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Chapter 1 -- | thought | Was Done

| thought | was done witing about Alvin Snith. People kept telling me | wasn't, but | knew why.
It's because they'd all heard Tal eswapper and the way he tells stories. Wen he's done, it's al
tied up neat in a package and you pretty nmuch know what things nmeant and why they happened. Not
that he spells it all out, mind you. But you just have this feeling that it all nakes sense.

Well | ain't Tal eswapper, which sone of you mght already have guessed, seeing how we don't | ook
much alike, and | don't plan on becom ng Tal eswapper anytinme soon, or anything nuch like him not
cause | don't reckon himto be a fine fellow, worthy of folks emulating him but mainly because
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don't see things the way he sees them Things don't all make sense to nme. They just happen, and
sonetimes you can extract a bit of sense fromsone calanity and sonmetines the happiest day is just
pure nonsense. There's no predicting it and there's sure no nmeking it happen. Wrst nmesses | ever
saw fol ks get into was when they was trying to nmake things go in a sensible way.

So | set down what | knew of the earliest beginnings of Alvin's life right up till he made him
the gol den plow as his journeynan project, and | told how he went back to Vigor and set to
teaching fol ks how to be Makers and how things already wasn't right with his brother Calvin and
t hought | was done, because anybody who cares was there fromthen onto see for thensel ves or you
know sonebody who was. | told you the truth of how Alvin cane to kill a man, so as to put to rest
all the vicious runors told about it. | told you how he came to break the runaway sl ave | aws and
told you how Peggy Larner's nmama canme to die and believe me, that was pretty rmuch the end of the
story as far as | could see it.

But the ending didn't nake sense of it, | reckon, and fol ks have been pestering ne nore and nore
about the early days and didn't | know nore | could tell? Well sure | know And | got nothing
against telling it. But | hope you don't think that when |I'mdone telling all | knowit'll finally

be clear to everybody what everything that's happened was all about, because |I don't know nyself.
Truth is, the story ain't over yet, and | hope it never will be, so the nost | can hope to do is
set down the way it looks to this one fellow at this exact nonent, and | can't even pronise you
that tomorrow | won't conme to understand it much better than anything I'mwiting now.

My knack ain't storytelling. Truth is, Tal eswapper's knack ain't storytelling either, and he'd
be the first to tell you that. He collects stories, all right, and the ones he gathers are
i mportant so you listen because the tale itself matters. But you know he don't do nothing nuch
with his voice, and he don't roll his eyes and use them big gestures like the real orators use.
H s voice ain't strong enough to fill a good-size cabin, let alone a tent. No, the telling ain't
his knack. He's a painter if anything, or maybe a woodcarver or a printer or whatever he can use
to tell or show the story but he's no genius at any of them

Fact is if you ask Tal eswapper what his knack is, he'll tell you he don't have none. He ain't
| yi ng-- nobody can ever lay that charge at Tal eswapper's door. No, he just set his heart on one
knack when he was a boy, and all his life that seened to himthe only knack worth having and since
he never got it (he thinks) why then he nmust not have no knack at all. And don't pretend you don't
know what knack-- it was he wanted, because he practically slaps you in the face with it whenever
he tal ks for long. He wanted the knack of prophecy. That's why he's al ways been so powerful
j eal ous of Peggy Larner, because she's a torch and from chil dhood on she saw all the possible
futures of people's lives, and while that's not the same thing as knowi ng the future-- the way
things will actually happen instead of how they m ght happen-- it's pretty close. C ose enough
that | think Tal eswapper woul d have been happy for five mnutes of being a torch. Probably would
have grinned hinself to death within a week if such a thing happened.

When Tal eswapper says he's got no knack, though, 1'Il tell you, he's wong. Like a |ot of folks,
he has a knack and doesn't even know it because that's the way knacks work-- it just feels as
natural as can be to the person who's got it, as easy as breathing, so you don't think that could
possi bly be your unusual power because heck, that's easy. You don't knowit's a knack till other
peopl e around you get all astonished about it or upset or excited or whatever feelings your knack
seens to provoke in folks. Then you go, "Boy howdy, other folks can't do this! | got nme a knack!"
and fromthen on there's no putting up with you till you finally settle down and get back to
normal |life and stop braggi ng about how you can do this fool thing that you used to never be
excited about back when you still had sense.

Sorre fol ks never know they got them a knack, though, because nobody el se ever notices it either
and Tal eswapper's that way. | didn't notice it till | started trying to collect all ny nenories
and everything anybody ever told ne about Alvin Maker's life. Pictures of hi mworking that hanmer
in the forge every chance he got in case we ever forgot that he had an honest trade, hard cone by
with his own sweat, and didn't just dance through life like a quadrille with Dane Fortune as his
loving partner-- as if we ever thought Danme Fortune did anything nore than flirt with him and
likely as not if he ever got close to her he'd find out she had the pox anyway; Fortune has a way
of being on the side of the Unnmaker, when folks start relying on her to save them But |I'mgetting
of f the subject, which | had to read back to the beginning of this paragraph to see what in hell I
was tal king about (and | can hear you prickl ehearted prudes saying, Wat's he doing putting down
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curses on paper, hasn't he no sense of decent |anguage? to which | say, Wien | curse, it don't
har m nobody and it nmakes my | anguage nore colorful and heaven knows | can use the color, and | can
assure you |'ve studied cussing fromthe best and | know how to make ny | anguage a whole | ot nore
colorful than it is right now, but | already tone nyself down so you don't have apopl exy reading
my words. | wouldn't want to spend half ny life just going to the funerals of people who had a
stroke fromreadi ng ny book, so instead of criticizing nme for the nasty words that creep into ny
witing why don't you praise nme for the really ugly stuff that | virtuously chose to | eave out?
It's all how you choose to look at it, | think, and if you have tine to rail on about my |anguage,
then you don't have enough to do and 1'Il be glad to put you in touch with fol ks who need nore
hands to help with productive | abor), so anyway | |ooked back to the begi nning of this paragraph
again to see what the hell | was tal king about and ny point is that when | gathered all these
stories together, | noticed that Tal eswapper seens to keep showing up in the oddest places at
exactly the nonment when sonething inportant was about to happen, so that he ended up being a

Wi tness or even a participant in a remarkabl e nunber of events.

Now, |let me ask you plain, ny friends. If a man seens to know, down in his bones, when sonething
i mportant's about to happen, and where, and enough in advance that he can get his body over there
to be a witness of it before it even starts, now ain't that prophecy? |I nean why was it WIIliam
Bl ake ever left England and cane to America if it wasn't because he knew that the world was about
to be torn open to give birth to a Maker again after all these generations? Just cause he didn't
know it out in the open didn't nean that he wasn't a prophet. He thought he had to be a prophet
with his nouth, but | say he's a prophet in his bones. Which is why he just happened to be
wandering back to the town of Vigor Church, to Alvin's father's mll, for no reason he was aware
of, at exactly the day and hour that Alvin's little brother Calvin MIler decided to run off and
go study trouble in faraway places. Tal eswapper had no i dea what was goi ng to happen, but fol ks, I
tell you, he was there, and anybody who tells you Tal eswapper’'s got no knack, including
Tal eswapper hinself, is a blame fool. O course | nean that in the nicest possible way, as Horace
Guester would tell you.

So as | pick up ny tale again that's the day | choose to start with, nostly because | can tel
you from experience that nothing interesting happened during those | ong nonths when Alvin was
still trying to teach a bunch of plain folks howto be a Maker like himinstead of... well, all in
time. Let's just say that while sone of you are bound to criticize ne for not telling all of
Alvin's | essons about Mkering and every single boring moment of every class he held trying to
teach fish to hop, | can prom se you that |eaving out those days fromny tale is an act of
charity.

There's a lot of people and a lot of confusion in the story, too, and | can't help that, because
if | made it all clear and sinple that would be a lie. It was a ness and there was a | ot of
different people involved and also, to tell you the truth, there's a lot of things that happened
that | didn't know about then and still don't know nuch about now 1'd like to say that I'm
telling you all the inportant parts of the story, telling about all the inportant people, but |
know perfectly well that there might be inportant parts that | just don't know about, and
i mportant people that | didn't realize were inportant. There's stuff that nobody knows, and stuff
that them as knows ain't telling, or themas knows don't know they know. And even as | try to

explain things as | understand themIl'mstill going to | eave things out w thout nmeaning to, or
tell you things twice that you al ready know, or contradict sonmething that you know to be a fact,
and all | can say is, | ain't no Tal eswapper, and if you want to know the deepest truth, get him
to unseal that back two-thirds of his little book and read you what he's got in there and | bet,
for all he clains to be no prophet, |I bet you'll hear things as will curl your hair, or uncurl it,
dependi ng.

There's one nystery, though, that | plain don't know the answer to, even though everything
depends on it. Maybe if | tell you enough you'll figure it out for yourself. But what | don't
understand is why Calvin went the way, he did. He was a sweet boy, they all say it. He and Alvin
were close as boys can be, | nean they fought but there was never malice in it and Cally grew up
knowi ng Al would die for him So what was it nade jealousy start to gnaw at Calvin's heart and
turn himaway fromhis own brother and want to undo all his work? | heard a lot of the tale I'm
about to tell you fromCally's own nouth, but you can be sure he never sat down and explained to
me or anybody why he changed. Ch, he told plenty of fol ks why he hated Alvin, but there's no ring
of truth in what he says about that, since he always accuses his brother of doing whatever his
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audi ence hates the nost. To Puritans he says he cane to hate Al vin because he saw himtrucking
with the devil. To Kingsnmen he says he hated Alvin because he saw how his brother went so far as
to murder a man just to keep himfromrecovering his own property, a runaway slave baby naned
Arthur Stuart (and don't that set them Royalists' teeth on edge, to think of a half-Black boy
havi ng the sane nane as the King!). Calvin always has a tale that justifies hinself in the eyes of
strangers, but never a word of explanation does he ever have to those of us who know the truth
about Al vin Mker.

| just know this: Wien | first set eyes on Calvin, in Vigor Church during that year when Alvin
tried to teach Makering, that year before he left, I'll tell you, folks, Calvin was al ready gone
In his heart every word that Alvin said was |ike poison. If Alvin paid no attention to him Calvin
felt neglected and said so. Then if Alvin did pay attention to him Calvin got surly and sullen
and claimed Alvin woul dn't | eave him al one. There was no pleasing him

But to say he was "contrary" don't explain a thing. It's just a nane for the way he was acting,
not an answer to the question of why he acted that way. | have ny own guesses, but they're just
guesses and no nore, not even what they call "educated guesses" because there's no such thing as
education so good it nakes one nman's guess any better than another's. Either you know or you
don't, and | don't know.

| don't know why people who got what they need to be happy don't just go ahead and be happy. |
don't know why | onely people keep shoving away everybody as tries to befriend them | don't know
why peopl e bl ane weak and harm ess folks for their troubles while they | eave their real eneny
alone to get away with all his harm And | sure don't know why | bother to go to the trouble to
wite all this down when |I know you still won't be satisfied.

Let nme tell you one little thing about Calvin. | saw himone day taking class with Alvin, and
for once he was paying attention, real close attention, heeding every word that canme fromhis
brother's lips. And | thought: He's finally come around. He finally realized that if he really
wants to be a seventh son of a seventh son, if he really wants to be a Maker, he has to learn from
Alvin how it's done.

And then the class ended, and | sat there watching Calvin as everybody el se went on out to get
back to their chores, until only me and Calvin was left in the room and Calvin actually talks to
me-- nostly he ignored me like | wasn't there-- he talks to ne and in a few seconds | realize what
he's doing. He's imtating Alvin. Not Alvin's regular voice, but Alvin's schoolteachery voice. You
all remenber when he got that way-- | renmenber he learned that flowery fancy tal k when he was
studying with Mss Larner, before she cane out of disguise and he realized she was the sane Peggy
Guester who kept his birth caul and protected himthrough his grow ng-up years. The big five-
dol I ar words she | earned in Dekane or fromthem books she read. Alvin wanted to sound refined Iike
her, or sonetinmes he wanted to, anyway, and so he'd learn them words and use themand talk so fine
you' d have thought he | earned English froman expert instead of just growing up with it like the
rest of us. But he couldn't keep it up. He'd hear hinself tal king so high-toned and he'd just
suddenly | augh or nake sone joke and then he'd go back to talking like folks. And there was Cal vin
tal king that same hi gh-toned way, only he didn't laugh. He just did all his imtating and when he
was done, he | ooked at ne and said, "Was that right?"

As if |'d know

And | says back to him "Calvin, sounding |ike an educated nman don't make you educated," and he
says back to ne, "I'd rather be ignorant and sound educated than be educated and sound ignorant,"”
and | said, "Wiy?" and he says to ne, "Because if you sound educated then nobody ever tests you to
find out, but if you sound ignorant they never stop."

Here's ny point. Well, maybe it's not the point | started out to make, but | |ong since |ost
track of that. So here's the point | want to make now. | know nore about what happened during
Alvin's year of wandering than anybody el se on God's green Earth. But | also am aware of how many
questions | still can't answer. So | reckon |'mthe one as knows but seens ignorant. \Wich kind
are you?

If you already figure you know this story, for heaven's sake stop readi ng now and save yoursel f
sone trouble. And if you're going to criticize me for not finishing the whole thing and tying it
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up in a bow for you, why, do us both a favor and wite your own damm book, only have the decency
to call it a romance instead of a history, because history's got no bows on it, only frayed ends
of ribbons and knots that can't be untied. It ain't a pretty package but then it's not your
birthday that | know of, so |I'munder no obligation to give you a gift.

Chapter 2 -- Hypocrites

Cal vin was about fed up. Just this close to walking up to Alvin and... and somet hing. Punchi ng
himin the nose, maybe, only he'd tried that afore and Alvin just caught himby the wist and
gripped himw th those damm bl acksnith nuscl es and he says, "Calvin, you know | could always throw
you, do we have to do this now?" Alvin could always do everything better, or if he couldn't then
it nmust not be worth doing. Fol ks gathered around and listened to Alvin's babbling like it al
made sense. Fol ks watched every nove he nade |ike he was a dancing bear. Only tinme they noticed
Calvin was to ask himif he would kindly step aside so they could see Alvin a little better

Step aside? Yep, | reckon | can step aside. | can step right out the door and out into the hot
sun and right out onto the path going up the hill to the tree line. And what's to stop ne from
keeping right on? What's to stop ne fromwal king on to the edge of the world and then junping
right off?

But Calvin didn't keep wal king. He | eaned against a big old naple and then hunkered down in the
grass and | ooked out over Father's land. The house. The barn. The chicken coops. The pigpen. The
m | | house.

Did the wheel ever turn in Father's nmill anynore? The water passed usel ess through the chase,
t he wheel |eaned forward but never noved, and so the stones inside were still, too. Mght as well
have | eft the huge nmillstone in the nmountain, as to bring it down here to stand usel ess while big
brother Alvin filled these poor people's ninds with hopel ess hopes. Alvin was grinding themup as
surely as if he put their heads between the stones. Ginding themup, turning themto flour which
Alvin hinmsel f would bake into bread and eat up for supper. He may have prenticed as a blacksmth
all those years in Hatrack River, but here in Vigor Church he was a baker of brains.

Thi nki ng of Alvin eating everybody's ground-up heads nade Calvin feel nasty in a delicious kind
of way. It rmade himlaugh. He stretched his long thin I egs out into the meadow grass and | ay back
agai nst the trunk of the maple. A bug was scanpering along the skin of his I eg, up under his
trousers, but he didn't bother to reach down and pull it out, or even to shake his leg to get it
of f. Instead, he got his doodl ebug going, like a spare pair of eyes, like an extra set of fingers,
| ooking for the tiny rapid flutter of the bug's useless stupid |life and when he found it he gave
it alittle pinch, or really nore like a squint, a tiny twitch of the nmuscles around his eyes, but
that was all it took, just that little pinch and then the bug wasn't nmoving no nore. Some days,
little bug, it just don't pay to get up in the norning.

"That must be some funny story," said a voice

Calvin fairly junmped out of his skin. How did sonebody cone on himunawares? Still, he didn't
| et hinmself show he'd been surprised. H's heart might be beating fast inside his chest, but he
still waited a m nute before even turning around to | ook, and then he nade sure to | ook about as

uninterested as a fellow can | ook wi thout being dead.

A bald fellow, old and in buckskins. Calvin knew him of course. A far traveler and sonetinme
vi sitor named Tal eswapper. Anot her one who thought the world began with God and ended with Al vin.
Cal vin | ooked hi mup and down. The buckskins were about as old as the man. "Did you get them
clothes off a ninety-year-old deer, or did your daddy and grandpa wear themall their lives to get
them so worn out |ike that?"

"I've worn these clothes so long," said the old man, "that | sonetines send them on errands when
I'"'mtoo busy to go, and nobody can tell the difference."

"I think I know you," said Calvin. "You're that old Tal eswapper fellow "

"So |l am" said the old man. "And you're Calvin, old MIler's youngest boy."
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Cal vin wai t ed.
And here it canme: "Alvin's little brother."

Calvin folded hinself sitting down and then unfol ded hinself standing. He |iked how tall he was.
He |i ked | ooking down at the old man's bald head. "You know, old nman, if we had another just |ike
you, we could put your snooth pink heads together and you'd |look Iike a baby's butt."

"Don't like being called Alvin's little brother, eb?" asked Tal eswappeir.

"You know where to go for your free neal,"” said Calvin. He started to wal k away into the neadow.
Havi ng no destination in nmind, of course, his walking pretty soon petered out, and he paused a
nmonent, | ooking around, wi shing there was sonething he wanted to do.

The old man was right behind him Dam but the old boy was quiet! Calvin had to renenber to keep
a watch out for people. Alvin did it wi thout thinking, danmt, and Calvin could do it too if he
could just remenber to renenber.

"Heard you chuckling," said Tal eswapper. "When | first wal ked up behind you."
"Well, then, | guess you ain't deaf yet."

"Saw you wat ching the nmillhouse and heard you chuckling and | thought, Wat does this boy see so
funny in a mll whose wheel don't turn?"

Calvin turned to face him "You were born in England, weren't you?"

"I was."

"And you lived in Philadel phia awhile, right? Met old Ben Franklin there, right?"
"What a menory you have."

"Then how cone you talk like a frontiersman? You know and | know that it's supposed to be 'a
m |1 whose wheel doesn't turn,' but here you are tal king bad grammar as if you never went to
school but | know you did. And how cone you don't talk |ike other Englishnen?"

"Keen ear, keen eye," said Tal eswapper. "A sharp one for details. Dull on the big picture, but
sharp on details. | notice you talk worse than you know how, too."

Calvin ignored the insult. He wasn't going to let this old coot distract himwth tricks. "I
sai d how cone you talk like a frontiersman?"

"Spend a ot of time on the frontier."
"I spend a lot of tine in the chicken coop but that don't nmake ne cluck."
Tal eswapper grinned. "What do you think, boy?"

"I think you try to sound like the people you're telling your lies to, so they' Il trust you
they'Il think you're one of them But you're not one of us, you're not one of anybody. You're a
spy, stealing the hopes and dreans and wi shes and nmenories and i magi ni ngs of everybody and | eaving
them nothing but lies in exchange."

Tal eswapper seened anused. "If I'msuch a crimnal, why ain't | rich?"
"Not a crinminal," said Calvin.

"I"'mrelieved to be acquitted."

"Just a hypocrite."”

Tal eswapper' s eyes narrowed.
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"A hypocrite," Calvin said again. "Pretending to be what you're not. So other people will trust
you, but they're trusting in a bunch of pretenses."

"That's an interesting idea, there, Calvin," said Tal eswapper. "Where do you draw the line
bet ween a hunbl e man who knows his own weaknesses but tries to act out virtues he hasn't quite
mast ered yet, and a proud man who pretends to have those virtues without the slightest intention
of acquiring thenP"

"Listen to the frontiersman now," said Calvin scornfully. "I knew you could shed that folksy
talk the mnute you wanted to."

"Yes, | can do that," said Tal eswapper. "Just as | can speak French to a Frenchman and Spani sh
to a Spaniard and four kinds of Red talk depending on which tribe I'mw th. But you, Calvin, do
you speak Scorn and Mockery to everyone? O just to your betters?"

It took Calvin a nonent to realize that he had been put down, hard and low. "I could kill you
wi t hout using ny hands," he said.

"Harder than you think," said Tal eswapper. "Killing a nan, that is. Wiy not ask your brother
Alvin about it? He's done it the once, for just cause, whereas you think of killing a nman because
he tweaks your nose. And then you wonder why | call nyself your better."

"You just want to put nme down because | nanmed you for what you are. Hypocrite. Like all the
ot hers. "

"Al'l the others?"
Cal vin nodded grimy
"Everyone is a hypocrite except Calvin MIler?"

"Calvin Maker," said Calvin. Even as he said it, he knewit was a m stake; he had never told
anyone the nane by which he thought of hinself, and now he had blurted it out, a boast, a brag, a
demand, to this nobst unsynpathetic of listeners. This nan who was nost |likely, of all nmen, to
repeat Calvin's secret dreamto others.

"Well, now it seenms to be unaninmous,"” said Tal eswapper. "We're all pretending to be sonething
that we're not."

"I ama Maker!" Calvin insisted, raising his voice, even though he knew he was making hinsel f
seem even weaker and nore vul nerable. He just couldn't stop hinself fromtalking to this sliny old
man. "l've got all the knack for it that Alvin ever had, if anyone would bother to notice!"

"Made any millstones lately, wi thout tool s?" asked Tal eswapper

"I can nake stones in a fence fit together like as if they growed that way out of the ground!"
"Heal ed any wounds?"

"I killed a bug crawming on ny leg just a noment ago without so much as laying a hand on it."
"Interesting. | ask of healing and you answer with killing. Doesn't sound |ike a Maker to ne."
"You said yourself that Alvin killed a man!"

"Wth his hands, not with his knack. A man who had just nurdered an innocent wonan who died to
protect her son fromcaptivity. The bug-- was it going to harmyou or anyone?"

"Yes, there you are, Alvin is always righteous and wonderful, while Calvin can't do nothing
right! But Alvin hisself told ne the story of how he caused a bunch of roaches to get theirselfs
kilt when he was a boy and--"

"And you |l earned nothing fromhis story, except that you have the power to tornent insects."
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"He gets to do what he wants and then tal ks about how he's | earned better now, but if | do the
same things then I'mnot worthy! | can't be taught any of his secrets because |'m not ready for
themonly I amready for them |I'mjust not ready to let Alvin decide how I'll use the knack | was
born with. Wio tells himwhat to do?"

"The inner light of virtue," said Tal eswapper, "for lack of a clearer nane."

"Wl what about my inner 1ight?"

"l imagi ne that your parents ask thenselves this very question, and often.”
"Way can't | be allowed to figure things out on nmy own |ike Alvin did?"
"But of course you are being allowed to do exactly that," said Tal eswapper.

"No I'mnot! He sits there trying to explain to those boneheaded no-knack followers of his how
to get inside other things and | earn what they are and how they're shaped inside and then ask them
to take on new forns, as if that's a thing that folks can learn--"

"But they do learn it, don't they?"

"I'f you call an inch a year noving, then | guess you can call that |earning," said Calvin. "But
me, the one who actually understands everything he says, the one who could actually put it all to
use, he won't even let me in the room If | stay there he just tells stories and makes jokes and
won't teach a thing until | |eave, and why? I'mhis best pupil, aint I? 1 learnit all, | soak it
in fast and | can use it on the instant, but he won't teach ne! He calls themothers 'apprentice
Makers' but me he won't even take on for a single |lesson, all because | don't bow down and worship
whenever he starts tal king about how a Maker can never use his power to destroy, but only to
build, or he loses it, which is nonsense, since a man's knack is his knack and--"

"It seens to ne," said Tal eswapper, his voice sharp enough to cut through Calvin's raging, "that
you are a singularly unteachable young man. You ask Alvin to teach you, and he tries to do it, but
then you refuse to listen because you know what's nonsense and what matters, you know that a man
doesn't have to make in order to be a Maker, you already know so nuch I'm surprised you still wait
around here, wishing for Alvin to teach you things that you plainly have no desire to know. "

"I want himto teach me howto get into the snall of things!" cried Calvin. "I want himto teach
me how to change people the way he changed Arthur Stuart so the Finders couldn't Find himanynore!
I want himto teach me how to get inside bones and bl ood vessels, howto turn iron to gold! | want

me a golden plow |like his and he won't teach ne how "

"And it has never occurred to you," said Tal eswapper, "that when he speaks of using the power of
Making only to build things up, never to tear them down, he m ghf be teaching you precisely the
thing you are asking? Ch, Calvin, I"'mso sorry to see that your mama did have one stupid child
after all."

Calvin felt the rage explode inside hinself, and before he knew what he was doi ng he knocked the
old man down and straddled his hips, pounding on his frail old ribs and belly. It took nany bl ows
before he realized that the old man wasn't fighting back. Have |I killed hinf? Calvin wondered. Wat
will | do if he's dead? They'll have nme for murder, then. They won't understand how he provoked
me, begging for a beating. It's not like | planned to kill him

Calvin put his fingers to Tal eswapper's throat, feeling for a pulse. It was there, feeble, but
it probably was always feeble, given how old the fell ow was.

"Didn't quite kill me, eh?" whispered Tal eswapper

"Didn't feel like it," said Calvin.

"How many nen will you have to beat up before everyone agrees that you're a Maker?"
Calvin wanted to hit himagain. Didn't this old man | earn anythi ng?

"You know, if you hurt people enough, eventually they' |l all call you whatever you want. Mker.
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Ki ng. Captain. Boss. Master. Holy One. Pick your title, you can beat people into calling you that.
But you don't change yourself a bit. Al you do is change the neanings of those words, so they al
mean the sane thing: Bully.”

Cal vin, hot with shane, got up and stood over him He restrained hinmself fromkicking the old
man until his head was jelly. "You ve got a knack for words," he said.

"True words in particular," said Tal eswapper
"Lies, fromall | can see,” said Calvin.

"Aliar sees lies," said Tal eswapper. "Even when they aren't there. Just as a hypocrite sees
hypocrites whenever he runs across good people. Can't stand to think that anyone mght really be
what you only pretend to be.”

"You did say one true thing," said Calvin. "About its making no sense nme waiting around here for

Alvin to teach nme what he plainly neans to keep secret. | should ve realized that Alvin wasn't
never going to teach ne anything, because he's afraid if people see nme doing all the things he can
do, he won't be king of the hill anynore. | have to find it out on ny own, just like he did."

"You have to find it out by learning the sane things he did," said Tal eswapper. "Alone or as his
pupil, though, | don't think you' re capable of |earning those things."

"You're wong," said Calvin. "I'll prove it to you."

"By learning to master your own will and use your power only to build things, only to help
ot hers?"

"By going out into the world and | earning everything and com ng back and showi ng Al vin who's got
the real Mker's knack and who's just pretending."”

Tal eswapper propped hinmself up on one el bow. "But Calvin, your actions here today have made the
answer to that question as plain as day."

Calvin wanted to kick himin his face. Silence that mouth. Break that shiny pate and watch the
brains spill out into the meadow grass.

I nstead he turned away and took a few steps toward the woods. He had a destination this tine.
East Civilization. The cities, the | ands where people lived together cheek by jow . Anmong them
there would be those who could teach him O, failing that, those he could experinment wth unti
he |l earned all that Al vin knew, and nmore. Calvin was wong to have stayed here so long. Foolish to
have kept hoping that he'd ever get any love or help fromAl vin. | worshipped him that was ny
m st ake, thought Calvin. It took this boneheaded old fool to show nme the kind of contenpt that
peopl e have for ne. Al ways conparing me to Alvin, perfect Alvin, Alvin the Maker, Alvin the
Vi rtuous son.

Alvin the hypocrite. He does with his power just what | want to do-- only he's so subtle about
it that people don't even realize he's controlling them Tell us what to do, Alvin! Teach us how
to Make, Alvin! Does Alvin ever say, It's not your knack, you poor fool, | can't teach you howto
do this any nore than | can teach a fish to wal k? No. He pretends to teach them helps themget a
few pathetic illusory successes so they stay with him his obedient servants, his disciples.

Wll, I"'mnot one of them I'mny own nman, snarter than he is, and nore powerful, too, if | can
just learn what | need to learn. After all, Alvin was only a seventh son for a couple of nonents
after he was born, until our ol dest brother Vigor died. But | have been a seventh son ny whol e
life, and still am one today. Before long |I'm bound to surpass Alvin. I'mthe real Maker. The rea
thing. Not a hypocrite. Not a pretender

"When you see Alvin, tell himnot to follownme. He won't see | ne again until |I'mready for him
to square off against nme, Maker agai nst Maker."

"There can never be a battle of Maker agai nst Maker," said Tal eswapper.

n G]?"
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"Because if there's a battle," said Tal eswapper, "it's because one of them at least, is not a
Maker at all, but rather its opposite.”

Calvin laughed. "That old wi ves' tale? About sonme supposed Unmaker? Alvin tells the stories, but
it's all a bunch of hogwash to make him |l ook like nore of a hero."

"I'mnot surprised that you don't believe in the Unmaker," said Tal eswapper. "The first lie the
Unmaker always tells is that he doesn't exist. And his true servants al ways believe him even as
they carry out his work in the world."

"So I'mthe Unmaker's servant?" asked Cal vin.

"Of course," said Tal eswapper. "I have the bruises on ny body now to prove it."

"Those bruises prove you're a weak man with a big mouth.”

"Alvin woul d have heal ed ne and strengthened ne," said Tal eswapper. "That's what Mkers do."

Calvin couldn't take any nore of this. He kicked the man right in the face. He could fee
Tal eswapper's nose break under the ball of his foot; then the old nman fl opped back into the grass
and lay there still. Calvin didn't even bother to check his pulse. If he was dead, so be it. The
worl d woul d be a better place without his |ies and rudeness.

Not until he was well into the woods, about five mnutes later, did the enornmity of what he had
done flow over him Killed a nan! | mght have killed a man, and left himto die!
| should have heal ed himbefore | left. The way Al vin heal ed people. Then he woul d have know

that 1'mtruly a Maker, because | healed him How could | have missed such an opportunity to show
what | can do?

At once he turned and raced back through the forest, dodging the roots, skittering down a bank
he had so eagerly clinbed only noments before. But when, panting, he enmerged into the nmeadow, the
old man wasn't there, though bits of blood still clung to the grass and pool ed where his head had
| ain. Not dead, then. He got up and wal ked, so he can't be dead.

What a fool | was, thought Calvin. O course | didn't kill him 1'ma Mker. Mkers don't
destroy things, they build them Isn't that what Alvin always tells me? So if I'ma Mker, nothing
I do can possibly be destructive.

For a nonent he al nost headed down the hill toward the m || house. Let Tal eswapper accuse himin
front of everybody. Calvin would sinply deny it and |l et them work out how to deal with the
problem O course they'd all believe Tal eswapper. But Calvin only needed to say, "That's his
knack, to nake people believe his lies. Wiy else would you trust in this stranger instead of Al vin
M1l er's youngest boy, when you all know | don't go around beating people up?" It was a delicious
scene to contenplate, with Father and Mother and Alvin all frozen into inaction

But a better scene was this: Calvin free in the city. Calvin out of his brother's shadow.

Best of all, they couldn't even get up a group of nmen to follow him For here in the town, of
Vigor Church, the adults were all bound by Tenskwa- Tawa's curse, so that any stranger they net,
they had to tell himthe story of how they slaughtered the innocent Reds at Ti ppy-Canoe. If they
didn't tell the story, their hands and arns woul d becone covered with dripping bl ood, nute
testinony of their crime. Because of that they didn't venture out into the world where they m ght
run into strangers. Alvin hinmself mght cone |ooking for him but no one el se except those who had
been too young to take part in the nassacre would be able to join with him Ch, yes, their brother-
in-law Arnor, he wasn't under the curse. And maybe Measure wasn't really under the curse, because
he took it on hinself, even though he wasn't part of the battle. So maybe he could | eave. But that
still wouldn't be nuch of a search party.

And why woul d they bother to search for himanyway? Al vin thought Calvin was a nothing. Not
worth teaching. So how could he be worth foll ow ng?
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My freedom was always just a few steps away, thought Calvin. Al it took was ny realizing that
Alvin was never going to accept me as his true friend and brother. Tal eswapper showed ne that. |
shoul d thank him

Hey, | already gave himall the thanks he deserved.

Cal vin chuckl ed. Then he turned and headed back into the forest. He tried to nove as silently as
Alvin always did, noving through the forest-- a trick Al had learned fromthe wild Reds back
before they either gave across the Mzzipy into the enpty country of the west. But despite all his
efforts, Calvin always ended up maki ng noi se and breaki ng branches.

For all | know, Calvin told hinself, A vin makes just as much noise, and sinply uses his knack
to make us think he's quiet. Because if everybody thinks you' re silent, you are silent, right?
Makes no difference at all.

Wuldn't it be just like that hypocrite Alvin to have us all thinking he's in such harnony with
the greenwood when he's really just as clunsy as everyone else! At least |I'mnot ashaned to nake
an honest noi se.

Wth that reassuring thought, Calvin plunged on into the underbrush, breaking off branches and
disturbing falled | eaves with every step

Chapter 3 -- Watchers

Wiile Calvin was a-setting out on his journey to wherever, trying not to think about Alvin with
every step, there was soneone el se already on a journey, also w shing she could stop thinking
about Alvin. That's about where the senbl ance ends, though. Because this was Peggy Larner, who
knew Alvin better and | oved Alvin nore than any living soul. She was riding in a coach along a
country road in Appal achee, and she was at |east as unhappy as Calvin ever was. D fference was,
she bl aned her woes on nary a soul but her own self.

In the days after her nother was nurdered, Peggy Larner figured that she would stay in Hatrack
River for the rest of her life, helping her father tend his roadhouse. She was done with the great
matters of the world. She had set her hand to neddling in them and the result had been that she
didn't tend to her own backyard and so she faded to see her nmother's death | ooning. Preventable,
easily, it was so dependent upon nerest chance; a sinple word of warning and her nother and father
woul d have known the Sl ave Finders were com ng back that night and how many of themthere were,
and how arnmed, and through what door comi ng. But Peggy had been watching the great matters of the
wor | d, had been minding her foolish |love for the young journeynman smth naned Al vin who had
| earned to make a plow of living gold and then asked her to marry himand go with himthrough the
world to do battle with the Unmaker, and all the while the Unnaker was destroying her own life
t hrough the back door, with a shotgun bl ast that shredded her nmother's flesh and gave Peggy the
nmost terrible of burdens to carry all her life. What kind of child does not watch out to save her
own nother's life?

She could not marry Alvin. That would be |ike rewardi ng herself for her own selfishness. She
woul d stay and hel p her father in his work

And yet she couldn't do even that, not for |ong. Wen her father |ooked at her-- or rather, when
he woul dn't | ook at her-- she felt his grief stab to her heart. He knew she coul d have prevented
it. And though it was his great effort not to reproach her with it, she didn't need to hear his
words to know what was in his heart. No, nor did she need to use her knack to see his heart's
desire, his bitter nenories. She knew wi t hout | ooking, because she knew hi m deep, as children know
parents.

There cane a day, then, when she could bear it no |longer. She had | eft honme once before, as a
girl, with a note left behind. This tinme she left with nore courage, facing her father and telling
himthat she couldn't stay.

"Have | | ost ny daughter then, as well as ny wfe?"
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"Your daughter you have as well as ever," said Peggy. "But the wonan who coul d have prevented
your wife's death, and failed to do it-- that woman can't live here anynore."

"Have | said anything? Have | by word or deed--"

"It's your knack to make fol ks feel welcone under your roof, Father, and you' ve done your best
with me. But there's no knack can take away the terrible burden charged to ny soul. There's no
| ove or kindness you can show toward nme that will hide-- fromne-- what you suffer at the very
sight of nme."

Fat her knew he coul dn't deceive his daughter any |longer, her being a torch and all. "I'Il mss
you with all ny heart," he said.
"And 1'll mss you, Father," she answered. Wth a kiss, with a brief enbrace, she took her

| eave. Once again she rode in Witley Physicker's carriage to Dekane. There she visited with a
famly that had done her much ki ndness, once upon a tine.

She didn't stay long, though, and soon she took the coach down to Franklin, the capital of
Appal achee. She knew no one there, but she soon would-- no heart could remain closed to her, and
she quickly found those people who hated the institution of slavery as much as she did. Her nother
had died for taking a hal f-black boy into her honme, into her fanily as her own son, even though by
| aw he bel onged to sone white man down in Appal achee.

The boy, Arthur Stuart, was still free, living with Alvin in the town of Vigor Church. But the
institution of slavery, which had killed both the boy's birth nother and his adoptive nother, that
lived on, too. There was no hope of changing it in the King's lands to the south and fast, but
Appal achee was the nation that had won its freedom by the sacrifice of George Washi ngton and under
the | eadership of Thomas Jefferson. It was a land of high ideals. Surely she could have sone
i nfluence here, to root out the evil of slavery fromthis land. It was in Appal achee that Arthur
Stuart had been conceived by a cruel master's rape of his helpless slave. It was in Appal achee,
then, that Peggy would quietly but deftly naneuver to help those who hated slavery and hi nder
those who woul d perpetuate it.

She travel ed in disguise, of course. Not that anyone here would know her, but she didn't like
being called by the name of Peggy CGuester, for that was al so her nother's nane. |Instead she passed
as Mss Larner, gifted teacher of French, Latin, and music, and in that guise she went about
tutoring, here a few weeks, there a few weeks. It was master classes that she taught, teaching the
school masters in various towns and vill ages.

Though her public | essons were conscientiously taught, what concerned her nost was seeking out
the heartfires of those who |oathed slavery, or those who, not daring to adnit their |oathing,
were at |east unconfortable and apol ogetic about the slaves they owned. The ones who were carefu
to be gentle, the ones who secretly allowed their slaves to learn to read and wite and ci pher
These good-hearted ones she dared to encourage. She called upon them and said words that m ght
turn themtoward the paths of life, however few and faint they were, in which they gai ned courage
and spoke out against the evil of slavery.

In this way, she was still helping her father in his work. For hadn't old Horace CGuester risked
his life for nmany years, hel ping runaway sl aves make it across the Hio and on north into French
territory, where they would be no | onger slaves, where Finders could not go? She could not live
with her father, she could not renove any part of his burden of grief, but she could carry on his
work, and might in the end make his work unnecessary, for it would have been acconplished, not a
slave at a tinme, but all the slaves of Appal achee at once.

Wuld | then be worthy to return and face hin? Wwuld | be redeened? Wuld Mther's death nean
sonet hing then, instead of being the worthless result of my carel essness?

Here was the hardest part of her discipline: She refused to let any thought of Alvin Snith
di stract her. Once he had been the whole focus of her life, for she was present at his birth,
peeled the birth caul fromhis face, and for years thereafter used the power of the dried-up caul
to protect himagainst all the attacks of the Unmaker. Then, when he becanme a nan and grew into
his own powers enough that he could nostly protect hinself, he was still the center of her heart,
for she cane to |l ove the man he was beconmi ng. She had cone hone to Hatrack River then, in disguise
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for the first time as Mss Larner, and there she gave himand Arthur Stuart the kind of book

| earning that they both hungered for. And all the tine she was teaching him she was hiding behind
the hexes that hid her true face and name, hiding and watching himlike a spy, like a hunter, like
a | over who dared not be seen.

It was in that disguise that he fell in love with her, too. It was all alie, alie |l told him
aliel told nyself.

So now she would not search for his bright heartfire, though she knew she could find it in an
instant, no matter how far away he was. She had other work in her life. She had other things to
achi eve or to undo.

Here was the best part of her new life: Everyone who knew anyt hi ng about slavery knew that it
was wong. The ignorant children growing up in slave country, or people who had never kept sl aves
or seen them kept or even known a Bl ack man or woman-- they night fancy that there was nothing
wong with it. But those who knew, they all understood that it was evil.

Many of them of course, sinply told thenselves |ies or nmade excuses or flat-out enbraced the
evil with both arms-- anything to keep their way of life, to keep their wealth and leisure, their
prestige, their honor. But nore were made mi serable by the wealth that cane fromthe | abor and
suffering of the blacks that had been stolen fromtheir native | and and brought against their wll
to this dark continent of America. It was these whose hearts Peggy reached for, especially the
strong ones, the ones who m ght have the courage to nake a difference.

And her |abors were not in vain. Wen she left a place, people were talking-- no, to be honest
they were quarreling-- over things that before had never been openly questioned. To be sure, there
was suffering. Some of those whose courage she had hel ped awaken were tarred and feathered, or
beaten, or their houses and barns burnt. But the excesses of the slavemasters served only to
expose to others the necessity of taking action, of winning their freedomfroma systemthat was
destroying themall.

She was on this errand today. A hired carriage had conme to fetch her to a town called Baker's
Fork, and she was well on the way, already hot and tired and dusty, as summer travel ers al ways
were, when all of a sudden she felt curious to see what was up a certain road.

Now, Peggy wasn't one to be curious in any ordinary way. Having had, since childhood, the knack
of knowi ng people's innost secrets, she had | earned young to shy away fromsinple curiosity. Well
she knew that there were some things folks were better off not knowing. As a child she would have
gi ven nuch not to know what the children her age thought of her, the fear they had of her, the
| oat hi ng because of her strangeness, because of the hushed way their parents tal ked of her. Oh,
she woul d have been glad not to know the secrets of the men and wonmen around her. Curiosity was
its own punishnment, when you were sure of finding the answer to your question

So the very fact that she felt curious about, of all things, rutted track in the low hills of
nort hern Appal achee-- that was the nost curious thing of all. And so, instead of trying to follow
the track, she | ooked inside her own heartfire to see what |lay down that road. But every path she
saw in which she called to the carriage driver and bade himturn around and foll ow the track
every one of those paths led to a blank, a place where what mi ght happen there could not be known.

It was a strange thing for her, not to know at all what the outcome nmight be. Uncertainty she
was used to, for there were nmany paths that the flow of tinme could follow But not to have a
glinmer, that was new i ndeed. New and-- she had to admit-- attractive.

She tried to warn herself off, to tell herself that if she couldn't see, it nust be the Unmaker
bl ocki ng her, there nust be sone terrible fate down that road.

But it didn't feel like the Unmaker. It felt right to followthe track. It felt necessary,
though she tingled a bit with the danger of it. Is this how other people feel all the tine? she
wonder ed. Knowi ng nothing, the future all a blank, able to rely only on feelings like this? Is
this tingling what George Washington felt just before he surrendered his arny to the rebels of
Appal achee and then turned hinmself over to the king he had betrayed?

Surely not, for old CGeorge was certain enough of the outcone. Maybe it's what Patrick Henry felt
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when he cried out, Gve ne liberty or give nme death, having no notion which of the two, if either
he might win. To act wi thout know ng..

"Turn around!" she call ed.

The driver didn't hear her over the clattering of the horses' hooves, the rattling and creaking
of the carriage.

She t hunped on the roof of the carriage with her unbrella. "Turn around!"

The driver pulled the horses to a stop. He slid open the tiny door that allowed words to pass
bet ween driver and passengers. "Wat, na' an®"

"Turn around."”

"I ain't took no wong turn, nma' am"

"I know that. | want to follow that track we just passed."

"That just |leads on up to Chapman Valley."

"Excel l ent. Then take nme to Chapnan Valley."

"But it's the school board in Baker's Fork what hired me to bring you."

"We're going to stop the night anyway. Wy not Chapnan Vall ey?"

"They got no inn."

"Neverthel ess, either turn the carriage around or wait here while | walk up that track."

The door slid shut-- perhaps nore abruptly than necessary-- and the carriage took a wide turn
out into the nmeadow. It had been dry these past few days, so the turn went snoothly, and soon they
were going up the track that had made her so curious.

The vall ey, when she saw it, was pretty, though there was nothing remarkabl e about its
prettiness. Except for the rough woods at the crests of the surrounding hills, the whole valley
was taned, the trees all in the place where they were planted, the houses all built up to fit the
ever-larger famlies that lived there. Perhaps the walls were nore crisply painted, and perhaps a
whiter white than other places-- or perhaps that was just what happened to Peggy's perceptions,
because she was | ooking especially sharp to see what had piqued her curiosity. Perhaps the orchard
trees were older than usual, nmore gnarled, as if this place had been settled | ong ago, the
earliest of tht Appal achee settlenents. But what of that? Everything in America was new sh; there
was bound to be someone in this town who still renmenbered its founding. Nothing west of the first
range of nountains was any older than the |ifespan of the ol dest citizen.

As al ways, she was aware of the heartfires of the people dwelling here, like sparks of |ight
that she could see even in the brightest part of noon, through all walls, behind all hills, in al
attics or basenents where they might be. They were the ordinary folk of any town, perhaps a bit
nore content than others, but not immune to the suffering of life, the petty resentnments, the
griefs and envies. Wiy had she cone here?

They came to a house with no one home. She rapped on the roof of the carriage again. The horses
were whoaed to a stop, and the little door opened. "Wait here," she said.

She had no idea why this house, the enpty one, drew her curiosity. Perhaps it was the way it had
obvi ously grown up around a tiny |log cabin, growing first prosperous, then grand, and finally
nothing nore than |l arge, as aesthetics gave way to the need for nore room nore room How, in such
a large and wel |l -tended place, could there be no one hone?

Then she realized that she heard singing coming fromthe house. And |aughter fromthe yard.
Singi ng and | aughter, and yet not a heartfire to be seen. There had never been such a strange
thing in all her life. Was this a haint house? Did the restless dead dwell here, unable to let go
of Iife? But who ever heard of a haint that |aughed? O sang such a cheery song?
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And there, running around the house, was a boy not nore than six, being chased by three ol der
girls. Not one with a heartfire. But fromthe dirt on the boy's face and the rage in the eyes of
the red-faced girls, these could not be the spirits of the dead.

"Hall o, there!" cried Peggy, waving.

The boy, startled, |ooked at her. That pause was his undoing, for the girls caught up to him and
fell to pummeling himwi th nmuch enthusiasm his answer was to holler with equal vigor, cursing
them roundly. Peggy didn't know them but had little doubt that the boy, in the fashion of al
boys, had done sone mi serable nischief which outraged the girls-- his sisters? She also had little
doubt that the girls, despite the inevitable protests of innocence, had no doubt provoked him
before, but in subtle, verbal ways so that he could never point to a bruise and get his nother on
his side. Such was the endl ess war between male and femal e children. Stranger or not, however,
Peggy could not allow the violence of the girls to get out of hand, and it seened they were not
di sposed to go lightly in their determ ned battering of the bellowing |ad. They were pursuing the
beating, not as a holiday, but as if it were their bread-and-butter |abor, with an overseer who
woul d exam ne their handiwork |later and say, "I'd say the boy was well beaten. You get your day's
pay, all right!"

"Let up now," she said, striding across the goat-cropped yard.

They ignored her until she was on them and had two of the girls by the collars. Even then, they
kept swinging with their fists, not a few of the blows |anding on Peggy herself, while the third
girl took no pause. Peggy had no choice but to give the two girls she had hold of a stern push,
sending themsprawing in the grass, while she dragged the third girl off the boy.

As she had feared, the boy hadn't done well under the girls' blows. H s nose was bl eeding, and
he got up only slowy; when the girl Peggy was hol ding |lunged at him he scurried on all fours to
evade her.

"Shane on you," said Peggy. "Watever he did, it wasn't worth this!"
"He killed nmy squirrel!" cried the girl she held.
"But how can you have had a squirrel ?" asked Peggy. "It would be cruel of you to pen one up."

"She was never penned," said the girl. "She was ny friend. | fed her and these others sawit--
she came to ne and | kept her alive through the hard winter. He knew it! He was jeal ous that the
squirrel canme to ne, and so he killed it."

"It was a squirrel!" the boy shouted hoarsely and rather weakly, but it was clear he neant it to
be a shout. "How should I know it was yours?"

"Then you shouldn't have killed any," said another of the girls. "Not till you were sure."

"Whatever he did to the squirrels,” said Peggy, "even if he was nalicious, it was wong of you
and unchristian to knock himdown and hurt himso."

The boy | ooked at her now. "Are you the judge?" he asked.
"Judge? | think not!" said Peggy with a | augh

"But you can't be the Maker, that one's a boy. | think you're a judge." The boy | ooked even nore
certain. "Aunt Becca said the judge was com ng, and then the Maker, so you can't be the Maker
because the judge ain't cone yet, but you could be the judge because the judge conmes first."

Peggy knew that other folks often took the words of children to be nonsense, if they didn't
understand them i nmedi atel y. But Peggy knew that the words of children were always related to
their view of the world, and made their own sense if you only knew how to hear them Soneone had
told them - Aunt Becca, it was-- that a judge and a Maker were comi ng. There was only one Maker
that Peggy knew of. Was Alvin com ng here? What was this place, that the children knew of Makers,
and had no heartfires?
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"I thought your house was standing enpty," said Peggy, "but | see that it is not."

For indeed there now stood a woman in the doorway, |eaning against the janb, watching t hem
placidly as she slowy stirred a bow with a wooden spoon

"Mana!" cried the girl that Peggy still held. "She has nme and won't let go!"
"It's true!" cried Peggy at once. "And | still won't let go, till I'msure she won't nurder the
boy here!"

"He killed nmy squirrel, Mama!" cried the girl.
The wonman said nothing, just stirred.

"Perhaps, children," said Peggy, "we should go talk to this lady in the doorway, instead of
shouting like river rats.”

"Mot her doesn't |ike you," said one of the girls. "I can tell."
"That's a shame,"” said Peggy. "Because | |ike her."
"Do not," said the girl. "You don't know her, and if you did you still wouldn't |ike her because

nobody does."

"What a terrible thing to say about your nother," said Peggy.

"I don't have to like her," said the girl. "I love her."

"Then take me to this woman that you |love but don't like," said Peggy, "and let me reach ny own
concl usi ons about her."

As they approached the door, Peggy began to think that the girls might be right. The wonan
certainly didn't | ook welcom ng. But for that matter, she didn't |ook hostile, either. Her face
was enpty of enotion. She just stirred the bow .

"My nane is Peggy Larner." The wonman ignored her outstretched hand. "I'msorry if | shouldn't
have intervened, but as you can see the boy was taking sone serious injury."

"Just nmy nose is bloody, is all," said the boy. But his |linp suggested other |ess visible pains.
"Cone inside," said the wonan

Peggy had no idea whether the woman was speaking just to the children, or was including her in
the invitation. If it could be called an invitation, so blandly she spoke it, not |ooking up from
the bowl she stirred. The wonman turned away, di sappearing inside the house. The children foll owed.
So, finally, did Peggy. No one stopped her or seened to think her action strange. It was this that
first nade her wonder if perhaps she had fallen asleep in the carriage and this was sone strange
dream in which unaccountabl e unnatural things happen which neverthel ess excite no comment in the
| and of dreans, where there is no customto be violated. Wiere | amnowis not real. CQutside waits
the carriage and the team of four horses, not to nention the driver, as real and nundane a fell ow
as ever belched in the coachman's seat. But in here, | have stepped into a place beyond nature.
There are no heartfires here.

The chil dren di sappeared, stonping sonewhere through the wood-fl oored house, and at | east one of
them went up or down a flight of stairs; it had to be a child, there was so nuch vigor in the
step. But there were no sounds that told Peggy where to go, or what purpose was bei ng served by
her coming here. Was there no order here? Nothing that her presence disrupted? Wuld no one but
the children ever notice her at all?

She wanted to go back outside, return to the carriage, but now, as she turned around, she
couldn't renenber what door she had come through, or even which way was north. The w ndows were
curtai ned, and what ever door she had cone through, she couldn't see it now

It was an odd place, for there was cloth everywhere, folded neatly and stacked on all the
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furniture, on the floors, on the stairs, as if someone had just bought enough to nake a thousand
dresses with and the tailors and seanstresses were yet to arrive. Then she realized that the piles
were of one continuous cloth, flowing off the top of one stack into the bottom of the next. How
could there be a cloth so | ong? Wiy woul d anyone nmake it, instead of cutting it and sending it out
to get sonething nade fromit?

Why i ndeed. How foolish of her not to realize it at once. She knew this place. She hadn't
visited it herself, but she had seen it through Alvin's heartfire years ago.

He was still in Ta-Kumsaw s thrall in those days. The Red warrior took Alvin with him and
brought himinto his | egend, so that those who now spoke of Alvin Smth the Finder-killer, or
Alvin Smith and the gol den pl ow, had once spoken of the sane boy, little knowing it, when they
spoke of the evil "Boy Renegado,"” the white boy who went with Ta-Kunsaw in all his travels in the
| ast year before his defeat at Fort Detroit. It was in that guise that Al vin cane here, and wal ked
down this hall, yes, turning right here, yes, tracking the folded cloth into the ol dest part of
the house, the original cabin, into the slanting light that seens to have no source, as if it
merely seeped in through the chinks between the logs. And here, if | open this door, | will find
the woman with the loom This is the place of weaving.

Aunt Becca. O course she knew the nanme. Becca, the weaver who held the threads of all the |lives
in the Wiite man's lands in North America.

The wonman at the | oom | ooked up. "I didn't want you here," she said softly.

"Nor did | plan to cone," said Peggy. "The truth is, | had forgotten you. You slipped ny mnd."
"I'"msupposed to slip your mind. | slip all minds."

"Except one or two?"

~"My husband renenbers ne."

"Ta- Kunsaw? He isn't dead, then?"

Becca snorted. "My husband's nane is |saac."

That was Ta-Kunsaw s Wiite name. "Don't quibble with ne," said Peggy. "Something called ne here.
If it wasn't you, who was it?"

"My untal ented sister. The one who breaks threads whenever she touches the | oom"

Aunt Becca, the children had called the weaver. "Is your sister the nother of the children
net ?"

"The murderous little boy who kills squirrels for sport? His brutal sisters? | think of them as
the four horses of the apocal ypse. The boy is war. The sisters are still sorting thensel ves out
anong the other forces of destruction.”

"You speak netaphorically, | hope,"” said Peggy.
"I hope not," said Becca. "Metaphors have a way of holding the nost truth in the | east space.”
"Way woul d your sister have brought ne here? She didn't seemto know ne at the door."

"You're the judge," said Becca. "I found a purple thread of justice in the loom and it was you
| didn't want you here, but | knew that you'd cone, because | knew ny sister would have you here."

"Way? |'mno judge. I'mguilty nyself."
"You see? Your judgnent includes everyone. Even those who are invisible to you."
"I nvisible?" But she knew before asking what it was that Becca neant.

"Your vision, your torching, as you quaintly call it-- you see where people are in the nmany
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paths of their lives. But | amnot on the path of tine. Nor is ny sister. W don't bel ong anywhere
in your prophecies or in the nmenories of those who know us. Only in the present nonent are we
here. "

"Yet | remenber your first word | ong enough to nmake sense of the whole sentence,"” said Peggy.

"Ah," said Becca. "The judge insists on correctness of speech. Boundaries are not so clear
Mar garet Larner. You renmenber perfectly now, but what will you renenmber in a week from now? \Wat

you forget of ne, you'll forget so conpletely that you won't renmenber that you once knew it. Then
my statenment will be true, but you'll forget that | said it."
"I think not."

Becca snmi | ed.

"Show me the thread," said Peggy.

"We don't do that."

"What harmcan it do? |'ve already seen all the possible paths of my life."
"But you haven't seen which one you'll choose," said Becca.

"And you have?"

"At this nmonment, no," said Becca. "But in the nonent that contains all nonents, yes. |'ve seen
the course of your life. That isn't why you cane, though. Not to find out sonething as stupid as
whet her you'll marry the boy you've nurtured all these years. You will or you won't. What is that
to ne?"

"I don't know," said Peggy. "I wonder why you exist at all. You change nothing. You nerely see

You weave, but the threads are out of your control. You are neaningl ess.”
"So you say," said Becca.

"And yet you have a life, or had one. You |loved Ta-Kumsaw - or |saac, whatever nane you use. So
| oving some boy, marrying him that didn't always seem stupid to you."

"So you say," said Becca.

"Or do you include yourself in that? Do you call yourself stupid in having |loved and married?
You can't pretend to be i nhuman when you | oved and | ost a man."

"Lost?" she asked. "I see himevery day."

"He comes here? To Appal achee?"

Becca hooted. "I think not!"

"How many threads broke under your hand with that pass of the shuttlecock?" asked Peggy.
"Too nmany," said Becca. "And not enough."”

"Did you break then? O did they sinply happen to break?"

"The thread grew thin. The life wore out. Or it was cut. It isn't the thread that cuts the life,
it's the death that cuts the thread."

"So you keep a record, is that it? The weaving causes nothing, but sinply records it all."
Becca snmiled thinly. "Passive, useless creatures that we are, but we nust weave."
Peggy didn't believe her, but there was no use in arguing. "Wiy did you bring ne here?"

"l told you. I didn't."
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"Way did she bring nme here?"
"To judge."
"What is it that |'m supposed to judge?"

Becca passed the shuttlecock fromher right hand to her left. The | oom sl anmed forward, then
dropped back. She passed the shuttlecock fromher left hand to her right. Again, the frane sl amed
forward, weaving the threads tight.

This is a dream thought Peggy. And not a very pleasant one. Wiy can't | ever wake up to escape
from some foolish usel ess dreanf

"Personally," said Becca, "I think you've already made your judgment. It's only ny sister thinks
that you deserve a second chance. She's very romantic. She thinks that you deserve sonme happi ness.
My own feeling is that hunan happiness is a very randomthing, and bestows itself willy-nilly, and
there's not nuch deserving about the matter."

"So it's nyself that |I'm supposed to judge?"
Becca | aughed.

One of the girls stuck her head into the room "Mther says it's nasty and unconpassi onate when
you | augh during the weaving," she said.

"Nanner nanner," sai d Becca.
The girl laughed lightly, and Becca did too.
"Mt her mi xed up sonething really vile for your supper. Wth dunplings."

"Vileness with dunmplings," said Becca. "Do sup with nme."

"Let the judge do that," said the girl. "She really is a bossy one. Telling us about right and
wong." Wth that the girl di sappeared.

Becca clucked for a nonent. "The children are so full of thenselves. Still very inpressed with
the idea that they aren't part of the normal world. You nust forgive themfor being arrogant and
cruel. They couldn't have hurt their brother nuch, because they haven't the strength to strike a
blowthat will really harmhim"

"He bled," said Peggy. "He linped."
"But the squirrel died," said Becca.
"You keep no threads for squirrels.”
"I keep no threads for them But that doesn't mean their threads aren't woven."

"Ch, tell nme flat out. Don't waste nmy time with nysteries.”

"I haven't been," said Becca. "No nysteries. |'ve told you everything that's useful. Anything
else | told you might affect your judgnment, and so | won't do it. | let ny sister have her way,
bringing you here, but I'mcertainly not going to bend your life any nmore than that. You can | eave
whenever you want-- that's a choice, and a judgnment, and I'I|l be content with it."

"Wl o1t

"Come back in thirty years and tell ne.

"WIIl | be--"
"I'f you're still alive then." Becca grinned. "Do you think I"'mso clunsy as to let slip your
real span of years? | don't even knowit. | haven't cared enough to | ook."
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Two girls cane in with a plate and a bow and a cup on a tray. They set it on a snall table near
the loom The plate was covered with a strange-snelling food. Peggy recogni zed not hi ng about it.
Nor was there anything that she m ght have called a dunpling.

"I don't like it when people watch ne eat,"” said Becca.

But Peggy was feeling very angry now, with all the elusiveness of Becca's conversation, and so
she did not |eave as courtesy denmanded.

"Stay, then," said Becca.

The girls began to feed her. Becca did nothing to seek out the food. She kept up the perfect
rhyt hm of her weaving, just as she had done throughout their conversation. The girls deftly
maneuver ed spoon or fork or cup to find their Aunt Becca's nouth, and then with a quick slurp or
bite or sip she had the food. Not a drop or crunmb was spilled on the cloth.

It could not always be like this, thought Peggy. She married Ta-Kunsaw. She bore a daughter to
him the daughter that went west to weave a | oom anong the Reds beyond the M zzipy. Surely those
things were not done with the shuttlecock flying back and forth, the | oom slaming dowd to tanp
the threads. It was deception. O else it involved things Peggy was not going to understand
however she tried.

She turned and |l eft the room The hall ended in a narrow stair. Sitting on the top step was, she
assuned, the boy-- she could see only his bare feet and trouser legs. "How s the nose?" she asked.

"Still hurts," said the boy. He scootched forward and dropped down a couple of steps by bouncing
on his bottom

"But not too bad," she said. "Healing fast."

"They was only girls," he said scornfully.

"You didn't think such scorn of them when they were poundi ng on you," she said.
"But you didn't hear ne callin' uncle, did you? You didn't hear no uncle fromne."
"No," said Peggy. "No uncle fromyou."

"I got ne an uncle, though. Big Red nman. |ke."

"I know of him"

"He comes nost every day."

Peggy wanted to denmand i nfornmation fromhim How does Ta-Kunsaw get here? Doesn't he live west
of the Mzzipy? O is he dead, and cones only in the spirit?

"Cones through the west door,
my cousin Weza's cabin."

' said the boy. "W don't use that one. Just him It's the door to

"Her father calls her Mana-Tawa, | think."

The boy hooted. "Just giving her a Red name don't nean he can hold on to her. She don't bel ong
to him'

"Whom does she bel ong to?"

"To the loom" he said.

"And you?" asked Peggy. "Do you belong to the | oon®"
He shook his head. But he | ooked sad.

Peggy said it as she realized it: "You want to, don't you."
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"She ain't going to have no nore daughters. She don't stop weaving for himanynore. So she can't
go. She'll just be there, forever."

"And nephews can't take her place?"

"Ni eces can, but ny sisters ain't worth pigslinme, in nmy opinion, which happens to be correck."

"Correct," said Peggy. "There's at on the end."

"Correckut," the boy said. "But what | think is they ought to spell the words the way fol ks say
"em stead of meking us say 'emthe way they're spelt.™

Peggy had to laugh. "You have a point. But you can't just start spelling words any which way.
Because you don't say themthe sane os soneone from say, Boston. And so pretty soon you and he
woul d be spelling things so differently that you couldn't read each other's letters or books."

"Don't want to read his damm ol d books," said the boy. "I don't even know no boys in Boston."
"Do you have a nanme?"

"Not for you to know," said the boy. "You think I'm stupid? You're so thick with hexes you think
m going to give you power over ny nanme?"

"The hexes are to hide ne fromothers."
"What do you have to hide for? Ain't nobody | ooking for you."

The words struck her hard. Nobody | ooking for her. Well, there it was. Once she had hi dden so
she could return to her own house without her famly knowi ng her. Whom was she hiding from now?

"Perhaps |'mhiding fromnyself. Perhaps | don't want to be what |'m supposed to be. O perhaps
| don't want to keep living the life | already started to live."

"Perhaps you don't know squat about it," he said.

" Per haps. "

"Ch, don't be so nysterious, you silly old lady."

Silly she might accept, but old? "I'mnot that many years ol der than you."

"When people say perhaps it's cause they're lying: Either they don't believe the thing they're
saying, or they do believe it only they don't want to admt they do."

"You're a very w se young nan."

"And the real liars change the subject the nmnute the truth cones up."
Peggy regarded himsteadily. "You were waiting for nme, weren't you?"
"I knew what Aunt Becca would do. She don't tell nobody nothin'."

"And you're going to tell ne?"

"Not ne! That's trouble too deep for ne to get into." He smiled. "But you did stop the three
wi tches from naking soup of ne. So | got you thinking in the right direction, if you' ve got the
brains to see it." Wth that he junped up and she listened as his feet slapped up the stairs and
he was gone.

The choice was for Peggy to be happy. Becca said that, or said that her sister said it-- though
it was hard to inagi ne that bl ank-faced wonman caring a whit whet her anybody was happy or not. And
now t he boy got her tal ki ng about why she was hiding behind hexes, and said that he had gui ded
her. The choice she was bei ng of fered was obvi ous enough now. She had buried herself in her
father's work of breaking the back of slavery, and had stopped | ooking out for Al vin. They wanted
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her to | ook back again. They wanted her to reach out for him

She stornmed back into the cabin. "I won't do it," she said. "Caring for that boy is what killed
my not her."

"Excuse nme but | think a shotgun is what did for her," said Becca.
"A shotgun | coul d have prevented."

"So you say," said Becca.

"Yes, | say so."
"Your nother's thread broke when she decided to pick up a shotgun and do sonme killing of her own
rather than trust to Alvin. Her boy Arthur was safe. She didn't need to kill, but when she chose

to do that, she chose to die. Do you think you could have changed her m nd about that?"
"Don't expect ne to accept easy answers."

"No, | expect you to nake all the answers as hard as possible. But sonetines it's the easy
answers that are true."

"So it's back to the old days? Watching Alvin? Am | supposed to fall in love with hin? Marry
hi n? Watch him di e?"

"I don't much care either way. My sister thinks you'll be happier with himthan w thout him and
he's dead either way, in the long run, but then aren't we all? Mst wormen that aren't killed by
havi ng babies live to be wi dows. Wat of that?"

What of that? Just because she could foresee so many ways for Alvin to die didn't mean that she
shoul d avoid I oving him She knew that, rationally. But fear wasn't rational

"You spend your whole life grieving for those that haven't died yet," said Becca. "Wat a waste

of an interesting knack."
"I nteresting?"

"You coul d have had the knack of naking shoe | eather supple. Just see how happy that woul d' ve
made you."

Peggy tried to i magi ne herself as a cobbler and had to | augh. "I suppose that |1'd rather know
than not know, nostly."

"Exactly. Knowi ng hurts sonetinmes, especially when you can't do anything to change it."

But there was sonething furtive in her, the way she said that. "Can't do anything to change it
my left eye!" said Peggy.

"Don't use curses you don't understand," said Becca.

"You do make changes. You don't think the loomis inmutable, not one bit."
"I't's dangerous to change. The consequences are unpredictable."

"You saw Ta- Kunsaw dead at Detroit. So you picked up Alvin's thread and you--"

"What do you know about the loom" cried Becca. "Wat do you know about watching the threads
fl ow under your hands and seeing all the grief and pain and suffering and thinking! It doesn't
matter, they're God's cattle and he can herd them how he |ikes only then you find the one you | ove
nmore than life and God has hi mslaughtered by the treachery of the French and the hatred of the
English and for nothing, his whole |life neaningless and | ost and not hing changed by it except a
few | egends and songs, and here | am still loving him a wi dow forever because he's gone! So yes,
I found the one who could save him | knew if they nmet, they'd | ove each other and save each
ot her."
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"But what you did caused the nassacre at Ti ppy-Canoe," said Peggy. "The people of Vigor Church
t hought Al vin had been ki dnapped and tortured to death, so they slaughtered Tenskwa- Tawa' s peopl e
i n vengeance. Now they have a curse on them all because you--"

"Because Harrison took advantage of their rage. Do you think there wouldn't have been a nmassacre
anyway ?"

"But the bl ood woul dn't have been on the same hands, would it?"
Becca wept, and her tears fell onto the cloth.

"Shoul dn't you dry those tears?" asked Peggy.

"If tears could mar this cloth, there'd be no cloth left."

"So you of all people know the cost of meddling with the course of others' lives."

"And you of all people know the cost of failing to neddle when the tinme was right." Becca rai sed
her head and continued her work. "I saved him and that was ny goal. Those who di ed woul d have
di ed anyway."

"Yet here | am because your sister wants ne to | ook after Alvin."

"Here you are because we only see the threads and then hal f-guess as to what they nean and who
they are. W know the young Maker's thread-- there's no way to nmiss it in this cloth. Besides, |
moved it once, | twined it with my Isaac's thread. Do you think I could | ose track of it after
that? I'll show you, if you pronmise not to | ook beyond the inch of cloth I show "

"I promise not to look. But I can't help what | chance to see."
"Chance to see this, then."

Peggy | ooked at the cloth, knowing that the sight of it was rarely given to those not of the
loom Alvin's thread was obvi ous, shimering light, with all colors init; but it was no thicker
than any other, and it |ooked frail, easily snapped by carel ess handling. "You dared to nove this
one?"

"It returned of itself to its own place," said Becca. "I only borrowed it for a while. And he
saved his brother Measure. Eight-face Mouund opened up for him | tell you there are forces at work
in his life far stronger than my power to nove the threads."

"More powerful than nme, too.

"You are one of the forces. Not all of them not the greatest of them but you are one. Look.
See how the threads cross him H's brothers and sisters, | think. He is closely entwined with his
famly. And see how these threads are brightening, taking on nore hues. He's teaching themto be
Makers. "

Peggy hadn't known that. "lsn't that dangerous?"

"He can't do his work alone," said Becca. "So he teaches others to help himin it. He's nore
successful at it than he knows."

"This one," said Peggy, pointing to the brightest of the other threads. It veered off widely,
wandering through the cloth far fromthe rest of the famly.

"His brother. Also a seventh son of a seventh son," said Becca. "Though the eighth, if you count
the one who died."

"But the seventh of those alive when he was born," said Peggy. "Yes, there's power in him"

"Look," said Becca. "See how he was at the beginning. Every bit as bright as Alvin's. There was
near as nmuch in himthen as in Alvin. And no nore forces working against himthan Al vin overcane.
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Fewer, really, because by the time he cane into his own you and Alvin between you had t he Unmaker
at bay. At least, all the killing tricks. But the Unmaker found another way to undo the boy. Hate
and envy. |If you love Alvin, Peggy, find his younger brother's heartfire. Sonmehow he nust be
brought back before it's too late."

"Way? | don't know anythi ng about Calvin, except his name and Alvin's hopes for him"
"Because the way the threads are going now, when his rejoins Alvin's, Alvin's cones to an end."
"He kills hin"

"How should | know? We | earn what we can learn, but the threads say little except by their
moverent through the cloth. You will know. That's why she called you. Not just for your own
happi ness, but because... as she said, because | owe it to the Maker. | used himonce to save ny
love. Didn't | owe you the sane chance? That's what she said. But we knew that if | showed you
this at first, before you chose, you would hel p himout of duty. For the grand cause, not for |ove
of him"

"But | hadn't decided to watch him again."
"So you say," said Becca.
"You're very smug," said Peggy, "for a woman who has made such a botch of things herself."

"I inherited a botch," said Becca. "One day ny nother, who crossed the ocean and brought us
here, one day she took her hands fromthe | oomand wal ked away. My sister and | cane in with her
supper and found her gone. W were both narried, but | had borne a child for nmy husband, and in
those days ny sister had none. So | took the oom and she went to her husband. And all the tinme,
| was furious at ny nother for going away like that. Fleeing her duty." Becca stroked the threads,
gently, even gingerly. "Now | think | understand. The price of holding all these lives in our
hands is that we scarcely have a |life ourselves. My nother wasn't good at this, because her heart
wasn't init. Mneis, and if | nade a mstake to save ny husband's life, perhaps you can judge ne
nmore kindly knowing that | had already given up ny life with nmy husband in order to fill ny
not her's pl ace."

"I didn't nean to condem you," said Peggy, abashed.

"Nor did | mean to justify myself to you," said Becca. "And yet you did condemm nme, and | did

justify nmyself. | hold ny nmother's thread here. | know where she is. But I'Il never know, really,
why she did what she did. O what m ght have happened if she stayed." Becca | ooked up at Peggy. "I
don't know nuch, but what | know, | know. Alvin nust go out into the world. He nust |eave his
famly-- let themlearn Making on their own now, as he did. He nust rejoin Calvin before the boy

has been completely turned by the Unmaker. Otherwi se, Calvin may be not only his death, but also
t he undoi ng of all the Maker's works."

"I have an easy answer," said Peggy. "I'll find Calvin and nmake sure he never cones hone."
"You think you have the power to control a Maker's |ife?"
"Calvin is no Maker. How could he be? Think what Alvin had to do, to cone into his own."

"Nevert hel ess, you never had the power to stand against Alvin, even when he was a child. And he
was kind at heart. | think Calvin isn't governed by the sane sense of decency."

"So | can't stand against him" said Peggy. "Nor can | send Alvin out on errands. He's not m ne
to comand. "

"Isn't he?" asked Becca.

Peggy buried her face in her hands. "I don't want himto love ne. | don't want to love him |
want to continue ny struggl e agai nst slavery here in Appal achee."

"Ch, yes. Using your knack to nmeddle with the cloth, aren't you?" said Becca. "Do you know where
it |eads?"
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"To liberty for the slaves, | hope."
"Perhaps,"” she said. "But the sure thing is this: It leads to war."

Peggy | ooked up grimy. "I see warsigns down all the paths. Before | started doing this, | saw
those signs." Gieving nothers. The terror of battle in young nen's |ives.

"It begins as a civil war in Appal achee, but it ends as a war between the King on the one side
and the United States on the other. Brutal, bloody, cruel..."

"Are you saying | should stop? That | should let these nonsters continue to rule over the Bl acks
t hey ki dnapped and all their children forever?"

"Not at all," said Becca. "The war cones because of a million different choices. Your actions
push things that way, but you aren't the only cause. Do you understand? If war is the only way to
free the slaves, then isn't the war worth all the suffering? Are lives wasted, when they end for
such a cause?"

"I can't judge this sort of thing," said Peggy.

"But that's not true," said Becca. "Only you are fit to judge, because only you see the outcones
that might result. By the tinme | see things they' ve becone inevitable."

"If they're inevitable, then why are you bothering to tell ne to try to change then?"

"Al nost inevitable. Again, | spoke inprecisely. | can't meddle with the threads on a grand
scale. | can't foresee the consequences of change. But a single thread-- sonetinmes | can nove it
wi t hout undoi ng the whole fabric. | didn't know a way to nove Calvin that would nmake a difference.
But | could nove you. | could bring the judge here, the one who sees with the blindfold over her

eyes. So |'ve done that."
"I thought you said your sister did it."
"Well, she's the one who decided it nust be done. But only |I could touch the thread."
"I think you spend a ot of your time lying and concealing things."
"Quite possibly."
"Li ke the fact that the western door |eads into Ta-Kumsaw s | and west of the M zzipy."
"l never |ied about that, or concealed it either."
"And the eastern door, where does that |ead?"
"It opens in nmy auntle's house in Wnchester, back in England. See? | conceal nothing."

"You have but one daughter," said Peggy, "and she's already got a | oomof her own. Who will take
your place here?"

"None of your business,"” said Becca.

"Not hi ng i s none of nmy business now," said Peggy. "Not after you picked up ny thread and noved
it here.”

"I don't know who will take ny place. Maybe |I'Il be here forever. I'mnot ny nother. | won't
quit and force this on an unwilling soul."

"When it cones time to choose, |ook at the boy," said Peggy. "He's wiser than you think."

"A boy's hands on the | oon?" Becca' s face bore an expression that suggested she had just tasted
sonet hi ng awf ul

"Before any talent for weaving," said Peggy, "doesn't the weaver have to care about the threads
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coming into the cloth? He nay have killed a squirrel, but | don't think he |l oves death."
Becca regarded her steadily. "You take too nmuch upon yourself."

"As you said. |'ma Judge."

"You'll do it, then?"

"What, watch Alvin? Yes. Though | know |I'I|l have a broken heart six tines over before | bury
him yes, I'll turn nmy eyes back to that boy."

"That man."

"That Maker," sai d Peggy.

"And the other?"

"I"ll meddle if | can find a way."
A Becca nodded. "Good." She nodded again. "We're done, now. The doors will |ead you out of the
ouse. "

That was all the good-bye that Peggy got. But what Becca said was true. \Were once Peggy
couldn't see a way out, now every corridor led to a door standing open, with the daylight outside.
She didn't want to go through the doors back into her own world, though. She wanted to pass
through the doors in the old cabin. The east door, into England. The west door, into Red country.
O the south door-- where did it |ead?

Neverthel ess, it was this time and place where she bel onged. There was a carriage waiting for
her, and work to do, stirring up war by encouragi ng conpassion for the slaves. She could live with
that, yes, as Becca had said. Didn't Jesus hinself say that he came to bring, not peace, but war?
Turni ng brother against brother? If that's what it takes to renove the stain of slavery fromthis
| and, then so be it. | speak only of peaceful change-- if others choose to kill or die rather than
let the slaves go free, that is their choice, and | didn't cause it.

Just as | didn't cause nmy nother to take up the gun and kill the Finder who was, after all, only
obeying the law, unjust as the |law nm ght be. He wouldn't have found Arthur Stuart, hidden as he
was in nmy house, his very snell changed by Alvin's Mking, and his presence hidden behind all the
hexes Alvin had put there. | didn't kill her. And even if | could have prevented what she did, it
woul dn't have changed who she was. She was the wonman who woul d make such a choice as that. That

was the woman | |oved, her fierce angry courage along with everything else. I amnot guilty of her
deat h. The man who shot her was. And she was the one, not |, who placed her in harm s way.
Peggy strode out into the sunlight feeling invigorated, |light of step. The air tasted sweet to

her. The place with no heartfires had rekindl ed her own.

She got back into the carriage and it took her without further distractions to an inn well north
of Chapnan Valley. She spent the night there, and then the next day rode on to Baker's Fork. Once
there, she held her naster classes, teaching school masters and gifted students, and in between
conversing with this nman or that wonan about slavery, making conments, scorning those who
m streated sl aves, declaring that as |ong as anyone had such power over other nen and wonen, there
woul d be nmistreatnent, and the only cure for it was for all nen and wonen to be free. They nodded.
They agreed. She spoke of the courage it would take, how the slaves thenselves bore the |ash and
had lost all; how much woul d White men and wonmen suffer in order to free then? Wat did Chri st
suffer, for the sake of others? It was a strong and neasured perfornmance that she gave. She did
not retreat fromit one bit, even though she knew now that it would |ead to war. Wars have been
fought for foolish causes. Let there be one, at last, in a good cause, if the enem es of decency
refuse to soften their hearts

Anid all the teaching and all the persuasion, she did find tine, a scrap of an hour to herself,
sitting at the witing desk in one old plantation widow s horme. It was the very desk where,
nmonents before, the woman had nanumtted all her slaves and hired themon as free worki ngnen and
wor ki ngwonmen. Peggy saw in her heartfire when the choice was made that she would end up with her
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barns burnt and her fields spoiled. But she would | ead these newfreed Bl acks northward, despite
al |l harassnent and danger. Her courage woul d beconme | egendary, a spark that would inspire other
brave hearts. Peggy knew that in the end, the woman woul d not miss her fine house and | ovely

| ands. And soneday twenty thousand Bl ack daughters woul d be given the woman's nane. Wiy am | naned
Jane? they would ask their nothers. And the answer woul d cone: Because once there was a wonman by
that name who freed her slaves and protected themall the way north, and then hired and | ooked
after themuntil they |learned the ways of free men and wonmen and could stand on their own. It is a
nane of great honor. No one woul d know of the schoolteacher who cane one day and gave open words
to the secret |ongings of Jane's heart.

At that witing desk, Peggy took the tine to wite a letter and address it. Vigor Church, in the
state of Wobbish. It would get to him of course. As she sealed it, as she handed it over to the
postal rider, she |ooked at long last toward the heartfire that she knew best, knew even better
than her own. In it she sawthe famliar possibilities, the dire consequences. But they were

di fferent now, because of the letter. Different... but better? She couldn't guess. She wasn't
j udge enough to know. Right and wong were easy for her. But good and bad, better and worse, those
were still too tricky. They kept sliding past each other strangely and changi ng before her eyes.

Per haps there was no judge who could know that; or if there was, he wasn't tal king nuch about it.

The messenger took the letter and carried it north, where in another town he handed it to a
rider who paid himwhat he thought the letter might be worth on delivery, minus half. The second
rider took it on north, in his nmeandering route, and finally he stood in a store in the town of
Vi gor Church, where he asked about a man named Alvin Smith.

"I"'mhis brother-in-law, " said the storekeeper. "Arnor-of-CGod Waver. |'ll pay you for the
letter. You don't want to go any farther into the town, or up there, either. You don't want to
listen to the tale those people have to tell."

The tone of his voice convinced the rider. "Five dollars, then," he said.

"I"l'l wager you only paid the rider who gave it to you a single dollar, thinking the nbst you

could get fromne was two. But I'Il pay you the five, if you still ask for it, because I"'mwlling
to be cheated by a nman who can live with hinmself after doing it. It's you that'll pay nost, in the
end. "

"Two dollars, then," said the rider. "You didn't have to get personal about it."

Arnor - of - God took out three silver dollars and laid themin the man's hand. "Thank you for
honest riding, friend," he said. "You re always wel cone here. Stay for dinner with us.”

"No," the man said. "I'Il be on ny way."

As soon as he was gone, Arnor-of-God | aughed and told his wife, "He only paid fifty cents for
that letter, I'Il wager. So he still thinks he cheated ne."

"You need to be nore careful with our noney, Arnor," she answered.

"Two dollars to cause a nman a little spiritual tornent that perhaps could change his life for

the better? Cheap enough bargain, 1'd say. Wiat is a soul worth to God? Two dollars, do you
t hi nk?"

"l shudder to think what some nmen's souls will be narked down to when God decides to close the
shop," said his wife. "I'lIl take the letter up to Mdther's house. |'m going there today anyway."

"Measure's boy Sinmon cones down for the nmail," said Arnor-of-CGod

She glared at him "I wasn't going to read it."

"I didn't say you were." But still he didn't hand her the letter. Instead he laid it on the
counter, waiting for Measure's ol dest boy to come and fetch it up the hill to the house where
Alvin was teaching people to be Makers. Arnor-of-God still wasn't happy about it. It seened

unreligious to him inproper, against the Bible. And yet he knew Alvin was a good boy, grown to be
a good nan, and whatever powers of w tchery he had, he didn't use themto do harm Could it be
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truly against God and religion for himto have such powers, if he used themin a Christian way?
After all, God created the world and all things init. If God didn't want there to be Mkers, he
didn't have to create any of them So what Alvin was doing nust be in line with the will of Cod.

Sonetimes Arnor-of-CGod felt perfectly at peace with Alvin's doings. And sonetimes he th ought
that only a devil-blinded fool would think even for a nonent that God was happy with any sort of
wi tchery. But those were all just thoughts. Wen it cane to action, Arnor-of-CGod had rmade his
decision. He was with Al vin, and agai nst whoever opposed him If he was damed for it, so be it.
Sonetines you just had to follow your heart. And sonetinmes you just had to nake up your nind and
stick with it, come hell or high water.

And nobody was going to ness with Alvin's letter from Peggy Larner. Especially not Arnor-of-
God's wife, who was a good deal too clever with hexery herself.

* k k

Far away in another place, Peggy saw the changes in the heartfires and knew the | etter was now
in Alvin's fanmily. It wuld do its work. The world woul d change. The threads in Becca's | oomwould
move. It is unbearable to watch wi thout meddling, thought Peggy. And then it is unbearable to
wat ch what mny neddl i ng causes.

Chapter 4 -- Quest

Even before Mss Larner's letter came, Alvin was feeling antsy. Things just wasn't going the way
he pl anned. After nonths of trying to turn his fanmily and nei ghbors into Makers, it was | ooking
like a job for six lifetines, and try as he mght, Alvin couldn't figure out how he was going to
have nore than one lifetime to work with.

Not that the teaching was a failure-- he couldn't call it an outright bust, not yet, considering
that some of themreally were | earning how to do sonme small Makings. It's just that Mking wasn't
their knack. Alvin had figured out that there wasn't no knack that another person couldn't |earn
given time and training and wit enough and plain old stick-to-it-iveness. But what he hadn't taken
into account was that Making was |ike a whol e bunch of knacks, and while sone of themcould grasp
this or that little bit of it, there was hardly any who seened to show a sign of grasping the
whol e of it. Measure sonetinmes showed a glimer. Mre than a glinmer, really. He could probably be
a Maker hinmself if only he didn't keep getting distracted. But the others-- there was no way they
were going to be anything Iike what Alvin was. So if there was no hope of success, what was the
poi nt of trying?

Whenever he got to feeling discouraged |ike that, though, he'd just tell hinself to shut his
mouth and stick to his work. You don't get to be a Maker by changi ng your plan every few m nutes.
Who can follow you then? You stick to it. Even when Calvin, the only natural born Maker anbng
them even when he refused to learn anything and finally took hinmself off to do who knows what
sort of mischief in the wide world, even then you don't give up and go off in search of him
because, as Measure pointed out to the nmen who wanted to get up a search party, "You can't force a
man to be a Maker, because forcing folks to do things is to Unnake them"

Even when Alvin's own father said, "Al, | marvel at what you can do, but it's enough for ne that
you can do it. My part was done when you were born, it seens to ne. Ain't no nman alive but what he
isn't proud to have his son pass himup, which you done handily, and | don't aimto get back into
the race.” Even then, Alvin determined grimy to go on teaching, while his father went back to the
m |l and began to clean it up and get it ready to grind again.

"I can't figure out," said Father, "if my mlling is Making or Unnaking. The stones grind the
grain and break it apart into dust, so that's Unmaking. But the dust is flour, and you can use it
to make bread and cake that the nmize or wheat can't be nade into, so mlling nmght be just a step
along the road to Maki ng. Can you answer ne that, Alvin? |Is grinding flour Mking or Unmaking?"

Well, Alvin could answer it glib enough, that it was Making for sure, but it kept nagging at
him that question. | set out to make Makers out of these people, ny famly, ny neighbors. But am
I really just grinding themup and Unnmeki ng then? Before | started trying to teach them they were
all content with their own knacks or even their own |ack of a knack, when you cone down to it. Now
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they're frustrated and they feel like failures and why? Is it Making to turn people into something
that they weren't born to be? To be a Maker is good-- | knowit, because | am one. But does that
mean it's the only good thing to be?

He asked Tal eswapper about it, of course. After all, Tal eswapper didn't show up for no reason
even if the old coot had no notion what the reason was hinsel f. Maybe he was there to give Alvin
some answers. So one day when the two of them were choppi ng wood out back, he asked, and
Tal eswapper answered |ike he always did, with a story.

"I heard a tale once about how a man who was building a wall as fast as he could, but sonebody
el se was tearing it down faster than he could build it up. And he wondered how he coul d keep the
wal | from being torn down conpletely, let alone ever finish it. And the answer was easy:. You can't
build it alone.”

"I remenber that tale,"” said Alvin. "That tale is why |I'mhere, trying to teach these fol ks
Maki ng. "

"I just wonder," said Tal eswapper, "if you night be able to stretch that story, or maybe tw st
it alittle and wing a bit nore useful truth out of it."

"Wing away," said Alvin. "We'Il find out whether the story is a wet cloth or a chicken's neck
when you' re done winging."

"Wel | maybe what you need isn't a bunch of other stonenasons, cutting the stone and m xing the
nmortar and plunbing the wall and all those jobs. Maybe what you need is just a lot of cutters, and
a lot of nortar nmixers, and a | ot of surveyors, and so on. Not everybody has to be a Mker. In
fact, maybe all you need is just the one Maker."

The truth of what Tal eswapper was sayi ng was obvious; it had already occurred to Al vin nmany
tinmes, in other guises. Wiat took himby surprise was how tears suddenly cane to his own eyes, and
he said softly, "Wy does that make nme so desperate sad, ny friend?"

"Because you're a good nan," said Tal eswapper. "An evil man woul d delight to find out that he
was the only one who could rule over a great nany people working in a comon cause."

"More than anything | don't want to be alone anynore," said Alvin. "lI've been alone. Al nost ny
whole tinme as a prentice in Hatrack River, | felt |like there was nobody to take ny part."

"But you were never alone the whole tinme," said Tal eswapper.
"I'f you mean M ss Larner |ooking out for ne--"
"Peggy is who | nmeant. | can't see why you still call her by that fal se nane."

"That's the nane of the wonman | fell in love with," said Alvin. "But she knows ny heart. She
knows | killed that man and | didn't have to."

"The man who nurdered her nother? | don't think she holds it against you."

"She knows what kind of man | am and she doesn't love nme, that's what," said Alvin. "So | am
alone, the mnute | leave this place. And besides, leaving here is like lining up all these people
and sl apping their faces and saying, You failed so |I'm gone."

At that Tal eswapper just |aughed. "That is plain foolishness and you know it. Truth is you've
al ready taught them everything, and nowit's just a matter of practice. They don't need you here
anynore."

"But nobody needs ne anywhere el se,” said Al vin.

Tal eswapper | aughed agai n.

"Stop laughing and tell nme what's funny."

"A joke you have to explain isn't going to be funny anyway," said Tal eswapper, "so there ain't
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no point in explaining it."
"You're no help," said Alvin, burying the head of his axe in the chopping stunp.
"I"'ma great help," said Tal eswapper. "You just don't want to be hel ped yet."
"Yes | do! | just don't need riddles, I need answers!"

"You need sonebody to tell you what to do? That's a surprise. Still an apprentice then, after
all? Want to turn your life over to sonmebody el se? For how | ong, another seven years?"

"I may not be a prentice anynore," said Alvin, "but that don't nean |"'ma master. |'mjust a
j our neyman. "

"Then hire on somewhere," said Tal eswapper. "You've still got things to learn.”

"I know," said Alvin, "But | don't know where to go to learn it. There's that crystal city | saw
in the twister with Tenskwa Tawa. | don't know how to build it. |I don't know where to build it. |
don't even know why to build it, except that it ought to exist and | ought to make it exist."

"There you are," said Tal eswapper. "Like |I said, you' ve already taught everybody here everything
you know, twi ce over. Al you're doing nowis hel ping thempractice-- and cheating now and then by
hel ping them don't think |I haven't noticed."

"When | use ny knack to help them | tell them| hel ped," said Al vin, blushing.

"And then they feel like failures anyway, figuring that your help was all that nade anyt hing
happen, and nothing of their own doing. Alvin, | think | amgiving you your answer. You've done
what you can here. Leave Measure to help them and the others who've learned a bit of it here and
there. Let themwork things out on their own, the way you did. Then you go out into the world and
| earn nore of the things you need to know. "

Al vin nodded, but in his heart he still refused to believe it. "I just can't see what good it is
to go out to try to | earn when you know as well as | do there's not another Maker in the world
right now, unless you count Calvin which | don't. Who am| going to |learn fron? Were am| going
to go?"

"So you're saying that there's no use in just wandering around, seeing what happens and | earning
as you can?"

Tal eswapper's face was so wy as he said this that Alvin knew at once there was a doubl e
meani ng. "Just because you learn that way doesn't nean | can. You're just collecting stories, and
there's stories everywhere."

"There's Maki ng al nost everywhere, too," said Tal eswapper. "And where there isn't Mking,
there's still old nmade things being torn down, and you can |learn fromthem too."

"I can't go," said Alvin. "I can't go."

"Which is to say, you're afraid."

Al vin nodded.

"You're afraid you'll kill again."

"I don't think so. | know | won't. Probably."
"You're afraid you'll fall in |love again."

Al vin hooted derisively.
"You're afraid you'll be alone out there."

"How could | be al one?" he asked. "I1'd have ny golden plow with nme."
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"That's another thing," said Tal eswapper. "That living plow Wat did you make it for, if you
keep it in darkness all the tinme and never use it?"

"It's gold," said Alvin. "People want to steal it. Many a man would kill for that much gold."

"Many a man would kill for that rmuch tin, for that nmatter,"” said Tal eswapper. "But you renenber
what happened to the man who was given a talent of gold, and buried it in the earth."

"Tal eswapper, you're plunb full of w sdomtoday."

"Brinmmng over," said Tal eswapper. "It's my worst fault, splashing wisdomall over other people.
But nost of the tinme it dries up real fast and doesn't |eave a stain."

Alvin grinaced at him "Tal eswapper, |I'mnot ready to | eave hone yet."

"Maybe fol ks have to | eave hone before they' re ready, or they never get ready at all."
"Was that a paradox, Tal eswapper? M ss Larner taught me about paradox."

"She's a fine teacher and she knows all about it."

"Al'l 1 know about paradox is that if you don't shovel it out of the stable, the barn gets to
stinking real bad and fills up with flies."

Tal eswapper |aughed at that, and Alvin joined in |aughing, and that was the end of the serious
part of the conversation

Only it clung to Alvin, the whole thing, know ng that Tal eswapper thought he should | eave hone,
and himnot having a clue where he would go if he did | eave, and not being willing to admit
failure, either. Al kinds of reasons for staying. Mst inmportant reason of all was sinply being
hone. He'd spent half his childhood away fromhis fanmly, and it was good to sit down at his
nmother's table every day. Good to see his father standing at the mill. Hear his father's voice,
his brothers' voices, his sisters' voices |laughing and quarreling and telling and asking, his
not her's voice, his nother's sharp sweet voice, all of themcovering his days and nights like a
bl anket, keeping himwarm all of themsaying to him You' re safe here, you' re known here, we're
your people, we won't turn on you. Alvin had never heard hima synphony in his life, or even nore
than two fiddles and a banjo at the sane time, but he knew that no orchestra could ever naeke a
musi ¢ nore beautiful than the voices of his famly noving in and out of their houses and barns and
the m !l house and the shops in town, threads of nusic binding himto this place so that even
t hough he knew Tal eswapper was right and he ought to | eave, he couldn't bring hinself to go.

How did Calvin ever do it? How did Calvin | eave this nusic behind hinf
Then M ss Larner's letter cane.

Measure's boy Sinmon brought it, himbeing five now and ol d enough to run down to Arnor-of-CGod's
store to pick up the post. He could do his letters now, too, so he didn't just give the letter
over to his grandma or grandpa, he took it right to Alvin hinmself and announced at the top of his
lungs, "It's froma woman! She's called Mss Larner and she nakes real purty letters!”

"Pretty letters,"” Alvin corrected him

Sinmon wasn't to be fooled. "Ch, Uncle A, you're the only person around here as says it like
that! I'd be plunb silly to fall for a joke like that!"

Alvin pried up the sealing wax and unfol ded the letter. He knew her handwiting fromthe nany
hours he had tried to imtate it, studying with her back in Hatrack River. H's hand was never as
snoot h, could never flow the way hers did. Nor was he as el oquent. Wrds weren't his gift, or at
| east not the formal, elegant words M ss Larner-Peggy-used in witing.

Dear Al vin,
You' ve overstayed in Vigor Church. Calvin's a great danger to you, and you nust go find him and

reconcile with him if you wait for himto come back to you, he will bring the end of your life
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with him

| can alnbst hear you answer ne: | ain't afraid to see ny life end. (I know you still say ain't,
just to spite ne.) Go or stay, that's up to you. But | can tell you this. Either you will go now,
of your own free will, or you will go soon anyway, but not freely. You're a journeyman smith-- you
wi Il have your journey.

Perhaps in your travels we shall encounter each other. It would please nme to see you again.

Si ncerely,

Peggy

Alvin had no idea what to nake of this letter. First she bosses himaround |ike a school boy.
Then she tal ks teasingly about how he still says ain't. Then she as much as asks himto come to
her, but in such a cold way as to chill himto the bone-- "It would please ne to see you agai n"

i ndeed! Who did she think she was, the Queen? And she signed the letter "sincerely" as if she was
a stranger, and not the woman that he | oved, and that once said she |oved him Wat was she

pl aying at, this wonan who could see so many futures? What was she trying to get himto do? It was
plain there was nore going on than she was saying in her letter. She thought she was so w se,

si nce she knew nore about the future than other folks, but the fact was that she coul d nmake

ni stakes |ike anybody el se and he didn't want her telling himwhat to do, he wanted her to tel

hi m what she knew and | et himnake up his own m nd.

One thing was certain. He wasn't going to drop everything and take off in search of Calvin. No
doubt she knew exactly where he was and she hadn't bothered to tell him Wat was that supposed to
acconpl i sh? Way shoul d he go off searching for Calvin when she could send hima letter and tel
him not where Calvin was right now, but where Calvin would be by the time Al vin caught up with
hin? Only a fool takes off on foot trying to follow the flight of a wild goose.

I know |'ve got to | eave here sometine. But I'mnot going to | eave in order to chase down
Calvin. And I'mnot going to | eave because the wonan | alnost married sends me a bossy letter that
doesn't even hint that she still loves ne, if she ever really did. If Peggy was so sure that he'd
go soon anyway, because he had to, well, then he mght as well just wait around and see what it
was that woul d nake hi m go.

Chapter 5 -- Twi st

Anerica was too small a country for Calvin. He knew that now. It was all too new. The powers of
a land took tinme to ripen. The Reds, they knew the land, but they were gone. And the Wites and
Bl acks who |ived here now, they had only shall ow powers, knacks and hexes, spells and dreans.
Not hing |ike the ancient nmusic that Alvin had tal ked about. The greensong of the living forest.
Besi des, the Reds were gone, so whatever it was they knew, it nust have been weak. Failure was
proof enough of that.

Even before Calvin knew in his m nd where he was headed, his feet knew East. Sometines a bit
north, sometines a bit south, but always east. At first he thought he was just going to Dekane,
but when he got there he just worked for a day or two to get a bit of coin and some bread in his
belly, and then he was off over the nountains, following the newrailroad into Irrakwa, where he
could sneer a little at men and wonen who were Red in body but Wiite in dress and speech and soul
More work, nore coin, nore practice at using his Making here and there. Pranks, nostly, because he
didn't dare use his knack out In the open where fol ks would take notice and spread word of him

Just little favors for houses where they treated himgood, like driving all the m ce and roaches
off their property. And a little bit of getting even with those who turned hi maway. Sending a rat
todieinawll. Causing a leak in the roof over a flour barrel. That one was hard, making the

wood swell and then shrink. But he could work with the water. The water lent itself to his use
better than any other el enent.

Turned out that Irrakwa wasn't where his feet were taking him either. He worked his way across
Irrakwa to New Hol | and, where the farnmers all spoke Dutch, and then down the Hudson to New
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Anst er dam

He t hought when he cane to the great city on the tip of Manhattan Island that this night be the
pl ace he was | ooking for. Biggest city in the US A And it wasn't hardly Dutch anynore. Everybody
spoke English for business, and on top of that Calvin counted a dozen | anguages before he stopped
caring how many. Not to mention strange accents of English fromplaces |ike York and @ asgow and
Monmout h. Surely all the lores of the world were gathered here. Surely he could find teachers.

So he stayed for days, for a week. He tried the college farther up the island, but they wanted
himto study intellectual things instead of the |lore of power, and soon enough Calvin figured out
that none of them hi gh-toned professors knew anyt hing useful anyhow. They treated himlike he was
crazy. One old coot with a white goat-beard spent half an hour trying to convince Calvin to |et
the man study him like as if he was sone strange specinmen of bug. Calvin only stayed for the
whol e hal f hour so he'd have tine to | oosen all the bindings of all the books on the man's
shel ves. Let hi mwonderabout Calvin's kind of nmadness as the pages of every book he picked up fel
out and scattered on the floor

If the professors weren't worth nothing, the street wasn't nuch better. Ch, he heard about
| oremasters and wi zards and such. Gypsies bragged on sone cursenonger. Irishnmen knew of a priest
who had special ways. Frenchnen and Spani ards heard of witches or child-saints or whatever. One
Portugee told of a free Bl ack woman who coul d make your enemy's crotch turn as snoboth and bl ank as
an arnpit-- which, according to the story, was how she got her freedom after doing that to her
master's firstborn son and threatening to do it next to him But every one of themkept retreating
out of sight. He'd find out who knew the | oremaster, and then go to that person and find out that
he only knew sonebody el se who knew the powerful one, and so on and so on, |ike constables
searching through the night for a fugitive who kept slipping away into alleys.

In the neantinme, though, Calvin learned to live in a city and he liked it. He |iked the way that
you coul d di sappear right out in the open. Nobody knew you. Nobody expected anything fromyou. You
were what you wore. When he arrived he dressed like a rube fromthe country, and so people
expected himto be stupid and awkward and, what the hell, he was. But in a few days he realized
how hi s cl othes gave hi maway and he bought some city garb from a used-garnment house. That was
when people started being willing to talk to him And he | earned to change his speech a little,
too. Talk faster, get rid of sone of the drawl. Shake off the country twang. He knew he gave
hinself a way with every word he said, but he was getting better. People didn't ask himto repeat
hi nsel f as much. And by the end of the week, he was no nore out of place than any of the other
immgrants. That was as good as it got-- it wasn't as if anybody was actually from New Anst er dam
Except maybe for sone old Dutch landlords hiding in their nansions up-island.

Rurmors of wi sdom but no wisdomto be had in this town. Well, what did he expect? Anybody who
really knew the powers of the old world would hardly have to board some mni serabl e boat and sai
west at risk of life and linb in order to come live in some sinkhole of a slumin New Amrst erdam
No, the people of Europe who understood power were still in Europe-- because they were running
things there, and didn't have no reason to | eave.

And who was the nost powerful one of all? Wy, the man whose victories had caused all these
peopl e of the dozen | anguages to flock to Anerican shores. The nan who drove the aristocrats out
of France, and then conquered Spain and the Holy Ronman Enpire and Italy and Austria and then for
sonme reason stopped at the Russian border and the English Channel, declared peace and held on
iron-fisted but, as they said, tenderhearted, so that pretty soon nobody in Italy or Austria or
the low countries or anywhere, really, was wishing for their old rulers to come back. That was the
man who understood power. That was the man who was fit to teach Calvin what he needed to know.

Only trouble was, why would a man so powerful ever agree to speak to a poor farnboy from
Wobbi sh?, And how was that poor farnboy ever going to find passage across the ocean? If only Alvin
had bothered to teach himhowto turn iron into gold. Now that would be useful, |magine a whole
steam | oconotive turned io solid gold. Fire up the engine and the whole dam thing would nelt down-
- but it would nelt down into pools of gold. Just put in a dipper and draw it out and there was
passage to France, and not in no steerage, neither. First-class passage, and a fine hotel in
Paris. Fine clothes, too, so that when he wal ked into the Anmerican enbassy the flunkies would bow
and scrape and take himstraight to the anmbassador and the anbassador woul d take him straight to
the inperial palace where he woul d be presented to Napol eon hinsel f and Napol eon woul d say, Wy
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should | neet with you, an ordinary citizen of a second-rate country in the wild | ands of the
west? And Calvin woul d take three di pperfuls of gold out of his pockets and set them heavily in
Napol eon' s hands and say, How nuch of this do you want? | know how to nake nore. And Napol eon
woul d say, | have all the taxes of Europe to buy ne gold. What do | need with your pathetic
handf ul s? And Cal vin woul d say, Now you have a bit nore gold than you had before. Look at your
buttons, sir. And Napol eon would | ook at the brass buttons on his coat and they woul d be gol d,
too, and he woul d say, Wat do you want fromne, sir? That's right, he'd call Calvin "sir," and
Calvin would say, All | want is for you to teach ne the ways of power.

Only if Calvin knew how to turn iron or brass into gold, he sure as hell wouldn't need no help
from Napol eon Bonaparte, Enperor of Earth or whatever fool title the man had given hinself in his
| atest pronotion. It was one of those circular dilemmas that he always kept running into. If he
had enough power to attract Napoleon's attention, he wouldn't need Napol eon. And, because he
needed Napol eon, there was no chance that any of his underlings would | et Calvin cone anywhere
near him

Calvin wasn't stupid. He wasn't no rube, whatever the city people thought. He knew that powerful
men didn't let just anybody come in and chat.

But | do have sonme powers, thought Calvin. | do have sone powers, and | can wangle a way, once |
get across the pond. That's what the sophisticated people called the Atlantic Ccean-- the pond.
Once | get across the pond. Mght have to learn French, but they say Napol eon speaks English, too,
fromhis days as a general, in Canada. One way or another, 1'll get to see himand he'll take ne
on as his apprentice. Not apprenticed like to take over his enpire after him but instead to do
the sane thing in Anerica. Bring the Crown Col oni es and New Engl and and the United States al
under one flag. And Canada, too. And Florida. And then maybe he'd turn his eyes across the M zzipy
and see how good a job old Tenskwa- Tawa woul d do at hol di ng back a Maker who wanted to cross and
conquer Red country.

Al'l dreanms. All stupid foolish dreanms of a boy sleeping in a cheap boardi nghouse and doi ng | ousy
odd jobs to earn a few cents a day. Calvin knew that, but he also knew that if he couldn't turn a
knack like his into noney and power he didn't deserve nothing better than those |ousy beds and
worny neal s and backbr eaki ng j obs.

One thing, though. Folks on the street were getting used to the idea that Cal vin was searching
for sonething, and finally the old woman he bought apples from- the one who'd given himan apple
his first day there when he was out of nobney, since she was a country girl herself, she said; the
one who fromthat day to this found no nore worns or flies in her fruit-- she said to him "Wel|
hope you've talked to the Bl oody Man, he knows stuff."

"Bl oody Man?"

"You know, the one as tells horrible stories or when he can't find nobody newto tell it to, his
hands are dripping with bl ood, Everybody knows the Bl oody Man. He cone here because the curse on
himis, he has to find new people every day to tell his story to, and where you going to find a
good supply of new people all the tine?"

O course Calvin knew by now exactly who she was tal king about. "Harrison is here?"
"You know hi n®"

"Know of him He called hisself-- hinmself-- governer of Wbbish for a while. Slaughtered Tenskwa-
Tawa' s peopl e at Ti ppy- Canoe. "

"That's the one. Dreadful story. Thank heaven | only had to hear it the once. But there's sone

kind of power in the fact that his hands get all bloody. |I nean, that's strange, ain't it? Al
them ot her fol ks you hear about, you never actually see themdo nothing, if you know what | nean.
But you can see the blood. That's power, | reckon."”

"Reckon so." Again he corrected hinmself. "I think so."

"Mght as well say, 'l imagine so,' if you're trying to get all highfalutin."
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"Just don't want to sound country, that's all."

"Then you'd better |learn French. Al the high-tone folks do. Here we are in a Dutch city, where
everybody speaks English, and they go into their toney restaurants and order their food in French!
What did the French ever have to do with New Anst erdan? You want to eat in French, you go to
Canada, that's what | say!"

He |istened to her diatribe until he could finally get free-- which neant when she finally got a
customer-- and then he set out to find Harrison. White Murderer Harrison. Calvin knew all about
the curse on him fromthe stories told by his own father and nei ghbors, and he'd soneti nmes
i magi ned Harrison wal king country roads fromtown to town, folks throwi ng himout before he could
come in and start telling his awful tale. It never occurred to himthat Harrison would cone to the
city, but it nmade sense, once you thought about it. Bl oody Mn

He found himin an all eyway behind a restaurant where he got fed every night by a manager who

didn't want himaccosting his custoners. "It's a stiff punishnment,"” said the nmanager. "I had a
landl ord in Kilkenny who believed in that kind of justice. Punishnents that went on forever
Permanent shane. | think it's wong. | don't care nuch what the man did. Let himw thout sin anmong

you, and all that. So he eats back of mnmy restaurant. Long as he doesn't hurt trade."
"Aren't you the generous one," said Calvin.

"You got a nouth on you, boy. In fact | am generous, and open-ninded, too, and just because
know it and take credit for it doesn't nmake it any less true. So you can take your little w nking
sort of wit and | eave ny establishnent if you're going to eat ny food and then sit in judgnent on
e, "

"I haven't eaten your food."

"But you will," said the man, "because, as | said, | am generous, and you | ook hungry. Now get
back to the kitchen and you can tell the cook to give you sonething for yourself and sonething for
Bl oody Man out in the alley. If you cone with his food, he'll talk to you, right enough. He'l
probably tell you his story, for that matter."”

"I know his story."

"Everybody night know a story, but it's never the same story they know. Now get away from ny
door, you look like a street rat."

Cal vin | ooked down at his clothes and realized, yes, he had bought clothing to blend in, but
what he blended in with was the street not the city. He'd have to do sonething about that before
he went to Paris. Have to becone, if not a gentlenan, then at |least a tradesman. Not a street rat.

He didn't |ike people who called thensel ves generous, but the fact was the food in the kitchen
was good. The cook didn't give himno scraps or scrapings. He got food that was decent and there
was plenty. How did this nmanager stay in business, being so generous to the poor? No doubt he was
cheating his boss. He could afford to be generous, since he didn't have to pay for it hinself.
Most virtues were like that. People could take pride in how virtuous they were, but the fact was
that as soon as virtue got expensive or inconvenient, it was amazing how fast it gave way to
practical concerns.

The man's generosity got himthis nuch: no roaches or mice in his kitchen

Qut in the alleyway, Bloody Man was sipping froma wi ne bottle. He saw Calvin and his eyes went

hungry. Calvin |aughed. "I hear you've got a story to tell."
"They still sending boys like you to find nme, as a prank?"
"No prank. | know your story, nmostly. Just wanted to neet you nmy own self, | guess."

Harri son offered himthe wine bottle. "Best thing about this place," he said. "Besides that they
don't run nme off in the first place. Wen sonebody opens a bottle of wine and doesn't finish it at
the table, the manager refuses to pour fromthat bottle to anyone else. So it cones out into the
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alley."
"The big surprise," said Calvin, "is that there ain't ten dozen other hungry drunks here."

Harrison | aughed. "They used to. But they got sick of hearing ne tell ny story and now | have
the alley to nyself. That's how I like it."

But Calvin could hear it in his voice that it was a lie. He didn't like it that way. He was
hungry for conpany.

"Mght as well start telling ne the story. Between bites, if you want," said Calvin

Harri son started eating. Calvin could see a remmant of table nanners. Once he had been a
civilized man.

Bet ween bites, Harrison told the tale. All of it: How he had some Reds fromsouth of the Hio
conme and kidnap two White boys in order to blane it on Tenskwa- Tawa, the so-called Red Prophet.
Only the boys were rescued sonehow and fell in with the Prophet's brother, Ta-Kumsaw. But that
didn't natter because Harrison still used the kidnapping to rile up the Wite folks in the
northern part of Wbbish, the ones as lived nearest to the Prophet's village at Ti ppy-Canoe. So
Harrison was able to raise an arnmy to go wi pe out Prophetstown. And then at the last mnute, who
shows up but one of the kidnapped boys. Well, Harrison sees nothing for it but to have the boy
killed, and everything seens to be working. The Reds just stand there, letting the nusketfire and
t he grapeshot now them down until nine out of ten of themwas dead, the whol e neadow a sheet of
bl ood fl owi ng down into the Tippy-Canoe, only it was too nuch for those Wiite nmen-- they *call ed*
t hensel ves nen-- because they all stopped shooting before the job was done, and then up cones that
boy who was supposed to be dead and he wasn't even injured, and he tells the truth to everybody
and then the Red Prophet puts a curse on all of themthere and the worst curse on Harrison
including that he has to tell a new person every day and..

"You're telling it all wong," said Calvin.

Harrison | ooked at himangrily. "You think after all these years | don't know how to tell the
tale? If | tell it any other way, | get blood on ny hands and believe ne, it |ooks bad. People
throw up when they see ne. Looks like | stuck my hands in a corpse up to ny el bows."

"Telling it your way has you living in an alley, eating fromcharity and drinking | eftover
w ne," said Calvin.

Harrison squinted at him "Wo are you?"

"The boy you tried to kill is my brother Measure. The other boy you had them kidnap is ny
brother Alvin."

"And you cane to gl oat?"

"Do | look like I"'mgloating? No, |I left hone because | got sick of their righteousness, know ng
everything and not having respect for nobody else."

Harri son wi nked. "I never liked people like that."
"You want to hear how you ought to tell your tale?"
"I"'mlistening."

"The Reds were at war with the Whites. They weren't using the land but they didn't want Wite
farmers to use it, either. They just couldn't share even though there was plenty of room Tenskwa-
Tawa cl ained to he peaceful, but you knew that he was gathering all those thousands of Reds
together in order to be Ta-Kunmsaw s arny. You had to do sonething to rile up the Wiites there to
put a stop to this nenace. So yes, you had two boys ki dnapped, but you never gave orders for
anybody to be killed--"

"If | say that the blood just | eaps onto nmy hands on the spot--"
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"I"'msure you've thought of all the possible lies, but hear nme out," said Calvin.

"Go on."

"You didn't order anybody killed. That was just lies your enenies told about you. Lies
originating with Alvin MIler Junior, now called Alvin Smith. After all, Alvin was the Boy
Renegado, the Wite boy who went everywhere with Ta-Kunsaw for a year. He was Ta-Kunsaw s friend--
we'll use the word friend because we're in decent conpany-- so of course he lied about you. It was

your battle at Ti ppy-Canoe that broke the back of Ta-Kumsaw s plans. If you hadn't struck then and
there, Ta-Kunsaw woul d have been victorious later at Fort Detroit, and Ta-Kunsaw woul d have driven
all the civilized fol ks out of the Iand west of the Appal achees and Red arm es woul d be descendi ng
on the cities of the east, raiding out of the nmountains and why, thanks to you and your courage at
Ti ppy- Canoe, the Reds have been driven west of the M zzipy. You opened up all the western lands to
saf e col oni zation."

"My hands woul d be dripping before | said all that."

"So what? Hold themup and say, 'Look what the Red Wtch Tenskwa- Tawa did to punish ne. He
covered my hands with blood. But I'mglad to pay that price. The blood on nmy hands is the reason
why White nen are building civilization right to the shores of the M zzipy. The bl ood on ny hands
is the reason why people in the east can sleep easy at night, without so nuch as a thought about

Reds coming and raping and killing the way those savages always did.""
Harrison chuckl ed. "Every word you've said is the profoundest bull hockey, mnmy boy, | hope you
know t hat."

"You just need to decide whether you' re going to | et Tenskwa- Tawa have the final victory over
you. "

"Way are you telling me this? What's in it for you?"

"I don't know. | cane |ooking for you thinking you night know sonething of power, but when
heard you tell that weaselly weakling tale | knew that you didn't know nothing that a nman coul d
use. In fact, | knew nore than you. So, seeing how | was going to ask you to share, it seened only

fair to share right back."
"How ki nd of you." H's sarcasm was inescapabl e.

"I don't think so. | just picture the ook on ny brother Alvin's face when you tell everbody he
was the Boy Renegado. You say that, and nobody'll believe himif he testifies against you. In
fact, he'll have to hide hinself, when you think of all the terrible things fol ks believe about
t he Boy Renegado. How he was the cruelest Red of themall, killing and torturing so even the Shaw
Nee puked."

"l remenber those tales.”

"You hold up those bl oody hands, mny friend, and then make them nean what you want themto nean.”
Harrison shook his head. "I can't live with the blood."

"So you have a consci ence, eh?"

Harri son | aughed. "The blood gets in nmy food. It stains my clothes. It makes people sick."

"If I were you, |I'd eat with gloves on and |I'd wear dark clothes."

Harrison was through eating. So was Cal vin.

"So you want nme to do this to hurt your brother."

"Not hurt him Just keep himsilent and out of sight. You' ve spent, what, eight years living
ike a dog. Nowit's his turn."

"There's no going back,"” said Harrison. "Once | tell lies, I'll have bloody hands till the day I
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die. "

Cal vin shrugged. "Harrison, you're a liar and a nurderer, but you | ove power nore than life.
Unfortunately you're piss-poor at getting it and keeping it. Ta-Kunsaw and Alvin and Tenskwa- Tawa
pl ayed you for a sucker. I'mtelling you how to undo what they done to you. How to set yourself
free. | don't give a rat's front teeth whether you do what | said or not." He got up to go.

Harri son hal f-rose and clutched at Calvin's pantlegs. "Soneone told nme that Alvin, he's a Mker
That he has real power."

"No he doesn't," said Calvin. "Not for you to worry about. Because, you see, ny friend, he can
only use his power for good, never to harm nobody."

"Not even me?"
"Maybe he'll make an exception for you." Calvin grinned wickedly. "I know | would."

Harri son withdrew his hands from Calvin's clothing. "Don't | ook at me like that, you little
weasel . "

"Li ke what?" asked Cal vin.

"Like I"'mscum Don't you judge ne."

"Can you tell nme a single good reason why not?"

"Because whatever else | did, boy, | never betrayed nmy own brother."

Now it was Calvin's turn to ook into the face of contenpt. He spat on the ground near
Har ni son's knees. "Eat pus and die," he said.

"Was that a curse?" asked Harrison jeeringly as Calvin wal ked away. "Or nerely a friendly
war ni ng?"

Calvin didn't answer him He was already thinking of other things. How to raise the noney to get
passage east, for one thing. First class. He was going to go first class. Maybe what he needed to
do was see if his knack extended to causing noney to fall out of sone shopkeeper's noneybag as he
carried his earnings to the bank. If he did it right, no one would see. He woul dn't get caught.
And even if soneone saw the noney fall out and himpick it up, they could only accuse hi m of
findi ng dropped noney, since he never |laid a hand on the bag. That would work. It would be easy
enough. So easy that it was stupid that Alvin had never done it before. The famly could have used
the nmoney. There were sone hard years. But Alvin was too selfish ever to think of anybody but
hi nsel f, or anything but his stupid plan of trying to teach Making to people with no knack for it.

First-class passage to England, and fromthere across the channel to France. New clothes. It
woul dn't take nuch to get that kind of noney. A lot of nmoney changed hands in New Amsterdam and
there was nothing to stop sone of it fromfalling onto the street at Calvin's feet. God had given
himthe power, and that neant that it nust be the will of God for himto do it.

Wuldn't it be a hoot if Harrison actually took Calvin's advice?

Chapter 6 -- True Love

Any Sunp didn't care what her friends or anybody said. What she felt for Alvin Maker was | ove.
Real |ove. True, deep, abiding love that would withstand the test of tine.

If only he woul d pay any attention to her openly, so others could see it. Instead all he ever
did was give her those glances that nmade her heart flutter so within her. She worried sonetines
that maybe it was just his Makerness, his knack or whatever it was. Wrried that he was sonehow
reachi ng inside her chest and naking her heart turn over and her whol e body quiver. But no, that
wasn't the sort of thing that Makers did. In fact naybe he didn't even know about her |ove for
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him Maybe his glances were really searching | ooks, hoping to see in her face sone sign of her

| ove. That was why she no longer tried to hide her maidenly blushes when her heart beat so fast
and her face felt all hot and tingly. Let himsee how his gaze transforns nme into a quivering mass
of devot ed worshi pful ness.

How Any | onged to go to the teaching sessions where Alvin worked with a dozen or so grownups at
once, telling them how a Maker had to see the world. How she would | ove to hear his voice for
hours on end. Then she woul d di scover the true knack within her, and both she and her bel oved
Alvin would rejoice to discover that she was secretly a Maker herself, so that the two of them
toget her woul d be able to remake the world and fight off the evil nasty Unmaker together. Then
they woul d have a dozen babies, all of them Makers twice over, and the love of Alvin and Amy Maker
woul d be sung for a thousand generations throughout the whole world, or at |east America, which
was pretty nuch the sane thing as far as Any cared

But Any's parents wouldn't |let her go. "How could Alvin possibly concentrate on teachi ng anybody
anything with you naki ng coweyes at himthe whole tine?" her nother said, the heartless old hag
Not as cruel as her father, though, telling her, "Get some control over yourself, girl! O I'm
going to have to get you sone |ove diapers to keep you from enbarrassing yourself in public. Love
di apers, do you understand nme?" Ch, she understood him the nasty man. H m of the cranks and
pul | eys, pipes and cables. H mof punps and engines and nachinery, who had no understanding of the
human heart. "The heart's just a punp itself, ny girl," he said, which showed himto be a deeply
totally inpossibly eternally abysmally ignorant machine of a man his own self but said nothing
about the truth of the universe. It was her beloved Al vin who understood that all things were
alive and had feelings-- all things except her father's hideous dead nachi nes, chuggi ng away |ike
wal ki ng corpses. A steampowered lunberm|l! Using fire and water to cut wood! Wat an aboni nation
before the Lord! Wen she and Alvin were married, she'd get Alvin to stop her father from naking
any nore machi nes that roared and hi ssed and chugged and gave off the heat of hell. Alvin would
keep her in a sylvan wonderland where the birds were friends and the bugs didn't bite and they
could swi m naked together in clear pools of water and he would swimto her in real life instead of
just in her dreans and he woul d reach out and enbrace her and their naked bodi es woul d touch
undefthe water and their flesh would neet and join and..

"No such thing," said her friend Ranobna.

Any felt herself grow hot with anger. Who was Ranpna to deci de what was real and what wasn't?
Couldn't Any tell her dreams to sonmebody wi thout having to keep saying it was just a dream i nstead
of pretending that it was real, that his arns had been around her? Didn't she remenber it as
clearly-- no, far nore clearly-- than anything that had ever happened to her in real life?

"Did so happen. In the noonlight."
"When!" said Ranpbna, her voice dripping with contenpt.

"Three ni ghts ago. Wen Alvin said he was going out into the wods to be alone. He was really
going to be with ne."

"Well where is there a pool of clear water like that? Nothing |ike that around here, just rivers
and streans, and you know Al vin never goes into the Hatrack to swi mor nothing."

"Don't you know anything?" said Amy, trying to match her best friend' s disdain. "Haven't you
heard of the greensong? How Alvin |l earned fromthemold Reds how to run through the forest |ike
the wind, silent and not even so much as bending a branch? He can run a hundred miles in an hour
faster than any railroad train. It wasn't any kind of pool around here, it was so far away that it
woul d take anybody from Vigor Church three days to get there on a good horse!"

"Now | know you're just lying," said Ranpna.
"He can do that any day," insisted Amry hotly.
"He can, but you can't. You screech when you brush up into a spiderweb, you dunce.”

"I"'mnot a dunce |'mthe best student in the school you're the dunce," said Amy all in a breath--
it was an epigram she had often used before. "I held Alvin's hand is what, and he carried ne
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al ong, and then when | got tired he picked me up in those blacksnith's arnms of his and carried
me. "

"And then I"'msure he really took off all his clothes and you took off all of yours, like you
was a couple of weasels or sonething."”

"Muskrats. Otters. Creatures of water. It wasn't nakedness, it was natural ness, the freeness of
two ki ndred souls who have no secrets from each ot her."

"Well, what a bunch of beautiful ness,” said Ranbna. "Only | think if it really happened it would
be di sgustingness and revol ti ngness, himcom ng up and hugging you in your conplete and utter
starkersness. "

Anmy knew that Ranpbna was meki ng fun of her but she wasn't sure why making up words like
di sgustingness nade the idiotic girl laugh and alnost fall off the tree branch where they were
sitting.

"You have no appreciation of beauty."
"You have no appreciation of truth," said Ranmona. "Or should | say, of 'truthfulness.'"
"You calling me a liar?" said Amy, giving her a little push

"Hey!" cried Ranpbna. "No fair! I'mfarther out on the branch so there's nothing for ne to grab
onto."

Any pushed her again, harder, and Ranona wobbl ed, her eyes growing w de as she clutched at the
br anch.

"Stop it you little liar!" cried Ranona. "I1'Il tell what lies you' ve been saying."

"They aren't lies,"” said Anmy. "I renenber it as clearly as... as clearly as the sunlight over
the fields of green corn."

"As clearly as the grunting of the hogs in ny father's sty,"” said Ranbna, in a voice that
mat ched Any's for dream ness.

"Of course true love would be beyond your ability to imagine."

"Yes, my inaginingness is the epitaph of feebleness.™

"Epi tome, not epitaph,” Any said.

"Ch, if only I could have your sublinmeness of correctness, your w seness."
"Stop nessing all the tine."

"You stop."

"I don't do that."

"Do so."

"Do not."

"Eat worms," said Ranona.

"On brain salad,” said Amy. And now that they were back to fanmiliar playful argurment, they both
broke into | aughter and tal ked about other things for a while.

And if things had stayed that way, maybe nothing would have happened. But on the way back hone
in the gathering dusk, Ranpbna asked one last tine, "Any, telling truth, cross your heart, friend
to friend, swear to heaven, renmenber forever, tell me that you didn't really actually with your
own flesh and bl ood go swi nming naked with Alvin Smith--"
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"Alvin Mker."

"Tell me it was a dream"

Al nost Any | aughed and said, O course it was a dream you silly girl.

But in Ranmpbna's eyes she saw sonething: w de-eyed wonder at the idea that such things were
possi bl e, and that soneone Ranmona actually knew mi ght have done sonething so w cked and wonder f ul
Any didn't want to see that | ook of awe change to a | ook of knowi ng triunph. And so she said what

she knew she shouldn't say. "I wish it was a dream | honestly do, Ranpbna. Because when | think
back on it | long for himall the nore and I wonder when he'll dare to speak to ny father and tel
himthat he wants ne for his wife. A man who's done a thing like that with a girl-- he's got to

marry her, doesn't he?"
There. She had said it. The npbst secret wonderful dream of her heart. Said it right out.
"You've got to tell your papa,"” said Ramona. "He'll see to it Alvin marries you."

"I don't want himto be forced," said Amy. "That's silly. A nman like Alvin can only be enticed
into marriage, not pushed into it."

"Everybody thinks you're all goo-goo over Alvin and he doesn't even see you," said Ranpna. "But
if he's going off with you a swimrmng starkers in sone faraway pond that only he can get to, well,
| don't think that's right. | honestly don't."

"Well, | don't care what you think," said Any. "It is right and if you tell I'll cut off al
your hair and tat it into a doily and burn it."

Ranona burst out laughing. "Tat it into a doily? What kind of power does that have?”
"A six-sided doily," said Amy portentously.

"Ch, I'mtrenbling. Made out of ny own hair, too. Silly, you can't do things like that, that's
what Bl ack witches do, nake things out of hair and burn them or whatever."

As if that was an argunent. Alvin did Red magic; why couldn't Amy learn to do Black nagic, when
her Makering knack was finally unl ocked? But there was no use argui ng about that sort of thing
wi th Ranbna. Ranopna t hought she knew better than anybody. It was a narvel that Amy even bot hered
to keep her as a best friend.

"I"'mgoing to tell,"” said Ranmona. "Unless you tell ne right nowthat it's all alie."

"I'f you tell 1"l kill you," said Anmy.
"Tell me it's alie, then."

Tears sprang unbidden to Any's eyes. It was not a lie. It was a dream A true dream of true
| ove, a dreamthat cane fromthe paths of secretness within her own and Alvin's hearts. He dreaned
the sane dream at the same time, she knew it, and he felt her flesh against his as surely as she
felt his against hers. That nmade it true, didn't it? If a nan and a wonan both remenbered the
real ness of each other's bodi es pressing agai nst each other, then how was that anything but a true

experience? "I love Alvin too much to lie about such a thing. Cut nmy tongue out if any part of it
is falsel”
Ramona gasped. "I never believed you till now "

"But you tell no one," said Any. Her heart swelled with satisfaction over her victory. Ranpna

finally believed her. "Swear."

"I swear," said Ranpna
"Show me your fingers!" cried Anmy.

Rarmona brought her hands out from behind her. The fingers weren't crossed, but that didn't prove

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (41 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:15 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt
they weren't crossed a few nonments ago.

"Swear again now," said Amy. "Wen | can see your hands."

"l swear," said Ranmona, rolling her eyes.

"I't's our beautiful secret," said Any, turning and wal ki ng away.

"Qurs and Alvin's," said Ranpbna, uncrossing her ankles and follow ng her

Chapter 7 -- Booking Passage

It didn't take Calvin too long to figure out that it was going to take a powerful long time to
earn enough noney to buy passage to Europe as a gentleman. Along tinme and a | ot of work. Neither
i dea sounded attracti ve.

He couldn't turn iron into gold, but there was plenty of things he could do, and he thought
about themlong and hard. He wasn't sure, but he didn't reckon them banks coul d keep hi m out of
their vaults for long if he got to working on what all was holding themtogether. Still, there was
a chance of being caught, and that would be the ruination of all his dreans. He thought of putting
out his shingle as a Maker, but that would bring a kind of fame and attention that woul dn't stand
in his favor later, not to nention all the accusations of charlatanry that woul d be bound to corme.
He was al ready hearing runors of Alvin-- or rather, of some prentice smth out west who turned an
iron plowinto gold. Half those who told the tale did it with rolled eyes, as if to say, |'msure
sonme western farnboy has a Maker's knack, that's likely, yes

Sonetimes Calvin wished it was a different knack he had. For instance, he could do with a
torch's knack about now. Seeing the future-- why, he could see which property to buy, or which
ship to invest in! But even then he'd have to have a partner to put up the noney, since he had
not hi ng now. And hangi ng around New Ansterdam getting rich wasn't what he wanted. He wanted to
| earn Makering, or whatever it was that Napol eon could teach him Having set his sights so high
the petty busi nessmen of Manhattan were hardly the partners he wanted.

There's nore than one way to skin a cat, as the saying went.

If he couldn't easily get the noney for his first-class voyage, why not go direct to the source
of all voyages? So it was that he found hinmself wal king the wharfs of Manhattan, along the Hudson
and the East River. It was entertaining in its own right, the long, sleek sailing ships, the
clunky, snoky steaners, the stevedores shouting and grunting and sweating, the cranes sw nging,
the ropes and pulleys and nets, the stink of fish and the bawing of the gulls. W woul d have
guessed, when he was a boy rowdying in a nmillhouse in Vigor Church, that one day he would be here
on the edge of the land, drinking in the |liquorous scents and sounds and sights of the Iife of the
sea.

Calvin wasn't one to get lost in reverie and contenpl ation, though. He had his eye out for the
right ship, and fromtime to time stopped to ask a stevedore of a |oading ship what the
destination mght be. Those as were bound for Africa or Haiti or the Orient were no use to him
but themwi th European destinations got a thorough | ooking-over. Until at |ast he found the right
one, a bright and tall-nmasted English ship with a captain of sonme breeding who didn't seemto
raise his voice at all, though all the nmen did his will, working hard and worki ng smart under his
eye. Everything was clean, and the cargo included trunks and parcels carefully | oaded up the ranp
i nstead of being tossed around carel esslike.

Natural ly, the captain wouldn't think of talking to a boy Calvin's age, wearing Calvin's
clothes. But it wasn't hard for Calvin to think of a plan to get the captain's attention

He wal ked up to one of the stevedores and said, "Scuse ne, sir, but there's a sharp | eak a-going
near the back of the boat, on the further side."

The stevedore | ooked at himoddly. "I"mnot a sailor."
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"Neither aml, but | think the captain'll thank themas warns him of the problem"
"How can you see it, if it's under the water?"

"CGot a knack for leaks," said Calvin. "I'd hurry and tell him if | were you."

Saying it was a knack was enough for the stevedore, himbeing an American, even if he was a
Dut chman by his accent. The captain, of course, wouldn't care diddly about knacks, being an
Engl i shman, which under the Protectorate had a | aw agai nst knacks. Not agai nst having them just
agai nst believing they existed or attenpting to use them But the captain was no fool, and he'd
send sonebody to check, knack or no knack

Which is how it happened. The stevedore talking to his foreman; the foreman to sone ship's
officer; each tinme there was a ot of pointing at Calvin and staring at himas he nonchalantly
whi stl ed and | ooked down at the waterline of the ship. To Calvin's disappointnment, the officer
didn't go to the captain, but instead sent a sailor downstairg into the dark cellar of the ship
Cal vin had to provide something for himto see, so now he sent out his doodl ebug and got into the
wood, right where he'd said the leak was. It was a sinple thing to let the planks get just a
Jittle |l oose and out of position under the waterline, which sent a goodly stream of water spurting
into the cellar of the ship. Just for the fun of it, when he figured the sailor nmust be down there
| ooking at it, Calvin opened and cl osed the gap, so the |l eak was sonetines a fine spray, sonetines
a gush of water, and sonetinmes just a trickle. Like blood seeping froma wound with an
internmttent tourniquet. Bet he never saw no leak |like that before, thought Calvin

Sure enough, in a few mnutes the sailor was back, acting all agitated, and now the officer
barked orders to several seanen, then went straight to the captain. This tinme, though, there
wasn't no finger-pointing. The officer wasn't going to give Calvin none of the credit for finding
the leak. That really got Calvin's goat, and for a minute he thought of sinking the boat then and
there. But that wouldn't do himno good. Tinme enough to put that greedy ambitious officer in his
pl ace.

Wien the captain went below, Calvin put on a fine show for him Instead of causing one leak to
spurt and pul se, Calvin shifted the |leak fromone place to another-- a gush here, a gush there. By
now it had to be obvious that there wasn't nothing natural about that |eak. There was a good dea
of stirring on the deck, and a lot of sailors started rushing below. Then, to Calvin's delight, a
fair nunber started rushing back onto the deck and onto the gangpl ank, heading for dryland where
there wasn't no strange powers causing |eaks in the boat.

Finally the captain cane on deck, and this time the officer wasn't taking all the credit for
hinself. He pointed to the foreman, who pointed to the stevedore, and pretty soon they were al
poi nting at Calvin.

Now, of course, Calvin could stop fiddling with the |eak. He stopped it cold. But he wasn't
done. As the captain headed for the gangpl ank, Calvin sent his bug to seek out all the nearby rats
that he could sense lurking under the wharf and anong the crates and barrels and on the ot her
ships. By the tinme the captain got hal fway down the gangpl ank, a couple of dozen rats were racing
up the very same bridge, heading for the ship. The captain tried in vain to shoo them back, but
Calvin had filled themw th courage and grimdetermi nation to reach the deck-- food, food, Calvin
was prom sing them- and they merely dodged and went on. Dozens nobre were stream ng across the
pl anki ng of the pier, and the captain was fairly dancing to avoid tripping on rats and falling on
his face. On deck, sailors with nops and bowling pins were striking at the rats, trying to knock
or sweep themoff into the sea.

Then, as suddenly as he had | aunched the rats, Calvin sent them a new nessage: CGet off this
ship. Fire, fire. Leaks. Drowni ng. Fear

Squeal ing and scurrying, all the rats that he had sent aboard came rushi ng back down the
gangpl ank and all the lines and cabl es connecting the ship to the shore. And all the rats that had
al ready been aboard, lurking in the cargo hold and in the dark wet cellar and in the hidden caves
in the joints and beans of the ship, they al so gushed up out of the hatches and portholes |ike
wat er bubbling out of a new spring. The captain stopped cold to watch them | eave. Finally, when
all the rat traffic had di sappeared into their hiding places on the wharf and the other ships, the
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captain turned toward Calvin and strode to him Through it all the nman had never lost his dignity--
even while dancing to avoid the rats. My kind of man, thought Calvin. | rmust watch himto | earn
how gent| emen behave.

"How did you know there was a | eak on ny ship?" asked the captain.

"You're an Englishman,"” said Calvin. "You don't believe in what | can see and do."
"Nevertheless, | believe in what | can see, and there was nothing natural about that |eak."
"I'd say themrats might have been doing it. Good thing for you they all left your ship."
"Rats and | eaks," said the captain. "Wiat do you want, boy?"

"I want to be called a man, sir," said Calvin. "Not a boy."

"Way do you wish harmto ne and ny ship? Has soneone of nmy crew done you an of fense?"

"l don't know what you're tal king about,” said Calvin. "I reckon you re not such a fool as to
bl ane the one as told you you had a |eak."

"I"malso not such a fool as to think you knew of anything you didn't have the power to cause or
cure at will. Were the rats your doing as well?"

I was as surprised as you were by their behavior," said Calvin. "Didn't seemnatural, all them
rats rushing onto a sinking ship. But then they seened to cone to their senses and | eave again.
Every single rat, | daresay. Now, that would be an interesting voyage, wouldn't it-- to cross the
ocean without any loss of your food supply to the nibbling of rats.”

"What do you want from nme?" asked the captain.

"l stopped to do you a favor, with no thought of benefit to ny own self,"” said Calvin, trying to
sound |i ke an educated Englishman and knowi ng fromthe expression on the captain's face that he
was failing pathetically. "But it happens that | amin need of first-class passage to Europe."

The captain smiled thinly. "Wy in the world would you want to book passage on a | eaking ship?"

"But sir," said Calvin, "1've got a sort of knack for spotting | eaks. And | can prom se you that
if | were aboard your ship, during the whole voyage there'd be not a single |eak, even in the
stoutest storm" Calvin had no i dea whether he could keep a ship tight during all the stresses of
a stormat sea, but odds were that he'd never have to find out, either.

"Correct me if I"'mwong," said the captain, "but am| to guess that if | take you on ny ship
first class, without your paying a farthing, I'll find no problemw th | eaks and not a rat on ny
ship? Waile if | refuse, I'll find ny ship at the bottom of the harbor?"

"That would be a rare disaster,” said Calvin. "How could such a well-nade ship possibly sink
faster than your boys could punp?”

"I saw how the | eak noved from place to place. | saw how strangely the rats behaved. | may not
believe in your Anerican knacks, but |I know when I'min the presence of unaccountable power."

Calvin felt pride flush through his body Iike ale.

Suddenly he felt the barrel of a pistol just under his breastbone. He | ooked down to see that
the captain had sonmehow conme up with a weapon.

"What's to stop me fromblowing a hole in your belly?" asked the captain.

"The likelihood of your dancing on the end of an Anerican rope," said Calvin. "There ain't no
| aw agai nst knacks here, sir, and saying that sonmebody was doing witchery ain't cause enough to
kill himthe way it is in England."”

"But it's to England you're going," said the captain. "Wat's to stop nme fromtaking you on ny
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shi p, then having you arrested the nonent you step ashore?"

"Nothing," said Calvin. "You could do that. You could even kill nme in ny sleep during the voyage
and cast ny body overboard into the sea, telling all the others that you had to di spose of the
body of a plague victimas quickly as possible. You think I'"'ma fool, not to think of that stuff?"

"So go away and | eave ne and ny ship al one.™

"I'f you killed ne, what woul d keep the planks frompulling free of the beanms of your boat? What
woul d stop your boat fromturning into scraps of |unber bobbing on the water?"

The captain eyed himcuriously.

"First-class passage is ludicrous for you. The other first-class passengers would snub you at
once, and no doubt they'd assunme |'d brought you aboard as ny catanmite. It would ruin ny career
anyway, to pernmit an uncouth, unlettered ruffian Iike you to sail among ny gentle passengers. To
put it plainly, young master, you may have power over rats and pl anks, but you have none over rich
men and wonen. "

"Teach ne," said Cal vin.
"There aren't enough hours in the day or days in the week."
"Teach ne," said Calvin again.

"You cone here threatening me with destruction of nmy ship by the evil powers of Satan, and then
dare to ask me to teach you to be a gentl eman?"

"I'f you believed nmy powers were fromthe devil," said Calvin, "then why didn't you once say a
prayer to ward me of f?"

The captain glared at himfor a nonent, then smled, grimy but not w thout genuine nirth.
"Touche, " he said.

"What ever the devil that neans,” said Calvin.
"It's a fencing term" said the captain.

"I must've put up ten nmiles of fences in ny life," said Calvin. "Post and rail, stone, wre,
and, picket, every kind, and | never heard of no tooshay."

The captain's snile broadened. "There is sonmething attractive in your challenge. You nmay have
sone interesting... what do you call them.. knacks? But you're still a poor boy fromthe farm
I've taken nany a peasant lad and turned himinto a first-rate seaman. But |'ve never taken a boy
who wasn't a gentleman born and turned himinto sonmething that could pass for civilized."

"Consider nme the challenge of your life."

"Ch, believe nme, | already do. | haven't altogether decided not to kill you, of course. But it
seens to nme that since you nean to cause me troubl e anyway, why not accept the chall enge and see
if I can work a miracle just as inexplicable and inpossible as any of the nasty pranks you' ve
pl ayed an ne this norning?"

"First class, not steerage," Calvin insisted.

The captain shook his head. "Neither one. You'll travel as ny cabin boy. O rather, ny cabin

boy's boy. Rafe is a good three years younger than you, | imagine, but he knows frombirth al
that you are so desperate to learn. Wth you to help him perhaps he'll have enough free time to
teach you. And I'll oversee you both. On several conditions, though.”

Calvin didn't see as how the captain was in nmuch of a position to set conditions, but he
listened civil-like all the sane.

"No nmatter what powers you have, survival at sea depends on instant and perfect obedience from
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everyone on board the ship. Cbedience to ne. You know nothing of the sea and | gather you don't
care about |earning seamanship, either. So you will do nothing that interferes with ny authority.
And you will obey ne yourself. That neans that when | say piss, you don't even | ook for a pot, you
just whip it out and pee.”

"In front of others, 1'll do a fine show of obedi ence, unless you conmand nme to kill myself or
sone such foolishness."

"I"'mnot a fool," said the captain,
"All right, I'lIl do like you say."

"And you'll keep your nmouth shut until you learn-- in private-- to talk in sonme way
approxi mating gentlemanly speech. Right now if you open your nouth you confess your |ow origins
and you will enbarrass yourself and nme in front of ny crew and the other officers and passengers.”

"I know how to keep ny nouth shut when | need to."
"And when you reach Engl and, our deal is done and you | eave no curse on ny ship."

"Now you' ve asked too nuch," said Calvin. "What | need is your introduction to other high-class
peopl e. And passage to France."

"To France! Aren't you aware that England is at war with France?"

"You have been ever since Napol eon conquered Austria and Spain. What's that to ne?"
"I'n other words, reaching England doesn't nean I'Il be rid of you."

"That's right," said Calvin.

"So why don't | just kill nyself now and spare nyself all this adventure before you send nme to
an early grave?"

"Because themas is ny friends will prosper in this world and there ain't nothing nmuch bad that
can happen to them"

"And all | have to do is naintain ny status as your friend, is that it?"
Cal vi n nodded.

"But soneday, isn't it going to occur to you that if the only reason |'mkind to you is out of

terror that you'll destroy nmy ship, I'mnot really your friend at all?"
Calvin smled. "That just nmeans you'll have to try extra hard to convince nme that you really
mean it."

The officer who had first heard Calvin's nmessage now approached the captain diffidently.
"Captain Fitzroy," he said. "The | eaking seenms to have stopped, sir."

"I know," said the captain.

"Thank you sir," said the officer.

"Cet everyone back to work, Benson," said the captain.

"Sone of the American stevedores and sailors won't get back on that ship no matter what we say,
sir."

"Pay them off and hire others," said the captain. "That will be all, Benson."
"Yes sir." Benson turned around and headed back toward the gangpl ank

Calvin, in the neantine, had heard the air of crisp command in Captain Fitzroy's voice and
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wondered how a man could learn to use his voice |like a sharp hot knife, slicing through other
men's will Iike warm butter

"I would say you've already caused ne nore trouble than you're worth," said Captain Fitzroy.
"And | personally doubt that you have it in you to learn to be a gentleman, though heaven knows
there are plenty that have the title who are every bit as ignorant and boorish as you. But | wll
accept your coercive agreenent, in part because | find you fascinating as well as despicable."

"I don't know what all them words nean, Captain Fitzroy, but | know this-- Tal eswapper once told
us how when ki ngs have bastards, the babies get the last name 'Fitzroy.' So no matter what | am
your name says you're a son of a bitch."

"I'n my case, the great-great-grandson of a bitch. The second Charles sowed his wild oats. My
great-great-grandnmother, a noted actress of sem -noble origins, entered into a liaison with him
and nanaged to get her child recogni zed as royal before the parlianment deprived himof his head.
My famly has had its ups and downs since the end of the nonarchy, and there have been Lords
Prot ector who t hought that our association with the royal famly nade us dangerous. But we nanaged
to survive and even, in recent years, prosper. Unfortunately, |1'mthe younger son of a younger
son, so | had the choice of the church or the arny or the sea. Until neeting you, | did not regret
ny choice. Do you have a name, ny young extortionist?"

"Calvin," he said.

"And are you of such a benighted fanm |y that you have but the one name to spend as your
patri nony?"

"Maker," said Calvin. "Calvin Muker."

"How del i ci ously vague. Mker. A general termthat can be construed in nmany ways while promi sing
no particular skill. A Calvin of all trades. And naster of none?"

"Master of rats,"” said Calvin, smling. "And | eaks."

"As we have seen," said Captain Fitzroy. "I will have your name enrolled as part of the ship's
conpany. Have your gear aboard by nightfall."

"I'f you have soneone follow nme to kill me, your ship--"

"WIIl dissolve into sawmdust, yes, the threat has already been nade," said Fitzroy. "Now you only
have to worry about how rmuch | actually care for nmy ship."

Wth that, Fitzroy turned his back on Calvin and headed up the gangpl ank. Cal vin al nost nade him
slip and take a pratfall, just to pierce that dignity. But there was a limt, he knew, to how far
he coul d push this man. Especially since Calvin hadn't the slightest idea howto carry out his
threat to nake the ship fall apart if they killed him Either he could nake the ship | eak or stop
| eaki ng, but either way he had to be there and alive to do it. If Fitzroy ever realized that his
worst threats were pure bluff, how long would he let Calvin live?

CGet used to it, Calvin, he told hinself. Plenty of people have wanted Al vin dead, too, but he

got through it all. W Makers must have sone kind of protection, it's as sinple as that. Al of
nature is | ooking out for us, to keep us safe. Fitzroy won't kill me because | can't be kill ed.
| hope.

Chapter 8 -- Leavet aking

For some reason Alvin's classroom of grownup wonmen just wasn't going well today. They were
distracted, it seened like, and Goody Sunp was downright hostile. It finally canme to a head when
Alvin started working with their herb boxes. He was trying to help themfind their way into the
greensong, the first faintest nelody, by getting their sage or sorrel or thyne, whatever herb they
chose, to grow one specially long branch. This was sonething Alvin reckoned to be fairly easy, but
once you mastered it, you could pretty nmuch get into harnmony with any plant. However, only a
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coupl e of the wonmen had had much success, and Goody Sunp was not one of them Maybe that was how
conme she was so testy-- her laurel wasn't even thriving, |et alone showi ng | opsided growth on one
branch.

"The plants don't nake the sane nusic they did back when the Reds were tending the woods," Al vin
said. He was going to go on and explain how they could do, in a snmall way, what the Reds did
| arge, but he didn't get a chance, because that was the nmoment Goody Sunp chose to erupt.

She | eapt fromher chair, strode over to the herb table, and brought her fist right down on top
of her own laurel, capsizing the pot and spattering potting soil and laurel |eaves all over the
tabl e and her own dress. "If you think them Reds was so nuch better why don't you just go live
with themand carry off their daughters to secret randy views!"

Alvin was so stunned by her unprovoked rage, so perplexed by her inscrutable words, that he just
| ooked at her gapenouthed as she pulled what was left of her laurel out of what was left of the

soil, pulled off a handful of |eaves, and threw themin his face, then turned and stal ked out of
the room
As soon as she was gone, Alvin tried to make a joke out of it. "I reckon there's some fol ks as

don't take natural to agriculture."” But hardly anybody | aughed.

"You got to overl ook her behavior, Al ," said Sylvy Godshadow. "A nother's got to believe her own
daughter, even if everybody el se knows she's spinning noonbeans."

Si nce Goody Sunp had five daughters, and Al vin had heard nothing significant about any of them

lately, this information wasn't nuch help. "lIs Goody Sunp having sone trouble at home?" he asked.
The wonen all | ooked around at each other, but not a one would neet his eyes.
"Well, it looks to me |ike everybody here knows somewhat as hasn't yet found its way to ny

ears," said Alvin. "Anybody m nd expl ai ni ng?"

"We're not gossips," said Sylvy Godshadow. "I'm surprised you'd think to accuse us." Wth that,
she stood up and started for the door.

"But | didn't call nobody a gossip,"” said Al vin.

"Alvin, | think before you criticize others, you d conb the lice out of your own hair," said
Nana Pease. And she was up and off, too.

"Well, what are the rest of you waiting for?" said Alvin. "If you all wanted a day off of class,
you only had to ask. It's a sure thing I'mdone for the day."

Before he could even get started sweeping up the spilt soil, the other |adies had all flounced

out .

Alvin tried to console hinself by nuttering things he'd heard his own father nutter now and then
over the years-- things like "Wnen" and "Can't do nothing to please 'en and "M ght as well shoot
yourself first thing in the norning." But none of that hel ped, because this wasn't just sone
normal display of tenper. These were | evel headed | adies, every one of them and here they were up
in arns overpl ain nothing, which wasn't natural

It wasn't till afternoon that Alvin realized sonething serious was wong. A couple of nonths
ago, Alvin had asked C evy Sunp, Goody Sump's husband, to teach themall how to nmake a sinple one-
val ve suction punp. It was part of Alvin's idea to teach fol ks that nmaking is nmaking, and
everybody ought to know everything they can possibly learn. Alvin was teaching them hi dden powers

of Making, but they ought to be learning howto nake with their hands as well. Secretly Alvin al so
hoped that when they saw how tricky and careful it was to rmake fine nachinery like Cevy Sunp did,
they'd realize that what Al vin Was teaching wasn't nuch harder if it was harder at all. And it was

wor ki ng wel | enough

Except that today, after the noon bread and cheese, he went on out to the nmll to find the nen
gat hered around the weckage of the punps they'd been naking. Every one of themwas broke in
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pi eces. And since the fittings were all netal, it nust have took some serious work to break it all
up. "Who'd do a thing like this?" Alvin asked. "There's a |l ot of hate goes into sonething like
this.” And thinking of hate, it made Alvin wonder if maybe Calvin hadn't come back secretly after
all.

"There's no nystery who done it,
teacher no nore.”

said Wnter Godshadow. "I reckon we ain't got us a punp-naking

"Yep," said Tal eswapper. "This |looks |like a specially thorough way of telling us, 'd ass
di sni ssed. ' "

Sone of the men chuckled. But Alvin could see that he wasn't the only one angry at the
destruction. After all, these punps were nearly conpleted, and all these nen had put serious work
into maki ng them They counted on themat their own houses. For nany of them it neant the end of
drawi ng water, and Wnter Godshadow in particular had got hima plan to pipe the water right into
the kitchen, so his wife wouldn't even have to go outdoors to fetch it. Now their work was undone,
and sonme of themweren't taking kindly to it.

"Let me talk to Cevy Sunp about this," said Alvin. "I can't hardly believe it was him but if
it was, whatever's the problem| bet it can be set to rights. | don't want none of you getting
angry at himbefore he's had his say."

"W ain't angry at Clevy," said Nils Torson, a burly Swede. His heavy-lidded gaze nmade it clear
who he was angry at.

"Me?" said Alvin. "You think | done this?" Then, as if he could hear Mss Larner's voice in his
ear, he corrected hinself. "Did this?"

Murnurs from several of the nen assented to the proposition

"Are you crazy? Wiy would | go to all this trouble? I'"mnnot an Unnmaeker, boys, you know that, but
if I was, don't you think | could tear up these punps a |lot nore thoroughly wi thout taking half so
much troubl e?"

Tal eswapper cleared his throat. "Perhaps you and | ought to talk al one about this, Avin."
"They're accusing ne of wecking all their hard work and it ain't so!" said Alvin.

"Ain't nobody accusin' nobody of nothin'," said Wnter Godshadow. "God follows all. God sees all

deeds. "

Usual |y when Wnter got into his CGod-tal king noods, the others would sort of back off and
pretend to be busy paring their nails or sonething. But not this time-- this tine they were
noddi ng and nurnuring their agreenent.

"Like | said, Alvin, let's you and ne have a word. In fact, | think we ought to go on up to the
house and talk to your father and nother."

"Talk to me right here,"” said Alvin. "I'"'mnot sone little boy to be taken out behind the
woodshed and given a licking in private. If | stand accused of sonmething that everybody knows
about except ne--"

"W ain't accusing," said Nils. "W're pondering."
"Pondering," echoed a couple of the others.

"Tell me here and now what you're pondering,” said Alvin. "Because whatever |'m accused of, if
it's true |l want to make it right, and if it's false | want to set it straight."

They | ooked at each other back and forth, until finally Alvin turned to Tal eswapper. "You tel
me. "

"I only repeat tales that | believe to be true," said Tal eswapper. "And this one | believe to be
a flat-out lie told by a dreany-hearted girl."
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"Grl? Wat girl?" and then, putting together Goody Sunp's behavior and what Cl evy Sunp had done
to the punps, and renenbering the dreany expression in one girl's eyes when she sat there in the
children's class paying no intelligent attention to a thing that Alvin said, he junmped to a
certain conclusion and whi spered her name. "Anmy."

To Alvin's consternation, sone of the nen took the fact that he came up with her nane as proof
that Any was telling the truth about whatever it was she had said. "See?" they nurnured. "See?"

"I"'mdone with this,"” said Nils. "I"mdone. I'ma farner. Corn and hogs, that's ny knack if |
have ne any." Wen he left, several other nmen went with him

Alvin turned to the others. "I don't know what |'m accused of, but | can promise you this, |'ve
done nothing wong. In the neantine, it's plain there's no use in holding class today, so let's
all go hone. | reckon there's a way to sal vage every one of these punps, so your work isn't |ost.
We'll get back to it tonorrow "

As they left, sone of the nen touched Alvin's shoul der or punched his armto show their support.
But sonme of the support was of a kind he didn't nuch Iike. "Can't hardly blane you, pretty little
calf-eyed thing like that." "Wnen is always reading nore into things than a nan neans."

Finally Alvin was al one with Tal eswapper.

"Don't look at ne," said Tal eswapper. "Let's go on up to the house and see if your father's
heard the stories yet."

When they got there, it was like a fam |y council was already in session. Measure, Arnor-of-God,
and Father and Mdther were all gathered around the kitchen table. Arthur Stuart was kneadi ng dough-
- small as he was, he was good with bread and liked doing it, so Mdther had finally given in and

admtted that a wonman could still be m stress of her own house even if sonebody el se made the
br ead.

"Gad you' re here, Al," said Measure. "You'd think a piece of silliness like this would just get
| aughed out of town. | mnean, these fol ks should know you."

"Way shoul d they?" asked Mdther. "He's been gone nobst of the past seven years. Wen he |eft he
was a scrub-size boy who' d just spent a year running around the countryside with a Red warri or
When he come back he was full of power and mmjesty and scared the pellets out of all the bunny-
hearts around here. Wiat do they know of his character?”

"Wul d sonebody please tell me what this is about?" Alvin said.

"You nean they haven't?" asked Father. "They were powerful quick to tell your nother and Measure
and Arnor-of-God."

Tal eswapper chuckled. "O course they didn't tell Alvin. Those who believe the tale assune he
al ready knows. And those who don't believe it are plain ashanmed that anyone could say such silly
sl ander . "

Measure sighed. "Amy Sunmp told her friend Ranbna, and Rampona told her mama, and her mama went
straight to Goody Sunp, and she went straight to her husband, and he |ike to went crazy because he
can't conceive that every nale creature larger than a nouse isn't hottin' up after his nubian
daughter."

"Nubile," Alvin corrected him

"Yeah yeah," said Measure. "I know, you're the one who reads the books, and now s sure the tine
to correct my grammr."

"Nubi ans are Black Africans,"” said Alvin. "And Anmy ain't no Black near as | can figure."
"This mght be a good tinme to shut up and listen," said Measure.

"Yes sir," said Alvin.
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"If only you had left when that torch girl sent you that warning," said Mdther. "It's a plain
fool who stays inside a burning house because he wants to see the color of the flanes."

"What's Any sayi ng about ne?" asked Al vin.

"Pure nonsense," said Father. "About you running off in the Red way, a hundred niles in a night
t hrough the woods, taking her to a secret |ake where you swum nekkid and other such indecencies."

"Wth Any?" asked Alvin, incredul ous.
"Meaning that you'd do it with soneone el se?" asked Measure.

"I'd do such a thing with nobody," said Alvin. "Ain't decent, and besides, there ain't enough

unbroken living forest these days to get a hundred miles in a night. | can't nake half so good a
speed through fields and farms. The greensong gets noisy and busted up and | get too tired trying
to hear it and why is anybody believing such silliness?"

"Because they think you can do anything," said Measure.

"And because a good nunber of these nen have noticed Any filling out of late," said Arnor-of-
God, "and they know that if they had the power, and if Amy was as noony toward them as she plainly
is toward you, they'd have her naked in a lake in two seconds flat."

"You're too cynical about human nature," said Tal eswapper. "Mst of these fellows are the
wi shing kind. But they know Alvin is a doer, not just a w sher."

"I hardly noticed her except to think she was sure slow to | earn, considering how tight she
seenmed to pay attention,” said Al vin.

"To you she was paying attention. Not to what you said or taught," said Measure.
"Well it ain't so. | didn't do anything to her or with her, and..."

"And even if you did it would be plain disaster if you nmarried her," said Mot her
"Married her!" cried Al vin.

"Well of course, if it was true, you'd have to marry her," said Father

"But it ain't true."

"You got any wi tnesses of that?" asked Measure.

"Wtnesses of what? How can | have witnesses that it didn't happen? Everybody's ny w tness--
everybody didn't see any such thing."

"But she says it happened," said Measure. "And you're the only other one who knows whet her she's
lying or not. So either she's a plain |iar and you're innocently accused, or she's a brokenhearted
lied-to seduced girl and you're the cad who got the use of her and now won't do the decent thing,
and nobody can prove either way."

"So you don't even believe ne?"

"OfF course we believe you," said Father. "Do you think we're insane? But our believing you ain't
any kind of evidence. Measure's been reading |aw, and he explained it to us."

"Law?" asked Al vin.

"Wel |, afore you come honme from Hatrack River, anyway. And, now and then since. | reckon
sonmebody in the fanmly ought to know sonething about the |aw "

"But you nean you think this m ght cone to court?"

"Mght," said Measure. "That's what the Sunps were saying. Get thema |awer from Carthage City
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i nstead of one of the frontier lawers as has a shingle out here in Vigor Church. Lots of
publicity.”

"But they can't convict nme of anything!"

"Breach of promise. Indecent |iberties with a child. Al depends on how many jurors think that
where there's snoke, there's fire."

"I ndecent liberties with a..."

"That one's a hanging offense, all right,'
Clevy wants to bring."

said Measure. "But | hear that's the charge that

"Doesn't matter if they convict you or not," said Tal eswapper.

"Matters to ne," said Mt her.

"Either way, the tale will spread. Alvin the so-called Maker, taking advantage of young girls.
You can't let this go to trial," said Tal eswapper.

Al vin saw at once how such runors, such publicity as a trial would bring, it would bring down
his work, nmake it inpossible to attract others to cone and | earn Making at Vigor Church

Not that he was doi ng much good teachi ng Maki ng anyway.

"M ss Larner," murnured Alvin

"Yep," said Tal eswapper. "She warned you. Leave now freely, or |eave |ater because you have to."

"Why should he he driven fromhis own home just because a horny lying little..." Mther's voice

trailed off.

Alvin sat in the ensuing silence, recognizing his foolishness. "I spose I'ma plain fool for not
heeding Mss Larner."” And then, stiffening his back, he closed his eyes, and said, "There's
another way. So | don't have to leave at all."

"What's that?" asked Measure.
"I could marry her."
"No!" cried Mdther and Father at once.

"Way not just sign a confession?" asked Arnor-of-God.

"You can't marry her," said Measure.

"It's what she wants,
have to agree to it."

said Alvin. "You can bet she'd say yes, and her father and nother woul d

"Agree to it-- and then despise you ever after," said Father.

"Doesn't matter about his reputation or what people think of himor anything, conpared to this,"
sai d Measure. "WAking up every norning and seeing Any Sunp in bed next to you, and know ng the
only reason she's there is because she slandered you-- tell me what kind of hone you'll make, the
two of you, for your babies?"

Al vin thought about that for a nonment and nodded. "I guess nmarriage ain't rmuch of a solution
More |ike starting a whol e new set of problens.”

"Ah, good," said Father. "I was afraid we'd raised us a fool."
"So | sneak off like a thief, and everybody reckons Any was telling the truth and I ran off."

"Not likely," said Measure. "W&'ll let it be known that you |l eft because your work is too
i mportant to be distracted by this nonsense. You'll be back when Any starts telling the truth, and
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in the neantinme, you'll be studying up on... whatever. Learning sonething."”
"Learning how to build the Crystal City," nurnured Tal eswapper
They all | ooked at him

"You don't know how, do you, Alvin?" asked Tal eswapper. "Wile you' re busy trying to nake Makers
out of these people, you don't even know yourself what the Crystal Cty really is, or howto make
it."

Al vin nodded. "That's right."

"So... it isn't even a lie," said Tal eswapper. "You do have nuch to | earn, and you're overdue to
learn it. Wiy, you're even grateful to Any for showi ng you that you' ve been hangi ng around here
far too long. Measure's been |l earning right good. He's far enough ahead of the others that he can
go on teaching in your absence. And himbeing a married man, no schoolgirl's going to get sone
foolish notion about him™"

"I don't know," said Measure. "lI'mopretty cute."
"You have ny bags packed yet, Tal eswapper?" asked Al vin.

"Ain't as if you need nuch luggage," said Tal eswapper. "You're going to be traveling small and
fast. | reckon there's only one burden that will weigh you down nuch. A certain farminplenment."

"l couldn't leave it here?" asked Al vin.

"Not safe," said Tal eswapper. "Not safe for your famly, to have the runor get about that the
Maker is gone but he left the gol den pl ow behind."

"Not safe for himto have the runor say he took it with him" said Mther
"Nobody on this planet is safer than Alvin, if he wants to be," said Measure.
"So | just pick up the plow, put it in a gunnysack, and head on out?" asked Al vin.

"That's about the best plan," said Arnor-of-God. "Though | bet your ma will insist on you taking
some salt pork with you, and a change of clothes."

"And ne."

They all turned to the source of the small piping voice.

"He's taking me with him" said Arthur Stuart.

"You'd only slow himdown, boy," said Father. "You got a good heart, but short |egs."

"He ain't in no hurry," said Arthur, "specially figuring as he don't know where he's going."

"The point is you' d be in the way," said Arnor-of-CGod. "He'd al ways have to be thinking of you,
trying to keep you out of harms way. There's plenty of places in this land where a free hal f-
Bl ack boy is going to get folks' dander up, and that won't be much help to Alvin either.™

"You're talking |ike you think you got a choice,"” said Arthur. "But if Alvin goes, | go, and
that's it. You can lock me in a closet, but sonmeday |I'Il get out and then I'Il follow himand find
himor die trying."

They all |ooked at himin consternation. Arthur Stuart had been near silent since conming to
Vigor after his adopted nother was murdered back in Hatrack River. Silent but hardworking,
cooperative, obedient. This was a conplete surprise, this attitude fromhim

"And besides," said Arthur Stuart, "while Alvin's busy |ooking after the whole world, I'Il be
there to |l ook after him"

"I think the boy should go," said Measure. "The Unmaker plainly ain't done with Alvin yet. He
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needs sonebody to watch his back. | think Arthur's got it in him"
And that was pretty nmuch it. Nobody could size up a fellow |ike Measure coul d.

Alvin wal ked to the hearth and pried up four stones. Nobody woul d have guessed that anything was
hid under them because until he raised the stones there wasn't so nmuch as a crack in the nortar.
He didn't dig in the earth under the stones; the plow was buried eight feet deep, and shoveling
woul d have taken all day, not to nmention the disnmantling of the entire hearth. No, he just held
out his hands and called to the plow, and willed the earth to float it up to him A nonent |ater

the pl ow bobbed to the surface of the soil like a cork on a still pond. Alvin could hear a couple
of sharp breaths behind him- it still got to folks, even his own fanmily, when he showed his knack
so openly. Also, the gold had such a luster to it. As if, even in the pitch black of the darkest
nmoonl ess storny night, that plow would still be visible, the gold burning its way even through

your closed eyelids to inprint its shining |life straight onto your eyes, straight into your brain
The plow trenbl ed under Al vin's hand.

"W got us a journey to take," Alvin nurnured to the warmgold. "And rmaybe al ong the way we'l]l
figure out what | made you for."

An hour later, Alvin stood at the back door of the house. Not that it took himan hour to pack--
he'd spent nost of the tinme down at the mill, fixing the punps. Nor had he spent any of the tine
on farewells. They hadn't even sent word to any of the fanm |y that he was goi ng, because word
woul d get out and the last thing Alvin needed was for folks to be lying in wait for himwhen he
headed into the forest. Mther and Father and Measure and Arnor would have to carry his words of
| ove and Godbl essyou to his brothers and sisters and ni eces and nephews.

Alvin hitched the bag with the plow and his change of clothes in it over his shoul der. Arthur
Stuart took his other hand. Alvin scanned the hexes he'd laid in place around the house and made
sure they were still perfect in their sixness, undisturbed by wind or neddling. All was in order.
It was the only thing he could do for his family in his absence, was to keep wardi ngs about to
fend of f danger.

"Don't you worry about Amy, either," said Measure. "Soon as you're gone, she'll notice sone
ot her strapping boy and pretty soon the dreans and stories will be about himand folks'Il realize
that you never done nothing wong."

"Hope you're right," said Alvin. "Because | don't intend to stay away for long."

Those words hung in the silence for a nonent, because they all knew it was quite possible that
this time Alvin might be gone for good. M ght never come hone. It was a dangerous world, and the
Unmaker had plainly gone to sone trouble to get Alvin out of here and onto the road.

He ki ssed and hugged all around, taking care not to |l et the heavy pl ow snack into anybody. And
then he was off for the woods behind the house, sauntering so as to give anyone watching himthe
i mpression that this was just a casual errand he was on, and not sone |ife-changi ng escape. Arthur
Stuart had ahold of his left hand again. And to Alvin's surprise, Tal eswapper fell into step right
besi de him

"You comng with me, then?" asked Alvin.
"Not far," said Tal eswapper. "Just to talk a minute."
"dad to have you," said Al vin.

"I just wondered if you've given any thought to finding Peggy Larner," said Tal eswapper
"Not even for a second,” said Alvin.

"What, are you nad at her? Hell, boy, if you' d just listened to her..."

"You think I don't know that? You think | haven't been thinking of that this whole tine?"

"I"mjust saying that you two was on the verge of marrying back there in Hatrack River, and you
could do with a good wife, and she's the best you'll ever find."
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"Since when do you meddl e?" asked Alvin. "I thought you just collected stories. | didn't think
you nade them happen."”

"I was afraid you'd be angry at her like this."

"I"'mnot angry at her. I'mangry at nyself."

"Alvin, you think I don't know a lie when | hear it?"

"Al'l right, I amangry. She knew, right? Well, why didn't she just tell nme? Army Sunp is going to
tell lies about you and force you to | eave, so get out now before her childish imaginings ruin

everything."

"Because if she said that, you wouldn't have |eft, would you, Alvin? You woul d have stayed,
figuring you coul d nake everything work out fine with Amy. Wiy, you would have taken her aside and
told her not to love you, right? And then when she started tal king about you, there'd be w tnesses
who renenbered how she stayed after class one day and was alone with you, and then you would be in
troubl e because even nore people woul d believe her story and--"

"Tal eswapper, | w sh you sonetime would | earn the knack of shutting up!"

"Sorry," said Tal eswapper. "I just don't have any gift for that. | just blather on, annoying
people. The fact is that Peggy told you as nuch as she coul d w thout making things worse."

"That's right. In her judgnent, she decided how nuch | was entitled to know, and that's all she
told me. And then you have the gall to tell nme |I should go marry her?"

"I"'mnot follow ng your logic here, A ," said Tal eswapper

"What kind of marriage is it, when ny wife knows everything but she never tells nme enough to
make up ny own mnd! Instead she always makes up ny nind for me. O tells ne exactly what she
needs to tell me in order to get me to do what she thinks | ought to do."

"But you didn't do what she said you ought to do. You stuck around."
"So that's the life you want for nme? Either to obey ny wife in everything, or wish | had!"
Tal eswapper shrugged. "I'mstill not getting your objection.”

"It's this sinple: A grownup nan doesn't want to be married to his nother. He wants to make his
own decisions.”

"I"'msure you're right," said Tal eswapper. "And who's this grownup man you're tal king about ?"

Alvin refused to be baited. "I hope soneday it's nme. But it'll never be ne if | tie nmyself to a
torch. I owe much to Mss Larner. And I owe even nore to the girl she was before she becane a
teacher, the girl who watched over ne and saved ny |life again and again. No wonder | |oved her

But nmarrying her woul d have been the worst nistake of nmy life. It would have made ne weak.
Dependent. My knack mi ght have remained in nmy hands, but it would be entirely at her service, and
that's no way for a man to live."

"A grownup nan, you nean."

"Mock me all you want, Tal eswapper. | notice you got no wife."

"I must be a grownup, then," said Tal eswapper. But now there was an edge to his voice, and after
gazing at Alvin for just another nmonent, he turned and wal ked back the way they'd cone together

"I never seen Tal eswapper nad |ike that before," said Arthur Stuart.
"He doesn't like it when folks throw his own advice back in his face," said Alvin

Arthur Stuart said nothing. Just waited.
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"Al'l right, let's go."

At once Arthur turned and started wal ki ng.

"Well, wait for me," said Alvin.

"Why?" said Arthur Stuart. "You don't know where we're going, either."
"Reckon not, but |I'm bigger, so | get to choose which nowhere we head for."

Arthur laughed a little. "I bet there's not a single direction you can choose where there isn't
sonmebody standing in your road, sonewhere. Even if it's halfway around the world."

"l don't know about that," said Alvin. "But | know for sure that no matter which way we go,
eventually we'll run into the ocean. Can you sw n?"

"Not an ocean's worth | can't."
"So what good are you, then?" said Alvin. "I was counting on you to tow ne across."

Hand i n hand they plunged deeper into the woods. And even though Alvin didn't know where he was
goi ng, he did know this: The greensong m ght be weak and junbl ed these days, but it was stil
there, and he couldn't help but fall into it and start nmoving in perfect harmony with the
greenwood. The twi gs | eaned out of his way; the | eaves were soft under his feet, and soon he was
soundl ess, leaving no trail behind himand naki ng no disturbance as he went.

That night they canmped on the shore of Lake M zogan. If you could call it canping, since they
made no fire and built no shelter. They broke out of the woods late in the afternoon and stood
there on the shore. Alvin renenbered being at this | ake-- not quite this spot, but not far off
ei ther-- when Tenskwa- Tawa had called a whirlwind and cut his feet and wal ked out on the bl oody
water, taking Alvin with him drawing himup into the whirlwi nd and showing himvisions. It was
then that Alvin first saw the Crystal Cty and knew that he would build it soneday, or rather
rebuild it, since it had existed once before, or naybe nore than once. But the stormwas gone, a
di stant menory; Tenskwa- Tawa and his people were gone, too, nost of them dead and the rest of them
inthe west. Now it was just a |ake.

Once Alvin would have been afraid of the water, for it was water that the Unnaker had used to
try to kill him over and over, when he was a child. But that was before Alvin grew into his knack
and became a true Maker that night in the forge, turning iron into gold. The Unmaker coul dn't
touch himthrough water anynore. No, the Unmaker's tool would be nore subtle now. It would be
peopl e. People |like Any Sunp, weak-willed or greedy or dreany or |azy, but all of themeasily
used. It was people who held danger for himnow Wter was safe enough, for themas could swim
and that was Al vin.

"How about a dip in the water?" Alvin asked.

Arthur shrugged. It was when they di pped together in the water of the Hio that the |ast traces
of Arthur's old self got washed away. But there'd be none of that now. They just stripped down and
swamin the |lake as the sun set, then lay down in the grass to dry off, the noonlight making the
wat er shine, a breeze nmaking the hum d air cool enough for sleeping. In the whole journey they
hadn't said a word till they got to the shore of the |lake, just noved in perfect harnony through
t he wood; even now as they swam they still said nothing, and hardly splashed they were so much in
harnony with everything, with each other. So it startled Al vin when Arthur spoke to him 1ying
there in the dark.

"This is what Any dreaned of, ain't it?"

Al vin thought of that for a nonent. Then he got up and put on his clothes. "I reckon we're dry
now, " he said.

"You think maybe she had a true drean? Only it wasn't her, it was me?"

"I didn't do no hugging or unnatural things when we was naked in the water," said Alvin.
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Arthur | aughed. "Ain't nothin' unnatural about what she dreaned of."
"It wasn't no true dream"

Arthur got up and put his clothes on, too. "I heard the greensong this tinme, Alvin. Three tines
I let go of your hand, and | still heard it for the longest tinme before it started fading and
had to catch your hand or get left behind."

Alvin nodded as if that was what he expected. But it wasn't. In all his teaching of the fol ks of
Vi gor Church, he hadn't even tried to teach Arthur Stuart nuch, sending himinstead to the
school house to | earn reading and ciphering. But it was Arthur who might well be his best student
after all.

"You going to becone a Maker?" asked Al vin.
Arthur shook his head. "Not ne," he said. "Just going to be your friend."

Alvin didn't say aloud the thought of his heart: To be ny friend, you m ght just have to be a
Maker. He didn't have to say it. Arthur already understood.

The wind rose a little in the night, and far away, out over the |ake, lightning brightened the
under si de of distant clouds. Arthur breathed softly in his sleep; Alvin could hear himin the
stillness, louder than the Wisper of distant thunder. It should have nade him feel |onely, but it
didn't. The breaths in the darkness beside himcould have been Ta-Kumsaw on their |ong journey so
many years ago, when Alvin had been called the Boy Renegado and the fate of the world seened to
hang in the balance. O it mght have been his brother Calvin when as boys they shared a room
Alvin remenbered himas a baby in a cradle, then in a crib, the child' s eyes |ooking up to him as
if he were CGod, as if he knew sonething no other human knew. Well, | did knowit, but | |ost
Cal vin anyway. And | saved Ta-Kunsaw s life, but couldn't do a thing to save his cause, and he is
lost to me also, across the river in the fog of the Red west.

And the breathing could have been a wife, instead of just a dreamof a wife. Alvin tried to
i magi ne Ay Sunp there in the darkness, and even though Measure was right that it would have been
a mserable marriage, the fact was that her face was pretty, and in this nonment of solitary
wakef ul ness Alvin could i magi ne that her young body was sweet and warmto the touch, her Kkiss
eager and full of Iife and hope.

Qui ckly he shrugged off that image. Any was not for him and even to inmagine her |like that felt
akin to sonme kind of awful crime. He could never marry sonmeone who wor shi pped him Because his
wi fe would not be married to the Maker naned Alvin; his wife would be married to the man.

It was Peggy Larner he thought of then. He inagined | eaning up on one el bow and | ooki ng at her
when the | ow distant |ightning cast a brush of |ight across her face. Her hair | oose and tousled
in the grass. Her |adylike hands no | onger controlled and graceful with studi ed gestures, but now
casually flung out in sleep. To his surprise tears cane to his eyes. In a nonent he realized why:
She was as inpossible for himas Amy, not because she would worship him but because she was nore
conmitted to his cause than he was. She |oved, not the Maker, and certainly not the nan, but
rather the Making and the thing nade. To marry her would be a kind of surrender to fate, for she
was the one who saw futures that mght arise out of all possible present choices, and if he
married her he would be no man at all, not because she would nmean to unman him but because he
hi msel f would hot be so stupid as not to follow her advice. Freely he would foll ow her, and thus
freely lose his freedom

No, it was Arthur lying there beside him this strange boy who | oved Al vin beyond all reason and
yet denmanded nothing fromhim this boy who had lost a part of hinself in order to be free, and
had replaced it with a part of Al vin.

The parallel was suddenly obvious to Alvin, and for a nonent he was ashaned. | did to Arthur
just what | fear that Peggy Larner mght do to me. | took away a part of himand replaced it with
mysel f. Only he was so young and his danger so great that | didn't ask himor explain, nor could
he have understood ne if | tried. He had no choice. | still have one.
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Wuld | be as content as Arthur, if once | gave nyself to Peggy?

Per haps soneday, Alvin thought. But not now. |I'mnot ready yet to give nyself to soneone, to
surrender nmy will. The way Arthur has to ne. The way parents do to their children, giving their
lives over to the needs of helpless selfish little ones. The road is open before ne, all roads,
all possibilities. Fromthis grassy bed beside Lake M zogan | can go anywhere, find all that is
findable, do all that is doable, make all that can be nade. Wy should | build a fence around
nmysel f? Leash nyself to one tree? Not even a horse, not even a dog was |oyal enough to do such a
mad thing to itself.

Frominfancy on his knack had captured him Wether as a child in his fanmly, as Ta-Kunsaw s
traveling conpanion, as a prentice smth, or as a teacher of woul d-be Makers, he had been hobbl ed
by his knack. But not now

The lightning flashed again, farther off this time. There would be no rain here tonight. And
tonorrow he would get up and go south, or north, or west, or east, as the idea struck him seeking
what ever goal seened desirable. He had | eft hone to get away, not to go toward anything. There was
no greater freedomthan that.

Chapter 9 -- Cooper

Peggy Larner kept watch on both of those bright heartfires: Alvin as he wandered t hrough
Anerica, Calvin as he made his way to England and prepared for his audience with Napol eon. There
was little change in the possible futures that she saw, for neither man's plan was one whit
al tered

Alvin's plan, of course, was no plan at all. He and Arthur Stuart, traveling afoot, nade their
way westward from M zogan, past the growi ng town of Chicago and on until the dense fogs of the
M zzi py turned them back. Alvin had entertained a vague hope that he, at |east, would be pernmtted
to pass to the M zzipy and beyond, but if such a thing would ever be possible, it certainly was
not possible now So he went north all the way to H gh Water Lake, where he boarded one of the new
steanboats that was carrying iron ore to Irrakwa, where it would be | oaded on trains and carried
the rest of the way to the coal country of Suskwahenny and Pennsylvania, to feed into the new
steel mlls. "Is that Making?" asked Arthur Stuart, when Alvin explained the process to him
"Turning iron into steel ?"

"It's a sort of Making," said Alvin, "where earth is forced by fire. But the cost is high, and
the iron aches when it's been transfornmed like that. |'ve seen some of the steel they' ve nade.
It's inthe rails. It's in the |loconotives. The netal screans all the tinme, a soft sound, very
high, but | can hear it."

"Does that nean it's evil, to use steel ?" asked Arthur Stuart.

"No," said Alvin. "But we should only use it when it's worth the cost of such suffering. Maybe

sonmeday we'll find a better way to bring the iron up to strength. | ama snmith. | won't deny the
forgefire or refuse the hammer and the anvil. Nor will | say that the foundries of Dekane are
sonmehow worse than my small forge. |1've been inside the flane. | know that the iron can live in it

t oo, and cone out unhurt."

"Maybe that's what we're wandering for," said Arthur Stuart. "For you to go to the foundries and
hel p t hem nake steel nore kindly."

"Maybe," said Alvin, and they rode the train to Dekane and Alvin applied for work in a foundry
and | earned by watching and doing all the things there was to know about the making of steel, and
in the end he said, "I found a way, but it takes a Maker to do it, or pretty close.” And there it
was: If Alvin was to change the world, it required himto do what he had already half-fail ed at
doi ng back in Vigor Church, which was to nake nore Makers. They left the steeltowns and went on
east and as Peggy watched Alvin's heartfire she saw no change, no change, no change..

And t hen one day, of a sudden, for no reason she could see in Alvin's life, a thousand new roads
opened up and down every one of themwas a nman that she had never seen before. A nan who called
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hi msel f Verily Cooper and spoke |ike a booklearned Englishman and wal ked beside Alvin every step
of his life for years. Down that path the golden plow was fixed with a perfect handle and leapt to
i fe under human hands. Down that path the Crystal Gty rose skyward and the fog at the M zzi py
shore cleared for a few nles and Red folk stood on the western shore and gladly greeted Wite
folk come on coracles and rafts to trade with them and speak to themand | earn fromthem

But where did this Verily Cooper conme from and why had he now so suddenly appeared in Alvin's
life?

Only later in the day did it occur to Peggy that it was none of Alvin's doing that brought this
man to him but rather someone el se. She looked to Calvin's heartfire-- so far away she had to
| ook deep through the ground to see himin England, around the curve of the Earth-- and there she
saw that it was he who had made the change, and by the sinplest of choices. He took the tine to
charm a Menber of Parlianent who invited himto tea, and even though Calvin knew that this man had
nothing for him on a whim the nerest chance, he decided he would go. That decision transformed
Calvin's own futures only slightly. Nothing nmuch was changed, except this: Down al nost every road,
Cal vin spent an hour at the tea sitting beside a young barrister named Verily Cooper, who |istened
avidly to all that Calvin had to say.

Was it possible, then, that Calvin was part of Alvin's making after all? He went to England with
the undoing of all of Alvin's works in his heart; and yet, by whim by chance-- if there was such
a thing as chance-- he would have an encounter that would al nost surely bring Verily Cooper to
Anerica. To Alvin Smith. To the golden plow, the Crystal Cty, the opening of the M zzipy fog.

* k k

Arise Cooper was an honest hardworking Christian. He lived his Iife as close to purity as he
could, given the finite limts of the human mind. Every commandnment he | earned of, he obeyed;
every inperfection he could inagine, he purged fromhis soul. He kept a detailed journal every
day, tracking the doings of the Lord in his life.

For instance, on the day his second son was born, he wote: "Today Satan nade ne angry at a man
who insisted on nmeasuring the three kegs | made him sure that | had given himshort measure. But
the Spirit of God kindled forgiveness within ny heart, for | realized that a man ni ght becone
suspi ci ous because he had been so often cheated by devilish nmen. Thus | saw that the Lord had
trusted me to teach this man that not all nen will cheat him and | bore his insult with patience.
Sure enough, as Jesus taught, when | answered vil eness with kindness the stranger did part from ny
coopery as ny friend instead of ny enenmy, and with a wi ser eye about the workings of the Lord
anong men. Ch how great thou art, ny beloved God, to turn nmy sinful heart into a tool to serve thy
purposes in this world! At nightfall entered into the world ny second son, whom | nanme Verily,
Verily, | Say Unto You, Except Ye Becone As A Little Child Ye Shall In No Wse Enter Into The
Ki ngdom Of Heaven."

I f anyone thought the name a bit excessive, they said nothing to Arise Cooper, whose own nane
was also a bit of scripture: Arise And Cone Forth. Nor did the child' s nother, whose own name was
the shortest verse in scripture: He Wept. They all knew that the baby's whol e namre woul d al nost
never be used. Instead he was known as Verily, and as he grew up the nane woul d often be shortened
to Very.

It was not the nanme that was Verily Cooper's heaviest burden. No, there was sonething nuch
darker that cast its shadow upon the boy very early in his life.

Arise's wife, Wept, came to himone day when Verily was only two years old. She was agitated.
"Arise, | saw the boy playing with scraps today, building a tower of them"

Arise cast his nmind through all the evil that one nmight do with wood scraps fromthe cooper's
trade and could think of only one. "WAs it a representation of the tower of Babel ?"

Wept | ooked puzzled. "It might be, or might not. Wiat would | know of that, since the boy speaks
not a word yet?"

"What, then?" asked Arise, inpatient now because she had not got straight to the point. No, no,
he was inpatient because he had guessed wong and now was a bit ashaned of hinself. It was a sin
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to try to put the blanme on her for ill feelings of his own causing. In his heart he prayed for
forgi veness even as she went on

"Arise, he built high with the scraps, but they fell over, again and again. | saw himand
t hought, The Lord of heaven teaches our little one that the works of man are all futility, and
only the works of God can last. But then he gets on his face this | ook of grimdeterm nation, and

now he studi es each scrap of wood as he builds with it, laying it in place all careful-like. He
buil ds and he builds and he builds, until the last scrap is higher than his own head, and still it
stands. "

Arise was uncertain what she neant by this, or why it troubled her.
"Cone, husband, and see the working of our baby's hand."

Arise followed her into the kitchen. No one else was there, though this was the busi est cooking
time of the day. Arise could see why they had all fled. For the pile of scrap wood rose higher
than reason or bal ance shoul d have all owed. The bl ocks lay every which way, bal anced perfectly no
matter how odd or precarious the fit with the bl ocks above and bel ow.

"Knock it down at once," said Arise.

"Do you think that didn't occur to nme?" asked Wept. She flung out her arm and dashed the tower
to the ground. It fell, but all in one notion, and even |lying on the ground the bl ocks remai ned
attached to each other as surely as if they were gl ued.

"He nust have been playing with the nucilage," said Axise, but he knew even as he said it that
it wasn't so.

He knelt beside the supine tower and tried to separate a block fromthe end. He couldn't pry it
away. He picked up the whol e tower and dashed it across his knee. It bruised himbut did not
break. Finally, by standing on the mddle of it and lifting one end with all his strength, he
broke the tower, but it took as nmuch force as if he were breaking a sturdy plank. And when he
exanmi ned the tomends, he saw that the tower had broken in the nmiddl e of a block, and not at the
j oi nt between them

He | ooked at his wife, and knew what he should say to her. He should tell her that it was
obvi ous her son had been possessed by Satan, to such a point that the |ad was now fully enpowered
with extraordinary witchery. Wien such a word was said, there would be no choice but to take the
boy to the magistrate, who would adninister the witch tests. The boy, being too young and
speechl ess to confess or recant, would burn as the court's sentence, if he did not drown during
the trial.

Arise had never questioned the rightness of the aws that kept England pure of witchery and the
ot her dark doings of Satan. No nmore would they exile witches to Anerica-- the only result of that
old policy had been a nation possessed by the Devil. The scripture was clear, and there was no
roomfor nmercy: Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live

And yet Arise did not say to his wife the words that would force themto give their baby to the
magi strate for discipline. For the first tine in his life, Arise Cooper, knowing the truth, did
not act upon it.

"I say we burn this odd-shaped board," said Arise. "And forbid the child to play with bl ocks.
Watch himcl ose, and teach himto live each nonent in close obedience to the laws of God. Until he
has | earned, |let no other woman | ook after himout of your presence."”

He | ooked his wife in the eye, and Wept | ooked back at him At first her eyes were wide with
surprise at his words; then surprise gave way to relief, and then to determination. "I will watch
himso close that Satan will have no opportunity to whisper in his ear," she said.”

"We can afford to have a cook to supervise the work of the serving girls fromnow on," said
Arise. "The raising of this nost difficult sonis in our hands. W will save himfromthe Devil.
No other work is nore inportant than this."
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Thus it was that Verily Cooper's upbringing became difficult and interesting. He was beaten nore
than any other child in the famly, for his own good, for Arise well knew that Satan had nade an
inroad in the child' s heart at an early age. Thus all signs,of rebellion, disrespect, and sin mnust
be driven out vigorously.

If little Verily was resentful of the special discipline he received conpared to his ol der
brother and his younger sisters, he said nothing of it-- perhaps because conpl ai nt al ways resulted
in swift blows froma birch rod. He learned to live with such punishnent and even, after a little
while, to take sone pride in it, for the other children | ooked at himin awe, seeing how nuch
beating he took w thout so nuch as crying-- and for offenses which, in them would have brought no
nmore than a sharp | ook fromtheir parents.

Verily was quick to | earn. The birch rod taught hi mwhich of his actions were nerely the nornal
m schi ef of a grow ng boy, and which were regarded as signs that Satan was |aboring mghtily for
possession of his soul. Wen the nei ghborhood boys were building a snow fort, for instance, if he
built sloppily and carelessly like they did, there was no puni shrent. But when he took specia
care to make the blocks fit snobothly and seam essly together, he got such a caning that his
buttocks bl ed. Likew se, when he helped his father in the shop, he learned thait if he joined the
staves of a barrel |oosely, as other nen did it, barely holding themtogether inside the hoops,
relying on the liquid the barrel would eventually hold to swell the wood and nake the joints truly
airtight, then it was all right. But if he chose the wood carefully and concentrated to fit them
so the wood joined perfectly, and the barrel held air as tight as a pig's bladder, his father beat
himwi th the sizing tool and drove himfromthe shop

By the tine he was ten, Verily no |onger went openly into his father's shop, and it seened that
his father didn't mind having himstay away. Yet still it galled himto see the work that the shop
turned out without his help, for Verily could sense the roughness, the | ooseness of the fit
between the staves of the kegs and the barrels and the butts. It grated on him It nade himtingle
bet ween t he shoul der bl ades just to think of it, until he could hardly stand it. He took to rising
in the mddle of the night and going into the shop and rebuilding the worst of the barrels. No one
guessed what he had done, for he left no scraps behind. Al he did was unhoop the barrel, refit
the staves, and draw the hoops back on, noretightly than before.

The result was, first, that Arise Cooper got a nane for naking the best barrels in the nidlands;
second, that Verily was often sleepy and | azy-seeni ng during the day, which led to nore beatings,
t hough nothing |i ke as severe as the ones he got when he really concentrated on nmaking things fit
together; and third, that Verily leaned to live with constant deception, hiding what he was and
what he saw and what he felt and what he did fromeveryone around him It was only natural that he
shoul d be drawn to the study of |aw.

Lazy as Verily sonetimes seened, he had a sharp mind with his studies. Arise and Wept both saw
it, and instead of contenting thenselves with the | ocal taxpaid teacher, they sent himto an
acadeny that was normally only for the sons of squires and rich nmen. The taunting and nockery that
Verily endured fromthe other boys because of his rough accent and honely clothing was hardly
noticeable to Very-- such poundings as the boys inflicted on himwere nothing conpared to the
beati ngs he was inured to, and any abuse that didn't cause physical pain didn't even enter Very's
consci ousness. All he cared about was that at school he didn't have to live in fear all the tine,
and the teachers loved it when he studied carefully and saw how i deas fit together. \Wat he could
only do in secret with his hands, he could do openly with his mnd

And it wasn't just ideas. He began to learn that if he concentrated on the boys around him
really listening to them watching how they acted, he could see themas clearly as he saw bits of
wood, seeing exactly where and how each boy mght fit well with each other boy. Just a word here
and there, just an idea tossed into the right mind at the tight tinme, and he nade the boys of his
dormitory into a cohesive band of loving friends. As nuch as they were willing, that is. Sone were
filled with deep rage that made it so that the better they fit, the nore surly and suspicious they
becane. Verily couldn't help that. He couldn't change a boy's heart-- he could only help himfind
where his natural inclinations would make himfit nost confortably with the others.

No one saw it, though-- no one saw that it was Verily who nade these boys into the tightest
group of friends that had ever passed through this school. The masters saw that they were friends,
but they also saw that Verily was the one nmisfit who never quite bel onged. They coul d not have
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i magi ned that he was the cause of the others' extraordinary closeness. And that was fine with
Very. He suspected that if they knew what he was doing, it would be |ike being hone wi th Father
again, only nowit wouldn't be birch rods.

For in his studies, particularly in religion class, Verily finally came to understand what the
beatings were all about. Wtchery. Verily Cooper had been born a witch. No wonder his father
| ooked haunted all the tine. Arise Cooper had suffered a witch to live, and those canings, far
frombeing an act of rage or hatred, were really designed to help Verily learn to disguise the
evil born in himso that no one would ever know that Arise and Wept Cooper had conceal ed a
witchchild in their own hone.

But I"'mnot a witch, Verily finally told hinmself. Satan never cane to ne. And what | do causes
no harm How can it be against God to nake barrels tight, or help boys find the best chance of
friendship between then? How have | ever used ny powers except to help others? Was that not what
Christ taught? To be the servant of all?

By the time Verily was sixteen, a sturdy and rather good-|ooking young man of sone education and
i npeccabl e manners, he had becone a thoroughgoing skeptic. If the dogmas about witchery coul d be
so hopel essly wong, how could any of the teachings of the mnisters be relied upon? It left
Verily Cooper at |oose ends, intellectually speaking, for all his teachers spoke as if religion
were the cornerstone of all other learning, and yet all of Very's actual studies led himto the
concl usion that sciences founded upon religion were uncertain at best, utterly bogus at worst.

Yet he breathed no word of these conclusions. You could be burned as an atheist just as fast as
you coul d be burned as a witch. And besides, he wasn't sure he didn't believe in anything. He just
didn't believe in what the ministers said.

If the preachers had no idea of what was good or evil, where could he turn to | earn about right
and wong? He tried readi ng phil osophy at Manchester, but found that except for Newton, the best
the phil osophers had to offer was a vast sea of opinion with a few bl ocks of truth floating here
and there |li ke weckage froma sunken ship. And Newton and the scientists who foll owed himhad no
soul . By deciding that they would study only that which could be verified under controlled
conditions, they had merely limted their field of endeavor. Mst truth | ay outside the neat
confines of science; and even within those boundaries, Verily Cooper, with his keen eye for things
which did not fit, soon found that while the pretense of inpartiality was universal, the fact of
it was very rare. Mst scientists, |ike nost philosophers and nost theol ogi ans, were captives of
recei ved opinion. To swi magainst the tide was beyond their powers, and sa truth renai ned
scattered, unassenbl ed, waterl ogged.

At |east |awers knew they were dealing with tradition, not truth; with consensus, not objective
reality. And a man who understood how things fit together mght nmake a real contribution. M ght
save a few people frominjustice. Mght even, in sone far distant year, strike a blow or two
against the witchery I aws and spare those few dozen souls a year so incautious as to be caught
mani pul ating reality in unapproved ways.

As for Arise and Wept, they were deeply gratified when their son Verily |left home expressing no
interest in the fam ly business. Their oldest child, Mcky (full name: He WII Not Be Mocked
Cooper) was a skilled barrel maker and popul ar both inside and outside the family. He would inherit
everything. Verily would go to London and Arise and Wept would no | onger be responsible for him
Verily even gave thema quit-claimagainst the fanmly estate, though they hadn't asked for it.
When Arise accepted the docunent, twenty-one-year-old Verily took the birch rod fromwhere it hung
on the wall, broke it over his knee, and fed it into the kitchen fire. There was no further
di scussion of the natter. Al understood: What Verily chose to do with his powers was his own
busi ness now.

Verily's talents were immedi ately noticed. He was invited to join several law firms, and finally
chose the one that gave himthe greatest independence to choose his own clients. H's reputation
soared as he won case after case; but what inpressed the [ awers who truly understood these things
was not the nunber of victories, but rather the even | arger nunber of cases that were settled
justly without even going to trial. By the time Verily turned twenty-five, it was beconing a
custom several times a nonth for both parties in hotly contested |awsuits to come to Verily and
beg himto be their arbiter, conpletely sidestepping the courts: such was his reputation as a w se
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and just man. Sone whispered that in due course he would becone a great force in politics. Sone
dared to wish that such a nan mi ght someday be Lord Protector, if that office were only filled by
election, like the presidency of the United States.

The United States of America-- that notley, nultilingual, nongrel, nossbacked republic that had
sonehow, ki ngl ess and causel ess, arisen by accident between the Crown Lands and New Engl and
America, where nmen wearing buckskin were said to walk the halls of Congress along with Reds,

Dut chnen, Swedes, and other sem -civilized speci nens who woul d have been ejected from Parli ament
before they could speak a word al oud. More and nore Verily Cooper turned his eyes to that country;
nmore and nore he yearned to live in a place where his gift for naking things fit together could be
used to the fullest. Were he could join things together with his hands, not just with his mind
and with his words. Where, in short, he could live w thout deception.

Maybe in such a | and, where nen did not have to |lie about who they were in order to be granted
the right to live, maybe in such a land he could find his way to sone kind of truth, some kind of
under st andi ng about what the universe was for. And, failing that, at lcast Verily could be free
t here.

The trouble was, it was English law that Verily had studied, and it was English clients who were
on the way to making hima rich man. Wat if he married? What if he had children? Wat kind of
life would he make for themin Anerica, anid the forest primeval? How could he ask a wife to | eave
civilization and go to Phil adel phia?

And he wanted a wife. He wanted to raise children. He wanted to prove that goodness wasn't
beaten into children, that fear was not the fount fromwhich virtue flowed. He wanted to be able
to gather his famly in his arns and know that not one of them dreaded the sight of him or felt
the need to lie to himin order to have his |ove.

So he dreaned of Anerica but stayed in London, searching in high society to find the right woman
to make a fanmily with. By now his honely manners had been replaced by university fashion and
finally with courtliness that nade himwel cone in the finest houses. His wit, never biting, always
deep, made hima popular guest in the great salons of London, and if he was never invited to the
same dinners or parties as the |eading theol ogians of the day, it was not because he was thought
to be an atheist, but rather because there were no theol ogi ans regarded as his equal in
conversation. One had to place Verily Cooper with at |east one who could hold his own with him-
everyone knew that Very was far too kindhearted to destroy fools for public entertainment. He
sinply fell silent when surrounded by those of dimer wit; it was a shameful thing for a host when
word spread that Verily Cooper had been silent all night |ong.

Verily Cooper was twenty-six years old when he found hinself at a party with a renarkabl e young
Anerican named Calvin MIler

Verily noticed himat once, because he didn't fit, but it wasn't because of his Anericanness. In
fact, Verily could see at once that Calvin had done a good job of acquiring a veneer of manners
that kept himfromthe nost egregi ous faux pas that bedevilled nost Americans who attenpted to
make their way in London. The boy was goi ng on about his effort to | earn French, joking about how
abom nably untal ented he was at | anguages; but Verily saw (as did nmany others) that this was al
pretense. Wen Cal vin spoke French each phrase cane out with splendid accents, and if his
vocabul ary was | acki ng, his granmar was not.

A lady near Verily murmured to him "If he's bad at |anguages, | shudder to inmagi ne what he's
good at."

Lying, that's what he's good at, thought Verily. But he kept his mouth shut, because how coul d
he possibly know that Calvin's every word was fal se, except because he knew that nothing fit when
Cal vin was speaki ng? The boy was fascinating if only because he seemed to |lie when there was no
possi bl e benefit fromlying; he lied for the sheer joy of it.

Was this what Anerica produced? The land that in Verily's fantasies was a place of truth, and
this was what was spawned there? Maybe the nministers were not wholly wong about those w th hidden
powers-or "knacks," as the Americans quaintly called them

"M. Mller," said Wily. "I wonder, since you're an Anerican, if you have any persona
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know edge of knacks."

The roomfell silent. To speak of such things-- it was only slightly | ess crude than to speak of
personal hygi ene. And when it was rising young barrister Verily Cooper doing the asking..

"I beg your pardon?" asked Cal vin.

"Knacks," said Verily. "Hi dden powers. | know that they're legal in Arerica, and yet Anericans
profess to be Christian. Therefore |'mcurious about how such things are rationalized, when here
they are considered to be proof of one's enslavenent to Satan and worthy of a sentence of death."

"I'"'mno phil osopher, sir," said Calvin.

Verily knew better. He could tell that Calvin was suddenly nore guarded than ever. Verily's
guess had been right. This Calvin MIler was |ying because he had nuch to hide. "All the better,"
said Verily. "Then there's a chance that your answer will nmake sense to a nman as ignorant of such
matters as | am"

"I wish you'd let me speak of other things," said Calvin. "I think we mght offend this
conpany."

"Surely you don't imagine you were invited here for any reason other than your Americanness,"”
said Verily. "So why do you resist tal king about the npst obvious oddity of the American peopl e?”

There was a buzz of comment. Who had ever seen Verily be openly rude like this?

Verily knew what he was doi ng, however. He hadn't interviewed a thousand w t nesses without
| earning howto elicit truth even fromthe nost flagrant habitual liar. Calvin MIller was a man
who felt shame sharply. That was why he lied-- to hide hinself fromanything that woul d shame him
I f provoked, however, he would respond with heat, and the lies and cal cul ati on woul d give way to
bits of honesty now and then. In short, Calvin MIller had a dander, and it was up

"Qddi ty?" asked Calvin. "Perhaps the odd thing is not having knacks, but rather denying that
they exist or blam ng themon Satan.”

Now t he buzz was | ouder. Calvin, by speaking honestly, had shocked and of fended his pious
listeners nore than Verily's rudeness had. Yet this was a cosnopolitan crowd, and there were no
nmnisters present. No one left the room all watched, all listened with fascination.

"Take that as your prenise, then," said Verily. "Explain to me and this conpany how t hese occult
knacks came into the world, if not caused by the influence of the Devil. Surely you won't have us
believe that we Englishnmen burn people to death for having powers given to them by God?"

Cal vin shook his head. "I see that you want nerely to provoke ne, sir, into speaking in ways,
that are against the | aw here."

"Not so," said Verily. "There are three dozen witnesses in this salon right now who woul d
testify that far frominitiating this conversation, you were dragged into it. Furthernore, | am
not asking you to preach to us. |I'mnmerely asking you to tell us, as scientists, what Anericans
believe. It is no nore a crinme to tell about Anerican beliefs concerning knacks than it is to
report on Muslim harens and H ndu wi dow burning. And this is a conpany of people who are eager to
learn. If I"'mwong, please, let me be corrected.”

No one spoke up to correct him They were, in fact, dying to hear what the young American woul d
say.

"I'd say there's no consensus about it," said Calvin. "lI'd say that no one knows what to think.
They just use the knacks that they have. Some say it's against God. Sone say God nade the world,
knacks included, and it all depends on whether the knacks are used for righteousness or not. |'ve

heard a ot of different opinions."
"But what is the wisest opinion that you' ve heard?" insisted Verily.

He could feel it the noment Calvin decided on his answer: It was a kind of surrender. Calvin had
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been flailing around, but now he had given in to the inevitable. He was going to tell, if not the
truth, then at least a true reporting of sonebody else's truth.

"One fellow says that knacks cone because of a natural affinity between a person and sone aspect
of the world around him It's not from God or Satan, he says. It's just part of the random
variation in the world. This fellow says that a knack is really a matter of w nning the trust of
some part of reality. He reckons that the Reds, who don't believe in knacks, have found the truth
behind it all. A Wite man gets it in his head he has a knack, and fromthen on all he works on is
honi ng that particular talent. But if, |like the Reds, he saw knacks as just an aspect of the way
all things are connected together, then he wouldn't concentrate on just one talent. He'd keep
working on all of them So in this fellow s view, knacks are just the result of too nuch work on
one thing, and not enough work on all the rest. Like a hodsman who carries bricks only on his
right shoulder. H's body's going to get twisted. You have to study it all, learn it all. Every
knack is within our power to acquire it, | reckon, if only we..."

Hs voice trailed off.

When Cal vin spoke again, it was in the crisp, clear, educated-sounding way he nust have | earned
since reaching England. Only then did Verily and the others realize that his accent had changed
during that |ong speech. He had shed the thin coating of Englishness and shown the Anerican

"Who is this man who taught you all this |ore?" asked Verily.

"Does it matter? What does such a rough nan know of nature?" Calvin spoke nockingly; but he was
lying again, Verily knewit.

"This 'rough man,' as you call him | suspect he says a great deal nore than the nere sni ppet
you' ve given us today."

"Ch, you can't stop himfromtalking, he's so full of his own voice." The bitterness in Calvin's
tone was a powerful nessage to Verily: This is sincere. Calvin resents whoever this frontier
phi | osopher is, resents himdeeply. "But |'mnot about to bore this company with the ravings of a
frontier lunatic."

"But you don't think he's a lunatic, do you, M. MIller?" said Verily.

A nmonent ary pause. Think of your answer quickly, Calvin MIller. Find a way to deceive ne, if you
can.

"I can't say, sir," said Calvin. "I don't think he knows half as much as he lets on, but I
woul dn't dare call my own brother a liar."

There was a sudden | oud eruption of buzzing. Calvin MIler had a brother who phil osophi zed about
knacks and said they weren't fromthe Devil.

More inportant to Verily was the fact that Calvin's words obviously didn't fit in with the world
he actually believed in. Lies, lies. Calvin obviously believed that his brother was very w se
i ndeed; that he probably knew nore than Calvin was willing to adnmit.

At this nmonment, without realizing it hinself, Verily Cooper nade the decision to go to Anerica
Whoever Calvin's brother was, he knew sonething that Verily wanted desperately to learn. For there
was a ring of truth in this man's ideas. Maybe if Verily could only meet himand talk to him he
could make Verily's own knack clear to him Could tell himwhy he had such a talent and why it
persi sted even though his father tried to beat it out bf him

"What's your brother's nanme?" asked Verily.

"Does that nmatter?" asked Calvin, a faint sneer in his voice. "Planning a visit to the backwoods
soon?"

"I's that where you're fron? The backwoods?" asked Verily.

Cal vin i medi ately backtracked. "Actually, no, | was exaggerating. My father was a miller."
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"How did the poor man die?" asked Verily.

"He's not dead," said Calvin.

"But you spoke of himin the past tense. As if he were no longer a mller."
"He still runs a mll," said Calvin

"You still haven't told ne your brother's name."

"Same as ny father's. Alvin."

"Alvin Ml ler?" asked Verily.

"Used to be. But in America we still change our nanes with our professions. He's a journeynan
smth now. Alvin Smth."

"And you renmain Calvin MIIler because..."
"Because | haven't chosen ny life's work yet."

"You hope to discover it in France?"

Calvin leapt to his feet as if his nost terrible secret had just been exposed. "I have to get
hone. "

Verily also rose to his feet. "My friend, |I fear ny curiosity has nade you feel unconfortable.
will stop my questioning at once, and apol ogize to this whole conpany for having broached such
difficult subjects tonight. | hope you will all excuse ny insatiable curiosity."

Verily was at once reassured by many voices that it had been npost interesting and no one was
angry with or offended by anyone. The conversation broke into nany snaller chats.

In a few nmonents, Verily nanaged to naneuver hinself close to the young American. "Your brother,
Alvin Smith," he said. "Tell nme where | can find him"

"I'n Arerica," said Calvin; and because the conversation was private, he did not conceal his
cont enpt .

"Only slightly better than telling ne to search for himon Earth," said Verily. "Cbviously you
resent him | have no desire to trouble you by asking you to tell me any nore of his ideas. It
will cost you nothing to tell me where he lives so | can search himout nyself."

"You' d nake a voyage across the ocean to neet with a boy who talks like a country bunpkin in
order to |learn what he thinks about knacks?"

"Whet her | nake such a voyage or nerely wite hima letter is no concern of yours," said Verily.
"In the future I'mbound to be asked to defend people accused of witchery. Your brother may have
the argurments that will allow nme to save a client's life. Such ideas can't be found here in
Engl and because it would be the ruin of a man's career to explore too assiduously into the works
of Satan."

"So why aren't you afraid of ruining your own career?" said Calvin.

"Because whatever he knows, it's true enough to make a liar like you run hal fway around the
world to get away fromthe truth.'

Calvin's expression grew ugly with hate. "How dare you speak to nme like that! | could..."

So Verily had guessed right, about the way Calvin fit into his own fam ly back home. "The name
of the town, and you and | will never have to speak again."

Cal vin paused for a nonent, weighing the decision. "I take you at your word, M. Rising Young
Barrister Esquire. The town is Vigor Church, in Wbbish Territory. Near the nouth of Ti ppy-Canoe
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Creek. Go find nmy brother if you can. Learn fromhim- if you can. Then you can spend the rest of
your life wondering if maybe you woul dn't have been better off trying to learn fromnme."

Verily laughed softly. "I don't think so, Calvin Mller. | already know howto lie, and al as,
that's the only knack you have that you've practiced enough to be truly acconplished at it."

"I'n another time | would have shot you dead for that remark."

"But this is an age that loves liars,"” said Verily. "That's why there are so many of us, acting
out lives of pretense. | don't know what you' re hoping to find in France, but | can pronise you,
it will be worthless to you in the long run, if your whole life up to that nonent is alie.”

"Now you're a prophet? Now you can see into a man's heart?" Calvin sneered and backed away. "W
had a deal. | told you where ny brother lives. Now stay away fromne." Calvin Mller left the
party, and, nonents later, so did Verily Cooper. It was quite a scandal, Verily's acting so rudely
in front of the whole conpany like that. Was it quite safe to invite himto dinners and parties
anynor e?

Wthin a week that question ceased to matter. Verily Cooper was gone: resigned fromhis | aw
firm his bank accounts closed, his apartnment rented. He sent a brief letter to his parents,
telling themonly that he was going to Anerica to interview a fell ow about a case he was working
on. He didn't add that it was the nmost inportant case of his life: his trial of hinmself as a
witch. Nor did he tell themwhen, if ever, he nmeant to return to England. He was sailing west, and
woul d then take whatever conveyance there was, even if it was his own feet on a rough path, to
meet this fellow Alvin Smith, who said the first sensible thing about knacks that Verily had ever
hear d.

On the very day that Verily Cooper set sail from Liverpool, Calvin MIler stepped onto the
Calais ferry. Fromthat nmonment on, Calvin spoke nothing but Freneh, deternmined to be fluent before
he net Napol eon. He wouldn't think of Verily Cooper again for several years. He had bigger fish to
fry. What did he care about what sone London | awyer thought of hinf®

Chapter 10 -- Wl cone Home

Left to himself, Alvin likely wouldn't have conme back to Hatrack River. Sure, it was his
birt hpl ace, but since his folks noved on before he was even sitting up by hinself he didn't have
no menories of the way it was then. He knew that the ol dest settlers in that place were Horace
Guester and Makepeace Smith and ol d Vanderwoort, the Dutch trader, so when he was born the
roadhouse and the snithy and the general store nmust have been there already. But he couldn't
conjure up no pictures in his nmenory of such a little place.

The Hatrack River he knew was the village of his prenticeship, with a town square and a church
with a preacher and Witley Physicker to tend the sick and even a post office and enough fol ks
with enough children that they got themup a subscription and hired them a school teacher. Wi ch
meant it was a real town by then, only what difference did that nake to Al vin? He was stuck there
fromthe age of eleven, bound over to a greedy naster who squeezed the |ast ounce of work out of
"hi s" boy while teaching himas little as possible, as |late as possi ble. There was scarce any
money, and neither tine to get any pleasure fromit nor pleasures to be bought if you had the
tine.

Even so, miserable as his prenticeship was, he m ght have | ooked back on Hatrack River with sone
fondness. There was Makepeace's shrewi sh wife Gertie, who neverthel ess was a fine cook and had a
spot of kindness for the boy now and then. There was Horace and O d Peg Guester, who renenbered
his birth and nmade himfeel welcome whenever he had a nonment to visit with themor do sone odd job
to help themout. And as Alvin got hima nanme for nmaking perfect hexes and doi ng better ironwork
than his master, there was plenty of visits fromall the other folks in town, asking for this,
asking for that, and all sort of pretending they didn't know Alvin was the true master in that
smithy., Wwuldn't want to rile up old Makepeace, cause then he'd take it out on the boy, wouldn't
he? But he was a good one with his hands, that boy Al vin.

So Alvin m ght have made hi m some happy nenories of the place, the way fol ks al ways finds a way
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to dip into their own past and draw out wi stful nonments, even if those very noments was |onely or
pai nful or downright hellish to live through at the tine.

For Alvin, though, all those childish and youthish nmenories was swallowed up in the way it
ended. Right at the happiest time, when he was falling in love with Mss Larner while trying to
pi ck up sone decent book | earning, them Slave Finders canme for little Arthur Stuart and everything
went ugly. They even forced Alvin to make the nmanacles that Arthur would wear back into slavery.
Then Alvin and Horace Cuester took their life in their hands and went to fetch back the boy, and
Al vin changed Arthur Stuart deep inside and washed away his old self in the H o, so the Finders
could never match himup with the bits of hair and flesh in their cachet. So even then, it might
have still been hopeful, a good nenory of a bad time that turned out fine.

Then that last night, standing in the smthy with Mss Larner, Alvin told her he | oved her and
asked her to marry himand she m ght have said yes, she had a |ook in her eyes that said yes, he
thought. But at that very nonent O d Peg Guester killed one Finder and got herself killed by the
other. Only then did Alvin find out that Mss Larner was really Little Peggy, Peg's and Horace's
| ong- 1 ost daughter, the torch girl who saved Alvin's |life when he was a little baby. Wat a thing
to find out about the woman you |love, in the exact nonment that you' re |osing her forever

But he wasn't really thinking of losing Mss Larner then. Al he could think of was A d Peg,
gruff and sharp-tongued and | oving old Peg, shot dead by a Slave Finder, and never mind that she
shot one of themfirst, they was in her house w thout |eave, trespassing, and even if the |aw gave
themthe right to be there, it was an evil law and they was evil to nmake their living by it and it
didn't none of it matter then, anyway, because Alvin was so angry he wasn't thinking straight.
Alvin found the one as killed O d Peg and snapped his neck with one hand, and then he beat his
head against the ground until the skull inside the skin was all broke up like a pot in a nea
sack.

When Alvin's fury died, when the white-hot rage was gone, when deep justice stopped denandi ng
the death of the killer of Add Peg, all that was |eft was the broken body in his arms, the bl ood
on his apron, the nenory of murder. Never mind that nobody in Hatrack River would ever call hima
killer for what he done that night. In his own heart he knew that he had Unnade his own Maki ng.
For that nonment he had been the Unmeker's tool

That dark menory was why none of the other menories could ever turn light in Alvin's heart. And
that's why Alvin probably woul dn't never have cone back to Hatrack River, left to hinself.

But he wasn't left to hinmself, was he? He had Arthur Stuart with him and to that little boy the
town of Hatrack River was nothing but pure golden childhood. It was setting and watching Alvin
work in the snmithy, or even punping the bellows sonetinmes. It was listening to the redbird song
and knowi ng the words. It was hearing all the gossip in the town and saying it back all clever so
the grownups cl apped their hands and | aughed. It was being the chanpion speller of the whole town
even though for sone reason they wouldn't let himinto the school proper. And yes, sure, the wonan
he called Mdther got herself killed, but Arthur didn't see that with his own eyes, and anyway, he
had to go back, didn't he? A d Peg his adopted nmother who killed a man to save himand died her
own self, she lay buried on a hill behind the roadhouse. And in a grave on the sane hill |ay
Arthur's true nother, a little Black slavegirl who used her secret African powers to make w ngs
for herself so she could fly with the baby in her arns, she could fly all the way north to where
her baby woul d be safe, even though she herself died fromthe journey. How could Arthur Stuart not
return to that place?

Don't go thinking that Arthur Stuart ever asked Alvin to go there. That wasn't the way Arthur
t hought about things. He was going along with Alvin, not telling Alvin where to go. It was just
that when they tal ked, Arthur kept going on about this or that nmenmory from Hatrack River unti
Al vin reached his own conclusion. Alvin reckoned that it would make Arthur Stuart happy to go back
to Hatrack River, and then it never crossed Alvin's mind that his own sadness ni ght outwei gh
Arthur's happiness. He just up and left Irrakwa, where they happened to be that week in late
August of 1820. Up and left that |land of railroads and factories, coal and steel, barges and
carriages and nmen on horseback going back and forth on urgent errands. Left that busy place and
came through quiet woods and across whi spering streans, down deer paths and along rutted roads
until the land started | ooking famliar and Arthur Stuart said, "I've been here. | know this
pl ace."” And then, in wonder: "You brung ne home, Alvin."
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They came fromthe northeast, passing the place where the railroad spur was fixing to pass near
Hatrack River and cross Hio into Appal achee. They cane across the covered bridge over the Hatrack
that Alvin's own father and brothers built, like a monunment to their dead ol dest brother Vigor
who got mashed by a tree carried on a stormflood while he was crossing the river. They canme into
town on the sane road his famly used. And, just like Alvin's fanmly, they passed the snithy and
heard the ringing of hamrer on iron on anvil.

"Ain't that the smthy?" asked Arthur Stuart. "Let's go see Makepeace and Gertie!"

"I don't think so," said Alvin. "In the first place, Certie's dead."

"Ch, that's right," said the boy. "Bl ew out a blood vein scream ng at Mikepeace, didn't she?"
"How d you hear that?" asked Alvin. "You don't miss nmuch gossip, do you, boy?"

"I can't help what people talk about when I'mright there," said Arthur Stuart. And then, back
to his original idea: "I reckon it wouldn't be proper anyway, to visit Makepeace before seeing
Papa. "

Alvin didn't tell himthat Horace Guester hated it when Arthur called himPapa. Fol ks got the
wrong inpression, |ike naybe Horace hinself was the Wiite half of that m xup boy, which wasn't so
at all but folks will talk. Wien Arthur got older, Alvin would explain to himthat he ought to not
call Horace Papa anynore. For now, though, Horace was a man and a nman woul d have to bear the
i nnocent of fense of a well-neani ng boy.

The roadhouse was twi ce as big as before. Horace had built on a new wi ng that doubled the front,
with the porch continuing all along it. But that wasn't hardly the only difference-- the whole
thing was faced with cl apboards now, whitewashed and pretty as you coul d inmagi ne agai nst the deep
green of the forest that still snuck as close to the house as it dared.

"Wel |, Horace done prettied up the place," said Alvin.

"It don't look like itself no nore," said Arthur Stuart.

"Anynore," Alvin corrected him
"I'f you can say 'done prettied up' then | can say 'no nore,'" said Arthur Stuart. "M ss Larner
ain't here to correct us no nore anyhow. "

"That should be 'no nore nohow,'" said Alvin, and they both | aughed as they wal ked up onto the
por ch.

The door opened and a sonewhat stout middl e-aged woman stepped through it, alnost running into
them She carried a basket under one arm and an unbrella under the other, though there wasn't a
sign of rain.

"Excuse me," said Alvin. He saw that she was hedged about with hexes and charnms. Not many years
ago, he would have been fooled by themlike any other man (though he woul d al ways have seen where

the charms were and how the hexes worked). But he had | earned to see past hexes of illusion, and
that's what these were. These days, seeing the truth came so natural to himthat it took rea
effort to see the illusion. He made the effort, and was vaguely saddened to see that she was

al rost a caricature of femnminine beauty. Couldn't she have been nore creative, nore interesting
than this? He judged at once that the real m ddl e-aged worman, sonewhat thick-waisted and hair
salted with grey, was the nore attractive of the two images. And it was a sure thing she was the
nore interesting.

She saw him staring at her, but no doubt she assunmed it was her beauty that had hi mawed. She
must have been used to nen staring at her-- it seenmed to amuse her. She stared right back at him
but not | ooking for beauty in him that was for sure.

"You were born here," she said, "but |I've never see you before." Then she | ooked at Arthur
Stuart. "But you were born away south.”
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Arthur nodded, nmade nute by shyness and by the overwhel ming force of her declaration. She spoke
as if her words were not only true, but superseded all other truth that had ever been thought of.

"He was born in Appal achee, Mssus..." In vain Alvin waited for her reply. Then he realized that
he was supposed to assune, seeing her young beautiful false imge, that she was a M ss rather than
a M ssus.

"You're bound for Carthage City," said the woman, speaking to Alvin again, and rather coldly.
"I don't think so," said Alvin. "Nothing for ne there."

"Not yet, not yet," she said. "But | know you now. You rnust be Alvin, that prentice boy old
Makepeace is al ways goi ng on about."

"I'"'ma journeyman, ma'am |f Makepeace isn't saying that part, | wonder how nuch of what he says
is true."
She smled, but her eyes weren't snmiling. They were calculating. "Aha. | think there's the

maki ngs of a good story in that. Just needs a bit of stirring."

At once Alvin regretted having said so much to her. Wiy had he spoken up so boldly, anyway? He
wasn't a one to babble on to strangers, especially when he was nore or |less calling another fell ow
aliar. He didn't want trouble with Makepeace, but now it |ooked pretty sure he was going to get
it anyway. "I wish you'd tell ne who you are, ma'am"

It wasn't her voice that answered. Horace Guester was in the doorway now. "She's the
postni stress of Hatrack River, on account of her uncle's brother-in-law being the congressnman from
sonme district in Susquahenny and he had some pull with the president. W're all hoping to find a
candidate in the election this fall who'lIl prom se to throw her out so we can vote for himfor
president. Failing that, we're going to have to up and hang her one of these days."

The postmistress got a sort of half-snile on her face. "And to think Horace Guester's knack is
to nmake fol ks feel welcone!"

"What woul d the charge be, in the hangi ng?" asked Al vin.

"Crimnal gossip," said Horace CGuester. "Runor aforethought. Sniping with malice. Backbiting
with intent to kill. O course | mean all that in the nicest possible way."

"l do no such thing," said the postnistress. "And ny nane, since Horace hasn't deigned to utter
it yet, is Vilate Franker. My grandnother wasn't nuch of a speller, so she naned ny nother Viol et
but spelled it Vilate, and when my nother grew up she was so ashaned of grandnana's illiteracy
that she changed the pronunciation to rhyme with 'plate.' However, | am not ashanmed of ny
grandnot her, so | pronounce it 'Violet,' as in the delicate flower."

"To rhyne," said Horace, "with Pilate, as in Pontius the handwasher."

"You sure talk a lot, ma'am" said Arthur Stuart. He spoke in all innocence, sinply observing
the facts as he saw them but Horace hooted and Vil ate blushed and then, to Alvin's shock, clicked
with her tongue and opened her nouth wide, letting her upper row of teeth drop down onto the | ower
ones. Fal se teeth! And such a horrible imge-- but neither Arthur nor Horace seened to see what
she had done. Behind her wall of illusion, she apparently thought she could get away with al
ki nds of ugly contenptuous gestures. Well, Alvin wasn't going to di sabuse her. Yet.

"Forgive the boy," said Alvin. "He hasn't |learned when's the right tine to speak his nind."

"He's right," she said. "Wy shouldn't he say so?" But she dropped her teeth at the boy again
"I find it irresistible to tell stories," she went on. "Even when | know ny listeners don't care
to hear them It's my worst vice. But there are worse ones-- and | thank the good Lord | don't
have those."

"Ch, | like stories, too," said Arthur Stuart. "Can | conme listen to you talk some nore?"

"Any tine you like, ny boy. Do you have a name?"
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"Arthur Stuart."

It was Vilate's turn to hoot with laughter. "Any relation to the esteenmed king down in Canel ot ?"

"I was naned after him" he said, "but far as | know we ain't no kin

Horace spoke up again. "Vilate, you won yourself a convert cause the poor boy's got no guile and
| ess sense, but kindly stand aside of this door and et nme welcone in this man who was born in ny
house and this boy who grewup init."

"There's obviously parts of this story that | haven't heard yet," said Vilate, "but don't
troubl e yourself on ny account. I'msure |'ll get a nuch fuller version fromothers than | would
ever get fromyou. CGood day, Horace! Good day, Alvin! Good day, ny young kingling. Do cone see ne,
but don't bring ne any of Horace's cider, it's sure to be poisoned if he knows it's for nel" Wth
that she bustled off the porch and out onto the hard-packed dirt of the road. Al vin saw the
illusions dazzle and shimrer as she went. The hexes weren't quite so perfect fromthe rear. He
wondered if others ever saw through her when she was goi ng away.

Horace watched her grimy as she wal ked up the road. "W pretend that we're only pretending to
hate each other, but in fact we really do. The wonan's evil, and | mean that serious. She has this
knack of know ng where something or sonebody's from and where they're bound to end up, but she
uses that to piece together the nastiest sort of gossip and | swear she reads other people's
mail . "

"Ch, | don't know," said Alvin.

"That's right, ny boy, you ain't been here for the past year and you don't know. A |ot of
changes since you left."

"Well, let nme in, M. CQuester, so | can set down and maybe eat sone of today's stew and have a
drink of sonething-- even poi soned cider sounds good about now. "

Horace | aughed and enbraced Alvin. "Have you been gone so |ong you forgot ny nanme is Horace?
Cone in, come in. And you too, young Arthur Stuart. You're always wel cone here."

To Alvin's relief, Arthur Stuart said nothing at all, and so naturally anmong the things he
didn't say was "papa."

They followed himinside and fromthen on till they laid down for naps in the best bedroom they
were in Horace's hospitable care. He fed them gave them hot water for washing their hands and
feet and faces, took their dirty clothes for |aundering, stuffed nore food in them and then
personal ly tucked theminto bed after naking themwatch himput clean sheets on the bed "Just so
you know | still keep ny dear Peg's high standards of cleanliness even if | amjust an old w dower
living al one."

The nmention of his late wife wag all it took, though, to bring nenory flooding back. Tears cane
into Arthur Stuart's eyes. Horace at once began to apol ogize, but Alvin stilled himwith a smle
and a gesture. "He'll be all right," he said. "It's com ng home, and her not here. Those are good
tears and right to shed them™

Arthur reached out and patted Horace's hand. "I'Il be all right, Papa," he said

Alvin | ooked at Horace's face and was relieved to see that instead of annoyance, his eyes showed
a kind of rueful gladness at hearing the nane of Papa. Maybe he was thinking of the one person who
had the true right to call himthat, his daughter Peggy, who had cone hone in disguise and was too
soon gone, and who knew if he'd ever see her again. O nmaybe he was thinking of the one who taught
Arthur Stuart to call him Papa, the dear wife whose body lay in the hilltop plot behind the
roadhouse, the wonman who was always faithful to himeven though he never deserved her goodness,
being (as only he in all the world believed) a man of evil.

Soon Horace backed on out of the room and cl osed the door, and Arthur Stuart quietly cried
hinmself to sleep in Alvin's arns. Alvin lay there, wanting to doze, too, for a little while. It
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was good to be hone, or as near to honme as Alvin could figure in these days when he wondered what
hone even was. Carthage City was where he was bound to end up, eh? Wiy would he go there to live?
O would he only go there to die? What did this Vilate Franker actually know, anyway? He | ay
there, sleepless, wondering about her, wondering if she could really be as evil as Horace Guester
said. Alvin had net true evil in his |ife, but he still persisted in thinking it was awful rare,
and the word was bandi ed about too much by those who didn't understand what real badness was.

What he could not let hinself think of was the only other woman he had known who fenced herself
around wi th hexes. Rather than renenber Mss Larner, who was really little Peggy, he finally
drifted into sleep

* % %

What an interesting boy, thought Vilate as she wal ked away fromthe roadhouse. Not at all Iike
the shifty little weasel | expected after the things Makepeace Smith has said. But then, nobody
trusts shifty little weasels well enough to be betrayed by themit's strong, fine-Ilooking nen as
tricks folks into thinking they're as open-hearted as they are open-faced. So naybe every word
Makepeace said was true. Maybe Alvin did steal sone precious hoard of gold that he found while
digging a well. Maybe Alvin did fill up the well where the gold was found and dig another a few
yards off, hopi ng nobody' d notice. Maybe he did shape it like a plow and pretend that he had
turned iron into gold so he could run off with Makepeace's treasure trove. Wat's that to ne?
thought Vilate. It wasn't ny gold, and never could be, as |ong as Makepeace had it. But if it
happens to be a golden plow that Alvin has in that bag he carries over his shoul der, why, then it
m ght end up bei ng anybody's gol d.

Anybody strong enough m ght take it away by brute force, for instance. Anybody cruel enough
mght kill Alvin and take it fromthe corpse. Anybody sneaky enough could take it out of Alvin's
room as he slept. Anybody rich enough could hire | awers to prove sonething against Alvin in court
and take it away by force of law. Al kinds of ways to get that plow, if you want it bad enough.

But Vilate would never stoop to coercion. She wouldn't even want that golden plow, if it

exi sted, unless Alvin gave it to her of his own free will. As a gift. A love-gift, perhaps. O...
well, she'd settle for a guilt gift, if it cane to that. He | ooked |ike a man of honor, but the
way he was staring at her... well, she knew that | ook. The man was snmitten. The nman was hers, if

she wanted him

Play this right, Vilate, she told herself. Set the stage. Make himcone after you. Let no one
say you set your cap for him

Her best friend was waiting for her in the kitchen shed back of the post office when she got
there. "So what do you think of that Alvin?" she asked, before Vilate evert had time to greet her

"Trust you to get the news before | can tell you nyself." Vilate set to work stoking up the fine
cast-iron stove with a bread oven in it that nade her the envy of the wonen in Hatrack River

"Fi ve peopl e saw you on the roadhouse porch greeting him Vilate, and the word reached ne before
your foot touched the street, |'msure.”

"Then those are idle people, 1'd say, and the devil has them"

"No doubt you'd know- |I'msure the devil gives you a new list every tine he nmakes anot her
recruit.”

"Of course he does. Wiy, everyone knows the devil lives right here in ny fancy oven." Vilate

cackl ed with gl ee.
"So..." said her best friend inmpatiently. "Wat do you think of hinP"

"I don't think he's that nmuch,"” said Vilate. "Wrkingman's arnms, of course, and tanned |ike any
| owclass boy. His talk is rather coarse and country-like. | wonder if he can even read."

"Ch, he can read all right. Teacher |ady taught himwhen he Iived here."
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"Ch, yes, the fabled Mss Larner who was so cl ever she got her prize student to win a spelling
bee, which caused the slave finders to get wind of a half-Black boy and ended up killing Horace
Quester's wife, Mss Larner's own nother. A nost unnatural woman."

"You do find a way to nmake the story sound right ugly," said her friend.
"I's there a pretty version of it?"

"A sweet |ove story. Teacher tries to transformthe life of a hal f-Black boy and his rough-hewn
friend, a prentice smth. She falls in love with the snmth boy, and turns the half-Black lad into
a chanpion speller. Then the forces of evil take notice--"

"Or God decides to strike down her pridel™

"I do think you're jealous of her, Vilate. | do think that."

"Jeal ous?"

"Because she won the heart of Alvin Smith, and maybe she still owns it."
"Far as | can tell, his heart's still beating in his own chest."

"And is the gold still shining in his croker sack?"

"You tal k sweet about M ss Larner, but you alway's assunme | have the worst notives." Vilate had
the stove going nicely now, and put on a teapot to boil as she began cutting string beans and
dropping themin a pan of Water

"Because | know you so well, Vilate."

"You think you know ne, but I'mfull of surprises.”

"Don't you drop your teeth at me, you despicable creature."”

"They dropped by thenselves," said Vilate. "I never do it on purpose."”

"You're such a liar."

"But 1'ma beautiful liar, don't you think?" She flashed her best smile at her friend.

"I don't understand what nmen see in wonmen anyway," her friend answered. "Hexes or no hexes, as
Il ong as a wonan has her clothes on a man can't see what he's interested in anyhow. "

"I don't know about all nen," said Vilate. "I think sone nen love ne for ny character."

"A character of sterling silver, no doubt-- never mind a little tarnish, you can w pe that off
with alittle polish.”

"And sone nen love nme for ny wit and charm"

"Yes, |I'msure they do-- if they've been living in a cave for forty years and haven't seen a
civilized woman in all that tinme."

"You can tease ne all you want, but | know you' re jealous of ne, because Alvin Smith is al ready
falling in love with ne, the poor hopel ess boy, while he'll never give a | ook at you, not a single
| ook. Eat your heart out, dear."

Her best friend just sat there with a grunpy face. Vilate had really hit home with that | ast
one. The teapot sang. As always, Vilate set out two teacups. But, as al ways, her best friend
sniffed the tea but never drank it. Wll, so what? Vilate never failed in her courtesy, and that's
what nattered.

"Makepeace is going to take himto court."

"Ha," said Vilate. "You heard that already, too?"

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (73 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt

"Ch, no. | don't know if Makepeace Smith even knows his old prentice is back in town-- though
you can bet that if the word reached ne that fast, it got to himin half the tine! | just know
t hat Makepeace has been braggi ng so nuch on how Alvin robbed himthat if he don't serve papers on
t he boy, everybody's going to know it was just enpty talk. So he's got to bring the boy to trial
don't you see?"

Vilate smiled a little snile to herself.
"Al ready planning what you're going to bring to himin jail?" asked her friend.
"Or something," said Vilate.

* % %

Alvin woke fromhis nap to find Arthur Stuart gone and the room hal f-dark. The traveling nust
have taken nore out of himthan he thought, to nmake hi m sl eep the afternoon away.

A knock on the door. "Open up, now, Alvin," said Horace. "The sheriff's just doing his job, he
tells ne, but there's no way out of it."

So it must have been a knock on the door that woke himin the first place. Alvin swng his |egs
of f the bed and took the single step that got himto the door. "It wasn't barred,” he said as he
opened it. "You only had to give it a push."

Sheriff Po Doggly | ooked downright sheepish. "Ch, it's just Makepeace Smith, Al vin. Everybody
knows he's tal king through his hat, but he's gone and got a warrant on you, to charge you with
stealing his treasure trove."

"Treasure?" asked Alvin. "I never heard of no treasure."
"Clains you dug up the gold digging a well for him and noved the well so nobody'd know- -"

"I nmoved the well cause | struck solid stone,” said Alvin. "If | found gold, why would that make
me nove the well? That don't even nake sense."

"And that's what you'll say in court, and the jury will believe you just fine," said Sheriff
Doggly. "Everybody knows Makepeace is just talking through his hat."

Alvin sighed. He'd heard the runors flying hither and yon about the golden plow and how it was
stolen froma blacksmth that Alvin prenticed with, but he never thought Makepeace woul d have the

face to take it to court, where he'd be proved a liar for sure. "I give you ny word | won't |eave
town till this is settled,"” said Alvin. "But 1've got Arthur Stuart to look after, and it'd be
right inconvenient if you |l ocked ne up."

"Vell, now, that's fine," said Doggly. "The warrant says you have a choice. Either you surrender
the plowto ne for safekeeping till the trial, or you sit in jail with the plow"

"So the plowis the only bail | can pay, is that it?" asked Al vin.

"Reckon that's the long and short of it."

"Horace, | reckon you'll have to | ook after the boy," said Alvin to the innkeeper. "I didn't
bring himhere to put himback in your charge, but you can see | got small choice."

"Well, you could put the plowin Po's keeping," said Horace. "Not that | mnd keeping the boy."

"No offense, Sheriff, but you wouldn't keep the plow safe a single night,” said Alvin, smling

wanl y.

"Reckon | could do just fine," said Po, looking a nmite offended. "I nean, even if | |ock you up
you don't think I'd let you keep the plowin the cell with you, do you?"

"Reckon you will," said Alvin nmildly.
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"Reckon not," said Po.

"Reckon you think you could keep it safe,” said Alvin. "But what you don't know is how to keep
fol ks safe fromthe plow "

"So you adnit you have it."

"I't was ny journeypiece," said Alvin. "There are witnesses of that. This whole charge is
nonsense, and you and everybody el se knows it. But what'll the charge be if | give you this plow
and sonebody opens the sack and gets struck blind? Wat's the charge then?"

"Bl ind?" asked Po Doggly, glancing at Horace, as if his old friend the innkeeper could tell him
whet her he was having his | eg pulled.

"You think you can tell your boys not to ook in the sack, and that's going to be enough?" said
Alvin. "You think they won't just try to take a peek?"

"Blind, eh?" said Po.

Al vin picked up the sack fromwhere it had | ain beside himon the bed. "And who's going to carry
t he pl ow, Po?"

Sheriff Doggly reached out to take it, but no sooner had his hands cl osed around the sack than
he felt the hard netal inside shift and dance under his hands, sliding away fromhim "Stop doing
that, Alvin!" he demanded.

"I"'mjust holding the top of the sack," said Alvin. "What shelf you going to keep this on?"

"Ch, shut up, boy," said Doggly. "I'Il let you keep it in the cell. But if you pl onk sonebody
over the head with that thing and nake an escape, |I'Il find you and the charge won't be no silly
tale from Makepeace Smith, | prom se you."

Al vin shook his head and snil ed.

Horace | aughed out loud. "Po, if Al wanted to escape fromyour jail, he wouldn't have to do no
head pl onking."

"I"'mjust telling you, Al," said the sheriff. "Don't push your luck with ne. There's a
out st andi ng extradition order from Appal achee about standing trial for the death of a certain dead
Sl ave Finder."

Suddenly Horace's genial nmanner changed, and in a quick nmovenent he had the sheriff pressed into
the doorjanb so tight it looked Ilike it mght nmake a pernanent difference in his posture. "Po,"
sai d Horace, "you been ny dearest friend for nany a year. W done in the dark of night what would

get us kilt for doing in daylight, and trusted each other's life through it all. If you ever bring
a charge or even try to extradite this boy for killing the Slave Finder who killed nmy Margaret in
my own house, | will do a little justice on you with my own two hands."

Po Doggly squinted and | ooked the innkeeper in the eye. "Is that a threat, Horace? You want ne

to break ny oath of office for you?"
"How can it be a threat?" said Horace. "You know | neant it in the nicest possible way."

"Just come along to jail, Alvin," said Doggly. "I reckon if the town |adies don't have neals for
you, Horace here will bring you roadhouse stew every night."

"I keep the plow?" asked Alvin.

"I ain't coming near that thing," said the sheriff. "If it's a plow If it's gold." Doggly
gestured himto pass through the door and conme into the hall. Alvin conplied. The sheriff foll owed
hi m down the narrow hall to the common room where about two dozen peopl e were standi ng around
waiting to see what the sheriff had been after. "Alvin, nice to see you," several of them greeted
him They | ooked ki nd of enbarrassed, seeing how Alvin was in custody.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (75 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt

"Not much of a welcone, is it?" said Ruthie Baker, her face grim "I swear, that Makepeace Smith
has bit hinself a tough piece of gristle with this mschief."

"Just bring nme sone of them snickerdoodles in jail," said Alvin. "I been hankering for themthe
whol e way here.™
"You can bet the ladies'|Il be quarreling all day about who's to feed you," said Ruth. "I just

wi sh dear old Peg had been here to greet you." And she burst into quick, sentinental tears. "Ch, |
wish | didn't cry so easy!"”

Al vin gave her a quick hug, then | ooked at the sheriff. "She ain't passing ne no file to saw the
bars with," he said. "So is it all right if I..."

"Ch, shut up, Alvin," said Sheriff Doggly. "Wy the hell did you even cone back here?"

At that nmonment the door swung open and Makepeace Smith hinself strode in. "There he is! The
thi ef has been apprehended at |ast! Sheriff, nake himgive me ny plow"

Po Doggly | ooked himin the eye. Makepeace was a big man, with nassive arns and legs like tree
trunks, but when the sheriff faced him Makepeace wilted |i ke a flower. "Makepeace, you get out of
my way right now. "

"I want my plow " Makepeace insisted-- but he backed out the door
"It ain't your plowtill the court says it's your plow, if it ever does," said the sheriff.

Horace Guester chinmed in. "It ain't your plowtill you show you know how to make one just |ike
it."

But Alvin hinmself said nothing to Makepeace. He just wal ked on out of the roadhouse, pausing in
the doorway only to tell Horace, "You let Arthur Stuart visit ne all he wants, you hear?"

"He'll want to sleep right in the cell with you, Alvin, you know that!"

Alvin |aughed. "I bet he can fit right through the bars, he's so skinny."

"l nmade those bars!" Makepeace Smith shouted. "And they're too close together for anyone to fit
t hr ough! "

Rut h Baker shouted back, just as loudly. "Well, if you made those bars, little Arthur can no
doubt bend them out of the way!"

"Come on now, folks," Sheriff Doggly said. "I"'mjust making a little arrest here, so stand clear
and let me bring the prisoner on through. While you, Mkepeace, are exactly three words away from
being arrested your own self for obstructing justice and di sturbing the peace."

"Arrest me!" cried Makepeace.

"Now you're just one word away," said Sheriff Doggly. "Cone on, any word will do. Say it. Let ne
| ock you up, Makepeace. You know |I'mdying to."

Makepeace knew he was. He clanmped his nouth shut and took a few steps away fromthe roadhouse
porch. But then he turned to watch, and let hinself snmile as he saw Alvin getting | ed away down
the street toward the courthouse, and the jail out back

Chapter 11 -- Jai

Calvin's French was awful -- but that was hardly his worry. Tal king he had done in Engl and, and
plenty of it, until he learned to imtate the cultured accents of a refined gentlenman. But here in
Paris, tal king was usel ess-- harnful, even. One did not becone a figure of myth and runor by
chatting. That's one thing Calvin had | earned fromAlvin, all right, even though Al vin never meant
to teach it. Alvin never tooted his own horn. So every Tom Dick, and Sally tooted it for him And
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the quieter he got, the nore they bragged about him That was what Calvin did fromthe nmonent he
arrived in Paris, kept his silence as he went about healing people.

He had been working on healing-- |ike Tal eswapper said, that was a knack people woul d appreciate
a lot nore than a knack for Kkilling bugs. No way could Calvin do the subtle things that A vin
tal ked about, seeing the tiny creatures that spread di sease, understanding the workings of the
little bits of life out of which human bodies were built. But there were things within Calvin's
grasp. Gross things, like bringing the edges of open wounds together and getting the skin to scar
over-- Calvin didn't rightly understand how he did it, but he could sort of squinch it together in
his mnd and the scarstuff would grow

Cetting skin to split, too, letting the nasty fluids spew out-- that was inpressive indeed,
especially when Calvin did it with beggars on the city streets. O course, a lot of the beggars
had phony wounds. Calvin could hardly heal those, and he woul dn't make hinself many friends by
maki ng the painted scars slide off beggars' faces. But the real ones-- he could help sone of them
and when he did, he was careful to make sure plenty of people could see exactly what happened.
Coul d see the healing, but could not hear himbrag or boast, or even prom se in advance what woul d
happen. He woul d nake a great show of it, standing in front of the beggar, ignoring the open hand
or the proffered cup, |ooking down instead at the wound, the sore, the swelling. Finally the
beggar would fall silent, and so woul d the onl ookers, their attention at last riveted on the spot
that Calvin so intently watched. By then, of course, Calvin had the wound clearly in nind, had
explored it with his doodling bug, had thought through what he was going to do. So in that exact
monent of silence he reached out with his bug and gave the new shape to the skin. The flesh opened
or the wound cl osed, whatever was needed.

The onl ookers gasped, then rmurrmured, then chattered. And just when sonmeone was about to engage
himin conversation, Calvin turned and wal ked away, shaking his head and refusing to speak

The silence was far nmore powerful than any explanation. Runors of him spread quickly, he knew,
for in the cafe where he supped (but did no healing) he heard peopl e speaki ng of the nysterious
silent heal er, who went about doing good as Jesus did.

What Cal vin hoped woul d not get spread about was the fact. that he wasn't exactly healing
peopl e, except by chance. Alvin could get into the deep hidden secrets of the body and do rea
healing, but Calvin couldn't see that small. So the wound might drain and close, but if there was
a deep infection it would conme right back. Still, some of them m ght be healed, for all he knew.
Not that it would really help them- how would they beg, without a wound? If they were snart,
they'd get away from himbefore he could take away the coin they used to buy conpassion. But no,
the ones with real injury wanted to be heal ed nore than they wanted to eat. Pain and suffering did
that to people. They could be wi se and careful when they felt fine. Add a little pain to the mx
t hough, and all they wanted was whatever woul d nake the pain go away.

It took a surprisingly long time before one of the Enperor's secret police came to see him Oh,
a gendarme or two had w tnessed what he did, but since he touched no one and said nothing, they
al so did nothing, said nothing to him And soldiers-- they were beginning to seek himout, since
so many veterans had injuries fromtheir days in service, and half the cripples Calvin hel ped had
old conmpanions fromthe battle Iines they went to see, to showthe healing mracle that Calvin had
brought them But no one with the furtive wariness of the secret police was ever in the crowd, not
for three | ong weeks-- weeks in which Calvin had to keep noving his operation fromone part of the
city to another, |est soneone he had al ready heal ed cone back to himfor a second treatnment. What
good woul d all this effort do if the runor began to get about that the ones he healed didn't stay
heal ed?

Then at last a man canme-- a m ddl e-sized man of bourgeois clothing and nodest deneanor, but
Cal vin saw the tension, the watchful ness-- and, nost inportant, the brace of pistols hidden in the
pockets of his coat. This one would report to the Enperor. So Calvin nmade quite sure that the
secret policeman was in a good position to see all that transpired when he heal ed a beggar. Nor
did it hurt that even before the silence fell and he did the healing, everyone was nurnmuring
things like, "Is he the one? | heard he heal ed that one-legged beggar near Mntnartre," though of
course Calvin had never even attenpted to heal sonmeone with a missing linb. Even Alvin night not
be able to do sonething as spectacular as that. But it didn't hurt that such a runmor was about.
Anything to get himinto the presence of the Enperor, for everyone knew that he suffered agonies
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fromthe gout. Pain in the legs-- he will bring ne to himto end the pain in his iegs. For the
pain, he'll teach me all he knows. Anything to renove the pain.

The heal ing ended. Calvin wal ked away, as usual. To his surprise, however, the secret policenman
left by quite another route. Shouldn't he follow nme? Wisper to ne that the Enperor needs ne?
Wuld I come and serve the Enperor? Ch, but I'mnot sure | can be of help. |I do what | can, but
many wounds are stubborn and refuse to be fully healed, Oh, that's right, Calvin neant to prom se
not hing. Let his deeds speak for thenselves. He would nake the Enperor's leg feel better for a
whil e-- he was sure he could do that-- but no one would ever be able to say that Calvin MIler had
proni sed that the healing would be pernanent, or even that there would be any kind of healing at
all.

But he had no chance to say these things, for the secret policeman went another way.

That evening, as he waited for his supper at the cafe, four gendarmes cane into the cafe,
|l aughing as if they had just cone off duty. Two went toward the kitchen-- apparently they knew
soneone there-- while the other two jostled, clunsy and | aughing, anong the tables. Calvin smled
a noment and then | ooked out the wi ndow

The | aughi ng stopped. Harsh hands seized his arns and lifted himout of his chair. Al four
gendarmes were around hi mnow, not |aughing at all. They bound his wists together and hobbl ed his
| egs. Then they hal f-dragged himfromthe cafe.

It was astonishing. It was inpossible. This had to be a response to the report of the secret
poli ceman. But why would they arrest hin? Wiat | aw had he broken? Was it sinply that he spoke
English? Surely they understood the difference between an Engli shman and an Anerican. The English
were still at war with France, or sonething |like war, anyway, but the Americans were neutral, nore
or less. How dare they?

For a nonent, painfully hobbling along with the gendarnes at the too-brisk pace they set for
him Calvin toyed with the idea of using his Makering power to | oose the bonds and stand free of
them But they were all arnmed, and Calvin had no desire to tenpt themto use their weapons agai nst
an escapi ng prisoner.

Nor did he waste effort, after the first few mnutes, trying to persuade themthat sone terrible
m st ake was underway. What was the point? They knew who he was; soneone had told themto arrest
him what did they care whether it was a nmistake or not? It wasn't their m stake.

Hal f an hour later, he found hinself stripped and thrown into a mserable stinking cell in the
Bastille.

"Wel come to the Land of the Guillotine!" croaked soneone farther up the corridor. "Wl cone, O
pilgrim to the Shrine of the Holy Bl ade!"

"Shut up!" cried another man.

"They sliced through another nman's neck today, the one who was in the cell you're in now, new
boy! That's what happens to Englishmen here in Paris, once somebody deci des that you' re a spy."

"But |'mnot English!" Calvin cried out.

This was greeted with gal es of |aughter

* k%

Peggy set down her pen in weariness, closed her eyes in disgust. Wasn't there sone kind of plan
here? The One who sent Alvin into the world, who protected himand prepared himfor the great work
of building the Crystal Gty, didn't that One have some kind of plan? Or was there no plan? No,
there had to be sone neaning in the fact that this very day, in Paris, Calvin was |ocked up in
prison, just as Alvin was in prison in Hatrack River. The Bastille, of course, was a far cry from
a second-story roomin the back of the courthouse, but jail was jail-- they were both |ocked in,
for no good reason, and with no idea of howit would all cone out.
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But Peggy knew. She saw all the paths. And, finally, she closed up her pen, put away the papers
she had been witing on, And got up to tell her hosts that she would have to | eave earlier than
she expected. "1'm needed el sewhere, | think."

* k%

Bonaparte's nephew was a weasel who thought he was an ermne. Well, let himhave his del usion.
If men didn't have del usi ons, Bonaparte woul dn't be Enperor of Europe and Lawgi ver of Manki nd.
Their delusions were his truth; their hungers were his heart's desire. Watever they wanted to
bel i eve about thensel ves, Bonaparte hel ped thembelieve it, in exchange for control over their
lives.

Littl e Napol eon, the lad called hinmself. Half of Bonaparte's nephews had been naned Napol eon, in
an effort to curry favor, but only this one had the effrontery to use the nane in court. Bonaparte
wasn't quite sure if this nmeant that Little Napol eon was bol der than the others, or sinply too
stupid to realize how dangerous it was to dare to use the Enperor's own nane, as if to assert
one's claimto succeed him Seeing himnow, marching in here like a nmechanical soldier-- as if he
had sone secret nilitary acconplishnent that no one knew about but which entitled himto strut

about playing the general-- Bonaparte wanted to laugh in his face and expose in front of all the
world Little Napoleon's dreans of sitting on the throne, ruling the world, surpassing his uncle's
acconpl i shnments. Bonaparte wanted to | ook himin the eye and say, "You couldn't even fill ny

pi sspot, you vai ngl ori ous nount ebank. "
I nstead he said, "Wat good wi nd bl ows you here, nmy little Napol eon?"
"Your gout," said the |ad.

Ch, no. Another cure. Cures found by fools usually did nore harmthan good. But the gout was a
curse, and... let's see what he has.

"An Englishman," said Little Napoleon. "Or, to speak nore accurately, an American. My spies have
wat ched him-"

"Your spies? These are different spies fromthe spies | pay?"
"The spies you assigned to ne for supervision, Uncle."
"Ah, those spies. They do still renenber they work for me, don't they?"

"Remenber it so well that instead of sinply follow ng orders and watching for enem es, they have
al so wat ched for soneone who night help you."

"Englishmen in Europe are all spies. Soneday after some notable achi evenent when |'mvery very
popular I will round themall up and guillotine them Mbnsieur Quillotin-- now that was a usefu
fellow Has he invented anything else |ately?"

"He's working on a steam powered wagon, Uncle."
"They already exist. W vall them|oconptives, and we're laying track all over Europe."
"Ah, but he is working on one that doesn't have to run on rails."

"Why not a steam powered balloon? | can't understand why that has never worked. The engi ne woul d
propel the craft, and the steam instead of being wastefully discharged into the atnosphere, would
fill the balloon and keep the craft aloft.”

"I believe the problem Uncle, is that if you carry enough fuel to travel nore than twenty or
thirty feet, the whole thing weighs too nuch to get off the ground.”

~That's why inventors exist, isn't it? To solve problens Iike that. Any fool could conme up with
the basic idea-- | came up with it, didn't 1? And when it cones to such matters I'mplainly a
fool, as nbst nen are." Bonaparte had long since | earned that such nbdest remarks al ways got
repeat ed by onl ookers in the court and did nuch to endear himto the people. "It's Monsieur
Quillotin's job to... well, never mnd, the machine that bears his nane is enough of a
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contribution to mankind. Swift, sure, and painless executions-- a boon to the unworthi est of
humans. A very Christian invention, showi ng kindness to the | east of Jesus' brethren." The priests
woul d repeat that one, and fromthe pulpit, too.

"About this Calvin MIler," said Little Napol eon
"And nmy gout."

"I'"ve seen himdrain a swollen linb just by standing on the street staring at a beggar's pussing
wound. "

"A pussing wound isn't the gout."

"The beggar had his trousers ripped open to show the wound, and this Anmerican stood there
| ooking for all the world as if he were dozing off, and then suddenly the skin erupted with pus
and all of it drained out, and then the wound cl osed without a single stitch. Neither he nor any
man touched the leg. It was quite a denonstration of remarkabl e healing powers."

"You saw this yoursel f?"

"Wth my own eyes. But only the once. | can hardly go about secretly, Uncle. | |ook too rnuch
i ke your esteened self."

No doubt Little Napoleon imagined that this was flattery. Instead it sent a faint wave of nausea
t hrough Bonaparte. But he |l et nothing showin his face.

"You now have this heal er under arrest?"
"OF course; waiting for your pleasure.”
"Let him sweat."

Littl e Napol eon cocked his head a nonent, studying Bonaparte, probably trying to figure out what
plan his uncle had for the healer, and why he didn't want to see himright away. The one thing he
woul d never think of, Bonaparte was quite sure, was the truth: that Bonaparte hadn't the faintest
i dea what to do about a heal er who actually had power. It made hi muneasy thinking about it. And
he renenbered the young white boy who had come with the Red general, Ta-Kunsaw, to visit himin
Fort Detroit. Could this Anerican be the sanme one?

Way shoul d he even make such a connection? And why would that boy in Detroit matter, after al
these years? Bonaparte was uncertain about what it all mean, but it felt to himas if forces were
at work, as if this Anerican in the Bastille were soneone of great inportance to him O perhaps
not to him To soneone, anyway.

Bonaparte's | eg throbbed. Another episode of gout was starting. "Go away now," he said to Little
Napol eon.

"Do you want information fromthe American?" asked Little Napol eon

"No," said Bonaparte. "Leave himalone. And while you're at it, |eave ne al one, too.

* % %

Alvin had a steady streamof visitors in the courthouse jail. It seemed |like they all had the
same idea. They'd sidle right up to the bars, beckon himclose, and whisper (as if the deputy
didn't know right well what they was tal king about), "Don't you have sone way to slip on out of
here, Alvin?"

What, they believed he hadn't thought of it? Such a sinple matter, to soften the stone and pul
one of the bars out. O, for that matter, he could nake the netal of a bar flow away fromthe
stone it was enbedded in. O dissolve the bar entirely. O push agai nst the stone and press on
t hrough, wal ki ng through the wall into freedom Such things woul d be easy enough for Alvin. As a
child he had played with stone and found softness and weakness in it; as a prentice blacksnith, he
had come to understand iron fromthe heart out. Hadn't he crawed into the forgefire and turned an
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iron plowshare to living gold?

Now, |ocked in this prison, he thought of |eaving, thought of it all the tinme. Thought of
hightailing it off into the woods, with or without Arthur Stuart-- the boy was happy here, so why
take hi m away? Thought of the sun on his back, the wind in his face, the greensong of the forest
now so faint to himthrough stone and iron that he could hardly hear it.

But he told hinself what he told those friendly folk who neant so well. "I need to be shut of
this whole affair before | go off. So | nean to stand trial here, get nyself acquitted, and then
go on without fear of somebody tracking ne down and telling the same lies too me again."

And then they always did the sane thing. Having failed to persuade himto escape, they'd eye his
knapsack and whisper, "Is it in there?" And the bol dest of them would say what they were al
wi shing. "Can | see it?"

H s answer was al ways the sane. He'd ask about the weather. "Think it's a hard winter com ng
on?" Sone picked up slower than others, but after a while they all realized he wasn't going to
answer a blame thing about the golden plow or the contents of his knapsack, not a word one way or
the other. Then they'd nake some chat or take up his used dishes, them as brought food, but it
never took |ong and soon they was on their way out of the courthouse to tell their friends and
famly that Alvin was |ooking sad kind of but he still wasn't saying a thing about that gold plow
that Makepeace claimed was his own gold treasure stolen by the boy back in his prentice days.

One day Sheriff Doggly brought in a fellow that Alvin recognized, sort of, but couldn't remenber
why or who. "That's the one," said the stranger. "Got no respect for any man's knack except his
own." Then Alvin recollected well enough-- it was the dowser who picked the spot for Alvin to dig
a well for Makepeace Snmith. The spot where Alvin dug right down to a sheet of thick hard rock
without finding a drop of water first. No doubt Mikepeace neant to use himas a w tness that
Alvin's well wasn't in the spot the dowser chose. Wll, that was true enough, no disputing it. The
dowser fellow wasn't going to testify to anything that Alvin wouldn't have admitted freely his own
self. So let themplot their plots. Alvin had the truth with him and that was bound to be enough
with twelve jurors of Hatrack River folk.

The visits that really cheered himwere Arthur's. Two or three tinmes a day, the boy woul d bl ow
in fromthe square like a leaf getting tucked into an open door by a gust of wind. "You just got
to neet that feller John Binder," he'd say. "Ropermaker. Sone folks is joking howif they decide to
hang you, he'll be the one as nakes the rope, but he just shuts "emright up, you should hear him
Alvin. '"No rope of mine is going to hang no Maker,' he says. So even though you never net him!l
count himas a friend. But | tell you, they say his ropes never unravel, never even fray, no
matter where you cut em Ain't that sone knack?"

And later in the same day, he'd be on about soneone else. "I was out |ooking for Alfreda
Mat t hews, Sophie's cousin, she's the one lives in that shack down by the river, only the river's a
long windy thing and I couldn't find her and in fact it was getting on toward dark and | couldn't
rightly find nyself, and then here | amface to face with this Captain Al exander, he's a ship's
captain only who knows what he's doing so far fromthe sea? But he |lives around here doing
tinkering and odd fixing, and Vilate Franker says he nust have done some terrible crinme to have to
hide fromthe sea, or maybe there was sone great sea beast that swallowed up his ship and | eft
only himalive and now he daresn't go back to sea for fear the beast-- she calls it La Vaya Than
whi ch Goody Trader says is Spanish for "Ain't this a damm lie,' do you know Goody Trader?"

"Met her," says Alvin. "She brung ne sonme horehound drops. Nastiest candy | ever ate, but |
reckon for them as | oves horebound they were good enough. Strange | ady. Squatted right outside the
door here pondering for the longest time until she finally gets up and says 'Hunf, you're the
first man | ever net what didn't need nothing and here you are in jail."

"They say that's her knack, knowi ng what a body needs even when he don't know hinself," said
Arthur. "Though | will say that Vilate Franker says that CGoody Trader is a humbug just like the
alligator boy in the freak show i n Dekane, which you wouldn't take ne to see cause you said if he
was real, it was cruel to gawk at him and--"

"I remenber what | said, Arthur Stuart. You don't have to gossip to ne about ne."
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"Anyway, what was | talking about?"
"Lost in the woods | ooking for old drunken Freda."

"And | bunped into that sea captain, anyway, and he | ooks ne in the eye and he says, 'Follow
me,' and | go after him about ten paces and he sets ne right in the mddle of a deer track and he
says, 'You just go along this way and when you reach the river again, you go upstream about three
rods.' And you know what? | did what he said and you know what ?"

"You found Freda."

"Al freda Matthews, and she was stone drunk of course but | splashed her face with sone water and
| done what you said fol ks ought to do, | enptied her jug out and boy howdy, she was spitting nmad,
I like to had to out-dance the devil just to keep fromgetting hit by themrocks she threw"

"Poor lady," said Alvin. "But it won't do no good as long as there's folks to give her another
j ug.

"Can't you do like, you did with that Red Prophet?"
Alvin | ooked at him sharp. "Wat do you think you know about that?"

"Just what your own mana told nme back in Vigor Church, about how you took a drunken one-eyed Red
and nade a prophet out of him"

Al vin shook his head. "No sir, she got it wong. He was a prophet all along. And he wasn't a
drunk the way Freda's a drunk. He took the likker into himto drown out the terrible black noise
of death. That's what | fixed, and then he didn't need that |ikker no nore. But Freda-- there's
sonmet hing else in her that hungers for it, and | don't understand it yet."

"l told her to cone to you though, so | reckon you oughta know and that's why | told you, she's
a-comng to get healed.”

Al vin shook his head.
"Did | do wong?"

"No, you done right," said Alvin. "But there's nothing | can do for her beyond what she oughta
do for herself. She knows the |ikker's eating her up, stealing her life away fromher. But |']
talk to her and help her if | can."

"They say she can tell you when rain's comng. If she's sober."
"Then how woul d anybody know she has such a knack?" asked Al vin.

Arthur just laughed and | aughed. "I reckon she nust have been sober once, anyway. And it was
rai ni ng!"

When Arthur Stuart left, Alvin pondered the tales he told. Sone of Arthur's chat was just
gossi p. There was sone powerful gossips in Hatrack River these days, and the way Alvin figured it,
the two biggest gossips was Vilate Franker, who Alvin had net and knew she was living inside a
bunch of |ying hexes, and Goody Trader, who he didn't really know yet except for what he gl eaned
fromher visit. Her real nanme was either Chastity or Charity-- Vilate said it was Chastity, but
other folks said the other. She went by Goody, short for Goodw fe, seeing how she'd been narried
three times and kept all them husbands happy till they croaked, accidental every tine, though
again Vilate nmanaged to give Arthur the inpression that they wasn't truly accidental. Themtwo
worren was at war all the tinme, that nuch was plain-- hardly a word one said as wasn't contradicted
flat out by the other. Now, neither one of these |ladies invented gossip, nor was it so that
Hatrack River didn't have runors and tales before the two of them noved here. But it was plain
that Arthur was visiting both of themevery day, and both of themwas filling himfull of tales
until Alvin could hardly nmake sense of it, and it was a sure thing that Arthur didn't really
understand the half of what he'd been told.
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Alvin knew for hinself that Vilate was deceptive and spiteful. But Goody night be just the same
or worse, only she was better at it so Alvin couldn't see it so plain. Hard to tell. And that
busi ness with Goody Trader saying Alvin didn't need nothing-- well, what was that?

But behind all the gossip and quarreling, there was sonmething el se that struck Alvin as pretty
strange. Mghty knacks was thick underfoot in Hatrack River. Mst towns m ght have sonmebody with
sormet hing of a knack that you m ght notice. Mst knacks, though, was pretty plain. A knack for
soup. A knack for noticing animal tracks. Useful, but nothing to wite a letter to your daddy
about. A lot of folks had no idea what their own knack was, because it was so easy for them and
not all that remarkable in the eyes of other folks. But here in Hatrack River, the knacks was
downri ght astonishing. This sea captain who could help you find your way even when you didn't know
you was |lost. And Freda-- Alvin pooh-poohed it to Arthur Stuart, but there was folks in town as
swore she didn't just predict rain, if you sobered her up in a dry season she could bring it. And
Melyn, a Welsh girl who can harp and sing so you forget everything while she's doing it, forget it
all and just sit there with a stupid smle on your face because you're so happy-- she came and
pl ayed for Alvin and he could feel how the sound that flowed fromher could reach inside himlike
a doodl ebug scooting through the earth, reach inside and find all the knots and | oosen them up and
just make himfeel good.

It was power |ike he'd been trying to teach the folks back in Vigor, only they could hardly
understand it, could hardly get but a glinmer of it now and then, and here it was so thick on the
ground you could rake it up like | eaves. Maggi e who hel ped out in CGoody Trader's store, she could
ride any horse no matter how wild, plenty of witnesses of that. And one who scared Alvin a little,
a girl naned Dorcas Bee who could draw portraits of folks that not only | ooked Iike their outward
face, but al so showed everything that was inside them- Alvin didn't know what to nmake of her, and
even with his eyes he couldn't rightly understand how she did it.

Any one of these folks would be remarkable in whatever town they lived in, no matter if it was
as big as New Ansterdam or Phil adel phia. Yet here they were living in the mddle of nowhere,
Hatrack River of all places, swelling the nunbers of the town but yet nobody seened to find it
remarkable at all that so many knacks was gat hered here.

There's a reason for it, Alvin thought. Got to be a reason for it. And | have to know it,
because there's going to be a jury of these knacky folks, and they're going to deci de whet her
Makepeace Snith is a plainliar, or | am Only this town is full of lies, since the things Vilate
Franker says and the things Goody Trader says can't all be true at the same tinme. Full of lies
and, yes, nmiseries. Alvin could feel that there was sonething of the Unmaker going on, but
couldn't lay hands on it or find who it was. Hard to find the Unmaker when the Unmaker didn't want
to be found. Especially hard froma jail cell, where all you got was runor and brief visits.

Well, they wasn't all brief. Vilate Franker herself came and stayed sonetimes half an hour at a
time, even though there wasn't no place to sit down. Alvin couldn't figure what she wanted. She
didn't gossip with him rightly speaking-- all of her gossip Alvin got secondhand from Art hur
Stuart. No, Vilate cane to himto tal k about philosophy and poetry and such, things that no man or
worman had tal ked to hi mabout since Mss Larner. Alvin wondered if naybe Vilate was trying to
charm him but since he couldn't see the beauty-image from her hexes, he didn't rightly know. She
sure wasn't pretty to him But the nore she tal ked, the nmore he |iked her conpany, till he found
hi nsel f | ooking forward to her com ng every day. Mre than anybody except Arthur Stuart, truth be
known, and as they talked, Alvin would lie down on the cot in the cell and he'd close his eyes and
then. he didn't have to see either her unprettiness or her hexery, he could just hear the words
and think the ideas and see the visions that she conjured in him She'd say poetry and the words
had music inside him She'd talk of Plato and Al vin understood and it made himfeel wise in a way
that the adul ation of folks back in Vigor Church never did.

Was this sonme knack of hers? Alvin didn't know, just plain couldn't tell. He only knew that it
was only during her visits that he could conpletely forget that he was in jail. And it dawned on
him after a week or so, that he might just be falling in love. That the feelings that he had only
ever had toward M ss Larner were getting waked up, just a little, by Vilate Franker. Now woul dn't
that beat all? M ss Larner had been pretty and young, using knacks to nake herself | ook plain and
m ddl e-aged. Now here was a wonan plain and m ddl e-aged usi ng knacks that nade other fol ks think
she was pretty and young. How opposite could you be? But in both cases, it was the mature wonan
wi t hout obvi ous beauties that he delighted in.
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And yet, even as he wondered if he was falling in love with Vilate, every now and then, in his
| onely hours especially after dark, he would think of another face entirely. A young girl back in
Vigor, the girl whose lies had driven himfromhone in the first place, the girl who clained he
had done forbidden things with her. He found hinself thinking of those forbidden things, and there
was a place in his heart where he wi shed he had done them If he had, of course he would have
married her. In fact, he would have married her before doing them because that was right and the
law and Alvin wasn't no kind of man to do wong by a woman or break no law if he could help it.
But in his imaginings in the dark there wasn't no law nor right and wong neither, he just woke up
sweating froma dreamin which the girl wasn't no liar after all, and then he was plain ashaned of
hi msel f, and couldn't figure out what was wong with him to be falling in love with a woman of
words and i deas and experience during the day, but then to be hot with passion for a stupid |ying
girl who just happened to be pretty and flat-out in |love with himonce upon a time back hone.

| aman evil man, thought Alvin at tinmes like that. Evil and unconstant. No better than them
faithless fellows who can't | eave wonen alone no natter what. | amthe kind of man that | have
| ong despi sed.

Only even that wasn't true, and Alvin knew it. Because he hadn't done a bl amed thing wong.
Hadn't done anything. Had only imagined it. Imagined... and enjoyed. Was that enough to make him
evil? "As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he," said the scripture. Alvin renenbered it because
his nmother quoted it all the tinme till his father barked back at her, "That's just your way of
saying that all nmen are devils!" and Alvin wondered if it was true-- if all nen had evil in their
hearts, and those nen as were good, maybe they were sinply the ones who controlled theirselves so
well they could act contrary to their heart's desire. But if that were so, then no man was good,
not one.

And didn't the Holy Book say that, too? No man good, not one. Not ne, neither. Maybe ne | east of
all.

And that was his life in that jail in Hatrack River. Darker and darker thoughts about his own
worthiness, falling in love with two wonen at once, caught up in the gossip of a town where the
Unmaker was surely at work, and where knacks abounded.

* % %

Calvin was pretty good with stone-- he always did all right with that. Wll, not always. He
wasn't born finding the natural weaknesses of stone. But after Alvin went off to be a prentice to
a smth, Calvin started trying to do what he saw or heard of his big brother doing. In those days
he was still hoping to show Al vin how good he was at Makering when he got back, to hear his
brother say to him "Calvin, why, you're nost as good as | aml" Wi ch Al vin never said, nor even
close to it. But it was true, at |east about stone. Stone was easy, really, not like flesh and
bone. Calvin could find his way into the stone, part it, shift it.

Which is what he started doing right anay with the Bastille, of course. He didn't know why the
secret police had put himinside those walls, clammy and cold. It wasn't a dungeon, not like in
those stories, where the prisoner never sees any |ight except when A guard comes down with a
torch, so he can go blind w thout knowing it. There was |ight enough, and a chair to sit on and a
bed to lie on and a chanber pot that got enptied every day, once he figured out he was supposed to
|l eave it by the door.

It was still a prison, though

It took Calvin about five minutes to figure out that he could pretty nuch dissolve the whole
| ocki ng mechani sm but he renmenbered just in time that getting out of his cell wasn't exactly the
sane thing as getting out of the Bastille. He couldn't nake hinself invisible, and Maker or not, a
musket ball woul d knock himdown or maimhimor kill himlike any other man

He' d have to find another way out. And that neant going right through the wall, right through
stone. Trouble was, he didn't have any idea whether he was forty feet up or twenty feet under the
street level. O if the wall at the back of his cell opened on the outside or into an inner
courtyard. Who nmight see if a gap appeared in the wall? He couldn't just renove a stone-- he had
to remove it in once piece, so he could put it back after if he had to.
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He waited till night, then began working on a stone block right near floor level. It was heavy,
and he didn't know of any way to nake it lighter. Nor was there some subtle way to nake stone nove
across stone. Finally he just softened the stone, plunged his fingers into it, then let it harden
around his fingers, so he had a grip right in the mddle of the stone bl ock. Now, as he pulled on
it, he made a thin layer of the stone turn liquid on the bottomand sides, so it was easier to
pull it out, once he got it nmoving. It also nade it silent as rock slid across rock. Except for
the I oud thud as the back of the stone dropped out of the hole and fell the fewinches to the
floor.

A breeze canme through the cell, making it all the cooler. He slid the stone out of the way and
then lay down and thrust his head and shoul ders into the gap

He was maybe twel ve feet above the ground and directly over the head of a group of a dozen
sol diers marching from sonmewhere to somewhere. Fortunately, they didn't |look up. But that didn't
keep Calvin's heart from beating hal fway out of his chest. Once they were past, though, he figured
he could go feet-first through the hole and drop safely down to the ground and just wal k away into
the streets of Paris. Let them wonder how he got a stone out of the wall. That'd teach themto
| ock up fol ks who heal beggars.

He was all set to go, his feet already going into the hole, when it suddenly dawned on hi mthat
escapi ng was about as dunb a thing as he could do. Wasn't he here to see the Enperor? |If he becane
a fugitive, that wasn't going to be too hel pful. Bonaparte had powers that even Alvin didn't know
about. Calvin had to learn them if he could. The snart thing to do was sit tight here and see if
sonehow, soneone in the chain of command nmight realize that a fell ow who could heal beggars m ght
be able to help with Bonaparte's fanous gout.

So he got his back into it and hefted the stone back up into the gap and shoved it into place.
He left the finger holes init-- it was dark at the back of the cell and besides, maybe if they
noti ced those holes in the stone they'd have nore respect for his powers.

O maybe not. How could he know? Everything was out of his control now. He hated that. But if
you want to get sonmething, you got to put yourself in the way of getting it.

Now t hat he wasn't trying to escape-- but knew that he could if he wanted to-- Calvin spent the
days and nights lying on his cot or pacing his cell. Calvin wasn't good at being alone. He'd
| earned that on his trek through the woods after leaving Vigor. Alvin might be happy running al ong
like a Red, but Calvin soon abandoned the forest tracks and got himon a road and hitched a ride
on a farmer's wagon and then another and another, naking friends and tal king for conpany the whol e
way.

Now here he was stuck again, and even if the guards had been willing to talk to him he didn't
know the | anguage. It hadn't bothered himthat nuch when he was free to walk the streets of Paris
and feel hinself surrounded by the bustle of busy city life. Here, though, his inability to so
much as ask a guard what day it was it made himfeel crippled.

Finally he began to amuse hinmself with mischief. It was no trouble at all to get his doodl e bug
i nside the | ock nechanismand ruin the guard's key by softening it when he inserted it. Wen the
guard took the key back out, it had no teeth and the door was still |ocked. Angry, the guard
stal ked off to get another key. This tine Calvin | et himopen the door w thout a problen- but
what was it that nade the first key lose its teeth?

And it wasn't just his own |ock. He began to search far and wide with his doodl ebug until he
| ocated the other occupied cells. He played ganmes with their |ocks, too, including fusing a couple
of them shut so no key could open them and ruining a couple of others so they couldn't be | ocked
at all. The shouting, the stonping, the running, it kept Calvin greatly entertained, especially as
he i magi ned what the guards nust be thinking. Ghosts? Spies? Wio coul d be doi ng these strange
things with the locks in the Bastille?

He al so |l earned a few things. Back in Vigor, whenever he sat down for |ong he'd either get
i mpati ent and get up and nove again, or he'd start thinking about Alvin and get all angry. Either
way, he didn't spend all that rmuch time testing the linits of his powers, not since Alvin cane

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (85 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt

hone. Now, though, he found that he could send his doodle bug right far, and into places that he'd
never seen with his own eyes. He began to get used to noving his bug through the stone, feeling
the different textures of it, sensing the wooden franes to the heavy doors, the netal hinges and

| ocks. Damm, but he was good at this!

And he explored his own body with that doodl ebug, and the bodies of the other prisoners, trying
to find what it was that Alvin saw, trying to see deep. He experinented a little on the other
prisoners' bodies, too, nmaking changes in their legs the way he'd have to change Bonaparte's | eg.
Not that any of them had gout, of course-- that was a rich man's di sease, and nobody in prison was
rich, even if they had noney on the outside. Still, he could get a nmental chart of what a nore-or-
| ess healthy | eg | ooked like, on the inside. Get sone idea of what he needed to do to get the
Enmperor's | eg back in good shape.

Truth to tell, though, he didn't understand nmuch nore about |egs after a week of this than he
did at the beginning.

A week. A week and a half. Every day, nore and nore often, he'd walk to the wall, squat down,
and put his fingers into those finger holes. He'd pull the stone a little bit, or maybe sonetines
nmore, and once or twice all the way out of the wall, wanting to slide through the hole and wal k

away to freedom Always, after a little thought, he put it back. But it took nore thought every
day. And the longing to be gone got stronger and stronger

It was a blame fool plan anyway, like all his plans, when you cane right down to it. Calvin was
a fool to think they'd | et sone unknown American boy have access to the Enperor.

He had the stone out of the wall for what he thought nmight well be the last time, when he heard
the steps in the corridor. Nobody ever came along here this late at night! No tine to get the
stone back in place, either. So... was it go, or stay? They'd see the stone out of the wall no
matter what he did. So did he want to face the consequences, which m ght include seeing the
Enmperor, but might just as easy nmean facing the guillotine; or did he duck through the hole and
get out into the street before they got the door open?

Littl e Napol eon grunbled to hinself. Al these days, the Enperor could have asked about the
Anerican healer any time. But no, it had to be in the mddle of the night, it had to be tonight,
when Littl e Napol eon had reserved the best box for the opening of a new opera by sone Italian,
what' s-hi s-nane. He wanted to tell the Enperor that toni ght was not convenient, he should find
anot her toady to do his bidding. But then the Enperor sniled at himand suggested that he had
ot hers who could do such a nmenial job, and he shouldn't waste his nephew s time on such

uni nportant matters... and what could Little Napol eon do? He couldn't let the Enperor realize that
he could be replaced by some flunky. No, he insisted. No, Uncle, I'Il go nyself, it'll be ny
pl easure.

"I just hope he can do what you pronised," Bonaparte said.

The bastard was playing with him that was the truth. He knew as well as Little Napol eon did
that there was no pronise of anything, just a report. But if it pleased the Enperor to nake his
nephew sweat with fear that maybe he'd be nmade a fool of, well, Enperors were allowed to toy with
ot her people's feelings.

The guard nmade a great noi se about marching down the stone corridor and funbling a long tine
with the keys.

"What, fool, are you giving the prisoner tine to stop digging his tunnel and hide the evidence?"
"There be no tunnels fromthis floor, ny lord," the turnkey said.
"I know that, fool. But what's all the funble with the keys?"

"Most of themare new, ny lord, and | don't recognize which one opens which door, not as easy as
| used to."

"Then get the old keys and don't waste ny time!"
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"The ol d keys been stripped, or the |ocks was broken, ny lord. It's been crazy, you woul dn't
believe it."

"I don't believe it," said Little Napol eon grunpily. But he did, really-- he had heard sonething
about some sabotage or sone kind of rare |ock rust or something in the Bastille.

The key finally slid into the |ock, and the door creaked open. The turnkey stepped in and shone
his lantern about, to make sure the prisoner was in his place and not poised to junp himand take
the keys. No, this one, the American boy, he was sitting far fromthe door, |eaning against the
opposite wal |

Sitting on what? The turnkey took a step or two closer, held the [ antern higher
"Mon dieu,” rmurnured Little Napol eon.

The American was sitting on a large stone block fromthe wall, with a gap that led right out to
the street. No man could have lifted such a block out of the wall with his bare hands-- how coul d
he even get hold of it? But having noved it sonmehow, what did this American fool do but sit down
and wait! Why didn't he escape?

The American grinned at him then stood up, still smling, still looking at Little Napol eon--
and then plunged his hands into the stone right up to his elbows, as easy as if the stone had been
a wat er basin.

The turnkey screeched and ran for the door

The American pulled his hands back out of the stone-- except that one of themwas in a fist now
He held out the stone to Little Napoleon, who took it, hefted it. It was stone, as hard as ever--
but it was shaped with the print of the inside of a man's palns and fingers. Somehow this fellow
could reach into solid rock and grab a lunmp of stone as if it were clay.

Littl e Napol eon reached into his nenory and pulled out sonme English fromhis days in school
"What are your nanme?" he asked.

"Cal vin Maker," said the Anerican

"Speak you the French?"

"Not a word," said Calvin Mker

"Go avec ne," said Little Napol eon. "Avec..."
"Wth," said the boy helpfully. "Go with you."
"Qui. Yes."

The Enperor had finally asked for the boy. But now Littl e Napol eon had serious m sgivings. There
was not hi ng about the healing of beggars to suggest the boy might have power over solid stone.
What if this Calvin Maker did sonething to enbarrass hinP Wat if-- it was beyond inagining, but
he had to imagine it-- what if he killed Uncle Napol eon?

But the Enperor had asked for him There was no undoing that. Wat was he going to do, go tel
Uncl e that the boy he'd brought to heal his gout just mght decide to plunge his hands into the
floor and pull up a lunp of marble and brain himw th it? That would be political suicide. He'd be
living on Corsica tending sheep in no tinme. If he didn't get to watch the world tunble head over
heel s as his head rolled down into the basket fromthe guillotine.

"Go go go," said Little Napoleon. "Wss ne."

The turnkey was huddled in a far corner of the corridor. Little Napoleon ainmed a kick in his
direction. The nan was so far gone that he didn't even dodge. The kick | anded squarely, and with a
whi nper the turnkey rolled over |ike a cabbage.

The American boy | aughed out loud. Little Napoleon didn't like his laugh. He toyed with the idea
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of drawing his knife and killing the boy on the spot. But the explanation to the Enperor would be
dangerous. "So you tried for weeks to get me to see him and he was an assassin all al ong?" No,
what ever happened, the Anerican woul d see the Enperor

Cal vin Maker woul d see Napol eon Bonaparte... while Little Napol eon would see if CGod woul d Answer
a nost fervent prayer.

Chapter 12 -- Lawyers

"You know the mller's boy, Alvin, is in jail up in Hatrack River.'
counter and sm | ed.

The stranger |eaned on the

"l reckon we heard about it," said Arnor-of-God Waver.

"I"'mhere to help get the truth about Alvin, so the jury can make the right judgnment up in
Hatrack. They don't know Alvin as well as fol ks around here are bound to. | just need to get sone
af fidavits about his character." The stranger smniled again.

Arnor - of - God nodded. "I reckon this is the place for affidavits, if the truth about Alvin is
what you're after.”

"That | am | take it you know the young nman yoursel f?"

"Well enough." Arnor-of-God figured if he was going to find out what this fellow was doing, it
was best not to say he was married to Alvin's sister. "But | reckon, you don't know what you're

getting into up here, friend. You'll get nore than the affidavits you're after.”
"Ch, 1've heard tell about the massacre at Ti ppy-Canoe, and the curse that fol ks here are under.
I"'ma lawer. I'"'mused to hearing grimstories from people |I'm defending."

"Def endi ng, eh?" asked Arnor. "You a | awyer as defends people, is that it?"
"That's what |'m best known for, in nmy honme in Carthage City."

Arnmor nodded again. He might live in Carthage City now, but his accent said New Engl and. And he
mght try some folksy talk, but it was a |awer's version of it, to put folks off guard. This man
could talk like the Bible if he wanted to. He could talk like MIton. But Arnor didn't let on that
he didn't trust the man. Not yet. "So when fol ks here tell you how they slaughtered Reds what
never done nobody no harm you can hear that w thout batting an eye, is that it?"

"I can't guarantee | won't do any eye-batting, M. Waver. But I'll listen, and when it's done,
I"lI'l get on with the business that brought nme here."

Now it's tine. "And what business is that?" asked Arnor.
The man blinked. Al ready batting an eye, thought Arnor. That was right quick
"I told you, M. Waver. Cetting affidavits about Alvin the mller's son."

"In order to tell people in Hatrack Ri ver about his true character, | renmenber. The thing is,
out of the last eight years, Alvin spent seven in Hatrack, and only one here in Vigor Church. W
knowed himas a child, you bet, but lately I'd say it's the people of Hatrack R ver as knows him
best. So the way | see it, you're here to get a picture of Alvin that folks in Hatrack don't know.
And the only reason for that is because you need to change their point of view about the boy. And
since | know for a fact that Alvin is respected in Hatrack, you can only be here to try to dig up
some dirt on the boy in order to do himharm Have | just about got it? Friend?"

The | awyer's sudden | ack of a cheerful smle was all the confirmation Arnor needed. "Dirt is the
farthest thing fromny nind, M. Waver. | cone here with an open mnd."

"An open mind, and free tal k about how you defend people and all so as to namke fol ks think
you're on Alvin's side, instead of being hired to do your best to destroy folks' good opinion of
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him So | reckon the fact that you're here neans that Alvin's friends better get somebody else to
go around collecting affidavits in his favor, since you won't be satisfied until you dig up some
lies."”

The man stiffened and stepped back. "I see that you're rather a partisan about the matter. |
hope you can tell ne what | said to give offense.”

"Wuy, the only offense you gave was thinking that because |'mnot a | awer | nust be dunb as a
dog's butt."

"Well, no matter what concl usion you have reached, | assure you that as an officer of the court
| seek nothing nore than the sinple truth."

"Officer of the court, is it? Well, | happen to know that all lawers is called officers of the
court. Even when they're hired by a private party to do m schief, because you sure as God |ives
wasn't hired by the county attorney down in Hatrack, because he would' ve give you a letter of
i ntroduction and you wouldn't have tried none of these pussyfooting prevaricating m srepresenting
shenani gans. "

The stranger put his hat back on his head and pushed it down right firm Arnor suppressed the
i mpul se to reach out and push it down still firmer. As the stranger reached the door, Arnor called
out one last question. "Do you have a nane, so we can inquire with the state bar associati on about
any outstandi ng acti ons agai nst you?"

The | awyer turned and sniled, even broader than when he was trying to fool Arnmor. "My nane is
Dani el Webster, M. Waver, and ny client is truth and justice."

"Truth and justice nust pay a danm sight better in New England than it does out here," said
Arnor. "You are from New Engl and, aren't you?"

"l was born there, and raised there, but saw no future for nyself in that benighted backward
place. So | canme to the United States, where the |aws are founded on the rights of man instead of
the dynastic clainms of nonarchs or the worn-out theology of Puritans."

"Ah. So nobody's paying you?"
"I didn't say that, M. Waver."

"Who's paying you, then? Ain't the county, and it ain't the state. And it sure can't be
Makepeace Smith, since he's got himhardly four bits to rub together."

"I"mrepresenting a consortium of concerned citizens of Carthage City, who are determ ned to see
that justice prevails even in the benighted backwaters of the state of Ho."

"A consortium That anything |ike a public house? O a brothel ?"
"How amusi ng. "

"Nane me a nane, M. Wbster. | happen to be nmayor of this town, such as it is, and you' re here
practicing law, after a fashion, and | think | have a right to know who's sending | awers up here
to collect |lies about our respected citizens."

"Do you own a gun of any kind, M. Waver?"
"I do, friend."

"Then why should | reveal the nanes of nmy clients to an arned and angry nan of a town that is so
proud of being a nest of nmurderers that they brag out the whole story to any unfortunate visitor
who happens by? Al so, mayors have no right to inquire about anything froman attorney about his
relations with his clients. Good day, M. Waver."

Arnmor watched the Webster fell ow out the door, then put on his hat, called out to his ol dest boy
to |l eave of f soapmaki ng and watch the store, and took off at a jog up and over the hill to his in-
| aws' house. Hs wife would be there, since she was the best of the wonmen at doing Alvin's Mkery
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stuff and so was in nuch demand as a teacher and a fashioner of-- much as Arnor hated it-- hexes.
The fam |y needed to know what was going on, that Alvin had enemies fromthe capital who were
spendi ng noney on a |lawer to come dig up dirt about the boy. There was no way around it now -
they had to get thema lawer for Alvin, sonmehow. And not no country cousin, either. It had to be
a city lawer who knew all the sane tricks as this Whbster fellow. Arnor vaguely renenbered having
heard of this man sonewhere. He was spoke of with awe in sone circles, and having talked to him
and heard his gol den voice and his quick answers and the way he made a lie sound |ike the natural
truth even to sonmeone who knew it was deception, well, Arnmor knew it would take some finding to
get thema | awer who could best him And finding was going to be conplicated by another problent-

payi ng.

* k *

Calvin had no idea what he was supposed to do upon neeting the Enperor. The nan's title was a
t hrowback to ancient Rone, to Persia, to Babylon. But there he sat in a straight-back chair
instead of a throne, his leg up on a cushioned bench; and instead of courtiers there were only
secretaries, each scribbling anay on a witing desk until an order or letter or edict was
finished, then leaping to his feet and rushing fromthe roomas the next secretary began to
scribble furiously as Bonaparte dictated in a continuous streamof biting, lilting, alnost Italian-
soundi ng French.

As the dictation proceeded, Calvin, with guards on either side of him(as if that could stop him
frommaking the floor collapse under the Enperor if he felt like it), watched silently. O course
they did not invite himto sit down; even Little Napol eon, the Enperor's nephew, renai ned
standing. Only the secretaries could sit, it seemed, for it was hard to i magi ne how they coul d
wite without a lap

At first Calvin sinmply took in the surroundings; then he studied the face of the Enperor, as if
that slightly pained expression contained some secret which, if only exanined | ong enough, would
yield the secrets of the sphinx. But soon Calvin attention drifted to the leg. It was the gout
that he had to cure, if he was to nake any headway. And Cal vin had no idea what caused the gout or
even how to figure it out. That was Alvin's province.

For a nonent it occurred to Calvin that maybe he ought to beg permission to wite to his brother
so he could get Alvin over here to cure the Enperor and win Calvin's freedom But he i mediately
despised hinself for the cowardly thought. Am| a Maker or not? And if a Maker, then Alvin's
equal. And if Alvin's equal, why should | sumon himto bail ne out of a situation which, for all
I know right now, m ght need no bailing?

He sent his doodling bug into Napoleon's |eg.

It wasn't the sort of swelling that Calvin was used to in the festering sores of beggars. He
didn't understand what the fluids were-- not pus, that was certain-- and he dared not sinply make
them fl ow back into the blood, for fear that they m ght be poisons that would kill the very man he
came to learn from

Besides, was it really in Calvin's best interests to cure this man? Not that he knew how to do
it-- but he wasn't sure he really ought to try. What he needed was not the nmonentary gratitude of
a cured man, but the continuing dependence of a sufferer who needed Calvin's mnistration for
relief. Temporary relief.

And this was sonething Calvin did understand, to a point. He had | earned | ong ago how to find
the nerves in a dog or squirrel and give thema sort of tweak, an invisible pinch. Sonmetines it

set the aninmal to squealing and screeching till Calvin alnost died fromlaughing. Qher tinmes the
creature didn't show pain, but linped along as if that pinched linb didn't even exist. One tine a
perfectly healthy dog dragged around its hindquarters till its belly and | egs were rubbed raw in

the dirt and Father was all set to shoot the poor thing to put it out of its misery. Calvin took
mercy on the beast then and unpinched the nerve so it could wal k again, but after that it never
did walk right, it sort of sidled, though whether that was fromthe pinch Calvin gave it or from
the damaged caused by dragging its butt through the dirt for nost of a week Calvin had no way to
guess.
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What mattered was that pinching of the nerve, to renove all feeling. Bonaparte might Iinp, but
it would take away the pain. Relief, not a cure

Whi ch nerve? It wasn't like Calvin had themall charted out. That sort of nethodical thinking
was Alvin's gane. In England, Calvin had realized that this was one of the crucial differences
between himand his brother. There was a new word a fellow just coined at Canbridge for people who
were ploddingly nethodical like Alvin: scientist. Wile Calvin, with dash and flair and verve and,
above all, the spirit of inprovisation, he was an artist. Trouble was, when it cane to getting at
the nerves in Bonaparte's leg, Calvin couldn't very well experinent. He didn't think a strong
friendship woul d devel op between the Enperor and himif it began with the Enperor squealing and
screeching like a tortured squirrel

He pondered that for a while until, watching a secretary rise up and rush fromthe room it
occurred to himthat Bonaparte's weren't the only legs around. Now that it mattered that Calvin
find out exactly which nerve did what, and that his pinch deadened pain instead of provoking it,
he had to play the scientist and test nany legs until he got it right.

He started with the secretary who was next in line, a shortish fellow (snmaller even than the
Enperor, who was a nman of scant stature) who fidgeted a little in his chair. Unconfortable? Calvin
asked himsilently. Then let's see if we can find you some relief He sent his bug into the man's
right leg, found the nost obvi ous nerve, and pinched.

Not a wince, not a grinmace. Calvin was annoyed. He pinched harder. Not hing.

Then the current secretary junped to his feet and rushed fromthe room It was now the turn of
the short fellow Calvin had pinched. The man tried to shift his body in his chair, to adjust the
position of the | apdesk, but to Calvin's delight a | ook of astonishment cane over the nman's face,
followed by a blush as hebad to reach down and nove his right leg with his hands. So. That |arge
nerve-- or was it a bundle of very fine nerves? --had nothing to do with feeling. Instead they
seened to control novement. |nteresting.

The fellow wote in silence, but Calvin knew that all he was really thinking about was what
woul d happen when he had to junp up and run fromthe room Sure enough, when the edict ended-- it
was about the granting of a special tax exenption to certain vintners in southern France because
of a bad harvest-- the man | eapt up, spun around, and sprawl ed on the floor, his right leg tangled
with his left like the fishing Iines of children.

Every eye turned to the poor fellow, but not a word was spoken. Calvin watched with anmusenent as
he got up on his hands and his left knee, while the right |eg hung usel ess. The knee bent wel
enough, of course, and the man got it under his body so it |ooked like it might work, but tw ce he
tried to put weight on it and twi ce he fell again.

Bonaparte, |ooking annoyed, finally spoke to him "Are you a secretary, sir, or a clown?"
"My leg, sir," said the niserable clerk. "My right |l eg seens not to work just now "

Bonaparte turned sharply to the guards detaining Calvin. "Help himout of here. And fetch
soneone to clean up the spilled ink."

The guards hauled the man to his feet and started to nove himtoward the door. Now it was tine
for Little Napoleon to Assert hinself. "Take his desk, fools," said the Enperor's nephew. "And the
inkwell, and the quill, and the edict, if it isn't spoiled."”

"And how will they do all that?" asked Bonaparte testily. "Seeing they have to hold up this one-
| egged beggar?" Then he | ooked expectantly at Little Napol eon's face.

It took a noment for Little Napoleon to realize what the Enperor wanted of him and an even
| onger nmoment for himto swallow his pride enough to do it. "Wy, of course, Uncle,"” he said, with
careful mldness. "l shall gladly pick it up nyself, sir."

Cal vin suppressed a snile as the proud man who had arrested him now knelt down and gat hered up
papers, |apdesk, quill, and inkwell, carefully avoiding getting a single drop of ink on hinself.
By now the secretary Calvin had pinched was out of the room He thought of sending out his bug to
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find the man and unpinch the nerve, but he wasn't sure where he had gone, and anyway, what did it
matter? It was just a secretary.

When Littl e Napol eon was gone, Bonaparte resuned dictating, but now his delivery was not rapid
and biting. Rather he halted, corrected hinself now and then, and sonetines | apsed into silence
for atime, as the secretary sat with pen poised. At such nmonments Cal vin woul d cause the ink on
the quill to flowto the tip and drop off suddenly onto the paper-- ah, the flurry of bloitting!
And of course this only served to distract the Enperor all the nore.

There remai ned, however, the matter of legs. Calvin explored each secretary in turn, finding
other nerves to pinch, ever so slightly. He left the nerves of nmovenent alone now, it was the
nerves of pain that he was finding now, charting his progress by the w dened eyes, flushed faces,
and occasi onal gasps of the unfortunate secretaries. Bonaparte was not unaware of their disconfort-
- it distracted himall the nore. Finally, when a man gasped at a particularly sharp pinch--
Calvin's touch was not always precise with such slender things as nerves-- Bonaparte turned
hinself in his chair, wincing at the pain in his owm leg, and said, as best Calvin could
understand his French, "Do you nock me with these pains and npans? | sit here in agony, making no
sound, while you, with no nore pain than that of sitting too long to take letters, npban and gasp
and wi nce and sigh until | can only inmagine | amtrapped with a choir of hyenas!"

At that nmoment Calvin finally got it right, giving just the right anpbunt of pressure to a
secretary's pain nerve that all feeling vanished, and instead of the man w ncing, his face rel axed
inrelief. That's it, thought Calvin. That's how it's done.

He al nost sent his bug right into Bonaparte's leg to do that sanme little twi st and nake the
Enperor's pain go away. Fortunately he was distracted by the opening of the door. It was a
scullery maid with a bucket and rags to clean up the ink fromthe nmarble floor. Bonaparte gl ared
at her, and she al nbst dropped her things and fled, except that he at once softened his
expression, "My rage is at nmy pain, girl," he said to her. "Conme in and do your work, no one
nmi nds. "

Wth that she gathered her courage, scurried to the drying ink, set down the bucket with a cl ank
and a slosh, and set to work scrubbing.

By now Calvin had cone to his senses. Wiat good would it do to take away Bonaparte's pain if the
Enperor didn't know that it was Calvin doing it? Instead he practiced the soothing tw st of the
nerves on all the secretaries, to their undoubted relief, and as he did he began to sense a sort
of current, a humming, a vibration on the nerves that were actually carrying pain at the instant
he twi sted them so that he could get even nore precise, taking away not all the feeling in a |eg,
but just the pain itself. Finally he got to the scullery naid, to the pain she always felt in her
knees as she knelt on hard cold floors to do her, work. So sudden was the relief, and so sharp and
constant had been the pain, that she cried al oud, and agai n Bonaparte glared at the interruption.

"Ch sir," she said, "forgive ne, but |I suddenly felt no pain in nmy knees."

"Lucky you," said Bonaparte. "Along with this mracle, do you also find that you see no ink on
the floor?"

She | ooked down. "Sir, with all ny scrubbing, | can't get up the whole stain. I'mafraid it's
gone down into the stone, sir."

Calvin at once sent his doodling bug into the surface of the narble and di scovered that the ink
had, indeed, penetrated beyond the reach of her scrubbing. Now was the chance to have Bonaparte
notice him not as a prisoner-- even his guards were gone-- but as a nman of power. "Perhaps | can
hel p," he said.

Bonaparte | ooked at himas if seeing himfor the first time, though Calvin was quite aware that
the Enmperor had sized himup several tines over the past half-hour. Bonaparte spoke to himin
accented English. "Was it for scullery work you cane to Paris, my dear American friend?"

"I came to serve you, sir," said Calvin. "Whether with a stained floor or a pained leg, | care
not."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (92 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt
"Let's see you with floors first," said Bonaparte. "G ve himthe rags and bucket, girl."

"I don't need them" said Calvin. "I've already done it. Have her scrub again, and this tine the
stain will come right up."”

Bonaparte glowered at the idea of serving as interpreter for an American prisoner and a scullery
mai d, but his curiosity got the better of his dignity and he gave the girl the order to scrub
again. This time the ink came right up, and the stone was clean again. It had been child' s play
for Calvin, but the ame in the girl's face was the best possible advertisenment for his wondrous
power. "Sir," she said, "I had only to pass the rag over the stain and it was gone!"

The secretaries were eyeing Calvin carefully now- they weren't fools, and they clearly
suspected him of causing both their disconfort and their relief, though some of them were pinching
the legs to try to restore feeling after Calvin's first, clunsier attenpts at nunbing pain. Now
Calvin went back into their legs, restored feeling, and then gave the nore delicate tw st that
renmoved pain. They watched himwarily, as Bonaparte | ooked back and forth between his clerks and
his prisoner.

"I see you have been busy playing little jokes on ny secretaries.”

W thout an answer, Calvin reached into the Enperor's leg and, for just a nonent, renoved al
pain. But only for a nonent; he soon let it cone back

Bonaparte's face darkened. "Wat kind of man are you, to take away ny pain for a nonent and then
send it back to nme?"

"Forgive ne, sir," said Calvin. "It's easy to cure the pain | caused nyself, in your nen. O
even the pain fromhours of kneeling, scrubbing floors. But the gout-- that's hard, sir, and
know of no cure, nor of any relief that lasts nore than a little while."

"Longer than five seconds, though-- |I'Il wager you know how to do that."
"I can try."

"You're the clever one," said Bonaparte. "But | know a lie. You can take away the pain and yet
you choose not to. How dare you hold ne hostage to mnmy pain?"

Calvin answered in mld tones, though he knew he took his life in his hands to say such a bold
thing in any tone: "Sir, you have held ny whol e body prisoner this whole tine, when | was free
before. | cone here and find you already a prisoner of pain, and you conplain to nme that | do not
set you free?"

The secretaries gasped again, but not in pain this tine. Even the scullery maid was shocked-- so
much so that she knocked her bucket over, spilling soapy, inky water over half the floor

Cal vin quickly nade the water evaporate fromthe floor, then nade the residue of ink turn to
fine, invisible dust.

The scullery maid went scream ng fromthe room

The secretaries, too, were on their feet. Bonaparte turned to them "If | hear any runor of
this, you will all go to the Bastille. Find the girl and silence her-- by persuasion or
i mpri sonnent, she deserves no torture. Now | eave ne alone with this extortionist, while |I find out
what he wants to get fromne."

They left the room As they were going, Little Napol eon and the guards returned, but Bonaparte
sent themaway as well, to his nephew s ill-concealed fury.

"Al'l right, we're alone," said Bonaparte. "Wat do you want?"
"I want to heal your pain."

"Then heal it and have done."
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Calvin took the challenge, twi sted the nerves just right, and saw Bonaparte's face soften
| osing the perpetual wince. "Such a gift as that," nmurnured the Enperor, "and you spend it
cleaning floors and taking stones fromprison walls."

"It won't last," said Calvin.

"You nmean you choose not to make it last," said Bonaparte.

Cal vin took the unusual step of telling the plain truth, sensing that Bonaparte would know if
anything he said was a lie. "It's not a cure. The gout is still there. I don't understand the gout
and | can't cure it. | can take away the pain."

"But not for long."

Truthfully, Calvin answered, "I don't know how | ong."

"And for what payment?" asked Bonaparte. "Cone on, boy, | know you want sonething. Everyone
does. "

"But you're Napol eon Bonaparte,” said Calvin. "I thought you knew what every man wanted."

"God doesn't whisper it in my ear, if that's what you think. And yes, | know what you want but |

have no idea why you've cone to nme for it. You're hungry to be the greatestnman on Earth. |'ve net
men with anbition |ike yours before-- and wonen, too. Unfortunately |I can't easily bend such
anbition into subservience to ny interests. Cenerally | have to kill them because they're a

danger to ne."
Those words went |ike a knife through Calvin's heart.

"But you're different," said Bonaparte. "You nmean ne no harm In fact, I'mjust a tool to you. A
means of gai ning advantage. You don't want ny kingdom | rule all of Europe, northern Africa, and
much of the ancient East, and yet you want ne only to tutor you in preparation for a nuch greater
ganme. What gane, on God's green Earth, might that be?"

Calvin never neant to tell him but the words cane blurting out. "I have a brother, an ol der
brot her, who has a thousand tines nmy power." The words galled him burned his throat as he said
t hem

"And a thousand tines your virtue, too, | think," said Bonaparte. But those words had no sting

for Calvin. Virtue, as Alvin defined it, was waste and weakness. Calvin was proud to have little
of it.

"Way hasn't your brother chall enged ne?" asked Bonaparte. "Wy hasn't he shown his face to nme in
all these years?"

"He's not anbitious," said Calvin.

"That is a lie," said Bonaparte, "even though in your ignorance you believe it. There is no such
thing as a living human being wi thout anmbition. St. Paul said it best: Faith, anmbition, and | ove,
the three driving forces of human life."

"I believe it was hope," said Calvin. "Hope and charity."
"Hope is the sweet weak sister of anmbition. Hope is ambition wishing to be liked."

Calvin smled. "That's what |'ve cone for," he said.
"Not to heal my gout."
"To ease your pain, as you ease ny ignorance."

"Wth powers |ike yours, what do you need with nmy small worl d-conquering gifts?" Bonaparte's
irony was plain and pai nful
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My powers are nothing conpared to nmy brother's, and he is the only teacher | can learn them
from So | need other powers that he doesn't have."

"M ne."
"Yes. "
"Then how do | know that you won't turn on ne and try to take ny enpire?"

"I'f I wanted it | could have it now, " said Calvin.

"It's one thing to terrify people with displays of power," said Bonaparte. "But terror only gets
you obedi ence when you're there. | have the power to hold nen obedient to nme even when ny back is
turned, even when there's no chance |I'd ever catch themin wongdoing. They |ove nme, they serve ne
with their whole hearts. Even if you sent every building in Paris crashing to the street, it
woul dn't win the people's loyalty."

"That's why |I'm here, because | know that."

"Because you want to win the loyalty of your brother's friends," said Bonaparte. "You want them
to spurn your brother and put you in his place.”

"Call me Cain if you want, but yes," said Calvin. "Yes."

"I can teach you that," said Bonaparte. "But no pain. And no little ganes with the pain, either
If the pain cones back, I'll have you killed."

"You can't even hold nme in a prisonif | don't want to stay there."
"When | decide to kill you, boy, you won't even see it coning."

Cal vin believed him

"Tell me, boy--"

"Calvin."

"Boy, don't interrupt ne, don't correct ne." Bonaparte smled sweetly. "Tell ne, Calvin, weren't
you afraid that | would win your loyalty and put your gifts to use in nmy service?"

"As you said,"” Calvin answered, "your powers have scant effect on people with anbition as great
as your own. It's only really the goodness in people that you turn against themto control them
Their generosity. Isn't that right?"

"In a sense, though it's nuch nore conplicated than that. But yes."
Calvin smiled broadly. "Wll, then, you see? | knew | was inmnune."
Bonaparte frowned. "Are you so sure of that? So proud to be a nman utterly devoid of generosity?"

Calvin's snile faded just a little. "Od Boney, the terror of Europe, the toppler of enpires--
A d Boney is shocked at ny | ack of conpassi on?”

"Yes," said Bonaparte. "I never thought |I'd see the like. A man |I'Il never have power over..
and yet | will let you stay with me, for the sake of nmy leg, and I'l|l teach you all that can be
taught. For the sake of ny leg."

Cal vin | aughed and nodded. "Then you've got a deal ."

Only later, as he was being shown to a |luxurious apartnent in the palace did it occur to Calvin
to wonder if, perhaps, Bonaparte's admi ssion that Calvin could not be controlled nmight not be just
a ploy; if, perhaps, Bonaparte already had control over Calvin but, like all the Enperor's other
tools, Calvin continued to think that he was free.

No, he told hinself. Even if it's true, what good will it do ne to think about it? The deed's
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done or it's not done, and either way |I'mstill nyself and still have Alvin to deal with. A
thousand times nore powerful than ne! A thousand tinmes nore virtuous! W'Il see about that when
the tinme conmes, when | take your friends away fromyou, Alvin, the way you stole my birthright
fromme, you thieving Esau, you pit-digging Reuben, you jealous taunting Ishmael. God will give ne
my birthright, and has given ne Bonaparte to teach ne how to acconplish sonething with it.

* k k

Alvin didn't realize he was doing it. Daytinmes he thought he was bearing his inprisonment right
well, putting on a cheerful face for his visitors, singing now and then-- harmonizing with the
jailors when they knew the song and joined in. It was a jaunty sort of inprisonnent, and everyone
was saying that it was a shane for Alvin to be all cooped up, but wasn't he taking it like a
sol di er?

In his sleep, though, his hatred for the jail walls, for the sameness and |ifel essness of the
pl ace, it came out in another kind of song, an inward rnusic that harnoni zed with the greensong
that once had tilled this part of the world. It was the nusic of the trees and the | esser plants,
of the insects and spiders, of the furred and finny creatures that dwelt in the | eaves, on the
ground, in the earth, or in the cold streans and unstoppable rivers. And Alvin's inner voice was
tuned to it, knew all the nel odies, and instead of harnonizing with jailors his heart sang with
free creatures.

And they heard his song that went unheard by human ears. In the tattered remmants of the ancient
woods, in the new growmh where a few abandoned fields were four or ten years fallow, they heard
him the last few bison, the still deer, the hunting cats and the soci abl e coyotes and the tinber
wol ves. The birds above all heard him and they cane first, in tws, in tens, in flocks of
hundreds, visiting the town and singing with his nusic for a while, daybirds conming in the
nighttine, until the town was wakened by the din of so many songs all at once. They cane and sang
an hour and |eft again, but the nenory of their song |ingered.

First the birds, and then the song of coyotes, the how of wolves, not so near as to be
terrifying, but near enough to fill the untuned hearts of nobst folks with a kind of dread, and
they woke with nightsweats. Raccoon prints were all over, and yet there was no tearing or
t hi every, and no nore than the usual number of chickens were taken, though foxfeet had trodden on
every henhouse roof. Squirrels a-gathering their nuts ran fearlessly through the town to | eave
smal | offerings outside the courthouse. Fish leapt in the Hatrack and in other nearby streans, a
silver dance in the sparkling moonlit water, the drops like stars falling back into the stream

Through it Alvin slept, and nost folks also slept, so only gradually did the word spread that
the natural world was all a-flutter, and then only a few began to link it with Alvin being in
jail. Logical folks said there couldn't be no connection. Dr. Witley Physicker boldly said, when
asked (and sonetinmes when no one asked at all), "I'mthe first to say it's wong to have that boy
| ocked up. But that doesn't inply that the swarm ng of harm ess unstinging bees through the town
| ast night nmeant anything at all except that perhaps this will be a hardish winter. O perhaps a
mld one. I"'mnot a great reader of bees. But it's nothing to do with Alvin in jail because nature
hardly concerns itself with the |egal disputes of human beings!"

True enough, but, as a |awer might say, irrelevant. It wasn't Alvin in jail that disturbed
nature, it was Alvin singing in his dreans that drew them And those few in town who coul d hear
sonme faint echo of his song-- ones |ike John Binder, for instance, and Captain Harrinman, who had
heard such silent stirrings all their lives-- why, they didn't wake up to the birdsong and the
coyotes yipping and the wolves howing and the patter of squirrel feet on shingles. Those things
just fit into their own dreans, for to themit all belonged, it all fit, and Alvin's song and the
natural greensong of the world spoke peace to themdeep in their hearts. They heard the runors but
didn't understand the fuss. And if Drunken Freda drank a little less and slept a little better
who woul d notice it besides hersel f?

Verily Cooper cane to Vigor Church the hard way, but then everybody did. Wiat with the town's

reputation for making travelers listen to a hard dark story, it's no wonder nobody put a
stagecoach route there. The railroad wasn't out that far west yet, but even if it was, it wasn't
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likely there'd be a Vigor Station or even a spur. The town that Arnor-of-God Waver once expected
to be the gateway to the west was now a permanent backwat er.

So it was railroad-- shaky and stinky, but fast and cheap-- to Dekane, and stagecoach from
there. By sheerest chance, Verily's route took himright through the town of Hatrack River, where
the man he was conming to neet, Calvin's brother Alvin, was |ocked up. But this was the express
coach and it didn't stop in Hatrack for a leisurely nmeal at Horace Guester's roadhouse, where no
doubt Verily would have heard talk that stopped his journey right there. Instead he rode on to
Carthage City, changed to a sl ow coach headi ng northwest into Wbbish, and then got out at a
sleepy little ferry town and bought hima horse and a saddle and a pack rmule for his |uggage,
whi ch wasn't all that rmuch but nore than he wanted to have on the horse he was riding. Fromthere
it was a sinple matter of riding north all day, stopping at a farmhouse at night, and riding
anot her day until, late in the afternoon, just as the sun was setting, he cane to Arnor's general
store, where lanps were lit and Verily hoped he might find a night's | odging.

"I"'msorry," said the man at the door. "W don't take in |odgers-- not nmuch call for themin
this town. The miller's fanmily up the road takes in such | odgers as we get, but... well, friend,
you mght as well cone in. Because nost of the miller's famly is right here in ny store, and
besi des, there's a tale they have to tell you before you or they can go to bed tonight."

"I"ve been told of it," said Verily Cooper, "and I'mnot afraid to hear it."
"So you cane here on purpose?"

"Wth those signs on the road, warning travel ers away?" Verily stepped through the doorway. "I
have a horse and a nmule to attend to."

H s words were heard by the people gathered on stools and chairs and | eaning on the store
counter. Immediately two young nen with identical faces swing thensel ves over the counter. "I've
got the horse," said one.

"Which gives ne the mule-- and his baggage, no doubt.
"And |'ve got the saddle," said the first. "I think it cones out even. "

Verily Cooper stuck out his hand in the forthright American nmanner he had already |learned. "I'm
Verily Cooper," he said.

"Wastenot MIller," said one of the boys.
"And |I''m Wantnot," said the other.
"Puritans, fromthe nanming of you," said Verily.

"Not on a bet," said a thick-bodied mni ddl e-aged nan who was sitting on a stool in the corner
"Nami ng babies for virtues ain't no nonopoly of religious fanatics from New Engl and. "

For the first time Verily felt suspicion in the air, and he realized that they had to be
wonderi ng who he was and what his business was here. "There's not nore than one mller in town, is
t here?" he asked.

"Only me," said the thickset nan

"Then you nust be Alvin MIller, Senior," said Verily, striding up to himand thrusting out his
hand.

The mller took it warily. "You' ve got nme pegged, young feller, but all | know about you is that
you cone here late in the day, nobody knew you was com ng, and you talk like a highfalutin
Englishman with a |l ot of education. Had us a preacher here for a while who tal ked |ike you. Not
anynore though." And fromthe tone of his voice, Verily gathered that the parting hadn't been a
pl easant one.

"My name is Verily Cooper," he said. "My father's trade is barrelnaking, and | |earned the trade
as a boy. But you're right, | did get an education and |I'm now a barrister."
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The m |l er |ooked puzzled. "Barrel naker to barrister,"
know the difference."

he said. "I got to say | don't rightly

The man who greeted himat the door helped out. "A barrister is an English | awer."

The dry tone of his voice and the way everyone stiffened up told Verily that they had sonet hing

agai nst |awyers here. "Please, | assure you, | left that profession behind when | left Engl and.
doubt that 1'd be allowed to practice law here in the United States, at |east not w thout sone
kind of exam nation. | didn't come here for that, anyway."

The miller's wife-- or so Verily guessed from her age, for she wasn't sitting by the man-- spoke
up, and with a good deal less hostility in her voice than her husband had had. "A nan cones from
Engl and especially to cone to the town in Arerica that lives every day in shame. | admt |I'm
curious, lawer or no lawer. Wat is your business here?"

"Well, | met a son of yours, | think. And what he told me--"

It was al nost comic, the way they all suddenly | eaned forward. "You saw Cal vi n?"

"The very one," said Verily. "An interesting young nan." They reserved conment.

Well, if there was one thing Verily had |l earned as a | awyer, it was that he didn't have to fil
every silence with his own speech. He couldn't be sure of this famly's attitude toward Cal vin--
after all, Calvin was such an acconplished |iar he nust have practiced the art here at hone before

trying to use it to nake his way in the world. So he m ght be hated. O he m ght be | oved and
yearned for. Verily didn't want to nake a ni st ake.

Finally, predictably, it was Calvin' s nother who spoke up. "You saw ny boy? Were was he? How
was he?"

"I met himin London. He has the |anguage and bearing of quite a clever young man. Seens to be
in good health, too."

They nodded, and Verily saw that they seened to be relieved. So they did love him and had
feared for him

A tall, lanky man of about Verily's age stretched out his long |l egs and | eaned back on his
stool. "I'mpretty near certain that you didn't cone all this way just to tell us Calvin was a-
doing fine, M. Cooper."

"No, indeed not. It was sonmething Calvin said." Verily |ooked around at them again, this |arge
famly that was at once wel com ng and suspicious of a stranger, at once concerned and wary about a
m ssing son. "He spoke of a brother of his." At this Verily |ooked at the | anky one who had j ust
spoken. "A son with talents that exceeded Calvin's own."

The | anky one hooted and several others chuckled. "Don't go telling us no stories!" he said.
"Calvin woul dn't never speak of Alvin that way!"

So the | anky one wasn't Alvin Junior after all. "Well, let's just say that | read between the
lines, so to speak. You know that in England, the use of hidden powers and arcane arts is severely
puni shed. So we Englishrmen remain quite ignorant of such nmatters. | gathered, however, that if

there was one person in the world who could teach ne how to understand such things, it mght well
be Calvin's brother Alvin."

They all agreed with that, noddi ng, some even sniling.

But the father renained suspicious. "And why woul d an English | awer be |ooking to | earn nore
about such things?"

Verily, to his own surprise, was at a loss for words. Al his thought had been about finding
Alvin the miller's son-- but of course they would have to know why he cared so nmuch about hidden
powers. What could he say? All his |ife he had been forced to hide his gift, his curse; now he
found he couldn't just blurt it out, or even hint.
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I nstead, he strode to the counter and picked up a couple of |arge wooden spools of thread that
were standing there, presumably so that custoners could reel off the length of thread they wanted
and wind it onto a smaller spool. He put the ends of the spools together, and then found the
perfect fit for them so that no man could pull them apart.

He handed the joined spools to the mller. At once the man tried to pull themapart, but he
didn't seem surprised when he failed, He | ooked at his wife and snmled. "Lookit that," he said. "A
| awyer who knows how to do sonething useful. That's a miracle."

The spools got passed around, nostly in silence, until they got to the |Ianky young man | eani ng
back on his stool. Wthout a nonent's reflection, he pulled the spools apart and set themon the
counter. "Spools ain't no damm good stuck together like that," he said.

Verily was stunned. "You are the one," he said. "You are Alvin."

"No, sir," said the young man. "My nane is Measure, but |'ve been |earning somewhat of ny
brother's skill. That's his main work these days, is teaching folks howto do the same Mkering
stuff that he does, and | reckon I'mlearning it about as good as anybody. But you-- | know he'd
want to neet you."

"Yes," said Verily, making no effort to hide his enthusiasm "Yes, that's what |'ve cone for. To
learn fromhim- so I'mglad to hear that he wants to teach.”

Measure grinned. "Well, he wants to teach, and you want to learn. But | got a feeling you two
are going to have to do each other a different kind of service before that can happen.”

Verily was not surprised. O course there would be sone kind of price, or perhaps a test of
loyalty or trustworthiness. "I'Il do whatever it takes to have a Maker teach ne what ny gift is
for and howto use it well."

Ms. MIler nodded. "I think you just mght do," she said. "I think perhaps God brought you
here. "

Her husband snort ed.

"It would be enough if he brought you to teach ny husband manners, but | fear that may be beyond
even the powers of a benevolent God," she said.

"I hate it when you talk Iike old Reverend Thrower," said the miller grunpily.

"I know you do, dear," said his wife. "M . Cooper, suppose you did need to practice law, not in
Wobbi sh, but in the state of Ho. How long would it take you to prepare to take the test?"

"I don't know," he said. "It depends on how far American |egal practice has diverged from
Engl i sh comon | aw and equity. Perhaps only a few days. Perhaps much |onger. But | assure you,
didn't come here to practice law, but rather to study higher |aws."

"You want to know why you found us all down here at Arnor's store?" asked the mller. "W were
having a neeting, to try to figure out howto raise the noney to hire us a |l awer. W knew we
needed a good one, a first-rate one, but we also knew that sone rich and secret group in Carthage
had al ready hired themthe best |lawers in Ho to work agai nst us. So the question was, who could
we hire, and howin the world could we pay hin? My wife thinks God brung you, but my own opinion
is that you brung your own self, or in another way of |looking at it, my boy Alvin brung you. But
who knows, | always say. You're here. You're a |lawer. And you want sonething fromAl vin."

"Are you proposing an exchange of services?" asked Verily.

"Not really," Measure interrupted, rising fromhis stool. Verily had always thought of hinself
as rather a tall man, but this young farner fairly towered over him "Alvin would teach you for
free, if you want to learn. The thing is, you pretty nuch got to do us that |egal service before
Alvin can take you on as a pupil. That's just the way it is. "

Verily was baffled. Either it was barter or it wasn't.
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The storekeeper spoke up frombehind him |aughing. "W're all tal king at each other every
whi chaway. M. Cooper, the legal service we need fromyou is to defend Alvin Junior at his trial
He's in jail over in Hatrack River, charged with stealing a man's gold and ny guess is they're
going to pile on a whol e bunch of other charges, too. They're out to put that boy in prison for a
long tine, if not hang him and you coning along here just now- well, you got to see that it
| ooks mighty fortunate to us."

"Injail," Verily said.

"In Hatrack River," said Arnor.

"I just rode through there not a week ago."

"Well, you passed by the courthouse where they got himl ocked up."
"Yes, I'll doit. Wen is the trial?"

"Ch, pretty nuch whenever you want. The judge there is a friend of Alvin's, as are nost of the
townfol k, or nost of them as amount to nuch, anyway. They can't just let himgo, nuch as they'd

like to. But they'Il delay the trial as long as you need to get admitted to the bar."
Verily nodded. "Yes, |I'lIl do it. But... I'mpuzzled. You have no idea whether |'ma good | awer
or not."

Measure hooted with laughter. "Cone on, friend, you think we're blind? Look at your cl othes!
You're rich, and you didn't get that way from barrel maki ng. "

"Besides," said Arnor, "you have that English accent, those gentlemanly airs. The jury in
Hatrack River will mostly be on Alvin's side. Everything you say is going to sound powerful clever
to them"

"You're saying that | don't actually have to be very good. | just have to be English, an
attorney-at-law, alive, and present in the courtroom"

"Pretty rmuch, yep," said Arnor.
"Then you have an attorney. O rather, your son does. If he wants nme, that is."

"He wants to get out of jail and have his name cleared,"” said Measure solemly. "And he wants to
teach folks how to be Makers. | think you'll fit right in with what he wants."

"Conme here!" The command canme from Ms. MIller, and Verily obediently wal ked to her. She reached
out and took his right hand and held it in both of hers. "M. Verily Cooper," she said, "will you
be a true friend to nmy son?"

He realized that it was an oath she was asking for, an oath with his whole heart in it. "Yes,
ma'am | will be his true friend."

It wasn't quite silence that followed his prom se. There was the sound of breaths |ong pent
bei ng rel eased. Verily had never been the answer to anyone's heartfelt w sh before. It was rather
exhilarating. And a bit terrifying, too.

Wast enot and Wantnot cane back in. "Horse and nmul e are unl oaded, fed, watered, and stabled."
"Thank you," said Verily.

The twins | ooked around. "What's everybody grinning for?"

"We got us a lawyer for Alvin," said Measure.

Wast enot and Wantnot grinned, too. "Well, heck, then let's go home to bed!"

"No," said the nmiller. "One nore item of business we got to do."
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At once the cheerful nood faded.

"Have a seat, M. Cooper," said the miller. "W have a tale to tell you. A sad one, and it ends
with all the nmen of this town, except Arnor here, and Measure-- it ends with all of us in shanme."

Verily sat down to |isten.

Chapter 13 -- Maneuvers

Vil ate brought himanother pie. "I couldn't finish the |ast one,
stonmach is a bottom ess pit?"

Alvin said. "You think ny

"A man of your size and strength needs sonmething to keep the nmeat on his bones,"” said Vilate.

"And | haven't figured out yet how to nmake half a pie."

Al vin chuckled. But as she slid the pie under the iron-barred door of the cell, Alvin noticed
that she had sone new hexes on her, not to nmention a come-hither and a beseechi ng. Mdst hexes he
recogni zed right off-- he'd nmade a few of themin his own tine, for protection or warding, and
even for conceal ment and nil dness of heart, which made for a deeper kind of safety but were nuch
harder to make. Wat Vil ate had today, though, was beyond Alvin's ken. And since they probably
woul dn't work on him or not too well, he couldn't rightly tell what they'd be for. Nor could he
ask her.

Sorre ki nd of conceal nent, maybe. It seened related to an overl ook-me hex, which was always very
subtl e and usually worked only in one direction

Al vin bent down, picked up the pie, and set it on the small table they'd all owed him
"Alvin," she said softly.

"Yes?" he answered.

" Sh. "

He | ooked up, wondering what the secrecy was about.

"l don't want to be heard,"” she said. She glanced toward the hal f-open door leading to the
sheriff's office, where the guard, was no doubt eavesdroppi ng. She beckoned to Alvin. What went
through his nmind then nade hima little shy. Was she perhaps thinking sone of the same ronantic
t hought s about himthat he had thought about her on sone of these |onely nights? Maybe she knew
sonehow t hat he al one coul d see past her false charnms of beauty and |iked her for who she really
was. Maybe she thought of him as someone she could cone to | ove, as he had wondered sonetines
about her, seeing as how his first love was lost to him

He cane closer. "Alvin, do you want to escape from here?" she whispered. She | eaned her forehead
on the bars. Her face was so close. Was she, in sonme shy way, offering a kiss?

He reached down and touched her chin, lifted her facd. Did she want himto kiss her? He smled
ruefully. "Vilate, if | wanted to escape, |--"

He didn't get to finish his sentence, didn't get to say, | reckon | could walk on out of here
any ol d day. Because at that nonment the deputy swung the door open and | ooked into the jail. He
i mediately got a frantic |l ook on his face, and scanned right past themas if he didn't see them
at all. "Howin the hell!" he cried, then rushed fromthe jail. Alvin heard his feet poundi ng down
the hall as he called out, "Sheriff! Sheriff Doggly!"

Alvin | ooked down at Vilate. "What was that all about?" he asked,

Vil ate dropped her teeth at him then smled. "How should I know, Alvin? But | reckon this is a
dangerous tine to be tal king about what | cone to talk about." She picked up her skirts and rushed
fromthe jail.

Alvin had no idea what her visit had been about, but he knew this much: Whatever her new hexes
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did, they were involved with the deputy and what he saw when he cane in. And since there was a
come-hither and a beseeching, Vilate m ght well have been the reason the deputy came into the room
inthe first place, and the reason he pani cked so fast and rushed out w thout investigating any
further.

She dropped the upper plate of her teeth to show contenpt for ne, thought Alvin. Just like she
did to Horace, her eneny. Sonehow |'ve becone her eneny.

He | ooked at the pie sitting on the cot. He picked it up and slid it back under the door

Five minutes later, the deputy cane back with the sheriff and the county attorney. "Wat the
hell was this all about!" Sheriff Doggly demanded. "There he is, just like always! Billy Hunter
you been dri nking?"

"I swear there wasn't a soul here," said the deputy. "I saw Vilate Franker go in with a pie--"
"Sheriff, what's he tal king about?" said Alvin. "I saw himcome in here not five m nutes ago and
start yelling and running down the hall. It scared poor Vilate so she took on out of here like she

had a bear after her."
"He was not here, 1'd swear to that before God and all the angels!" said Billy Hunter.

"I was right here by the door," said Alvin.
"Maybe he was bending over to get the pie and you didn't see him" said the sheriff.

"No sir," said Alvin, unwilling to lie. "I was standing right up. There's the pie-- you can have
it if youwant, | told Mz Vilate that | didn't finish the |last one."

"I don't want none of your pie," said Billy. "Watever you did, you nade ne |ook like a plain
fool ."

"It don't take no help fromA vin to nake you | ook that way," said Slieriff Doggly. Marty Laws,
the county attorney, hooted at the joke. Marty had a way of laughing at just the right tine to
make everything worse

Billy glared at Al vin.

"Now, Alvin, we got to put you on your parole," said Marty. "You can't just go taking jaunts out
of the jail whenever you feel like it."

"So you do believe ne," said the deputy.
Marty Laws rolled his eyes.

"I don't believe nobody," said Sheriff Doggly. "And Alvin ain't taking no jaunts, are you
Al vin?"

"No sir," said Alvin. "I have not stirred fromthis cell."
None of them bothered to pretend that Alvin couldn't have escaped whenever he wanted.
"You calling ne a liar?" asked Billy.

"I'mcalling you mstaken," said Alvin. "I'mthinking maybe sonmebody fool ed you into thinking
what you thought and seeing what you saw. "

"Sonmebody' s fooling sonebody," said Billy Hunter

They left. Alvin sat on the cot and watched as an ant canvassed the floor of the jail, | ooking
for sonething to eat. There's a pie right there, just a little that way... and sure enough, the
ant turned, heeding Alvin's advice though of course the words thensel ves were just too hard a
thing to fit into an ant's tiny mnd. No, the ant just got the nessage of food and a direction
and in a minute or two it was up the pie dish and wal king around on the crust. Then it headed out
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to find its friends and bring themfor lunch. Mght as well sonebody get sone good out of that
pi e.

Vilate's hexes were for conceal nent, all right, and they were ained at the door. She had got him
to stand close so that he'd be included in her strong overlook-me, so Billy Hunter had | ooked and
couldn't see that anybody was there.

But why? What possi bl e good could she acconplish fromsuch a bit of tonfoolery as that?

Underneath all his puzzlenent, though, Alvin was mad. Not so nuch at Vilate as he was nad at
hinself for being such a plain fool. Getting all noony-eyed about a woman with fal se teeth and
vanity hexes, for pete's sake! Liking her even when he knew she was a plain gossip and suspected
that half the tales she told himweren't true

And the worst thing was, when he saw Peggy again-- if he saw Peggy agai n-- she'd know just how
stupid he was, failing for a worman that he knew was all tricks and lies.

Well, Peggy, when | fell in love with you you were all tricks and lies, too, you know. Renenber
that when you're thinking I'mthe biggest fool as ever lived.

The door opened and Billy Hunter came back in, stalked over to the cell door, and picked up the
pie. "No sense this going to waste even if you are a liar," said Billy.

"As | said, Billy, you're welconme to it. Though |I sort of half-pronmised it to an ant a mnute
ago."

Billy glared at him no doubt thinking that Alvin was making fun of himinstead of telling the
plain truth. Well, Alvin was, kind of. Mking fun out of the situation, anyway. He'd have to talk
this over with Arthur Stuart when the boy cane back, see if he had any idea what Vilate m ght have
meant by this charade.

The ant came back, leading a Iine of her sisters. Al they found was a couple of crunbs of
crust. But those were sonething, weren't they? Alvin watched as they struggled to maneuver the big
chunks of pastry. To help them out, he sent his doodl ebug to break the pieces into snaller |oads.
The ants made short work of themthen, carrying out the crunbs in aline. A feast in the anthil
toni ght, no doubt.

H s stomach grow ed. Truth to tell, he could have used that pie, and mi ght not have left much
behind, neither. But he wasn't eating nothing that cane from Vil ate Franker, never again. That
worman wasn't to be trusted

Dropped her teeth at me, he thought. Hates me. Wy?

* % %

There was no way around it. Even with the best possible luck in choosing a jury, even with this
new English fellow as Alvin's lawer, Little Peggy saw no better than a three-in-four chance of
hi m bei ng acquitted, and that wasn't good enough odds. She would have to go to him She woul d have
to be available to testify. Even with all the newconers in Hatrack, one thing was certain: If
Peggy the torch said a thing was true, she would be believed. The peopl e of Hatrack knew t hat she
saw the truth, and they also knew- sonetines to their disconfiture-- that she never said what
wasn't true, though they were grateful enough that she didn't tell every truth she knew.

Only Peggy herself could count how many terrible or shameful or mournful secrets she had |eft
unnentioned. But that was neither here nor there. She was used to carrying other people's secrets
around inside her, used to it fromthe earliest tine of her life, when she had to face her
father's dark secret of adultery.

Si nce then she had | earned not to judge. She had even come to | ove M stress Mdesty, the woman
with whom her father, old Horace CGuester, had been unfaithful. Mstress Mdesty was |ike another
nmot her to her, giving her, not the life of the body, but the life of the mnd, the life of
mannered society, the life of grace and beauty that Peggy val ued perhaps too highly.
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Per haps too highly, because there wasn't going to be too much of grace and beauty in Alvin's
future, and like it or not, Peggy was tied to that future.

Wiat a lie | tell nyself, she thought. "Like it or not" indeed. If | chose to, | could walk away
from Al vin and not care whether he stayed in jail or got hinmself drowned in the H o or whatnot.
I"'mtied to Alvin Smith because | love him and | |ove what he can be, and I want to be part of

all that he will do. Even the hard parts. Even the ungraceful, unmannered, stupid parts of it.
So she headed for Hatrack River, one stage at a tine.

On a certain day she passed through the town of Wheelwight in northern Appal achee. It was on
the Hi o, not far upriver fromwhere the Hatrack flowed into it. C ose enough to home that she
m ght have hired a wagon and taken the last ferry, trusting that the noonlight and her ability as
a torch would get her hone safely. M ght have, except that she stopped for dinner at a restaurant
she had visited before, where the food was fresh, the flavors good, and the conpany reputable-- a
wel come change in all three categories, after |ong days on the road.

Whil e she was eating, she heard sone kind of tumult outside-- a band playing, rather badly but
wi th consi derabl e ent husi asm people shouting and cheering. "A parade?" she asked her waiter.

"You know the presidential election's only a few weeks off," said the waiter

She knew, but had scarcely paid attention. Sonebody was running agai nst sonebody el se for sone
office or other in every town she passed through, but it hardly mattered, conpared to the natter
of stopping slavery, not to nention her concerns about Alvin. It made no difference to her, up to
now, who won these el ections. In Appal achee, as in the other slave states, there wasn't a sou
dared to run openly as an anti-slavery candidate-- that would be a ticket for a free suit of tar
and feathers and a rail ride out of town, if not worse, for those as |oved slavery were violent at
heart, and those as hated it were nostly timd, and wouldn't stand together. Yet.

"Some sort of stump speech?" she asked.
"I reckon it's old Tippy-Canoe," said the waiter.
She bl anched, knowi ng at once whomthe nan referred to. "Harrison?"

"Reckon he'll carry Weelwight. But not farther south, where the Cberriky tribe is right
nunerous. They figure himto be the man to try to take away their rights. Wn't anmount to nuch in
I rrakwa, neither, that being Red country. But, see, White folks isn't too happy about how the
Irrakwa control the railroads and the Cherriky got themtoll roads through the nmountains.”

"They'd vote for a murderer, out of nothing nmore than envy?"

The waiter sniled thinly. "There's them as says just because a Red witch feller put a spell on
Ti ppy- Canoe don't mean he did nothing wong. Reds get mad over any old thing."

"Sl aught eri ng thousands of innocent wonen and children-- silly of themto take offense."
The waiter shrugged. "I can't afford to have strong opinions on politics, ma'am?"
But she saw that he did have strong opinions, and they were not the sane as hers.

Paying for the nmeal-- and leaving two bits on the table for the waiter, for she saw no reason to
punish a man in his livelihood because of his political views-- she nade haste outside to see the
fuss. Afewrods up the street, a wagon had been nade over into a sort of tenporary rostrum
decked out with the red, white, and blue bunting of the flag of the United States. Not a trace of
the red and green colors of the old flag of independent Appal achee, before it joined the Union. O
course not. Those had been the Cherriky colors-- red for the Red people, green for the forest.
Patrick Henry and Thomas Jefierson had adopted themas the colors of a free Appal achee; it was for
that flag that George Washi ngton died. But now, though other politicians still invoked the old
loyalties, Harrison could hardly want to bring to mind the alliance between Red and Wiite that won
freedom for Appal achee fromthe King at Canelot. Not with those bl oody hands.

Hands t hat even now dri pped bl ood as they gripped the podium Peggy, standing on the wooden
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sidewal k across the street, |ooked over the heads of the cheering cromd to watch WIlliam Henry
Hani son's face. She | ooked in his eyes first, as any wonan m ght study any nan, to see his
character. Quickly enough, though, she | ooked deeper, into the heartfire, seeing the futures that
stretched out before him He had no secrets from her.

She saw that every path led to victory in the election. And not just a slight victory. Hs
| eadi ng opponent, a hapl ess | awer named Andrew Jackson from Tenni zy, would be crushed and
humi |l iated-- and then suffer in the ignom nious position of vice-president into which the |eading
| oser in each election was always forced. A cruel system Peggy had al ways thought, the political
equi valent of putting a man in the stocks for four years. It was significant that both candi dates
were fromthe new states in the west; even nore significant that both were fromterritories that
permtted slavery. Things were taking a dark turn indeed. And darker yet were the things she saw
in Harrison's nmind, the plans he and his political cronies nmeant to carry out.

Their nost extravagant ideas had little hope of success-- only a few paths in Harrison's
heartfire led to the union with the Crown Lands that he hoped for; he would never be a duke; what
a pathetic dream she thought. But he would certainly succeed in the political destruction of the
Reds in Irrakwa and Cherriky, because the Wites, especially in the west, were ready for it, ready
to break the power of a people that Harrison dared to speak of as savages. "God didn't bring the
Christian race to this land in order to share it with heathens and barbarians!” cried Ti ppy-Canoe,
and t he peopl e cheered.

Harri son woul d al so succeed in spreadi ng sl avery beyond its present |locale, pernmitting slave
owners to bring slaves to property in the free states and continue to own themand force themto
serve on such property-- as long as the slave owner continued to own any anount of land in a slave
state and cast his vote there. It was precisely to achieve this end that nost of Harrison's
backers were behind him It was the matter of Reds that woul d sweep Ti ppy-Canoe into office, but
once there, it was the matter of slavery that would give himhis power base in Congress.

Thi s was unbearable. Yet she bore it, watching on into the afternoon as he ranted and exhorted,
periodically Iifting his bloody hands skyward to renmind the crowd. "I have tasted the treacherous
wath of the secret powers of the Red man, and |I'Il tell you, if this is all they can do, well,
that's good, because it ain't much! Sure, | can't keep a shirt clean" --and they | aughed at that,
over and over, each variation on the tedious details of life with bloody hands-- "and ain't a soul
willing to lend ne a hankie" --laughter again-- "but they can't stop me fromtelling you the plain
truth, and they can't stop a Christian people fromelecting the one nan proven to be willing to
stand up against the Red traitors, the barbarians who dress |ike Wite nen but secretly plan to
own everything the way they own the railroads and the nountain toll roads and..."

And on and on. Confounded nonsense, all of it, but the crowd only grew as the afternoon passed,
and by dark, when Harrison finally clinbed down fromhis pulpit, he was carried away on the
shoul ders of his supporters to be watered with beer and stuffed with some sort of rough food,
what ever woul d make the crowd think of himas one of them while Peggy Larner stood gripping the
rail on the sidewal k, seeing down every path that this man was the undoing of all her work, that
this man woul d be the cause of the death and suffering of countless nore Reds than had al ready
died or suffered at his hands.

If she had had a nusket in her hands at that monent, she m ght have gone after himand put a
ball through his heart.

But the nurderous rage passed quickly and shamefully. | amnot a one who kills, she thought. |
am one who frees the slave if | can, not one who nurders the naster

There had to be a way to stop him

Alvin woul d know. She had to get to Hatrack River all the nore urgently, not just to help with
Alvin's trial, but to get his help in stopping Harrison. Perhaps if he went to Becca's house and
used the doorways in her ancient cabin to let himvisit with Tenskwa- Tawa-- surely the Red Prophet
woul d do sonething to make his curse against Wiite Murdfrer Harrison nore effective. Though she
didn't see such an outcone down any of the paths in Alvin's heartfire, she never knew when sone
act of hers or of sonmeone else's mght open up new paths that led to better hopes.
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It was too |late that day, though. She would have to spend the night in Weelwight and finish
her journey to Hatrack River the next day.

* k% %

"l cone to you, sir, with the good wi shes of your famly," said the stranger

"I confess | didn't catch your nane,". said Alvin, unfolding hinmself fromhis cot. "It's pretty
late in the evening."

"Verily Cooper," said the stranger. "Forgive ny late arrival. | thought it better that we speak
tonight, since the first matter of your defense before the court is in the norning."

"I know the judge is finally going to start choosing hima jury."

"Yes, that's inportant, of course. But under the, advice of an outside |awer, a M. Dani el
Webster, the county attorney has introduced sone unpl easant notions. As, for instance, a notion
requiring that the contested property be placed under the control of the court."

"The judge won't go for that," said Alvin. "He knows that the second this plowis out of ny
hands, sone rough boys fromthe river, not to nmention a few greedier souls fromtown, wll nove
heaven and earth to get their hands on it. The thing's nmade of gold-- that's all they know and
care about it. But who are you, M. Cooper, and what does all this have to do with you?"

"I"myour attorney, M. Snmith, if you'll have ne." He handed Alvin a letter

Al vin recogni zed Arnor-of-Cod' s handwiting at once, and the signatures of his parents and his
brothers and sisters. They all signed, affirmng that they found M. Cooper to be a man of good
character and assuring himthat someone was payi ng a hi gh-powered | awer from New Engl and naned
Dani el Webster to sneak around and collect lies fromanyone as had a grievance against himin
Vi gor Church. "But |'ve done no harmto anyone there," said Alvin, "and why would they |ie?"

"M. Smth, | have to--"

"Call me Alvin, would you? '"M. Smith' always sounds to ne |like nmy old master Mikepeace, the
fell ow whose lies got ne into this fix."

"Alvin, said Cooper again. "And you nust call me Verily."
"\What ever . "

"Alvin, it has been ny experience that the better a man you are, the nmore fol ks there are who
resent you for it, and find occasion to get angry at you no matter how ki ndly meant your deeds may
be. "

"Well then, I'm safe enough, not being such a renarkabl e good nan."

Cooper smled. "I know your brother Calvin," he said.

Alvin raised an eyebrow. "lI'd like to say that any friend of Calvin's is a friend of mine, but I
can't."

"Calvin's hatred of you is, | believe, one of the best reconmendati ons of your character that |
could think of. It's because of his account of you that | came to neet you. | net himin London,

you see, and determ ned then and there to close ny legal practice and cone to America and see the
man who can teach me who and what | am and what it's for."

Wth that, Cooper bent down and took up Alvin's Testanent, the book that |ay open on the fl oor
beside his cot. He closed it, then handed it back to Al vin.

Alvin tried to thunmb it open, but the pages were fused shut as tight as if the book were one
solid block of wood with a | eather cover.

Verily took it back fromhimfor only a noment, then returned it yet again. This tine the book
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fell open to the exact page that Alvin had been reading. "I could have died for that in England,"
said Verily. "It was the wi sdom of my parents and nmy own ability to learn to hide these powers
that kept ne alive all these years. But | have to know what it is. | have to know why God lets

sone fol ks have such powers. And what to do with them And who you are."
Alvin ray back on his cot. "Don't this beat all," he said. "You crossed an ocean to neet ne?"

"I had no idea at the time that | mght be of service to you. In fact, | nust say that it occurs
to me that perhaps sone providential hand led me to the study of law instead of follow ng ny
father's trade as a cooper. Perhaps it was known that one day you would face. the silver tongue of
Dani el Webster."

"You got you a tongue of gold, then, Verily?" asked Al vin.

"I hold things together," said Verily. "It's ny... knack, as you Anericans call it. That is what
the law does. | use the law to hold things together. | see howthings fit."

"This Webster fellow- he's going to use the lawto try to tear things apart."
"Li ke you and the plow "
"And nme and ny nei ghbors,"” said Alvin.

"Then you understand the dilenmg,"” said Verily. "Up till now you' ve been known as a nan of
generosity and kindness to all. But you have a plow made of gold that you won't | et anyone see.
You have fantastic wealth which you share with no one. This is a wedge that Wbster will attenpt
to use to split you fromyour comunity like a rail froma log."

"When gold cones into it," said Alvin, "folks start to finding out just how rmuch | ove and
loyalty is worth to them in cash noney."

"And it's rather shameful, don't you think, how cheap the price can be sonetinmes."” Verily sniled
rueful ly.

"What's your price?"

"When you get free of this place, you let me go with you, to learn fromyou, to watch you, to be
part of all you do."

"You don't even know ne, and you're proposing marriage."
Verily laughed. "I suppose it sounds like that, doesn't it."

"Wthout none of the benefits, neither," said Alvin. "I"mright confortable taking Arthur Stuart
along with nme, because he knows when to keep silent, but | don't knowif | can take having a
fell ow who wants to pick nmy brains tagging along with ne every waking mnute."

"I"'ma lawyer, so ny trade is talk, but |I promise you that if |I didn't know when and how to keep
silence, |I'd never have lived to adulthood in England."

"l can't give you no prom ses,
I can't nake your fee."

said Alvin. "So | reckon you ain't nmy attorney after all, since

"There's one promi se you can nake ne," said Verily. "To give nme an honest chance."

Alvin studied the man's face and decided he liked the | ook of him though he wi shed as nore than
once before that he had Peggy's knack of seeing inside a fellow s nmind instead of just being able
to check out the health of his organs.

"Yes, | reckon |I can nake that promise, Verily Cooper," said Alvin. "An honest chance you'l
have, and if that's fee enough for you, then you' re ny attorney."

"Then the deed is done. And now I'll let you go back to sleep, excepting only for one question.”

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (107 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt
"Ask it."
"This plow- howvital is it to you that the plow renmain in your hands, and no one el se's?"

"If the court demands that | give it up, I'll buck this jail and live in hiding the rest of ny
days before I'Il et any other hand touch the plow "

"Let's be precise. Is it the possession of it that natters, or the very seeing and touchi ng of
it?"

"I don't get your question."
"What if soneone else could see and touch it in your presence?"
"\What good woul d that do?"

"Webster will argue that the court has the right and duty to deternmine that the plow exists and
that it's truly made of gold, in order to nake just conpensation possible, if the court should
determ ne that you need to pay M. Makepeace Smith the cash value of the plow"

Alvin hooted. "It never crossed my nmind, inall this time injail, that maybe | could buy old
Makepeace of f."

"I don't think you can," said Verily. "I think it's the plow he wants, and the victory, not the
nmoney. "

"True enough, though |I reckon if the noney's all he can get..."
"So tell me, as long as the plowis in your possession..."

"I guess it depends on who's doing the | ooking and the touching."
"If you're there, nobody can steal it, aml right?" asked Verily.
"Reckon that's true," said Avin

"So how free a hand do | have?"

"Makepeace can't be the one to touch it,'
here's the thing: The plow s alive.”

said Alvin. "Not out of any meanness on ny part, but

Verily raised an eyebrow

"It don't breathe and it don't eat or nothing like that," said Alvin. "But the plowis alive
under a nman's hand. Dependi ng on the man. But for Makepeace to touch the plow while he's living in
the midst of a black lie-- |I don't know what woul d happen to him | don't knowif it'd be safe for
himever to touch nmetal again. | don't know what the hammer and anvil would do to him if his
hands touched the plow with his heart so bl ack."

Verily | eaned his face against the bars, closed his eyes.
"Are you unwel | ?" asked Alvin.

"Sick with the thrill of at last staring know edge in the face," said Verily. "Sick with it.
Faint with it."

"Well, don't puke on the floor, I'Il have to snell it all night." Then A vin grinned.

"I was thinking nore of fainting," said Verily. "Not Makepeace, or anyone else who's living in
a... black lie. Makes ne wonder about my opponent, M. Daniel Wbster."

"Don't know him" said Alvin. "M ght be an honest man, for all | know. A lying man mi ght have an
honest attorney, don't you think?"

"He mght," said Verily. "But such a conbination would only work to destroy the Ilying man in the
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end. "
"Well hell, Verily, a lying man destroys hinself in the end every time anyway."
"Do you know that? | nean, the way you know the plow is alive?" asked Verily.
"I reckon not," said Alvin. "But | have to believe it's true, or how could | trust anybody?"

"I think you're right, in the long run," said Verily. "In the long run, alie ties itself in
knots and eventual |y people cone to see that it's alie. But the long run is very, very |ong.
Longer than life. You could be I ong dead before the lie dies, Alvin."

"You warning nme of sonething in particular?" asked Al vin.

"I don't think so," said Verily. "The words just sounded |ike something | had to say and you had
to hear."

"You said them | heard them" A vin grinned. "Good night, Verily Cooper."

"Good night, Alvin Smith."

* k k

Peggy Larner got to the ferry bright and early in the norning, wearing her urgency like a tight
corset so she could hardly breathe. White Mirderer Harrison was going to be president of the
United States. She had to talk to Alvin, and this river, this H o, was standing in her way.

But the ferry was on the other side of the river, which nmade perfect sense, since the farners on
the other side would need to have it earliest, to bring their goods to market. So she had to wait,
urgency or not. She could see the ferry already being poled along, tied to a netal ring that slid
al ong the cable that crossed the river some forty feet overhead. Only that frail connection kept
the whol e thing from bei ng washed downriver, and she i magi ned that when the river was in flood
they didn't run the ferry at all sone days, since even if the cable were strong enough, and the
ring, and the rope, there'd be no trees strong enough to tie the ends to wi thout fear of one or
the other of thempulling out of the ground. Water was not to be taned by cables, rings, or ropes,
any nore than danms or bridges, hulls or rafts, pipes or gutters, roofs or wi ndows or walls or
doors. If she had | earned anything in her early years of l[ooking out for Alvin, it was the
unt rustworthi ness of water, the sneakiness of it.

There was the river to be crossed, though, and she would cross it.

As so nmany ot hers had crossed. She thought of how many tinmes her father had snuck down to the
river and taken a boat across to rescue sonme runaway slave and bring himnorth to safety. She
t hought of how many sl aves had come without help to this water, and, not knowi ng how to swim had
either despaired and waited for the Finders or the dogs to get them or struck out anyway,
breasting the water until their feet found no purchase on the bottom nud and they were swept away.
The bodi es of such were always found on sone downriver bank or bar or snag, nade white by the
wat er, bloated and horrible in death; but the spirit, ah, the spirit was free, for the owner who
t hought he owned the wonan or the nan, that owner had | ost his property, for his property woul d
not be owned whatever it might cost. So the water killed, yes, but just reaching this river meant
freedom of one kind or another to those who had the courage or the rage to take it.

Harrison, though, would take away all meaning fromthis river. If his laws came to be, the slave
who crossed would still be a slave no matter what; only the slave who died would be free.

One of the ferrymen, the one poling on this side, he |looked famliar to her. She had nmet him
before, though he'd not been missing an ear then, nor had he any kind of scar on his face. Now a
gash marked himwith a faint white line, a little puckering and twisting at the eyebrow and the
lip. It had been a w cked fight. Once no one had been able to lay a hand of harmon this rough
man, and in the sure knowl edge of that he had been a bully. But someone took that |ifelong hex
away fromhim Alvin had fought this nman, fought himin defense of Peggy herself, and when the
fight was, done, this river rat had been undone. But not conpletely, and he was alive still,
wasn't he?
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"M ke Fink," she said softly when he stepped ashore.
He | ooked sharp at her. "Do | know you, ma'an®"

O course he didn't. Wen they nmet before, not two years ago, she was covered in hexes that made
her | ook many years older. "I don't expect you to renenber ne," she said. "You nust take many
t housands of people a year across the river."

He hel ped her hoist her traveling bags onto the ferry. "You'll want to sit in the middle of the
raft, ma'am" She sat down on the bench that ran the nmiddle of the raft. He stood near her
wai ti ng, while another couple of people sauntered over to the ferry-- locals, obviously, since

they had no | uggage.
"A ferryman now, " she said.
He | ooked at her
"When | knew you, M ke Fink, you were a full-fledged river rat."
He smiled wanly. "You was that |ady," he said. "Hexed up six ways to Tuesday."
She | ooked at himsharply. "You saw through then?"
"No ma'am But | could feel them You watched ne fight that Hatrack River boy."
"l did."
"He took away ny nmother's hex," said M ke.
"I know. "
"I reckon you know danmm near everything."

She | ooked at him again. "You seemto be abundant in know edge yourself, sir.

"You're Peggy the torch, of Hatrack R ver town. And the boy as whupped nme and stole ny hex, he's
injail in Hatrack now, for stealing gold off'n his master when he was a prentice smith."

"And | suppose that pleases you?" asked Peggy.

M ke Fink shook his head. "No ma' am"

And in truth, as she |looked into his heartfire, she saw no future in which he harmed Al vin.
"Way are you still here? Not ten mles fromHatrack Mouth, where he shamed you?"

"Where he nade a man of ne," said M ke.

She was startled then, for sure. "That's how you think of it?"

"My nmother wanted to keep nme safe. Tattooed a hex right into nmy butt. But what she never thought
of was, what kind of man does it nmake a fellow, to never get hurt no matter what harm he causes to
others? |I've killed fol ks, sone bad, but sone not so bad. |'ve bit off ears and noses and broken
linbs, too, and all the time | was doing it, | never cared a dann, beggi ng your pardon, na'am
Because not hing ever hurt nme. Never touched ne."

"And since Alvin took away your hex, you've stopped hurting peopl e?"

"Hell no!"™ Mke Fink said, then roared with laughter. "Wy, you sure don't know a thing about
the river, do you! No, every last man | ever beat in a fight had to cone find ne, soon as word
spread that a smith boy whupped ne and made ne how! | had to fight every rattl esnake and weasel,
every rat and pile of pigshit on the river all over again. You see this scar on ny face? You see
where ny hair hangs strai ght one side of ny head? That's two fights | damm near lost. But | won
the rest! Didn't I, Holly!"
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The other ferryman | ooked over. "I wasn't listening to your brag, you pitiful scab-eating
squirrel-fart," he said mldly.

"l told this lady I won every fight, every last one of them"

"That's right enough," said Holly. "Course, nostly you just shot them dead when they nmade as if
to fight you."

"Lies like that will get you sent to hell."

"Already got ne a room picked out there,"” said Holly, "and you to enpty ny chanberpot twice't a
day."

"Only so's you can lick it out after!" hooted M ke Fi nk.

Peggy felt repulsed by their crudity, of course; but she also felt the spirit of canaraderie
behi nd their banter. "Wat | don't understand, M. Fink, is why you never sought vengeance agai nst
t he boy who beat you."

"He wasn't no boy," said Fink. "He was a man. | reckon he was probably born a man. | was the
boy. A bully boy. He knew pain, and | didn't. He was fighting for right, and I wasn't. | think
about himall the tine, ma'am H mand you. The way you | ooked at nme, like | was a crusty toad on
a cl ean bedsheet. | hear tell he's a Mker."

She nodded.

"So why's he letting themhold himin jail?"
She | ooked at him quizzically.

"Ch, cone now, na'am A fellow as can wipe the tattoo off mnmy butt w thout touching it, he can't
be kept in no natural jail."

True enough. "I inmagine he believes hinself to be innocent, and therefore he wants to stand
trial to prove it and clear his nane."

"Well he's a danmm fool, then, and | hope you' |l tell himwhen you see him"
"And why will | give himthis remarkabl e nessage?"
Fink grinned. "Because | know sonething he don't know. | know that there's a feller lives in

Carthage City who wants Alvin dead. He plans to get Alvin exerdited to Kenituck."
"Extradited?"
"That means one state tells another to give themup a prisoner."

"I know what it neans," said Peggy.
"Then what was you asking, na'an®?"
"Co on with your story."

"Only when they take Alvin in chains, with guards awake and watchi ng himday and night, they'll
never take himto Kenituck for no trial. | know some of the boys they hired to take him They know
that on sone signal, they're to wal k away and | eave him al one in chains."

"Way haven't you told the authorities?"
"I"'mtelling you, ma'am" said Mke Fink, grinning. "And | already told nyself and Holly."
"Chains won't hold him" said Peggy.

"You reckon not?" said Mke. "There was sonme reason that boy took the tattoo off ny butt. If
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hexes had no power over him | reckon he never would've had to clean nine off, do you think? So if
he needed to get rid of ny hex, then | reckon them as understands hexes right good mi ght be able
to make chains that'd hold himlong enough for sonmebody to come with a shotgun and bl ow his head
of f."

But she had seen nothing of the kind in his future.
"Course it'll never happen," said M ke Fink
"Why not ?" she asked.

"Cause | owe that boy ny life. My life as a man, anyway, a man worth looking at in the mrror
though | ain't half so pretty as | was before he dealt with nme. | had a grip on that boy in ny
arms, ma'am | neant to kill him and he knowed it. But he didn't kill ne. Mdrre to the point,
ma' am he broke both ny legs in that fight. But then he took pity on nme. He had nmercy. He nust've
knowed | wouldn't live out the night with broke Iegs. | had too nmany enemies, right there anong ny
friends. So he laid hands on my | egs and he fixed them Fixed nmy |egs, so the bones was stronger
than before. Wat kind of nman does that to a nan as tried to kill himnot a minute before?"

"A good nan."

"Well, many a good man m ght wi sh to, but only one good man had the power,"” said Mke. "And if
he had the power to do that, he had the power to kill me wi thout touching nme. He had the power to
do whatever he dam wel| pleased, beggi ng your pardon. But he had nercy on ne, ma'am"”

That was true-- the only surprise to Peggy was that M ke Fink understood it.

"I aimto pay the debt. As long as I'malive, na'am ain't no harmconming to Alvin Smith."
"And that's why you're here," she said.

"Came here with Holly as soon as | found out what was getting plotted up."

"But why here?"

M ke Fink | aughed. "The portnaster at Hatrack Mouth knows ne real good, and he don't trust ne, |
wonder why. How |l ong you reckon it'd be afore the Hatrack County sheriff was on nmy back like a
sweaty shirt?"

"l suppose that al so explains why you haven't made yourself known to Alvin directly.”

"What's he going to think when he sees nme, but that |'ve cone to get even? No, |'mwatching, |I'm
biding ny time, | ain't showing ny hand to the law nor to Alvin neither."

"But you're telling ne."

"Because you' d know it anyway, soon enough.™

She shook her head. "I know this: There's no path in your future that has you rescuing A vin

fromthugs."
His face grew serious. "But | got to, ma'am"
" \Nhy 2"
"Because a good man pays his debts."
"Alvin won't think you're in his debt, sir."
"Don't matter to ne what he thinks about it, | feel the debt so the debt's going to be paid."
"It's not just debt, is it?"
M ke Fink laughed. "Tine to push this raft away and get it over to the north shore, don't you

t hi nk?" He hooted twi ce, high, as if he were sone kind of steam whistle, and Holly hooted back and
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| aughed. They set their pol es against the floating dock and pushed away. Then, smooth as if they
wer e dancers, he and Holly poled themacross the river, so snoothly and deftly that the line that
tied themto the cable never even went taut.

Peggy said nothing to himas he worked. She watched instead, watched the nuscles of his arnms and
back rippling under the skin, watched the slow and graceful up-and-down of his | egs as he danced
with the river. There was beauty init, in him It also nade her think of Alvin at the forge,
Alvin at the anvil, his arns shining with sweat in the firelight, the sparks glinting fromthe
met al as he pounded, the nuscles of his forearns rippling as he bent and shaped the iron. Alvin
could have done all his work without raising a hand, by the use of his knack. But there was a joy
in the labor, a joy fromnmaking with his own hands. She had never experienced that-- her life, her
| abors, all were done with her mind and whatever words she could think of to say. Her life was al
about knowi ng and teaching. Alvin's life was all about feeling and nmaking. He had nore in conmon
with this one-eared scar-faced river rat than he had with her. This dance of the human body in
contest with the river, it was a kind of westling, and Alvin |loved to westle. Crude as Fink was,
he was Alvin's natural friend, surely.

They reached the other shore, bunping squarely against the floating dock, and the shoreman
| ashed the upstream conmer of the raft to the wharf. The nmen with no | uggage junped ashore at once.
M ke Fink laid down his pole and, sweat still dripping down his arns and fromhis nose and
grizzled beard, he nmade as if to pick up her bags.

She laid a hand on his armto stop him "M. Fink," she said. "You nean to be Alvin's friend."
"I had in nmind nore along the Iines of being his chanmpion, ma'am" he said softly.

"But | think what you really want is to be his friend."

M ke Fink said nothing.

"You're afraid that he'll turn you away, if you try to be his friend in the open. | tell you,
sir, that he'll not turn you away. He'll take you for what you are.”

M ke shook his head. "Don't want himto take ne for that."

"Yes you do, because what you are is a man who neans to be good, and undo the bad he's done, and
that's as good as any man ever gets."

M ke shook his head nore enphatically, making drops of sweat fly a little; she didn't mnd the
ones that struck on her skin. They had been made by honest work, and by Alvin's friend.

"Meet himface to face, M. Fink. Be his friend instead of his rescuer. He needs friends nore. |
tell you, and you know that |I knowit: Alvin will have fewtrue friends in his life. If you nean
to be true to him and never betray him so he can trust you always, then | can prom se you he may
have a few friends he | oves as nuch, but none he |oves nore than you."

M ke Fink knelt down and turned his face away toward the river. She could see fromthe glinting
that his eyes were awash with tears. "Ma'am" he said, "that's not what | was daring to hope for."

"Then you need nore courage, ny friend," she said. "You need to dare to hope for what is good,
i nstead of settling for what is nerely good enough." She stood up. "Alvin has no need of your
vi ol ence. But your honor-- that he can use." She lifted both her bags herself.

At once he leapt to his feet. "Please ma'am let ne."

She smled at him "I saw you take such joy fromwestling with the river just now. It nade ne
want to do a little physical work nyself. WII you let nme?"

He rolled his eyes. "Ma'am in all the tales of you I've heard around here, | never heard you
was crazy."

"You have sonething to add to the | egend, then," she said, w nking. She stepped onto the
floating dock, bags in hand. They were heavy, and she al nbst regretted turning down his help.
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"I heard all you said," Mke told her, com ng up behind her. "But please don't shame nme by
letting me be seen enpty-handed while a fine lady carried her own |uggage."

G atefully she turned and handed the bags to him "Thank you," she said. "I think sone things
nmust be built up to."

He grinned. "Maybe |I'Il build up to going to see Alvin, face to face."

She | ooked into his heartfire. "I"msure of it, M. Fink."

As Fink put her bags into the carriage in which the men who had crossed with theminpatiently
wai ted for her, she wondered: | just changed the course of events. | brought Mke Fink closer than
he woul d ever have cone on his own. Have | done something that will save Alvin in the end? Have |
given himthe friend that will confound his enem es?

She found Alvin's heartfire alnmost without trying. And no, there was no change, no change,
except for a day when M ke Fink would go away froma prison cell in tears, knowi ng that Al vin
woul d surely die if he wasn't there, but knowi ng also that Alvin refused to have him refused to
| et him stand guard.

But it was not the jail in Hatrack River. And it was not anytime soon. Even if she hadn't
changed the future much, she'd changed it a little. There'd be other changes, too. Eventually one
of them would make the difference. One of themwould turn Alvin away fromthe darkness that woul d
engul f the end of his life.

"God be with you, ma'am" said M ke Fink
"Call me Mss Larner, please," said Peggy. "I'mnot married."

"So far, anyway," he said.

* k%

Even though he hardly slept the night before, Verily was too keyed up to be sleepy as he entered
the courtroom He had met Alvin Smith, after all these weeks of anticipation, and it was worth it.
Not because Alvin had overawed himwi th wi sdom- tinme endugh to learn fromhimlater. No, the
great and pl easant surprise was that he liked the man. He might be a bit rough-hewn, nore American
and nore countrified than Calvin. What of that? He had a glint of hunmor in his eyes, and he seened
so direct, so open..

And | am his attorney.

The Anerican courtroom was al nost casual, conpared to the English ones in which Verily had
always litigated up to now. The judge had no wig, for one thing, and his robe was a little
t hreadbare. There could hardly be any majesty of |law here; and yet |aw was |aw, and justice was
not utterly unconnected to it, not if the judge was honest, and there was no reason to think he
woul dn' t be.

He called the court into session and asked for notions. Marty Laws rose quickly. "Mtion to have
the gol den plow rembved fromthe prisoner and placed into the custody of the court. It doesn't
meke any sense for the very itemin question to remain in the possession of the prisoner when..."

"Didn't ask for arguments,” said the judge. "I asked for notions. Any others?"
"If it please the court, | nmove for dismissal of all charges against ny client," said Verily.
"Speak up, young nman, | couldn't hear a word you said."

Verily repeated hinself, nore |oudly.
"Well, wouldn't that be nice," said the judge

"When the court is ready for argunent, |I'Il be glad to explain why."
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"Expl ai n now, please," said the judge, looking just a little annoyed.

Verily didn't understand what he had done wong, but he conplied. "The point at issue is a plow
that all agree is made of solid gold. Makepeace Snith has not a scintilla of evidence that he was
ever in possession of such a quantity of gold, and therefore he has no standing to bring a
conplaint."

Marty Laws pounced at once. "Your Honor, that's what this whole trial is designed to prove, and

as for evidence, | don't know what a scintilla is, unless it has sonething to do with The Odyssey--
"Amusi ng reference,"” said the judge, "and quite flattering to ne, |I'msure, but please sit back
down on your chairybdis until | ask for rebuttal, which | won't have to ask for because the notion

to dismss is denied. Any other notions?"

"I've got one, your honor," said Marty. "A nbtion to postpone the matter of extradition unti
after--"

"Extradition!" cried the judge. "Now what sort of nonsense is this!"

"I't was discovered that there was an outstanding warrant of extradition naming the prisoner
demandi ng that he be sent to Kenituck to stand trial for the nmurder of a Slave Finder in the act
of performng his lawful duty."”

This was all news to Verily. O was it? The famly had told himsome of the tale-- how Al vin had
changed a hal f-Bl ack boy so the Finders could no longer identify him but in their search for the
boy they got into the roadhouse where his adopted parents lived, and there the boy's nother had
killed one of the Finders, and the other had killed her, and then Alvin had cone up and killed the
one that killed her, but not until after the Finder had shot him so it was obviously self-
def ense.

"How can he be tried for this?" asked Verily. "The determ nation of Paul ey Wsenan, who was
sheriff at the time, was that it was sel f-defense."

Marty turned to the nman sitting, up to now silently, beside him The man arose slowly. "MWy
| earned friend fromEngland is unaware of local |law, Your Honor. Do you nmind if | help himout?"

"Go ahead, M. Webster," said the judge.

So... the judge had already had dealings with M. Wbster, thought Verily. Maybe that neant he
was al ready biased; but which way?

"M. --Cooper, aml right? --M. Cooper, when Kenituck, Tennizy, and Appal achee were adnmitted to
the union of Anerican states, the Fugitive Slave Treaty becane the Fugitive Slave Law. Under that
| aw, when a Sl ave Finder engaged in his lawful duty in one of the free states is interfered with,
the defendant is tried in the state where the owner of the slave being pursued has his | ega
residence. At the time of the crinme, that state was Appal achee, but the owner of the slave in
question, M. Cavil Planter, has relocated in Kenituck, and so that is where by law M. Smith will

have to be extradited to stand trial. If it is found there that he acted in self-defense, he wll
of course be set free. Qur petition to the court is to set aside the matter of extradition unti
after the conclusion of this trial. I'"'msure you'll agree that this is in the best interests of

your client."

So it seened, on the surface. But Verily was no fool-- if it was in the best interest of Alvin
Smi th, Daniel Webster would not be so keen on it, The nost obvious notive was to influence the
jury. If people in Hatrack, who nostly liked Alvin, came to believe that by convicting him of
steal i ng Makepeace's plow they m ght keep himfrom being extradited to a state where he woul d
surely be hanged, they nmight convict himfor his own good.

"Your Honor, mny client would |ike to oppose this notion and denmand an i nmedi ate hearing on the
matter of extradition, so it may be cleared up before he stands trial on the charges here."

"I don't like that idea," said the judge. "If we have the hearing and approve the extradition
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then this trial takes second place and of f he goes to Kenituck."

Marty Laws whi spered to Verily, "Don't be daft, boy! I'mthe one as pushed Wbster into agreeing
to this, it's crazy to send himto Kenituck."

For a nonent Verily wavered. But by now he had sone understandi ng of how Webster and Laws fit
together. Laws m ght believe that he had persuaded Webster to put off the extradition, but Verily
was pretty sure the reality went the other way. Webster wanted extraditi on postponed. Therefore
Verily didn't.

"I"'mquite aware of that," said Verily, a statenent that had becone true not five seconds
before. "Neverthel ess, we wish an immedi ate hearing on the matter of extradition. | believe that
is my client's right. We don't wish the jury to be aware of a matter of extraditi on hangi ng over
him™"

"But we don't want the defendant |eaving the state while still in possession of Makepeace
Smith's gold!" cried Wbster.

"We don't know whose gold it is yet," said the judge. "This is all pretty darn confusing, | nust
say. Sounds to ne |ike the prosecution is pleading the defense's cause, and vice-versa. But on
general principles I"'minclined to give the capital charge precedence over a matter of larceny. So
the extradition hearing will be-- how long do you boys need?"

"We could be ready in this afternoon," said Marty.

"No you can't," said Verily. "Because you have to obtain evidence that at present is al npst
certainly in Kenituck."

"Evidence!" Marty | ooked genuinely puzzled. "OF what? All the witnesses of Alvin's killing that
Finder fellow live right here in town."

"The crime for which extradition is mandatory is not killing a Finder, plain and sinple. It's
interfering with a Finder who is in pursuit of his lawful duty. So you nust not only prove that ny
client killed the Finder-- you nust prove the Finder was in |lawful pursuit of a particular slave.”
The thread that Verily was holding to was what the MIler famly back in Vigor had told himabout
Al vin changing the hal f-Black boy so the Finders couldn't Find himanynore.

Marty Laws | eaned cl ose to Daniel Webster and they conferred for a nmonent. "I believe we'll have
to bring us a Slave Finder over the river from Weelwight," said Laws, "and fetch the cachet.
Only that's in Carthage City, so... by horse and then by train... day after tonorrow?"

"That works for me," said the judge.
"I'f it please the court," said Wbster
"Not hi ng has pleased ne nuch so far today," said the judge. "But go ahead, M. Wbster."

"Since there is sone considerable history of people hiding the slave in question, we'd Iike him
taken into custody inmediately. | believe the boy is in this courtroomright now" He turned and
| ooked straight at Arthur Stuart.

"On the contrary," said Verily Cooper. "l believe the boy M. Wbster is indicating is the
adopted son of M. Horace Guester, the owner of the roadhouse in which | have taken | odging, and
therefore he has presunptive rights as a citizen of the state of H o, which decrees that he is
presuned to be a free man until and unless it is proven otherw se."

"Hell's bells, M. Cooper," said Marty Laws, "we all know the Finders picked the boy out and
t ook him back across the river in chains."

"It is ny client's position that they did so in error, and a panel of inpartial Finders will be
unabl e, using only the cachet, to pick the boy out froma group of other boys if his race is
conceal ed fromthem W propose this as the first matter for the court to denonstrate. If the
panel of Finders cannot pick out the boy, then the Finders who died in this town were not pursuing
their |awful business, and therefore Kenituck.has no jurisdiction because the Fugitive Sl ave Law
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does not apply."

"You' re from Engl and and you don't know diddly about what these Finders can do," said Marty,
quite upset now. "Are you trying to get Arthur Stuart sent off in chains? And Al vin hanged?"

"M. Laws," said the judge, "you are the state's attorney in this matter, not M. Smith's or M.
Stuart's."

"For crying out loud," said Marty.

"And if the Fugitive Slave Law does not apply, then | submt to the court that Alvin Smth has
al ready been deternined by the sheriff and attorney of Hatrack County to have acted in self-
def ense, and therefore to bring charges now woul d put himin double jeopardy, which is forbidden
by__ll

"I know exactly who and what forbids double jeopardy," said the judge, now getting a little edgy
with Verily.

What am | doing wong? Verily wondered.

"Al'l right, since it's M. Smith's neck that's on the line, 1'll deny the prosecution's notion
and grant the defense notion to set up a blind test of a panel of Finders. Let's add another day--
we'll neet on Friday to see if they can identify Arthur Stuart. As for putting Arthur in custody,
I'"lIl ask the boy's adopted father-- is old Horace in the court today?"

Horace stood up. "Here | am sir," he said.

"You going to make ny life difficult by hiding this boy, so | have to |lock you up for the rest
of your natural life for contenpt of court? O are you going to keep himin plain sight and bring
himto court for that test?"

“I''l'l bring him" said Horace. "He ain't going nowheres as long as Alvin's in jail, anyhow "
"Don't get cute with ne, Horace, |I'mjust warning you," said the judge.
"Got no intention of being cute, dammit," nmurnured Horace as he sat back down.

"Don't curse in nmy courtroom either, M. CQuester, and don't insult me by assum ng that ny grey
hair means |'m deaf." The judge rapped with his gavel. "Well, that does it for notions and--"

"Your Honor," said Verily.
"That's me," said the judge. "Wat, you got another notion?"
"I do," said Verily.

"There's the matter of argunents on the notion to produce the plow,
hel pful ly.

offered Marty Laws

"Dammit," nuttered the judge.

"I heard that, judge!" cried Horace Cuester.

"Bailiff, put M. CGuester outside,"” said the judge.

They all waited while Horace Guester got up and hurried out of the courtroom
"What's your new notion, M. Cooper?"

"I respectfully request to know the position of M. Wbster in this courtroom He seens not to
be an official of the county of Hatrack or the state of Hio."

"Ain't you co-counsel or some other fool thing?" asked the judge of Daniel Wbster.

"I am" said Webster.
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"Well, there you have it."

"Beggi ng your pardon, Your Honor, but it seenms plain to ne that M. Wbster's fees are not being
paid by the county. | respectfully request to know who is paying him or if he is acting out of
the goodness of his heart.”

The judge | eaned on his desk and cocked his headto | ook at Daniel Wbster. "Now that you nention
it, I do recall never seeing you represent anybody as wasn't either very rich or very fanous, M.
Webster. 1'd like to know nysel f who's paying you."

"I"'mhere volunteering ny services," said Wbster

"So if | put you under oath and ask you to tell ne if your time and expenses here are or are not
bei ng pai d by soneone other than your own self, you would say that you are receiving no paynent?
Under oat h?"

Webster smiled faintly. "I"mon retainer, and so ny expenses are paid, but not for this case
specifically."”

"Let ne ask it another way. If you don't want the bailiff to put you out with M. Cuester, tell
me who's paying you."

"I amon retainer with the Property R ghts Crusade, |ocated at 44 Harrison Street in the city of
Carthage in the state of Wbbish." Whbster smled thinly.

"Does that answer your respectful request, M. Cooper?" the judge asked.
"It does, Your Honor."

"Then I'11l declare this--"

"Your Honor!" cried Marty Laws. "The matter of possession of the plow "
"All right, M. Laws," said the judge. "Time for brief argunents.”

"It's absurd for the defendant to remain in possession of the property in question, that's all,"”
said Marty.

"Since the defendant hinmself is in the custody of the county jail," said Verily Cooper, "and the
plow is in his possession, then, like his clothing and his pen and ink and paper and everything
el se in his possession, the plowis obviously in the custody of the county jail as well. The

state's nmotion is noot."
"How do we know that the defendant even has the pl ow?" asked Marty Laws. "Nobody's seen it."
"That's a point," said the judge, |ooking at Verily.

"Because of special properties of the plow, " said Verily, "the defendant feels it unwise to |et
it out of his sight. Nevertheless, if the state wishes to designate three officers of the court to
see it..."

"Let's keep it sinple," said the judge. "M . Laws, M. Cooper, and | will go see this plow
today, as soon as we finish here."

Verily noticed with pleasure that Daniel Wbster flushed with anger as he realized he was not
going to be treated as an equal and invited al ong. Webster tugged at Laws' coat and then whi spered
in his ear

"Um Your Honor," said Laws.
"What nmessage are you delivering for M. Wbster?" asked the judge.

"We can't exactly call ne, you, and M. Cooper as w tnesses, us being, um what we are," said
Laws.
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"I thought the point of, this was to nmake sure the plow existed," said the judge. "If you and me
and M. Cooper see it, then | think we can fairly well assure everybody it exists."

"But in the trial, we'll want people other than the defendant and M. Makepeace Snith to be able
to testify about the plow "

"Plenty of time for worrying about that later. |I'msure we can get a few witnesses to see it by
then, too. How many do you want ?"

Anot her whi spered conference. "Eight will do fine," said Laws.

"You and M. Cooper get together in the next while and deci de which ei ght people you'll settle
on as witnesses. In the neantinme, the three of us will go visit M. Alvin Snith in prison and get
an eyeful of this narvel ous | egendary nythical golden plow that has-- how did you put it, M.
Cooper ?"

"Special properties,” said Verily.

"You Englishnmen have such a fine way with words."

Once again, Verily could sense sone kind of nastiness directed toward himfromthe judge. As
before, he had no i dea what he had done to provoke it.

Still, the judge's inexplicable annoyance aside, things had gone rather well.

Unl ess, of course, the MIlers had been all wong and the Sl ave Finders could identify Arthur
Stuart as the wanted runaway. Then there'd be problems. But... the nicest thing about this case
was that if Verily perforned quite badly, nmaking it certain that Al vin would be hanged or Arthur
Stuart returned to slavery, Alvin, being a Maker, could always just take the boy and go away; and
not a soul could stop themif Alvin didn't want to be stopped, or find themif Avin didn't want
to be found.

Still, Verily had no intention of doing badly. He intended to win spectacularly. He intended to
clear Alvin's name of all charges so the Maker would be free to teach himall that he wanted to
know. And anot her, deeper notive, one which he did not try to hide from hinself though he would
never have adnmitted it to another: He wanted the Maker to respect him He wanted Alvin Smith to
|l ook himin the eye and say, "Wll done, friend."

That woul d be good. Verily Cooper wanted that good thing.

Chapter 14 -- Wtnesses

All the tine of waiting hadn't been so bad, really. Nothing was happening in the jail, but Avin
didn't mnd being alone and doing nothing. It gave himthinking tinme. And thinking tine was maki ng
time, he reckoned. Not |ike he used to do as a boy, making bug baskets out of pulled-up grass to
keep the Unmaker back. But making things in his head. Trying to renmenber the Crystal City as he
saw it in the waterspout with Tenskwa- Tawa. Trying to figure how such a place was nade. Can't
teach folks howto nake it if | don't know what it is nyself.

Qutside the jail he knew that the Unmaker was noving in the world, tearing down a little here,
knocking over a little there, setting a wedge in every tiny crack it found. And there were al ways
peopl e searching for the Unnaker, for some awful destructive power outside thenselves. Poor fools,
they al ways thought that Destruction was nmerely destruction, they were using it and when they were
done with it, they'd set to building. But you don't build on a foundation of destruction. That's
the dark secret of the Unmaker, Alvin thought. Once he sets you to tearing down, it's hard to get
back to building, hard to get your own self back. The digger wears out the ground and the spade.

And once you let yourself be a tool in the Unnaker's hand, he'll wear you out, he'll tear you
down, he'll dull you and hole you and all the tine you'll be thinking you' re so sharp and fine and
bright and whol e, and you never know till he lets go of you, lets you drop and fall. Wat's that

clatter? Wiy, that was nme. That was ne, sounding |like a wore-out tool. What you leaving ne for? |
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still got use left in ne!
But you don't, not when the Unnaker's got you

What Alvin figured out was that when you're Making, you don't use people like tools. You don't
wear them out to achi eve your purpose. You wear yourself out hel ping them achieve theirs. You wear
yoursel f out teaching and guiding, persuading and listening to advice and letting fol ks persuade
you, when it happens they're right. So instead of one ruler and a bunch of wore-out tools, you got
a whole city of Makers, all of themfree fellowcitizens, hard workers every one..

Except for one little problem Alvin couldn't teach Making. Ch, he could get people to sort of
set their minds right and their work would be enhanced a little. And a few people, |ike Measure,
nmostly, and his sister Eleanor, they learned a thing or two, they caught a glimer. But nost was
in the dark.

And then there cones a one like this |awer from England, this Verily Cooper, and he was j ust
born knowing how to do in a second what Measure could only do after a whole day's struggle.
Seal ing a book shut like it was a single block of wood and cloth, and then opening it again with
no harmto any of the pages and the letters still stuck on the surfaces. That was some Making.

What did he have to teach Verily? He was born knowi ng. And how coul d he hope to teach those as
wasn't born knowi ng? And anyway how coul d he teach anything when he didn't know how to make the
crystal out of which the city would be nade?

You can't build a city of glass; it'll break, it can't hold weight. You can't build out of ice
either, because it ain't clear enough and what about summer? Di anonds, they're strong enough, but
a city nmade of dianond, even if he could find or make so nmuch of it-- no way would they be all owed
to use such rich stuff for building, there'd be folks to tear it down in no tine, each one
stealing a bit of wall to make hisself rich, and pretty soon the whole thing would be |like a Swi ss
cheese, nore hole than wall.

Ch, Alvin could spin hinself through these thoughts and wonderings, through nenories and words
of books he read when M ss Larner-- when Peggy-- was teaching him He could keep his mnd occupied
in solitude and not mind it a bit, though he also sure didn't mind when Arthur Stuart cane to talk
to himabout goings on

Today, though, things were happening. Verily Cooper would be fending off notions for this and
that, and even if he was a good | awer, he was from Engl and and he didn't know the ways here, he
coul d make nistakes, but there wasn't a blane thing Alvin could do about it even if he did. He
just had to put his trust in other folks and Alvin hated that.

"Everyone hates it," said a voice, a so-famliar voice, a dreaned-of, |onged-for voice with
whi ch he had had nany a debate in his nenory, nmany a quarrel in his imagination; a voice that he
dreaned of whispering gently to himin the night and in the norning.

"Peggy," he whispered. He opened his eyes.

There she was, |ooking just as she would if he had conjured her up, only she was real, he hadn't
done no conj uring.

He renenbered his manners and stood up. "M ss Larner,
visit ne."

he said. "It was kind of you to cone and

"Not so nmuch kind as necessary," she said, her tone businesslike.
Busi nessli ke. He sighed inwardly.
She | ooked around for a chair.

He picked up the stool that stood inside the cell and inpulsively, thoughtlessly handed it right
through the bars to her

He hardly even noticed how he nade the bits of iron bar and the strands of woodstuff nove apart
to |l et each other through; only when he saw Peggy's wi de, wide eyes did he realize that of course

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (120 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt

she' d never seen anybody pass wood and iron right through each other like that.

"Sorry," he said. "l've never done that before, | nmean w thout warning or nothing."
She took the stool. "It was very thoughtful of you," she said. "To provide me with a stool."
He sat down on his cot. It creaked under him If he hadn't toughened up the material, it would

have given way under his weight days ago. He was a big man and he used furniture kind of rough; he
didn't mind if it conplained out |oud now and then

"They're doing pretrial notions in court today, | understand."
"I watched part of it. Your lawer is excellent. Verily Cooper?"
"I think he and | ought to be friends," Alvin said. He watched for her reaction

She nodded, sniled thinly. "Do you really want ne to tell you what | know about the possible
courses your friendship mght take?"

Alvin sighed. "I do, and I don't, and you knowit."

“I'"ll tell you that I'mglad he's here. Wthout himyou' d have no chance of getting through this
trial."

"So now |1l w n?"
"Wnning isn't everything, Alvin."
"But losing is nothing."

"I'f you lost the case but kept your life and your life's work, then | osing would be better than
wi nni ng, and dying for it, don't you think?"

"I"'mnot on trial for nmy lifel"

"Yes you are," said Peggy. "Wenever the law gets its hands on you, those who use the lawto
their own advantage will also turn it against you. Don't put your trust in the laws of men, Alvin.
They were designed by strong nmen to i nprove their power over weaker ones."

"That's not fair, Mss Larner," said Alvin. "Ben Franklin and themothers as nade the first | aws-

"They meant well. But the reality for you is that whenever you put yourself in jail, Alvin, your
life is in grave danger every nonent."

"You cane to tell nme that? You know | can wal k out of here whenever | want."
"I came so | could tell you when to wal k away, if the need cones."

"I want my nanme cl eared of Makepeace's lies."

"l also canme to help with that,"” she said. "I"'mgoing to testify."

Al vin thought of that night when Goody Guester died, Peggy's nother, though he hadn't known that
M ss Larner was really Peggy Guester until she knelt weeping over her mother's ruined body. Right
till the nmoment they heard the first gunshot, he and Peggy had been on the verge of declaring
their love for each other and deciding to narry. And then her nother killed the Finder, and the
other Finder killed her, and Alvin got there way too |late to heal her fromthe shotgun blast, and
all he could do was kill the man that shot her, kill himw th his bare hands, and what did that
do? What good did that do? Wat kind of Making was that?

"I don't want you to testify," he said.

"I wasn't looking forward to it nyself," she said. "I won't do it if it's not needed. But you
have to tell Verily Cooper what and who | am and tell himthat when he's all done with his other
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wi tnesses, he's to look to ne, and if | nod, he's to call ne as a witness, no argunents. Do you
understand me? |'I1 know better than either of you whether nmy testinony is necessary or not."

Alvin heard what she said and knew he'd go along, but there was a part of himthat was seething
with anger even though he didn't know why-- he'd been longing to see her for nore than a year now,
and suddenly she was here and all he wanted to do was yell at her.

Well, he didn't yell. But he did speak up in a voice that sounded | ess than kind. "Is that what
you cone back for? To tell poor stupid Alvin and his poor stupid | awer what to do?"

She | ooked sharp at him "I met an old friend of yours at the ferry."
For a moment his heart leapt within him "Ta-Kumsaw?" he whi spered.

"Goodness no," she said. "He's out west past the Mzzipy for all | know | was referring to a
fell ow who once had a tattoo on an unnentionable part of his body, a M. Mke Fink."

Alvin rolled his eyes. "I guess the Unmeker's assenbling all ny enenmies in one place.”

"On the contrary," said Peggy. "I think he's no eneny. | think he's a friend. He swears he neans
only to protect you, and | believe him"

He knew she neant himto take that as proof that the man could be trusted, but he was feeling
st ubborn and sai d not hi ng.

"He canme to the Wheelwight ferry in order to be close enough to keep an eye on you. There's a
conspiracy to get you extradited to Kenituck under the Fugitive Slave Law. "

"Po Doggly told me he wasn't going to pay no mind to that."

"Wel |, Daniel Wbster is here precisely to see to it that whether you win or |ose here, you get
taken to Kenituck to stand trial."

"I won't go," said Alvin. "They'd never let ne get to trial."
"No, they never would. That's what M ke Fink cane to watch out for."
"Way is he on ny side? | took away his hex of protection. It was a strong one. Near perfect."

"And he's suffered a few scars and | ost an ear since then. But he's also | earned conpassi on. He
val ues the exchange. And you healed his legs. You left himwith a fighting chance."

Al vin thought about that. "Well, you never know, do you. | thought of himas a stone killer."

"I think that a good person can sonetinmes do wong out of ignorance or weakness or wong

t hi nki ng, but when hard tinmes come, the goodness wins out after all. And a bad person can often
seem good and trustworthy for a long tinme, but when hard tinmes cone, the evil in himgets
reveal ed. "

"So maybe we're just waiting for hard enough tinmes to conme in order to find out just how bad
am "

She sniled thinly. "Mdesty is a virtue, but | know you too well to think for a minute you
beli eve you're a bad nman."

"I don't think nuch about whether |I'mgood or bad. |I think a | ot about whether |I'm going to be
worth a damm or not. Right now | reckon myself to be worth about six bits."

"Alvin," she said, "you never used to swear in front of ne."

He felt the rebuke but he rather liked the feeling of annoying her. "It's just the bad in ne
com ng out."

"You're very angry with ne."
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"Yes, well, you know all, you see all."
"I'"ve been busy, Alvin. You've been doing your life's work, and |I've been doing mine."
"Once upon a tine | hoped it mght be the same work," said Alvin.

"I't will never be the sanme work. Though our |abors nay conpl enent each other. | will never be a
Maker. | only see what is there to be seen. Wile you inagine what m ght be made, and then nake
it. Mne is by far the lesser gift, and nostly useless to you."

"That's the purest nonsense | ever heard.™

"I don't speak nonsense," she said sharply. "If you don't think ny words sound true, then think
again until you understand them™"

He i magi ned her as he used to see her, the severe-looking teacher |ady at |east ten years ol der
than Peggy really was; she still knew how to use her voice like a rap acrossi he knuckles. "It
ain't useless to me to know what's conming in the future.”

"But | don't know what's coming. | only know what mnight cone. Wat seens likely to conme. There
are so nany paths the future m ght take. Most people stunble blindly along, plunging into this or
that path that | see in their heartfire, heading for disaster or delight. Few have your power,
Alvin, to open up a new path that did not exist. There was no future in which |I saw you push that
stool through the bars of the cell. And yet it was an al nost inevitable act on your part. A sinple
expression of the inpulsiveness of a young man. | see in people's heartfires the futures that are
possi ble for themin the natural course of events. But you can set aside the | aws of nature, and
SO0 you can't be properly accounted for. Sonetinmes | can see clearly; but there are deep gaps, dark
and wi de."

He got up fromthe cot and cane to the bars, held them knelt down in front of her. "Tell me how
I find out how to make the Crystal GCty."

"I don't know how you do it. But |I've seen a thousand futures in which you do."
"Tell me where | look then, in order to learn!"

"l don't know. Whatever it is, it doesn't followthe |laws of nature. O at least | think that's
why | can't see it."

"Vilate Franker says ny life ends in Carthage City," said Al vin.
She stiffened. "How does she know such a thing9"

"She knows where things conme fromand where they' |l end up."
"Don't go to Carthage City. Never go there."

"So she's right."

"Never go there," she whispered. "Please."

"l got no plans for it," he said. But inside his heart he thought: he cares for nme after all.
She still cares for ne.

He nmi ght have said something about it, or she might have talked a bit nore tenderly and | ess
busi nessli ke. M ght have, but then the door opened and in trooped the sheriff and the judge, and
Marty Laws and Verily Cooper

"Scuse us," said Sheriff Doggly. "But we got us a courtroomthing to do here."

"I"mat your service, gentlenmen," said Alvin, rising at once to his feet. Peggy al so rose, then
stooped to nove the stool out of the way of the door

The sheriff |ooked at the stool
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"I't was so kind of you to allow Alvin's stool to be placed outside the bars for nme," said Peggy.

Po Doggly | ooked at her. He hadn't given any such order, but he decided not to argue the point.
Alvin was Al vin.

"Explain things to your client," said the judge to Verily Cooper

"As we discussed last night," said Verily, "we'll need to have various w tnesses view the plow
The three of us will be enough to ascertain that the plow exists, that it appears to be nade of
gold, and..."

"That's all right," said Al vin.

"And we've agreed that after the jury is enpaneled, we'll select eight nore witnesses who can
testify to the existence and nature of the plow in open court."

"As long as the plow stays in here with ne," said Alvin. He glanced toward Sheriff Doggly.
"The sheriff already knows," said the judge, "that he is not one of the designated w tnesses."

"Blame it all, Your Honor!" said Doggly. "It sets in here for weeks in ny jail and | can't even
see it?"

"I don't mind if he stays," said Al vin.

"I do," said the judge. "It's better if he doesn't regale his deputies with tales of how big and
how gold the thing is. I know we can trust M. Doggly. But why exacerbate the tenptation that rmust
already afflict at |east some of his deputies?"

Al vin | aughed.
"What's so funny, M. Smith?" asked the judge

"How everybody's all pretending they know what in hell the word exacerbate neans." They al
joined himin |aughter

When it died down, Sheriff Doggly was still in the room "I'mwaiting to escort the |ady out,"
he sai d.

Alvin rolled his eyes. "She saw the plow on the night that it was made."

"Neverthel ess," said the judge, "three witnesses on this official occasion. You can show it to

every visitor in the jail if you want to, but on this occasion, we have agreed to three, and three
it is."
Peggy snmiled at the judge. "You are a man of extraordinary integrity, sir," she said. "I'mgl ad

to know you're presiding at this trial."

When she was gone and the sheriff had closed the door to the jail, the judge | ooked at Al vin.
"That was Peggy Guester? The torch girl?"

Al vi n nodded.

"She grew up prettier than | ever expected," said the judge. "I just wish | knew whether she was
bei ng sarcastic."

"I don't think so," said Alvin. "But you're right, she has a way of saying even nice things as
if she's only barely holding back fromtelling a bunch of stuff that ain't so nice."

"Whoever nmarries that one," said the judge, "he better have a thick skin."

"Or a stout stick," said Marty Laws, and then he | aughed. But he | aughed al one, and soon fel
silent, vaguely enbarrassed, uncertain why his joke had fallen so flat.
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Al vin reached under the cot and slid out the burlap bag that held the plow. He pulled back the
mout h of the sack, so the plow sat exposed, surrounded by burlap, shining golden in the Iight from
the hi gh w ndows.

"I'l'l be dammed," said Marty Laws. "It really is a plow, and it really is gold."
"Looks gold," said the judge. "I think if we're to be honest w tnesses, we have to touch it."
Alvin smled. "I ain't stopping you."

The judge sighed and turned to the county attorney. "W forgot to get the sheriff to open the
cell door."

"Il fetch him" said Mrty.
"Pl ease cover the plow, M. Snith," said the judge

"Don't bother," said Alvin. He reached over and opened the cell door. The latch didn't even so
much as make a sound; nor did the hinges squeak. The door just opened, silent and snooth.

The judge | ooked down at the latch and lock. "Is this broken?" he asked.
"Don'"t worry," said Alvin. "lIt's working fine. Cone on in and touch the plow, if you want."

Now t hat the door was open, they hung back. Finally Verily Cooper stepped in, the judge after

him But Marty held back. "There's sonething about that plow " he said.

"Nothing to be worried about," said Alvin.

"You' re just bothered because the door opened so easy," said the judge. "Conme on in, M. Laws."
"Look," said Marty. "It's trenbling."

"Like I told you," said Alvin, "it's alive."

Verily knelt down and reached out a hand toward the plow. Wth no one touching it yet, the plow
id toward him dragging the burlap with it.

S
Marty yel ped and turned his back, pressing his face into the wall opposite the cell door
"You can't be rmuch of a witness with your back turned," said the judge.

The plow slid to Verily. He laid his hand on the top of it. It slowy turned under his hand,
turned and turned, around and around, snpoth as an ice skater

"I't is alive," he said.

"After a fashion," said Alvin. "But it's got a nmind of its own, so to speak. | nean, it's not
ike I've tamed it or nothing."

"Can | pick it up?" asked Verily.

"I don't know," said Alvin. "Nobody but ne has ever tried."

"I't would be useful," said the judge, "if we could heft it to see if it weighs Iike gold, or if
it's some other, lighter alloy."
"It's the purest gold you'll ever see in your life," said Alvin, "but heft it if you can."

Verily squatted, got his hands under the plow, and lifted. He grunted at the weight of it, but
it stayed in his hands as he lifted it. Still, there was sone struggle with it. "It wants to
turn," said Verily.

"It's a plow," said Alvin. "It reckon it wants to find good soil,"
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"You woul dn't actually plowwith this, would you?" said the judge.

"I can't think why else | nade it, if it ain't for plowing. | nean, if | was naking a bow | got
t he shape wong, don't you think?"

"Can you hand it to nme?" asked the judge.

"OfF course," said Verily. He stepped close to the judge and held the plow as the ol der nman
wr apped his hands around it. Then Verily let go.

At once the plow began to buck in the judge's hands. Before the judge could drop it, Alvin
reached out and rested his right hand on the plow s face. Immediately it went still.

"Way didn't it do that with M. Cooper?" asked the judge, his voice trenbling a little.
"l reckon it knows Verily Cooper is ny attorney," said Al vin, grinning.
"While | aminpartial," s aid the judge. "Perhaps M. Laws is correct not to handle it."

"But he has to," said Verily. "He's the nbst inportant one to see it. He has to assure M.
Webst er and Makepeace Snith that it's the real plow, the gold plow, and that it's safe here in the
j ai l house. "

The judge handed the plowto Alvin, then left the cell and put his hand on Marty Laws' shoul der
"Cone now, M. Laws, |'ve handled it, and even if it bucks a bit, it won't harmyou."

Laws shook hi s head.

"Marty," said Alvin. "I don't know what you're afraid of, but | prom se you that the plow won't
hurt you, and you won't hurt it."

Marty turned sideways. "It was so bright," he said. "It hurt ny eyes."
"Just a glint of sunlight,” said the judge.

"No sir," said Marty. "No, your honor, It was bright. It was bright fromway down deep inside
itself. It shone right into me. |I could feel it."

The judge | ooked at Al vin.

"I don't know," said Alvin. "It's not like |I've been showing it to fol ks."

"I know what he neans," said Verily. "I didn't see it as light. But | felt it as warnth. When
the bag fell open, the whole place felt warmer. But there's no harmin it, M. Laws. Please-- |l
hold it with you."

"As will |," said the judge.
Alvin held the plow out to them

Marty slowy turned so he could watch, his head partly averted, as the other two w tnesses got
their hands on and under the plow. Only then did he sidle forward and gingerly lay his fingertips
on and under the gol den plowshare. He was sweating sonething awful, and Alvin felt plain sorry for
him but couldn't begin to understand what the man was goi ng through. The plow had al ways felt
confortable and friendly-like to him Wat did it nean to Marty?

When the thing didn't hurt him Marty gai ned confidence, and shifted his hands to get sone of
the weight of the plow. Still his eyes were squinted and he | ooked sidelong, as if to protect one
eye in case the other one was suddenly blinded. "I can hold it alone, | guess," he said.

"Let M. Smith keep his hand on it, so it doesn't buck," said the judge.
Alvin left his hand, but the others took their hands away, and Marty held the pl ow al one.

"I reckon it weighs like gold," said Marty.
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Al vin reached under the plow and got hold of it. "I got it now, Marty," he said.
Marty let go-- reluctantly, it seemed to Al vin.
"Anyway, | reckon you can see why | don't just |let anyone have a grab at it," said A vin.

"I"d hate to think what shape I'd be in if | dropped it on ny toe," said the judge.
"Ch, it lands easy," said Alvin.
"It really is alive," said Verily softly.

"You're a bold fellow," said the judge to Alvin. "Your attorney was quite adamant about having a
hearing on the extradition matter before we even enpanel a jury about the |arceny business."”

Alvin | ooked at Verily. "I reckon ny attorney knows what he's doing."

"I told them™" said Verily, "that ny defense would be that the finder was not engaged in |awfu
busi ness, since by the cachet they carried, Arthur Stuart could not possibly be identified."

Alvin knew that this was nore a question than a statenent. "They wal ked right by Arthur Stuart
that night," said Alvin.

"We are going to bring a group of Slave Finders fromWeelwight to see if they can pick Arthur
Stuart froma group of boys about his age," said Verily. "Their faces and hands wi || be hidden, of
course. "

"Make sure,"” said Alvin, "to get a couple of Mk Berry's boys in the group, along wth whatever
VWi te boys you settle on. | reckon those as spends their whole lives | ooking for Black fol ks m ght
have sone ways of spotting which is which, even if they got gloves on and bags over their heads."

"Mock Berry?" asked the judge.

"He's a Black fellow, " explained Marty. "Free Black, mind you. Hmand Anga his wife, they've
got a passle of young folks in a cabin in the woods not far fromthe roadhouse."

"Well, that's a good idea, to have sone Black boys in the mx," said the judge. "And nmaybe |']|
see to a few others things to nmake things stay fair." He reached out to the plow, which Avin
still held in his hands. "Mnd if | touch it one nore tinme?"

He did; the plow trenbl ed under his hand.

"If the jury should decide that this is truly Makepeace Snith's gold," said the judge, "I wonder
how he's going to get it honme?"

"Your Honor," Marty protested.

The judge glared at him "Don't you even for a nonent inmagine that |I'mgoing to be anything but
completely fair and inpartial in the conduct of this trial."

Marty shook his head and held out his hands as if to ward off the very thought of inpartiality.

"Besides," said the judge. "You saw what you saw, too. You going to turn the trial over to M.
Webster, now that you seen it nmove and shi ne and what not ?"

Marty shook his head. "The point at issue is whether Alvin Smith nade the plow with gold that
bel onged to Makepeace. What the plowis like, its other properties-- | don't see but what that's
completely irrelevant."”

"Exactly," said the judge. "All we needed to verify right nowis that it exists, it's gold, and
it should remain in Alvin's custody while Alvin remains in the custody of the sheriff. | think
we' ve determined all three points to everyone's satisfaction. Right, gentlenen?"

"Right," said Marty.
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Verily sml ed.
Alvin put the plow back in the burlap bag.

As they left the cell, the judge carefully closed the door until the latch clicked. Then he
tried to open it and couldn't. "Well, I'mglad to see the jail is secure." He didn't grin when he
said it. He didn't have to.

Po Doggly | ooked beside hinself with curiosity as they emerged fromthe jail into the outer
office. In nonments he was inside the jail, looking through bars at Alvin, hoping to catch a glint
of gold.

"Sorry, Sheriff," said Alvin. "All put away."

"You got no sense of sport, Alvin," said Doggly. "You couldn't even |leave the top open a little
bit?"

"I won't mind a bit if you' re one of the eight," said Alvin. "Let's see what happens."

"Not a bad idea," said Doggly. "And thank you for not mnding. | won't do that, though. Better
to use eight ordinary citizens, instead of a public official. I'mjust curious, you know. Never
saw that nuch gold in all nmy Iife, and 1'd like to be able to tell ny grandchildren.”

"So would I," said Alvin, And then: "Sheriff Doggly, Peggy Larner wouldn't still be out there,
woul d she?"

"No. Sorry, Al. She's gone. Reckon she went on hone to say howdy to her pa."

"Reckon so," said Alvin. "No matter."

* k% %

Arthur Stuart woul d never have called hinself a spy. He couldn't help it that he was short. He
couldn't help it that his skin was dark and that, being shy, he tended to stand i n shadows and
hold very, very still so people overlooked himquite easily. He wasn't aware that some of the
greensong fromhis long journeys with Alvin still lingered with him a nelody in the back of his
m nd, so that his step was unusually quiet, twigs tended to bend out of his way, and boards didn't
of ten squeak under his step

But when it cane to his visit to Vilate's house, well, it wasn't no accident she didn't see him
In fact, he made it a point not to step on the porch of the post office, so he couldn't very well
wal kK through the front door and make the bell ring. Nor, when he got around to the back of Vilate
Franker's house, did he knock on her back door or ask her perm ssion before clinmbing up on her
rain barrel and | eaning over to | ook through her wi ndow into her kitchen, where the teapot
simrered on the stove and Vilate sat drinking tea and carrying on quite a lively conversation
with...

Wth a sal amander

Not a |lizard-- even fromthe wi ndow, Arthur Stuart could see there were no scal es. Besides, you
didn't have to be sone kind of genius to know a sal amander froma lizard at five paces. Arthur
Stuart was a boy, and boys tended to know such things. Mreover, Arthur Stuart had been an
unusual ly solitary and inquisitive boy, and he had a way with animals, so even if sone other boy
m ght nmake a m stake, Arthur Stuart never would. It was a sal amander.

Vil ate woul d say something, and then sip her tea, glancing up fromthe cup now and then to nod
or murmur sonething. "Mnhni; "I know'; "lIsn't it just awful?" --as if the sal amander was sayi ng
sonet hi ng.

But the sal anander didn't say nothing. Didn't even look at her, nbst of the tine, though truth
to tell you never quite knew for sure what a sal anander was | ooki ng at, because if one eye was
| ooki ng there, the other m ght be |ooking here, and how woul d you know? Still and all, Arthur was
pretty sure it |looked right at him Knew he was there. But didn't seemto get alarned or nothing,
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so Arthur just kept on | ooking and |istening.

"A man shouldn't trifle with a lady's affections,"” she was saying. "Once a man goes down t hat
road, the lady has a right to protect herself as best she can." Another sip. Another nod. "Cnh, |
know. And the worst of it is, people are going to think so badly of me. But everyone knows that
Alvin Smith has hidden powers. O course | couldn't help mnyself."

Anot her sip. And then, abruptly, tears streamed out of her eyes.

"Ch, ny dear, dear soul, ny friend, ny beloved trusted friend, howcan | do this? | really do
care for the boy. | really do care for him Wy oh why couldn't he have | oved ne? Wiy did he have
to spurn ne and make ne do this?"

And so it went. Arthur wasn't no dummy. He knew right off that Vilate Franker was planning somne
ki nd of devilnent against Alvin, and he sort of hoped she m ght nention what it was, though that
wasn't too likely, since all she tal ked about was how bad she felt and how she hated to do it but
it was a lady's right to defend her honor even though it mght involve giving the appearance of
havi ng no honor but that's why it was so good having such a good, true, wonderful friend.

Ah, the tears that flowed. Ah, the sighs. Ah, the quart of tea she consuned while Arthur |eaned
on the sill, watching, |istening.

Qddly, though, as soon as the tears were done, her face just went clean. Not a streak. Not a
trace of redness around the eyes. Not a sign that she had even shed a tear

The tea eventually took its toll. Vilate slid her chair back and rose to her feet. Arthur knew
where the privy was; he immediately junped fromthe rain barrel and ran around the front of the
house before the door even opened | eading out to the back. Then, knowi ng she coul dn't possibly
hear the bell, he opened the post office door, went inside, clanbered over the counter, and nade
his way into the kitchen fromthe front of the house. There was the sal amander, licking a bit of
tea that had spilled fromthe saucer. As Arthur entered, the salamander lifted its head. Then it
scurried back and forth, making a shape on the table. One triangle. Another triangle crossing it.

A hex.

Arthur noved to the chair where Vilate had been sitting. Standing, his head was just about at
t he height her head was at when she was seated. And as he | eaned over her chair, the sal anander
changed.

No, not really. No, the sal anander disappeared. Instead, a woman was sitting in the chair across
fromhim

"You're an evil little boy," the woman said with a sad smle.

Arthur hardly even noticed what she said. Because he knew her. It was O d Peg Guester. The wonan
he called Mther. The woman who was buried under a certain stone nmarker on the hill behind the
roadhouse, near his real nother, the runaway slave girl he never net. Ad Peg was there.

But it wasn't O d Peg. It was the sal amander
"And you i magi ne things, you nasty boy. You make up stories.”

A d Peg used to call himher "nasty boy," but it was a tease. It was when he repeated sonething
sonmeone el se had said. She would |laugh and call himnasty boy and give hima hug and tell him not
to repeat that remark to anyone

But this wonan, this pretend O d Peg, she neant it. She thought he was a nasty boy.

He nmoved away fromthe chair. The sal amander was back on the table and O d Peg was gone. Arthur
knelt by the table to | ook at the sal anander at eye level. It stared into his eyes. Arthur stared
back.

He used to do this for hours with aninmals in the forest. Wen he was very little, he understood
them He came away with their story in his nmind. Gadually that ability faded. Now he caught only
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glinrers. But then, he didn't spend as nmuch tine with animals anynore. Maybe if he tried hard
enough. ..

"Don't forget me, sal amander," he whispered. "I want to know your story. | want to know who
taught you how to make t hem hexes on the table."

He reached out a hand, then slowy let a single finger conme to rest on the salamander's head. It
didn't recoil fromhinm it didn't nove even when his finger made contact. It just |ooked at him

"What are you doi ng i ndoors?" he whispered. "You don't like it indo ors. You want to be outside.
Near the water. In the nmud. In the |l eaves. Wth bugs."

It was the kind of thing Alvin did, nurnuring to animals, suggesting things to them

"I can take you back to the mud if you want. Cone with nme, if you want. Come with ne, if you
can."

The sal amander raised a foreleg, then slowy set it down. One step closer to Arthur

And from the sal amander he thought he felt a hunger, a desire for food, but nore than that, a
desire for... for freedom The salanmander didn't |ike being a prisoner

The door opened.
"Way, Arthur Stuart," said Vilate. "lInmagine you conming to visit."

Arthur had sense enough not to junp to his feet as if he was doing something wong. "Any letters
for Alvin?" he asked.

"Not a one."

Arthur didn't even nention the sal amander, which was just as well, because Vil ate never even
| ooked at it. You'd think that if a |lady was caught with a live sal anander-- or even a dead one,
for that matter-- on her kitchen table, she'd at |east offer some explanation

"Want sone tea?" she asked.

"Can't stay," said Arthur.

"Ch, next tine then. Gve Alvin ny love." Her snmile was sweet and beauti ful

Arthur reached out his hand, right in front of her, and touched the sal anander's back
She didn't notice. O at |east she gave no sign of noticing.

He noved away, backed out of the room hopped the counter, and ran out the front door, hearing
the bell ring behind himas he went.

I f the sal anander was a prisoner, who had captured it? Not Vilate-- the sal amander was maki ng
hexes to fool her into seeing sonebody there. Though Arthur was willing to bet that it wasn't Ad
Peg CGuester that Vilate saw. But the sal amander wasn't fooling her out of its owmn free will,
because all it wanted was to be free to go back to being an ordinary sal amander again

He'd have to tell Alvin about this, that was sure. Vilate was planning to do sonething rotten to
him and the sal amander that wal ked out hexes on the kitchen table, it had sonething to do with
the plot.

How could Vilate be so stupid that she didn't even see ne touching her sal amander? Wy didn't
she get upset when she saw nme in the kitchen when she got back fromthe privy?

Maybe she wanted ne to see the sal amander. O maybe soneone el se wanted ne to see it
Wanted nme to see Mot her.

For a nonent, wal king al ong the dusty main street of Hatrack River, he lost control of hinself,
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al nost et hinmself cry thinking about Mther, thinking about seeing her sitting across from him
It wasn't real, he told hinself. It was all fakery. Humbug. Hoaxification. Whoever was behind all
this was a liar, and a nmean liar at that. Nasty boy indeed. Evil boy. He wasn't no evil boy. He
was a good boy and the real Peg Guester woul d know that, she wouldn't say nothing like that to
him The real Peg CGuester would hug himup tight and say, "My good boy, Arthur Stuart, you are ny
own good boy."

He wal ked it off. He wal ked the tears right out of his eyes, and when the sad feelings went
away, another feeling came in its place. He was plain nad. Got no right making himsee Mana. Got
no right. | hate you, whoever you are, nmaking ne see ny Mama calling ne names |ike that.

He trotted up the stairs into the courthouse. The only good thing about Alvin being in jail was
that Arthur Stuart always knew where he was.

* k k

It was hard for Napoleon to believe that he had once cone this close to killing the American boy
Calvin. Hard to remenber how frightened he had been to see the boy's power. How for the first few
days, Napol eon had wat ched hi mclosely, had hardly slept for fear that the boy woul d do sonething
to himin the night. Renove his legs, for instance. That would be a cure for the gout! It only
occurred to himbecause of the nunber of tines he had wi shed, in the throes of agony, that in one
of his battles a cannonball had severed his |leg. Stunping around on sticks couldn't be worse than
this. And the boy brought such relief. Not a cure... but a cessation of the pain.

In exchange for that, Napoleon was content to let Calvin mani pulate him He knew who was really
in control, and it wasn't an upstart, ignorant American boy. Who cared if Calvin thought he was
clever, doling out a day's relief frompain in exchange for another |esson on how to govern nmen?
Did he really inmagi ne Napol eon woul d teach him anything that would give himthe upper hand? On the
contrary, with every hour, every day they spent together, Napoleon's control over a boy who could
have been uncontrol |l abl e grew stronger, deeper. And Cal vin had no idea.

They never understood, none of them They all thought they served Napol eon out of |ove and
admration, or out of greed and self-interest, or out of fear and discretion. Whatever notive
drove them Napoleon fed it, got control of it. Sonme were inpelled by shane, and sonme by guilt;
sonme by anbition, some by lust, some even by their excess of piety-- for when the occasion
demanded, Napol eon coul d convince sone spiritually starved soul that he was God's chosen servant
on Earth. It wasn't hard. None of it was hard, when you understood ot her people the way Napol eon
did. They gave off their desires like sweat, like the snell of an athlete after the contest or a
soldier after a battle, like the smell of a wonman-- Napol eon didn't even have to think, he sinmply
said the word, the exact words they needed to hear to win themto him

And on those rare occasions when soneone was i rmune to his words, when they had sone sort of
protective anul et or hex, each one nmore clever than the last-- well, that's what guards were for.
That's why there was a guillotine. The people knew that Napol eon was not a cruel man, that few
i ndeed were ever puni shed under his rule. They knew that if a man was sent to the guillotine, it
was because the world would be better off with that particular nouth detached fromthose |ungs,
with those hands unconnected to that head.

Cal vin? Ah, the boy could have been dangerous. The boy had the power to save hinself fromthe
guillotine, to stop the blade fromstriking his neck. The boy m ght have been able to prevent
anything that didn't cone as a conplete surprise. How would the Enperor have defeated hinf? Perhaps
alittle opiumto dull him he had to sleep sonetine. But it didn't nmatter. No need to kill after
all. Only alittle study, a little patience, and Napol eon had him

Not as his servant-- no, this American boy was clever, he was watching for that, he was carefu
not to allow hinmself to succunb to any attenpt by Napoleon to turn himinto a slave, into one of
those servants who | ooked at their Enperor with adoring eyes. Now and then Napol eon nmade a remark
a sort of feint, so Calvin would think he was fending off the Enperor's best strokes. But in fact,
Napol eon had no need for this boy's loyalty. Just his healing touch

This boy was driven by envy. Who woul d have guessed it? Al that innate power, such gifts from
God or Nature or whatever, and the boy was wasting it all because of envy for his ol der brother
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Alvin. Well, he wasn't about to tell Calvin he had to stop letting those feelings control him On
the contrary, Napoleon fed them subtly, with little queries now and then about how Al vin m ght
have done this or that, or conments about how awful it was having to put up with younger brothers
who sinply haven't the ability to neasure up to one's own ability. He knew how this would rankle
how it would fester in Calvin's soul. Aworm twisting its way through the boy's judgnent, eating
tunnels init. | have you, | have you. Look across the ocean, your gaze fixed upon your brother
you m ght have challenged nme for the enpire here, for half the world, but instead all you can

thi nk about is sone useless fellow in homespun or deerskin or whatever who can make polished stone
with his bare hands and heal the sick.

Heal the sick. That's the one that Napol eon was working on now. He knew perfectly well that
Calvin was deliberately not healing him he also knew that if Calvin ever got the idea that
Napol eon was really in conmand, he'd probably flee and | eave himwi th the gout again. So he had to
keep a delicate bal ance: Taunt hi m because his brother could heal and he couldn't; at the same
tinme, convince himthat he'd already learned all the Enperor had to teach, that it was just a
matter of practice now before he was as good at controlling other nen.

If it worked out well, the boy, filled with confidence that he had squeezed the | ast drop of
know edge from Napol eon's mind, would finally show off that he was a match for his brother after
all. He would heal the Enperor, then |eave the court at once and sail back to America to challenge

his brother-- to attenpt, using Napol eon's teachings, to get control over him

O course, if he got there and nothing he learned fromthe Enperor worked-- well, he'd be back
for vengeance! But Napoleon really was teaching him Enough to play on the weaknesses of weak nen,
the fears of fearful nmen, the anbitions of proud nen, the ignorance of stupid men. What Calvin
didn't notice was that Napol eon wasn't teaching himany of the truly difficult arts: howto turn
the virtues of good nen agai nst them

The nost hilarious thing was that Calvin was surrounded by the very best men, the nost difficult
ones that Napol eon had won over. The Marquis de La Fayette, for instance-- he was the servant who
bat hed the boy, just as he bathed the Enperor. It would never occur to Calvin that Napol eon woul d
keep his npbst dangerous enem es near him oblivious to how he hunmiliated them If Calvin only
under stood, he would realize that this was real power. Evil nen, weak nen, fearful men-- they were
so easy to control. It was only when nen of virtue fell under Napoleon's control that he felt at
| ast the confidence to reach for power, to unseat the king and take his place, to conquer Europe
and i npose his peace upon the warring nations.

Cal vin never sees that, because he is hinmself a fearful and anbitious man, and does not realize
that others night be fearless and generous. No wonder he resents his older brother so nuch! From
what Calvin said of him it seened to Napoleon that Alvin would be a very difficult case indeed, a
very hard one to break. In fact, knowing that Calvin's brother existed was enough to cause
Napol eon to hold off on his plan of building up his armes in Canada with an eye to conquering the
three English-speaking nations of America. No reason to do anything to make Alvin Smith turn his
eyes eastward. That was a contest Napol eon did not want to enbark on

I nstead he would send Calvin home, armed with great skill at subversion, deception, corruption
and mani pul ation. He'd have no control over Alvin, of course, but he would surely be able to
deceive him for Napoleon well knew that just as evil, weak, and fearful people saw their own base
notives in other people's actions, so also the virtuous tended to assunme the nobl est of notives
for other people's acts; why else were so nany awful liars so successful at bilking others? If
good people weren't so trusting of bad ones, the hunan race woul d have di ed out |ong ago-- nost
worren never woul d have | et nost men near them

Let the brothers battle it out. If anyone can get rid of the threat of this Alvin Snith, it's
his own brother, who can get close to him- not me, with all my armes, with all my skill. Let
them fi ght.

But not until ny leg is heal ed.

"My dear Leon, you nustn't drift off with the covers down like that."

It was La Fayette, checking on himbefore sleep. Napoleon let the fellow pull his blanket up. It
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was a coolish night; it was good to have such tender concern froma |oving nman of great
responsibility, dependability, creativity. |I have in ny hands the best of nen, and under ny thunb
the worst of them My record is nmuch better than God's. Cearly the old fell ow chose the wong son
to make his only begotten. If |I'd been in Jerusalemin the place of that dullard Jesus, |'d never
have been crucified. | would have had Rone under ny control in no tine, and the whole world
converted to my doctrine.

Maybe that's what this Alvin was-- God's second try! Well, Napoleon would help with, the script.
Napol eon woul d send Alvin Snmith his Judas.

"You need your sleep, Leon," said La Fayette.
"My mindis so full," said Napol eon

"Of happy things, | pray."

"Happy indeed."

"No pain in your leg? It's good to have that American boy here, if he keeps you fromthat
dreadful suffering.”

"I know that when I"'min pain |'mso difficult to live with," said Napol eon
"Not at all, never. Don't even think it. It's a joy to be with you."

"Do you ever nmiss it, my Marqui s? The arm es, the power? Governnent, politics, intrigues?"

"Ch, Leon! How could | miss it? | have it all through you. I watch what you do and | marvel. |
never could have done so well. |I'mat school with you every day; you are the superb master."

"Am | ?"

"The master. The master of all is ny dear Leon. How truly they named your house in Corsica, ny

dear. Buona Parte. CGood parts. You are truly the lion of good parts."
"How sweet of you to say so, ny Marquis. Good night."

"God bl ess you."
The candl e retreated fromthe room and noonlight returned its dimlight through the curtains.

I know you're studying nme, Calvin. Sending your doodling bug, as you so quaintly call it, into
my legs, to find the cause of the gout. Figure it out. Be as smart as your brother about this one
thing, so | can finally get rid of you and the pain both.

* % %

Verily had known debased nen in his life; he had been offered | arge suns of nmoney to defend one
now and then, but his conscience was not for sale. He renmenbered one of them who, thinking that
his m nions had not been clear about just how much noney he was offering, cane to see Verily in
person. Wen he finally realized that Verily was not sinply holding out for a higher price, he
| ooked quite hurt. "Really, M. Cooper, why isn't ny noney as good as anyone el se's?"

"It isn't your noney, sir," said Verily.
"What, then? What is your objection?"
"I keep imagining: What if, through sone gross niscarriage of justice, | won?"

Livid, the man hurled vile threats at himand left. Verily never knew whether it was this man or
anot her who sent an assassin after him- a pathetic attenpt, knifework in the dark. Verily saw the
bl ade and the assassin's vicious smle-- obviously the fell ow had chosen a profession that all owed
himto satisfy his own predilections-- and caused the blade to drop off the knife and shatter at
the man's feet. The man couldn't have | ooked nore crestfallen if Verily had nade a eunuch of him
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Debased nen, but they all had sonmething in common: they showed a keen regard for virtue, and
tried to dress thenselves in that costune. Hypocrisy, for all its bad reputation, at |east showed
a decent respect for goodness.

These Sl ave Finders, however, were not noble enough to be hypocrites. Not having risen above the
| evel of reptiles and sharks, they showed no awareness of their own despi cabl eness, and thus nade
no attenpt to hide what they were. One was alnost tenpted to adnire their brazenness, until one
renenbered what call ous disregard for decency they nust have in order to spend their lives, in
exchange for mere noney, chasing down the nost hel pless of their fell ow beings and returning them
to lives of bondage, punishnment, and despair.

Verily was pleased that Daniel Wbster seemed to be al nbst as repul sed by these nen as he was.
Fasti di ously the New Engl and | awyer disdained to shake their hands, managing to be busy with his
papers as each one arrived. Nor did he even bother to | earn their nanes; having once ascertained
that the entire group contracted for was properly assenbl ed, he then addressed themonly as a
group, and wi thout quite |ooking any of themin the eye. If they noticed his al oof ness, they nade
no renark and showed no resentnent. Perhaps this is how they were always treated. Perhaps those
who hired them always did so with distaste, washing their hands after passing themthe cachet of
the slave they were to hunt down, washing again after giving themtheir Finder's fee. Didn't they
understand that it is the murderer who is filthy, and not the knife?

It was ten-thirty in the nmorning before the Finders, seated at a single long table before the
judge's bench, were satisfied that they had got the information they needed fromthe cachet
belonging to a certain Cavil Planter of G ly Spring, Kenituck. The judge had the deposition
carefully taken by M. Wbster at M. Planter's hone in Carthage Cty, Wbbish. Planter had
attenpted to assert that the cachet was a collection of nail and hair clippings and a bit of dried
skin taken fromone Arthur Stuart of Hatrack River; but Webster insisted that he state the exact
| egal situation, which was that the itens in the cachet were taken from an unnanmed baby born on
his farmin Appal achee to a slave worman belonging to M. Planter at the time, who had shortly
afterward escaped-- with, as Planter insisted on adding, the help of the devil, who gave her the
power to fly, or so it was runored anong the ignorant and superstitious sl aves.

The Finders were ready; the boys were led in, one at a time, and lined up in a rowin front of
them Al the boys were dressed in ordinary clothing, and all were nore or |less of a size. Their
hands were covered, not with gloves, but with burlap bags tied above their el bows; a finer sacking
material al so covered their heads with | oose-fitting hoods. No scrap of skin was visible; care had
even been taken to nake sure there was no gap between the buttons of their shirts. And just in
case, a large placard with a nunber on it hung from each boy's neck, conpletely covering his
shirtfront.

Verily watched carefully. Was there sone difference between the Bl ack sons of Myck Berry and the
Whi te boys? Sonething about their walk, their stance? |Indeed, there were differences anong the
boys-- this one's pose of insouciance, that one's nervous fidgeting-- but Verily could not tel
whi ch were White and which were Black. Certainly he could not tell which one was Arthur Stuart,
the boy who was not fully of either race. This did not mean, however, that the Finders did not
know or coul d not guess.

Al vin assured him though, that their knack woul d be useless to them since Arthur Stuart was no
Il onger a fair match for the cachet.

And Alvin was right. The Finders | ooked puzzled when the |ast boy was brought in and the judge
said, "Well, which of them matches the cachet?" Cearly they had expected to know i nstantly which
of themwas their prey. Instead, they began to murnur.

"No conference," said the judge. "Each of you nust reach his conclusion i ndependently, wite
down the nunber of the boy you think natches the cachet, and have done with it."

"Are you sure sonmeone hasn't held out the boy in question?" asked one Sl ave Finder.

"What you are asking ne," said the judge, "is if | ameither corrupt or a fool. Wuld you care
to specify which accusation you are inquiring about?" After that the Finders puzzled in silence.
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"CGentlenen," said the judge-- and was his tone sonewhat dry when he called themthat? "You have
had three minutes. | was told your identification would be instant. Please wite and have done."

They wote. They signed their papers. They handed themto the judge.
"Please, return to your seats while | tabulate the results,” said the judge

Verily had to admire the way the judge showed no expression as he sorted through the papers. But
it also frustrated him Wuld there be no hint of the outcone?

"I''"'mdi sappointed," said the judge. "I had expected that the rmuch-vaunted powers and the fanous
integrity of the Slave Finders would give ne unaninous results. | had expected that you woul d
ei ther unani nously point the finger at one boy, or unanimously declare that the boy could not be
one of this group. Instead, | find quite a range of answers. Three of you did declare under
penalty of perjury that none of these boys matched the cachet. But four of you have named vari ous
boys-- again, under penalty of perjury. Specifically, the four of you named three different boys.
The only two who seened to be in agreenent both happened to be seated together, at ny far right.
Since you are the only two who agree in accusing one of the boys, | think we'll check your
assertion first. Bailiff, please renmove the hood fromthe head of boy nunber five."

The bailiff did as he was asked. The boy was Bl ack, but he was not Arthur Stuart.

"You two-- are you certain, do you swear before God, that this is the boy who matches the
cachet ? Renenber please that it is your license to practice your profession in the state of
Wobbi sh that hangs in the balance, for if you are found to be unreliable or dishonest, you will
never be pernmitted to bring a slave back across the river again."

What they al so knew, however, was that if they now backed down, they would be |iable for charges
of perjury. And the boy was Bl ack.

"No sir, | amcertain this is the boy," said one. The ot her nodded enphatically.

"Now, let's look at the other two boys that were naned. Take the hoods from nunbers one and
two. "

One of them was Bl ack, the other Wite.

The Fi nder who named a Wiite boy covered his face with his hands. "Again, know ng that your
license is at stake, are you both prepared to swear that the boy you naned is an exact match?"

The Finder who naned the White boy began to stamer, "I don't know, | just don't, | was sure, |
thought it was..."

"The answer is sinmple-- do you continue to swear that this boy is an exact match, or did you lie
under oath when you named hi n?"

The Finders who had sworn that the cachet matched no one were sniling now- they knew,
obviously, that the others had lied, and were enjoying their torment.

"I did not lie," said the Finder who named the Wiite boy.

"Neither did I," said the other defiantly. "And | still think I"'mright. I don't know how these
ot her boys could get it so wong."

"But you-- you don't think you're right, do you? You don't think sone miracle turned that slave
baby Wiite, do you?"

"No, sir. | nust be... mstaken."
"G ve nme your license. Right now "

The mi serabl e Finder stood up and handed the judge a | eather case. The judge took fromthe case
a piece of paper with an official seal onit. He wote in the margin and then on the back; then he
signed it and crinped it with his own seal. "There you go," he said to the Finder. "You understand
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that if you' re ever caught attenpting to practice the profession of Slave Finding in the state of
H o, you will be arrested and tried and, when convicted, you will face at least ten years in
pri son?”

"l understand," said the humliated man

"And you are also aware that H o nmaintains a reciprocity arrangement with the states of Huron
Suskwahenny, |rrakwa, Pennsylvania, and New Sweden? So that the sanme or sinilar penalties wll
apply to you there if you attenpt to practice this profession?"

"I understand," he said again.

"Thank you for your help," said the judge. "You should only be grateful that you were
i nconpetent, for if | had cause to suspect you of perjury, it would have been prison and the | ash
| assure you, for if | thought that you had willfully named this boy falsely, | would have no
mercy on you. You nmay go."

The others obviously got the nmessage. As the unfortunate man fled the courtroom the other three
who had naned one boy or another steel ed thenselves for what was to cone.

"Sheriff Doggly," said the judge, "would you kindly informus of the identity of these two boys
who stand identified by three of our panel of Finders?"

"Sure, Your Honor," said Doggly. "These two is Mk Berry's boys, Janes and John. Peter's near
growed and Andrew and Zebedee was too small."

"You're sure of their identity?"
"They've lived here in Hatrack all their lives."
"Any chance that either of themis, in fact, the child of a runaway sl ave?"

"No chance. For one thing, the dates are all wong. They're both way too old-- the Berry boys is
al ways short for their age, kind of |ate-bloomng roses if you know what | nean, then they just
shoot up like spring grass, cause Peter's about the tallest fellow around here. But these boys,
they was already clever little tykes well known around town before ever the slave that cachet
bel ongs to was born."

The judge turned to the Finders. "Well, now. | wonder how it happens that you appointed for
sl avery these two freeborn Black children.”

One of them spoke up imediately. "Your Honor, | will protest this whole procedure. W were not
brought here to be placed on trial ourselves, we were brought here to practice our profession and--

The gavel slamed down on the desk. "You were brought here to practice your profession, that is
true. Your profession requires that when you nake an identification, it nust be assuned by al
courts of law to be both honest and accurate. Wenever you practice your profession, here or in
the field, your license is on the line, and you knowit. Now, tell ne at once, did you Iie when
you identified these boys, or were you nerely nistaken?"

"What if we was just guessing?" one of them asked. Verily alnost |aughed out | oud.

"Quessing, in this context, would be |lying, since you were swearing that the boy you naned was a
match for the cachet, and if you had to guess, then he was not a match. Did you guess?"

The man thought about it for a moment. "No sir, | didn't lie. | was just plain wong | reckon."
Another man tried a different tack. "How do we know this sheriff isn't |ying?"
"Because," said the judge, "I already nmet all these boys, and their parents, and saw their birth

records in the county archive. Any nore questions before you deci de whether you'll |ose your
Iicense or be bound over for trial as perjurers?”
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The two remai ni ng Finders quickly agreed that they had been ni staken. Everyone waited while the
judge signed and sealed the linmtation on their licenses. "You gentlemen may al so go."

They went.

Verily rose to his feet. "Your Honor, may | request that these young nmen who were not identified
be allowed to renove their hoods? | fear that they may be growi ng quite unconfortable."

"By all means. Bailiff, it's certainly time."
The hoods came off. The boys all |ooked relieved. Arthur Stuart was grinning.

To the three remaining Finders, the judge said, "You are under oath. Do you swear that none of
t hese boys matches the cachet belonging to M. Cavil Planter?"

They all swore to it.

"I comrend you for having the honesty to adnit to not finding a match, when others were clearly
tenpted to find a match no matter what. | find your profession |oathsone, but at |east the three
of you practice it honestly and wi th reasonabl e conpetence.”

"Thank you, Your Honor," said one of them the others, however, seened to know they had j ust
been insulted.

"Since this proceeding is a legal hearing under the Fugitive Slave Law, | don't have to have
your signatures on anything, but I'd prefer it if you'd stay |ong enough to sign your nanes to an
affirmation that specifically states that this young man, the m xup boy named Arthur Stuart, is
definitely not a match with the cachet. Can you sign such a statenent under oath before God?"

They coul d. They did. They were di snissed.

"M . Webster, | can't think what in the world you'd have to say, but since you represent M.
Cavil Planter in this matter, | nust ask you for any statenment you'd |like to make on this natter
before | issue ny finding."

Webster rose slowly to his feet. Verily wondered what the man coul d have the audacity to say, in
the face of such evidence-- what whining, sniveling conplaint or protest he nmight utter

"Your Honor," said Webster, "it is obvious to ne that ny client is the victimof fraud. Not
today, your honor, for these proceedi ngs have clearly been honest. No, the fraud was nore than a
year ago, when two Finders, hoping to collect a fee they had not earned, naned this boy as M.

Pl anter's property and proceeded to comit nurder and get thenselves killed in the effort to
enslave a free boy. My client, believing themto be honest, naturally proceeded to secure the
redress to which he would have been entitled by law, but now, | can assure you that as soon as ny
client learns that he was put upon nmost sorely by those Finders, he will be as horrified as I am
by how cl ose he cane to enslaving a free child and, what is worse, extraditing for prosecution the
young man nanmed Alvin Smth, who it now seens was acting in proper self-defense when he killed the
second of those malicious, |ying, fraudulent nen pretending to be Finders." Wbster sat back down.

It was a pretty speech. Wbster's voice was lovely to hear. The man should go into politics,
Verily thought. H's voice would be a noble addition to the halls of Congress in Phil adel phi a.

"You pretty nuch sumred up nmy sunming up,"” said the judge. "It is the finding of this court that
Arthur Stuart is not the property of M. Cavil Planter, and therefore the Finders who were trying
to take himback to Appal achee were not acting lawfully, and therefore the interference Mrgaret
Guester and Alvin Smith offered themwas | egal and appropriate under the circunstances. | declare
Alvin Smith to be absolved of all responsibility, crimnal or civil, in the deaths of these
Fi nders, and | declare Margaret Guester to be posthunously absolved in |like manner. Under the
terms of the Fugitive Slave Law, there may be no further attenpt by anyone under any circunstances
to bring Arthur Stuart into slavery regardless of any additional evidence-- this action is final
Li kewi se there may be no further attenpt to try Alvin Smith on any charges arising out of the
illegal expedition undertaken by those fraudul ent Finders, including their death. This action
li kewise, is final."
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Verily | oved hearing those words, for all that |anguage insisting that such actions were fina
had been placed in the law for the purpose of blocking any effort on the part of anti-slavery
forces to interfere with the recapture of a slave or the punishnent of those who hel ped a runaway.
This time, at least, that finality woul d work agai nst the proponents of slavery. Hoist on their
own petard.

The bailiff took the burlap bags off the boys' hands. The judge, the sheriff, Verily, and Marty
Laws all shook the boys' hands and gave them - except Arthur, of course-- the two bits they were
entitled to for their service to the court. Arthur got sonething nore precious. Arthur got a copy

of the judge's decision making it illegal for himto be accosted by anyone searching for runaway
sl aves.
Webster shook Verily's hand, quite warmy. "I'mglad things worked out this way," he said. "As

you know, in our profession we are sonetimes called upon to represent clients in actions that we
wi sh they woul d not pursue.™

Verily held his silence-- he supposed that for nost |lawers this was probably true

"I"'mglad that ny presence here will not result in anyone entering a |life of slavery, or of your
client being extradited under false charges."

Verily couldn't |eave that statenent alone. "And you woul d have been sad to see himextradited,
if this hearing had turned out otherw se?"

"Ch, not at all,"” said Webster. "If the Finders had identified young M. Stuart, then justice
woul d have demanded that your client be tried in Kenituck for nurder."”

"Justice?" Verily didn't try to keep the contenpt fromhis voice.

"The law is justice, ny friend," said Webster. "I know of no other nmeasure available to us as
mortal nen. God has a better justice than ours, but until angels sit upon the bench, the justice
of law is the best justice we can have, and |, for one, amglad we have it."

If Verily had been tenpted to feel even a glinmmer of guilt over the fact that Arthur Stuart
really was Cavil Planter's slave, by law, and that, again by law, Alvin Smth really should have
been extradited, there was no chance of it now. Wbster's narrow view of justice was just as truly
satisfied by this outcone as Verily's much broader perspective. By God's justice, Arthur should be
free and Alvin held to no penalty, and so the outcome had been just. But Webster's justice was as
wel | served, for the letter of the law required the matching of the cachet to the slave, and if it
so happened that Arthur Stuart had been changed sonehow by a certain Maker so the cachet no | onger
mat ched-- well, the law nade no provision for exceptions, and so, as Webster had said, the | aw
being satisfied, justice must al so have been done.

"I"'mgrateful to know your m nd upon the matter," said Verily. "I |ook forward to di scovering,
inm client's trial for larceny, precisely what your commtnent to justice is."

"And so you shall,"” said Wbster. "The gold bel ongs to Makepeace Smith, not his forner
apprentice. So when justice is done, Makepeace Smith will have his gold."

Verily smiled at him "It shall be a contest, then, M. \Wbster."
"When two giants nmeet in battle," said Webster, "one giant will fall."
"And | oud shall be the noise thereof,"” said Verily.

Webster took only a nonment to realize that Verily was teasing himabout his gol den-voi ced
oratory; and when he did, instead of being insulted, he threw back his head and | aughed, warmy,
| oudly, cheerfully. "I like you, M. Cooper! | shall enjoy all that |ies ahead of us!"”

Verily let himhave the last word. But in his own nind, he answered, Not all, M. Whbster. You
shall not enjoy it all

* k% *
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No one planned a neeting, but they arrived at Alvin's cell that evening al nost at the saneg,
time, as if soneone had sunmmoned them Verily Cooper had come to di scuss what woul d happen during
the selection of the jury and perhaps gloat a little over the easy victory in the hearing that
nmor ni ng; he was joi ned by Arnor-of-God Weaver, who brought letters fromfanily and wellw shers in
Vi gor Church; Arthur Stuart of course was there, as he was nobst eveni ngs; Horace Guester had
brought a bow of roadhouse stew and a jug of the fresh cider-- Alvin wouldn't take the cider that
had turned, it dulled his mnd; and no sooner were they all assenbled in and around the open cell
than the outer door opened and the deputy showed in Peggy Larner and a nman that none but Alvin
recogni zed

"Mke Fink, as | live and breathe," said Al vin.

"And you're that snmithy boy who bent ny | egs and broke ny nose."” MKke Fink sniled, but there was
pain in the smle, and no one was sure but what there m ght not be a quarrel here.

"I see some scars and marks on you, M. Fink," said Alvin, "but | reckon fromthe fact you're
standi ng here before us that those are marks of fights you won."

"Won fair and square, and hard fought," said Fink. "But | killed no man as didn't require ne to,
on account of trying to stick a knife in ne and there being no other way to stop them"

"What brings you here, M. Fink?" asked Alvin.
"I owe you," said Fink.

"Not that | know of," said Al vin.

"l owe you and | nean to repay."

Still his words were anbi guous, and Arthur Stuart noticed how Papa Horace and Arnor - of - God
braced thensel ves to take on the powerful body of the riverman, if need arose.

It was Peggy Larner who made it clear. "M. Fink has conme to give us information about a plot
against Alvin's life. And to offer hinself as a bodyguard, to nake sure no harmcones to you."

"I"'mglad to know you wanted to give ne warning," said Alvin. "Cone on in and sit down. You can

share the floor with me, or sit on ny cot-- it's stronger than it |ooks."
"Don't have nmuch to tell. | think Mss Larner already told you what | |earned before, about a
plot to kill you as they took you back for trial in Kenituck. Well, the nmen | know- if you can

rightly call them men-- haven't been fired fromthe plan. In fact what | heard this very afternoon
was to pay no nevermind to how the extradition was squi shed--"

"Quashed," offered Verily Cooper hel pfully.

"Mashed, " said Fink. "Whatever. They got to pay no heed to it, because they' Il still be needed.
The plan is for you not to | eave the town of Hatrack River alive."

"And what about Arthur Stuart?" asked Al vin.

"Not a word about no m xup, boy," said Fink. "The way | see it, they don't give a dam about the
boy, he's just an excuse for themto get you kilt."

"Pl ease watch..." Alvin began, mldly enough, but Mke Fink didn't need to hear himfinish
sayi ng "your |anguage with the |ady."

"Beg your pardon, M ss Larner," he said.

"Don't that beat all," said Alvin adnmiringly. "He's already beginning to sound |ike one of your
students." But was there a bite in his tone?

There was certainly a bite in Peggy's answer. "I'd rather hear himswear than hear you say

"don't' for 'doesn't.
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Alvin | eaned close to Mke Fink to explain, though he never took his eyes from Peggy's face.
"You see, Mss Larner knows all the words, and she knows just where they ought to be."

Arthur Stuart could see the fury in her face, but she held her tongue. It was sone kind of fight
goi ng on between the two of them but what was it about? M ss Larner had al ways corrected their
gramar, ever since she tutored Alvin and Arthur together when she was the school teacher in
Hatrack River

What puzzled Arthur Stuart all the nore was the way the ol der nen-- not Verily, but Horace and
Arnor - of -God and even M ke Fink-- sort of glanced around at each other and half-smled |like they
al | understood exactly what was going on between Al vin and Peggy, understood it better than those
two did their own selves

M ke Fink spoke up again. "Getting back to matters of life and death instead of granmar..."
At whi ch point Horace nmurnured under his breath, "And | overs' spats."

"I'msorry to say | can't learn no nore of their plans than that," said Fink. "lIt's not |ike
we're dear friends or nothing-- nore like they'd be as happy to stab me in the back as pee on ny
boots, depending on whether their knife or their... whatever... was in their hands." He gl anced
again at Peggy Larner and bl ushed. Blushed! That grizzled face, scarred and bent by battle, that
m ssing ear, but still the blood rushed into his face |like a school boy rebuked by his school marm

But before the blush could even fade, Alvin had his hand on Fink's armand pulled himdown to
sit beside himon the floor, and Alvin threw an easy armover his shoulder. "You and nme, M ke, we
just can't renenber howto talk fine in front of sone folks and plain in front of others. But |'l
help you if you'll help ne."

And there, in one easy nonent, Alvin had put Mke Fink back to rights. There was just a kind of
plain sincerity in Alvin's way of speaking that even when you knew he was trying to make you fee
better, you didn't mnd. You knew he cared about you, cared enough to try to nake you feel better,
and so you did feel better.

Thi nki ng of Alvin making fol ks feel better made Arthur Stuart renenber sonething that Alvin did
to make himfeel better. "Wiy don't you sing that song, Alvin?"

Now it was Alvin's turn to blush in enbarrassment. "You know | ain't no singer, Arthur. Just
because | sung it to you..."

"He nade up a song," said Arthur Stuart. "About being |ocked up in here. W sung it together
yesterday."

M ke Fi nk nodded. "Seens |ike a Maker got to keep making something."

"l got nothing to do but think and sing," said Alvin. "You sing it, Arthur Stuart, not ne.
You' ve got a good singing voice."

"Il sing it if you want," said Arthur. "But it's your song. You made it up, words and tune."

"You sing it," said Alvin. "I don't even knowif I'd renmenber all the words."
Arthur Stuart dutifully stood up and started to sing, in his piping voice:

I meant to be a journeyman, To wander on the earth. As quick as any fellow can, | left the
country of ny birth, It's fair to say | ran

Arthur Stuart | ooked over at Alvin. "You got to sing the chorus with me, anyway."
So together they sang the rollicking refrain

At daybreak 1'll be risin', For never will my feet be still, I'mbound for the horizon-- oh! |I'm
bound for the horizon.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (140 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:17 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt

Then Arthur went back to the verse, but now Alvin joined himin a kind of tenor harnony, their
voi ces bl ending sweetly to each other.

Till I was dragged from bed, And |locked inside a little cell. My journeys then were in ny head,
On all the roads of hell.

Wth the next verse, though, when Arthur began it, Alvin didn't join in, he just |ooked
conf used.

Alone with nmy imagining, | dreanmt the darkest dream -

"Wait a minute, Arthur Stuart," said Alvin. "That verse isn't really part of this song."
"Well, it fits, and you sung it to this tune your own self."

"But it's a nonsense dream it don't nean a thing."

"I like it," said Arthur. "Can't | sing it?"

Alvin waved himto go ahead, but he still |ooked enbarrassed.

Alone with nmy imagining, | dreant the darkest dream O tiny nen, a spider's sting, And in a
| and of snobke and steam An evil gol den ring.

"What does that mean?" asked Arnor - of - God.

"I don't know," said Alvin. "I wonder if sonetines | don't accidentally end up w th sonebody
el se's dream Maybe that was a dreamthat bel onged to sonebody of ancient days, or maybe sonebody
who ain't even been born yet. Just a spare dreamand | chanced to snag on it during ny sleep."”

Verily Cooper said, "Wien | was a boy, | wondered if the strange people in ny dreans night not
be just as real as ne, and | was in their dreans soneti nes too."

"Then let's just hope they don't wake up at a inconvenient nonent," said Mke Fink dryly.
Arthur Stuart went on with the | ast verse.

The accusations all were lies, And few believed the tale, So | was patient, calmand w se. But
| egs grow weak inside a jail, And sonmething in you dies.

"This song nay be the saddest one | ever heard," said Horace Guester. "Don't you ever have a
cheerful thought in here?"

"The chorus is pretty sprightly,” said Arthur Stuart.

"I had cheerful thoughts today," said Alvin, "thinking of four Slave Finders losing their
license to carry off free nmen and put theminto bondage in the south. And now |I'm cheerful again,
knowi ng that the strongest nman | ever fought is now going to be ny bodyguard. Though the sheriff
may not take kindly to it, M. Fink, since he thinks I'm safe enough as long as I'min the care of
himand his boys."

"And you are safe," said Peggy. "Even those deputies that don't like you would never raise a
hand agai nst you or allow you to be less than safe.”

"There's no danger, then?" asked Horace Guester

"Grave danger," said Peggy. "But not fromthe deputies, and nost particularly not till the trail
is over, and Alvin prepares to |leave. That's when we'll need nore than a bodyguard to die al ong
with Alvin. W'll need subterfuge to get himout of town in one piece."

"Who says I'IIl die?" asked Fink

Peggy snmiled thinly. "Against any five nen | think you two would do well."

"So there'll be nore than five?" asked Al vin
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"There may be," said Peggy. "Nothing is clear right now Things are in flux. The danger is real
though. The plot's in place and nen have been paid. You know when noney's involved, even assassins
feel obliged to fulfill their contracts."

"But for the nonce," said Verily Cooper, "we're not to worry about our safety, or Avin's?"
"Prudence is all that's needed," said Peggy.

"I don't know why we're putting our trust in knackery," said Arnor-of-God. "Qur Savior is guard
enough for us all."

"Qur Savior will resurrect us," said Peggy, "but | haven't noticed that Christians end up any
| ess dead at the end of |ife than heathens."

"Well, one thing's sure," said Horace Cuester. "if it wasn't for knackery Alvin wouldn't be in
this blamed fix."

"Did you like the song?" asked Alvin. "I mean, | thought Arthur sung it real good. Real well.
Very well." Each correction won a bit nore of a smile fromM ss Larner

"Sang it very well," said Peggy. "But each version of the sentence was better than the one
before!"

"I got another verse," said Alvin. "lIt's not really part of the song, on account of it isn't

true yet, but do you want to hear it?"
"You got to sing it alone, | don't know another verse," said Arthur Stuart.
Al vin sang:

| trusted justice not to fail. The jury did ne proud. Tomorrow | will hit the trail, And sing ny
hi king song so loud, It's like to start a gal e!

They all | aughed, and allowed as how t hey hoped he could soon sing it for real. By the tine the
meeti ng ended, they'd decided that Arnor-of-God, with Mke Fink to watch his back and keep hi m
safe, would head for Carthage City and learn all he could about the nen who were paying Danie
Webster's salary and see for sure if they were the sane ones paying the river rats and ot her
scoundrels to lie in wait to take Alvin's life. OQther than that, everything was in Verily Cooper's
hands. And to hear himtell it, it was up to the witnesses and the jury. Twelve good nen and true.

* k%

There was a long line at the county clerk's office as Peggy canme in for the first day of Alvin's
trial. "Early voters," Marty Laws expl ained. "Fol ks that worry nmaybe the weather will keep them
fromcasting their ballot election day. This Ti ppy-Canoe canpai gn has fol ks pretty riled up."

"Do you think they're voting for or agai nst?"
"I"'mnot sure," said Marty. "You're the one who'd know, aren't you?"
Peggy didn't answer. Yes, she would know, if she cared to | ook. But she feared what she'd see.

"It's Po Doggly who knows about politics around here best. He says that if it was all up or down
on the whol e Red busi ness, Tippy-Canoe wouldn't get hima vote. But he's also been playing on the
western pride thing. How Ti ppy-Canoe is fromour side of the Appal achee Muntains. Which don't
make nuch sense to ne, seeing as how A d Hickory-- Andy Jackson-- he's every bit as western as
Harrison. | think fol ks worry about how Andy Jackson, being from Tennizy, he's probably too much
for slavery. Folks around here don't want to vote in sonmebody who'll make the slavery thing any
worse than it is.”

Peggy smiled thinly. "I wish they knew M. Harrison's real position on slavery."

Marty cocked an eyebrow. "You know sonething | don't know?"
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"I know that Harrison is the candidate that those who wi sh to expand slavery into the northern
states will want to support.”

"Ain't a soul here who wants to see that happen.”
"Then they shouldn't vote for Harrison-- if he becones president, it wll happen.”

Marty stared long and hard at her. "Do you know this the way nost fol ks know their politica
opi nions, or do you know it as... as..."

"I know it," said Peggy. "I don't say that of mere opinions."

Marty nodded and | ooked of f into space. "Well damm. Wuldn't you know it."
"You have a habit of betting on the wong horse lately," said Peggy.

"You can say that again,"” said Marty. "I kept telling Makepeace for years that there wasn't a
case against Alvin and | wasn't going to get himextradited from Wbbi sh. But then he showed up
here, and what could I do? | had Makepeace, and he had hima w tness besides hinself. And you
never know what juries are going to do. | think it's a bad business."

"Then why don't you nove to dism ss the charges?" asked Peggy.

Marty gl owered. "I can't do, that, Mss Peggy, for the plain good reason that there is a case to
be made. | hope this English lawer Alvin's folks found for himcan win himfree. But |'m not
going to roll over and play dead. What you got to understand, Mss Peggy, is | |like nost of the
people in this county, and nost of the tinme the folks | got to prosecute, they' re people that |
like. | don't prosecute them because | don't like them | prosecute them because they done w ong,
and the people of Hatrack County elected nme to set things right. So | hope Alvin gets off, but if
he does, it won't be because | failed to fulfill mnmy responsibilities."”

"I was there on the night the plow was made. Wiy don't you call nme as a w tness?"
"Did you see it made?" asked Marty.

"No. It was already finished when | sawit."

"Then what exactly are you a witness of ?"

Peggy didn't answer.

"You want to get on that stand because you're a torch, and the people of Hatrack know you're a
torch, and if you say Makepeace is lying, they'll believe you. But here's the thing | worry about,
M ss Peggy. | know you and Alvin was once sweet for each other, and maybe still are. So how do
know that if you get on the stand, you won't commit sone grievous sin against the God of truth in
order to win the freedomof this boy?"

Peggy flushed with anger. "You know because you know my oath is as good as anyone's and better
than nost."

"If you get on the stand, Mss Peggy, | will rebut you by bringing up witnesses to say you lived
in Hatrack for many nonths in conplete disguise, lying to everyone that whole tinme about who you
were. Covered with hexes, pretending to be a niddl e-aged spinster schoolteacher when the whol e
tinme you were seeing the smth's prentice boy under the guise of tutoring him | know you had your
reasons for doing all those things. | know there was a reason why on the night the plow was
supposedl y nade, the sane ni ght your notherwas killed, you and Alvin were seen running fromthe
smthy together, only Alvin was stark naked. Do you get ny drift, M ss Peggy?"

"You' re advising ne not to testify."”

"I"'mtelling you that while some folks will believe you, others will be sure you' re just hel ping
Alvin as his co-conspirator. My job is to nake sure every possi bl e doubt of your testinony is
i ntroduced. "
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"So you are Alvin's eneny, and the eneny of truth." Peggy hurled the words, neaning themto
bite.

"Accuse e all you like," said Marty, "but ny job is to make the case that Al vin stole that
gold. | don't think your testinony, based entirely on your unverifiable claimas a torch that
Makepeace is a liar, should be allowed to stand unchallenged. If it did stand that way, then every
hal f - baked dreanspeaker and soothsayer in the country would be able to say whatever he pleased and
juries woul d believe them and then what woul d happen to justice in Anerica?"

"Let me understand you," said Peggy. "You plan to discredit nme, destroy ny reputation, and
convict Alvin, all for the sake of justice in America?"

"As | said,"” Marty repeated, "I hope your |lawer can do as good a job defending Alvin as |I'm
going to do prosecuting him | hope he can find as nuch dami ng evi dence agai nst ny wi tnesses as
M. Webster and | have found concerning Alvin. Because, frankly, | don't like ny w tnesses nuch,

and | think Makepeace is a greedy |lying bastard who should go to jail hinself for pedury but |
can't prove it."

"How can you live with yourself, then, working in the service of evil when you know so clearly
what is goodT

"It's also good for the public prosecutorto prosecute, instead of setting hinmself up as judge."

Peggy nodded gravely. "As so often is the case, there is no clear choice that has all the good
on its side, opposed to one that is nothing but bad."

"That's the truth, Peggy. That's God's honest truth."

"You advise ne not to testify."

"Not hi ng of the kind. | just warned you of the price you' d pay for testifying."
"I't's unethical for us to have had this conversation, isn't it?"

"Alittle bit," said Marty. "But your pa and | go back a | ong way."

"He'd never forgive you if you discredited ne."

"I know, M ss Peggy. And that would break ny heart." He nodded his good-bye, touching his
forehead as if to tip the hat he wasn't wearing indoors. "Good day to you."

Peggy followed himinto the courtroom

That first nmorning was spent questioning the eight witnesses who had been shown the gol den pl ow.
First was Merlin Weeler, who rolled in on his wheel chair. Peggy knew that Alvin had offered once,
years ago, to heal himso he could wal k again. But Merlin just |ooked himin the eye and said, "I
| ost the use of ny legs to the same men who killed ny wife and child. If you can bring them back
then we'll see about nmy legs." Alvin didn't understand then, and truth to tell, Peggy didn't
really understand now. How did it help his wife and children for Merlin to go around in a
wheel chair all the time? But then, maybe it helped Merlin hinself. Maybe it was |ike wearing
wi dow s weeds. A public synbol of how he was crippled by the |oss of those he | oved best. Anyway,
he made a sturdy wi tness, nostly because peopl e knew he had a knack for seeing what was fair and
right, making hima sort of informal judge, though it wasn't all that common for both parties in a
dispute to agree to get himto arbitrate for him One or the other of them it seened, always felt
it somehow i nconveni ent to have the case decided by a man who was truly evenhanded and fair.
Anyway, the jury was bound to listen when Wheeler said, "I ain't saying the plow s bew tched cause
I don't know how it got to be the way it is. I'mjust saying that it appears to be gold, it hefts
like gold, and it nmoves w thout no hand touching it."

Wieel er set the tone for all the others. Albert Wnsey was a cl ocknaker with a knack for fine
met al work, who fled to Anerica when his business rivals accused himof using witchery in making
hi s cl ocks-- when he said the plow was gol d, he spoke with authority, and the jury would entertain
no further doubt about the netal it was made of. Jan Kni ckerbacker was a gl assmaker who was sai d
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to have an eye to see things nore clearly than nost folks. Ma Bartlett was a frail old | ady who
once was a school teacher but now lived in the old cabin in the woods that Po Doggly built when he
first settled in the area; she got a small pension from somewhere and nostly spent her days under
an oak tree by Hatrack River, catching catfish and letting them go. People went to her to find out
if they could trust other folks, and she was always right, which nade it so many a buddi ng ronance
got nipped in the bud, until folks sort of shied away from asking certain questions of her

Billy Swmeet made candy, a young and gullible young fellow that nobody took all that seriously,
but you couldn't help but like himno matter how foolish the things he said and did. Naom Lerner
made a little noney tutoring, but her knack was ignorance, not teaching-- she could spot ignorance
a mle away, but wasn't nmuch good at alleviating it. Joreboam Henelett was a gunsmth, and he nust
have had a touch of fire knackery because it was well known that no matter how danp a day it m ght
be, the powder in a Henelett gun always ignited. And Goody Trader-- whose first nane was runored
to be either Chastity or Charity, both names used ironically by those who didn't |ike her-- kept a
general store on the new end of Main Street, where she was well known to stock her shel ves, not
just with the things fol ks wanted, but also with the things they needed w thout knowing it.

Al through their testinony, about hefting the plow, about how it noved, or humed, or trenbl ed,
or warmed their hands, the jurors' eyes were drawn again and again to the burlap sack under
Alvin's chair. He never touched it or did anything to call, attention to it, but his body noved as
if the plow inside the sack were the fulcrum of his balance. They wanted to see for thensel ves.

But they knew, fromA vin's posture, that they would not see it. That these eight had seen for
them It would have to be enough

The eight witnesses were well known to the people in town, all of themtrusted (though Billy
Sweet was only trusted this far, seeing as how he was so trusting hinself that any |iar could get
himto believe any fool thing) and all of themwell enough liked, apart fromthe normal quarrels
of small-town life. Peggy knew themall, better than they knew each other, of course, but perhaps
it was that very know edge of themthat blinded her to a thing that only Arthur Stuart seened to
noti ce.

Arthur was sitting beside her in the courtroom watching the testinony, w de-eyed. It was only
when all eight of the witnesses were done testifying that he | eaned up to Peggy and whi spered,
"Sure are a lot of folks with sharp knacks here in Hatrack, aren't there?"

Peggy grew up around here, and for all that a lot of folks had noved in after she left, she
always felt that she pretty nuch knew everybody. But was that so? She had run off the first tine
just before Alvin got to Hatrack to start his prenticeship with Makepeace Smth, and in the nore
than ei ght years since then, she had only spent that single year in Hatrack-- |ess than a year
reall y-- when she was in disguise. During those eight years a | ot of people had noved in. Mre, in
fact, by twice, than had lived here at the tine she left. She had scanned their heartfires,
routi nely, because she wanted to get a sense of who lived in this place.

But she hadn't realized until Arthur's whispered remark that of the newconers, an unusual nunber
had quite renmarkabl e knacks. It wasn't that the eight witnesses were different fromthe rest of
the town. Knacks were thick on the ground here, nuch nore so than any other place that Peggy had
vi si t ed.

Why? What brought them here?

The answer was easy and obvi ous-- so obvious that Peggy doubted it at once. Could they really
have been drawn here because Alvin was here? It was in Hatrack that the prentice | earned to hone
his knack until it becane an all-enconpassi ng power of powers. It was here that Alvin nmade the
living plow. Was there sonething about his Miking that drew then? Sonething that kindled a fire
i nside themand set their feet to wandering until they cane to rest in this place, where Mking
was in the air?

O was it nore than that? Was there Soneone perhaps guiding them so it wasn't just the makery
in Hatrack that drew them but rather the sane One who had brought Alvin to this town? Did it nean

there was purpose behind it all, some master plan? Oh, Peggy longed to believe that, for it would
mean she was not responsible for making things turn out all right. If God is tending to things
here, then | can put away nmy broom and set aside ny needle and thread, | have neither cleaning nor
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stitchery to do. | can sinply be about my business.

One way or the other, though, it was plain that Hatrack River was nore than just the town where
Al vin happened to be in jail right now It was a place where people of hidden powers congregated
in goodly numbers. Just as Verily Cooper had crossed the sea to neet Alvin, perhaps unwittingly
all these others had al so crossed sea or nmountains or vast reaches of prairie and forest to find
the place where the Maker Made his gol den pl ow. And now these ei ght had handl ed the plow, had seen
it nove, knew it was alive. Wiat did it nmean to then?

For Peggy, to wonder was to find out: She | ooked at their heartfires and found somet hi ng
startling. On past exami nation, none of them had shown paths in their future that were closely
tied to Alvin's. But now she found that their lives were bound up in his. Al of them showed many
paths into the future that led to a crystal city by the banks of a river

For the first time, the Crystal City of Alvin's vision in the tornado was showi ng up in someone
el se's future.

She alnost fainted fromthe relief of it. It wasn't just a formess dreamin Alvin's heart, with
no path guiding her as to how he would get there. It could be a reality, and if it was, all of
these eight souls would be a part of it.

Why? Just because they had touched the living plow? Was that what the thing was? A tool to turn
people into citizens of the Crystal City?

No, not that. No, it would hardly be the free place Alvin dreaned of, if folks were forced to be
citizens because of touching sonme powerful object. Rather the plow opened up a door in their lives
so they could enter into the future they nost longed for. A place, a tinme where their knacks coul d
be brought to full fruition, where they could be part of sonmething |larger than any of them were
capable of creating on their own.

She had to tell Alvin. Had to Ilet himknow that after all that trying in Vigor Church to teach
those of feeble knack how to do what they could not really do, or not easily, here in his true
birthplace his citizens were already assenbling, those who had the natural gifts and inclinations
that woul d make them co-Makers with him

Anot her thought struck her, and she began to look into the heartfires of the jurors. Another
group of citizens, randomy chosen-- and again, while not all had spectacul ar knacks, they were
al | peopl e whose knacks defined them people who m ght well have been searching for what their
gifts mght nean, what they were for. People who, consciously or not, mght well have found
t hemsel ves gravitating toward the place where a Maker had been born. A place where iron was turned
to gold, where a mixup boy had been changed so a cachet no | onger named himas a slave. A place
where people with knacks and talents and dreans night find purpose, might build something
toget her, m ght becone Makers.

Did they know how nuch they needed Al vin? How nuch their hopes and dreams depended on hin®? O
course not. They were jurors, trying to stay inpartial. Trying to judge according to the |law. And
that was good. That was a kind of Miking, too-- keeping to the |law even when it hurt your heart to
do it. Maintaining good order in the conmunity. If they showed favoritismto one person just
because they admired himor needed himor liked himor even |oved him that would be the undoing
of justice, and if justice were ever undone, were ever openly disdained, then that woul d be the
end of good order. To corrupt justice was the Unmaker's trick. Verily Cooper would have to prove
his case, or at |east disprove Makepeace Smith's assertions; he would have to make it possible for
the jury to acquit.

But if they did acquit, then the paths that opened in their heartfire were Iike the paths of the
wi t nesses: They would be with Al vin one day, building great towers of shimering crystal rising
into the sky, catching light and turning it into truth the way it had happened when Tenskwa- Tawa
took Alvin up into the waterspout.

Should | tell Alvin that his fell ow Makers are here around himin this courtroon? Wuld it help
his work or make hi m overconfident to know?

To tell or not to tell, the endl ess question that Peggy westled with. Next to that one,
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Ham et's little quandary was downright silly. Contenplations of suicide were always the Unmaker's
work. But truth-telling and truth-hiding-- it could go either way. The consequences were
unpr edi ct abl e.

O course, for ordinary people consequences were always unpredictable. Only torches |ike Peggy
wer e burdened by having such a clear idea of the possibilities. And there weren't many torches
i ke Peggy.

* k%

Makepeace wasn't a very good witness in his own cause. Surly and nervous-- not a w nning
conbi nation, Verily knew. But that was why Laws and Webster had put himon first, so that his
negative inpression would be forgotten after the testinmony of nore |ikable-- and believable--
Wi t nesses.

The best thing Verily could do, in this case, was to | et Makepeace have his say-- as nenorably
as possible, as negatively as possible. So he nade no objecti on when Makepeace peppered his
account with slurs on Alvin's character. "He was always the | aziest prentice | ever had." "I never
could get the boy to do nothing without standing over himand yelling in his ear.” "He was a sl ow
| earner, everybody knowed that.” "He ate |ike a pig even on days when he didn't lift a finger."
The onsl aught of slander was so relentless that everyone was getting unconfortable with it-- even
Marty Laws, who was starting to glance at Verily to see why he wasn't raising any objections. But
why should Verily object, when the jurors were shifting in their seats and | ooki ng away from
Makepeace with every new attack on Alvin? They all knew these were lies. There probably wasn't a
one of themthat hadn't cone to the smithy hoping that Alvin rather than his master would do the
work. Alvin's skill was fanobus-- Verily had | earned that from overhearing casual conversation in
t he roadhouse at evening neals-- so all Makepeace was doi ng was damaging his own credibility.

Poor Marty was trapped, however. He couldn't very well cut short Makepeace Smith's testinony,
since it was the foundation of his whole case. So the questioning went on, and the answering, and
t he sl ander.

"He nade a plow out of plain iron. I sawit, and so did Paul ey Wseman who was sheriff then, and
Arthur Stuart, and the two dead Finders. It was setting on the workbench when they conme by to get
me to make manacles for the boy. But | wouldn't make no manacles, no sir! That's not decent work
for a smth, to make the chains to take a free boy into slavery! So what do you know but Alvin
hi nsel f, who said he was such a friend to Arthur Stuart, he up and says he'll make the nanacl es.
That's the kind of boy he was and is today-- no loyalty, no decency at all!"

Alvin | eaned over to Verily and whispered in his ear. "I knowit's wi cked of me, Verily, but I
want so bad to give ol d Makepeace a bad case of rectal itch."

Verily al nost | aughed out | oud.

The judge shot hima glare, but it wasn't about his near |aughter. "M. Cooper, aren't you going
to object to any of these extraneous conments upon your client's character?"

Verily rose slowy to his feet. "Your Honor, | amsure the jury will know exactly how seriously
to take all of M. Makepeace Smith's testinony. |I'mperfectly content for themto renenber both
his malice and his inaccuracy."

"Well, nmaybe that's howit's done in England, but | will instruct the jury to ignore M. Snith's
mal i ce, since there's no way to know whether his nmalice came as a result of the events he has
recounted, or predated them Furthernore, | will instruct M. Smith to make no nore aspersions on

the defendant's character, since those are matters of opinion and not of fact. Did you understand
me, Makepeace?"

Makepeace | ooked confused. "I reckon so."
"Continue, M. Laws."

Marty sighed and went on. "So you saw the iron plow, and Al vin made the nanacl es. What then?"
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"I told himto use the manacles as his journeyman piece. | thought it would be fitting for a
traitorous scoundrel to go through his whole Iife knowi ng that the nmanacl es he made for his friend
were the--"

The judge interrupted, again glaring at Verily. "Mikepeace, it's words like '"traitorous
scoundrel' that's going to get you declared in contenpt of court. Do you understand ne now?"

"I been calling a spade a spade all ny life, Your Honor!" Makepeace decl ared.

"At this nonent you're digging a very deep hole with it,'
bury you if you don't watch your tongue!"

said the judge, "and I'mthe nman to

Cowed, Makepeace put on a very solemn | ook and faced forward. "I apol ogi ze, Your Honor, for
daring to live up to ny oath to speak the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the--"

The gavel cane down.

"Nor will | allow sarcasmdirected at this bench, M. Smth. Continue, M. Laws.

And so it went, till Makepeace had finished with his tale. It truly was a weak and whi ni ng
little conplaint. First there was an iron plow, made of the very iron Makepeace had provi ded for
the journeyman piece. Then there was a pl ow made of solid gold. Makepeace could only think of two
possibilities. First, that Al vin had sonehow used sone sort of hexery to change the iron into
gold, in which case it was made fromthe iron Makepeace had given himand, according to tine-
honored tradition and the terms of Alvin's prentice papers, the plow bel onged to Makepeace. O it
was a different plow, not made from Makepeace's iron, in which case where did Alvin get such gol d?
The only time Alvin had ever done enough digging to bring up buried treasure |like that was when he
was digging a well for Makepeace, which he dug in the wong place. Makepeace was betting Al vin had
dug in the right place first, found the gold, and then hid it by digging in another spot for the
actual well. And if the gold was found on Makepeace's |land, well, it was Makepeace's gold that
way, too.

Verily's cross-exam nation was brief. It consisted of two questions.
"Did you see Alvin take gold or anything |ike gold out of the ground?"

Angry, Makepeace, started to make excuses, but Verily waited until the judge had directed himto
answer the question yes or no.

"No. "
"Did you see the iron plow transforned into a gol den pl ow?"

"Well so what if | didn't, the fact is there ain't no iron plow so where is it then?"
Again, the judge told himto answer the question yes or no.

"No," sai d Makepeace.

"No nmore questions for this witness," said Verily.

As Makepeace got up and left the witness box, Verily turned to the judge. "Your Honor, the
def ense nmoves for imedi ate disnmissal of all charges, inasmuch as the testinony of this witness is
not sufficient to establish probable cause."

The judge rolled his eyes. "I hope |I'mnot going to have to listen to notions |ike that after
every witness."

"Just the pathetic ones, Your Honor," said Verily.
"Your point is nade. Your notion is denied. M. Laws, your next witness?"

"I would like to have call ed Makepeace's wi fe, Gertie, but she passed away nore than a year ago.
Instead, with the court's pernmission, | will call the woman who was doing kitchen help for her the
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day the golden plow was first... evidenced. Anga Berry."

The judge | ooked at Verily. "This will nake her testinobny hearsay, after a fashion. Do you have
any objection, M. Cooper?"

Alvin had already assured Verily that nothing Anga could say would do hi many possible harm "No
obj ection, Your Honor."

* k k

Alvin |listened as Anga Berry testified. She didn't really witness to anything except that Gertie
told her about Makepeace's accusations the very next norning, so the charge wasn't one he dreaned
up later. On cross-exam nation, Verily was kind to her, only asking her whether Gertie Snmith had
said anything to | ead Anga to believe she thought Alvin was as bad a boy as Mikepeace sai d.

Marty rose to his feet. "Hearsay, Your Honor."

I mpatiently the judge replied, "Well, Marty, we knowit's hearsay. It was for hearsay that you
called her in the first place!"

Abashed, Marty Laws sat back down.

"She never said nothing about his snmithery or nothing," said Anga. "But | know Certie set quite
a store by the boy. Always hel ped her out, toted water for her whenever she asked-- that's the
wor st job-- and he was good with the children and just... always hel pi ng. She never said a bad
word about him and | reckon she had a hi gh opinion of his goodness."

"Did Gertie ever tell you he was a liar or deceiver?" asked Verily.

"Ch, no, unless you count hiding some job he was doing till it was done, so as to surprise her.
If that's deception, then he done that a couple of tines."

And that was it. Alvin was relieved to know that Gertie hadn't been unkind to himbehind his
back, that even after her death she was a friend to him Wat surprised Alvin was how gl um Verily
was when he sat down at the table next to him Mrty was busy calling his next witness, a fell ow
naned Hank Dowser whose tale Alvin could easily guess-- this was a man who did have malice and it
woul dn't be pleasant to hear him Still, he hadn't seen anything either, and in fact the well-
digging had nothing to do with the plow so what did it nmatter? Wiy did Verily | ook so unhappy?

Al vin asked him

"Because there was no reason for Laws to call that woman. She worked agai nst his case and he had
to know that in advance."

"So why did he call her?"

"Because he wanted to lay the groundwork for something. And since she didn't say anything new
during his examination of her, it nust have been during the cross-exam nation that the new
groundwork was laid."

"Al'l you asked Anga was whei her Gertie had the same | ow opinion of ne that her husband had."

Verily thought for a nmonent. "No. | also asked her if you had ever deceived Gertie. Ch, |I'm such
a fool. If only I could recall those words fromnmny Iips!"

"What's wong with that?" asked Alvin

"He nust have some witness that calls you a deceiver, a witness who is otherwise irrelevant to
this case.™

In the nmeantinme, the dowser, in a state of high dudgeon, was speaki ng of how uppity Makepeace's
prentice was, how he dared to tell a dowser how to dowse. "He's got no respect for any man's knack
but his own!"
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Verily spoke up. "Your Honor, | object. The witness is not conpetent to testify concerning ny
client's respect or lack of it toward other people's knacks in general."

The obj ecti on was sustai ned. Hank Dowser was a qui cker |earner than Makepeace; there was no nore
problemwi th him He quickly established that the prentice had obviously dug the well in a
different place fromthe place where Hank had declare water could be found.

Verily had only one question for him "Was there water in the place where he dug the well?"
"That's not the question!" declared Hank Dowser.

"I'msorry to have to tell you, M. Dowser, that | amthe one authorized by this court to ask
questions at this time, and | tell you that it is the question that | would |ike you to answer. At
this tinme."

"What was the question?”
"Did my client's well reach water?"

"It reached a kind of water. But conpared to the pure water | found, |I'm sure that what he got
was a sludgy, scummy, foul-tasting brew "

"Do | take it that your answer is yes?"

"Yes."

And that was that.

For his next witness, Marty called a nane that sent a shiver down Alvin's spine. "Any Sunp."
A very attractive girl arose fromthe back of the courtroom and wal ked down the aisle.

"Who i s she?" asked Verily.

"Agirl fromVigor with a very active inmagination."

"About what ?"

"About how she and | did what a man has no business doing with a girl so young."

"Did you?"

Alvin was annoyed by the question. "Never. She just started telling stories and it grew from
there. "

"G ew?"

"That's why | took off from Vigor Church, to give her lies a chance to settle down and die out."
"So she started telling stories about you and youfl ed?"

"What does it have to do with the plow and Makepeace Smith?"

Verity grinmaced. "A certain nmatter of whether you deceive people or not. Marty Laws roped ne
in "

Marty was explaining to the judge that, because he had had no chance to talk with this wtness
hi nsel f beforehand, his illustrious co-counsel would conduct the exam nation. "The girl is young
and fragile, and they have established a rapport.”

Verily thought that the idea of Wbster and Amy having rapport wasn't very prom sing when it
canme to getting honest testinmony fromher, but he had to tread carefully. She was a child, and a
girl child at that. He couldn't seemto be hostile or fearful of her before she spoke, and in
cross-exam nation he'd have to proceed delicately lest he seemto be a bully. Unlike Makepeace
Smith and Hank, Dowser, who were obviously angry and malicious, Amy Sunp was absolutely
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bel i evabl e. She spoke shyly and reluctantly. "I don't want to get Alvin in no trouble, sir," she
sai d.

"And why not?" asked Dani el Wbster

Her answer cane in a whisper. "Because | still love him™"
"You... you still love hinP" Ch, Webster was a fine actor, worthy of the boards in Drury Lane.
"But how can you-- why do you still |ove hin®"

"Because | amwith child," she whispered.

A buzzing arose through the courtroom

Agai n, Webster feigned grieved surprise. "You are with... Are you married, Mss Sunmp?"
She shook her head. distening tears flew fromher eyes onto her |ap

"Yet you are with child. The child of some nman who didn't even have the decency to nake an
honest woman of you. Wwose child, Mss Sunp?"

This was already out of control. Verily leapt to his feet. "Your Honor, | object on the grounds
that this can have no conceivabl e connection with--"

"It goes to the issue of deception, Your Honor!" cried Daniel Wbster. "It goes to the issue of
a man who will say whatever it takes to get his way, and then absconds w thout so nmuch as a
farewel I, having taken away that which is nost precious fromthe very one who trusted him"

The judge smacked down his gavel. "M . Wbster, that was such a fine summing up that |'m
inclined to charge the jury and end the trial. Unfortunately this is not the end of the trial and
I'd appreciate it if you' d refrain fromjunping up on a stunp and naking a speech when it ain't
speechifying tine."

"I was responding to ny worthy opponent's objection."

"Well, you see, Daniel, that's where you nade your nistake. Because his objection was addressed
to ne, me being the judge here, and | didn't really need your help at that nonent. But |I'm
grateful to know that your help is right there, ready for nme, if ever I do need it."

Webst er answered the sarcasmwith a cheerful snile. What did he care? His point was already
made.

"The objection is overruled, M. Cooper," said the judge. "W is the father of your child, Mss

Sump?”

She burst into tears-- still on cue, despite the interruption. "Alvin," she said, sobbing. Then
she | ooked up and gazed soulfully across the court into Alvin's eyes. "Ch, A, it ain't too |ate!
Cone back and make a wife of nme! | |ove you so!"

Chapter 15 -- Love

Verily Cooper, doing his best to hide his astoni shnent, turned languidly to, look at Alvin. Then
he rai sed an eyebrow.

Alvin | ooked vaguely sad. "It's true she's pregnant,” he whispered. "But it ain't true I'mthe

fat her."
"Way didn't you tell me if you knew?" Verily whispered.

"I didn't knowtill she said it. Then | |ooked and yes, there's a baby growi ng in her wonb.
About the size of a nib. No nore than three weeks al ong."
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Verily nodded. Alvin had been in jail for the past nmonth, and traveling far from Vigor Church
for several nonths before that. The question was whether he could get the girl to admt under
cross-exani nation that she was barely a nonth along in her pregnancy.

In the nmeantime, Daniel Wbster had gone on, eliciting fromAnmy a lurid account of Alvin's
seduction of her. No doubt about it, the girl told a convincing story, conplete with all kinds of
details that nade it sound true. It seened to Verily that the girl wasn't lying, or if she was,
she believed her owmn lies. For a few noments he had doubts about Alvin. Could he have done this?
The girl was pretty and desirable, and fromthe way she tal ked, she was certainly willing. Just
because Alvin was a Maker didn't mean he wasn't a nman all the sane.

He qui ckly shook off such thoughts. Alvin Smith was a man with self-control, that was the truth.
And he had honor. If he really did such things with this child, he'd certainly marry her and not
| eave her to face the consequences al one.

It was a neasure of how dangerous the girl's testinony was, if she could get Alvin's own
attorney to doubt him

"And then he left you," said Daniel Wbster
Verily thought of objecting, but figured there was no point.

"It was nmy own fault, | know," said Any, breaking down again into pathetic tears. "I shouldn't
have told ny best friend Ranbna about Alvin and nme, because she nouthed it around to everybody and
they didn't understand about our true |love and so of course ny Alvin had to | eave because he has
great works to do in the world, he can't be tied down to Vigor Church just now. | didn't want to
conme here and testify! | want himto be free to do whatever he needs to do! And if mnmy baby grows
up without a pa, at least | can tell ny child that she cones of noble blood, with Makery as her
heritage!"”

Oh, that was a nice touch, making her the suffering saint who is content that "her" Alvin is a
| yi ng seduci ng decei vi ng abandoni ng bast ard- maki ng cradl e-robber, because she | oves him so.

It was tine for cross-exami nation. This had to proceed delicately indeed. Verily couldn't give a
single hint that he believed her; at the same tinme, he didn't dare to be seen to attack her
because the jury's synpathy was all with the girl right now The seeds of doubt had to be planted
gently.

"I"'msorry you had to cone all the way down here. It nust be a hard journey for a young lady in
your delicate condition."

"Ch, I'mdoing all right. | just puke once in the norning and then I'mfine for the rest of the
day."

The jury laughed. A friendly, synpathetic, believing | augh. Heaven hel p ne, thought Verily.
"How | ong have you known you were going to have a baby?"
"Along time," she said.

Verily raised an eyebrow. "Now, that's a pretty vague answer. But before you hear ny next
question, | just want you to renenber that we can bring your nother and father down here if need
be, to establish the exact tinme this pregnancy began."

"Well | didn't tell themtill just a few days ago,"” said Anmy. "But |'ve been pregnant for--"

Verily raised his hand to silence her, and shook his head. "Be careful, Mss Sunp. If you think
for just a mnute, you'll realize that your nother certainly knows and your father probably knows
that you couldn't possibly have been pregnant for nore than a few weeks."

Any | ooked at himin a puzzled way for a long nmonment. Then dawni ng realization came across her
face. She finally realized:, Her nother would know, from washing rags, when she |ast nenstruated
And it wasn't nonths and nonths ago.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (152 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:17 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt

"Like I was going to say all along, | got pregnant in the last nonth. Sonetinme in the [|ast
nmont h. "

"And you're sure that Alvin is the father?"

She nodded. But she was no fool. Verily knew she was doing the nmath in her head. She obviously
had counted on being able to |lie and say she'd been pregnant for nonths, since before Alvin left
Vi gor; when the baby was born she could say it had taken so |ong because it was a Maker's child,
or sonme such nonsense. But now she had to have a better lie.

O else she'd been planning this lie all along. That, too, was possible.

"OF course he is,'
the baby."

she said. "He comes to ne in the night even now. He's really excited about

"What do you, nean by 'even now ?" asked Verily. "You know that he's in jail."
"Ch, posh," said Any. "What's a jail to a man |ike hinP"

Once again, Verily realized that he'd been playing into Wbster's hands. Everybody knew Al vin
had hi dden powers. They knew he worked in stone and iron. They knew he could get out of that jail
whenever he want ed.

"Your Honor," said Verily, "I reserve the right to recall this witness for further cross-
exam nation."

"I object,"” said Daniel Wbster. "If he recalls Mss Sunp then she's his witness, it won't be
cross-exan nation, and she's not a hostile w tness."

"I need to lay the groundwork for further questioning," said Verily.

"Lay all you want," said the judge. "You'll have sone |eeway, but it won't be cross. The wi tness
may step down, but don't |eave Hatrack River, please."

Webst er stood again. "Your Honor, | have a few questions on redirect.”

"Ch, of course. Mss Sunp, | beg your pardon. Please renmain seated and renenber you're stil
under oath."

Webst er | eaned back in his chair. "M ss Sunp, you say that Alvin cones to you in the night. How
does he do that?"

"He slips out of his cell and right through the walls of the jail and then he runs like a Red
man, all caught up in... in... Redsong, so he reaches Vigor Church in a single hour and he ain't
even tired. No, he is not tired!" She giggled.

Redsong. Verily had had enough conversation with Alvin by nowto know that it was greensong, and
if he'dreally had any intinacy with this girl she'd know that. She was renenbering things she'd
heard fromhis | essons nonths and nonths ago in Vigor Church, when she went to class with people
trying to learn to be Makers. That's all this was-- the inmaginings of a young girl conbined with
scraps of things she | earned about Alvin. But it mnight take the gol den plow away from him and
perhaps nore inportant, it nmight send himto jail and destroy his reputation forever. This was not
an innocent fib, and for all her pretense at loving Alvin, she knew exactly what she was doing to
hi m

"Does he conme to you every night?"
"Ch, he can't do that. Just a couple of times a week."

Webster was done with her, but now Verily had a couple nore questions. "M ss Sunmp, where does
Alvin visit you?"

"I'n Vigor Church.”
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"You're only a girl, Mss Sunp, and you live with your parents. Presumably you are supervi sed by
them So ny question is quite specific-- where are you when Alvin visits you?"

She was nonmentarily flustered. "Different places."”

"Your parents let you go about unchaperoned?”

"No, | nean-- we always start out at honme. Late at night. Everybody's asleep."

"Do you have a room of your own?"

"Well, no. My sisters sleep in the sane roomwith ne."

"So where do you neet Alvin?"

"I'n the woods."

"So you decei ve your parents and sneak into the woods at night?"

The word deceive was a red flag to her. "I don't deceive nobody!" she said, with sone heat.
"So they know you're going to the woods alone to neet Alvin."

"No. | nean-- | know they'd stop me, and it's true |love between us, so | don't sneak out,
because Papa bars the door and he'd hear ne so I-- at the county fair I was able to slip away and--

"The county fair was in broad daylight, not at night," said Verily, hoping he was right.

"Argunmentative!" shouted Webster. But his interruption served not to help the girl but fluster
her nore.

"If this happens a couple of times a week, Mss Sunp, you surely don't depend on the county fair
to provide you with opportunities, do you?" asked Verily.

"No, that was just the once, just the one time. The other tinmes..."

Verily waited, refusing to ease her path by filling her long silence with words. Let the jury
see her making things up as she went al ong.

"He comes into ny room all silent. R ght through the walls. And then he takes ne out the sane
way, silent, through the walls. And then we run with the Redsong to the place where he gives ne
his | ove by noonlight."

"I't nust be an ammzi ng experience," said Verily. "For have your |over appear at your bedsi de and
rai se you up and carry you through the walls and take you silently across niles and mles in an
instant to an idyllic spot where you have passionate enbraces by noonlight. You're in your
ni ghtcl ot hes. Doesn't it get col d?"

"Sonetines, but he can nmake the air warm around ne."

"And what about noonl ess ni ghts? How do you see?"

"He... nmakes it light. W can always see."

"A lover who can do the nbst miraculous things. It sounds quite romantic, wouldn't you say?"
"Yes, it is, very very ronantic," said Anmy.

"Like a dream " said Verily.

"Yes, like a dream"

"I object!"™ cried Wbster. "The witness is a child and doesn't realize the way the defense
attorney can ni sconstrue her innocent simle!"
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Any was quite confused now.
"What did | say?" she asked.

"Let me ask it very clearly," said Verily Cooper. "Mss Sunp, isn't it possible that your
menories of Alvin come froma drean? That you dreaned all this, being in love with a strong and
fascinating young man who was too old even to notice you?"

Now she under st ood why Webster had objected, and she got a cold look in her eye. She knows,
t hought Verily. She knows she's lying, she's not deceived, she knows exactly what she's doing and
hates me for tripping her up, even a little. "My baby ain't no dream sir," she said. "I never
heard of no dreamas gives a girl a baby."

"No, |'ve never heard of such a dream either,"
the county fair?"

said Verily. "Ch, by the way, how | ong ago was

"Three weeks ago," she said.
"You went with your famly?"
Webster interrupted, denmanding to know the rel evance.

"She gave the county fair as a specific instance of neeting Alvin," explained Verily, when the
judge asked. The judge told himto proceed. "M ss Sunp," said Verily, "tell ne how you got off by
yourself to nmeet Alvin at the fair. Had you already arranged to neet himthere?"

"No, it was-- he just showed up there.”
"I'n broad daylight. And no one recogni zed hin"
"Nobody saw him but ne. That's a fact. That's-- it's a thing he can do."

"Yes, we're beginning to realize that when it conmes to spending time with you, Alvin Smth can
and will do the nbst anmmzing, miraculous things," said Verily.

Webst er objected, Verily apol ogi zed, and they went on. But Verily suspected that he was on a
good track here. The way Any nade her story so believable was by adding detail. Wien it canme to
the events that didn't happen, the details were all dreany and beautiful-- but she wasn't just
maki ng themup, it was clear she had really had such dreans, or at |east daydreans. She was
speaki ng from nmenory.

But there nust be another nenory in her mnd-- the nenory of her time with the man who was the
true father of the child she carried. And Verily's hunch was that her nention of the county fair
which didn't fit in at all with the pattern she had established for her nighttinme assignations
with Alvin, was tied in with that real encounter. If he could get her drawing on nenory with this
one. ..

"So only you could see him | imagine that you went off with hin? May | ask you where?"
"Under the flap of the freak show tent. Behind the fat |ady."

"Behind the fat lady," said Verily. "A private place. But... why there? Wy didn't Al vin whisk
you away into the forest? To sone secluded nmeadow by a crystal strean? | can't imgine it was very
confortable for you-- in the straw, perhaps, or on the hard ground, in the dark."

"That's just the way Alvin wanted it," she said. "I don't know why."
"And how |l ong did you spend there behind the fat |ady?"
"About five mnutes.”

Verily raised an eyebrow. "Wiy so hasty?" Then, before Wbster could object, he plunged into his
next question. "So Alvin escaped fromthe Hatrack County jail in broad daylight, journeyed all the
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way to Vigor Church on the far side of the state of Whbbish fromhere, in order to spend five
m nutes with you behind the fat |ady?"

Webst er spoke up again. "How can this young girl be expected to know the defendant's notivations
for whatever bizarre acts he perfornms?"

"Was that an objection?" asked the judge.

"It doesn't matter,"” said Verily. "I"mthrough with her for now" And this tinme he let a little
contenpt into his voice. Let the jury see that he no I onger had any regard for this girl. He
hadn't destroyed her testinmony, but he had laid the groundwork for doubt.

It was three in the afternoon. The judge adjourned them for the day.

Alvin and Verily had supper in his cell that night, conferring over what was likely to happen
the next day, and what had to happen in order to acquit him "They actually haven't proved
anyt hi ng about Makepeace," said Verily. "All they're doing is proving you're a liar in general
and then hoping the jury will think this renoves all reasonabl e doubt about you and the plow. The
worst thing is that every step of the way, Webster and Laws have played ne |ike a harp. They set
me up, | introduced an idea they were hoping I'd bring up in ny cross-exanifiation, and presto!
There's the groundwork for the next irrelevant, character-danmagi ng w tness."

"So they know the legal tricks in Anerican courts better than you do," said Alvin. "You know t he
| aw. You know how things fit together."

"Don't you see, Alvin? Wbster doesn't care whether you're convicted or not-- what he loves is
the stories the newspapers are witing about this trial. Besmrching your reputation. You'll never
recover fromthat."

"I don't know about never," said Alvin.

"Stories like this don't disappear. Even if we nmanage to find the man who i npregnated her--"
"I know who it was," said Al vin.

"What ? How coul d you--"

"Matt Thatcher. He's a couple of years younger than nme, but all us boys knew himin Vigor. He
was al ways a rapscallion of the first stripe, and when | was back there this past year he was
al ways full of brag about how no girl could resist him Every now and then sone fellow d have to
beat hi mup cause of something he said about the fellow s sister. But after |ast year's county
fair, he was tal king about how he drove his tent spike into five different girls, in the freak
show tent behind the fat |ady."

"But that was nore than a year ago."

"A boy like Matt Thatcher don't got nuch imagination, Verily. If he found hinself a spot that

wor ked once, he'll be back there. For what it's worth, though, he never did nanme any of the girls
he supposedly got |ast year, so we all figured he just found the spot and w shed he coul d get
hinmsel f some girl to go with himthere. | just figure that this year he finally succeeded."

Verily | eaned back on his stool, sipping his nug of warmcider. "The thing that puzzles ne is,
Webst er rmust have found Any Sunmp when he visited in Vigor Church | ong before | got there. Before
the county fair, too. She nust not have been pregnant when he found her."

Alvin smled and nodded. "I can just inmagine himtelling Amy's parents, 'Wll it's a good thing
she's not with child. Though if she were, | dare say Alvin's wandering days would be over.' And
she |listens and goes and gets herself pregnant with the nmost willing but stupid boy in the
county."

Verily laughed. "You imtate his voice quite well, sir!"

"Ch, I'mnothing at inmtations. | wi sh you could have heard Arthur Stuart back in the old days.
Before..."
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" Bef ore?"
"Before | changed himso the Finders couldn't identify him"
"So you didn't just subvert their cachet. You changed the boy hinsel f."

"I nmade himjust alittle bit less Arthur and a little bit nore Alvin. I'"'mnot glad of it. |
m ss the way he could make hisself sound Iike anybody. Even a redbird. He used to sing right back
to the redbird.”

"Can't you change hi m back? Now that he has the official court decision, he can never be haul ed
into court again."

"Change hi m back? | don't know. It was hard enough changing himthe first tine. And | don't
think I renmenber well enough how he used to be."

"The cachet has the way he used to be, doesn't it?"
"But | don't have the cachet."”
"Interesting problem Arthur doesn't seemto mnd the change, though, does he?"

"Arthur's a sweet boy, but what he doesn't nind now he might well cone to nmind |ater, when he's
ol d enough to know what | done to him" Alvin was drumming on his enpty dish now Cearly his mnd

kept going back to the trial. "I got to tell you, it's only going to get worse tonmorrow, Verily."
"How so?"
"I didn't understand it till now, till what Any said about ne sneaking out of jail and all. But

now | know what the plan is. Vilate Franker cane in here covered with hexes, maneuvered ne cl ose
enough to her that the sanme hex worked on ne, too-- an overlook-ne, and a right good one. Then in
comes Billy Hunter, one of the deputies, and when he looks in the cell, he doesn't see anybody at
all. He, runs off and gets the sheriff, and when he cones back, Vilate's gone but here I am and
tell them | been nowhere, but Billy Hunter knows what he saw- or didn't see-- and they're going
to bring himinto court, and Vilate too. Vilate too."

"So they'll have a witness to corroborate that you have indeed |eft your cell during your
i ncarceration here."

"And Vilate's likely to say anything. She's a notorious gossip. Goody Trader plain hates her
and so does Horace Cuester. She also thinks of herself as quite a beauty, though those particul ar
hexes don't work on me no nore. Anyway Arthur Stuart saw her..."

"I was here when Arthur told you about her. About the sal amander."

"That ain't no regular salanander, Verily. That's the Unmaker. 1've nmet it before. Used to cone
on me nore directlike. A shimering in the air, and there it was. Trying to take ne over, rule ne.
But | wouldn't have it, |'d nake sonething-- a bug basket-- and he'd go away. Nowadays |'d be nore

likely to make up sone silly rhynme or song and conmit it to nenory to drive himback. But here's
the thing-- the Unmaker has a way of being different things to different people. There was a

m nister in Vigor Church, Reverend Phil adel phia Thrower; he saw the Unmaker as an angel, only it
was a kind of terrible angel, and one tine-- well, it doesn't matter. Arnor-of-God sawit, not me.
Wth Vilate the Unmaker's got that sal amander doi ng sonme kind of hexery that makes Vil ate see..
sonebody. Sonebody who tal ks to her and tells her things. Only that sonmebody is really speaking
the words of the Unmaker. You know what Arthur Stuart saw. O d Peg Guester, the woman who was the
only nmot her he knew. The Unmaker appears as sonebody you can trust, sonebody who fulfills your
nmost heartfelt dream but in the process he perverts everything so that without quite realizing
it, you start destroying everything and everybody around you. This whole thing, you don't have to
| ook toward Webster to find the conspiracy. The Unnmaker is all the connection they need. Putting
toget her Anmy Sunp and Vil ate Franker and Makepeace Smith and Dani el Webster and... not one of them
thi nks he's doing sonething all that awful. Any probably thinks she really |oves ne. Maybe so does
Vil ate. Makepeace has probably tal ked hinself into believing the plowreally belongs to him
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Dani el Webster probably believes | really ama scoundrel. But..."

"But the Unneker makes everything work together to undo you."

Al vin nodded.

"Alvin, that nakes no sense," said Verily. "If the Unmaker's really out to Unmake everything,
then how can he put together such an el aborate plan? That's a kind of Making, too, isn't it?"

Alvin lay back on the cot and whistled for a nonent. "That's right," he said.
"The Unnaker sonetines Makes things, then?"

"No," said Alvin. "No, the Unnaker can't Make nothing. Can't. He just takes what's already there
in twists and bends and breaks it. So | was wong. The Unnaker's working on all these people, but
if it's all fitting together into a plan, then sonebody's planning it. Sone person.”

Verily chuckled. "I think we already have the answer," he said. "Your specul ation about Danie
Webster. He discovers Any Sunp as he searches in Vigor Church for any kind of dirt about you. She
wasn't part of any plan, just a girl who started pretending that her daydreanms were true. But then
he puts into her head the idea of getting pregnant and the idea of testifying against you to clip
your wings and force you to come hone. She works out the rest herself, her own plan-- the Unnaker
doesn't have to teach her anything. Then Dani el Wbster cones here to Hatrack and of course he
meets the town gossip as he searches for dirt about you here. Vilate Franker barely knows you, but
she does know everybody el se's story, and they converse nmany tinmes. He happens to let slip how Ay
Sunp's story will just sound like the imaginings of a dreamy but randy young girl unless they can
get some kind of evidence that you actually do | eave your cell. And then Vilate cones up with her
own plan and the Unnmaker just sits back and encourages her."

"So the plan is all conming from Daniel Wbster, only he doesn't even know it," said Alvin. "He
wi shes for sonmething, and then it just happens to cone true."”

"Don't give himtoo nuch credit for integrity,” said Verily. "I suspect this is a nmethod he's
been using for a long tine, wi shing for sonme key piece of evidence, and then trusting in his
client or one of his client's friends to cone up with the testinony that he needs. He never quite
soils his hands, but the effect is the same. Yet nothing can ever be proven--"

The outer door opened, and Po Doggly cane in with Peggy Larner. "Sorry to interrupt your supper
and confabul ati on, gendenen," said the sheriff, "but something' s come up. You got you a visitor
wi th special circunstances, he's conme a |long way but he can only come in and see you after dark
and I'"'mthe only guard as can let himin, on account of he already sat ne down and told nme a
tale."

Alvin turned to Verily. "That neans it's someone from hone. Soneone besi des Arnor- of - God.
Someone who's under the curse.”

"He shouldn't be under it," said Peggy. "If it weren't for his grand gesture of including
himself in a curse he didn't personally deserve."

"Measure," said Alvin. To Verily he explained, "My ol der brother."

"He's coming," said the sheriff. "Arthur Stuart's leading himin with his hat |ow and his eyes
down so he won't see anybody who doesn't already know the story. Doesn't want to spend all night
telling fol ks about the nmassacre at Ti ppy-Canoe. So the doors will be open here, but I'Il still be
out side, watching. Not that | think you'd try to escape, Alvin."

"You nmean you don't think I've been nmaking tw ce-a-week trips to Vigor Church?"
"For that girl? | don't think so." Wth that, Doggly wal ked out, |eaving the outer door open

Peggy cane on in and joined Alvin and Verily inside Alvin's cell. Verily stood up to offer her
his stool, but with a gesture she declined to sit.

"Howdy, Peggy," said Alvin.
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"I"'mfine, Alvin. And you?"
"You know | never did any of those things she said," he told her

"Alvin," she said, "I know that you did find her attractive. She saw that you paid her a little
special attention. She began to dream and wish."

"So you're saying it's ny fault after all?"

"It's her fault that dreans turned into lies. It's your fault that she had hopel ess dreanms |ike
that in the first place.”

"Well why don't | just shoot nyself before | ever look at a wonan with desire? It always seens
to turn out pretty lousy when | do."

She | ooked as if he slapped her. As usual, Verily felt a keen sense of being left out of half of
what went on in Alvin's life. Wiy should it bother himso nuch? He wasn't here, and they were
under no obligation to explain. Still, it was enmbarrassing. He got up. "Please, |I'll step outside
so you can have this conversation al one.”

"No need," said Peggy. "lI'msure Arthur is alnost here with Measure by now. "

"She doesn't want to talk to ne," said Alvin to Verily. "She'll try to get ne acquitted because
she wants to see the Crystal City get built, only she can't offer me a lick of help in trying to
figure out howto build it, seeing as how | don't know and she seens to know everything. But just
cause she wants ne acquitted doesn't nean she actually likes me or thinks I'mworth spending time
with, "

"I don't like being in the mddle of this," said Verily.

"You' re not," said Peggy. "There's no '"this' to be in the mddle of."

"There never was no 'this,' either, was there?" asked Alvin.
Verily was quite sure he had never heard a man sound so mi serable.

Peggy took a noment to answer. "lI'mnot-- there was and is a-- it hasn't a thing to do with you,
Alvin."

"What doesn't have a thing to do with me? My still being crazy in love with you after a whole
year with only one letter fromyou, and that one as cold as you please, |ike | was sonme kind of
scoundrel you still had to do business with or sonmething? Is that the thing that doesn't have
anything to do with ne? | asked you to marry ne once. | understand that things have been pretty
bl eak since then, your nother getting killed and all, that was terrible, and | didn't press you,
but | did wite to you, | did think about you all the tinme, and--"

"And | thought of you, Alvin."

"Yes, well, you're a torch, so you know I'mthinking about you, or you do if you care to | ook,
but what do I know when there's no sign fromyou? Wiat do | know except what you tell nme? Except
what | see in your face? | know | |ooked in your face that night in the smthy, | |ooked in your
eyes and | thought | saw love there, | thought | saw you saying yes to me. Did | nake that up? Is

that the '"this' that there isn't one of?"

Verily was thoroughly miserable, being forced to be a witness of this scene. He had tried to
make his escape before; now it was clear they didn't want himto go. If only he knew how to
di sappear. How to sink through the floor

It was Arthur who saved him Arthur, with Measure in tow, and, just as the sheriff had said,
Measure had his hat so | ow and his head bent so far down that he really did need Arthur Stuart to
|l ead himby the hand. "We're here," said Arthur. "You can | ook up now. "

Measure | ooked up. "Al," he said.
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"Measure!" Alvin cried. It took about one stride each, with those two |ong-1egged nen, for them
to be in each other's enbrace. "I've nissed you like ny own soul," said Al vin.

"1'"ve mssed you too, you ugly scrawny jailbird," said Measure. And in that nmoment, Verily felt
such a pang of jealousy that he thought his heart would break. He was ashaned of the feeling as
soon as he was aware of it, but there it was: He was jeal ous of that closeness between brothers.
Jeal ous because he knew that he would never be that close to Alvin Smith. He would al ways be shut
out, and it hurt so deeply that for a nonent, he thought he coul dn't breathe.

And then he did breathe, and bl ocked that feeling away in another part of hinself where he
didn't have to stare it in the face.

In a few mnutes the greetings were over, and they were down to business. "W found out Any was
gone and it didn't take no genius to figure out where she went. Ch, at first the runor was she got
pregnant at the county fair and was sent off to have the baby sonewhere, but we all renenbered the
tal es she told about Alvin and Father and | went to her pa and got it out of himright quick, that
she was off to testify in Hatrack. He didn't like it nuch, but they're paying them and he needs
the nmoney and his daughter swears it's true but you could tell |ooking at himthat he don't
believe her lies either. And in fact as we were | eaving he says, Wen | find out who it was got ny
daughter pregnant I'mgoing to kill him And Pa says, No you ain't. And M. Sunp he says, | am so
because I'ma nerciful man, and killing hims kinder than making himmarry Any."

They all |aughed at that, but in the end they knew it wasn't exactly funny.

"Anyhow, El eanor says, Any's best friend is that nouse of a girl Ranmona and |'m going to get the
truth out of her."

Alvin turned to Verily. "Eleanor's our sister, Arnor-of-God's wife."

Anot her rem nder, that he wasn't inside this circle. But also a rem nder that Al vin thought of
hi m and wanted to include him

"So El eanor gets Rampbna and sets her down inside that hex you nade for her in the shop, Alvin,
the one that nmekes liars get so nervous, only I don't know as how it was really needed. El eanor
says to her, Wio's the father of Any's baby, and Ranbna says, How should | know? only it's a plain
lie, and finally when El eanor won't | et up, Ranpbna says, Last tine | told the truth it only caused
Alvin Maker to have to run away cause of Any's lies, but she swore it was true, she swore it and
so | believed her but now she's saying it was Alvin got her pregnant and | know that's not true
cause she got into the freak show tent with--"

Alvin held up his hand. "Matt Thatcher?"
"OF course," said Measure. "Why we didn't just castrate himalong with the pigs | don't know "
"She saw themor is it hearsay?" asked Verily.

"Saw t hem and stood guard where they went under the tent and heard Any cry out once and heard
Matt panting and then it was done and she asked Any what it was |ike and Any | ooked positively
stricken and says to her, It's awful and it hurts. Ranmona's got no doubt Amy was a virgin up till
then, so all the other stories is lies."

"She's not conpetent to testify about Amy's virginity," said Verily, "but she'd still be a help.
It woul d take care of the pregnancy and nmeke it plain that Any is something of a |liar. Reasonable
doubt. How long will it take to get her down here?"

"She's here," said Peggy. "I got her to the roadhouse and Horace Guester's feeding her."

"I want to talk to her tonight,
we had not hing. "

said Verily. "This is good. This is sonething. And until now,

"They have nothing," said Peggy. "And yet..."

"And yet they'd convict ne if they voted right now, wouldn't they?" Al vin asked.
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Peggy nodded. "I thought they knew you better."

"This is all so extraneous to Makepeace's assertions,’
been pernmitted in an English court.”

said Verily. "None of this would have

"Next time somebody tries to get ne arrested for larceny and a crazy girl clainms to be pregnant
by me, I'lIl arrange to have it tried in London," said Alvin, grinning.

"Cood idea," said Verily. "Besides, we have a nuch higher grade of crazy girls in England."
"I"'mgoing to testify," said Peggy.

"l don't think so," said Alvin.

"You aren't a witness of anything," said Verily.

"You saw how the rules go in this court,"” said Peggy. "You can work ne in."

"It won't help,"” said Verily. "They'll chalk it up to your being in love with Alvin."

Al vin sighed and | ay back on his cot.

"No they won't," said Peggy. "They know ne."

"They know Alvin, too," said Verily.

"Don't nean to contradict you, sir," said Arthur Stuart, "but everybody knows M ss Larner here
is atorch, and everybody knows that before she tells a lie, you can boil an egg in a pan of
snow. "

"If | testify, he won't be convicted," said Peggy.

"No," said Alvin. "They'll drag you through the nud. \Wbster doesn't care about convicting ne,
you know that. He only wants to destroy nme and everybody near ne, because that's what the people
who hired hi mwant."

"We don't even know who they are," said Verily.

"I don't know their nanes, but | know who they are and what they want. To you it | ooks as though
Any's testinony is a sidetrack, but it's Any's testinony they wanted. And if they could get
testimony about nme and Peggy in the snmithy on the night the plow was nade--"

"I"'mnot afraid of their calummies,"” said Peggy.

"It ain't calumies I'mtalking about, it's the plain truth,"” said Alvin. "I was naked, we was
alone in the smthy. Can't help what conclusions folks draw fromthat, and so | won't have you
getting on the stand and all that story coming out in the papers in Carthage and Dekane and heaven
knows where else. W'll do it another way."

"Rarmona will be a help,"” said Verily.

"Not Ranona either," said Alvin. "It does no good to have one friend betray another for ny
sake. "

The others were fl abbergasted.

"You got to be joking!" cried Measure. "After | brought her all the way here? And she wants to
testify."

"I"msure she does," said Alvin. "But after the papers are through hacking at Any, how will
Ranona feel then? She'll always renenber that she betrayed a friend: That's a hard one. It'Il hurt
her. wn't it, Peggy?"

"Ch, you actually want ny advice about sonethi ng?"
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"I want the truth. Fve been telling the truth, and so have you, so just say it."

"Yes," said Peggy. "It would hurt Ranona greatly to testify against Amy."

"So we won't do it," said Alvin. "Nor do | want to see Vilate huniliated by having her hexes
renoved. She sets a store by being taken for beautiful."

"Alvin," said Verily, "I know you're a good nman and wi ser than ne, but surely you can see that
you can't let courtesy to a few individuals destroy all that you were put here on this earth to
do!"

The ot hers agreed.

Alvin | ooked as miserable as Verily had ever seen a man | ook, and Verily had seen men condemed
to hang or burn. "Then you don't understand,” he said. "It's true that sonetinmes people have to
suffer to make sonething good cone to be. But when | have it in ny power to save them from
suffering it, and bear it nyself, well then that's part of what | do. That's part of Making. If |
have it in my power, then | bear it. Don't you see?"

"No," said Peggy. "You don't have it in your power."
"I's that the honest torch talking? O ny friend?"
She hesitated only a moment. "Your friend. This passage in your heartfire is dark to ne."

"I figured it was. And | think the reason is because | got to do sone Making. | got to do
sonet hing that's never been done before, to Make sonething new. If | do it, then | can go on. If |
don't, then | go to jail and ny path through |life takes another course."

"Wuld you go to jail?" asked Arthur Stuart. "Wuld you really stay in prison for years and
years?"

Al vin shrugged. "There are hexes | can't undo. | think if |I was convicted, they'd see to it that
I was bound about like that. But even if | could get away, what would it matter? | couldn't do ny
work here in Anerica. And I don't know that ny work could be done anywhere else. If there' s any
reason to ny life at all, then there's a reason | was born here and not in England or Russia or
China or sonmething. Here's where my work's to be done."

"So you're saying that | can't use the two best witnesses to defend you?" asked Verily.

"My best witness is the truth. Sonmebody's going to speak it, that's for sure. But it won't be
M ss Larner, and it won't be Ranpna."

Peggy | eaned down and | ooked Alvin in the eye, their faces not six inches apart. "Alvin Snmith,
you wretched boy, | gave ny childhood to you, to keep you safe fromthe Unmaker, and now you tell
me | have to stand by and watch you throw all that sacrifice away?"

"I already asked you for the whole rest of your life," said Alvin. "Wat do | want w th your

ruin? You |ost your childhood for nme. You lost your nother for ne. Don't |ose any nore. | would
have taken everything, yes, and given you everything too, but | won't take |ess because | can't
give less. You'll take nothing fromnme, so I'll take nothing fromyou. If that don't make sense to

you then you ain't as smart as you let on, Mss Larner."
"Way don't those two just get married and make babies?" said Arthur Stuart. "Pa said that."

Her face stony, Peggy turned away fromthem "It has to be on your terns, doesn't it, Alvin
Everything on your terns."

"My terns?" said Alvin. "It wasn't ny terns to say these things to you in front of others,
though at least it's nmy friends and not strangers who have to hear them | |ove you, Mss Larner.
| love you, Margaret. | don't want you in that courtroom | want you in my arnms, inny life, in

all ny dreans and works for all tine to cone."
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Peggy clung to the bars of the jail, her face averted fromthe others.

Arthur Stuart wal ked around to the outside of the cell and | ooked guilelessly up into her face.
"Way don't you just marry himinstead of crying like that? Don't you |love hinP You're real pretty
and he's a good-1ooki ng man. You'd have dam cute babies. Pa said that."

"Hush, Arthur Stuart," said Measure.

Peggy slid down until she was kneeling, and then she reached through the bars and took Arthur

Stuart's hands. "I can't, Arthur Stuart,"” she said. "My nother died because |I |oved Al vin, don't
you see? Whenever | think of being with him it just nakes me feel sick and... guilty... and angry
and..."

"My mama' s dead too, you know," said Arthur Stuart. "My Black mama and ny White mama bot h. They

both died to dave ne fromslavery. | think about that all the tine, howif |I'd never been born
they'd both still be alive."

Peggy shook her head. "I know you think of that, Arthur, but you rmustn't. They want you to be
happy. "

"I know," said Arthur Stuart. "I ain't as smart as you, but | know that. So | do ny best to be

happy. |'m happy nost of the time, too. Wiy can't you do that?"
Al vin whi spered an echo to his words. "Wy can't you do that, Margaret?"

Peggy rai sed her chin, |ooked around her. "Wiat am | doing here on the floor |ike this?" She got
to her feet. "Since you won't take nmy help, Alvin Smth, then |I've got work to do. There's a war
in the future, a war over slavery, and a million boys will die, in Anerica and the Crown Col onies
and even New Engl and before it's done. My work is to make sure those boys don't die in vain, to
make sure that when it's over the slaves are free. That's what ny nother died for, to free one
slave. I'mnot going to pick just one, I'mgoing to save themall if | can.” She | ooked fiercely
at the nen who watched her, wi de-eyed. "I've nmade ny l|last sacrifice for Alvin Smth-- he doesn't
need ny hel p anynore."

Wth those words she strode to the outer door.
"I do so," murrmured Alvin, but she didn't hear him and then she wag gone.

"If that don't beat all," said Measure. "I ask you, Alvin, why didn't you just fall in love with
a thunderstorn? Wiy don't you just go propose to a blizzard?"

"I already did," said Alvin.

Verily wal ked to the door of the cell. "I'mgoing to interview Ranona tonight in case you change
your mind, Alvin," he said.

"I won't," said Alvin.

"I"'mquite sure, but other than that there's nothing else | can do." He debated saying the next
words, but decided that he might as well. Wat did he have to lose? Alvin was going to go to
prison. And Verily's journey to America was going to turn out to have been in vain. "I nust say
thalt |I think you and Mss Larner are a perfect match. The two of you together nust have nore than
seventy percent of the world's entire store of stupid bull headedness."

It was Verily's turn to head for the outer door. Behind himas he left, he heard Alvin say to
Measure and Arthur: "That's nmy lawyer." He wasn't sure if Alvin spoke in pride or nockery. Either
way, it only added to his despair

Billy Hunter's testinony was pretty danaging. It was plain that he liked Alvin well enough and

had no desire to nmake himl ook bad. But he couldn't change what he saw and had to tell the truth--
he'd | ooked into the jail and them was nowhere Alvin and Vilate coul d have hi dden
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Verily's cross-exam nation consisted nerely of ascertaining that when Vilate entered the cell
Alvin was definitely there, and that the pie she left behind tasted right good. "Alvin didn't want
it?" asked Verily.

"No sir. He said... he said he sort of promised it to an ant."

Sone | aughter.

"But he let you have it anyway," said Verily.

"l guess so, yes."

"Well, | think that shows that Alvin is unreliable indeed, if he can't keep his word to an ant!"

There were sonme chuckles at Verily's attenpt at hunor, but that did nothing to aneliorate the
fact that the prosecution had cut into Alvin's credibility, and rather deeply at that.

It was Vilate's turn then. Marty Laws laid the groundwork, and then cane to the key point. "Wen
M. Hunter |ooked into the jail and failed to see you and Alvin, where were you?"

Vilate made a great show of being reluctant to tell. He was relieved to see, however, that she
wasn't quite the actress Any Sunp had been, perhaps because Any hal f-believed her own fantasies,
while Vilate... well, this was no schoolgirl, and these were no fantasies of love. "I should never
have et himtalk me intoit, but... |I've been alone too |ong."

"Just answer the question, please," asked Laws.
"He took nme through the wall of the jail. W passed through the wall. | held his hand."
"And where did you go?"

"Fast as the wind we went-- | felt as though we were flying. For a time | ran beside him taking
strength fromhis hand as he held nmine and led me along; but then it became too nuch for ne, and
I, fainting, could not go on. He sensed this in that way of his and gathered ne into his arns. |
was quite swept away."

"Where did you go?"
"To a place where |I've never been."

There were sone titters at that, which seened to fluster her a little. Apparently she was not
aware of her own double entendre-- or perhaps she was a better actress than Verily thought.

"By a |l ake, Not a |l arge one, | suppose-- | could see the far shore. Waterbirds were skimrng the
| ake, but on the grassy bank where we... reclined... we were the only living things. This
beautiful young man and |I. He was so full of promises and talk of |ove and..."

"Can we say he took advantage of you?" asked Marty.
"Your Honor, he's leading the wtness."

"He did not take advantage of me," Vilate said. "I was a willing participant in all that
happened. The fact that | regret it now does not change the fact that he did not force ne in any
way. OF course, if | had known then how he had said the sane things, done the same things with
that girl from Vigor Church..."

"Your Honor, she has no pergonal know edge of--"
"Sustained," said the judge. "Please limt your responses to the questions asked."

Verily had to admire her skill. She managed to sound as if she were defending Al vin rather than
trying to destroy him As if she | oved him
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Chapter 16 -- Truth

When it canme Verily's turn to question Vilate, he sat for a nonent contenplating her. She was
the picture of conplacent confidence, with her head just slightly cocked to the left, as if she
wer e somewhat -- but not very-- curious to hear what he woul d ask of her

"M ss Franker, | wonder if you can tell ne-- when you passed through the wall fromthe jail, how
did you get up to ground |evel ?"

She | ooked nonentarily confused, "Ch, is the jail below ground? Well, | suppose when we went
through the wall, we-- no, of course we didn't. The jail is on the second floor of the courthouse,
and it's about a ten-foot drop to the ground. That was nean of you, to try to trick ne."

"My question still stands," said Verily. "That nust have been quite a drop, com ng through the
wal | into nothing."

"We handled it gently. We... floated to the ground. It was part of the renarkabl e experience. If
I had known you wanted so nuch detail, 1'd have said so fromthe start."”

"So Alvin... floats."

"He is a renmarkabl e young man."

"I imagine so," said Verily. "In fact, one of his extraordinary talents is the ability to see
through hexes of illusion. Did you know that?"
"No, |I... no." She | ooked puzzl ed.

"For instance, he sees through the hex you use to keep people fromseeing that little trick you
ay with your false teeth. Did you know t hat ?"

p

"Trick!"™ She was nortified. "False teeth! What a terrible thing to say!"
"Do you or do you not have false teeth?"

Marty Laws was on his feet. "Your Honor, | can't see what relevancy fal se teeth have to the case
at hand."

"M . Cooper, it does seema little extraneous,"” said the judge.

"Your Honor has allowed the prosecution to cast far afield in trying to inpugn the veracity of
my client. | think the defense is entitled to the sane latitude in inpugning the veracity of those
who claimny client is a deceiver.”

"False teeth is a bit personal, don't you think?" asked the judge.
"And accusing my client of seducing her isn't?" asked Verily.

The judge smiled. "(Objection overruled. | think the prosecution opened the door w de enough for
such questions.™

Verily turned back to Vilate. "Do you have false teeth, M ss Franker?"
"l do not!" she said.

"You' re under oath," said Verily. "For instance, didn't you waggle your upper plate at Alvin
when you said that he was a beautiful young man?"

"How can | waggl e an upper plate that I do not have?" she said.

"Since that is your testinony, Mss Franker, would you be willing to appear -in court w thout
those four anmulets you're wearing, and without the shawl with the hexes sewn in?"
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"I don't have to sit here and..."

Alvin | eaned over and tugged at Verily's coattail. Verily wanted to ignore him because he knew
that Alvin was going to forbid himto pursue this Iine any further. But there was no way he coul d
pretend that he didn't notice a novenent so broad that the whole court sawit. He turned back to
Alvin, ignoring Vilate's renonstrances, and let Alvin whisper in his ear.

"Verily, you know | didn't want--"

"My duty is to defend you as best |--"

"Verily, ask her about the sal amander in her handbag. Get it out in the open if you can."
Verily was surprised; "A salamander? But what good will that do?"

"Just get it out in the open," said Alvin. "On a table in the open. It won't run away. Even with
the Unnaker possessing it, sal ananders are still stupid. You'll see."

Verily turned back to face the witness. "M ss Franker, will you kindly show us the lizard in
your handbag?"

Alvin tugged on his coat again. Muuth to ear, he whispered,

"Sal amanders ain't lizards. They're anphibians, not reptiles.”

"Your pardon, M ss Franker. Not a lizard. An anphi bian. A sal anander."

"l have no such--"

"Your Honor, please warn the w tness about the consequences of |ying under--"

"If there's such a creature in ny handbag, | don't have any idea who put it there or howit got
there," said Vilate.

"Then you won't object if the bailiff |ooks in your bag and renoves any anphi bi ous creatures he
nmi ght find?"

Overcom ng her uncertainty, Vilate replied, "No, not at all."
"Your Honor, who is on trial here?" asked Marty Laws.

"I believe the issue is truthfulness," said the judge, "and | find this exercise fascinating.
W' ve wat ched you cone up with scandal. Now I'Il be interested to see an anphibian."

The bailiff rummged through the handbag, then suddenly hooted and junped back. "Excuse ne, Your
Honor, it's up ny sleeve!" he said, trying to maintain his conposure as he wiggled and danced
ar ound.

Wth a flanboyant gesture, Verily swept his papers off the defense table and pulled it out into
the mddl e of the courtroom "When you retrieve the little fellow," he said, "set him here,
pl ease. "

Alvin | eaned back on his chair, his | egs extended, his ankles crossed, |ooking for all the world
like a politician who just won an el ection. Under his chair, the plowlay still inside its sack

Al one of all the people in the court, Vilate paid no attention whatever to the sal amander. She
sinmply sat as if in a trance; but no, that wasn't it. No, she sat as if she were at a soiree where
sonmet hing slightly rude was being said, and she was pretending to take no notice of it.

Verily had no i dea what woul d cone of this business with the sal amander, but since A vin
woul dn't let himtry any other avenue to discredit Vilate or Any, he'd have to nmake it do.

* k k

Al vin had been watching Vilate during her testinony-- watching close, not just with his eyes,
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but with his inner sight, seeing the way the material world worked together. One of the first
things he marked was the way Vilate cocked her head just a little before answering. As if she were
listening. So he sent out his doodlebug and let it rest in the air, feeling for any trenors of
sound. Sure enough, there were sone, but in a pattern Alvin had never seen before. Usually, sound
spread out fromits source |like waves froma rock cast into a pond, in every direction, bouncing
and reverberating, but also fading and growi ng weaker with di stance. This sound, however, was
channel ed. How was it done?

For a while he was in danger of beconming so engrossed in the scientific question that he m ght
well forget that he was on trial here and this was the nost dangerous but possibly the weakest
Wi t ness agai nst him Fortunately, he caught on to what was happeni ng very quickly. The sound was
com ng fromtwo sources, very close together, nmoving in parallel. As the sound waves crossed each
other, they interfered with each other, turning the sound into nere turbulence in the air. Wen
Alvin listened closely, he could hear the faint hiss of the chaotic noise. But in the direction
where the sound waves were perfectly parallel, they not only didn't interfere with each other, but
rather seenmed to increase the power of the sound. The result was that for soneone sitting exactly
in Vilate's position, even the faintest whisper woul d be audi bl e; but for anyone anywhere else in
the courtroom there would be no sound at all.

Alvin found this curious indeed. He hadn't known that the Unnmaker actually used sound to talk to
his mnions. He had supposed that sonmehow the Unmaker spoke directly into their minds. |nstead,
t he Unnaker spoke from two sound sources, close together. Then Alvin had to smle. The old saying
was true: The liar spoke out of both sides of his nouth.

Looki ng with his doodl ebug into Vilate's handbag, Alvin soon found the source of the sound. The
sal anander was perched on the top of her bel ongings, and the sound was comng fromits nouth--
t hough sal amanders had no nmechani sm for produci ng a human voice. If only he could hear what the
sal amander was sayi ng.

Well, if he wasn't mstaken, that could be arranged. But first he needed to get the sal amander
out into the open, where the whole court could see where its speech was comi ng from That was when
he began to pay attention to the proceedings again-- only to discover, to his alarm that Verily
was about to defy himand try to take away Vilate's beautiful disguise. He reached out and tugged
on Verily's coat, and whispered a rebuke that was as mld as he could nake it. Then he told himto
get the sal amander out of the bag.

Now, with the salanander in a panic, trapped in the bailiff's dark sleeve, it took Alvin a few
nmonents to get his doodl ebug inside the creature and start to help it cal mdown-- to slowthe
heart beat, to speak peace to it. O course he could feel no resistance fromthe Unnaker. That was
no surprise to Alvin. The Unmaker was al ways driven back by his Making. But he could sense the
Unmaker, |urking, shimering in the background, in the corners of the court, waiting to come back
into the sal anander so it could speak to Vil ate again.

It was a good sign, the fact that the Unmaker needed the help of a creature in order to speak to
Vilate. It suggested that she was not wholly consumed by the |ust for power or Unmeking, so that
t he Unnaker could not speak to her directly.

Alvin didn't really know that much about the Unmaker, but with years in which to speculate and
reason about it, he had come to a few conclusions. He didn't really think of the Unmaker as a
person anynore, though sometinmes he still called it "hinm in his own thoughts. Alvin had al ways
seen the Unnaker as a shinmmering of air, as something that retreated toward his peripheral vision
he believed now that this was the true nature of the Unmaker. As |long as a person was engaged in
Maki ng, the Unnaker was held at bay; and, in fact, nost people weren't particularly attractive to
it. It was drawn only to the nost extraordi nary of Mikers-- and the nost prideful destroyers (or
destructively proud; Alvin wasn't sure if it made a difference). It was drawn to Alvin in the
effort to undo himand all his works. It was drawn to others, though, l|ike, Philadel phia Thrower
and, apparently, Vilate Franker, because they provided the hands, the |lips, the eyes that woul d
all ow the Unnmaker to do its work.

What Al vin guessed, but could not know, was that the people to whomthe Unmaker appeared nopst
clearly had a kind of power over it. That the Unnaker, having been drawn into relations with them
could not suddenly free itself. Instead, it acted out the role that its human ally had prepared
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for it. Reverend Thrower needed an angelic visitor that was ripe with wath-- so that was what the
Unmaker became for him Vilate needed sonething el se. But the Unmaker could not wi thhold itself
fromher. It could not sense that there was danger in being exposed, unless Vilate sensed that
danger herself. And since Vilate was unable to be rational enough to know there even was a

sal anander-s- onething Alvin had | earned from Arthur Stuart's report-- there was a good chance
that the Unmaker could be led to expose itself to the whole courtroom as long as Al vin worked
carefully and took Vilate by surprise.

So he watched as the bailiff finally took the calm- well, calner, anyway-- sal amander fromthe
collar of his shirt, whither it had fled, and set it gently on the table. Gadually Alvin w thdrew
hi s doodl ebug fromthe creature, so that the Unnaker could come back into possession of it. Wuld
it cone?

Wuld it speak again to Vilate, as Al vin hoped?

It did. It would.

The colum of sound arose again

Everyone coul d see the sal amander's nout h openi ng and cl osing, but of course they heard nothing
and so it looked like the random novenents of an ani nal

"Do you see the sal amander?" asked Verily.

Vilate | ooked quizzical. "I don't understand the question.”

"On this table in front of you. Do you see the sal anander?"

Vilate smled wanly. "I think you're trying to play with me now, M. Cooper."

A whi sper arose in the courtroom

"What |'mtrying to do," said Verily, "is determne just how reliable an observer you are."

Dani el Webster spoke up. "Your Honor, how do we know there isn't sone trick going on that the
defense is playing? W already know that the defendant has renarkabl e hi dden powers."

"Have patience, M. Wbster," said the judge. "Tinme enough for rebuttal on redirect."

In the nmeantinme, Alvin had been playing with the double colum of sound coming fromthe
sal anander and | eading straight to Vilate. He tried to find sone way to bend it, but of course
could not, since sound nust travel in a straight line-- or at least to bend it was beyond Alvin's
power and knowl edge.

What he could do, though, was set up a counterturbul ence right at the source of one of the
colums of sound, |eaving the

other to be perfectly audible, since there would be no interference fromthe colum Al vin had
bl ocked. The sound would still be faint, however; Al vin had no way of know ng whether it could be
heard well enough for people to understand it. Only one way to find out.

Besides, this nmight be the new thing he had to Make in order to get past the dark place in his
heartfire where Peggy couldn't see.

He bl ocked one of the colums of sound.

* % %

Verily was saying, "Mss Franker, since everyone in the court but you is able to see this
sal amander - -"

Suddenl y, a voice from an unexpected source becane audi ble, apparently in midsentence. Verily
fell silent and |istened.

It was a wonan's voice, cheery and encouraging. "You just sit tight, Vilate, this English
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buffoon is no match for you. You don't have to tell hima single thing unless you want to. That
Alvin Smith had his chance to be your friend, and he turned you down, so now you'll show hima
thing or two about a woman scorned. He had no idea of your cleverness, you sly thing."

"Who is that!" demanded the judge.

Vilate | ooked at him registering nothing nore than faint puzzlenent. "Are you asking ne?" she
sai d.

"I am" the judge replied.
"But | don't understand. Wo is what?"

The wonan's voice said, "Sonmething's wong but you just stay calm don't adnmit a thing. Blane it
on Alvin, whatever it is."

Vilate took a deep breath. "Is Alvin casting sone kind of spell that affects everyone but ne?"
she asked.

The judge answered sharply. "Soneone just said, 'Blanme it on Alvin, whatever it is.' Wi was it

that said that?

"Ah! Ah! Ah!" cried the woman's voi ce-- which was obviously coming fromthe sal amander's nouth.
"Ah! How could he hear ne? | talk only to you! |I'myour best friend, Vilate, nobody else's!
They're trying to trick you! Don't admit a thing!"

"lI... don't know what you nean," said Vilate. "I don't know what you're hearing."

"The wonan who just said, 'Don't adnit a thing,'" said Verily. "Wio is that? Who is this woman
who says she's your best friend and no one el se's?"

"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!" cried the sal amander

"My best friend?" asked Vilate. Suddenly her face was a mask of terror-- except for her nouth,

which still wore a pretty grin. Sweat beaded on her forehead. On inmpulse, Verily strode to her and
took hold of her shawl. "Please, M ss Franker, you seemoverwarm Let ne hold your shawl for you."
Vilate was so confused she didn't realize what he was doing until it was done. The nonent the

shawl came from her shoul ders, the smile on her nouth disappeared. In fact, the face that everyone
knew so well was gone, replaced by the face of a m ddl e-aged wonan, somewhit wrinkled and
sunburnt; and nost renmarkable of all, her mouth was wi de open and inside it, the upper plate of
her false teeth were clicking up and down, as if she were raising and lowering it with her tongue.

The buzz in the courtroom becane a roar

"Verily, dammit," said Alvin. "I told you not to--"
"Sorry," said Verily. "I see you need that shawl, Mss Franker." Quickly he replaced it.

Awar e now of what he had done to her, she snatched the shawl close to her. The clicking fal se
teeth were imme diately replaced by the sane Iovely smle she had worn before, and her face was
again thin and young.

"I believe we have sone idea of the reliability of this witness," said Verily.

The sal amander cried out, "They're w nning, you foolish ninny! They trapped you! They tricked
you, you silly twit!"

Vilate's face lost its conposure. She | ooked frightened. "How can you talk like that to ne," she
whi sper ed.

Vilate wasn't the only one who | ooked frightened. The judge hinself had shrunk back into the far
corner of his space behind the bench. Marty Laws was sitting on the back of his chair, his shoes
on the seat.
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"To whom are you speaki ng?" asked the judge.

Vilate turned her face away fromjudge and sal amander both. "My friend," she said. "M/ best
friend, | thought.” Then she turned to the judge. "All these years, no one el se has ever heard her
voi ce. But you hear her now, don't you?"

"I do," said the judge.
"You're telling themtoo nuch!" cried the sal anander. Was its voi ce changi ng?

"Can you see her?" asked Vilate, her voice thin and quavering. "Do you see how beautiful she is?
She taught nme how to be beautiful, too."

"Shut up!" cried the salamander. "Tell them nothing, you bitch!"

Yes, the voice was definitely lower in pitch now, thick in the throat, rasping.

"l can't see her, no," said the judge.

"She's not ny friend, though, is she," said Vilate. "Not really."

"I''"ll rip your throat out, you..
them al | gasp.

The sal amander let fly with a string of expletives that nade

Vilate pointed at the salamander. "She nade nme do it! She told me to tell those |lies about
Alvin! But now | see she's really hateful! And not beautiful at all! She's not beautiful, she's
ugly as a... as a new!"

"Sal anmander, " said the judge hel pfully.

"I hate you!" Vilate cried at the salamander. "Get away fromne! | don't want to see you ever
agai n!"

The sal amander seened poised to nove-- but not away fromher. It |ooked nmore as if it meant to
spring fromthe table, |eap the distance between it and Vilate, and attack her as its hideous
voi ce had threat ened.

Al vin was searching carefully through the sal amander's body, trying to find where and how t he
Unmaker had control of it. But however it was done, it left no physical evidence that Alvin could
see. He realized, though, that it didn't matter. There were ways to get a person free of another
person's control -- an of f-my-back hex. Couldn't it work for the salamander, if it was perfectly
done? Alvin marked out in his mnd the exact spots on the table where the hex would need to be
mar ked, the order of the markings, the nunber of |oops that would have to be run linking point to
poi nt .

Then he sent his doodl ebug into that part of the sal amander’'s brain where such sense as it had
resi ded. Freedom he whispered there, in the way he had that'aninmals coul d understand. Not words,
but feelings. Images. The sal amander seeking after food, mating, scanpering over nud, through
| eaves and grass, into cool nossy stone crevices. Free to do that instead of living in a dry
handbag. The sal amander |onged for it.

Just do this, said Alvin silently into the salamander's nind. And he showed it the | oops to nmake
to get to the first mark.

The sal amander had been poised to leap fromthe table. But instead it ran the | ooping pattern
touched one toe on the exact point; Alvin nade it so the toe penetrated the wood just enough to
make a mark, though no human eye coul d have seen it, the mark was so subtle. Scanper, |oop, mark
and mark again. Six tiny prickings of the table's surface, and then a bound into the nmddle of the
hex.

And the Unnaker was gone.

The sal amander raced in a nmad pattern, too fast to follow clearly; ran, then stopped stockstill
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in the mddle of the table.

And then, suddenly, the intelligence seened to go out of its novenents. It no |onger |ooked at
Vilate. No |longer |ooked at anyone in particular. It nosed across the table. Not certain yet
whet her the spell that bound the creature was done or not, no one noved toward it. It ran down the
table leg, then scurried straight toward Alvin. It nosed the sack under his chair that contained
the plow. It ran inside the sack

Consternation broke out in the courtroom "Wat's happening!" cried Marty Laws. "Why did it go
in that sack!"

"Because it was spawned in that sack!" cried Wbster. "You can see now that Alvin Snmith was the
source of all this mischief! | have seen the face of the devil and he sits cocky as you please in
yonder chair!"

The judge banged with his gavel

"He's not the devil," said Vilate. "The devil wears a rmuch nore lovely face than that." Then she
burst into tears

"Your honor," said Webster, "the defendant and his | awer have turned this court into a circus!”

"Not until after you turned it into a cesspool of scandalous lies and filthy innuendoes!" Verily
roared back at him

And as he roared, the spectators burst into appl ause.

The judge banged the gavel again. "Silence! Come to order, or I'll have the bailiff clear the
court! Do you hear nme?"

And, after a tine, silence again reigned.
Al vin bent over and reached into the sack. He took out the |inp body of the sal amander
"Is it dead?" asked the judge.

"No, sir," said Alvin. "She's just asleep. She's very, very tired. She's been rode hard, so to
speak. Rode hard and given nothing to eat. It ain't evidence of nothing now, Your Honor. Can |
give her to ny friend Arthur Stuart to take care of till she has her strength back?"

"Does the prosecution have any objection?"
"No, Your Honor," said Marty Laws.

At the sanme tine, Daniel Wbster rose to his feet. "This sal amander never was evi dence of
anything. It's obvious that it was introduced by the defendant and his | awer and was al ways under
their command. Now t hey've taken possession of an honest worman and broken her! Look at her!"

And there sat beautiful Vilate Franker, tears strean ng down her snooth and beautiful cheeks.

"An honest woman?" she said softly. "You know as well as | do how you hinted to nme about how you
needed corroboration for that Amy Sunp girl, how if you just had some way of proving that Al vin
did indeed | eave the jail, then she woul d be believed and no one would believe Alvin. Ch, you
si ghed and pretended that you weren't suggesting anything to nme, but | knew and you knew, and so |
| earned the hexes fromny friend and we did it, and now there you sit, lying again."

"Your Honor," said Webster, "the witness is clearly distraught. |I can assure you she has
m sconstrued the brief conversation we had at supper in the roadhouse."

"I"'msure she has, M. Wbster," said the judge.

"l have not msconstrued it," said Vilate, furious, whirling on the judge.

"And |I'm sure you have not," said the judge. "I'msure you' re both conpletely correct."”
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"Your Honor," said Daniel Wbster, "with all due respect, | don't see-"

"No, you don't see!" cried Vilate, standing up in the witness box. "You claimto see an honest
woman here? I'll show you an honest wonan!"

She peel ed her shaw off her shoulders. At once the illusion of beauty about her face
di sappeared. Then she reached down and pulled the anulets out of her bodice and lifted their
chains from around her neck. Her body changed before their eyes: Now she was not svelte and tall
but of m ddl e height and a sonewhat thickened m ddl e-aged body. There was a stoop to her
shoul ders, and her hair was nore white than gold. "This is an honest woman," she said. Then she
sank down into her seat and wept into her hands.

"Your Honor," said Verily, "I believe | have no nore questions for this witness."
"Nei ther does the prosecution,” said Marty Laws.
"That's not so!" cried Wbster.

"M. Webster," said Marty Laws quietly, "you are discharged from your position as co-counsel
The testinmony of the witnesses you brought me now seens inappropriate to use in court, and | think
it would be prudent of you to retire fromthis courtroomw thout delay."

A few peopl e clapped, but a glare fromthe judge quieted them

Webst er began stuffing papers into his briefcase. "If you are alleging that | behaved
unethically to any degree--"

"Nobody' s al |l egi ng anything, M. Wbster," said the judge, "except that you have no further
relationship with the county attorney of Hatrack County, and therefore it's appropriate for you to
step to the other side of the railing and, in ny hunble opinion, to the other side of the
courtroom door."

Webster rose to his full height, tucked his bag under his arm and wi thout another word strode
down the aisle and out of the courtroom

On his way out, he passed a m ddl e-aged worman wi th brown-and-grey hair who was noving with sone
serious intent toward the judge's bench. No, toward the witness stand, where she stepped into the
box, put her armaround Vilate Franker's shoul ders, and hel ped the weeping wonan rise to her feet.
"Come now, Vilate, you did very bravely, you did fine, we're right proud of you."

"Goody Trader," Vilate nurnured, "I'm so ashaned."

"Nonsense, " said Goody Trader. "W all want to be beautiful and truth to tell, | think you stil
are. Just-- mature, that's all."

The spectators | watched in silence as Goody Trader |ed her
erstwhile rival fromthe courtroom

"Your Honor," said Verily Cooper, "I think it should be clear to everyone that it is tine to
return to the real issue before the court: W have been distracted by extraneous w tnesses, but
the fact of the matter is that it all comes down to Makepeace Snmith and Hank Dowser on one side,
and Alvin Snmith on the other. Their word against his. Unless the prosecution has nore wtnesses to
call, I'd like to begin nmy defense by letting Alvin give his word, so the jury can judge between
them at last."

"Well said, M. Cooper," said Marty Laws. "That's the real issue, and |'msorry | ever nobved
away fromit. The prosecution rests, and | think we'd all like to hear fromthe defendant. |'m
glad he's going to speak for hinself, even though the constitution of the United States allows him
to decline to testify wi thout prejudice.”

"A fine sentinment," said the judge. "M. Smith, please rise and take the oath."
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Al vin bent over, scooped up the sack with the plowin it, and hoisted it over his shoul der as
easy as if it was a |loaf of bread or a bag of feathers. He walked to the bailiff, put one hand on
the Bible and raised the other, sack and all. "I do solemmly swear to tell the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth so help me God," he said.

"Alvin," said Verily, "just tell us all how this plow came to be."

Al vin nodded. "I took the iron ny naster gave nme-- Makepeace, he was ny naster in those days--
and | nmelted it to the right hotness. 1'd already made nmy plow nold, so | poured it in and let it
cool enough to strike off the nold, and then |I shaped and hamrered and scraped all the
i nperfections out of it, till near as |I could tell it had the shape of a plow as perfect as

could do it."
"Did you use any of your knack for Making as you did it?" asked Verily.

"No sir," said Alvin. "That wouldn't be fair. | wanted to earn the right to be a journeyman
smth. | did use ny doodl ebug to inspect the plow, but | nmade no changes except with nmy tools and
ny two hands."

Many of the spectators nodded. They knew sonething of this matter, of wanting to do sonething
with their hands, wthout the use of the extraordinary knacks that were so comon in this town
t hese days.

"And when it was done, what did you have?"
"Aplow," said Alvin. "Pure iron, well shaped and well tenpered. A good journeynan piece."

"Whose property was that plow?" asked Verily. "I ask you not as an expert on law, but rather as
the apprentice you were at the time you finished it. Was it your plow?"

"I't was mine because | nmade it, and his because it was his iron. It's customto let the
journeyman keep his piece, but | knew it was Makepeace's right to keep it if he wanted."

"And then you apparently decided to change the iron."
Al vi n nodded.
"Can you explain to the court your reasoning on the matter?"

"l don't know that it could be called reasoning, rightly. It wasn't rational, as M ss Larner
woul d have defined it. | just knew what | wanted it to be, really. This had nothing to do with
going fromprentice to journeyman snith. Mre |ike going fromprentice to journeyman Maker, and |
had no master to judge nmy work, or if |I do, he's not yet nade hisself known to ne."

"So you determined to turn the plowinto gold."

Alvin waved off the idea with one hand. "Ch, now, that wouldn't be hard. 1've known how to
change one netal to another for a long time-- it's easier with nmetals, the way the bits line up
and all. Hard to change air, but easy to change netal ."

"You' re saying you could have turned iron to gold at any tine?" asked Verily. "Wy didn't you?"

"I reckon there's about the right amount of gold in the world, and the right anobunt of iron. A
man doesn't need to make hamrers and saws, axes and pl owshares out of gold-- he needs iron for
that. Gold is for things that need a soft netal."

"But gold would have nade you rich," said Verily,

Al vin shook his head. "Gold woul d have nmade nme fanous. CGold woul d have surrounded me wth
thieves. And it wouldn't have got ne one step closer to |earning howto be a proper Mker."

"You expect us to believe that you have no interest in gold?"

"No sir. | need noney as nuch as the next fellow. At that time | was hoping to get married, and
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| hardly had a penny to ny name, which isn't much in the way of prospects. But for nobst fol ks gold
stands for their hard labor, and | don't see how | should have gold that didn't come fromny hard
| abor, too. It wouldn't be fair, and if it's out of balance like that, then it ain't good Mking,
if you see ny point."

"And yet you did transformthe plowinto gold, didn't you?"
"Only as a step along the way," said Alvin.
"Along the way to what?"

"Well, you know. To what the witnesses all said they seen. This plow ain't conmon gold. It
noves. It acts. It's alive."”

"And that's what you intended?"
"The fire of life. Not just the fire of the forge."
"How did you do it?"

"I't's hard to explain to themas don't have the sight of a doodl ebug to get inside things. |
didn't create life inside it that was already there. The bits of gold wanted to hold the shape I'd
given them that plow shape, so they fought against the nmelting of the fire, but they didn't have
the strength. They didn't know their own strength. And | couldn't teach them either. And then all
of a sudden | thought to put nmy own hands into the fire and show the gold how to be alive, the way
| was alive."

"Put your hands into the fire?" asked Verily.
Al vin nodded. "It hurt something fierce, 1'Il tell you."
"But you're unscarred,"” said Verily.

"It was hot, but don't you see, it was a Maker's fire, and finally | understood what | nust have
known all along, that a Maker is part of what he Makes. | had to be in the fire along with the
gold, to showit howto live, to help it find its own heartfire. If | knew exactly how it works I
could do a better job of teaching folks. Heaven knows |1've tried but ain't nobody learned it
ari ght yet, though a couple or so is getting there, step by step. Anyway, the plow canme to life in
the fire."

"So now the plow was as we have seen it-- or rather, as we have heard it described here."

"Yes," said Alvin. "Living gold."
"And i n your opinion, whomdoes that gold bel ong to?"

Alvin | ooked around at Makepeace, then at Marty Laws, then at the judge. "It belongs to itself.
It ain't no slave."

Marty Laws rose to his feet. "Surely the witness isn't asserting the equal citizenship of gol den
pl ows. "

"No. sir," said Alvin. "I amnot. It has its own purpose in being, but | don't think jury duty
or voting for president has rmuch to do with it."

"But you're saying it doesn't belong to Makepeace Snmith and it doesn't belong to you either,"”
said Verily.

"Nei t her one of us."
"Then why are you so reluctant to yield possession of it to your forner master?" asked Verily.

"Because he neans to nelt it down. He said as much that very next norning. OF course, when
told himhe couldn't do that, he called nme thief and insisted that the plow belonged to him He
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said a ourneyman piece belongs to the master unless he gives it to the journeyman and, | think he
said, 'l sure as hell don't!' Then he called ne thief."

"And wasn't he right? Weren't you a thief?"

"No sir,"” said Alvin. "I adnmit that the iron he gave ne was gone, and |I'd be glad to give that
iron back to him fivefold or tenfold, if that's what the law requires of ne. Not that | stole it
fromhim mnd you, but because it no longer existed. At the tinme, of course, | was angry at him

because | was ready to be a journeynman years before, but he held ne to all the years of the
contract anyway, pretending all the time that he didn't know | was already the better snmith--"

Anong the spectators, Makepeace |leapt to his feet and shouted, "A contract is a contract!"
The judge banged the gavel

"I kept the contract, too," said Alvin. "I worked the full term even though |I was kept as a
servant, there wasn't a thing he could teach ne after the first year or so. So | figured at the
time that | had nore than earned the price of the iron that was |ost. Now, though, | reckon that
was just an angry boy talking. | can see that Makepeace was within his rights, and I'll be glad to
give himthe price of the iron, or even nake himanother iron plowin place of the one that's
gone."

"But you won't give himthe actual plow you nmade."

"If he gave ne gold to nmake a plow, |I'd give himback as nuch gold as he gave me. But he gave ne
iron. And even if he had a right to that anount of gold, he doesn't have the right to this gold,
because if it fell into his hands, he'd destroy it, and such a thing as this shouldn't be

destroyed, specially not by themas has no power to nake it again. Besides, all his talk of thief
was before he saw t he plow nove."

"He saw it nove?" asked Verily.

"Yes sir. And then he said to me, 'Get on out of here. Take that thing and go away. | never want
to see your face around here again.' As near as | can recall them those were his exact words, and
if he says otherwi se then God will witness against himat the | ast day, and he knows it."

Verily nodded. "So we have your viewon it," he said. "Now, as to Hank Dowser, what about the
matter of digging somewhere other than the place he said?"

"I knew it wasn't a good place," said Alvin, "But | dug where he said, right down till | reached
solid stone."

"Wthout hitting water?" asked Verily.

"That's right. So then | went to where | knew | should have dug in the first place, and | put
the well there. And it's drawi ng pure water even today, | hear tell."

"So M. Dowser was sinmply wong."

"He wasn't wong that there was water there," said Alvin. "He just didn't know that there was a
shel f of rock and the water flowed under it. Bone dry above. That's why it was a natural neadow -
no trees grew there, then or now, except sone scrubby ones with shallow roots."

"Thank you very much," said Verily. Then, to Marty Laws: "Your w tness."

Marty Laws | eaned forward on his table and rested his chin on his hands. "Well, | can't say as
how I have nmuch to ask. W' ve got Makepeace's version of things, and we've got your version.
m ght as well ask you, is there any chance that you didn't actually turn iron into gold? Any
chance that you found the gold in that first hole you dug, and then shaped it into a pl ow?"

"No chance of that, sir," said Alvin.

"So you didn't hide that old iron plow away in order to enhance your reputation as a Maker?"
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"I never |ooked for no reputation as a Maker, sir," said Alvin. "And as for the iron, it ain't

iron anynore."
Makepeace nodded. "That's all the questions |I've got."
The judge | ooked back at Verily, "Anything nore from you?"

"Just one question," said Verily. "Alvin, you heard the things Amy Sunp said about you and her
and the baby she's carrying. Any truth to that?"

Al vin shook his head. "I never left the jail cell. It's true that | left Vigor Church at I|east
partly because of the stories she was putting out about me. They were false stories, but | needed
to | eave anyway, and | hoped that with ne gone, she'd forget about dreaming nme into her life and
fall in love with sone fellow her owmn age. | never laid a hand on her. |I'munder oath and | swear
it before God. I'msorry she's having trouble, and | hope the baby she's carrying turns out fine
and strong and nakes a good son for her."

"It's a boy?" asked Verily.

"Ch yes," said Alvin. "A boy. But not ny son."

"Now we're finished," said Verily.

It was time for final statements, but the judge didn't give the word to begin. He | eaned back in
his chair and closed his eyes for a long nonent. "Folks, this has been a strange trial, and it's
taken some sorry turns along the way. But right now there's only a few points at issue. If
Makepeace Smith and Hank Dowser are right, and the gold was found not nmade, then | think it's fair
to say the plowis flat out Makepeace's property."

"Dam straight!" cried Makepeace.

"Bailiff, take Makepeace Smith into custody please," said the judge. "He's spending the night in
jail for contenpt of court, and before he can say another word I'lIl informhimthat every word he
says wi |l add another night to his sentence."

Makepeace nearly burst, but he didn't say another word as the bailiff led himfromthe
courtroom

"The other possibility is that Alvin nade the gold out of iron, as he says, and that the gold is
sonething called 'living gold," and therefore the plow belongs to itself. WIIl, | can't say the
law al l ows any roomfor farminplenments to be self-owning entities, but I will say that since
Makepeace gave Alvin a certain weight of iron, then if Alvin made that iron di sappear, he owes
Makepeace the sane wei ght of iron back again, or the nonetary equivalent in legal tender. This is
how it seens to ne at this nonent, though | know the jury may see other possibilities that escape
me. The trouble is that right now | don't know how the jury can possibly nake a fair decision. How
can they forget all the business about Al vin maybe or maybe not havi ng scandal ous |iaisons? A part
of me says | ought to declare a nmistrial, but then another part of ne says, that wouldn't be
right, to make this town go through yet another round of this trial. So here's what | propose to
do. There's one fact in all of this that we can actually test. W can go out to the snmthy and
have Hank Dowser show us the spot where he called for the well to be dug. Then we can dig down and
see if we find either the remants of sonme treasure chest-- and water-- or a shelf of stone, the
way Alvin said, and not a drop of water. It seens to ne then we'll at |east know sonet hi ng,
whereas at the present nonent we don't know rmuch at all, except that Vilate Franker, God bl ess
her, has false teeth.”

Nei t her the defense nor the prosecution had any objections.

"Then let's convene this court at Mikepeace's snmithy at ten in the nmorning. No, not tonorrow -

that's Friday, election day. | see no way around it, we'll have to do it Mnday norning. Another
weekend in jail, I'mafraid, Avin."

"Your Honor," said Verily Cooper. "There's only the one jail in this town, and w th Mkepeace
Smith forced to share a cell in the sane roomwith ny client--"
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"All right," said the judge. "Sheriff, you can rel ease Makepeace when you get Alvin back over
there. "

"Thank you, Your Honor," said Verily.

"We're adjourned till ten on Monday." The gavel struck and the spectacle ended for the day.

Chapter 17 -- Decisions

Because Calvin used to keep to hinself so nmuch in Vigor Church, he always thought of hinself as
a solitary sort of fellow Everybody in Vigor who wasn't besotted with Alvin turned out to be
pretty much of an idiot, when it cane down to it. Wiat did Calvin want with pranks |ike luring
skunks under porches or pushing over outhouses? Alvin had himcut out of anything that mattered,
and any other friends he nmight have had didn't anpbunt to nuch.

I n New Anst erdam and London, Calvin was even nore al one, being concentrated as he was on the
singl e-m nded goal of getting to Napoleon. It was the sane on the streets of Paris, when, he was
going around trying to get a reputation as a healer. And once he got the Enperor's attention, it
was all study and work.

For a while. Because after a few weeks it becane pretty clear that Napol eon was going to stretch
out his teaching as |long and sl ow as possible. Wiy should he do ot herwi se? As soon as Calvin was
satisfied that he had | earned enough, he'd | eave and then Napol eon woul d be the victimof gout.
Calvin toyed with the idea of putting on sone pressure by increasing Napoleon's pain, and with
that in mind he went and found the place in the Enperor's brain where pain was registered. He had
some idea of using his doodling bug to poke directly into that place of pure agony, and then see
i f Napol eon didn't suddenly renenber to teach Calvin a few things that he'd overl ooked till now.

That was fine for daydream ng, but Calvin wasn't no fool. He could do that agony trick once, and
get one day's worth of teaching, but then before he next fell asleep, he' d better be | ong gone
fromParis, fromFrance, and from anywhere on God's green Earth where Napol eon's agents mght find
him No, he couldn't force Napoleon. He had to stay and put up with the excruciatingly slow pace
of the | essons, the sheer repetitiveness. In the nmeantine, he observed carefully, trying to see
what it was Napol eon was doing that Calvin didn't understand. He never saw a thing that nade
sense.

What was left for him then, but to try out the things Napol eon had taught hi m about
mani pul ati ng other people, and see if he could figure out nore by pure experinentation? That was
what finally, brought himinto contact with other people-- the desire to learn howto contro
t hem

Troubl e was, the only people around were the staff, and they were all busy. Wat's worse, they
were al so under Napoleon's direct control, and it wouldn't do to let the Enmperor see that sonebody
el se was trying to win control of his toadies. He might get the wong idea. He nmight think Calvin
was trying to undermne his power, which wasn't true-- Calvin didn't care a hoot about taking
Napol eon's place. Wiat was a nere Enperor when there was a Maker in the world?

Two Makers, that is. Two.

Who could Calvin try out his newlearned powers on? After a little wandering around the pal ace
and the government buildings, he began to realize that there was another class of person
altogether. Idle and frustrated, they were Calvin's natural subjects: the sons of Napol eon's
clerks and courtiers.

They all had roughly the sane biography: As their fathers rose to positions of influence, they
got sent away to steadily better boarding schools, then enmerged at sixteen or seventeen with
education, anbition, and no social prestige whatsoever, which neant that nost doors were closed to
them except to followin their fathers' footsteps and becone conpletely dependent upon the
Enperor. For sone of them this was perfectly all right; Calvin left those hardworking, contented
soul s al one.
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The ones he found interesting were the desultory |aw students, the enthusiastically untal ented
poets and dranatists, the gossiping seducers |ooking around for wonen rich enough to be desirable
and stupid enough to be taken in by such pretenders. Calvin's French inproved greatly the nore he
conversed with them and even as he foll owed Napol eon's | essons and | earned to find what vices
drove these young nen, so he could flatter and exploit and control them he also discovered that
he enjoyed their conpany. Even the fools anong them were entertaining, with their |assitude and
cynici sm and now and then he found sone truly clever and fascinating conpanions.

Those were the nost difficult to win control of, and Calvin told hinself that it was the
chal | enge rather than the pleasure of their company that kept him com ng back to them again and
again. One of themnost of all: Honor,. A skinny, short man with prematurely rotten teeth, he was
a year older than Calvin's brother Al vin. Honor, was wi thout manners; Calvin soon |earned that it
wasn't because he didn't know how to behave, but rather because he wi shed to shock people, to show
his contempt for their stale fornms, and nost of all because he wished to command their attention
and being faintly repulsive all the time had the desired effect. He might start with their
contenmpt or disgust, but within fifteen m nutes he always had them | aughing at his wit, nodding at
his insights, their eyes shining with the dazzl ement of his conversation.

Calvin even allowed hinmself to think that Honor, had some of the same gift Napol eon had been
born with, that by studying himCalvin nmght learn a few of the secrets the Enperor stil
wi t hhel d.

At first Honor, ignored Calvin, not in particular but in the general way that he ignored
everyone who had nothing to offer him Then he nust have heard from soneone that Calvin saw the
Enperor every day, that in fact the Enperor used himas his personal healer. At once Calvin becane
acceptabl e, so nuch so that Honor, began inviting himalong on his nighttinme jaunts.

"I am studying Paris," said Honor,. "No, let me correct nyself-- | am studyi ng humanki nd, and
Paris has a | arge enough sanpling of that species to keep ne occupied for many years. | study all
peopl e who depart fromthe norm for their very abnormalities teach me about human nature: If the
actions of this man surprise ne, it is because | nust have | earned, over the years, to expect men
to behave in a different way. Thus | learn not only the oddity of the one, but also the nornality
of the many."

"And how am | odd?" asked Cal vin.

"You are odd because you actually listen to nmy ideas instead of nmy wit. You are an eager student
of genius, and | half suspect that you nay have genius yourself."

"CGeni us?" asked Cal vin.

"The extraordinary spirit that makes great nen great. It is perfect piety that turns nmen into
saints or angels, but what about nmen who are indifferently pious but perfectly intelligent or wse
or perceptive? What do they become? Ceniuses. Patron saints of the mind, of the eye, of the nminds

eye! | intend, when | die, to have nmy nane invoked by those who pray for wi sdom Let the saints
have the prayers of those who need mracles." He cocked his head and | ooked up at Calvin. "You're
too tall to be honest. Tall nen always tell lies, since they assume short nen |like me will never

see clearly enough to contradict them"
"Can't help being tall,"” said Calvin.

"Such a lie," said Honord. "You wanted to be tall when you were young, just as | wanted to be
closer to the earth, where my eye could see the details large nen nmiss. Though | do hope to be fat
sonmeday, since fatness would nean | had nore than enough to eat, and that, ny dear Yankee, would
be a delicious change. It's a commonpl ace i dea that geniuses are never understood and therefore

never becone popul ar or nake noney fromtheir brilliance. | think this is pure foolishness. A true
genius will not only be snmarter than everyone else, but will be so clever that he'll know how to
appeal to the masses without conpronmising his brilliance. Hence: | wite novels."

Cal vin al nost |aughed. "Those silly stories wonen read!"

"The very ones. Fainting heiresses. Dullard husbands. Dangerous |overs. Earthquakes,
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revolutions, fires, and interfering aunts. | wite under several nons de plune, but ny secret is
that even as | master the art of being popular and therefore rich, | amalso using the novel to
explore the true state of humankind in this vast experinental tank known as Paris, this hive with
an inperial queen who surrounds hinself with drones |ike ny poor stingless unflying father, the
seventh secretary of the norning rotation-- you gave hima hotfoot once, you m serable prankster
he wept that night at the humiliation of it and I vowed to kill you someday, though | think
probably won't-- | have never kept a promise yet."

"When do you wite? You're here all the tinme." Calvin gestured to include the environs of the
gover nnent bui |l di ngs.

"How woul d you know, when you aren't here all the tinme? By night | pass back and forth between
the grand salons of the cream of society and the finest brothels ever created by the scumof the

earth. And in the nornings, when you're taking enperor lessons fromM Bonaparte, | hole up in ny
m serabl e poet's garret-- where ny nother's housekeeper brings ne fresh bread every day, so don't
weep for ne yet, not until | get syphilis or tuberculosis-- and | wite furiously, filling page
after page with scintillating prose. |I tried ny hand at poetry once, a long play, but | discovered

that by imtating Racine, one learns primarily to becone as tedi ous as Racine, and by studying
Mol i Sre, one learns that MoliSre was a |ofty genius not to be trifled with by pathetic young
imtators."

"l haven't read either of them" said Calvin. In truth he had never heard of either one and only
deduced that they were dramatists fromthe context.

"Nor have you read my work, because in fact it is not yet genius, it is merely journeyman work.
In fact | fear sonmetinmes that | have the anbition of a genius, the eye and ear of a genius, and
the talent of a chimeysweep. | go down into the filthy world, | cone up black, | scatter the
ashes and cinders of ny research onto white papers, but what have | got? Paper with black nmarks
all over it." Suddenly he gripped Calvin's shirtfront and pulled himdown until they were eye to
eye. "I would cut off nmy leg to have a talent |ike yours. To be able to see inside the body and
heal or harm give pain or relieve it-- | would cut off both legs." Then he let go of Calvin's
shirt. "OfF course, | wouldn't give up ny nore fragile parts, for that would be too great a
di sappoi ntnment to ny dear Lady de Berny. You will be discreet, of course, and when you gossip
about ny affair with her you will never admt you heard about it fromne."

"Are you really jeal ous of me?" asked Cal vin.

"Only when | amin ny right nmind," said Honor,, "which is rare enough that you don't yet
interfere with nmy happi ness. You are not yet one of the major irritations of ny life. My nother

now- | spent my early chil dhood pining for sone show of |ove fromher, sone gentle touch of
affection, and instead was al ways greeted with coldness and reproof. Nothing I did pleased her. I
thought, for nmany years, that it was because | was a bad son. Then, suddenly, | realized that it
was because she was a bad nother! It wasn't nme she hated, it was ny father. So one year when | was
away at school, she took a | over-- and she chose well, he is a very fine nman whom | respect

greatly-- and got herself inpregnated and gave birth to a nonster."
"Def ormed?" asked Cal vin, curious.

"Only nmorally. Otherwise he is quite attractive, and nmy nother dotes on him Every tinme | see
her fawning on him praising him laughing at his clever little antics, | long to do as Joseph's
brothers did and put himin a pit, only I would never be softhearted enough to pull himout and
sell himinto mere slavery. He will also probably be tall and she will see to it he has ful
access to her fortune, unlike nmyself, who amforced to live on the pittance ny father can give ne,
the advances | can extort from ny publishers, and the generous inpulses of the wonen for whom | am
the god of love. After careful contenplation, | have come to the conclusion that Cain, |ike
Pronet heus, was one of the great benefactors of humanki nd, for which of course he must be
endl essly tortured by God, or at least given a very ugly pinple in his forehead. For it was Cain
who taught us that some brothers sinply cannot be endured, and the only solution is to kill them
or have themkilled. Being a man of |azy disposition, | lean toward the latter course. A so one
cannot wear fine clothes in prison, and after one is guillotined for rmurder, one's collars never
stay on properly; they' re always sliding off to one side or the other. So I'Il either hire it done
or see to it he gets enployed in sone mserable clerical post in a far-off colony. | have in mnd
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Reunion in the Indian Ccean; nmy only objection is that its dot on the globe is | arge enough that
Henry may not be able to see the entire circunference of his island home at once. | want himto
feel hinmself in prison every waking nonent. | suppose that is uncharitable of ne."

Uncharitabl e? Calvin laughed in delight, and regaled Honor, in turn with tales of his own
horrible brother. "Well, then," said Honor,, "you must destroy him of course. \Wat are you doing
here in Paris, with a great project like that in hand!"

"I''mlearning from Napol eon how to rule over men. So that when ny brother builds his Crysta
Cty, | can take it away fromhim'

"Take it away! Such shallow ains," said Honor,. "Wat good is taking it away?"

"Because he built it," said Calvin, "or he will build it, and then he'll have to see nme rule
over all that he built."

"You think this because you are a nasty person by nature, Calvin, and you don't understand nice
people. To you, the end of existence is to control things, and so you will never build anything,
but rather will try to take control of what is already in existence. Your brother, though, is by
nature a Maker, as you explain it; therefore he cares nothing about who rules, but only about what
exists. So if you take away the rule of the Crystal City-- when he builds it-- you have
acconpl i shed nothing, for he will still rejoice that the thing exists at all, regardl ess of who
rules it. No, there is nothing else for you to do but let the city rise to its peak-- and then
tear it down into such a useless heap of rubble that it can never rise again."

Calvin was troubl ed. He had never thought this way, and it didn't feel good to him "Honor,
you're joking, |I'msure. You make things-- your novels, at |east."

"And if you hated ne, you wouldn't just take away nmy royalties-- ny creditors do that already,
thank you very much. No, you woul d take my very books, steal the copyright, and then revise them
and revise themuntil nothing of truth or beauty or, nore to the point, ny genius remained in
them and then you would continue to publish themunder ny nane, causing nme to be shanmed with
every copy sold. People would read and say, 'Honor, de Bal zac, such a fool!' That is how you woul d
destroy ne."

"I"'mnot a character in one of your novels."
"More's the pity. You would speak nore interesting dialogue | you were."
"So you think I"mwasting ny tinme here?"

"I think you're about to waste your tinme. Napoleon is no fool. He's never going to give you
tool s powerful enough to challenge his own. So | eave!"

"How can | | eave, when he depends on ne to keep his gout fromhurting? I'd never make it to the
border."

"Then heal the gout the way you used to heal those poor beggars-- that was a cruel thing for you
to do, by the way, a miserable selfish thing, for how did you think they were going to feed their
children without some suppurating wound to excite pity in passersby and eke out a few sous from
then? Those of us who were aware of your one-nman nessianic nission had to go about after you
cutting off the legs of your victinms so they'd be able to continue to earn their |ivelihood."

Calvin was appal |l ed. "How could you do such a thing!"
Honor, roared with laughter. "I'mjoking, you poor literal-m nded Anerican sinpleton!"

"I can't heal the gout," said Calvin, com ng back to the subject that interested him his own
future.

"Way not ?"
"I'"ve been trying to figure out how di seases are caused. Injuries are easy. Infections are, too.

If you concentrate, anyway. Diseases have taken ne weeks. They seemto be caused by tiny
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creatures, so snmall | can't see themindividually, only en nmasse. Those | can destroy easily
enough, and cure the disease, or at least knock it back a little and give the body a chance to
defeat it on its own. But not all diseases are caused by those tiny beasts. Gout baffles ne
conpletely. |I have no idea what causes it, and therefore | can't cure it."

Honord shook his oversized head. "Calvin, you have such native talents, but they have been
bestowed unworthily upon you. Wien | say you nust heal Napol eon, of course | don't care whether
you actually cure the gout. It isn't the gout that bothers him It's the pain of the gout. And you

al ready cure that every day! So cure it once and for all, thank Napol eon kindly for his |essons,
and get out of France as quickly as possible! Have done with it! Get back about your life's work!
"1l tell you what-- I'Il even pay your passage to Anerica. No, |'Il do nore. I'Il come with you

to America, and add the study of that astonishingly crude and vigorous people to nmy vast store of
know edge about humanki nd. Wth your talent and ny genius, what is there we couldn't acconplish?"

"Not hing," said Calvin happily. He was especially happy because not five ninutes before, Calvin
had deci ded that he wanted Honor, to acconpany himto Anerica, and so by the tiniest of gestures,
by certain | ooks and signs that Honor, was never aware of, he caused the young novelist to |like
him to be excited by the work that Calvin had to do, and to want so nmuch to be a part of it that
he woul d come hone to Anerica with him Best of all, Calvin had brought it off so skillfully that
Honor, obviously had no idea that he had been mani pulated into it.

In the nmeantinme, Honor,'s idea of curing Napoleon's pain once and for all appealed to him That
place in the brain where pain resided still waited for him Only instead of stinmulating it, all he
had to do was cauterize it. It would not only cure Napol eon's gout, but would also cure all other
pains, he nmight feel in the future

So, having thought of it, having decided to do it, that night Calvin acted. And in the norning,
when he presented hinself to the Enperor, he saw at once that the Enperor knew what he had done.

"I cut nyself this nmorning, sharpening a pen," said Napoleon. "I only knew it when | saw the
blood. I felt no pain at all."”
"Excellent," said Calvin. "I finally found the way to end your pain fromgout once and for all

It involved cutting off all pain for the rest of your life, but it's hard to imgine you' d mnd."

Napol eon | ooked away. "It was hard for Mdas to i magi ne that he would not want everything he
touched to turn to gold. | might have bled to death because | felt no pain."
"Are you rebuking ne?" said Calvin. "I give you a gift that mllions of people pray for-- to

live a life without pain-- and you're rebuking nme? You're the Enperor-- assign a servant to watch
you day and night in order to nmake sure you don't unwittingly bleed to death."

"This is permanent?" asked Napol eon

"I can't cure the gout-- the disease is too subtle for me. | never pretended to be perfect. But
the pain | could cure, and so | did. | cured it now and forever. If I did wong, I'll restore the
pain to you as best | can. It won't be a pleasant operation, but | think | can get the bal ance
back to about what it was before. Internmittent, wasn't it? A nonth of gout, and then a week
without it, and then another nonth?"

"You' ve grown saucy."
"No sir, | merely speak French better, so ny native sauci ness can energe nore clearly."

"What's to stop ne fromthrowi ng you out, then? O having you killed, nowthat | don't need you
anynor e?"

"Not hi ng has ever stopped you from doing those things," said,Calvin. "But you don't needlessly
kill people, and as for throwing me out-- well, why go to the trouble? I"'mready to |eave. |'m
homesi ck for America. My famly is there."

Napol eon nodded. "I see. You decided to |leave, and then finally cured nmy pain."
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"My bel oved Enperor, you wwong ne," said Calvin. "I found |I could cure you, and then decided to
| eave. "

"I still have much to teach you."

"And | have nmuch to learn. But | fear |I'mnot clever enough to |earn fromyou-- the |ast severa
weeks you have taught ne and taught ne, and yet | keep feeling as if | have | earned nothi ng new.
I"msinply not a clever enough pupil to nmaster your |essons. Wiy should | stay?"

Napol eon sniled. "Well done. Very well done. If |I weren't Napol eon, you would have won nme over
completely. In fact, | would probably be payi ng your passage to Anerica."

"I was hoping you would, anyway, in gratitude for a painfree life."

"Enperors can't afford to have petty enptions like gratitude. If | pay your passage it's not
because I'mgrateful to you, it's because I think ny purpose will be better served with you gone
and alive than with you, say, here and alive or, perhaps, here and dead, or the nost difficult
possi bility, gone and dead." Napol eon snil ed.

Calvin smled back. They understood each other, the Emperor and the young Maker. They had used
each other and now were done with each other and woul d cast each other aside-- but with style.

"I'"ll take the train to the coast this very day, begging your consent, sir.

"My consent! You have nore than ny consent! My servants have already packed your bags and they
are doubtless at the station as we speak." Napol eon grinned, touched his forelock in an inmaginary
salute, and then watched as Calvin rushed fromthe room

Cal vin the Anmerican Maker and Honor, Bal zac the annoyingly anbitious young witer, both gone
fromthe country in the sanme day. And the pain of the gout now gone from him

"Il have to be careful getting into the bath. |I might scald nyself to death wi thout knowing it.
I'"l'l have to get someone else to clinb into the water before nme. | think | know just the young
servant girl who should do it. I'lIl have to have her scrubbed first, so she doesn't foul the water

for me. It will be interesting to see how nuch of the pleasure of the bath cane fromthe slight
pain of hot water. And was pain a part of sexual pleasure? It would be infuriating if the boy had
interfered with that. Napol eon woul d have to have him hunted down and killed, if the boy had
ruined that sport for him

* % %

It didn't take long for the ballots to be counted in Hatrack River-- by nine PM Friday, the
el ections clerk announced a decisive victory countywi de for Ti ppy-Canoe, old Red Hand Harrison
Some had been drinking all through the election day; now the |ikker began to flow in earnest.
Bei ng a county seat, Hatrack drew plenty of farners fromthe hinterland and snaller villages, for
whom Hatrack was the nearest nmetropolis, having near a thousand people now, it was swollen to
twi ce that nunber by ten in the evening. As word came in fromeach of the neighboring counties and
fromsome across river that Tippy-Canoe was wi nning there, too, guns were shot off and so were
nmout hs, which led to fisticuffs and a ot of traffic into and out of the jail.

Po Doggly came in about ten-thirty and asked Alvin if he'd mind too much being put on his own
parole to go spend the night in the roadhouse-- Horace Guester was standing bail for him and did
he give his solemm oath etcetera etcetera because the jail was needed to hold drunken braw ers ten
to acell. Alvin took the oath and Horace and Verily escorted himthrough back lots to the
roadhouse. There was plenty of drinking and dancing downstairs in the comon room of the
roadhouse, but not the kind of rowdiness that prevailed at rougher places and out in the open
where wagons filled with |ikker were doing quite a business. Horace's party, as always, was for
locals of the nore civilized variety. Still, it wouldn't do no good for Alvin to show his face
there and get runors going, especially since there was bound to be some in the crowds infesting
Hatrack River as wasn't particular friends of Alvin's-- and a few that was particular friends of
Makepeace's. Not to mention them as was always a particular friend of any anmount of gold that
nm ght be obtained by stealth or violence. It was up the back stairs for Alvin, and even then he
stooped and had his face covered and said nary a word the whol e jaunt.
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Up in Horace's own bedroom where Arthur Stuart and Measure already had cots, Alvin paced the
room touching the walls, the soft bed, the window as if he had never seen such things before.
"Even cooped up in here," said Alvin, "it's better than a cell. | hope never to be back in such a
pl ace again."

"Don't know how you've stood it this far," said Horace. "1'd go plain bonkers in a week."
"Who's to say he didn't?" said Measure.
Alvin | aughed and agreed with him "I was crazy not to let Verily go with his plans-- | know

that," said Alvin.
"No, no," said Verily. "You were right, you cane through in your own defense."

"But what if | hadn't figured out howto let the sal anander's voice be heard? |'ve been thinking
about that ever since yesterday. What if | hadn't done it? They was all talking like | could do
anything, like I could fly or do mracles on the noon just by thinking about it. | wish | could.
Sometimes | wish | could. It's still nip and tuck with the jury, ain't it, Verily?"

Verily agreed that it was. But they all knew that he wasn't likely to get convicted of anything
now - assum ng, of course, that the shelf of rock was still there in the spot Hank Dowser narked
for a well. The real danage was to his good nanme. The real danmage was to the Crystal City, which
now woul d be harder to build because of all them stories going around about how Alvin Snith
seduced young girls and old wonmen and wal ked through walls to get to them Never mnd that the
story had turned out to be lies and foolishness-- there was always fol ks stupid enough to say,
"Where there's snoke there's fire," when the saying should have been, "Were there' s scandal ous
lies there's always nalicious believers and spreaders-around, regardl ess of evidence."

The whooping and hollering in the street, with youngsters or drunken oldsters riding their
horses at a breakneck speed up and down until Sheriff Doggly or some deputy could either stop the
horse or shoot it, that guaranteed no sleep for anyone, not early, anyway. So they were all still
awake, even Arthur Stuart, when two nore nen came into the common room of the roadhouse, | ooking
wore out and dirty fromhard travel. They waited at the counter, nursing a nug of cider each, till
Horace came downstairs to check on things and recogni zed them at once. "Cone on up, he's here,
he's upstairs," whispered Horace, and the three of themwas up the stairs in a trice.

"Arnor," said Alvin, greeting himwith a brotherly hug. "MKke." And M ke Fink got hima hug as
well. "You picked a good night to return.”

"W picked a damm good night," said Fink. "W was afraid we nmight be too |late. The plan was to
take you out of the jail and hang you as part of the election night festivities. dad the sheriff
t hought ahead. "

"He just needed the space for drunk and disorderly," said Alvin. "I don't think he had any
i nkling about no plot."

"There's twenty boys here,” said Fink. "Twenty at least, all of themwell paid and |ikkered up
I hope well enough paid that they're really |ikkered up so they'll just fall down, puke, and,go to
sl eep, and then slink off hone to Carthage in the norning."

"l doubt it," said Measure. "l been caught up in plots against Alvin before. Sonebody once
pretty nmuch took ne apart."

Fi nk | ooked at himagain. "You wasn't so tall then," he said. "I was plain ashamed of what |
done to you," he said. "It was the worst thing | ever done.”

"I didn't die," said Measure.
"Not for lack of trying on ny part," said Fink
Verily was baffled. "You nmean this man tried to kill you, Measure?"

"Covernor Harrison ordered it," said Measure. "And it was years ago. Before | was married.
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Before Alvin cane here to Hatrack River as a prentice boy. And if | recall aright, Mke Fink was a
little prettier in those days."

"Notin ny heart," said Frank. "But | bore you no malice, Measure. And after Harrison had nme do

that to you, | left him | wanted no truck with him It don't make up for nothing, but it's the

truth, that 1'mnot a man who'd |l et such as himboss ne around, not anynore. |If | thought you was

the type of man to get even, | wouldn't run, 1'd let you do it. But you ain't that kind of man."
"Like | said," Measure answered, "no harm done. | |earned sone things that day, and so did you

Let's have done with that now. You're Alvin's friend now, and that makes you ny friend as |ong as
you're |loyal and true.”

There were tears in Mke Fink's eyes. "Jesus hinmself couldn't be nore kind to ne, and ne | ess
deserving."

Measure held out his hand. Mke took and held it. Just for a second. Then it was done, and they
set it behind them and went on

"Found out a few things," said Arnor-of-God. "But I'mglad Mke was with ne. Not that he had to
do any violence, but there was a couple of tines that sone fellows didn't take kindly to the
guestions | was asking."

"I did throwa fellowinto a horsetrough,” said Fink, "but I didn't hold himunder or nothing so
| don't think that counts."

Alvin | aughed. "No, | reckon that was just playing around.”

"It's some old friends of yours behind all this, Alvin," said Arnor-of-God. "The Property Rights
Crusade is nostly Reverend Phil adel phia Thrower and a couple of clerks opening letters and mailing
out letters. But there's some noney people behind him and he's behind other people who need
noney. "

"Li ke?" asked Horace.

"Li ke one of his first and | ongest and |oyal est contributors is a fellow name of Cavil Planter
who once owned hima farmin Appal achee and still clings to a certain cachet like it was gold
bullion," said Arnmor-of-God, with a glance at Arthur Stuart.

Arthur nodded. "You're saying that's the white man as raped ny nana to nmake ne."
"Most likely," said Arnor-of - God.
Alvin stared at Arthur Stuart. "How do you know about such things?"

"I hear everything," said Arthur Stuart. "I don't forget none of it. People said things about
that stuff when | was too young to understand it, but | renenbered the words and said themto
mysel f when | was ol der and coul d understand them"

"Damm," said Horace. "How was O d Peg and nme supposed to know he'd be able to figure it out
| ater?"

"You did nothing wong," said Verily. "You can't help the knacks your children have. My parents
couldn't predict what |'d do, either, though heaven knows they tried. If Arthur Stuart's knack | et
himlearn things that were painful to know, then I'd al so have to say his inward character was
strong enough to deal with it and |let himgrow up untroubled by it."

"l ain't troubled by it, that's true," said Arthur Stuart. "But I'lIl never call himny pa. He
hurt ny mama and he wanted to nake a slave of ne, and that's no pa." He | ooked at Horace CGuester.
"My own Black mana died trying to get ne here, to a real pa and to a ma who'd take her place when
she died."

Horace reached out and patted the boy's hand. Al vin knew how Horace had never |iked having the

boy call himhis father, but it was plain Horace had reconciled hinself to it. Mybe it was
because of what Arthur just said, or maybe it was because Al vin had taken the boy away for a year
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and Horace was realizing nowthat his Iife was enptier wi thout this half-Black nmixup boy as his
son.

"So this Cavil Planter is one of the noney men behind Thrower's little group,” said Verily. "Who
el se?"

"A lot of nanes, we didn't get but a few of thembut it's prom nent people in Carthage, and all
of themfromthe proslavery faction, either openly or clandestine," said Arnor. "And | ' mpretty
sure about where nost of the noney's going to."

"We know sone of it went to pay Daniel Wbster," said Alvin.

"But a lot nore of it went to help with White Murderer Harrison's canpai gn for president," said
Ar nor .

They fell silent, and in the silence nore gunshots went off, nmore cheering, nore galloping of
hor ses and whoopi ng. and hol | eri ng. "Ti ppy-Canoe just carried himanother county," said Horace.

"Maybe he won't do so well back east," said Al vin.

"Who knows?" said Measure. "l can guarantee you he didn't get a single vote in Vigor Church. But
that ain't enough to turn the tide."

"I't's out of our hands for now," said Alvin. "Presidents ain't forever."

"I think what's inmportant here," said Verily, "is that the sanme peopl e whose candi date for
president just won the election are also out to get you killed, Alvin."

"I'd think about lying low for a while," said Measure.
"I been lying low," said Alvin. "I had about all the lowlying |I can stand."

"Being in jail so's they know right where you be ain't Iying low " said Mke Fink. "You got to
be where they don't think to |l ook for you, or where if they do find you they can't do nothing to
hurt you."

"The first place | can think of that fills those requirenents is the grave," said Alvin, "but I
reckon | don't want to go there yet."

There was a soft rap on the door. Horace went to it, whispered, "Wo's there?"

"Peggy," canme the answer. He opened the door and she came in. She | ooked around at the assenbl ed
men and chuckl ed. "Planning the fate of the world here?"

Too many of themremenbered what happened the last tine they net together for her casual tone to
be easily accepted. Only Arnor and Fink, who weren't there in Alvin's cell that night, greeted her
wi th good cheer. They filled her in on all that had happened, including the fact that Harrison's
el ection was taken for a sure thing all along the route from Carthage City to Hatrack

"You know what | don't think is fair?" said Arthur Stuart. "That old Red Hand Harrison is
wal ki ng around with bl ood dripping off'n himand they nade hi m presi dent, while Measure here has
to stay half-hid and all them other good fol ks daresn't |eave Vigor Church cause of that curse. It
seenms to ne |like the good folks is still punished and the worsest one got off scotfree."

"Seenms the sane to ne," said Alvin. "But it ain't ny call.”
"Maybe it ain't and maybe it is," said Arthur Stuart.
They all |ooked at himlike he was a ness on the floor. "Howis it Alvin's call?" asked Verily.

"That Red chief ain't dead, is he?" said Arthur Stuart. "That Red prophet what put the curse on
ght? Well, himas puts on a curse can take it off, can't he?"

r

"Nobody can talk to themwild Reds no nore," said Mke Fink. "They fogged up the river and
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nobody can get across. There ain't even no trade with New Ol eans no nore, damnm near broke ny
heart."

"Maybe nobody can get across the river," said Arthur Stuart. "But Alvin can."

Al vin shook his head. "I don't know," he said. "I don't think so. Besides, | don't know if
Tenskwa- Tawa' s going to see things the same way as us, Arthur. He mi ght say, The Wite peopl e of
Anerica are bringing destruction on thensel ves by choosing Wite Murderer Harrison to be their
| eader. But the people of Vigor Church will be saved fromthat destruction because they respected
the curse | gave them So he'll say the curse is really a blessing.”

"If he says that," said Measure, "then he ain't as good a man as | thought."

"He sees things a different way, that's all,’
what he'll say."

said Alvin. "l'mjust saying you can't be sure

"Then you can't be sure either," said Arnor-of-CGod.

"I'mthinking sonething, Alvin," said Measure. "M ss Larner here told nme sonmewhat about how she
and Arthur figured out there's a |lot of people with sharp knacks in this place. Maybe drawn here
cause you was born here, or cause you made the plow here. And there's all them people you' ve been
teaching up in Vigor, folks who maybe don't got so sharp a knack but they know the things you
taught them they know the way to live. And I also have ny own idea that maybe the curse forced us
all to live together there, so we had to get along no natter what, we had to |l earn to nake peace
among ourselves. If the curse was lifted fromthe fol ks of Vigor Church, themas wanted to could
cone here and teach them as has the knacks. And teach, them neantinme howto |live together in
har mony. "

"Or folks fromhere could go there," said Alvin. "Even if the curse ain't lifted."

Measure shook his head. "There's like a hundred people or nore in Vigor Church who's al ready
trying to follow the Maker way. Nobody here even knows about it, really. So if you said to the
fol ks in Vigor, please come to Hatrack, they'd cone; but if you said to the folks in Hatrack
pl ease come to Vigor, they'd |augh."

"But the river's still fogged up," said Mke, Fink, "and the curse is still on."

"If it comes to that," said Mss Larner, "there m ght be another way to talk to Tenskwa- Tawa
Wi t hout crossing the river."

"You got a pigeon knows the way to the Red Prophet's wi gwan?" asked Horace, scoffing.

"I know a weaver," said Mss Larner, "who has a door that opens into the west, and | know of a
man naned | saac who uses that door." She | ooked at Alvin, and he nodded.

"l don't know what you're tal king about," said Measure, "but if you think you can talk to

Tenskwa- Tawa, then | hope you'll do it. | hope you will."
"I will for you," said Alvin. "For your sake and the sake of ny famly and friends in Vigor
Church, 1'll ask even though I fear the answer will be worse than no."

"What coul d be worse than no?" asked Arthur Stuart.

"I could lose a friend," said Alvin. "But when | weigh that friend agai nst the people of Vigor
and the hope that they mght help teach other folks to be Makers and help build the Crystal Cty--

then | don't see as how |'ve got no choice. | was a child when | went there, though, to that

weaver's house." He was silent for a nonent. "M ss Larner knows the way, if she'll guide ne

there." It was his turn to look at her, waiting. After a nmonent's hesitation, she nodded.
"One way or another, though," said Verity Cooper, "you will |eave this place as soon as the

trial's over."

"Wn or lose," said Alvin. "Wn or |ose."
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"And if anybody tries to stop himor harmhim they' Il have to deal with nme first," said Mke
Fink. "I'mgoing with you, Alvin, wherever you go. |If these people have the president in their
pocket, they're going to be all the nore dangerous and you ain't going nowhere without ne to watch
your back."

"I wish | was younger," said Arnor-of-God. "I wish | was younger."

"I don't want to travel alone," said Alvin. "Rut there's work to be done here, especially if the
curse is lifted. And you have responsibilities, too, you married nen. It's only the single ones,
really, who are free to wander as |'Il have to wander. Watever | find out at the weaver's house,
what ever happens when and if | talk to Tenskwa-Tawa, | still have to learn howto build the
Crystal City."

"Maybe Tenskwa- Tawa can tell you," said Measure

"I'f he knows, then he could have told nme back when you and | was boys and in his conpany," said
Al vi n.

"I"munnmarried," said Arthur Stuart. "lI'mconmng with you."

"I reckon so," said Alvin. "And Mke Fink, I'lIl be glad of your company, too.

"I"'mnot married either," said Verily Cooper

Alvin | ooked at himoddly. "Verily, you're already a dear friend, but you're a | awer, not a
woodsman or a wandering tradesman or a river rat or whatever the rest of us are.”

"Al'l the nore reason you need me," said Verily. "There'll be laws and courts, sheriffs and jails
and wits wherever you go. Sonetines you'll need what M ke Fink has to offer. And sonetinmes you'l
need ne. You can't deny ne, Alvin Smith. | canme all this way to learn fromyou."

"Measure knows all | know by now. He can teach you as well as | can, and you can help him™"

Verily | ooked at his feet for a noment. "Measure's learned fromyou, and you fromhim since
you're brothers and have been for a long tinme. May it not be taken as an offense, | beg you, if I
say that |'d be glad of a chance to learn from you directly for a while, Alvin. | nmean to
belittle no one else by saying that."

"No offense taken," said Measure. "If you hadn't said it, | would have."

"These three then to go with ne on the long road,"” said Alvin. "And Mss Larner to go with ne as
far as Becca Waver's house."

"I"l'l go too," said Arnor-of-God. "Not the whole road, but as far as the weavers. So | can bring
back word about what Tenskwa- Tawa says. | hope you'll forgive ny presunption, but | crave the
chance to be the one as brings the good news to Vigor Church, if they're set free."

"And if they're not?"
"Then they need to learn that too, and fromnme."
"Then our plans are laid, such as they are," said Al vin.

"Al'l except howto get out of Hatrack River alive, with all these thugs and ruffians about,"
said Verily Cooper

"Ch, me and Arnor already got that figured out," said Mke Fink. with a grin. "And we pretty
much won't have to beat nobody to a pulp to do it, neither, if we're lucky."

There was such glee in Mke Fink's face when he said it, though, that nore than one of the
ot hers wondered whether M ke really thought it would be good |luck not to have to pul verize
sonmebody. Nor were a few of them altogether sure that they didn't wish to do a little pul p-beating
t hensel ves, if push cane to shove
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Fi nk and Arnor-of-God were about to head downstairs with Horace then, to freshen up fromtheir
journey before he put themto bed in his attic, a good clean space but one he never rented out,
just in case of late-night sudden visitors |ike these, when Measure called out, "M ke Fink."

Fi nk turned around.

"There's a story | got to tell you before | go to sleep tonight," he said.
Fi nk | ooked puzzled for a nonent.
"Measure's under the curse," said Arnor-of-God. "He's got to tell you or he'll go to bed with

bl oody hands."

"I came this close to being under the curse nyself," said Fink. "But you? How did you get under
it?"

"He took it on himself," said Mss Larner. "But that doesn't nean the sane rules don't apply."
"But | already know the story."

"That' || make the telling of it easier," said Measure. "But | got to do it."
"I"l'l come back up when |'ve peed and et," said Fink. "Begging your pardon, ma' am"

There they were, then, |ooking at each other, Alvin and Peggy-- but once again with Verily
Cooper, Arthur Stuart, and Measure | ooking on

"Don't the two of you get tired of playing out your scenes in front of an audi ence?"
"There's no scene to play,"” said M ss Larner

"Too bad," said Alvin. "I thought this was the part of the play where | says to you, 'I'm
sorry,' and you says to ne--"

"I say to you, There is nothing to be sorry for."

"And | say to you, Is so. And you say, |Is not. |Is so, Is not, Is so, back and forth till we bust
out | aughing."”

At whi ch she burst out | aughing.
"I was right, you didn't need to testify," Alvin said.
Her face went stern at once.

"Hear me out, for Pete's sake, cause you were right too, if it canme right down to it, it wasn't
my place to tell you whether or not you could testify. It's not my decision whether you get to
make this sacrifice or that one, or whether it's worth it. You decide your own sacrifices, and
decide nine. Instead of me bossing you about it, | should have just asked you to hold off and see
if | could manage without. And you would have said yes. Wuldn't you."

She | ooked himin the eye. "Probably not," she said. "But | should have."
"So maybe we ain't so bull headed after all."

"The day after-- no, two days later-- that's when we're not so bull headed. "
"That'll do, if we just stay friends till we soften up a little.”

"You're not ready for married life, Alvin," said Mss Larner. "You still have many | eagues to
travel, and until you're ready to build the Crystal City, you have no need of ne. I'mnot going to
sit home and pine for you, and I'mnot going to try to tag along with you when the conpani ons you
need are nmen |ike these. Speak to nme when your journey's done. See if we still need each other
t hen."
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"So you adnit we need each ot her now "

"I"'mnot debating with you now, Alvin. | concede no points to you, and petty contradictions wll
not be explained or reconciled."

"These nen are ny witnesses, Margaret. | will love you forever. The fam |y we make together
that will be our best Mking, better than the plow, better than the Crystal Cty."

She shook her head. "Be honest with yourself, Alvin. The Crystal City will stand forever, if you
build it right. But our famly will be gone in a fewlifetines."

"So you admit we'll have a famly."

She grinned. "You should run for office, Alvin. You'd |ose, but the debates woul d be
entertaining." She was turning toward the door when it opened without a knock. It was Po Doggly,
his eyes wide. He scanned the roomtill he saw Alvin. "Wat are you doing sitting there |like that,
and not a gun in the room"

"I wasn't robbing any of them and they wasn't robbing ne," said Alvin. "We didn't think to
bring guns al ong."

"There was a break-in at the jail. A nman claimng to be Ary Sunp's father riled up the crowd and
about thirty men broke into the courthouse and overpowered Billy Hunter and took away his keys.
They haul ed every damm prisoner out of there and started beating on themtill they told which one

of themwas you. | got there before they killed anybody and | run themoff all right, but they
can't get far fromtown in one night and I don't know but what sonebody's going to tell them where
you are so | want you to sleep with guns tonight."

"Don't worry about it," said Mss Larner. "They won't come here tonight."
Po | ooked at her, then at Alvin. "You sure?"

"Don't even post a guard, Po," said Mss Larner. "It will only draw attention to the roadhouse
The nmen hired to kill Alvin are all cowards, really, so they had to get drunk in order to nake the
attenpt. They'll sleep it off tonight."

"And go away after that?"

"Make sure the trial is well guarded, and after that if Alvinis acquitted he'll |eave Hatrack
and your nightrmares will be over."

"They broke into my jail," said Doggly. "I don't know who your enem es are, boy, but if | was
you |'d get rid of that gol den plow "

"It ain't the plow," said A vin. "Though sone of them probably thinks it is. But plow or no
pl ow, the ones as want ne dead woul d be sending boys |like those after ne."

"And you, really don't want mnmy protection?" asked Doggly.
Both Alvin and M ss Larner agreed that they did not.

When Po made his good-byes and was ready to | eave, M ss Larner slipped her armthrough his.
"Take nme downstairs, please, and on to the rooml|l'msharing with my new friend Ranona." She gave
not so much as a backward gl ance at Al vin.

Measure hooted once after the door was closed. "Alvin, is she testing you? Just to nake sure
that you'll never turn wifebeater, no natter what the provocation?"

"I got a feeling | ain't seen provocation yet." But Alvin was smling when he said it, and the
others got the idea he didn't mnd the idea of sparring with Mss Larner now and then-- sparring
with words, that is, words and | ooks and wi nks and nasty grins.

After the candl es were doused and the roomwas dark and still, with all of themin bed and
wi shing to sleep, Alvin nurmured: "I wonder what they neant to do to ne."
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Nobody asked who he nmeant; Measure didn't have to. "They neant to kill you, Alvin. Does it
matter what nethod they used? Hanging. Burning alive. A dozen nusket balls. Do you really care
whi ch way you di e?"

"I"d i ke to have a corpse decent-|ooking enough that the coffin can be open and my children can
bear to | ook at ne and say good-bye to ne."

"You're dreaming then," said Measure. "Cause even right now | don't know how no w fe and
children could bear to | ook at you, though | daresay they'll say good-bye readily enough.™

"l expect they were going to hang me," said Alvin. "If you ever see fol ks about to hang ne,
don't waste your time or risk your life trying to save nme. Just cone along after they've given up
on ne so you can get ne on hone."

"So you got no fear of the rope," said Measure

"Nor fear of drowning or suffocation," said Alvin. "Nor falling. | can fix up breaks and make
the rocks soft under nme. But fire, now. Fire and beheading and too nany bullets, those can take ne
right off. | could use sonme help if you see themgoing at me like that."

"Il try to renenber that," said Measure.

* k k

Monday norning behind the smithy, everyone was gathered by ten o' clock; but from dawn onward,
heavily arnmed deputies were on guard all around the site. The judge arranged things so the whole
jury could see, as well as Marty Laws, Verily Cooper, Alvin Smith, Mkepeace Snith, and Hank
Dowser. "This court is nowin session," said the judge loudly. "Now, Hank Dowser, you show us the
exact place you marked."

Verily Cooper spoke up. "How do we know he'll mark the same pl ace?"
"Cause I'll dowse it again," said Hank Dowser, "and the sane spot will still be best."”

Al vin spoke up then. "There's water everywhere here. There's not a place you can pick where
there won't be water if you just go far enough down."

Hank Dowser whirled on himand glared. "There it is! He's got no respect for any man's knack
except his own! You think | don't know there's water npst everywhere? The question is, is the
water pure? Is it close to the surface? That's what | find-- the easy dig, the clean water. And
I"1l tell you, by the use of hickory and w |l ow wands, that the water is purest here, and cl osest
to the surface here, and so | mark this spot, as | would have nore'n a year ago! Tell nme, Avin
Journeyman, if you're so clever, is this or is it not the same spot | marked, exactly?"

"It is," said Alvin, sounding a little abashed. "And | didn't nean to inply that you weren't a
real dowser, sir."

"You didn't exactly nmean not to inply it either, though, did you!"

"I"'msorry," said Alvin. "The water is purest here, and closest to the surface, and you truly
found it twi ce the same, the exact spot."

The judge intervened. "So after this unconventional courtroom exchange, which seens appropriate
to this unconventional courtroom you both agree that this is the spot where Alvin says he dug the
first well and found nothing but solid inpenetrable stone, and where it is Makepeace's contention
that there was no such stone, but rather a buried treasure which Alvin stole and converted to his
own use while telling a tale of turning iron into gold."

"For all we know he hid ny iron underground here!" cried Makepeace.
The judge sighed. "Mkepeace, please, don't make ne send you to jail again."

"Sorry," nuttered Makepeace.
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The judge beckoned to the team of workingmen he'd arranged to cone do the digging. Paying them
woul d corme out of the county budget, but with four diggers it couldn't take |l ong to prove one or
the other right.

They dug and dug, the dirt flying. But it was a dryish dirt, alittle noist fromthe last rain
whi ch was only a week ago, but no hint of a watery layer. And then: chink.

"The treasure box!" cried Makepeace.

A few nonments later, after scraping and prying, the forenman of the diggers called out, "Solid
stone, your honor! Far as we can reach. Not no boulder, neither-- feels like bedrock if'n | ever
saw it."

Hank Dowser's face went scarlet. He nuscled his way to the hole and slid down the steep side.
Wth his own handkerchi ef he brushed away the soil fromthe stone. After a few minutes of
exam nation, he stood up. "Your Honor, | apologize to M. Smith, as graciously, | hope, as he just
apol ogi zed to me a nonent ago. Not only is this bedrock-- which | did not see, for | have never
found such a sheet of water under solid stone like this-- but also | can see old scrape narks
agai nst the stone, proving to ne that the prentice boy did dig in this spot, just as he said he
did, and reached stone, just as he said he did."

"That don't prove he didn't find gold along the way!" cried Makepeace.
"Summations to the jury!" the judge called out.

"In every particular that we could test," said Verily Cooper, "Alvin Smith has proven hinself to
be truthful and reliable. And all the county has to assail himis the unproven and unprovable
specul ati ons of a man whose primary notive seens to be to get his hands upon gold. There are no
wi t nesses but Alvin hinmself of how the gold came to be shaped like a plow, or the plow cane to be
made of gold. But we have eight w tnesses, not to nmention H's Honor, nyself, and ny respected
col l eague, not to nention Alvin hinself, all swearing to you that this plowis not just gold, but
al so alive. What possible property interest can Makepeace Smith have in an object which clearly
bel ongs to itself and only keeps conpany with Alvin Smith for its own protection? You have nore
than a reasonabl e doubt-- you have a certainty that nmy client is an honest man who has conmitted
no crime, and that the plow should stay with him"

It was Marty Laws' turn then. He | ooked Iike he'd had sour nilk for breakfast. "You've heard the
Wi t nesses, you've seen the evidence, you're all wise nen and you can figure this out just fine
wi thout nmy help," said Laws. "May God bl ess your deliberations.”

"I's that your summng up?' denanded Makepeace. "Is that how you administer justice in this
county? |I'Il support your opponent in the next local election, Marty Laws! | swear you haven't
heard the end of this!"

"Sheriff, kindly arrest M. Mkepeace Smith again, three days this tinme, contenpt of court and
I"lI'l consider a charge of attenpted interference with the course of justice by offering a threat
to a sitting judge in order to influence the outcone of a case."

"You're all ganging up against nme! Al of you are in this together! Wat did he do, Your Honor
bribe you? O fer to share sone of that gold with you?"

"Quickly, Sheriff Doggly," said the judge, "before | get angry with the nman."

When Makepeace's shouting had di ed down enough to proceed, the judge asked the jury, "Do we need
to traipse on back to the courtroomfor hours of deliberation? O should we just stand back and
Il et you work things out right here?”

The foreman whispered to his fellow jurors; they whispered back. "W have a unani mous verdi ct,
Your Honor."

"What say you, etcetera etcetera?"

"Not guilty of all charges,"” said the foreman.
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"We're done. | commend both attorneys for fine work in a difficult case. And to the jury, ny
comendation for cutting through the horse pucky and seeing the truth. Good citizens all. This
court stands adjourned until the next tine sonebody brings a blanme fool charge agai nst an innocent
man, at least that's what |'mbetting on." The judge | ooked around at the people, who were stil
standing there. "Alvin, you're free to go," he said. "Let's all go hone."

* k% %

O course they didn't all go; nor, strictly speaking, was Alvin free. R ght now, surrounded by a
cromd and with a dozen deputies on guard, he was safe enough. But as he gripped the sack with the
pl ow i nsi de, he could al nost feel the covetings of other nen directed toward that plow, that warm
and trenbling gold.

He wasn't thinking of that, however. He was | ooking over at Mrgaret Larner, whose arm was
around young Ranpna's wai st. Soneone was speaking to Alvin-it was Verily Cooper, he realized,
congratul ating himor sonmething, but Verily would understand. Alvin put a hand on Verily's
shoul der, to I et himknow that he was a good friend even though Alvin was about to wal k away from
him And Al vin headed on over to Mss Larner and Ranona.

At the | ast nonent he got shy, and though he had his eyes on Margaret all the way through the
crowd, it was Ranpna he spoke to when he got there. "M ss Ranpna, it was brave of you to cone
forward, and honest too." He shook her hand.

Ranpbna beaned, but she was also alittle upset and nervous. "That whole thing with Any was ny
fault | think. She was telling ne those tales about you, and | was doubting her, which only nade
her insist nore and nore. And she stuck to it so nuch that for a while | believed naybe it was
true and that's when | told ny folks and that's what started all the runors going, but then when
she went with Thatch under the freak show tent and she cones out pregnant but babbling about how
it was you got her that way, well, | had ny chance then to set things straight, didn't [? And then
I didn't get to testify!"

"But you told ny friends," said Alvin, "so the people who matter nost to me know the truth, and
in the neantine you didn't have to hurt your friend Amy." In the back of his mind, though, Alvin
couldn't shake the bitter certainty that there would al ways be sone who believed her charges, just
as he was sure that she woul d never recant. She would go on telling those |lies about him and sone
fol ks at | east would go on believing them and so he would be known for a cad or worse no matter
how clean he lived his life. But that was spilled mlk.

Ramona was shaki ng her head. "I don't reckon she'll be ny friend no nore.”

"But you're her friend whether she likes it or not. So much of a friend that you'd even hurt her
rather than let her hurt soneone else. That's sonething, in ny book."

At that nonent, M ke Fink and Arnor-of-CGod cane up to him "Sing us that song you thought up in
jail, Alvint"

At once several others clanored for the song-- it was that kind of festive occasion

"If Alvin won't sing it, Arthur Stuart knows it!" sonmebody said, and then there was Arthur
tugging at his armand Alvin joined in singing with him Most of the jury was still there to hear
the | ast verse

| trusted justice not to fail. The jury did ne proud. Tomorrow | will hit the trail, And sing ny
hi king song so loud, It's like to start a gal e!

Everybody | aughed and cl apped. Even M ss Larner smiled, and as Alvin | ooked at her he knew that
this was the nonent, now or never. "I got another verse that | never sung to anybody before, but |
want to sing it now," he said. They all hushed up again to hear

Now swiftly fromthis place I'll fly, And underneath ny boots, A thousand |ands will pass nme by,
Until we choose to put down roots, My lady |love and I
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He | ooked at Margaret with all the meaning he could put in his face, and everybody hooted and
cl apped. "I love you, Margaret Larner," he said. "I asked you before, but I'll say it again now.
We're about to journey together for a ways, and I can't think of a good reason why it can't be our
honeynoon journey. Let nme be your husband, Margaret. Everything good that's in ne belongs to you,
if you'll have ne."

She | ooked flustered. "You' re enbarrassing ne, Alvin," she nurnured.

Alvin | eaned cl ose and spoke into her ear. "I know we got separate work to do, once we |eave the
weavers house. | know we got |ong journeys apart."

She held his face between her hands. "You don't know what you m ght neet on that road. \Wat
worman you might nmeet and | ove better than ne."

Alvin felt a stab of dread. Was this sonething she had seen with her torchy knack? O nerely the
worry any woman might feel? Well, it was his future, wasn't it? And even if she saw the
possibility of himloving sonebody else, that didn't nmean he had to let it cone true.

He wrapped his long arns around her wai st and drew her close, and spoke softly. "You see things
in the future that | can't see. Let nme ask you like an ordinary nman, and you answer ne |ike a
worman t hat knows only the past and the present. Let nmy promi se to you now keep watch over the
future.'

She was about to rai se another objection, when he kissed her lightly on the lips. "If you're ny
wi fe, then whatever there is in the future, | can bear it, and I'Il do nmy best to help you bear it
too. The judge is right here. Let nme begin ny life of new freedomw th you."

For a nonent, her eyes | ooked heavy and sad, as if she saw sone awful pain and suffering in his
future. O was it in her own?

Then she shook it off as if it was just the shadow of a cl oud passing over her and now t he sun
was back. O as if she had decided to live a certain life, no matter what the cost of it, and now
woul d no | onger dread what couldn't be hel ped. She smiled, and tears ran down her cheeks. "You
don't know what you're doing, Alvin, but I'mproud and glad to have your love, and |I'Il be your
wife."

Alvin turned to face the others, and in a |oud voice he cried, "She said yes! Judge! Sonebody
stop the judge fromleaving! He's got himone nore job to do!" Wile Peggy went off to find her
father and drag hi m back so he could give her away properly, Verily Cooper fetched the judge.

On the way over to where Alvin waited, the judge put a kindly armacross Verily's back. "M | ad,
you have a keen mind, a lawer's mnd, and | approve of that. But there's sonething about you that
sets a fellow s teeth on edge."

"I'f I knew what it was, sir, you nmay be sure that 1'd stop."

"Took me a while to figure it out. And | don't know what you can do about it. Wat makes fol ks
mad at you right fromthe start is you sound so dammably English and educated and fine."

Verily grinned, then answered in the vernacul ar accent he had grown up with, the one he had
spent so many years trying to lose. "You nean, sir, that if | talks like a common feller, 1'll be
nmore |ikabl e?"

The judge whooped with laughter. "That's what | nean, |ad, though I don't know as how t hat
accent is much better!"

And with that they reached the spot where the wedding party was assenbl ed. Horace stood beside
hi s daughter, and Arthur Stuart was there as Alvin's best man.

The judge turned to Sheriff Doggly. "Do the banns, my good sir."
Po Doggly at once cried out, "Is there a body here so foolish as to claimthere's any i npedi nent

to the marriage of this pair of good and godly citizens?" He turned to the judge. "Not a soul as
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can see, Judge."

So Alvin and Peggy were nmarried, Horace Guester on one side, Arthur Stuart on the other, al
standing there in the open on the grounds of the smithy where Alvin had served his prenticehood.
Just up the hill was the springhouse where Peggy had lived in disguise as a schoolteacher; the
very springhouse where twenty-two years before, as a five-year-old girl, she had seen the
heartfires of a famly struggling across the Hatrack River in flood, and in the wonb of the nother
of that famly there was a baby with a heartfire so bright it dazzled her, the Iike of which she'd
never seen before or since. She ran then, ran down this hill, ran to this smthy, got Makepeace
Smith and the other nen gathered there to race to the river and save the fanily. Al of it began
here, within sight of this place. And now she was married to him Married to the boy whose
heartfire shone like the brightest star in her menory, and in all her life since then

There was dancing that night at Horace's roadhouse, you can bet, and Alvin had to sing his song
five nore tines, and the |last verse thrice each tine through. And that night he carried his
Margaret-- his now, and he was hers-- in those strong blacksmith's arns up the stairs to the room
where Margaret herself had been conceived twenty-eight years before. He was awkward and they both
were shy and it didn't help that half the town was charivareei ng outside the roadhouse hal f way
till dawn, but they were man and wife, nade one flesh as they had so | ong been one heart even
t hough she had tried to deny it and he had tried to live without her. Never nmind that she had seen
his grave in her mind, and herself and their children standing by it, weeping. That scene was
possi ble in every wedding night; and at |east there would be children; at |east there would be a
Il oving widow to grieve him at |east there would be nenory of this night, instead of regretfu
I oneliness. And in the norning, when they awoke, they were not quite so shy, not quite so awkward,
and he said such things to her as nade her feel nore beautiful than anyone who had ever |ived
before, and nore beloved, and | don't know who would dare to say that in that noment it wasn't the
pure truth

Chapter 18 -- Journeys

Two days later they were ready to |light out. They made no secret about the carriage Arnor-of-God
hired in Wieelwight, ready to take themoff the ferry as soon as they crossed the H o. That would
be enough to decoy the stupid ones. As for the clever ones, well, Mke Fink had his own plan, and
even Margaret allowed as how it mght well work.

Friends canme to the roadhouse all that evening to bid goodbye. Alvin and Peggy and Arthur were
well known to themall; Arnor-of-God had a few friends here, from business traveling; and Verily
had made sonme new friends, having been the spokesnan for the winning side in a highly enotiona
trial. If Mke Fink had local friends, they weren't the sort to show up in Horace CGuester's
roadhouse; as M ke confided to Verily Cooper, his friends were nost of themthe very nen Alvin's
enemies had hired to kill himand take the plow once he got out on the road tonorrow.

When the | ast soul had left, Horace enbraced his daughter and his new son-in-law and the adopted
son he had hel ped to raise, shook hands with Verily, Arnor, and M ke, and then went about as he
al ways di d, dousing the candles, putting the night log on the fire, checking to make sure all was
secure. As he did, Measure helped the travelers, make their way, lightly burdened, quietly down
the stairs and out the back, finding the path with only the faintest sliver of noon. Even at that,
they wal ked at first toward the privy, so that anyone casually glancing wouldn't think a thing
am ss, unless they noticed the satchel or bag each one carried. Meantine, Measure kept watch, in
case soneone el se was thinking to snatch Alvin that night while he was relieving hinmself. He kept
wat ch even though Peggy Larner-- or was it Goody Smith now? --assured himthat not a soul was
wat chi ng the back of the house.

"All nmy teaching is in your hands now, Measure," A vin whispered as he was about to step off the
back porch into the night. "I |eave you behind this tine again, but you know that we set out on
the real journey together as true conpanions, and always will be to the end."

Measure heard him and wondered if Peggy maybe whi spered to hi m sonething she had seen in his
heartfire, that Measure worried | est Alvin forget how nuch Measure | oved himand wanted to be on
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this journey by his side. But no, Alvin didn't need Peggy to tell himhe had a brother who was
more loyal than life and nore sure than death. Alvin kissed his brother's cheek and was gone, the
last to go.

They nmet up again in the woods behind the privy. Alvin went about anbng them calmng themwth
soft words, touching them and each time he touched themthey could hear it just a little clearer,
a kind of soft hunmming, or was it the soughing of the wind, or the call of a far-off bird too
faint to hear, or perhaps a distant coyote munbling in its sleep, or the soft scurry of squirre
feet on a tree on the next rise? It was a kind of nusic, and finally it didn't matter what it was
that produced the sound, they fell into the rhythmof it, all holding each other's hands, and at
the head of the line, Alvin. They noved swift and sure, keeping step to the nusic, sliding easily
anong the trees, making few sounds, saying nothing, marveling at how they could have wal ked past
these woods before and never guessed that such a clear and well-nmarked path was here, except when
they | ooked back, there was no path, only the underbrush closed off again, for the path was nade
by Alvin's progress in the nidst of the greensong, and behind his party the forest relaxed back
into its ordinary shape

They came to the river, where Po Doggly waited, watching over two boats. "M nd you," he
whi spered, "I'mnot sheriff tonight. I'monly doing what Horace and | done so nany tines in the
past, long before I had ne a badge-- hel ping fol ks as ought to be free get safe across the river."
Po and Alvin rowed one of themand Mke and Verily the other, for though he was unaccustoned to
such | abor, no wooden oar would ever |eave a blister on Verily's hands. Silently they noved out
across the Ho. Only when they got to the middle did anyone speak. Peggy, controlling the tiller,
whi spered to Alvin, "Can we talk a little now?"

"Soft and low," said Alvin. "And no | aughing."

How had he known she was about to | augh? "W passed a dozen of them as we wal ked t hrough the
woods, all of them asleep, waiting for first light. But there's none on the opposite shore, except
the heartfire we're | ooking for."

Al vin nodded, and gave a thunbs up to the nen in the other boat.

They skirted the shore on the Appal achee side for about a quarter mile before coming to the
|l anding site they | ooked for. Once it had been a putting-in place for flatboats, before the Red
fog on the Mzzipy and the newrailroad Iines slowed and then stopped nbst of the flatboat
traffic. Now an elderly couple lived there nostly fromfishing and an orchard that still produced,
poorly, but enough for their needs.

Dr. Wiitley Physicker was waiting in the front yard of that house with his carriage and four
saddl ed horses; he had insisted on buying or |lending them hinself, and refused any thought of
rei nbursement. He also paid the old folks who lived there for the annoyance of having visitors
arrive so late at night.

He had a man with him- Arthur Stuart recognized himat once and called himby nanme. John Binder

smled shyly and shook hands all around, as did Witley Physicker. "I'mnot nuch for rowing, at ny
age," Dr. Physicker explained. "So John, being as trustworthy a man as ever there was, agreed to
come al ong, asking no questions. | suppose all the questions he didn't ask are answered now. "

Bi nder smiled and chuckl ed. "Reckon so, all but one. | heard about how you was teaching fol ks

about Makery away out there in Vigor Church, and | hoped you might teach sone of it here. Now
you' re going."

Alvin reassured him "My brother is holed up in the roadhouse. Nobody's to know he's there, but
if you go to Horace CGuester and tell himl sent you, he'll let you go up and talk to Measure.
There's a hard tale he'll have to tell you--"

"l know about the curse."

"Well good," said Alvin. "Cause once that's done, he can teach you just what | was teaching in
Vi gor Church.”

Po Doggly and John Bi nder pushed the boats off the shore before the others were even nounted on

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (195 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:17 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt

their horses or properly seated in the carriage; Witley Physicker waved from Bi nder's boat. A vin
shook hands with the old couple, who had got up fromtheir beds to see themoff. Then he clinbed
up into the front seat of the carriage with Margaret; Verily and Arthur sat behind. Arnor and M ke
rode two of the horses; Verily's horse and the horse that Alvin and Arthur woul d ride together
were tied to the back of the carriage.

As they were about to | eave, M ke brought his horse-- stanping and fuming, since Mke was a
sturdy load and not nuch of a horseman-- beside the carriage and said to Alvin, "Well this plan
worked too well! | was looking forward to scaring sone poor thug half to death before the night
was through!"

Peggy | eaned over fromthe other side of the front seat and said, "You'll get your wi sh about a
mle up the road. There's two fellows there who saw Dr. Physicker's carriage cone here this
aft ernoon and wondered what he was doing with four horses tied behind. They're just keeping watch
on the road, but even if they don't stop us, they'll give the alarmand then we'll be chased
i nstead of getting away clean."

"Don't kill them Mke," said Alvin.

"I won't unless they nake ne," said Mke. "Don't worry, | ain't loose with other folks' lives no
nore." He rode to Arnor, gave himthe reins, and said, "Here, bring this girl along with you. | do
better on ny feet for this kind of work." Then he di snounted and took off running.

Near as | can gather fromMke Fink's tale of the event-- and you got to understand that a
fell ow who wants his story to be truthful has to allow for a | ot of brag before deciding what's
true in atale of Mke Fink's heroic exploits-- those two snarter-than-nornal thugs was dozi ng
while sitting with their backs to opposite sides of the sane stunp when all of a sudden they both
felt their arnms pretty near wenched right out of their sockets and then they were dragged around,
grabbed by the collars, and snacked together so hard their noses bled and they saw stars.

"You're lucky | took ne a vow of nonviolence," said Mke Fink, "or you' d be suffering sone pain
right now "

Since they were already suffering sonething pretty excruciating, they didn't want to find out
what this night-wandering fell ow thought of as pain. Instead, they obeyed himand held very still
as he tied their hands to a couple of lengths of rope, so that the one man's right hand was tied
on one end of a rope that held the other man's left, with about two feet of rope between them and
the sane with their other two hands. Then Fink nade them kneel, picked up a huge log, and laid it
down across the two lengths of rope that joined them What he could lift alone they couldn't [ift
together. They just knelt there as if they were praying to the log, their hands too far apart even
to dream of untying their bonds.

"Next time you want gold," said Fink, "you ought to get yourself a pick and shovel and dig for
it, stead of lying in wait in the night for sone innocent fellow to conme by and get hinself robbed
and killed."

"W wasn't going to rob nobody," burbled one of the men.

"It's a sure thing you wasn't," said Fink, "cause any man ever wants to get at Alvin Snith has
to go through ne, and | make a better wall than window, |I'Il tell you that right now "

Then he jogged back to the road, waved to the others, and waited for themto cone al ongside so
he coul d nmount his horse. In a couple of ninutes it was done, and they rode briskly south along a
| acewor k of roads that would conpl etely bypass Wieelwight-- including the fancy carriage waiting
all day enpty by the river, until Horace Guester crossed over, got in the carriage, and used it to
shop for groceries in the big-city market that was Wieelwight's pride and joy. That's when the
ruf fi ans knew they had been fooled. Onh, sone of themlit out in search of Alvin's group, but they
had a whole day's head start, or nearly so, and not a one of them found anything except a couple
of men kneeling before a log with their butts in the air.

* % %

All the way to the coast, Calvin expected to be accosted by Napol eon's troops, the carriage
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blown to bits with grapeshot or set afire or some other grisly end. Wiy he expected Napol eon to be
ungrateful he didn't know Perhaps it was sinply a feeling of general unease. Here he was, not yet
twenty years old, and already he had noved through the sal ons of London and Paris, had spent hours
al one discussing a thousand different things with the nost powerful man in the world, had | earned
as many of the secrets of that powerful nan as he was likely ever to tell, spoke French if not
fluently then conmpetently, and through it all had remained al oof, untouched, his life's dream
unchanged. He was a Maker, far nmore so than Alvin, who remmined at the rough frontier of a crude
upstart country that couldn't properly call itself a nation; who had Al vin known, except other
homespun types like hinself? Yet Calvin felt vaguely afraid at the thought of going back to
Anerica. Sonmething was trying to stop him Sonething didn't want himto go

"It is nerves," said Honor,. "You will face your brother. You know now that he is a provincia
clown, but still he remains your nemesis, the stick agai nst which you nust neasure yourself. Also
you are traveling with me, and you are constantly aware of the need to make a good i npression.”

"And why would | need to inpress you, Honor, ?"

"Because | amgoing to wite you into a story soneday, ny friend. Renenber that the ultinate
power is mine. You nmay decide what you will do in this life, up to the point. But | will decide
what ot hers think of you, and not just now but |long after you' re dead."

"I'f anyone still reads your novels," said Calvin.,

"You don't understand, ny dear bunpkin. Whether they read ny novels or not, ny judgnment of your
life will stand. These things take on a life of their own. No one renenbers the original source,
or cares either."

"So people will only renenber what you say about ne-- and you they won't renenber at all."

Honord chuckled. "Ch, | don't know about that, Calvin. | intend to be nenorable. But then, do
care whether |'mrenenbered? | think not. | have lived wi thout the affection of ny own nother; why
should | crave the affection of strangers not yet born?"

"I't's not whether you're remenbered," said Calvin. "It's whether you changed the world."

"And the first change | will nake is: They nust renenber ne!" Honor,'s voice was so |oud that
the coachnan slid open the panel and inquired whether they wanted sonmething fromhim "Mre
speed," cried Honor,, "and softer bunps. Oh, and when the horses relieve thensel ves: Less odor."

The coachman growl ed and cl osed the panel shut.
"Don't you intend to change the world?" asked Cal vin.

"Change it? A paltry project, smacking of weak anbition and much sel f-contenpt. Your brother
wants to build a city. You want to tear it down before his eyes. | amthe one with vision, Calvin
| intend to create a world. A world nore fascinating, engrossing, spellbinding, intricate,
beautiful, and real than this world."

"You're going to outdo God?"

"He spent far too rmuch tine on geol ogy and botany. For him Adam was an afterthought-- oh, by
the way, is nman found upon the Earth? | shall not nake that mistake. | will concentrate on peopl e,
and slip the science into the cracks."

"The difference is that your people will all be confined to tiny black narks on paper,"” said
Cal vi n.
"My people will be nmore real than these shall ow creatures God has made! |, too, will make them

in ny ow image-- only taller-- and mine will have nore pal pable reality, nore inner life, nore
connection to the living world around themthan these nud-covered peasants or the cal cul ating
courtiers of the palace or the swaggering sol diers and braggi ng busi nessnmen who keep Paris under
their thunbs."”

"I nstead of worrying about the enperor stopping us, perhaps | should worry about |ightning

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...00f%20Alvin%20Maker%204%20-%20Journeyman.txt (197 of 209) [1/14/03 10:21:18 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/ The%20T al es%6200f %20A | vin%20M aker%204%620-%20Journeyman. txt

striking us," said Calvin.

It was nmeant as a joke, but Honor, did not smile. "Calvin, if God was going to strike you dead
for anything, you'd already be dead by now. | don't pretend to know whether God exists, but I|'l]
tell you this-- the old nman is doddering now The old fellow talks rough but it's all a nenory. He
hasn't the stuff anynore! He can't stop us! Ch, maybe he can wite us out of his will, but we'll
make our own fortune and let the old boy stand back | est he be splashed when we hurtle by!"

"Do you ever have even a nonent of self-doubt?"

"None," said Honor,. "I live in the constant certainty of failure, and the constant certainty of
genius. It is a species of nmadness, but greatness is not possible without it. Your problem
Calvin, is that you never really question yourself about anything. However you feel, that's the
right way to feel, and so you feel that way and everything el se better get out of your way.
Whereas | endeavor to change ny feelings because ny feelings are al ways wong. For instance, when
approachi ng a woman you lust after, the foolish nman acts out his feelings and clutches at an
inviting breast or nmakes sone fell invitation that gets him sl apped and keeps him fromthe best
parties for the rest of the year. But the wi se nman | ooks the wonan in the eye and serenades her
about her astonishing beauty and her great w sdom and his own inadequacy to explain to her how
much she deserves her place in the exact center of the universe. No worman can resist this, Calvin
or if she can, she's not worth having."

The carriage cane to a stop.
Honor, flung open the door. "Snell the air!"
"Rotting fish," said Calvin.

"The coast! | wonder if | shall throwup, and if | do, whether the sea air will have affected
the color and consistency of ny vonmitus."

Calvin ignored his deliberately crude banter as he reached up for their bags. He well know that
Honor, was only crude when he didn't nmuch respect his conpany; when with aristocrats, Honor, never
uttered anything but bon nots and epigranms. For the young novelist to speak that way to Calvin was
a sign, not so nuch of intimacy, but of disrespect.

When they found an appropriate ship bound for Canada, Calvin showed the captain the letter
Napol eon had given him Contrary to his worst fears, after seeing a production of a newy revised
and prettied-up script of Hamet in London, the letter did not instruct the captain to kill Calvin
and Honor, at once-- though there was no guarantee that the fellow didn't have orders to strangle
them and pitch theminto the sea when they were out of sight of I|and.

Wy am | so afraid?

"So the Enperor's treasurer will reinburse ne for all expenses out of the treasury when | cone
back?"
"That's the plan," said Honor,. "But here, ny friend, |I know how ungenerous these inperial

officials can be. Take this."

He handed the captain a sheaf of franc notes. Calvin was astonished. "Al these weeks you' ve
pretended to be poor and up to your ears in debt."

"I ampoor! | amin debt. If | didn't owe noney, why would ever steel nyself to wite? No, |
sinmply borrowed the price of ny passage fromny nother and ny father-- they never talk, so they'l
never find out-- and fromtwo of mny publishers, prom sing each of thema conpletely exclusive book
about ny travels in Anerica."

"You borrowed to pay our passage, knowing all along that the Enperor would pay it?"

"A man has to have spendi ng noney, or he's not a nman," said Honor,. "I have a wad of it, with
whi ch I have every intention of being generous with you, so | hope you won't condemn ny nethods."
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"You're not terribly honest, are you?" said Calvin, half appalled, half admring.

"You shock ne, you hurt nme, you offend me, | challenge you to a duel and then take sick with
pneurmonia so that | can't nmeet you, but | urge you to go ahead without ne. Keep in mind that
because | had that noney, the captain will nowinvite us into his cabin for dinner every night of
the voyage. And in answer to your question, | amperfectly honest when | am creating sonething,
but otherwi se words are nere tools designed to extract what | need fromthe pockets or bank
accounts of those who currently but tenporarily possess it. Calvin, you' ve been too |ong anong the
Puritans. And | have been too | ong anbong the Hypocrites."

* k k

It was Peggy who found the turnoff to Chapman Valley, found it easily though there was no sign
and she was coming this tine fromthe other direction. She and Alvin left the others with the
carriage under the now | eafl ess oak out in front of the weavers' house. For Peggy, coming to this
pl ace now was both thrilling and enbarrassi ng. Wat would they think of the way things had turned
out since they set her on this present road?

Then, just as she raised her hand to knock on the door, she renmenbered sonething.

"Alvin," she said. "It slipped ny nmind, but sonething Becca said when | was here a few nonths
ago. "

"If it slipped your mind, then it was supposed to slip your nind."

"You and Calvin. You need to reclaimCalvin, find himand reclaimhimbefore he turns conpletely
agai nst the work you're doing."

Al vin shook his head. "Becca doesn't know everything."

"And what does that mean?"

"What makes you think Calvin wasn't already the eneny of our work before he was born?"
"That's not possible," said Peggy. "Babies are born innocent and pure."

"Or steeped in original sin? Those are the choices? | can't believe that you of all people
bel i eve either idea, you who put your hands on the wonb and see the futures in the baby's
heartfire. The child is already hinself then, the good and bad, ready to step into the world and
make of hinself whatever he wants nost to be."

She squinted at ffim "Wy is it that when we're alone, tal king of sonething serious, you don't
sound so nuch the country bunpkin?"

"Because maybe | |earned everything you taught ne, only | also learned that | don't want to | ose
touch with the conmon people,” said Alvin. "They're the ones who are going to build the city with
me. Their |anguage is my native | anguage-- why should |I forget it, just because | |earned another?

How many educated fol ks do you think are going to cone away fromtheir fine homes and educat ed
friends and roll up their sleeves to nake something with their own hands?"

"I don't want to knock on this door," said Peggy. "My life changes when | cone into this place."
"You don't have to knock," said Alvin. He reached out and turned the knob. The door opened.
When he made as if to step inside, Peggy took his arm "Alvin, you can't just walk in here!"

"I'f the door wasn't |ocked, then | can walk in," said Alvin. "Don't you understand what this
place is? This is the place where things are as they nust be. Not |like the world out there, the
world you see in the heartfires, the world of things that can be. And not like the world inside ny
head, the world as it mght be. And not like the world as it was first conceived in the mnd of
God, which is the world as it should be."

She wat ched him step over the threshold. There was no alarmin the house, nor even a sound of
life. She followed him Young as he was, this nman she had watched over fromhis infancy, this man
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whose heart she knew nore intimately than her own, he could still surprise her by what he did of a
sudden wi t hout thought, because he sinply knew it was right and had to be this way.

The endless cloth still lay folded in piles, linked each to each, w nding over furniture,
through halls, up and down stairs. They stepped over the spans and reaches of it. "No dust," said
Peggy. "I didn't notice that the first tinme. There's no dust on the cloth.”

"Good housekeepers here?" asked Al vin.
"They dust all this cloth?"

"Or maybe there's sinply no passage of time within the cloth. Always and forever it exists in
that one present noment in which the shuttlecock flew fromside to side.”

As he said these words, they began to hear the shuttl ecock. Soneone must have opened a door
"Becca?" call ed Peggy.

They followed the sound through the house to the ancient cabin at the house's heart, where an
open door led into the roomwith the |loom But to Peggy's surprise, it wasn't Becca seated there
It was the boy. Her nephew, the one who had dreanmed of this. Wth practiced skill he drove the
shuttl ecock back and forth.

"I's Becca..." Peggy couldn't bring herself to ask about the weaver's death.

"Naw, " said the boy. "W changed the rules a little here. No nore pointless sacrifice. You done
that, you know. Came here as a judge-- well, your judgnment was heeded. | take ny shift for a
whil e, and she can go out a little."

"So is it you we talk to now?" asked Al vin.

"Depends on what you want. | don't know nothing about nothing, so if you want answers, | don't
think I"'mit."

"I want to use the door that l[eads to Ta-Kunmsaw. "

"Who?" the boy asked.

"Your uncle |Isaac,".said Peggy.

"Ch, sure." He nodded with his head. "It's that one."

Alvin strode toward it

"You ever used one of these doors before?" asked the boy.

"No," said Alvin.

"Well then ain't you the stupid one, heading right for it like it was sone ordi nary door."

"What's different? | know it leads to the Red lands. | know it |eads to the house where Ta-
Kunsaw s daughter weaves the lives of the Reds of the west."

"Here's the tricky part. Wen you pass through the door, you can't have no part of yourself
touchi ng anyt hing here but air. You can't brush up agai nst the doodanmb. You can't let a foot
linger on the floor. It's not a step through the door, it's a leap.”

"And what happens if sonme part of me does touch?"'

"Then that part of this place drags you down just a little, slows you, |lowers you, and so
i nstead of you passing through the door in one snmooth notion, you go through in a couple of
pi eces. Ain't nobody can put you together after that, M. Mker."

Peggy was appalled. "I never realized it was so dangerous."
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"Breathing' s dangerous too," said the boy, "if'n you breathe in sonmething to nmake you sick." He
grinned. "I saw you two get all tw ned up together here. Congratul ations."

"Thanks," said Al vin.
"So what do they call you now, judge wonan?" the boy asked Peggy. "Goody Smth?"
"Most still call me Peggy Larner. Only they say Mz Larner now, and not Mss."

"I call her Margaret," said Al vin.

"I reckon you'll really be nmarried when she starts to think of herself by the nanme you call her
i nstead of the nane her parents called her by." He wi nked at Peggy. "Thanks for getting ne ny job.
My sisters are glad, too, they had nightrmares, I'll tell you. There ain't no love of the loomin

them" He turned back to Alvin. "So are you goi ng or what?"
At that nmonment the door flew open and a tied-up bundle flew through it.

"Uh-oh," said the boy. "Best turn your back. Becca's coming through, and she travels stark
nekki d, seeing as how wonen's clothing can't fit through that door wi thout touching.”

Alvin turned his back, and so did Peggy, though unlike Al vin she cheated and all owed herself to
wat ch anyway. It was not Becca who caine through the door first, however. It was Ta-Kunmsaw, a man
Peggy had never net, though she had seen himoften enough in Alvin's heartfire. He was not naked,
but rather clothed in buckskins that clung tightly to his body. He saw t hem standi ng t here and
grunted. "Boy Renegado cones back to see the npbst dangerous Red man who ever lived."

"Howdy, Ta-Kunmsaw," said Alvin.
"Hi, lsaac," said the boy. "I warned himabout the door like you said."

"Good boy," said Ta-Kunmsaw. He turned his back on themthen, just in tinme for Becca to | eap
t hrough the door wearing only thin and clinging underwear. He gathered her at once into his arns.
Then together they untied the bundle and unfolded it into a dress, which she drew down over her
head. "Al'l right," said Ta-Kurnsaw. "She's dressed enough for a VWhite woman now. "

Alvin turned around and greeted her. There were handshakes, and even a hug between wonen. They
tal ked about what had happened in Hatrack River over the past few nonths, and then Al vin explained
his errand.

Ta- Kunsaw showed no enotion. "I don't know what ny brother will say. He keeps his own counsel."
"Does he rule there in the west?" asked Alvin.

"Rul e? That's not how we do things. There are nany tribes, and in each tribe many wi se nen. MWy
brother is one of the greatest of them everyone agrees to that. But he doesn't make | aw just by
deciding what it should be. W don't do anything as foolish as you do, electing one president and
concentrating too nuch power in his hands. It was good enough when good nmen held the office, but
al ways when you create an office that a man can lay hands on, an evil man will someday | ay hands
onit."

"Which is going to happen on New Year's day when Harrison--"

Ta- Kumsaw gl owered. "Never say that nane, that unbearable nane."

"Not saying it won't nake himgo away, "

"It will keep his evil out of this house," said Ta-Kurnsaw. "Away fromthe people |I love."

In the nmeantine, Becca had finished dressing. She cane to the boy and bunped himw th her hip
"Move over, stubbyfingers. That's ny |oomyou're tangling."

"Ti ght est weave ever," the boy retorted. "People will always know which spots | wove."
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Becca settled onto the chair and then began to nake the shuttlecock dance. The whol e nusic of
the I oom changed, the rhythmof it, the song. "You cane for a purpose, Mker? The door's stil
open for you. Do what you cane to do."

For the first time Peggy really | ooked at the door, trying to see what |ay beyond it; and what
| ay beyond was nothing. Not blackness, but not daylight either. Just... nothing. Her eyes couldn't
|l ook at it; her gaze kept shifting away.

"Alvin," she said. "Are you sure you want to--"
He kissed her. "I love it when you worry about ne."

She sm | ed and ki ssed himback. As he took off his cap and his boots, and his |ong coat that
m ght flap agai nst the doodanb, he couldn't see how she reached into the small box she kept in a
pocket of her skirt; how she held the last scrap of his birth caul between her fingers and then
wat ched his heartfire, ready to spring into action the monent he needed her, to use his power to
heal himeven if he, in sonme dire extrenity, could not or dared not or would not use it hinself.

He ran for the door, leapt toward it left-foot-first, his right foot |eaving the ground before
any part of himbroke the plane of the door. He sailed through with his head ducked down; he
n ssed the top of the door by an inch

"l don't like it when people leap through all spread out like that," said Ta-Kunsaw. "Better to
spring fromboth feet at once, and curl up into a ball as you go."

"You athletic nmen can do that," said Becca. "But | can't see nyself hitting the floor like that
and rolling. Besides, you leap half the tinme yourself."

"I'mnot as tall as Alvin," said Ta-Kunsaw. He turned to Peggy. "He grew to be very tall."
But Peggy didn't answer him
"She's watching his heartfire," said Becca: "Best |eave her alone till he comes back."

Alvin tunbled and fell when he hit the floor on the other side he sprawled into a pile of cloth
and heard the sound of |aughter. He got up and | ooked around. Another cabin, but a new sh one and
the girl at the |l oomwas scarcely ol der than he was. She was a mixup like Arthur, only half-Red
i nstead of hal f-Bl ack, and the conbination of Ta-Kunsaw and Becca was becom ng in her

"Howdy, Alvin," she said. He had expected her voice to sound like Ta-Kunmsaw s and Tenskwa-
Tawa' s, accented when she spoke in English, but she spoke |like Becca, a bit ol d-fashi oned soundi ng
but |ike a native speaker of the tongue.

"Howdy, " he said.

"You sure cane through like a ton of bricks," she said.

"Made a mess of the piles of cloth here.”

"Don't fret," she said. "That's why they're there. Papa always smacks into them when he cones
through |i ke a cannonball."

Wth that he ran out of conversation, and so did she, so he stood there watching as she ran her
| oom

"Go find Tenskwa- Tawa. He's waiting for you."

Al vin had heard so much about the fog on the M zzipy that he had halfway got it into his head
that the whole of the western | ands was covered with fog. Wien he opened the cabin and stepped
outsi de, though, he found that far from being foggy, the sky was so clear it felt |like he could
see clear into heaven in broad daylight. There were high nountains |loomng to the east, and he
could see themso crisp and clear that he felt as though he could trace the crevices in the bare
granite near the top, or count the |eaves on the oak trees halfway up their craggy flanks. The
cabin stood at the brow of a hill separating two valleys, both of which contained | akes. The one
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to the north was huge, the far reaches of it invisible because of the curve of the Earth, not
because of any haze or thickness of the air; the lake to the south was smaller, but it was even
nmore beautiful, shining like a blue jewel in the cold sunlight of l|ate autum.

"The snow is late," said a voice behind him
Alvin turned. "Shining Man," he said, the nane slipping fromhis |ips before he could think
"And you are the man who | earned how to be a man when he was a boy," said Tenskwa- Tawa.

They enbraced. The wi nd whistled around them Wen they parted, Al vin glanced around again.
"This is a pretty exposed place to build a cabin," he said.

"Had to be here," said Tenskwa-Tawa. "The valley to the south is Ti nmpa-Nogos. Holy ground, where
there can be no houses and no wars. The valley to the north is grazing | and, where the deer can be
hunted by fam lies that run out of food in the winter. No houses either. Don't worry. Inside a
weaver's house is always warm" He smiled. "I'mglad to see you."

Alvin wasn't sure if he could renmenber Tenskwa- Tawa ever sniling before. "You' re happy here?"

"Happy?" Tenskwa-Tawa's face went placid again. "I feel as though | stand with one foot on this
earth and the other foot in the place where ny people wait for ne."

"Not all died that day at Ti ppy-Canoe," said Alvin. "You still have people here."

"They also stand with one foot in one place, one foot in the other." He glanced toward a canyon
that led up into a gap between the inpossibly high nmountains. "They live in a high nmountain
valley. The snowis late this year, and they're glad of that, unless it neans poor water for next
year, and a poor crop. That's our life now, Alvin Maker. W used to live in a place where water
| eapt out of the ground wherever you struck it with a stick."

"But the air is clear. You can see forever."

Tenskwa- Tawa put his fingers to Alvin's lips. "No nan sees forever. But sonme nen see farther
Last winter | rode a tower of water into the sky over the holy |ake Tinpa-Nogos. | saw nany
things. | saw you cone here. | heard the news you told me and the question you asked ne."

"And did you hear your answer?"
"First you nust make ny vision cone true,"” said Tenskwa- Tawa.

So Alvin told himabout Harrison being el ected president by braggi ng about his bl oody hands, and
how t hey wondered i f Tenskwa- Tawa m ght rel ease the people of Vigor Church fromtheir curse, so
they could | eave their honmes, those as wanted to, and becone part of the Crystal Cty when Al vin
started to build it. "Was that what you heard me ask you?"

"Yes," said Tenskwa- Tawa.

"And what was your answer ?"

"I didn't see ny answer,"” said Tenskwa-Tawa. "So | have had all these nonths to think of what it
was. In all these nonths, ny people who died on that grassy slope have wal ked before nmy eyes in ny
sl eep. | have seen their blood again and again flow down the grass and turn the Tippy-Canoe Creek
red. | have seen the faces of the children and babies. | knew themall by nane, and | stil
remenber all the nanmes and all the faces. Each one | see in the dream | ask them Do you forgive
these Wiite nurderers? Do you understand their rage and will you let me take your blood fromtheir
hands?"

Tenskwa- Tawa paused. Alvin. waited, too. One did not rush a shaman as he told of his dreans.

"Every night | have had this dreamuntil finally |last night the |last of them came before ne and
| asked ny question."

Again, a silence. Again, Alvin waited patiently. Not patiently the way a Wiite man waits,
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showi ng his patience by | ooking around or noving his fingers or doing sonething else to mark the
passage of tine. Alvin waited with a Red man's patience, as if this noment were to be savored in
itself, as if the suspense of waiting was in itself an experience to be marked and renenbered.

"I'f even one of themhad said, | do not forgive them do not lift the curse, then | would not
lift the curse," said Tenskwa-Tawa. "if even one baby had said, | do not forgive themfor taking
away ny days of running like a deer through the nmeadows, | would not |ift the curse. If even one
not her had said, | do not forgive themfor the baby that was in ny wonb when | di ed, who never saw
the light of day with its beautiful eyes, | would not Iift the curse. If even one father had said,
The anger still runs hot in ny heart, and if you lift the curse | will still have sone hatred |eft

unavenged, then | would not lift the curse."

Tears fl owed down Alvin's face, for he knew the answer now, and he coul d not inagine hinself
ever being so good that even in death he could forgive those who had done such a terrible thing to
himand his fanly

"I also asked the living," said Tenskwa- Tawa. "Those who | ost father and nother, brother and
sister, uncle and aunt, child and friend, teacher and hel per, hunting conpanion, and w fe, and
husband. |If even one of these living ones had said, | cannot forgive themyet, Tenskwa-Tawa, |
would not lift the curse."

Then he fell silent one last tine. This time the silence |asted and | asted. The sun had been at
noon when Alvin arrived; it was touching the tops of the nountains to the west when at | ast
Tenskwa- Tawa noved agai n, noddi ng his head. Like Alvin, he, too, had wept, and then had waited
| ong enough for the tears to dry, and then had wept again, all w thout changing the expression on
his face, all w thout nmoving a nuscle of his body as the two of them sat facing each other in the
tall dry autumm grass, in the cold dry autumm w nd. Now he opened his nouth and spoke again. "I
have lifted the curse," he said.

Alvin enbraced his old teacher. It was not what a Red man woul d have done, but Alvin had acted
Red all afternoon, and so Tenskwa- Tawa accepted the gesture and even returned it. Touched by the
Red Prophet's hands, his cheek against the old nan's hair, the old man's face against his
shoul der, Alvin renenbered that once he had thought of asking Tenskwa- Tawa to strengthen the curse
on Harrison, to stop himfromm susing his bloody hands. It made himashamed. |If the dead could
forgive, should not the living? Harrison would find his owmn way through life, and his own path to
deat h. Judgnment woul d have to cone, if it came at all, from soneone w ser than Alvin.

When they arose fromthe grass, Tenskwa- Tawa | ooked north toward the |larger |ake. "Look, a man
is comng."

Al vin saw where he was | ooking. Not far off, a man was jogging lightly along a path through the
head- hi gh grass. Not running in the Red man's way, but like a Wite nan, and not a young one. Hi's
hatl ess bald head glinted nonmentarily in the sunset.

"That ain't Tal eswapper, is itT asked Alvin.
"The Sho-sho-nay invited himto conme and trade stories with them" said Tenskwa- Tawa.

I nstead of asking nore questions, Alvin waited with Tenskwa- Tawa until Tal eswapper cane up the
| ong steep path. He was out of breath when he arrived, as m ght have been expected. But as Alvin
sent, his doodl ebug through Tal eswapper's body, he was surprised at the old nan's excell ent
heal th. They greeted each other warmy, and Alvin told himthe news. Tal eswapper smled at Tenskwa-
Tawa. "Your people are better than you thought they were," he said.

"Or nore forgetful," said Tenskwa- Tawa ruefully.

"I'"'mglad | happened to be here, to hear this news," said Tal eswapper. "If you're going back
t hrough the weaver's house, 1'd like to go with you."

* % %

When Al vin and Tal eswapper returned to Becca's cabin within the heart of the weaver's house, it
had been dark for two hours. Ta-Kumsaw had gone outside and invited Peggy's and Alvin's friends to
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cone in and eat with his family. Becca's sister and her daughters and her son joined them they
ate a stew of bison nmeat, Red man's food cooked the Wiite man's way, a conpromnise |ike so nuch
else in this house. Ta-Kunsaw had introduced hinself by the nanme of |saac Waver, and Peggy was
careful to call himby no other nane.

Al vin and Tal eswapper found themall Iying on their bedrolls on the floor of the parlor, except
for Peggy, who was sitting on a chair, listening as Verily Cooper told themtales of his life in
Engl and, and all the subterfuges he had gone through in order to conceal his knack from everyone
She turned to face the door before her husband and their old friend came through it; the others
al so turned, so all eyes were on them They knew at once fromthe joy on Alvin's face what Tenskwa-
Tawa' s answer had been.

"I want to ride out tonight and tell them" said Arnor-of-God. "I want themto know the good
news right now "

"Too dark," said Ta-Kunmsaw, who canme in fromthe kitchen where he had been hel ping his sister-in-
| aw wash the di shes from supper

"There's no nore rules, now, the curse is lifted free and clear,"” said Alvin. "But he asks that
we do sonething all the sane. That everyone who used to be under the curse gather their famly
toget her once a year, on the anniversary of the massacre at Ti ppy-Canoe, and on that day eat no
food, but instead tell the story as it used to be told to all strangers who cane through Vigor
Church. Once a year, our children and our children's children, forever. He asks that we do that,
but there'll be no punishnent if we don't. No punishnent except that our children will forget, and
when they forget, there's always the chance that it m ght happen again."

"Il tell themthat too," said Arnor. "They'll all take a vow to do that, you can be sure,
Alvin." He turned to Ta-Kunsaw. "You can tell your brother that for me when next you see him that
they'Il all take that vow. "

Ta- Kumsaw grunted. "So nuch for calling nyself Isaac in order to conceal fromyou who | really
am"

"We've net before," said Arnor, "and even if we hadn't, | know a great |eader when | see one,
and | knew who it was Alvin cane to see."

"You talk too rmuch, Arnor-of-God, like all Wite nen," said Ta-Kunsaw. "But at |east what you
say isn't always stupid."

Arnmor nodded and sniled to acknow edge the conplinment.

Al vin and Peggy were given a bedroom and a fine bed, which Peggy suspected was Ta-Kunsaw s and
Becca's own. The others slept on the floor in the parlor-- slept as best they could, which wasn't
well, what with all the excitement and the way M ke Fink snored so |oud and the way Arnor had to
get up to pee about three times an hour it seemed like, till Peggy heard the activity, woke Al vin
up, and Alvin did something with his doodl ebug inside Arnmor's body so he didn't feel like his
bl adder was about to bust all the time. When norning cane the men in the parlor slept alittle
| ate, and woke to the snell of a country breakfast, with biscuits and gravy and sl abs of salted
ham fried wi th potat oes.

Then it was tine for parting. Arnor-of-God was |ike an eager horse hinsel f, stanping and
snorting till they finally told himto go on. He nounted and rode out of Chapran Vall ey, waving
hi s hat and whooping |ike those damm fools on el ection night the week before.

Alvin's and Peggy's parting was harder. She and Tal eswapper woul d take Wiitley Physicker's
carriage and drive, it to the next town of any size, where she'd hire another carriage and
Tal eswapper would drive this one north to Hatrack River to return it to the good doctor. From
there Peggy intended to go to Philadel phia for a while. "I hope that | might turn sone hearts
against Harrison's plans, if I'"'mthere where Congress neets. He's only going to be president, not
ki ng, not enperor-- he has to win the consent of Congress to do anything, and perhaps there's
still hope." But Alvin knew from her voice that she had little hope, that she knew al ready al ong
what dark roads Harrison would | ead the country.
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Alvin felt nearly as bl eak about his own prospects. "Tenskwa-Tawa couldn't tell nme a thing about
how to make the Crystal City, except to say a thing | already knew. The Maker is a part of what he
Makes. "

"So... you will search," said Peggy, "and | wll search.”

What neither of them said, because both of them knew that they both knew, was that there was a
child growing already in Margaret's wonb; a girl. Each of themcould cal cul ate nine nonths as well
as the other.

"Where will you be next August?" asked Al vin.

"Wherever | am 1'Il make quite sure you know about it."

"And wherever you are, I'lIl make quite sure |'mthere.”

"I think the nane should be Becca," said Peggy.

"I was thinking to call her after you. Call her Little Peggy."
Peggy snmiled. "Becca Margaret, then?"

Alvin smled back, and kissed her. "People tal k about fools counting chickens before they hatch
That's not hing. W nanme them™

He hel ped her up into the carriage, beside Tal eswapper, who already had the reins in hand.
Arthur Stuart led Alvin's horse to him and as he nounted, the boy said, "W made up a song about
us last night, while you two was upstairs!"”

"A song?" said Alvin. "Let's hear it then."

"W nade it up like as if it was you singing it," said Arthur Stuart. "Cone on, you all got to
sing! And at the end | nade up a chorus all by nyself, | nade up the last part al one wi thout no
hel p from nobody. "

Al vin reached down and haul ed the boy up behind him Arthur Stuart's arns went around his
m ddl e. "Come on," the boy shouted. "Let's all sing."

As they began the song, Al vin reached down and took hold of the harness of the carriage's |ead
horse, starting the parade up the road | eading out of Chapman Vall ey.

A young man startin' on his own, Mist |eave his hone so fair. Better not go wand'rin' all al one,
O you night get eaten by a bear

I'"'mw se enough to heed that song, But who'll make up nmy pair? If | choose my boon conpani on
wong, Then | mght get eaten by a bear

"Il take a certain mixup lad, He's small, but does his share, And I'll watch himcl ose, cause
I'd be sad, If the boy got eaten by a bear

"Il take along this barrister, Wth lofty learned air, And |'Il make of hima forester, So he
won't get eaten by a bear

Behold this noble river rat, Wth brag so fine and rare! He's as dangerous as a nountain cat, He
will not get eaten by a bear

Now of f we go, where'er we please. W' re heroes, so we dare, To defy nobsquitoes, wasps, and
fleas, And we won't get eaten by a bear

They reached the main road and Peggy turned right, heading north, while the men took their
horses south. She waved fromthe driver's seat, but did not |ook back. Alvin stopped to watch her
just for a nonent, just for a lingering noment, as Arthur Stuart behind himshouted, "Now | get to
sing the last part that | nade up all by nyself! | get to!"
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"So sing it," said Alvin. So Arthur Stuart sang.
Gizzly bear, grizzly bear, Run and hide, you sizzly bear! W'Il| take away your coat of hair,
And roast you in your underwear

Alvin laughed till tears streaned down his face.

Chapter 19 -- Phil adel phia

When Calvin's and Honor,'s ship arrived in New Ansterdam the newspapers were full of chat about
the inauguration, which was only a week away in Phil adel phia. Calvin remenbered Harrison's nane at
once-- how nmany tinmes had he listened to the tale of the nassacre at Ti ppy-Canoe? He renenbered
meeting the bl oody- handed bum on the streets of New Ansterdam and told the tale to Honor,

"So you created him"
"I hel ped hi mmake the best of his linmted possibilities," said Calvin.

"No, no," said Honor,. "You are too nodest. This man created hinself as a nonster who killed
people for political gain. Then this Red prophet destroyed himwth a curse. Then, fromthe
hopel ess ruin of his life, you turned his path upward again. Calvin, you finally inpress me. You
have achieved, in life, that infinite power which is usually reserved to the novelist."

"The power to use up enornous anmobunts of paper and ink to no avail?"

"The power to nmake people's lives take the nost illogical turns. Parents, for instance, have no
such power. They can help their children along, or, nore likely, shatter their |ives as soneone's
not her once did with her casual adultery even as she abandoned her child to the tender nercies of
t he boardi ng school. But such parents have no power then to heal the child they have injured.
Havi ng brought the child |ow, they cannot raise the child up. But |I can bring a nan | ow, then
raise himup, then bring himlow again, all with a stroke of the pen."

"And so can |I," said Calvin thoughtfully.

"Well, to a degree," said Honord. "To be honest, however, you did not bring himlow, and now,
havi ng rai sed hi mup, | doubt you can bring himlow again. The nan has been el ected president,
even if his donmain consists primarily of trees and tree-dwelling beasts."

"There's several nillion people in the United States," said Calvin.
"It was to themthat | referred," said Honor,.

The chal l enge was too nmuch for Calvin to resist. Could he bring down the president of the United
States? How would he do it? This time there could be no scornful words that woul d provoke himinto
sel f-destruction, as Calvin's words had hel ped the nan resurrect hinself from shaneful oblivion
But then, Calvin had learned to do rmuch nore subtle things than nere talk in the many nont hs since
then. It would be a challenge. It was al nbost a dare.

"Let's go to Phil adel phia," said Calvin. "For the inauguration."”

Honor, was perfectly happy to board the train and go al ong. He was amused by the size and
newness of the tiny towns that Anericans referred to as "cities," and Calvin constantly had to
wat ch out for himas he practiced his feeble English with the kind of rough American who was
likely to pick up the little Frenchman and toss himinto a river. Honor,, arnmed only with an
ornate cane he had purchased froma fell ow voyager, had fearl essly wal ked through the nost
wretched i mmigrant districts of New Ansterdam and now of Phil adel phia. "These nen aren't

characters in novels,"” said Calvin, nore than once. "If they break your neck, it'll really be
br oken!"
"Then you'll have to fix me, ny talented knackish friend." He said the word knacki sh in English

though truth to tell no one would have understood the word but Calvin hinself.
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"There's no such word as knacki sh in the English | anguage,” Calvin said.
"There is now," said Honor,, "because | put it there."

As Calvin awaited the inauguration, he considered many possible plans. Nothing with nere words
woul d do the job. Harrison's election had been so openly based on lies that it was hard to imagine
how anyt hi ng coul d now be reveal ed about Harrison that woul d shock or disappoint anyone. Wen the
peopl e elected a president like this one, who ran a canpaign like the one he ran, it was hard to
i mgi ne what kind of scandal m ght bring hi mdown.

Besi des, Calvin's knack was now way beyond words. He wanted to get inside Harrison's body and do
some m schief. He renmenbered Napol eon and how he suffered fromthe gout; he toyed with the idea of
giving Harrison some debilitating condition. Regretfully he concluded that this was beyond his

power, to fine-tune such a thing so that it would cause pain without killing. No doubt Calvin
woul d have to wait around to watch to nake sure that whatever he did wasn't cured. And besi des,
pain wouldn't bring Harrison | ow any nore than gout had stopped Napoleon fromfulfilling all his
anbi tions.

Pain without killing. Wiy had he put such a ridiculous limtation on hinmself? There was no
reason not to kill Harrison. Hadn't the man ordered the death of Calvin's own brother Measure?

Hadn't he slaughtered all those Reds and caused all of Calvin's famly and nei ghbors to be under a
curse for nost of Calvin's life? Nothing brought a man | ower than dying. Six feet under the
ground, that was as |ow as a body ever got.

The day of the inauguration, the first day of the new year, was bitterly cold, and as Harrison
wal ked through the streets of Philadel phia to the tenporary stand where he would take the oath in
front of several thousand spectators, it began to snow. Proudly he refused even to put on a hat--
what was cold weather to a man fromthe west? --and when he reached the platformto give his
speech, Calvin was delighted to see that the now president's throat was already sore, his chest
al ready sonewhat congested. It was really a sinple natter of Calvin to send his doodling bug
i nside the chest of White Murderer Harrison and encourage the little animals inside his lungs to
grow, to nmultiply, to spread throughout his body. Harrison, you're going to be one very, very sick
man.

The speech lasted an hour, and Harrison didn't cut out a single word, though by the end he was
coughing thickly into his handkerchief after every sentence. "Philadel phia is colder to hell,"
Honor, said in his feeble English as they finally left the square. "And your President he is one
damrit long talker." Then, in French, Honord asked, "Did | say it right? Did I swear properly?”

"Li ke a stevedore," said Calvin. "Like a river rat. | was proud of you."

"I was proud of you too," said Honor,. "You | ooked so serious, | thought nmaybe you were paying
attention to his speech. Then | thought, No, the lad is using his powers. So | hoped you m ght
sever his head as he stood there and nake it roll down splat on his speech. Let him put his hands
on that to take his oath of office."

"That woul d have been a nenorabl e i nauguration," said Calvin.

"But it wouldn't be good for you to take another man's life,"” said Honor,. "Al'l joking aside, ny
friend, it isn't good for a nan to get a taste for blood."

"My brother Alvin killed a man," said Calvin. "He killed a man who needed killing, and nobody
said boo to himabout it."

"Dangerous for him but perhaps nore dangerous for you," said Honor,. "Because you'are already
filled with hate-- | say this not as criticism it's one of the things | find nbost attractive
about you-- you are filled with hate, and so it is dangerous for you to open the faucet of murder
That is a streamyou may not be able to danp."”

"Not to worry," said Calvin.

They lingered in Phil adel phia for several nmore weeks, as Harrison's bad cold turned into
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pneunoni a. He struggl ed on, being sonething of a tough old nut, but in the end he died, scarcely a
mont h after his inauguration, having never been healthy enough even to name a cabinet.

This being the first tine a president of the United States had died in office, there was sone
unresol ved anbiguity in the Constitution about whether the vice-president nmerely acted as
president or actually took the office. Andrew Jackson neatly resolved the issue by wal king into
Congress and placing his hand on the Bible they kept there as a rem nder of all the virtues they
worked so hard to get the voters to believe they possessed. In a | oud voice he took the oath of
office in front of all of them daring themto deny himthe right to do so. There were jokes about
"Hi s Accidency the President" for a while, but Jackson wasn't a man to be trifled with. Al of
Harrison's cronies found thensel ves with sore backsi des from bounci ng down the steps of the George
Washi ngt on Buil di ng where the executive branch of the government had its offices. Watever
Harri son had planned for America would never happen now, or at |least not in the way that he had
pl anned it. Jackson was in nobody's pocket but his own.

Calvin and Honor, agreed that they had done a great service for the nation. "Though ny part of
it was very small,"” said Honor,. "A mere word. A suggestion."” Calvin knew, however, that in his
own heart Honor, undoubtedly took credit for the whole thing, or at |east for everything
beneficial that resulted fromit. That know edge scarcely bothered Calvin, though. Nothing really
bot hered himnow, for his power had been confirned in his own heart. | brought down a president
and no one knew that | did it. Nothing nmessy or awkward like Alvin's killing of that Finder with
his own bare hands. | |earned nore than the honing of nmy knack on the continent. | acquired
finesse. Alvin will never have that, crude frontiersman that he is and always w |l be.

How easy it had been. Easy and free of risk. There was a man who needed to die, and all it took
was a little maneuvering in his lungs and it was done. Well, that plus a few adjustnments as the
man lay in his sickbed in the presidential mansion. It wouldn't do to have his body fight off the
i nfection and recover, would it? But | never had to touch him Never even had to speak to him
Didn't even have to get ink on ny fingers, |ike poor Honor,, whose characters never really breathe
despite all his skill, and so never really die.

Calvin allowed hinself, on the |ast night he and Honor, spent in Philadelphia, to lie in bed
imagining Alvin's death. A slow agoni zing death fromsone m serabl e disease |ike |lockjaw. | could
do that, thought Calvin.

Then he thought, No I couldn't, and went to sleep
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