file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%205%20-%20Hear t%20Fire.txt

HEARTFI RE
The Tales of Alvin Maker, Part 5
by Orson Scott Card

(c) 1998 by Orson Scott Card

vl. 1(Jan-24- 1999)
If you find and correct errors in the text, please update the version nunber by 0.1 and
redi stribute.

Contents

1: Gooses

2: A Lady of the Court
3: Painted Birds
4: Stirred-Up

5. Purity

6: Names

7: Accusation

8: Basket of Souls
9: Wtch Hunt

10: Captivity

11: Decent Men

12: Sl aves

13: Judgnent Day
14: Revol t

15: Fathers and Mot hers

Chapter 1 -- Gooses

Arthur Stuart stood at the w ndow of the taxiderny shop, rapt. Alvin Snith was hal fway down the
bl ock before he realized that Arthur was no longer with him By the tinme he got back, a tall Wite
man was questioning the boy.

"Where's your naster, then?"

Arthur did not ook at him his gaze riveted on a stuffed bird, posed as if it were about to
| and on a branch.

"Boy, answer ne, or |'Il have the constable..."
"He's with ne," said Alvin.

The man at once becane friendly. "G ad to knowit, friend. A boy this age, you' d think if he was
free his parents woul d have taught hi mproper respect when a Wiite nan--"

"I think he only cares about the birds in the window " Alvin laid a gentle hand on Arthur's
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shoul der. "What is it, Arthur Stuart?"
Only the sound of Alvin's voice could draw Arthur out of his reverie. "How did he see?"
"Who?" asked the man
"See what ?" asked Al vin.

"The way the bird pushes down with his wings just before roosting, and then poses |ike a statue.
Nobody sees that."

"What's the boy tal king about?" asked the man.

"He's a great observer of birds," said Alvin. "I think he's admiring the taxiderny work in the
wi ndow. "
The man beanmed with pride. "I'mthe taxiderm st here. Alnpbst all of those are mne."

Arthur finally responded to the taxiderm st. "Mst of these are just dead birds. They | ooked
nore alive when they lay bloody in the field where the shotgun brought them down. But this one.
And that one..." He pointed to a hawk, stooping. "Those were done by soneone who knew the |iving
bird."

The taxidermi st glowered for a nonent, then put on a tradesnan's smle. "Do you |like those? The
work of a French fell ow goes by the nanme 'John-Janes.'" He said the double nane as if it were a
j oke. "Journeyman work, is all. Those delicate poses-- | doubt the wires will hold up over tine."

Alvin smled at the man. "I'ma journeyman nyself, but | do work that lasts.”

"No of fense neant," the taxiderm st said at once. But he al so seenmed to have | ost interest, for
if Alvin was nerely a journeyman in sone trade, he wouldn't have enough nmoney to buy anything; nor
woul d an itinerant workman have nmuch use for stuffed ani mals.

"So you sell this Frenchman's work for |ess?" asked Al vin.
The taxidernist hesitated. "Mre, actually."
"The price falls when it's done by the naster?" asked Alvin innocently.

The taxidermi st glared at him "I sell his work on consignment, and he sets the price. | doubt
anyone will buy it. But the fellow fancies hinself an artist. He only stuffs and nounts the birds
so he can paint pictures of them and when he's done painting, he sells the bird itself."

"He'd be better to talk to the bird instead of killing it," said Arthur Stuart. "They'd hold
still for himto paint, a man who sees birds so true."

The taxiderm st |ooked at Arthur Stuart oddly. "You let this boy talk a bit forward, don't you?"
"I'n Philadel phia | thought all folks could talk plain," said Alvin, smling.

The taxidernist finally understood just how deeply Alvin was nocking him "I'm not a Quaker, ny
man, and neither are you." Wth that he turned his back on Alvin and Arthur and returned to his
store. Through the wi ndow Alvin could see himsul king, casting sidelong glances at them now and
t hen.

"Come on, Arthur Stuart, let's go neet Verily and M ke for dinner."
Arthur took one step, but still couldn't tear his gaze fromthe roosting bird.
"Arthur, before the fell ow cones out and orders us to nove al ong."

Even with that, Alvin finally had to take Arthur by the hand and near drag hi maway. And as they
wal ked, Arthur had an inward | ook to him "Wat are you broodi ng about?" asked Al vin.

"I want to talk to that Frenchman. | have a question to ask him"
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Alvin knew better than to ask Arthur Stuart what the question was. It would spare himhearing
Arthur's inevitable reply: "Wy should I ask you? You don't know. "

* k k

Verily Cooper and M ke Fink were already eating when Alvin and Arthur got to the room ng house
The proprietor was a Quaker worman of astonishing girth and very limited talents as a cook-- but
she nade up for the blandness of her food with the quantities she served, and nore inportant was
the fact that, being a Quaker in nore than name, M stress Louder nmade no distinction between half-
Bl ack Arthur Stuart and the three Wiite nen traveling with him Arthur Stuart sat at the sane
table as the others, and even though one roonmer noved out the day Arthur Stuart first sat at
tabl e, she never acted as if she even noticed the fell ow was gone. Wich was why Alvin tried to
make up for it by taking Arthur Stuart with himon daily forays out into the woods and neadows
along the river to gather wild ginger, wintergreen, spearnmnt, and thyne to spice up her cooking
She took the herbs, with their inplied criticismof her kitchen, in good hunor, and tonight the
pot at oes had been boiled with the wintergreen they brought her yesterday.

"Edi bl e?" she asked Alvin as he took his first bite.

Verily was the one who answered, while Alvin savored the nouthful with a beatific expression on
his face. "Madame, your generosity guarantees you will go to heaven, but it's the flavor of
tonight's potatoes that assures you will be asked to cook there."

She | aughed and nade as if to hit himwith a spoon. "Verily Cooper, thou snooth-tongued | awer,
knowest thou not that Quakers have no truck with flattery?" But they all knew that while she
didn't believe the flattery, she did believe the warm heartedness behind it.

Wiile the other rooners were still at table, Mke Fink regaled themall with the tale of his
visit to the Sinple House, where Andrew Jackson was scandalizing the elite of Philadel phia by
bringing his cronies from Tennizy and Kenituck, letting themchew and spit in rooms that once
of f ered honesi ck European ambassadors a touch of the el egance of the old country. Fink repeated a
tale that Jackson hinself told that very day, about a fine Phil adel phia | ady who criticized the
behavi or of his conpanions. "This is the Sinple House," Jackson declared, "and these are sinple
people." Wien the lady tried to refute the point, Jackson told her, "This is ny house for the next
four years, and these are ny friends."

"But they have no nanners," said the | ady.

"They have excell ent manners," said Jackson. "Western manners. But they're tolerant folks.
They' Il overlook the fact that you ain't took a bite of food yet, nor drunk any good corn |iquor
nor spat once even though you always | ook |ike you got a nouth full of sonethin'." Mke Fink
| aughed I ong and hard at this, and so did the rooners, though sone were | aughing at the | ady and
sone were | aughing at Jackson

Arthur Stuart asked a question that was bothering Al vin. "How does Andy Jackson get anythi ng
done, if the Sinple House is full of river rats and bunpkins all day?"

"He needs sonething done, why, one of us river rats went and done it for him" said M ke.
"But nost rivernen can't read or wite," Arthur said.

"Well, Ad Hckory can do all the readin' and witin' for hisself," said Mke. "He sends the
river rats to deliver messages and persuade people."

"Persuade peopl e?" asked Alvin. "I hope they don't use the nethods of persuasion you once tried
on ne."

M ke whooped at that. "Iffen Od H ckory Ilet the boys do those old tricks, | don't think there'd
be six noses left in Congress, nor twenty ears!”

Finally, though, the tales of the frolicking at the Sinple House-- or degradation, depending on
your point of view - wound down and the other rooners left. Only Alvin and Arthur, as |ateconers,
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were still eating as they made their serious reports on the day's work.

M ke shook his head sadly when Alvin asked himif he'd had a chance to talk to Andy Jackson
"Ch, he included me in the room if that's what you nean. But tal king al one, no, not likely. See,
Andy Jackson nmay be a | awyer but he knows river rats, and ny nanme rang a bell with him Haven't
lived down nmy old reputation yet, Alvin. Sorry."

Alvin smled and waved off the apology. "There'll cone a day when the president will neet with
us."

"It was prenmature, anyway," said Verily. "Why try for a land grant when we don't even know what
we're going to use it for?"

"Do so," said Alvin, playing at a children's quarrel
"Do not," said Verily, grinning.
"W got a city to build."

"No sir," said Verily. "W have the name of a city, but we don't have the plan of a city, or
even the idea of the city--"

"It's a city of Makers!"

"Well, it would have been nice if the Red Prophet had told you what that neans," said Verily.

"He showed it to ne inside the waterspout,” said Alvin. "He doesn't know what it neans any nore
than | do. But we both sawit, a city nmade of glass, filled with people, and the city itself
taught them everything."

"Amid all that seeing," said Verily, "did you perhaps hear a hint of what we're supposed to tel
peopl e to persuade themto cone and help us build it?"

"I take it that means you didn't acconplish what you set out to do, either," said Alvin.

"Ch, | perused the Congressional Library," said Verily. "Found many references to the Crysta
City, but nost of themwere tied up with Spanish explorers who thought it had sonething to do with
the fountain of youth or the Seven Cities of the Onion."

"Oni on?" asked Arthur Stuart.

"One of the sources msheard the Indian name 'Ci bola as a Spanish word for 'onion,' and
thought it was funny," said Verily. "All dead ends. But there is an interesting datumthat | can't
readily construe."

"Wul dn't want to have anything constroodled redly,"” said Al vin.

"Don't play frontiersman with nme," said Verily. "Your wife was a better schoolteacher than to
| eave you that ignorant.”

"You two | eave off teasing," demanded Arthur Stuart. "Wat did you find out?"
"There's a post office in a place that calls itself Crystal City in the state of Tennizy."

"There's probably a place called Fountain of Youth, too," said Alvin.
"Well, | thought it was interesting," said Verily.
"Know anyt hi ng el se about it?"

"Postrmaster's a M. Crawford, who also has the titles Mayor and-- | think you'll like this,
Al vin-- Wite Prophet.”

M ke Fink laughed, but Alvin didn't like it. "Wiite Prophet. As if to set hinself against
Tenskwa- Tawa?"
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"I just told you all 1 know," said Verily. "Now, what did you acconplish?"

"I"ve been in Philadel phia for two weeks and | haven't acconplished a thing," said Alvin. "I
thought the city of Benjamin Franklin would have sonething to teach ne. But Franklin's dead, and
there's no special music in the street, no wisdomlingering around his grave. Here's where Anerica
was born, boys, but | don't think it Iives here anynore. Anerica lives out there where | grew up--
what we got in Phil adel phia nowis just the goverment of Anerica. Like finding fresh dung on the
road. It ain't a horse, but it tells you a horse is somewhere nearby."

"It took you two weeks in Philadelphia to find that out?" said Mke Fink

Verily joined in. "My father always said that governnment is |ike watching another man piss in
your boot. Soneone feels better but it certainly isn't you."

"I'f we can take a break fromall of this philosophy,” said Alvin, "I got a letter from
Margaret." He was the only one who called his wife by that nane-- everyone el se called her Peggy.
"From Canel ot . "

"She's not in Appal achee anynore?" asked M ke Fink

"Al'l the agitation for keeping slavery in Appal achee is conming fromthe Crown Col onies," said
Alvin, "so there she went."

"King ain't about to | et Appal achee close off slavery, | reckon,” said Mke Fink

"I thought they already settled Appal achee i ndependence with a war back in the last century,"
said Verily.

"I reckon sone fol ks think they need another war to settle whether Black people can be free,"
said Alvin. "So Margaret's in Canelot, hoping to get an audience with the King and pl ead the cause
of peace and freedom "

"The only tine a nation ever has both at the sane tine," said Verily, "is during that brief
period of exhilarated exhaustion after w nning a war."

"You're sure grimfor a man what's never even killed anybody," said M ke Fink

"Iffen Mz Larner wants to talk to Arthur Stuart, I'mright here," said Arthur with a grin. M ke
Fi nk made a show of sl apping himupside the head. Arthur laughed-- it was his favorite joke these
days, that he'd been given the sane nane as the King of England, who ruled in exile in the slave
shires of the South.

"And she al so has reason to believe that ny younger brother is there," said Al vin.

At that news Verily angrily | ooked down and played with the last scraps of food on his plate,
while Mke Fink stared off into space. They both had their opinions of Alvin's little brother

"Well, | don't know," said Alvin.
"Don't know what ?" asked Verily.

"Whether to go there and join her. She told nme not to, of course, because she has sone idea that
when Calvin and | get together, then I'll die."

M ke grinned nastily. "I don't care what that boy's knack is, I1'd like to see himtry."

"Margaret never said he'd kill ne," said Alvin. "In fact she never said |'d die, exactly. But
that's what | gather. She doesn't want ne there until she can assure ne that Calvin is out of
town. But 1'd like to neet the King ny own self."

"Not to nmention seeing your wife," said Verily.

"I could use a few days with her."
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"And nights,"” nmurrmured M ke.

Alvin raised an eyebrow at him and M ke grinned stupidly.

"Bi ggest question is," Alvin went on, "could |I safely take Arthur Stuart down there? In the
Crown Colonies it's illegal to bring a free person of even one-sixteenth Black blood into the
country."

"You could pretend he's your slave," said M ke.

"But what if | died down there? Or got arrested? | don't want any chance of Arthur getting
confiscated and sold away. It's too dangerous."

"So don't go there," said Verily. "The King doesn't know a thing about building the Crysta
Cty, anyway."

"I know," said Alvin. "But neither do I, and neither does anyone else."
Verily smiled. "Maybe that's not true."
Alvin was inpatient. "Don't play with me, Verily. What do you know?"

"Not hi ng but what you al ready know yourself, Alvin. There's two parts to building the Crysta
City. The first part is about Makering and all that. And I'mno help to you there, nor is any
mortal soul, as far as | can see. But the second part is the word city. No matter what el se you
do, it'Il be a place where people have to live together. That neans there's got to be governnent
and | aws. "

"Does there have to be?" asked M ke w stfully.

"Or sonmething to do the sane jobs," said Verily. "And | and, divided up so people can live. Food
pl anted and harvested, or brought in to feed the population. Dry goods to nake or buy, houses to

build, clothes to make. There'll be marrying and giving in marriage, unless |I'm nistaken, and
people will have children so we'll need schools. No matter how visionary this city makes the
people, they still need roofs and roads, unless you expect themall to fly."

Alvin | eaned back in his chair with his eyes cl osed.
"Have | put you to sleep, or are you thinking?" asked Verily.

Alvin didn't open his eyes when he answered. "I'mjust thinking that | really don't know a bl ane
thing about what |I'mdoing. Wiite Murderer Harrison may have been the | owest man | ever knowed,
but at least he could build a city in the wlderness."

"It's easy to build a city when you arrange the rules so that bad men can get rich w thout
getting caught,” said Verily. "You build such a place and greed will bring you your citizens, if
you can stand to live with them"

"I't ought to be possible to do the sane for decent folks," said Al vin.

"I't ought to be and is," said Verily. "It's been done, and you can learn fromthe way they did
it."

"Who?" asked M ke Fink. "I never heard of such a town."

"A hundred towns at least,"” said Verily. "I'm speaking of New Engl and, of course. Massachusetts
nost particularly. Founded by Puritans to be their Zion, a |and of pure religion across the
western ocean. All nmy life, growing up in England, | heard about how perfect New Engl and was, how
pure and godly, where there were neither rich nor poor, but all partakers of the heavenly gift,
and where they were free of distraction fromthe world. They live in peace and equity, in the | and
nmost just of all that have ever existed on God's Earth."

Al vin shook his head. "Verily, if Arthur can't go to Canelot, it's a sure bet you and | can't go
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to New Engl and. "

"There's no slavery there," said Verily.

"You know what | nean," said Alvin. "They hang witches."

"I"'mno witch," said Verily. "Nor are you."

"By their lights we are.”

"Only if we do any hexery or use hidden powers," said Verily. "Surely we can restrain ourselves
I ong enough to |l earn how they created such a large country free of strife and oppression, and
filled with the I ove of God."

"Dangerous," said Alvin.

"I agree," said Mke. "W'd be insane to go there. Isn't that where that |awer fellow Dani el
Webster cane fron? He'll know about you, Alvin."

"He's in Carthage City naking noney fromcorrupt nmen," said Al vin.

"Last you heard of him maybe," said Mke. "But he can wite letters. He can cone hone. Things
can go wong."

Arthur Stuart |ooked up at M ke Fink. "Things can go wong lying in your own bed on Sunday."

Alvin at | ast opened his eyes. "I have to learn. Verily's right. It's not enough to learn
Makering. | have to | earn governing, too, and city building, and everything else. | have to learn
everyt hing about everything, and |'mjust getting farther behind the longer |I sit here."

Arthur Stuart |ooked glum "So I'm never going to neet the King."

"Far as |'mconcerned,"” said Mke Fink, "you are the real Arthur Stuart, and you' ve got as much
right as he has to be king in this land."

"I want himto nake ne a knight."

Alvin sighed. Mke rolled his eyes. Verily put a hand on Arthur's shoulder. "The day the King
kni ghts a hal f-Bl ack boy..."

"Can't he knight the Wiite half?" asked Arthur Stuart. "If | do something real brave? That's how
a fellow gets hisself knighted, | hear."

"Definitely time to go to New England, " said Alvin.
"I tell you | got nisgivings," said M ke Fink.

"Me too," said Alvin. "But Verily's right. They built a good place and got good people to cone
toit."

"Way not go to that Tennizy place as calls itself Crystal City?" asked M ke.
"Maybe that's where we'll go after we get run out of New England," said Alvin.
Verily laughed. "You're an optimst, aren't you."

They nostly packed before they went to bed that night. Not that there was that much to put in
their satchels. Wen a man is traveling with only a horse to carry hinself and his goods, he gets
a different idea of what he needs to carry fromplace to place than does a nman riding a coach, or
foll owed by servants and pack animals. It's not nmuch nore than a wal king man would be willing to
tote, lest he wear down the horse.

Alvin woke early in the norning, before dawn, but it took himno nore than two breaths to notice
that Arthur Stuart was gone. The wi ndow stood open, and though they were on the top floor of the
house, Alvin knew that wouldn't stop Arthur Stuart, who seened to think that gravity owed hima
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favor.

Alvin woke Verily and M ke, who were stirring anyway, and asked themto get the horses saddl ed
and | oaded up while he went in search of the boy.

M ke only | aughed, though. "Probably found himsonme girl he wants to kiss good-bye."
Alvin | ooked at himin shock. "Wat are you talking about?"

M ke | ooked back at him just as surprised. "Are you blind? Are you deaf? Arthur's voice is
changi ng. He's one whisker from being a nan."

" Speaki ng of whiskers,"” said Verily, "I think the shadow on his upper lip is due to becone a
brush pretty soon. In fact, | daresay his face grows nore hair on it already than yours does,
Alvin."

"I don't see your face flowing with noustachery, either,"” said Al vin.

"I shave," said Verily.

"But it's a long tinme between Christmases,
I wager."

said Alvin. "I'll see you before breakfast is done,

As Alvin went downstairs, he stopped into the kitchen, where Mstress Louder was rolling out the
dough for norning biscuits. "You didn't happen to see Arthur Stuart this norning?" asked Alvin.

"And when wast thou planning to tell ne ye were |eaving?"

"When we settled up after breakfast,'
secret we were packing up."

said Alvin. "We wasn't trying to slip out, it was no

Only then did he notice the tears running down her cheeks. "I hardly slept |ast night."

Alvin put his hands on her shoul ders. "M stress Louder, | never thought you'd take on so. It's a
roonm ng house, ain't it? And rooners cone and go."

She sighed loudly. "Just like children," she said.

"And don't children conme back to the nest fromtine to tine?"

"If that's a promise, | won't have to turn these into salt biscuits with nmy silly tears," she
sai d.

"I can pronise that I'Il never pass a night in Philadel phia anywhere other than your house,
lessen ny wife and | settle down here soneday, and then we'll send our children to your house for

breakfast while we sleep lazy."

She | aughed outright. "The Lord took twice the time making thee, Alvin Smith, cause it took that
long to put the mschief in."

"M schief sneaks in by itself," said Alvin. "That's its nature."

Only then did M stress Louder renenber Alvin's original question. "As for Arthur Stuart,
caught himclinmbing down the tree outside when | went out to bring in firewood."

"And you didn't wake ne? O stop hin®"

She ignored the inplied accusation. "I forced some cold johnnycake into his hands before he was
out the door again. Said he had an errand to run before ye boys left this norning."

"Well, at |east that sounds |li ke he nmeans to cone back," said Alvin.

"I't does," said Mstress Louder. "Though if he didn't, thou'rt not his master, | think."

"Just because he's not ny property don't mean |I'mnot responsible for him" said Al vin.
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"I wasn't speaking of the law," said Mstress Louder, "I was speaking the sinple truth. He
doesn't obey thee like a boy, but |like a nman, because he wants to please thee. He'll do nowt
because thou comuandest, but does it only when he agrees he ought to."

"But that's true of all nen and all masters, even slaves," said Alvin.

"What |'msaying is he doesn't act in fear of thee," said Mstress Louder. "And so it won't do
for thee to be hot with himwhen thou find him Thou hast no right."

Only then did Alvin realize that he was a bit angry with Arthur Stuart for running off. "He's
still young," said Alvin.

"And thou'rt what, a greybeard with a stoop in his back?" she |aughed. "Get on and find him
Arthur Stuart never seens to know the danger a lad of his tribe faces, noon and night."

"Nor the danger that sneaks up behind," said Alvin. He kissed her cheek. "Don't let all those
bi scuits di sappear before | get back."

"It's thy business, not nmine, what tine thou'lt choose to conme back," she said. "W can say how
hungry the others will be this norning?"

For that remark, Alvin dipped his finger into the flour and striped her nose with it, then
headed for the door. She stuck her tongue out at himbut didn't wipe the flour away. "I'll be a
clown if thou want ne to," she called after him

It was far too early in the nmorning for the shop to be open, but Alvin went straight for the
taxi derm st's anyway. \What other business could Arthur Stuart have? M ke's guess that Arthur had
found a girl was not likely to be right-- the boy al nost never left Alvin's side, so there'd been
no chance for such a thing, even if Arthur was old enough to want to try.

The streets were crowded with farmers fromthe surroundi ng countryside, bringing their goods to
mar ket, but the shops in buildings along the streets were still closed. Paperboys and postnmen made
their rounds, and dairynen clattered up the alleys, stopping to leave mlk in the kitchens al ong
the way. It was noisy on the streets, but it was the fresh noise of norning. No one was shouting
yet. No nei ghbors quarreling, no barkers selling, no driver shouting out a warning to clear the
way.

No Arthur at the front door of the taxiderny shop

But where el se would he have gone? He had a question, and he wouldn't rest until he had the
answer. Only it wasn't the taxiderm st who had the answer, was it? It was the French painter of
birds, John-Janmes. And sonmewhere inside the shop, there was bound to be a note of the man's
address. Would Arthur really be so fool hardy as to..

There was indeed an open window, with two crates on a barrel stacked beneath it. Arthur Stuart,
it's no better to be taken for a burglar than to be taken for a sl ave.

Alvin went to the back door. He twisted the knob. It turned a little, but not enough to draw
back the latch. Locked, then.

Al vin | eaned agai nst the door and cl osed his eyes, searching with his doodl ebug till he found
the heartfire inside the shop. There he was, Arthur Stuart, bright with life, hot with adventure
Li ke so many tinmes before, Alvin wi shed he had sonme part of Margaret's gift, to see into the
heartfire and |l earn sonmething of the future and past, or even just the thoughts of the present
nmoment -- that would be convenient.

He dared not call out for Arthur-- his voice would only raise an alarm and al nost guarantee that
Arthur woul d be caught inside the shop. For all Alvin knew the taxiderm st lived upstairs or in an
upper floor of one of the nearby buil dings.

So now he put his doodl ebug inside the lock, to feel out how the thing was made. An ol d | ock
not very smooth. Alvin evened out the rough parts, peeling away corrosion and dirt. To change the
shape of it was easier than nmoving it, so where two netal surfaces pressed flat agai nst each
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other, keeping the latch fromopening, Al vin changed themboth to a bevel, making the netal flow
into the new shapes, until the two surfaces slid easily across each other. Wth that he could turn
the knob, and silently the latch slid free.

Still he did not open the door, for now he had to turn his attention to the hinges. They were
rougher and dirtier than the lock. Did the nan even use this door? A vin snoothed and cl eaned them
al so, and now, when he turned the knob and pushed open the door, the only sound was the whisper of
the breeze passing into the shop

Arthur Stuart sat at the taxiderm st's worktable, holding a bluejay between his hands, stroking
the feathers. He | ooked up at Alvin and said, softly, "It isn't even dead."

Al vin touched the bird. Yes, there was sone warnth, and a heartbeat. The shot that stunned it
was still lodged in its skull. The brain was bruised and the bird would soon die of it, even
t hough none of the other birdshot that had hit it would be fatal

"Did you find what you were | ooking for?" asked Alvin. "The address of the painter?"
"No," said Arthur bleakly.

Alvin went to work on the bird, quickly as he could. It was nore delicate than nmetal work,
nmovi ng hi s doodl ebug t hrough the pathways of a living creature, naking tiny alterations here and
there. It helped himto hold the animal, to touch it while he worked on it. The blood in the brain
was soon draining into the veins, and the damaged arteries were closed. The flesh healed rapidly
under the tiny balls of lead, forcing them back out of the body. Even the ball |odged in the skul
shrank, | oosened, dropped out.

The jay rustled its feathers, struggled in Alvin's grasp. He let it |oose.
"They' Il just kill it anyway," said Al vin.

"So we'll let it out," said Arthur

Al vin sighed. "Then we'd be thieves, wouldn't we?"

"The wi ndow s open," said Arthur. "The blue jay can | eave after the nan conmes in this norning.
So he'll think it escaped on its own."

"And how will we get the bird to do that?"

Arthur | ooked at himlike he was an idiot, then | eaned close to the bluejay, which stood stil
on the worktable. Arthur whispered so softly that Alvin couldn't hear the words. Then he whistl ed,
several sharp birdlike sounds.

The jay leapt into the air and fl apped noisily around the room Al vin ducked to avoid it.
"He's not going to hit you," said Arthur, anused.
"Let's go," said Alvin.

He took Arthur through the back door. When he drew it closed, he stayed for just a nonent
I onger, his fingers lingering on the knob, as he returned the pieces of the lock to their proper
shape.

"What are you doing here!l" The taxidernist stood at the turn of the alley.

"Hoping to find you in, sir," said Alvin calmy, not taking his hand off the knob
"Wth your hand on the knob?" said the taxidernist, his voice icy with suspicion

"You didn't answer to our knock," said Alvin. "I thought you might be so hard at work you didn't
hear. All we want is to know where we nmight find the journeyman painter. The Frenchman. John-
Janes. "

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...of%20Alvin%20Maker%205%20-%20Heart%20Fire.txt (10 of 180) [1/14/03 10:29:02 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%205%20-%20Hear t%20Fire.txt

"I know what you wanted," said the taxidernmist. "Stand away fromthe door before | call the
constable.™

Alvin and Arthur stepped back

"That's not good enough,"” said the taxidermst. "Skulking at back doors-- how do | know you
don't plan to knock ne over the head and steal fromne as soon as | have the door unl ocked?"

"If that was our plan, sir,’
key in ny hand, wouldn't [?"

said Alvin, "you' d already be lying on the ground and 1'd have the

"So you did have it all thought out!"

"Seens to ne you're the one who has plans for robbing," said Alvin. "And then you accuse ot hers
of wanting to do what only you had t hought of."

Angrily the man pulled out his key and slid it into the lock. He braced hinself to tw st hard,
expecting the corroded netal to resist. So he visibly staggered when the key turned easily and the
door slipped open silently.

He m ght have stopped to exanine the |lock and the hinges, but at that nonent the bluejay that
had spent the night slowy dying on his worktable fluttered angrily in his face and flew out the
door. "No!" the man shouted. "That's M. Ridley's trophy!"

Arthur Stuart |aughed. "Not nuch of a trophy,"” he said. "Not if it won't hold still."

The taxidernist stood in the doorway, |ooking for the bird. It was |ong gone. He then | ooked
back and forth fromA vin to Arthur. "I know you had sonething to do with this,” he said. "I don't
know what or how, but you witched up that bird."

"No such thing," said Alvin. "Wien | arrived here | had no idea you kept living birds inside. |
t hought you only dealt with dead ones."

"l do! That bird was dead!"

"John-James, " said Alvin. "W want to see himbefore we | eave town."

"Way should | help you?" said the taxiderm st.

"Because we asked," said Alvin, "and it would cost you nothing."

"Cost me nothing? How am | going to explain to M. Ridley?"

"Tell himto nmake sure his birds are dead before he brings themto you," said Arthur Stuart.

"I won't have such talk froma Black boy," said the taxidermst. "If you can't control your boy,
then you shouldn't bring himout anong gentl enen!"

"Have | ?" asked Al vin.
"Have you what ?"

"Brought himout anbng gentlenen?" said Alvin. "I"'mwaiting to see the courtesy that would mark
you as such a one."

The taxiderm st glowered at him "John-James Audubon is staying in a roomat the Liberty Inn
But you won't find himthere at this tinme of day-- he'll be out looking at birds till midnorning."

"Then good day to you," said Alvin. "You mght oil your |ocks and hinges fromtime to tinmne.
They' Il stay in better condition if you do."

The taxidernist got a quizzical ook on his face. He was still opening and closing his silent,
snoot h- hi nged door as they wal ked back down the alley to the street.

"Well, that's that," said Alvin. "W'll never find your John-Janes Audubon before we have to
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| eave. "

Arthur Stuart |ooked at himin consternation. "And why won't we?" He whistled a couple of tines
and the bluejay fluttered down to alight on his shoul der. Arthur whispered and whistled for a few
nmonments, and the bird hopped up onto Arthur's head, then (to Alvin's surprise) Alvin's shoul der
then Alvin's head, and only then launched itself into the air and flew off up the street.

"He's bound to be near the river this norning," said Arthur Stuart. "Geese are feeding there, on
their way south."”

Alvin | ooked around. "It's still sumrer. It's hot."

"Not up north," said Arthur Stuart. "I heard two flocks yesterday."
"I haven't heard a thing."

Arthur Stuart grinned at him

"I thought you stopped hearing birds," said Alvin. "Wen | changed you, in the river. | thought
you lost all that."

Arthur Stuart shrugged. "I did. But |I renenbered howit felt. |I kept listening."
"I't's com ng back?" asked Al vin.

Arthur shook his head. "I have to figure it out. It doesn't just cone to me, the way it used to.
It's not a knack anynore. It's..."

Alvin supplied the word. "A skill."

"I was trying to deci de between 'a wish' and 'a nenory.'"

"You heard geese calling, and | didn't. My ears are pretty good, Arthur."
Arthur grinned at himagain. "There's hearing and there's |istening."

* % %

There were several men with shotguns stal king the geese. It was easy enough to guess which was
John- James Audubon, however. Even if they hadn't spotted the sketchpad inside the open hunter's
sack, and even if he hadn't been oddly dressed in a Frenchman's exaggerated version of an American
frontiersnman's outfit-- tailored deerskin-- they would have known whi ch hunter he was, by one
sinmple test: He was the only one who had actually found the geese.

He was aimng at a goose floating along the river. Wthout thinking, Alvin called out, "Have you
no shame, M. Audubon?"

Audubon, startled, half-turned to look at Alvin and Arthur. Wether it was the sudden novenent
or Alvin's voice, the | ead goose honked and rose dripping fromthe water, staggering at first from
the effort, then rising snoothly with great beats of his wings, water trailing behind himin a
silvery cascade. In a nonent, all the other geese also rose and flew down the river. Audubon
rai sed his shotgun, but then cursed and rounded on Alvin, the gun still I|eveled. "Pour quoi
i mbecile!"

"You pl anning to shoot ne?" asked Alvin.

Rel uctantly, Audubon |owered the gun and renenbered his English, which at the nonent wasn't very
good. "1 have the beautiful creature in ny eye, but you, man of the nmouth open!"

"Sorry, but | couldn't believe you' d shoot a goose on the water |ike that."
"Way not ?"

"Because it's not sporting."
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"OfF course it's not sporting!"™ His English was getting better as he warnmed to the argument. "I'm
not here for sport! Look everywhere, Monsieur, and tell me the very inportant thing you do not
see. "

"You got no dog," said Arthur Stuart.

"Yes! Le garton noir conprend! | cannot shoot the bird in the air because how do | collect the
bird? It falls, the wing breaks, what good is it to ne now? | shoot on the water, then splash
splash, | have the goose."

"Very practical,"” said Alvin. "If you were starving, and needed the goose for food."
"Food!" cried Audubon. "Do | look like a hungry man?"

"Alittle |l ean, maybe," said Alvin. "But you could probably fast for a day or two wi thout
keel i ng over."

"I do not understand you, Mnsieur Anericain. Et je ne veux pas te conprendre. Go away." Audubon
started downstream al ong the riverbank, the direction the geese had gone.

"M ster Audubon,”™ Arthur Stuart called out.
"I nmust shoot you before you go away?" he called out, exasperated.
"I can bring them back," said Arthur.

Audubon turned and | ooked at him "You call geese?" He pulled a wooden goose call fromhis the
pocket of his jacket. "I call geese, too. But when they hear this, they think, Sacre D eu! That
goose is dying! Fly away! Fly away!"

Arthur Stuart kept wal king toward him and instead of answering, he began to make odd sounds
with his throat and through his nose. Not goose calls, really, or not that anyone woul d noti ce.
Not even an imtation of a goose. And yet there was sonething gooseli ke about the babble that cane
fromhis nouth. And it wasn't all that loud, either. But nonments l|later, the geese came back,
ski nuni ng over the surface of the water

Audubon brought the shotgun to his shoulder. At once Arthur changed his call, and the geese flew
away fromthe shore and settled far out on the water.

In an agony of frustration, Audubon whirled on Arthur and Alvin. "Wen did | insult you or the
cauliflower face of your ugly nother? Wiich clunmsy stinking Philadel phia prostitute was your
sister? O was it le bon Dieu that | offended? Notre Pere Cel este, why nust | do this penance?"

"I"'mnot going to bring the geese back if you're just going to shoot them" said Arthur.
"What good are they if | don't shoot one!"

"You're not going to eat it, you're just going to paint it," said Arthur Stuart. "So it doesn't
have to be dead."

"How can | paint a bird that will not stand in one place!" cried Audubon. Then he realized
sonet hi ng. "You know ny nane. You know | paint. But | do not know you."

"I"'mAlvin Smith, and this is my ward, Arthur Stuart."
"Wart? What kind of slave is that?"
"Ward. He's no slave. But he's under ny protection.™

"But who will protect me fromthe two of you? Wy could you not be ordinary robbers, taking ny
nmoney and run away?"

"Arthur has a question for you," said Al vin.

"Here is ny answer: Leave! Departez!"
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"What if | can get a goose to hold still for you without killing it?" asked Arthur Stuart.

Audubon was on the verge of a sharp answer when it finally dawned on hi mwhat he had just seen
Arthur do, sumoning the geese. "You are, how do you say, a knack person, a caller of gooses."

"Ceese," Alvin offered hel pfully.

Arthur shook his head. "I just like birds."

"I like birds too," said Audubon, "but they don't feel the same about ne."
"Cause you kill "emand you ain't even hungry," said Arthur Stuart.

Audubon | ooked at himin utter consternation. At |ast he made his decision. "You can make a
goose hold still for ne?"

"I can ask himto. But you got to put the gun away.
tree.

Audubon i nmedi ately | eaned it against a

"Unload it," said Arthur Stuart.
"You think I break ny pronise?"
"You didn't nake no promise," said Arthur Stuart.

"Al'l right!" cried Audubon. "I prom se upon the grave of ny grandnother.'
t he gun.

He started unl oadi ng

"You prom se what?" dermanded Art hur.

Al vin al nost |aughed al oud, except that Arthur Stuart was so grim about it, making sure there
were no | oophol es through which Audubon could slip once Arthur brought the geese back

"I promise, | shoot no gooses! Pas de shooting of gooses!"
"Not even powder shooting, whatever that is. No shooting any birds all day," Arthur said.

"Not 'powder,' you ignorant boy. J'ai dit 'pas de.' Rien! No shooting of gooses, that's what |
say!" In a nmutter, he added, "Tous |es sauvages du nonde sont ici aujourd hui."

Al vin chuckl ed. "No shooting savages, either, if you don't nind."
Audubon | ooked at him furious and enbarrassed. "Parlez-vous frantais?"

"Je ne parle pas frantais," said Alvin, renenbering a phrase fromthe few halting French | essons
Margaret tried before she finally gave up on getting Alvin to speak any | anguage ot her than
English. Latin and Greek had al ready been abandoned by then. But he did understand the word
sauvage, having heard it so often in the French fort of Detroit when he went there as a boy with
Ta- Kunsaw.

"Cest vrai," muttered Audubon. Then, louder: "I nake the prom se you say. Bring nme a goose that
stand in one place for ny painting."

"You going to answer ny questions?" asked Arthur Stuart.

"Yes of course,"” said Audubon

"A real answer, and not just sonme stupid nothing |like adults usually say to children?"
"Hey," said Alvin.

"Not you," said Arthur Stuart quickly. But Alvin retained his suspicions.

"Yes," said Audubon in a world-weary voice. "I tell you all the secret of the universe!"
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Arthur Stuart nodded, and wal ked to the point where the bank was hi ghest. But before calling the
geese, he turned to face Audubon one last tinme. "Wiere do you want the bird to stand?"

Audubon | aughed. "You are the very strange boy! This is what you Anericans call 'the brag ?"
"He ain't bragging," said Alvin. "He really has to know where you want the goose to stand."

Audubon shook his head, then | ooked around, checked the angle of the sun, and where there was a
shady spot where he could sit while painting. Only then could he point to where the bird would
have to pose.

"All right," said Arthur Stuart. He faced the river and babbled again, |oudly, the sound
carrying across the water. The geese rose fromthe surface and flewrapidly to shore, landing in
the water or on the neadow. The | ead goose, however, |anded near Arthur Stuart, who led it toward
t he spot Audubon had picked.

Arthur | ooked at the Frenchman inpatiently. He was just standing there, nouth agape, watching
t he goose cone into position and then stop there, standing still as a statue. "You gonna draw in
the mud with a stick?" asked Arthur.

Only then did Audubon realize that his paper and colors were still in his sack. He jogged
briskly to the bag, stopping now and then to | ook back over his shoul der and nake sure the goose
was still there. Wile he was out of earshot, Alvin asked Arthur, "You forget we were |eaving

Phi | adel phia this norning?"

Arthur | ooked at himwi th the expression of withering scorn that only the face of an adol escent
can produce. "You can go anytine you like."

At first Alvin thought he was telling himto go on and | eave Arthur behind. But then he realized
that Arthur was nmerely stating the truth: Alvin could | eave Phil adel phia whenever he wanted, so it
didn't matter if it was this norning or later. "Verily and Mke are going to get worried if we
don't get back soon."

"l don't want no birds to die," said Arthur.

"It's God's job to see every sparrow fall,” said Alvin. "l didn't hear about himadverti sing
that the position was open.™

Arthur just clanmed up and said no nore. Soon Audubon was back, sitting in the grass under the
tree, mxing his colors to match the exact color of the goosefeathers.

"I want to watch you paint," said Arthur
"I don't like having people | ook over my shoul der."
Arthur murmured somet hi ng and the goose started to wander away.

"Al right!" said Audubon frantically. "Watch ne paint, watch the bird, watch the sun in the sky
until you will be blind, whatever you want!"

At once Arthur Stuart nuttered to the goose, and it waddl ed back into place.

Al vin shook his head. Naked extortion. How could this be the sweettenpered child Al vin had known
for so | ong?

Chapter 2 -- A Lady of the Court

Peggy spent the norning trying not to dread her nmeeting with Lady Gui nevere Ashworth. As one of
the senior ladies-in-waiting to Queen Mary she had sone influence in her own right; nore
inportantly, she was married to the Lord Chancellor, WIIliam Ashworth, who m ght have been born
the third son of a schoolteacher, but by wit, dazzle, and enornous energy had clawed his way to a
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fine education, a good narriage, and a high office. Lord WIlliamhad no illusions about his own
parentage: He took his wife's famly's name upon marryi ng her

A woman is a wonman, regardless of her parents' rank or her husband's office, Peggy rem nded
hersel f. Wien Lady Ashworth's bl adder was full, angels didn't miraculously turn it into wi ne and
bottle it, though fromthe way her name was spoken throughout Canel ot, one night have thought so
It was a | evel of society Peggy had never aspired to or even been interested in. She hardly knew
the proper manner of address to a daughter of a marquis-- and whenever Peggy thought that she
ought to make inquiries, she forced herself to remenber that as a good Republican, she should get
it wong, and ostentatiously so. After all, both Jefferson and Franklin invariably referred to the
King as "M. Stuart," and even addressed himas such on official correspondence between heads of
state-- though the story was that clerks in the mnistry of state "translated" all such letters so
that proper forms of address appeared on them thus avoiding an international incident.

And if there was any hope of averting the war that | oomed anbng the American nations, it m ght
well rest on her interview with Lady Ashworth. For along with her |ofty social position-- sone
said the Queen herself consulted Lady Ashworth for advice on how to dress-- Lady Ashworth was al so
| eader of the nost prominent anti-slavery organization in the Crown Col oni es: Ladi es Agai nst
Property Rights in Persons. (According to the fashion in the Crown Col onies, the organi zati on was
commonly called Lap-Rip, fromthe initials of its name-- a nost unfortunate acronym Peggy
t hought, especially for a ladies' club.)

So much might be riding on this norning's nmeeting. Everything el se had been a dead end. After
all her nmonths in Appal achee, Peggy had finally realized that all the pressure for naintaining
slavery in the New Counties was conmng fromthe Crown Col onies. The King's governnent was rattling
sabers, both figuratively and literally, to nmake sure the Appal achi an Congress understood exactly
what abolition of slavery would cost themin blood. In the nmeantine, union between Appal achee and
the United States of America was inpossible as long as slavery was | egal anywhere within
Appal achee. And the sinplest conpromise, to allow the pro-slavery New Counties of Tennizy,

Cherri ky, and Kenituck to secede from Appal achee, was politically inpossible in Appal achee itself.

The out cone Peggy nost feared was that the United States would give in and admit the New
Counties as slaveholding States. Such a pollution of Anerican freedom would destroy the United
States, Peggy was sure of it. And secession of the New Counties was only slightly nore acceptable
to her, since it would | eave nost of the Bl acks of Appal achee under the overseer's lash. No, the
only way to avoid war while retaining a spark of decency anong the American people was to persuade
the Crown Colonies to allow the whol e of Appal achee, New Counties and all, to forma union with
the United States of Anerica-- with slavery illegal throughout the nation that would result.

Her abolitionist friends | aughed when Peggy broached this possibility. Even her husband, Alvin,
sounded doubtful in his letters, though of course he encouraged her to do as she thought right.
After hundreds of interviews with nen and wonen throughout Appal achee and for the |ast few weeks
in Canel ot, Peggy had plenty of doubts of her own. And yet as long as there was a thread of hope,
she would try to tat it into some sort of bearable future. For the future she saw in the
heartfires of the people around her could not be borne, unless she knew she had done her utnopst to
prevent the war that threatened to soak the soil of Anerica in blood, and whose outcone was by no
means certain.

So, dread it as she m ght, Peggy had no choice but to visit with Lady Ashworth. For even if she
could not enlist Lady Ashworth and her LapRip club in the cause of enancipation, she mght at
| east win an introduction to the King, so she could plead her cause with the nonarch directly.

The idea of neeting with the King frightened her | ess than the prospect of neeting Lady
Ashworth. To an educated man Peggy coul d speak directly, in the | anguage they understood. But
Sout hern | adi es, Peggy al ready knew, were nuch nore conplicated. Everything you said neant
sonething el se to them and everything they said meant anything but the plain nmeaning of the
words. It was a good thing they didn't let Southern ladies go to college. They were far too busy
| earni ng arcane | anguages much nore subtle and difficult to naster than nmere Greek and Latin.

Peggy slept little the night before, ate little that norning, and kept down even | ess. The nost
acute nausea from her pregnancy had passed, but when she was nervous, as she was this norning, it
returned with a vengeance. The spark of life in the baby in her wonb was just beginning to be
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visible to her. Soon she would be able to see sonething of the baby's future. Mere glinpses, for a
baby's heartfire was chaotic and confusing, but it would become real to her then, alife. Let it
be born into a better world than this one. Let ny | abors change the futures of all the babi es.

Her fingers were weak and trenbly as she tried to fasten her buttons; she was forced to ask the
hel p of the slavegirl who was assigned to her floor in the boardi nghouse. Like all slaves in the
Crown Col onies, the girl would not neet Peggy's gaze or even face her directly, and while she
answered softly but clearly every question Peggy asked, what passed between them could hardly be
called a conversation. "lI'msorry to trouble you, but will you help ne fasten ny buttons?"

"Yes ma' am "

"My nane is Peggy. Wat's yours?"

"I's Fishy, ma'am"

"Pl ease call nme Peggy."

"Yes ma' am "

Don't bel abor the point. "Fishy? Really? Or is that a ni cknane?"

"Yes ma' am "

"Vhi ch?"

"Fishy, ma'am"

She nust be refusing to understand; let it go. "Wy would your nother give you such a nanme?"
"l don't know, nm'am"

"Or was it your mother who naned you?"

"I don't know, ma'am"

"If | give you a tip for your service, do you get to keep it?"

"No tips please, ma'am"”

"But if you were to find a penny in the street, would you be permitted to keep it as your own?"

"Never found no penny, na'am All done now, ma'am"” And Fishy was out the door in a heartbeat,
pausing in the doorway only |Iong enough to say, "Anything else, nma' anP"

Peggy knew the answers to her questions, of course, for she saw into the woman's heartfire. Saw
how Fi shy's nother had shunted her off on other slavewonen, because she could hardly attract the
master's lust with a baby clinging to her thighs. And when the wonman grew too sl ackbellied from
her repeated pregnancies, how the nmaster began to share her with his Wite visitors, and finally
with the White overseers, until the day the master gave her to Cur, the Black foreman of the
pl antation craftsnen. The shane of being reduced to whoring with Bl acks was too nuch for Fishy's
nmot her and she hanged herself. It was Fishy who found her. Peggy saw all of that flash through
Fi shy's m nd when Peggy asked about her nother. But it was a story Fishy had never told and woul d
never tell.

Li kewi se, Peggy saw that Fishy got her nane fromthe son of the first owner she was sold to
after her nother's suicide. She was assigned to be his personal maid, and the senior maid in the
pl antati on house told her that neant that she nmust do whatever the nmaster's son told her to do.
What that might have neant Fishy never knew. The boy took one | ook at her, declared that she
snelled fishy, and wouldn't let her in his room She was reassigned to other duties for the nonths
that she remained in the house, but the nane Fishy stuck, and when she was sold into a househol d
inthe city of Canmelot, she took the name Fishy with her. It was better than the one her nother
had gi ven her: Ugly Baby.
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As for tipping, if any slave in this house were found with noney, it was assumed that it had
been stolen and the slave would be stripped and branded and chained in the yard for a week. Sl aves
m ght wal k with their heads downcast, but in this house, at |east, they saw no pennies on the
ground.

The worst frustration for Peggy, though, was that she couldn't say to the slave, "Fishy, do not
despair. You feel powerless, you are powerless except for your sullen contenpt, your deliberate
slothful ness, the tiny rebellions that you can carry out and still survive. But there are sone of
us, many of us working to try to set you free." For even if Peggy said it, why should Fishy
believe a Wiite woman? And if she did believe, what should she do then? If her behavi or changed
one iota fromthis obsequi ousness, she would suffer for it, and emancipation, when and if it cane,
was still many years away.

So Peggy bore Fishy's unspoken scorn and hatred, though she knew she did not deserve it. Her
bl ack skin makes her a slave in this country; and therefore ny white skin nakes nme her eneny, for
if she took the slightest liberty with me and addressed me with anything like friendship or
equality, she would risk terrible suffering

It was at nonments |ike these that Peggy thought that her fire-eating abolitionist friends in
Phi | adel phia might be right: Only blood and fire could purge America of this sin.

She shrugged off the thought, as she always did. Most of the people who collaborated in the
degradati on of Blacks did so because they knew no better, or because they were weak and fearful
I gnorance, weakness, and fear led to great wongs, but they were not in themselves sins, and could
often be nore profitably corrected than punished. Only those whose hearts delighted in the
degradation of the hel pl ess and sought out opportunities to tornent their Black captives deserved
the bl ood and horror of war. And war was never so careful as to inflict suffering only where it
was merited.

Butt oned now, Peggy would go to neet Lady Ashworth and see if the light of Christianity burned
in the heartfire of a |lady-in-waiting.

There were carriages for hire in the streets of Canelot, but Peggy had no noney to spare for
such luxury. The wal k wasn't bad, as |long as she stayed away fromKing's Street, which had so nuch
horse traffic that you couldn't tell there were cobbles under the dung, and flecks of it were
al ways getting flipped up onto your clothes. And of course she would never wal k al ong Water
Street, because the snell of fish was so thick in the air that you couldn't get it out of your
clothes for days afterward, no matter how | ong you aired them out.

But the secondary streets were pleasant enough, with their well-tended gardens, the flanboyant
bl oons spl ashing everything with color, the rich, shiny green of the | eaves maki ng every garden
|l ook |ike Eden. The air was nuggy but there was usually a breeze fromthe sea. Al the houses were
designed to capture even the slightest breeze, and porches three stories high shaded the wealthier
houses along their |ongest face. It gave them deep shade in the heat of the afternoons, and even
now, a bit before noon, many a porch already had slaves setting out iced | enbnade and preparing to
start the shoo-flies a-sw shing.

Smal | children bounced energetically on the curious flexible benches that were designed for
pl ay. Peggy had never seen such devices until she cane here, though the bench was sinple enough to
meke-- just set a sturdy plank between two end supports, with nothing to brace it in the mddle,
and a child could junp on it and then leap off as if launched froma sling. Perhaps in other
pl aces, such an inpractical thing, designed only for play, would seema shaneful |uxury. O
perhaps in other places adults sinply didn't think of going to so nuch trouble nerely to delight
their children. But in Canelot, children were treated |ike young aristocrats-- which, conme to
think of it, nost of themwere, or at least their parents wished to pretend they were.

As so often before Peggy marvel ed at the contradictions: People so tender with their children
so indul gent, so playful, and yet they thought nothing of raising those sane children to order
that sl aves who annoyed them be stripped or whipped, or their fanmlies broken up and sold off.

O course, here in the city few of the mansi ons had | arge enough grounds to allow a proper
whi ppi ng on the prem ses. The of fending slave would be taken to the market and whi pped there, so
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t he nmoani ng and weeping wouldn't interfere with conversations in the sitting rooms and draw ng
roonms of the beautiful houses.

What was the truth of these people? Their |ove for their children, for king and country, for the
cl assi cal education at which they excelled, all these were genuine. By every sign they were
educat ed, tasteful, generous, broad-mi nded, hospitable-- in a word, civilized. And yet just under
the surface was a casual brutality and a deep shanme that poisoned all their acts. It was as if two
cities sat on this place. Canelot, the courtly city of the king-in-exile, was the | and of dancing

and nusic, education and discourse, light and beauty, |ove and | aughter. But by coincidence, the
old city of Charleston still existed here, with buildings that corresponded with Canelot wall for
wal |, door for door. Only the citizenry was different, for Charleston was the city of slave

mar kets, hal f-Wiite babies sold away fromtheir own father's househol d, |ashings and humliations,
and, as seed and root and | eaf and bl ossomof this evil town, the hatred and fear of both Bl acks
and Whites who lived at war with each other, the one dooned to perpetual defeat, the other to

per petual fear of..

O what? What did they fear?
Justi ce.

And it dawned on her for the first tinme what she had not seen in Fishy's heartfire: the desire
for revenge.

And yet that was inpossible. Wiat human being coul d bear such constant injustice and not cry
out, at least in the silence of the soul, for the power to set things to rights? Was Fi shy so neek
that she forgave all? No, her sullen resistance clearly had no piety init. She was filled with
hate. And yet not one thought or dreamor plan for retribution, either personal or divine. Not
even the hope of enancipation or escape.

As she wal ked al ong the streets under the noonday sun, it made her al nost giddy to realize what
must be going on, and not just with Fishy, but with every slave she had nmet here in Canelot. Peggy
was not able to see everything in their heartfires. They were able to conceal a part of their
feelings fromher. For it was inpossible to inagine that they had no such feelings, for they were
human beings, and all the Blacks she met in Appal achee had yearnings for retribution, manum ssion
or escape. No, if she didn't see those passions anong the slaves of Canelot, it wasn't because
they didn't feel them it was because they had sonehow |learned to lie a lie so deep that it
exi sted even in their heartfires.

And that threw everything in doubt. For if there was one thing Peggy had al ways counted on, it
was this: No one could lie to her without her knowing it. It had been that way with her al npost
since birth. It was one of the reasons people didn't usually like to spend nuch tinme around a
torch-- though few of themcould see even a fraction of what Peggy saw. There was al ways the fear
of their secret thoughts bei ng known and exposed.

When Peggy was a child, she did not understand why adults becane so upset when she responded to
what was in their heartfire rather than the words they were saying to her. But what could she do?
Wien a traveling salesman patted her on her head and said, "I got something for this little girl,
I wager!" she hardly noticed his words, what with all that his heartfire was telling her, not to
mention her father's heartfire and everybody el se nearby. She just naturally had to answer, "M
papa's not a fool! He knows you' re cheating him"

But everybody got so upset with her that she | earned to keep silent about all lies and al
secrets. Her response was to hold her tongue and say nothing at all. Fortunately, she |earned
silence before she was old enough to understand the truly dark secrets that woul d have destroyed
her famly. Silence served her well-- so well that sone visitors to her father's inn took her for
a nute.

Still, she had to converse with |ocal people, and with other children her age. And for a | ong

time it made her angry, how people's words never natched up very well with their desires or
menories, and sonetinmes were the flat opposite. Only gradually did she cone to see that as often
as not, the lies people told were designed to be kind or merciful or, at the very least, polite.
If a nother thought her daughter was plain, was it bad that she lied to the child and told her
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that she | oved how her face brightened up when she sniled? Wat good would it have done to give
her true opinion? And the lie helped the child grow up nore cheerful, and therefore nore
attractive

Peggy began to understand that what nade a statement good was rarely dependent on whether it was
true. Very little human speech was truthful, as she knew better than anyone el se. What mattered
was whet her the deception was kindly nmeant or designed to take advantage, whether it was nmeant to
snooth a social situation or aggrandi ze the speaker in others' eyes.

Peggy becane a connoi sseur of lies. The good lies were notivated by |ove or kindness, to shield
sonmeone frompain, to protect the innocent, or to hide feelings that the speaker was ashaned of.
The neutral lies were the fictions of courtesy that allowed conversations to proceed snoothly
wi t hout unnecessary or unproductive conflict. How are you? Just fine.

The bad lies were not all equal, either. Odinary hypocrisy was annoying but did little harm
unl ess the hypocrite went out of his way to attack others for sins that he hinself conmtted but
conceal ed. Careless liars seened to have no regard for truth, and lied fromhabit or for sport.
Cruel liars, though, sought out their target's worst fears and then lied to nake them suffer or to
put them at a di sadvantage; or they gossiped to destroy people they resented, often accusing them
fal sely of the sins the gossips thenselves nost wished to cormit. And then there were the
professional liars, who said whatever was necessary to get others to do their will.

And despite Peggy's gifts as a torch-- and no ordinary torch at that, able nerely to catch a
glinpse of a child inside the wonb-- even she often had trouble discerning the notive behind a
lie, in part because there were often nany notives in conflict. Fear, weakness, a desire to be
liked-- all could produce lies that in soneone else might come fromruthl essness or cruelty; and
within their heartfire, Peggy could not easily see the difference. It took tinme; she had to
understand the pattern of their lives to find out what sort of soul they had, and where the lies
all seened to |ead.

So many questions were posed by every lie she was told that she despaired of answering any but
t he nost obvious. Even when she knew the truth that someone was |ying to conceal, what was that
truth? The nother who thought her daughter was ugly might be |ying when she told the girl that her
smle made her pretty-- but in fact the nother nmight be wong, and in fact her lie might be true
in the eyes of another observer. Mst "truths" that people believed in, and therefore which they
contradicted with their lies, were not objectively true at all. The real truth-- how things are or
were or woul d becone-- was al nost unknowabl e. That is, people often knew the truth, but they just
as often "knew' things that were not true, and had no reliable way to tell the difference. So
whi | e Peggy coul d al ways see what the person believed was true while they told their lies, this
did not nmean that Peggy therefore knew the real truth.

After years of sorting out the lies and realizing that the lies often told nore truth than the
"truth" that the lies conceal ed, Peggy finally came to the conclusion that what she needed was not
a better sense of truth, but sinply the skill to hear a lie and react to it as if she knew not hi ng
el se.

It was after she ran away from hone and went to Dekane that, under the tutelage of M stress
Modesty, she |earned the bal ancing act of hearing both the words and the heartfire, and yet
letting her voice, her face, her gestures show only the response that was appropriate for the
words. She might sometines nmake use of the hidden knowl edge she saw in their heartfires, but never
in such a way that they would realize she knew their deepest secrets. "Even those of us who are
not torches have to learn those skills,"” said Mstress Mddesty. "The ability to act as if you did
not know what you know perfectly well is the essence of courtesy and poise." Peggy | earned them
right along with nusic, geography, history, grammar, and the classics of philosophy and poetry.

But there was no balancing act with the slaves here. They were able to hide their hearts from
her.

Did they know she was a torch, and so hid deliberately? That was hardly |ikely-- they could not
all have such a sense of her hidden powers. No, their secret dreans were hidden from her because
they were al so hidden fromthe slaves thenselves. It was how they survived. If they did not know
their own rage, then they could not inadvertently showit. Slave parents nust teach this to their
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children, to hide their rage so deeply that they couldn't even find it thensel ves.

And yet it was there. It was there, burning. Does it turn their hearts to ash, gradually grow ng
cold? O to lava, waiting to erupt?

The Ashworth house wasn't the |largest or the nost elegantly finished, but then it didn't need to
be, since they could take up residence on at |east a half-dozen huge estates all over the Crown
Col onies. So the house in town could be relatively nodest w thout |oss of prestige.

Even so, the signs of true wealth were there. Everything was perfectly maintained. The bell gave
of f a nmusical tone. The street door opened noiselessly on its hinges. The floor of the |ower porch
did not creak, it was that solidly built-- even the porch! And the furniture showed no sign of
weat hering-- obviously it nust be carried in whenever the weather went bad, either that or
repl aced every year. The perfection of detail. The ostentation of people with unlinited noney and
i mpeccabl e taste.

The sl ave who opened the door for her and ushered her into the roomwas a wiry, mddle-aged nan
who fit his livery as if he had been born in it and it had grown along with him O perhaps he
shed it fromtine to tine |like a snake, revealing a perfect new costume underneath. He said
not hi ng and never | ooked at her. She spoke her own nane when he opened the door; he stepped back
and let her in. By his manner, by the nost subtle of gestures, he showed her when she shoul d
follow him and where she should wait.

In his wordl essness she was free to search his heartfire without distraction, and now that she
was aware, she could search for the mssing part. For it was missing: the offended dignity, the
angui sh, the fear, the rage. All gone. Only service was in his thoughts, only the jobs he had to
do, and the manner in which he had to do them Intense concentration on the routine of the house

But it was inpossible. He could not conduct his |life with such intense singularity of thought.
No one could. Were were the distractions? Wiere were the people he liked, or |oved? Were was his
humani t y?

Had t he sl aveowners succeeded in this place? Had they torn the very life out of the hearts of
the slaves? Had they succeeded in naking these people what they always clained they were--
ani mal s?

He was gone, and so dimwas his heartfire that she had trouble tracking himthrough the house.
What was his name? Was even his nane hidden? No, there it was-- Lion. But that was only a house
nane, given to himwhen he arrived here. Apparently it pleased Lord and Lady Ashworth to nane
their slaves for noble animals. How could such a transi ent nane be the one contained in his
heartfire?

There was a deep nane hidden sonewhere in him As there nust be in Fishy, too-- sone nanme deeper
than Ugly Baby. And where the deep nane was hidden, there she would find the true heartfire. In
Fishy, in Lion, in all the Bl acks whose hands did the |abor of this city.

"Mz Larner," said a soft voice. A wnan this tine, old and winkled, her hair steel-gray. Her
costunme hung on her like a sack on a fencepost, but that did not reflect ill on the house-- no
clothing could | ook right on such a wi zened franme. Peggy wasn't sure whether it spoke well of the
famly that they kept such an old slave as part of the household, or whether it suggested that
they were squeezing the |ast ounce of service out of her

No, no, don't be cynical, she told herself. Lady Ashworth is the president of Lap-R p, publicly
comrmitted to putting limts on slavery. She would hardly let this old woman gui de conpany t hrough
the house if she thought anyone could possibly find a negative inplication in it.

The ol d woman noved with excruciating sl owness, but Peggy followed patiently. She was call ed Doe
in this house, but to Peggy's great relief, there seemed to be no dimm ng or hiding of her
heartfire, and it was easy to find her true nane, an African word that Peggy could hear in her
m nd but wouldn't know how to formwi th her lips. But she knew what the nanme neant: It was a kind
of flower. This wonan had been ki dnapped by raiders fromanother village only days before her
pl anned weddi ng, and was sold three tines in as many days before seeing her first Wite face, a
Portuguese ship captain. Then the voyage, her first owner in Anmerica, her struggle to | earn enough
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English to understand what she was being commanded to do. The tinmes she was sl apped, starved,
stripped, whipped. None of her White nasters had ravished her, but she had been bred like a nare,
and of the nine children she bore, only two had been left with her past their third birthday.
Those were sold locally, a girl and a boy, and she saw them now and then, even today. She even
knew of three of her grandchildren, for her daughter had been a virtual concubine to her master,
and. ..

And all three of the grandchildren were free.

Astonishing. It was illegal in the Crowm Colonies, yet in this woman's heartfire Peggy coul d see
that Doe certainly believed that it was true.

And then an even bigger surprise. Doe herself was also free, and had been for five years. She
received a wage, in addition to a tiny rent-free roomin this house.

That was why her heartfire was so easily found. The nmenory of bitterness and anger was there,
but Lord Ashworth had freed her on her seventieth birthday.

How wonder ful, thought Peggy. After fewer than six decades of slavery, when she had al ready
lived |l onger than the vast najority of slaves, when her body was shrivel ed, her strength gone,
then she was set free

Agai n, Peggy forced herself to reject cynicism It mght seem neani ngl ess to Peggy, to free Doe
so late in her life. But it had great neaning to Doe herself. It had unl ocked her heart. Al she
cared about now was her three grandchildren. That and earning her wage through service in this
house.

Doe | ed Peggy up a wide flight of stairs to the main floor of the house. Everyone |ived above
the I evel of the street. Indeed, Doe |ed her even higher, to the lavish second story, where
i nstead of a drawi ng room Peggy found herself being led to the porch and, yes, the cane chairs,
the pitcher of iced | enpnade, the swaying shoo-flies, the slaveboy with a fan al nost the size of
his own body, and, standing at a potted plant with a watering can in her hand, Lady Ashworth
hersel f.

"I't's so kind of you to cone, Mz Larner," she said. "I could scarcely believe ny good fortune,
when | |earned that you would have tinme in your busy day to call upon ne."

Lady Ashworth was much younger and prettier than Peggy had expected, and she was dressed quite
confortably, with her hair pinned in a sinple bun. But it was the watering can that astonished
Peggy. It | ooked suspiciously like a tool, and watering a plant could only be construed as nanual
| abor. Ladies in slaveholding famlies did not do such things.

Lady Ashworth noticed Peggy's hesitation, and understood why. She | aughed. "I find that some of
the nore delicate plants thrive better when | care for themnyself. It's no nore than Eve and Adam
did in Paradise-- they tended the garden, didn't they?" She set down the can, sat gracefully on a
cane chair beside the table with the pitcher, and gestured for Peggy to be seated. "Besides, Mz
Larner, one ought to be prepared for life after the abolition of slavery."

Agai n Peggy was startled. In slave lands, the word abolition was about as polite as sone of the
nmore colorful expletives of a river rat.

"Ch, dear," said Lady Ashworth, "I'mafraid my | anguage may have shocked you. But that is why
you're here, isn't it, Mz Larner? Don't we both share the goal of abolishing slavery wherever we
can? So if we succeed, then | should certainly know how to do a few tasks for nyself. Come now,
you haven't said a word since you got here."

Peggy | aughed, enbarrassed. "I haven't, have 1? It's kind of you to be willing to see ne. And |
can assure you that |adies of stature in the United States are not up to their elbows in wash
water. Paid servants do the coarser sort of work."

"But so much nore expensively," said Lady Ashworth. "They expect their wages in cash. W don't
use much noney here. It's all seasonal. The French and English buyers come to town, we sell our
cotton or tobacco, and then we pay all the tradesnen for the year. W don't carry noney with us or
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keep it around the house. | don't think we'd keep many free servants with such a policy."

Peggy sighed inwardly. For Lady Ashworth's heartfire told such a different story. She watered
her own plants because the slaves deliberately overwatered the nost expensive inports, killing
them by degrees. Some inagi nary shortage of cash had nothing to do with keeping free servants, for
the well-to-do fanilies always had noney in the bank. And as for abolition, Lady Ashworth | oat hed
the word as nuch as any other slaveholder. For that matter, she | oathed Peggy herself. But she
recogni zed that sone limtation on slavery would have to be achieved in order to placate public
opinion in Europe and the United States, and all that Lady Ashworth ever intended to allow Lap-Rip
to acconplish was the banning of slavery in certain regions of the Crown Col onies where the | and
and the econony made sl avery unprofitable anyway. Lady Ashworth had al ways had success in
convi nci ng Northerners that she was quite radical on slavery, and expected to do as well with

Peggy.

But Peggy was determ ned not to be treated with such contenpt. It was a sinple matter to find in
Lady Ashworth's heartfire sone of her nore recent nistreatnent of her slaves. "Perhaps instead of
wi el ding the watering can," said Peggy, "you m ght show your commitnent to abolition by bringing
back the two slaves you have standing stripped in chains without water to drink in the hot sun of
t he dockyard. "

Lady Ashworth's face showed nothing, but Peggy saw the rage and fear leap up within her. "Wy,
Mz Larner, | do believe you have been doing sone research.”

"The nanes and owners of the slaves are posted for all to see," said Peggy.
"Few of our Northern visitors pry into our donestic affairs by visiting our disciplinary park."

Too late did Peggy realize that the guards at the disciplinary yard-- hardly a "park"-- would
never have let her inside. Not without a letter of introduction. And Lady Ashworth would inquire
who it was who provided a Northern radical |ike Peggy with such an entree. Wen she found that
there was no such letter and Peggy had nade no such visit, she would think-- what? That Peggy was
secretly a torch? Perhaps. But nore likely she would think that one of the househol d Bl acks had
tal ked to Peggy. There would be punishrments for the only two Bl acks that Peggy had had contact
with: Doe and Lion. Peggy |ooked into the futures she had just created and saw Lady Ashworth
heari ng Doe's confession, knowi ng perfectly well that the old woman was lying in order to protect
Li on.

And what woul d Lady Ashworth do? Lion, refusing to confess, would be whipped and, in the futures
in which he survived the whipping, sold west. Doe would be turned out of the house, for even
t hough she had not given Peggy a bit of infornmation, she had proven she was nore loyal to a fellow
Bl ack than to her nmistress. As a free black of advanced age, Doe woul d be reduced to living from
scraps provided by the charity of other slaves, all of whom woul d be opening thenmselves to charges
of stealing fromtheir nmasters for every bit of food they gave to Doe

Time to lie. "Do you think that you're the only... abolitionist... living in Canelot?" said
Peggy. "The difference is that sone of the others are sincere.”

At once Lady Ashworth's heartfire showed different futures. She woul d now be suspici ous of the
other ladies in Lap-Rip. Wi ch of them had exposed Lady Ashworth's hypocrisy by speaking to Peggy,
or witing to her, about the Ashworth slaves now bei ng di sciplined?

"Did you cone to ny house to insult ne?"
"No nmore than | canme to be insulted," said Peggy.

"What did | do to insult you?" said Lady Ashworth. \Wat she did not say, but what Peggy heard
just as clearly as her words, was that it was inpossible for Lady Ashworth to insult Peggy, for
Peggy was nobody.

"You dared to claimthat you share the goal of abolishing slavery wherever you can, when you
know perfectly well that you have no intention of living for even a single day of your life
wi t hout slavery, and that your entire effort is nmerely to pacify Northerners like nme. You are part
of your husband's foreign-relations strategy, and you are as committed to preserving slavery in
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the New Counties as anyone else in the Crown Col onies."

At |last the facade of cheerful ness cracked. "How dare you, you priggish little nobody? Do you
think I don't know your husband is a comon tradesman with the name of Smith? No one ever heard of
your famly, and you cone froma nongrel country that thinks nothing of nixing the races and
treats people of quality as if they were the comon scum of the street."

"At last," said Peggy, "you have consented to deal with ne honestly."
"l don't consent to deal with you at all! Get out of ny house."

Peggy did not budge from her seat. |ndeed, she picked up the pitcher of |enonade and poured
herself a tall glass. "Lady Ashworth, the need for you to create the illusion of gradua
enmanci pati on has not changed. In fact, | think you and I have a lot nmore to tal k about now t hat
we're not lying to each other."

It was anusing to watch Lady Ashworth think through the consequences of throw ng Peggy out-- an
event which woul d undoubtedly get reported all over the north, at least in abolitionist circles.

"What do you want, Mz Larner?" said Lady Ashworth col dly.

"l want," said Peggy, "an audience with the King."

Chapter 3 -- Painted Birds

Jean- Jacques Audubon soon forgot the strangeness of painting froma live bird and concentrated
on colors and shapes. Arthur and Alvin both sat in the grass behind him watching the goose cone
tolife on the paper. To Arthur it was a kind of mracle. A dab here, a dab there, a streak
col ors bl ending sonetines, sharp-edged in other places. And fromthis chaos, a bird.

Fromtinme to tinme the nodel grew weary. Arthur junped up fromthe grass and spoke to the geese,
and soon another took the place of the first, as close a natch as he could find. Jean-Jacques
cursed under his breath. "They are not the sane bird, you know. "

"But they're alive," said Arthur. "Look at the eyes."

Jean- Jacques only grunted. For the bird did | ook alive on the paper. Arthur whispered about it
to Alvin, but Alvin's reply gave himno satisfaction. "How do you know he didn't nake the dead
birds |l ook just as alive in his paintings?"

At last the painting was done. Jean-Jacques busied hinself with putting away his col ors and
brushes, until Arthur called out to him rather angrily. "Look here, M. Audubon!"

Jean- Jacques | ooked up. The goose was still there, not posed anynore, but still on the ground,
gazing intently at Arthur Stuart. "lI'mfinish with the goose, you can let it go." He turned back
to his work.

"No!" Arthur Stuart shout ed.

"Arthur," said Alvin softly,

"He's got to watch," said Arthur.

Si ghi ng, Jean-Jacques | ooked up. "What am | watchi ng?"

The nmonent Audubon's eyes were on him Arthur clapped his hands and the goose ran and clunsily
staggered into the air. But as soon as its wings were pulling against the air, it changed into a
beautiful creature, turning the powerful beats of its wings into soaring flight. The other geese
al so rose. And Jean-Jacques, his weariness slipping fromhim watched themfly over the trees.

"What grace," said Jean-Jacques. "No | ady ever dances with so nuch beauty."
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At that Arthur charged at him furious. "That's right! Themliving birds are prettier than any
of your dammed ol d paintings!"

Al vin caught Arthur by the shoulders, held him sniled wanly at Jean-Jacques. "l'm sorry.
never seen himact so mad."

"Every painting you ever nade killed a bird," said Arthur. "And | don't care how pretty you
paint, it ain't worth stopping the life of any of them"

Jean- Jacques was enbarrassed. "No one say this to ne before. Men shoot their guns all the tine,
birds die every day."

"For meat," said Arthur. "To eat them"™

"Does he believe this?" Jean-Jacques asked Alvin. "Do you think they are hungry and shoot the
birds for food? Maybe they are stuffing it for trophy. Maybe they are shooting for fun, you angry
boy. "

Arthur was unnollified. "So nmaybe they're no better than you. But |'d rather cut off ny hand
than kill a bird just to make a picture of it."

"Al'l these hours you watch nme paint, you adnmire ny painting, no? And now you choose this nonent
and tout coup you are angry?"

"Cause | wanted you to see that bird fly. You painted it but it could still fly!l"

"But that was because of your talking to the bird," said Jean-Jacques. "How can | know such a
boy as you exist? | amoughting to wait for sone boy to come al ong and nake the bird pose? Unti
then | draw trees?"

"Who asked you to paint birds?"
"I's this the question you wanted to ask ne?" said Jean-Jacques.

Arthur stopped short. "No. Yes. The way you stuffed them birds back in the shop, that showed me

you know the birds, you really see them but then how can you kill then? You ain't hungry.”
"I amoften hungry. | amhungry right now But it is not the bird | want to eat. Not goose
today. What beautiful gooses. You love themflying, and | love themflying, but in France nobody

ever sees these birds. Other birds they see, not the birds of Arerica. Scientists wite and talk
about birds but they see only sketches, bad printing of them | am not very good painter of
peopl e. Most of the people | do not like, and this nmakes ny paintings not pretty to them M
peopl e l ook like they are dead-- etouff,-- avec little glass eyes. But birds. | can paint themto
be alive. | can find the colors, | see themthere, and put themon the paper. W print, and now
the scientist know, they open ny book, voil..the Anerican bird they never see. Now they can think
about bird and they see them God lets you to talk to birds, angry boy. He lets ne to paint them
I should throw away this gift of God except today, when you are here to help ne?"

"It ain't your gift when it's the bird as dies for it," said Arthur Stuart.

"Al'l creatures die," said Jean-Jacques. "Birds live the lives of birds. Al the same. It is a

beautiful life, but they live in the shadow of death, afraid, watching, and then, boom The gun
The tal on of the hawk! The paws of the cat. But the bird | kill, | nake it into the picture, it
will live forever."

"Paint on paper ain't a bird," said Arthur Stuart sullenly.

Jean-Jacques's hand fl ashed out and gripped Arthur's arm "Cone here and say that to ny
picture!"™ He forced Arthur to stand over the open sketchbook. "You nmake me | ook at flying gooses.
Now you | ook!"

Art hur | ooked.

"You see this is beautiful," said Jean-Jacques. "And it teaches. Knowing is good. | show this
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bird to the world. In every eye, there is ny bird. My goose is Plato's goose. Perfect goose. True
goose. Real goose."

Alvin chuckled. "W aren't too clear on Plato."

Arthur turned scornfully to Alvin. "Mz Larner taught us all about Plato, |essen you was asl eep
that day."

"Was this the question you had for M. Audubon?" asked Alvin. "Asking why he thinks it's worth
killing birds to paint then? Cause if it was, you sure picked a rude way to ask it."

"I"'msorry," said Arthur Stuart,

"And | think he gave you a fair answer, Arthur Stuart. |If he was shooting birds and selling them
to a poulterer you wouldn't think twice cause it's nature's way, killing and eating. It's al
right to shoot a bird so sone famly can buy the carcass and roast it up and eat it gone. But
iffen you just paint it, that makes hima killer?"

"I know," said Arthur Stuart. "I knowed that right along."
"Then what was all this shouting for?" asked Al vin.

"I don't know," said Arthur. "I don't know why | got so mad."
"I know why," sai d Jean-Jacques.

"You do?" asked Alvin.

"Of course," said Jean-Jacques. "The gooses do not like to die. But they cannot speak. They
cannot, how you say, conplain. So. You are the interpreter for birds."

Arthur Stuart had no answer for this. They walked in silence for a while, as the road | ed them
to the outlying buildings and then quickly into the city, the ground turning into a cobbl ed street
under them

"I think of a question for you, King Arthur," said Jean-Jacques at | ast.
"What ," said Arthur, sounding far from enthusiastic.
"The sound you nake, no goose ever nake this sound. But they understand you."

"Wsh you coul d have heard hi m when he was younger," said Alvin. "He sounded just |ike any bird
you want."

"He lost this when his voice change? Getting | ow?"

"BEarlier," said Alvin. He could not explain how he changed Arthur Stuart's body so that the
Fi nders couldn't claimhim Though Jean-Jacques seenmed a decent enough fellow, it wouldn't be good
to have any witness who could affirmthat Arthur really was the runaway sl ave the Finders had been
| ooki ng for.

"But my question," said Jean-Jacques, "is how you learn this |anguage. You never hear this
| anguage, so howto learn it?"

"I do hear the |anguage," said Arthur. "I'mtalking their |anguage right back to them | just
have a really thick human accent."

At this, Jean-Jacques burst out |aughing, and so did Alvin. "Human accent," Jean-Jacques
repeat ed.

"It ain't like the geese talk in words anyway," said Arthur. "It's nore like, when | talk, |I'm
maki ng the sound that says, H, |I'ma goose, and then the rest of it says things like,
everything' s safe, or, quick let's fly, or, hold still now. Not words. Just... w shes."

"But there was a tine," said Alvin, "when | saw you talking to a redbird and it told you al
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kinds of stuff and it wasn't just wi shes, it was conplicated."

Arthur thought about it. "Ch, that tinme," he finally said. "Well, that's cause that redbird
wasn't talking redbird talk. He was tal king English."

"English!" said Alvin, incredul ous.

"Wth a really thick redbird accent,” said Arthur. And this time all three of them | aughed
t oget her.

* % %

As they neared M stress Louder's boardi nghouse, they could see a burly man boundi ng out into the
street, then returning i medi ately through the garden gate. "Is that a man or a big rubber ball?"
asked Jean-Jacques.

"It's M. Fink," said Arthur Stuart. "I think he's watching for us."

"Or is it Gargantua?" asked Jean-Jacques.

"More like Pantagruel ,"” said Arthur Stuart.

Jean- Jacques stopped cold. Alvin and Arthur turned to look at him "Wat's wong?" asked Al vin.
"The boy knows Rabel ai s?" asked Jean-Jacques.

"Who' s that?" asked Alvin.

"Alvin was asleep that day, too," said Arthur Stuart.

Jean- Jacques | ooked back and forth between them "You and you have attend to school together?"

Al vin knew what Audubon mnust be thinking-- that Alvin nmust be a dunce to have gone to school at
the sane time as a child. "W had the sane teacher,” said Alvin.

"And she taught us in the same roomat the sane tinme," said Arthur Stuart.
"Only we didn't always get the sane |lesson," said Al vin.
"Yeah, | got Rabelais and Plato," said Arthur Stuart, "and Alvin married the school teacher."

Jean- Jacques | aughed out loud. "That is so pleasant! Your wife is a schoolteacher but this
aveboy is the top student!"”

s
"Reckon so, except one thing," said Alvin. "The boy is free."
"Ch yes, I'msorry. | nmean to say, this Black boy."

"Hal f-Bl ack," Arthur Stuart corrected him

"Whi ch nake you hal f-Wite," said Jean-Jacques. "But when | look at you, | see only the Bl ack
half. Is this not curious?"

"When Bl ack folks look at nme," said Arthur Stuart, "they see only the Wiite half."
"But the secret about you," said Jean-Jacques, "is that deep in your heart, you know Rabel ai s!"
"What does that have to do with Black and Wite?" asked Al vin.

"It have to do that all this Black and White just make this boy |augh inside. Wen you are
| aughi ng deep down where no one el se can see, Rabelais is there. Yes, Arthur Stuart?"

"Rabel ais,"” said Alvin. "Was that the book about the big huge fat guy?"

"So you did read it?"
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"No," said Alvin. "I got enbarrassed and gave it back to Mz Larner. Margaret, | nean. You can't
talk about things like that with a |ady!"

"Ah," said Jean-Jacques. "Your schoolteacher began as Mz Larner, but now she is Margaret. Next
you will call her 'mama,' n'est-ce pas?”

Alvin got a little tight-lipped at that. "Maybe you French folks like to read nasty books and
all, but in Arerica you don't go tal king about a man's w fe havi ng babies."

"Ch, you plan to get them sonme ot her way?" Jean-Jacques | aughed again. "Look, Pantagruel has
seen us! He is coming to crush us!"

M ke Fink strode angrily toward them "You know what dam tinme it is!" he called out.
Peopl e nearby | ooked at himand gl ared.

"Wat ch your | anguage,"” Alvin said. "You want to get fined?"
"I wanted to get to Trenton before nightfall," said M ke.
"How, you got a train ticket?" asked Alvin.

"Cood afternoon, Pantagruel. | am Jean-Jacques Audubon."

"I's he tal king English?" asked M ke.

"M ke, this is John Janmes Audubon, a Frenchman who paints birds. Jean-Jacques, this is MKke
Fi nk. "

"That's right, I"'mMke Fink! I'mhalf bear and half alligator, and ny grandma on ny nother's
side was a tornado. When | clap ny hands it scares lightning out of a clear sky. And if | want a
bird painted, 1'll pee straight up and turn the whole flock yellow"

"I tremble in nmy boots to know you are such a dangerous fellow " said Jean-Jacques. "I am sure

that when you say these things to ladies, their skirts fly up and they fall over on their backs."

M ke | ooked at himfor a noment in silence. "If he's naking fun of me, Alvin, | got to kil
him™"

"No, he was saying he thinks you nake a fine speech,” said Alvin. "Cone on, Mke, it's ne you're
mad at. I'msorry | didn't get back. | found Arthur Stuart pretty quick, but then we had to stay
and hel p M. Audubon paint a goose."

"What for?" asked Mke. "Was the old colors peeling off?"
"No no," said Jean-Jacques. "I paint on paper. | make a picture of a goose."

Before Alvin could explain that the forner river rat was making a joke, Mke said, "Thanks for
clearing that up for ne, you half-witted tick-Iicking donkey-faced baboon."

"Every tine you talk | hear how rmuch of English | have yet to learn," said Jean-Jacques.

"It wasn't M. Audubon's fault, Mke. It was Arthur Stuart who nmade us stay while he tal ked a
goose into holding still. So M. Audubon could paint a picture without having to kill the bird and
stuff it first.'

"Well that's fine with ne," said Mke. "I"'mnot all that nad about it."
"You get nore mad that this?" asked Jean-Jacques.
"None of you ain't seen nme nad," said M ke.

"1 have," said Alvin.
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"Well, nmaybe a little bit nad," said Mke. "Wen you broke ny leg."

Jean- Jacques | ooked at Alvin, seeing himin a newlight, if he could break the | eg of a man who
did indeed seemto be half bear

"It's Verily who's about ready to explode," said M ke.
"Verily?" asked Alvin, surprised. Verily Cooper hardly ever showed his tenper

"Yeah, he drummed his fingers on the table at |unch and on the porch he snatched a fly right out
of the air and threw it at the house so hard it broke a wi ndow. "

"He di d?" asked Arthur Stuart, in awe.
"l said so, didn't |?" said Mke Fink
"Ch, yeah, | forgot who was tal king," said Arthur

"Arthur and M. Audubon are hungry and thirsty," said Alvin. "You think you can take themin and
see if Mstress Louder can get thema slab of bread and sone water, at |east?"

"Wat er ?" said Audubon with a painted expression. "Do you Americans not understand that water can
meke you sick? Wne is healthy. Beer is good for you as long as you don't m nd naking urine al
the tine. But water-- you will get, what you call it, the piles."

"I been drinking water all my life," said Alvin, "and | don't get no piles."
"But this nean you are, how you say..." Then he rattled off a stream of French
"Used to it," said Arthur, translating.

"Yes! Yoost a twit!"

"Used. To. It," Arthur repeated hel pfully.

"English is the stupidest |anguage on Earth. Except for German, and it is not a |language, it is
a head cold."

"You speak French?" Alvin asked Arthur Stuart.

"No," said Arthur, as if it were the stupidest idea in the world.
"Well, you understood M. Audubon.”

"l guessed," said Arthur. "I don't even talk English all that good."

Ri ght, thought Alvin. You can talk English any way you want to. You just like to break the rules
and sound like this is your first day out of a deep-woods cabin.

"Cone on in and get sonething to eat,"” said Mke. "And if you won't drink water, M. Odd Bone--"
" Audubon, " Jean-Jacques corrected him

"I hope hard cider will do the trick, cause | don't reckon M stress Louder has anyt hing
stronger."

"Can | have sonme hard cider?" asked Arthur Stuart.
"No, but you can have a cookie," said Al vin.

"Hurrah!"

"If she offers you one,"” said Alvin. "And no hinting."

"M stress Louder always knows what a fellow s hungry for," said Arthur Stuart. "It's her knack."
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Jean- Jacques | aughed. "The food | am hungry for has never been served in this whole continent!"”
"What do you nean?" said Mke Fink. "W got frogs and snails here."
"But you have no garlic."

"We got onions so strong they make you fart blue,” said Mke. "And | tasted a Red man's
peppercorn one tine that made ne think I was a fish and | woke up in the river."

"The food of France does nothing so wonderful. It taste so good that every day God send a saint
down to Paris to bring himhis dinner, but what does he know?"

They continued the braggi ng contest into the kitchen. But Alvin stopped off in the small parlor,
where Verily sat confortably with a book on his I ap. He glanced at Alvin and then back down at the
book.

"Ch, you're back," said Verily. "I assunmed you had been killed and Arthur sold into slavery." He
turned a page. "Next tine, perhaps."” He said it with no expression at all. Mke was right. Alvin
had never seen Verily Cooper so nad.

"I"msorry," Alvin said.

"Al'l right then," said Verily, setting down the book and rising to his feet. "Let's go." Verily
wal ked toward the door.

"This late in the afternoon?" asked Al vin as he passed.

Verily stopped and | ooked at Alvin in feigned surprise. "Afternoon? So late? | had no idea."

"I said I'msorry," said Al vin.

"I"'mnot |ike Peggy," said Verily. "I can't see your heartfire off in the distance and assure
mysel f that everything's all right. | just sit here waiting."

"l can't believe this," said Alvin. "You sound like a wfe."

"I sound angry," said Verily. "I think it's interesting that in your nmnd this translates as
"sounding like a wife.""

"Now you sound like a |lawer," said Al vin.

"But you still sound Iike someone who thinks his life is so much nore inportant than anyone
el se's that he can worry and inconveni ence other people and all will be rmade right if he just says
"I"'msorry.""

Alvin was stunned. "How can you say that? You know that's not how | feel."
"That's not what you say. But it's how you act."

"Sure, yes, maybe | do act like that. I'mon this journey trying to find out what this knack |
have is for. | was told once that |I'm supposed to build a Crystal Cty only I don't know what it
is or howit's made. So I'mflailing around, changing ny mind fromday to day and week to week
because | don't even know where to begin. Sonme Tennizy town calling itself Crystal Cty? O maybe
New Engl and, because one of the wi sest people | knowtells nme that's where I'lIl learn how to
create a city?"

"This is not about whether or not you follow ny suggestion," said Verily.

"I know what it's about,"” said Alvin. "Your knack is as remarkable as mne. On top of that
you're an educated man. So why are you wandering all over America, followi ng a half-educated
journeyman bl acksnmith who doesn't know where he's goi ng?"

"That is precisely the question |'ve spent this whole day asking."
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"Well, answer it," said Alvin. "Because if you want to be the center of your own life, then get
on with it. Go away. The longer you follow ne around the nobre you're going to get caught up in ny
life, and pretty soon all you'll be is the fell ow who hel ped Alvin Snmith build hima Crystal
Cty."

"That's if you succeed in building it."

"Now we're to it, ain't we, Very?" said Alvin. "It's worth it to tag along with ne iffen | end
up building the damm city. But what if | never figure it out? Then what's your |ife about?"

Verily turned his back on Alvin, but he didn't |eave the room He wal ked to the wi ndow. "Now
see," he said.

"See what ?"

"I sat here getting angrier and angrier, and | thought it was because you were del ayi ng our
journey and hadn't sent word, and | talked nyself into resenting the high-handed way you nake
deci sions, but that was nonsense, because |'mfree to leave any tinme. I'"'mwith you by ny own
choi ce, and that includes being patient while you figure things out. So why was | angry?"

"Being angry isn't always for a reason that makes sense.”

"Do you i magi ne you have to tell a lawer that?" Verily laughed grimy. "I see now that | was
really angry because I'mnot in control of ny owmn life. |'ve handed it over to you."

“"Not to ne," said Alvin.
"You're the one leading this expedition."

"You think just because you're not in charge of your own life right now, |I rmust be in charge?"
Alvin sat down on the floor and | eaned against the wall. "I didn't give nyself this knack.
didn't set the Unmaker to trying to kill me a dozen tines over while | was growing up. | didn't
cause nyself to be born where this torch girl could see ny future and use ny birth caul to save ny
life every one of those tinmes. | didn't choose to get all caught up with Tenskwa- Tawa, either-- |
was ki dnapped by a bunch of Reds as was in cahoots with Harrison. And when | do nmake a choice it's
liable to blowup in ny face. | figured out how to save Arthur fromthe Finders but what did it
cost hinP? He can't do the voices anynore, not even the true voices of the birds. 1'd give anything
to put himback to rights, the way he was. And this golden plow, this living plow |l found in the
fire, that was the worst m stake of all, cause | don't know howto use it or what it's for. But I
feel like it's got to nake sense. There's got to be sone purpose behind it. Sone plan. Only |
can't see what it's supposed to be. Not the future, not the present, not the past. And Margaret's
no hel p neither, cause she sees too many futures and all she cares about is whether |'m dead, as
if there's sone future in which I don't die. Verily, you feel like you' re getting | ed around on a
string, but at |east you can look at the other end of the string and see who's holding it."

"You," said Verily.

"And you can take it back if you want. You can go your own way. But nme, Verily, who's hol ding ny
string? And how can | get away?"

Verily sank to his knees in front of Alvin and put his hands on Alvin's shoul ders, then pulled
himinto an enbrace. "You need a friend, and |I'm nothing but a nag, Alvin."

"You're the friend | need, Verily, as long as you want to be," said Alvin.

They hel d each other for a long nonent, both of themrejoicing in the closeness, and both
relieved that they hadn't lost it in the flaring of tenpers of two strong-wlled nen.

"So we stay anot her night?" asked Verily.

"If Mstress Louder hasn't changed the sheets," said Al vin.

"She hasn't," said Verily. "She said she wouldn't till she saw you ride off."
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"So she knew | wouldn't get away today?"

"She wi shed," said Verily. "You know she's set her cap for you."

"Don't be silly. She's twenty years older than ne at least, and |'"ma married man."
"Cupid shoots his arrows where they'll cause the nost mschief," said Verily.

"She nothers me," said Alvin. "That's all it is."”

"To you it feels like nothering," said Verily, "but to her it feels Iike wifing."

"Then let's get out of here tonight."

"The harm s already done," said Verily, "and she's not going to do anything about it, so why not
stay tonight in a famliar bed?"

"And eat familiar food," said Alvin.

"Which | smell right now " said Verily.

"I't's not even suppertine," said Alvin.

"How often a wonan's | ove comes out as cookies."

"One nore night in Mstress Louder's house," said Alvin.

"You' Il always cone back here when you're in Philadel phia," said Verily.
"Way, you think | can't turn away froma good neal and a soft bed?"

"I think you can't bear the thought of breaking her heart."

"l thought | was blind to other people' s needs and desires."

Verily grinned. "I believe that the person who said that was in a bit of a snit. A rationa
person woul d never speak of you that way."

"So we | eave for New England in the norning?" said Alvin

"Unl ess Arthur Stuart has another errand for us."

"And Verily Cooper, attorney-at-law, conmes along with us?"

"You never know when you mnight need sonmeone to talk you out of jail."

"No nore jails for me," said Alvin. "Next time sonebody |ocks ne up, |I'Il be out before they

turn around."

"Don't you think it's ironic that you have no idea what you're supposed to do," said Verily,
"and yet so many peopl e have gone to so nuch trouble to prevent you fromdoing it?"

"Maybe they just don't like ny face."

"I can appreciate the sentinment," said Verily, "but | think it's nore likely that they fear your
power. Once you nade that plow, once you set Arthur Stuart free, it becanme known that such a nan
as you existed. And evil people naturally assune that you will use that power exactly as they
woul d use it."

"And how is that?"

"The greedy anmpong them think of gold. Wat vault could keep you out? Since the only thing that
keeps themfromstealing is that they can't get into the vaults, they can't believe you won't use
the power that way. By the same reasoning, the nore anbitious of your enemes will inmagine you
have designs on public power and prestige, and they will try to discredit you in advance by
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tarring you wi th whatever charge they think m ght be believed. The nere fact that you've been
tried taints you, even though you were acquitted."”

"So you're saying they don't have any nore idea what |'m spose to do than | have."
"I"msaying that your chances of never getting |ocked up again are renote."

"And so that's why you're coming along."

"You can't build your Crystal City frominside a jail, Alvin."

"Verily Cooper, if you think I"'mgoing to believe that's why you' re comng with nme, think again
my friend."

n G.]?n

"You're coning al ong because this is the npbst exciting thing going on and you don't want to m ss
any of it."

"Exciting? Sitting here all day in the heat while you watch a Frenchman pai nt ?"

"That's what made you nmad," said Alvin. "You wanted to be there yourself to see Arthur talk them

birds into posing."

Verily grinned. "Mist have been a sight to see.”

"For the first couple of minutes, maybe." Al vin yawned.

"Ch, that's right, your life is so boring," said Verily.

"No, | was just thinking that you would have gotten a | ot bigger kick out of the way we broke
into the taxidernmi st's shop and set free a bird that wasn't quite dead."

Verily paced around the room orating. "That's it! R ght there! This is intolerable! This is
what makes ne so angry! Leaving nme out of everything fun! This is why you are the nost irritating
friend a man coul d have!™"

"But Verily, | didn't know when | |eft the house that anything |ike that was going to happen."

"That's exactly my point," said Verily. "You don't know what's going to happen, and given what's
happened to you your whole life, it is unreasonable-- indeed it is unconscionable-- for you to
presune that any task you set out on will proceed w thout dangerous and fascinati ng consequences!"”

"So what's your sol ution?"

Verily knelt before himand rested his hands on Alvin's knees. Nose to nose he said, "Al ways
take ne with you, dammit!"

"Even when | have to whip it out and pee into a bush?"

"If I allow any exceptions, then sure as you're born, there'll be a tal king badger in the bush
who'll clanp his jaws on your pisser and won't let go till you give himthe secret of the
uni verse. "

"Well, hell, Verily, if that ever happens I'Il just have to pee sitting down for the rest of ny

life, cause | don't know the secret of the universe."
"And that's why you' ve got to keep me with you."
"Wiy, do you know the secret?"

"No, but | can strangle the badger till he lets you go.

"Badgers got powerful claws, Verily. Your legs'd be in shreds in ten seconds, you are such a
greenhorn. "
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"There is no badger, Alvin! This was a hypothetical situation, deliberately exaggerated for
rhetorical effect.”

"You're spitting right in ny face, Very."

"I amwith you through it all, Alvin. That's what |'m saying."

"I know, Verily Cooper. |I'mcounting on you."

Chapter 4 -- Stirred-Up

In the cheap boardi nghouse where Cal vin and Honor, were staying, the kitchen was in the back
garden. This was fine with them Arriving home froma night of carousing, they wanted sonmething to
eat but didn't want to call the landlady's attention to their late arrival. This was Canel ot,
after all, in which nmen were expected to drink, but only with absolute decorum and never in a way
that woul d di scormpde polite | adies.

Most of the food was in the | ocked pantry inside the house, on the ground floor where the sl aves
lived. No need to wake them up. The kitchen shed had a little food in it. There was a pot of cheap
cooki ng nol asses, sone rancid butter, and | eftover chickpeas stuck to the pot they had been cooked
in. Honor, de Bal zac | ooked at the mess with distaste. But Calvin just grinned at him

"You're too finicky, Mnsieur Haute Soci,t,," said Calvin. "This is all we need for a good batch
of stirred-up."

"Awrd that | thank God | amnot famliar with.'

"It's called stirred-up because you stir it up." In nmonents Calvin had the stove hot and rancid
butter nelting in the frying pan. He ladled in sone nolasses and scraped chi ckpeas out of the pot,
adding themto the ness. Then he stiffed.

"See?" he said. "lI'mstirring."

"You are stirring side-to-side," said Honor,. "And the mixture is going steadily down in
quality. The one thing you are not doing is stirring up."

"Ain't English funny?" said Calvin.
"The | onger | know you, the less sure | amthat what you speak is English."

"Well, hell, that's the glory of English. You can speak it ten thousand different ways, and it's
still OK ™"

"That barbarous expression! '0.K ' Wat does this nmean?"

"d1l Korrect," said Calvin. "Mking fun of people who care too much about how words get wit
down. "

"Now, writing down, that nmakes sense. The ink flows down. The pen points down. Your hideous
m xture should be called 'stirred-down."'"

The butter-and-nol asses ness was bubbling now "Nice and hot," said Calvin. "Want sone?"
"Only to ward off inmnent death.™

"This cures not just hunger but the French di sease and cholera too, not to nmention nmaki ng nad
dogs whi mper and run away."

"In France we call it the English disease."

"That bunch of Puritans? How could they catch a di sease of coition?"
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"They may be pure in doctrine, but they hunmp like bunnies,"” said Honor,. "Nine children to a
famly, or it's a sign God hates them"

"I"'ma-feared | done taught you to tal k substandard English, ny friend." Calvin tasted the
stirred-up. It was good. The chickpeas were a little hard, and Calvin suspected that in the
dar kness he had inadvertently added sonme fresh insect flesh to the mx, but he'd had enough to
drink that he cared | ess than he might have sober. "Polite people don't say 'hunp.'"

"1 thought that was a euphenmism?”

"But it's a coarse one. W're supposed to get into fine hones here, but we'll never do it if you
talk like that." Calvin proffered the spoon.

Honor, wi nced at the snell, then tasted it. It burned his tongue. Panting, he fanned his open
nout h.

"Careful ," said Calvin. "It's hot."
"Thank God the Inquisition didn't know about you," said Honor,
"Tastes good, though, don't it?"

Honor, crunched up sone chickpeas in his nouth. Sweet and buttery. "In a crude, primtive,
savage way, yes."

"Crude, prinmtive, and savage are the best features of America," said Calvin.
"Sadly so," said Honor,. "Unlike Rousseau, | do not find savages to be noble."

"But they hunp like bunnies!" said Calvin. In his drunken state, this was indescribably funny.
He | aughed until he wheezed. Then he puked into the pan of stirred-up

"Is this part of the recipe?" asked Honor,. "The pi,ce de r, sistance?"

"It wasn't the stirred-up nade me splash,"” said Calvin. "It was that vinegar you made us drink."
"I promise you it was the best wine in the house."

"That's cause fellows don't go there for wine. Corn |likker is nore what they specialize in."

"I would rather regurgitate than let the corn al cohol nake ne blind," said Honor,. "Those seem
to have been the two choices."

"I't was the only sal oon open on the waterfront."
"The only one that hadn't already thrown us out, you nean."
"Are you getting fussy now? | thought you liked adventure."

"I do. But | believe |I have now gathered all the material | need about the | owest dregs of
Anerican society."

"Then go hone, you frog-eating stunp-licker."
"Stunp-1licker?" asked Honor,

"What about it?"

"You are very, very drunk."

"At least ny coat isn't on fire."

Honor, slowy | ooked down at his coattail, which was indeed snoldering at the edge of the stove
fire. He carefully lifted the fabric for closer inspection. "I don't think this can be |aundered
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out .

"Wait till 1I'mawake," said Calvin. "I can fix it." He giggled. "I'ma Mker."
"If I throwup, will | feel as good as you?"
"I feel like hanmered horse pucky," said Calvin.

"That is exactly the inproverment | want." Honor, retched, but he nissed the pan. His vonit

sizzled on the stovetop
"Behol d the man of education and refinenent,"” said Honor, .
"That's kind of an unattractive smell," said Calvin.
"I need to go to bed," said Honor,. "I don't feel well."

They made it to the bushes along the garden wall before they realized that they weren't heading
for the house. G ggling, they collapsed under the greenery and in nonents they were both asleep

* k k

The sun was shining brightly and Calvin was a nass of sweat when he finally cane to. He could
feel bugs crawing on himand his first inmpulse was to leap to his feet and brush them off. But
his body did not respond at all. He just lay there. He couldn't even open his eyes.

A faint breeze stirred the air. The bugs noved again on his face. Ch. Not bugs at all. Leaves.
He was lying in shrubbery.

"Sonetines | just wish we could build a wall around the Crown Col onies and keep all those
meddl esone foreigners out."

A woman's voi ce. Footsteps on the brick sidewalk.

"Did you hear that the Queen is going to grant an audi ence to that busybody bl uestocki ng
abolitioni st schoolteacher?"

"No, that's too nuch to believe."

"I agree, but with Lady Ashworth as her sponsor--"

"Lady Ashworth!"

The | adi es stopped their anbulation only a few steps away fromwhere Calvin |ay.
"To think that Lady Ashworth won't even invite you to her soirees--"

"I beg your pardon, but | have declined her invitations."

"And yet she'll present this Peggy person--"

"I thought her name was Margaret--"

"But her people call her Peggy, as if she were a horse."

"And where is her husband? If she has one."

"Ch, she has one. Tried and acquitted of slave-stealing, but we all know a slavehol der can't get
justice in those abolitionist courts.”

"How do you find out these things?"
"Do you think the King's agents don't investigate foreigners who cone here to stir up trouble?”

"Instead of investigating, why don't they just keep them out?"
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n d]! n

The excl amation of surprise told Calvin that he had just been spotted. Even though sonme contro
was returning, he decided that keeping his eyes closed and Iying very still was the better part of
val or. Besides, with his face covered by | eaves, he would not be recognizable later; if he noved,
they m ght see his face.

"My | aws, this boardi nghouse should be closed down. It brings entirely the wong elenent into a
respectabl e part of town."

"Look. He has fouled his trousers."

"This is intolerable. 1'mgoing to have to conplain to the nagistrate."
"How can you?"

"How can | not ?"

"But your testinony before the court-- how could you possibly describe this wetched man's
condition, while remaining a | ady?"

"Dear nme."
"No, we sinply did not see him"
n d.]! n

The second exclamation told Calvin that they had found Honor, de Balzac. It was conforting to
know he was not alone in his humliation

"Wrse and worse."
"Clearly he is no gentlenman. But to be out-of-doors wthout trousers at all!"
"Can you... can you see his...'

Calvin felt that this had gone far enough. Wthout opening his eyes, he spoke in a thick Spanish
accent, imtating the slavers he had heard on the docks. "Seworitas, this tiny Wiite man is
not hi ng conpared to the naked Bl ack men in ny warehouse on the Spanish dock!"

Shrieking softly, the |adies bustled away. Calvin lay there shaking with silent |aughter

Honor,'s voice energed fromthe bushes not far away. "Shame on you. A witer of novels has a
brilliant chance to hear the way wonmen really talk to each other, and you scare them away."

Calvin didn't care. Honor, could pretend to be a witer, but Calvin didn't believe he would ever
wite anything. "How did you | ose your pants?"

"I took them off when | got up to void nmy bladder, and then | couldn't find them"
"Were we drunk | ast night?"

"l hope so," said Honor,. "It is the only honorable way | can think of for us to end up sl eeping
t oget her under a hedge."

By now they had both rolled out fromunder the bushes. Squinting, Honor, was staggering here and
there, searching for his trousers. He paused to | ook Calvin up and down. "I nay be a little bit
nude, but at least | did not wet ny trousers."

Calvin found them hanging on the hedge, wet and stained. Calvin pointed and | aughed. "You took
them of f and then you peed on them"

Honor, | ooked at his trousers mournfully. "It was dark."
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Hol ding his dirty laundry in front of him Honor, followed Calvin toward the house. As they
passed the kitchen shed, they caught a glare fromthe tiny old Bl ack wonan who supervised the
cooking. But that was as nuch of a rebuke as they would ever hear froma slave. They went in
t hrough the ground floor, where Honor, handed his wet trousers to the laundress. "I'll need these
toni ght before dinner," he said.

Keepi ng her head averted, the slave wonman nurrured her assent and started to nove away.
"Wait!" cried Honor,. "Calvin's got sone just as bad off as nine."

"She can cone up and get themlater," said Calvin.

"Take them of f now," said Honor,. "She will not |ook at your hairy white legs."

Cal vin turned his back, stripped off his pants, and handed themto her. She scurried away.

"You are so silly to be shy," said Honor,. "It does not matter what servants see. It is |like
bei ng naked in front of trees or cats."

"I just don't like going up to our roomw thout trousers."

"In trousers wet with urine, you will be disgusting. But if we are both naked, everyone wl|
pretend not to have seen us. W are invisible."

"Does that nean you plan to use the front stairs?"

"Of course not," said Honor,. "And | nust lead the way, for if | have to clinb three flights of
stairs looking at your buttocks | will lose the ability to wite of beauty for at |east a nonth."

"Way do you think the cook glared at us?" asked Cal vin.

"I have no idea, ny friend," said Honor,. "But does she need a reason? O course all the Bl ack
people in this place hate all the Wite people."

"But usually they don't showit," said Calvin.

"Usually the Wiite men wear trousers,” said Honor,. "I amquite certain that the slaves all knew
we were asl eep under the hedge | ong before we woke up. But they did not cover us or waken us--
that is how they show their hatred. By not doing things that no one conmanded themto do."

Cal vi n chuckl ed.
"Tell me what's funny?" Honor, denmanded.
"l was just thinking-- nmaybe it wasn't you what peed on your trousers."”

Honor, pondered this for a few nonents. "For that nmatter, ny friend, maybe it wasn't you who
peed on yours."

Cal vin groaned. "You are an evil man, Honor,, with an evil imagination."
"It is ny knack."

Not till they got to their roomand were changi ng clothes had Calvin's head cl eared enough for
himto realize the significance of what the | adies were tal king about by the hedge. "A
school teacher abolitionist naned Peggy? That's got to be Mz Larner, the schoolteacher Alvin
married. "

"Ch, my poor Calvin. You went three days w thout mentioning your brother, and now you have
rel apsed.”

"l been thinking about himever since we got that letter fromMther telling about the weddi ng
and how the curse was lifted and all. | wonder if he plans on having seven sons." Calvin cackl ed
with laughter.
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"I'f he has such a plan we nmust find himand stop him" said Honor,. "Two Makers is nore than the
worl d needs already. We have no need for three.”

"What |'mthinking is we ought to | ook up this bluestocking abolitionist Peggy and make her
acquai nt ance. "

"Cal vin, what kind of trouble are you planning to make?"
"No trouble at all,"” said Calvin, annoyed. "Wy do you think | want to cause troubl e?"
"Because you are awake."

"She's going to have an audience with the Queen. Maybe we can slip in with her. Meet sone
royalty."

"Why will she help you? If she is married to Alvin, she nmust know your reputation.”

"What reputation?" Calvin didn't like the direction Honor,'s comrents were tending. "Wat do you
know about my reputation? | don't even have a reputation.”

"I have been with you continuously for nonths, ny friend. It is inpossible you do not have a
reputation with your fanily and your neighbors. This is the reputation that your brother's wife
woul d know. "

"My reputation is that | was a cute little kid when anybody bothered to notice that | existed."

"Ch no, Calvin. | amquite sure your reputation is that you are envious, spiteful, prone to
out bursts of rage, and incapable of admtting an error. Your fam |y and nei ghbors could not have
nm ssed these traits."

After all these nonths, to discover that Honor, had such an opinion of hi mwas unbearable.
Calvin felt fury rise up inside him and he would have | ashed out at Honor, had the little
Frenchman not | ooked so utterly cheerful and open-faced. WAs it possible he had not neant to
of fend?

"You see what | mean?" said Honor,. "You are angry even now, and you resent nme. But why? | nean
no harm by these observations. | ama novelist. | study life. You are alive, so | study you. |
find you endlessly fascinating. A man with both the anbition and the ability to be great, who is
so little in control of his inpulses that he pisses away his greatness. You are a tiger studying
to be a mouse. This is how the world is kept safe fromyou. This is why you will never be a
Napol eon. "

Calvin roared in fury, but could not bring hinself to strike Honor, hinself, who was, after all
the only friend he had ever had. So he snmashed the flat of his hand against the wall.

"But | ook," said Honor,. "It is the wall you hit, and not ny face. So | was not entirely right.
You do have sone self-control. You are able to respect another nman's opinion."

"l amnot a nouse," said Calvin.

"No no, you did not understand. | said you are studying to be a nouse, not that you have passed
your exam nations and are now |living on cheese. Wen | hear you go, squeak squeak squeak, | think
VWhat an odd noise to conme froma tiger. | have known few tigers in ny life. Many mce, but few
tigers. So you are precious to ne, ny friend. | amsad to hear this squeaking. And your sister-in-

law, | think all she knows of you is the squeak, that is what | was saying before. That is why |
doubt that she will be glad to see you."

"l can roar if | need to," said Calvin.

"Look at how angry you are. What would you do, hit ne? That, ny dear friend, would be a squeak."
Honor, | ooked at his own naked body. "I amfilthy like a wallowing pig. | will order up a bath.
You may use the water when |'m done."

Calvin did not answer. Instead he sent his doodl ebug over the surface of his own body, ejecting
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all the dirt and grine, the dried-on urine and sweat, the dust and ashes in his hair. It took only
monents, for once he had shown his doodl ebug what to do, it could finish on its own w thout his
directing it, just as his hand could keep sawi ng without himthinking of the saw, or his fingers
tie a knot without himeven |ooking at the string.

Honor,'s eyes grew wi de. "Wy have you nade your underwear di sappear?"

Only then did Calvin realize that every foreign object had been pulverized and ejected fromhis
body. "Who cares? |'mcleaner right now than you'll ever be."

"Whil e you are using your powers to beautify yourself, why not change your odor? To a flower,
perhaps. Not a nasturtium- those already snell |ike unwashed feet. What about a lilac? O a
rose?"

"Way don't | change your nose to a cauliflower? Oops, too |ate, sonmeone already did."

"Aha, you are insulting me with cabbages."” Honor, pulled the string that would ring a bell in
the servants' quarters.

Calvin pulled on sonme clean clothes-- cleanish, anyway-- and was just |eaving the roomwhen a
slave arrived in response to Honor,'s Sunmons. Honor, was buck naked now, w thout even shirttails
to conceal nature's nodest endownent, but he seened utterly unaware; and, for that matter, the
sl ave m ght not have seen him for her gaze never seened to | eave the floor. Honor, was stil
speci fying exactly how many kettles of hot water he wanted in his tub when Calvin started down the
stairs and could hear the Frenchnan's voice no nore.

* % %

Lady Ashworth's door was opened by a wiry old slave in close-fitting livery. "Howdy," said
Calvin. "I heard tell that ny sister-in-law Peggy Smith was visiting here and--"

The sl ave wal ked away and | eft himstanding at the door. But the door was still open, so Calvin
stepped inside onto the porch. By habit he sent his doodl ebug through the house. He could see from
the heartfires where everybody was; unlike Peggy, though, he couldn't see a thing in the
heartfires, and couldn't recognize anyone in particular. Al he knew was a |living soul was there,
and by the brightness of it, whether it was human or not.

He coul d guess, though. The heartfire moving slowy up the back stairs nmust be the slave who had
opened the door for him The heartfire on the porch above Calvin, toward which the slave was
movi ng, had to be Lady Ashworth. O Lord Ashworth, perhaps-- but no, he was likely to be as cl ose
as possible to the King.

He set his doodl ebug into the floor of the upstairs porch, feeling the vibration caused by their
talking. Wth a little concentration, it turned into sound. The slave sure didn't say nuch.
"CGentl enran at the door."

"I'"mexpecting no callers.”

"Say he sister be Peggy Smith."

"l don't know anyone by such a... oh, perhaps Margaret Larner-- but she isn't here. Tell himshe
isn't here."

The slave i medi ately wal ked away from Lady Ashworth. Stupid worman, thought Calvin. | never
t hought she'd be here, | need to know where she is. Don't they teach common civility to folks in

Canel ot? O maybe she's so high up in the King's court that she didn't need to show decent nanners
to comon fol k.

Wel I, thought Calvin, let's see what your manners turn into when |I'mthrough with you

He could see the slave's slownoving heartfire on the back stairs. Calvin wal ked into the house
and found the front stairs, then bounded lightly up to the next floor. The fanmly entertained on
this level and the large ballroomhad three | arge French doors opening onto the gallery, where
Lady Ashworth was studying a plant, pruning shears in hand.
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"That plant needs no pruning," said Calvin, putting on the sophisticated English voice he had
| earned in London.

Lady Ashworth turned toward himin shock. "I beg your pardon. You were not admtted here."

"The doors were open. | heard you tell your servant to send nme away. But | could not bear to
| eave without having seen a |ady of such | egendary grace and beauty."

"Your conplinments disgust nme," she said, her cavalier drawl |engthening with the fervor of her
opi nion. "I have no patience with dandies, and as for trespassers, | generally have themkilled."

"There's no need to have ne killed. Your contenptuous gaze has al ready stopped ny heart from
beating."

"Ch, | see, you're not flattering ne, you're nocking me. Don't you know this house is full of
servants? |I'll have you thrown out."

"Bl acks |l ay hands on a Wite nan?"
"We al ways use our servants to take out the trash."”

The banter was not engagi ng even a tiny fraction of Calvin's attention. Instead he was using his
doodl ebug to expl ore Lady Ashworth's body. In his peregrinations with Honor, de Bal zac, Calvin had
wat ched the Frenchman seduce several dozen wormen of every social class, and because Calvin was a
scientist at heart, he had used his doodl ebug to note the changes in a wonan's body as her | ust
was aroused. There were tiny organs where certain juices were nmade and rel eased into the blood. It
was hard to find them but once found, they could easily be stinmulated. In nonments, Calvin had
three different glands secreting rather strong doses of the juices of desire, and nowit was his
eyes, not just his doodl ebug, that could see the transformation in Lady Ashworth. Her eyes grew
heavy-1i dded, her manner nore al oof, her voice huskier. "Conpared to your grace and beauty | am
trash and nothing nore," Calvin said. "But | amyour trash, ny lady, to do with as you will.
Discard ne and | will cease to exist. Save nme and | will becone whatever you want nme to be. A
jewel to wear upon your bosom A fan behind which your beauty may continue unobserved. O perhaps
the gl ove in which your hand may stay clean and warm"

"Who woul d ever have guessed that such talk could come froma frontier boy from Whbbish," she
sai d, suppressing a snile.

"What matters isn't where a man is from but where he's going. | think that all nmy life was
leading to this nonent. To this hot day in Canelot, this porch, this jungle of living plants, this
magni fi cent Eve who is tending the garden.”

She | ooked down at her pruning shears. "But you said | shouldn't cut this plant."”

"I't would be heartless,” said Calvin. "It reaches up, not to the sun, but to you. Do not despise
what grows for love of you, ny lady."

She bl ushed and breathed nore rapidly. "The things you say."

"l cane in search of ny brother's wife, because | heard she had visited here," said Calvin. "I
could have left a card with your servant to acconplish that."

"l suppose you could."

"But even on the harsh cobbles of the street, | could hear you like nusic, snell you like roses,
see you like the Ilight of the one star breaking through on a cloudy night. | knew that in all the
world this is the place | had to be, even if it cost ne ny life or ny honor. My lady, until this
monent every day of life was a burden, wi thout purpose or joy. Nowall | long for is to stay here,

| ooki ng at you, wondering at the marvels of perfection conceal ed by the draperies of your
clothing, tied up by the pins in your hair."

She was trenbling. "You shouldn't tal k about such..."
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He stood before her now, inches fromher. As he had seen with Honor,'s seductions, his closeness
woul d heighten the feelings within her. He reached up and brushed his fingers gently across her
cheek, then her neck, her shoul der, touching only bare skin. She gasped but did not speak, did not
take her eyes fromhis

"My eyes immagine," he murrmured, "my lips imagine, every part of my body inmagi nes being close to
you, hol ding you, becom ng part of you."

She staggered, barely able to walk as she led himfromthe porch to her bedroom

Besi des studying the wonmen's bodies, Calvin had al so studi ed Honor,'s, had seen how the
Frenchman tried to naintain hinself on the brink of ecstacy for as |ong as possible wthout
crossing over. \Wat Honor, had to do with self-discipline, Calvin could do nechanically, with his
doodl ebug. Lady Ashworth was possessed by pleasure nany tinmes and in many ways before Calvin
finally allowed hinmself to find release. They lay together on sheets clamry with their sweat. "If
this is how the devil rewards w ckedness,” murnured Lady Ashworth, "I understand why God seens to
be losing ground in this world." But there was sadness in her voice, for now her consci ence was
r eawakeni ng, ready to punish her for the pleasure she had taken

"There was no wi ckedness here today,"” said Calvin. "Was not your body made by God? Did not these
desires cone fromthat body? What are you but the wonan God nmade you to be? What am | but the man
God brought here to worship you?"

"l don't even know your nane," she said.

"Calvin."

"Calvin? That's all?"

"Cal vin Maker."

"A good nane, ny love," she said. "For you have nmade nme. Until this hour I did not truly exist."

Calvin wanted to laugh in her face. This is all that romance and | ove anobunted to. Juices
flowing fromthe gl ands. Bodies coupling in heat. A lot of pretty talk surrounding it.

He cl eaned his body again. Hers also. But not the seed he left inside her. On inmpul se he
followed it, wondering what it mght acconplish. The idea rather appealed to him- a child of his,
raised in a noble house. If he wanted to have seven sons, did it matter whether they all had the
sane nother? Let this be the first.

Was it possible to decide whether it would be a boy or a girl? He didn't know. Maybe Al vin could
conprehend things as snmall as this, but it was all Calvin could do just to follow what was
happeni ng i nside Lady Ashworth's body. And then even that slipped away fromhim He just didn't
know what he was | ooking for. At |east she wasn't already pregnant.

"That was ny first tinme, you know," he said.

"How could it be?" she said. "You knew everything. You knew how to-- my husband knows not hi ng
conmpared to you."

"My first tine," he said. "I never had another woman until now. Your body taught ne all | needed
to know. "

He caused the sweat on the sheets to dry, despite the danpness of the air. He rose fromthe coo
dry bed, clean and fresh as he was when he arrived. He | ooked at her. Not young, really; sagging
just a bit; but not too bad, considering. Honor, would probably approve. If he decided to tel
hi m

Oh, he would tell him Wthout doubt, for Honor, would love the story of it, would | ove hearing
how nmuch Cal vin had | earned from his constant dalliances.

"Where is ny sister-in-law?" Calvin asked matter-of-factly.
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"Don't go," said Lady Ashworth.

"I't wouldn't do for ne to stay," said Calvin. "The gossipy |adies of Canel ot woul d never
understand the perfect beauty of this hour."

"But you'll conme back."

"As often as prudence allows," he said. "For I will not permt my visits here to do you any
harm "

"What have | done," she murmured. "I am not a wonman who commits adultery."

On the contrary, Calvin thought. You're just a woman who was never tenpted until now That's al
that virtue anounts to, isn't it? Virtue is what you treasure until you feel desire, and then it
beconmes an intol erable burden to be cast away, and only to be picked up again when the desire
f ades.

"You are a wonan who narried before she net the love of her life," said Calvin. "You serve your
husband well. He has no reason to conplain of you. But he will never |love you as | |ove you."

A tear slipped out of her eye and ran across her tenple onto her hair-strewn pillow. "He rides
me inpatiently, like a carriage, getting out al nost before he reaches his destination."

"Then he has his use of you, and you of him" said Calvin. "The contract of narriage is well-
fulfilled."

"But what about CGod?"

"God is infinitely conpassionate,” said Calvin. "He understands us nore perfectly than humans
ever can. And he forgives."

He bent over her and kissed her one nore tinme. She told himwhere Peggy was staying. He left the
house whistling. Wiat fun! No wonder Honor, spent so nmuch tine in pursuit of wonen.

Chapter 5 -- Purity

Purity did her best to live up to her nane. She had been a good little girl, and only got better
t hrough her teens, for she believed what the mnisters taught and besi des, w ckedness never had
much attraction for her

But living up to her nanme had cone to nean nore to her than nere obedience to the word of God in
the Bible. For she realized that her nane was her only link back to her true identity-- to the
parents who had di ed when she was only a baby, and whose only contribution to her upbringi ng was
t he nane they gave her

The nane contained clues. Here in Massachusetts, the people nostly hailed fromthe East Anglian
and Essex Puritan traditions, which did not nane children for virtues. That was a custom nore
comon in Sussex, which suggested that Purity's family had lived in Netticut, not in
Massachusetts.

And as Purity grew older in the orphan house in Canbridge, Reverend Hezekiah Study, now well
into his seventies, took notice of her bright mnd and insisted, against tradition, that she be
given a full education of the type given to boys. O course it was out of the question for her to
enroll at Harvard College, for that school was devoted to training mnisters. But she was all owed
to sit on a stool in the corridor outside any classroom she wanted, and over hear whatever portion
of the | esson was given |oudly enough. And they |let her have access to the library.

She soon learned that the library was the better teacher, for the authors of the books were
hel pl ess to shut her out because of her sex. Having put their best know edge into print, they had
to endure the ignom ny of having a worman read it and understand it. The |iving professors, on the
contrary, took notice of when Purity was |listening, and nost of themused that occasion to speak
very quietly, to close the door, or to speak in Latin or Greek, which the students presumably
spoke and Purity was presuned not to understand at all. On the contrary, she read Latin and G eek
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with great fluency and pronounced it better than all but a few of the nale students-- how el se
woul d she have cone to the notice of a traditionalist |ike Reverend Study? --but she began to
learn that the professors were rarely as coherent, deep, or penetrating in their thought as the
aut hors of the books.

There were exceptions. Young Wal do Enerson, who had only just graduated from Harvard hinsel f,
woul d have brought her right into his classroomif she had not refused. As it was, she heard every
word of his teaching quite clearly, and while he was prone to epigrans as a substitute for
anal ysis, his enthusiasmfor the life of the m nd was contagi ous and exhilarating. She knew that
Ener son cared nuch nore about being thought to be erudite than actually thinking deeply-- his
"phi | osophy" seemed to consist of anything that would be particularly annoying to the powers that
be wi t hout being so shocking that they would fire him He got the reputation anong the students as
an original and a rebel w thout having to pay the penalty for actually being either.

It was not from Enerson, therefore, but fromthe library that Purity nade the next |eap toward
under st andi ng the nmeani ng of her nane and what it told her about her parents' lives. For it was in
atreatise, "On the Care of O fspring of Wtches and Heretics," by Cotton Mather that she first
came to understand why she was an orphan bearing a Netticut name in a Massachusetts house.

"All children being born equally tainted with original sin fromAdam" he wote, "and the
children of fallen parents being therefore not nore tainted than the children of the elect, it is
unjust to exact fromthem penalties other than those that naturally accrue to chil dhood, viz.
subjection to authority, ignorance, inclination to disobedience, frequent punishnment for
inattention, etc." Purity read this passage with delight, for after all the constant inplication
that the children of the orphanage clearly were not as likely to be elect as children growi ng up
with parents who were nmenbers of the churches, it was a relief to hear no less an authority than
the great Cotton Mather declare that it was unjust to treat one child differently from any ot her.

So she was quite excited when she read the next sentence, and alnost failed to notice its
significance. "To give the children the best chance to avoid the posthunous influence of their
parents and the suspicion of their neighbors, however, their renoval fromthe parish, even the
colony, of their birth would be the w sest course.”

And the clincher, several sentences later: "Their famly name should be taken fromthem for it
is a disgrace, but let not their baptismal name be changed, for that nane coneth unto them from
and in the name of Christ, however unworthy m ght have been the parents who proffered themup for
christening.”

| am nanmed Purity, she thought. A Netticut name, but | amin Massachusetts. My parents are dead.

Hanged as witches or burned as heretics. And nore likely, witches, for the nbst common heresy is
Quakerismand then | would not be nanmed Purity, while a witch would try to conceal what he was and
woul d therefore nane his children as his neighbors naned theirs.

Thi s know edge brought her both alarmand relief. Al arm because she had to be on constant guard
| est she also be accused of witchery. Al arm because now she had to wonder if her ability to sense
easily what other people were feeling was what the witchy folk called a "knack."

Rel i ef because the nystery of her parents had at |ast been solved. Her nother had not been a
fornicator or adulteress who delivered up the baby to an orphanage with the nane pinned to a
bl anket. Her father had not been carried off as a punishment of God through a plague or accident.
Her parents had instead been hanged for witchery, and given what she knew of witch trials, in all
I'i keli hood they were innocent.

As Wal do Enerson said in class one day, "Wen does a CGod-given talent cross an inperceptible
boundary and becone a devilish knack? And how does the devil go about bestowi ng gifts and hidden
powers that, when they were granted unto prophets and apostles in the holy scriptures, were
clearly gifts of the Spirit of God? Is it not possible that in condeming the talent instead of
the m suse of that talent, we are rejecting the gifts of God and sl aying sone of his best bel oved?
Shoul d we not then judge the noral character of the act rather than its extraordi nari ness?"

Purity sat in the hallway when he said this, grateful that she was not inside the classroom
where the young nmen woul d see her trenbling, would see the tears stream ng down her cheeks, and
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woul d think her a weak womanly creature. My parents were innocent, she said to herself, and ny
talent is fromGod, to be used in his holy service. Only if | were to turn it to the service of
Satan would | be a witch. | nmight be one of the elect after all

She fled the coll ege before the | ecture was over, |lest she be forced to converse with soneone,
and wandered in the woods along the river Euphrates. Boats plied the river fromBoston as far
inland as their draft would allow, but the boatnmen took no heed of her, since she was a | and
creature and beneath their notice.

If ny talent is from God, she thought, then if | stay here and hide it, am| not rejecting that
talent? Am1 not burying it in the garden, like the foolish servant in the parable? Should I not
find the greater purpose for which the talent was given?

She i magi ned herself a missionary in some heathen land |ike Africa or France, able to understand
the natives long before she | earned their | anguage. She inmagi ned herself a diplomat for the
Protectorate, using her talent to discern when foreign anbassadors or heads of state were |ying
and when they were sincere.

And then, in place of inagination, she saw a boy of twelve or so, dark of skin with tight-curled
hair, shoot up out of the river not three rods off, water falling off him shining in the
sunlight, his nmouth open and I aughing, and in mdair he sees her, and she can see his face change
and in that instance she knows what he feels: enbarrassnent to be seen buck naked by a wonman, the
fading remmants of his boisterous fun, and, just dawning under the surface where his own nind
couldn't know it yet, |ove

Well | never had that effect before, thought Purity. It was flattering. Not that the |Iove of a
twel ve-year-old boy was ever going to affect her life, but it was sweet to know that at the cusp
of manhood this |lad could catch a glinpse of her and see, not the orphan bl uestocking that so
di sgusted or terrified the young nen of Canbridge, but a wonan. |ndeed, what he nust have seen and
| oved was not a woman, but Wman, for Purity had read enough Plato to know that while w cked nen
lusted after particular wonmen, a man of |ofty aspirations |oved the glinpse of Wiman that he saw
in good wonen, and by loving the ideal in her helped bring her to closer consonance, like lifting
the flat shadow off the road and rejoining it to the whole being who cast it.

What in the world am | thinking about. This child is no doubt every bit as peculiar as | am him
being Black in a land of Wiites, as | aman orphan in a land of famlies and amthought to be the
child of witches to boot.

Al'l these thoughts passed through her nmind |like a long crackle of lightning, and the boy
spl ashed back down into the water, and then near hi manother person rose, a grown man, heavily
muscl ed in the shoul ders and back and arns, and considerably taller than the boy, so that although
he didn't junp, when he stood his bare white buttocks showed al nbst conpl etely above the water
and when he saw where the Bl ack boy was | ooking, his nouth agape with | ove, he turned and..

Purity | ooked away in time. There was no reason to allow the possibility of inpure thoughts into
her m nd. She might or m ght not be one of the elect, but there was no need to drag hersel f cl oser
to the pit, thus requiring a greater atonenent by Christ to draw her out.

"So much for a spot where nobody cones!" the man cried out, |aughing. She heard a great
spl ashing, which had to be the two of them com ng out of the water. "Just a mnute and we'll be
dressed so you can go on with your walk, ma'am?"

"Never mind," she said. "I can go another way."

But at the nonment she took her first step to return along the riverbank, a coarse-|ooking man
wi th heavy nuscles and a nenacing cast to his face stepped in front of her. She couldn't help
gaspi ng and steppi ng back- -

Only to find that she was stepping on a nan's boot.
"Quch," he said mldly.

She whirled around. There were two nen, actually, one of them a dapper but snallish nman who
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| ooked at her with a candor that she found disturbing. But the man she had stepped on was a tall
di gni fied-1ooking man who dressed |ike a professional nman. Not in the jet-black costune of a
mnister, but not in the earthy "sad" colors of the common fol k of New England. No, he dressed
i ke nothing so nuch as..

"An Englishman," she said. "A barrister.”

"I confess it, but marvel that you guessed it."

"English visitors conme to Canbridge often, sir," she said. "Sonme are barristers. They seemto
have a way of dressing to show that their clothing cost considerable noney wthout ever quite
violating the sunptuary laws." She turned around to face the nmenaci ng man, unsure whether this
Engl i shman was a match for him

But then she realized that she had been nonentarily deceived by appearances. There was no nmenace
in the rough fellow, no nore than in the Englishman. And the other one, the dapper little fellow
who was still inspecting her with his eyes, posed no danger, either. It was as if he knew only one
way to think of wonmen, and therefore shelved his attitude toward Purity under the heading "objects
of lust,” but it was a volunme that woul d gat her dust before he cared enough to take it down and
try to read it.

"W nust have frightened you," said the Englishman. "Qur friends were determnmined to bathe, and
we were deternmined to lie on the riverbank and nap, and so you didn't see any of us until you were
ri ght anong us, and | apol ogi ze that you saw two of our conmpany in such a state of deshabille."”

"And what, pray, is a state of Jezebel ?"

The dapper little fell ow | aughed al oud, then stopped abruptly and turned away. Wiy? He was
afraid. O what?

"Pardon ny French,"” said the Englishman. "In London we are not so pure as the gentlefol k of New
Engl and. When Napol eon took over France and proceeded to annex the bul k of Europe, there were few
pl aces for the displaced aristocracy and royalty to go. London is crawming with French visitors,
and suddenly French words are chic. Oops, there | go again."

"You still have not told ne what the French word neant. ' Cheek,' however, | understand-- it is a
characteristic that your whol e conpany here seens to have."

The barrister chuckled. "I would say that it's yourself that takes a cheeky tone with strangers,
if it were not such an inproper thing to say to a young |lady to whom | have not been introduced. |
pray you, tell me the nane of your father and where he lives so | can inquire after your health."

"My father is dead," she said, and then added, despite her own sense of panic as she did so, "He
was hanged as a witch in Netticut."”

They fell silent, all of them and it made her uneasy, for they had nothing Iike the reaction
she expected. Not revul sion at her confession of such indecent fanmily connections; rather they al
sinmply closed off and | ooked anot her way.

"Well, I"'msorry to remind you of such a tragic event," said the Englishnan.

"Pl ease don't be. | never knew him | only just realized what his fate nust have been. You don't
i magi ne that anyone at the orphanage would tell nme such a thing outright!"”

"But you are a lady, aren't you?" asked the Englishman. "There's nothing of the school girl about
you. "

"Bei ng an orphan does not stop when you cone of age," said Purity. "But | will serve nyself as
father and nother, and give you ny consent to introduce yourself to ne."

The Englishman bowed deeply. "My name is Verily Cooper," he said. "And my conpany at the nonent
consi sts of M ke Fink, who has been in the waterborne transportation business but is on a | eave of
absence, and ny dear friend John-Janmes Audubon, who is nmute."
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"No he's not," said Purity. For she saw in both Cooper and Audubon hinmself that the statenent
was a lie. "You really nustn't lie to strangers. It starts things off in such an unfortunate way."

"I assure you, nmadam" said Cooper, "that in New England, he is and shall renmain conpletely
mute."

And with that slight change, she could see in both of themthat the statenment was now true. "So
you choose to be nute here in New England. Let ne puzzle this out. You dare not open your nouth
therefore your very speech nmust put you in a bad light. No, in outright danger, for | think none
of you cares much about public opinion. And what coul d endanger a man, just by speaking? The
accent of a forbidden nation. A papist nation, | daresay. And the nane bei ng Audubon, and your
manners toward a wonman being tinged with unspeakabl e presunptions, | would guess that you are
French."

Audubon turned red under his suntan and faced away fromher. "I do not know how you know this,
but you al so nust be seeing that | did not act inproper to you."

"What she's telling us," said Verily Cooper, "is that she's got her a knack."

"Pl ease keep such crudity for tines when you are alone with the ill-nannered," said Purity. "I
observe people keenly, that is all. And fromhis accent | amconfident that ny reasoni ng was
correct."”

The rough fellow, Mke Fink, spoke up. "Wen you hear a bunch of squealing and snorting, you can
bet you're sonewhere near a pig."

Purity turned toward him "I have no idea what you neant by that."
"I'mjust saying a knack's a knack."

"Enough, " said Cooper. "Less than a week in New England and we've already forgotten all caution?
Knacks are illegal here. Therefore decent people don't have them"

"Ch yeah," said Mke Fink. "Except she does."

"But then, perhaps she is not decent," said Audubon
It was Purity's turn to blush. "You forget yourself, sir," she said.

"Never mind him" said Cooper. "He's just mffed because you nade that renmark about unspeakabl e
presunptions. "

"You're travelers," she said.

"John-James paints North American birds with an eye toward publishing a book of his pictures for
the use of scientists in Europe."”

"And for this he needs a troop al ong? What do you do, hold his brushes?"
"We're not all on the same errand," said Cooper.

At that nmonment the two she had seen in the river cane out of the bushes, still danp-haired but
fully cl ot hed.

"Ma'am |'mso sorry you had to see so much horseflesh without no horses," said the Wite one.
The Bl ack one said not a thing, but never took his eyes from her

"This is Alvin Snith," said Cooper. "He's a man of inestinmable abilities, but only because
nobody has cared enough to estimate them The short one is Arthur Stuart, no kin to the King, who
travels with Alvin as his adopted nephewin-law, or some such relationship."

"And you," said Purity, "have been | ong enough out of England to pick up some Anerican brag."

"But surrounded by Anericans as | am" said Cooper, "ny brag is like a farthing in a sack of
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gui neas. "

She couldn't help but laugh at the way he spoke. "So you travel in New England with a Frenchman,
who is only able to avoid being expelled or, wirse, arrested as a spy, by pretending to be a nute.

You are a barrister, this fellowis a boatman, as | assune, and the two bathers are..." Her voice
trailed off.

"Are what?" asked Alvin Smith.

"Clean," she said. Then she sniled.

"What were you going to say?" asked Snith.

"Don't press her," said Cooper. "If someone decides to | eave sonething unsaid, ny experience is
that everyone is happier if they don't insist on his saying it."

"That's OK " said Arthur Stuart. "I don't think she knows herself what was on her lips to say."

She | aughed in enbarrassnent. "It's true," she said. "I think | was hoping that a jest would

cone to mind, and it didn't."

Alvin smled at her. "O else the jest that did cone to mind was of a sort that you couldn't
i magi ne yourself nmaking, and so it went away."

She didn't |ike the way he | ooked at her as if he thought he knew all about her. Never mnind that
she nust be | ooking at himthe sane way-- she did know about him He was so full of confidence it
made her want to throw nud on himjust to show himhe wasn't carried along by angels. It was as if
he feared nothing and i magi ned hinmself capabl e of achieving anything. And it wasn't an illusion he
was trying to create, either. He really was conceited; his attitude reeked of it. His only fear
was that, when push came to shove, he might turn out to be even better than he thought hinself to
be.

"I don't know what | done to rub you the wong way, ma'am" said Snmith, "other than bathing
nekki d, but that's how ny mama taught ne it ought to be done, so ny clothes don't shrink."

The others | aughed. Purity didn't.
"Want sonmething to eat?" Arthur Stuart asked her
"I don't know, what do you have?" she said.

H s eyes were still focused on her, slightly widened, his jaw just a bit slack. Ch, it was |ove
all right, the swooning noon-in-juning kind.

"Berries," said the boy. He held out his hat, which had several dozen bl ackberries down init.
She reached in, took one, tasted it.

"Ch no," said Cooper nmildly. "You ve eaten a berry, so you nust spend one nonth of every year in
Hades. "

"But these berries are from New Engl and, not hell," she said
"That's a relief," said Snmith. "I wasn't sure where the border was."

Purity didn't know how to take this Smith fellow. She didn't like |ooking at him His bol dness
bot hered her. He didn't even seem ashaned that she had seen hi m naked.

I nstead she | ooked at Cooper. The barrister was a pleasant sight indeed. H s nanner, his dress,
his voice, all belonged to a man that Purity thought existed only in a dream Wy was he different
fromother nmen who dressed in such a way?

"You aren't an ordinary | awer," she said to him

Cooper | ooked at her in surprise. And then his surprise turned to dread.
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"I"mnot," he said.
What was he afraid of ?
"Yes he is," said Smth.

"No," said Cooper. "Ordinary |awers nake a | ot of nobney. | haven't made a shilling in the past
year."

"I's that it?" asked Purity. It could be. Barristers did seema prosperous lot. But no, it was
something else. "I think what makes you different is you don't think you re better than these
others. "

Cooper | ooked around at his companions-- the snith, the riverman, the French artist, the Black
boy-- and grinned. "You're mstaken," he said. "I'mdefinitely the better man."

The others |aughed. "Better at what?" asked M ke Fink. "Wiining |ike a nosquito whenever you see
a bee?"

"I don't like bees," said Cooper
"They like you." said Arthur Stuart.

"Because |'m sweet." He was joking, but Purity could see that his fear was grow ng greater. She
gl anced around, |ooking for the source of the danger.

Smith noticed the way she | ooked around and took it as a sign, or perhaps just a reninder. "Cone
on now," said Smith. "Time for us to nove on."

"No," said Cooper. Purity could see his resolve harden. He wasn't just afraid-- he was going to
act on his fear.

"What's wong?" asked Smith.
"The girl," said Cooper

"What about her?" demanded Arthur Stuart. He spoke so truculently that Purity expected one of
the men to rebuke him But no, he was treated as if his voice had equal weight in the conpany.

"She's going to get us killed."

Now she understood. He was afraid of her. "I'mnot," she said. "I won't tell anybody he's a
papi st."

"When they put your hand on the Bible and swear you to tell the truth?" asked Cooper. "You'd
send yourself to hell and deny that you know that he's Catholic?"

"I amnot a good Catholic," said Audubon nodestly.

"Then you go to hell no matter who's right,"” said Snith. It was a joke, but nobody | aughed.

Cooper still held Purity in gaze, and now it was her turn to be afraid. She had never seen such
intensity in a man, except a preacher in his pulpit, during the nost fiery part of the sernon.
"Why are you afraid of nme?" asked Purity.

"That's why," said Cooper

"What's why?'

"You know that |I'mafraid of you. You know too nuch about what we're thinking."

"I already told you, | don't know what anybody's thinking."

"What we're feeling, then." Cooper grinned mirthlessly. "It's your knack."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...of%20Alvin%20Maker%205%20-%20Heart%20Fire.txt (49 of 180) [1/14/03 10:29:03 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%205%20-%20Hear t%20Fire.txt

"We already said that," said Fink.

"What if it is?" Purity said defiantly. "Who's to say that knacks aren't gifts from God?"

"The courts of Massachusetts," said Cooper. "The gall ows."

"So she's got a knack," said Smth. "Wo doesn't?"
The ot hers nodded.

Except Cooper. "Have you lost your minds? Look at you! Tal ki ng know edgeably of knacks!
Admitting that Jean-Jacques here is French and Catholic to boot."

"But she already knew," said Audubon

"And that didn't bother you?" said Cooper. "That she knew what she coul d not possibly know?"
"We all know things we shouldn't know, " said Snith.

"But until she cane along, we were doing a pretty good job of keeping it to ourselves!" Cooper
rounded on Purity, |oomed over her. "In Puritan country, people hide their knacks or they die.
It's a secret they all keep, that they have sonme special talent, and as soon as they realize what
it is they also learn to hide it, to avoid letting anyone know what it is that they do so nuch
better than other people. They call it "humility.' But this girl has been flaunting her knack."

Only then did Purity realize what she had been doi ng. Cooper was right-- she had never |et
anyone see how easily she understood their feelings. She had held it back, renmining hunble.

"By this tine tomorrow | expect this girl will be in jail, and in a nonth she'll be hanged. The
trouble is, when they put her to the question of other witches she's consorted with, whomdo you
i mgi ne that she'll name? A friend? A beloved teacher? She seens to be a decent person, so it
won't be an enenmy. No, it'll be strangers. A papist. A journeyman blacksmth. A barrister who
seenms to be living in the woods. An Anerican rivernman."

"I'd never accuse you," she said.
"Ch, well, since you say so," said Cooper

Suddenly she was aware of M ke Fink standing directly behind her. She could hear his breathing.
Long, slow breaths. He wasn't even worried. But she knew that he was capable of killing.

Smith sighed. "Well, Very, you're a quick thinker and you're right. W can't just go on with our
journey as if it were safe."

"Yes, you can," she said. "I don't normally act like this. | was careless. In the surprise of
meeting you here."

"No," said Cooper, "it wasn't nmeeting us. You were out here wal king alone. Oblivious. Blind and
deaf. You didn't hear Al and Arthur splashing |ike babies in the water. You didn't hear M ke
how i ng m serable river ballads in his high-pitched hound-dog voice."

"l wasn't singing," said MKke.
"I never said you were," said Cooper. "M ss-- what's your nanme agai n?"
"She never said," Fink answered.

"Purity," she said. "My parents naned ne.'

"Mss Purity, why after all these years of living in hunmility are you suddenly so carel ess about
showi ng your knack?"

"I told you, | wasn't, or I'mnot usually, and it's not a knack anyway, it's a talent, I'm
simply observant, |--"
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"Today," said Cooper. "This hour. Do you think I'ma fool? | grew up in one of the nost wtch-
ridden parts of England. Not because nore peopl e had knacks but because nore people were watching
for them You don't last an hour if you're careless. It's a good thing you ran into us and not
soneone you knew. This place is thick with mnisters, and you were going to show your knack no
matter whom you net."

Purity was confused. Was he right? Was that why she had fled the coll ege, because she knew that
her knack could no | onger be hidden? But why couldn't it be hidden now? What was driving her to
reveal it?

"I believe you may be right," she said. "I thank you for waking me up to what | was doing. You
have nothing to fear now. |'mgoing to be careful now "

"Good enough for nme," said Smith

"No, it isn't," said Cooper. "Al, | yield to you on npost things, but not on something that's
going to get us caught up in sonme witch trial."

Smith |aughed. "1've done ny tinme setting around waiting for |lawers. There ain't no jail can
hold ne or any of ny friends."

"Yes, there is," said Cooper. "It's six feet long, and they nail it shut and bury it."

They all | ooked thoughtful. Except Arthur Stuart. "So what are you going to do to her?" he
demanded. "She ain't done nothing wong."

"She hain't done nothing," said M ke Fink

Arthur | ooked at the river rat |ike he was crazy. "How can you correct nme? You' re even w onger
than | was!"

"You left out the h in haint."

"I won't be accused nyself, and | won't accuse you," said Purity.

"I think you will," said Cooper. "I think you want to die."

"Don't be absurd!" she cried.
"More specifically, | think you want to be hanged as a witch."

For a nonent she renai ned poised, nmeaning to treat this idea with the scorn it deserved. Then
the image of her parents on a gallows cane to her nmind. O rather, she adnitted that it was
already in her mind, that it was an inmage that had dwelt with her ever since she made the
connections and realized how they had died. She burst into tears.

"You got no right to make her cry!" shouted Arthur Stuart.
"Hush up, Arthur," said Snmith. "Verily's right."

"How do you know this?" said Audubon

"Look at her."

She was sobbing so hard now that she could hardly stand. She felt long, strong arns around her
and at first she tried to flinch away, thinking it was M ke Fink seizing her from behind; but her
nmovenment took her closer to the man who was reaching for her, and she found hersel f pressed
against the fine suit of the barrister, his arns holding her tightly.

"It's all right," said Cooper.

"They hanged ny not her and father,’
under st ood.

she said. O tried to say-- her voice could hardly be
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"And you just found out," said Cooper. "W told you?"

She shook her head, unable to explain.

"Figured it out for yourself?" said Cooper.

She nodded.

"And you belong with them Not with the people who killed themand put you out to an orphanage."”
"They had no right!" she cried. "This is a land of nurderers!”

"Hush," said Cooper. "That's how it feels, but you knowit isn't true. Oh, there are nurderers
anong them but that's true everywhere. People who are glad to denounce a neighbor for witchcraft--
to settle a quarrel, to get a piece of land, to show everyone how ri ght eous and perceptive they
are. But nost folks are content to live hunbly and let others do the sane."

"You don't know " she said. "Pious killers, all of them"

"Pious," said Cooper, "but not killers. Think about it, just think. Every living soul has sone
ki nd of knack. But how many get hanged for witchcraft? Some years maybe five or six. Mst years
none at all. The people don't want to surround thenmselves with death. It's life that they want,
like all good people everywhere."

"Good people wouldn't take me away fromny parents!" Purity cried.

"They thought they were doing good," said Verily. "They thought they were saving you fromhell."
She tried to pull away fromhim He wouldn't |et her

"Let nme go."

"Not yet," he said. "Besides, you have nowhere to go."

"Let her go if she wants," said Arthur Stuart. "W can get away fromhere. Alvin can start up
the greensong and we'll run |like the wind and be out of New Engl and before she tells anybody
anyt hi ng. "

"That ain't the problem" said Smith. "It's her. Very's worried about keeping her fromgetting
herself killed."

"He doesn't need to worry," Purity said. This tine when she pulled away, Cooper let her. "I'l|
be fine. | just needed to tell sonebody. Now | have."

"No," said Cooper. "It's gone. You re not afraid of death anynore, you welcone it, because you
think that's the only way you can get home to your fanmily."

"How do you know what | think?" she said. "Is that your knack? | hope not, because you're
wrong. "

"I didn't say you were thinking those things. And no, that's not nmy knack at all. But I'ma

barrister. 1've seen people at the nost trying nmonents of their lives. |'ve seen them when they've
decided to give up and let the world have its way. | recogni ze that decision when | see it. You' ve
deci ded. "

"What if | have?" she asked defiantly. "And anyway | haven't, so it doesn't matter."

Cooper ignored her. "If we | eave her here, she'll die, sooner or later. She'll do it just to
prove she's part of her famly."

"No | won't," said Purity. "I don't even know for sure that that's what happened to them |
think the evidence points that way, but it's a slender arrow indeed."

"But you want it to be true," said Cooper
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"That's silly! Wiy would | want that!"
Cooper sai d not hi ng.

"I don't hate it here! People have been kind to ne. Reverend Study arranged to | et nme use the
Harvard library. | get to listen to the lectures. Not that it will ever anmount to anything."

Cooper smiled ever-so-slightly.

"Well, what can it anount to?" Purity demanded. "I'ma worman. Either I'lIl marry or | won't. If |
marry, |'ll be raising children. Maybe I'lIl teach themto read before they get to school. But I
won't be the one who gets to teach themLatin and G eek. They'|ll get their Caesar and their Tully
and their Honer from soneone else. And if | don't marry, the best | can hope for is to be kept on
as a matron in the orphanage. Children are the only people who' Il ever hear ny voice."

"Ain't nothing wong with children,"” said Arthur Stuart.
"That's not what she neans anyway," sai d Cooper

"Don't you dare interpret ne anynore!" Purity cried. "You think you know ne better than you know
yoursel f1"

"Yes, | think | do," said Cooper. "l've been down the same road."

"Ch, were you an orphan? As a barrister, did they make you work with children all the tine? D d
they make you sit outside the courtroomto plead your case?"

"Al'l these sacrifices," said Cooper, "you'd nmake themgladly, if you believed in the cause."

"Are you accusing ne of being an unbeliever?"

"Yes," said Cooper

"I"'ma Christian!" she said. "You're the heretics! You' re the witches!"”
"Keep your voice down," said Fink nenacingly.

"I"'mnot a witch!" said Audubon fervently.

"You see?" said Cooper. "Now you are accusing us."

"I"'mnot!" she said. "There's no one here but you."

"You're a wonman whose world has just turned upside down. You're the daughter of witches. You're
angry that they were killed. You're angry at yourself for being alive, for being part of the very
society that killed them And you're angry at that society for not being worthy of the sacrifice

"I"mnot judging others," she said.

"They were supposed to build Zion here," said Cooper. "The city of God. The place where Chri st
at his comng could find the righteous gathered together, waiting for him"

"Yes," whispered Purity.

"They even nanmed you Purity. And yet you see that nothing is pure. The people are trying to be
good, but it isn't good enough. Wen Christ cones, all he'll find here is a group of people who
have done no nore than to find another way to be stubble that he will have to burn."

"No, the virtue is real, the people are good," said Purity. "Reverend Study--"

"Virtue is real outside New England, too," said Verily Cooper.

"I's it?" she asked. "Mst people here Iive the commandnments. Adultery is as rare as fish with
feet. Murder never happens. Drunkenness can never be seen anywhere except at the docks, where
sailors fromother |ands are pernmtted-- and why should | defend New England to you?"
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"You don't have to," said Cooper. "I grew up with the dream of New England all around nme. In
every pulpit, in every hone. Wen soneone behaved badly, when soneone in authority nmade a nistake,
we' d say, 'What do you expect? This isn't New England.' Wen sonebody was exceptionally kind or
sel f-sacrificing, or hunble and sweet, we'd say, 'He belongs in New England,' or 'He's already got
hi s passage to Boston."'"

Purity looked at himin surprise. "Wll, we're not that good here."

"I know, '
or phanages. "

sai d Cooper. "For one thing, you still hang witches and put their babies in

"I"'mnot going to cry again, if that's what you' re hoping for," said Purity.
"I''m hoping for sonething else," said Cooper. "Cone with us."

"Verily!" said Smth. "For pete's sake, if we wanted a woman with us we'd be traveling with
Margaret! You think this girl's ready to sl eep rough?"

"Ain't decent anyway," said Mke Fink. "She's a |lady."

"You needn't worry about nmy going with you," said Purity. "Wat kind of madman are you? Perhaps
I amangry and disillusioned about the dream of purity here in New England. Wiy would | be any
happi er with you, who aren't even as pure as we are here?"

"Because we have the one thing you're hungry for."
"And what is that?"
"A reason to live."

She laughed in his face. "The five of you! And all the rest of the world lacks it? Wy don't
they all just give up and di e?"

"Few give up living," said Cooper. "Mst give up |ooking for a reason. But sone have to keep
searching. They can't bear to |live without a purpose. Sonething |arger than thensel ves, sonething
so good that just being a part of it nakes everything worthwhile. You're a seeker, Mss Purity."

"How do you know all these things about ne?"
"Because |'m a seeker, too. Do you think |I don't know ny own kind?"

She | ooked around at the others. "If | were this thing, a seeker, why would I want to be with
ot her seekers? If you're still seeking, it means you haven't found anything, either."

"But we have," said Cooper

Smith rolled his eyes. "Verily Cooper, you know | still don't have a clue what we're even
| ooking for."

"That's not what |I'mtal king about," said Cooper. "You' re not a seeker, Alvin. You already have
your life handed to you, whether you want it or not. And Arthur here, he's not a seeker, either
He's al ready found what he wants."

Arthur hung his head, enbarrassed. "Don't you go saying!"

"Just like Mke Fink. They've found you, Al. They're going to follow you till they die."
"Or till | do," said Smith.

"Ain't going to happen," said Fink. "I'lIl have to be dead first."

"You see?" said Cooper. "And Jean-Jacques here, he's no seeker. He knows the purpose of his life
as well."
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Audubon grinned. "Birds, woren, and wi ne."

"Birds," said Cooper

"But you're still seeking?" asked Smth.

"I've found you, too," said Cooper. "But | haven't found what |'mgood for. | haven't figured
out what ny life means."” He turned to Purity again. "That's why | knew. Because |'ve stood where
you' re standing. You' ve fooled themall, they think they know you but it just neans you've kept

your secret, only now you're fed up with secrets and you have to get out, you have to find the
peopl e who know why you're alive."

"Yes," she whi spered.

"So cone with us," said Cooper.
"Damm t, Very," said Smith, "how can we have a wonan al ong?"

"Why not ?" said Cooper. "Quite soon you're going to rejoin your wife and start traveling with
her. We can't canp in the woods our whole lives. And Mss Purity can help us. Qur painter friend
may be happy with what he's acconplished here, but we don't know anything nore than we did before
we arrived. W see the villages, but we can hardly talk to anyone because we have so many secrets
and they're so reticent with strangers. Mss Purity can explain things to us. She can help you
| earn what you need to |learn about building the Gty of--"

He st opped.
"The City," he finally said.
"Way not say it?" said Purity. "The Gty of God."

Cooper and Smith | ooked at each other, and Purity could see that both of themwere filled with
the pl easure of having understood sonething. "See?" said Cooper. "W've already |earned sonething,
just by having Mss Purity with us."

"What did you learn?' demanded Arthur Stuart.
"That maybe the Crystal City has another nane," said Snith.
"Crystal City?" asked Mss Purity.

Cooper | ooked at Smith for perm ssion. Alvin glanced at each of themin turn, until at last his
gaze lingered on Purity herself. "If you think she's all right," said Al vin.

"I know she is," said Cooper

"Cot a couple of mnutes?" Al vin asked Purity.

"More like a couple of hours,” said M ke Fink.

"Maybe while you talk and talk | bath in the river," said Audubon

"I'"l'l keep watch," said Fink. "I fell in enough rivers in ny time without getting nekkid to do
it on purpose.”

Soon Purity, Smith, Cooper, and Arthur Stuart were sitting in the tall soft grass on the
riverbank. "I got a story to tell you," said Alvin. "About who we are and what we're doing here.
And then you can deci de what you want to do about it."

"Let nme tell it," demanded Arthur Stuart.
"You?" asked Al vin.

"You always mx it up and tell it back end to."
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"What do you nean, 'always'? | hardly tell this story to anybody."
"You ain't no Tal eswapper, Alvin," said Arthur Stuart.

"And you are?"

"At least | can tell it front to back instead of always adding in stuff | forgot to tell in the
proper place."

Alvin laughed. "All right, Arthur Stuart, you tell the story of nmy life, since you know it
better than | do."

"It ain't the story of your life anyway," said Arthur Stuart. "Cause it starts with Little
Peggy. "

""Little' Peggy?" asked Alvin.
"That's what her nanme was then," said Arthur.
"Go ahead," said Alvin.

Arthur Stuart |ooked to the others. Cooper and Purity both nodded. At once Arthur Stuart bounded
to his feet and wal ked a coupl e of paces away. Then he came back and stood before them his back
to the water, and with boats sailing along behind him and the sunmer sun beating down on him
while his listeners sat in the shade, he put his hands behind his back and cl osed his eyes and
began to tal k.

Chapter 6 -- Nanes

Margaret did not waste tine worrying about when-- or if-- her prom sed audi ence with the Queen
m ght happen. Many of the futures she found in other people's heartfires led to such a neeting,
and many nore did not, and in neither case did she see such an audi ence |eading to the prevention
of the bl oody war she dreaded.

In the neantinme, there were plenty of other activities to fill her tine. For she was finding
that Canmel ot was a much nore conplicated place than she had expect ed.

During her childhood in the North she had | earned to think of slavery as an all-or-nothing
proposition, and in nost ways it was. There was no way to half-pernit it or half-practice it.
Ei ther you could be bought and sold by another hunman being or you couldn't. Either you could be
conpelled to |l abor for another man's profit under threat of death or injury, or you couldn't.

But there were cracks in the arnor, all the sane. Slave owners were not untouched by the nornal
human i npul ses. Despite the npbst stringent rules against it, sone Wites did becone quite
affectionate in their feelings toward | oyal Blacks. It was against the lawto free a slave, and
yet the Ashworths weren't the only Wiites to free sonme of their slaves and then empl oy them- and
not all those manumitted were as old as Doe. It might be inpossible to attack the institution of
slavery in the press or in public neetings, but that did not nean that quiet reforms could not
take pl ace.

She was writing about this in a letter to Alvin when someone knocked softly at her door.
"Come in?"

It was Fishy. Wrdlessly she entered and handed Margaret a calling card, then left al nost before
the words "Thank you, Fishy" were out of Margaret's nmouth. The card was from a haberdasher in
Phi | adel phi a, which puzzled her for a nmonent, until she thought to turn it over to reveal a
message scrawl ed in a carel ess childi sh hand:

Dear Sister-in-law Margaret, | heard you was in town. Dinner? Meet nme downstairs at four. Calvin
MIIer
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She had not thought to check his heartfire in many days, being caught up in her exploration of
Canel ot society. O course she | ooked for himat once, his distinctive heartfire al nost | eaping
out to her fromthe forest of flanes in the city around her. She never enjoyed |ooking into his
heartfire because of all the nalice that was constantly harbored there. Her visits were brief and
she did not | ook deep. Even so, she inmediately knew about his liaison with Lady Ashworth, which
di sgusted her, despite her long experience with all the sins and foibles known to humanki nd. To
use his knack to provoke the woman's |ust-- how was that distinguishable fromrape? True, Lady
Ashwort h coul d have shouted for her slaves to cast himfromthe house-- the one circunmstance in
whi ch sl aves were pernmitted to handle a Wiite man roughly-- but Lady Ashworth was a wonan
unaccustonmed to feeling nuch in the way of sexual desire, and like a child in the first rush of
puberty she had no strategies for resistance. Were the patterns of society kept girls and boys
from bei ng al one together during that chaotic time, preventing themfrom disastrous | apses in self-
control, Lady Ashworth, as an adult of high station, had no such protection. Her wealth bought her
privacy and opportunity wi thout giving her any particular help in resisting tenptation.

The t hought crossed Margaret's mind: It mght be useful to know of Lady Ashworth's adultery.

Then, ashanmed, she rejected the thought of holding the woman's sin agai nst her. Mrgaret had
known of other people's sins all her lifeand had al so seen the terrible futures that would result
if she told what she knew. If God had given her this intense knack, it was certainly not so that
she coul d spread nisery.

And yet... if there was sone way that her know edge of Calvin's seduction of Lady Ashworth m ght
hel p prevent the war..

How bitter it was that the nost guilty party, Calvin, was untouchabl e by shane, and therefore
coul d not have his adultery used against him unless Lord Ashworth was a chanpi on duel er (and even
then, Margaret suspected that in a duel with Calvin, Lord Ashworth would find that his pisto
woul d not fire and his sword woul d break right off). But that was the way of the world-- seducers
and rapists rarely bore the consequences of their acts, or at |east not as heavily as the seduced
and the brokenspirited.

Di nner would be at four o'clock. Only a couple of hours away. Fishy had not waited for a return
message, and in all likelihood Calvin wasn't waiting either. Either she would nmeet himor she
woul d not-- and indeed, his heartfire showed hi munconcerned. It was only a whimfor himto neet
her. His purpose was as nmuch to find out who she was as to cling to her skirts in order to get in
to see the King.

And even the wish to nmeet King Arthur contained no plan. Calvin knew Napol eon-- this exiled king
woul d not inpress him For a nmonment Margaret wondered if Calvin planned to kill King Arthur the
way he had nurdered-- or, as Calvin thought of it, executed-- WIIliamHenry Harrison. But no. Hs
heartfire showed no such path in his future, and no such desire in his heart at present.

But that was the problemwth Calvin's heartfire. It kept changing fromday to day, hour to

hour. Most people, limted as they were by the circunmstances of their lives, had few real choices,
and so their heartfires showed futures that followed only a handful of probable paths. Even

power ful people, |ike her husband Al vin, whose powers gave him countl ess opportunities, still had
their futures sorted into a wider but still countable nunber because their character was

predi ctabl e, their choices consistent.

Calvin, on the contrary, was whimdriven to a remarkable extent. H's attachnment to this French
intellectual had shaped his life |ately, because Balzac had a firmcharacter, but once Calvin's
futures diverged from Bal zac's, they inmedi ately branched and rebranched and forked and sprayed
into thousands, nillions of futures, none nore likely than the others. Margaret coul d not possibly
follow themall and see where they |ed.

It was in Alvin's heartfire, not Calvin's, that she had seen Alvin's death caused by Calvin's
machi nati ons. No doubt if she foll owed every one of the billion paths of Calvin's future she would
find al most as many different ways for Calvin to achieve that end. Hatred and envy and | ove and
admiration for Alvin were the one consistency in Calvin's inconstant heart. That he wi shed harm
for Alvin and would eventually bring it to pass could not be doubted; nor could Margaret find any
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likely way to prevent it.
Short of killing him

What is happening to me? she wondered. First | think of extortion by threatening to expose Lady
Ashworth's sin, and now | actually think of nurdering ny husband's brother. Is the mere exposure
to Calvin a tenptation? Does his heartfire influence nine?

Wul dn't that be nice, to be able to blame Calvin for my own failings?

One thing Margaret was sure of: The seeds of all sins were in all people. If it were not so, how
would it be virtue when they refrained fromacting on those inmpulses? She did not need Calvin to
teach her to think of evil. She only needed to be frustrated at her inability to change events, at
her hel pl essness to save her husband froma doomthat she so clearly saw and that Al vin hinself
seermed not to care about. The desire to force others to bend or break to her will was al ways
there, usually hidden deeply enough that she could forget she had that wi sh within her, but
occasionally surfacing to dangle the ripe fruit of power just out of her reach. She knew, as few
others did, that the power to coerce depended entirely on the fear or weakness of other hunan
beings. It was possible to use coercion, yes, but in the end you found yourself surrounded only by
the weak and fearful, with all those of courage and strength arrayed agai nst you. And nany of your
strong, brave enem es would match you in evil, too. The nore you coerced others, the sooner you
woul d bring yourself to the noment of your doom

It woul d even happen to Napol eon. Margaret had seen it, for she had exam ned his hot bl ack
heartfire several tinmes when she was checking on Calvin during his stay in France. She saw t he
battl efield. She saw the enenies arrayed agai nst him No coercion, not even fuel ed by Napol eon's
seemngly irresistible knack, could build a structure that would last. Only when a | eader gathered
willing followers who shared his goals could the things he created continue after his death.

Al exander proved that when his empire collapsed in fragments after his death; Charl emagne did
little better, and Attila did worse-- his enpire evaporated upon his death. The enpire of the
Romans, on the other hand, was built by consensus and | asted two thousand years; Mhamed s enpire
kept growing after his death and becane a civilization. Napoleon's France was no Rone, and

Napol eon was no Mohanmmed.

But at | east Napoleon was trying to create sonmething. Calvin had no intention of building
anything. To nmake things was his inborn knack, but the desire to build was foreign to his nature;
the persistence to build was contrary to his tenperament. He was weak hinself, and fearful. He
coul d not bear scorn; he feared shame nore than death. This nmade himthink he was brave. Many
peopl e made that nistake about thenselves. Because they could stand up to the prospect of physica
pai n or even death, they thought they had courage-- only to discover that the threat of shame made
them conmply with any foolish command or surrender any treasure, no matter how dear

Cal vin, what can | do with you? Is there no way to kindle true nanhood in your fragile, foolish
heart? Surely it's not too late, even for you. Surely in some of the million divergent paths of
your heartfire there is one, at least, in which you find the courage to admt Alvin's greatness
wi thout fearing that others will then scorn you for being weaker. Surely there's a nonment when you
choose to | ove goodness for its own sake, and cease to care about what others think of you

Surely, in any heap of straw, there is one strand which, if planted and tended, watered and
nurtured, will live and grow.

* k *

Honor, de Bal zac trotted al ong behind Calvin, growi ng nore annoyed by the noment. "Slow down,
girder-legs, you will wear me down to a stub trying to keep up with you."

"You al ways wal k so slow," said Calvin. "Sonetines | got to stride out or ny |legs get junpy."

"If your legs are junpy then junmp." But the argunent was over-- Calvin was wal king nore slowy

now. "This sister-in-law of yours, what nmakes you think she'll pay for dinner?"
"I told you, she's a torch. The Napol eon of torches. She'll know before she comes downstairs to
meet us that | don't have a dinme. O a shilling. Watever they call it here."
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"So she'll turn around and go back upstairs."”
"No," said Calvin. "She'll want to neet nme."

"But Calvin, nmy friend, if she is a torch then she nust know what is in your heart. Wo could
want to nmeet you then?"

Calvin rounded on him his face a mask of anger. "Wiat do you nean by that?"

For a nonent, Honor, was frightened. "Please don't turn me into a frog, Mnsieur |e Mker."
"I'f you don't like nme, why are you al ways taggi ng al ong?"

"I wite novels, Calvin. |I study people.”

"You' re studying me?"

"No, of course not, | already have you in ny mnd, ready to wite. What | study is the people
you nmeet. How they respond to you. You seemto wake up sonething inside them"

"What ?"
"Different things. That is what | study."
"So you're using nme."

"But of course. Were you under sone delusion that | stayed with you for |love? Do you think we
are Damon and Pythias? Jonathan and David? | would be a fool to |love you |ike such a friend."

Calvin's expression grew darker yet. "Wy would you be a fool ?"

"Because there is no roomfor a nan like me in your life. You are already | ocked in a dance with
your brother. Cain and Abel had no friends-- but then, they were the only two men alive. Perhaps
the better conparison is Romulus and Renus."

"Whi ch one am | ?" asked Cal vin.

"The younger brother," said Honor,.

"So you think he'll try to kill me?"

"I spoke of the closeness of the brothers, not the end of the story."
"You're playing with ne."

"I always play with everybody," said Honor,. "It is my vocation. God put me on the earth to do
with people what cats do to mice. Play with them chew the last bit of life out of them then pick
themup in ny nouth and drop them on people's doorsteps. That is the business of literature.™

"You take a lot of airs for a witer who ain't had a book printed up yet."

"There is no book big enough to contain the stories that fill ne up. But | will soon be ready to
wite. | will go back to France, | will wite my books, | will be arrested fromtime to tine, |
will be in debt, I will nmake huge anounts of nobney but never enough, and in the end nmy books wll

| ast far |onger than Napoleon's enpire.”

"Or maybe it'll just seemthat way to the fol ks who read them"

"You will never know. You are illiterate in French."

"I'milliterate in nost every |language," said Calvin. "So are you."

"Yes, but inthe illiteracy conpetition, | will concede to you the laurels."
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"Here's the house," said Cal vin.

Honor, sized it up. "Your sister-in-lawis not rich, but she spends the noney to stay in a place
that is respectable.™

"Who says she ain't rich? | mean, think of it. She knows what fol ks are thinking. She knows
everything they' ve ever done and everything they're going to do. She can see the future! You can
bet she's invested a few dollars here and there. | bet she's got plenty of noney by now "

"What a foolish use of such a power," said Honor,. "The nmere naking of noney. If | could see
into anot her person's heart, | would be able to wite the truest of novels."

"I thought you already could."

"I can, but it is only the imgi ned soul of the other person. | cannot be sure that | amright.
| have not been wong yet about anyone, but | am never sure."

"People ain't that hard to figure out," said Calvin. "You treat it |like some nmystery and you're
the high priest who has the word straight from God, but people are just people. They want the sane
t hi ngs. "

"Tell me this list as we go inside out of the sun."

Calvin pulled the string to ring the doorbell. "Water. Food. Leaking and dunping. Getting a
woman or a man, depending. Getting rich. Having people respect you and |ike you. Mking other
peopl e do what you want."

The door opened. A Black worman stood before them her eyes downcast.

"Mz Larner or Mz Smith or whatever name she's using, Margaret anyway, she's expecting to neet
us downstairs," said Calvin.

Wordl essly the Bl ack wonan backed away to | et themcone in. Honor, stopped in the doorway, took
the wonman by the chin, and lifted her head till their eyes net. "Wat do you want? In the whole
wor | d, what do you want nost?"

For a nonent the wonan | ooked at himin terror. Her eyes darted left, right. Honor, knew she
wanted to | ook down again, to get back to the safe and orderly world, but she did not dare to turn
her face away fromhimas long as he held her chin, for fear he woul d denounce her as insolent.
And then she stopped trying to | ook away, but rather |ocked her gaze on his eyes, as if she could
see into himand recogni zed that he nmeant her no harm but only wanted to understand her.

"What do you want ?" he asked again.

Her |ips noved.

"You can tell ne," he said.

"A nanme," she whi spered.
Then she tore herself away and fled the room

Honor, | ooked after her, benused. "What do you suppose she nmeant by that?" he asked. "Surely she
has a name-- how el se would her master call her when he wanted her?"

"You'll have to ask Margaret," said Calvin. "She's the one who sees what's going on inside
everybody's head."

They sat on the porch, watching bees and humm ngbirds raid the flowers in the garden. Soon
Cal vin began to anuse hinself by making the bees' wi ngs stop flapping. He'd point to a bee and
then it would drop like a stone. A nonent |ater, dazed and annoyed, it would start to buzz again
and rise into the air. By then Calvin would be pointing to another bee and making it fall. Honor,
| aughed because it was funny to see themfall, to imagine their confusion. "Please don't do it to
the humm ngbirds, " Honor, said.
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He regretted at once that he had said such a foolish thing. For of course that was exactly what
Calvin had to do. He pointed. The hummi ngbird' s wings stopped. It plumreted to the ground. But it
did not buzz and rise back into the sky. Instead it struggled there, flapping one wing while the
other lay useless in the dirt.

"Way woul d you break such a beautiful creature?" said Honor,
"Who makes the rules?" said Calvin. "Way is it funny to do it to bees but not to birds?"

"Because it doesn't hurt the bee," said Honor,. "Because humni ngbirds don't sting. Because there
are mllions of bees but hummingbirds are as rare as angels."

"Not around here," said Calvin.

"You nean there are many angels in Canel ot ?"

"I meant there are thousands of humni ngbirds. They're like squirrels they're so conmon."
"So it is all right to break this one's wing and let it die?"

"What is it, God watches the sparrows and you're in charge of humm ngbirds?"

"I'f you can't fix it," said Honor,, "you shouldn't break it."

Calvin gl owered, then pushed hinmself out of his chair, vaulted the railing, and knelt down by
the hunm ngbird. He fiddled with the wing, trying to straighten it. The bird kept struggling in
hi s grasp.

"Hold still, dammt."

Calvin held the broken wing straight, closed his eyes, concentrated. But the fluttering of the
bird kept annoying him He nade an exasperated gesture, as if he were shaking a child, and the
bones of the wing crunbled in his fingers. He took his hands away and | ooked at the ruined wing, a
si ck expression on his face.

"I's this a ganme?" asked Honor,. "See how many tines can you break the same humm ngbird w ng?"
Calvin | ooked at himin fury. "Shut your damm nouth."

"The bird is in pain, Mnsieur |e Miker."

Calvin leapt to his feet and stonped down hard on the bird. "Nowit's not."

"Calvin the healer," said Honor,. Despite the jesting tone he was sick at heart. It was his
goading that had killed the bird. Not that there was any hope for it. It was dooned to die as soon
as Calvin made it fall fromthe air. But even that had been partly Honor,'s fault for having asked
Calvin not to do it. He knew, or should have known, that would be a goad to him

"You made ne do it," said Calvin. He couldn't nmeet Honor,'s gaze. This worried Honor, nore than
a defiant glare would have. Calvin felt shaned in front of his friend. That did not bode well for
that friend' s future.

"Nonsense," said Honor, cheerfully. "It was your own wi se choice. Do not kill bees, for they
make honey! But what does a hunming bird nmake? A splash of color in the air, and then it dies, and
voil al A splash of color on the ground. And where is color nore needed? The air is full of bright
color. The ground never has enough of it. You have nade the world nore beautiful.”

"Someday |'Il be sick of you and your sick jokes," said Calvin.
"What's taking you so long? |I'malready sick of ne."
"But you like your jokes," said Calvin.

"I never know whether | will like themuntil | hear myself say them" said Honor,
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He heard footsteps inside the house, coning to the door. He turned. Margaret Smth was a stern-
| ooki ng woman, but not unattractive. Au contraire, she was noticeably attractive. Perhaps sone
nmi ght think her too tall for Honor,'s confort, but |ike nbst short men, Honor, had |ong since had
to settle for the idea of admiring taller wonmen; any other choice would curtail too sharply the
pool of available | adies.

Not that this one was available. She raised one eyebrow very slightly, as if to |let Honor, know
that she recogni zed his adnmration of her and thought it sweet but stupid of him Then she turned
her attention to Cal vin.

"l renmenber once," she said, "I saw Alvin heal a broken aninmal."

Honor, wi nced and stole a glance at Calvin. To his surprise, instead of exploding with wath,
Calvin only smled at the lady. "Nice to neet you, Margaret," he said.

"Let's get one thing straight fromthe start,” said Margaret. "I know every nasty little thing
you' ve ever done. | know how much you hate and envy ny husband. | know the rage you feel for ne at
this moment and how you long to hunmiliate ne. Let's have no pretenses between us."

"Al'l right," said Calvin, smling. "I want to make love to you. | want to make you pregnant with
my baby instead of Alvin's."

"The only thing you want is to make me angry and afraid," said Margaret. "You want me to wonder

if you'll use your powers to harmthe baby inside nmy wonb and then to seduce ne the way you did
wi th anot her poor wonman. So let me put your mind at rest. The hexes that protect mnmy baby were nade
by Alvin hinself, and you don't have the skill to penetrate them?"”

"Do you think not?" said Calvin.

"I know you don't," said Margaret, "because you've already tried and failed and you don't even
begin to understand why. As for wanting to seduce nme-- save those efforts for soneone who doesn't
see through your pretenses. Now, are we going to dinner or not?"

"I'"'m hungry," said Honor,, desperate to turn the conversation away fromthe dangerous hostility
with which it had begun. Didn't this woman know what Kkind of madman Cal vin was? "Were shall we
eat ?"

"Since |'mexpected to pay," said Margaret, "it will have to be in a restaurant | can afford."
"Excellent," said Honor,. "I amill at the thought of eating at the kind of restaurant | can
afford. ™

That earned hima tiny hint of a snmile fromthe stern Ms. Smith. "Gve nme your arm Monsieur de
Bal zac. Let's not tell my brother-in-law where we're going."

"Very funny," said Calvin, clinbing over the railing and back onto the porch. The edge of fury
was out of his voice. Honor, was relieved.

This woman, this torch, she nust truly understand Calvin better than Honor, did, for Calvin
seermed to be cal mi ng down even though she had goaded hi m so dangerously. O course, if she was
protected by hexes that m ght give her nore confidence.

O was it hexes she was counting on? She was nmarried to the Maker that Calvin |onged to be--
maybe she sinply counted on Calvin's know edge that if he hanned her or her baby, he would have to
face the wath of his brother at long last, and he knew he was no match for Alvin Maker. Soneday
he would have it out with him but he wasn't ready, and so Calvin would not harmAlvin's wife or
unborn baby.

Certainly that was the way a rational man woul d see it

Calvin tried to keep hinself fromgetting angry during the neal. Wat good would it do hinf She
could see everything he felt; yet she would al so see that he was suppressing his anger, so even
that woul d do no good. He hated the whole idea of her existence-- someone who thought she knew t he
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truth of his soul just because she could see into his secret desires. Wll, everyone had secret
desires, didn't they? They couldn't be condemmed for the fancies that passed through their mnd
could they? It was only what they acted on that counted.

Then he remenbered the dead humm ngbird. Lady Ashworth naked in bed. He stopped hinself before
he renenbered every act that others had criticized-- no reason to list the catal ogue of them for
Margaret's watchful eye. For her to report to Alvin with, no doubt, the worst possible
interpretation. Alvin's spy--

No, keep the anger under control. She couldn't help what her knack was, any nore than Calvin
coul d, or anybody el se. She wasn't a spy.

A judge, though. She was clearly judging him she had said as much. She judged everybody. That's
why she was here in the Crown Col oni es-- because she had judged and condemmed them for practicing
sl avery, even though the whole world had al ways practiced slavery until just lately, and it was
hardly fair to condemn these people when the idea of emancipation was really just some fancy new
trend fromPuritan England and a few French phil osophers.

And he didn't want to be judged by what he did, either. That was wong, too. People nmade
m st akes. Found out | ater that a choice was wong. You couldn't hold that against them forever,
could you?

No, people should be judged by what they neant to do in the long run. By the overarchi ng purpose
they nmeant to acconplish. Calvin was going to help Alvin build the Crystal Cty. That was why he
had gone to France and Engl and, wasn't it? To | earn how people were gathered to one purpose and
governed in the real world. None of this feeble teaching that Alvin did back in Vigor Church
trying to turn people into what they were not and never could be. No, Alvin would get nowhere that
way. Calvin was the one who would figure it all out and come back and show Alvin the way. Calvin
woul d be the teacher, and together the brothers would build the great city and the whole world
woul d be ruled fromthat place, and even Napol eon would cone and bow to them and then all of
Calvin's m stakes and bad thoughts would be forgotten in the honor and glory that would conme to
hi m

And even if he never succeeded, it was his purpose that counted. That's who Calvin really was,
and that was how Margaret should judge him

Conme to think of it, she had no business judging himat all. That's what Jesus said, wasn't it?
Judge not |est ye be judged. Jesus forgave everybody. Margaret should take a | esson from Jesus and
forgive Calvin instead of condermming him If the world had a little nore forgiveness init, it
woul d be a better place. Everybody sinned. What was Calvin's little fling with Lady Ashworth
conpared to Alvin killing that Slave Finder? What was a dead humm ngbird conpared to a dead man?
Margaret could forgive Alvin, but never Calvin, no, because he wasn't one of the favored ones.

Peopl e are such hypocrites. It nmade himsick, the way they were always pretending to be soooo
righteous...

Except Bal zac. He never pretended at all. He was just hinmself. And he didn't judge Cal vin. Just
accepted himfor the man he was. Didn't conpare himwith Alvin, either. How could he? They had
never rmet.

The neal was al nbst over. Calvin had been so busy brooding that he hadn't noticed that he was
al nost conpletely silent. But what could he say, when Margaret thought she already knew everything
about hi m anyway?

Bal zac was tal king to her about the slavegirl who opened the door for them at the boardi nghouse.
"I asked her what she wanted nost in all the world, and she told ne what she wanted was a nane. |
t hought peopl e naned their slaves."

Margaret | ooked at himin surprise, and it took a nonment for her to respond. "The girl you
talked to has two nanes,"” she finally said. "But she hates them both."

"I's that what she neant?" asked Bal zac. "That she didn't |ike her nanme? But that's not the same
as wi shing she had one."
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Agai n Margaret | ooked contenplative for a few nonents.

"I think you' ve uncovered something that | was having troubl e understandi ng. She hates her nane,
and then she tells you she wi shes she had one. | can't decipher it."

Bal zac | eaned over the table and rested his hand on Margaret's. "You nust tell me what you are
real ly thinking, madane."

"I amreally thinking you should take your hand off mine," said Margaret nmildly. "That may work
with the wonen of France, but uninvited intinmacies do not work well with ne."

"I beg your pardon."

"And | did tell you what | really thought," said Margaret.

"But that is not true," said Bal zac.

Cal vin al nost | aughed out loud, to hear himfront her so bold.

"I's it not?" asked Margaret. "If so, | amnot aware of what the truth night be."

"You got a look in your eyes. Very thoughtful. Then you reached a conclusion. And yet you told
me that you can't decipher this girl's wish for a nane."

"I said | can't decipher it," said Margaret. "I neant that | can't find her real nane."
"Ah. So that neans you have deci phered sonet hing."

"I've never thought to look for this before. But it seens that the two nanes | had for her-- the
nane her nother called her, which was awful, and her household nane, which is hardly better; they

call her 'Fishy'-- neither of those is her true nane. But she thinks they are. O rather, she
knows of no other name, and yet she knows there nmust be another name, and so she w shes for that
true name, and-- well, as you can see, | haven't deci phered anything."

"Your deciphernment is not up to your own standard of understandi ng maybe," said Bal zac, "but it
i s enough to | eave ne breathless.™

On they bl athered, Bal zac and Ms. Smith, trading conplinents. Calvin thought about nanmes. About
how much easier his life mght have been if his own nane had not been shared with Alvin, save one
letter. About how Alvin resisted using the name Maker even though he had earned it. Alvin Snmith
i ndeed. And then Margaret-- why did she decide to stop being Peggy? What pretensi on was she
nursing? O was Margaret the true name and Peggy the disguise?

Chatter chatter. Ch, shut up, both of you. "Here's a question,” Calvin asked, interrupting them
"Whi ch cones first, the nane or the soul ?"

"What do you nmean?" asked Bal zac.

"I mean is the soul the sane, no matter what you nane it? O if you change nanmes do you change
soul s?"

"What do nanes have to do with..." Margaret's voice trailed off. She | ooked off into the
di st ance.

"I think deci pherment happens before our eyes," said Bal zac.

Cal vin was annoyed. She wasn't supposed to take this seriously. "I just asked a question, |
wasn't trying to plunb the secrets of the universe."

Margaret | ooked at himw th disinterest. "You were going to make some foolish joke about giving
Alvin the C fromyour nane and you could be the one that everybody |ikes."

"WAs not," said Cal vin.
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She ignored him "The slaves have nanes," she said, "but they don't, because the nanmes their
masters give themaren't real. Don't you see? It's a way of staying free."

"Doesn't conpare with actual freedom" said Calvin.

"Of course it doesn't," said Margaret. "But still, it's nore than just a nmatter of the name
itsel f. Because when they hide their nanes, they hide sonething else."

Cal vin thought of what he had said to start this stupid discussion. "Their soul s?"

"Their heartfires," she said. "I know you understand what |'mtal ki ng about. You don't see into
them the way | do, but you know where they are. Haven't you noticed that the slaves don't have
t hen?"

"Yes, they do," said Calvin.

"What are you tal king about?" said Bal zac.

"Soul s," said Calvin.

"Heartfires," said Margaret. "I don't know if they're the sane thing."

"Doesn't matter," said Calvin. "The French don't have either one."

"Now he insults me and ny whole country," said Bal zac, "but you see that | do not kill him"

"That's because you've got short arns and you drink too much to aima gun," said Calvin.

"It is because | amcivilized and | disdain violence."

"Don't either of you care," said Margaret, "that the slaves have found a way to hide their souls

fromtheir masters? Are they so invisible to you, Calvin, that you haven't ever bothered to notice
that their heartfires are m ssing?"

"They still got a spark in them" said Calvin.
"But it's tiny, it has no depth," said Margaret. "It's the nenory of a heartfire, not the fire
itself. | can't see anything in them"

"Seens to ne that they' ve found a way to hide their souls fromyou, said Calvin.
"Doesn't he ever listen to anybody?" Margaret asked Bal zac.

"He does," said Balzac. "He hears, but he doesn't care.”

"What am | supposed to be caring about that |I'm not?" asked Cal vin.

"What the Black girl said she wished for," said Balzac. "A name. She has hi dden away her name
and her soul, but now she wants them back and she doesn't know how. "

"When did you two figure this out?" asked Cal vin.

"I't was obvious once Madane Smith nmade the connection,” said Bal zac. "But you are the nost
know edgeabl e people I know of, when it conmes to hidden powers. How could you not know of this?"

"l don't do souls," said Calvin.

"The powers they bring fromAfrica work differently," said Margaret. "Alvin tried to figure it
out, and so did I, and we think that everybody is born with hidden powers, but they learn fromthe
peopl e around themto use themin different ways. W Wite people-- or at |east English people--
but Napoleon's like this too, so who knows-- we learn to use these powers individually, binding
themtightly to sone inborn talent or preference or need. Alittle bit of it we can put outside
oursel ves, in hexes, but the real power is held in each person. Wiile the Reds, they open their
powers to the world around them becoming |less and | ess alone, nore and nore tied to the power of
nature. It gives themgreat powers, but cut themoff fromthe natural world and it's gone."
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"And Bl acks?" asked Bal zac.

"They learn to put it into objects, or perhaps they find it there, | don't know. Since |'ve
never done it myself, nor has Alvin, we could only speculate. Some things |I've seen in Black
folks' heartfires, though-- | could hardly believe it. Yet it's so. Arthur Stuart's nother-- she

had extraordi nary power, and by naking sonething, she gave herself wi ngs. She flew"
Bal zac | aughed, then realized she wasn't joking or even speaking netaphorically. "Flew?"

"At least a hundred miles," said Margaret. "Not far enough, not entirely in the right direction
but it was enough to save her baby, though her own strength and life were spent."

"This Arthur Stuart, why don't you ask him how the power of Black people works?"
"He's just a boy," said Calvin scornfully, "and he's hal f-Wite anyway."

"You don't know him" said Margaret. "He doesn't know how the powers of Blacks work because it
isn't carried in the blood, it's taught fromparent to child. Alvin | earned the greensong of the
Reds because he became like a child to Tenskwa- Tawa and Ta- Kunmsaw. Arthur Stuart grew up with his
power shaped into a knack, |ike Wites, because he was raised anong Wiites. | think Bl acks have a
hard tinme holding on to their African ways. Maybe that's why Fishy can't renenber her real nane.
Someone took her name from her, took her soul, to keep it in hiding, to keep it safe and free. But
now she wants it back and she can't get it because she's not African-born, she's not surrounded by
a tribe, she's surrounded by beat en-down sl aves whose heartfires and names are all in hiding."

"I'f they got all these powers," said Calvin, "how come they're slaves?"

"Ch, that's easy," said Balzac. "The ones who capture themin Africa, they are also African
t hey know what the powers are, they keep them from having the things they need.”

"Bl acks agai nst Bl acks," said Margaret sadly.
"How do you know all that?" Calvin asked Bal zac.

"l was at the docks! | saw the Bl acks being dragged off the ships in chains. | saw the Bl ack nen
who searched them took away little dolls nade of cloth or dung, nmany different things."

"Where was | when you were seeing this stuff?”
"Drunk, my friend," said Bal zac.
"So were you, then," said Calvin.

"But | have an enormpus capacity for wine," said Balzac. "Wien | amdrunk | amat ny best. It is
the national knack of the French."

"I wouldn't be proud of it if |I were you," said Margaret.

"I wouldn't be sanctinoni ous about our wine, here in the land of corn |liquor and rye whiskey."
Bal zac | eered at her.

"Just when | think | might |ike you, Monsieur Balzac, you show yourself not to be a gentleman.”
"I don't have to be a gentleman," said Balzac. "I aman artist."

"You still walk on two | egs and eat through your nouth,"” said Margaret. "Being an artist doesn't
give you special privileges. If anything, it gives you greater responsibilities."

"l have to study life in all its manifestations,” said Bal zac.

"Perhaps that is true," said Margaret. "But if you sanple all the w ckedness of the world, and
commit every betrayal and every harm then you will not be able to sanple the higher joys, for you
will not be healthy enough or strong enough-- or decent enough for the conpany of good peopl e,
which is one of the greatest joys of all."
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"If they cannot forgive nme nmy foibles, then they are not such good people, no?" Bal zac sniled as
if he had played the |ast ace in the deck

"But they do forgive your foibles," said Margaret. "They woul d wel cone your conpany, too. But if
you joined them you would not understand what they were tal king about. You would not have had the
experi ences that bind themtogether. You would be an outsider, not because of any act of theirs,
but because you have not passed along the road that teaches you to be one of them You will fee
like an exile fromthe beautiful garden, but it will be you who exiled yourself. And yet you will
bl ame them and call themjudgnental and unforgiving, even as it is your own pain and bitter
menory that condemms you, your own ignorance of virtue that nakes you a stranger in the land that
shoul d have been your hone."

Her eyes were on fire and Bal zac | ooked at her with rapt adnmiration. "I always thought | would
experiment with evil, and imagi ne good because it was easier. Al nost you convince ne | should do
it the other way around.”

Cal vin was not so entranced. He knew that this little sernon was directed at himand he didn't
like it. "There's no such secret that the good people know," said Calvin. "They just pretend, to
consol e thensel ves for having missed out on all the fun."

Margaret smiled at him "I took these ideas fromyour own thoughts of only a few m nutes ago,
Cal vin. You know that what |'msaying is true."

"l was thinking the opposite,” said Calvin.

"That's what you thought you were thinking," said Margaret. "But you woul dn't have had to think
such thoughts if that was what you really thought about it."

Bal zac | aughed al oud, and Calvin joined him- albeit hal fheartedly.

"Madanme Smith, | could have | abored all ny days and never thought of a conversation in which
soneone was able to deliver such a sentence and have it nmean anything at all. 'That's what you
t hought you were thinking.' Delicious! 'You would not think these thoughts if you really thought
what you think you thought' O was it 'thought you think.""

"Neither one," said Margaret. "You are already preparing to msquote ne."
"I amnot a journalist! I ama novelist, and | can inprove any speech.”

"Inmprove this," said Margaret. "You two play your foolish ganes-- Calvin playing at being
power ful , Monsi eur de Bal zac playing at being an artist-- but around you here is real life. Rea
suffering. These Bl ack people are as human as you and ne, but they give up their heartfires and
their nanes in order to endure the tornent of belonging to other people who despise and fear them
If you can dwell in this city of evil and remain untouched by their suffering, then it is you who
are the trivial, enpty people. You are able to hold on to your nanmes and heartfires because they
aren't worth stealing."

Wth that she rose fromthe table and left the restaurant.
"Do you think we of fended her?" asked Cal vin.

" Per haps,
pay. "

said Bal zac. "But that concerns ne a great deal |ess than the fact that she did not

As be spoke, the waiter was already approaching them "Do the gentlenen wish to pay in cash?"

"It was the lady who invited us," said Balzac. "Did she forget to pay?"

"But she did pay," said the waiter. "For her own neal. Before you sat down, she wote us her
check."

Bal zac | ooked at Cal vin and burst out |aughing. "You should see your face, Mnsieur Calvin!"
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"They can arrest us for this," said Calvin.

"But they do not wish to arrest a French novelist," said Balzac. "For | would return to France
and wite about their restaurant and declare it to be a house of flies and pestilence."

The waiter | ooked at himcoldly. "The French anbassador engages us to cater his parties,” he
said. "I do not fear your threat."

A few nonents later, up to his arms in dishwater and slops, Calvin seethed in resentment. O
Margaret, of course. OF Alvin, whose fault it was for marrying her. O Balzac, too, for the
cheerful way he bantered with the Bl ack sl aves who woul d otherwi se have done all the kitchen work
they were doing. Not that the Bl acks bantered back. They hardly | ooked at him But Calvin could
see that they liked hearing himfromthe way nore and nore of themlingered in the rooma little
I onger than their jobs required. Wiile he was conpletely ignored, carrying buckets of table scraps
out to be conposted for the vegetabl e garden, enptying pails of dishwater, hauling full ones from
the well to be heated. Heavy, sweaty labor, filth on his hands, grinme on his face. He thought | ast
night's urine-soaked sleep was as |low as he could get in his life, but now he was doi ng the work
of slaves while slaves | ooked on; and even here, there was another man that they all |iked better
than him

Calvin returned to the kitchen just as a Black man was carrying a stack of clean plates to put
back on the shelves. The Black man had just a trace of a smle on his face from sonet hi ng Bal zac
had said, and it was just too nuch after all that had happened that night. Calvin got his bug
i nside the dishes and cracked themall, shattered themin his arnms. Shards sprayed out everywhere.

The crashing sound i medi ately brought the Wiite chef and the overseer, his short, thick rod
al ready raised to beat the slave; but Bal zac was already there, throwing hinself between the slave
and the rod. And it was, truly, a matter of throwing hinself, for the slave and the overseer were
both nuch taller than Bal zac. He leapt up and fairly clung to the slave like a child playing pick-
a- pack.

"No, nonsieur, do not strike him he was innocent. | carelessly bunped into himand dropped all
the plates on the floor! I amthe nbost mserable of men, to take a dinner | could not pay for and
now | have break all these plates. It is ny back that deserves the bl ows!"

"I ain't going to whip no Wiite nan |like a buck," said the overseer. "Wat do you think | anP"
"You are the armof justice," said Balzac, "and | amthe heart of guilt."

"Cet these inbeciles out of nmy kitchen," said the chef.

"But you are French!" cried Bal zac.

"Of course | am French! Who would hire an English cook?"

| mredi ately Bal zac and the chef burst into a torrent of French, sone of which Calvin understood,
but not enough to be worth trying to hear any nore of it. Balzac had taken all the fun out of it,
of course, and the slaves were | ooking at him- sidelong, |lest they be caught staring at a Wite
man-- as if he were God hinself conme to | ead themout of captivity. Even when Calvin was annoyed
and tried to get even a little, it ended up naking Bal zac | ook good and Cal vin | ook |ike nothing.

Lead them out of captivity. God hinself. Hi s own thought of a nonent before echoed in his nmnd
Mar garet says they've lost their names and their heartfires. She hates slavery and wants it done
away. They need soneone to get their souls back and | ead them out of captivity.

Bal zac can't do that for them What is he? A prawn of a Frenchman with ink on his fingers. But
if I free the slaves, what will Alvin be then, conpared with ne?

For a moment he thought of striking the overseer dead and getting the slaves to run. But where
woul d they run? No, what was needed was a general uprising. And wi thout souls, the Blacks could
hardly be expected to have the gunption for any kind of revolt.

So that was the first order of business. Finding souls and nam ng nanes.
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Chapter 7 -- Accusation

Alvin didn't exactly doze off while Arthur Stuart told the story of his life. But his mnd did
wander .

He couldn't help hearing how Arthur Stuart's voice didn't change when he spoke. No one el se
woul d have renarked upon it, but Alvin still renenbered how, when Arthur Stuart was younger, he
could mimc other folks' voices perfectly. No matter how high or |ow the voice, no matter what
accent or speech inpedinent it had, no matter how whi spery or booning it mght be, it cane easily
fromthe boy's nouth.

And then cane the Slave Finders, with a sachet containing pieces of Arthur's hair and body taken
when he was first born. They had the knack of knowi ng when a person matched up with a sachet, and
there was no hiding fromthem they could snmell |ike bloodhounds. So Alvin took the boy across the
H o River, and there on the Appal achee side he nade a change in the deepest heart of the tiniest
parts of Arthur's body. Not a | arge change, but it was enough that Arthur no | onger matched up
with his own sachet. Alvin took himdown under the water to wash away the |l ast traces of his old
skin. And when he cane up out of the water, Arthur was safe. But he had | ost his knack for doing
voi ces.

Ain't that the way of it? thought Alvin. | try to help, and | take away as much as | give. Maybe
that's how God set up the world, so nobody could get no special advantages. You get a niracle and
you | ose sonething ordinary that you mss fromthen on. Sone angel sonewhere neasures out the joy
and m sery, and whatever your portion, you get it no matter what you do.

Suddenly Alvin was filled with loneliness. Silly to feel that way, he knew, what with these good
conpani ons al ongsi de him But sonewhere down south there was his wife who was also his teacher and
his guardi an, the bright pair of eyes that watched himfrominfancy on, even though she was
scarcely nore than a baby hersel f when she started. Margaret. And in her wonb, the start of the
next generation. Their firstborn daughter

And, thinking of them he began to seek for them He wasn't |like Margaret, able to leap from
heartfire to heartfire with a thought, able to see just by having the wish to see. He had to send
hi s doodl ebug out, fast, faster, racing across the map of America, down the coast, passing
heartfires of every living thing, through fields and bright green forests, over rivers, across the
wi de Chesapeake. He knew the way and never got lost. Only in the city of Canelot itself did he
have to search, looking for the paired heartfires that he knew so well, that he sought out every
ni ght.

Found. Mdther and the tiny heartfire of their devel opi ng daughter. He could not see into
heartfires the way Margaret could, but he could see into the body. He could tell when Margaret was
speaki ng but had no notion what was said. He could hear the heartbeat, feel the breathing, tell if
she was upset or calm but he could not know why.

She was eating. She was tense, her nuscles held rigid, her attitude wary. Two conpani ons at
dinner. One of themunfamliar to him The other..

What was Cal vin doing across a table from Margaret?

At once Alvin did a closer check on his wife and baby. Nothing interfering with the baby in the
wonb- - her heartbeat was regul ar, she showed no distress.

O course not. Wiy should he even inagine that Calvin posed any threat to his famly? Calvin
m ght be a strange boy, plagued with jealousy and quick to wath, but he wasn't a nonster. He
didn't hurt people, beyond hurting their feelings. No doubt his fear came from Margaret's constant
war ni ngs about how Calvin was going to get himkilled soneday. |If he posed any danger to Margaret
or the baby, she'd know | ong beforehand and woul d take steps to stop him

Cal vin and Margaret dining together. That bore thinking about. He could hardly wait for Margaret
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to get sone tine alone and wite to him

Then he got to thinking about Margaret and how he missed her and what it night be like, the two
of themsettling down wthout feeling the weight of the world on their shoulders, spending their
time raising children and working to make a living. No Unmaker to be watched for and fended off.
No Crystal City to be built. No horrible war to be avoided. Just wife, children, husband,
nei ghbors, and in time grandchildren and graveyards, joy and grief, the rising and falling fl oods
and droughts of the river of life.

"You fall asleep, Al vin?" asked Verily.
"Was | snoring?" asked Alvin.
"Arthur finished his tale. Your life story. Wren't you listening?"

"Heard it all before," said Alvin. "Besides, | was there when it happened, and it wasn't half so
entertaining to live through as the tale Arthur nmakes of it."

"The question is whether Mss Purity wants to be one of our conpany," said Verily.

"Then why are you asking ne?" said Alvin.

"I thought you might help us Iisten to her answer."

Alvin | ooked at Purity, who blushed and | ooked away.

Arthur Stuart glared at Verily. "You accusing Mss Purity of |ying?"

"I"'msaying," said Verily, "that if she believed your story, then she might fear the great power
that Alvin has within him and so she might give the answer that she thinks will keep her safe,

i nstead of the answer that corresponds to her true inclinations."”

"And |' m supposed to know whet her she's telling the truth or not?" asked Alvin.

"Her heart isn't made of wood,"” said Verily, "so | can't tell if it beats faster or slower when
she answers."
"She's the one with the knack to tell what people feel,"” said Alvin. "Margaret's the one as sees

into folks' heartfire. Mg, | just fiddle with stuff.”

"You are too nodest," said Purity, "if what your disciples say is true."
That perked Alvin right up. "Disciples?"

"Isn't that what you are? The master and his disciples, wandering about in the w |l derness,
hoping to recruit another."

"To ne it looks more like a lost man and his friends, who are willing to be lost with himtil
he finds what he's |looking for,"” said Al vin.

"You don't believe that," said Purity.

"No," said Alvin. "They're ny friends, but that's not why they're here. They're fellow dreaners.
They want to see the Crystal City as nmuch as | do, and they're willing to travel hundreds of niles
to help me find it."

Purity smled faintly. "The Crystal City. The Cty of God. | wonder who it is you'll end up
hangi ng, since you can't very well hang witches."

"Don't plan on hangi ng anybody," said Alvin.
"Not even nurderers?" said Purity.

Al vin shrugged. "They get thensel ves hung no natter where they go."
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"Once you have the gallows, you'll find new reasons to hang people fromit."

"Way are you being so spiteful ?" asked Verily. "New Engl and hasn't added a capital crine in the
two hundred years since it was founded. And sone former capital crines haven't led to the gallows
in a century. You have no reason to think that a decent society will go mad with the power to
kill."

"New Engl and didn't need new reasons," said Purity, "because it had such a fine catchall. No
matter what someone did, if you want himdead, he's a witch."

"I wouldn't know," said Verily.

"You said it yourself," said Purity. "Everyone has a knack. They hide it out of fear and call it
hum lity. But if soneone wants to kill a man, he only has to detect his knack and denounce himfor
it. So anyone can be killed at any tinme. Who needs new | aws, when the old ones are so broad?"

"Did you becone this cynical in the past few hours?" asked Verily. "Or have you al ways taken the
| onest possible view of human Iife?"

"Hurmman life is wicked to the core," said Purity, "and only the elect of God are lifted above
human w ckedness and caught up into the goodness of heaven. To expect w ckedness from hunan bei ngs
is the best way | know of to avoid surprises. And when | amsurprised, it's always pleasantly."

"Ask her the question and have done," said Alvin.

"And if | say | don't want to travel with you?" said Purity.
"Then we'll travel on w thout you," said Alvin.

"Doi ng ne no harn?" asked Purity.

Verily Cooper |aughed. "Even if we wanted to, Alvin wouldn't let us. Wien a bee stings him he
puts the stinger back init, heals it up, and sends it on its way."

"Then nmy answer is no," said Purity. "People will be |ooking for ne by now If you want to be
safe frominquiries, you d best let nme go and be about your business."

"No," said Arthur Stuart. "You got to come with us."
"And why should I ?" asked Purity. "Because you spin a good tale?"
"l told you the truth and you know it," said Arthur

"Yes," said Purity, softening. "You did believe every word you said. But it has no bearing on
me. | have no part in what you're trying to do."

"Yes, you do!" cried Arthur Stuart. "Didn't you get the point of ny story? Somebody's in charge
of all this. Sonebody gave Alvin the powers he's got. Sonebody led his famly to Horace Guester's
roadhouse, so Little Peggy would be in place to watch over him Wy did nmy nother fly so near to
that place, so I'd be there waiting when Alvin cane back? And M ke Fink, and Verily Cooper-- how
did they get to neet up with hin? Don't tell ne it was chance cause | don't believe init."

"Nor do I," said Purity.

"So whoever led us to Alvin, or himto us, that's who I ed you here today. You could have wal ked
anywhere. W coul d have been anywhere on the river, bathing. But here we were, and here you cane."

"l have no doubt that we were brought together,"” said Purity. "The question is, by whonP"

"I don't know as it's a who," said Alvin. "Arthur thinks God's in charge of all this, and
don't doubt but what God has his eye on the whole world, but that don't nmean he's spending extra
time looking out for me. | got a feeling that knacks get drawn together. And the power | was born
with, it's right strong, and so it's like a magnet, it just naturally grabs hold on other strong
people and links themup. It's not |ike good folks are the only ones as get drawn to ne. Seemns
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like | get nore than ny share of the other kind, too. Wiy would God send themto ne?"

Arthur Stuart didn't seemto be swayed by Alvin's argunment. Cearly they'd been down this road
before. "God brings some, and the other one brings the others.”

"They just cone natural,” said Alvin, "both kinds. Don't go guessing what God's doing, because
themas tries to guess always seens to get it wong."

"And how woul d you know t hey was wong," said Arthur, "lessen you thought you had a scope on
God's will!" He sounded triunphant, as if he had at last |anded a bl ow on the body of Alvin's
ar gument .

"Cause it works out so bad," said Alvin. "Look at this place. New England's got everything going
for it. Good people, trying to serve God as best they can. And they do, nostly. But they figured
that God wanted themto kill everybody as used a knack, even though they never found out how to
tell if knacks cane from God or the devil. They just called all knacks w tchcraft and went off
killing folks in the name of God. So even if they got all the rest of God's will just right, |ook
what they done to Mss Purity here. Killed her folks and got her brought up in an orphanage. It
don't take a scope on God's will to know New England ain't got it figured out yet."

"You sound |ike professors arguing over an obscure point of Latin gramar, when the passage
itself is a forgery," said Purity. "Wiether | was led to you by God or nature or Satan hinself, it
doesn't change ny answer. | have no business with you. It's here that ny destiny lies. \Watever |
am and what ever happens to ne, ny story begins and ends with the... with New England."

"Wth the courts of New England," said Verily.

"So you say," said Purity.

"Wth the gall ows of New England,"” Verily insisted.
"If God wills," said Purity.
"No," said Verily, "you'll nmeet the gallows only if you will it."

"On the contrary," said Purity. "Meeting you has been the nost inportant |esson of ny life.
Until | net you, until | heard your story, | was sure ny parents could not really have been
wi tches and therefore a great injustice was conmitted. | didn't really believe that w tches
exi sted. But | have seen now that they do. You have powers far greater than God neant anyone but a
prophet or apostle to have, M. Snmith, and you have no qual ns about using them You are going
about gathering disciples and planning to build a city. You are Ninrod, the nighty hunter against
the Lord, and the city you nmean to build is Babel. You want it to |lift mankind above the flood and
take men into heaven, where they will be as God, knowing all things. You are a servant of the
devil, your powers are witchery, your plans are anathema, your beliefs are heresy, and if ny
parents were one-tenth as wi cked as you, they deserved to die!"

They all stared at her in silence. Arthur Stuart had tears streaking his cheeks.

Finally Alvin spoke to the others, not to her. "Best be on our way, boys," he said. "Arthur, you
run and tell Audubon to dry off and get dressed.”

"Yes, sir," said Arthur quietly, and he was gone.
"Aren't you even going to argue with ne?" asked Purity.

Al vin | ooked quizzically at her for a nonent, then wal ked away toward where M ke Fink had gone
to stand watch. Only Verily Cooper remained.

"So you admit that what | said is true," said Purity.

Verily | ooked at her sadly. "Wiat you said is false as hell,"” said Verily. "Alvin Maker is the
best man | know in all the world, and there's no trace of evil in him He's not always right, but
he's never wong, if you understand what |'m saying."
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"That is just what |'d expect a denon to say of his master the devil."
"There," said Verily. "What you just said. That's why we're giving up on you."
"Because | dare to nane the truth?”

"Because you've latched on to a story that can capture everything we say and do and turn it into
alie."

"Way would | do that?" asked Purity.

"Because if you don't believe these stupid |ies about us, then you have to admt that they were
wong to kill your parents, and then you'd have to hate them and they're the only people that you
know. You'd be a wonan without a country, and since you're already a wonan without a famly, you
can't let go of them™

"See how the devil twists ny love for nmy country and tries to turn it against ne?" said Purity.

Verily sighed. "M ss Purity, | can only tell you this. Whatever you do in the next few hours and
days, | expect you'll have plenty of chance to judge between Alvin Smith and the | aw of New
Engl and. Sonmewhere inside you there's a place where truth is truth and lies get shed |ike
rai ndrops off oil. You look in that place and see which is acting like Christ."

"Christ is just as well as merciful,” said Purity. "Only the wicked claimthat Christ is only
forgiving. The righteous renmenber that he denounced the unrepented sin, and declared the truth
that everlasting fire awaited those who refused to choose righteousness.”

"He al so had sharp words for hypocrites and fools, as |I recall," said Verily.
"Meani ng that you think I'ma hypocrite?"

"On the contrary," said Verily. "I think you re a fool."

She sl apped his face.

As if she hadn't touched him he went on in a mld tone of voice. "You ve been nade foolish by
the harmthat's been done to you, and by the fact that the w ckedness of this place is so smal
conpared to its goodness. But that doesn't mean it isn't real, and hasn't poisoned you, and won't
kill you in the end."

"Cod dwells in New England," said Purity.

"He visits here as he visits all places, and | dare say he finds nuch to be glad of in these
farns and villages. A garden of the soul. But still aslither with snakes, |ike every other place."

"I'f you plan to kill nme," said Purity, "you'd better do it quick, because |I'm going nowto
denounce you and send them after you."

"Then be off," said Verily. "They'll either find us or they won't, depending on what Alvin
decides. And if they do find us, keep this in nmnd: Al he wants is for people to have a chance at
happi ness. Even you."

"My happi ness doesn't depend on a witch!"

"Does so," said Verily. "But up to now, the witches it depended on were dead."

Tears appeared in her eyes; her face reddened; she woul d have sl apped hi m agai n except she
remenbered that it did no good. Instead she turned and ran fromhiminto the woods, al nost bunping
into Alvin and M ke Fink, who were returning along the path. A nonent |ater she was gone.

"I think you lost, Very," said Alvin. "Or was that your plan?"

"She's not at her best," said Verily. He | ooked fromMke to Arthur to Alvin. "Well, is it tine
for us to put on seven-I|eague boots?"
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Alvin grinned at him "Wuldn't you rather we tied you to the nast as we sailed on past the
siren?"

Verily was startled. "What do you nean by that?"
"I mean that | saw how you were | ooking at her. She struck sonmething in you."

"OF course she did," said Verily. "She's been strangled by the need to hide her very
consi derabl e knack, and now she finds that her parents were killed for the sane cause. She has to
di stingui sh between herself and those who knowi ngly do witchcraft. She has to draw the |ine of
virtue and stand on the right side of it w thout denying what she is and what she knows. | |ived
that life, except that ny parents were fortunate enough to stay alive. | understand sonething of
what she's goi ng through.”

"I nconvenient tine for her to cone to her crisis of faith, don't you think?" said Alvin.

"Don't nake nore of this than it is," said Verily. "As | told her, if she denounces us the
authorities will either find us or not, depending on what you decide."

M ke snorted. "That's an easy one.

At that nonent Arthur Stuart and a dripping, sonmewhat-dressed Audubon appeared. "She's gone,"
Arthur Stuart said.

"That is good, the way | amdress,"” said Audubon

"She's gone to report us," said Mke Fink, "and here we are jaw ng."

"I't's up to Alvin whether we run or wait," said Verily. "She might not denounce us."

"But then she might," said Mke. "And if she does, let's not be here." But Verily and Alvin were
| ooki ng at each other, deciding some question that the others hadn't heard.

"I's there sone reason,"” Alvin asked, "why | mght choose to let themfind us?"
Still Verily declined to answer.
"To save her," said Arthur Stuart.

Now they all |ooked at Arthur. He | ooked at Alvin, just as intently as Verily had the nonent
before. Alvin had the distinct inpression that he was supposed to understand sone unspoken
expl anat i on.

"How woul d it save her, for us to be caught?" asked Alvin.

"Because the way she's acting," said Arthur Stuart, "she's going to get herself killed. Unless
we save her."

M ke Fink came between them "Let me get this straight. You want us to get |ocked up and tried
as witches so we can save her?"

"How woul d us getting | ocked up help her?" said Alvin.
"How many birds can | paint in jail?" asked Audubon
"You woul dn't stay in jail long," said Verily. "Wtch trials are notoriously quick."

"What is it about a wonman that makes her life worth the lives of four nmen and a boy?" demanded
M ke.

Verily laughed in exasperation. "Wiat are you thinking, Mke? This is Alvin Smth. The Maker of
the Golden Plow. How | ong do you suppose he'd let us wait in jail?"

"You really don't want to | eave her behind, do you, Very?" said Alvin. "O you neither, Arthur
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Stuart, is that right?"

"Sure is," said the boy,

"That's right," said Verily.

"Goodness gracious," said Mke sarcastically. "lIs this |love we're tal ki ng about ?"
"Who's in love?" demanded Arthur.

"Verily Cooper's in love with Mss Purity," said Mke Fink

"I don't think so," said Verily.

"He nmust be," said Mke, "because he's let her go off to denounce us to the authorities and he
wants us to get arrested because he thinks that'll nake her feel bad and she'll change her m nd
about us and she'll recant her testinony agai nst us and then she'll decide to cone along with us.
Wiich is a fine plan, except for the part where we get hung and she kneels at the foot of the
gal |l ows weeping her poor little eyes out she feels so bad."

Arthur Stuart |ooked at Verily, calculation in his eyes. "You think we nm ght change her mnd
about us by getting arrested?" he asked.

"Mke is wong, it's not pity I'mcounting on," said Verily. "lIt's fear."
"Fear of what?" asked Alvin.

"Fear of the working of the law. Right now she believes the law is just and therefore we and her
parents deserve to die. She'll change her mind quick enough when she sees how witch trials go."

"You've nade a pretty long chain out of one link," said M ke.
"G ve her a chance," said Arthur Stuart.

Alvin | ooked at Arthur, then at Verily. Who ever woul d have thought this nan and this boy woul d
be rivals in love? "Mght be worth a try," said Al vin.

"If they arrest me they'll take ny paintings and destroy them" said Audubon
"I"ll keep you and your paintings safe,” said Alvin.

"And if they kill you," said Audubon, "what will happen to ny paintings?"

"I won't care,” said Alvin.

"But | will!"

"No you won't," said Arthur Stuart. "Cause if Alvin gets killed, so will you."

"That is ny point!" cried Audubon. "Let us run away! This greensong that you speak of, for
hiding in the forest while running very fast. Sing!"

"What | got in mnd," said Alvin, "is nore |ike a saunter on the riverbank. And remenber, all of
you-- confess to nothing. No witchcraft. No knacks. Don't even admt to being French, John James."

"I ain't going to lie under oath," said Arthur Stuart.
"Don't lie, just refuse to answer," said Al vin.
"That's when they torture you," said Verily. "Wen you refuse to say yes or no."

"Wel |, they hang you when you say yes," said Alvin, "and | ain't heard of themjust letting you
go if you deny it."

"I'f you don't answer, you can die wi thout ever going to trial."
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Alvin began to chuckle. "Well, now !l get it. You want to go to trial. This ain't about Purity or
being in love or any such thing. You want to take on the witch laws."

"Well | don't,"” said Mke Fink. "I sure don't have to answer under oath when sonmeone asks ne if
| ever served Satan."

"It seens to ne," said Alvin, "that if you want to have your day in court, Verily, you ought to
do it as a lawer, and not as a defendant.”

"And you oughtn't to drag along fol ks as don't want to stand trial," said M ke.

"Not that any harmwould conme to any of us," said Al vin.

Audubon threw his anus heavenward. "Listen to him Alvin has the... hubris. He think he can save
everybody. "

"I can," said Alvin. "That's just a fact."

"Then let's stay around and save her," said Arthur Stuart. "W don't have to get arrested to do
that."

"l want to do nore than save her body fromdeath," said Verily.
"Please don't tell us what nore you want to do to her body," said Audubon

Verily ignored him "I want her to learn the truth about her parents and about herself. | want
her to be proud of her knack. | want her to cone join us in building the Crystal Gty."

"Those are all good things to want,"” said Alvin. "But just at this nonent | have a keen nenory
of the nonths | spent in jail back in Hatrack River, and | got to say | don't wi sh even an hour in
such a place for any of this conmpany."

"Yes! The wi sdom of Sol onon!" cried Audubon

"Which ain't to say | don't see your point, too, Very," said Alvin. "And as for you, Arthur
Stuart, | can see as how a young man |like you sees a danmsel wal king straight to the dragon's lair
and he's plain got to draw his sword."

"What are you tal king about?" asked Art hur

"Saint George," said Alvin. "And the dragon."

"The boy will not let me to kill birds," said Audubon, "but dragons."
M ke Fink | ooked puzzled. "Ain't no dragons around here."

"Fall in line behind ne," said Alvin, "and say nothing, and touch nothing, and don't stray from
the path | mark."

"So you'll leave her to their mercy," said Verily.

"I prom se you, Very," said Alvin, "you'll get everything you want."

Verily nodded. Alvin | ooked at Arthur Stuart, wordl essly nmaking himthe same prom se, and the
boy al so nodded.

They all lined up behind himon the riverbank. Alvin started off wal king, then picked up his
pace, jogging along, then loping, then flat-out running. At first the others worked hard at it,
but then they began to hear a kind of nusic, not with instrunents, not the kind you sing or dance
to, but the sound of wind in | eaves and birds singing, the chatter of squirrels and the buzz of
i nsects, the high white sizzle of sunlight striking the dew on the |eaves, the |anguid rush of
wat er vapor distilling into the air. The sound of their footfalls merged with the nmusic and the
world around themtuned into a blur of green, which contained every |eaf, every tree, every bit of
earth, and nade themall one thing; and the runners were part of that one thing, and their running
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was part of the song, and the | eaves parted to | et them pass, and the air cool ed them and the
streans bore themover without their feet getting wet and instead of grow ng | egsore or
ribstitched they felt exhilarated, full of the Iife around them They could run like that forever.

Then, nonments later, the greensong began to fade. The trees narrowed to a strip of wood al ong
the river. Cultivated fields held a nuted nusic, |ow tones of thousands of identical lives.
Bui | di ngs broke the song entirely, gaps of silence that were al nost painful. They staggered, felt
the pounding of their feet on the ground, which was hard now, and the branches snagged at them as
they passed. They cantered, jogged, wal ked, and finally stopped. As one they turned away fromthe
fields and buildings, away fromthe city of Boston with the tall masts of the ships in the harbor
rising higher than the buildings, and faced upriver, to the place through which the song had
carried them

"Mon dieu," said Audubon. "1 have flied on angel w ngs."

They stood in silence for a while longer. And then Arthur Stuart spoke.
"Where's Alvin?" he said.

Alvia wasn't there. M ke scowl ed at Verily Cooper. "Now | ook what you've done."
"Me?" said Verily.

"He sent us off and stayed behind to get arrested,” said Mke. "I'msworn to protect himand
then you get himto do sonething like this."

"I didn't ask himto do this alone,” said Verily.

Arthur Stuart started wal king up the path, back into the woods.

"Where are you goi ng?" asked Verily.

"Back to Canbridge,"” he said. "It can't be that far. The sun's hardly noved in the sky."
"It's too late to stop Alvin fromdoing this," said M ke.

Arthur | ooked back at himlike he was crazy. "I know that," he said. "But he expects us to go
back and hel p."

"How do you know t hi s?" asked Audubon. "He tell you what he plan to do?"

"He told all of us," said Arthur. "He knows Verily wants to have a witch trial. So, Alvin's
decided he'll be the witch. Verily gets to be the lawer. And the rest of us have to be
Wi t nesses. "

"But the girl will denounce us, too," said Audubon

Verily nodded. "That's right," he said. "Yes, that's right. So the three of you, | want you to
wait in the woods until | come fetch you."

"What's the plan?" asked M ke.

"I won't find that out till | talk to Alvin," said Verily. "But remenber this: The only charge
that matters in a witch trial is, Did Satan rule you? So that's the only question you answer.
Not hi ng about knacks or hidden powers. Just about Satan. You never saw him you never talked to
hi m or any denons, he never gave you anything. Can you all swear to that truly?"

They all | aughed and agreed they coul d.

"So when it's tinme to testify, that's the only question you answer. For the rest, you just |ook
stupid."”

"What about ne?" said Audubon. "I was baptized Catholic."
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"You can tal k about that, too," said Verily. "You'll see. If I"'mhalf the lawer | trained to
be, none of this will ever cone to trial." He joined Arthur on the path. "Cone along. It's |lega
work now. And if everything cones out right, we'll have Alvin free and Mss Purity as a traveling
conpani on. "

"I don't want to travel with her!" said Mke. "Look at the trouble she's already caused us!"

"Troubl e?" said Verily. "I've been stupefied with boredomin New Engl and. Everything's so
peaceful here. Everything runs snoothly, nost disputes are settled peacefully, neighbors pretty
much get al ong, people are happy an extraordinary proportion of the time. I'ma | awer, for
heaven's sake! | was about to lose ny nind!"

* k%

At first Reverend Study was dism ssive. "I can understand your being fascinated with the idea of

witches, but it's fromthe past, ny dear Purity."
"They bragged about it," said Purity. "l didn't ask them"

"That's just it, you see," said the mnister. "They're not from New Engl and, and those from
outside tend to nmock our stricter adherence to scripture. They were having fun with you."

"They were not,"'
nysel f."

said Purity. "And if you refuse to help ne, I'll go straight to the tithingnen

"No no," said Study. "You nustn't do that."
"Way not? A worman's testinony is valid in court. Even an orphan, | think!"

"I't's not a matter of-- Purity, do you realize the trouble you are heading into with these wild
charges?"

"They're not wild. And | know what you're trying so hard not to say-- that ny parents were
hanged as witches."

"What!" said Study. "Wo told you such a thing! Who is spreading such slanders!™
"Are you saying it's not so?"

"I have no idea, but | can't inmagine it's true. There hasn't been a witch trial in this part of
New Engl and for... for much | onger than you' ve been alive."

"But the trial wasn't here,"” said Purity. "It was in Netticut."
"Well, that's a bit of a reach, don't you think? Wiy Netticut?"

"Reverend Study, the longer we talk, the farther these nmen will flee. And one of themis a
papi st, a Frenchnman, brought here under fal se pretenses. They've been pretendi ng he was nute.

Reverend Study si ghed.
"I can see you have no respect for me, just like the others," said Purity.
"I's that what this is about? Trying to earn respect?"

"No, it's not!"

"Because this is not the way to do it. | remenber the Salemtrials. Well, not that | remenber
them nyself, | wasn't even here, but the shame of that city still endures. So nmany killed on the
testinmony of a group of hysterical girls. The girls were | eft unpuni shed, you know. They |ived out
their lives, however their consciences let themdo it, because it was inpossible for an earthly
judge to know which charges were malicious and which were the product of self-delusion and nob
mentality."

"I amneither a group nor hysterical."
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"But such charges do provoke a certain skepticism"

"That's nonsense, Reverend Study. People believe in witchcraft. Everyone does. They check for it
at the borders! They preach-- no, you preach against it in neetings!"

"It's all so confusing. What | preach about is the attenpt to use hidden powers. Even if they
exi st, they should not be used to gain advantage over one's nei ghbor, or even to gain good fane
among one's friends. But the formal charge of witchcraft, that requires allegations of contact
with Satan, of mal eficence. Depending on who the interrogators are, there may be questions about
wi t ches' sabbaths, there will be nam ng of nanes. These things get out of hand."

"OfF course they'll lie about Satan. They never said anything about Satan to ne."
"There. It's not witchcraft, you see?"
"But isn't that just what we expect?" said Purity. "Don't we expect a witch to lie?"

"That's what happened at Salem " cried Study. "They started interpreting denials as lies, as
attenpts to cover up Satan's penetration of the comunity. But later it was discovered, it was
realized, that there had never been any witchcraft at all, and that the confessions they got were
all notivated by a selfish desire to save one's own life, while the only ones hanged were those
who refused to lie."

"Are you saying that you believe the Bible is wong when it says we shall not suffer a witch to
live?"

"No, no, of course if you actually find a witch, then you nust... act, but--"

"l have found a witch, Reverend Study. Please sumon the tithingmen to help me obey the Lord's
injunction in the Bible."

Sick at heart, Reverend Study rose to his feet. "You | eave ne no choice."
"As they left nme no choice."

Study stopped at the door and spoke w thout facing her. "Do you not understand that nmany |ong-
pent resentnments can be rel eased by this sort of thing?"

"These nen are intruders here. Wat resentnments can anyone have agai nst then? The judges will be
honest. My testinony will be honest."

Study | eaned his head into the doorjanb and al nost whi spered his answer. "There have been
runors. About you."

Purity felt a thrill of fear and joy run through her body, making her trenble for a noment. Her
guess was right. Her parents did die for witchcraft, just as she figured. "All the nore reason
then, for me to prove nyself loyal to the scripture and an enenmy to Satan."

"Fire burns all hands that touch it."
"I serve God, sir. Do you?"

"Sometines God is best served by obeying his nore merciful statements. Judge not |est ye be
judged. Think of that before you point a finger." Then he was gone.

Purity waited alone in Reverend Study's office. His library, really, it was so stacked and
shel ved with books. How did he get so many? Had he really read themall? Purity had never had an
opportunity to study the titles. Sets of pious literature, of course. Collections of noted
sernons. Scriptural comentary. Law books? Interesting-- had he thought of studying |law at sone
tinme? No, it was ecclesiastical law. Wth several books on the prosecution of wtches, the
i nvestigation of witches, the purification of witches. Reverend Study might pretend to have no
concern with such matters, but he owned these books, which neant that at sone tine he must have
pl anned to refer to them He had not been "here" during the witch trials in Salem which were the
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| ast held in eastern Massachusetts. That coul d nmean he hadn't been born yet-- how | ong ago were
they? --at least a century, perhaps half again that long. But he had been involved in witch trials
somewhere. Yes, he knew and cared very nuch about these things.

She held the book On the Investigation of Wtchcraft, Wzardry, and Qther Satanic Practices but
could not bring herself to open it. She heard that they used to torture the accused. But that nust
not be the way of it today. The |laws were strict that a person could not be forced to incrimnate
hinsel f. Ever since the United States were fornmed fromthe mddle colonies and put that rule into
their Bill of Rights, the sane principle had been given force of law in New England as well. There
woul d be no torture.

The book fell open in her hands. Could she help it? It fell open to a particular place which had
been wel | -t hunbed and much underlined. How to put the question to a witch who is with child.

Was nmy mot her pregnant with ne when she was arrested and tried?

The child is innocent before the | aw, being unborn and thus untouched by original sin. Oigina
sin inheres to the child only upon birth, and therefore to take any action which night harmthe
unborn infant would be |ike punishing Adam and Eve in the garden before the fall: an injustice and
an affront to Cod.

| gave ny nother a little longer life. | saved her by being-- yes, ny very nane-- by being pure,
unst ai ned, untouched by original sin. How many weeks, how many nonths did | give to her?

O did she think of this as torture, too? Had ny father already been hanged as she | angui shed in
prison, awaiting her own trial as she grieved for himand for the child in her wonb, doomed to be
an orphan? Wuld she rather have died? Did she wi sh she didn't have a child?

She shoul d have thought of that before she partook of forbidden practices. "Knacks," they called
themin the wcked parts of the land. God-given gifts, that journeynan bl acksmth called them as
he attenpted to deceive her. But the true nature of Satan's false gifts would soon conme clear. The
"knacks" these witches use, they come from Satan. And because | know | have never had truck with
Satan, then the snmall talents | have can't possibly be a hidden power. |I'mjust observant, that's
all. | don't turniron into a golden plow, Iike the one Arthur Stuart told about-- a plow that
dances around because it's possessed by evil spirits like the Gadarene sw ne.

She trenbled with uncontainable excitenent. Fear is what it felt |ike, though she had nothing to
fear. It also felt like relief, |like she was receiving sonething | ong waited for. Then she
realized why: Her nother naned her Purity to help her keep herself unstained by sin. Today she had
faced the tenptation of Satan in the formof that wandering blacksmith and his troupe of |esser
wi tches, and for a nmonment she felt such terrible desires. The barrister was so attractive to her
that hal f-Black inp was so endearing, and Alvin hinself now seenmed sufficiently nodest and self-
effacing, and his dreamof the City of God so real and desirable, that she longed to join with
t hem

That had to be how her nother was seduced by the devil! Not understanding, not being warned, she
fell into the trap. Perhaps it was Purity's father who seduced her nother, just the way Verily
Cooper had been calling to Purity on the riverbank today, evoking strange feelings and | ongi ngs
and whi spering inside her mind that this was love. It had to be the devil neking her think such
thoughts. Married to a witch! Trapped just as her nother had been! Ch my Father which art in
heaven, | thank thee for saving ne! | ama sinner like all others, but oh, if thou hast chosen ne
to be among thy elect, | shall praise thy name forever

She heard the hurried footsteps on the stairs. She closed the book and replaced it on the shelf.
When the door opened, Reverend Study and the tithingmen found her sitting on a side chair, her
eyes cl osed, her hands clasped in her lap, the classic pose of the soul who refused to be touched
by the evils of the world.

Reverend Study declined to go with themto catch the witches. Well, too bad for him Purity
t hought. Let others of stronger heart do what mnust be done.

Horses would do little good on the river road. One of the tithingnen, Ezekial Shoermaker, took a
group of grimlooking nmen on horseback to try to bl ock escape downriver, while the other, H ram
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Peaseman, kept his nen with Purity as they wal ked the path that the witches nust have taken

"Way are you so certain they went downriver?" asked Peasenan, a stern-|ooking man who, unti
now, had always nade Purity sonewhat afraid.

"They said they were bound for Boston no natter what | chose to do."

"If they're witches, why wouldn't they lie to throw us of f?"

"Because at the tine," she said, "they thought to persuade ne to join them"
"Still don't nean they weren't lying," said Peasenan

"They told many a lie, | assure you," said Purity, "but they spoke the truth when they said they
were bound for Boston."

Peaseman fixed his icy gaze upon her. "How do you know that wasn't a lie as well?"
For a nonent Purity felt the old fear cone over her. Had she reveal ed her hidden power?

And t hen her new confidence returned. It wasn't a hidden power. "I'mvery observant," she said.
"When people lie, they showit by little things."

"And you're never wong?" asked Peasenan.

They had stopped wal ki ng now, and the other men were al so gathered around her
She shook her head.

"Only God is perfect, nmiss," said one of the other nen.

"OfF course you're right,"” said Purity. "And it would be pride in ne to say | was never wrong.
What | nmeant was that if |I've been wong | didn't knowit."

"So they might have lied," said Peaseman, "only they did a better job than others."

Purity grew inpatient. "Are you really going to stand here, letting the witches get away, al
because you don't know whether to believe ne or not about which way they were going to wal k? |f
you don't believe me, then you nmight as well doubt everything | said and go back hone!"

They shuffled their feet alittle, sone of them and none spoke for a nonent, until Peasenan
cl osed his eyes and spoke what was on their minds. "If they be witches, miss, we fear they lay a
trap for us, into which you lead us, all unwitting."

"Have you no faith in the power of Christ to protect you?" asked Purity. "I have no fear of such
as they. Satan pronises terrible power to his ninions, but then he betrays themevery tinme. Follow
me if you dare." She strode forth boldly on the path, and soon heard their footsteps behind her
In nonents they were all around her, then ahead of her, |eading the way.

That's why she was |last to see why they were stopping not fifty rods along the river path. There
sat Alvin Snith on a fallen tree, |eaning up against a living one, his hands cl asped behind his
head. He grinned at her when she emerged fromthe crowd. "Why, Mstress Purity, you didn't need to
come and show nme the road to Boston, or to trouble these nmen to help nme on ny way."

"He's the chief witch," said Purity. "His name is Alvin Snmith. H s compani ons nmust be nearby."

Al vin | ooked around. "Conpani ons?" He | ooked back at her, seeming to be puzzled. "Are you seeing
thi ngs?" He asked the nen: "Does this girl see things what ain't there?"

"Don't be deceived," said Purity. "They're hereabouts."”
"Am | remenbering aright, or did she just call nme a witch a nminute ago?" asked Al vin.
"She did, sir," said Peasenan. "And as one of the tithingmen of Canbridge village, it's ny duty

to invite you back to town for questioning--"
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"Il answer any questions you have for ne,
i nstead of furthering ny journey."

said Alvin. "But | don't see why | should go back

"I"'mnot the law, sir," said Peaseman. "Not the judge anyway. |'mafraid we need to bring you
one way or another."
"Well, let's choose the one way and not the other," said Alvin. "On ny own two feet, unbound, in

free acceptance of your hospitable invitation."

A faint snmle touched Peaseman's lips. "Yes, that's the way we prefer, sir. But you'll forgive
us if we have to bind you so you can't get away."

"But | give you ny word," said Alvin.

"Forgive us, sir," said Peasenan. "If you're acquitted, you'll have ny apol ogy. But we have to
wonder if the accusation be true, and if it be, then bound is safer for all, don't you think?"

In answer, Alvin held his hands forward, offering to be bound. Peaseman was not to be tricked,
however, and tied Alvin's hands behind his back

"That's not a good rope," said Al vin.
"It's a good one | bet," said Peasenan.

"No, it won't hold a knot," said Alvin. "Look." He shook his hands lightly and the knot slipped
right off the rope.

Peaseman | ooked dunbly at the rope, which now dangled linmp fromhis hand. "That was a good
knot . "

"A good knot on a bad rope is no better than a bad knot," said Alvin. "I think it was old Ben
Franklin what said that first. In Poor Richard."

Peaseman's face went a little darker. "You'll do us the favor of not quoting that w zard's
wor ds. "

"He wasn't no wizard," said Alvin. "He was a patriot. And even if he were as wi cked as... as the
pope, the words are still true."

"Hold still," said Peaseman. He tied the knot again, tighter, and then redoubled it.

"I''l'l try to hold ny hands still so it don't slip off," said Al vin.

"He's toying with you," said Purity. "Don't you see this is his hidden power? Don't you know t he
devi|l when you see hinP"

Peaseman glared at her. "I see a man and a rope that don't hold a knot. Wo ever heard of the
devil giving a nman the power to untie knots? If that were so, how would ever a witch be hung?"

"He's nocking you," Purity insisted.

"Mss, | don't know how | offended you," said Alvin. "But it's a hard enough thing for a
traveler to be named for a witch, w thout being accused of causing everything that happens. If one
of these nen loses his footing and falls into the river, will that be ny doing? If someone's cow
si ckens sonewhere in the neighborhood, will it be blamed on nme?"

"You hear his curses?" said Purity. "You'd best all |ook to your cattle, and step careful al
the way home."

The nmen | ooked fromone to another. The rope slipped off Alvin's hands and fell onto the ground.
Peaseman picked it up; the knot had already | oosened visibly.

"l give you ny word not to flee," said Alvin. "How would | get away from so many nen even if |
had a mnd to? Running would do ne no good."
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"Then why did your conpanions flee?" demanded Purity.
Alvin | ooked at the nen with consternation. "I got no one with ne, | hope you can all see that."

Purity grew angry. "You had them four of them three nen and a hal f-Black boy who you saved
fromslavery by changing his nature, and another one a French painter who's a papist pretending to
be mute, and a riverman who tried to kill you and you used your powers to take a tattooed hex
right off his skin, and the last was an English barrister."

"Excuse nme, miss, but don't that sound nore like a dreamthan an actual group of fol ks what
m ght be traveling together? How often do you see barristers fromEngland with country boys |ike
me?"

"You killed a man with your knack! Don't deny it!" cried Purity, furious, near tears at his
obvious lies.

Alvin | ooked stricken. "Is it nmurder |I'mcharged with now?" He | ooked at the men again, show ng
fear now. "Who am | supposed to have killed? | hope I'll have a fair trial, and you have sone
witnesses if I'mto stand for nurder."

"No one's been nurdered here," said Peaseman. "M ss Purity, 1'll thank you to keep silent now
and let the [aw take this man."

"But he's lying, can't you see?" she said.
"The court can decide the truth."”

"What about the plow? The Bl ack boy told how this man nade a gol den pl ow that he carries with
hi m al ways, but doesn't show to anyone, because it's alive and his very conpanions saw it nove of
itself. If that's not proof of Satanic power, what is?"

Peaseman sighed. "Sir, do you have a plow |i ke the one she describes?"

"You can search my sack," Alvin answered. "In fact, 1'd take it kindly if soneone would carry it
along, as it has nmy hammer and tongs, which is to say it holds nmy livelihood as a journeynan
smth. It's yonder on the far side of the fallen maple."

One of the nen went and hefted the bag.

"Open it!" cried Purity. "That's the one the plow was in."

"Ain't no plowin that sack, gold or iron or bronze or tin," said Al vin.

"He's right," said the man with the sack. "Just hamer and tongs. And a | oaf of dry bread."

"Takes an hour of soaking before it can be et,’
soften up faster than that old hardtack."

said Alvin. "Sonetines | think ny tongs m ght

The men laughed a little.
"And so the devil deceives you bit by bit," said Purity.

"Let's have no nore of that talk," said Peasenan. "W know you accuse him so there's no need to
bel abor it. There's no plow in his sack and if he wal ks al ong peaceful, there's no need to tie
him™"

"And thus he | eadeth themcarefully down to hell,"” said Purity.

Peaseman showed wath for the first time, walking boldly to her and | ooking down at her fromhis
| oomi ng height. "I say enough talk fromyou, mss, while we | ead the prisoner back to Canbri dge.
Not one of us likes to hear you saying we are deceived by Satan."

Purity wanted to open her nouth and berate all the men for letting this slick-talking "country
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bunmpki n" win them over despite her having named himfor a servant of hell. But she finally
realized that she could not possibly persuade them for Al vin would sinply continue to act
i nnocent and calm nmaking her | ook crazier and crazier the angrier she got.

"I"ll stay and search for the plow " she said.

"No, miss, |I'd be glad if you'd cone along with us now," said Peasenan.

"Sonmeone needs to look for it," she said. "H s confederates are no doubt skul ki ng near by,
waiting to retrieve it."

"Al'l the nore reason that | won't let you stay behind al one," said Peaserman. "Come al ong now,
mss. | speak by the authority of the village now, and not just by courteous request."

This had an onminous ring to it. "Are you arresting nme?" she asked, incredul ous.

Peaseman rolled his eyes. "Mss, all I'mdoing is asking you to let me do ny work in the manner
the I aw says | should. By | aw and comon sense | can't |eave you here exposed to danger, and with
a prisoner who can't be tied | need to keep these men with ne." Peaserman | ooked to two of his nen
"G ve the young | ady your arns, gentlenen."

Wth exaggerated courtesy, two of the nen held their arms to her. Purity realized that she had
little choice now "I'Il walk of myself, please, and I'Il hold ny tongue."

Peaserman shook his head. "That was what | asked nany mnutes and several |ong speeches ago. Now
| ask you to take their arns and argue no further, or the next step will not be so liberal."

She hooked her hands through the crooks of their el bows and niserably wal ked along in silence,
while Alvin tal ked cheerily about the weather, wal king freely ahead of her on the path. The nen
| aughed several tinmes at his wit and his stories, and with every step she tasted the bitterness of
gall. AmI| the only one who knows the devil wears a friendly face? Am| the only one who sees
through this wtch?

Chapter 8 -- Basket of Souls

"What is it that you think you're |ooking for?" asked Honor,. They had spent the heat of the day
on the docks and were dripping with sweat. It was getting on toward evening w thout a sign of
relief fromthe heat.

"Souls," said Calvin. "In particular, the theft of souls."

They stood in the scant shade of a stack of enpty crates, watching as a newWy arrived ship was
moored to the dock. Honor, sounded testy. "If the transaction | saw on the docks has sonething to
do with mssing heartfires-- which are not souls as the priests describe them- then it was not
theft at all. The dolls were freely given."

"Sonetines theft doesn't look like theft. What if they think they're |l ending them but they
can't get them back? Wat about that?"

"And what if you are getting us in the path of sonething dangerous? Did you think of that?"
Calvin grinned. "W can't get hurt."

"That statenment is so obviously false that it is not worth answering," said Honor, .

"I don't think you understand what | can do," said Calvin.

A gangpl ank was run up fromthe dock to a gap in the ship's gunwal e.

"These are a filthy-1ooking crew, don't you think? Portuguese, perhaps?"

"If | decide you and | aren't going to get hurt, we won't," said Calvin.
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"Ch, so you can read ninds |ike your sister-in-Ilaw?"
"Don't have to read m nds when you can nelt the knife right out of a man's hand."

"But Monsieur |le Genius, not all knives are seen in advance."

"l see 'em
"Not hi ng ever surprises you?"

Before Calvin could get farther than the first sound of the word nothing, Honor, slapped himon
the back of the head. Calvin staggered forward and whirl ed around, holding his neck. "Wat the
hell do you think that proved!"

"It proved that you can be harned."
"No, it proved you can't be trusted."

"You see ny point?" said Honor,. "It is when you feel safe that you are nost vul nerable. And
since you are stupid enough to feel safe all the tine, then you are vulnerable all the tine."

Calvin's eyes becane narrow slits. "I didn't feel safe all the tine. | felt safe with you."

"But lately we have been together all the time." Honor, grinned again. "You are safe from ne.
am not the proud owner of any useful knack and | carry no weapon and | amtoo busy studying
humanity to bother harm ng any individual human. But being safe fromme does not nmean you are safe
with me."

"Don't |ecture ne, you French fart."

"You praise me too rmuch. Garlic, wi ne, onion soup, rich cheese, these conbine to nake the fart
franfai se the best of all possible farts. Voltaire said so."

Calvin didn't laugh. "Look," he said. "Look at that slave. Got nothing to do."
"You have a sharp eye. He is waiting."
"I's he your man?"

"I observe what nmen do. | do not pretend to be able to tell whether two Black nen, one seen from
behind, the other fromthe face, both froma distance, and their clothes identical to the costunme
of half the slaves in Canelot, are in fact the sane nman."

"You saying it's hinmP"
Honor, sighed. "I say |I cannot tell."
"Then just say it. Don't get into those dammed fancy orations."

Honor, ignored him Staggering and squinting, their backs bent, their eyes searching, the first

Bl acks were appearing on the deck. "It is a slave ship."

"Well we knew that,"” said Calvin.
"We 'knew it about three other ships today that had no sl aves aboard."

"We knew this was a slave ship because | ook at the Wiite nen on the deck with padded sti cks.
They woul dn't need those to |oad crates."

"If only I were as clever as you," said Honor, .

The Bl ack they had been | ooking at before, who might or nmight not be the one Honor, had seen
t aki ng puppets, came forward with two buckets of water and a basket. Hi s head down, so as not to
| ook any of the Wiite dockworkers in the eye, he said something to the dock foreman, who waved him
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over to the foot of the gangpl ank.

"No, you dunb buck!" The forenman's voice carried clear over to where Calvin and Honor, were
wai ting. "Wait back there! If you start backing themup on the gangpl ank then they crowd each
other right off into the water! Stupid, stupid, stupid.” By the time he was through with his [ist
of stupids, the Black man with the buckets had bowed and ducked his head | ong enough to get to the
i ndi cated wai ting pl ace.

"He knew," said Honor,

"What did he know?"

"He knew where to stand," said Honor,. "He was already wal king there before the man pointed."
"Way woul d he get the forenman angry?"

"He got the foreman to think he was stupid," said Honor,

"The foreman started out thinking he was stupid. They think all Black people are stupid."”

"Do they?" said Honor,. "They think some are nore stupid than others."

The first slaves, hobbled and joined by ankl e chai ns, staggered and cl anked down the gangpl ank

then headed straight for the water. There was a great deal of spilling and quiet cursing fromthe
wat er boy. Cal vin used his doodl ebug to get a closer view Sure enough, each slave was handi ng over
some small item made of scraps of cloth and splinters of wood and bits of iron

"He's our man," said Calvin. "But what made you think those were dolls they were handi ng over?"
asked Cal vin.

"I got a good look at only one. It was larger than the others. It was a doll."
"Well the others aren't.”
"But they are sonething, am| right?"

"Ch, they're sonething all right. Wsh | could ask themwhat it is. How they get powers into
those things."

"What are they, if they aren't dolls?"

"They're nothing. | nmean they don't look |ike anything. Knotted cloth, strings, threads, iron
wood, bits of this and that. No two alike."

"Ah, for the knack of your brother's wife."
"We'll find out soon enough."

"But is it not ironic that we spend all day watching and waiting, and now that we have found
this man, we still have no idea what he's doing, but she already knows?"

"What makes you think she knows anyt hi ng?" denmanded Cal vin

"Because she can see into that man's heartfire. She has watched us all day, and the noment we
saw him she could hop over and | ook inside himand know it all."

"Damm, " said Cal vin, |ooking at Honor, w th annoyance. "Don't go telling ne you can feel when
she's | ooki ng at you?"

"I didn't have to feel anything," said Honor,. "I knew she woul d because she was curious. She
woul d see in our heartfires that we were going to search for this man, so she would watch us.
Qovi ous. "

"To you."
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"Of course to nme. | amthe world's |leading authority on the behavior of human beings."
"I'n your opinion."

"But you see, | amthe kind of nman who always thinks he is the best in the world at whatever he
does. So are you. It is one of the ways we are alike."

Calvin grinned. "Dam right."
"The difference between us is that | amcorrect in that opinion."

Calvin's eyes squinted again. "Soneday |I'mnot going to pretend |I think you' re joking when you
say things like that."

"What will you do to punish me, nake ne wake up under a hedge with a terrible headache and ny
clothing covered with urine?"

The wonen were com ng down now, naked to the wai st and roped, not chai ned together, though the
ropes had chafed their wists and ankl es enough to draw bl ood.

"Your brother's wife already knows the name of this bringer of water, and where he lives, and
what he had for breakfast," said Honor,.

"Yeah, well, we'll know soon enough."
"Do you think he won't notice two White nen follow ng hinP"

Calvin grinned wickedly. "Like | said, | can do everything that needs doing. | can follow him
wi t hout him seeing us or knowi ng he was followed."

"Usi ng your doodoobug?"
" Doodl ebug. "

"But you do not know all the hidden powers this Black man m ght have. How do you know he won't
catch your doodl ebug and hold it captive?"

Calvin started to scoff at this idea, but then grew solem. "You know, |1'd be a fool to think
he's not dangerous just cause he acts dumb around the foreman."

"You are learning to be suspicious! | am proud of you!"
"But my doodl ebug doesn't have to ride inside himor anything like that."
"Cood, " said Honor,. But he could see that Calvin was worried now.

Every single one of the newy arrived slaves had sonmething to give the man. The wonen were not
as trusting as the nmen. They didn't have themin their hands or the scant clothing they wore--
they spat these things fromtheir nouths into the dipper. "Sone of them have two," said Calvin.
"Two thinganmgjigs." Wien there was sonething in the dipper, the waterboy always put it into the
ri ght-hand bucket. He was building up quite a collection in there.

Last in line were a dozen or so good-sized children, |ooking far nore terrified and weak than
the adults. None of them had anything for the waterboy.

"The wonen who had two," said Honor,

"Yes," said Calvin. "For the children."

In the midst of serving them the waterboy clunsily knocked over the right-hand bucket, spilling
wat er over the hot boards of the dock. He served the rest of the children fromthe other one. Wen
the | ast was served, they saw why he had spilled the inportant pail, for one of the sailors
snatched up the bucket that still had water and dashed it onto the back of the last child. This

was uproariously funny to the Wite stevedores. Wile they |aughed, the waterboy knelt, scooped
everything out of the other bucket, and tucked it into the small basket he carried.
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He wasn't home free, though. The foreman stopped him just as he started away fromthe dock
"What you got in that?" he denmanded, pointing at the basket.

"I don't know what my master put there," said the waterboy.
"I know one thing he better put there," said the foreman.

The two nmen | ooked at each other in grimsilence for a long time, until finally the waterboy
grinned and rolled his eyes and reached into the basket. "I so stupid, boss, | so stupid, | plunb
forget." He took out a coin and offered it to the forenan.

"Where's the rest?" asked the foreman

"That all he give ne," said the waterboy.

"Cone on, Denmark," said the forenan.

"Ah," whi spered Honor,. "W have |earned his name."

"Better be his nane," said Calvin. "He sure as hell ain't no Scandi navi an."

"Tell you what," said the foreman. "I'Il tell himyou give ne one penny and see what he says."
"But | give you a shilling," said Dennark.
"You think he'll believe that, if | tell him otherw se?"

"You get nme a whipping, that don't get you no nore noney," said Dennark
"CGet the hell off ny dock," said the foreman

"You a kind man, boss," said Denmark, bow ng and noddi ng as he backed away. Then he turned his
back and picked up the buckets again, but before he could stand up the foreman planted a foot on
hi s backsi de and sent himsprawling on the dock. The stevedores and sailors |aughed. But the
slaves lined up for inspection by the custons officers, they didn't [augh. And Denmark hinmself,
when he got up fromthe dock his face didn't show nuch anusenment. But Cal vin and Honor, could see
how he conposed hinsel f, putting on a silly grin before he turned around. "You a funny man, boss,
said Denmark. "You always nmake ne | augh."”

Wth exaggerated care, Denmark picked up the buckets without turning his back to the forenan.
And he made a show of stopping and | ooki ng behind hima couple of times to nake sure no one had
snuck up to kick himagain. Hs clowning kept the White man | aughi ng even after he was gone.

Through it all, the newy arrived slaves didn't take their eyes off him
"He is showing them how to survive here," said Honor,
"You nean get a White man mad? That's snart."”

"He is not a stupid man," said Honor,. "He is a clever man. He shows the others that they mnust
act stupid and nake the Wiite man | augh. They nust nake the Wite man feel anusenment and contenpt,
for this will keep Whites fromfeeling fear and anger."

"Probably," said Calvin. "Or naybe he just gets his butt kicked now and then."

"No," said Honor,. "I tell you |l amthe authority on human nature. He does this on purpose.
After all, he is the one who gathers up their souls."

"l thought you said these weren't their souls at all."

"I changed ny mind," said Honor,. "Look at them The soul is mssing now"

They | ooked at the Blacks in their chains and ropes, while the custons inspectors prodded them
stripped them checked their body orifices, as if they were aninmals. They bore it easily. The

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...of%20Alvin%20Maker%205%20-%20Heart%20Fire.txt (88 of 180) [1/14/03 10:29:03 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%205%20-%20Hear t%20Fire.txt

| ooks of fear that they had worn as they energed into sunlight were gone now. Gone also was the
intensity with which they had gazed after Denmark as he carried away their tokens, or whatever
they were. They really did seem|like animals now.

"They been enptied, all right," said Calvin. "They all had heartfires getting off the boat,
strong ones, but now they're all slacked back like a fire settled down to coals."

"They knew," said Honor,. "The were ready before they got off the boat. How did they know?"
"Maybe that's one of the things Margaret can tell us later,” said Calvin.
"If she ever speaks to us again," said Honor,.

"She'll speak to us," said Calvin. "She's a nice person. So she'll start feeling guilty about
sticking us for the price of the nmeal last night."

"They knew," said Honor,. "And they all consented. They gave away their souls into his hands."
"What | want to know," said Calvin, "is where he keeps them and what he does with them"

"Then we nust go to your sister-in-law and ask her, since you are certain she will speak to us."
Calvin glared at him "I'malready following him He can't see ny bug."

"Or he does not show you that he sees," said Honor,

"I been doing this |onger than you have. | know "

"Then why are you trenbling?" said Honor,

Calvin whirled on him backing himagainst the crates. "Because |'m barely stopping nyself from
maki ng your heart... stop... beating."

Honor, | ooked surprised. "Did you | ose your sense of hunor under the hedge?"
Cal vin backed away, only slightly nollified. "One thing you ain't is funny," said Calvin.
"But if | practice, perhaps | will becorme funny."

"I"'mthe funny one," said Calvin. He backed off, |eaving Honor, roomto stand w thout pressing
his body against the crates. "Or did you | ose your sense of hunor under the hedge?"

"We are both funny fellows," said Honor,. "Let's follow the man with a basket of souls. | have
to know what he does with them"

"He's going through a door."
"Wher e?"

"I'n Blacktown," said Calvin. "There's junk hanging all over the place. Only one other heartfire
in the house." He whistled. "That's bright."

"What's bright?" asked Honor,

Calvin didn't answer.

Honor, |eaned closer to him "It's not fair not to tell ne."
Calvin | ooked at himstupidly. "Tell you what?"

* k% %

Margaret sat at her witing table, conposing her daily letter to Alvin. She never nailed them
She coul d have, since she always knew where he was and where he was going. But why make himfind
post offices in every town he visited? Better to wait until the last hours before sundown.
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What ever he was doing, he'd pause and let his thoughts turn to her. Mdre to the point, he would
send out his doodl ebug to watch her. He could not read her thoughts, but he could see how her arns
moved, her fingers; he could find the pen, the paper. She dipped it into ink only so that she
coul d | ook back and see what she had witten. She knew that he could see the words she formed on
paper as clearly as if he were | ooking over her shoulder. She woul d ask questions; when they were
hal f-forned, she would find the answer in his nenory.

It was a | opsided arrangenent, she knew. She could see his innbst thought, even the feelings he
was scarcely aware of hinself. She could see his choices unfold before him could see them narrow
again as he chose. He had no secrets fromher. She, on the other hand, coul d keep anything secret
that she chose, except for the condition of her body. He could reassure her that the baby was
doing well; he could worry about her working too hard. But her thoughts remained closed to him It
hardly seemned fair.

And yet Alvin didn't nmind-- honestly didn't mind at all, never even seened to notice. She knew
there were several reasons for this. First, Alvin was an open fellow, not given to keeping
secrets. He could keep them of course, but once he trusted soneone, he told the whole story,
| eavi ng nothing out, whether it reflected badly on himor not. Sonetines it sounded to others like
boasting, when the things he had done were quite remarkable. But it was neither boasting nor
confession. He sinply reported what was in his menory. So it was no burden to himto have her see
into his heartfire so readily.

A second reason for his lack of resentnent, however, troubled her: He sinply didn't care. He
didn't mnd that she knew his secrets, and he also didn't nmind that he didn't know hers. He m ght
be nore inquisitive! Did this nean he didn't love her? Did it betray some fundanmental selfishness?
No, Alvin was generous of spirit. He sinply wasn't all that curious about the ninutiae of her
t houghts. He was content to know what she told him He trusted her. That's what it was, trust, not
a lack of |ove.

The third reason, and probably the nost inportant, was also the |east satisfying. Al vin accepted
everyt hing about Margaret as a given, as part of the natural world around him Though he didn't
learn of it till later, she had watched over himthrough his entire chil dhood and saved his life
many tinmes. She had taught him disguised as an ol der spinster schoolmarm As the sun had shone on
himevery day, so had her care for him He took her for granted. Having her inside his mnd was as
natural as breathing.

I amnot even the weather in his life. | amnmore like the climate. No, nore |ike the cal endar
There are holidays, but the rest of the tine he | oses track, knowi ng the days will pass one by one
what ever he nanes them

Mustn't think that way. Wite.

Dearest Alvin, | niss you now nore than ever. Calvin is such an unpl easant boy, the opposite of
you, and yet when | hear his voice it rem nds nme of yours.

Only the letters were not really witten out so nicely. As soon as she saw that he understood,
she woul d cease witing a word and skip ahead. The letter really began nore like this: DA | niss
now mor. Cis such an unpl boy, the opp of y&et wh I hear hi voi it remnme of yo.

It was hard to i magi ne anyone el se nmaki ng sense of these scraps of words, scrawmled in a child's
printed hand instead of Margaret's el egant script, since printing was easier for Alvin to detect
froma distance.

She kept witing: | think you're a fool to stay in that jail a single night. Walk out of it,
gat her up your conpani ons, and cone hone. | don't nuch care for Mstress Purity. She has some good
futures but they're not likely, and there's great harm possible, too, if you stay and wi n her away
from New Engl and

Hi s question: So it can be done?
Yes, but...

Does she hang if we don't take her?
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Margaret knew that a truthful answer would | eave Alvin no choice but to stay.

Death isn't the worst thing in the world, she wote. We're all going to do it, and if she's
hanged as a witch it has a very good chance of leading to the repeal of the death penalty for
wi tchery, and a nuch higher standard for conviction. So her death does much good.

In Alvin's mind she saw the i medi ate answer but she had known it already, known it w thout
| ooking, for it was in his character: Let's try to achieve that sane end without letting them
dangl e her.

By telling himthe truth she had guaranteed that he would linger in that jail
She wote: Wasn't last year's inprisonnment and trial enough of that for one lifetinme?
He ignored her, and framed a question in his mnd: Calvin? What does he want?

To be you, she wote. O, failing that, to destroy everything you ever acconplish. He seduced a
fine lady by giving her irresistible lust. Can you do that?

His reply: Never thought of that. Want ne to?

No!'!!'l Not while you' re not here in the flesh, you torturer

' mgoing to be tortured.

They're just going to run you. You'll enjoy the exercise.

The conversation woul d have gone on for a while, but there came an urgent knock at her door
Soneone knocki ng, she wote.

Then she | ooked for heartfires just outside her door and found one. Fishy.

"Come in?"

"Two White nman downstairs a-see you, na'am"

Visitors, she wote.

She | ooked for heartfires downstairs, but found only one man there to visit her
Honor, de Bal zac, she wote. Calvin's partner in debauch. Mist go down. Tonorrow?
And his answer: Tonorrow. Always. | |ove you

Feeling a lunmp in her throat, Margaret folded up the paper and put it away. There were stil
many i nches on the page to wite nore letters to Alvin.

Downst ai rs, Bal zac bounded up fromhis chair. He was as junpy as a frog on a frying pan
"Monsi eur Bal zac," Margaret began.

"You must to help ne with Calvin," said Balzac, his excellent English collapsing just a little
"Where is he?"

"I don't know," said Margaret. "He's not here, if that's what you nean."
"But he is here, Madane. He is here but he is not here. Look!"

Wien she | ooked where he pointed, she was surprised to see that Calvin was indeed there, sitting
on a wooden pl ank bench, bouncing mndlessly, his eyes staring off into space. How coul d she not
have noticed he was with Bal zac when she | ooked for heartfires before com ng downstairs?

Because his heartfire wasn't there. O rather, it was a nouse-sized heartfire, and there was no
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future init, only a sort of nunb awareness of the present. As if Calvin were |ooking at his own
actions through peripheral vision.

As if Calvin were one of the sl aves.

But no. The slaves of Canelot still had their heartfires. Wak ones, with their true nanes | ost
to them their passions danped and gone, their futures channeled into a few narrow paths. More,
certainly, than was left with Calvin. He kept his name, but very little else. And as for future
and past, they were a thick fog. Shimers and shadows appeared, but she could make no sense of
them Mst particularly, Margaret could not see anything about where his doodl ebug was.

"Let's take ny dear brother-in-law out into the garden for our chat," said Margaret.
Bal zac nodded, clearly relieved that she had so readily grasped the situation

The garden lay in the hot deep shadow the house cast in the afternoon. Wth no one nearby to
overhear, Margaret |istened as Bal zac poured out his story; even as he spoke, she followed the
same events in his nenory. The day on the docks; the unloading of the slaves; the waterboy named
Denmark; the little bits of knotted this-and-that which were handed over or spat into the dipper
Calvin following Denmark with his doodl ebug.

"I warned him" said Balzac. "He wouldn't listen."
"He never has," said Margaret.
"Never ?" asked Bal zac. "I thought you hadn't net himtill this week."

"It is ny nmisfortune to be deeply acquainted with everyone | neet,'
not a prudent man. Nor are you."

said Margaret. "Calvin is

"As a pebble is to the noon, so is ny inprudence conpared to Calvin's," said Bal zac.

"When you're dying of the disease that you call 'English' and the English call 'French,' when
your mind is failing you, when you are blind and decaying, you will not be able to renenber
t hi nki ng of your inprudence as a slight thing," said Margaret.

"Mon dieu," said Balzac. "Have | heard ny fate?"

"Avery likely ending to your life," said Margaret. "Many paths lead there. But then, there are
so nmany paths on which you are nore prudent with the conpany you keep."

a
"What about |uck?" asked Bal zac.

"I'"'mnot nuch of a believer in luck," said Margaret. "It wasn't luck that |ost our friend Calvin

his soul ."

"How could it be lost, if the devil already had it?" Bal zac was only hal f joking.

"What do | know of soul s?" said Margaret. "l've been trying to understand what it is that the
slaves in this city have given up. In Appal achee they don't do this, and | wonder if it's because
they have sone hope of escape. Wiereas here, hope is nonexistent. Therefore, to remain alive, they
must hide fromtheir despair."

"Calvin wasn't despairing."

"Ch, | know," said Margaret. "Nor did he provide his captor with bits of string and what not. But
then, those devices nay be the Bl acks' way of acconplishing what Calvin can do on his own, by his
i nborn knack: to separate sonme part of hinmself fromhis body."

"I am persuaded. But what part? And how can we get it back?"

Mar gar et sighed. "Monsieur Balzac, you seemto think | ama better person than | really am For
I amstill quite uncertain whether | wish to help Calvin recover hinself." She | ooked at Calvin's
enpty face. A fly landed on his cheek and wal ked briefly into and out of his nostril. Calvin nmade
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no nmove to brush it away. "The slaves function better than this," said Margaret. "And yet he seens
not to be suffering."

"I understand," said Bal zac, "that the better one knows Monsieur Calvin, the nore one may w sh
to leave himin this docile state. But then, you nust consider a few other things."

"Such as?"

"Such as, | amno blood kin of this man, and feel no responsibility for him You, however, are
his sister-in-law. Therefore, | can and will walk away fromthis garden without him Wat wll you
do with the body? It still breathes-- there are those who might criticize you for burying it,
though | woul d never speak ill of you for such a decision.”

"Monsi eur Bal zac, you should consider a few things yourself."
"Such as?" Bal zac echoed her with a snile

"Such as, you have no idea how nmuch of our conversation Calvin is overhearing, however
i nattentive he might seem The slaves hear what is said to them Furthernore, there is no place on
this earth where you could go that Calvin could not find you to weak whatever vengeance he ni ght
wi sh to exact fromyou."

Bal zac deflated slightly. "Mudame, you have caught nme in ny deception. | would never |eave ny
dear friend in such a state. But | hoped that a threat to | eave you responsi bl e for himmn ght
persuade you to help ne save him for | have no idea howto find where his soul is kept, or howto
freeit if I findit."

"Appeal s to decency work rmuch better with me than threats of inconvenience."
"Because you are a wonan of virtue."

"Because | am ashaned to appear selfish," said Margaret. "There is no virtue that cannot be
painted as a vice."

"I's that so? | have never found a need to do that. Painting vices as virtues, now, that is ny
expertise." Balzac grinned at her

"Nonsense," said Margaret. "You name virtues and vices for what they are. That is your knack."
"I? Have a knack?"
"What were the last things Calvin said?"

Bal zac held still a nmonent, his eyes closed. "In Blacktown," he said. "'Junk hanging all over
the place,' he said. Oh, and a nonent before that he nentioned going through a door. So perhaps
that's inside. Yes, in a house, because |I remenber himsaying, 'Only one other heartfire in the
house.' And then the last thing he said was, 'That's bright.""

"Alight," said Margaret. "A house with one other heartfire in it. Besides the one belonging to
this Denmark fellow And sonething bright. And then he was taken."

"Can you find it?" asked Bal zac.

Margaret didn't answer. Instead she | ooked doubtfully at Calvin. "Do you suppose he's
i nconti nent ?"

"Pardon?" asked Bal zac.
"I'"'mspecul ating on the best place to take him | think he should stay with you."
"Way am | not surprised?”

"I'f he has trouble dealing with urination and defecation, | believe it will cause |ess scanda
for you to help him"
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"I admre your prudence," said Balzac. "I suppose | nust also provide himwth food and drink."

Mar garet opened the purse tucked into her sleeve and handed a guinea to Bal zac. "Wile you tend
to his physical needs, | will find his doodl ebug."”

Bal zac tossed the guinea into the air and caught it. "Finding it is one thing. WIIl you bring it
back?"

"That is beyond my power," said Margaret. "I carry well-made hexes, but | don't know how to make
them No, what | will do is find where he is and discover who is detaining him | suspect that in
the process | will find the souls of the slaves of Canelot. | will learn how the thing is done.

And when | amarned with infornmation..."

Bal zac grinmaced. "You will wite a treatise on it?"

"Not hi ng so useless as that," said Margaret. "I'll tell Alvin and see what he can do."
"Alvin! Calvin's life depends upon the brother he hates above all other persons on earth?"

"The hate flows in only one direction, | fear," said Margaret. "Despite nmy warnings, A vin seens
unable to realize that the playmate of his chil dhood has been nurdered by the man who usually
dwells in this body. So Alvin insists on loving Calvin."

"Doesn't it nmake you weary? Being nmarried to such a lunatic?"
Margaret snmiled. "Alvin has nade me weary all ny life," she said.

""But'... no, let ne say it for you... 'But the weariness is a joy, because |I have worn nyself
out in his service.'"

"Yoa nock ne."

"I nock nyself," said Balzac. "I play the clown: the nan who pretends to be so sophisticated
that he finds kindly sentinment amusing, when the reality is that he would trade all his dreans for
the know edge that a wonman of extraordinary intelligence felt such sentinents for him*"

"You create yourself |ike a character in a novel," said Margaret.
"I have bared ny soul to you and you call nme false."
"Not false. Truer than nere reality."

Bal zac bowed. "Ah, nadame, may | never have to face critics of such piercing wi sdom as
yoursel f."

"You are a deeply sentinental man," said Margaret. "You pretend to be hard, but you are soft.
You pretend to be distant, but your heart is captured over and over again. You pretend to be self-
nmocki ngly pretentious, when in fact you know that you really are the genius that you pretend to be
pretending to be."

"Am | ?" asked Bal zac.
"What, haven't | flattered you enough?"
"My English is not yet perfect. Can the word 'flattery' be used with the word 'enough' ?"

"I haven't flattered you at all," said Margaret. "On every path of your future in which you
actually begin to wite, there comes fromyour pen such a flood of |lives and passions that your
name will be known for centuries and on every continent."

Tears filled Bal zac's eyes. "Ah, God, you have given ne the sign froman angel."

"This is not the road to Enmaus," said Margaret.
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"It was the road to Damascus | had in mnd," said Bal zac.
She | aughed. "No one could ever strike you blind. You see with your heart as truly as | do."

Bal zac noved closer to her, and whi spered. No, he fornmed the words with his lips, counting on
her to understand his heart w thout hearing the sound. "Wiat | cannot see is the future and the
past. Can | have ny freedomfrom Calvin? | fear himas | fear no other living man."

"You have nothing to fear fromhim" said Margaret. "He | oves you and wants your admiration nore
than that of any man but one.™

"Your husband."

"His hatred for Alvin is so intense he has no real hate left over for you. If he |lost your
admiration, it would be a nmere fleabite conpared to | osing hope of Alvin's respect."

"And what is that conpared to ny fleabite? A bee sting? A snakebite? An anputation?”

Mar garet shook her head. "Now you are reaching for flattery. Take him honme, MNonsieur Balzac. |
will try to find his heartfire somewhere in a house in Bl ackt own."

Chapter 9 -- Wtch Hunt

Hezeki ah Study coul d not concentrate on the book he was trying to read, or the sernmon he needed
to wite, or even on the pear he knew he ought to eat. There were several bites taken out of it,
and he knew he nust be the one who had taken them but all he renenbered was fretful, wandering
t hought s about everything. Purity, you young fool. He'll come now, don't you know? He'll cone,
because he al ways cones, and because your nane is on it, and he knows who you are, oh yes, he
knows you, he wants your life, he wants to finish the job he started before you were born

This is how he spent the afternoon, until at |ast a breeze arose, rattling the papers pinned
under the paperwei ght on his witing desk. A breeze, and a shadow of cloud that dimrmed the |ight
in the room and then the sound he had been waiting for: the trot-trot-trot of a horse drawi ng a
little shay behind it. Mcah Qill. Mcah the Wtcher

Hezeki ah rose and wal ked to the wi ndow. The shay was only just passing on the street bel ow,
Hezeki ah caught but a glinpse of the face in profile, fromabove. So sweet and open, so
trustworthy-- Hezekiah had once trusted it, believed the words that came out of the shyly sniling
mouth. "God will not permit the innocent to be punished,” said that nouth. "Only the Lord Savi or
was foreordained to suffer innocently." The first of a thousand lies. Truth flowed to M cah Quill
was sucked in and di sappeared, and energed again | ooking ever so nmuch like it used to, but changed
subtly, at the edges, where none would notice, so that sinple truth becanme a conplicated fabric
i ndeed, one that could wap you up so tightly and close you off fromthe air until you suffocated
init.

M cah Quill, mnmy best pupil. He has not conme to Canbridge to visit his old school naster, or hear
the sernmons he now preached on Sundays.

Leani ng out his wi ndow, Hezekiah saw the shay stop at the nmain entrance of the orphanage. How
like Mcah. He does not stop for refreshment after his journey, or even to void his bladder, but
goes instead directly to work. Purity, | cannot help you now. You didn't heed my warning.

* k k

Purity cane into the room relieved to see that the witcher was not sone fearsone creature, sone
destroyi ng angel, but rather was a man who nust have been in his forties but still had the
freshness of youth about him He sniled at her, and she was at once rel axed and confortable. She
was much relieved, for she had feared the tornent of conscience it would cost her, to have Alvin
Smith, who seened such a nice nan, exam ned and tried by sone nonster. Instead the proceedi ng
woul d be fair, the trial just, for this man had no nmalice in him
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"You are Purity," said the witcher. "My nane is Mcah Qill."
"I"'mpleased to neet you," said Purity.

"And | to neet you," said Qull. "I came the nonment your deposition was sent to ne. | admire
your courage, speaking up so boldly against a witch so dire.”

"He nade no threat to nme," said Purity.

"His very existence is a nenace to all godly souls," said Quill. "You could feel that, even if
he uttered no threat, because the spirit of Christ dwells in you."

"Do you think so, sir?" asked Purity.
Quill was witing in his book
"What do you wite, sir?"

"I keep notes of all interviews," said Quill. "You never know what might turn out to be
evidence. Don't mind nme."

"I't's just that... | wasn't giving ny evidence yet."

"Isn't that silly of nme?" said Quill. "Please, sit down, and tell nme about this devil-worshiping
sl ave of hell."

He spoke so cheerfully that Purity al nost nissed the dark significance of the words. Wen she
reali zed what he had said, she corrected himat once. "I know nothing of what or how the nman
wor ships," said Purity. "Only that he clains to have a witchy knack."

"But you see, Mss Purity, such witchy knacks are given to people only because they serve the
devil."

"What |'msaying is | never saw himworship the devil, nor speak of the devil, nor show a sign
of wishing to serve him™"

"Except for his knack, which of course does serve the devil."

"I never actually saw the knack, either, with ny own eyes,
it fromthe boy who traveled with him"

said Purity. "I just heard tales of

"Narme the boy," said Qill, his pen poised.
"Arthur Stuart.”
Quill |ooked up at her, not witing.

"It is a joke, sir, to nane himso, but the joke was made years ago by those who naned him | do
not jest with you now. "

He wrote the nane.
"He's a hal f-Black boy," she began, "and--"
"Singed in the fires of hell,"” said Quill.

"No, | think he's nerely the son of a Wiite sl ave owner who forced hinself on a Bl ack sl ave
girl, or that's the inplication of the story | was told."

Quill smled. "But why do you resist ne?" he said. "You say he's half-Black. | say this shows he
was singed by the fires of hell. And you say, no, not at all-- and then proceed to tell nme he is
the product of a rape of a Black woman by a Wite nan. How coul d one better describe such a
dreadful conception than by saying the child was singed in the fires of hell? You see?"

Purity nodded. "I thought you were speaking literally."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Tal...of%20Alvin%20Maker%205%20-%20Heart%20Fire.txt (96 of 180) [1/14/03 10:29:03 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%205%20-%20Hear t%20Fire.txt

"I am" said Qill.
"I mean, that you literally meant that the boy had been to hell and burned there a little."

"So | say," Qill said, snmling. "I don't understand this constant insistence on correcting ne
when we al ready agree."

"But |'mnot correcting you, sir

"And is that statenent not itself a correction? O aml to take it some other way? | fear you're
too subtle for me, Mss Purity. You dazzle nme with argunment. My head spins.”

"Ch, | can't imagine you ever being confused by anybody," said Purity, |aughing nervously.

"And again you feel the need to correct ne. |Is sonething troubling you? |Is there sone reason
that you find it inpossible to feel confortable agreeing with ne?"

"I"'mperfectly confortable to agree with you."

"A statement which, while sweet of sentinment, does constitute yet another disagreement with ny
own prior statenent. But let us set aside the fact that you are unable to accept a single word |
utter at face value. Wat puzzles nme, what | nust have your help to clarify, is the matter of sone
m ssing information, and sone extra information. For instance, your deposition includes severa
extraneous persons whom no one el se has seen. To wit: a | awer named Verily Cooper, a riverman
named M ke Fink, and a hal f-Black boy named Arthur Stuart."

"But I'mnot the only one who saw them" said Purity.

"So the deposition is wong?"

"I never said in the deposition that | was the only one who saw them"
"Excellent! Who else was there at this witches' sabbath?”

"What witches' sabbath?" Purity was confused now.

"Did you say you stunbl ed upon this coven of witches as they frolicked naked on the banks of the
river?"

"Two of them were bathing, but | saw no sign of anything nore dire than that."
"So to you, when witches cavort naked before your eyes, it is innocent bathing?"
"No, | just... | never thought of it as a... it wasn't a worship of any kind."

"But the tossing of the child toward heaven-- a Black child, no less-- and the way the naked man
| aughed at you, unashamed of his nakedness..."

Purity was sure she had neither spoken of nor witten down any such description. "How could you
know of that?"

"So you admit that you did not include this vital evidence in your deposition?"
"I didn't know it was evidence."

"Everything is evidence," said Quill. "Beings who frolic naked, laugh at Christians, and then
di sappear without a trace-- which part of this experience would not be evidence? You nust | eave
not hi ng out."

"I see that now," said Purity. "I reckon | didn't know what a wi tches' sabbath m ght [ook I|ike,
so | didn't know when | sawit."

"But if you didn't know, why would you denounce then?" asked Quill. "You haven't brought a false
accusation, have you?"
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"No, sir! Every word | said was true."
"Ch, and what about the words you did not say?"
Purity was even nore confused. "But if | didn't say them how can | know whi ch words they are?"

"But you know them W just discovered them The fact that it was a pagan bacchanal, with a
naked nman nol esting a naked boy before your eyes--"

"Ml est! He only tossed himin the air as a father mght toss his own child, or an ol der brother
m ght toss a younger."

"So you think this mght be incest as well?" asked Quill

"Al'l | ever thought was to report what they said of thenselves, that Alvin Snith is the seventh
son of a seventh son, with all the knacks that such men are prone to have."

"So you believe the words of the devil concerning this?" asked Quill
"The words of what devil ?"

"The devil who spoke to you and told you that knacks just happen to cone to seventh sons of
seventh sons, when in fact witchcraft can only be practiced by those who have given thensel ves
over to the service of Satan."

"I didn't understand that," said Purity. "I thought it was the use of hidden powers that was the
crinme, all by itself."

"Bvil is never all by itself,” said Quill. "Renenber that when you testify you will take an oath
with your hand on the sacred scripture, the very word of God under your hand, which is the sane as
hol ding Christ by the hand, for he is the very Wird. You will give oath to tell the truth, the
whol e truth. So you nust not attenpt to withhold any nore information as you have been doing."

"But |I've withheld nothing! |I've answered every question!"

"Agai n she nust contradict the servant of God even when he speaks the plain truth. You wi thheld
the informati on about pederasty, about the w tches' sabbath, about incest-- and you attenpted to
pretend that this Alvin's hidden powers cane naturally fromthe order in which he was born within
his famly, even though it is inpossible for any such devilish power to cone fromnature, for
nature was born in the mnd of God, while witchy powers come fromthe anti-Christ. Don't you know
that it is aterrible sin to bear fal se witness?"

"l do knowit, and | told the truth as | understood it."

"But you understand it better now, don't you?" said Qill. "So when you testify, you will speak
truly, won't you, and nane things as they truly were? O do you intend to lie to protect your
witch friends?"

"My-- nmy witch friends?"
"Did you not swear that they were witches? Are you recanting that testinony?"
"I deny that they were friends of mne, not that they were witches."

"But your deposition," said Quill. "You seemto be retreating fromthat docunent as fast as you
can."

"I stand by every word init."

"And yet you claimthese nen were not your friends? You say that they pleaded with you to go
with them as they continued their w cked journey through New England. Is this sonething they would
ask of a stranger?"

"I't nust be so, since | was a stranger to them and they asked ne."
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"Beware of a defiant tone," said Quill. "That will not help your cause in court."
"Am | in court? Have | a cause there?"

"Haven't you?" said Quill. "The only thing standing between you and the gallows is this
deposition, your first feeble attenpt to turn away fromevil. But you nust understand that the
| ove of Christ cannot protect you when you hal f-repent."

"Turn away fromevil? | have done no evil!"

"All men are evil," said Quill. "The natural man is the eneny of God, that's what Paul said. Are
you therefore better than other people?"

"No, I'ma sinner |ike anyone else."

"So | thought,"” said Quill. "But your deposition shows that these nmen called you by nanme and
begged you to go with them Wy would they do that, if they did not count you anobng their number,
as a fellow witch?"

Purity was stunned. How could this have happened? She was the accuser, wasn't she? And yet here
she sat denounced by a witcher. "Sir, is it not as likely to be a sign that | was not anong their
nunber, and that they w shed to persuade ne?"

"But you do not describe a scene of seduction,” said Quill. "You do not tell us how the devi
stood before you, his book open, waiting to wite your nane in it the nonent you say that you
consent."

"Because he did not do that," said Purity.
"So it was not a seduction, and the devil did not entice you to love and serve him"

Purity remenbered how she felt in the presence of Verily Cooper, the desires that washed over
her when she saw how handsone he was, when she heard the clear intelligence of his speech

"You are blushing,"” said Quill. "I see that the spirit of God is touching you with shane at what
you have withhel d. Speak, and clear your conscience."

"I didn't think it was anything," said Purity. "But yes, | did for a nmonent feel enticed by one
of Alvin's conpanions, the | awer named Verily Cooper. | thought of it only as the feelings a girl

my age mght easily have toward a handsone man of good profession.”

"But you did not have those feelings toward a man of good profession,” said Qull. "You had them
toward a man that you yourself have called a witch. So now the picture is alnbst conplete: You
came upon a witches' sabbath, unspeakabl e incestuous debauchery taking place between a naked man
and a naked boy on the riverbank, and another w tch caused you to feel sexual desire for him and
then they invite you to join themon their evil passage through New Engl and, and at the end of
this you dare to tell me they had no reason to think you might go along with then?"

"How can | know what reasons they had?"

Quill leaned across the table, his face full of |love and synpathy toward her. "Ch, Mss Purity,
you don't have to hide it any |onger. You have kept the secret for so long, but |I know that | ong
before you were brought to that witches' sabbath, you were keeping your powers hidden, the powers
the devil gave you, concealing themfrom everyone around you, but secretly using themto gain
advant age over your nei ghbor."

Tears started flowing dowmn Purity's cheeks. She couldn't help it.

"Doesn't it feel better to tell the truth? Don't you understand that telling the truth is how
you say no to Satan?"

"Yes, | have a knack," said Purity. "I have al ways been able to sense what a person feels, what
they're about to do."
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"Can you tell what | am about to do?"

Purity searched his face, searched her own heart. "Sir, | truly do not know you."
"Thus the devil |eaves you to fend for yourself in the hour of your need. Ch, Mss Purity, the
devil is a false friend. Reject him Turn away fromhim Cease this pretense!"”

"What pretense? | have confessed all!"

"Again she contradicts ne. Don't you understand that as |long as you are contradicting nme, the
spirit of the devil is in you, forcing you to contend agai nst those who serve God?"

"But | don't know what nore to confess."”

"Who told you the witches' sabbath was to be held there on the riverbank that day?"
"No one told nme," said Purity. "l told you, I was wal king along the path."

"But is it your customto walk along the river at that time of day?"

"No. No, | just read sonething in the library that made ne think."

"What was it you read?"

"Somet hing about... witchcraft."

Qui Il nodded, smiling. "Now, didn't that feel better?"

Purity did not know what it was that should have felt better.

"You were thinking of your evil pact with Satan, and suddenly you found yoursel f wal ki ng al ong

the river. Perhaps you flew, perhaps you wal ked-- | hardly think that matters, though it is
possi bl e you fl ew wi thout knowi ng that you flew - nost people fly to the witches' sabbath, often
upon a broom but | will not deny that sone m ght wal k. However it happened, you suddenly found

yourself in the mdst of a debauch so foul it shocked even a hardened witch such as yourself, and
you |l onged to be cl eansed of your deep w ckedness, for having net souls even nore |ost than you,
you renenbered to fear God and so you canme back with a story. It was still full of lies and you
still left out nuch, but the key was there: You said the word witch, and you naned a name. That is
t he begi nning of redenption, to nane the sin and repudi ate the seducer."

Though many of his statenents were not at all the way she renenbered it happeni ng, nevert hel ess,
the end of his statement was true. How coul d she not have seen it before? She was led there, and
probably by the devil. And hadn't she be filled with such terrible enotions that they had to warn
her to be careful or she'd get herself denounced as a witch? Yes, she was one of them they
recogni zed her as one of them and instead of accusing them she should have accused hersel f. The
begi nning of redenption. "Ch, | want to have the |love of God again. WIIl you help me, M. Qill?"

He | eaned forward and ki ssed her on the cheek. "M ss Purity, | come to you with the kiss of
fell owship, as the Saints greeted each other in days of old. Deep inside you is a Christian soul
I will help you waken the Christian within you, and get shut of the devil."

Weepi ng now, she clutched his hands within hers. "Thank you, sir."

"Let us begin in earnest, then," said Quill. "In your fear you first named only strangers,
peopl e passing through. But you have been a witch for many years, and it is time for you to nane
the witches of Canbridge."

She echoed himstupidly. "Wtches of Canbridge?”

"It's been many, many years since this part of Massachusetts has had a witch trial. Wtchery and
witchismare thick here, and with your repentance we have a chance to root themout."

"Wt chi sn?"
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"The belief system surrounding witchery, which protects it and allows it to flourish. |'msure
you' ve heard these lies. The claimthat knacks are natural or even a gift fromGod-- this clearly
is a satanic lie designed to keep people fromgetting rid of witchcraft. The clai mthat knacks
don't exist-- absurdly, that is what nany supposedly wise nmen claim --that also provides a
shel ter under which the covens can renain safe to work their evil. It is well known that while
many witchists are sinply echoing the beliefs of strong-willed people around them others are
secret witches, pretending to disbhelieve in witchery even as they practice it. These are terrible
hypocrites who nust be exposed; and yet often they are the npbst attractive or interesting of the
wi tchists, keeping you fromrecognizing their true nature. Can you think of any who speak this
way ?"

"But | can't imagine any of themare witches," said Purity.

"That's not for you to decide, is it?" said Quill. "Nane the names, and let ne exam ne them |If
they're witches, 1'Il have it out of themeventually. If they're innocent, God will preserve them
and they'll go free."

"Then |l et God show themto you."

"But | amnot the one being tested," said Quill. "You are. This is your chance to prove that
your repentance is real. You have denounced the stranger. Now denounce the snake in our own
garden. "

She i magi ned hersel f nani ng nanes. Whom woul d she denounce? Enerson? Reverend Study? These were
men she loved and admired. There was not witchery in them nor witchismeither

"Al'l I know of witchcraft is ny own knack," she said. "That and the nen | already denounced."

Suddenly tears appeared in Quill's eyes. "Now Satan fears that his whole kingdomin this land is
in jeopardy, and he terrifies you and forbids you to speak.”

"No sir," said Purity. "Honor forbids ne to nane those who are not witches and who to ny
know edge have done only good in the world."

"So you are the judge?" whispered Quill. "You dare to speak of honor? Let God judge them you
have only to name them"

Now she renenbered Reverend Study's adnonition. Wiy did | ever speak at all? Is this where it
al ways | eads? | cannot be considered pure unless | fal sely accuse others?

"There are no other witches but nyself, as far as | know," she said.

"I ask for witchists, too, renenber," said Qill. "Come now, child, don't fall back into the
cruel enbrace of Satan out of a nisplaced sense of loyalty. If they are Christians, Christ wll
keep them safe. And if they are not Christians, then do you not better serve themand the world at
| arge by exposing them for what they are?"

"You twi st everything | say," she said. "You'll do the sanme to them"
"I twist things?" said Quill. "Are you now denyi ng your confession of wtchcraft?"

For a nonent she wanted to say yes, but then renenbered: The only people ever hanged as witches
wer e those who confessed and then either did nore witchcraft-- or recanted their confession.

"No sir, | don't deny that I'ma witch. | just deny that | ever saw anyone from Canbri dge do
anything that | mght call witchery or even... witchism?"
"It's not a good sign when you lie to ne," said Quill. "I believe you attend a cl ass taught by

one Ral ph \Wal do Emerson. "

"Yes," she said, hesitantly.

"Why are you so reluctant to tell the truth? Is Satan stopping your mouth? O is that how these
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ot her witches punish you for your honesty, by stopping up your nouth when you try to speak? Tel
me! "

"Satan isn't stopping ny nouth, nor any witch."

"No, | can see the fear in your eyes. Satan forbids you to confess the nanes, and even frightens
you into denying that he is threatening you. But | know how to get you free of his clutches."

"Can you drive out the devil?" she asked.

"Only you can drive out the devil within you," said Qill, "by denouncing Satan and those who
follow him But | will help you shake off the fear of Satan and replace it with the fear of God by
nmortifying the flesh.”

Now she understood. "Oh, please sir, in the nanme of God, | beg you, do not torture ne."

"Ch really," he said inpatiently. "W're not the Spanish Inquisition, now, are we? No, the flesh
can be nortified better through exhaustion than through pain." He smiled. "Ch, when you're free of
this, when you can stand before this community of Saints and declare that you have naned all of
Satan's foll owers here, how happy you will be, filled with the Iove of Christ!"

She bowed her head over the table. "Oh God," she prayed, "what have | done? Help ne. Help ne.
Help ne."

* % %

Wal do Emerson saw the nmen at the back of the classroom "W have visitors," he said. "lIs there
sonmething in the teachings of Thomas Aquinas that | can explain to you, goodnen?"

"We're tithingmen of the witch court of Canbridge," they said.

Wal do' s heart stopped beating, or so it seemed. "There is no witch court in Canbridge,"” he said.
"Not for a hundred years."

"There's a witch girl naming other witches," said the tithingman. "The witcher, Mcah Qill, he
sent us to fetch you for exam nation, if you be Ral ph Wal do Enerson."”

The students sat |ike stones. Al but one, who rose to his feet and addressed the tithingnen.
"If Professor Enerson is accused of witchery then the accuser is a liar," he said. "This man is
the opposite of a witch, for he serves God and speaks truth.”

It was a brave thing the boy had done, but it also forced Enmerson's hand. If he did not
i medi ately surrender hinself, the tithingmen would be taking along two, not just one. "Have
done," Waldo told his students. "Sit down, sir." Then, walking fromhis rostrumto the tithingmen
he said, "I'mhappy to go with you and hel p you dispel any m sconception that m ght have arisen."

"Ch, it's no misconception,"” said the tithingman. "Everyone knows you're a witchist. It's just a
matter of whether you do so as a fool or as a follower of Satan.™

"How can everyone know that |I'ma thing which | never heard of until this nonent?"

"That's proof of it right there," said the tithingman. "Wtchists are always claimng there's no
such thing as witchism"

Wal do faced his students, who had either turned in their seats to face him or were standing
beside their chairs. "This is today's puzzle," he said. "If the act of denial can be taken as
proof of the crine, how can an innocent nan defend hinsel f?"

The tithingnmen caught himby the arns. "Cone al ong now, M. Enmerson, and don't go trying any
phi | osophy on us."

"Ch, | wouldn't dreamof it," said Wal do. "Phil osophy woul d be wasted agai nst such sturdy-headed
men as you."

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...f%20Alvin%20Maker%205%20-%20Heart%20Fire.txt (102 of 180) [1/14/03 10:29:04 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%205%20-%20Hear t%20Fire.txt

"dad you know it,'
Christians."

said the tithingman proudly. "Wuldn't want you thinking we weren't true

* k% %

They had Alvin in irons, which he thought was excessive. Not that it was unconfortable-- it was
a sinple matter for Alvin to reshape the iron to conformwith his wists and ankles, and to cause
the skin there to formcalluses as if they had worn the iron for years. Such work was so | ong-
practiced that he did it alnost by reflex. But the necessity to be inactive during the hours when
he coul d be observed nmade hi mweary. He had done this before-- and without the irons-- for |ong
weeks in the jail in Hatrack River. Life was too short for himto waste nore hours, |et alone days
or weeks, growing nmold in a prison cell and wei ghed down by chains, not when he could so easily
free hinself and get on about his business.

At sundown, he sat on the floor, |eaned back against the wooden side wall of the cell, and
closed his eyes. He sent out his doodl ebug along a famliar path, until he found the dua
heartfire of his wife and the unborn daughter that dwelt within her. She was al ready headi ng for
her witing table, aware through |ong customthat because Al vin was farther east, sundown came
earlier to him She was always as inpatient as he was.

This time there was no interruption fromvisitors. She conmmi serated with himabout the chains
and the cell, but soon got to the matter that concerned her nost.

"Cal vin's doodl ebug has been stolen,"” she said. "He had sent it forth to follow the man who
collects the nanes and sone part of the souls of Blacks arriving at the dock." She told hi m of
Calvin's last words to Bal zac before all his will seened to depart fromhis body. "First, | nust
know how rmuch of his soul remains with his body. It is different fromthe slaves, for he seens to
hear nothing and has to be led. H's bodily functions also are like an infant's, and Bal zac and
their landlord are equally disgusted at the result, though the slaves clean himw thout conplaint.
Is this reversible? Can we communicate with himto |learn his whereabouts? | have searched this
city all the way up the peninsula, and find no collection of heartfires and no sign of Calvin's.
It has been hidden fromne; | pray it is not hidden fromyou."

Alvin had no need to wite or even fornmulate his answers. He knew that she could find all his
ideas in his heartfire nonents after he thought of themand they fell into his nenory. The
ki dnapped doodl ebug-- Alvin had never worried about that. His fears had al ways been that sonething
awf ul m ght happen to his body while he wandered. But in his experience, his body renained alive
and alert, and whenever anything in his environnment changed-- his eyes detecting novenent, his
ears hearing sone unexpected sound-- his attention would be drawn back into his body.

H s attention, and therefore his doodl ebug. That's what the doodl ebug was, really-- his ful
attention. That's what was nissing from Cal vin. Even when things happened around hi s body,
happened to his body, he could not bring his attention back to it. H s body was no doubt sending
himfrantic signals demanding his attention

The slaves, on the other hand, couldn't possibly have surrendered their attention to the nan
naned Denmar k. What they gave up was their passion, their resentnment, their will to freedom And
their nanes.

That was an inportant conclusion: There was no reason to think that this Denmark fell ow had
Calvin's name. In fact, what he probably had was a net of hexwork that contained the free portion
of separated souls. He mi ght not even be aware that Calvin's doodl ebug had got inside. The hexes
caught himautomatically, |like the workings of an engine. The hexwork al so served to hide the
soul stuff that it contained. Calvin could not see out, and could not be seen inside.

But the hexes could be seen. Margaret could not possibly find them since she saw only
heartfires, and if a man knew how to hide heartfires fromher, he could certainly hide his own
heartfire so she could not discover the man who knew t he secret.

"I's he hiding fromme?" she wote.

He doesn't know you exist. He's hiding from everybody.
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"How coul d Calvin be captured, when he didn't nake the little knotted things the slaves nmade?"

I don't know the workings of Black powers, but ny guess is that each slave put his own nanme and
all his fears and hatred into the knotwork. They needed the knots in order to lift this part of
their souls out of their bodies. Calvin needed no such tool

"They had to do a Maki ng?" she wote.

Yes, he thought, that's what it was. A Making. Wiether it was the power of Whites or Reds or
Bl acks, that's what it canme down to: connecting yourself to the world around you by Making. Reds
made the connection directly-- that connection was their Mking, the Iink they forged between man
and animal, man and plant, man and stone. Bl acks made artifacts whose only purpose was power--
poppets and knotted strings. Whites, however, spent their lives nmaking tools that hamered, cut,
tore at nature directly, and only in the one area that they called their knack did they truly make
that link. Yet they did nmake that connection. They were not utterly divorced fromthe natura
worl d. Though Alvin could imagi ne such nmen and wornren, never feeling that deep, innate connection,
never seeing the world change by the sheer action of their will in harnmony with that part of
nature. How lonely they nust be, to be able to shape iron no other way than with hamrer and anvi l
fire and tongs. To nake fire only by striking flint on steel. To see the future only by living day
to day and watching it unfold one path at a time. To see the past only by reading what others
wote of it, or hearing their tales, and inmagining the rest. Wuld such peopl e even know t hat
nature was as alive and responsive as it is? That hidden powers nove in the world-- no, not just
in the world, they nove the world, they are the world at its foundation? How terrible it would be,
to know and yet not touch these powers at any point. Only the bravest and w sest would be able to
bear it. The rest would have to deny the hidden powers entirely, pretend they did not exist.

And then he realized: That's what the witchcraft laws are. An attenpt to shut off the hidden
powers and drive themaway fromthe |ives of nen.

"At |east the witchcraft laws adnmit that hidden powers exist," wote Margaret.

Wth that, Alvin realized the full inport of what Verily was attenpting. It would be good to
strike down the witchery laws, but only if it led to an open acknow edgnment that knacks were good
or evil only according to the use nade of them

"Verily's strategy is to make the whol e idea of witchcraft | ook foolish."

Well, it is foolish, thought Alvin. Al the inages of the devil that he had heard of were
childi sh. What God had created was a great Making that lived of itself and contained | esser beings
whom he tried to turn into friends and fell ow Makers. The eneny of that was not sone pathetic
creature giving a few lonely, isolated people the power to curse and cause misery. The eneny of
Maki ng was Unmaki ng, and the Unmaker wore a thousand different nmasks, depending on the needs of
the person he was attenpting to deceive.

| wonder what formthe Unmaker takes to bring this witcher fellow al ong?

"Some men need no deception to serve him" wote Margaret. "They already |ove his destructive
work and engage in it freely of their own accord."”

Are you speaking of this Qill fellow? O of Calvin?
"No doubt they both believe they serve the cause of Making."

Is that true, Margaret? Aren't you the one who told ne that however nmuch a nan might lie to
hinsel f, at the core of himhe knows what he truly is?

"I'n some nen the truth lies hidden so deeply that they see it again only at the last extremty.
Then they recogni ze that they have known it all along. But they see the truth only at the noment
when it is too late to seize upon it and use it to save thenselves. They see it and despair. That
is the fire of hell."

Al men deceive thenselves. Are we all damed?
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"They cannot save thensel ves," she wote. "That does not nean they cannot be saved."

Alvin found that conforting, for he feared his own secrets, feared the place in hinself where he
had hidden the truth about his own notives when he killed the Finder who nurdered Margaret's
not her. Maybe | can open up that door and face the truth soneday, knowi ng that | might still be
saved fromthat hard sharp bl ade when it pierces ny heart.

"Calvin's need for redenption is nore dire than yours right now "
I"msurprised you want to save him You' re the one who tells nme he'll never change.
"I tell you I've seen no change in any of his futures."

I'"lI'l search for him For the hexes that hide him | can see what you cannot. But what about
Dennmark? Can't you find himwhen he wal ks the streets, and |l earn the truth?

"He is also guarded. | can find himon the street, and his name is carried with him so he
hasn't parted with that part of his heartfire. Neverthel ess, he has no know edge, no nenory of
where he takes the knotwork and whom he gives it to. There are blank places in his nemory. As soon
as he | eaves the docks with a basket of souls, he remenbers nothing until he wakes up again. |
could follow him w th eyes instead of doodl ebug..."

No! No, don't go near him W know nothing of the powers at work here. Stay away and cease to
search. Who knows but what sone part of yourself goes forth from your body, too, when you do your
torching? If you were captive as well it would be too much for me to bear.

"We are all captives, aren't we?" she wote. "Even the baby in ny wonb."
She is no captive. She is home in the place she wants nost to be.
"She chooses nme because she knows no ot her choice."

In due time she'll eat of the fruit of the tree of know edge of good and evil. For now, she is
in the garden. You are paradise. You are the tree of life.

"You are sweet," she wwote. "I |love you. | |ove you."

His own | ove for her swept over him filling his eyes with tears and his heart with |onging. He
could see her set down the pen. No nore words woul d appear on the paper tonight.

He lay there, sending forth his doodl ebug. He found Purity easily. She was awake in her cell
weepi ng and praying. He stifled the vindictive thought that a sleepless night was the | east she
owed him Instead, he entered her body and found where the fluids were being rel eased that nade
her heart beat faster and her thoughts race. He watched her cal mdown, and then kindled the | ow
fires of sleep in her brain. She crawled into bed. She slept. Poor child, he thought. How terrible
it is not to know what your life is for. And how sad to have found such a destructive purpose for
it.

* % %

Verily Cooper left Arthur Stuart, M ke Fink, and John-Janmes Audubon in a small clearing in a
stand of woods well north of the river and far fromthe nearest farnhouse. Arthur was nmaki ng sone
bird pose on a branch-- Audubon di scoursed about the bird but it never nade it into Verily's
menory. It was a daring thing he was going to try. He had never knowi ngly attenpted to defend a
man he knew was guilty. And Alvin was, under New England |aw, guilty indeed. He had a knack; he
used it.

But Verily thought he knew how witch trials were run. He had read about themin his nentor's |aw
library-- surreptitiously, |est anyone wonder why he took interest in such an arcane topic. Tria

after trial, in England, France, and Gernany, turned up the sane set of traditional details:
curses, witches appearing as incubi and succubi, and the whole nad tradition of wi tches' sabbaths
and powerful gifts fromthe devil. Wtchers asserted that the simlarity of detail was proof that

the phenomenon of witchcraft was real and w despread.
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I ndeed, one of their favorite ploys was to alarmthe jury with statenments like, "If this has al
been happeni ng under your very noses in this village, inmagine what is happening in the next
village, in the whole county, all over England, throughout the world!" They were forever citing
"l eadi ng authorities" who estinmated that, judging fromthe nunbers of known witches actually
brought to trial, there "nust be" ten thousand or a hundred thousand or a nillion wtches.

"Suspect everybody," they said. "There are so many witches it is inmpossible that you don't know
one." And the clincher: "If you ignore snall signs of witchcraft then you are responsible for
permtting Satan to work unhindered in the world."

Al'l this m ght have had sone neaning if it weren't for one sinple fact: Verily Cooper had a
knack, and he knew that he had never had any experience of Satan, had never attended a w tches
sabbath, had not left his body and wandered as an incubus to ravish wonen and send them strange
dreans of love. Al he had done was neke barrels that held water so tightly that the wood had to
rot through before the joints would | eak. H's only power was to nake dead wood |ive and grow under
hi s hands. And he had never used his knack to harma living soul in any way. Therefore, all these
stories had to be lies. And the statistics estimating the nunber of uncaught witches were a lie
based upon a lie.

Verily believed what Al vin believed: that every soul was born with some connection to the powers
of the universe-- perhaps the powers of God, but nmore likely the forces of nature-- which showed
up as knacks anong Europeans, as a connection to nature anong the Reds, and in other strange ways
anong the other races. God wanted these powers used for good; Satan would of course want them used
for evil. But the sheer possession of a knack was norally neutral

The opportunity was here not just to save Purity fromherself, but also to discredit the entire
systemof witch trials and the witchery | aws thensel ves. Make the | aws and the wi tnesses so
obvi ously, scandal ously, ludicrously false that no one would ever stand trial for the crinme of
wi tchcraft again.

Then again, he mght fail, and Alvin would have to get hinmself and Purity out of jail whether
she liked it or not, and they'd all hightail it out of New England

* k k

Canbri dge was a nodel New Engl and town. The coll ege doni nated, with several inpressive
buil di ngs, but there was still a town comon across fromthe courthouse, where Al vin was al nost
certainly inprisoned. And, to Verily's great pleasure, the witcher and the tithingnmen were running
both Alvin and Purity. A crowd surrounded the commobnbut at a safe distance-- as Alvin was forced
to run around in tight circles at one end of the neadow and Purity at the other

"How | ong have they been at it?" Verily asked a bystander

"Since before dawn without a rest," said the man. "These are tough witches, you can bet."
Verily nodded wi sely. "So you know al ready that they're both w tches?"

"Look at 'eml" said the bystander. "You think they'd have the strength to run so | ong w thout
falling over if they weren't?"

"They |l ook pretty tired to nme," said Verily.

"Ayup, but still running. And the girl's a brought-in orphan, so it's likely she had it in her

bl ood anyway. Nobody ever |iked her. W knew she was strange."

"I heard she was the chief w tness against the man."

"Ayup, but how woul d she know about the witches' sabbath iffen she didn't go to it her own self,
will you tell ne that?"

"So why do they go to all this trouble? Wy don't they just hang her?"

The man | ooked sharply at Verily. "You looking to stir up trouble, stranger?”
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"Not |," said Verily. "I think they' re both innocent as you are, sir. Not only that, but | think
you know it, and you're only talking themguilty so no one will suspect that you al so have a
knack, which you keep well -hidden."

The man's eyes wi dened with terror, and wi thout another word he nelted away into the crowd.

Verily nodded. It was a safe enough thing to charge, if Alvin was right, and all folks had sone
ki nd of hidden power. All had sonmething to hide. Al feared the accusers. Therefore it was good to
see this accuser charged right along with the man she accused. Hang her before she accuses anybody
el se. Verity had to count on that fear and aggravate it.

He strode out onto the common. At once a murnur went up-- who was the stranger, and how did he
dare to go so close to where the witcher was running the witches to wear them down and get a full
confession out of then®

"You, sir," said Verily to the witcher. He spoke loudly, so all could hear. "Were is the
of ficer of the |aw supervising this interrogation?"

"I"'mthe officer," said the witcher. He spoke just as loudly-- people usually matched their
voi ces to the | oudest speaker, Verily found.

"You're not fromthis town," Verily said accusingly. "Were are the tithingnmen!"

At once the dozen men who had formed watchful rings around both Alvin and Purity turned, sone of
them rai sing their hands.

"Are you nmen not charged with upholding the | aw?" demanded Verily. "Interrogation of witnesses
inwitch trials is to take place under the supervision of officers of the court, duly appointed by
the judge or nagistrate, precisely to stop torture like this fromtaking place!"

The word torture was designed to strike like a lash, and it did.

"This is not torture!” the witcher cried. "Wiere is the rack? The fire? The water?"

Verily turned toward hi magain, but stepped back, speaking |ouder than before. "I see you are
famliar with all the methods of torture, but running themis one of the cruelest! Wen a person
is worn down enough, they'll confess to... to suicide if it will end the tornent and allow themto
rest!”

It took a nmoment for the surrounding cromd to understand the inpossibility of a confession of
sui ci de, but he was rewarded with a chuckle. Turn the crowd; everyone who ended up on the jury
woul d know of what was said here today.

Because the tithingmen were | ooking away, both Alvin and Purity had staggered and dropped to
their knees. Now they both knelt on all fours in the grass, panting, heads hanging |ike worn-out
hor ses.

"Don't let themrest!" the witcher cried frantically. "You'll set the whole interrogation back
by hours!"

The tithingnmen | ooked to their rods and switches, which they used to goad the runners, but none
moved toward the two victins.

"At |ast you renenber your duty," said Verily.
"You have no authority here!" cried the witcher. "And | am an officer of the court!"”
"Tell me then the name of the mmgistrate here in Canbridge who appointed you."

The wi tcher knew he'd been caught exceeding his authority, since he had none until the |oca
judge called for his services, and so he did not answer Verily's challenge directly. "And who are
you?" the w tcher denanded. "From your speech you're from Engl and-- what authority do you have?"

"l have the authority to denmand that you be clapped in irons yourself if you cause these two
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souls to be tortured for one nore monment!" cried Verily. He knew the crowd was spel | bound,

wat chi ng the confrontation. "For | amAlvin Snith's attorney, and by torturing nmy client wthout
authority, you, sir, have broken the Protection Act of 1694!" He flung out an accusing finger and
the witcher visibly wilted under his accusation.

Verily was growi ng inpatient, however, for the plan wasn't to win a petty victory here on the
comon. WAs Purity so tired she couldn't [ift her head and see who was speaki ng here?

He was about to launch into another tirade, during which he woul d wander closer to Purity and
stand her up to face himif need be, but finally she recognized himand elimnated the need.

"That's him" she cried.
The wi tcher sensed sal vation. "Wo? Wwo is he?"

"The English |lawer who was traveling with Alvin Snmith! He's a witch too! He has a knack with
wood! "

"So he was also at the witches' sabbath!" cried the witcher. "OfF course Satan quotes the law to
try to save his minions! Arrest that nman!"

Verily imediately turned to the crowd. "See how it goes! Everyone who stands up for ny client
will be accused of witchcraft! Everyone will be clapped into jail and tried for his life!"

"Silence him" cried the witcher. "Make himrun along with the others!”

But the tithingmen, who reluctantly took Verily by the el bows because he had been accused, had
no i ntention of doing any nmore running, now that it had been called torture and declared to be
illegal. "No nore running today, sir,"” said one of them "W'I|l have to hear fromthe judge before
we | et you do such things again."

As a couple of tithingmen hel ped Purity stagger toward the courthouse, she whi npered when she
came near Verily. "Don't bring ne near him" she said. "He casts spells on ne. He wants to cone to
me as an incubus!"”

"Purity, you poor thing," Verily said. "Hear yourself spout the lies this w tcher has taught you

to tell.”
"Speak no word to her!" cried the witcher. "Hear himcurse her!"

To the tithingnen, Verily wyly nmuttered, "Did that sound like a curse to you?"

"No nuttering! Keep still!" screanmed the wtcher.
Verily answered the witcher loudly. "All | said was, to a nman with a hanmer everything | ooks
like a nail!"

Sonme peopl e understood at once and chuckl ed. But the witcher was not one for irony. "A satanic
utterance! Hanmers and nails! What have you cursed ne with? Confess your neaning, sir!"

"l nean, sir, that to those who profit fromwtch trials, every word sounds |like a curse!"
"Cet himout of here with his filthy lies and innuendoes!"

The tithingnmen dragged himand Alvin off to the courthouse, to cells far fromeach ot her, but
they were near each other several tines, and though they didn't speak, they traded gl ances, and
Verily made sure Alvin saw himgrinning fromear to ear. This is working exactly as | wanted,
Verily was saying.

Alone in his cell, though, Verily lost his smle. Poor Purity, he thought. How deeply had this
witcher twisted her mind? Was her integrity so tied up in knots that she was no | onger capabl e of
seei ng how she was bei ng mani pul at ed? Sonewhere along the line, she had to realize that the
wi t cher was using her.
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Let it be soon, thought Verily. | don't want Alvin to have to wait long in this jail.

* % %

Hezeki ah Study had al ready packed his bag for an extended stay with his niece in Providence when
he heard the shouting on the common and | eaned out his windowto |listen. He watched the English
| awyer enbarrass Mcah Quill, nanipulating the master nmanipul ator until Hezekiah wanted to cheer.
Hi s heart sank when Purity denounced the | awer-- and, indeed, she had spoken of a |lawer in Alvin
Smith's party right fromthe start-- but the |lawer nanaged to plant seeds of doubt in every
onl ooker's mind all the sane. To Hezekiah Study, it was the first time he'd ever seen the early
stages of a witch trial w thout dread and despair seizing his heart. For the English | awer was
grinning |ike a school boy who doesn't mind the puni shnent because it was worth it to put the rock
t hrough the school master's wi ndow.

He's in control of this, thought Hezekiah

Hi s better sense-- his bitter experience-- answered: No one's ever in control of a witch tria
except the witchers. The man is grinning now, but he'll not grin in the end, with either the rope
around his neck or his decency stripped from him

Oh, God, let this be the day at |ast when the people finally see that the only ones serving the
devil at these trials are the witchers

And when his prayer was done, he cane away fromthe w ndow and unpacked his bag. Cone what may,
this trial was going to be fought with courage, and Hezeki ah Study had to stay. Not just to see
what was goi ng to happen, but because this young | awer woul d not stand al one. Hezekiah Study
woul d stand with him He had that nmuch hope and courage left in him despite all.

Chapter 10 -- Captivity

Calvin didn't notice, at first, that he was trapped. Wth his doodl ebug he foll owed Denmark into
Bl ackt own, the section of Canelot devoted to housing skilled slaves whose services were being
rented out, or where trusted slaves who were running errands for out-of-town | andlords found room
and board. Blacktown wasn't large, but it spilled over its official borders, as one warehouse
after another had roons added on upper floors-- illegally and without registration-- and where
sl aves canme and went.

It was into one such warehouse just outside Bl acktown that Denmark went and Cal vin fol | oned.
Ri ckety stairs inside the building led to an attic story filled with an incredible array of junk
Boards, bits of furniture, strap and scrap iron, old clothes, ropes, fishnets, and all sorts of
other randomitens dangl ed from hooks in the ceiling joists. At first he was puzzl ed-- who woul d
spend the tinme to bind all these things together?-but then he realized what he was seeing: |arger
versions of the knotwork that Denmark had collected fromthe newy arrived sl aves.

He was about to return to his body and tell Honor, what he had found and where it was, when
suddenly the junk parted and Calvin saw a dazzling light. He exclained about it, then noved cl oser
and saw that it was made of thousands and thousands of heartfires, held within a net which hung,
of course, froma hook in the ceiling.

What kind of net could hold souls? He noved closer. The individual heartfires were nuch tinier
than those he was used to seeing. As so often before, he wi shed he could see into themthe way
torches did. But they renmined a nystery to him

H s vision, though, could see what Margaret's never could: He could see the stout web of knotted
cords that held the heartfires. On closer exam nation, though, he saw that each heartfire danced
like a candle flane above one of the little bits of knotwork that he and Honor, had watched
Denmark collect fromthe arriving slaves. So the web probably wasn't hexy at all.

Wth that, Calvin drew back, expecting to return instantly to his body to speak to Honor,. He
even started to speak. But his nouth didn't nove. His eyes didn't see. He renmained where he was,
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| ooking at the heartfires with his doodling sight instead of gazing out of his eyes at the street.

No, that wasn't so. He was vaguely aware of the street, as if seeing it out of the corners of
his eyes. He could hear sounds, too, Honor,'s voice, but when he tried to listen, he kept getting
di stracted. He couldn't pay attention to Honor,, couldn't focus on what his eyes were seeing. He
kept comi ng back here to the knots and the net, no matter how hard he tried to tear hinself away.
He could feel his legs moving, as if they were soneone else's legs. He could tell that Honor,'s
voi ce was beconming agitated, but still he couldn't make out what was being said. The sounds
entered his mnd, but by the time the end of a word was said, Calvin had |lost his hold on the
begi nning of it. Nothing nade sense.

Now wi th sick dread he realized that Honor,'s warning had been well placed. This net was
designed to catch and hold souls, or bits of souls, anyway, and keep anyone from findi ng t hem
Calvin had sent a bit of his own soul into the net, and now he couldn't get out.

VWll, that's what they thought. Nets were made of cord; cord was made of threads wound and
twi sted; threads were spun fromfibers. Al of these were things that Calvin well understood. He
set to work at once.

* k%

Dennark Vesey scowl ed at Gullah Joe, but the old witchy man didn't even seemto notice. Wite
men had been known to step back a bit when they saw Denmark passing by with such a | ook on his
face. Even the kind of Wite men who |iked to goad Bl acks, |ike those nmen on the dock today, they
woul dn't ness with himwhen he wore that scow on his face. He only let them push himaround today
because he had to show the new sl aves how to keep Wiite fol ks happy. But he still felt the rage
and stored it up in his heart.

Not that he felt the kind of fury that filled that net of souls hanging up not ten paces away.
That's because Denmark wasn't no man's slave. He wasn't even fully Black. He was the son of one of
those rare sl aveowners who felt sone kind of fatherly responsibility toward the children he sired
on his Black wonen. He gave freedomto all his half-Black bastards, freedom and a geography
| esson, since every one of themwas naned for a European country. Few of them stayed free, though
if they once strayed from M. Vesey's plantation near Savannah. Wat difference did it nmake being
free, if you had to |live anong the slaves and work anong them and coul dn't [ eave any nore than the
sl aves di d?

It made a difference to Denmark. He wasn't going to stick around on the plantation. He figured
out what letters were when he was still little and got hold of a book and taught hinself to read
He | earned his nunbers fromhis father's cousin, a French student who |lived on the plantation to
hi de out because he took part in an anti-Napoleon rally at the university. The boy fancied hinself
sone kind of hero of the oppressed, but all Denmark cared about was |earning how to decode the
mysteries that White people used to keep Black folks down. By the tine he was ten, his father had
hi m keepi ng the books for the plantation, though they had to keep it secret even fromthe Wite
foreman. Hs father would pat his head and praise him but the prai se made Dennmark want to Kkill
him "Just goes to show your Black nama's blood can't wipe out all the brains you get froma Wite
papa.” H's father was still sleeping with his nother and getting nore babies on her, and he knew
she wasn't stupid, but he still talked like that, showing no respect for her at all, even though
her children were snmarter than the dimwitted little Wite weaklings that Father's w fe produced

Denmark nursed that anger and it kept himfree. He wasn't going to end up on this plantation, no
sir. The law said that there wasn't no such thing as a free Black man in the Crown Col onies. One
of Denmark's own brothers, Italy, had been seized as a runaway in Canelot, and Father had to |ay
sonme stripes on Italy's back before the aw would let up and go away. But Denmark wasn't going to
get caught. He went to his father one day with a plan. Father didn't like it much-- he didn't want
to have to go back to doing his own books-- but Denmark kept after himand finally went on strike,
refusing to do the books if Father didn't go along. Father had himback in the fields under the
overseer for a while, but in the end he didn't have the heart to waste the boy's tal ents.

So when Denmark was seventeen, his father brought himto Canelot and set himup with letters of
i ntroduction that Denmark had actually witten, so the hand woul d al ways mat ch. Denmar k went
around pretending to be a nessenger for his absentee owner, soliciting bookkeepi ng jobs and copy
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wor k. Some White men thought they could cheat him getting himto work but then refusing to pay
the armount agreed on. Denmark hid his anger, then went home and in his el egant hand wote letters
to an attorney, again using his father's name. As soon as the Wite nen realized that Denmark's
owner wasn't going to let themget away with cheating him they generally paid up. The ones that
didn't, Denmark let the matter drop and never worked for themagain. It wasn't so bad being a

sl ave when your owner was yourself and stood up for you

That went on till his father died. Denmark was full grown and had sone noney set by. No one knew
his father in Canelot so it didn't natter he was dead, as |ong as nobody went back to Savannah to
try to follow up on sonething Denmark wote in his father's nanme. Not that Dennmark didn't worry
for a while. But when it became clear that it was all going well, he started to fancy hinself a
real man. He decided to buy hinself a slave of his own, a Black wonman he could | ove and get
children fromthe way his father did.

He chose the one he wanted and had an attorney buy her for him then went to pick her up in the
nane of his father. But when he got her home and she found out that a Black man had bought her
she near clawed his eyes out and ran out scream ng into the neighborhood that she wasn't going to
be no slave to a Black man. Dennmark chased her down, getting no help fromthe other residents of
Bl ackt own-- that was when he realized they all knew he was free and resented himfor it. It all
came down to this, fromhis wonman and from hi s nei ghbors: They hated being slaves, hated all Wite
peopl e, but nore than anyone or anything else they hated a free buck like him

Well, let them That's what he thought at first. But it grew so he could hardly bear the sight
of his woman, chained to the wall in his tiny room cursing hi mwhenever he cane honme. She kept
making dolls of himto try to poison him and it nmade hi mgood and sick nore than once. He didn't
know a thing about poppeting. He'd spent all his effort Iearning the White man's secrets and knew
not hi ng about what Black folks did. He cane to the day when he realized he had nothing. He ni ght
fool Wiite folks into letting himkeep the results of his own | abor, but he was never going to be
White. And Black folks didn't trust himbecause he didn't know their ways, either, and because he
acted so Wiite and kept a sl ave.

Finally one day he knelt down in front of his wonan and cried. What can | do to nake you | ove
me? She just |aughed. You can't set me free, she said, cause Black folks are never free here. And
you can't nmake nme | ove you cause | never |love himas owns ne. And you can't sell me cause | tel
my new nmaster about you, see if |I don't. Al you can do is die when | nmake you a right poppet and
kill it dead.

Al'l that hate! Denmark thought that rage was the ruling principle of his owmn life, but it was
not hi ng conpared to what slaves felt. That was when Dennark realized the difference between free
and sl ave-- freedom stole hate away fromyou, and made you weaker. Dennmark hated his father, sure,
but it was nothing conpared to his woman's hate for him

O course he had to kill her. She'd laid it out so plain, and it was clear he wasn't going to
change her nmind. It was just a matter of tine before she killed him so he had to defend hinsel f,
right? And he owned her, didn't he? She wouldn't be the first Black woman killed by her master

He hit her in the head with a board and knocked her cold. Then he bundl ed her into a sack and

carried her down to the dock. He figured to hold her under the water till she drowned, then pul

her out of the sack and let her float so it didn't look like nmurder. Well, he had her under the
water all right, and she wasn't even struggling inside the sack, but it was Iike a voice talking
in his mnd telling him You killing the wong one. It ain't the Black wonan killing you, it's the
White folks. If it wasn't for the Wiite folks, you could marry this girl and she be free beside
you. They the ones she wants to kill, they the ones you ought to kill

He dragged her out of the water and revived her. But she wasn't right after that. It m ght have
been the blow to the head or it m ght have been the water she took on and the time she spent not
breat hi ng, but she wal ked funny and didn't talk good and she didn't hate himanynore, but
everything he loved about her was dead. It was like he was a nurderer after all, but the victim
lived in his house and bore hima baby.

Oh, Dennark, he was a sad nman all the tine after that. The joy of fooling Wite fol ks was gone
He got sloppy with his work, doing it late, and his custonmers stopped hiring him- though of
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course they thought it was his Wiite naster they were firing. The Bl ack people around hi m hated
himtoo, for what he done to his wonan, and he had to watch all the time to keep themfrom getting
any of his hair or fingernails or toenails, or even his spit or his urine. Cause they would have
killed himwith that, if they coul d.

H s son Egypt got to be four years old and Denmark prenticed himto a Bl ack harness maker. Had
to do all kinds of pretending, of course, that it was a Wite nan who owned the boy and wanted him
trained to be useful on his plantation, and it cost nine pounds a year, which was npbst of what
Dennark was earning these days, but the paperwork went well enough, and even though Egypt was
treated like a slave, he was learning a trade and there'd come a day when Denmark would tell him
the truth. You free, boy, he'd say that day. Egypt Vesey, no man owns you. Not me, not nobody.

When Egypt was gone, the last |ight went out of the boy's mana. The day Denmark saw his wonman
drinki ng varni sh, he knew he had to do sonething. Stupid as she had becone, she hated her life and
hated him He agreed with her. Maybe he hated hinself even nore than she did. Hated everything and
everybody else, too. It was chew ng himup inside.

That was when he nmet Gullah Joe. Joe canme to him Little Black nan, he suddenly appeared right
in front of Denmark when he was in the dirt garden peeing. He wasn't there, and then he was,
hol di ng a crazy-1ooking unbrella all a-dangle with strange knots and bits of cloth and tin and
iron and one dead nouse. "Stop peeing on ny foot," said Gullah Joe.

Dennmark didn't have much to say. Piss just dried right up when Gullah Joe said so. Dennmark knew
he nust be the witchy man they were always threatening himw th. "You conme to kill me, wtchy
man?" Denmar k sai d.

"Mght," said Gullah Joe. "M ght not."

"Maybe you best just do it," said Dennark. "Cause if you don't, what if | kill you?"

@il l ah Joe just grinned. "Wat, you hit ne with a board, put me in a sack, drown ne till | can't
wal k or talk right?"

Dennmark just started to cry, fell to his knees and begged Gullah Joe to kill him "You know what
I am You know |I'm a w cked nan!"

"I"'mnot God," said Gullah Joe. "You gots to go see himpreacher, you want sonmebody send you to
hel | . "

"How cone you talk so funny?"

"Cause | not no slave," said Gullah Joe. "I fromAfrica, | don't |ike Wite nman | anguage, |
learn it bad and | don't care. | say people talk real good.” Then he let |oose a string of sone
strange | anguage. It went on and on, and turned into a song, and he danced around, splashing up
the mud from Denmark's pissing all over his bare feet while he sang. Denmark felt every splash as
if he'd been kicked in the kidneys. By the time Gullah Joe stopped singing and danci ng, Denmark
was |ying on the ground whinpering, and there was bl ood | eaki ng out of himinstead of Piss.

@il I ah Joe bent over him "How you feel ?"
"Fine," Denmark whispered. "'Cept | ain't dead yet."
"Ch, | don't want you dead. | make up ny mnd. You be fine. Drink this."

@l I ah Joe handed hima snmall bottle. It snmelled awmful, but there was alcohol in it and that was
per suasi ve enough. Denmark drank the whole bottle, or at |east he would have, if Joe hadn't
snatched it out of his hands. "You want to |live forever?" Qullah Joe demanded. "You use up all ny
savi ng stuff?"

Whatever it was, it worked great. Dennmark bounded to his feet. "I want nore of that!" he said.
"You never get this again," said @Gullah Joe. "You like it too good."

"Gve it to ny woman!" cried Dennark. "Make her well again!"
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"She sick in the brain," said Gullah Joe. "This don't do no good for brain."

"Well then you go on and kill me again, you cheating bastard! I'msick of living like this,
everybody hate ne, | hate nyself!"
"I don't hate you," said Qullah Joe. "I got a use for you."

And ever since then, Dennmark had been with Gullah Joe. Denmark's noney had gone to supporting
both himand @ullah Joe, and to acconplish whatever Joe wanted done. Half Dennark's day was spent
taking care of new arrived slaves, gathering their nanes and bringi ng them home to Joe.

The whol e i dea of taking nanes canme from Denmark's wonman. Not that she thought of it. But when
Dennark rented the warehouse and brought Gullah Joe and the wonan both to live there, @ullah Joe
asked her what her nane was. She just |ooked at himand said, "I don' know, naster." It was a far
cry fromwhat she used to say to Denmark, back before he nmade her stupid. In those days she'd say,
"Master never know my name. You call ne what you want, but | never tell ny nane."

Wl |, when Gullah Joe asked Denmark what the worman's nanme was, and Dennmark didn't know, why, you
m ght have thought Joe had eaten a pepper, the way he started junping around and how ing and

yi ppi ng.
"She never told her nane!" he cried. "She kept her soul!"

"She kept her hate," said Denmark. "I tried to |ove her and | don't even know what to call her
except Wnman."

But Gullah didn't care about Denmark's sad story. He got to work with his witchery. He nmade
Denmark catch hima seagull-- not an easy thing to do, but with Joe's Catching Stick it went well
enough. Soon the seagull's body parts were baked, boiled, mxed, glued, woven, or knotted into a
feathered cape that Gullah Joe would throw over his head to turn hinself into a seagull. "Not
really," he explained to Denmark. "I still a man, but | fly and Wiite sailor, he see gulls." Joe
would fly out to slaveships coming into port in Canelot. He'd go down into the hold and tell the
peopl e they needed to get their name-string nmade before they | anded, and give it to the hal f-Bl ack
man who gave them water.

"Put hate and fear in nane-string," he said to them "Peaceful and happy be all that stay
behind. | keep you safe till the right day.” O that was what he told Denmark that he said. Few of
the arriving slaves spoke any English, so he had to explain it to themin some African | anguage.
O maybe he was able to convey it all to themin knot |anguage. Denmark woul dn't know - Cullah Joe
woul dn't teach himwhat the knotwork meant or how it worked. "You read and wite Wite man talk,"
@il l ah Joe said. "That be enough secret for one man." Denmark only knew that sonehow t hese peopl e
knew how to tie bits of this and that with scraps of string and cloth and thread and sonehow it
woul d contain their nanme, plus a sign for fear and a sign for hate. Even though he coul dn't
understand it, the knotted name-strings made Denmark proud, for it proved that Black people knew
how to read and wite back in Africa, only it wasn't marks on paper, it was knots in string.

Besi des gathering the names of the newWy arrived slaves, Denmark hel ped collect the nanes of the
sl aves already in Canelot. Wrd spread anong the Bl acks-- Denmark only had to pass al ong a garden
fence with an open basket, and Bl ack hands woul d reach out and drop nanestrings into the basket.
"Thank you," they said. "Thank you."

"Not me," he would answer. "Don't thank ne. | ain't nobody."

Canme a day not |ong ago when they had all the slaves' nanes, and Gullah Joe sang all night. "My
peopl e happy now," he said. "My people got they happy."

"They're still slaves," Denmark pointed out.

"Al'l they hate in there,"” said Gullah Joe, pointing at the bul ging net.

"Al'l their hope, too," said Denmark. "They got no hope now either."

"I no take they hope," said Gullah Joe. "Wiite man take they hope!"
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"They all stupid like my woman," said Denmark.

"No, no," said Gullah Joe. "They smart. They wise."

"Well, nobody knows it but you."

Qullah Joe only grinned and tapped his head. Apparently it was enough for Joe to know the truth.

There was one person who wasn't happy, though. Ch, Denmark was gl ad enough to have a purpose in
his Iife, to have Black people look at himwith gratitude instead of |oathing. But that wasn't the
sane as being happy. His woman was still before himevery day, |urching through her housework,
munbl i ng words he could barely understand. Gullah Joe saw that his people weren't unhappy anynore.
But Denmark saw that the happi est people were the Wiites. He heard themtal ki ng.

"You see how docile they are?"

"Slavery is the natural state of the Black nman."

"They don't wish to rise above their present condition."

"They are content."

"The only place where Blacks are angry is where they are permtted to |live without a master."
"The Bl ack man cannot be happy without discipline."

And so on, throughout the city. Wiite people cane to Canelot fromall over the world, and what
they saw was contented slaves. It persuaded themthat slavery nmust not be such a bad thing after
all. Denmark hated this. But Qullah Joe seened not to care

"Bl ack man day come," said Cullab Joe.
"\When?"
"Bl ack nan day cone."

That was why Denmark Vesey was scowing at Gullah Joe today, as the old witchy man carried the
basket of nane-strings through the knotwork that guarded the place. Al these happy slaves. Was
Denmar k Vesey the only Black man in Canel ot who lived in hell?

Qul lah Joe pulled the net open and started to pour in the new nanmestrings. At that noment, cords
al ong the bottom of the net began to pop open, one by one, as if soneone were cutting them Nare-
strings dropped out, at first a few, then dozens, and then the whol e net opened up and the nane-
strings |ay heaped on the floor

"What did you do?" asked DenmarKk.
@l I ah Joe did not answer.
"Somet hi ng wong?" asked Denmark

Qul I ah Joe just stood there, his hands upraised. Denmark wal ked through the hangi ng junk,
circling around until he could see Joe's face. He was frozen like a statue-- a comc one, with
eyes wide and teeth exposed in a grinmace, like the minstrels in those hideous shows that Wite
actors did with their faces painted Bl ack.

This wasn't just a net giving way. Soneone or sonething had broken open the net and spilled the
nane-strings onto the floor. If it had the power to do that, it had the power to hurt Qullah Joe,
and that's what seened to be happeni ng.

What coul d Denmark do? He knew not hi ng about witchery. Yet he couldn't |et anything happen to
Joe. Or to the nanme-strings, for that matter, for the name of every slave in Canelot was spilled
here. Yet if Dennmark wal ked within the charned circle that Joe had shown him wouldn't he be in
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the eneny's power, too?

Maybe not if he didn't stay long. Dennmark ran and | eapt, knocking Joe clear out of the circle.
They both sprawl ed on the floor, |eaving a dozen |arge charnms swayi ng and bunpi ng each ot her

Gul lah Joe didn't show any sign of being hurt. He leapt up and | ooked frantically around him
"Get up by damm! A broom A broom"

Denmark scranbled to his feet and ran for the broom
"Two brooml Quick!"

In nonents the two of themwere standing just outside the circle, reaching the broons inside to
sweep the nane-strings outside in great swaths.

"Fast!" cried Joe. "He take apart you broomyou go slow"

Denmar k hadn't thought he was goi ng any sl ower than Joe, but then he realized that the end of
the broomstick nearest his body was holding alnost still as he levered the broomto sweep out name-
strings. No sooner had he thought of this than the broonstick rocketed straight at himlike a
bayonet, ramring himin the stomach just under the breastbone. Denmark dropped |ike a rock, the
breat h knocked out of him And when he did nanage to take in a great gasp of air, he imediately
voni t ed.

A few mnutes later, @ullah Joe was bending over him "You got you air? He not hurt you bad. He
no see you, or you dead man."

"Who?" asked DenmarKk.
"You think | know?"

"You talk like you know everything," said DenmarKk.

"When | know, | say | know. This one, he a bad devil. He wander like stray dog, cone passing
t hrough, he see all the names, devil eat name like food, |like cake, taste himsweet. He conme in ny
circle and now he get caught, he no conme out. So he mad, hinml Tear up net. Tear up nane, kill me

if he can. But | stop him"
"I hel ped. "
"Yes, you knock nme down, very snart."
"Way you holding still like that?"
"See me knotty hair? She wi ggle, he get inside, he break nme in bits."

Denmar k had | ong wondered why Cullah Joe had braided his hair with ribbons and scraps. It wasn't
decoration, it was protection-- as long as the knotted braids weren't w ggling.

"So that hair keep out the devil?"

Joe flipped his braids boastfully. "Hair, she keep himout of ne." Then he pointed at the
dangling charns that used to ring the net of nane-strings. "These charm they keep himin ny
circle." Joe grinned. "It got him"

"What you want himfor?" asked Denmark. "Can you ask him for w shes or sonethi ng?"

Qul lah Joe | ooked at himlike he was stupid. "You live Wite too |ong, boy, it nake you
strange. "

"I thought naybe it was |ike a genie or sonething."

"You no ask devil help you, he help you be dead, that be his help you." Gullah Joe began wal ki ng
around, |ooking at the dangling charnms hangi ng el sewhere in the room "You get nme that one, that
one, that one."
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Denmark, being tall, had no troubl e unhooking the charnms Joe indicated. Soon they had a new
circle created, just like the other one, only when you | ooked close there were no two charns
alike. It seened not to matter. In a few nore mnutes they gathered the name-strings fromthe
floor, piled themin another net, and hoisted themoff the floor in the m dst of the charned
circle.

"Now nobody see them again, they safe, they don't get lost, they don't get found."
"So we beat the devil this tine," said Denmark.

Qul I ah Joe shook his head sadly. "No, he tear one up. He pick that one, he tear her up, he break
the string, she nane be fly off somewhere.”

"Lost ?"

"Ch, she nane try to get home, she try so hard." @ullah Joe sighed. "Some nane she strong, but
she blind, no find the way. Some nane see the way, but she no fly, she fade away. This one, she
strong, she bright, maybe she get hone."

"Which one was it?"

"You think | tell she name? Call that nane to ne? You think | be so bad? No sir. | no say she
name, | be pray that nanme find that girl, she a good one. Wy he pick her?"

"Don't ask ne," said Denmark. "I don't know why anybody picks anybody."

"No, he go to her, he know her. He know her. That devil, he been wal king Canel ot street, him
That devil, be maybe hima man. Be maybe hima Wite man."” Qullah Joe smiled. "Be naybe him sou

fly, get caught here, but he body be sonmewhere."”

Denmar k t hought about this. A Wiite nan sonmewhere with his soul trapped outside his body. "You
t hi nki ng nmaybe we ought to find hinP"

"How much him | catch here?" Gullah Joe asked. "Bl ack people soul, |I take nane, | take anger, |
take sad, all the rest stay body. But the Wite man, how nmuch he send out, how nuch he give ne?"
He went to his table, where a hundred secrets sat in jars and little boxes. He opened one, then
anot her, rejecting each until he found a box with a fine white powder in it. He grinned and pi cked
up a pinch of it between his fingers. Then he wal ked to the edge of the original circle, where the
devil -man was trapped. He parted his fingers as he blew the powder sharply. The fine grey dust
quickly filled the exact dinmensions of the circle, swirling right up to the edges but never
drifting out. Denmark saw a tiny light, like a mosquito with a firefly's tail, changing colors as
it darted about within the cloud.

"That's hin?" asked Denmar k.

"He got him power," said GQullah Joe, his voice filled with awe.
"How can you tell?"

"You so far off, you see him right?"

"Sure, | saw him Like a firefly."

Gul I ah Joe laughed. "You so blind! He Iike a star. Bright star. W got trouble in this circle.
He be find a way out. And then he be ned."

"Then let's get out of here," said Denmark. "I don't want himclipping me open |ike that net."
"No problem" said @ullah Joe.
"You nmean you can keep himfromgetting out?"

"I got ny best circle hold him She strong enough? |I don't know. But | don't got no better
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so... maybe we dead, maybe we safe." Qullah Joe shrugged. "No problem"

"Well it matters to nme!" cried Denmark.

"Be maybe you better go," said Gullah Joe, grinning. "You go find out what house got hima nan

hi m eyes open, nobody inside."

"White nman?"

"You think Black man break a name-string?" asked @ullah Joe contenptuously.
"Not all Black nen be good," said Dennark

"Black nen all be on our side," said Gullah Joe.

Dennark | aughed rudely. "That the stupidest thing you said since | know you."
@l lah Joe | ooked at himoddly. "I know what | know. "

"Ch, they on your side now, Joe, cause you got their name-strings in a bag, you keeping them
happy. But that don't mean they on your side, you fool. Wiite nmaster got themall so scared they
want to please him like little puppy dogs. They not telling now cause what if the White nan take
their soul? But they ain't on your side. They on their master's side."

"You think you the only smart man?" asked Joe, annoyed.

"I seen it a thousand tinmes. Bl acks betraying Bl acks, each time hoping the master will |ike them
better than the other slaves, treat them good. You watch."

"l be do this long tine, lots of year now, " said Gullah Joe. "Black people know what | got here,
they never turn against ne."

"Then how did this Wiite devil find out where you were?"
Joe's eyes grew wide at the question. Then he grinned at Denmark. "You show themthe way."

"I did not," said Dennmark. "I wore that nenory net you nmade ne, nobody find anythi ng about you
fromne!"

"He no | ook in your head, ny net make it enpty in there. This devil follow your feet till he
conme in right behind you."

"How do you know t hat ?"

"I know what | know," said Qullah Joe, for about the thousandth tinme since Denmark had known
him "I see himcone in."

"You're lying," said Denmark. "If you seed himcone in you would have told ne."
"I feel him | feel himhot eyes looking. | feel them charm dance, | feel them charm shake."
"Then why didn't you stop hinP"

Gul lah Joe grinned. "Be maybe | think he no find nane-string. Be nmaybe | think circle keep him
out."

"Be maybe you full of shit," said Denmark. "You didn't know he was here till the net started
poppi ng. He probably foll owed you inside the circle.™

Gul I ah Joe thought about that. "Better us find him body."

"So you ain't going to adnit he took you by surprise," said Denmark testily. "You got to keep
pretendi ng you see all, you know all."

"l no see all,"” said Gullah Joe. "I see nore than you."
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"Someti nes. "

"You see so good? Then you go out and use you eyes and you nouth and you ears, you find out
where they be this enpty White nman body w t hout no soul."

Dennmark | aughed bitterly. "That be every Wiite nman | know of."

@il lah Joe ignored his remark. "You find him and then we nake himsoul go back in him"
"You can do that?"

@ul I ah Joe shrugged. "Maybe."

"So what if it doesn't work?"

"Then he body die," said Gullah Joe. "Body himnot last long time it got no soul in.

"What the hell did you just say?" asked Denmark. "All these slaves, they be dying w thout their
soul s?"

"Bl ack people still got they soul!" said Joe inpatiently. "Only White man put him soul out |ike
this. Soul no conme hone, he body, she think she dead, she be rotting."

"So if he don't find his way hone, his body's going to die?"

"No, she don't die, himbody. That body rot, she turn to bone, she turn to dust, but she stil
be alive cause that soul, she can't find that body no nore, she never go hone."

"So he's wal ki ng around dead al ready," said Denmark. "All right then, why |ook for hinP"

"Body rotting alive, that too slow. He do mischief."” @Gullah Joe grinned and held up a huge
knife. "Better us get himout of here."

"How, by killing his body?"

"Kill?" @ullah Joe | aughed. "W got to bring himbody here, put she inside the circle. Soul go
back in body, then he |eave ny house."

"Wn't that nake himstronger, to have body and soul together again?" asked Denmark. "You want
hi m out wanderi ng around, knowi ng what we got going here?"

"Maybe that happen if we put himwhole body in the circle,” said @ullah Joe, |aughing.
"l thought you said--"

"We put in just himhead," said @Gullah Joe. "Then we all be safe. That soul got to go into that
head. But he go in, he drop dead!"

Denmar k | aughed. "1 got to see that." Then his face grew grim "Course you know, you talking
about killing a Wite man."

@Qullah Joe rolled his eyes. "They plenty Wite man. You find him"

* k%

In the early evening, Margaret took a turn around the block. Hot as it was, she couldn't have
hoped to get to sleep tonight if she hadn't taken sone exercise. And the air, though at street
level it was charged with the snmell of fish and horse manure, was not as stale as the air inside
the house. Alvin had assured her that nost of the time snelly air was still just air and it did no
harmto breathe it. Better the snell than the nold i ndoors. Wen he tried to tell her all the
nasty living creatures that inhabited every house, no matter how clean or well-swept, Margaret had
to make him stop. Sone things were better not to know.

She was coni ng back down the |ong side of the house when she heard the sound of soneone
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whi mpering off in the garden. There was but one heartfire there, one she knew well-- the slave
called Fishy. But Margaret alnost didn't recognize her, because her heartfire had been
transfornmed. Wiat was the difference? A tunult of enptions: rage at every insult done her, grief
at all that she had |ost. And deep down, where there had been nothing at all, now Margaret found
it: Fishy's true nane.

Njia-njiwa. The Way of the Dove. Or the Dove in the Path. It was hard for Margaret to
under st and, because the concept was a part of both. A dove seen in the mdst of its flight in the
sky, which also marks the path of life. It was a beautiful nane, and in the place where her nane
was kept, there also was the | ove and praise of her fanmily.

"Njia-njiwa," said Margaret aloud, trying to get her nouth and nose to formthe strange
syllables: N wthout a vowel, as a syllable by itself. Nnn-jee-yah. Nnn-jee-wah. She said it al oud
agai n.

The whi nperi ng stopped. Margaret stepped around a bush and there was Fishy-- Nia-njiwa--
coweri ng where the foundation of the house next door rose out of the earth. Fishy's eyes were wi de
with fright, but Margaret could al so see that her hands were fornmed into claws, ready to fight.

"You stay away fromnme," said Fishy. It was a plea. It was a warning.

"You got your name back," said Margaret.

"How you know that? What you do to ne? You a witchy wonan?"

"No, no, | did nothing to you. | knew your name was |ost. How did you get it back?"

"He cut me |oose," said Fishy with a sob. "All of a sudden | feel nyself go light. Down on a
breeze. | can't even stand up. | know ny nane's flying only I can't call it home cause | don't
know it. | thought | was going a-die. But it do come hone and then it all cone back to ne." Fishy
shuddered, then burst into tears.

Margaret didn't need an explanation. She saw it now in Fishy's menory. "Every vile thing that
your master has done to you. Every insult by every Wite person. The happy life with your mana
that got taken away. No wonder you wanted to kill sonebody."™ Margaret stepped closer. "And yet you
didn't. Al that fire inside you, and all you did was cone out into the garden and hide."

"When she find out | didn't do nmy work she going a-beat ne," said Fishy. "She going a-beat mne
bad, only this time | don't know if | can take it. She not so strong, ma'am | take the stick
outen her hand, | beat her back, how she going a-like that, you think?"

"It wouldn't feel good, Njia-njiwa."

The girl winced at the sound of her nane and wept again. "Ch, Manma, Mana, Mana."
"You poor thing," said Margaret.

"Don't you pity me, you Wihite wonman! | clean your filth just like all the rest!"

"Good people clean up after the people they love," said Margaret. "It isn't the cleaning that
you mnd, it's being forced to do it for people you don't |ove."

"People | hate!"
"Fishy, would you rather | call you by that nane?"
"Don't you go saying ny true nane no nore," said Fishy.

"Al'l right, then. How about this? How about if | say | had you hel ping ne today, and | pay your
mstress a little to conpensate for having taken you away from your duties?”

Fi shy | ooked at her suspiciously. "Wy you do that?"

"Because | do need your help."
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"You don't have to pay for that," said Fishy. "I be a slave, ain't you heard?"

"I don't want your |abor," said Margaret. "I want your help."

"I don't got no help for Wiite folks," said Fishy. "It be all | can do not to kill you right
now. "

"I know," said Margaret. "But you're strong. You'll contain these feelings. It's good to have

your name back. It's as if you weren't alive before, and now you are."

"This ain't nolife," said Fishy. "I got no hope now. "

"Now i s when your hope begins," said Margaret. "This thing you' ve done, you and the ot her
sl aves, giving up your nanes, your anger-- it makes it safer for you, yes, it makes it easier, but
you know who el se it hel ps? Them The Wite people who own you. Look at the other slaves, now that
you have your anger back. See what they |look like to the master."

"I know how they |ook," said Fishy. "They | ook stupid."
"That's right," said Margaret. "Stupid and contented."

"l ain't going a-look stupid no nore," said Fishy. "She going a-see it in nmy eyes, how nuch |
hate her. She going a-beat ne all the tinme now "

"I can't help you with that right now, " said Margaret. "I'd buy you away fromher if | could,
but I haven't that nuch noney. | mght rent your services, though, so you don't have to spend tine
with your mistress until you've got these feelings under control."

"I never going a-control these feelings! Hate just going a-get bigger and bigger till | kil
sonmebody! "

"That's how it feels now, but | assure you, slaves in other cities, in other places, nobody
takes their pride and hides it away, but they learn, they watch, they wait."

"Wait for what? Wait to die."

"Wait for hope," said Margaret. "They don't have hope, but they hope for hope, for a reason to
hope. And in the neantine, there are many Wiite nmen and wonen |i ke nme, who hate the whol e idea of
slavery. W're doing all we can to set you free."

""Al'l you can' ain't worth nothing."

Margaret had to admit the truth of what she said. "Fishy, | fear that you're right. |'ve been
trying to do it with words al one, to persuade them but | fear that they're never going to change
until they're made to change. | fear that it will take war, bloody terrible war between the Crown

Col onies and the United States."

Fi shy | ooked at her strangely. "You telling ne there be Wiite folks up North, they willing to
fight and die just to set Black fol ks free?"

"Some," said Margaret. "And many nore who are willing to fight and die in order to break the
back of King Arthur, and others who would fight to show that the United States won't get pushed
around by anybody, and-- why should you care why they fight? If the war conmes, if the North wi ns,
then slavery will end.”

"Then bring on that war."

"Do you want it?" asked Margaret, curious. "How many White people should die, so you can be
free?"

"All of theml ™ cried Fishy, her voice full of |oathing. Then she softened. "As many as it
takes." And then she wept again. "Ch, sweet Jesus, what amI1? My soul so w cked! | going to hell!"
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Margaret knelt beside her, facing her, and dared now to |ay her hand gently on Fishy's shoul der.

The girl did not recoil fromher, as she would have earlier. "You will not go to hell," said
Margaret. "CGod sees your heart."

"My heart be full of murder all the tine now" said Fishy.

"And yet your hand is still the hand of peace. God |oves you for choosing that, Fishy. God | oves

you for living up to your true nane."

The novenent was slight, but it was real, as Fishy leaned a little closer to Margaret, accepting
her touch, and then her enbrace, until she wept into Margaret's shoulder. "Let ne stay with you,
ma' am " whi spered Fi shy.

"Cone with ne to ny room then," said Margaret. "I hope you don't mnd going along with nme in
sone lies."

Fi shy giggled, though at the end it was nore of a sob than a | augh. "Around here, ma'am if
fol ks got they nmouth open, if they ain't eating then they lying."

Chapter 11 -- Decent Men

So this was what it cane to, after all these years at the bar, as |awer and as judge: John
Adans had to sit in judgnent in Canbridge over a witch trial. Ch, the ignonminy of it. For a tine
he had been sonet hing of a philosopher, and caused an international incident over his invol venent
in the Appal achee Revol ution. He had spoken for union between New England and the United States,
daring the Lord Protector to arrest himfor treason. He had called for a ban on trade with the
Crown Colonies as long as they trafficked in slaves, at the very tine that his fell ow New
Engl anders were loudly calling for the right to enter into such trade. There wasn't a question of
import in New England since the 1760s that John Adans hadn't been a part of. He had even founded a
dynasty, or so it seened, now that his boy John Quincy was governor of Massachusetts and chairman
of the New England Council. And for the past fifteen years he had di stingui shed hinself as a
jurist, winning at last the love of his fell ow Yankees when he refused an appointrment to the Lord
Protector's Bench in England, preferring to remain "anmong the free men of America.”

And now he had to hear a witch trial. The toadlike witcher, Quill, ad cone to see himwhen he
arrived in Canbridge |ast night, renminding himthat it was his duty to uphold the law- as if John
Adans needed pronpting in his duty fromthe likes of Quill. "I have not exceeded the law in any
respect,” said Quill, "as you'll see even fromthe testinony of the witches, unless they lie."

"Cod help us if a witch should tell a lie,” John had nmurmured. Quill missed the irony entirely
and took the answer as an affirmation. Well, that was fine. John didn't mind if he went away

happy, as long as he went away.

John shoul d have died | ast year, when he got the grippe. He had it on the best authority that
the Boston papers had all planned on a doubl e-page spread for his obituary. That was precisely the
space devoted to the eulogy of the last Lord Protector to shuffle off his nmortal coil. It was good
to be considered at a level with rulers and potentates, even though he had never quite succeeded
in joining New England to the United States, making it inpossible for himto play a role in that
extraordi nary experinent. |Instead he remai ned here, anong the good people of New Engl and, whom he
truly loved like brothers and sisters, even though he | onged now and then to see a face that
didn't look like every other face.

Wtch trials, though-- it was an ugly thing, a holdover from nedieval tines. A shanme on the face
of New Engl and

But the |law was the | aw. An accusation had been nade, so a trial would have to be held, or at
| east the beginning of one. Quill would have his chance to get sone poor wetch hanged-- if he
could do it without violating the prerogatives of the bench or pushing the powers of the |aw
beyond their statutory and natural limits.
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Now at breakfast John Adans sat with his old pupil, Hezekiah Study. | adhere to a double
standard, John admitted to hinself. Quill's visit to me last night | thought highly inproper.
Hezeki ah's visit, equally intended to influence nmy judgnent in this case, | plan to enjoy. Wil
any fool can be consistent, and nost fools are.

"Canbridge is not what it used to be," said John to Hezekiah. "The students don't wear their
r obes. "

"Qut of fashion now, " said Hezekiah. "Though if anyone had known you were com ng, they night
have put the robes back on. Your opinion on the subject is well known."

"As if these boys would so much as part their hair for arelic like ne."
"A holy relic, sir?" asked Hezeki ah.

John grimaced. "Ch, so I'mto be called '"sir' by you?"

"I was your student. You gave me Plato and Honer.

"But you wanted Aristophanes, as | recall." John Adans sighed. "You nmust realize, all ny peers
are dead. If I'mto have anyone on this earth call ne John, it will have to be a friend who once
called ne 'sir' because of my seniority. W should have a new social rule. Wien we reach fifty,
we're all the sanme age forever."

"John, then," said Hezekiah. "I knew God had heard ny prayer when | learned that it was you and
no ot her who drew this case."

"One judge is coughing his life out into bloody handkerchiefs and the other is burying his wfe,
and you think this is how God answers your prayers?"

"You weren't due, and here you are. A wtch trial, sir. John."

"Ch, now you've knighted nme. Sir John." He wanted to laugh at the idea of his ever being the
answer to soneone's prayer. Since his own prayers seenmed rarely to be answered, it wouldn't be
quite fair of God, would it, to play himas the prize in sonmeone el se's gane of piety.

"I know how you feel about w tches," said Hezekiah

"You al so know how | feel about the law," said John. "I may disbelieve in the crinme, but that
doesn't mean |'ll have any bias in the handling of the case." Ch, let's stop the pretense that the
question has cone up casually. "Wat's your interest init? Didn't you used to defend these cases,
back when you were a | awyer?"

"I was never a good one."

John heard the pain in his voice. Still haunted after all these years? "You were an excellent
| awyer, Hezekiah. But what is a | awer agai nst a superstitious, bloody-m nded nob?"

Hezeki ah smiled wanly. "I assune you know that the blacksmith's | awer was arrested |last night."

Quill hadn't seen fit to nmention this little ploy, but John had learned it fromthe sheriff. "I
can see it now. Lawyer after lawer steps forth to defend this man, only to be accused, each in
turn, and | ocked away. Thus the trial continues till all the |awers are in jail."

Hezeki ah smiled. "There are those who would regard that as the best of all possible outcones.”

John chuckled with him then sighed. "Don't worry, Hezekiah. | won't have defense attorneys
| ocked up in order to bolster the witchers' case. You shouldn't be talking to ne about this,
t hough. "

"Ch, | knew what you' d do about that," said Hezekiah. "If Quill thought he could get away with
that-- well, you'll see when you neet the lawer. He has Quill by the character!"
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"That would be a slippery place to try to hold him"

"No, it wasn't the lawer. It was another matter | wanted to bring to your attention."”
"Bring it in open court then, Hezekiah."

"I can't. And it's not evidentiary, anyway."

"Then tell ne afterward.”

"Please don't torment nme, friend," said Hezekiah. "I wouldn't attenpt anything unethical. Trust
me enough to hear nme out."

"If it's about the case..."
"It's about the accuser..."
"Who will also be a defendant in her own trial."

"She'll not be tried," said Hezekiah. "She's cooperating with Quill. So this can have no
conprom sing effect on an action in court."

"Don't blanme Quill for her. She cane up with this accusation on her own."

"I know, sir. John. But she's not your normal accuser. Her parents were hanged for wtches when
she was a newborn. |ndeed, her father took the drop, as they say, before she was even born, and
her nmother but weeks afterward. She found it out only a few days ago, and it put her in such a
state that--"

"That she brought false accusation against a stranger?" John grimced. "You have a fleck of yolk
on your chin."

Hezeki ah dabbed at it with his napkin. "I think the accusation is not false," said Hezekiah
John glared at him "I'mglad you didn't say anything to conpromi se this blacksmith's case."
"I don't nmean that it's objectively true, | nean that she's being forthright. Her intent is

pure. She believes the charge."
John rolled his eyes. "So how many should |I hang for one girl's superstition?"

Hezeki ah | ooked away. "She's not superstitious, sir. She's a sweet girl, good-hearted, and very
bright. She's been studying with ne, and sitting in on lectures."

"Ch, right. The girl and her professors. That's why Harvard got raided by the tithingnmen and
hal f the faculty hauled off for questioning."

"She didn't initiate that, sir. She refuses to accuse any but the original defendants."
"Till that rope-happy ghoul runs her into the ground."

"You shoul d have heard the blacksnmith's | awer accuse Qill of using torture. Qut on the comon
in front of everybody." Hezekiah smled at the nenory. "He held the strings and Quill danced for
the crowd. "

John liked the image as nuch as Hezekiah did, but he was a judge, and the first skill he had
perfected was the ability to remain sol etm and suppress even so nmuch as a twinkle in his eye. "So
you're here to tell me that this girl, this Purity, means well as she tries to get this young man
hanged. "

"I mean to say it isn't a case of vengeance for spurned |love, or any such thing as are usually
at the heart of witch trials."

"Then what is it? Since we both know..." John glanced around and | owered his voice. "That the
one certainty in this trial is that there are no witches."
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"The boy was full of brag about sone knack or other. Al she knows is what he told her, or
sonmeone in his party. But she believed it. She's doing this because she nust believe in the | aw
t hat hanged her parents. |If she did not believe that the | aw was right, then the sheer injustice
of it would drive her mad."

"Ch, now, Hezekiah. 'Drive her mad' ? Have you been readi ng sensational novel s?"

"I mean it quite literally. She has a deep faith in the goodness of our Christian conmunity. If
she thought her parents were fal sely accused and hanged for it--"

"Who were her parents? Is it a case |..." And then, doing the arithnetic in his head-- the
girl's age, that many years ago-- he realized whose daughter she was. "Oh, Hezeki ah. That case?"

Tears spilled fromHezeki ah's eyes. "Wat | wanted you to know, John, was that the one who seens
to be the accuser is nmerely the last victimof that wetched affair."

John answered gently. "New England is a | ovely place, Hezekiah. W have our share of hypocrisy,
of course, but generally we face up to our sins and the frailty of human nature, and confess our
wongs right smartly. But this one-- howdid it ever go that far?"

"You didn't see what | saw, John," said Hezeki ah.
"No, don't tell me. You need no excuse, ny friend. You stood al one."
"I couldn't... | could not."

John laid his hand over Hezekiah's. "Thus we take a good breakfast and render it indigestible,"
he said. "Conme, now, there's no blane attached to you."

"Ch, but there is."

"So you' re defending her, to nake up for it?"

Hezeki ah shook his head. "I've | ooked after her all her life. It's nmy penance. To stay here, in
obscurity. There's blood on ny hands. | won't have nore. The young | awer who's |anguishing in the
jail, he's the one. Wen you let himout, when he defends his friend, see if he doesn't give you a
way to resolve the whole matter. Al | ask is that you not bring charges agai nst the accuser."

"This English barrister can do it, but not you?"
"l took a vow nost solennly before heaven."

"And deprived the New Engl and bar of an honest man. The bench as well. You should be in robes
like mine, nmy friend."

Hezeki ah brusquely wi ped the tears fromhis cheeks. "Thank you for seeing ne, John. And for
treating ne as a friend."

"Now and al ways, Hezekiah. WII | see you at the trial?"

"How could | bear that, John? No. God bl ess you, John. He brought you here, | know it. Yes,
know you think God is a watchmaker who installed an infinite spring--"

"A quotation | never said, though it's much attributed to nme--"
"I heard the words fromyour lips."

"Stir your nmenory, and you'll recall that | was quoting the Iine in order to refute it! I'mno
deist, like TomJefferson. That's his line. It's the only God he's willing to worship-- one who
has cl osed up shop and gone away so there's no risk of Tom Jefferson being contradicted when he
spouts his nonsense about the 'rational man.' H mand his wall of separation between church and
state-- such claptrap! Such a wall serves only those who want to keep God on the far side of it,
so they can divide up the nation w thout interference."

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...f%20Alvin%20Maker%205%20-%20Heart%20Fire.txt (124 of 180) [1/14/03 10:29:04 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%205%20-%20Hear t%20Fire.txt

"I"'msorry to have brought your old nenesis into this."

"You didn't," said John. "I did. O rather, he did. You' d think that he'd stop getting under ny
skin, but it galls me that his little country is going to be part of the United States, and mne
isn't."

"I'sn't yet," said Hezekiah.

"Isn't inny lifetime," said John, "and |'mselfish enough to wish I could have lived to see it.
The United States needs this Puritan society as a counter-influence to Tom Jefferson's
intolerantly secular one. Mark my words, when a governnent pretends that it is the highest judge
of its own actions, the result is not freedomas Jefferson says, but chaos and oppression. Wen he
shuts religion out of government, when nen of faith are not listened to, then all that renains is
venality, posturing, and anbition."

"I hope you're wong about that, sir," said Hezekiah. "Many of us look to the United States as
the next stage of the American experinment. New Engl and has cone this far, but we are stagnant
now. "

"As this trial proves." John sighed. "I wish | were wong, Hezekiah. But |I'mnot. Tom Jefferson
clains to stand for freedom and charges me with trying to pronote sonme kind of theocracy or
aristocracy. But there is no freedom down his road."

"How can we know that, sir?" said Hezeki ah. "No one has ever been down this road?"
"I have," said John, and regretted it at once

Hezeki ah | ooked at him startled, but then smled. "No matter how precise your inmgination, sir,
| doubt it will be accepted as evidence."

But it wasn't inmagination. John had seen. Had seen it as clearly as he saw Hezeki ah standi ng
before himnow It was a sort of vision that God had vouchsafed to himall his Ilife, that he could

see how power flowed and where it led, in groups of nen both large and small. It was a strange and
obscure sort of vision, which he could not explain to anyone el se and had never tried, not even to
Abigail, but it allowed himto chart a course through all the theories and phil osophies that

swirled and swarned throughout the British colonies. It had allowed himto see through Tom
Jefferson. The man tal ked freedom but he could never quite bring hinmself to free his slaves.
Abolitionists criticized himfor hypocrisy, but they nissed the point. He wasn't a |over of
freedom who had neglected to free his slaves; he was a man who | oved to control other people, and
did it by tal king about freedom Jefferson had stood naked in front of the world when he tried to
silence his critics with the Alien and Sedition Acts al nost as soon as Appal achee won its freedom
fromthe Crown. So much for his |ove of freedom- you could have freedom of speech as |ong as you
didn't use it to oppose Jefferson's policies! Yet as soon as the acts were repeal ed-- after years
of houndi ng Jefferson's enemes into silence or exile-- people still tal ked about himas the
chanpi on of liberty!

John Adanms knew Tom Jefferson, and that's why Tom Jefferson hated John Adans, because John
really was what Jefferson only pretended to be: a man who | oved freedom even the freedom of those
who disagreed with him Even Tom Jefferson's freedom It made them unequal in battle. It handed
the victory to Jefferson

"Are you all right, sir?" asked Hezeki ah

"Just fighting over old battles in ny mnd," said John. "It's the problemw th age. You have al
these rusty argunments, and no quarrel to use themin. My brain is a nuseum but alas, I'mthe only
visitor, and even | amnot terribly interested in the displays."

Hezeki ah | aughed, but there was affection init. "I would | ove nothing better than to visit
there. But |'mafraid |'d be tenpted to |oot the place, and carry it all away with nme."

To John's surprise, Hezekiah's words brought tears to his eyes. "Wuld you, Hezekiah?" He
blinked rapidly and his eyes cleared. "You see, now, you've noved this old man with your Kindness.
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You found the one bribe I'm susceptible to."
"It wasn't flattery, sir."

"I know," said John. "It was honor. May God forgive nme, but |'ve never been able to purge ny
heart of the desire for it."

"There's no sin in it, John. The honor of good nmen is won only by goodness. It's how the
children of God recognize each other. It's the feast of |ove."

"Maybe God did bring ne here," said John. "In answer to nmy own prayers."

"Maybe that's how God works," said Hezekiah. "W pray for a nmessenger from God-- who knows but
what the nessenger also prayed for a place to take his nessage?”

"What does that make ne, an angel ?"

"Westle with Jacob. Smite his thigh. Leave himlinping."

"Once your allusions were all to Honer and the Greek playwights."

"It's the Bible now," said Hezekiah. "I have nore to fear fromdeath than you do."
"But longer to wait before it cones," said John ruefully.

Hezeki ah | aughed, shook John's hand, and left the table. John sat back down, tucked in, and
finished. The neeting had been nore enotional than John had expected, or than he cared for, truth
be known. Enptions had a way of filling you up and then what did you do with then? You still had
to go on about your life.

Except for Hezekiah Study. He had not gone about his life. Hs life had ended, all those years
ago, back in Netticut, on the end of a couple of ropes.

And ny life? Wien did it end? Because it has ended, | see that now. I'mlike Hezekiah. | took a
turn, or didn't take a turn; | stopped, or failed to stop. | should have been sonething else. |
shoul d have been president of a fledgling nation of free nen. Not a judge at a witch trial. Not a
stout little man eating the dregs of his breakfast alone at table in a boardi nghouse in Canbri dge,
wai ting for TomJefferson, dacmm him to die, so | can have the feeble satisfaction of outliving
that bastard son of Liberty.

Oh, Tom If only we could have been friends, | could have changed you, you could have changed
me, we could have becone in reality the statesnen you pretend to be and I wish | were.

* % %

Purity could hardly sleep all night. It was unbearabl e, yesterday, the running, running,
runni ng. And yet she bore it. That's what surprised her. She sweated and panted but she kept on
and on and on, and all the while she ran there was a kind of nmusic in the back of her nmind. As
soon as she tried to listen to it, to find the nelody of it, the sound retreated and all she could
hear then was the throbbing of her pulse in her head, her own panting, her feet thudding on the
grassy ground. But then she'd stagger a few steps and the rmusic would conme back and it would
sustai n her and..

She knew what it was. Hadn't Arthur Stuart tal ked about how Alvin could run and run with the
greensong he learned fromthat Red prophet? O was it Ta-Kunsaw hinself? It didn't matter. Al vin
was using his witchery to sustain her and she wanted to screamat himto stop

But she had learned a little between yesterday and today. Qill had taught her. Everything she
said got twi sted. She had never nentioned Satan, had never even thought of him but somehow her
meeting with Alvin and his friends on the banks of the river had turned into a witches' sabbath,
and Alvin swinming in the river with Arthur Stuart had been turned into incestuous sodony. And she
finally realized what should have been obvious all along-- what Reverend Study had tried to warn
her about-- that whatever fault there might be in Alvin Smith, it was nothing conpared to the
terrible evil that resulted from denouncing himas a witch. Wiat woul d happen if she cried out
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what was in her heart? "Stop it! Stop witching me to keep running!" It would only make things
wor se.

I's this what happened to ny parents?

Gradual ly, as the day wore on, she had begun to notice sonething else. It was Quill who was
filled with fear and rage, his nmnd alert to take anything that happened and turn it into proof of
the evil he was looking for. Quill |ooked at Purity with fascination and | oathing, a conbination

she found fearful and disturbing. But Alvin Smith, he was as cheerful toward her today as he ever
was on the riverbank. Not a conplaint toward her for getting himlocked up. And yes, he used his
witchery, or so it seenmed to her, but he did it out of genuine kindness toward her. That was the
truth-- by her own knack she knew it. He was a little inmpatient with her, but he bore her no il
will.

Now, as the day of her testinony | ooned, she did not know what to do. If she bore w tness
agai nst Alvin now, telling the sinple truth, Quill would nake it seem as though she was hol di ng
back. She could inmagi ne the questioning. "Wiy are you refusing to nmention the wtches' sabbath?"

"There was no wi tches' sabbath."”

"What about the naked debauchery between this man and this hal f-Wiite boy who is said to be as
it were his own son?"

"They played in the river, that's all."

"Ah, they played in the river, a naked man, a naked boy, they sported in the river, is that your
testimony?" Ch, it would be awful, every word tw sted

Sinpler by far to confess to a lesser crinme: | nmade it up, Your Honor, because they frightened
me by the riverbank and | wished themto see what it felt like. | nmade it up because | had just
| earned my parents were hanged for witchcraft and I wanted to show how fal se accusations are too
readi ly believed.

She had al nost resol ved on this course of action when the key turned in the |ock and the door
opened and there stood Quill, his face warmand sniling, filled with love. To her it |ooked like
hate, and now she coul d see what sonehow had el uded her before: Quill wanted her to die.

How coul d she have missed it? It was her knack, to see what people intended, what they were
about to do. Yet she saw no further than his smle the first time they met, saw nothing but his
genui ne | ove and synpathy and concern for her. How could her knack have failed her?

Was it what Quill had said to her, in one of his many ranbling di scourses on Satan? That Satan
was not |oyal and did not uphold his disciples?

Wiy, then, would she see the truth now?

O was it the truth? Was Satan now deceiving her into thinking she saw hatred where |love truly
exi sted?

There was no way out of this circle of doubt. There was no firmground to hold to. Alvin Smth,
who admtted to witchery, was kind and forgiving to her though she did himgreat harm Quill, who
was the servant of God in opposing witchery, tw sted every word she said to make her bear false
witness against Smith and his friends. And now he seened to want her to hang. That was how it
seemed. Could the truth be so sinple? Was it possible that things were exactly as they seened?

"I know what you're thinking," said Quill softly.
"Do you?" she rmurmnured.

"You're thinking that you want to recant your testinobny against Alvin Snith and nmake the whol e
trial go away. | know you're thinking that because everybody does, just before the trial."

She said nothing. For she could sense the malice coming fromhimlike stink froman untended
baby.
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"I't wouldn't go away," said Quill. "I already have your testinony under oath. Al that would
happen is that perjury would be added to your crines. And worse-- having repented, you would be
seen to have returned to Satan, trying to conceal his acts. Indeed, you already seened to be
concealing the other witches in Canbridge. You could not have expected to protect your friends and
incrimnate only the strangers, could you? Wre you that naive? Were you so caught up in the
snares and nets of Satan that you believed you could hide from God?"

"I've hidden nothing." Even as she said it, she knew the futility of denial

"I have here a list of the professors and | ecturers at Canbridge who are known to create an
at nosphere of hostility toward faith and piety in their classroonms. You are not alone in
denounci ng them - ny coll eagues and | have conpiled this |ist over a period of years. Enerson, for
i nstance, scoffs at the very idea of the existence of witches and witchery. You |ike Enerson
don't you? |'ve heard that you were especially attentive in spying outside his classroom"”

"I't wasn't spying, | was given the right to listen," said Purity.
"You heard him" said Quill. "But ny question is, did you see hin? At a w tches' sabbath?"
"l never saw a witches' sabbath, so how could | have seen himat one?"

"Don't chop logic with ne," whispered Quill. "The syllogismis fal se because your testinony has
been fal se. You told ne about one wi tches' sabbath yourself."

"1 never did."
"The debauchery," he whi spered. "The crines agai nst nature.”

She | ooked himboldly in the face, seeing his lust for her blood so strongly depicted in the
fire of his face, the tension of his body that she woul d not have needed a knack to detect it.
"You are the one who hates nature,"” she said. "You are the eneny of God."

"Feebl e. | advise against your using that line in court. It will only make you | ook stupid and
answer it so easily."

"You are the eneny of goodness and decency," she said, speaking nmore boldly now, "and insofar as
God is good, you hate God."

"I nsofar as? The professors have taught you well. | think your answer, despite your attenpts to
deceive, has to be 'yes' to the question of whether you saw Enerson at a witches' sabbath.”

"I say no such thing."

"I say that by using professorial |anguage in the mdst of a satanic denunciation of nmy role in
God's service, your true spirit, held a helpless prisoner by Satan, was trying to send ne a coded
nmessage denounci ng Emerson.”

"Who woul d bel i eve such nonsense?"

"I"l'l say it in a way the court can understand,” said Quill. He checked off Enerson's nane.
"Emerson, yes. One of Satan's spies, caught. Now | ook at the other names."

"Coded nessage," she said contenptuously.

"What you don't understand is that your very sneer shows your contenpt for holiness. You hate
all things good and decent, and your scornful ness proves it."

"Go away. "

"For now," said Quill. "Your arraignment is this nmorning. The judge wants to hear you when Al vin
Smth makes his plea.”

But she was not fool ed. Her knack was too trustworthy for her to doubt what she saw now.
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"You're such a bad liar, Qill," she said. "The judge never needs to have a witness at the
arraignnent. |1'll be there because I'mto be arraigned as well.'
Quill was face-to-face with her again at once. "Satan whispered that lie to you, didn't he."

"Way woul d you say that?"

"I sawit," he said. "I saw himwhisper to you."

"You're insane."

"I saw you |l ooking at nme, and in a sudden nonment you were told sonething that you hadn't known
before. Satan whispered.”

Had he seen it? Was it his knack to see other knacks working?

No. It was his knack to find the useful lie hidden inside every useless truth. He had sinply
seen the transformation in her facial expression when she understood the truth about his
i ntentions.

"Satan has never told nme anything," she said.

"But you already told me about your knack," he answered with a smle. "Don't recant-- it will go
hard with you."

"Maybe | have a talent for seeing other people's intentions," she said defiantly. "That doesn't
mean it cones from Satan!"”

"Yes," he said. "Use that line in court. Confess your sin and then deny that it's a sin. See
what happens to you under the law." He reached out and touched her hand, gently, caressingly. "God
| oves you, child. Don't reject him Turn away from Satan. Adnmit all the evil you have done so you
can prove you have left it behind you. Live to |let your wonb bear children, as God intended. It's
Satan, not Cod, who wants you twitching at the end of a rope."

"Yes," she said. "That nuch is true. Satan your naster wants ne dead."

He wi nked at her, got up, and went to the door. "That's good. Keep that up. That'll get you
hanged." And he was gone, the door |ocked behind him

She shook with cold as if it weren't summer with the heat already oppressive this early in the
nmorni ng. Everything was clear to her now Quill canme here ready to do exactly what he had done--
take a sinple accusation of the use of a knack, and turn it into a story about Satan and gross
perversions. He knew he had to do this because honest people never told stories about Satan. He
knew t hat she woul d not name ot hers she saw at wi tches' sabbaths because there were never any such
concl aves, and all such denunciations had to be extracted through whatever torture the | aw woul d
allow Wtchers did what Quill did because if they did not do it, no one would ever be convicted
of trafficking with Satan

This was how her parents died. Not because they really did have knacks that cane from Satan, but
because they would not play along with the witchers and join themin persecuting others. They
woul d not confess to fal sehood. They di ed because the City of God tried so hard to be pure that it
created its own inpurity. The evil the witchers did was worse than any evil they m ght prevent.
And yet the people of New England were so afraid that they mght not live up to the ideals of
Puritani smthat they dared not speak against a |aw that purported to protect themfrom Satan

| believed them They killed ny parents, raised ne as an orphan, tainted with the runor of evil
and instead of denouncing themfor what they had done to ne, | believed themand tried to do the
same thing to soneone else. To Alvin Smith, who did ne no harm

Purity threw herself to her knees and prayed. 0 Father in heaven, what have | done, what have |
done.

* k%
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Al vin finished the piss-poor breakfast they served to prisoners in the jail, then lay back on
his cot to survey the people that he cared about. Far away in Canelot, his wife and their unborn
daughter thrived. In Vigor Church, his nmother and father, his brothers and sisters, all were doing
wel |, none sick, none injured. Nearby, Verily was being let out of his cell. Avin tracked himfor
a while, to be sure that he was being rel eased. Yes, at the door of the courthouse they turned him
| oose to go find his own breakfast.

Qut on the riverbank, Arthur Stuart and M ke Fink were fishing while Audubon was painting a
ki ngfisher in the early-norning light. Al was well.

It was only by chance that Alvin noticed the other heartfires converging on the river. He m ght
not even have noticed them in his reverie about eating fish just caught fromthe river, roasted
over a smoky fire, except that sonething was wong, sone indefinable change in the world his
doodl ebug passed through. A sort of shimering in the air, a feeling of something that |ooned just
out of sight, trenbling on the verge of visibility.

Al vin knew what he was seeing. The Unmaker was abroad in the world.

Why was the Unnmaker coming out in the open with the tithingnmen? There had been no sign of the
Unmaker |ingering around Quill, who was clearly a |lover of destruction

O course the very question contained its own answer. The Unmaker didn't have to energe where
peopl e served its cause willingly, knowingly. Eagerly. Qill wasn't |ike Reverend Thrower. He
didn't have to be lied to. He | oved being the serpent in the garden. He woul d have been
di sappointed if he couldn't get the part. But the tithingmen were decent human beings and the
Unmaker had to herd them

Which was, quite literally, what it was doing. Qill had asked themto go searching for a
wi t ches' sabbath. They set out with no particular destination, except a vague idea that since
Purity had spoken of encountering Alvin's party on the riverbank, that night be a good area to
expl ore. Now, whenever they turned away from Arthur and M ke and Jean-Jacques, they stepped into
the Unmaker's influence and they becane uneasy, vaguely frightened. It made themturn around and
wal k quite briskly the other way. Closer to Alvin's friends.

Well, thought Alvin, this | ooks like a nuch better gane if played by two.

His first thought was to bring up a fog fromthe river, to nmake it inpossible for themto find
their way. But he rejected this at once. The Unmaker could herd them whether they could see their
way or not. The fog would only nake it | ook nmore suspicious-sounding, nore |like witchery, when
they recounted their story later. Besides, fog was made of water, and water was the elenment the
Unmaker used the nost. Alvin wasn't altogether certain that his control was so strong, especially
at a distance, that he could count on keeping the Unnaker from subverting the fog. Soneone mi ght
slip and die, and it would be blaned on witchery.

What did the tithi ngnen care about? They were good men who served their conmunity, to keep it
safe fromharmand to keep the peace anong nei ghbors and within famly. Wien a couple quarreled,
it was a tithingnan who went to themto help themiron it out, or to separate themfor a tinme if
that was needed. Wen soneone was breaking the sunptuary |aws, or using coarse | anguage, or
ot herwi se of fendi ng agai nst the standards that hel ped themall stay pure, it was a tithingman who
tried, peacefully, to persuade themto nend their ways without the need of dire renedies. It was
the tithingmen who kept the work of the courts to a mininum

And a man didn't last long as a tithingman in a New England town if he fancied hinmself to be
possessed of some sort of personal authority. He had none. Rather he was the voice and hands of
the community as a whole, and a soft voice and gentle hands were preferred by all. Anyone who
seermed to like to boss others about would sinply be overl ooked when the next round of tithingnmen
were chosen. Sonetinmes they realized that they hadn't been called on for many years, and wondered
why; some even hunbly asked, and tried to nend their ways. If they never asked, they were never
told. What mattered was that the work be done, and done kindly.

So these were not cudgel -w el di ng thugs who were being herded toward the riverbank. Not |ike the
Fi nders who cane after Arthur Stuart back in Hatrack River, and were perfectly happy to kil
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anyone who stood violently against them Not even |ike Reverend Thrower, who was sonmewhat deceived
by the Unmaker but nevertheless had a zeal to pursue "evil" and root it out.

How could Alvin turn good nmen away froman evil path? How could he get themto ignore the
Unmaker and take away its power to herd then?

Alvin sent his doodl ebug into the village of Canbridge. Into the houses of famlies, listening
for voices, voices of children. He needed the sound of a child in distress, but quickly realized
that in a good Puritan town, children were kindly treated and well watched-out-for. He woul d have
to do alittle mschief to get the sound

A kitchen. A three-year-old girl, watching her nother slice onions. The nother |eaned forward on
her chair. It was a sinmple matter for Alvin to weaken the |l eg and break the chair under her. Wth
a shriek she fell. Alvin took care to make sure no harm befell her. Wat he wanted was fromthe
child, not fromher. And there it was. The girl cried out : "Mama!"

Alvin captured the sound, the pattern of it in the air. He carried it, strengthened it, the
qui veri ng waves; he |layered them echoed them brought sonme slowy, sone quickly in a conplicated
i nterweave of sound. It was very hard work, and took all his concentration, but finally he brought
the first copy of the girl's cry to the tithingnen

"Mama! "

They turned at once, hearing it as if in the near distance, and behind them away fromthe
river.

Again, fainter: "Mama!"

At once the tithingnen turned, knowing their duty. Searching for witches was their duty, but the
distress of a child calling for her nother clearly was nore inportant.

They plunged right into the Unmaker, and of course it chilled their hearts with fear, but at
that noment Alvin brought themthe girl's cry for yet a third and last time, so when fear struck
them instead of naking themrecoil it nade themrun even faster toward the sound. The fear turned
froma sense of personal danger into an urgent need to get to the child because sonething very bad
was happening to her-- their fear becane, not a barrier, but a spur to greater effort.

For a while the Unmaker tried to stay with them trying out other enotions-- anger, horror-- but
all its efforts worked against its own purpose. It couldn't understand what Alvin was relying on
the power of decent nen to act against their own interest in order to help those who trusted them
The Unnaker understood how to make nen kill in war. What it could not conprehend was why they were
willing to die.

So the tithingmen hunted fruitlessly in the woods and nmeadows, trying to find the girl whose
voi ce they had heard, until finally they gave up and headed into town to try to find out which
child was missing and organi ze a search. But all the children were in their places, and, despite
some m sgivings-- they had all heard the voice, after all-- they went about their ordinary
busi ness, figuring that if there needed to be a witch hunt, tonorrow would do as well as today.

On the riverbank, Arthur and M ke and Jean-Jacques had no idea that the Unnmaker had been
stal ki ng them

In his cell, Alvin wanted only to |lie back and sl eep. That was when the sheriff came for him to
bring himinto the court for his arraignnment.

* k k

Verily had only a few minutes to confer with Alvin before the arrai gnment began, and always with
the sheriff present, so there couldn't be nmuch candor-- but such was the rule with witch trials,
so no potions or powders could be passed between them or secret curses spoken. "No matter how it
seens, Alvin, you rmust trust ne."

"Way? Howis it going to seenP"
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"The judge is John Adans. |'ve been reading his witings and his court cases, both as | awer and
as judge, since | first began the study of law. The nman is decent to the core. | had no know edge
of his ever doing a witch trial, though, and so | had no idea of his position on them But when |
cane out of jail this nmorning, | was net by a fellow who |ives here--"

"No need for nanmes," said Alvin

Verily smiled. "A fellow, | say, who's nade some study of witch law- in fact that's his nane,
Study-- and he tells ne that Adans has never actually rendered a verdict in a witchery case."”

"What does that nmean?"

"There's always been sone defect in the witchers' presentation and he's thrown the whole thing
out."

"Then that's good," said Al vin.
"No," said Verily. "That's bad."

"I'd go free, wouldn't [|?"

"But the law would still stand."
Alvin rolled his eyes. "Verily, | didn't come back here to try to reform New England, | cane in
order to--"

"We canme to help Purity,"” said Verily. "And all the others. Do you know what it would nean, if
the law itself were found defective? Adans is a man of weighty reputation. Even fromthe circuit
bench of Boston, his decisions wuld be | ooked at carefully and carry much precedence in Engl and
as well as in Anerica. The right decision mght nean the end of witch trials, here as well as
there.”

Alvin smled thinly. "You got too high an opinion of human nature."
"Do | ?"

"The law didn't make witch trials happen. It was the hunger for witch trials that got themto
make up the law "

"But if we do away with the |egal basis--"

"Listen, Verily, do you think men like Quill will flat-out disappear just cause witchery ain't
there to give themwhat they want? No, they'll just find another way to do the sane job."

"You don't know that."

"If it ain't witchcraft, they'll find new crines that work just the way witchcraft does, so you
can take ordinary fol ks making ordinary m stakes or not even nistakes, just going about their
busi ness, but suddenly the witcher, he finds some w ckedness in it, and turns everything they say
into proof that they're guilty of causing every bad thing that's been going wong."

"There's no other law that works that way."

"That's because we got witch laws, Very. Get rid of them and people will find a way take al
the sins of the world and put themonto the heads of some fellow who's attracted their attention
and then destroy himand all his friends.™

"Purity isn't evil, Alvin."

"Quill is," said Alvin.

The sheriff |eaned dowmn. "I'mtrying not to listen, boys, but you knowit's a crinme to speak il
of a witcher. This Qiill, he takes it as evidence that Satan's got you by the short hairs, begging

your pardon."
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"Thank you for the remninder, sir
sounded. "

said Verily. "My client didn't mean it quite the way it

The sheriff rolled his eyes. "Fromwhat |'ve seen, it doesn't matter nmuch how it sounds when you
say it. What matters is how it sounds when Quill repeats it."

Verily grinned at the sheriff and then at Al vin.
"What are you sniling at?" asked Al vin.

"I just got all the proof | need that you're wong. People don't like the way the witch trials
wor k. People don't like injustice. Strike down these |aws and no one will nmiss them"

Al vin shook his head. "Good people won't miss them But it wasn't good people as set themup in
the first place. It was scared people. The world ain't steady. Bad things happen even when you
been careful and done no wong. Good people, strong people, they take that in stride, but them as
is scared and weak, they want sonebody to bl ame. The good people will think they've stanped out
witch trials, but the next generation they'Il turn around and there they' Il be again, wearing a
different hat, going by a different name, but witch trials all the sane, where they care nore
about getting sonebody puni shed than whether they're actually guilty of anything."

"Then we' Il stanp them out again," said Verily.
Al vin shrugged. "OF course we will, once we figure out what's what and who's who. Maybe next
time the witchers will go after folks with opinions they don't like, or folks who pray the wong

way or in the wong place, or folks who look ugly or talk funny, or folks who aren't polite
enough, or fol ks who wear the wong clothes. Sonmeday they may hold witch trials to condemm peopl e
for being Puritans."

Verily | eaned over and whispered into Alvin's ear. "Maning no disrespect, A, it's your wfe
who can see into the future, not you."

"No whispering," said the sheriff. "You might be giving ne the pox." He chuckl ed, but there was
just alittle bit of genuine worry in his voice

Alvin answered Verily out |oud. "Meaning no disrespect, Very, it don't take a knack to know that
human nature ain't going to change anytinme soon."

Verily stood up. "It's tine for the arraignment, Alvin. There's no point in our talking
phil osophy before a trial. | never knew till now that you were so cynical about human nature."

"I know the power of the Unmaker,'
nmoves on to other ground.”

said Alvin. "It never lets up. It never gives in. It just

Shaki ng his head, Verily led the way out of the room The sheriff, tightly holding the end of
Alvin's chain, escorted himright after. "I got to say, | never seen a prisoner who cared so
little about whet her he got convicted or not."

Al vin reached up his hand and scratched the side of his nose. "I'mnot all that worried, | got
to admt."” Then he put his hand back down.

It wasn't till they were alnost in the courtroomthat the sheriff realized that there was no way
the prisoner could have got his hand up to his face with those manacl es on, chained to his ankle
braces the way they were. But by then he couldn't be sure he'd actually seen the young fell ow
scratch his nose. He just thought he renmenbered that. Just his mnd playing tricks on him After
all, if this Alvin Smith could take his hands out of iron manacles, just like that, why didn't he
wal k out of jail last night?

Chapter 12 -- Sl aves
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"You nust take care of him" said Bal zac.

"I'n a boardi nghouse for |adi es?" asked Margaret.

Cal vin stood there, his unblinking gaze focused on not hi ng.

"They have servants, no? He is your brother-in-law, he is sick, they will not refuse you."

Margaret did not have to ask himwhat had precipitated his decision. At the French enbassy today
Bal zac received a letter froma Paris publisher. One of his essays on his Anerican travel s had
al ready appeared in a weekly, and was so popul ar that the publisher was going to serialize the
rest of themand then bring themout as a book. A letter of credit was included. It was enough for
a passage hone.

"Just when you start earning noney fromyour witing about America, you're going to | eave?"

"Witing about Anerica will pay for |leaving America," said Balzac. "I ama novelist. It is about
the human soul that | wite, not the odd customs of this barbaric country."” He grinned. "Besides,
when they read what | have witten about the practice of slavery in Canelot, this will be a very
good place for ne to be far away."

Margaret dipped into his futures. "WIIl you do nme one kindness, then?" she asked. "WII you
wite in such a way that when war cones between the armi es of slavery and of liberty, no
government of France will be able to justify joining the war on the side of the slavehol ders?"

"You imagine my witing to have nore authority than it will ever have."

But al ready she saw that he woul d honor her request, and that it would work. "You are the one
who underestinmates yoursel f," said Margaret. "The decision you nade in your heart just now has
al ready changed the world."

Tears canme to Bal zac's eyes. "Madane, you have give me this unspeakable gift which no witer
ever get: You tell nme that my imaginary stories are not frivolous, they make life better in
reality."”

"Go home, Monsieur de Bal zac. Anerica is better because you cane, and France will be better when
you return."

"It is a shame you are nmarried so conpletely,"” said Balzac. "I have never |oved any wonman the
way | love you in this nonent."

"Nonsense," said Margaret. "It is yourself you love. | merely brought you a good report of your
| oved one." She snmiled. "God bl ess you."

Bal zac took Calvin's hand. "It does ne no good to speak to him Tell himl did my best but |
must to go hone."

"I will tell himthat you remain his true friend."

"Do not go too far in this!" said Balzac in nock horror. "I do not wish himto visit ne."

Mar garet shrugged. "If he does, you'll deal with him™"

Bal zac bowed over her hand and kissed it. Then he took off at a jaunty pace al ong the sidewal k.

Margaret turned to Calvin. She could see that he was pale, his skin white and patchy-1ooking. He
stank. "This won't do," she said. "It's time to find where they've put you."

She led the docile shell of a man into the boardi nghouse. She toyed with the idea of |eaving him
in the public room but imagi ned what woul d happen if he started breaking wind or worse. So she
led himup the stairs. He clinbed themreadily enough, but with each step she had to pull himon
to the next, or he'd just stand there. The idea of conpleting the whole flight of stairs in one
sweep was nore than his distracted attention could deal with.
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Fishy was in the hall when Margaret reached her floor. Margaret was gratified to see that as
soon as Fishy recognized who it was, she shed the bowed posture of slavery and | ooked her full in
the eye. "Ma'am you can't bring no gentlenman to this floor."

Mar garet calmy unl ocked her door and pushed Calvin inside as she answered. "l can assure you,
he's not a gentlenman."

Morments | ater, Fishy slipped into the roomand cl osed the door behind her. "Ma'am it's a
scandal . She throw you out.” Only then did she ook at Calvin. "What's wong with this one?"

"Fishy, | need your help. To bring this man back to hinself." As briefly as she could, she told
Fi shy what had happened with Cal vin.

"He the one send ny nane back to ne?"
"I"'msure he didn't realize what he was doing. He's frightened and desperate.™

"I don't know if | be hating him" said Fishy. "I hurt all the tine now But | know | be
hurting."

"You're a whole wonan now," said Margaret. "That makes you free, even in your slavery."
"This one, he gots the power to put all the names back?"
"l don't know. "

"The Bl ack man who take the nanmes, | don't know his nane. Be nmaybe | know his face, iffen | see
him™"

"And you have no idea where they take the nanes?"
"Nobody know. Nobody wants to. Can't tell what you don't know "
"WIl you help ne find hin? From what Bal zac said, he lurks by the docks."

"Ch, it be easy a-find him But how you going a-stop himfromkilling you and me and the Wite
man, all three?"

"Do you think he woul d?"

"A Wiite womran and a White man who know that he gots the nanes? He going a-think | be the one a-
tell you." She drew a finger across her throat. "My neck, he cut that. Stab you in the heart. Tear
hi m open by the belly. That's what happen to the ones who tell."

"Fishy, | can't explain it to you, but | can assure you of this-- we will not be taken by
surprise.”
"I druther be surprise iffen he kill us," said Fishy. She nmined slitting her own throat again

"Let him sneak up behind."
"He won't kill us at all. W'Il stand at a distance."
"What good that going a-do us?"
"There's nmuch | can learn about a man froma distance, once | know who he is."
"l still gots a roomto finish cleaning."
"I'I'l help you," said Margaret.
Fi shy al nost |aughed out |oud. "You the strangest Wite |ady."

"Ch, | suppose that would cause coment."
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"You just set here," said Fishy. "I be back soon. Then | be on your hal f-day. They have to |let
me go out with you."

* k% %

Denmark spent a fruitless norning asking around about a Wiite nan who suddenly went enpty. He'd
knock on a door, pretending to be asking for work for a non-existent Wite nmaster-- just so the
sl ave who talked to himhad a story to tell when sonebody asked them who was at the door. The
sl aves all knew who Denmark was, of course-- nobody was nore fanous anong the Bl acks of Canel ot
than the taker of nanes. Unless it was Gullah Joe, the bird man who flew out to the slaveships. So
there wasn't a soul who didn't try to help. Trouble was, all these people with no nane, they had
no sharp edge to them They vaguely renenbered hearing this or that about a Wite man who was sick
or a Wiite man who couldn't wal k, but in each case it turned out to be sone old cripple or a man
who' d al ready died of sone disease. Not till afternoon did he finally hear a story that sounded
like it mght be what he needed.

He followed the runor to a cheap boardi nghouse where yes, indeed, two Wiite nen had shared a
room and one of them the Northerner, had taken sick with a strange nalady. "He eat, he drink, he

pee, he do all themthing," said the valet who had cared for their room "I change hi mtrouser
three tinmes a day, wash everything twice a day." But they had left just that nmorning. "French man,
he gots a letter, he pack up all, take away that enpty man, now they be both all gone."

"Did he say where he taking the sick man?" asked Denmark

"He don't say nothing to ne," said the valet.

"Does anybody know?"

"You want ne to get in trouble, asking question fromthe Wite boss?"

Denmar k sighed. "You tell himthat Frenchman and that Northerner, they owe ny naster noney."
The val et | ooked puzzled. "Your naster dunb enough a-lend them noney?"

Dennark | eaned in close. "lIt's a lie," he said. "You say they owe ny naster noney, then the
Wiite boss tell you where they gone off to."

It took a nonent, but finally the valet understood and retreated into the house. Wen he cane
back, he had sonme information. "Calvin, he the sick nan, he gots a sister-in-law here. At a
boar di nghouse. "

"What's the address?"

"White boss don't know. "

"White boss hoping for a bribe," said Dennark.

The val et shook his head. "No, he don't know, that the truth."
"How m| going to find her with no address?"

The val et shrugged. "Be naybe you best ask around."

"Ask what? 'There's a woman with a sick brother-in-law named Calvin and she living in a
boar di nghouse sonmewhere.' That get ne a lot of results.”

The val et |1 ooked at himlike he was crazy. "I don't think you get much that way. | bet you do
better, you tell them her nane."

"l don't know her name."
"Why not? | do."

Denmark cl osed his eyes. "That's good. How about you tell ne that name?"
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"Margaret."

"She got her a last name? Wiite fol ks has a | ast nane every tine."
"Smith," said the valet. "But she don't |ook big enough for snmith work."
"You' ve seen her?" asked Denmark

"Lots of tines."

"When woul d you see her?"

"I run nessages to her and back a couple of tines."

Denmar k si ghed, keeping anger out of his voice. "Wll now, ny friend, don't that nmean you know
where she lives?"

"I do," said the valet.
"Why couldn't you just tell me that?"

"You didn't be asking where she live, you ask for the address. | don't know no nunber or
letter.”

"Coul d you |l ead nme there?"
The valet rolled his eyes. "Sixpence to the Wite boss and he |l et ne take you."

Denmar k | ooked at hi m suspiciously. "You sure it ain't tuppence to the Wite boss and the rest
to you?"

The val et | ooked aggrieved. "I be a Christian."
"So be all the Wiite folks," said Dennark

The valet, all anger having been stripped fromhimlong ago, had no chance of understandi ng
pointed irony. "Of course they be Christian. How else |I |earn about Jesus 'cept fromthen®?"

Denmar k dug a sixpence out of his pocket and gave it to the valet. In noments he was back
grinning. "I gots ten mnutes."

"That time enough?"

"Two bl ocks over, one bl ock down."

When they got to the door of Margaret Smith's boardi nghouse, the valet just stood there.
"Step aside so | can knock," said Dennark

"I can if you want," said the valet. "But | don't see why."

"Well if | don't knock, how m1 going to find out if she be in?"

"She ain't in," said the valet.
"How you know t hat ?"
"Cause she over there, |ooking at you."

Denmark turned around casually. A Wite wonan, a White man, and a Bl ack servant girl were across
the street, wal ki ng awnay.

"Who' s | ooking at ne?"

"They was | ooking," said the valet. "And | know she can tell you about that Calvin man."
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"How do you know t hat ?"
"That be him™"
Denmar k | ooked again. The White man was shuffling along like an old man. Enpty.

Denmar k grinned and gave anot her tuppence to the valet. "Good job, when you finally got around
to telling ne."

The val et took the tuppence, |ooked at it, and offered it back. "No, it be sixpence the Wite
boss want."

"I already paid the sixpence," said Denmark

The val et | ooked at himlike he had lost his mind. "If you done that, why you be giving ne nore?
Thi s tuppence not enough anyway." Huffily, he handed the coin back. "You crazy." Then he was gone.

Denmar k sauntered al ong, keeping themin sight. A couple of tines the slave girl |ooked back and
gazed at him But he wasn't worried. She'd know who he was, and there was no chance of a Bl ack
girl telling this Wite |ady anything about the taker of nanes.

* k% %
"That him" said Fishy. "He take the names."

Margaret saw at once in Denmark's mnd that he could not be trusted for a nonent. She had been
| ooking for him and he had been | ooking for her. But he had a knife and neant to use it. That was
hardly the way to restore Calvin's heartfire

"Let's go down to the battery. There are always plenty of people there. He won't dare harma
White nman in such a crowd. He doesn't want to die."

"He won't talk to you, neither,"” said Fishy. "He just watch."
"He'll talk to ne," said Margaret. "Because you'll go ask himto."
"He scare ne, ma'am"”

"Me too," said Margaret. "But | can promi se you, he won't harmyou. The only one he wants to
hurt is Calvin here."

Fi shy | ooked at Calvin again. "Look |ike somebody done hurt himnost all he can be hurt till he
be dead." Then she realized what she had said. "Ch."

"Thi s name-taker, Denmark Vesey, is quite an interesting fellow You know that he isn't a
sl ave?"

"He free? Ain't no free Blacks in Canelot."

"Ch, that's the official story, but it isn't so. |I've already nmet another. A wonan naned Doe.
She was gi ven her freedom when she becane too old to work."

"They turn her out then?" demanded Fi shy, outraged.
"Careful ," said Margaret. "We're not al one here."

Fi shy at once changed her deneanor and | ooked down at the street again. "I seen too nany damm
cobbl estones in ny life."

"They didn't turn her out," said Margaret. "Though |I have no doubt there are masters crue
enough to do so. No, she has a little roomof her own and she eats with the others. And they pay
her a small wage for very light work."

"They think that make up for taking her whole life away from her?"
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"Yes, they think it does. And Doe thinks so, too. She has her nane back, and | suppose she has
reason enough to be angry, but she's happy enough.”

"Then she a fool ."

"No, she's just old. And tired. For her, freedom nmeans she doesn't have to work anynore, except
to make her own bed."

"That won't be enough for ne, Mz Margaret."

"No, Fishy, I"'mquite sure it won't. It shouldn't be enough for anyone. But don't begrudge Doe
her contentnment. She's earned it."

Fi shy | ooked back and becane agitated. "He comi ng closer, nma' am"

"Only because he's afraid of losing track of us in the crom." Margaret steered Calvin toward
the seawall. Qut in the water they could see the fortresses: Lancel ot and Gal ahad. Such fancifu
nanes. King Arthur indeed. "Denmark Vesey is free and he earns his living by keeping the account
books of several small businesses and professional offices.”

"A Bl ack man know hi s nunbers?"

"And his letters. O course he pretends that he works for a Wiite man who really does the work,
but | doubt any of his clients are fooled. They maintain the legal fiction so that nobody has to
send anyone to jail. They pay half what they would for a Wiite man, and he gets paid far nore than
he needs to live in Blacktown. Cever."

"And he take the nanes."

"No, actually, he collects them but he takes them somewhere and gi ves themto soneone else.”

"Who?"

Mar gar et sighed. "Woever it is, he knows how to shut me out of just that part of Denmark's
menory. That's never happened to nme before. O perhaps | sinply didn't notice it. |I nust have
ski med past this nan's heartfire before, searching for the taker of names, but because only part
of his nenory was hidden, | would never have noticed." Then she thought a little nore. "No, |
daresay | never |l ooked in his heartfire, because he has his nane, and so his heartfire burns
brightly enough that | woul d have assuned he was a Wiite man and not | ooked at all. He was hidden

right out in the open.™

"You a witchy woman, ain't you, ma' anf"

"Not in the sense that Wite folks use the word," said Margatet. "I don't do any cursing, and
what hexes | have to protect nme, those were made by nmy husband. | do no such work. Wat | amis a
torch. | see into people's heartfire. | find the paths of their future."

"What you see in nmy future?"

"No, Fishy," said Margaret. "You have so nmany paths open before you. | can't tell you which one
you'll take, because it's up to you."

"But that man, he don't kill ne, right?"

Mar garet shook her head. "I don't see any paths right now where that happens. But | don't tel
futures, Fishy. People live and die by their own choices."

"Not even your own future? Your husband?"

Margaret grimaced. "l did try to get my husband to change his life. You see, on every path where
he doesn't get killed sooner, he ends up dying because of the betrayal of his own brother."

Fi shy took only a nonent to realize the connection. "Be maybe you don't mnean this brother?"
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“"No, | do mean this brother."

"Then why you not |et that nane-taker man cut his throat?"
"Because ny husband | oves him™"

"But he going a-kill him"

Margaret snmiled wanly. "lIsn't that the strangest thing?" she said. "Knowing the future doesn't
change a man |ike ny husband. He does what's right no natter where the road | eads."

"He always do what's right?"

"As much as he understands it. Modst of the tinme he tries to do as little as possible. He tries
to learn, and then teach. Not |ike Denmark Vesey. He's a man who acts." Margaret shuddered. "But
not wisely. Ceverly, yes, but not wisely, and not kindly, either."

"He squatting under that tree yonder."
"Now is the time, Fishy. Go to him tell himl| want to talk to him"

"Ch, Mz Margaret, you sure he don't hurt nme?"

"He'll think you're pretty." Margaret touched her arm "He'|ll think you' re the nbst beautifu
wonan he's ever seen."

"You j oki ng now. "

"Not at all. You see, you're the first free Black wonman he's known."

"l not free."

"He bought a slave once. Hoping to nmake her his wife. But she was so ashaned of being owned by a
Bl ack man that she threatened to expose his ability to read and wite and tell the authorities
that he's a free Black in Canelot."

"What he do?"
"What do you think?"
"He kill her."

"He tried. At the last nmonent he changed his mind. She's still his slave, but she's crippled.
M nd and body."

"You didn't have to tell ne that story," said Fishy. "I wasn't going to let himtalk | ove to ne.
He scare ne too bad."

"l just thought you should know. "
"Well, you know what? It take away sone of ny scared, knowi ng that about him™

It stabbed Margaret to the heart, watching the smling girl change before she turned around and
wal ked anong the Wiites pronenading on the battery. The smile fled; her eyelids half closed; she
bent her shoul ders and | ooked down as she nmade her way, not directly toward Denmark, but off at an
angle. After a short tine she doubl ed back and came to him from anot her way. Very good, thought
Margaret. | didn't think to tell her to do that, but it keeps it from being obvious to onl ookers
that | sent her to fetch Dennmark

Fi shy handled it deftly. My nmistress want a-talk to you. What about? My nistress want a-talk to
you. No matter what he said, she answered |ike a parrot. Maybe he knew she was pretending or maybe
he thought she was stupid and stubborn, but either way, it got himup and wal ki ng, follow ng
Fi shy's roundabout course as she wal ked two paces ahead of him They couldn't wal k side by side,
or it would seemto Wiite folks that they were pronenading, and it would be taken as outrageous
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nmockery. Instead it was obvious she was | eading him which meant they were on an errand for their
master, and all was well with the world.

"What you want to tal k about?" Denmark asked her, keeping his head downcast. But in the tone of
his voice she could hear his hostility toward her

"You're | ooking for nme," she said.

"Am not," he said.

"Ch, that's right. It's Calvin you're looking for."

"That his name?"

"Hi s nane won't give you any power over himgreater than what you al ready have."

"I got no power over nobody."

Mar gar et sighed. "Then why do you have a knife in your pocket? That's against the |aw, Dennark
Vesey. You have other hidden powers. You're a free Black in Canelot, doing account books for--
let's see, Dunn and Brown, Longer and Ford, Taggart's grocery--"

"1 should have knowed you been spying on ne." There was fear in his voice, despite his best
effort to sound unconcerned. "Wite |adies got nothing better to do."

Mar garet pressed on. "You found out where | |ived because the valet at Calvin's forner
boar di nghouse | ed you. And you have a worman at hone whose name you never utter. You nearly drowned
her in a sack in the river. You're a man with a conscience, and it causes you great pain."

He al nost staggered fromthe bl ow of knowi ng how much she knew about him "They hang me, a Bl ack
man owni ng a sl ave."

"You've made quite a life for yourself, being a free man in a city of slaves. It hasn't been as
good for your w fe, though, has it?"

"What you want from ne?"

"This isn't extortion, except in the mldest sense. |"'mtelling you that I know what and who you
are, so that you'll understand that you're dealing with powers that are far out of your reach."

"Sneaki ness ain't power."

"What about the power to tell you that you have it in you to be a great nman? O to be a great
fool. If you nmake the correct choice."

"What choi ce?"

"When the tine comes, |I'Il tell you what the choice is. R ght now, you have no choice at all.
You're going to take ne and Calvin and Fishy to the place where you keep the nane-strings."

Denmark smiled. "So they still some things you don't know. "

"I didn't say | knew everything. The power that hides the names also hides fromne your
know edge of where they are.”

"That be the truth, nore than you know," said Denmark. "I don't even know nyself."
Fi shy scoffed aloud at that. "This ain't no Wite fool you can play ganes with."

"No, Fishy," said Margaret, "he's telling the truth. He really doesn't know. So | wonder how you
find your way back?"

"When it tinme for ne to go there, | just wander around and pretty soon | be there. | walk in the
door and then | renenber everything."
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"Remenber what ?"

"How do | know? | ain't through that door."

"Powerful hexery," said Margaret, "if hexery it be. Take ne there."
"I can't do that," said Denmark

"How about if | cut off your balls?" asked Fishy cheerfully.

Denmark | ooked at Fishy in wonder. He'd never heard a Black worman talk like that, right out in
public, in front of a Wite.

"Let's hold off on the nutilation, Fishy," said Margaret. "Again, | think Denmark Vesey may be
telling me the truth. He really can't find the place unless he goes there alone."

Denmar k nodded.

"Well, then. | think we have no further business together," said Margaret. "You can go now. "
"I want that man," said Denmark. He gl anced at Cal vin.

"You'll never have him" said Margaret. "He has nore power than you can inagine."

"Can't be that nuch,"” said Denmark. "Look at him he's enpty."

"Yes, he was taken by surprise," said Margaret. "But you won't hold himfor long."

"Long enough," said Denmark. "H's body starting to rot. He be dying."

"You have till the count of three to walk away from me and keep on wal ki ng," said Margaret.
"Or what ?"
"One. O I'Il call out for you to take your filthy paws off of ny body."

Denmark at once backed away. There could be no charge nore sure of putting Denmark on the end of
a rope without further discussion.

"Two, " said Margaret. And he was gone.

"Now we | ost himagain," said Fishy.

"No, my friend, we've got him He's going to lead us right where we want to go. He can't hide
fromnme." Margaret made a slow turn, taking in the view "Today, | think it's worth it to splurge

on a carriage ride."

Margaret led Fishy and Calvin to the row of waiting carriages. It took Margaret lifting his foot
and Fishy pulling himup to get Calvin's uncaring body into the coach. The nonment Cal vin was
settled in his seat, Fishy started to get down.

"Pl ease, stay inside with ne," said Margaret.
"l can't do that."

As if he were part of their conversation, the Wite driver opened the sliding wi ndow between his
seat and the interior of the carriage. "Ma'am" he said, "you fromthe North, so you don't know,
but around here we don't let no slaves ride in the carriage. She knows it, too-- she's got to step
out and wal k al ong behind."

"She has told nme of this lawand | will gladly obey it. However, ny brother-in-law here is prone
to get rather ill during carriage rides, and | hope you understand that if he vomits, | am not
prepared to hold a bag to catch it."

The driver considered this for a nmonment. "You keep that curtain closed, then. | don't want no
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trouble.”

Fi shy | ooked at Margaret, incredul ous. Then she | eaned over and pull ed the drapes closed on one
side of the coach while Margaret closed themon the other. Once they were closed off frompublic
view, Fishy sat on the padded bench beside Calvin and grinned like a three-year-old with a spoon
full of nolasses. She even bounced a little on the seat.

The wi ndow opened again. "Were to, ma' an?" asked the driver

"I"l'l knowit when | see it," Margaret said. "I'mquite sure it's in Blacktown, however."

"Ch, ma'am you oughtn't to go up there."

"That's why | have nmy brother-in-lawwith ne."

"Well, 1'l'l take you up there, but I don't like it."

"You'll like it better when | pay you," said Margaret.

"I"'d like it better iffen you paid ne in advance," said the driver
Mar garet just |aughed.

"I meant to say half in advance."

"You'll be paid upon arrival, and that, sir, is the law. Though if you'd |like to throw ne out of
your carriage, you are free to sumopn a constable. You can ask hi mabout having a slave seated in
your carriage, too, while you're at it."

The driver slamred the wi ndow shut and the carriage |lurched forward, quite roughly. Fishy
whooped and nearly fell off her seat, then sat there |aughing. "I don't know how cone you Wite
folks don't ride like this all the tinme."

"Rich people do," said Margaret. "But not all Wite people are rich."
"They all richer than nme," said Fishy.

"I'n noney, I'mquite sure you're right." And then, because she was enjoying Fishy's delight, she
al so bounced up and down on her seat. The two of them | aughed |ike schoolgirls.

* % %

Denmark felt the knife in his pocket like a two-ton weight. It was a terrible thing he'd been
pl anning to do, killing a helpless man like that, and it was made all the worse by the fact that
White | ady knew he nmeant to do it. He was used to being invisible, Wite people paying himno mnd
except now and then to give hima little randomtrouble. But this wonman, her idea of trouble was
speci fic. She knew things about himthat nobody knew, not even Gullah Joe. She scared him

So he was glad to get away, glad to wander the streets of Blacktown until he cane upon a door
and suddenly he knew this was the one, though he couldn't have said how he knew, or why he didn't
renenber it frombefore. He set his hand on the knob and it opened easily, w thout a key. Once he
was inside and the door shut behind him he remenbered everything. Gullah Joe. The struggle over
the nane-strings. No wonder he was supposed to kill that Wiite man! The thing he did, unraveling
sonme poor slave's name and cutting it | oose to wander who knows where..

But he did know where. He whooped with laughter. "Gullah Joe, you won't believe it! | net the
Bl ack girl what got her nanme cut |oose by the devil you caught!"

Qul lah Joe glared at him "Be nmaybe you not shouting ne business so all can hear it in the
street, they."

"She goes by the nane Fishy," said Denmark, close enough that he didn't have to shout. "I don't
think it was no accident that White boy cut her nane | oose, cause she be rented out to his sister-
in-law "
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"I think you telling nme you find this Wite man?"
"I did, but he ain't dead yet."

Gul I ah Joe sl apped the table hard. Denmark was startled and his jocular nood fell away. "You
| ose you courage?"

"She knew | was com ng," said Dennark.
"A wonan, she!"

"She got himdown to the battery, all them Wite fol ks around, you think I'mgoing to show that
knife, let alone cut a Wiite boy with it?"

"Boy? This Wiite man be maybe hima chil d?"

"No, he a man, but he be young. Bet he don't shave." Denmark remenbered how Cal vin | ooked. So
enpty. Like his woman. That White witch knew all about her.

Against his will, Denmark |ooked for her. There she was, nending clothes in a corner. She didn't
| ook up. It took all her concentration just to get the needle into and out of the cloth. She used
to be hot-hearted |like that Fishy girl. Maybe I could have won her over fairly, if | tried. If |
set her free. But | had to control her, didn't 1? Just like a Wite man. | was master

"How he be?" demanded Gul |l ah Joe.
"Who?"

"The devil him body!"

"He pretty far gone, @ullah Joe."

"Not far enough." Gullah Joe glanced over to the circle that contai ned the captive. Dennark saw
that it was twice as thick with knotwork charns as it had been when he left early in the norning.

"He been trying to escape?"

"Be maybe he already escape, him"

"Well, if he did, wouldn't we know it? Wuldn't you be dead?"

"Be maybe he learn too nuch,"” said GQullah Joe. "Look! Look a-that."

Though there was not a touch of a breeze in the attic, one of the charns suddenly swayed, then
bounced up and down.

"He doi ng that?" asked Dennark

Gul lah Joe | ooked at himw th scorn. "No, fool, they cockroaches in the charm they be naking
her bounce."

"How can he do that if you got himcaptive?"

Gul I ah Joe nmi ght have had an answer, but at that nonent they both heard the door opening
downstairs. Qullah Joe seened to leap straight up in the air, and Denmark was about to let out an
excl amati on when Joe shook his head violently and covered his own nmouth with his hand as a sign
for silence.

Denmar k | eaned over close. "I thought you said nobody could get in here.”

There were footsteps on the stairs. No effort was being nade to nuffle them either. d unp,
clunmp, clunp. Slow progress, nany feet.

Finally Denmark realized what he was hearing. "It's her," he whispered. "She brought him here."

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20Ta...f%20Alvin%20Maker%205%20-%20Heart%20Fire.txt (144 of 180) [1/14/03 10:29:04 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/The%20T al es%200f %620A 1 vin%20M aker%205%20-%20Hear t%20Fire.txt

Her voice wafted up the stairs. "Indeed | did," she said. "Step aside, Denmark Vesey. It's
@ul lah Joe | need to talk to."

@l I ah Joe danced around his desk like a child desperate to pee. Nobody had ever pierced his
defenses so easily. No one had ever called himby name when he didn't want themto. \Woever this
was had to be so powerful that Gullah Joe hardly knew what charns to try. She had al ready passed
by sone of his nost powerful ones.

Denmark saw the witchy man's desperation and realized that this situation was definitely not
under control

"Calvin!" cried Margaret. "Can you hear ny voice?"

They were near the top of the stairs, now, able to peer around in the attic and see all the
hangi ng charns. The White worman, the Wiite nan, and the slave girl Fishy.

Margaret was listening for an answer. To her surprise, it came fromthe nan besi de her
"I hear you," said Calvin. But his voice was soft, his manner distracted.

"I'"ve brought your body near to your doodl ebug, Calvin," she expl ai ned.

Calvin's nmouth nunbled a reply. "Get ne out of here," he said, his voice flat.

"Kill himnow, " said Gullah Joe. "He body, she calling back himsoul. Kill him"

Dennar k pi cked up a much larger knife than the one he had concealed in his pocket. "You keep him
back," he said to Margaret.

She ignored himconpletely, and instead began to lead Calvin closer to the large concentration
of charns.

"Stop, you! Don't take himthere!" @ullah Joe threw a handful of powder at her, but it blew away
fromher in a sudden breeze and ended up stinging his eyes and maki ng hi m weep. "How you do that
witchery!"

She ignored him and parted the charnms to push Cal vin through

"Ch, yes," said Calvin, now sounding nore |ike hinmself, though not quite that cocky yet. "This
is right. Bring ne hone."

"Stop him" screanmed Gullah Joe.
Denmar k | unged between the charnms and the Wihite nman, his knife drawn.

Margaret i medi ately shoved Cal vin hard, forcing himand Denmark both to stunble and fall into
the mdst of the circle that contained Cal vin's doodl ebug.

Qul lah Joe howed in fury and threw hinself to the fl oor
"l have a problem here, Margaret."”

It was quite likely the thing Calvin would have said. It had his intonation. And it was
certainly true. Unfortunately, the voice was com ng out of Denmark Vesey's nouth.

"What's your problem Calvin?" she asked.
"I can't get back into ny body," he said. "So |I'mglad you tossed in a spare.

"That's not a spare body, sonebody's using it," Mrgaret said.

"You think | don't know that? But | can't get into ny own body and | can't talk w thout | got
one."
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Mar garet wal ked over to Gullah Joe. "Wat's wong? Wiy can't he get back into his body?"
"Cause she be hal f-dead, she! Look a-him he steal ny friend body hinm"

"Your body is dying,"'
rotting."

Margaret said to Calvin. "Denmark said sonmething about that before. You're

"G ve back himbody!" cried Gullah Joe.

"Then help nme get himback into his own body!"

"How | do that!" said Gullah Joe. "He dead nman in himgrave!"

"He is not," said Margaret. "Calvin, you have to heal your body."

"l don't know how," said Calvin. "I never tried to raise the dead."

"You're not dead," said Margaret. "Look, your chest is rising and falling."
"Al right, I"'mtrying, but it's not like a cut finger, | don't know what to--"

"Wait!" Abruptly, Margaret turned around, wal ked over to Gullah Joe, and dragged himto his
feet. "You know" she shouted. "Tell me!"

"What | know?" said Gullah Joe, feigning hel pless msery. "You the witchy woman, you break down
all this charm you."

@il lah Joe snmiled and shrugged. Margaret recogni zed the expression, the gesture. It was the way
slaves told their nasters to go to hell. She |ooked into his heartfire and saw many things. But
all his |lore was hidden from her

"You know how to heal him" Mrgaret said, |ooking himin the eyes, her breath on his face.
"You' ve captured souls before, and you know how to put them back."

Gul 'ah Joe just folded his arns and stared off into space.

"Excuse nme, Mz Margaret," said Fishy. She pushed past Margaret and, placing her |eft hand on
@ullah Joe's right cheek, with her right hand she slapped his other cheek with such force that
bl ood shot right out of his nmouth. "Talk to the nice lady!" screaned Fishy in Qullah Joe's face.
"She be no eneny, you hear ne?"

"Himscare ne!" cried @ullah Joe, pointing at Calvin on the floor. "Get himout on that body!"

Fishy laid another slap on him this tinme so hard that Gullah Joe fell over, his arns
pi nwheel i ng, his long knotted braids fl opping away fromhis body. Some charm nust have cone | oose
this time, because suddenly nore of his mnd opened up to Margaret. She didn't need himto tel
her now. She opened two little jars on Joe's big table, got two solid pinches of powder, one from
each, then strode to the charmcircle where Calvin lay and threw the powder out over him

She thought of Antigone as she did it, spreading dirt on her brother's corpse despite the edict
of Creon forbidding it. Am|I ritually burying ny husband's brother? If | thought Alvin night be
saved by letting himdie... but I'd lose Alvin. This is his beloved little brother that he played
with half his growi ng-up years. If he dies it can't be by ny hand, even indirectly. It would
destroy my life with Alvin, and wouldn't necessarily save his. In Alvin's heartfire, which she
spent a nmorment checking, there was no path that did not lead to Calvin's treachery. As long as the
boy is alive, Alvin isn't safe.

And yet it was for love of Alvin that she didn't let himdie. The powders drifted down onto
Calvin's body, got sucked in through his nostrils, and al nbost at once he becane nore ani mated. He
sat up. "I'mso dam hungry," he said.

Gl | ah Joe screanmed. "No! Go back! Get out of here!"

Calvin rose to his feet. "This the bastard trapped ne here outside ny body?"
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"It was an accident," said Margaret. "Don't harmhim"

Cal vin reached up, then wi nced and stunbl ed.
"Heal yourself!" cried Margaret again.

Cal vin stood there, apparently trying sonmething that no one else could see. "I'mgetting better
by the second,"” he said. "Just having ny bug back in nmy body, it's healing ne by itself."

At that noment, Fishy screaned. Margaret whirled around, and there was Denmark, knife in hand,
staggering toward Cal vin, brandishing the blade. Fishy |eapt onto his back, tugging on the knife
arm and finally toppling the two of themonto the floor

In the nmeantime, Calvin wasn't swayi ng anynore. He was steady on his feet, and when he turned
around to face Denmark, he had the presence of mnd to heat the knife so hot that Denmark screaned
and flung it fromhim "You got into ny body!" Denmark screamed at Cal vin, but now he was hol di ng
his burned hands linply in front of him "I be wearing your castoff!"

Calvin seened not even to notice Denmark. It was Gullah Joe he was | ooking for. "You |ousy
bastard, you filthy trap-laying witch!" he cried. "Were are you!"

At that nonent a seagull started fluttering frantically around the room Before it could find an
open wi ndow, Calvin pointed at it and it dropped to the floor. In the instant, the bird
di sappeared and Gullah Joe lay there where it had been. Calvin advanced toward him and the | ook
of hate and rage on his face was terrible to behol d.

"Calvin, stop it!" cried Margaret. "It was an accident! They caught you in a snare but they had
no idea it was you, and when they realized your powers they had no choice but to keep you confi ned
for fear of whatever vengeance you might take."

Calvin regarded her in silence for a noment, then turned back to the circle he had been in. He
yanked all the charnms fromthe ceiling until the circle didn't exist anynore. Qullah Joe's weeping
was the only sound they could hear. But when Calvin wal ked over to the |l esser circle and began
pul l'i ng down those charns too, Joe began to shout at him "Leave that alone! | beggi ng you! You
turn them |l oose like that, some of names never find they way honme to they body!"

Calvin paid no attention to him He tore the charns fromthe ceiling and then opened the new
net, this time by hand, scattering the nanestrings all over the attic floor

"Don't hurt them" @ullah Joe pl eaded, weeping. "Stop him Dennmark!"

But Denmark was sitting on the floor, weeping.

"Tear up the nane-strings," cried Fishy. "G ve the slaves back their anger!"

Cal vin | ooked over at Fishy and sniled nastily. "Wat good does anger do for anybody?"

Then, savagely, furiously, with the power of his mind al one he unmade all the knotted strings
until they lay in tatters. They all watched the seething pile of name-strings as bits of this and
that flew upward fromthe untangling mass. And then all lay still, the bits and pieces conm ngl ed.

Now t hat the deed was done, Qullah Joe stopped renonstrating with Calvin. He | ooked up toward
the invisible sky beyond the ceiling that crouched overhead. "Go hone to you body, you! Al you
name go hone!" Then he sank to his knees, weeping.

"What are you crying for," denmanded Calvin. He | ooked at Denmark, too, who was only just

beginning to dry his eyes.
"You too strong a wind for ne," said Qullah Joe. "Ch, ny people, ny people, go hone!"

Calvin lurched toward hima couple of steps, then fell to the floor. "I'mdying, Margaret," he
said. "My body's too far gone."
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"He be dying, that save ne the trouble of killing him" said Denmark. "All we done for our
peopl e, he just undid it all."

"No!" cried Fishy. "He be setting us free! All our rage tied up in that net, that be the bad
jail of all. W be slaves then, right down to the heart. Gve up ourself so we can hide? From
what ? The worst thing al ready happen, when we give you our nane-string."

Margaret knelt beside Calvin's body. "You have to heal yourself," she kept nurmuring to him
"l don't know where to start,” Calvin whispered. "I'mfilled with corruption clear through."

"Alvin!" cried Margaret desperately. "Alvin, |ook! Look at ne! See what's happening here!" She
rose to her feet and began fornming letters in the air. HE-L-P. CGAL-V-1-N HEAL HI-M "Look
at ne and save his life, if you want himto live!"

"What you do in the air, you?" asked Fishy. "What you waving at?"

"My husband," said Margaret. "He doesn't see ne." She turned to Qullah Joe. "Is there sonething
you can do to help all those | ost nanes return hone?"

"Yes," said Joe.

"Then take your friend Denmark and go do it."
"What are you going to do" asked Dennark sullenly.

"I"'mgoing to try to get ny husband to heal his brother. And if he can't, then I'mgoing to hold
Calvin's hand while he lies dying."

Calvin let out a deep noan of despair. "l ain't ready to die!" he said.

"Ready or not, you'll have to do it sonetine," Margaret renminded him "Heal yourself, as best
you can," she told him "You're supposed to be a Maker, aren't you?"

Cal vin | aughed. Weak and bitter, the sound of that |aughter. "I spend ny whole life trying to
get out fromunder Alvin. Now the one time | need him it's the only tine he isn't right there
under foot."

In the ensuing silence, Qullah Joe's voice canme, soft and |low. "They do it, them" he said.
"They finding the way back."

"Then you'd better go out into the street and spread the word through the city," said Margaret.
"They're filled with rage |ong pent up. You have to keep themfromrising up in a fruitless
rebellion as soon as all their strong passions cone back." They did nothing. "Go!" she shout ed.
“I''"ll take care of Calvin here."

Gul I ah Joe and Denmark staggered out into the street, going fromhouse to house. Already the
sound of npaning and singing could be heard all over the city. In Blacktown, they collared every
bl ack person they could find and explained it to themas best they could, then sent themout with
the warni ng: Contain your anger. Harmno one. They'll destroy us if we don't keep to that. The
taker of names says so. W're not ready yet. W're not ready yet.

I nsi de the warehouse attic, Margaret and Fishy were reduced to nopping Calvin's brow as he |ay
delirious in his fever-racked stupor. Body and soul were together again, but only, it seened, in
time to die.

After a while a third pair of hands joined them A Black wonan who noved slowy, hesitantly. Her
speech was slurred when she asked a question or two; it was hard to understand her. Margaret knew
at once who she was. She laid her hand on the Black woman's hand; on the other side of her, Fishy
did the sane. "You don't gots to work today," said Fishy. "W take care of him"

But the woman acted as if she didn't understand. She kept on hel ping themtake care of Calvin as

i f she had sone personal stake in keeping himalive. O maybe she was sinply | oving her neighbor
as hersel f.
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Chapter 13 -- Judgrment Day

John Adanms didn't even bother to seat hinmself confortably on the bench. It was supposed to be
routine. Quill would read out the charge. The young | awer for the defense would plead his client
guilty or not. They'd be back out the door in a few mnutes.

It started right. Qill read the charge. It was the normal collection of allegations of dealings
with Satan, and as it becanme clear it was nore a peroration than a sinple reading of charges, John
gavel ed himdown. "I think we've heard all the charges and you've noved on to openi ng argunents,
M. Qill."

"For a full understanding of the charges, Your Honor, I--"

"I have a full understanding of the charge, as does the defendant,"” said John. "We' Il hear your
el aboration of the particulars at a later time, |'msure. How does the defendant answer to the
charges?"

Verily Cooper rose fromhis chair, his novenent snooth, a perfect gentlenman. By contrast, the
| anky smith seemed to unfold hinself, to conme out of the chair like a turtle out of its shell. H's
chai ns cl anked noisily.

"Alvin Smith, how do you pl ead?" asked John
"Not gquilty, Your Honor."

Al vin sat back down, and John started to announce the schedule for tonmorrow, when the trial
woul d begin. Then he noticed that Cooper was still standing.

"What is it, M. Cooper?"
"l believe it is customary to hear notions."

"Perenptory notions to dismss are never granted in witch trials," John rem nded him
Cooper just stood there, waiting.

"Al'l right, let's have your notion."

Cooper approached the bench with several petitions witten out in an el egant hand.

"What is all this?" demanded Quill

"It seens,"” said John, "that the defendant has some interesting requests. Al right, M. Cooper.
Relieve M. Quill's curiosity and read out your notions."

"First, the defense requests that since the prosecution intends to prosecute a witness naned in
the records of the parish as Purity O phan on the sanme evidence as ny client, the trials be
j oined."

"That's ridiculous," said Qull. "Purity is our prine witness and the defense knows it."
John was anused by Cooper's nmaneuver, and he enjoyed seeing Quill's outrage. "Are you sayi ng,
M. Qill, that you are not planning to try Mstress Purity on the basis of the sane evi dence?"

"I"'msaying it's irrelevant to this trial."

"I believe that Mstress Purity should have the rights of a defendant in this courtroom" said
Cooper, "since the evidence she gives here should not then be able to be turned against her in her
own trial."
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Before Quill could answer, John asked himsharply, "M. Quill, I'minclined to grant this
nmoti on, unless you are prepared to grant an irrevocabl e dismi ssal of all charges against M stress
Purity that might arise fromher testinony in this trial."

Quill was speechless, but only for a nonment. It was easy to guess what he was thinking during
his hesitation: Was it nore inportant to keep the trials separate, or to be able to try Purity at
all? "I have no intention of dismssing on a confessed witch."

John banged his gavel. "Mdttion granted. Is Mstress Purity in the court?"

A timd, weary-Ilooking young wonman rose from her place behind the prosecutor's bench

"Mstress Purity," said John, "do you consent to a joint trial? And, if you do, do you consent
to having M. Verily Cooper represent you and Alvin Smth together?"

Quill objected. "Her interests are different fromthose of Alvin Smith!"

"No, they're not," said Purity. Her voice was surprisingly bold. "I consent to both, sir."

"Take your place at the defense table," said John

They waited while she seated herself on the other side of Verily Cooper. John gave them a nonent
or two to whisper together. It was Quill who broke the silence. "Your Honor, | feel | must protest
this irregul ar procedure.”

"I"'msorry to hear that you feel that way. Let nme know if the feeling beconmes irresistible."
Qill frowned. "Very well, Your Honor, | do protest.”

"Protest noted. Note also, however, that the court takes exception to the practice of deceiving
a witness into testifying in someone else's trial, only to find his ow testinony used agai nst him
in his owmn trial. I believe this is standard in witch trials."

"It is a practice justified by the difficulty of obtaining evidence of the doings of Satan."

"Yes," said John. "That well-known difficulty. So nmuch depends upon it, don't you think? Next
nmotion, M. Cooper."

"I nmove that because M. Quill has openly and publicly violated the | aws agai nst extracting
testinmony under torture, all evidence obtained frominterrogation of either of my clients during
and after that torture be barred fromthese proceedings."

Quill bounded to his feet. "No physical pain was inflicted on either defendant, Your Honor! Nor
was there threat of such pain! The law was strictly adhered to!"

Quill was right, John knew, according to nmore than a century of precedents since the anti-
torture | aw was adopted after the Sal em debacle. The witchers all nade sure they didn't cross the
I'ine.

"Your Honor," said Cooper, "I submt that the practice of running an accused person until a
state of utter exhaustion is reached is, in fact, torture, and that it is well known to be such
and falls under the sane strictures as the forns of torture specifically banned by the statute.”

"The statute says what it says!" retorted Quill
"Watch your tenper, M. Qill," said John. "M . Cooper, the | anguage of the statute is clear."

Cooper then read off a string of citations fromcontract |aw dealing with attenpts to skirt the
letter of a contract by devising practices that were not specifically banned but that clearly
defied the fair intent of the contract. "The principle is that when a practice is engaged in
solely in order to circunmvent a legal obligation, the practice is deemed to be a violation."

"That is contract law," said Qull. "It has no bearing."
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"On the contrary," said Cooper. "The anti-torture lawis a contract between the governnent and
t he peopl e, guaranteeing the innocent that they will not be forced by torture into giving fal se
testi nony agai nst thensel ves or others. It is the conmon practice of witchers to use nethods of
torture invented after the witing of the aw and therefore not enunerated in it, but having al
the sane pernicious effects as the prohibited practice. In other words, the conmon practice of
running a witness in a witch trial is designed to have precisely the sane effect as the tortures
specifically prohibited: to extract testinony of witchcraft regardl ess of whether such testinony
i s supported by other evidence."

Quill ranted for quite a while after that, and John |let himhave his say, while the court
reporter scribbled furiously. Nothing that Quill was saying would nmake the slightest difference.
John knew that in terms of truth and righteousness, Cooper's position was true and righteous. John
al so knew that the |egal issue was nowhere near as clear. To drag precedents fromcontract |aw
into witchery Iaw, which was a branch of ecclesiastical |aw, would expose John to charges that he
had wilfully sown confusion, for where would such a practice stop? All the legal traditions would
be hopel essly conmi ngl ed, and then who could possibly |earn enough law to practice in any court?
It woul d be an outrageously radical step. Not that John worried about being criticized or
censured. He was old, and if people chose not to follow his precedent, so be it. No, the rea
question was whether it was right to risk damaging the entire systemof lawin order to effect a
ri ghteous outcone in wtchery cases.

Wien Quill wound down, John hadn't yet made up his mind. "The court will take this notion under
advi semrent and announce a decision at a later point, if it isn't noboted by one of the other
notions. "

Cooper was clearly disappointed; Quill was not rmuch relieved. "Your Honor, even to consider this
nmotion is--"

John gaveled himto silence. "Next notion, M. Cooper."

Cooper arose and began a string of citations of obscure cases in English courts. John, having
the advantage of the witten notion in front of him enjoyed watching Quill cone to realize what
Cooper was setting up. "Your Honor," Quill finally said, interrupting Cooper. "Is counsel for the
def ense seriously suggesting that the interrogator be barred fromgiving testinmny?"

"Let's hear himout and see," said John.

"Therefore, Your Honor," said Cooper, "the interrogators in witch trials, being wthout
exception professionals whose enpl oynent depends, not on finding truth, but on obtaining guilty
verdicts, are interested parties in the action. There is no record of a witcher in the |ast
hundred years ever finding, upon interrogation, that a person charged with witchcraft was not
guilty. Furthernore, there is a consistent pattern of wi tchers expandi ng upon testinony; there are
only two cases in which charges of Satanic involvenent were present in the original testinony, and
both those cases were found to be deliberate falsifications. The pattern is clear: Al legitinmte
witch trials begin with no evidence of anything beyond the use of a knack. Testinobny concerning
Satan only shows up when the interrogator arrives, and then conmes into court in only two ways:
through the interrogator's own testinony contradicting a witness or defendant who denies that
Sat an was involved, or through testinony fromw tnesses who confess to Satanic invol vement as part
of a confession that is taken as repentance, follow ng which charges are disnissed. In short, your
Honor, the historical record is clear. Evidence of Satanic involvenent in all witch trials in New
Engl and is produced by the witchers thensel ves and those who, in fear of death, bend to their wll
and produce the only kind of confession that the witchers will accept.”

"He's asking this court to deny the very basis of witchcraft law" cried Quill. "He's asking
this court to contradict the clear intent of Parliament and the Massachusetts assenbly!”

John al nost | aughed al oud. Cooper was audacious in the extreme. He wasn't just trying to get
this case thrown out without a trial, he was demanding that John rule in such a way as to make it
al nrost inmpossible to hold a witch trial ever again. If, that is, John's decision was accepted as a
val i d precedent.

It cane down to this thought: He's giving me a chance to do something brilliant in the [|ast
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years of ny life.

"Your charge is of serious nmalfeasance on the part of M. Qill," said John. "If | were to
sustain this notion, | would have no choice but to revoke M. Quill's license and institute
charges of perjury against him just to start with."

"I have acted according to the best traditions of nmy profession!" cried Quill. "This is an
outrage!"
"Neverthel ess,"” said John, "these charges are of so grave a nature as to call into question the

entire proceeding against M. Smith and Mstress Purity. For | have a feeling that if | were to
grant either of these two notions, your next notion would be for a strict reading of the
witchcraft |aws."

"I't would, Your Honor," said Cooper
"Strict reading is what |1'masking for!" cried Qill.

"You're asking for a strict reading of the anti-torture law, " said John. "The courts have |ong
been aware that a strict reading of the witchcraft law requires that for a conviction there nust
be evidence not only of the use of hidden powers, but also that such powers originate fromthe
i nfl uence and power of Satan.”

"That is not a requirenment, it is a stipulation!™ Quill shouted.
"Do not shout at me, M. Qill," said John. "Justice may be blind, but she is not deaf."
"I beg your pardon."

"No matter how it exercises your tenper, M. Qill, it is long established that a strict reading
of the traditional text of the witchcraft laws |eads to the conclusion that the invol venent of
Satan is not stipulated but rather nust be proved. That the possession of an extraordinary ability
is not prima facie evidence of Satanic involvenment, and that this specifically arises fromthe
tradition of ecclesiastical |aw, which nust always | eave roomfor the possibility of a mracle
enacted by faith in Jesus Christ and the intervention of heaven."

"Is it the defense's theory that these two w tches have been working miracles by the power of
Christ?" Quill said it as if it were the nost absurd thing ever heard. But then the words hung in
the air, unanswered, undisputed, and the effect was the opposite of what Quill intended. John knew
that one of the main points taken fromthe courtroomtoday would be the possibility that people
with the power of God in them nmight be charged with witchcraft if witchers had their way.

Good work, M. Cooper

"It is the decision of this court that the notions raised by the defense nust be decided before

the trial can proceed. Therefore, | order the bailiff to send the jury home and to clear the
courtroom |lest the discussion of evidence that is about to take place influence the eventua
trial. We reconvene at noon. | recommend that everyone take an early dinner, because | intend to

resolve these matters before we adjourn this evening."

Bang with the gavel, and John got up fromthe bench and al nbst danced back to the robing room
Who woul d have thought that a nasty little witch trial would suddenly take on such proportions?
John had di snissed charges based on faultiness of evidence in both the witch trials he had
presided over before, but in those cases it was because of contradiction within a witness's
testinmony, and it created no precedent. Cooper had created a far nore potent situation, in which
granting either of his evidentiary nmotions could destroy the witch | aws, nmaking them
unenforceable. And given the political climate in New England, there was little chance of a
| egi slature reinstating them not w thout strict safeguards that would renove all the little
tricks fromthe witchers' arsenal. What they did in England, of course, night be quite different.
But if John knew his son Quincy, the Massachusetts assenbly would act i mediately and before
Parlianment even discussed the issue, the law in New Engl and woul d be established. Parlianment woul d
then be in the awkward position of having to repudiate an eccl esiastical law set forth in New
Engl and, the place where Christian |life was regarded as being nost pure. There was a good chance
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that it could all be ended, right here, today.

John sat in the plush chair, alnbst lost in the cushions, for it had been designed for |arger
men than he. He closed his eyes and smiled. God had a role for himto play, after all

* % %

Purity had no idea what Verily Cooper's plan was. All she knew was that Qill hated it, and if
Quill hated it, she had to like it. Besides, she could see plainly that Verily Cooper had no il

intent toward her, nor Alvin, though he was in chains because of her. Still, it wasn't easy for
her to sit beside these nen that she had accused. |If she had known when she nade her charges where
they would lead... She tried to explain this to them

"We know that," said Verily Cooper. "Don't think twice about it."
"Where's the food?" said Alvin. "W only got a little while to eat."
"I don't know why you're helping ne," said Purity.

"He's not," said Alvin. "He's trying to change the world."

"Alvin has trouble with authority," said Verily. "He doesn't like it when sonebody else is in
charge. "

"I want sonebody to be in charge of getting ne something to eat. This table is starting to | ook
m ghty tasty."

At that point the bailiff approached and asked themif they wanted to eat down in the jail,
separately, or right there at the defense table, with a picnic lunch donated by several of the
| adi es of Canbridge, including his owm wife.

"What extraordi nary kindness," said Verily.

The bailiff grinned. "My wife was on the commons yesterday. She thinks you' re Galahad. O
Percival . "

"WIIl you thank her for ne? For all of us?"

Soon the table was spread with bread, cheese, and sunmer fruit, and Alvin set to eating like a
teenager. Purity had a nuch harder tinme working up an appetite, though once she had the taste of
pears and cheese in her mouth, she found she was hungrier than she had thought.

"I don't know," said Purity, "why you should ever forgive ne.

"Ch, we forgive you," said Alvin. "W nore than forgive you. Verily, here, he's downright
obsessed with you."

Verily only smiled, his eyes twinkling. "Alvin's feeling out of sorts," he said. "He doesn't

like jails."
"Have you been in jail before?" asked Purity.
"He was acquitted of all charges,"” said Verily. "Proving that I'ma clever |awer."

"Proving | was innocent," said Alvin. "An advantage | don't have this tine."

Only now did Verily show annoyance. "If you think you're guilty, why did you plead i nnocent?" he
sai d sharply.

"I"'mnot guilty of witchcraft,” said Alvin. "Under a 'strict reading or whatever. But the
things Mstress Purity said about ne, well, you and | both know they're true." As if to
denonstrate it, he peeled the manacle fromhis right hand like it was made of clay.

Purity gasped. She had never seen such power. Even hearing Arthur Stuart's account on the
riverbank, she had not realized how effortlessly Alvin worked his will with iron. No incantations,
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no sign of strain.
"Mstress Purity is startled,"” said Verily.
"What do you think?" said Alvin. "Should | spread sonme iron on this bread and eat it?"
"Don't be a showoff," said Verily.

Alvin | eaned back in his chair and ate a thick slab of bread and cheese-- a posture he could not
have assuned while manacled. H's nouth full, he tal ked anyway. "I reckon you needed to renenber,
M stress Purity, that what you said about me was true. Don't you go blami ng yourself for telling
the truth."”

Purity found herself on the verge of tears. "The whole world's awy," she said.

"True," said Alvin, "but in different ways in different places. Wich is what makes traveling
wort hwhile. ™

"I know you only mean good for ne, both of you. Though you're annoyed with each other. | don't
know why. "

"Verily Cooper thinks he's in love with you," said Al vin.

Purity didn't know what to say to that. Nor did Verily, who was blushing as he ate a slice of
pear. He didn't contradict Al vin, though

"Not that | don't approve of Verily falling in love," said Alvin, "and ny wife tells nme you're a
good girl, loyal and smart and patient and all the other virtues that a wife of M. Cooper has to
have. "

"I didn't know that | had net your wife, sir," said Purity.

"You haven't," said Alvin. "Don't you renenber what Arthur told you about her?"

"That she was a candle."

"Torch," said Alvin.

"We don't hear nuch about knackery here in New England. Except as it pertains to disposing of
t he bodi es of downer aninals."

Verily | aughed aloud. "I told you she had a sense of humor, Al ."
She all owed herself a small snmile.

"Let's just say that Margaret thinks you're worth the trouble of ny staying in jail a couple of
nights," said Al vin.

"You sustained ne while we were running yesterday, didn't you?"

Al vin shrugged. "W knows how tough you are? At sone point, everybody gives in and says what
the questioner wants to hear."

"I"'d like to think | could withstand torture as well as the next person," said Purity.

"That's ny point,"” said Alvin. "Nobody can withstand it, if the questioner knows what he's
doi ng. The body betrays us. Mst people never find that out because they're never asked a question
that matters. And those that are, nost give the answer the questioner wants wthout a |ick of
torture. It's only the strong ones, the npst stubborn ones as gets tortured."

"M . Cooper," said Purity, "I hope you don't think I"'mgiving any stock to M. Smth's jests
about your feelings toward ne."

Verily smiled at her. "You don't know ne, so | can hardly expect you to wel come such an idea."
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"On the contrary,"” said Purity, "I know you very well. | saw you in court today, and on the
commons, too. | know the kind of man you are.”

"You don't know he farts in his sleep,"” said Alvin.

Purity |l ooked at him appalled. "Everyone does," she answered, "but nobst people find no need to
mention it during neals."

Alvin grinned at her. "Just didn't want this to turn into a |love feast. Not while my | awer here
is trying to burn down the barn to kill the fleas."

Verily's face darkened. "It's not 'fleas' when innocent people die, and others becone perjurers
out of fear."

"How much justice will be done when judges go striking down | aws whenever sone | awyer gives them
hal f an excuse?"

"That's theory," said Verily. "Wen the practice of the law leads to injustice, then the |aw
nmust change. "

"That's what Parlianent is for," said Alvin. "And the assenbly."
"What politician would dare announce that he was in favor of w tchcraft?"

The argurment ni ght have gone on, but at that nonent the door of the courtroom opened and
Hezeki ah Study cane in. He gave no greeting, but stalked down the aisle straight to a chair
directly behind the defense table. He spoke only to Verily Cooper

"Don't do it," said Hezekiah Study.
"Don't do what ?"

"Don't take on the witchers," he said. "Try the case. O better yet, if your client really has
the knack he's charged with, shed the chains and begone with you."

Only then did Hezeki ah notice the manacle |ying warped and deforned in Alvin's lap. Alvin
grinned at himand nmashed the |ast hunk of bread and cheese into his mouth all at once.

"Pardon nme, sir, but who are you?" asked Verily Cooper

"This is Reverend Study," said Purity. "He advised ne not to charge Alvin with witchcraft.
wish I'd listened to himthen."

"You'll wish you had listened to ne now," said Hezekiah
"The lawis on ny side," said Verily.

"No, it isn't," said Hezekiah. "Nothing is on your side."
"Sir, | know ny case, and | know the |aw. "

"So did I," said Hezekiah. "I tried the sanme strategy.

Now Verily was interested. "You're a | awer, sir?"

"I was a lawyer. | gave it up and becane a mnister."
"But you lost a witch trial, | take it?"
"I tried to use the strict reading you're going for," said Hezekiah. "I tried to show that the

testimony of the witcher was tainted. Everything you' re doing."
"And it failed?" asked Verily.

"What do you do," asked Hezeki ah, "when the witcher calls you to the stand?"
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Verily stared at himin silence.
"The witcher can call my |awer?" asked Al vin.

"It's ecclesiastical law, " said Hezekiah. "The law is ol der than advocacy. There is no privilege
unl ess you're an ordained minister."

"So they called you," said Purity. "But what did you say?"

"I could only tell the truth," said Hezekiah. "I had seen ny clients use their knacks. Harnl ess!
Agift of God, | said it, but there was ny testinony." Tears fl owed down his cheeks. "That's what
hanged them"

Purity was weeping al so. "Wat were their knacks?"

"Who?" asked Al vin.

"My nmother and father,"” said Purity, |ooking at Hezekiah for confirnmation
He nodded and | ooked away.

"What did they die for?" asked Purity. "Wat was their crine?"

"Your mother could heal aninals," said Hezekiah. "That's what killed her. A neighbor with an old
quarrel waited too long, called her too late, and his nule died, so he said that by the power of
Sat an she cursed the animals of all those who didn't please her."

"And ny father?"

"He could draw a straight line."
The words hung there for a nonent.
"That's all?" asked Alvin.

"On paper. In the soil. Truer than a surveyor. Hs fences were the marvel of the nei ghborhood.
He won the plowing prize every year at the parish fair. No one could cut so straight a furrow Hs
wi fe al ways made himcut the fabric when she was sew ng. People renenbered his knack when his wife
was on trial, and he admitted it readily, seeing no harmin it, since it neither harned others nor
gave himany advantage. Except at the fair."

Purity could hardly talk for weeping. "That's why they died?"

"They died for envy," said Hezeki ah, "and for the bloodlust of the witcher, and for the
i nconpetence and arrogance, the pride of their attorney who called hinself their friend but dared

to put their lives at risk in a larger cause. | could have won them a bani shnent. They were well -
liked and the trial was unpopular. The witcher was willing to dicker. But | had a cause." He
gripped Purity's hands. "I can't let this man do the sane to you! |'ve spent ny life trying to
keep you fromthe sane fate, because they marked you, don't think they haven't. Qill knows who
you are. Because of you, they couldn't hang your nother until you were born, and the outrage built
and built anong the people. There was a strong sentinment to break themout of jail. But the

witchers called in the authorities and they guarded the hangings. And then they sent you away, so
as not to rem nd the people of the outrage that had been done against you. To this day, God help
the witcher who cones through that part of Netticut, because the people know the truth there."

"Then it was a victory of sorts," said Purity quietly. "They didn't die for nothing."

"They died," said Hezekiah. "Their accusers were ostracized until they noved away, but they're
still alive, aren't they? The witchers lost a ot of prestige, but they're still in the witch
busi ness, aren't they? That feels |ike dying for nothing to ne."

"It's a different trial," said Verily. "And a different judge."
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"He's an honorabl e man, bound by |law, " said Hezekiah. "Don't think he isn't."
"Honorabl e nen aren't bound by bad | aws," said Verily.

Alvin laughed, a little nastily. "If that's so, how you going to tell the honorable ones from
the di shonorabl e? Who's bound by law at all, since every lawis bad at one tinme or another?"

"Whose side are you on?" Verily asked testily.

"I'm supposed to build a city," said Alvin. "And if | don't build it on law, what am| going to
build it on? Even Napol eon makes | aws that bind him because if you don't then there's no order
it's chaos all the way down."

"So you'd rather hang?"
Alvin sighed and held up the twi sted manacle. "I'mnot going to hang."

"But soneone will," said Verily. "If not this year then next, or the year after. Someone will
hang. You said so yourself."

"Let witch trials fade out by thenselves," said Alvin.

"The way slavery's fading?" Verily answered nockingly.

The door opened again. People were beginning to return. The bailiff canme back to clean up the
meal . "You didn't eat much," said the bailiff.

"I did," said Alvin.

Hezeki ah and Purity still held hands across the railing separating spectators fromthe court.
"Beg pardon," said the bailiff. "She's a defendant now. I don't want to put her in chains, but
she's not allowed to touch fol ks beyond the rail."

Hezeki ah nodded and wi t hdrew hi s hands.

The bailiff left with the picnic basket. Alvin wapped the manacle around his wist again.
Purity couldn't resist touching it. It was hard again. As hard as iron.

Quill came back into the courtroom smling.

Purity turned and whi spered to Hezekiah. "You re wong, you know, "'
hanged them"

she said. "It wasn't you that

Hezeki ah shook his head.

"I never knew them but | sit now where they sat, though guiltier, because |'mthe one who
| evel ed the charge. And | tell you, they knew who their friends were."

"l was no friend to them"

"They knew who their friends were," said Purity, "and | know who their friends were. Al nay
have been outraged, but they |l et the hanging take place. You alone foll owed nme or found nme here.
You al one took care to raise ne in safety. You gave years of your life to their child. That is a
true friend."

Hezeki ah buried his face in his hands. Hi s shoul ders shook, unable to bear what she had pl aced
upon them Absol ution was a heavier burden, for the nonent, than guilt.

* k k

Quill rose to his feet the nmonent John Adanms called the court to order
"Your Honor, | have a notion."

"Qut of order," said John
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"Your Honor, | think all can be settled when we call M. Verily Cooper to the stand! This is
ecclesiastical |aw and there is no--"

John banged the gavel again and again until Quill fell silent.
"I said your notion was out of order."
"There are precedents!"” said Qill, seething with fury.

"On the contrary," said John. "Your notion nay be in order when we resune the trial of Alvin
Smth and Purity Orphan. But at the nonment, this is a hearing on a notion, and in this procedure
am the questioner. There are no sides and no attorneys, only nmy own pursuit of information to
allow me to reach a conclusion, So you will take your seat until | call you for questioning. You
are the equal of all other persons in this court. You have no standing to make a notion of any
kind. Is that clear to you at last, M. Qill?"

"You exceed your authority, Your Honor!"

"Bailiff, bring manacles and leg irons. If M. Qill speaks again, they are to be placed upon
himto rem nd himthat he has no authority in this courtroomduring this hearing."

Wiite-faced and trenbling, Quill sat down.

The hearing went quite snmoothly for quite a while. John questioned Purity first. She described
the nature of the charges she originally made, and then told how Quill had deforned them turning
harm ess frolicking in the river into an incestuous orgy, and a peaceful conversation on the
riverbank into a witches' sabbath. He asked her about the professors fromthe college, and she
affirnmed that she had never nentioned themand only found out they were being questioned when
Qui Il denmanded that she denounce them Enerson in particular.

Then the professors were brought forward, one at a tine, to recount the experience of being
questioned by Quill. Each one stated that he had been led to believe that others had confessed and
inmplicated them and that their only hope was to confess and repent. All deni ed being the one who
conf essed.

Then John turned to Quill

"Aren't you going to question himfirst?" Quill said, pointing to Al vin.
"Have you forgotten whose hearing this is?" asked John

"I just want to hear whether he denies the witchcraft charges!”

"You'l |l find that out in the trial," said John, "since the accused can be called to give
testimony agai nst thenselves in witch trials."

"You're favoring him" said Qill.
"You're testing nmy patience," said John. "Put your hand on the Bible and take your oath."

Quill complied, and the questioning began. Quill answered scornfully, denying that he had
decei ved anyone. "She's the one who tal ked of Satan. | had to stop ny ears, she spoke of himso
I ovingly. She wanted carnal know edge of him She even told ne that Satan had instructed her to
lie and say | nmade up the story, but I was not afraid because | knew that in |awful courts, ny
testimony woul d have greater trust than hers.™

John listened to Quill calmy enough, as his testinobny grew nastier and nastier. "These
prof essors behave exactly as one woul d expect a conclave of wi zards to behave,"” said Qull. "I
woul dn't have questioned themif the girl hadn't denounced them She thought better of it at once,
of course, and tried to deny it, but | knew what she had told ne, and it was enough. They deny
that they confessed, but several of themdid, as ny depositions to the court affirm™

John picked up a pile of affidavits fromthe bench. "I do have those depositions and |I've read
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themall."

"So you know the truth, and this whole hearing is a travesty."

"If it is," said John, "it follows the script you wote."

"I wote no script for this," said Quill. "I expected this court to function like a proper wtch
trial."

"But M. Quill, this is not a witch trial. This is a hearing on a notion. You seemunable to

grasp that. This proceedi ng has been entirely proper. And | amready now with nmy ruling on the
nmotion."

"But you haven't questioned Alvin Snith!"

"All right," said John. "M. Smith, how are you today?"

"Tired of being in chains, Your Honor," said Alvin, "but otherw se in good condition."
"You ever have any dealings with Satan?"

"I"'mnot sure who you're referring to," said Al vin.

John was surprised. He was expecting a sinple 'no.' "Satan," he said. "The eneny of God."

"Way, if Satan neans an eneny of God, |'ve had dealings with a fair nunber in ny tinme, including
M. Qill here."

"Your Honor!" cried Quill

"Sit down, M. Qill," said John. "M. Snith, you seemto be deliberately m sunderstandi ng ny
guestion. Don't try ny patience, please. Satan, as generally conceived, is a supernatural being.
You' ve been accused of getting powers from himand obeying his conmands. Did you get any hi dden
powers from Satan, or obey hinP"

"No sir," said Alvin.

"More to the point," said John, "did you ever tell Purity O phan that you had dealings with
Satan, or could she ever have seen you in the presence of Satan?"

"If you nmean the bright red fellowwith the claws of a bear and cl oven hooves and horns on his
head," said Alvin, "lI've never seen himor heard fromhim He's never even sent nme a note. | have
snelled him but only when | was alone with Quill."

John shook his head. "I don't think you're taking this proceeding seriously.”
"No sir," said Alvin, "I admt that | amnot."

"And why is that? Don't you understand that your |ife nmay hinge upon the outcone of this
heari ng?"

"It doesn't," said Al vin.

Cooper tried to shush him
"And why do you believe that you' re safe, regardl ess of the outcone of this hearing?"

Alvin rose to his feet and pulled the nmanacles off his wists as easily as he m ght have pulled
off mttens. He shook his feet and the ankle braces clanked on the floor. "Because | got the knack
I was born with. As far as | know, it's God, not Satan, who creates us, and so whatever knack |
have cane fromGod. | try to use it kindly and decently. One thing | never do is try to use ny
knack to force sonmeone el se to do somet hing against their will. But you and ny | awer here, you
seem deternined to force the people of New England to get rid of their witchery |aws whether they
want to or not. M. Quill is a lying snake, but you don't strike down all the laws just to catch a
few liars."
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Verily Cooper rested his head on the desk. John, who was trenbling at the sight of such obvious
supernatural powers, could see that to Verily Cooper this was old news.

Alvin was still talking. "I was willing to stick it out and see how you two twi sted up the | aws
wi t hout actually breaking too many of them but ny wife needs ne right now, and |'m not wasting
anot her m nute here. When | got tine I'lIl come back and you and | can talk this out, Your Honor
because | think you' re an honorable man. But for the present, |'ve got sonewhere else to be."

Alvin started toward the door at the back of the court.

Quill junped to his feet and tried to stop him His hands slid off Alvin as if he'd been
greased. "Stop him" Qill cried. "Don't let himgo!"

"Bailiff," said John. "M. Smith seens to be escaping."

Alvin turned around and faced the judge. "Your Honor, | thought this wasn't ny trial. | thought
this was a hearing on a notion. You don't need nme here."

Verily stood up. "Alvin, what about Purity?"

"She ain't going to hang," said Alvin. "By the time you're through, she'll probably be Queen of
Engl and. "

"Wait just a minute, Alvin," Verily said. He turned to face John Adanms. "Your Honor, | ask the
court to release ny client on his own recogni zance, with his prom se to appear in court in the
nor ni ng. "

John under st ood what he was asking, and decided to grant it. The escape would be turned into a
| egal release. "The defendant's presence not being necessary at this hearing, and with proof
positive that the defendant's conpliance with his inprisonment up to this point has been entirely
vol untary, the court deenms hi mworthy of our trust. Released on his own recogni zance, to appear in
court at ten in the norning tonorrow. "

"Thank you, Your Honor," said Alvin.

"An outrage!" cried Quill.

"Sit down, M. Qill," said John Adams. "I'mready to rule on the notion."
Qill slowy sat down as the door closed behind Alvin Smth.

"Your Honor," said Verily Cooper. "I nust apologize for nmy client's behavior."

"Sit down, M. Cooper," said John. "I have nmy rulings. M. Snmith's point was well taken. It is
not the place of the court to destroy the lawin order to achieve justice. Therefore both notions
are denied."

Qi ll flung his arns out wi de. "Praise God!"
"Not so fast, M. Qill," said John. "This hearing is not over."
"But you've ruled."

"During the process of this hearing, | have heard substantial evidence of m sconduct by those
officers called interrogators or witchers. The appointnent of these witchers is in the hands of
the ecclesiastical authorities, who have del egated that responsibility to an exani ning board of
experts on witchery, who are responsible for making sure that witchers are fully trained. However,
the actual license to interrogate and serve as an officer of the court is issued by the governor
upon a swearing-in by a judge. This license is required for an interrogator to have standing in a
civil court and call a witch trial. The licenses of all witchers fall under the |law that governs
the Iicensing of all governnment officials not specified in any particular act. Under that |aw,
your license can be suspended upon a finding by a judicial officer of the level of magistrate or
hi gher that you have used your office against the interests of the people of the commpnwealth.
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so find. M. Qill, | hereby declare your license and the license of all other interrogators in
t he conmonweal th of Massachusetts and in the judicial circuit of New England to be suspended."

"But you can't-- you--"

"Furthernore, | declare all interrogations nade under these licenses to be suspended as well. |
order that no judicial proceeding may continue until and unless hearings are held that
substantiate the evidence under the normal rules of evidence in the civil courts, which are the
courts that have jurisdiction over licensing. If you or any other wtchcraft interrogator cannot
denonstrate that the evidence you have given in court neets the standard of evidence in the civil
courts, the suspension of your license may not be lifted. And as long as your license is
suspended, no officer of the lawin New England is permtted to arrest, inprison, confine,
arraign, or try any person on the orders of an interrogator; and since the law requires that a
witcher be the prosecutor at any witch trial in New England, | order that no witch trial nay be
held in New England until and unless an interrogator in possession of a valid license is avail able
to prosecute.”

The words flowed out of John like water froma spring. He felt as though he were singing. Alvin
Smith's point had been well taken. But in the noment when he realized that, for honor's sake, he
woul d have to deny Cooper's clever notions, a new path opened up in his mnd and he saw how he
could put a stop to witch trials, not by using judicial precedent to destroy the |law, but by using
another lawto trunmp it.

"I declare this hearing adjourned." He banged the gavel. Then he banged it again. "I call the
court to order in the matter of the commonwealth versus Alvin Snmith and Purity O phan. This being
a witch trial, we may not proceed without the presence of an interrogator with a valid license. Is
there an interrogator with such a license in the courtroonf"

John | ooked at Quill cheerfully. "You, sir, seemto be sitting at the prosecutor's table. Have
you such a license?"

Quill saw the handwiting on the wall. "No, Your Honor."
"Well," said John. "As there seemto be no other candidates for the role of interrogator
present, | have no choice but to find that this trial is inproper and illegal. | dismiss the

charges. The defendants are free to go. M. Smith is not obligated to return to court. Court is
adj our ned. "

Quill rose shakily to his feet. "If you think you can get away with this, you're wong, sir!"
John ignored himand wal ked away fromthe bench
Quill shouted after him "W'Il get new |licenses! See if we don't!"

But John Adans knew sonething that Quill had forgotten. Licenses were issued only on the
authority of the governor. And John was pretty sure that Quincy would not issue any |icenses unti
the Assenbly of Massachusetts had plenty of tinme to wite a neww tch law that eliminated the
of fice of interrogator and required the normal rules of evidence to hold sway, including the right
of the defendant not to be conpelled to testify. The churches had the right, of course, to hold
witch trials any time they wanted, but the maxi mum penalty in the ecclesiastical courts was
exconmuni cation fromthe congregation. And they used that power against people who didn't attend
church often enough.

When the door of the robing roomhad cl osed behind him John couldn't help it. He danced a
little jig all around the room singing a childish ditty as he did.

Then he renenbered what he had seen Alvin Smth do, and his npbod sobered at once.

He sat in the plush chair and tried to understand what he had seen. John had never believed in
knacks that defied natural |aw, but now he realized that he had come to believe this, not because
they didn't exist, but because no one would dare to use such powers in New Engl and, where you
could hang for it. The witch aws were wong, not because such powers were wholly imagi nary, but
because they didn't necessarily conme from Satan. O did they? Had he crippled the witchcraft | aws
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at the very noment when he had proof that they were necessary?

No. Cooper m ght not have prevailed with his notions, but his point was well taken. It was only
the falsified testinony of the witchers that showed any invol venent of Satan wi th knacks. Wt hout
the witchers, knacks were just inborn talents. That sone of themwere extraordinary did not mean
that the possessor of such a knack was either evil or good. Nor was there any evidence that the
witch | aws had ever been used agai nst peopl e whose hi dden powers were truly dangerous. It was
obvious that if Alvin Smith had not wi shed to be confined, no jail could have held him Therefore
only those whose knacks were relatively nild and harm ess could ever have been convicted and
hanged. It was a law that did nothing it was intended to do. It protected no one and harned many.
It would be good to be rid of it.

In the nmeantinme, though, there was Alvin Snmith. Wat a strange young man! To wal k away fromhis
own trial because he thought his |lawer was going to get himoff by hurting society at |arge-- was
he really that altruistic? Did the good of the people nean nore to himthan his own good name? For
that matter, why had he stayed? John knew wi t hout asking. Just as Hezeki ah had begged himnot to
I et any harmconme to Purity, so also had Alvin stayed for the trial specifically in order to link
Purity's fate to his own. But no matter what happened, Purity wasn't going to hang. Alvin had the
power to see to that.

But that wasn't enough for Verily Cooper. Saving his friend, saving this girl, that wasn't
enough. He had to save everybody. John understood the inpulse. He had it hinself. He had been
thwarted in it, and it hurt himto fail. Not like it hurt Hezekiah Study, of course. But at |ong
| ast, Cooper had brought them both a chance to redeemtheir past failures. It was a good gift.
Cooper m ght be too clever for his own good, but he used it in a good cause, which was nore than
could be said for many clever men.

Knacks. Alvin Snmith could shed iron like nelting butter. What is nmy knack? Do | have one?
Per haps ny knack is just to hold on ny course whether it seens to be taking nme anywhere or not.

St ubbor nness. That could be a gift of God, couldn't it? If so, | daresay |'ve been blessed with
far nore than ny share. And when God judges ne soneday, he'll have to admit | didn't bury ny
talent. | shared it with everyone around nme, much to their consternation.

John Adans had a good | augh about that, all by hinself.

Chapter 14 -- Revolt

No sooner was Alvin out of the courtroomthan he began to run, long loping strides that would
carry himto the river. No greensong helped himat first, for the town was too built up. Yet he
was scarcely wearied when he reached the place where Arthur, Mke, and Jean-Jacques were just
awakening fromtheir | ate-afternoon naps. For a nonment they wanted to show hi m what Jean-Jacques
had painted, but Alvin had no time for that.

"I was in court and | couldn't pay attention to half that folderol, and ny m nd wandered to
Margaret and there she was, her heart beating so fast, | knew sonething was wong. She was
spelling big letters in mdair. Help. And | | ooked around her and there was Calvin lying on the
floor of an attic in Canelot, and he's in a bad way."

Jean-Jacques was all synpathy. "You nust feel so helpless, to be so far away."

M ke Fink hooted with | aughter. "Alvin ain't all that hel pl ess wherever he is."

"It neans we're going to part conpany with you, Jean-Jacques," Alvin said. "O rather, sone of

us are. Arthur, you're coming with me."
Arthur, who had been on tenterhooks waiting to hear the plan, now grinned and rel axed.

"Mke, 1'd appreciate it if you' d go on into town and neet Very. He'll have that Purity gir
with him | reckon, or I'll be surprised if he don't. So if you'd tell himthat he and you and her
and Jean-Jacques here, you should all head for the border of New Ansterdam | figure we can join
up i n Philadel phia when |I'm done with whatever it is Margaret wants ne to do."
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"Where?" asked M ke. "Philadel phia's a big place.”
"M stress Louder's rooning house, of course."

"What if she don't got roon®"

"Then |l eave word with her where you'll be. But she'll have room" Alvin turned again to Jean-
Jacques. "It's been a pleasure, and |'mproud to know a nman with such a knack for painting, but
I"mtaking Arthur and we got nobody to hold the birds still for you now "

"So what | do now?" said Jean-Jacques. "I make you angry when | kill the bird and stuff it. My
career is over if | do not kill the bird."

Alvin | ooked at Arthur Stuart. "I got to tell you, Arthur, | got no problemwith himkilling a

bird now and then for the sake of fol ks studying his paintings.”
Art hur stood there | ooking down at the ground.
"Arthur, it ain't like |l got alot of tine here," said A vin.

Arthur | ooked up at Jean-Jacques, then at Alvin. "I just got to know one thing. Does a bird have
a soul ?"

"Am | a, how you say, th, ol ogi en?"

"I just-- if a bird dies, when it dies, when you kill it, what happens to it? Is it conpletely
dead? Or is there sone part of it that..."

Arthur stood there with tears beading up on his cheeks. Alvin reached out to hug him but Arthur
pull ed away. "I ain't asking for a hug, dammt, |'m asking for an answer!"

"I don't know about that," said Alvin. "What | see is |like a little fire inside every living
thing. Humans got a big bright one, nost of them anyway, but there's fire |ike that in every
animal. The plants, too, only the fire is spread out all through the plant, not just in one place
like it is with the animals. Margaret sees sonething like that, she says, only she don't catch
much nmore than a glinpse of what's in the animals, like the shadow of a fire, if you get ny drift.
Now i s that heartfire a soul? I don't know. And what happens to it after a body dies? |I don't know
that either. | knowit ain't in the body anynore. But | know sonetines the heartfire can | eave the
body. Happens when |I'm doodl ebuggi ng, part of it goes out of ne. Does that nean that when the
body's dead the whole thing can go? | don't know, Arthur. You're asking ne what | can't tell you."

"But it might, you can say that, can't you? It might live on, I mean if humans do it, then birds
m ght too, right? Their heartfires may be snmaller but that don't nean they'll burn out when they
die, does it?"

"I reckon that's good thinking," said Alvin. "I reckon if anybody lives on after death-- and
think they do, mnd you, |I just ain't seen it-- then why not birds? Heartfire is heartfire,
shoul d think, |essen sonebody tells ne different. Is that good enough?”

Arthur Stuart nodded. "Then you can kill a bird now and then, if you got to."

Jean- Jacques bowed in salute to Arthur. "I think, M. Stuart, that this was the question you
really wanted to ask ne fromthe start. Back in Phil adel phia."

Arthur Stuart |looked a little enbarrassed. "Maybe it was. | wasn't sure nyself."

Alvin rubbed Arthur's tight-curled hair. Arthur ducked away. "Don't treat nme like a baby."

"You don't like it, get taller," said Alvin. "Long as you're shorter than me, |'mgoing to use
your head to scratch an itch whenever | feel like it." Alvin touched the brimof his hat in salute
to M ke and Jean-Jacques. "I'll see you in Philadel phia, Mke. And Jean-Jacques, | hope to see you

agai n someday, or at |east to see your book."
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"I prom se you your own copy," said Jean-Jacques.

"I don't like this," said Mke. "I should be with you."

"I prom se you, Mke, I'mnot the one in danger down there."

"I't's a blane fool thing to do!" said M ke.

"What, | eave you behi nd?"

"Heal i ng Calvin."

Al vin understood the | ove that pronpted these words, but he couldn't |eave the idea unanswered.
"M ke, he's ny brother."

"I"'mnore brother to you than he ever was," said M ke.

"You are now," said Alvin. "But there was a tinme when he was ny dearest friend. W did
everything together. | have no nenories of ny childhood without himin them or scarcely any."

"So why doesn't he feel that way?"

"Maybe | wasn't as good a brother to himas he was to ne," said Alvin. "Mke, I'Il come back
safe.”

"This is as crazy as it was you going back to jail."

"I wal ked out when | needed to," said Alvin. "And now |'ve got to get noving. | need you to get
Jean- Jacques out of New England w thout getting deported as a Catholic, and Verily and Purity need
sonmebody who isn't ga-ga with love to make sure they eat and sleep.”

Arthur Stuart solemly shook hands with M ke and Jean-Jacques. Al vin hugged them both. Then they
took off at a jog, the man | eading, the boy at his heels. In a few nmnutes the greensong had them
and they fairly flew through the woods along the river.

* k *

"He's coming," said Mrgaret
"\Were he be, you say?" asked @ullah Joe.

Qut side, they heard the sound of galloping horses. The singing and wailing fromthe slave
quarters had grown nore intense as the sun set and darkness gat hered.

"I can't tell," said Margaret. "He's in the nmidst of the nusic. Running. He noves |ike the w nd.
But it's such a long way."

"W tell folks what you say," said Denmark, "but this be too hard for them The anger, it cone
so fast to them | hear sone tal king about killing their Wite folks tonight in their beds. | hear
themsay, Kill themthe Wite babies, too, the children. Kill themall."

"I know," said Margaret. "You did your best."

"They be other ones, too," said Gullah Joe. "No name come back a-them Enpty like him Mre
enpty. They die. He kill them™

Mar garet | ooked down at Calvin's body. The young man's breath was so shall ow that now and then
she had to check his heartfire just to see if he was alive. Fishy and Denmark's woman were tendi ng
hi m now, so Margaret could rest, but what good did washing himdo? Maybe they were keeping the
fever down. Maybe they were just keeping himwet. They certainly weren't keepi ng hi mconpany, for
he had | apsed i nto unconsci ousness hours ago and all his futures had cone down to just a handfu
that didn't lead to a miserable death here, tonight, in this place.

"Why he no fix up, hinP" asked Gullah Joe. "He strong."
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"Strong but ignorant," said Margaret. "My husband tried to teach him but he refused to | earn
He wanted the results wi thout practicing the method."

"Young," said Gullah Joe.

"I learned when | was young," said Denmark

"You never be young," said Gullah Joe.

Dennark grinmaced at that. "You right, Gullah Joe."

"Your wife," said Margaret.

Denmark | ooked at the slave woman he had bought and rui ned. "She never let ne call her that."

"She never told you her nane, either," said Margaret.

Denmark shook his head. "I never call her by no slave name. She never tell nme her true name. So
I got no nane for her."

"Woul d you like to speak that name? Don't you think that in her present state, she'd like to
hear soneone call her by nane?"

"When she be in her right mnd she don't want nme to," said Dennark.
"Slavery nmakes peopl e do strange things," said Margaret.
"l never was a slave," said Dennark.

"You were, all the sane," said Margaret. "They fenced you around with so many |laws. W is nore
a slave than the man who has to pretend he's a slave to survive?"

"That didn't nake ne do that to her."

"I don't know," said Margaret. "OF course you made your own choices. You tried to find a wife in
just the way your father did-- you bought one. Then you found yourself in a corner. You thought
murder was your only hope. But at the last nonent you couldn't do it."

"Not the |last nonment,"” said Denmark. "The npnent after."”

"Yes," said Margaret. "Alnost too late."

"Now | live with her every day," said Dennark. "Now who own who?"

"Al that anger outside-- what if they kill? Do you think they're nurderers?"
"You think they not?" asked DennarKk.

"There has to be somet hi ng between nurder and innocence. |'ve seen the darkest places in
everyone's heartfire, Denmark. There's no one who doesn't have nenories he wi shes he didn't have.
And there are crines that arise from- fromdecent desires gone wong, fromjustified passions
carried too far. Crines that began only as nistakes. |'ve | earned never to judge people. O course
| judge whether they're dangerous or not, or whether they did right or wong, how can anyone live
wi t hout judging? What | nmean is, | can't conderm them A few, yes, a few who |love the suffering of
others, or who never think of others at all, worthless souls that exist only to satisfy
thensel ves. But those are rare. Do you even know what |'mtal king about?”

"I know you scared," said Denmark. "You tal k when you scared."

"We're safe enough here," said Margaret. "I'mjust... what you did to your wife, Dennmark. Do you
think I haven't thought of doing that to someone? An eneny? Soneone who | know will soneday cause
the death of the person | |ove nost, the person |'ve |loved ny whole life, from chil dhood up.

know t hat desperate feeling. You have to stop him And then you see the chance. He's hel pless. Al
you have to do is let nature take its course, and he's gone."
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"But you call your husband," said Denmark. "You wave your arnms and nake letters in the air.
Sonehow he see that."

"So | chose to do the right thing," she said.
"Li ke me," said Denmark.

"But maybe | chose too late," she said.
Denmar k shrugged

"Maybe. It ain't all work out yet."

"All these people thirsting for vengeance. What will they choose? Wien will it be too late for
then? O just in time?"

A new sound. Marching feet. Margaret ran to the window The King's Guard, marching in Bl ackt own.

"Damm fool they," said Gullah Joe. "What we do here in Bl acktown? Wio we hurt? They scared of
us, they no renmenber they gots them Bl ack people hate them in they house, they wait down the
stair, Wiite man sleep, up the stair they go, cook she got she knife, gardener he got he sickle,
butler he break himw ne bottle, he got the glass, the edge be sharp. When they bl ood paint the
wal I's, when they body enpty, who the Black man put on that tall hat? Wo the Bl ack woman wear the
bl oody dress?"

The images were too terrible for Margaret to bear. She had already seen them herself, in the
bl azing heartfires of angry slaves. Wat Cullah Joe inmagi ned, she had seen down ten thousand paths
into the future. Until Calvin tore up the name-strings, that future hadn't shown up anywhere. She
couldn't predict it. Calvin had the power to change everything w thout warning. Margaret was
unaccustoned to surprise. She didn't know how to deal with a situation that she hadn't had tine to
wat ch and think about.

She wal ked away, into a corner of the room She began to pray.

But she couldn't keep her nmind on the words of her prayer. She kept thinking of Calvin. As if
she didn't have enough to worry about. Wasn't it just like Cal? Set |oose forces that could cause
the deaths of thousands of people, and he was going to lie there dying through it all

As for @il lah Joe and Denmark, she hadn't the heart to tell them but the likeliest future,
whet her the slave revolt happened or not, was that the King and his men would be | ooking for the
person who planned the revolt. It had to be a conspiracy. It couldn't be nere chance that in the
nmorning the entire slave popul ati on of Canel ot was docile, and suddenly by nightfall they were
keening and howing in every house. There had to be a plot. There had to be a signal given. It
wasn't hard to find slaves who, under torture, would nention the taker of nanes. And others who
woul d point himout. The nmasternm nd of the conspiracy, that's what they'd call him They'd call it
Denmar k Vesey's War, as if it was war to have fam lies nmurdered in their sleep, and then every
third slave in Canel ot hanged in retribution, while Denmark Vesey hinmself would be drawn and
quartered, and the pieces of himhung on poles in Blacktown, |est anyone forget.

She hadn't the heart to tell himthat. Nor did it matter, in the end, for one thing was certain
in Denmark's heartfire: If this happened to him he would believe that he deserved it, for the
sake of what he did to his wonman.

Cal vin. Again he kept intruding in her thoughts. Sonething about Calvin. What? He can't heal
hi nsel f, so what is he good for?

For sonething that he does know how to do

Mar garet got up from her prayer and rushed to Qullah Joe. "You' ve done this before, Qullah Joe
I've heard the stories, |'ve seen themin the slaves' nenories, |egends of the zonmbi, the walking
dead. "

"l no do that," said Gullah Joe.
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"I know, you don't do it on purpose, but there he is, dead but alive. There nust be sonething
you have, sonething in your tools, your powders, that can wake himup. Just for a little while."

"Wake himup, then he die faster," said Gullah Joe.

"I need him To save the people he did this to."

"He no heal himown body," said Gullah Joe scornfully.
"Because he doesn't know how. But he can do sonething."

Gul lah Joe got up and went to his jars. Soon he had a m xture-- a dangerous one, to judge from
the way he never |et any of the powders touch his skin and | ooked away when m xing so as not to
breathe in any of the dust. Wwen it was mxed, he poured it through a hole in a snmall bell ows,
then plugged the hole tightly. Even at that, he wetted down cloths for the rest of themto breathe
through, in case any dust got loose in the air

Then he took the bellows, put the end in one of Calvin's nostrils, then waxed the other nostri
closed. "You," he said to Dennmark. "Hold himnouth cl osed."

"No," said Denmark. "I can't do that. That too much like drowning him"
"I'll do it," said Margaret.
"What you tell husband then, this go bad?"

"It's nmy fault anyway," said Margaret. "I told you to do it."

"I doit, maam" said Fishy. "I do this."

Mar gar et stepped back. Fishy got one hand under Calvin's jaw and the other atop his head.
"I say go, you close himtight the mouth,"” said Gullah Joe.

Fi shy nodded.

"o, "

She cl anped Calvin's nouth shut. Calvin feebly resisted, desperate for breath. Nothing came in
except a thin streamof air around the nipple of the bellows. Gullah Joe slanmed the bell ows
together just as Calvin inhal ed desperately. A cloud of dust energed from around the bell ows.
Gul l ah Joe was ready for it. He picked up a bucket of water and doused Calvin with it, catching
and settling the dust at the sane tine.

Calvin jerked and twitched violently. Then he sat up, pulling away from Fishy's grip, tearing
the bell ows and the wax out of his nostrils. Then he choked and coughed, trying to clear his
| ungs.

He | ooked no healthier. Indeed, patches of his skin were sloughing off, sliding |ike rotten
fruit thrown against a wi ndow. But he was alert.

"Calvin, listen to me," Margaret said

Calvin only choked and gasped.

"The sl aves are about to revolt. It has to be stopped. Alvin's too far away, | need your help!"
Calvin wept. "I can't do nothing!"
"Wake up!" Margaret shouted at him "I need you to be a man, for once! This isn't about you

this isn't about Alvin, it's about doing the decent thing for people who need you."

Sonme of what she was saying finally penetrated Calvin's hazy mind. "Yes," he said. "Tell ne what

to do."
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"Something to take their minds off their anger," she said. "What we need is a heavy storm Wnd
and rain. Lightning!"

"I can't do lightning."
"How do you know you can't?"

"Cause | grew up trying." He | ooked down at his hand. The bare bone of one finger was exposed.
"Margaret, what's happening to nme!"

"You were too long out of your body," she said. "Alvin's hurrying here to save you."
"He don't want to help ne, he wants ne dead!"

"Stop thinking about yourself, Calvin!" she said sternly. "I need sonething that feels like a
force of nature.”

"I can do fires. | can set the city on fire."
As he spoke, a couple of tiny flanes danced around on the fl oor beside him

"No!" cried Margaret. "Good heavens, are you insane? The slaves will be blamed for setting the
fires, it would nmake everything even worse! Not fire."

"I don't know how anything works," Calvin said. "Not deep enough to change it. Alvin tried to
teach ne but all |I wanted was the showy stuff." He wept again. Margaret had to seize his wists to
keep himfromrubbing the skin off his face.

"Cet control of yourself,'

she said. She turned helplessly to Gullah Joe. "lIsn't there sonething-

Gul I ah Joe | aughed madly. "I tell you! No good this way! Zonbi no good! Al he think be, | so
dead! He be sad, all sad, him"

"What about the water?" she asked Calvin. "I know you and Alvin played with water, he told ne.
Making it splash without throwing in a stone-- that's a game you played. Remenber ?"

"Big splash,” he said

"Yes, that's right. Make it splash out there. In the river, really big splashes. Slosh the water
up on the shore. Make it flood."

"All we did was little splashes," said Calvin.

"Well this tine do a big one!"™ Margaret shouted, her patience wearing thin. If, in fact, she had
any patience left at all.

"I try, 1UID try, 111 try." He cried again.

"Stop that! Just do it!"

She felt soneone kneel down beside her. Fishy? No, Denmark's wife. She had a danp cloth. Gently
she pressed it against Calvin's forehead. Then his cheek. She nunbl ed sonething unintelligible,
but the nusic of it was calmand conforting. Calvin closed his eyes and began trying to nmake the
water in the river splash

Margaret al so cl osed her eyes and cast about for heartfires near the river. She skipped from one
to another, up and down the shore, on the north side of the peninsula and the south. No one was
| ooking toward the water. They were all watching inland, fearful of the howing fromthe slaves.

Then one of themnoticed that the boats were rocking in the water. Masts tipped, then tipped
back again. He | ooked out at the water. Wave after wave was comng, as if fromgiant stones
falling, or perhaps sonething pulsing deep under the water. Each wave was higher than the one
bef ore. They began breaking onto the docks.
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More and nore people were seeing the waves now, and those near the water began to run farther
i nl and. The waves were comng up onto the streets, formng rivers that flowed over the
cobbl estones. Farther inland the water canme until it was streaning across the peninsula. Ships
battered against the dock and began to break into kindling. People ran screamnming through the
streets, pounding on doors, begging to be let inside.

And the sl aves al so pounded on the doors. Were a noment before all they could think of was
mur der and vengeance, now in their groundfloor quarters a new passion had taken hold: to get to
the first floor before this flood drowned them Wave after wave swept through the slave quarters.
The howl i ng and singing stopped, to be replaced by a cacophony of panicked cries.

Many of the Wiites, seeing the flood, opened the doors and let their slaves, now chastened and
afraid, come up to safety. Others, though, kept the doors |ocked, and nore than one discharged a
weapon through the door, warning the slaves to stay back

There were no nore thoughts of killing the Wiite fanmlies they worked for. Already the sl aves
were telling the stories that made sense to them "God be telling us, Thou shalt not kill, or |
send a flood Iike Noah!" "Lord, | don't want to die!" Terror took the place of rage, danped it

down, swept it out, drowned it, for the nonment, at |east.
"Enough," said Margaret. "You did it, Calvin. Enough."

Calvin sobbed in relief. "That was so hard!" He |ay back down, rolled over, curled up and wept.
O rather, tried to curl up. As he dragged his |legs across the floor, his right foot was pulled
away from his body. Margaret gagged at the sight. But Denmark's woman reached down, picked up the
foot, and put it in place at the end of the damaged | eg.

"He just about dead," said Dennmark.

"No," mpoaned Margaret. "Ch, Calvin, not now, not when you finally did something good."
"That the best time a-die," said Fishy helpfully. "You get in heaven."

Margaret turned again to Gullah Joe.

"No | ook nme, you!" he said. "I do all you say, |ook what happen!"

"What if he sent out his doodl ebug agai n? Li ke before? Even if he dies, can't you hold on to it?
Keep it fromgetting away?"

"What you think I be? | a witchy man! You want God, hinml"
"You held himcaptive before. Do it again! Try it!"

Even as she insisted, she could see the paths of the future change. Wen she finally saw one in
which Calvin was still alive at dawn, she shouted at him "That's it! Do that!"

"Do what ?"

"What you were thinking! R ght when | shouted.”

Gul ah Joe threw up his hands in despair, but he set to work, making Denmark and Fi shy help him
nmovi ng charnms into a new circle, then putting an open box in the mdst of it. "Tell himgo in box.
Put hi mwhol e self in box."

"Did you understand him Cal vin?"

Cal vin npaned in pain.

"Send out your doodl ebug! Let himcatch it and save it. It's your only chance, Calvin! Send your
doodl ebug to Gullah Joe, go into the box he's holding. Do it, Calvin!"

Panting shallowy, Calvin conplied as best he could. Gullah Joe kept tossing a fine powder into
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the circle. It wasn't till the tenth throw that he shouted. "You see that? Part himgo in! Look a-
that!"

Anot her cast of the powder, and this tine Margaret al so saw the spark
"All bright him Inside, go all inside!"

"Do it, Calvin. Your whole attention, put it inside that box. Everything that's you, into the
box!"

He stopped noaning. He rolled onto his back, his eyes staring straight up
"He's done all he can do!" cried Margaret. "He's exhausted."

"He dead," said Fishy.

Qul lah Joe slamed the lid on the box, turned it upside down, and sat on it.
"You hatching that?" asked Fishy.

"Inside circle, inside ny hair." Gullah Joe grinned. "This time he no get out!"
"Al'l right, Alvin," Margaret nurnured. "Come quickly."

She | eaned back agai nst Dennark's wife, who knelt behind her |ike a cushion. "I'mso tired," she
sai d.

"We all sleep now, " said Denmark.
"Not ne," said Cullah Joe.

Mar garet cl osed her eyes and | ooked out into the city again. The water was cal magain and the
pani ¢ had di ed down, but the revolt was over for the night. Killing had been driven out of the
hearts of the Bl acks.

But now t he thought of killing was showing up in other hearts. Wiites were rushing to the
pal ace, demandi ng that someone find out who started the plot. It had to be a plot, all the slaves
starting up at once. Only the miracul ous intervention of the waves had saved them Do sonet hing,
they demanded. Catch the ringl eaders of the revolt.

And King Arthur listened. He called in his advisers and listened to them Soon there were
questioners in the streets, directing groups of soldiers as they gathered Bl acks for questi oning.

How | ong? thought Margaret. How | ong before Dennmark Vesey's name cones up?
Long before dawn.

Margaret rose to her feet. "No tine for rest now," she said. "Alvin will cone here. Tell him
what you've done. Don't harmCalvin's body in any way. Keep it as fresh as you can."

Gul lah Joe rolled his eyes. "Were you go?"

"It's time for ny audience with the King."

* % %

Lady Ashworth spent the entire rebellion throwing up in her bedroom The flood, too. For her
husband had found out about her liaison with that boy-- slaves who had once been docil e now
suddenly seened to take relish in sowi ng di ssension between her and Lord Ashworth. In vain did she
plead that it was only once, in vain did she beg for forgiveness. For an hour she sat in the
parlor, trenmbling and weepi ng, as her husband brandi shed a pistol in one hand, a sword in the
other, one of which he would set down fromtine to time in order to take another swi g of bourbon.

It was only the howing of the slaves that broke off his drunken, nurderous, suicidal ranting.
This was one house where none of the Blacks wanted to brave a crazed Wiite nman with a gun, but he
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was all for shooting themanyway if they didn't shut up and stop all that chanting and noani ng. As
soon as he left her alone, Lady Ashworth fled to her room and | ocked the door. She threw up so
abruptly that she didn't have time to nove first-- her vomt was a snmear down the door and onto
the floor beneath it. By the tine the flood cane she had nothing left to throw up, but she kept

r et chi ng.

Wth the Blacks terrified and Lady Ashworth indi sposed, the only person able to answer
Margaret's insistent ringing at the door was Lord Ashworth hinsel f, who stood there drunken and
di shevel ed, the pistol still in his hand, hanging by the trigger. Margaret inmmedi ately reached
down and took the gun away from him

"What are you doi ng?" he demanded. "That's nmy gun. Who are you?"

Margaret took in the situation with a few probes into his heartfire. "You poor stupid man," she
said. "Your wife wasn't seduced. She was raped."

"Then why didn't she say so?"

"Because she thought it was a seduction.”
"What do you know about any of this?"
"Take me to your wife at once, sir!"

"Get out of ny house!"

"Very well," said Margaret. "You | eave me no choice. | will be forced to report to the press
that a trusted officer of the King has had a liaison for the past two years with the wife of a
certain plantation owner in Savannah. Not to nention the nunber of tines he has accepted the
hospitality of slaveowners who nake sure he doesn't have to sleep alone. | believe sexual congress
between White and Black is still a crine in this city?"

He backed away from her, raising his hand to point the gun at her, until he renenbered that she
had his pistol. "W sent you?" he said.

"I sent myself," she said. "I have urgent business with the King. Your wife is in no condition
to take me. So you'll have to do it."

"Business with the King! You want himto throw nme out of office?"
"I know the ringl eader of the slave revolt!"

Lord Ashworth was confused. "Sl ave revolt? Wen?"

"Toni ght, while you were threatening to kill your wife. She's a shall ow woman, Lord Ashworth,
and she has a nmean streak, but she's nore faithful to your nmarriage than you are. You night take
that into account before you terrify her again. Now, will you take ne to the King or not?"

"Tell me what you know, and I'Il tell him"

"An audience with the King!" denmanded Margaret. "Now "

Lord Ashworth finally stunbled into the realization that he had no choice. "I have to change
clothes,"” he said. "I'mdrunk."

"Yes, by all neans, change." Lord Ashworth staggered fromthe room
Margaret strode into the house, calling out as she went. "Doe! Lion! Were are you?"

She didn't find themtill she opened the door down to the ground floor. Half soaked in
fl oodwater, the slaves were as frightened and mi serable a group as she had ever seen. "Cone
upstairs now," she said. "Lion, your nmaster needs help dressing hinmself. He's very drunk, but I
have the gun." She showed himthe pistol. Then, certain that Lion had no nurder in his heart, she
handed the gun to him "I suggest you lose this and then don't find it for a few days." He carried
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the gun upstairs with him only dropping it into his pocket at the l[ast ninute.

"You sure he don't kill the nmaster?" asked Doe.

"Doe, | know you're a free wonan, but can you go to Lady Ashworth? As a friend. No harm w I |
come to you fromit. She needs conforting. She needs you to tell her that the man who had the use
of her was nore than a trickster. He forced her against her will. If she doesn't renmenber it that

way, it just proves how powerful he is."
Doe | ooked studious. "That a |long nessage, ma'am" she said.

"You renenber the sense of it. Find your own words."

* % %

King Arthur and his council had been neeting for an hour before Lord Ashworth finally bothered
to show up, and it was obvious he had been drinking. It was rather shocking and woul d have been a
scandal on any other night, but all the King could think about was that finally he was here,
per haps he coul d break the inpasse over what to do. Hotheaded John Cal houn was all for hangi ng one
out of every three slaves as an exanple. "Make themthink twi ce before they plot again!" On the
ot her hand, as several of the older nmen rem nded him one didn't seize one-third of the city's
nost val uabl e property and destroy it, just to make a point.

Lord Ashworth, however, did not seeminterested in the argunment. "I have soneone to see you," he
sai d.

"An audience! At atine like this!"
"She clains to know about the conspiracy.™

"We know about it already," said the King. "W have soldiers searching for the hideout right
now If they're wise, they' Il drown thenselves in the river before they let us take them"

"Your Majesty, | beg you to hear her."

The intensity of his tone, despite his drunkenness, was sobering. "Al right, then," said the
King. "For ny dear friend."

Margaret was ushered in, and she introduced herself. Inpatiently, the King got to the point at
once. "We know all about the conspiracy. Wat can you possibly add to what we know?"

"What | know is that it wasn't a conspiracy, it was an accident."

She poured out the story, keeping it as close to the truth as possible w thout announcing just
how powerful Calvin was before, and how hel pl ess he had becone. A young Wite nman of her
acquai ntance noticed a nman taki ng sonething fromeach slave that disenbarked. It turned out that
they were charns that held the slaves' true nanmes, along with their anger and their fear. Tonight
there had been an accident that destroyed the nanme-strings, and the slaves suddenly found
thensel ves filled with the | ong-hidden rage. "But the flood frightened it out of them and you'l
have no rebellion now "

"C aptrap," said Cal houn

Margaret | ooked at himcoldly. "The tragedy of your life, sir, is that despite all your
ambition, you'll never be king."

Cal houn turned red and started to answer, but the King raised a hand to silence him He was
quite a young man, perhaps younger than Margaret and there was an air of quiet assurance about him
that she rather |iked, especially since he seemed interested in what she had said. "All | want to
know," he said, "is the name of the one they call the taker of nanes."

"But you already know it," she said to him "Several w tnesses have told you about Dennmark
Vesey. "
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"Ah, but we know about hi m because of excellent investigative work. How do you know?"

"I know that he's innocent of any ill intent," she said.

A man handed the King a paper. "Ah, here it is,” the King said. "Your nane is Margaret Smth,
yes? Married to an accused slave thief. And you're here in Canmelot to neddle in our ancient
practice of servitude. Well, tonight we've seen where | eniency takes us. Do you know how nmany
slaves told us about plans to kill entire Wiite families in their sleep? And now | find that
there's a Wiite woman intimately involved with the conspirators.”

Wth sick dread, Margaret saw herself playing the leading role in some nasty futures in the
King's heartfire. She hadn't bargained on this. She should have probed into her own future before
conming to the King with wild-sounding stories about Blacks giving up their nanes voluntarily, for
saf ekeepi ng, and then getting them back suddenly. "You nust admit it sounds like a fable," the
Ki ng expl ai ned kindly.

"Your Mpjesty," said Margaret, "I know that there are those who urge you to punish this revolt
with brutality. You may think this is necessary to nmake your subjects feel secure in their hones,
but Your Majesty, extravagant neasures |like the one M. Cal houn proposes will only bring greater

danger down upon you."

"It's hard to inagi ne a nore hei nous danger than our servants turning their knives on us," said
Cal houn.

"What about war? What about bl oody, terrible war, that kills or injures or spiritually nains a
generation of young nen?"

"War ?" asked the King. "Punishing revolt will lead to war?"

"The rhetoric surrounding the issue of whether the western territories of Appal achee will be
slave or free is already out of hand. A whol esal e slaughter of innocent Black nmen and wonen will
outrage and unify the people of the United States and Appal achee, and stiffen their resolve that
slavery will have no place anmong them"

"Enough of this,"” said the King. "All you have succeeded in proving to ne is that you are part
of a conspiracy that nust include at | east one of the servants in the pal ace. How el se could you
know what John Cal houn's proposal is? As for the rest, when | need advice from an abolitionist
wonman on affairs of state, you're the very person I'Il call upon."

"Your Majesty," said Cal houn, "it's obvious this wonan knows far nore about the conspiracy than
she's letting on. It would be a mstake to I et her |eave so easily."

"What | know is that there is no conspiracy,"” said Margaret. "By all means, arrest me, if you're
prepared to bear the outcry that would follow "

"If we hang one slave in three, no one will be asking around about you." said Cal houn. "Now
arrest her!"

This last order was flung at the soldiers standing at the door. At once they strode in and took
Margaret by the arns.

"She'll confess soon enough," said Cal houn. "In treason cases, they always do."

"I don't like knowi ng about things like that," said the King

"Neither do |I," said another man's voice. It took a nonment for themto realize that it wasn't
one of the King' s advisers who spoke.

Instead, it was a tall man dressed |like a worki ngman on holiday-- clothes that were neant to be
somewhat dressy, but succeeded only in |ooking vaguely pathetic and ill-fitting. And beside him a
hal f - Bl ack boy two-thirds grown.

"How did you get in here!" cried several nmen at once. But the stranger answered not a word. He
wal ked up to Margaret and ki ssed her gently on the lips. Then he | ooked steadily into the gaze of
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one of the soldiers holding her by the arm Shuddering, he |let go of her and backed away. So did
the other sol dier.

"Well, Margaret," said the man, "it looks like | can't |eave you alone for a few mnutes."
"Who are you?" asked the King. "Her foreign-policy adviser?"
"1"'m her husband, Alvin Snith."

"I't was thoughtful of you to show up just as we've arrested your wife. No doubt you're part of
the conspiracy as well. As for this Black boy-- it's not proper to bring your slave into the
presence of the King, especially one too young to have been reliably trained."

"I came here to try to keep you fromnaking the mstake that will eventually take you off your
throne," said Margaret. "If you don't heed the warning, then | at |east am bl anel ess."

"Let's get her out of here," said Cal houn. "We' ve got hours of work ahead of us, and it's
obvi ous she needs to be interrogated as a nenber of the conspiracy. Her husband, too, and this
child."

Margaret and Alvin | ooked at each other and | aughed. Arthur, on the other hand, was too busy
gazing at the magnificence of the council roomto care nmuch about what was going on. He didn't
really notice the King until now, when Alvin pointed himout. "There you are, Arthur Stuart.
That's the man you were naned for. The King of England, in exile in the Crown Col onies. Behold the
maj esty of the crownSd head."

"Nice to neet you, sir," said Arthur Stuart to the King.

Cal houn's outrage reached a new level. "You dare to nock the King in this fashion? Not to
mention namng a Black child after himin the first place."

"Since you've already got ne hanged in your mind," said Alvin, "what harmwll it do if |
conmpound the crinme?"

"Conmpound nothing, Alvin," Margaret said to him "He's been warned that if he takes retribution
against this revolt that didn't even happen, killing slaves w thout reference to guilt or
i nnocence, it will lead to war."

"I have no fear of war," said Arthur Stuart. "That's when kings get to show their nettle."

"You're thinking of chess," said Margaret. "In war, everyone has their chance to bleed." She
turned to Alvin. "My nessage was delivered. It's out of ny hands. And your brother needs you."

Al vin nodded. He turned to the company surrounding him "Gentlenen, you may return to your
del i berations. | ran down here from New England this afternoon and | have no nore tine to spend
with you. Good evening."

Alvin took Arthur by one hand and Margaret by the other. "Make way pl ease,” he said.
The men bl ocking his path didn't nove.

And then, suddenly, they did. O rather, their feet did, sliding right out fromunder them
Al vin took another stride toward the door.

The King drew a sword. So did the other nen, though they had to get themfromthe wall where
they hung during the neeting. And two guards by the door drew pistols.

"Real |y, Your Mpjesty," said Alvin, "the essence of courtesy is that one nust allow one's guests
to |l eave."

Before he finished tal king, he already reached out to change the iron in the swords and the

pistols. To their horror, the arnmed nmen found their weapons dissolving and dribbling into pools of
cold wet iron on the floor. They dropped their weapons and recoil ed.
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"What are you, sir!" cried the King

"Isn'"t it obvious?" said Calhoun. "It's the devil, the devil's dam and their bastard son!"
"Hey," protested Arthur Stuart. "I may be a bastard, but |I'mnot their bastard."

"Sorry we have to be on our way so quickly," said Alvin. "Have a nice future, Your Mjesty."
Wth that, Alvin reached down, pulled the | ockset out of the nassive door, and then pushed gently
onit, making it fall away fromits dissolving hinges and land with a crash on the floor outside
the council room They wal ked away unnol est ed.

* k%
The stink of Calvin's dead body filled the attic when Margaret led Alvin and Arthur into the

pl ace. Alvin went at once to the corpse and knelt by it, weeping. "Calvin, | cane as fast as |
could."

"You want to cry," said Denmark, "cry for the dead."

"I already explained to himabout holding Calvin's heartfire in the box," Margaret said.

"I can't repair the body wi thout the heartfire init," said Alvin. "And it can't hold the

heartfire until it's repaired.”

"Do both at once," said Margaret. "You can do it, can't you, Qullah Joe? Feed the heartfire back
into the body, bit by bit?"

"You | ose you m nd?" asked Gullah Joe. "How many miracle you want toni ght?"

"Il just do ny best,"” said Al vin.

He worked on Calvin's body for three hours. No sooner did he start in on one repair than the one
he just conpleted started to decay again. Wrking steadily and nethodi cally, though, he was able
to get the heart and brain back into working order. "Now, " he said.

Gul l'ah Joe slid off the box, carried it close to Calvin's body, and opened it.

Alvin and Margaret both saw the heartfire leap into the body. The heart beat convul sively. Once.
Twi ce. Bl ood noved through the collapsing arteries. Alvin paid no heed to that problem- it was
the lungs he had to repair now, quickly, instantly. But with the heartfire inside the body, it
becane far easier, for now he could make a pattern and the body would inmtate it, passing the
i nformation along through the Iiving tissues. A half-ruined di aphragm contracted, then expanded
the lungs. The bl ood that punped feebly through the body now bore steadily increasing anmounts of
oxygen.

That was only the begi nning. Dawn had fully come before Alvin's work was done. Cal vin breathed
easily and normally. The flesh had heal ed, | eaving no scars. He was as cl ean as a newborn.

"What | see this night," said @Gullah Joe. "Wat god you be?"
Alvin shook his head. "Is there a god of weariness?"
Soneone started poundi ng on the door downstairs.

"Ignore them" said Margaret. "There are only two of them They won't break in until there are
nore soldiers to back themup."

"How | ong do we have?" asked Al vin.
"Not long," said Margaret. "I suggest we |eave now. "
"I's there no rest for the devil ?" asked Al vin.

"You a devil too?" asked Gull ah Joe.
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"That was a joke," said Alvin. "Margaret, who are these peopl e?"

"Ti me enough to explain on the road." Margaret turned to the others. "It's not safe for you to
stay here, Denmark, Gullah Joe. Come away with us. Alvin can keep you safe until you're in the
North, out of this miserable place." She turned to Fishy and Denmark's wife. "You aren't in the
same danger, but why should you stay? We'll take you north with us. If you like, you can go on to
Vigor Church. O Hatrack River." Margaret |ooked at Gullah Joe and smled. "I'd |like to see what
all the knackish folk in Hatrack R ver woul d nake of you."

Denmark tugged at Alvin's sleeve. "Wat you done for your brother. Raise himfromthe dead. \Wat
about ny wife?" He brought her forward.

Alvin closed his eyes and studied her for a few nonents. "It's an old injury, and it's al
connected with the brain. | don't know Let's get away fromhere, and when we're safely in the
North, 1'Il do what | can."

They all agreed to come al ong. Wat choice did they have? "Can't you take all us?" asked Fi shy.
"All the slave in this place, take us!"

Margaret put her armaround Fishy. "If it was in our power, we'd take them But such a |large
group-- who woul d take so nmany thousands of free Blacks all at once? W'd bring themnorth, only
to have themturned away. You we can bring with us."

Fi shy nodded. "I know you nean to do good. It never be enough."

"No," said Margaret. "Never enough. But we do our best, and pray that in the long run, it wll
be enough.”

Alvin knelt again by Calvin, shook himgently, woke him Calvin opened his eyes and saw Al vin.
He [ aughed in delight. "You," he said. "You canme and saved ne."

Chapter 15 -- Fathers and Mthers

M ke Fink and Jean-Jacques Audubon waited a discreet distance away as Hezekiah Study led Verily
and Purity through the graveyard. The graves were located in a curious alcove in the wall of the
cenmetery. Purity knelt at her parents' graves and wept for them Verily knelt beside her, and

after a while she reached for Hezekiah and drew hi mdown with her as well. "You're all | have |left
of them" she said to Hezekiah. "Since | have no menories of my own, | have to rely on yours. Come
with us.”

"I'"ll travel with you as far as Phil adel phia," said Hezekiah. "Beyond that | can't promse."

"Once Alvin starts tal king about the Crystal City, you'll catch the vision of it," said Verily.
"I promse."

Hezeki ah smiled ruefully. "WIIl there be a need for an old Puritan mnister?"

"No doubt of it," said Verily. "But a scholar like you-- | think we'll have to tear you away
fromthe things you can learn there in order to get a sernmon out of you."

"My heart isn't much in sernonizing anyway," said Hezekiah. "I'mtired of the sound of ny own
mout h. "

"Then don't listen," said Purity. "Wiy should we m ss out on your sernpons just because you don't
want to hear then®"

They lingered near the graves for sone tinme. Only when they were leaving did it occur to Verily
how odd it was to have such an al cove enclosing just those two graves. Qtherw se the graveyard
wal | s marked out a sinple rectangle.
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Hezeki ah heard the question and nodded. "Well, you see, when they were buried, the wtcher
insisted the graves had to be outside the churchyard. Can't have witches in hallowed ground. Then
the witchers left, and all the nei ghbors who knew them and | oved them they tore down the wall at
that place, and laid out a new course, and now they're inside the wall of the churchyard after
all."

They stood on the south bank of the Potomac, waiting for the ferry to return to their shore to
carry themacross into the United States-- specifically New Sweden, which despite its name was now
al nrost as thoroughly English-speaking as Pennsylvania. A |long-legged waterbird swept down into the
water, elegant in its graceful passage froma creature of air to a creature of water.

"Too bad Audubon ain't here to tell us what bird that is," said Al vin.

Arthur Stuart took Margaret by the hand. "You were there,” he said. "You know. What kind of bird

was it that carried ne?"
Margaret | ooked at himin puzzlenent. "Wat do you nean?"

"I remenber flying," said Arthur. "Hour after hour, all the way north. Wat kind of bird was
t hat ?"

"It wasn't a bird," she said. "It was your nother. She knew sonme of the witchy lore that Gullah
Joe uses. She nmade wi ngs and she flew, carrying you the whole way."

"But | saw a bird," said Arthur
"You were a newborn," said Margaret. "How could you possibly remenber?”

"Wngs, so wide," said Arthur. "It was so beautiful to fly. | still dreamabout it all the
time."

"Your nother wasn't a bird, Arthur Stuart," said Margaret.
"Yes she was," said Arthur. "A bird in the air, and then a wonan when she cane to earth."

Al vin renmenbered now how a question had nagged at Arthur the whole time he was with Audubon, a
question that he could never quite frame in a way to get the answer he needed. Now Alvin had the
answer for him "She is waiting for you, Arthur Stuart," said Alvin. "Wth wings or wthout, your
nmot her bird is still alive, waiting for you when the tine cones."

Arthur Stuart nodded. "I think you're right," he said. "I feel her sonetines in the sky, so high
| can't see her, but she's |ooking dowmn and she sees ne." He looked to Alvin and Margaret for
reassurance. "That's not silly, is it?"

"They'd have to have a thousand angels watching her every minute in heaven," said Margaret, "to

keep your marma from wat chi ng over you."
Arthur Stuart nodded. "Wien | see her," he said, "that's when I'Il find out ny true nane."
"Al'l nanes are true on that day," said Alvin. "Wen we see each other for what we really are."

Margaret said nothing. She took no confort in thinking of a day of resurrection far in the
di stant future, for she had never seen that day in any heartfire. Al her visions ended, sooner or
later, in death. That's what was real to her

Real and yet not terribly inportant. She felt her own swelling abdonmen, where the baby's tiny
heartfire was growing. As long as she had enough tine to see this through, to bring this girl into
the world and rai se her to adulthood, she'd have no conpl ai nt when death cane for her

The ferry pulled in and the people fromthe New Sweden side di senbarked noisily. Alvin,
Margaret, and Arthur wal ked back to where Fishy, Qullah Joe, and Denmark and his wife waited for
them Fast as they were traveling, news had al ready reached them of nmass hangi ngs of rebel slaves
in Canel ot. They feared the worst-- John Cal houn's proposal to hang one in every three. But it
turned out to be only twenty.
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Only twenty.

In addition, a warrant had been issued for a scoundrel named Denmark Vesey, an illegally freed
hal f - Bl ack who had plotted the whole thing, neeting every slave ship that came to port. Well, that
woul d never happen again. Bl acktown was cl eaned out and the | aws concerning the novenents of
slaves without their nmasters were going to be tightened considerably. The days of soft treatnent
were over for the slaves of the Crown Col onies. They'd | earn who was boss.

Once the stories crossed the Potonac, however, they changed. The facts were the sanme, but now
the story was told with growi ng anger. Even Bl acks want to be free, that's what the Northerners
sai d. Whatever they m ght have planned, they didn't kill a single Wite. And now t he Crown
Col oni es are cracki ng down even harder on these poor souls. Enough. The line had to be drawn. No
slavery in the western territories. And no nore rights for Slave Finders in the United States.
Repudi ate the treaty. If the Congress we've got won't do it, then we'll elect one that will. Never
again will a human being on northern territory be the property of another man. People m ght not
know it yet, but this was the runor of war, and soon enough these seeds woul d bear fruit. Margaret
had spent nmany nmonths trying to forestall it. Now she knew that war was the only hope of ending
slavery. Dreadful as it might be, it was a war that had to be fought. And here in New Sweden, the
chatter of war was fromthe right side. It was her peopl e talking.

Over heari ng such conversation at a roadside inn, where the whole party could sit at a table
toget her, Black, Wite, and all in between, |led Denmark to | ean back in his chair, fold his hands
behi nd his head, and say, "It be good to be hone!"

Al'l along the road, Alvin worked steadily at trying to heal the damage to Denmark's wife.
Margaret assured himthat all her nmenories were still in her heartfire, sonewhere, hidden from
Mar gar et because they were hidden fromthe woman herself. It was slow, neticul ous work, healing
only a few nerves at a tinme, a fewtiny regions of the brain. But they could all see the
i nprovenent in her. She linped |less and | ess. Her hands becane nore deft. Her speech becane
cl earer. She renenbered nore and nore.

There came one norni ng when she woke up screaning froma terrible dream Fishy was with her, but

Denmark soon canme at a run. Wen he entered the room his wife |ooked up at himand said, "I dream
you try a-kill nme!"

Weepi ng, Denmark confessed his terrible sin to her, and begged forgiveness. "I not that nan no
nmore," he said

That healing, too, would be | ong and sl ow

The journey that Alvin had nmade in one night, running with the greensong to carry him al ong,
took themnore than a week at their leisurely pace. But it ended at last, on a famliar street in
Phi | adel phia. Arthur Stuart recognized the rooni ng house and ran on ahead. Soon M ke Fink rushed
out into the street to greet them followed nore slowy but no | ess happily by Verily, Purity, and
Hezeki ah. And when Alvin cane into the house, there was M stress Louder, covered in flour but not
to be restrained fromhuggi ng him She imedi ately adopted Margaret as her favorite daughter, and
fussed over the unborn baby so much that Al vin joked that M stress Louder thought she was the
not her .

Alvin and Margaret were given the best room the one with a bal cony overl ooki ng the garden. They
sat there that first evening, taking in the peace of their first night together in so |ong that
Alvin marvel ed al oud that the child had ever nanaged to get itself conceived.

"Let's not be apart again like that," said Margaret.
"Well, not to point the finger, but you were traveling as nuch as ne."
"Never again," said Margaret. "You won't be rid of ne."

Alvin sighed. "I never want to be rid of you, but | also want the baby to be safe. I'll take you
hone-- Hatrack or Vigor Church, whichever you want-- but |'ve got to go to a place in Tennizy
calling itself Crystal City."
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"Take me with you."
"And run the risk of you giving birth on the road? No thanks," said Alvin.

Margaret sighed. "All this wandering, all this separation, and what have we acconplished? The
war is still comng. And you still don't know how to use that plow of yours, or what the Crysta
Cty really is, or howto build it."

"I know a few things, though," said Alvin. "And nmaybe the nmain reason for all this travel wasn't
the tasks we had in nmind. Maybe it was those folks in the other roons. Denmark and Gullah Joe and
Fi shy and Denmark's lady-- | think we'll get themall to the Crystal Cty, in the end. And Purity
and Hezeki ah-- | think they'll come along, too."

"And Calvin," said Margaret. "He's changed."
"Couldn't bring hinself to travel with us, though."

"I think he's ashaned of what his carel essness set off back in Canelot," said Margaret. "But
he's steadier. His heartfire has a |ot of paths that |ead sonewhere. And..."

" And?"

She brought his hand up to her nmouth and kissed it. "And naybe | have ot her reasons to look into
the future with nore hope."

"l reckon now he owes his life to me, somewhat, he's got to think different."

"Well, don't count on gratitude. It's the nost fleeting of all human virtues. The change in him
has to run deeper than that. | think it was when he rai sed that wave to stop the slave revolt from
happeni ng. Thousands of |ives were saved when he did that."

Al vin chuckl ed.
"Way are you | aughi ng?"

"Well, | was on the road, but | was |ooking ahead. | saw himtrying to make a splash in the
water, like the old gane we played. But he was so weak, he wasn't up to it, he couldn't
concentrate.”

"So you did it," said Margaret.

"I't wasn't easy even for ne," said Alvin, "and | was healthy and experienced."
"Well, don't tell himthat he didn't nake that flood."

Alvin laughed. "And take away his one nmenory of doing sonething heroic? Not likely."
They sat a while longer in silence. Then Margaret patted her belly and sighed.
"VWhat ?"

"I was just thinking how nuch nmy nother woul d have | oved to be here. She set such store by
babi es. Lost a couple before I came al ong and nanaged to |ive through infancy."

"But your nmother is here," said Alvin. He reached over and laid his hand on her chest, over her
heart. "Every heartbeat, she put it there, she heard those heartbeats in the wonb, nmonth after
month. She's in your heartfire now, as you were in hers. That doesn't go away just because of a
little thing Iike death."

She smiled at him "I inmagine you' re right, A. You usually are."

He ki ssed her. They sat there a little while longer, till the npbsquitoes drove them back i nside.
They fell asleep clinging to each other, and even in their sleep they kept reaching out to touch
each other, for fear that one might have slipped away in the night. Mracul ously, they were still
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there in the nmorning, touching, breathing, hearts beating together; heartfires bright; lives
entwi ned.
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