckon."

"I"'mtelling you, Alvin, if you want to |learn how to do the things that Makers once did, you
have to understand the nature of things. You can't change what you don't understand.”

"And | can't understand what | don't see."

"Wong! Absolutely false, Alvin Smth! It is what you can see that renmins inpossible to
understand. The world you actually see is nothing nore than an exanple, a special case. But the
underlying principles, the order that holds it all together, that is forever invisible. It can
only be discovered in the imagination, which is precisely the aspect of your mind that is nost
negl ected. "

Well, last night Alvin just got mad, which she said would only guarantee that he'd stay stupid,
whi ch he said was just fine with himas he'd stayed alive against |ong odds by being as pure
stupid as he was with out any help fromher. Then he storned on outside and wal ked around wat chi ng
the first flakes of this stormstart comi ng down.

He'd only been walking a little while when he realized that she was right, and he knowed it all
along. Knew it. He always sent out his bug to see what was there, but then when he got set to make
a change, he first had to think up what he wanted it to be. He had to think of sonething that
wasn't there, and hold a picture of it in his mnd, and then, in that way he was born with and
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still didn't understand, he'd say, See this? This is how you ought to be! And then, sonetines
fast, sometinmes slow, the bits of it would nmove around until they lined up right. That's how he
always did it: separating a piece off of living rock; joining together two bits of wood; naking
the iron line up strong and true; spreading the heat of the fire snooth and even al ong the bottom
of the crucible. So | do see what isn't there, in ny mind, and that's what nmakes it conme to be

t here.

For a terrible dizzying nmonent he wondered if maybe the whole world was naybe no nore than what
he imagined it to be, and if that was true then if he stopped imagining, it'd just go away. O
course, once he got his sense together he knew that if he'd been thinking it up, there wouldn't be
so many strange things in the world that he never coul d' ve thought of hinself.

So maybe the world was all dreanmed up in the mnd of God. But

no, can't be that neither, because if God dreaned up nen |ike White Mirderer Harrison then God
wasn't too good. No, the best Alvin could think of was that, God worked pretty nuch the way Al vin
did-- told the rocks of the earth and the fire of the sun and stuff like that, told it all howit
was supposed to be and then let it be that way. But when God told people how to be, why, they just
thunbed their noses and | aughed at him nostly, or else they pretended to obey while they stil
went on and did what they pleased. The planets and the stars and the el enents, they all might be
t hought up fromthe m nd of God, but people were just too cantankerous to blanme them on anybody
but their own self.

Whi ch was about the limt of Alvin's thinking last night, in the snow- wondering about what he
coul d never know. Things like: | wonder what CGod dreans about if he ever sleeps, and if all his
dreans cone true, so that every night he nmakes up a whole new world full of people. Questions that
couldn't never get hima speck closer to being a Maker

So today, slogging through the snow, pushing against the wind toward the roadhouse, he started
t hi nki ng agai n about the original question-- what an atomwould be Iike. He tried to picture
sonething so tiny that he couldn't cut it. But whenever he imagined sonething like that-- a little
box or a little ball or something- why, then he'd just up and inmagine it splitting right in half.

The only way he couldn't split something in half was if it was so thin nothing could be thinner
He t hought of it squished so flat it was thinner than paper, so thin that in that direction it
didn't even exist, if you |looked at it edge-on it would just plain not be there. But even then, he
m ght not be able to split it along the edge, but he could still inmagine turning it and slicing it
across, just |ike paper.

So-- what if it was squished up in another direction, too, so it was all edge, going on like the
thi nnest thread you ever dreamed of ? Nobody could see it, but it would still be there, because it
woul d stretch fromhere to there. He sure couldn't split that along the edge, and it didn't have
any flat surface |like paper had. Yet as long as it stretched like invisible, thread from one spot
to another, no matter how short the distance was, he could still inmagine snipping it right in
hal f, and each half in half again.

No, the only way sonething could be snmall enough to be an atomis if it had no size at all in
any direction, not |length nor breadth nor depth. That would be an atomall right-- only it
woul dn't even exist, it'd just be nothing. Just a place without anything init.

He stood on the porch of the roadhouse, stanping snow off his feet, which did better than
knocking for telling fol ks he was there. He could hear Arthur Stuart's feet running to open the
door, but all he was thinking about was atons. Because even though he'd just figured out that
there couldn't be no atons, he was beginning to realize it night be even crazier to inmagine there
not being atons, so things could always get cut into smaller bits and those things into smaller
bits, and those into even snmaller bits, forever and ever. And when you think about it, it's got to
be one or the other. Either you get to the bit that can't be split, and it's an atom or you never
do, and so it goes on forever, which is nore than Alvin's head coul d hol d.

Alvin found hinself in the roadhouse kitchen, with Arthur Stuart piggyback, playing with Alvin's
hat and scarf. Horace CGuester was out in the barn stuffing straw into new bedticks, so Alvin asked
A d Peg for use of the sleigh. It was hot in the kitchen, and Goody Guester didn't look to be in
good tenper. She allowed as how he could take the sled, but there was a price to pay.
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"Save the life of a certain child, Alvin, and take Arthur Stuart with you," she said, "or
swear he'll do one nore thing to rile me and end up in the pudding tonight."

It was true that Arthur Stuart seened to be in a nood to make trouble-- he was strangling Alvin
with his own scarf and | aughing |ike a fool

"Let's do sone |essons, Arthur," said Alvin. "Spell 'choking to death.'"
"CHOKI-NG" said Arthur Stuart. "T-WO. D-E-AT-H"

Mad as she was, Goody QGuester just had to break up | aughing-- not because he spelled "to" wong,
but because he'd spelled out the words in the nbst perfect inmtation of Mss Larner's voice. "I
swear, Arthur Stuart," she said, "you best never let Mss Larner hear you go on |like that or your
school i ng days are over."

"Good! | hate school!" said Arthur

"You don't hate school so nuch as you'd hate working with me in the kitchen every day." said
Goody Cuester. "All day every day, summer and wi nter, even swi nm ng days."

"I might as well be a slave in Appal achee!" shouted Arthur Stuart.

Goody Cuester stopped teasing and being nad, both, and turned solemm. "Don't even joke |ike
that, Arthur. Sonebody died once just to keep you from being such a thing."

"I know," said Arthur
"No you don't, but you'd better just think before you--"
"I't was nmy nmanma, " said Arthur

Now O d Peg started | ooking scared. She took a glance at Alvin and then said, "Never mnd about
that, anyway."

"My mama was a bl ackbird," said Arthur. "She flew so high, but then the ground caught her and
she got stuck and died."

Al vin saw how Goody Guester |ooked at him even nore nervous-like. So naybe there was sonet hing
to Arthur's story of flying after all. Maybe sonehow that girl buried up beside Vigor, maybe
sonmehow she got a blackbird to carry her baby-- somehow. O maybe it was just some vision. Anyway,
Goody CGuester had decided to act like it was nothing after all-- too late to fool Alvin, of
course, but she wouldn't know that. "Well, that's a pretty story, Arthur,"” said Ad Peg

"It's true," said Arthur. "I renenber."

Goody Cuester started | ooking even nore upset. But Alvin knew better than to argue with Arthur
about this blackbird i dea he had, and about himflying once. The only way to stop Arthur talking
about it was to get his mind on sonething else. "Better come with me, Arthur Stuart," said A vin.
"Maybe you got a bl ackbird mana sonetinme in your past, but | have a feeling your mama here in this
kitchen is about to knead you like dough.”

"Don't forget what | need you to buy for nme," said Add Peg

"Ch, don't worry. | got a list,"” said Alvin.
"I didn't see you wite a thing!"
"Arthur Stuart's nmy list. Show her, Arthur."

Arthur | eaned close to Alvin's ear and shouted so loud it like to split Alvin's eardruns right
down to his ankles. "A keg of wheat flour and two cones of sugar and a pound of pepper and a dozen
sheets of paper and a couple of yards of cloth that nmight do for a shirt for Arthur Stuart."

Even though he was shouting, it was his nmana's own voice.
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She purely hated it when he mmcked her, and so here she canme with the stirring fork in one
hand and a big old cleaver in the other. "Hold still, Alvin, so | can stick the fork in his nmouth
and shave off a couple of ears!"

"Save me!" cried Arthur Stuart.

Al vin saved him by running away, at least till he got to the back door. Then O d Peg set down
her instruments of boy-butchery and hel ped Alvin bundle Arthur Stuart up in coats and | eggi ngs and
boots and scarves till he was about as big around as he was tall. Then Al vin pitched himout the
door into the snow and rolled himwith his foot till he was covered wi th snow

O d Peg barked at himfromthe kitchen door. "That's right. Alvin Junior, freeze himto death
right before his own nother's eyes, you irresponsible prentice boy you!"

Alvin and Arthur Stuart just laughed. Od Peg told themto be careful and get honme before dark
and then she slammed the door tight.

They hitched up the sleigh, then swept out the new snow that had blown in while they were
hitching it and got in and pulled up the Iap robe. They first went on down to the forge again to
pick up the work Alvin had to deliver-- nostly hinges and fittings-- and tools for carpenters and
| eat herworkers in town, who were all in the mdst of their busiest season of the year. Then they
headed out for town.

They didn't get far before they caught up to a man trudgi ng townward-- and none too well
dressed, either, for weather like this. Wen they were beside himand could see his face, Avin
wasn't surprised to see it was Mck Berry.

"Get on this sleigh, Mdck Berry, so | won't have your death on ny conscience," said Alvin.

Mock | ooked at Alvin like his words was the first Mdck even noticed sonebody was there on the
road, even though he'd just been passed by the horses, snorting and stanping through the snow.
"Thank you, Alvin," said the nan. Alvin slid over on the seat to nake room Mock clinbed up beside
him - clunmsy, cause his hands were cold. Only when he was sitting down did he seemto notice
Arthur Stuart sitting on the bench. And then it was |ike sonebody, slapped him- he started to get
ri ght back down off the sleigh

"Now hold on!" said Alvin. "Don't tell me you're just as stupid as the Wiite folks in town,
refusing to sit next to a mixup boy! Shame on you!"

Mock | ooked at Alvin real steady for a |l ong couple of seconds before he decided how to answer.
"Look here, Alvin Smith, you know me better than that-- | know how such m xup children cone to be,
and | don't hold against them what sone Wiite nan done to their nama. But there's a story in town
about who's the real mama of this child, and it does me no good to be seen conming into town with
this child nearby."

Alvin knew the story well enough-- how Arthur Stuart was supposedly the child of Mxck's wife
Anga, and how, since Arthur was plainly fathered by some Wite man, Mock refused even to have the
boy in his own house, which led to Goody Guester taking Arthur in. Alvin also knew the story
wasn't true. But in atown like this it was better to have such a story believed than to have the
true story guessed at. Alvin wouldn't put it past sonme folks to try to get Arthur Stuart decl ared
a slave and shipped on south just to be rid of himso there'd be no nore trouble about schools and
such.

"Never mind about that,"” said Alvin. "Nobody's going to see you on a day like this, and even if
they do, Arthur looks like a wad of cloth, and not a boy at all. You can hop off soon as we get
into town." Alvin | eaned out and took Mock's armand pulled himonto the seat. "Now pull up the
| ap robe and snuggle close so | don't have to take you to the undertaker on account of having
froze to death.™

"Thank you kindly, you persnickety uppity prentice boy." Mck pulled the |ap robe up so high
that it covered Arthur Stuart conpletely. Arthur yelled and pulled it down again so he could see
over the top. Then he gave Mdck Berry such a glare that it m ght have burnt himto a cinder, if he
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hadn't been so cold and wet.

When they got into town, there was sleighs a-plenty, but none of the nerrinment of the first
heavy snowfall. Fol ks just went about their business, and the horses stood and waited, stanping
their feet and snorting and steaming in the cold wind. The | azier sort of folks-- the |lawers and
clerks and such-- they were all staying at hone on a day like this. But the people with real work
to do, they had their fires hot, their workshops busy, their stores open for business. A vin made
his rounds a-dropping off ironwork with the folks who'd called for it. They all put their
signature on Makepeace's delivery book-- one nore slight, that he wouldn't trust Alvin to take
cash, like he was a nine-year-old prentice boy and not nore than tw ce that age.

On those quick errands, Arthur Stuart stayed bundled up on the sleigh-- Alvin never stayed
i ndoors | ong enough to warmup fromthe wal k between sleigh and front door. It wasn't till they
got to Pieter Vanderwoort's general store that it was worth going inside and warmng up for a
spell. Pieter had his stove going right hot, and Alvin and Arthur wasn't the first, to think of
warm ng up there. A couple of boys fromtown were there warnming their feet and sipping tea with a
nip or two froma flask in order to keep warm They weren't any of the boys Alvin spent nuch tine
with. He'd throwed them once or twice, but that was true of every nale creature in town who was
willing to rassle. Alvin knew that these two-- Martin, that was the one with pinples, and the
other one was Daisy-- | know that sounds |ike a crazy nane for anyone but a cow, but that was his
name all right-- anyway, Alvin knew that these two boys were the kind who like to set cats afire
and make nasty jokes about girls behind their back. Not the kind that Al vin spent nmuch tine wth,
but not any that he had any partickler dislike for, neither. So he nodded them good afternoon, and
they nodded hi m back. One of themheld up his flask to share, but Alvin said no thanks and that
was that.

At the counter, Alvin pulled off some of his scarves, which felt good because he was so sweaty
underneath; then he set to unwi nding Arthur Stuart, who spun around like a top while Alvin pulled
on the end of each scarf. Arthur's |aughing brought M. Vanderwoort out fromthe back, and he set
to | aughi ng, too.

"Tbey're so cute when they're little, aren't they," said M. Vanderwoort.
"He's just ny shopping list today, aren't you, Arthur?"

Arthur Stuart spouted out his list right off, using his, Manma's voice again. "A keg of wheat
flour and two cones of sugar and a pound of pepper and a dozen sheets of paper and a coupl e of
yards of cloth that mght do for a shirt for Arthur Stuart."

M. Vanderwoort like to died laughing. "I get such a kick out of that boy, the way he tal ks |ike
his manma. "

One of the boys by the stove gave a whoop
"I mean his adopted manme, of course," said Vanderwoort.

"Oh, she's probably his mama all right!" said Daisy. "I hear Mock Berry does a |ot of work up to
t he roadhouse!"

Alvin just set his jaw against the answer that sprang to mnd. Instead he hotted up the flask in
Dai sy's hand, so Dai sy whooped again and dropped it.

"You conme on back with ne, Arthur Stuart," said Vanderwoort.
"Like to burned ny hand off!" nuttered Daisy.

"You just say the list over again, bit by bit, and I'll get what's wanted,"” said Vanderwoort.
Alvin lifted Arthur over the counter and Vanderwoort set hi mdown on the other side.

"You must've set it on the stove like the blaned fool you are, Daisy," said Martin. "Wat is it,
whi skey don't warmyou up less it's boiled?"

Vanderwoort led Arthur into the back room Alvin took a couple of soda crackers fromthe barre
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and pulled up a stool near the fire.
"I didn't set it anywheres near the stove," said Daisy.
"Howdy, Alvin," said Martin.
"Howdy, Martin, Daisy," said Alvin. "Good day for stoves."
"Good day for nothing," nuttered Daisy. "Smart-nouth pickani nnies and burnt fingers."

"What brings you to town, Al vin?" asked Martin. "And how cone you got that baby buck with you?
O did you buy himoff Od Peg Guester?"

Al vin just munched on his cracker. It was a mstake to punish Daisy for what he said before, and
a worse mistake to do it again. Wasn't it trying to punish fol ks that brought the Unnaker down on
himlast sumrer? No, Alvin was working on curbing his tenmper, so he said nothing. Just broke off
pi eces of the cracker with his nouth.

"That boy ain't for sale," said Daisy. "Everybody knows it. Wy, she's even trying to educate
him | hear."

"I''m educating ny dog, too," said Martin. "You think that boy's learnt himhow to beg or point
gane or anything useful ?"

"But you got yourself the advantage there, Marty," said Daisy. "A dog's got himenough brains to
know he's a dog, so he don't try to learn howto read. But you get one of these hairl ess nonkeys,
they get to thinking they' re people, you know what | nean?"

Alvin got up and wal ked to the counter. Vanderwoort was comi ng back now, arns full of stuff.
Art hur was taggi ng al ong behi nd.

"Cone on behind the counter with ne, Al,’
Arthur's shirt. "

said Vanderwoort. "Best if you pick out the cloth for

"I don't know a thing about cloth,” said Al vin.

"Well, | know about cloth but | don't know about what O d Peg CGuester likes, and if she ain't
happy with what you conme hone with, 1'd rather it be your fault than nine."

Alvin hitched his butt up onto the counter and swung his | egs over. Vanderwoort |ed hi mback and
they spent a few minutes picking out a plaid flannel that |ooked suitable enough and m ght al so be
tough enough to make patches on old trousers out of the leftover scraps. Wen they came back
Arthur Stuart was over by the fire with Daisy and Martin.

"Spell 'sassafras, sai d Dai sy.

"Sassafras, " said Arthur Stuart, doing Mss Larner's voice as perfect as ever. "S A S SAFRA

"Was he right?" asked Martin.

"Beats hell out of ne."

"Now don't be using words |like that around a child," said Vanderwoort.

"Ch, never you mnd," said Martin. "He's our pet pickaninny. W won't do himno harm"
"I'"'mnot a pickaninny," said Arthur Stuart. "I'ma nixup boy."

"Well, ain't that the truth!" Daisy's voice went so |loud and high that his voice cracked.

Alvin was just about fed up with them He spoke real soft, so only Vanderwoort could hear him
"One nore whoop and "Il fill that boy's ears with snow "

"Now don't get riled," said Vanderwoort. "They're harm ess enough."
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"That's why | won't kill him" But Alvin was sniling, and so was Vanderwoort. Daisy and Martin
were just playing, and since Arthur Stuart was enjoying it, why not?

Martin picked sonething off a shelf and brought it over to Vanderwoort. "Wat's this word?" he
asked.

"Eucal yptus," said Vanderwoort.
"Spell 'eucal yptus,' mxup boy."
"Eucal yptus,"” said Arthur. "EFEUCAL-Y-P-T-U-S."

"Listen to that!" cried Daisy. "That teacher lady won't give time of day to us, but here we got
her own voi ce spelling whatever we say."

"Spell 'bosons,'" said Martin.

"Now that's going too far," said Vanderwoort. "He's just a boy."
"I just wanted to hear the teacher lady's voice saying it," said Martin.
"I know what you wanted, but that's behind-the-barn talk, not in ny general store."

The door opened and, after a blast of cold wind, Mok Berry cane in, |looking tired and hal f -
froze, which of course he was.

The boys took no notice. "Behind the barn don't got a stove," said Daisy.
"Then keep that in mind when you decide how to talk," said Vanderwoort.

Al vin wat ched how Mock Berry took sidel ong glances at the stove, but rmade no nove to go over
there. No man in his right mnd would choose not to go to the stove on a day |ike this-- but Mck
Berry knew there was worse things than being cold. So instead he just wal ked up to the counter

Vanderwoort nust've known he was there, but for a while he just kept on watching Martin and
Dai sy play spelling ganes with Arthur Stuart, paying no mnd to Mock Berry.

" Suskwahenny, " sai d Dai sy.
"SUSK-WAHENNY," said Arthur.
"l bet that boy could win any spelling bee he ever entered," said Vanderwoort.

"You got a customer," said Alvin.

Vanderwoort turned real slow and | ooked at Mock Berry wi t hout expression. Then, still noving
ow, he wal ked over and stood in front of Mock wi thout a word.

s
"Just need ne two pounds of flour and twelve feet of that half-inch rope,” said Mck

"Hear that?" said Daisy. "He's a-fixing to powder his face white and then hang hinself, 1"l
bet . "

"Spell 'suicide,' boy," said Martin.

"SUI-CI-DE" said Arthur Stuart.

"No credit," said Vanderwoort.

Mock | aid down sone coins on the counter. Vanderwoort |ooked at it a minute. "Six feet of rope."
Mock just stood there.

Vanderwoort just stood there.
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Alvin knew it was nore than enough noney for what Mbck wanted to buy. He couldn't hardly believe
Vanderwoort was raising his price for a man about as poor but hard-working as any in town. In
fact, Alvin began to understand a little about why Mock stayed so poor. Now, Alvin know there
wasn't much he could do about it-- but he could at |east do what Horace Guester had once done for
himwi th his naster Makepeace-- nake Vanderwoort put things out in the open and stop pretending he
wasn't being as unfair as he was being. So Alvin laid down the paper Vanderwoort had just witten
but for him "lI'msorry to bear there's no credit,” Alvin said. "I'll go fetch the noney from
Goody Cuester."”

Vanderwoort | ooked at Alvin. Now he could either make Alvin go fetch the noney or say right out
that there was credit for the Guesters, just not for Mock Berry.

O course he chose another course. Wthout a word he went into the back and wei ghed out the
flour. Then he nmeasured out twelve feet of half-inch rope. Vanderwoort was known for giving honest
measure. But then, he was al so known for giving a fair price, which is why it took Al vin aback to
see himdo otherwise with Mdock Berry.

Mock took his rope and his flour and started out.
"You got change," said Vanderwoort.

Mock turned around, |ooking surprised though he tried not to. He canme back and watched as
Vanderwoort counted out a dine and three pennies onto the counter. Then, hesitating a nonent, Mck
scooped them of f the counter and dropped theminto his pocket. "Thank you sir," he said. Then he
went back out into the cold.

Vanderwoort turned to Alvin, |ooking angry or maybe just resentful. "I can't give credit to
everybody. "

Now, Alvin could ve said sonmething about at | east he could give the sane price to Blacks as
Whites, but he didn't want to make an eneny out of M. Vanderwoort, who was after all a nostly
good man. So Alvin grinned real friendly and said, "Oh, | know you can't. Them Berrys, they're
al rost as poor as ne."

Vanderwoort rel axed, which neant it was Alvin's good opinion he wanted nore than to get even for
Al vin enbarrassing him "You got to understand, Alvin, it ain't good for trade if they cone in
here all the tinme. Nobody minds that m xup boy of yours-- they're cute when they're little-- but
it nakes folks stay away if they think they might run into one of them here."

"I always knowed Mock Berry to keep his word," said Alvin. "And nobody ever said he stole or
sl acked or any such thing."

"No, nobody ever told such atale on him™
"I"'mglad to know you count us both anong your custoners," said Alvin.

"Well, lookit here, Daisy," said Martin. "I think Prentice Alvin's gone and turned preacher on
us. Spell 'reverend,' boy."

"R-E-V-E-R-E-N-D. "

Vanderwoort saw things maybe turning ugly, so of course he tried to change the subject. "Like
said, Alvin, that m xup boy's bound to be the best speller in the county, don't you think? Wat I
want, to know is, why don't he go on and get into the county spelling bee next week? | think he'd
bring Hatrack River the chanpionship. He m ght even got the state chanpionship, if you want ny
opi ni on."

"Spel | ' chanpi onshi p, sai d Dai sy.
"M ss Larner never said ne that word," said Arthur Stuart.

"Wel| figure it out," said Alvin.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (132 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%6200f %620A [ vin%20M ak er%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt
"CHAMP," said Arthur. "EEUNS-HI-P."

"Sounds right to nme," said Daisy.

"Shows what you know," said Martin.

"Can you do better?" asked Vanderwoort.

"I"'mnot going to be in the county spelling bee," said Martin.

"What's a spelling bee?" asked Arthur Stuart.

"Time to go," said Alvin, for he knew full well that Arthur Stuart wasn't a regular admitted
suident in the Hatrack River Granmar School, and so it was a sure thing he wouldn't be in no
spelling bee. "Ch, M. Vanderwoort, | owe you for two crackers | ate."

"I don't charge ny friends for a couple of crackers," said Vanderwoort.

"I"mproud to know you count ne one of your friends,"” said Alvin. Alvin neant it, too-- it took
a good nan to get caught out doing sonething wong, and then turn around and treat the one that
caught himas a friend.

Alvin wound Arthur Stuart back into his scarves, and then wapped hinself up again, and plunged
back into the snow, this tine carrying all that he bought from Vanderwoort in a burlap sack. He
tucked the sack under the seat of the sleigh so it wouldn't get snowed on. Then he lifted Arthur
Stuart into place and clinbed up after. The horses | ooked happy enough to get noving again-- they
only got colder and colder, standing in the snow.

On the way back to the roadhouse they found Mock Berry on the road and took himon hone. Not a
word did he say about what happened in the store, but Alvin knew it wasn't cause he didn't
appreciate it. He figured Mock Berry was plain ashaned of the fact that it took an ei ghteen-year-
old prentice boy to get himhonest nmeasure and fair price in Vanderwoort's general store-- only
cause the boy was White. Not the kind of thing a man | oves to tal k about.

"G ve a howdy to Goody Berry," said Alvin, as Mdock hopped off the sleigh up the lane fromhis
house.

"I'I'l say you said so," said Mock. "And thanks for the ride." In six steps he was clean gone in
the bl owi ng snow. The stormwas getting worse and worse

Once everything was dropped off at the roadhouse, it was near time for Alvin's and Arthur's
schooling at Mss Larner's house, so they headed on down there and threw snowballs at each other
all the way. Alvin stopped in at the forge to give the deliverybook to Makepeace. But Makepeace
nmust've laid off early cause he wasn't there; Alvin tucked the book onto the shelf by the door
wher e Makepeace woul d know to |l ook for it. Then he and Arthur went back to snowballs till Mss
Larner came back

Dr. Witley Physicker drove her in his covered sleigh and wal ked her right up to her door. Wen
he took note of Alvin and Arthur waiting around, he | ooked a bit annoyed. "Don't you boys think
M ss Larner shouldn't have to do any nore teaching on a day |ike this?"

M ss Larner laid a hand on Dr. Physicker's arm "Thank you for bringing nme home, Dr. Physicker,"
she sai d.

"I wish you'd call me Witley."

"You're kind to me, Dr. Physicker, but | think your honored title suits nme best. As for these
pupils of mne, it's in bad weather that | do ny best teaching, |'ve found, for they aren't
wi shing to beat the swinming hole."

"Not ne!" shouted Arthur Stuart. "How do you spell 'chanpionship' ?"

"CHAMP-1-0-NS-HI1-P," said Mss Larner. "Werever did you hear that word?"

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (133 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%6200f %620A [ vin%20M ak er%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt
"CHAMP-1-0-NS-H1-P," said Arthur Stuart in Mss Larner's voice

"That boy is certainly renarkable," said Physicker. "A nockingbird, 1'd say."

"A nocki ngbird copies the song,"” said Mss Larner, "but nakes no sense of it. Arthur Stuart nmay

speak back the spellings in ny voice, but he truly knows the word and can read it or wite it
whenever he w shes."

"I"mnot a nockingbird,” said Arthur Stuart. "lI'ma spelling bee chanpionship.”

Dr. Physicker and M ss Larner exchanged a | ook that plainly meant nore than Alvin coul d
understand just from wat chi ng.

"Very well," said Dr. Physicker. "Since | did in fact enroll himas a special student-- at your

i nsi stence-- he can conpete in the county spelling bee. But don't expect to take himany farther
M ss Larner!"

"Your reasons were all excellent, Dr. Physicker, and so | agree. But ny reasons--"

"Your reasons were overwhelmng, Mss Larner. And | can't help but relish in advance the
consternation of the people who fought to keep himout of school, when they watch himdo as well
as children twice his age."

"Consternation, Arthur Stuart," said-Mss Larner.

"Consternation,” said Arthur. "GCONST-EERNAT-1-O-N."'

"Good evening, Dr. Physicker. Cone inside, boys. Tine for school."

* k *

Arthur Stuart won the county spelling bee, with the word "cel ebratory." Then M ss Larner
i mediately withdrew himfrom further conpetition; another child would take his place at the state

conmpetition. As a result there was little note taken, except anong the locals. Along with a brief
notice in the Hatrack Ri ver newspaper

Sheriff Paul ey Wsenman fol ded up that page of the newspaper with a short note and put themin an
envel ope addressed to Reverend Phil adel phia Thrower, The Property Ri ghts Crusade, 44 Harrison
Street, Carthage City, Whbbish. It took two weeks for that newspaper page to be spread open on
Thrower's desk, along with the note, which said sinply:

Boy turned up here summer 1811, only a few weeks ol d best guess. Lives in Horace Cuester's
roadhouse, Hatrack River. Adoption don't hold water | reckon if the boy's a runaway.

No signature-- but Thrower was used to that, though he didn't understand it. Wy shoul d people

try to conceal their identity when they were taking part in works of righteousness? He wote his
own letter and sent it south.

A nmonth later, Cavil Planter read Thrower's letter to a couple of Finders. Then he handed them
the cachets he'd saved all these years, those belonging to Hagar and her stol e-away |shmael -chil d.
"We'l | be back before summer," said the black-haired Finder. "If he's yourn, we'll have him"

"Then you'll have earned your fee and a fine bonus as well," said Cavil Planter

"Don't need no bonus," said the white-haired Finder. "Fee and costs is plenty."

"Well, then, as you wish," said Cavil. "I know God will bless your journey."

Chapter 18 -- Manacl es

It was early spring, a couple of nonths before Alvin's nineteenth birthday, when Makepeace Smth
come to himand said, "About tinme you start working on a journeyman piece, Ai don't you think?"

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (134 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt

The words sang like redbird song in Alvin's ears, so he couldn't hardly speak back except to
nod.

"Well, what do you think you'll make?" asked the naster
"l been thinking maybe a plow, " said Al vin.

"That's a lot of iron. Takes a perfect nmold, and no easy one, neither. You're asking me to put a
good bit of iron at risk, boy."

"If | fail, you can always nelt it back."

Si nce they both knew that Alvin had about as nuch chance of failing as he did of flying, this
was pretty nmuch enpty talk-- just the last rags of Makepeace's old pretense about how Al vin wasn't
much good at smithing.

"Reckon so," said Makepeace. "You just do your best, boy. Hard but not too brittle. Heavy enough
to bite deep, but light enough to pull. Sharp enough to cut the earth, and strong enough to cast
all stones aside."

"Yes sir." Alvin had nenorized the rules of the tools back when he was twelve years ol d.

There were sone other rules that Alvin neant to follow. He had to prove to hinmself that he was a
good smith, and not just a hal f-baked Maker, which neant that he'd use none of his knack, only the
skills that any smith has-- a good eye, know edge of the black netal, the vigor of his arns and
the skill of his hands.

Wor ki ng on his journeyman pi ece nmeant he had no other duties till it was done. He started from
scratch on this one, as a good journeyman al ways does. No common clay for the nold-- he went
upriver on the Hatrack to the best white clay, so the face of the nold would be pure and snpoth
and hold its shape. Making a nold neant seeing things all inside-out, but Alvin had a good m nd
for shapes. He patted and stroked the clay into place on the wooden frame, all the tinme seeing how
the different pieces of the nold would give the cooling iron its plow shape. Then he baked the
mold dry and hard, ready to receive the iron

For the netal, he took fromthe pile of scrap iron and then carefully filed the iron clean
getting rid of all dirt and rust. He scoured the crucible, too. Only then was he ready to nelt and
cast. He hotted up the coal fire, twining the bellow hinself, raising and | owering the bellows
handl e just |ike he done when he was a new prentice. At last the iron was white in the crucible--
and the fire so hot he could scarce bear to cone near it. But he cane near it anyway, tongs in
hand, and hoisted the crucible fromthe fire, then carried it to the mold and poured. The iron
sparked and dazzl ed, but the nold held true, no buckling or breaking in the heat.

Set the crucible back in the fire. Push the other parts of the nold into place. Gently, evenly,
getting no splash. He had judged the amount of liquid iron just right-- when the [ast part of the
formslipped into place, just a bit of iron squeezed out evenly all around the edges, show ng
there was just enough, and scarce any waste.

And it was done. Nothing for it but to wait for the iron to cool and harden. Tonorrow he'd know
what he'd wrought.

Tonor row Makepeace Smith would see his plow and call hima nan-- a journeynan, free to practice
at any forge, though not yet ready to take on his own prentices. But to Alvin-- well, he'd reached
that point of readi ness years ago. Makepeace would have only a few weeks short of the full seven
years of Alvin's service-- that's what he'd been waiting for, not for this plow

No, Alvin's real journeyman work was yet to conme. After Makepeace decl ared the pl ow good enough
then Alvin had yet another work to perform

"I'mgoing to turn it gold," said Al vin.

M ss Larner raised an eyebrow. "And what then? What will you tell people about a gol den pl ow?
That you found it sonewhere? That you happened to have sone gold |ying about, and thought-- this
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is just enough to nake a pl ow?"
"You're the one what told nme a Maker was the one who could turn iron to gold."

"Yes, but that doesn't nean it's wise to do it." Mss Larner wal ked out of the hot forge into
the stagnant air of late afternoon. It was cool er, but not nuch-- the first hot night of spring.

"Mre than gold," said Alvin. "Or at |east not nornmal gold."

"Regul ar gold isn't good enough for you?"

"Cold is dead. Like iron."

"It isn't dead. It's sinply earth without fire. It never was alive, so it can't be dead."
"You're the one who told ne that if | can imagine it, then nmaybe | can make it cone to be."
"And you can imagi ne |living gol d?"

"A plow that cuts the earth with no ox to draw it."

She said nothing, but her eyes sparkl ed.

"I'f I could make such a thing, Mss Larner, would you consider as how |I'd graduated from your
school for Makers?"

"I'd say you were no longer a prentice Maker."

"Just what | thought, Mss Larner. A journeyman bl acksnmith and a journeyman Maker both, if | can
doit.”

"And can you?"
Al vin nodded, then shrugged. "I think so. It's what you said about atons, back in January."
"I thought you gave up on that."

"No ma'am | just kept thinking-- what is it you can't cut into snaller pieces? And then
t hought-- why, if it's got any size at all, it can be cut. So an atom it's nothing nore than just
a place, one exact place, with no width at all."

"Euclid s geonetric point."
"Well, yes nma'am except that you said his geonetry was all inmaginary, and this is real."
"But if it has no size, Alvin--"

"That's what | thought-- if it's got no size, then it's nothing. But it isn't nothing. It's a
place. Only then | thought, it isn't a place-- it just has a place. If you see the difference. An
atom can be in one place, one pure geonetric point like you said, but then it can nmove. It can be
somewhere el se. So, you see, it not only has place, it has a past and a future. Yesterday it was
there, today it's here, and tonorrow over yonder."

"But it isn't anything, Alvin."

"No, | know that, it isn't anything. But it ain't nothing, neither."

"Isn"t. Either."

"I know all that grammar, M ss Larner, but |'mnot thinking about that right now "

"You won't have good granmar unless you use it even when you're not thinking about it. But never
m nd. "

"See, | start thinking, if this atoms got no size, how can anybody tell where it is? It's not
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giving off any light, because it's got no fire in it to give off. So here's what | cone up wth:
Just suppose this atoms got no size, but it's still got some kind of mind. Sone kind of tiny
little wit, just enough to know where it is. And the only power it has is to nove somewhere el se,
and know where it is then."

"How coul d that be, a nmenory in sonething that doesn't exist?"

"Just suppose it! Say you got thousands of themjust |ying around, just going any which way. How
can any of themtell where they are? Since all the others are nmoving any whi ch way, nothing around
it stays the same. But then suppose sonebody comes along-- and |'mthinking about God here--
sonmebody who can show them a pattern. Show t hem sonme way to set still. Like he says-- you, there,
you're the center, and all the rest of you, you just stay the sane distance away fromhimall the
time. Then what have you got?"

M ss Larner thought for a nmonent. "A hollow sphere. A ball. But still conposed of nothing,
Alvin."

"But don't you see? That's why | knew that this was true. | mean, if there's one thing | know
from doodl ebugging, it's that everything's nostly enpty. That anvil, it |looks solid, don't it? But
I tell you it's nostly enpty. Just little bits of ironstuff, hanging a certain distance from each
other, all patterned there. But nost of the anvil is the enpty space between. Don't you see? Those
bits are acting just like the atons |'mtalking about. So let's say the anvil is like a nountain
only when you get real close you see it's made of gravel. And then when you pick up the gravel, it

crunbles in your hand, and you see it's made of dust. And if you could pick up a single flock of
dust you'd see that it was just |ike the nmountain, nade of even tinier gravel all over again."

"You're saying that what we see as solid objects are really nothing but illusion. Little
not hi ngs making tiny spheres that are put together to make your bits, and pieces nade frombits,
and the anvil made from pi eces--"

"Only there's a |l ot nore steps between, | reckon. Don't you see, this explains everything? Wy
it is that all | have to do is inmagine a new shape or a new pattern or a new order, and showit in
my mind, and if | think it clear and strong enough, and command the bits to change, why, they do
Because they're alive. They may be small and none too bright, but if | show them cl ear enough
they can do it."

"This is too strange for me, Alvin. To think that everything is really nothing."

"No, Mss Larner, you're nmissing the point. The point is that everything is alive. That
everything is made out of living atons, all obeying the commands that God gave them And just
foll owi ng those commands, why, some of themget turned into light and heat, and sonme of them
becorme iron, and sone water, and sone air, and sone of them our own skin and bones. Al those
things are real-- and so those atons are real."

"Alvin, | told you about atoms because they were an interesting, theory. The best thinkers of
our time believe there are no such things."

"Beggi ng your pardon, M ss Larner, but the best thinkers never saw the things | saw, so they
don't know diddly. I'mtelling you that this is the only idea | can think of that explains it all--
what | see and what | do."

"But where did these atons cone fron®"

"They don't come from anywhere. O rather, naybe they come from everywhere. Maybe these atons,
they're just there. Always been there, always will be there. You can't cut themup. They can't
die. You can't nake them and you can't break them They're forever."

"Then God didn't create the world."

"Of course he did. The atons were nothing, just places that didn't even know where they were.
It's God who put themall into places so he'd know where they were, and so they'd know where they
were-- and everything in the whole universe is nmade out of them
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M ss Larner thought about it for the longest time. Alvin stood there watching her, waiting. He
knew it was true, or at |east truer than anything el se he'd ever heard of or thought of. Unless
she could think of sonething wong with it. So nmany times this year she'd done that, point out
sonet hing he forgot, sone reason why his idea wouldn't work. So he waited for her to cone up with
sonet hi ng. Sonet hi ng wr ong.

Maybe she woul d've. Only while she was standing there outside the forge, thinking, they heard
the sound of horses cantering up the road fromtown. O course they | ooked to see who was com ng
in such a rush.

It was Sheriff Pauley Wseman and two nmen that Alvin never saw before. Behind themwas Dr.
Physicker's carriage, with old Po Doggly driving. And they didn't just pass by. They stopped right
there at the curve by the forge.

"M ss Larner," said Pauley Wseman. "Arthur Stuart around?"

"Way do you ask?" said Mss Larner. "W are these nen?"

"He's here," said one of the nen. The white-haired one. He held up a tiny box between his thunb
and forefinger. Both the strangers | ooked at it, then | ooked up the hill toward the springhouse.
"In there," said the white-haired nman.

"You need any nore proof than that?" asked Paul ey Wseman. He was talking to Dr. Physicker, who
was now out of his carriage and standing there | ooking furious and hel pl ess and al t oget her
terrible.

"Finders," whispered M ss Larner
"That's us," said the white-haired one. "You got a runaway slave up there, Ma'am"
"He is not," she said. "He is a pupil of mne, legally adopted by Horace and Margaret Cuester--"

"We got a letter fromhis owner, giving his birthdate, and we got his cachet here, and he's the
very one. We're sworn and cerfified, Ma'am What we Find is found. That's the law, and if you
interfere, you're obstructing."” The nman spoke real nice and quiet and polite.

"Don't worry, Mss Larner," said Dr. Physicker. "I already have a wit fromthe mayor, and
that'll hold himtill the judge gets back tonorrow. "
"Hold himin jail, of course," said Pauley Wseman. "Wuldn't want anybody to try to run off

with him now, would we?"

"Whul dn't do much good if they tried," said the white-haired Finder. "W'd just follow. And then
we' || probably shoot them dead, seeing how they was thieves escaping with stolen property."”

"You haven't even told the Guesters, have you!" said Mss Larner

"How could |1 ?" said Dr. Physicker. "I had to stay with them to make sure they didn't just take
him™"

"We obey the law," said the white-haired Finder.
"There he is," said the bl ack-haired Finder
Arthur Stuart stood in the open door of the springhouse.

"Just stay where you are, boy!" shouted Paul ey Wsenan. "If you nmove a nuscle |'Il whip you to
jellyt"

"You don't have to threaten him" said Mss Larner, but there wasn't nobody to listen, since
they were all running up the hill

"Don't hurt him™" cried Dr. Physicker
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"I'f he don't run, he won't get hurt," said the white-haired Finder
"Alvin," said Mss Larner. "Don't do it."

"They ain't taking Arthur Stuart. "

"Don't use your power like that. Not to hurt someone.

"I tell you--"

"Think, Alvin. W have until tonorrow. Maybe the judge--"

"Putting himin jail!"

"I f anyt hing happens to these Finders, then the nationals will be init, to enforce the Fugitive
Sl ave Treaty. Do you understand ne? It's not a local crine like nurder. You'd be taken off to
Appal achee to be tried."

"l can't do nothing."
"Run and tell the Guesters."

Alvin waited just a nonent. If it was up to him he'd burn their hands right off before he |let
them take Arthur. But already the boy was between them their fingers digging into Arthur's arns.
M ss Larner was right. Wat they needed was a way to win Arthur's freedom for sure, not sone
stupid blunder that would end up meking things worse.

Alvin ran for the Guesters' house. It surprised himhowthey took it-- like they'd been
expecting it all the tine for the |ast seven years. AOd Peg and Horace just |ooked at each other
and without a word O d Peg started in packing her clothes and Arthur Stuart's.

"What's she packing her things for?" asked Alvin.

Horace sniled, a real tight smle. "She ain't going to let Arthur spend a night in jail alone.
So she'll have them |l ock her up right alongside him"

It nade sense-- but it was strange to think of people like Arthur Stuart and A d Peg CGuester in
jail.

"What are you going to do?" asked Alvin.
"Load my guns," said Horace. "And when they're gone, I'Il follow"

Alvin told himwhat Mss Larw had said about the nationals coming if somebody |aid hand on a
Fi nder.

"What's the worst they can do to ne? Hang ne. | tell you, I'd rather be hanged than live in this
house a single day if they take Arthur Stuart away and | done nothing to stop them And | can do
it, Alvin. Hell, boy, | nust've saved fifty runaway slaves in ny tine. Po Doggly and ne, we used

to pick themup this side of the river and send themon to safety in Canada. Did it all the tinme."

Alvin wasn't a bit surprised to hear of Horace Guester being an Emanci pationist-- and not a
tal ker, neither.

"I'mtelling you this, Alvin, cause | need your help. I'mjust one man and there's two of them
I got no one | can trust-- Po Doggly ain't gone with ne on sonething like this in a week of
Christmases, and | don't know where he stands no nore. But you-- | know you can keep a secret, and

I know you |l ove Arthur Stuart near as much as nmy wife does.”
The way he said it gave Alvin pause. "Don't you love him sir?"

Horace | ooked at Alvin |like he was crazy. "They ain't taking a m xup boy right out fromunder ny
roof, Al ."

Goody CGuester come downstairs then, with two bundles in honespun bags under her arns. "Take ne
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into town, Horace Cuester.”
They heard the horses riding by on the road outside.
"That's probably them" said Al vin.
"Don't worry, Peg," said Horace.

"Don't worry?" O d Peg turned on himin fury. "Only two things are likely to happen out of this
Horace. Either | lose ny son to slavery in the South, or nmy fool husband gets hinsel f probably
killed trying to rescue him O course | won't worry." Then she burst into tears and hugged Horace
so tight it near broke Alvin's heart to see it.

It was Alvin drove Goody Cuester into town on the roadhouse wagon. He was standi ng there when
she finally wore down Paul ey Wsenman so he'd | et her spend the night in the cell-- though he nade
her take a terrible oath about not tying to sneak Arthur Stuart out of jail before he'd do it.

As he led the way to the jail cell, Pauley Wseman said, "You shouldn't fret none, Goody
Guester. H's master's no doubt a good man. Fol ks here got the wong i dea of slavery, | reckon."”

She whirled on him "Then you'll go in his place, Pauley? Seeing howit's so fine?"

"Me?" He was no nore than anmused at the idea. "I'mWite, Goody Cuester. Slavery ain't ny

natural state."”
Alvin made the keys slide right out of Pauley's fingers.
"I"msure getting clunsy," said Paul ey Wseman.

Goody Cuester's foot just naturally ended up right on top of the key ring. "Just lift up your
foot, Goody Guester," said the sheriff, "or I'll charge you with aiding and abetting, not to
mention resisting.”

She noved her foot. The sheriff opened the door. O d Peg stepped through and gat hered Arthur
Stuart into her arms. Alvin watched as Paul ey Wsenman cl osed and | ocked the door behind them Then
he went on hone.

* % %

Al vin broke open the nold and rubbed away the clay that still clung to the face of the plow. The
iron was snooth and hard, as good a plow as Alvin ever saw cast till then. He searched inside it
and found no flaws, not big enough to mar the plow, anyway. He filed and rubbed, rubbed and filed
till it was snooth, the blade sharp as if he neant to use it in a butcher shop i nstead of sone

field somewhere. He set it on top of the workbench. Then he sat there waiting while the sun rose
and the rest of the world came awake.

In due tine Makepeace came down fromthe house and | ooked at the plow. But Alvin didn't see him
bei ng asl eep. Makepeace woke hi mup enough to get himto wal k back up to the house.

"Poor boy," said Gertie. "I bet he never even went to sleep last night. | bet he went on down
and worked on that fool plow all night."

"Pl ow | ooks fair."

"Pl ow | ooks perfect, 1'll bet, knowing Alvin."
Makepeace grimaced. "What do you know about ironwork?"
"I know Alvin and | know you."

"Strange boy. Ain't it the truth though? He does his best work when he stays up all night."
Makepeace even had sonme affection in his voice, saying that. But Alvin was asleep in his bed by
then and didn't hear

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (140 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%6200f %620A [ vin%20M ak er%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt
"Sets such store by that mixup child," said Gertie. "No wonder he couldn't sleep.”
"Sl eepi ng now, " said Makepeace.

"I magi ne sending Arthur Stuart into slavery at his age."

"Law s the law," said Makepeace. "Can't say | like it, but a fellow has to live by the |aw or
what t hen?"

"You and the law," said Gertie. "I'mglad we don't live on the other side of the H o, Mikepeace,
or | swear you'd be wanting slaves instead of prentices-- if you know the difference. "

That was as pure a declaration of war as they ever gave each other, and they were all set for
one of their rip-snorting knockabout break-dish fights, only Alvin was snoring up in the |loft and
Gertie and Makepeace just glared at each other and let this one go. Since all their quarrels cane
out the sane, with all the sane cruel things said and all the sanme hurts and harnms done, it was

like they just got fired and said, Pretend I just said all the things you hate worst in all the

world to hear, and I'Il pretend you said the things | hate worst back to nme, and then | et be.
Alvin didn't sleep all that long, nor all too well, neither. Fear and anger and eagerness al

pl ayed through his body till he could hardly hold still, let alone keep his brain drifting with

the currents of his dreans. He woke up dream ng of a black plow turned to gold. He woke up
dream ng of Arthur Stuart being whi pped. He woke up again thinking of aimng a gun at one of them
Fi nders and puffing the trigger. He woke up again thinking of ainmng at a Finder and not pulling
the trigger, and then watching them go away dragging Arthur after them himscreaning all the
time, Alvin, where are you! Alvin, don't let themtake ne.

"Wake up or hush up!" shouted Gertie. "You're scaring the children."
Al vin opened his eyes and | eaned over the edge of the loft. "Your children ain't even here."

"Then you're scaring ne. | don't know what you was dreamni ng, boy, but | hope that dream never
comes even to nmy worst eneny-- which happens to be ny husband this norning, if you want to know
the truth.”

Her nentioni ng Makepeace nade Alvin alert, yes sir. He pulled on his trousers, wondering when
and how he got up to this loft and who pulled his pants and boots off. In just that little anopunt
of time, Certie sonehow got food on the table-- cornbread and cheese and a dollop of nolasses. "I
don't have time to eat, Ma'am" said Alvin. "I"msorry, but | got to--"

"You got tine."
"No Ma'am |'msorry--"

"Take the bread, then, you plain fool. You plan to work all day with an enpty belly? After only
a norning's sleep? Wiy, it ain't even noon yet."

So he was chewi ng on bread when he cone down the hill to the forge. There was Dr. Physicker's
carriage again, and the Finders' horses. For a second Alvin thought they come here cause Arthur
Stuart got away sonmehow, and the Finders lost him and-- No. They had Arthur Stuart with them

"Good norning, Alvin," said Makepeace. He turned to the other nen. "I nust be about the softest
master | ever heard of, letting ny prentice boy sleep till near noon."

Alvin didn't even notice how Makepeace was criticizing himand calling hima prentice boy when
hi s journeyman piece stood there finished on the workbench. He just squatted down in front of
Arthur Stuart and | ooked himin the eyes.

"Stand back now," said the white-haired Finder

Alvin didn't hardly notice him He wasn't really seeing Arthur Stuart, not with his eyes,
anyhow. He was searching his body for sone sign of harm None. Not yet anyway. Just the fear in
t he boy.
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"You haven't told us yet," said Pauley Wsenan. "WII| you nmake them or not?"

Makepeace coughed. "Gentlenen, | once nade a pair of manacles, back in New England. For a man
convi cted of treason, being shipped back to England in irons. | hope | never make a nanacle for a
seven-year-ol d boy who done no harmto a living soul, a boy who played around ny forge and--"

"Makepeace," said Pauley Wsenan. "l told themthat if you nmade the nanacl es, they woul dn't have
to use this."

W seman held up the heavy iron-and-wood collar that he'd | eft |eaning against his |eg.

"It's the law," said the white-haired Finder. "W bring runaway slaves back hone in that collar,
to show the others what happens. But himbeing just a boy, and seeing how it was his mama what run
away and not him we agreed to nanacles. But it don't make no difference to ne. W get paid either
way. "

"You and your dammed Fugitive Slave Treaty!" cried Makepeace. "You use that law to make sl avers
out of us, too."

"1l make them" said Al vin.

Makepeace | ooked at himin horror. "You!"

"Better than that collar,"” said Alvin. What he didn't say was, | don't intend for Arthur Stuart
to wear those nmanacles a mnute |onger than tonight. He | ooked at Arthur Stuart. "I'll make you
sone manacles as don't hurt nuch, Arthur Stuart."

"Wsely done," said Paul ey W seman.
"Good to see sonebody with sense here," said the white-haired Finder

Alvin | ooked at himand tried to hold all his hatred in. He couldn't quite do it. So his spittle
ended up spattering the dust at the Finder's feet.

The bl ack-haired Fi nder |ooked ready to throw a punch at himfor that, and Alvin wouldn't've
m nded a bit to grapple with himand maybe rub his face in the dirt a mnute or two. But Paul ey
W seman junped right between them and he had sense enough to do his talking to the bl ack-haired
Fui der, and not to Alvin. "You got to be a blanme fool, setting to rassle with a blacksnith. Look
at his arms."

"l could take him" said the Finder

"You fol ks got to understand," said the white-haired Finder. "It's our knack. W can no nore
hel p bei ng Finders than--"

"There's sonme knacks," said Makepeace, "where it'd be better to die at birth than grow up and
use it." He turned to Alvin. "I don't want you using nmy forge for this."

"Don't nake a nui sance of yourself, Mkepeace," said Paul ey W seman.

"Pl ease,"” said Dr. Physicker. "You re doing the boy nmore harm than good."
Makepeace backed off, but none too graciously.

"G ve nme your hands, Arthur Stuart," Alvin said

Alvin nmade a show of measuring Arthur's wists with a string. Truth was, he could see the
measure of himin his mnd, every inch of him and he'd shape the iron to fit snooth and perfect,
with rounded edges and no nore wei ght than needed. Arthur wouldn't feel no pain fromthese
manacl es. Not with his body, anyhow.

They all stood and watched Alvin work. It was the snoothest, purest job they' d ever see. Alvin
used his knack this time, but not so it'd show He hammered and bent the strap iron, cutting it
exactly right. The two hal ves of each manacle fit snug, so they wouldn't shift and pinch the skin
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And all the tine he was thinking how Arthur used to punp the bellows for him or just stand there
and talk to himwhile he worked. Never again. Even after they saved himtonight, they'd have to
take himto Canada or hide himsonmehow- as if you could hide froma Finder

"CGood work," said the white-haired Finder. "l never saw ne a better blacksmth.

Makepeace piped up fromthe dark corner of the forge. "You should be proud of yourself, Alvin.
Wiy, let's nmake those manacl es your journeyman piece, all right?"

Alvin turned and faced him "M/ journeyman piece is that plow setting on the workbench
Makepeace. "

It was the first tine Alvin ever called his nmaster by his first nane. It was as clear as Alvin
could let himknow that the days of Mikepeace talking to himlike that were over now.

Makepeace didn't want to understand him "Wtch how you talk to nme, boy! Your journeynman piece
is what | say it is, and--"

"Come on, boy, let's get themon you." The white-haired Finder wasn't interested in Makepeace's
talk, it seened.

"Not yet," said Alvin.

"They're ready," said the Finder

"Too hot," said Alvin.

"Well dip themin that bucket then and cool themoff."

"If I do that, they'll change shape just a little, and then they' |l cut the boy's arns so they
bl eed. "

The bl ack-haired Finder rolled his eyes. Wat did he care about a little blood froma m xup boy?

But the white-haired Finder knew that nobody'd stand for it if he didn't wait. "No hurry, " he
said. "Can't take too long."

They sat around waiting without a word. Then Paul ey started in tal king about nothing, and so did
the Finders, and even Dr. Physicker, just jawing away like as if the Finders were any old
visitors. Maybe they thought they were naking the Finders feel nore kindly so they wouldn't take
it out on the boy once they had himacross the river. Alvin had to figure that so he wouldn't hate
t hem

Besi des, an idea was growing in his nind. It wasn't enough to get Arthur Stuart away tonight--
what if Alvin could make it so even the Finders couldn't find himagain?

"What's in that cachet you Finders use?" he asked.
"Don't you w sh you knew," said the black-haired Fi nder

"It's no secret," said the white-haired Finder. "Every slaveowner makes up a box like this for
each slave, soon as he's bought or born. Scrapings fromhis skin, hair fromhis head, a drop of
bl ood, things like that. Parts of his own flesh."

"You get his scent fromthat?"
"Ch, it ain't a scent. W ain't bloodhounds, M. Smith."

Alvin knew that calling himM. Smith was pure flattery. He smiled a little, pretending that it
eased him

p

"Well then how does it hel p?"

"Well, it's our knack," said the white-haired Finder. "Who knows how it works? W just | ook at
it, and we-- it's |like we see the shape of the person we're looking for."
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"I't ain't like that," said the bl ack-haired Finder.

"Well that's howit is for ne.

"l just know where he is. Like | can see his soul. If |I'mclose enough, anyway. dowing like a
fire, the soul of the slave I'msearching for." The bl ack-haired Finder grinned. "I can see froma
| ong way off."

"Can you show nme?" asked Al vin.

"Nothing to see," said the white-haired Ruder.

"I'"ll show you, boy," said the black-haired Finder. "I'Il turn nmy back and y'all nove that boy
around in the forge. I'll point to himover ny shoulder, perfect all the tinme."

"Conme on now," said the white-haired Finder

"W got nothing to do anyway till the iron cools. Gve nme the cachet."

The bl ack-haired Fi nder did what be bragged-- pointed at Arthur Stuart the whole am But Al vin
hardly saw that. He was busy watching fromthe inside of that Finder, trying to understand what he
was doi ng, what he was seeing, and what it had to do with the cachet. He couldn't see how seven-
year-old dried-up bits of Arthur Stum's newborn body coul d show t hem where he was now.

Then he renenbered that for a nonent right at first the Finder hadn't pointed at all. H's finger
had wandered a little, and only after just that pause had he started pointing right at Arthur
Stuart. Like as if he'd been trying to sort out which of the people behind himin the smthy was
Arthur. The cachet wasn't for Finding-- it was for recognizing. The Finders saw everybody, but
they couldn't tell who was who without a cachet.

So what they were seeing wasn't Arthur's mind, or Arthur's soul. They were just seeing a body,
i ke every other body unless they could sort it out. And what they were sorting was plain enough
to Alvin-- hadn't he heal ed enough people in his life to know that people were pretty nuch the
sanme, except for sone bits at the center of each living piece of their flesh? Those bits were
different for every single person, yet the sane in every part of that person's flesh, like it was
God's way of naming themright in their flesh. O maybe it was the mark of the beast, like in the
book of Revelation. Didn't matter. Alvin knew that the only thing in that cachet that was the same
as Arthur Stuart's body was that signature that lived in every part of his body, even the dead and
cast-of f { AKPPLApi eces in the cachet.

| can change those bits, thought Alvin. Surely |I can change them change themin every part of
his body. Like turning iron into gold. Like turning water into wine. And then their cachet
woul dn't work at all. Wuldn't help themat all. They could search for Arthur Stuart all they
liked, but as long as they didn't actually see his face and recogni ze himthe regular way, they'd
never find him

Best of all, they wouldn't even realize what happened. They'd still have the cachet, sane as
ever, and they'd know it hadn't been changed a bit because Alvin wouldn't change it. But they
could search the whole world over and never find a body just |ike those specks in their cachet,
and they'd never guess why.

I"I'l do it, thought Alvin. Sonmehow I'I|l figure a way to change him Even though there nust be
mllions of those signatures all through his body, I'll find a way to change every one. Toni ght
I"l'l doit, and tonorrow he'll be safe forever.

The iron was cool. Alvin knelt before Arthur Stuart and gently put the manacles in place. They
fit his flesh so perfectly he mght have cast themin a nold taken from Arthur's own body. When
they were | ocked into place, with a length of |ight chain strung between them Alvin |ooked Arthur
Stuart in the eye. "Don't be afraid," he said.

Arthur Stuart didn't say a thing.
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"I won't forget you," said Al vin.

"Sure," said the black-haired Finder. "But just in case you get ideas about renenbering him

while he's on his way hone to his rightful master, | ought to tell you square-- we never both of
us sleep at the same tinme. And part of being a Finder is, we know if anybody's coming. You can't
sneak up on us. Least of all you, snmith boy, |I could see you ten niles away."

Alvin just |ooked at him Eventually the Finder sneered and turned away. They put Arthur Stuart
onto the horse in front of the white-haired Finder. But Alvin figured that as soon as they got
across the Hi o, they'd have Arthur wal king. Not out of meanness, nmaybe-- but it wouldn't do no
good for Finders to show thensel ves being kindly to a runaway. Besides, they had to set an exanple
for the other slaves, didn't they? Let them see a boy seven years old wal king al ong, feet
bl eedi ng, head bowed, and they'd think twi ce about trying to run off with their children. They'd
know t hat Fi nders have no nercy.

Paul ey and Dr. Physicker rode away with them They were seeing the Finders to the H o River and
wat ching themcross the river, to nmake sure they did no hurt to Arthur Stuart while he was in free
territory. It was the best they could do.

Makepeace didn't have nuch to.say, but what he said, he said plain. "A real nan woul d never put
manacl es on his own friend," said Makepeace. "I'lIl go up to the house and sign your journeynan
papers. | don't want you in nmy smithy or ny house another night."

He left Alvin alone by the forge.
He' d been gone no nore than five ninutes when Horace Guester got to the smithy.

"Let's go," he said.

"No," said Alvin. "Not yet. They can see us coning. They'll tell the sheriff if they' re being
foll owed. "

"W got no choice. Can't lose their trail."

You know sonet hing about what | amand what | can do," said Alvin. "I've got themeven now. They
won't get nore than a mile fromthe H o shore before they fall asleep.”

"You can do that?"

"I know what goes on inside people when they' re sleepy. | can nmake that staff start happening
inside themthe nminute they're in Appal achee."

"While you're at it, why don't you kill then®"

"I can't.”
"They aren't nmen! It wouldn't be rmurder, killing them™
"They are men," said Alvin. "Besides, if |I kill them then it's a violation of the Fugitive

S

ave Treaty."
"Are you a | awer now?"

"M ss Larner explained it to ne. | nean she explained it to Arthur Stuart while | was there. He
wanted to know. Back last fall. He said, 'Wwy don't ny pa just kill themif sone Finders cone for
me?', And Mss Larner, she told himhow there'd just be nore Finders comng, only this tine they'd
hang you and take Arthur Stuart anyway."

Horace's face had turned red. Alvin didn't understand why for a nminute, not till Horace QGuester
expl ained. "He shouldn't call nme his pa. | never wanted himin ny house."” He swallowed. "But he's
right. I'd kill themFinders if |I thought it'd do good.

"No killing," said Alvin. "I think | can fix it so they'll never find Arthur again."
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"I know. I'mgoing to ride himto Canada. Get to the |ake and sail across."

"No sir," said Alvin. "I think | can fix it so they'll never find himanywhere. W just got to
hide himtill they go away."

"Wher e?"

"Springhouse, if Mss Larner'll let us."

"Why t here?"

"l got it hexed up every which way from Tuesday. | thought | was doing it for the teacher | ady.

But now | reckon | was really doing it for Arthur Stuart."
Horace grinned. "You're really sonething, Al vin. You know that ?"
"Maybe. Sure wish | knew what."
"I"l'l go ask Mss Larner if we can nake use of her house.™
"I'f I know M ss Larner, she'll say yes before you finish asking."
"When do we start, then?"

It took Alvin by surprise, having a grown nan ask hi mwhen they should start. "Soon as it's
dark, | reckon. Soon as those two Finders are asleep."

"You can really do that?"

"I can if | keep watching them | nean sort of watching. Keeping track of where they are. So
don't go putting the wong people to sleep.”

"Wel |, are you watchi ng them now?"
"I know where they are."

"Keep watching, then." Horace |ooked a little scared, alnobst as bad as he did near seven years
ago, when Alvin told himhe knew about the girl buried there. Scared because he knew Alvin could
do sonet hi ng strange, sonething beyond any hexings or knacks in Horace's ken

Don't you, know me, Horace? Don't you know that I'mstill Alvin, the boy you liked and trusted
and hel ped so many times? Finding out that |I'mstronger than you thought, in ways you didn't think
of, that don't nean I'ma whit nore dangerous to you. No reason to be a-scared.

As if Horace could hear his words, the fear eased away fromhis face. "I just nean-- AOd Peg and
I are counting on you. Thank God you ended up in this place, right at this tinme when we needed you
so bad. The good Lord's | ooking out for us." Horace smiled, then turned and left the smthy.

What Horace said, it left Alvin feeling good, feeling sure of hinself. But then, that was
Horace's knack, wasn't it-- to give folks the view of theirselves they nost needed to see.

Alvin turned his thoughts at once to the Finders, and sent out his bug to stay with them to
keep track of the way their bodies noved |ike small black storms through the greensong around
them with Arthur Stuart's snall song bright and clear between them Black and Wite don't have
nothing to do with bright and dark at-heart, | reckon, thought Alvin. H's hands stayed busy doing
work at the forge, but for the life of himhe couldn't pay real attention to it. He'd never
wat ched somebody so far off before-- except for that time he got hel ped by powers he didn't
under st and, inside Ei ght-Face Mund.

And the worst thing of all would be if he lost them if they got away with Arthur Stuart, al
because Alvin didn't pay attention close enough and | ost that boy anong all the beat-down soul s of
sl aves in Appal achee and on beyond, in the deep South where all White nmen were servants to the
other Arthur Stuart, King of England, and so all Blacks were slaves of slaves. Ain't going to | ose
Arthur in a place so bad. Going to hold on tight to him like as if he got a thread to connect him
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to ne.

Al nost as soon as he thought of it, alnobst as soon as he imagined a thin invisible thread
connecting himand that m xup boy, why, there it was. There was a thread in the air, a thread
about as thin as what he inagined once tying to understand what an atom mi ght be. A thread that
only had size in one direction-- the direction that led toward Arthur Stuart, connecting them
heart to heart. Stay with him Alvin told the thread, like as if it really was alive. And in
answer it seenmed to grow brighter, thicker, till Alvin was sure anybody who cone al ong coul d see
it.

But when he | ooked with his eyes, he couldn't see the thread at all; it only appeared to him
agai n when he | ooked without eyes. It plain astonished him that such a thing could cone to be,
created-- not out of nothing-- but created wi thout pattern except the pattern found in Alvin's own
mnd. This is a Making. My first, thin, invisible Making-- but it's real, and it's going to | ead
me to Arthur Stuart tonight, so | can set himfree.

In her little house, Peggy watched Alvin and Arthur Stuart both, |ooking back and forth from one
to the other, trying to find sone pathway that led for Arthur's freedomw thout costing Alvin's
death or capture. No nmatter how closely and carefully she | ooked, there was no such path. The
Finders were too skilled with their terrible knack; on sone paths, Al vin and Horace night carry
Arthur off, but he'd only be found again and recaptured-- at the cost of Alvin's blood or Alvin's
freedom

So she watched despairing as Alvin spun his al nost nonexistent thread. Only then, for the first
time, did she see sone glinmmer of a possibility of freedomin Arthur Stuart's heartfire. It cane,
not fromthe fact that the thread would lead Alvin to the boy-- on nany paths before he spun the
thread, she had seen Alvin finding the Finders and putting themto sleep. No, the difference now
was that Alvin could nmake the thread at all. The possibility of it had been so small that there
had been no path that showed it. O perhaps-- sonething she hadn't thought of before-- the very
act of Making was such a violation of the natural order that her own knack coul dn't see paths that
relied onit, not until it was actually acconplished.

Yet even at the nonment of Alvin's birth, hadn't she seen his glorious future? Hadn't she seen
himbuilding a city made of the purest glass or ice? Hadn't she seen his city filled with people
who spoke with the tongues of angels and saw with the eyes of God? The fact that Al vin would Mke,
that was al ways probabl e, provided he stayed alive. But any one particular act of Mking, that was
never likely, never natural enough for a torch-- even an extraordinary torch |i ke Peggy-- to see
it.

She saw Alvin put the Finders to sleep almbst as soon as it was dark and they could find a
st oppi ng place on the far side of the Hio.

She saw Alvin and Horace neet in the snmthy, preparing to set out through the woods to the H o
avoiding the road so they wouldn't neet the sheriff and Dr. Physicker conming back from Hatrack
Mout h. But she paid little heed to them Now that there was new hope, she gave her full attention
to Arthur's future, studying how and where his slender new paths of freedomwere rooted to the
present action.

She could not find the clear nonment of choice and change. To her that fact was proof that al
depended on Alvin becomng a Maker, truly, on this night.

"O CGod," she whispered, "if thou didst cause this boy to be born with such a gift, | pray thee
teach hi m Maki ng now, tonight."

Al vin stood beside Horace, nmasked by shadows at the riverbank, waiting for a well-1ighted
riverboat to pass. Qut on the boat, musicians were playing, and people danced a fancy quadrille on
the decks. It made Alvin angry, to see themplaying like children when a real child was being
carried off to slavery tonight. Still, he knew they nmeant no harm and knew it wasn't fair to
bl anme others for being happy while sonebody they don't even know m ght be grieving. By that
measure there'd be no happiness in all the world, Alvin figured. Life being howit is, Avin
t hought, there's not a noment in the day when there ain't at |east a few hundred people grieving
about somet hi ng.
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The ship had no sooner passed around a bend than they heard a crashing in the woods behi nd them
O rather, Alvin heard the sound, and it only seenmed |ike crashing to himbecause of his sense of
the right order of things in the greenwood song. It took nore than a few ninutes before Horace
heard it at all. Woever it was sneaking up on them he was right stealthy for a Wite man

"Now |'mwi shing for a gun," whi spered Horace

Al vin shook his head. "Wait and watch,"” he whispered-- so faint his |lips barely noved.

They waited. After a while, they saw a nan step out of the woods and slither down the bank to
the nuddy edge of the water, where the boat rocked on the water. Seeing nobody there, he | ooked
around, then sighed and stepped out into the boat, turned around and sat down in the stern, glumy
resting his chin on his hands.

Suddenly Horace started chuckling. "Play fetch with my bones when |'mdead, but | do think
that's old Po Doggly."

At once the man in the boat |eaned back and Alvin could finally see himclear in the noonlight.
It was Dr. Physicker's driver, sure enough. But this didn't seemto bother Horace none. He was
al ready slipping down the riverbank, to splash out to the boat, clinb aboard, and give Po Doggly
such a violent hug the boat took on water. In only a second they both noticed that the boat was
rocking out of kilter, and without a word they both shifted exactly right to bal ance the | oad, and
then again without a word Po got the oars into the | ocks while Horace took a flat tin baling cup
out fromunder his bench and comenced to dipping it and pouring it out overboard, again and
agai n.

Alvin marvel ed for a nonent at how snooth the two of themfit together. He didn't even have to
ask-- he knew from how they acted that they'd done this sort of thing a good many tines before.
Each knew what the other was going to do, so they didn't even have to think about it anynore. One
man did his part, and the other his, and neither even had to check to make sure both parts were
getting done.

Li ke the bits and pieces that nmade up everything in the world; l|ike the dance of atonms Alvin had
imagined in his nind. He'd never realized it before, but people could be |like those atons, too.
Most of the tine people were all disorgani zed, nobody know ng who anybody el se was, nobody hol di ng
still long enough to trust or be trusted, just like Alvin inmagi ned atoms m ght have been before
God taught them who they were and gave themwork to do. But here were two nen, nen that nobody'd
ever figure even knew each other hardly, except as how everybody in a town |ike Hatrack R ver
knows everybody el se. Po Doggly, a one-tine farmer reduced to driving for Dr. Physicker, and
Horace Cuester, the first settler in this place, and still prospering. Wo'd ve thought they could
fit together so snpoth? But it was because each one knew who the other was, kmew it pure and true,
knew it as sure as an atom m ght know the name God gave him each one in his place, doing his
wor K.

Al'l these thoughts rushed through Alvin's mnd so fast he hardly noticed hinself thinking them
yet in later years he'd renmenber right enough that this was when he first understood: These two
men, together, nmade somethi ng between themthat was just as real and solid as the dirt under his
feet, as the tree he was | eaning on. Most folks couldn't see it, they'd |look at the two of them
and see nothing but two men who happened to be sitting in a boat together. But then, maybe to
other atons it wouldn't seemlike the atons nmaking up a bit of a iron was anything nore than two
atonms as happened to be next to each other. Maybe you have to be far off, like God, or anyhow
bigger by far in order to see what it is that two atons make when they fit together in a certain
way. But just because another atom don't see the connection don't nean it isn't real, or that the
iron isn't as solid as iron can be.

And if | can teach these atons how to nmake a string out of nothing, or maybe how to make iron
out of gold, or even-- let it be so-- change Arthur's secret invisible signature all through his
body so the Finders wouldn't know himno nore-- then why couldn't a Maker also do with people as
he does with atons, and teach them a new order, and once he finds enough that he can trust, build
them toget her into sonething new, sonething strong, sonmething as real as iron

"You coming, A, or what?"
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Like I said, Alvin hardly knew what thought it was he had. But he didn't forget it, no, even
sliding down the bank into the nud he knew that he'd never forget what he thought of just then
even though it'd take himyears and mles and tears and bl ood before he really understood it al
t he way.

"Good to see you, Po," said Alvin. "Only | kind of thought we was doing sonmething a mte
secret.”

Po rowed the boat closer in, slacking the rope and letting Al vin spider his way on board wi thout
getting his feet wet. Alvin didn't nmind that. He had an aversion to water, which was natura

enough seeing how often the Unmaker tried to use water to kill him But the water seened to be
just water tonight; the Unmaker was invisible or far away. Maybe it was the slender string that
still hooked Alvin to Arthur-- maybe that was such a powerful Mking that the Unmaker plain hadn't

the strength to turn even this nuch water against Alvin.

"Ch, it's still secret, Alvin," said Horace. "You just don't know. Afore you ever got to Hatrack
Ri ver-- or anyway | mean afore you cane back-- ne and Po, we used to go out and fetch in runaway
sl aves and hel p them on to Canada whenever we coul d."

"Didn't the Finders ever get you?" asked Alvin.

"Any slave got this far, that meant the Finders wasn't too cl ose behind," said Po. "A good
nunmber that reached us stole their own cachet.”

"Besides, that was afore the Fugitive Slave Treaty," said Horace. "Long as the Finders didn't
kill us outright, they couldn't touch us."

"And in those days we had a torch," said Po.

Horace said nothing, just untied the rope fromthe boat and tossed it back onto shore. Po
started in rowing the first second the rope was free and Horace had al ready braced hinself for the
first lurch of the boat. It was a niracle, seeing how smooth they knew each other's next nove
before the nmove was even begun. Al vin al nost |aughed out loud in the joy of seeing such a thing,
knowi ng it was possible, dream ng of what it mght nean-- thousands of people knowi ng each ot her
that well, nmoving to fit each other just right, working together. Wo could stand in the way of
such peopl e?

"When Horace's girl left, why, we had no way of knowi ng them was a runaway comi ng through here."

Po shook his head. "It was over. But | knowed that with Arthur Stuart put in chains and dragged on
south, why, there wasn't no way in hell old Horace wasn't going to cross the river and fetch him
back. So once | dropped off them Fi nders and headed back away fromthe H o a ways, | stopped the

carriage and hopped on down."
"I bet Dr. Physicker noticed," said Alvin.

"Course he did, you fool!" said Po. "Ch, | see you're funning ne. Well, he noticed. He just says
to ne, 'You be careful, them boys are dangerous.' And | said |I'd be careful all right and then he
says to me, 'It's that blane sheriff Pauley Wsenman. He didn't have to let themtake himso fast.
M ght be we coul d' ve fought exerdiction if we could ve held onto Arthur Stuart till the circuit
judge come around. But Pauley, he did everything legal, but he noved so fast | just knewin ny
heart he wanted that boy gone, wanted hi mclean out of Hatrack River and never cone back.' |
believe him Horace. Pauley Wsenman never did |like that m xup boy, once AOd Peg got the wind in
her sails about himgoing to school."

Horace grunted; he turned the tiller just a little, exactly at the nonent when Paul ey sl acked
the oar on one side so the boat would turn slightly upstreamto nake the right |anding on the far
shore. "You know what | been thinking?" said Horace. "I been thinking your job just ain't enough
to keep you busy, Po."

"I like my job good enough," said Po Doggly.

"l been thinking that there's a county election this fall, and the office of sheriff goes up for
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grabs. | think Paul ey Wsenman ought to get turned out."
"And nme get nmade sheriff? You think that's likely, ne being a known drunk?"

"You ain't touched a drop the whole time you been with the doctor. And if we live through this
and get Arthur back safe, why, you' re going to be a hero."

"A hero hell! You crazy, Horace? W can't tell a soul about this or there'll be a reward out for
our brains on rye bread fromthe Ho to Canelot."

"W ain't going to print up the story and sell copies, if that's what you nean. But you know how
word spreads. Good folks'll know what you and nme done."

"Then you be sheriff, Horace."
"Me?" Horace grinned. "Can you imagine ne putting a man in jail?"
Po | aughed softly. "Reckon not."

When they reached the shore, again their novenents were swift and fit together just right. It
was hard to believe it had been so many years since they worked together. It was |ike their bodies
al ready knew what to do, so they didn't even have to think about it. Po junped into the water--
ankle deep is all, and he | eaned on the boat so as not to splash much. The boat rocked a bit at
that, of course, but without a bit of wasted notion Horace | eaned agai nst the rocki ng and cal nmed
it down, hardly even noticing he was doing it. In a mnute they had the bow dragged up onto the
shore-- sandy here, not nuddy like the other side-- and tied to a tree. To Alvin the rope | ooked
old and rotten, but when he sent his bug inside to feel it out, he was sure it was still strong
enough to hold the boat agai nst the rocking of the river against the stern

Only when all their famliar jobs was done did Horace present hinself like mlitia on the town
square, shoul ders squared and eyes right on Alvin. "Well, now, A, | reckon it's up to you to |ead
the way."

"Ain't we got to track then?" asked Po.
"Alvin knows where they are," said Horace.

"Well ain't that nice," said Po. "And does he know whet her they got their guns ained at our
heads?"

"Yes," said Alvin. He said it in such a way as to make it plain that he didn't want no nore
questi ons.

It wasn't plain enough for Po. "You telling ne this boy's a torch, or what? Mdst | heard was he
got hima knack for shoeing horses."

Here was the bad part about havi ng sonmebody el se along. Alvin didn't have no wish to tell Po
Doggly what all he could do, but he couldn't very well tell the man that he didn't nust him

It was Horace canme to the rescue. "Po, | got to tell you, Alvin ain't part of the story of this
ni ght."

"Looks to ne like he's the biggest part."

"I tell you, Po, when this story gets told, it was you and ne canme al ong and happened to find
the Finders asl eep, you understand?"

Po wrinkl ed his brow, then nodded. "Just tell me this, boy. Whatever knack you got, you a
Christian? | don't even ask that you be a Methodist."

"Yes sir," said Alvin. "I'ma Christian, | reckon. | hold to the Bible."

"Good then," said Po. "I just don't want to get nyself all mixed up in devil stuff."
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"Not with ne," said Al vin.

"Al'l right then. Best if | don't know what you do, Al. Just take a care not to get ne killed
because | don't knowit."

Alvin stuck out his hand. Po shook it and grinned. "You blacksmths got to be strong as a bear."
"Me?" said Alvin. "A bear gets in ny way, | beat on his head till he's a wolverine."
"I like your brag, boy."

A nonent's pause, and then Alvin led themoff, following the thread that connected himto Arthur
Stuart.

It wasn't all that far, but it took theman hour cutting through the woods in the dark-- wth
all the |leaves out, there wasn't nmuch nmoonlight got to the ground. Wthout Alvin's sense of the
forest around them it would ve taken three tines as long and ten tines the noise.

They found the Finders asleep in a clearing with a canpfire dying down between them The white-
hai red Finder was curled up on his bedroll. The bl ack-haired Finder nust've been |left on watch; he
was snoring away | eaning against a tree. Their horses were asleep not far off. Al vin stopped them
before they got cl ose enough to disturb the ani nals.

Arthur Stuart was w de awake, sitting there staring into the fire.

Alvin sat there a minute, trying to figure howto do this. He wasn't sure how snart the Finders
nm ght be. Could they find scraps of dried skin, fallen-off hairs, sonething |like that, and use it
for a new cachet? Just in case, it wouldn't do no good to change Arthur right where he was; nor
would it be too smart to head on out into the clearing where they nmight | eave bits of their own
sel ves, as proof of who stole Arthur away.

So froma distance, Alvin got inside the iron of the manacles and made cracks in all four parts,
so they fell away to the ground at once, with a clank. The noi se bothered the horses, who nickered
a bit, but the Finders were still sleeping Iike the dead. Arthur, though, it didn't take hima
second to figure out what was happening. He junped to his feet all at once and started | ooking
around for Alvin at the clearing s edge.

Alvin whistled, trying to match the song of a redbird. It was a pretty bad imtation, as
birdcalls go, but Arthur heard it and knew that it was Alvin calling him Wthout a nonent's
wai ting or worrying, Arthur plunged right into the woods and not, five mnutes later, with a few
nmore bad birdcalls to guide him he was face to face with Al vin.

O course Arthur Stuart nmade as if to give Alvin a big old hug, but Alvin held up a hand. "Don't
touch anybody or anything," he whispered, "lI've got to nmake a change in you, Arthur Stuart, so the
Fi nders can't catch you again."

"l don't mnd," said Arthur

"I don't dare have a single scrap of the old way you used to be. You got hairs and skin and such
all over in your clothes. So strip themoff."

Arthur Stuart didn't hesitate. In a few noments his clothes were in a pile at his feet.

"Excuse nme for not knowing a bit about this,"” said Po, "but if you | eave those clothes a-lying
there, them Finders'|| know he cone this way, and that points north to themsure as if we painted
a big white arrow on the ground."

"Reckon you're right," said Al vin.
"So have Arthur Stuart bring them along and float them down the river," said Horace.

"Just make sure you don't touch Arthur or nothing," said Alvin. "Arthur, you just pick up your
cl othes and follow al ong sl ow and careful. If you get lost, give ne a redbird whistle and 1"
whi stle back till you find us."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (151 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt

"I knew you was com ng, Alvin," said Arthur Stuart. "You too, Pa."

"So did them Finders," said Horace, "and much as | wi sh we could arrange it, they ain't going to
sl eep forever."

"Wait a minute anyway," said Alvin. He sent his bug back into the manacl es and drew t hem back
together, fit themtight, joined the iron again as if it had been cast that way. Now they lay on
the ground unbroken, fastened tight, giving no sign of how the boy got free.

"I don't suppose you're maybe breaking their |legs or sonmething, Alvin," said Horace.
"Can he do that from here?" asked Po.

"I"'mdoing no such thing," said Alvin. "Wat we want is for the Finders to give up searching for
a boy who as far as they can tell doesn't exist no nore."

"Well that nakes sense, but | still like thinking of themFinders with their [egs broke," said
Hor ace.

Alvin grinned and plunged off into the forest, deliberately nmaki ng enough noi se and novi ng sl ow
enough that the others could follow himin the near-darkness; if he wanted to, he could' ve noved
like a Red man through the woods, nmaking not a sound, leaving no whiff of a trail that anyone
could foll ow

They got to the river and stopped. Alvin didn't want Arthur getting into the boat in his present
skin, leaving traces of hinself all over. So if he was going to change him he had to do it here

"Toss them cl ot hes, boy," said Horace. "Far as you can."

Arthur took a step or two into the water. It nade Alvin scared, for with his inward eye he saw
it as if Arthur, made of light and earth and air, suddenly got part of hinself disappeared into
the bl ackness of the water. Still, the water hadn't harmed them none on the trip here, and Alvin
saw as how it mght even be useful

Arthur Stuart pitched his wad of clothes out into the river. The current wasn't all that strong;
they watched the clothes turn lazily and float downstream gradually drifting apart. Arthur stood
there, up to his butt in water, watching the clothes. No, not watching them- he didn't turn a
speck when they drifted far to the left. He was just |ooking at the north shore, the free side of
the river.

"l been here afore," he said. "I seen this boat."

"M ght be," said Horace. "Though you was a nmite young to renenber it. Po and I, we hel ped your
mana into this very boat. My daughter Peggy held you when we got to shore."

"My sister Peggy," said Arthur. He turned around and | ooked at Horace, like as if it was really
a question.

"l reckon so," said Horace, and that was the answer.

"Just stand there, Arthur Stuart,"” said Alvin. "Wien | change you, | got to change you all over
inside and out. Better to do that in the water, where all the dead skin with your old self marked
init can wash away."

"You going to make ne Wiite?" asked Arthur Stuart.
"Can you do that?" asked Po Doggly.

"I don't know what all is going to change," said Alvin. "I hope | don't nake you White, though
That'd be like stealing away fromyou the part of you your nama gave you

"They don't nmake White boys be slaves," said Arthur Stuart.
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"They ain't going to make this partickler m xup boy a slave anyhow," said Alvin. "Not if | can
help it. Now just stand there, stand right still, and let me figure this out."

They all stood there, the nen and the boy, while Alvin studied inside Arthur Stuart, finding
that tiny signature that marked every living bit of him

Alvin knew he couldn't just go changing it willy-nilly, since he didn't rightly understand what
all that signature was for. He just knew that it was sonehow part of what made Arthur hinself, and
you don't just change that. Maybe changing the wong thing nmight strike himblind, or nmake his
bl ood turn to rainwater or something. How could Al vin know?

It was seeing the string still connecting them heart to heart, that gave Alvin the idea-- that
and renenbering what the Redbird said, using Arthur Stuart's own lips to say it. "The Maker is the
one who is part of what he Makes." Alvin stripped off his own shirt and then stepped out into the
wat er and knelt down in it, so be was near eye-to-eye with Arthur Stuart, cool water swirling
gently around his waist. Then he put out his hands and pulled Arthur Stuart to himand held him
there, breast to breast, hands on shoul ders.

"I thought we wasn't supposed to touch the boy," said Po.

"Hush up you blame fool," said Horace Guester. "Alvin knows what he's doing."

I wish that was true, thought Alvin. But at |east he had an idea what to do, and that was better
than nothing. Now that their living skin was pressed together, Alvin could | ook and conpare
Arthur's secret signature with his own. Mst of it was the sane, exactly the sanme, and the way
Alvin figured, that's the part that makes us both human instead of cows or frogs or pigs or
chi ckens. That's the part | don't dare change, not a bit of it.

The rest-- | can change that. But not any old how Wat good to save himif | turn himbright
yel l ow or nmake him stupid or sonething?

So Alvin did the only thing as made sense to him He changed bits of Arthur's signature to be
just like Alvin's own. Not all that was different-- not all that nuch, in fact. Just alittle--
But even a little nmeant that Arthur Stuart had stopped being conpletely hinself and started being
partly Alvin. It seemed to Alvin that what he was doing was terrible and wonderful at the same
tinme.

How much? How nuch did he have to change till the Finders wouldn't know the boy? Surely not all
Surely just this nuch, just these changes. There was no way to know. All that Alvin could do was
guess, and so he took his guess and that was it. That was only the begi nning, of course. Now he
started in changing all the other signatures to match the new one, each living bit of Arthur, one
by one, as fast as he could. Dozens of them hundreds of them he found each new signature and
changed it to fit the new pattern

Hundreds of them and hundreds nore, and still he had changed no nore than a tiny patch of skin
on Arthur's chest. How could he hope to change the boy's whol e body, going so slow?

"I't hurts,” whispered Arthur.
Alvin drew away fromhim "l ain't doing nothing to hurt you, Arthur Stuart."

Arthur | ooked down at his chest. "Right here, " he said, touching the spot where Al vin had been
wor ki ng.

Alvin | ooked in the noonlight and saw that indeed that spot seenmed to be swollen, changed,
dar kened. He | ooked again, only not with his eyes, and saw that the rest of Arthur's body was
attacking the part that Alvin changed, killing it bit by bit, fast as it could.

O course. What did he expect? The signature was the way the body recognized itself-- that's why
every living bit of a body had to have that signature init. If it wasn't there, the body knew it
had to be a disease or sonething and killed it. Wasn't it bad enough that changi ng Arthur was
taking so I ong? Now Alvin knew that it wouldn't do no good to change himat all-- the nore he
changed him the sicker he'd get and the nore Arthur Stuart's own body would try to kill itself
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until the boy either died or shed the new changed part.

It was just |like Tal eswapper's old story, about trying to build a wall so big that by the tine
you got hal fway through building it, the oldest parts of it had already crunbled to dust. How
could you build such a wall if it was getting broke down faster than you could build it up?

"I can't," said Alvin. "I'mtrying to do what can't be done."

"Well if you can't do it,’
can get that boy to Canada before the Finders catch up with you

said Po Doggly, "I hope you can fly, cause that's the only way you

"I can't," said Alvin.

"You're just tired, said Horace. "We'll all just hush up soyou can think

"Wn't do any good," said Alvin.
"My mama could fly," said Arthur Stuart.
Alvin sighed in inpatience at this same old story com ng back again.

"It's true, you know," said Horace. "Little Peggy told me. That little black slave girl, she
diddl ed with sone ash and bl ackbird feathers and such, and flew straight up here. That's what
killed her. | couldn't believe it the first tine | realized the boy renmenbers, and we al ways kept
our nout hs shut about it hoping he'd forget. But | got to tell you, Alvin, it'd be a pure shane if
that girl died just so you could give up on us at this sanme spot in the river seven years later."

Alvin closed his eyes. "Just shut your nouth and let ne think," he said.
"l said that's what we'd do," said Horace
"So do it," said Po Doggly.

Alvin hardly even heard them He was | ooking back inside Arthur's body, inside that patch that
Al vin changed. The new signature wasn't bad in itself-- only where it bordered on the skin with
the old signature, that was the only place the new skin was getting sick and dying. Arthur'd be
just fine if Alvin could sonehow change himall at once, instead of bit by bit.

The way that the string cane all at once, when Alvin thought of it, pictured where it started
and where it ended and what it was. Al the atons of it nmoving into place at the sane tine. Like
the way Po Doggly and Horace Guester fit together all at once, each doing his own task yet taking
into account all that the other man did.

But the string was clean and sinple. This was hard-- like he told Mss Larner, turning water
into wine instead of iron into gold.

No, can't think of it that way. What | did to nake the string was teach all the atons what and
where to be, because each one of themwas alive and each one could obey ne. But inside Arthur's

body | ain't dealing with atons, |I'mdealing with these living bits, and each one of themis
alive. Maybe it's even the signature itself that makes them alive, maybe | can teach them all what
they ought to be-- instead of nmoving each part of them one at a tine, | can just say, Be like

this, and they'Il do it.

He no sooner thought of it than he tried it. In his mind he thought of speaking to all the
signatures in Arthur's skin, all over his chest, all at once; he showed themthe pattern he held
in his mnd, a pattern so conplex he couldn't even understand it hinself, except that he knew it
was the sane pattern as the signatures in this patch of skin he had changed bit by bit. And as
soon as he showed them as soon as he conmanded them+- Be like this! This is the way!-- they
changed. It all changed, all the skin on Arthur Stuart's chest, all at once.

Arthur gasped, then howl ed with pain. Wat had been a soreness in a patch of skin was now spread
across his whol e chest.

"Trust ne," Alvin said. "lI'mgoing to change you sure now, and the pain will stop. But |'m doing
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it under the water, where an the old skin gets carried off at once. Plug your nose! Hold your
breath!"

Arthur Stuart was panting fromthe pain, but he did what Alvin said. He pinched his nose with
his right hand, then took a breath and closed his nmouth. At once Alvin gripped Arthur's wist in
his left hand and put his right hand behind the boy and plunged hi munder the water. In that
instant Alvin held Arthur's body whole in his mnd, seeing all the signatures, not one by one, but
all of thenr, he showed themthe pattern, the new signature, and this tine thought the words so
strong his lips spoke them "This is the way! Be like this!"

He couldn't feel it with his hands-- Arthur's body didn't change a whit that he could sense with
his natural senses. But Alvin could still see the change, all at once, all in an instant, every
signature in the boy's body, in the organs, in the nuscles, in the blood, in the brain; even his
hair changed, every part of himthat was connected to hinself. And what wasn't connected, what
didn't change, that was washed away and gone.

Al vin plunged hinself under the water, to wash off any part of Arthur's skin or hair that m ght
have clung to him Then he rose up and lifted Arthur Stuart out of the water, all in one notion.
The boy canme up shedding waterdrops |like a spray of cold pearls in the noonlight. He stood there
gasping for breath and shaking fromthe col d.

"Tell me it don't hurt no nore," said Alvin

"Any nore," said Arthur, correcting himjust |ike Mss Larner always did. "I feel fine. Except
cold."

Al vin scooped himup out of the water and carried himback to the bank. "Wap himin ny shirt
and let's get out of here.”

So they did. Not a one of themnnoticed that when Arthur initated Mss Larner, he didn't use M ss
Larner's voice

* % %

Peggy didn't notice either, not right away. She was too busy | ooking inside Arthur Stuart's
heartfire. How it changed when Alvin transformed him So subtle a change it was that Peggy
couldn't even tell what it was Alvin was changing-- yet in the nonent that Arthur Stuart energed
fromthe water, not a single path fromhis past renained-- not a single path |eadi ng sout hward
into slavery. And all the new paths, the new futures that the transformation had brought to him-
they led to such amazing possibilities.

During all the tine it took for Horace, Po, and Alvin to bring Arthur Stuart back across the H o
and t hrough the woods to the smithy, Peggy did nothing nore than explore in Arthur Stuart's
heartfire, studying possibilities that had never before existed in the world. There was a new
Maker abroad in the land; Arthur was the first soul touched by him and everything was different.
Moreover, nost of Arthur's futures were inextricably tied with Alvin. Peggy saw possibilities of
incredi bl e journeys-- on one path a trip to Europe where Arthur Stuart would be at Alvin's side as
the new Holy Roman Enperor Napol eon bowed to him on another path a voyage into a strange island
nation far to the south where Red nmen lived their whole lives on mats of floating seaweed; on
anot her path a triunmphant crossing into westward | ands where the Reds hailed Alvin as the great
unifier of all the races, and opened up their last refuge to him so perfect was their trust. And
al ways by his side was Arthur Stuart, the m xup boy-- but now trusted, now hinself gifted with
some of the Maker's own power.

Most of the paths began with them bringing Arthur Stuart to her springhouse, so she was not
surprised when they knocked at her door

"M ss Larner," called Alvin softly.

She was distracted; reality was not half so interesting as the futures revealed now in Arthur
Stuart's heartfire. She opened the door. There they stood, Arthur still wapped in Alvin's shirt.

"We brought him back," said Horace.
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"I can see that," said Peggy. She was glad of it, but that gladness didn't show up in her voice.
I nst ead she sounded busy, interrupted, annoyed. As she was. Get on with it, she wanted to say.
I've seen this conversation as Arthur overheard it, so get on with it, get it over with, and |let
me get back to exploring what this boy will be. But of course she could say none of this-- not if
she hoped to renmain disguised as M ss Larner

"They won't find him" said Alvin, "not as long as they don't actually see himw th their eyes.
Sonet hi ng-- their cachet don't work no nore."

"Doesn't work anynore," said Peggy.

"Right," said Alvin. "What we cone for-- cane for-- can we | eave himw th you? Your house, here,
Ma'am |'ve got it hexed up so tight they won't even think to cone inside, |long as you keep the
door | ocked."

"Don't you have nmore clothes for himthan this? He's been wet-- do you want himto take a
chill?"
"It's a warmnight," said Horace, "and we don't want to be fetching clothes fromthe house. Not
till the Finders come back and give up and go away again."

"Very well," said Peggy.

"We'd best be about our business,"” said Po Doggly. "I got to get back to Dr. Physicker's."
"And since | told Od Peg that I1'd be in town, |'d better be there," said Horace.

Al vin spoke straight to Peggy. "I'll be in the snithy, Mss Larner. |If sonething goes wong, you
give a shout, and I'lIl be up the hill in ten seconds."

"Thank you. Now pl ease go on about your business."

She cl osed the door. She didn't mean to be so abrupt. But she had a whol e new set of futures. No
one but herself had ever been so inportant in Alvin's work as Arthur was going to be. But perhaps
that woul d happen with everyone that Al vin actually touched and changed-- perhaps as a Maker he
woul d transform everyone he loved until they all stood with himin those glorious nmonments, unti
they all |ooked out upon the world through the lensed walls of the Crystal Gty and saw all things
as God nust surely see them

A knock on the door. She opened it.

"In the first place,” said Alvin, "don't open the door w thout knowing who it is."
"I knew it was you," she said. Truth was, though, she didn't. She didn't even think
"In the second place, | was waiting to hear you |l ock the door, and you never did."

"Sorry," she said. "I forgot."

"W went to a lot of work to save this boy tonight, Mss Larner. Nowit's all up to you. Just
Il the Finders go."

t
"Yes, | know." She really was sorry, and |l et her voice reveal her regret.
"Good night then."

He stood there waiting. For what?
Ch, yes. For her to close the door

She closed it, locked it, then returned to Arthur Stuart and hugged himuntil he struggled to
get away. "You're safe," she said.

"OF course | am" said Arthur Stuart. "W went to a lot of work to save this boy tonight, Mss
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Larner."

She |istened to him and knew there was sonething wong. What was it? Ch, yes, of course. Alvin
had just said exactly those words. But what was wong? Arthur Stuart was always imtating people

Always imtating. But this time Arthur Stuart had repeated Alvin's words in his own voice, not
Alvin's. She had never heard himdo that. She thought it was his knack, that he was so natural a
mmc he didn't even realize he was doing it

"Spel | ' cicada, she sai d.

"C1-CADA" he answered. In his own voice, not hers.
"Arthur Stuart,"she whispered. "Wat's wong?"

"Ain't nothing wong, Mss Larner," he said. "I'm hone."

He didn't know He didn't realize it. Never having understood how perfect a mimnmic he had been

now he didn't realize when the knack was gone. He still had the near-perfect nenory of what others
said-- he still had all the words. But the voices were gone; only his own seven-year-old voice
remai ned.

She hugged himagain, for a monment, nore briefly. She understood now As long as Arthur Stuart
remai ned hinself, the Finders could have found himand taken himsouth into slavery. The only way
to save himwas to make himno | onger conpletely hinmself. A vin hadn't known, of course he hadn't,
that in saving Arthur, he had taken away his knack, or at |least part of it. The price of Arthur's
freedom was maki ng himcease to be fully Arthur. Did Alvin understand that?

"I"'mtired, Mss Larner," said Arthur Stuart.

"Yes, of course," she said. "You can sleep here in ny bed. Take off that dirty shirt and clinb
in under the covers and you'll be warm and safe all night."

He hesitated. She | ooked into his heartfire and saw why; smling; she turned her back. She heard
a rustle of fabric and then a squeak of bedsprings and the swish of a snall body sliding along her
sheets into bed. Then she turned around, bent over himwhere he |ay upon her pillow, and kissed
himlightly on the cheek

"Good night, Arthur," she said.
"Good night," he murnured.

In noments he was asl eep. She sat at her witing table and pulled up the wick on her |anp. She
woul d do sone reading while she waited for the Finders to return. Sonething to keep her calmwhile
she waited

No, she wouldn't. The words were there on the page, but she made no sense of them Was she
readi ng Descartes or Deuteronony? It didn't matter. She couldn't stay away from Arthur's new
heartfire. O course all the paths of his |life changed. He wasn't the same person anynore. No,
that wasn't quite true. He was still Arthur. Mstly Arthur

Al nmost Arthur. Al nost what he was. But not quite.

Was it worth it? To | ose part of who he had been in order to live free? Perhaps this new self
was better than the old; but that old Arthur Stuart was gone now, gone forever, even nore surely
than if he had gone south and lived the rest of his life in bitter slavery, with his time in
Hatrack as a nenory, and then a dream and then a nythic tale he told the pickaninnies in the
years just before he died.

Fool! she cried to herself in her heart. No one is the sanme person today that he was yesterday.
No one had a body as young as it was, or a heart so naive, or a head so ignorant as it was.
He, woul d have been far nore terribly transfornmed-nmal fornod-by life in bondage than by Alvin's
gentl e changes. Arthur Stuart was nore surely hinself now than he woul d have been i n Appal achee.
Besi des, she had seen all the dark paths that once dwelt in his heartfire, the taste of the |ash,
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the stupefying sun beating down on himas he Iabored in the field, or the hanging rope that

awai ted himon the many paths that led to his | eading or taking part in a slave revolt and

sl aughtering dozens of Wites as they lay in their beds. Arthur Stuart was too young to understand
what had happened to him but if he were old enough, if he could choose which future he'd prefer,
Peggy had no doubt that he would choose the sort of future Alvin had just nade possi bl e.

In a way, he lost sone of hinself, some of his knack, and therefore sone of the choices he m ght
have had in life. But in |losing those, he gained so nuch nore freedom so nuch nore power, that he
was clear winner in the bargain.

Yet as she renmenbered his bright face when he spelled words to her in her own voice, she could
not keep herself from shedding a few tears of regret.

Chapter 19 -- The Pl ow
The finders woke up not long after Arthur Stuart's rescuers took himacross the river
"Look at this. Manacles still fastened tight. Good hard iron."

"Don't matter. They got them a good spell for sleeping and a good spell for slipping out of
chains, but don't they know us Finders always find a runaway, once we got his scent?"

If you could've seen them you'd think they was glad Arthur Stuart got |oose. Truth was, these
boys | oved a good chase, | oved showing fol ks that Finders just couldn't be shook |loose. And if it
so happened they put a fistful of |ead shot through sonebody's belly before the hunt was done,
well, ain't that just the way of it? Like dogs on the trail of a bleeding deer

They followed Arthur Stuart's path through the forest till they came to the water's edge. Only
then did their cheerful |ooks give way to a kind of frown. They lifted up their eyes and | ooked
across the water, searching for the heartfires of men abroad at this time of night, when al
honest fol k was bound to be asleep. The white-haired one, he just couldn't see far enough; but the
bl ack-haired one, he said, "I see a few, noving about. And a few not noving. We'll pick up the
scent again in Hatrack River."

* * k

Alvin held the plow between his hands. He knew that he could turn it all to gold-- he'd seen
gold enough in his life to know the pattern, so he could show the bits of iron what they ought to
be. But he also knew that it wasn't no ordinary gold that he wanted. That would be too soft, and
as cold as any ordinary stone. No, he wanted sonething new, not just iron to gold |ike any
al chem st could dreamof, but a living gold, a gold that could hold its shape and strength better
than iron, better than the finest steel. Gold that was awake, aware of the world around it-- a
pl ow t hat knew the earth that it would tear, to lay it open to the fires of the sun

A gol den pl ow that would know a man, that a man could trust, the way Po Doggly knew Horace
Guester and each trusted the other. A plow that wouldn't need no ox to draw, nor added weight to
force it downward into the soil. A plow that would know which soil was rich and which was poor. A
sort of gold that never had been seen in all the world before, just like the world had never seen
such a thin invisible string as Alvin spun between Arthur Stuart and hinsel f today.

So there he knelt, holding the shape of the gold inside his nind. "Be like this," he whispered
to the iron.

He could feel how atons cane fromall around the plow and joined together with those already in
the iron, forming bits nuch heavier than what the iron was, and lined up in different ways, until
they fit the pattern that he showed themin his nind.

Bet ween his hands he held a plow of gold. He rubbed his fingers over it. Gold, yes, bright
yellow in the firelight fromthe forge, but still dead, still cold. How could he teach it to be
alive? Not by showing it the pattern of his own flesh-- that wasn't the kind of life it needed. It
was the living atons that he wanted to waken, to show them what they were conpared to what they

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...0Alvin%20Maker%203%20-%20Prentice%20Alvin.txt (158 of 181) [1/14/03 10:19:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%6200f %620A [ vin%20M ak er%203%20-%20Prenti ce%20A  vin.txt
could be. To put the fire of life in them

The fire of life. Alvin lifted the golden plow - nuch heavier now - and despite the heat of the
slacking fire, he set it right anmid the gl owi ng charcoal of the forge.

* % %

They were back on their horses now, them Finders, wal king themcalmy up the road to Hatrack
Ri ver, looking into every house and hut and cabin, holding tip the cachet to match it with the
heartfires that they found within. But nary a match did they find, nary a body did they recognize.
They passed the smithy and saw that a heartfire burned inside, but it wasn't the runaway ni xup
boy. It was bound to be the snmith what made the manacl es, they knewit.

"I"d like to kill him" whispered the black-haired Finder. "I know he put that spell in the
manacl es, to nake them so that boy could slip right out."

"Time enough for that after we find the pickaninny," said the white-haired Finder

They saw two heartfires burning, in the old springhouse, but neither one was |ike what they had
in the cachet, so they went on, searching for a child that they might recognize.

* % %

The fire was deep within the gold now, but all it was doing was nelting it. That wouldn't do at
all-- it was life the plow needed, not the death of nmetal in the fire. He held the plowshape in
his mnd and showed it plain as can be to every bit of nmetal in the plow, cried out silently to
every atom It ain't enough to be lined up in the little shapes of gold-- you need to hold this
| arger shape yourselves, no matter the fire, no matter what other force might press or tear or
melt or try to mai myou.

He coul d sense that he was heard-- there was novenent in the gold, novenent against the downward
slipping of the gold as it turned to fluid. But it wasn't strong enough, it wasn't sure enough
W thout thinking, Alvin reached his hands into the fire and clung to the gold, showing it the
pl owshape, crying to, it in his heart, Like this! Be like this! This is what you are! OCh, the pain
of it burned sonething fierce, but he knewthat it was right for his hands to be there, for the
Maker is a part of what he nakes. The atons heard him and forned thenselves in ways that Alvin
never even thought of, but the result of it all was that the gold now took the heat of the fire
into itself without nelting, without |osing shape. It was done; the plow wasn't alive, exactly,
not the way he wanted-- but it could stand in the forgefire without nelting. The gold was nore
than gold now. It was gold that knew it was a plow and nmeant to stay that way.

Alvin pulled his hands away fromthe plow and saw flames still dancing on his skin, which was
charred in places, peeling back away fromthe bone. Silent as death, he plunged his hands into the
wat er barrel and heard the sizzle of the fire on his flesh as it went out. Then, before the pain
could come in full force, he set to healing hinself, sloughing away the dead skin and maki ng new
skin grow.

He stood there, weakened fromall his body had to do to hea

hi s hands, looking into the fire at the gold plow Just setting there, knowi ng its shape and
holding to it-- but that wasn't enough to nmake the plow alive. It had to know what a pl ow was for
It had to know why it lived, so it could act to fulfill that purpose. That was Making, Al vin knew
it now, that was what Redbird cane to say three years ago. Making wasn't |ike carpentry or smthy
work or any such, cutting and bending and nelting to force things into new shapes. Mking was
sonet hi ng subtler and stronger-- naking things want to be another way, a new shape, so they just
naturally flowed that way. It was something Alvin had done for years w thout knowi ng what it was
he was doi ng. Wien he thought he was doing no nore than finding the natural cracks in stone, he
was really making those cracks; by imagining where he wanted themto be, and showing it to the
atoms within the bits within the pieces of the rock, he taught themto want to fulfill the shape
he showed them

Now, with this plow, he had done it, not by accident, but on purpose; and he'd taught the gold
to be sonething stronger, to hold better to its shape than anything he'd ever Made before. But how
could he teach it nore, teach it to act, to nove in ways that gold was never taught to nove?
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In the back of his mnd, he knew that this golden plow wasn't the real problem The real problem
was the Crystal City, and the building bl ocks of that weren't going to be sinple atons in a netal
pl ow. The atons of a city are nen and wonen, and they don't believe the shape they're shown with
the sinple faith that atons have, they don't understand with such pure clarity, and when they act,
their actions are never half so pure. But if | can teach this gold to be a plow and to be alive,
then maybe | can make a Crystal City out of nen and wonen; maybe | can find people as pure as the
atonms of this gold, who cone to understand the shape of the Crystal City and love it the way | did
the nmonent | saw it when | clinmbed the the inside of that twister with Tenskwa- Tawa. Then they'l|
not only hold that shape but also nmake it act, make the Crystal City a living thing rmuch |arger
and greater than any one of us who are its atons.

The Maker is the one who is part of what he nakes.

Alvin ran to the bell ows and punped up the fire till the charcoal was gl owi ng hot enough to
drive any regular smth outside into the night air to wait till the fire slacked. But not Alvin.
I nstead he wal ked right up to the forge and clinbed right into the heat and the flane. He felt the
clothes burning right off his body, but he paid no nmind. He curled himself around that plow and
then commenced to healing hinself, not piecemeal, not bit by bit, but healing hinself by telling
his whol e body, all at once, Stay alive! Put the fire that burns you into this plow

And at the sane tinme, he told the plow, Do as ny body does! Live! Learn fromevery living bit of
me how each part has its purpose, and acts on it. | can't show you the shape you've got to be, or
how it's done, cause | don't know. But | can show you what it's |like to be alive, by the pain of
my body, by the healing of it, by the struggle to stay alive. Be like this! Whatever it takes,
however hard it is for you to learn, this is you, be |ike ne!

It took forever, trenbling in the fire as his body struggled with the heat, finding ways to
channel it the way a river channels water, pouring it out into the plowlike it was an ocean of
gol den fire.

And within the plow, the atons struggled to do what Al vin asked, wanting to obey him not
knowi ng how. But his call to themwas strong, too strong not to hear, and it was nore than a
matter of hearing him too. It was |like they could tell that what he wanted for them was good.
They trusted him they wanted to be the living plow he dreamed of, and so in a mllion flecks of
tinme so snall that a second seened like eternity to them they tried this, they tried that, unti
somewhere within the golden plow a new pattern was nade that knew itself to be alive exactly as
Alvin wanted it to be; and in a single single nonent the pattern passed throughout the plow and it
was alive.

Alive. Alvin felt it nmoving within the curve of his body as the plow nestled down into the coals
of the fire, cutting intoit, plowing it as if it were soil. And because it was a barren soil, one
that could bear no life, the plow rose quickly out of it and slipped outward, away fromthe fire
toward the lip of the forge. It nmoved by deciding to be in a different place, and then being
there; when it reached the brink of the forge it toppled, off and tunbled to the smthy fl oor

In agony Alvin rolled fromthe fire and also fell, also |lay pressed against the cold dirt of the
floor. Now that the fire no | onger surrounded him his body gai ned agai nst the death of his skin,
heal ing himas he had taught it to do, without himhaving to tell it what to do, w thout need of
direction at all. Becone yourself, that had been Alvin's command, and so the signature within each
living bit of himobeyed the pattern it contained, until his body was whol e and perfect, the skin
new, uncal lused, and unburned.

What he couldn't remove was the nenory of pain, or the weakness fromall the strength his body
had given up. But he didn't care. Wak as he was, his heart was jubilant, because the plow that
| ay beside himon the pound was |iving gold, not because he nade it, but because he taught it how
to nmake itself.

* %k %
The Finders found nothing, nowhere in town-- yet the bl ack-haired Finder couldn't see anyone

runni ng away, neither, not within the farthest distance that any natural nan or horse could
possi bly have gone since the boy got taken back. Sonehow the m xup boy was hiding fromthem a
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thing they knew full well was pure inpossible-- but it rmust be so.

The place to | ook was where the boy had lived for all these years. The roadhouse, the
springhouse, the smthy-- places where folks were up unnatural late at night. They rode to near
t he roadhouse, then tied up their horses just off the road. They | oaded their shotguns and pistols
and set off on foot. Passing by the roadhouse they searched again, accounting for every heartfire;
none of themwas |ike the cachet.

"That cottage, with that teacher lady," said the white-haired Finder. "That's where the boy was
when we found him before."

The bl ack-haired Finder | ooked over that way. Couldn't see the springhouse through the trees, of
course, but what he was | ooking for he could see, trees or not. "Two people in there," he said.

"Coul d be the mixup boy, then," said the white-haired Finder.

"Cachet says not." Then the bl ack-haired Finder grinned nastily. "Single teacher |ady, |iving
alone, got a visitor this tine of night? I know what kind of conpany she's keeping, and it ain't
no m xup boy."

"Let's go see anyhow," said the white-haired Finder. "If'n you're right, she won't be putting
out any conpl aint on how we broke in her door, or we'll just tell what we saw goi ng on inside when
we done it."

They had a good little |augh about that, and set off through the noonlight toward Mss Larner's
house. They neant to kick in the door, of course, and have a good | augh when the teacher |ady got
all huffy about it and nade her threats.

Funny thing was, when they actually got near the cottage, that plan just clean went out of their
heads. They forgot all about it. Just |ooked again at the heartfires within and conpared themto
t he cachet.

"What the hell are we doing up here?" asked the white-haired Finder. "Boy's bound to be at the
roadhouse. We know he ain't here!"

"You know what |'mthinking?" said the black-haired one. "Maybe they killed him?"
"That's plain crazy. Wiy save him then?"

"How el se do you figure they nade it so we can't see him then?"

"He's in the roadhouse. They got sone hex that hides himup, 1'Il bet. Once we open the right
door there, we'll see himand that'll be that."
For a fleeting nmonent the bl ack-haired Finder thought-- well, why not |ook in this teacher

| ady's cottage, too, if they got a hex like that? Wiy not open this door?

But he no sooner had that thought than it just slipped away so he couldn't renenber it, couldn't
even renenber having a thought. He just trotted away after the white-haired Finder. M xup boy's
bound to be in the roadhouse, that's for sure.

* k%

She saw their heartfires, of course, as the Finders cane toward her cottage, but Peggy wasn't
afraid. She had explored Arthur Stuart's heartfire all this tine, and there was no path them which
led to capture by these Finders. Arthur had dangers enough in the future-- Peggy could see that--
but no harmwould cone to the boy tonight. So she paid themlittle heed. She knew when they
decided to | eave; knew when the bl ack-haired Finder thought of com ng in; knew when the hexes
bl ocked himand drove himaway. But it was Arthur Stuart she was watchi ng, searching out the years
to cone.

Then, suddenly, she couldn't hold it to herself, any longer. She had to tell Al vin, both the joy
and sorrow of what he had done. Yet how could she? How could she tell himthat M ss Larner was
really a torch who could see the mllion newborn futures in Arthur Stuart's heartfire? It was
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unbearable to keep all this to herself. She m ght have told Mstress Mdesty, years ago, when she
lived there and kept no secrets.

It was madness to go down to the snmithy, knowing that her desire was to tell himthings she
couldn't tell without revealing who she was. Yet it would surely drive her mad to stay within
these walls, alone with all this know edge that she couldn't share.

So she got up, unlocked the door, and stepped outside. No one around. She closed the door and
|l ocked it; then again | ooked into Arthur's heartfire and again, found no danger for the boy. He
woul d be safe. She woul d see Al vin.

Only then did she look into Alvin's heartfire; only then did she see the terrible pain that he
had suffered only m nutes ago. Wiy hadn't she noticed? Wiy hadn't she seen? Alvin had just passed
through the greatest threshold of his life; he had truly done a great Making, brought sonething
new into the world, and she hadn't seen. Wen he faced the Unmaker while she was in far-off
Dekane, she had seen his struggle-- now, when she wasn't three rods off, why hadn't she turned to
hi n? Why hadn't she known his pain when he withed inside the fire?

Maybe it was the springhouse. Once before, near nineteen years ago, the day that Al vin was born
t he springhouse had danped her gift and lulled her to sleep till she was alnost too |ate. But no,
it couldn't be that-- the water didn't run through the springhouse anynore, and the forgefire was
stronger than that.

Maybe it was the Unmaker itself, cone to block her. But as she cast about with her torchy sight,
she couldn't see any unusual darkness anmid the colors of the world around her, not close at hand,
anyway. Not hing that coul d have blinded her.

No, it had to be the nature of what Alvin hinself was doing that blinded her to it. Just as she
hadn't seen how he would extricate himself fromhis confrontation with the Unnaker years ago, just
as she hadn't seen how he woul d change young Arthur at the Hi o shore tonight, it was just the same
way she hadn't seen what he was doing in the forge. It was outside the futures that her knack
could see, the particular Mking he perforned tonight.

Wuld it always be like that? Wuld she always be blinded when his nost inportant work was bei ng
done? It nade her angry, it frightened her-- what good is ny knack, if it deserts me just when |
need it nost!

No. | didn't need it nost just now. Alvin had no need of me or ny sight when he clinbed into the
fire. My knack has never deserted ne when it was needed. It's only ny desire that's thwarted.

Wel |, he needs ne now, she thought. She picked her way carefully down the slope; the noon was
| ow, the shadows deep, so the path was treacherous. Wen she rounded the corner of the smithy, the
light fromthe forgefire, spilling out onto the grass, was alnmpst blinding; it was so red that it

made the grass | ook shiny black, not green

Inside the smithy Alvin lay curled on the ground, facing toward the forge, away fromher. He was
breat hi ng heavily, raggedly. Asleep? No. He was naked; it took a monment to realize that his
cl ot hing nmust have burned off himin the forge. He hadn't noticed it in all his pain, and so had
no nenory of it; therefore she hadn't seen it happen when she searched for nenories in his
heartfire.

Hi s skin was shockingly pale and snooth. Earlier today she had seen his skin a deep brown from
the sun and the forgefire's heat. Earlier today he had been callused, with here and there a scar
fromsonme spark or searing burn, the normal accidents of |life beside a fire. Now, though, his skin
was as unmarked as a baby's, and she could not help herself; she stepped into the snithy, knelt
besi de him and gently brushed her hand al ong his back, from his shoul der down to the narrow pl ace
above the hip. H's skin was so soft it made her own hands feel coarse to her, as if she marred him
just by touching him

He et out a long breath, a sigh. She withdrew her hand.

"Alvin," she said. "Are you all right?"
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He noved his arm he was stroking something that lay within the curl of his body. Only now did
she see it, a faint yellow in the doubl e shadow of his body and of the forge. A gol den plow

"It's alive," he nurnured.

As if in answer, she saw it nove snoothly under his hand.

* k k

O coutse they didn't knock. At this time of night? They would know at once it couldn't be sone
chance traveler-- it could only be the Finders. Knocking at the door would warn them give thema
chance to try to carry the boy farther off.

But the bl ack-haired Finder didn't so nuch as try the latch. He just let fly with his foot and
the door crashed inward, pulling away fromthe upper hinge as it did. Then, shotgun at the ready,
he noved quickly inside and | ooked around the common room The fire there was dyi ng down, so the
Iight was scant, but they could see that there was no one there.

"I'"ll keep watch on the stairs," said the white-haired Finder. "You go out the back to see if
anybody's trying to get out that way."

The bl ack-haired Finder i mediately nmade his way past the kitchen and the stairs to the back
door, which he flung open. The white-haired Finder was hal fway up the stairs before the back door
cl osed agai n.

In the kitchen, Od Peg crawled out fromunder the table. Neither one had so nuch as paused at
the kitchen door. She didn't know who they were, of course, but she hoped-- hoped it was the
Fi nders, sneaking back here because sonehow, by sonme miracle, Arthur Stuart got away and they
didn't know where he was. She slipped off her shoes and wal ked as quietly as she could fromthe
kitchen to the common room where Horace kept a | oaded shotgun over the fireplace. She reached up
and took it down, but in the process she knocked over a tin teakettle that sonmeone had | eft
warmng by the fire earlier in the evening. The kettle clattered; hot water spilled over her bare
feet; she gasped inspite of herself.

I medi ately she could hear footsteps on the stairs. She ignored the pain and ran to the foot of
the stairs, just intinme to see the white-haired Finder com ng dowmn. He had a shot gun pointed
straight at her. Even though she'd never fired a gun at a human being in her life, she didn't
hesitate a nmonent. She pulled the trigger, the gun kicked back against her belly, driving the
breath out of her and sl amm ng her against the wall beside the kitchen door. She hardly noticed.
Al'l she saw was how t he white-haired Finder stood there, his face suddenly relaxing till it | ooked
as stupid as a cow s face. Then red bl ossonms appeared all over his shirt, and he toppled over
backwar d

You' |l never steal another child away from his mama, thought O d Peg. You'll never drag another
Black into a life of bowi ng under the whip. I killed you, Finder, and | think the good lord
rejoices. But even if |I go to hell for it, I"mglad

She was so intent on watching himthat she didn't even notice that the door out back stood open
held in place by the barrel of the black-haired Finder's gun, pointed right at her

* k% *

Alvin was so intent on telling Peggy what he had done that he hardly noticed he was naked. She
handed himthe | eather apron hanging froma peg on the wall, and he put it on by habit, without a
t hought. She hardly beard his words; all that he was telling her, she already knew from |l ooking in
his heartfire. Instead she was | ooking at him thinking, Now he's a Miker, in part because of what
| taught him Maybe I'mfinished now, maybe ny life will be my own-- but maybe not, maybe now |I've
just begun, maybe now | can treat himas a man, not as a pupil or a ward. He seenmed to glow with
an inner fire; and every step he took, the golden plow echoed, not by follow ng himor tangling
itself in his feet, but by slipping along on a line that could have been an orbit around him well
out of the way but close enough to be of use; as if it were a part of him though unattached.

"I know," Peggy told him "I understand. You are a Maker now. "
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"It's more than that!" he cried. "It's the Crystal City. |I know howto build it now, Mss
Larner. See, the city ain't the crystal towers that | saw, the city's the people inside it, and if
I"mgoing to build the place | got to find the kind of fol ks who ought to be there, folks as true
and loyal as this plow, folks who share the dream enough to want to build it, and keep on building
it even if I'mnot there. You see, Mss Larner? The Crystal City isn't a thing that a single Mker
can make. It's a city of Makers; | got to find all kinds of folks and sonehow make Makers out of
t hem "

She knew as he said it that this was indeed the task that he was born for-- and the | abor that
woul d break his heart. "Yes," she said. "That's true, | knowit is.” And in spite of herself, she
couldn't sound like Mss Larner, cal mand cool and distant. She sounded |li ke herself, |ike her
true feelings. She was burning up inside with the fire that Alvin lit there.

"Come with me, Mss Larner," said Alvin. "You know so nuch, and you're such a good teacher--I

need your help."

No, Alvin, not those-words. I'll come with you for those words, yes, but say the other words,
the ones | need so much to hear. "How can | teach what only you know how to do?" she asked him
trying to sound qui et, cahn.

"But it ain't just for the teaching, either-- | can't do this alone. Wat | done tonight, it's
so hard-- | need to have you with ne." He took a step toward her. The gol den pl ow slipped across
the floor toward her, behind her, if it nmarked the outer border of Alvin's largest self, then she
was now well within that generous circle.

"What do you need ne for?" asked Peggy. She refused to | ook within his hearfire, refused to see
whet her or not there was any chance that he m ght actually-- no, she refused even to name to
herself what it was she wanted now, for fear that somehow she'd discover that it couldn't possibly
be so, that it could never happen, that sonehow tonight all such paths had been irrevocably
cl osed. Indeed, she realized, that was part of why she had been so caught up in exploring Arthur
Stuart's new futures; he would be so close to Alvin that she could see nuch of Alvin's great and
terrible future through Arthur's eyes, w thout ever having to know what she woul d know i f she
| ooked into Alvin's own hearfire: Alvin's heartfire would show her whether, in his many futures,
there were any in which he loved her, and nmarried her, and put that dear and perfect body into her
arns to give her and get fromher that gift that only I overs share.

"Come with nme," he said. "I can't even think of going on out there wthout you, Mss Larner. |--
" He laughed at himself. "I don't even know your first nane, Mss Larner."
"Margaret," she said.

"Can | call you that? Margaret-- will you cone with me? | know you ain't what you seemto be,
but | don't care what you look Iike under all that hexery. |I feel like you're the only living sou
who knows nme like | really am and I--"

He just stood there, |ooking for the word. And she stood there, waiting to hear it.

"I love you," he said. "Even though you think I'mjust a boy."

Maybe she woul d' ve answered him Mybe she woul d've told himthat she knew he was a man, and
that she was the only worman who coul d | ove hi mwi thout worshipping him the only one who could
actually be a helpneet for him But into the silence after his words and before she coul d speak,
there cane the sound of a gunshot.

At once she thought of Arthur Stuart, but it only took a nmonent to see that his heartfire was
undi sturbed; he lay asleep up in her little house. No, the sound cane fromfarther off. She cast
her torchy sight to the roadhouse, and there found the heartfire of a man in the |ast nonent
before death, and he was | ooking at a woman standi ng down at the foot of the stairs. It was
Mot her, hol di ng a shot gun

H s heartfire dimed, died. At once Peggy | ooked into her nother's heartfire and saw, behind her
thoughts and feelings and nenories, a mllion paths of the future, all junbling together, al
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changi ng before her eyes, all becom ng one single path, which led to one single place. A flash of
searing agony, and then nothing.

"Mbt her!" she cried. "Mtherl"

And then the future becane the present; O d Peg's heartfire was gone before the sound of the
second gunshot reached the smthy.

* k k

Alvin could hardly believe what he was saying to Mss Larner. He hadn't known until this nmoment,
when he said it, how he felt about her. He was so afraid she'd laugh at him so afraid she'd tell
him he was far too young, that in time he'd get over how he felt.

But instead of answering him she paused for just a nonment, and in that nonent a gunshot rang
out. Alvin knew at once that it cane fromthe roadhouse; he followed the sound with his bug and
found where it cane from found a dead nan al ready beyond all healing. And then a nonment | ater
anot her gunshot, and then he found soneone el se dying, a wonan. He knew that body fromthe inside
out; it wasn't no stranger. It had to be Ad Peg

"Mother!" cried Mss Larner. "Mbtherl™
"It's Add Peg CGuester!" cried Alvin.

He saw M ss Larner tear open the collar of her dress, reach inside and pull out the anulets that
hung there. She tore them off her neck, cutting herself bad on the breoking strings. Alvin could
hardly take in what he saw- a young woman, scarce ol der than hinself, and beautiful, even though
her face was torn with gnef and terror

"I't's my nother!" she cried. "Alvin, save her!"

He didn't wait a second. He just tore on out of the smithy, running barefoot on the grass, in
the road, not caring how the rough dirt and rocks tore into his soft, unaccustomed feet. The
| eat her apron caught and tangl ed between his knees; he tugged it, twisted it to the side, out of
his way. He could see with his bug how O d Peg was al ready past saving, but still he ran, because
he had to try, even though he knew there was no reason in it. And then she died, and still he ran
because he couldn't bear not to be running to where that good wonan, his good friend was |ying
dead.

H's good friend and Mss Larner's nother. The only way that could be is if she was the torch
girl what run off seven years ago. But then if she was such a torch as fol ks around her said, why
didn't she see this coming? Wy didn't she ook into her own nother's heartfire and forsee her
death? It made no sense

There was a nan in front of himon the road. A man runni ng down fromthe roadhouse toward sone
horses tied to trees just over yonder. It was the man who killed O d Peg, Alvin knew that, and
cared to know no nmore. He sped up, faster than he'd ever run before wi thout getting strength from
the forest around him The man heard hi m com ng naybe thirty yards off, and turned around.

"You, smith!" cried the black-haired Finder. "dad to kill you too!"
He had a pistol in his hand; he fired.

Alvin took the bullet in his belly, but he didn't care about that. H's body started work at once
fixing what the bullet tore, but it wouldn't've mattered a speck if he'd been bl eeding to death.
Alvin didn't even slow down; he flew into the man, knocking himdown, |anding on himand skidding
with hun ten feet across the dut of the road. The nman cried out in fear and pain. That single cry
was the |last sound he made; in his rage, Alvin caught the man's head in such a grip that it took
only one sharp jab of his other hand against the man's jaw to snap his neckbone clean in half. The
man was al ready dead, but Alvin hit his head again and again with his fists, until his arnms and
chest and his |l eather apron was all covered with the black-haired Finder's blood and the man's
skul | was broke up inside his head |ike shards of dropped pottery.
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Then Alvin knelt there, his head stupid with exhaustion and spent anger. After a mnute or so he
renenmbered that A d Peg was still lying there on the roadhouse floor. He knowed she was dead, but
where el se did he have to go? Slowy he got to his feet.

He heard horses coming down the road fromtown. That tine of night in Hatrack River, gunshots
meant only trouble. Folks'd cone. They'd find the body in the road-- they'd come on up to the
roadhouse. No need for Alvin to stay to greet them

I nsi de the roadhouse, Peggy was al ready kneeling over her nother's body, sobbing and panting
fromher run up to the house. Alvin only knew for sure it was her fromher dress-- he'd only seen
her face but once before, for a second there in the smthy. She turned when she saw Al vin cone
i nside. "Were were you! Wiy didn't you save her! You could have saved her!"”

"I never could," said Alvin. It was wong of her to say such a thing. "There wasn't tinme."

"You shoul d have | ooked! You should have seen what was coning."

Alvin didn't understand her. "I can't see what's coming," he said. "That's your knack."

Then she burst out crying, not the dry sobs |ike when he first came in, but deep, gut-wenching
how s of grief. Alvin didn't know what to do.

The door opened behind him

"Peggy," whispered Horace Guester. "Little Peggy."

Peggy | ooked up at her father, her face so streaked with tears and twi sted up and reddened with
weeping that it was a marvel he could recognize her. "I killed her!" she cried. "I never should
have left, Papa! | killed her!"

Only then did Horace understand that it was his wife's body Iying there. Alvin watched as he
started trenbling, groaning, then keening loud and high like a hurt dog. Alvin never seen such
grieving. Did ny father cry like that when ny brother Vigor died? Did he nake such a sound as this
when he thought that nme and Measure was tortured to death by Red nen?

Alvin reached out his arnms to Horace, held himtight around the shoul ders, then led himover to
Peggy and hel ped hi m kneel there beside his daughter, both of them weeping, neither giving a sign
that they saw each other. Al they saw was O d Peg's body spread out on the floor; Al vin couldn't
even guess how deeply, how agonizingly each one bore the whole blanme for her dying.

After a while the sheriff cane in. He'd already found the bl ack-haired Finder's corpse outside,
and it didn't take himlong to understand exactly what happened. He took Alvin aside. "This is
pure self-defense if | ever sawit," said Pauley Wsenan, "and | woul dn't nake you spend three
seconds in jail for it. But | can tell you that the law in Appal achee don't take the death of a
Finder all that easy, and the treaty lets themcone up here and get you to take back there for
trial. Wat |'msaying, boy, is you better get the hell out of here in the next couple of days or
| can't prom se you'll be safe.”

"l was going anyway," said A vin

"l don't know how you done it," said Pauley. Wsenan, "but | reckon you got that half-Bl ack

pi ckani nny away fromthem Fi nders toni ght and hid hi m sonewhere around here. I'mtelling you
Al vin, when you go, you best take that boy with you. Take himto Canada. But if | see his face
again, 1'll ship himsouth myself. It's that boy caused all this-- makes ne sick, a good Wite

worman dyi ng cause of sone hal f-Bl ack ni xup boy."

"You best never say such a thing in front of ne again, Pauley Wsenman."

The sheriff only shook his head and wal ked away. "Ain't natural,” he said. "All you peopl e set
on a nonkey like it was folks," He turned around to face Alvin. "I don't nuch care what you think
of me, Alvin Smith, but I'mgiving you and that m xup boy a chance to stay alive. | hope you have
brains to take it. And in the neantinme, you mght go wash off that blood and fetch sone clothes to
wear . "
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Al vin wal ked on back to the road. Gther fol ks was comng by then-- he paid themno heed. Only
Mock Berry seened to understand what was happening. He led Alvin on down to his house, and there
Anga washed hi m down and Mock gave him some of his own clothes to wear. It was nigh onto dawn when
Alvin got himback to the snithy.

Makepeace was setting there on a stool in the smthy door, |ooking at the golden plow. It was
resting on the ground, still as you please, right in front of the forge.

"That's one hell of a journeynman piece," said Makepeace.

"I reckon," said Alvin. He wal ked over to the plow and reached down. It fairly leapt into
Alvin's hands-- notheavy at all now- but if Makepeace noticed how the plow noved by itself just
before Alvin touched it, he didn't say.

"I got a lot of scrap iron," said Makepeace. "I don't even ask for you to go halves with ne.
Just let ne keep a few pieces when you turn theminto gold."

"I ain't turning no nore iron into gold," said Alvin.

It made Makepeace angry. "That's gold, you fool! That there plow you made neans never going
hungry, never having to work again, living fine instead of in that rundown house up there! It
means new dresses for Gertie and maybe a suit of clothes for ne! It means folks in town saying
Good norning to ne and tipping their hats like | was a gentlenman. It nmeans riding in a carriage
Iike Dr. Physicker, and going to Dekane or Carthage or wherever | please and not even caring what
it costs. And you're telling me you ain't making no nore gol d?"

Alvin knew it wouldn't do no good explaining, but still he tried. "This ain't no comon gol d,
sir. Thisis aliving plow- | ain't going to let nobody nelt it down to make coins out of it.
Best | can figure, nobody could nelt it even if they wanted to. So back off and let me go."

"What you going to do, plowwith it? You blanme fool, we could be kings of the world together!"
But when Alvin pushed on by, headed out of the smithy, Mikepeace stopped his pleading and started
getting ugly. "That's nmy iron you used to make that golden plow That gold belongs to nme! A
journeynman pi ece always belongs to the naster, less'n he gives it to the journeyman and | sure as
hell don't! Thief! You're stealing fromne!"

"You stole five years of ny life fromnme, long after I was good enough to be a journeynman,"
Alvin said. "And this plow- making it was none of your teaching. It's alive, Makepeace Snith. It
doesn't belong to you and it doesn't belong to ne. It belongs to itself. So let nme just set it
down here and we'll see who gets it."

Alvin set down the plow on the grass between them Then he stepped back a few paces. Mkepeace
took one step toward the plow. It sank down into the soil under the grass, then cut its way
through the dirt till it reached Alvin. Wen he picked it up, it was warm He knew what that had
to mean. "Good soil," said Alvin. The plow trenmbled in his hands.

Makepeace stood there, his eyes bugged out with fear. "Good Lord, boy, that plow noved."

"I knowit," said Alvin.

"What are you, boy? The devil ?"
"I don't think so," said Alvin. "Though |I mght've net himonce or twce."

"Get on out of here! Take that thing and go away! | never want to see your face around here
agai n!"

"You got ny journeynman paper," said Alvin. "I want it.

Makepeace reached into his pocket, took out a folded paper, and threw it onto the grass in front
of the smithy. Then he reached out and pulled the smthy doors shut, something he hardly ever did,
even in winter. He shut themtight and barred themon the inside. Poor fool, as if Alvin couldn't
break down themwalls in a second if he really wanted to get inside. Al vin wal ked over and pi cked
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up the paper. He opened it and read it-- signed all proper. It was legal. Alvin was a journeynan.

The sun was just about to show up when Alvin got to the springhouse door. O course it was
| ocked, but |ocks and hexes couldn't keep Alvin out, specially when he made themall himself. He
opened t he door and went inside. Arthur Smart stirred in his sleep. Alvin touched his shoul der
brought the boy awake. Alvin knelt there by the bed and told the boy npost all that happened in the
ni ght. He showed hi mthe gol den plow, showed himhow it noved. Arthur |aughed in delight. Then
Alvin told himthat the wonan he called Mana all his |ife was dead, killed by the Finders, and
Arthur cried.

But not for long. He was too young to cry for long. "You say she kilt one herself afore she
di ed?"

"Wth your pa's own shotgun."

"Good for her!" said Arthur Stuart, his voice so fierce Alvin al nost |aughed, him being so
smal | .

"I killed the other one nyself. The one that shot her."

Arthur reached out and took Alvin's right hand and opened it. "Did you kill himwth this hand?"
Al vi n nodded.

Arthur kissed his open palm

"I would've fixed her up if I could,"” said Alvin. "But she died too fast. Even if |'d been
standing right there the second after the shot hit her, | couldn't've fixed her up."

Arthur Stuart reached out and hung onto Alvin around his neck and cried sone nore.

It took a day to put Odd Peg into the ground, up on the hill with her own daughters and Alvin's
brother Vigor and Arthur's nama who died so young. "A place for people of courage," said Dr.
Physi cker, and Alvin knew that he was right, even though Physicker didn't know about the runaway
Bl ack slave girl.

Al vin washed away the bl oodstains fromthe floor and stiairs of the roadhouse, using his knack
to pull out what blood the Iye and sand couldn't renmove. It was the last gift he could give to
Horace or to Peggy. Margaret. M ss Larner

"I got to leave now," he told them They were setting on chairs in the comon roomof the inn
where they'd been receiving nourners all day. "lI'mtaking Arthur to nmy fol ks' place, in Vigor
Church. He'll be safe there. And then |I'm going on."

"Thank you for everything," said Horace. "You been a good friend to us. Od Peg |oved you." Then
he broke down cryi ng again.

Alvin patted himon the shoul der a couple of tines, and then noved over to stand in front of
Peggy. "All that | am Mss Larner, | owe to you."

She shook her head.
"I meant all | said to you. | still nmean it."

Agai n she shook her head. He wasn't surprised. Wth her nmana dead, never even know ng that her
own daughter'd conme hone, why, Alvin didn't expect she could just up and go. Sonebody had to help

Horace Quester run the roadhouse. It all made sense. But still it stabbed himto the heart,
because now nore than ever he knew that it was true-- he |oved her. But she wasn't for him That
much was plain. She never had been. A woman like this, so educated and fine and beautiful -- she

could be his teacher, but she could never ove himlike he | oved her

"Well then, | guess |I'm saying good-bye," said Alvin. He stuck out his hand, even though he knew
it was kind of silly to shake hands with sonebody grieving the way she was. But he wanted so bad
to put his arns around her and hold her tight the way he'd held Arthur Stuart when he was
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grieving, and a handshake was as cl ose as he could cone to that.

She saw his hand, and reached up and took it. Not for a handshake, but just hol ding his hand,
holding it tight. It took himby surprise. He'd think about that many tines in the nonths and
years to cone, how tight she held to him Maybe it nmeant she loved him O naybe it nmeant she only
cared for himas a pupil, or thanked himfor avenging her mama's deat h-- how coul d he know what a
thing like that could nean? But still he held onto that nenory, in case it nmeant she | oved him

And he made her a promise then, with her holding his hand like that; made her a prom se even
though he didn't know if she even wanted himto keep it. "I'll be back," he said. "And what | said
last night, it'll always be true."” It took all his courage then to call her by the nanme she gave
hi m perm ssion |last night to use. "God be with you, Margaret."

"Cod be with you, Alvin," she whispered.

Then he gathered up Arthur Stuart, who'd been saying his own good-byes, and | ed the boy outside.
They wal ked out back of the roadhouse to the barn, where Alvin had hi dden the gol den pl ow deep in
a barrel of beans. He took off the lid and held out his hand, and the plow rose upward until it
glinted in the light. Then Alvin took it up, wapped it double in burlap and put it inside a
burl ap bag, then swung the bag over his shoul der

Alvin knelt down and held out his hand the way he always did when he wanted Arthur Stuart to
climb up onto his back. Arthur did, thinking it was all for play-- a boy that age, he can't be
grieving for nore than an hour or two at a tine. He swung up onto Alvin's back, |aughing and
bounci ng.

"This time it's going to be a long ride, Arthur Stuart," said Alvin. "W're going all the way to
my famly's house in Vigor Church."

"Wl ki ng the whol e way?"
"I'"ll be walking. You're going to ride."
"Cee-yap!" cried Arthur Stuart.

Alvin set off at a trot, but before long he was running full out. He never set foot on that
road, though. Instead he took off cross country, over fields, over fences, and on into the woods,

which still stood in great swatches here and there across the states of Hi o and Wbbi sh bet ween
hi m and hone. The greensong was nuch weaker than it had been in the days when the Red men had it
all to thenmselves. But the song was still strong enough for Alvin Smith to hear. He let hinself

hinself fall into the rhythm of the greensong, running as the Red nmen did. And Arthur Stuart--
maybe he coul d hear some of the greensong too, enough that it could lull himto sleep, there on
Alvin's back. The world was gone. Just him Arthur Stuart, the golden plow- and the whole world
singing around him |'ma journeyman now. And this is ny first journey.

Chapter 20 -- Cavil's Deed

Cavil Planter had business in town. He nmounted his horse early on that fine spring norning,
| eavi ng behind wife and sl aves, house and | and, knowi ng all were well under his control, fully his
own.

Al ong about noon, after many a pl easant visit and nuch busi ness well done, he stopped in at the
postmaster's store. There were three letters there. Two were fromold friends. One was from
Rever end Phil adel phia Thrower in Carthage, the capital of Wbbish

ad friends could wait. This would be news about the Finders he hired, though why the letter
shoul d cone from Thrower and not fromthe Finders thenselves, Cavil couldn't guess. Mybe there
was trouble. Maybe he'd have to go north to testify after all. Well, if that's what it takes, 1'lI
do it, thought Cavil. Gadly I'll |leave the ninety and nine sheep, as Jesus said, in order to
reclaimthe one that strayed.

It was bitter news. Both Finders dead, and so also the innkeeper's wife who clained to have
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adopted Cavil's stolen firstborn son. Good riddance to her, thought Cavil, and he spared not a
second's grief for the Finders-- they were hirelings, and he valued them|ess than his sl aves,
since they weren't his. No, it was the last news, the worst news, that set Cavil's hands to
trenbling and his breath tostop. The nman who killed one of the Finders, a prentice snith naned
Alvin, he ran off instead of standing trial-- and took with himCavil's son

He took ny son. And the worst words from Thrower were these: "I knew this fellow Al vin when he
was a nere child, and already he was an agent of evil. He is our nmutual Friend' s worst eneny in
all the world, and now he has your nobst valued property in his possession. | wish | had better
news. | pray for you, |lest your son be turned into a dangerous and inplacable foe of all our
Friend's holy work."

Wth such news, how could Cavil go about the rest of the day's business? Wthout a word to the
postmaster or to anybody, Cavil stuffed the letters into his pocket, went outside, nmounted his
horse, and headed honme. All the way his heart was tossed between rage and fear. How could those
nort herner Emanci pationi st scum have let his slave, his son, get stole right out fromunder them
by the worst eneny of the Overseer? I'Il go north, I'lIl make thempay, I'll find the boy, I'lI--
and then his thoughts would turn all of a sudden to what the Overseer would say, if ever He cane
again. What if He despises ne now, and never conmes again? O worse, what if He cones and dams ne
for a slothful servant? O what if He declares nme unworthy and forbids nme to take any nore Bl ack
wonen to nysel f? How could | live if not in Hs service-- what elseis ny life for?

And then rage again, terrible blasphenbus rage, in which he cried out deep within his soul, O ny
Overseer! Wiy did You let this happen? You could have stopped it with a word, if You are truly
Lord!

And then terror: Such a thing, to doubt the power of the Overseer! No, forgive me, | amtruly
Thy slave, O Master! Forgive nme, |'ve |lost everything, forgive ne!
Poor Cavil. He'd find out soon enough what |osing everything could nmean

He got hinself honme and turned the horse up that long drive leading to the house, only the sun
bei ng hot he stayed under the shade of the oaks along the south side of the road. Maybe if he'd
rode out in the niddle of the [ ane he woul d' ve been seen sooner. Mybe then he woul dn't have heard
a worman cry out inside the house just as he was comi ng out fromunder the trees.

"Dolores!" he called. "Is sonething wong?"
No answer.

Now, that scared him It conjured up pictures in his mnd of marauders or thieves or such
breaking into his house while he was gone. Maybe they already killed Lashman, and even now were
killing his wife. He spurred his horse and raced around the house to the back

Just intime to see a big old Black running fromthe back door of the house down toward the
sl ave quarters. He couldn't see the Black man's face, on account of his trousers, which he didn't
have on, nor any other clothing either-- no, he was hol ding those trousers |ike a banner, flapping
away in front of his face as he ran down toward the sheds.

A Bl ack, no pants on, running out of my house, in which a woman was crying out. For a nonent
Cavil was torn between the desire to chase down the Black man and kill himw th his bare hands and
the need to go up and see to Dol ores, nake sure she was all right. Had he come in time? Was she
undefi |l ed?

Cavil bounded up the stairs and flung open the door to his wife's room There lay Dolores in
bed, her covers tight up under her chin, [ooking at himthrough w de-open, frightened eyes.

"\What happened!" cried Cavil. "Are you all right?"
"OfF course | am" she answered sharply. "Wat are you doi ng hone?"

That wasn't the answer you get froma wonman who's just cried out in fear. "I heard you cal
out," said Cavil. "Didn't you hear me answer?"
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"I hear everything up here," said Dolores. "I got nothing to do inny life but Iie here and
listen. | hear everything that's said in this house and everything that's done. Yes, | heard you
call. But you weren't answering ne."

Cavil was astoni shed. She sounded angry. He'd never heard her sound angry before. Lately he'd
hardly heard a word fromher at all-- she was al ways asl eep when he took breakfast, and their
di nners together passed in silence. Now this anger-- why? Wy now?

"l saw a Black nman running away fromthe house," said Cavil. "I thought maybe he--"
"Maybe he what?" She said the words |like a taunt, a challenge.

"Maybe he hurt you."

"No, he didn't hurt ne."

Now a t hought began to creep into Cavil's mind, a thought so terrible he couldn't even adnmit he
was thinking it. "Wat did he do, then?"

"Why, the sane holy work that you' ve been doing, Cavil."
Cavil couldn't say a thing to that. She knew. She knew it all.

"Last summer, when your friend Reverend Thrower cane, | lay here in ny bed as you tal ked, the
two of you."

"You were asl eep. Your door was--"

"l heard everything. Every word, every whisper. | heard you go outside. | heard you tal k at
breakfast. Do you know | wanted to kill you? For years | thought you were the |oving husband, a
Christ-like man, and all this tine you were rutting with these Black wonen. And then sold all your
own babies as slaves. You're a nonster, | thought. So evil that for you to live another minute was
an abomi nation. But ny hands couldn't hold a knife or pull the trigger on a gun. So | lay here and
t hought. And you know what | thought?"

Cavil said nothing. The way she told it, it nmade himsound so bad. "It wasn't like that, it was
holy. "

"I't was adultery!"
"l had a vision!"

"Yes, your vision. Well, fine and dandy, M. Cavil Planter, you had a vision that naking half-
Wi t e babies was a good thing. Here's some news for you. | can make hal f-Wiite babies, too!"

It was all naking sense now. "He raped you!"

"He didn't rape me, Cavil. | invited himup here. | told himwhat to do. | nade himcall ne his
vi xen and say prayers with ne before and after so it would be as holy as what you did. W prayed
to your dammed Overseer, but for some reason he never showed up."

"It never happened."

"Again and again, every tine you left the plantation, all winter, all spring."

"I don't believe it. You're lying to hurt nme. You can't do that-- the doctor said-- it hurts you
too bad."

"Cavil, before | found out what you done with those Black woren, | thought | knew what pain was,
but all that suffering was nothing, do you hear nme? | could live through that pain every day
forever and call it a holiday. I'mpregnant, Cavil."

"He raped you. That's what we'll tell everybody, and we'll hang himas an exanple, and--"
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"Hang hin®? There's only one rapist on this plantation, Cavil, and don't think for a nmonent that
I won't tell. If you lay a hand on ny baby's father, 1'll tell the whole county what you' ve been
doing. 1'll get up on Sunday and tell the church.”

"I didit in the service of the--"

"Do you think they'll believe that? No nore than | do. The word for what you done isn't
holiness. It's concupiscence. Adultery. Lust. And when word gets out, when ny baby is born Bl ack
they'll turn against you, all of them They'll run you out."

Cavil knew she was right. Nobody would believe him He was ruined. Unless he did one sinple
t hi ng.

He wal ked out of her room She lay there laughing at him taunting him He went to his bedroom
took the shotgun down fromthe wall, poured in the powder, wadded it, then dunped in a double |oad
of shot and rammed it tight with a second wad.

She wasn't | aughi ng when he canme back in. Instead she had her face toward the wall, and she was
crying. Too late for tears, he thought. She didn't turn to face himas he strode to the bed and
tore down the covers. She was naked as a plucked chi cken

"Cover ne!" she whinmpered. "He ran out so fast, he didn't dress ne. It's cold! Cover me, Cavil--

Then she saw the gun

Her twisted hands flailed in the air. Her body withed. She cried out in the pain of trying to
move so quickly. Then he pulled the trigger and her body just flopped right down on the bed, a
| ast sigh of air Ieaking out of the top of her neck.

Cavil went back to his room and rel oaded the gun

He found Fat Fox fully dressed, polishing the carriage. He was such a |iar, he thought he could
fool Cavil Planter. But Cavil didn't even bother listening to his lies. "Your vixen wants to see
you upstairs,"” he said.

Fat Fox kept denying it all the way until he got into the room and saw Dol ores on the bed. Then
he changed his tune. "She nmade ne! Wat could | do, Master! It was |ike you and the wonen, Master
What choice a Black slave got? | got to obey, don't |? Like the wonen and you!"

Cavil knew devil talk when he heard it, and he paid no mind. "Strip off your clothes and do it
again," he said. Fat Fox howl ed and Fat Fox whi ned, but when Cavil janmed himin the ribs with the
barrel, he did what he was told. He closed his eyes so he didn't have to see what Cavil's shotgun
done to Dol ores, and he did what he was told. Then Cavil fired the gun again.

Inalittle while Lashman cane in fromthe far field, all a-lather with running and fearing when
he heard the gunshots. Cavil nmet himdownstairs. "Lock down the slaves, Lashman, and then go fetch
me the sheriff."

When the sheriff came, Cavil led himupstairs and showed him The sheriff went pale. "Good
Lord,"” he whi spered.

"I's it nurder, Sheriff? | didit. Are you taking me to jail?"

"No sir," said the sheriff. "Ain't nobody going to call this nmurder." Then he | ooked at Cavi
with this twi sted kind of expression on his face. "Wat kind of man are you, Cavil?"

For a nonent Cavil didn't understand the question

"Letting me see your wife like that. I'd rather die before |I let sonebody see ny wife like
that."

The sheriff left. Lashman had the slaves clean up the room There was no funeral for either one.
They both got buried out where Sal amandy lay. Cavil was pretty sure a few chickens died over the
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graves, but by then he didn't care. He was on his tenth bottle of bourbon and his ten-thousandth
muttered prayer to the Overseer, who seened powerful standoffish at a time like this.

Al ong about a week later, or maybe |onger, here cones the sheriff again, with the priest and the
Bapti st preacher both. The three of them woke Cavil up from his drunken sleep and showed him a
draught for twenty-five thousand dollars. "All your neighbors took up a collection," the priest
expl ai ned.

"I don't need noney," Cavil said.
"They're buying you out," said the preacher
"Plantation ain't for sale.™

The sheriff shook his head. "You got it wong, Cavil. Wat happened here, that was bad. But you
letting folks see. your wife like that--"

"I only let you see."
"You ain't no gentleman, Cavil."

"Also, there's the matter of the slave children," said the Baptist preacher. "They seem
remar kably |ight-skinned, considering you have no breeding stock but what's black as night."

"It's a miracle fromGod," said Cavil. "The Lord is lightening the Black race."

The sheriff slid a paper over to Cavil. "This is the transfer of tide of all your property--
sl aves, buildings, and land-- to a hol ding conpany consisting of your forner neighbors."

Cavil read it. "This deed says all the slaves here on the land," he said. "I got rights in a
runaway slave boy up north."

"We don't care about that. He's yours if you can find him | hope you noticed this deed al so
i ncludes a stipulation that you will never return to this county or any adjoining county for the
rest of your natural life."

"I saw that part," said Cavil

"I can assure you that if you break that agreenment, it will be the end of your natural Ilife.
Even a consci enti ous, hardworking sheriff like ne couldn't protect you fromwhat woul d happen.™

"You said no threats,"” nurrmured the priest.

"Cavil needs to know t he consequences," said the sheriff.

"l won't be back," said Cavil.

"Pray to God for forgiveness," said the preacher.

"That | will." Cavil signed the paper

That very night he rode out on his horse with a twenty-five-thousand-dollar draught in his
pocket and a change of clothes and a week's provisions on a pack horse behind him Nobody bid him
farewel | . The slaves were singing jubilation songs in the sheds behind him H's horse manured the
end of the drive. And in Cavil's mind there was only one thought. The Overseer hates me, or this
all wouldn't have happened. There's only one way to win back His love. That's to find that Alvin
Smith, kill him and get back nmy boy, ny last slave who still belongs to ne.

Then, O ny Overseer, will You forgive nme, and heal the terrible stripes Thy lash has torn upon
ny soul ?

Chapter 21 -- Alvin Journeyman
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Alvin stayed hone in Vigor Church all sunmmer, getting to know his fam |y again. Fol ks had
changed, nore than a little-- Cally was nansi ze now, and Measure had hima wi fe and children, and
the twins Wastenot and Wantnot had nmarried thema pair of French sisters fromDetroit, and Ma and
Pa was both grey-haired nostly, and noving slower than Alvin liked to see. But sonme things didn't
change-- there was playfulness in themall, the whole famly, and the darkness that had fallen
over Vigor Church after the massacre at Ti ppy-Canoe, it was-- well, not gone-- nore like it had
changed into a kind of shadow that was behind everything, so the bright spots in |ife seened al
the brighter by contrast.

They all took to Arthur Stuart right off. He was so young he could hear all the men of the town
tell himthe tale of Tippy-Canoe, and all that he thought of it was to tell themhis own story--
which was really a msh-nmash of his real mama's story, and Alvin's story, and the story of the
Fi nders and how his Wite mana kill ed one afore she died.

Alvin pretty much let Arthur Stuart's account of things stand uncorrected. Partly it was because
why shoul d he nmake Arthur Stuart out to be wong, when he loved telling the tale so? Partly it was
out of sorrow, realizing bit by bit that Arthur Stuart never spoke in nobody el se's voice but his
own. Fol ks here woul d never know what it was |like to hear Arthur Stuart speak their own voice
right back at them Even so, they loved to hear the boy talk, because he still remenbered all the
wor ds peopl e said, never forgetting a scrap it seened |ike. Wiy should Alvin mar what was |eft of
Arthur Stuart's knack?

Alvin also figured that what he never told, nobody coul d ever repeat. For instance, there was a
certain burlap parcel that nobody ever saw unwapped. It wouldn't do no good for word to get
around that a certain golden object had been seen in the town of Vigor Church-- the town, which
hadn't had many visitors since the dark day of the massacre at Ti ppy-Canoe, would soon have nore
conpany than they wanted, and all the wong sort, |ooking for gold and not caring who got harned
al ong the way. So he never told a soul about the golden plow, and the only person who even knew he
was keeping a secret was his cl ose-nouthed sister Eleanor

Alvin went to call on her at the store she and Arnor-of-God kept right there on the town square,
ever since before there was a town square. Once it had been a place where visitors, Red and Wite,
came fromfar away to get naps and news, back when the land was still nostly forest fromthe
M zzipy to Dekane. Now it was still busy, but it was all local folks, cone to buy or hear gossip
and news of the outside world. Since Arnor-of-God was the only grown-up man in Vigor Church who
wasn't cursed with Tenskwa- Tawa's curse, he was also the only one who could easily go outside to
buy goods and hear news, bringing it all back in to the farmers and tradesnen of Vigor Church. It
happened that today Arnor-of-God was away, heading up to the town of M shy-Waka to pick up sone
orders of glass goods and fine china. So Alvin found only El eanor and her ol dest boy, Hector
there, tending the store.

Thi ngs had changed a bit since the old days. El eanor, who was near as good a hexmaker as Al vin,
didn't have to conceal her hexes in the patterns of hanging flower baskets and arrangenents of
herbs in the kitchen. Now sonme of the hexes were right out in the open, which neant they could be
much cl earer and stronger. Arnmor-of-God nmust've let up a little on his hatred of knackery and
hi dden powers. That was a good thing-- it was a painful thing, in the old days, to know how
El eanor had to pretend not to be what she was or know what she knew.

"I got something with nme," said Alvin.

"So | see," said Eleanor. "All wapped in a burlap bag, as still as stone, and yet it seenms to
me there's sonething living inside."

"Never you nmind about that," said Alvin. "What's here is for no other soul but ne to see.”

El eanor didn't ask any questions. She knew from those words exactly why he brought his
mysterious parcel by. She told Hector to wait on any customers as canme by, and then | ed Al vin out
into the new ware-room where they kept such things as a dozen kinds of beans in barrels, salt
meat in kegs, sugar in paper cones, powder salt in waterproof pots, and spices all in different
kinds of jars. She went straight to the fullest of the bean barrels, filled with a kind of green-
speckl e bean that Alvin hadn't seen before.
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"Not much call for these beans," she said. "I reckon we'll never see the bottomof this barrel."

Alvin set the plow, all wapped in burlap, on top of the beans. And then he made the beans slide
out of the way, flow ng around the plow snmooth as nol asses, until it sank right down to the
bottom He didn't so nuch as ask El eanor to turn away, since she knew Al vin had power to do that
much since he was just a little boy.

"Whatever's living in there," said Eleanor, "it ain't going to die, being dry down at the bottom
of the barrel, is it?"

"It won't ever die," said Alvin, "at |east not the way folks grow old and die."

El eanor gave in to curiosity just enough to say, "I wish you could pronise ne that if anybody
ever knows what's in there, so will [|."

Al vin nodded to her. That was a pronise he could keep. At the tine, he didn't know how or when
he'd ever show that plow to anybody, but if anybody could keep a secret, silent Eleanor could.

So anyway he lived in Vigor Church, sleeping in his old bedroomin his parents' house, |ived
there a good many weeks, well on toward July, and all the while he kept nobst of what happened in
his seven-year prenticeship to hinself. In fact he talked hardly nore than he had to. He went here
and there, a-calling on folks with his Pa or Ma and w t hout nuch fuss healing such toothaches and

br oken bones and festering wounds and sickness as he found. He helped at the nill; he hired out to
work in other farners' fields and barns; he built hima small forge and did sinple repairs and
solders, the kind a smith can do without a proper anvil. And all that time, he pretty much spoke

when peopl e spoke to him and said little nore than what was needed to do busi ness or get the food
he wanted at table.

He wasn't glum - he | aughed at a joke, and even told a few He wasn't solem, neither, and spent
nore than a few afternoons down in the square, proving to the strongest farners in Vigor Church
that they weren't no match for a blacksmth's arns and shoulders in a rassling match. He just
didn't have any gossip or small talk, and he never told a story on himself. And if you didn't keep
a conversation going, Alvin was content to let it fall into silence, keeping at his work or
staring off into the, distance like as if he didn't even renenber you were there.

Some folks noticed how little Alvin tal ked, but he'd been gone a long tinme, and you don't expect
a nineteen-year-old to act the sanme as an el even-year-old. They just figured he'd grown up to be a
qui et man.

But a few knew better. Alvin's nother and father had sone words between the two of them nore
than once. "The boy's had sone bad things happen to him" said his nother; but his father took a

different view "I reckon naybe he's had bad and good ni xed in together, |ike nost fol ks-- he just
doesn't know us well enough yet, after being gone seven years. Let himget used to being a man in
this town, and not a boy anynore, and pretty soon he'll talk his leg off."

El eanor, she also noticed Alvin wasn't tal king, but since she also knew he had a marvel ous
secret living thing hidden in her bean barrel, she didn't fuss for a minute about something being
wong with Alvin. It was |like she said to her husband, Arnor-of-God, when he nmentioned about how
Alvin just didn't seemto have five words altogether for nobody. "He's thinking deep thoughts,"”
sai d El eanor. "He's working out problens none of us knows enough to help himwth. You'll see--
he'll talk plenty when he figures it an out."

And there was Measure, Alvin's brother who got captured by Reds when Al vin was; the brother who
had come to know Ta- Kumsaw and Tenskwa- Tawa near as well as Alvin hinself. O course Measure
noticed how little Alvin had told them about his prentice years, and in due tinme he'd surely be
one Alvin could talk to-- that was natural, seeing how long Alvin had trusted Measure and al
they'd been through together. But at first Alvin felt shy even around Measure, seeing how he had
his wife, Delphi, and any fool could see how they hardly could stand to be nore than three feet
apart fromeach other; he was so gentle and careful with her, always | ooking out for her, turning
to talk to her if she was near, |ooking for her to cone back if she was gone. How could Al vin know
whet her there was room for himanynore in Measure's heart? No, not even to Measure could Alvin
tell his tale, not at first.
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One day in high sunmer, Alvin was out in a field building fences with his younger brother Cally,
who was man-size now, as tall as Alvin though not as nassive in the back and shoul ders. The two of

them had hired on for a week with Martin Hll. Alvin was doing the rail splitting-- hardly using
his knack at all, either, though truth to tell he could ve split all the rails just by asking them
to split thenselves. No, he set the wedge and hammered it down, and his knack only got used to
keep the logs fromsplitting at bad angles that wouldn't give full-length rails.

They nust have fenced about a quarter nile before Alvin realized that it was peculiar how Cally
never fell behind. Alvin split, and Cally got the posts and rails laid in place, never needing a
speck of help to set a post into soil too hard or soft or rocky or nuddy.

So Alvin kept his eye on the boy-- or, nore exactly, used his knack to keep watch on Cally's
wor k- - and sure enough, Alvin could see that Cally had something of Alvin's knack, the way it was
| ong ago when he didn't half understand what he was doing with it. Cally would find just the right
spot to set a post, then nake the ground soft till he needed it to be firm Alvin figured Cally
wasn't exactly planning it. He probably thought he was finding spots that were naturally good for
setting a post.

Here it is, thought Alvin. Here's what | know |I've got to do: teach sonebody else to be a Maker
If ever there was sonmeone | should teach, it's Cally, seeing how he's got sonething of the sane
knack. After all, he's seventh son of a seventh son sane as ne, since Vigor was still alive when
was born, but |ong dead when Cally cane along. So Alvin just up and started tal king as they
wor ked, telling Cally all about atoms and how you could teach them how to be, and they'd be like
that. It was the first tine Alvin tried to explain it to anybody since the last time he talked to
M ss Larner-- Margaret-- and the words tasted delicious in his nouth. This is the work | was born
for, thought Alvin. Telling ny brother how the world works, so he can understand it and get sone
control over it

You can bet Alvin was surprised, then, when Cally all of a sudden lifted a post high above his
head and threw it on the ground at his brother's feet. It had so nuch force-- or Cally had so
ravaged it with his knack-- that it shivered into kindling right there where it hit. Alvin
couldn'l hardly even guess why, but Cally was plain filled with rage.

"What did | say?" asked Alvin.

"My nane's Cal," said Cally. "I ain't been Cally since | was ten years old."
"I didn't know," said Alvin. "lI'msorry, and fromnow on you're Cal to ne."
"I"'mnothing to you," said Cal. "I just wish you d go away!"

It was only right at this minute that Alvin realized that Cal hadn't exactly invited himto go
along on this job-- it was Martin H Il what asked for Alvin to cone, and before that, the job had
been Cal's al one.

"I didn't mean to butt into your work here," said Alvin. "It just never entered ny head you
woul dn't want ny help. | know | wanted your company."

Seened |i ke everything Alvin said only made Cal seethe inside till now his face was red and his
fists were clenched tight enough to. strangle a snake. "I had a place here," said Cal. "Then you
cone back. Al fancy school taught like you are, using all thembig words. And healing people
wi t hout so nmuch as touching them just walking into their house and tal king a spell, and when you

| eave everybody's all healed up fromwhatever ailed them"”

Alvin didn't even know fol ks had noticed he was doing it. Since nobody said a thing about it, he
figured they all thought it was natural healing. "I can't think how that makes you mad, Cal. It's
a good thing to make fol ks better.”

Al of a sudden there were tears running down Cal's cheeks. "Even |aying hands on them | can't
al ways fix things up," said Cal. "Nobody even asks ne no nore."

It never occurred to Alvin that maybe Cal was doing his own healings. But it nade good sense.
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Ever since Alvin left, Cal had pretty nmuch been what Alvin used to be in Vigor Church, doing al
hi s works. Seeing how their knacks were so nuch alike, he'd cone close to taking Alvin's place.
And then he'd done things Alvin never did when he was small, |ike going about healing people as
best he could. Now Alvin was back, not only taking back his old place, but also besting Cal at
things that only Cal had ever done. Now who was there for Cal to be?

"I"'msorry," said Al. "But | can teach you. That's what | was starting to do.

"I never seen thembits and what-not you're tal king about," said Cal. "I didn't understand a
thing you tal ked about. Maybe | just ain't got a knack as good as yours, or maybe |'mtoo dunb,
don't you see? All | can be is the best |I figure out for nyself. And | don't need you proving to
me that | can't never measure up. Martin H Il asking for you on this job, cause he knows you can
make a better fence. And there you are, not even using your knack to split the rails, though I
know you can, just to show ne that wi thout your knack you're a match for ne. "

"That's not what | neant,"” said Alvin. "I just don't use ny knack around--"

"Around people as dunmb as ne," said Cal

"I was doing a bad job explaining," said Alvin, "but if you'll let ne, Cal, | can teach you how
to change iron into--"

"CGold," said Cal, his voice thick with scorn. "What do you think I an? Trying to fool nme with an
al chem st's tales! If you knew how to do that, you wouldn't've cone hone poor. You know | once
used to think you were the begi nning and end of the world. | thought, when A conmes hone, it'll be
like old times, the two of us playing and working together, talking all the time, ne tagging on
doi ng everything together. Only it turns out you still think I'"'mjust a little boy, you don't say
nothing to me except 'here's another rail' and 'pass the beans, please.' You took over all the
jobs folks used to look to ne to do, even one as sinple as naking a stout rail fence."

"Job's yours," said Alvin, shouldering his hamer. There was no point in trying to teach Ca
anything-- even if he could learn it, he could never learn it fromAvin. "I got other work to do,
and | won't detain you any |onger."

"Detain nme," said Cal. "Is that a word you learned in a book, or fromthat ugly old teacher |ady
in Hatrack River that your ugly little mx-up boy tal ks about ?"

Hearing M ss Larner and Arthur Stuart so scornfully spoken of, that made Al vin burn inside,
especially since he had in fact |earned to use phrases like "detain you any longer" from M ss
Larner. But Alvin didn't say anything to show his anger. He just turned his back and wal ked of f,
back down the line of the finished fence. Cal could use his own knack and finish the fence
hinself; Alvin didn't even care about collecting the wages he'd earned in nost of a day's work. He
had ot her things on his mnd-- nenories of Mss Larner, partly, but nostly he was upset about how
Cal hadn't wanted Alvin to teach him Here he was the person in the whole world who had t he best
chance to learn it all as easy as a baby learning to suck, since it was his natural knack-- only
he didn't want to learn it, not fromA vin. It was sonmething Al vin never woul d have t hought
possi ble, to turn down the chance to | earn sonething, just because the teacher was sonebody you
didn't like. Cone to think of it, though, hadn't Alvin hated going to school with Reverend
Thrower, cause of how Thrower always nade himfeel |ike he was sonehow bad or evil or stupid or
sonmet hing? Could it be that Cal hated Alvin the way Al vin had hated Reverend Thrower? He j ust
couldn't understand why Cal was so angry. O all people in the world, Cal had no reason to be
j eal ous of Alvin, because he could cone closest to doing all that Alvin did; yet for that very
reason, Cal was so jealous he'd never learn it, not w thout going through every step of figuring
it out for hinself.

At this rate, I'Il never build the Crystal City, cause |I'll never be able to teach Making to
anot her soul .

It was a few weeks after that when Alvin finally tried again to talk to sonebody, to see if he
really could teach Making. It was on a Sunday, in Measure's house, where Alvin and Arthur Stuart
had gone to take their dinner. It was a hot day, so Delphi laid a cold table-- bread and cheese
and salt ham and snmoked turkey-- and they all went outside to take the afternoon in the shade of
Measure's north-facing kitchen porch
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"Alvin, | invited you and Arthur Stuart here today for a reason," said Measure. "Del phi and ne,
we already talked it over, and said a few things to Pa and Ma, too."

"Sounds like it must be pretty terrible, if it took that nuch talking. | |

"Reckon not," said Measure. "It's just-- well, Arthur Stuart, here, he's a fine boy, and a good
hard worker, and good conpany to boot."

Arthur Stuart grinned. "I sleep solid, too,"” he said.

"Fi ne sleeper," said Measure. "But Ma and, Pa ain't exactly young no nore. | think Ma's used to
doing things in the kitchen all her own way."

"That she is," sighed Delphi, as if she had nore than a little reason for know ng exactly how
set in her ways Goody MIIler was.

"And Pa, well, he's tiring out. When he gets hone fromthe mll, he needs to |lie down, have
pl enty of quiet around him"

Al vin thought he knew where the conversati on was headi ng. Maybe his fol ks just weren't the
quality of Od Peg Guester or Gertie Smth. Maybe they couldn't take a m x-up boy into their hone
or their heart. It made himsad to think of such a thing about his own fol ks, but he knew ri ght
of f that he wouldn't even conplain about it. He and Arthur Stuart would just pack up and set out
on a road | eading-- nowhere in particular. Canada, naybe. Somewhere that a m x-up boy'd be ful
wel core.

"M nd you, they didn't say a thing like that to me," said Measure. "In fact, | sort of said it
all to them You see, nme and Del phi, we got a house sonewhat bigger than we need, and with three
smal | ones Del phi'd be glad of a boy Arthur Stuart's age to help with kitchen chores like he
does. "

"I can nake bread all nyself," said Arthur Stuart. "I know Manma's recipe by heart. She's dead."
"You see?" said Delphi. "If he can nake bread hinself sonetinmes, or even just help ne with the
kneading, | wouldn't end up so worn out at, the end of the week."

"And it won't be long before Arthur Stuart could help out in ny work in the fields,"” said
Measur e.

"But we don't want you to think we're looking to hire himon like a servant," said Del phi

"No, no!" said Measure. "No, we're thinking of himlike another son, only growed up nore than ny
ol dest Jeremi ah, who's only three and a half, which makes himstill pretty nmuch usel ess as a human
bei ng, though at least be isn't always trying to throw hinself into the creek to drown like his
si ster Shiphrah-- or like you when you were little, | nmight add.”

Arthur Stuart |aughed at that. "Alvin like to drowned ne one tinme," said Arthur Stuart. "Stuck
me right in the Ho."

Alvin felt pure ashamed. Ashamed of |ots of things: The fact dud he never told Measure the whol e
story of how he rescued Arthur Stuart fromthe Finders; the fact that he even thought for a mnute
that Measure and Ma and Pa night be trying to get rid of a m xup boy, when the truth was they were
squabbl i ng over who got to have himin their home.

"I't's Arthur Stuart's choice where to live, once he's invited," said Alvin. "He came hone al ong
with me, but | don't make such choices for him"

"Can | live here?" asked Arthur Stuart. "Cal doesn't nmuch |ike ne."
"Cal's got troubles of his own," said Measure, "but he likes you fine."

"Way didn't Alvin bring home sonething useful, like a horse?" said Arthur Stuart. "You eat |ike
one, but | bet you can't even pull a two-wheel shay."
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Measure and Del phi | aughed. They knew Arthur Stuart was repeating sonmething Cal had said, word
for word. Arthur Stuart did it so often, folks cane to expect it, and took delight in his perfect
menory. But it made Alvin sad to hear it, because he knew that only a few nmonths ago, Arthur
Stuart would have said it in Cal's own voice, so even Ma couldn't've known, without | ooking that
it wasn't Cal hinself.

"I's Alvin going to |live down here too?" asked Arthur Stuart.

"Well, see, that's what we're thinking," said Measure. "Wy don't you conme on down here, too,
Alvin? We can put you up in the main roomhere for a while. And when the sumrer work's done, we
can set to fixing up our old cabin-- it's still pretty solid, since we ain't noved out of it but
two years now. You can be pretty much on your own then. | reckon you're too old nowto be living

in your pa's house and eating at your na's table."

Wiy, Alvin never woul d've reckoned it, but all of a sudden he found his eyes full of tears.
Maybe it was the pure joy of having sonebody notice he wasn't the sane old Alvin MIler Junior
anynore. O maybe it was the fact that it was Measure, looking out for himlike in the old days.
Anyway it was at that monment that Alvin first felt Iike he'd really cone hone.

"Sure I'l'l come down here, if you want me," Alvin said.
"Well there's no reason to cry about it," said Delphi. "I already got three babies crying every
time they think of it, | don't want to have to cone along and dab your eyes and wi pe your nose

like | do with Keturah."

"Well at |east he don't wear diapers,"” said Measure, and he and Del phi both | aughed |ike that
was the funniest thing they ever heard. But actually they were laughing with pleasure at how Al vin
had gotten so sentinmental over the idea of living with them

So Alvin and Arthur Stuart noved on down to Measure's house, and Alvin got to know his best-
| oved brother all over again. Al the old things that Alvin once |oved were still in Measure as a
man, but there were new things, too. The tender way Measure had with his children, even after a
spanking or a stiff talking to. The way Measure | ooked after his [and and buil di ngs, seeing al
that needed doing, and then doing it, so there was never a door that squeaked for a second day,
never an animal that was off its feed for a whole day wi thout Measure trying to account for what
was w ong.

Above all, though, Alvin saw how Measure was with Del phi. She wasn't a noticeably pretty girl,
t hough not particular ugly either, she was strong and stout and | aughed | oud as a donkey. But
Al vin saw how Measure had a way of | ooking at her |ike the nost beautiful sight he ever could see.
She' d | ook up and there he'd be, watching her with a kind of dreany smle on his face, and she'd
| augh or blush or | ook away, but for a minute or two she'd nove nore graceful, wal king partly on
her toes maybe, |ike she was dancing, or getting set to fly. Alvin wondered then if he could ever
give such a took to Mss Larner as would make her so full of joy that she couldn't hardly stay
connected to the earth. Then Alvin would lie there in the night, feeling all the subtle novenents
of the house, knowi ng w thout even using his doodl ebug what the slow and gentle creaking cane
from and at such tines he renmenbered the face of the wonman naned Margaret who had been hiding
inside Mss Larner all those nonths, and inmagi ned her face close to his, her |ips parted, and from
her throat those soft cries of pleasure Del phi made in the silence of the night. Then he would see
her face again, only this tinme twisted with grief and weeping. At such times his heart ached
inside him and he yearned to go back to her, to take her in his arms and find some place inside
her where he could heal her, take her grief away, nmake her whol e.

And because Alvin was in Measure's house, his wariness slipped away fromhim so that his face
agai n began to show his feelings. It happened, then, that once when Measure and Del phi exchanged
such a | ook as they had between them Measure happened to | ook at Alvin's face. Del phi was gone
out of the roomby then, and the children were long since in bed, so Measure was free to reach out
a hand and touch Alvin's knee.

"Who i s she?" Measure asked.

"Who?" asked Al vin, confused.
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"The one you love till it takes your breath away just renenbering."

For a nonent Alvin hesitated, by long habit. But then the gateway opened, and all his story
spilled out. He started with Mss Larner, and how she was really Margaret, who was the sane girl
who once was the torch in Tal eswapper's stories, the one that | ooked out for Alvin fromafar. But
telling the story of his love for her led to the story of all she taught him and by the tinme the
tale was done, it was near dawn. Del phi was asl eep on Measure's shoul der-- she'd cone back in

sonmetime during the tale, but didn't |ast |ong awake, which was just as well, with her three
children and Arthur Stuart sure to want breakfast on time no matter how |l ate she stayed up in the
ni ght. But Measure was still awake, his eyes sparkling with the know edge of what the Redbird

said, of the living golden plow, of Alvin in the forgefire, of Arthur Stuart in the H o. And al so
a deep sadness behind that light in Measure's eyes, for the nmurder Alvin had done with his own
hands, however much it night have been deserved; and for the death of O d Peg Guester, and even
for the death of a certain runaway Bl ack slave girl Arthur Stuart's whole lifetinme ago.

"Sonmehow | got to go out and find people | can teach to be Makers," said Alvin. "But | don't
even know i f sonebody w thout a knack Iike nmne can learn it, or how nuch they ought to know, or
if they'd even want to know it."

"I think," said Measure, "that they ought to love the dream of your Crystal City before they
ever know that they might learn to help in the making of it. If word gets out that there's a Maker
who can teach Making, you'll get the sort of folks as wants to rule people with such power. But
the Crystal City-- ah, Alvin, think of it! Like living inside that tw ster that caught you and the
Prophet all those years ago."

"WIIl you learn it, Measure?" asked Alvin.

"I"l'l doall I can to learn it," said Measure. "But first | make you a solemn prom se, that ['1]I
only use what you teach me to build up the Crystal City. And if it turns out | just can't learn
enough to be a Maker, |I'Il help you any other way | can. Watever you ask ne to do, Alvin, that
I"1l do-- 1'lIl take ny family to the ends of the Earth, I'Il give up everything | own, I'Il die if

need be-- anything to make the vision Tenskwa- Tawa showed you cone true."

Alvin held him by both hands, held himfor the |ongest time. Then Measure | eaned forward and
ki ssed him brother to brother, friend to friend. The novenent woke Del phi. She hadn't heard nost
of it, but she knew that something sol etm was happeni ng, and she sniled sleepily before she got up
and |l et Measure take her off to bed for the last few hours till dawn.

That was the beginning of Alvin's true work. Al the rest of that summer, Measure was his pupil
and his teacher. Wile A vin taught Making to Measure, Measure taught fatherhood, husbandi ng,
manl i ness to Alvin. The difference was that Alvin didn't half realize what he was | earning, while
Measure won each new understandi ng, each tiny shred of the power of Makery, only after terrible
struggle. Yet he did understand, bit by bit, and he did learn nore than a little bit of Making;
and Alvin began to understand, after nany failed efforts, how to go about teaching soneone else to
"see" without eyes, to "touch" without hands.

And now, when he | ay awake at night, he did not yearn so often for the past, but rather tried to
i magi ne the future. Somewhere out there was the place where he should build-- the Crystal City;
and out there, too, were the folks he had to find and teach themto |ove that dream and show t hem
how to make it real. Sonmewhere there was the perfect soil that his living plow was nmeant to del ve.
Sonmewhere there was a worman he could love and live with till he died.

* % %

Back in Hatrack River, that fall there was an election, and it happened that because of certain
stories floating around about who was a hero and who was a snake, Pauley Wsenan |ost his job and
Po Doggly got hima new one. Al ong about that tine, too, Makepeace Smith come in to file a
conpl ai nt about how back last spring his prentice run off with a certain itemthat belonged to his
mast er .

"That's a long tinme waiting to file such a charge," said Sheriff Doggly.
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"He threatened ne," said Makepeace Smith. "I feared for nmy fanily.
"Well, now, you just tell ne what it was he stole."

"It was a plow," said Makepeace Smith.

"A conmmon plow? |I'm supposed to find a common plow? And why in tarnation would he steal such a
t hi ng?"

Makepeace | owered his voice and said it all secret-like. "The pl ow was nade of gold."
Ch, Po Doggly just |aughed his head off, hearing that.
"Well, it's true, | tell you," said Makepeace

"I's it, now? Way, | think that | believe you, ny friend. But if there was a gold plow in your
smthy, I'Il lay ten to one that it was Al's, not yours."

"What a prentice nakes belongs to the master!™

Vel l, that's about when Po started getting a little stern. "You start telling tales |ike that
around Hatrack River, Mkepeace Smith, and | reckon other folks'll tell how you kept that boy when
he long since was a better smth than you. | reckon word' ||l get around about how you wasn't a fair
master, and if you start to charging Alvin Smith with stealing what only he in all this world
could possibly nake, | think you'd find yourself |aughed to scorn."

Maybe he woul d and maybe he wouldn't. It was sure that Makepeace didn't try no legal tricks to
try to get that plow back from Alvin-- wherever he was. But he told his tale, naking it bigger
every tinme he told it-- how Alvin was always stealing fromhim and how that gol den pl ow was
Makepeace Snmith's inheritance, made pl owshape and pai nted bl ack, and how Al vin uncovered it by
devil powers and carried it off. As long as Gertie Smith was alive she scoffed at all such tales,
but she died not too long after Alvin left, froma blood vein poppi ng when she was a-screammy at
her husband for being such a fool. Fromthen on, Makepeace had the story his own way, even
allowing as how Alvin killed Gertie herself with a curse that nade her veins pop open and bleed to
death inside her head. It was a terrible lie, but there's always folks as |like to hear such tales,
and the story spread fromone end of the state of Ho to the other, and then beyond. Paul ey
W seman heard it. Reverend Thrower heard it. Cavil Planter heard it. So did a |lot of other folks.

Which is why, when Alvin finally ventured forth from Vigor Church, there was plenty of folks
with an eye for strangers carrying bundl es about the size of a plowshare, |ooking for a glint of
gol d under burlap, nmeasuring strangers to see if they nmight be a certain run-off prentice smith
who stole his nmaster's inheritance. Sonme of those folks even neant to take it back to Makepeace
Smith in Hatrack River, if it happened they ever laid their hands upon the golden plow. On the
ot her hand, with sone of those fol ks such a thought never crossed their m nds.
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