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SOURCELESSLIGHT HLLED THE ROOM LIKEWATER....

The Dancer moved through that light, his body a darker gold, yet dso light; he moved in a dance of
Praise that was as much beyond description as it seemed beyond the reach of human movement.

For savera moments the Dancer continued as if he were unaware of Nov's ariva. Then he bowed
to Nov and wheded through an eccentric spird to the empty dtar, legpt on it, and sat cross-legged, his
hands on his knees. “Pan Nov,” he said, his voice multiple yet soft as a whisper. “What do you want of
U7’

Nov hadn't forgotten how his comrade had died; he hadn’t forgotten the Dancer freezing himin place
with a gesture. And behind his growing fury at the Dancer’s lack of action was a knot of fear colder than
the wind off the mountains. “Give me aday so | can get ready to move. Name a day, Dancer.”

Eyes like butter amber stared a him unblinking. Nov fdt sweat beading on his face, and fought to
breathe normdly. “A day,” the form said, the multiple voices stronger. “Let it be so. On the fourth day of
the Nijilic month Sarpamish, | will send men to you from the warrens of the South.”

Nov bowed, rdief making his knees shake. He wheded, walked briskly from the chamber. Two
weeks. It was just enough time to plan the attack.

“Letit be 0,” the Dancer whispered once Nov was gone. “The Sacrifice begins ....”
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What Has Gone Before:

Awakened from the tree dream, SERROI finds hersdf un-easy in the world where she once fit. From
the moment she was hersdlf again, the magic force that had faded from the world when she dept uses her
as afocus to flow back from wherever it had gone.

And the enemy comes forth. The Fetch troubles her deep, cdling her, cdling like a cdf to its dam.

As she joins a Company from the Biserica going on Ward to Marnhidda VVos of Cadander, thet flow
increases, turns to aflood as she heds. She spawns a vast aray of new life, nixies for the rivers, dryads
for the trees, arids, fauns, lamias, kamen who are souls of stone, Srens, and many many more. Children
are born with new talents. Old forces that had shdlled over and lay dormant wake again, arise to wak the
earth.

They reach Dander the night that Andla Vos, Marn of Cadander is killed in a bomb blast.
K'VESTMILLY VOS, her daughter, becomes Marn in her turn. With the help of the Company from the
Biserica, she takes firm hold of the rule and things seem to be going wel enough, but raiders in the hills
and an amy of attackers advancing across the southern plains complicate her life. And the Enemy is busy
inthe cities. While her forces are busy in the south fighting the invaders, the Cadander Pans (barons with
as-sorted holdings, some economic—as in control of dl shipping—some land based) turn on her; PAN
NOV (the leader) seizes and imprisons her. She escapes with the help of ADLAYR RYAN-TURRIY
(gyes of the Biserica, shape-shifter, mind speaker), ZASYA MYERS (mee of the Bisarica, Fire-born
chosen, mind speaker), and her consort CAMNOR HESLIN, and rides south to join the amy and the
Generd she has chosen, VEDOUCE PEN’'S HEIR.

Camnor Hedin is a descendant of Hem Hedin who was Domnor of the Mijloc and Serroi’s lover in
her fird life This Hedin is a big, clever man with a wonderful, deep voice and an equdly deep
undergtanding of the way minds work. K’vestmilly VVos chooses him as her Consort dthough, a that time
dheisin love with Vyzhamos Oram, a poet, and rebel againg his class who doesn't like her much and
has no idea of how she feds. She wants Hedin's inteligence and strength for her daughter; she likes him,
but at firg he does’t attract her—it was a choice of the mind, not heart or body.

As K'vesdmilly Marnhidda Vos rides from Dander, Vedouce Pen’'s Heir goes into bettle with the
invaders, wins a greet victory a a cost that would have been higher if Serroi weren't there to hed even
the most savagdy wounded. As the Marn nears the army, the Enemy dtrikes a it, Taking over hdf
Vedouce' s men; they turn on the others and try to daughter them. He rdlies the remnants of the army,
drives the Taken off intime to get K'vestmilly Vos safe in camp, then the Enemy breaks off the battle and


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\

draws the Taken back to Dander.

After consultation, Vedouce Pen's Heir decides to pull back to Oskland in the mountains and rebuild
his forces before he marches on Dander.

On the morning of the departure, wearing the Mask of the Marn, K’'vestimilly Vos speaks to the
weary, angry men, tdling them they have fought wel and will fight again, not only for her and the life
they’ ve known, but dso for the future of Cadander snce she is carrying a daughter, the next True Marn.

Prologue

Weary from the dreams that haunted her deep, Sarroi sat in the Summer Garden at OskHold,
watching the dryads dance and flirt with the gyes Adlayr Ryan-Turriy who lay stretched out by her feet,
hishazd eyes hdf-closed, his hands laced behind his head, his long black hair loose, the breeze fluttering
the fine ends; he was as relaxed as the huge fdine that was one of his dterforms.

Zasya Myers sat in the shade of a tree, a pile of doth-ing beside her, clever fingers making quick
work of dter-ations and repairs to bits of their meager wardrobe, most of it provided from the bins and
coffers of the Hold. Zarcadorn Pan Osk had offered sewing women to do that work, she'd rdinquished
some of it, but kept a part for hersdlf; having her hands busy rested her better than idle-ness. The breeze
blew her shoulder-length fair hair about her face. When the tickling annoyed her too much, she stopped
to tuck it behind her ears, then went back to her work, as contented for the moment as Adlayr.

The sprite Honeydew flitted from tree to tree, her face, ams, and har butter yelow with the pollen
she was eat-ing, gicky with the nectar she drank, the sun turning her tranducent wings to stained glass
glories

>><<

K’vesmilly Vos pulled in her sscomach, flexed the mus-cles in her legs, annoyed and bored with the
barganing that seemed to be going on forever between Zarcadorn Pan Osk and her Generd
Vedouce—no longer Pen’s Heir but Pan Pen since word had come of his father’s death. Vedouce was
himsdf again, worry dropped for the mo-ment; his wife and children had reached OskHold dive and
wdl, Hedin's warning catching them a breath before Nov’ s men came for them.

The Grand Hal was filled with light streaming down from windows high in the walls, painting patterns
on the long table from the lacy lead tracery that wound between eccentric glass shapes. Intricady
embroidered banners hung from galeries that ran around the upper part of the wals, drafts kegping them
in constant mation, patches of red and blue, green and purple and an abundance of gold thread glowing
as they caught the light, darkening as they retreated into shadow.

In and out of the lacework of light and shadow on the shining red-brown, wood of the counal table,
there was a scatter of bowls of diced fruit, wine jars, glasses, cha pots and cups, pads of paper and
gylos, jars of ink, and towels and bowls of warm water to wash off ink and juice. Hedivy was sanding
by the wdl, hdf logt in the shadows from the banners. Camnor Hedin sat a K'vestmilly’s left hand,
douched and slent. A short distance dong the table, the Mine Manager Kuznad Losyk and Osk’s High
Judge Chestno Dabyn sat saying nothing, their faces carefully blank as they listened to Vedouce Pen
arguing with their Pan.

Arguing. K’vestmilly touched the Mask. Two months ago there would have been no arguing about
support. Law, custom and the Marn’s Guard were more than enough to guarantee that. Now there was a
fdse Mask, a Fase Marn with thousands of the Taken to serve her. Her own army counted only five
hundred weary, worried men, she had no money (though, as far as she could tdl from reports out of
Dander, the Marn's Treasure was dill hid-den, waiting for her return), no base to move from, and a
facdess, frightening Enemy.

She didn’t count Nov, he was only atool. If he were the one behind this, she could call in Osk’s men
and Ank’s men, add them to her own, sweep down on the cit-ies and boot Nov and his minions to the



grangling post. But she couldn’'t be sure of anyone any longer; the Enemy could put out his hand and
Take others and start a new massacre. She didn't know why the Free were il free, what key explained
the Taken. And until she knew, she didn’'t dare move againg the cities. The Enemy. Mother Desth to the.
Dancer. The Fetch according to Serroi. Like a disease you picked up just breathing the air of a place.

She glanced at Hedin.

He saw the Mask turn, shook his head quickly, then looked down.

Hedin was right, of course. He aways was when it came to people and ther reactions. Zarcadorn
Osk was a Pan, loyd in his way, but he didn’t like foreigners on his homeground, he didn’t trust them,
dug them out as soon as he could in courtesy, and sent them down to Dander, traders and fugitives dike,
whoever came into his moun-tains. His people took thar cues from him and even K’vesmilly VVos was
looked at dant-eyed; the anointed Marn she might be, welcome she wasn't.

>><<

Treshteny came into the garden, eyes on the baby faun dancing before her, a tiny bright green
cresture whose curly horns reached only to her knee. The faun saw the dryads and ran to play with them,
Treshteny made her un-steady way through her time ghosts and sat on the bench beside Serroi. “Heder.”

Serrol touched the woman's arm. Out of curiosty she let the manyness of the timeseer’s vison
continue without fighting it to a solid whole.

The dryads showed no change even in the timesight, perhaps because as they themselves had told
her they had no dark seeds in them. She looked down. Adlayr was a weirdness so complex tha she
could make out few details except for a brief flash when he was a dolphin curled in a great leap. She
blinked, turned away and saw the trees, seed/sapling/maturity/degth, saw a portion of the wall, there/not
there/blurred with crawling patterns of moss and eroson/a ruined hegp of stones, saw Zasya as a
palimp-sest of infant to crone, saw lldas as a firestresk ... she concentrated and brought everything to
oneness, hdd it there until she fdt Treshteny’s arm move. She took her hand away and smiled at the
womean beside her. “Interest-ing.”

Treshteny looked fondly across a the faun who was chasang one of the smdler dryads across the
grass, she was ggdling and tossing handfuls of broshka petals over her shoulder a him, darting behind
trees, vanishing into zhula bushes in a shower of dark ydlow flowers. “It is better now that | have my son
Ydao.” Her eyes widened. “Your new children come.”

>><<

Camnor Hedin sghed and tapped his wineglass on the table. “Pan Pen. Pan Osk.” His deep voice
broke into the tense slence between the two big men. “Thereé s some-thing you should consider. How
long can the Sted Point mills keep going without more coa, more ore from the mines?’

Vedouce frowned, looked down at his hands. “Two weeks. No more than that. There's enough sted
stacked to fill orders for a while, but if they let the fires go out, they’re going to have one zhaggin’
miserable time getting those pizhes cooking again.”

“And the sand for the glasseries, some of that comes from pits in the Merrzachars, doesn't it? Along
with the minerds for coloring and the different sorts of glasses”

The annoyance at the interruption washed from Zarcadorn Osk’s face. He moved to the head of the
table, pulled out the Pan's Chair and settled init. “Hedin,” he said. “Marazhney said athing or two about
you. | see that she was right. How soon do you expect them to march on us?’

“It depends on what Nov knows about running a man-ufactory. Pan Pen?’

“He sgot Sko to tdl him. If he ligens” Vedouce wiped his hand across his face and looked deepy.
“He never did before. We probably have a month or so grace before he redizes he needs to get busy or
destroy a good part of Cadander’s wedth.”

>><<

The wal bulged, a long section of stone separated from the rest, took a crude manform and came
across the grass, the legs seeming to move, the arms to swing, but the whole process so strange it made



Serroi’s head ache—as if the creature’ s image moved forward, then its substance shifted into the image
with a ratcheting flux amost like the timeseer’ s palimpsest visons, layer upon layer lad down, thickening
the form, the process repeated over and over, a hundred and a hundred times a breath.

Adlayr scrambled to hisfeet, came to stand beside Serroi, his hand resting lightly on her shoulder.

She twisted her mouth, shook her head. “No need, gyes”

He watched the stoneman advance for another two bresths, then he shrugged and dropped to a
squat beside her.

Behind the firgt stoneman, the wall was whole and un-changed as if he had smply waded through it.
It bulged again afew breaths later, another soneman oozed free, then another and another. They crossed
space inther pe-culiar way and squatted lumpily in front of Serroi. In voices like the rock groans of an
indpient landdide, they said, Mama, claim us, too. You claimed the nixies. Claim us, too.

So | do. What do you call yourselves?

Kamen, Mama.

Kamen, my men. She bent forward, extended her hand. The firgd kamen closed his sony fingers
about hers, the same phase-jump flow insde form. Though the hand looked dumsy, it was gentle and
even warm. The kamen bowed, loosed her, and moved away to make room for the next.

>><L

K’vesmilly tapped her glass on the table; when she had thair attention, she said, “Nov has the Enemy
to provide men for im and the traitor Pans to squeeze for coin and kind. Have you talked to Treshteny?’

“Mad Treshteny?’ Zarcadorn Osk had very pae eyes, gray-blue, with littte more color in them than
the winter ice that lay about the Hold hdf the year; they narrowed into a measuring, skeptica squint.

“Usful Treshteny, my mother would have said. And Jestranos Oram. Never mind. What we need is
information, not guesses. Hedivy, come here.”

He came into the light reluctantly, his face shut down, his eyes dull and hdf closed. “Marn.”

“We came away with dl the communicators?’

“Asyou know, Marn.”

She amiled behind the Mask, spread her hands as her mother had in a trandation of that smile
“You've seen the Taken, so you know what to look for. Do you think you could dip into the cities
without getting your head collected?’

He shrugged. “I’ve done harder.”

“Zdra zdra, isit possible some of Oram’s agents went to ground and escaped Nov's thugs?’

“Could be. You want meto set up a network?’

“It wouldn't have to be elaborate. Just to let us know what's going on and warn us if there's an
ingathering of fighters. Something like you did with the Govaritzer aamy? She set two fingers on the base
of the wine glass, moved it dowly about on the table top, blurring wet cir-cles one into another. After a
moment she sighed and set-tled back in her chair. “ So. Are you willing to do that, Hedivy Starab?”’

He snapped thumb againgt forefinger. “When do you want meto start?’

“As s00n as you're ready. I'm going to use you hard, Hedivy. Oram cdled you his best agent.” She
let her hands amile once more. “You'll regret that before we're done. When you get back, I'm going to
send you out again, to finish the job hunting down the Enemy.”

>><L

A dappled gray horse with a creamy white mane and tall legpt over the high wal, dearing the top
with his hind legs tucked tight, landing so lightly that his hooves bardly bent the grass. Snorting and
whuffling, he walked to Serroi, nuzzled her hands, then moved off, tail switching, ears flicking, to graze on
the blossoms on the zhula bushes and the tender new growths at the ends of the twigs

Zasya set down her sawing, got to her feet, and angled obliquely toward him, meking soft tongue
sounds; he twitched, snorted, danced sdeways, went back to grazing, ignoring her as she edged closer
and findly touched his shoulder, moved her hand lightly up to his mane, digging her fingers in, scratching
as hard as she could, working clawed fingers down the curve of his neck. “Ah, you beauty, you love”



She chuckled as he leaned into her, hooking his head over her shoulder. “Yes, you are, yes ....”

He shook loose and danced away; a a comfortable dis-tance, he turned his head and looked at her,
hisdate gray eyes knowing and strange.

Zasya laughed a him. “I know you, Pook, do you think | wouldn't, after watching you jump a
twenty-foot wal? Hah!”

Arids drifted overhead, golden-winged fliers sculpted from ar and sunlight, teesng Honeydew,
swooping low to brush past Serroi’s head. Unlike the dryads and the nix-ies, even the kamen, they had
no voices, but they didn’'t seem to missthem.

Abruptly they rushed together into a fluttery knot, then were gone.

The dapple-gray snorted, back off afew paces, and went running at the wal. He pushed off from the
grass, rigng asif he had wings, cleared the top, and vanished.

The dryads mdted into ther trees, the faun trotted to Treshteny and huddled againg her leg,
Honeydew flut-tered to Adlayr and settled on his shoulder, dutching at his hair.

A swaying figure came from the trees and stopped on the edge of the sunlight, an immense serpent a
least thirty feet long with a woman's torso and a woman's heavy head; her powerful arms were folded
benegth large breasts. At times she was solid, at times a tranducent near-hdlucingtion. She stared at
Serroi for along, tense moment, then she, too, was gone.

>><<

The room high in the guest tower was filled with sun-light shimmering across tapestries bright with
color and onto smple furniture whaose beauty lay in the handling of the different woods it was made from.
K’vesmilly Vos stood at a window, Mask in her hand, looking down on the walled gardens filled with
bloom in this brief moun-tain summer. Behind her, Camnor Hedin sat at a table writing in a diary, his
gylo scratching without pause across the pages.

K’vesmilly turned from the window. “Thanks” she said.

Hedin looked up from diary and amiled, his dark blue eyes nearly logt in laugh wrinkles. “Timing is
dl,” he said.

She crossed to him, rubbed the back of her hand down the side of his face. “Taking about timing, |
want our daughter born in a Pevranamist surrounded by peace and prosperity.”

“Well do our best, Milenka. A little luck and alat of planning and maybe that can happen.”

1. In the Skafaree

Serrol wrung water from her skirt and grimaced as the doth dapped agang her legs when she
dropped it, the sound logt in the murmur of the surf and the hiss of wind-blown sand. A patchy fog
swirled round her ankles, lit into ghostwater by the Jewels of Anish low on the west-ern harizon. It was
only an hour before dawn and cold enough to start her teeth chattering.

Adayr crouched atop a high dune a step away, blend-ing with a mix of tal grasses and tangled
brush, Honey-dew snugged into a shirt pocket, protected by his cloak from the foggy damp. Hedivy was
further on, standing in the shadow of some scrub growing beside a rutted track that pardleled the shore.

The triangular black sall of the fishermen's boat that had dipped them into this shdlow cove on the
north end of Jelepakan was alow blot on a horizon turning pink with afterglow when Hedivy came back,
a Skafar behind him leading a bony vul hitched to a cart.

The Skafar dimbed on the plank that served as a driv-er's seat and sat there daring at the ground
while Adlayr pitched their gearsacs into the cart. Serroi stepped onto his hands and he threw her up, then
cimbed in after her. As soon as they were settled, Hedivy took his place on the plank beside the driver.
“Let'sgo.”

The man nodded, his ragged turban bobbing ungtably; he dapped the reins on the vul’s bony rear,
muttered, “Muhj’hj’hjh”

The cart started off dong a road that was modly ruts and short, wiry grasses, the vul’s hooves egrily



slent. The only sounds audible above the risng wind were a few dunks of wood againg wood and a
creak or two.

Serroi drew up the hood of her cloak and pulled the front pands around her legs, she sat hunched
over, her ams folded on her knees as the cart swayed dong. Traveling again, and who knows where
we'll end this time. This has to be a smuggler’s cart, those hooves are muffled and he's got the
axle greased to a whisper. Fetch. You haven’t been bothering me since | left OskHold. Does that
mean you're too busy? It gives me knots in the stomach when | think of what you're probably
doing. She dropped her head on her hands, thought about the weirdlings who were her children. From
the moment her recondtituted feet touched the stone of that diff, the magic that perme-ated this world
before the Sons War had used her as a conduit to flow back from wherever it had gone. It was getting
dronger; at firs she'd only fdt the energy come into her when she rested after a hedling, now each time
she put afoot on the earth, she fdt afant tingle, like touching metd on a frosty morning.

She wrinkled her nose. A little more of that and I'll be skittering around like a surce on a hot
griddle. Saal Won-der what Zas is doing? | suppose Hedivy's right, it'll be hard enough for the
three of usto dip and dide, more would be a shout. And the Ward is with the Marn, so someone
had to stay with her. I'll miss her. All these men ... Hedivy about had a fit when K’vestmilly told
him | was coming. El vai, | don't care what he thinks, this needs doing and I'm part of it. She
blinked, startled at how much she'd changed in just a few months.

For two years she' d dung desperately to the Biserica and the meien, despite the tenson she caused
there and the dreams that started again, Sec Noris getting a her, raging because she was free and he was
dill trapped in tresform, and the Fetch whining at her night after night.

She amiled. It wasn't dl so different from the world she remembered. Some things may have changed
inthose two hundred years, but not people. Nay, not people. And it no longer hurt to face the truth; she
wasn't going back to the Biserica ever again. Like a snake shedding her skin, putting off the old life
emerging into the new.

The day was ill young when the cart reached the B'rof' n Heath north of P'lubakat, a stretch of
farly levd ground dotted with mires and groves of sar’ z, a scatter of ragged bamboo plots and attendant
hoves with dinking pens of b’ba and K'ji, flocks of ogams scratching grubs out of the brush, the source
of the hams, ved, and eggs that fed the port city.

The Skafar stopped the vul by a gloomy grove of sar’z, the foliage so dark and clotted it seemed
painted with ink, the pools of ooze under the root pyramids like more ink spilled across the spongy
ground. He turned his head, nodded a Hedivy, then sat saring down at the reins dan-gling between his
knees.

Hedivy dug in his bdlt, dropped a coin on the plank, and jumped down. “We wak from here on.”

Thewinding streets were beginning to fill with the usud mix in every wharf quarter Serroi had seen in
the other Lands she'd visted—Sleykyn in darkly glittering velater armor guarding Assurtilan merchants,
Sankoyse rug ped-dlers and their dull-eyed bondservants, black-eyed Minark traders, Fenek salors,
Karpan mercenaries, Shimzdy sea-men, traders, porters. Lots of Shimzeys, dmost as many as there
were Skafars.

The stark black and white buildings were flimsy struc-tures; the wals were mats woven from the
tough grasses that grew in Jelepakan’s sea marshes, plastered with white stucco, braced with poles from
the bamboo plots. At intervas, as Hedivy led them deeper into the quarter, buildings on both sides of the
street creaked and swayed for a breath and a catch, shed plaster dust and fragments, then settled again,
while the walkway wiggled as briefly underfoot. The strings of round bronze bells that hung from many of
the doorposts tinged musicaly. No one paid any atention to the bdlls or the shaking walls. Little quakes.
They must get a lot of them here. Hev was right, once we get settled, there’'s no reason to pick us
out of this melange. | wonder if there are any Taken here, or was that only in Cadander?
Shimzely's next ... has access to Oram's spy reports, | wonder V any of those agents are ill
alive? Or the ones here. Maiden Bless, thisis not go-ing to be easy.



Hedivy turned into a inking sidelane with an open drain down the middle, went past a few houses,
turned again into a narrow dirt pathway between two of the mud-waettle storehouses, led them through a
gate in a fence of bamboo stakes held together with thick wire, a fence that looked like a heavy breath
would blow it over.

Ingde, there was a paved yard, a stable to one sde with four draft vuls standing hipshot and
haf-adegp under a thatched roof and a pair of meacain licking gram from a manger. At the back of the
yard was a two-story building with a covered porch running the length of the front wall, wicker chairs
scattered aong it, severd of them dready occupied by wizened elders whose rheumy eyes followed
Hedivy and the rest of them as they came across the yard.

Hedivy clumped up the three sagging steps, crossed the porch, and pushed the door open.

Behind a table near the end of a short, wide hdl, an old man sat dpping a a mug of kava and
squinting at a sheet of coarse paper printed on both sides. He looked up when he heard Hedivy’s boots
on theftile floor, let the paper fdl beside the mug. “ Hev-tan. When you get back in town?’

“Thismorning, Djuran-tan. Got some rooms?”

The old man peered past him at Semi and the two gyedar. “How many you want?’

“One of those with a daughter’ s cubby. How much you going to soak mefor ‘t?’

“Daughter, prh?’

“None of your busness, tu'or. Priceit.”

“A teb anight ahead.”

Hedivy clicked his tongue. “Going up in the world, prh?’

“Times change. We don't change with them, we end up sunk ina B’roj’n mire”

“Bdk lah, I'll pay you a week; if we leave before, the extra's yours”

“Keep it soft, Hev-tan?’

“Like usud, Djuran-tan.”

* % %

“So far, no problem.” Hedivy stood by the window looking down into the yard. The shutters were
open and the casements pinned back; like many of the others Serroi had seen on ther way here, instead
of glass the windows of the inn had parchment scraped thin and oiled to let light through, another
concession to the congtant quakes that shook the idands. Glass had to be imported from Cadander and
only the richest could afford to replace dl the panes broken when the land shook. “Carter Hink wasn't
nervous and Djuran’s price was too low to mean that rumors have reached him.” He scowled at the
yard. “Unless he' s been paid off to keep face with us”

Serroi pulled her feet up and sat cross-legged on the bed. She glanced a Adlayr who st in a char
tilted againg the wdl, his hands laced behind his head, eyes hdf shut. Hmm. Waiting for them to decide
what the day held so he could get on with things. “How do you want to ded with that?’

He shrugged. “If Cambarr’sin port, or a few others | bring to mind, won't matter, we'll be off with
the tide. If not, hmm.” He glanced out the window, his round face going ill. “Problem. Boy down there
inahurry to be somewhere ese”

“Djuran knows you're here, Hev. If it's something funny, why would he send his messenger where
you could see him?’

“No choice, Heder. We backed againg a warehouse. One way out.”

“Vad, I'll believe that when | see Nov kissng babies. Y ou wouldn’t be hereif it were true, nor would
you bring us”

He didn't respond to her attempt a teasing, just contin-ued watching the boy until he was out of
gght. She'd no-ticed that he had litle humor; he was a golid man with loydties rather than bdliefs, a
sharp but narrow intelli-gence.

“If there' s trouble when I’'m gone,” he said, his voice little more than a whisper, “get to roof, cross to
ware-house. North end. There' s away to dimb down and a maze to get logt in.” He started for the door.

“Hev.”

“What?’" The word was a growl, but he paused with his hand on the latch, turned his head so he



could see her.

“If you need to, you can trade my services for passage. Say you've got a heder and ...” she
grimaced, memories of her childhood training dill an angry ache ingde her, “and a windwitch. 1t's been a
long while since I’ ve cdlled awind, not since | was eight going on nine, but it's not something you forget
evenif you try to. It'll pin usfor the Enemy, remember that in your bargaining. And there’'s no way | can
fight it directly. I'm not sirong enough.”

Serrol stood in the doorway and watched Hedivy go dumping down the dairs. | don't think you
really under-stand what not strong enough means. You're devious and sharp enough to prick
yourself but ... She shut the door, tapped Adlayr’s shoulder.

“You think you could go trax and follow him?’

“You don't trust hm?” Adlayr pushed the chair down, stood, and began gripping.

“Nay, not that. | just have afeding ....” She shrugged. “Anything happens, send through Honeydew.”
She turned to the sprite who was Stting on the windowsll, swinging her feet and fluttering her wings
Honeydew can do?

Honeydew giggled, the sound beyond the ears of every-one except Adlayr who winced as he picked
up his doth-ing, folded it and I€ft it on foot of the bed. Honeydew can do.
Honeydew lay stretched out on the windowsll, her wings flattened, her chin resting on her fids,

passing Adlayr’s report to Serroi. Adlee say Hev walking along the wharf road looking at the ships :.. not moving
fagt, just stroll-ing ‘long ... he's stopped aminute by apile of crates ... talk-ing to a man ... a drunk sailor ... something
worrying him ... he keep sneaking looks back along the road ... like he think something's following him ... not me ...
someone on the ground ... don’t know this place well enough to spot what's bothering him ... he moving on now ...
head turning side to side ... what's he looking for? Ah | think that's it, a pilot's cat ... he's waking faster ...
trying not look like he's hurrying ... he's good at that, you wouldn’t see it down below ... saaa, there's a bunch of men
coming down an dley ... ahead of him dressed in black, black turbans, sabers ... guards of some kind ... another Iat,
coming out of awarehouse behind him ....

Honeydew, tell Adlayr just to watch, don’t mix in any trouble. Hedivy doesn’t need warning,

but he might need rescuing, so we have to keep loose.
Honeydew wiggled round as she sent on the message, ran her tiny hands through the thistledown fluff

on her head. Adlayr say asha, he waich ... Hev sees the men behind him ... he's running now ... got his knife out ...
heading for that cat ... here come the other bunch ... trotting toward him ... he's got a start ... might make the boat ... if
he does, they lose ... murd! they shooting ... yeling a& him to stop ... he swerves, amost makes the water, means to
dive in, Adlee thinks, a Skefar trips him ... now they’re dl over him, the guards ... giving him a hard time kicking him ...
using their sticks ... now they're strapping his hands behind him and hauling him off ... moving inland ... you should
see the street clearing ahead of them ... like they’re a moving plague ... up the hill to that place with the pointed domes
dl different colors

BerkHouse ... so this is government business for sure ... Adlee says Hev didn’t say he had a problem here, did he?
Never mind, we ll talk about that later ... wal around the place, good thirty feet high ... wonder how they cope with dl
these quakes ... don’t see any big cracks, maybe they dug down to bedrock to set the base he in through the gate now
... they marching him into the main building ... that’s it, he inside. Adlee want to know if he should stay a while, see if
... Honeydew glanced out the window. Serr, men are coming, men like them Adlee tell about. Look out there, more than
Honeydew can count.

After a swift scan that showed her black turbans cross-ing the yard, Serroi caught up the packet that
hed their money and papers. Honey, go on up to the roof I'll meet you there soon’s | can. Tell
Adlayr what’s happening and to stay clear. As long as he's loose, we've the Biserica to bargain
with.

* k% %

Serrol wriggled through the trap, moving cautioudy dong the rain-bleached shakes.
There was a sharp crack and hdf a dozen men rose to ther feet on the roof of the warehouse,
longguns pointed at her. “Go in,” one of them yeled. “Go back in or the next shot isin your head.”



2. The Reign of the False Marn Begins

Greygen Lestar checked to make sure the shades were drawn, then he wrapped his hands round the
ams of the whedled chair and pushed himsdf onto his feet. Using a section of pole destined for atable as
an awkward cane, he forced his sheking legs to move, one step, another, an-other until he'd crossed the
room. He leaned on the low workbench he' d built to accommodate his chair’s whedls, caught his breath,
then shook and thumped hisway back. He made it three times across and three back before the quiver in
his knees warned him he' d hit the floor if he didn't St for awnhile

When he got himsdf settled, the blanket over his legs, he poured himsdf some cold cider and raised
the glassin a toast to absent friends. After that he sat dpping a the tart drink, musng on events in the
double city.

Hus, old friend, it's harder than you thought. And worse. And you not here to give us a shove
the right way. Zhagdeep with that spojjin’ nomey. Pan Nov!

Greygen spat into the waste bucket, gulped down the rest of the cider, refilled the glass.

When Foskit the Beggar passed the word ... zhalazhala, | was knocked sideways. Haven't got
m wind back yet. And the legs are maybe fixed, but till I get some muscle built, I'm weaker than a
three-month tailing. Way it is, Hut, we've got to wait till things settle out to know how to move.
Then, | promise you, we'll make that notney sorry he was ever born.

Spping dowly, he emptied the glass again, pushed up, and carried it and the pitcher into the kitchen,
waking with dow care. The lamp was turned low; the bright red kettle seemed to collect dl the light.
Though she was rather ashamed of her taste and druggled to keep it in bounds, Sanglly loved bright,
crude color. He liked thet in her, though he never found the words to tdl her; it was dl part of the life that
burned so grongly in her, life he warmed himsdf againg.

He built up the fire in the stove, filled the kettle and set it to heat, then went back to the workroom to
wait for hiswife to get home from her mesting.

When he heard the front door shut, he rolled out of his workshop into the narrow hdl. Sanslly was
sheking fog droplets from her cloak; her face was red with annoyance, her fine brown hair flying.

“No good?’ he sad.

She tossed the cloak a the peg, exclamed with annoy-ance when it missed and fdl in a hegp on the
floor. She scooped it up and forced it onto the peg with such vio-lence she nearly tore the materid. “That
Myzah, we sup-posed to be there to plan Sck-vigts and clothes for the poor and dl she does is rip and
smear. | swear ‘f | hear that squeany voice one moretime sayin’ ‘oh, isn't it too bad” and dl the time she
lickin' her lips, I'm gonna dap that spesh so hard she be takin' from the back of her neck ‘stead the
front.” She stopped her rant when she heard the kettle whistling. “Ah, Greg, you're aluv. A strong cuppa
chawill wash that Myzah out my throat.”

Greygen watched her as she bustled about, setting the cha to brew, peding the smdl greenish pocher
she'd saved for atreat after the meeting, washing her hands, a whirlwind of energy despite the long hard
day she'd just been through and the one she faced tomorrow. Fifteen years they’d been wed and he
never tired of her fits and starts, especialy since the accident that pinned him to the chair; it was as if she
moved for him. He hadn’t told her yet about the heding because he didn't know how this new thing
would change what they had and he was allittle afraid of that change.

She pulled apart the pocher sections, divided them into piles on two saucers, set one in front of him,
grained the cha and poured a mug for each, findly perched on the edge of her chair, her amdl square
hands cupped about the hot mug. “Ahhhh, it's good to St a moment.”

“So tdl me about the medting. Not Myzah, the rest of it.”

She spped a the cha, popped a pocher section into her mouth, chewed and swallowed, wiping her
lipswith the dishrag she’' d used as a potholder. “ Setra Snedtil, she din't say a word the whole time, just
sat there looking like a three-day wet, zdra zdra, she's never been the bouncy type, but she was a red



piece of misary tonight. Been gettin' worse since the Preorchmat Masked Nov's daugh-ter, zdra zdra,
who can blame her, everyone knows Nov forced it, daming the Mare's dead, tsaal Maybe so, but if she
is we know who did it.”

“You didn't say that?’

“Saaal Greg!” She saw his grin, shook her head. “You! Wdl,. Setra Vynda she din’'t leave time for
chatter, she had our namdigts writ out and what the fam'lies needed, names of storekeepers who said
they’ d give alittle this n that and papers we was s posed to hand 'em so they knew we was the ones to
get it. Then there was baby nappies to hem and Setra Vynda she said there'd be cloth for shirts next
medting and the Chitzeny brought in wafers and cha and we sewed and talked, mogt of it ...” she reached
over, touched Greygen's hand, “you wouldn’t want to bother with, just gossip, girls keep getting babies,
don’'t matter what else goes on, and boys keep trying to dide. Thing is Nevycha, Zrushyn, and Sledova
didn't show up, no one said anything till the Sams Ieft, but while the Chitzeny was showing them out,
Myzah got her teeth in them, she said they’d gone over to the House because their men got the word, if
they didn't show the Glory Sgil, their jobs were gone. She was going on about trai-tors and apostates
and ev'ry big word she ¢'d dig up and a couple the others were looking sick, | think their men were
getting the same word, they hated the thought, but their families have to eat. Greg ....”

“No on€' s said anything to me. Yet.”

Sandlly wrinkled her short nose. “Yet. Mad' s Tits, Greg.”

“l know.” He drank his cha, played with a pocher sec-tion, smdling the tart/sweet perfume risng
from it; san-ing his fingers with the yellow-orange juice. “Sansy ....”

She looked up, her brown eyes wide.

He dropped the section, took her hand, held it between his. “Nik, Milach, it's not a bad thing. Just
somethin’ | was ... walitin' for a good time to tdl you ... seems like thereé's no good times left ... zdra,
hereitis A couple weeks before that $p0jjin’ notney Nov had Hus ... you know, Husenkil the potter ...
had him dragged to the Pevranamist and shot dead, Hus brought the Marn's Hedler here. It was your
mesting night, Sansy, | think he picked it because of that. She was a little woman, hardly bigger than one
of our boys. And green, Milachika, would you believe it? Sort of dlive colored, actudly. ‘Greg,” he sad,
‘want you to do something for me. Times are bad and they gonna get worse. The Hedler here, name's
Serroi, el fix your legs for you so you can walk, but | want you to keep it quiet. Time could come
when the Marn needs someone she can trust, someone no one dse would suspicion. I'm thinkin' that
could be you,” he said.” Greygen grabbed the edge of the table, braced his ams, and stood. “Can’t do
much yet, I'm dill working on it.”

Laughing, crying, knocking her chair over as she jumped up, Sanslly ran round the table and caught
himin a hug that threatened to break hisribs.

He smoothed his hand over and over her fine har, strands of it dinging to his fingers. “Now
Milachika, hush now, hush, and let me down.”

cutly now,

Sandlly bustled about the amdl kitchen, pouring more water in the kettle, stirring up the fire under it,
rinang pocher juice off the plates and setting them to drain. She didn’t look a him the whole time. He
waited, a knot in his belly, while she made up her mind how she was going to ded with this.

She sat down across the table from him, clasped her hands and 4ill didn’'t look at him. “Weeks,” she
sad, her voice sheking. “Weeks and weeks. You din't tdl me. Why? Din't you trust me?’

“Sangy ...." He stopped; it'd just make it worse if he said anything more, besides, he didn't KNOW
what to say.

She started crying. “Y ou're gonna get killed, I know it, you' re gonna get killed like Hus”

“You see how it's goin’, Sansy. This keeps up, who'll buy my work say | get shunned? Then we
crawl or sarve. You want that?’

She twisted her hands together, turned her head away. “Noddy and Md, what about them?”

He sghed. “If you want, you can take them to your cousin Yorinn up in the Harozh, say there



yoursdlf if it pleases you.”

“You trying to get rid of me? Now you can wak? ’Cause I'm country Harozh and not town-bred
like that sister of yours. And that sneak Pelousa who comes round meking those goo-eyes a you?’

“Sangy!”

She dropped her head on her hands, her shoulders shak-ing, her voice coming muffled, “I don't
know, | don’t know.”

He chewed on his lip, the knot in his ssomach bigger and colder, then he levered himsdf up and
shuffled around to stand behind her, smoothing his hands over her shoulders, kneading the tenson out of
her neck. He wasn't good with words. He didn't trust them. They were dippery things, seemed to
change their meaning between mouth and ear. His hands had dways spoken for him; he was sure of
them, they said what he wanted and there was no misiaking the message.

Sandlly lifted her head, leaned back againg him. “Zhdazhda, Greg, it's a shock, that's whet it is”
She coughed phlegm from her throat, wiped it avay with the dishrag. “What a mess | am, don’'t look at
me. Zdra zdra, let me up, lwv, | need water on my face. Sit you down, St you down, Greg, I'm dl right
now, I'mdl right.”

As he shuffled back to his chair, propping himsdf on the table, she bustled to the sink, washed out
the dishrag and hung it on the raill he’d made for her, poured cold water in a basin and splashed it on her
face, then patted her-sdf on both cheeks with wet cold hands. He sghed and eased into the wheded
chair, grunting as his leg muscles cramped; it would have been nice to have it dl back, one day a crock,
the next, running like a racing man. That didn't seem to be the way it worked, at leat, not for him. He
snesked a glance at Sandlly, relaxed as her face emerged from the towd reddened by the rubbing, but
cdm again.

When the kettle started whidtling, he pushed the char back, meaning to let her get hersdf together.

“Nik, nik, Greg. Bedill, I like making cha, it's a quiet thing. Settles me.” She bustled about, humming
one of her of key songs.

He closed his eyes and pretended nothing had changed.

Sill humming, she strained the chaiinto one of Husenkil’s gift pots, then started for the table, holding
the pot by the handle, with afinger of her other hand under the spout to help balance the weight.

There was a sudden burst of shots outsde, screams, the pound of feet, dams, more shooting.

Sandlly started, nearly dropped the pot, splashed boail-ing cha down her dress. For a moment, she
just stood there, shaking, then she ran to the table, set the pot down with absurd care so thet it didn't
even dick againg the wood; she gazed a her scalded, reddened hands, touched her dress, and burst into
tears.

Greygen didn't try to stand thistime he whedled the char round to her, lifted her onto his lgp and sat
there with her, holding her, rocking alittle, saying nothing, let-ting her cry away the fear, anger, hurt.

The noises in the street stopped as suddenly as they'd started and the warren settled back into the
tense quiet that had been the chief qudity of every night snce the Flse Marn was Masked.

>><<

Lisken sgueezed his wetch from its pocket, clicked open the cover. “Zach, I'm getting antsy about
this” The kavarna was dark and smoky, dmost empty since it was long past midnight; there was a man
gtting aone at a table, hunched over a smdl glass, severd pairs in the booths built dong the wdls, the
men behind the long bar was palishing glasses, his eyes drooping, his movements dow. The sole waiter
st at the end of the bar, leening on folded arms, taking in low tones with a tired whore on the stool next
to him.

Zachd dug into his short gray beard. “Tomd was Hus best source and he hates Nov worse' n
poison. Kostan says ...”

“Wait, | think that’s her.”

The door siwung shut behind adight figure, awoman in a dark cloak, the cowl pulled forward to hide
her face.

The two men did from the booth. Zachd stood beside the table, Lisken went to the bar.



She crossed to Zachd, shook her head when he mo-tioned to the bench. “St fird,” she said. Her
voice was low and husky, hardly more than a whisper.

He shrugged, did down, making room for her. A mo-ment later Lisken was back with three glasses
of beer.

The woman sat turning the glass between her finger-tips. Her hands were long and dender with a
curioudy unused look, the fingers bending back as if the bones were dadtic, the fingernails buffed and
pointed. “I want protection,” she said in the same low husky voice. The stubby ail lamp in the center of
the table lit her chin and a trembling lower lip. “I want you to get me out of Dander.”

“Why?

“Because | can tdl you what's going on, how it started, who the focus is” She hesitated, hushed her
voice yet fur-ther. “For Mother Death. Tonight, promise me, you'll get me out tonight.”

“If you'reinthat ...”

“I'mnatinit, | loathe ...” Her voice rose, then went back to a whisper. “I was his ... | watched Her
eat him ... there' s nathing left but a shell.”

“Well get you on a boat, upriver to the Harozh, that dl right?’

“Itll have to be. | can’'t stay here, the shadow that’ s left of him, he needs me, and Shell feed him as
long as she hasto. Prak, hereitis” Her voice sank to a thread of sound, the lamplight touched her eyes
as she leaned for-ward, they glistened deep blue and they were ringed with white. “My nameis Fidovy, |
was dancing partner to Treshtd, you know, him who danced for the Marn. He hated the Families He
hed reason, more than mogt, but there was a kind of crack in his head that made it worse than it should
be. I don't know thefird time that thing he cals Mother Degth touched him, but | watched him change.”
She dapped her hand on Lisken's arm when she saw his face shut and his eyes glaze over. “Ligen to me,
thisisimportant, you have to know it dl, if you're gaing to live through it.” She sucked in a bregth, let it
out in an explosive Sgh and went on, her whisper hurrying faster and faster. “After the Marn’s desth rites,
he stopped danc-ing, zdra, his knees hurt him, but that wasn't it. That Thing crawled ingde him and
began edating away every-thing he was. | didn't know what was happening in the beginning, but | could
see he was changing. He had hazd eyes, dmost green, but they turned ydlow as butter, and when |
touched him, it was like touching, | don’'t know, a fish maybe, cold and not exactly unpleasant, but
differ-ent ....” She shuddered. “I couldn’t bear to stay with him, I left him, but he followed me, he put his
hand on me and | couldn’'t move, | sat therein that chair, | could hear and see and amdl, but couldn’t fed
anything, | couldn’t shut my eyes or move my head to look away from him, and he sad to me, you'll
never leave me now, I'll find you wherever you go, then he sat down in an-other chair and he looked at
me along while without say-ing anything and then he told me this | am the vessd; Mother Death dwells
inme and She will take this Land and make it Hers. | will be one with the Land then and | can lay down
and deep and you will lay down beside me. Then he took my hand and | could move again.” She
swallowed, Lisken could see the working of her throat. “He ... he makes love to me and she watches, the
gr inthe Marn Mask. She's part of it now, that Thing has lad its eggs in her.” She straightened, pushed
the cowl back, and smiled triumphantly at them, though her eyes were dark with terror. “You have to do
what you promised and do it quickly. HEll come for me soon and if he finds you with me, you're dead.”

>><L

“Spider one to Northman.” Greygen glanced a Sanslly who was standing watch in the door to the
bedroom, then focused on the com in his hand.

“Northman here. Go.”

“Sending you a hot package. A woman. She's on her way, be there by tomorrow night. Tak to her,
you need to know what she has to say, but get rid of her fast, for your own sake, pass her on. Go.”

“Pushing your problems on us? Why shouldn’'t we just shove ’em back? Go.”

“If you want her blood on your hands. And our blood, too, probably. Go.”

“She that important? Go.”

“Could be. Wait till you hear what she has to say. Go.”



“Prak. Anything else coming our way?’

“Not a the moment. Both sdes are dill shaping up here, I'll let you know the minute there's
movement. Out.” He touched the com off. “That'sit, Milachika, nothing to worry about, isit?”

“Unless Nov’'s sprocherts find that thing. Or follow you back when you meet those others ... nik,
don't tl me, | don’t want to know who they are, that way | can't say anything, you know me, | tak too
much. Jugt be careful, Gregishli. Please?”

“I will. The boys are ill adegp?’

“Yes. Md snores alittle. | can hear him.”

“One more cdl, then that's it. We can deep, too.” He woke another light, murmured into the grill,
“Spider one to Mountan.”

“Mountain here. Go.”

“A bit of luck here. Spider three reports he's got the name of the Enemy, nik, that’s wrong, not the
Enemy her-sdlf, but her Carrier. The Dancer Treshtal. According to his source the Enemy used Treshtd
to spread the infection. HE' s nine out of ten sure that’s accurate. What do you want me to tdl him? Go.”

“You're on the ground. Could the Web get at him? Go.”

“Maybe a sharpshooter with alonggun. | doubt any one man or combination of men could get close
enough for anything ese. If you want us to try, we need to watch a while to work it out. Problem is, It's
infesing more than just Treshtd. Spider three says the source says It's in the Fse Marn, too, Maden
knows who e'se, so the Web' d be sacrificing aman for probably not much gain. Go.”

“Peak. I'll pass it on. Tomorrow night, same time, un-less there's trouble. We Il have someone
watching the com. Out.”

>><<

The dapple gray leapt over the wall again and trotted to Treshteny’s side. He nuzzled at her shoulder,
then turned hisSde to her. Yeld o jigged on the walk beside her, histiny hooves dicking on the stepping
gone; he lifted his arms and waved them urgently.

Treshteny brushed a her eyes. “It's along way up.” She dghed as he made little whining pleas.
“Zdra zdra, if it's dl right with the horse” She lifted the faun to the dapple's back, smiled a the picture
he made, little green boy with his hands buried in the creamy mane.

The horse kndlt, turning his head to gaze at her, his date gray eyes filled with a meaning she couldn’t
read.

Ydad o dapped at the broad back behind him.

“You want me up behind you? | don't know how to ride.”

The dryads came crowding around her, their delicate tranducent hands paiting at her, urging her onto
the dap-ple’ s back.

“Zdra, I'll try it.” She arranged her skirts to leave her legs covered but reasonably free and straddled
the back. As soon as she was settled, it changed, musdle and gray-haired skin moving up around her,
locking her in place.

The horse stood, walked in adow circle uniil she'd fit-ted hersdf to the motion, then he moved near
the entrance to the garden, paused a breath, and began running; haf-way across the lavn, he gathered
himsdf, left the ground with a great surge.

As he cleared the wdll, Treshteny felt a need to look back.

A number of Osk’s Guard burst into the garden, spread out to search among the trees.

The horse landed lightly and began trotting south dong the mountaingde. Before long the trees closed
over them and she could no longer see OskHold. She stroked Yelao's downy cheek. “So we go.
Somewhere. | suppose it doesn't matter where. | wonder why they’ re annoyed, do you know, Yda o?’

The faun leaned back againg her, a amdl warm armful, and the horse glided dong, his motion smooth
asif he ran on clouds. She rdaxed in the cradle of his flesh and watched the land pass by.



3. Trading

When the Berkwast' s Jagdls brought Serroi into one of the lesser reception roomsin the BerkHouse,
Hedivy was standing to one side, in front of a long pane of embroi-dery whose shimmering jewd colors
made him look shabbier and loutier than ever. There were manacles on his wrists and ankles, chains
clinked as he moved his hands. The Jagds prodded Serroi into place beside him, then went to stand a
atention againg the back wal, di-viding into two groups, one on each sde of the door, black turbans
and black uniforms stark againgt the intri-cately carved screens of seaivory whose joins were so skillfully
done there wasn't a shadow of aline where the bits were mated.

The Berkwast tented his fingers, the row of lamps be-hind his backless chair glinting off the diamonds
inhisrings, shining through the polished ruby teardrop large as a modary’s egg hanging from his left ear.
“Y ou wanted them, there they are.”

The man knedling on one of the cushions tossed in aline before the dais turned his head and stared at
Hedivy and Serroi. “There's another one,” he said. “The shapechanger.”

“He wasn't around. What do you bid for these, Ajilan Novat?’

“Bid? Thisis the Marn’s Writ.” The Nov Cousin held up a sheet of paper rolled in atube and sedled.
“Itisare-quest for the return of traitors, not a purchase order.”

“Hamm. One of your Marns. W€ ve heard there are two now.”

“You've heard wrong. The Old Marn is dead, the New has been Masked and is the only true source
of Rulein Cadander.”

“Tjelatjdat, the pacts we ve Sgned are dl with the Old Marn. So we start with the ivory polished or
we firrish this now. If you are Marn’'s Zast as you say, what do you bid, Ajilan Novat?’

Serroi spoke suddenly, her voice ringing out before anyone could stop her, “Be sure you get a good
price, Berkwast, you're attacking the Biserica by these acts.”

The Berkwast dropped his hands on the carved arms curving up from the velvet cushioned seat. He
didn’'t look at her, but he was scowling as he leaned forward, eyes probing the Cadandri’s face. “You
didn’'t mention the Biserica, Zast.”

“l don’'t answer liars, Berkwast.”

“We see. Good day, Ajilan Novat. Go and think over your answers carefully. We will speak to you
agan to-morrow noon.”

Novat opened his mouth to protest, but the Berkwast's eyes were closed, dl expresson drained
from his face. The Zagt stood, glared a Serroi, then stalked from the room.

When the dump of the Zast's bootheds had faded, the Berkwast draightened and turned to
contemplate his two prisoners, stroking his long forefinger over the thin black mustache and short beard
that bracketed his mouth. “Y ou we know to our sorrow, Hedivy Starab, your snooping shot us down the
last time we bargained with the Marn. We Il send you back with no sorrow at dl ... if that randung skent
meets our price, if not, well have you carved for zark-bait.” He smiled, tongue diding dong his rouged
lips. “When the word gets out, well have less in-terference with our will. Now you, woman ... hmp ... if
it weren't for your shape, we' d think you were a child. Who are you?’

“l am a heder from the Biserica. The shapechanger that flea spoke of is a gyes and my minder. If
you'll look through the papers your Jagas took from us, you'll see | speak truth.”

“Why are you with the spy?’

Serroi hesitated; she didn't know this land or this man and had to pick her way by the little she'd
seen of him. The lavish, somewhat overdone decor of thisroom and his royd pluras suggested that a bit
of pomposty would serve better than blunt speech. “Our Ward is with the True Marn; we act on her
orders which is our lanvful duty. Whatever that man tdls you, we left her very much dive” A musde
twitched by his mouth. She returned the sketch of a amile with twist of her own lips. “Which | think you
know quite well, Berkwast-tan, though it may not suit to you acknowledge it.” That went down sweetly
enough, look at him preen, thinks he's so impenetrable, but a baby could read him, so let’s finish,
oracular to the nth degree. “Consider what you do, O Man of the Skafaree, and remember whet | say,



that the gyes is out of your hands and | think will continue to be, that the Shawar weatch over ther
children, mele, gyes and hedler, and the Biserica protects its own and avenges them if nec-essary, tha
even were the Shawar fooled somehow, se-crecy isalesky pot.”

When the cdl door dammed shut behind her, Serroi wrinkled her nose, then picked her way across
the mucky floor to the plank bench which with a bucket was the only furniture in a room little bigger than
acloset. They werein awing on the east side of the BerkHouse, so the rising sun was panting a smdl
round image of the funnel-shagped window set high in the outer wall on the greasy planks of the door, the
window-grill black lines across the whitish circle.

Behind her she heard the cdlank of the door as Hedivy went into another cell, the tunk-clunk of the
turning key. She wrinkled her nose, walked the few steps to the bench and sat down. It was not quite as
filthy as the rest of the chamber.

There was aflicker in the circle of light, then Honey-dew came fluttering down to perch on Serroi’s
knee. Eech, Serree, stink! The sprite wriggled around till she was com-fortable, her tiny, bright eyes darting
here, there, taking in the cdl, the door with its heavy planks, iron bands, and studding, and the smdl
barred opening, chinhigh for most men though it was severd inches above Serroi’s head. Adlee is
perching on the tower, one of the flat ones that goes up on the edge of this place. Her minigture festures squeezed
into a grimace of distaste that matched the dis-gust she packed into the word place. She kicked her feet
agang Serroi’s skirt, moved her shoulders so her wings jerked up and down. Adlee say what you want he
should do? He can’t stay there long, he get awfully hungry when he atrax.

Tell him to get away, find someplace to go to ground where he'll be out of sight for a while,
Until we can get out of here, Adlayr’'s being loose is about the only thing keeping us alive. The
Berkwast believes firmly in the s-lence of the grave, but as long as Adlayr’s free, he can start the
Biserica moving against the Skafaree and that does scare our happy tyrant.

Adlee say Maiden Bless and see you later, he taking off now ... eeeehh, it make Honeydew’s skin craml when he
drop like that, Honeydew expect he going to hit the ground splat! But he don’'t, she added with a three-cornered
gin that made Serroi chuckle.

She sobered quickly. Asha, Honey, be very very careful no one sees you and go exploring for
me, if you will, please? See how the cells are laid out, where the keys are, where the guards are,
anything you can think of to help us get out of here. Honeydew can do?

Honeydew fluttered to the hole in the door and kndlt there, peering out. Honeydew can do. She twisted
around, waved a hand, then dipped through the bars and flitted away.

Cdls of various szes lined three of the walls of the huge, rectangular cellar. There were individud
cubbies like the one where Serroi was, then came larger, two-man cells—they marched down both walls
to the long cage huilt across the back where a number of men chained to the wal lay infilthy straw, some
moaning, some slent, one of them screaming an unintdligible word every few minutes.

The central spacein the cdlar had arack, other ingtru-ments of question and aline of whipping posts;
it was lit by a sngle smoking ail lamp hanging on a chain from the high ceiling.

There were no guards, only a jaillor—and he spent mogt of his time in his quarters at the head of the
dairsleading up to thefirg floor of the Servant’ s Wing. Through a doorway with no door in it, there was
a gndl office with a table, lamp and chair, a locked chest in one corner where the property of the
prisoners was kept, and keys on aring hanging from a peg driven into one wal.

The day passed dowly, hour on hour of nothing hap-pening.

The jalor brought water and bread about midway through the afternoon, but Serroi had trouble
forang them down. The windows danted upward to open on a ditch; when the wind changed and blew
from the east, the stench from the stagnant rainwater collected in the bottom of the ditch spilled down the
dope of the window into the cdll so that the taste of it wasin the drinking water and on the bread.

Waiting like this was the hardest bit: wondering if the Berkwast would send for her or Hedivy, what
she should do if they were separated, what dedls the Berkwast was making with Nov' s agent.

The hours crept past, the light in the room fading dowly until she sat in dim twilight, her legs tucked



up under her, her head back againg the wall, her mind lost in memory, some of it sweet, some terrible.

The jailor drunk "N snoring, Serree, eeech the stink, worse' n aaanything down here, he wet himsdf and he look
like he an't had a bath for a year. Honeydew pull his hair. She giggled, flutter-danced in vertica circles, then
sobered and went back to hovering. He didn’t even fed it, Serree. He wouldn’t hear it if a bull orsk roared in his
e

Serroi tied the lagt knot in the line she'd made by tear-ing strips from her skirt. This should be long
enough now; take the end and fly it along unless | tell you to stop; that’ll mean it's till too short

and | have to add another strip. Honeydew can do?
Honeydew can do.

>><<

Honeydew took the end of the white strip and flew down to the floor with it, then trudged dong the
filthy stone, sweeting with the effort it took to drag the cloth behind her. When she reached the qairs, she
drove her wings, working harder then ever to lift hersdf onto the step, then did it over and over until she
reached the land-ing and sat drooping, sweat ralling down her body. It had to be done. There was no
other way. The metal keys were far too heavy for her even to think of moving them.

She used the end of the drip to pat hersdf dry, windng as the coarse cloth rasped her skin. When
she had her breath back, she hauled the strip through the doorless en-try and over to the wal where the
keys were. No word from Serroi, so that meant she dill had grip to spare.

Honeydew kndt, her eyes closed, her breath coming dowly as she prepared hersdf for her last
effort. When she fdt ready, she wrapped the end of the strap aout one arm and drove upward with
evey bit of strength she had.

She lifted dowly, dowly, eyes blurring, her body burn-ing, especidly the long muscles that powered
her wings—but she kept rigng, inching up until she edged past the bottom of the ring. She dapped her
hands about the ring, pulled hersdlf over till she was straddling the meta, then she collapsed, her body
pressed againg the dippery tarnished bronze.

She rested like that until her shaking stopped, then she maneuvered the drip around the ring twice
and tied it off with two half hitches.

She rested again for severd breaths, then launched her-sdf into the ar. Honeydew done, Serree. Give it a
jerk and let’'s seeif the knot holds.

The cloth gtrip tightened, tugged at the ring. The keys jangled fantly asit did up the peg. It fdl with a
crash, began snaking rapidly out of the office,

Words came fantly to Honeydew: Honey, see what the jailor’s doing, will you? We don’t want
him waking up.

Honeydew can do. Honeydew fluttered through the haf-open door into the living quarters.

Thejailor hadn't moved a har; sodden and snoring, he was stretched out facedown on the bed, one
am hanging over the side, limp fingers curled round the neck of an d-most empty bottle. He don't know
nothing, Serree. Wouldn't hear the ceiling faling on his ugly head.

She sniffed and flew out, following the ring as it bounced down the gairs and traveled dong the stone
to the door.

A moment later the door opened a crack and Serroi did through, a thumbnal prying a the
haf-hitches as she moved, working the knots loose. She looked up, amiling. That was splendid work,
Honeydew. What would we do without you? She sghed. Show me where Hedivy is, mh?

>><<

Hedivy raised his brows a her skirt which was hitting her a midthigh now, the rest sacrificed to
fetching the keys. “We Il have to find you better before we get out of here.”

“I'll settle for getting out.”

“Not I. I'm leavin’ here with supplies and coin. Reparrations for harassment and fdse arrest if you
need to cadm your conscience, Hedler.”

“I'll find my own rationdizations, thank you.”



Once again he didn’t respond to her tone with its at-tempt a humor, just looked a her a moment
with round eyes like river pebbles, dull gray-green and empty of warmth, then he moved past her, his
booted feet noisdess despite the grit on the floor.

Scowling at the stench, Hedivy tore a deeve off one of the jalor’s shirts, wrenched his hands behind
him, and looped the gtrip of doth around his wrists, ignoring the shapeless grunts and squedls from the
sodden man. He used the other deeve as a gag, then came out into the of-fice and knelt beside the chest.
He turned the top back and began lifting out their gearsacs. “Mogt of our duff seems to be here” He
opened his own pack, pulled out his moneybelt, swore as he checked empty cavities. “They cleaned us,
prokkin' sprocherts.”

Honeydew sat on the table, legs crossed, head tumning as she watched what was happening with
bright interest. Serroi had the table’ s Sngle drawer open and was taking out whatever caught her interest.
“Mh?’

“Qur coin. In some sproggin’ jagd’s pocket.”

She looked up from the knife she was ingpecting, a fine sted blade barely wider than a needle that
folded into the ivory handle. “I thought you' d decided to do alittle deaning out yoursdf.”

“That's different. They owe us”

“Adlayr's gear there, too?’

“Waiting for us to hump it out to him.” He pulled the lid down, piled the gearsacs on the chest and
crossed to stand beside her. “What's that? He jerked his thumb at a leather folder beside a heap of
coins.

“A very nedt little burglar’ skit.” Serroi flipped it open to show him the lock picks snugged into ther
pockets and sections of aamd| sted lever with screw threads on them.

“Mind?’ Hedivy didn't wait for an answer, but folded the kit back and tucked it into a pocket.

Serroi did the knife and coinsinto a pocket, scraped the rest of the debris back into the drawer, and
got to her feet, pushing the drawer shut with her hip as she stood. She looked down at her skirt remnant,
decided not to re-place it with one from her sac Snce there seemed to be a good chance she was going
to have to run hard before they were out of here. “E va, it's only about an hour till dawn, let’s get
moving.”

Hedivy led them through the dark and slent corridors of the ground floor, lit a every corner by smdl,
Sputter-ing night lights. Serroi could fed vague dirrings around them; it was very early, but this was the
Servant’s Wing and servants rose with the sun to get the work of the house completed before their
employers |eft their beds. She thought about saying something about this, but they were aready moving
as fagt as they could and Hedivy wasn't going to change his mind. He was right, of course, despite the
danger. They hadn’t a chance without the money to buy passage.

With Honeydew flying scout ahead of them, they reached the Bursar’ s Office without seeing anyone
or being seen.

Hedivy lifted anight light from its bracket. “Hold this for me, will you?’ One after another, he inserted
the keys from the jailor’ s ring into the lock. Thefifth one turned iffly but threw the wards. He pulled the
door open and went ingde, crossing the waiting room with afew strides. The same key opened the door
to the inner office. By the time she' d followed himin, he had a amdl, iron-banded chest on the worktable
and was choosng a pick from the burglar's kit. He glanced a her, frowned, then went to work on the
lock.

>>-<<

Honeydew perched on the lintd of the office door, watching the shadows cast by the night lights
dance on the drugget as the hdl drafts blew the flames about. She was tired and aching, impatient for this
orded to end.

She heard the dump of fet, fluttered to the corner, and saw two young men in black with white and
black striped turbans coming down the hdl; she pressed hersdf againg the wal and as they turned the



corner, sent awarning. Serrreee, guards coming, hush hush.
She heard quick footsteps, saw the door eased shut, heard the dink of metd on metd as the key
turned in the lock. Good work, Honey. Take care, mm? More footsteps moving away.

“... Mad's Tits, I'll kiss Tampin's toes when this Turn's done, Mata. Jetji boot me out her bed
yesterday, ' saysdl | do’s snore, ' says’'mwadtin' good Slver and borin' her with it.”

The guard Mata patted ayawn. “la, ia, so you keep sayin'. Me, | say 'tis easy work, oI’ Tamp goes
light on the spit’ n, you know what | mean. Next round it's Dakan. Jgjji’ll be complainin’ y' hands take
her skin off, after Dak the Scrub’s got you polishing Jagd legther, day on day off. Look a thet, Tip, the
night light's gone. There by the Bursar’s door. Stand back, I’'m gonna try the door.”

Mata put his ear to the wood and listened a moment, then he tried to turn the knob and rattled the
door. He shrugged and regjoined his partner. “’ S locked, dl right. Din't hear anything. What you think we
should do? That's Bursar’ s Office. If there' s anything wrong ....”

Tip scratched his crotch, twisted his mouth as he con-sidered the door and the slence around him.
“Twenny minutes left our Turn, we ¢ n report it when we hit t' bar-racks, let Tampin do the worryin’.”

Honeydew watched them walk away. The guard caled Mata kept looking back until they vanished
around a cor-ner. They gone now, Serree, but they going to report the light missing when they finish Turn, one of
them said twenty minutes so you better hurry.

>><<

“They’'re gone.” Serroi repeated what Honeydew' d told her. “Maybe we'd better take the box with
=

“No need ... | think “ His eyes went blank as his hands moved ddicately with the pair of picks. “Nik!
Got it.” He withdrew the picks, did them into their pockets and put the kit away, then lifted the lid of the
box. “I thought so, payday tomorrow.” He began lifting smdl |eather pouches from the box. “As many as
you can carry, Hedler, shove themin a pocket or down your shirt. And warn Adlayr we're on our way,
he should be ready to take out the guard on the Workgate.”

It was dill night outside, quiet, no wind blowing, afew horsetail clouds and no moons, just sarlight to
let them see where they were going. Overhead, Adlayr was a patch of darker shadow drding above the
guard tower.

When they reached the wall, he swooped down, shifted to manform and opened the door to the
guardcage. A mo-ment later he was out again, the guard draped over his shoulder. He dropped the man
to the ground, went indde, and the gate began cresking upward as he worked the winch. Serroi dived
under as soon as there was enough room for her. She straightened, dug into her gearsac, found her spare
skirt, and dipped it on. The morning wasn't cold, but she pulled the cloak on anyway. She was too
different from the tdl lanky Skafars and the less they saw of her, the quieter the going would be.

As soon as Hedivy had rolled under the gate, Adlayr let it dam down and took to the arr as a trax.
With him flying over them as advance scout, Serroi and the others hurried down the hill and into the city.

Hedivy strode up the gangplank; Serroi followed be-hind him, amused by the swagger he'd put
on—that sort of thing was as dien to him as humor, but he played it well enough. Adlayr followed slently
behind, carrying the gearsacs asiif he were a porter hired for the momen.

“Phindwe, you got room for passengers?’

“Eh'ha, Hev! Long time, where you been? Whatcha mean passengers?’ The amdl, wizened Shimzdy
Ship-madter pulled at his spindly beard, peered past Hedivy a Serroi. “Hix forbid, Hev. You forgot |
don't take women, bad hanladl round.”

“Thisoneis a heder and a windwitch. Good hanla”

“Gonna cost you, if | make a big exception like that.”

“Gonna cost you, time comes you want a good wind or a break heded.”

Phindwe ripped a rag off his thumb, extended it toward Serroi, exhibiting a ragged, angry tear that



went nearly to the bone. “ Show me”

Serroi came around Hedivy, took the hand on one of hers, set the other over the wound; it was ugly
but trivid and her hands barely glowed as she knitted the flesh to-gether. She took her hands away and
stepped back.

Phindwe blinked at the smooth skin she left behind. “Not even a scar. Good hanla for sure. You
know we leaving right now?’

“What | thought.”

“What about hm?’

“He s coming, too.”

“Three. Hmm. Got one cabin, you sort it out. How far you want to go?’

“Bokivada”

“Ten dlvers, tweveif it'slocd coin. Berkwast, he's been lowerin’ the weight.” Phindwe looked past
Hedivy a the dock. “No time for bhumbul, Hev. Take it or leave it, and if you take it, | want to see the
coin right now.”

“You'reazhaggin' pirate, Phin. WEl takeit.” He dug into his belt, counted the Skafar peks into the
Shimzey's hand.

In the dark and amdly hole that Phindwe cdled a cabin, Serroi sat cross-legged on a bunk. Adlayr
sat on the floor, and Hedivy was hunched over the porthole, watching as the Tengumeqi followed the
pilot cat past the bregkwater.

He relaxed as he saw thetip of the cat’s sall dide away as the pilot began tacking back home.

Searroi gmiled. “We jumped through that hoop well enough. Maiden grant the luck continues.”

4. Friction in Cadander

“Spider one to Northman.”

“Northman here. Go.”

“Web wants to know about the woman. Go.”

“She got here, told the tae, enough to freeze the bone. We sent her on, like you said, put her with
one of the tribes who weren't Taken, zdra, two of that Clan were, Taken, | mean, but the Mgil Stiny cut
their throats and burned the bodies, so they're dill clean. They're headin’ as far west as the Windrunners
will let *em, won't come back till this is settled. Don't want nothin’ to do with that Mother Death. Tdl
you something, Spider, | had a strong yearning to ride out with "em. Go.”

“Zdra, | know the fedin’. Something else. Three boat-loads started north "bout 'n hour ago, some
Taken, some Nov' s thugs, keep your eyes open. Go.”

“Thanks, Spider. Any more good news? Go.”

“That’s the budget, Maiden Bless. Out.”

“Spider one to Mountain.”

“Mountain here. Go.”

“The woman got clear, was passed on to a Free Tribe and ’s ridin’ west. We been watchin' Fase
Marn and the Dancer. 'S dmost funny because Nov's helpin’ us in a way, though he don’'t know it. He
been tryin' to make dis-tance round him, bringin’ in women from the Shipper’'s Warren who hadn’t gone
over to Glory. The Web has touched in with some of them, got ’em to keep eyes open and pass on wha
they see and hear. We ggettin’ lots of re-ports of him and the Dancer quarrdin’, zdra, that’'s not exactly
true, it's Nov doing the shoutin’, the Dancer judt ligens and does what he wants. Sometimes it's what
Nov says, sometimes it ain't. Nov been tryin' to get the Taken to march on OskHold, sayin' cod’s
getting low, iron’s d-most gone, he' s gonna have to shut down the millsif he don't get supplies fast. And
Skoisgetin' antsy about the Glasseries, he's havin' to close down and he don't like it one bit. Dancer
don't care spit about any of that, just keeps sayin' in a little while, in a little while. Neither Nov nor us
know what he swaitin’ for.



“Nov and hislot are tightenin’ down on the Warrens and the Nerodin. All stores and businesses have
to have licenses to open, have to buy them from the Pevranamist, answer dl sorts of questions, and
swear aloydty oath by Glory and Maden both. Had to do it m'sdf. Didn't like swearin’ fase, but |
figure Maiden knows why and will pass on thisn. You have to have a job or a business to live in the
Warrens. If you can't show a license or a jobpaper, don't matter why, you get booted out, shoved in a
barge and sent south to work the fidds, | suppose they want new bodies to stand in for them tha got
killed in the gritz war.

“Lots of rumors from the South ... about Ker and Ano Rodins, cousins and younger sons, folk say
they're takin' farmer’s land any excuse they can think of, or just takin' it if they can’t think of one, makin’
farmers work like hired hands on land their families has had snce Cadander was birthed. All those Rodin
need isfavor of the Pan. | don't know how much to believe, but Nerodin passn’ through, headin’ for the
Harozh, they tdl us that some of those Rodin are gettin’ over handy with the whip, more than one Nerod
hes died at the post, we have names. | don't know if you want them, there’' s no confirmation.

“The Web is pickin' up word of more charnd houses every day, the kind Hus and his Peacemen
were reportin’ before the Marn left. There's no way of tdlin’, the pieces left an't big enough to show
who they be, but Spider three says he thinks maybe not dl those pushed out of the War-rens make it
South.

“Theré s a new thing maybe connected to that, a line of men or women, they usudly not mixed,
they'Il start formin’ up, Maiden knows what sets "em off, go dancing down the street, svinging meca
quirts, whipping them-salves and anyone else they can reach, tearin’ ther clothes, chantin’ this one word,
kazim, same two notes over and over and over, then when dl of em are good and bloody, they stop,
"bout as little reason for soppin’ as they show for startin’. Lines get longer every day, fird it was only
two, three, now it's up to twenty.

“The Nixies are goin’ after the Taken, puffin’ them into the river and drownin’ them whenever they
get achance, cgpsizin’ boats, settin' merfolk to chewin’ the wood, dartin’ lesks, ruinin' what they can't
ged, not just here, but dl dong the river. We' d cheer them on ’cept food's gettin’ tight and expengve, if
there s some way the Marn can get to them and say leave the food aone, we' d appreciate that. Go.”

“I'll pass that on, no idea what'll happen. About the names, keep a lig, I'll ask if they want "em.
Anything more? Go.”

“That's about it for now. Maiden Bless. Out”

>><<

In the Setkan where she'd called a meeting, Motylla Nov sat in the Marn’s Chair, her amdl hands on
the carved arms, the False Mask sckeningly warm where it touched her face. The part of her that was
dill free was unhappy; she fdt dwarfed by the massve char, miserable at the sullen faces of the Warren
Chitveks looking up a her from the ranks of the vigtors chairs. She knew they were messuring her
agang K’vesmilly Vos and it made her fed low as aworm. She was twice as old as me, she could do
what she wanted. Do you think | can? If you do, you're fools.

The eght Treddeks on the Treddekkap stools drawn up about the table sat Slent, ther hands folded.
She'd put her thumb on them and they’d vote aye. She wanted to shout a them dl get away, get me
away, too, | hate this, | HATE THIS, but she knew there was another thumb held over her, ready to
smoosh her flat.

Aslong as she kept these notions to hersdf, she was free enough, so most days she waan't frightened
as she had been in the beginning—but every time she saw the Dancer, her somach twisted with the sick
certainty that the same thing would happen to her, that her SELF would be pushed into a smdler and
andler space until it was d-together gone.

The Mask heated up. Hands clasped in her 1ap, Matylla fixed her eyes on Tecozar Treddek Nov as
he rose for the forma greeting.

Pinned into that receptive posture by what the Dancer called Mother Death but she thought of as the
Black Thing, she couldn’t squirm or interrupt, just wait for the stinkbag to wind down, enjoying in the free
bit of her mind the increasing restiveness of the chitveks and the other treddeks as he droned on and on,



having his say at lagt. K’'vestmilly Vos dways interrupted him before he could get going and made him
waste dl the flowers he' d polished for her; she'd heard him grumbling about that, scratching a her father,
trying to get hm to complain to K'vesmilly about such disregard to the Treddek Prime because it
undermined his position on the Treddekkap. She swalowed a sigh. Maybe so, but it looked to her like
he was undermining himsdlf with dl that wind.

Hefinished at last and stood flushed with pride, wait-ing for the praise he expected.

“Splendidly spoken, O Treddek Prime” She listened to the words coming out her mouth and wanted
to be sck; she'd rather kick hm where she saw Vassy the mad kick the drunk, but her mouth wasn't
her own now. “I have caled you here, O Treddeks and Chitveks of Dander and Calanda, because |
wigh to speak of something that trou-bles me. There are spies anong us and saboteurs, some of them in
the most ddlicate of places. The Headmigtress of the Sekaarium has been discovered to be working
agang us and dl sekaaries are suspect. To leave the hedth of Rodin and Nerodin in such hands would
be the act of one indifferent to the well-being of her people and | will not do it. The sekaaries are at this
moment being collected and brought to the Pevranamist for examination by In-quisitor Ravach Zypam.
Those that he declares clean will be returned to the dinics and their work, the others will be re-educated
and sent to tend the hedlth of the farm-workersin the South. | ask the Treddekkap to declare this Law of
Cadander, that the dinicswill henceforth be over-seen by the Servants of the Glory.”

The Black Thing retreated. Motylla relaxed, though she didn’t dare let the change show much.

Thiswas stupid. It wasn't mean and dlly like a lot of the things that the Black Thing made her do, it
was just out and out stupid. She could see the anger in the stolid faces of the chitveks. They didn’t dare
say aything ether, but she knew what they were thinking. The sekadaries were good people, everyone
knew that, most everybody had been tended by them one time or another. Her father couldn’t know
about this or he'd have stopped it. Or tried to, anyway. She winced indde as she remem-bered
arguments with the Dancer, her father shouting and red-faced, the Dancer moving dl the time, making
light-patterns in the air with his fingers, ligening or not-ligening as he chose.

Tecozar was on his feet again. He was pde and there were beads of sweat under the square-cut
black fringe thet he affected to hide the narrowness of his brow. “The Treddekkap thanks the Marn for
her tender care of her people.” He got the words out, but it sounded like he was hiting their tails off. He
cleared his throat, swalowed. “The Man has spoken, it is for the Treddekkap to con-sider her words.
Are there any among the Treddeks who wish to speak, be it for or agans?’ He waited. The S-lence
sretched so taut, Motylla fdt it'd break if she plucked it. “That being so, | cdl the vote” He lifted the
box. “On the left, black tiles for nik, on the right white tiles for aya. Let each put a hand ingde and
declare him-sdf or hersdf in secrecy and silence”

When the box came back to him, he thrugt his own hand indde, then opened the hatch. Eight white
tilesdid onto the table top. “So it is spoken and so it shdl be.”

Motylla Nov waked in the Marn’s Garden, waiting for her father to answer her summons. She
walked alone, as she'd been aone for months now; her father refused to let her see her ssters or his new
wife and none of the Treddeks or Pans brought their children to vist her.

The Mask wasin her bedroom. She didn’t look in the mirrors anymore, but she knew its scars were
there on her face, white patches like some sort of disease. Her father didn't like to look a her with the
Mask off. Zdra, he was going to have to today whether he liked it or not. | told him to come, | told him
| NEEDED to see him.

| will NOT live like this. | WILL not! She touched her face, drew afingertip across one of the dead
spots as she scowled up a the sun, her eyes squinted againg the glare that hurt her more and more each
day she wore the Mask. He was supposed to be here by now, her father was.

She waked faster until she was speeding through the trees, her robes flaling againg the trunks,
gathering thorns and bits of bark, tears burning in her eyes, her bresth com-ing in harsh gasps. He wasn't
coming. She was Marn, she ordered him to come, but he wasn't coming.

She flung hersdlf on the grass beside one of the garden fountains, brushed impatiently at her eyes, and
st hersdf to brooding over what she was going to do about the cage she was in. And how she was



going to punish her father.

When this thing began, she was scared but excited. At last she was going to get out, get to do things.
All her life her father had kept her and her younger sisters penned in Nov House with nurses following
them everywhere; hers was a tdl Harozhni woman with a face like macai, arigid sense of duty and no
humor in her, not a crumb. He wouldn't let them go to school or have friends to play with; they had tutors
and dance teachers and sawing teachers and art teachers and riding teachers—lessons and lessons and
lessons ...

Back then, a least, she'd had her Sters; they made up games, sneaked away from ther nurses, and
hed play par-ties in the attics—and they could look at each other when things got bad and know there
was someone to stand with them. There was no one to stand with Motylla, not any more. She had the
Mask and Mother Desth and she hated both. And her father wouldn't come see her, not even when she
asked.

>> <<

K’vesmilly Vos twisted her mouth behind the Mask, but kept her slence as Pan Osk scowled at the
Harozhni guard who was standing before the tribund, his mouth in a sraight line, his eyes unfocused,
not-lisening to what was being said with a passonate ferocity.

“... and he came up to her and showed her money and said things to her | won't foul my mouth with.”
The big woman glared at the guard. “And she came running to me, crying her eyes out, poor baby, him
dralling dong behind her, grinning dl over hisugly face, and he tried to give ME money. Zdra, | tdl you,
| yelled for Sov, my houseguard, you know, and he put a handgun in that pizh's back and hedd him till the
landguard they come, and that’ s the truth, dl of it.”

Pan Osk sttled back in his chair. “And you, what's your name?’

“l am the Trivud Throdd Ankar.” He stood at attention, looking past OsK’s I€ft ear; he had a light
tenor voice that went badly with his battered warrior |ook.

“Harozhni.”

“Yes, tunl Pan.” All inflection had been leached from the words; they had a surface smear of
courtesy, but his anger was close to burding free.

K’vestmilly chewed on her tongue, her mind scram-bling for a way out of this impasse; she wanted
Hedin a her sde, but that was out of the question. Her position was ddicate enough without putting
extra grain on the fragile bonds that held Osk and his people with her. This was the start of trouble, the
fird charge agangt her men; there'd been irritations before, but with a lot of taking and showing the
Mask to remind these people that they were dl Cadandri and facing a common danger, she'd got the
rough spots smoothed over. If thisthing exploded as it showed sgns of doing, it could blow them dl out
o here.

Osk glanced at her, giving her a chance to interfere if she chose to do so, but she wasn't ready, so
she gave adight shake of her head. He turned back to the Harozhni.

“You're avigtor here, guard, and you're an officer; you should have the sense to keep your cod tied
and your mouth shut. Mad' s Tits, what did you think you were doing?’

Hedin, Hedin, what would you do? Something side-ways, that's what, something to defuse the
gtuation. Turn them into jokes, those provocateurs, get people laughing at them, that’s what you said
when my mother died and the liars were whispering | did it. Get people laughing ... but how? Not at
Throdd or that harpy, but a the Stuation. Nik. Laughter’ s too tricky and | haven't the touch. He has ...
was he born withit or ... saaa, thisign't thetime. So what do | do, what in Zhag do | do?

Throdd pressed his lips together, glazed his eyes, and set himsdf to take whatever injugice was
heaped on him.

K’vesmilly swalowed a groan. His thoughts were so obvious they might have been written on his
forehead; he'd probably keep hold of himsdf this time, but the fird Merrz who snickered a him would
have his head handed to him. Think, woman! Time s running out. She glanced from one man to the other,
then scanned the hodtile crowd. A notion came to her: We haven't seen the girl. What about the girl? She
sat up. Sideways. That might beit.



As Marn she was supposed to hold dominion over ev-ery part of Cadander, Family landholds, city,
village, but her seat was more than a little shaky now. Make a note, woman; you'd better talk this
over with Hedin soon as possible. | need to be strong, not stupid. Courtesy now, zdra, | don't
know anything better.

She leaned forward, the light Sreaming through the high windows diding off the Mask and onto her
hands. “Pan Osk, may | speak?’

“Ceatanly, O Man.”

Keep it light, woman; he's not liking this, not at all. She beckoned to the large woman whose
name she'd for-gotten for the moment. As the woman waddled over and lowered hersdf to her knees
with some difficulty, she scrambled in her head, trying to retrieve that name; she didn’t need Hedin tdling
her that saying the name would buy a smear of good will which she might need. Prak!

Got it! Maiden Bless. “Jam’” Vana Zabraneh ...” she let her hands amile a the woman, her lips
amiling behind the Mask as she saw the flush of pleasure in the Merrzin's broad face, “events have piled
themsalvesin such atan-gled heap, | had no chance for the Masking Journey; this is my firg vigt to the
Merrzachars and | find you have more jewds than those in your mines. Introduce me to this gem who has
bewitched a fighting man like that,” she waved a hand at the Trivud, “a man who's killed more gritzers
then leaves on atree”

Vana Zabraneh's mouth tightened. She was't about to be tickled out of her complaint. “You should
tdk to me, O Marn, Shera Duiminehisinmy care and | won't have the child made a mock of. | saw and
| heard and that’s dl you need to know what sort that is” She turned, spat at the Trivud's fedt, just
missng the toe of his boot.

K’vestmilly heard athread of fear in that hoarse voice and knew she'd touched something important.
“Pan Osk, | have no wish to interfere; though the Trivud Throdd Ankar is my man and thus mine to
punigh, thisis your landhold and your court, it isfor you to say who comes and who goes. But | ask as a
favor, send for the girl. In order to judge the severity of the punishment, | wish to hear the story from her
own lips”

Pan Osk examined the woman's face a moment, then flicked his finger a a landguard. The guard
touched his brow and left. K’'vestmilly could hear the dap of bootsoles on stone as he broke into a run
the moment he left the room.

A girl came hestantly through the rows of benches, her shoulders rounded, her head down. She was
the image of the shy young girl, smdl and pretty, with an abundance of black curls bubbling over her
shoulders. K’vestmilly watched her, watched the reaction of the Merrz to her, and groaned inside, then
cursed the Harozhni for afool who just might have wrecked everything for them.

She glanced a him, saw his nodtrils flare, his lips go even thinner. Whaaat? She examined the girl
more closdy and saw a dimple flicker, an eye black and shining as polished cod dip sdeways between
narrowed lids, come hurrying back. “Lift your head, young Shera” K’'vesmilly said, a hint of laughter in
her own voice. “There' s no one blaming you for this. Tdl me your side. | want to hear it from your pretty
mouth.”

Shera touched her tongue to her lips, then, suddenly, her dimples danced as marily as her black
eyes. “You know, don't you.” She shrugged her shoulders, the dhift of the thin white blouse bringing
audible sghs from her audience. “I told her it was a fool’s game. | don’t want none of it and that’s the
truth. M’ Da’prenticed me for m" dowry’s sake, and *cause m" mam died and he thought | sh'd have a
womean carin’ for me; he's a good man and it's only ’ cause he''s down mine that SHE had the zhluc to try
thison. SHE told me I’d get hdf, but | don’t think s0.” She lifted her hand, the loose deeve of the blouse
fdling back from a fine white am. She opened the hand wide. “That'd be her hdf and thisd be mine”
She pinched thumb and forefinger together.

“Nonethdess young Shera, tdl me exactly what happened—for your sake and his”

Shera winced away from Vana Zabraneh's glare. “Zdra, it was washday at the Inn, so | was out
back haulin’ tubs of sheets to the drylines. SHE hires washerwomen for the scrubbin’ and whitenin’, but
me” she wrinkled her nose, flounced her hair, “I'm good enough for hanging things out. | come staggerin’



out with this tub and him,” she turned, smiled a the Trivud, “he comes dong and gives me a hand. We
tak about this n that while | hang up the sheets and zdra zdra ...” she shrugged, tossed her head, “there
comes amention of coin, very polite and he don’t push it when | say nik, I'm workin’ for dowry, not my
old age, he says prak, tha ben’ that, what about me comin’ to sup with him so he can make good his
takin' me wrong and | was thinkin' that over when HER, SHE pops out the bushes with oI’ Sov, the
houseguard SHE keeps round to bounce troublemakers. SHE ydls at hm over there and oI’ Sov, he has
hisgun out and his eyes squinnied like he only wanted hdf'n excuse to blow him over there his head off.
SHE ydIshe' s tryin' to rape me and | said Gahhhh, no such thing, and SHE said you too slly to know
what you talkin’ about and anyway your Da he put me 'n charge of you and you gotta do what | say.
And SHE tdlsmeto go indde and shut my face and so | do, ’ cause that’ s true anyway, Da he told me to
do what SHE said. But | din't go fast and | heard HER pitchin’ a him thet if he don't pay HER some
golds SHE gonna have his hide and he told HER some gtuff that | am not gonna say *cause Da he'd have
my hideif he heard. But anyway, him over there, he made a little mistake, but that din’'t hurt nothin' and
anyway he was polite about it and | was gonna get a good supper for once ' stead the dop SHE gives
me. And SHE told me to say indde &fter that and SHE take this wet coth and o’ Sov he holds me
down and SHE pulls my skirt up and SHE beats me on my bare behind till dl 1 can do is lay on my face
and squed and SHE locks mein that closet where | degp and | have to ydl to landguard who come for
me just now and tdl him where SHE keeps the key so he can let me out. So tuhl Pan, | think you should
let im over there go and give o’ Vanchik there alick or two to teach HER what m' Da taught me when
| dimbed Kolevak’s broshka tree and stole his prize broshks.”

K’vesmilly let her laughter ring out. “I thank you, Shera Duimineh,” she said when she sobered. “I'd
like to meet that father of yours, seems to me he's onein a thou-sand.”

A broad glowing amile spread across the piquant little face. “Oh, yes, he is, heis. A graasaand man,
O Marn. Oh, yes, heis”
K’vesmilly spread her hands and settled back in her chair. “I thank you for your courtesy, Pan

Camnor Hedin poured a glass of chilled broshka juice and brought it to her. “That was a hit to be
proud of, cdl-ing for the girl. What brought her to mind?’

“You. | thought about dl you did after Mother was killed.” She lifted her feet onto the daybed and
lay back spping at the juice. “Every time | couldn’t see how we could untie a knot, you'd go Sdeways
and somehow it'd untie itsdlf. Osk was getting set to hammer the Trivud and | couldn’t let that happen,
we need every man.” She drew her fingers across, her brow, wrinkled her nose a the sweaty dust
daning the tips. “I thought mountains were cool.”

“It's summersend, Kimi. Hot everywhere.”

“What's wrong, Hes?’

He walked to the window and stood looking out across the mountaingde toward the valey buried in
heat-haze. “I'm not used to idleness. Or confinement. I'm bored. | want out.”

“l need you.”

“Nik. This afternoon’s proof of that. Besdes, I'm an ir-ritant, more so than your men; if they're not
Merrz, a least they're Cadandri.” He turned and looked somberly at her. “And you don’'t need me in
your bed. Y ou've got what you wanted. I’ ve watched you looking at him.”

K’vesmilly flushed, wrapped her hands around the glass and stared down at the thick yellow-orange
liquid. “Don’t be slly, Hes. Who've | had time to know here?’

“Doexn't take time. Shdl | name him, your Poet?’

“That's nonsense. He does't think of me like that. He has Tinggil.”

“l wondered if you knew.”

“It's reasonably obvious, dl you have to do is see them together ....”

“Yes, | thought so. I'm going down to Dander tomor-row.” He said it quietly, nothing but weariness
inthat rich deep voice. “If you fed like hdping, you could use the com to send word I’'m on my way.”

He left without saying anything more.



She got to her feet, stood a moment saring a the door, then swung around and hurled the glass
agang the wdl. It shattered and fdl to the floor, leaving behind a smear of ydlow juice and few dinting
fragments of glass.

5. Going South

Treshteny sat on the dapple’ s back with the degping faun cradled in her arms; she blinked down a
an old woman who was solid as the stones, no paimpsest of possibility, only a bit of shimmer around the
edges—as if she were born as she was and would continue that way long be-yond the end of
Treshteny’ s timesight. The boy holding her hand shared that solidity, taking it from her by the contact.

“Mad Treshteny,” the old woman said. It wasn't a question. “1 an Mama Charody and this is Doby.
| think we are both going to the same place.”

“It' sthe horse who knows. | don't.” Treshteny looked down as the fan gtirred, but he didn't wake,
just tucked hislittle hoofs into the crook of her arm.

“That’snot ahorse”

Treshteny moved her shouldersin a sketch of a shrug, so she wouldn't wake Yda o. “If he wants to
be something e, then I'll call him that. It's his business, not mine”

The horse shook his head and snorted.

Mama Charody chuckled, a deep rumbling sound that shuddered through her big body. “You're
wiser than |, Treshteny Fdladin. We Il walk with you, if we may.”

The dapple sdled to her, nosed at her, then bobbed his head up and down, whuffling his acceptance;
he moved back to the winding game trall and waited there for Mama Charody and the boy to join him.

>><<

Serroi fought her way to the quarterdeck and stood dutching the ral beside Phindwe. She pushed
the hair off her mouth and laughed up at the dark face not so much higher than hers. “If there's one thing
you don’'t need, it's awindwitch.”

The. Shipmaster twitched along nose with a hook in the off-center tip that would have been a home
on a jesser’s leether beak. He scowled and pointed a the dark gray clouds churning high dong the
horizon. “Might need those laid not riz”

Out againg the clouds she saw black flukesflip up and dideinto the sea. “I don’t think so. We have
an escort. Look there”

He watched the ring of maremars form about the ship and the sea smooth out, the wind drop to a
steady blow. Silkar children came arching up the bow swell, laughing and waving at the sallors doft and
on deck as they van-ished back into the sea. “What's goin’ on, Heder?’

She combed her fingers through her hair and bent over therall to watch the Silkar play.

Phindwe reached out to take hold of her arm and pull her around, then he saw the spot on his thumb
that was dill pder than the rest of the skin and snatched his hand back. “What's goin’ on?’ His voice
was louder, rough with anger and a touch of fear.

She was leaning on her forearms, getting into the rhythm of the ship, riding the dip and sway; she
turned her head, the wind blowing strands of hair across her face. “Friends of ming” she said. “I didn’t
know they’d come, but | was hoping. We Il have a sweet trip south. Now.”

>><L

Adayr stood at the bowral watching the slkar children play, Honeydew comfortable in his shirt
pocket, only her head visble as she stared around a a new and exciting world.

“Hey! You!”

Adlayr smung round, Honeydew pulling her head down to peep through a buttonhole. She made a
face as the Shipmaster came charging toward them.

“You lot, who are you? What's going on?’

Adlayr hesitated, then smiled, spread his hands. “Wheat you see.”

“What | seeis spooky. Bad Hanla. First port .1 hit, you goin’ ashore.”



“Va, Madter, if they have the say,” he jerked a thumb at the maremars, “firg port you hit's gonna be
Bokivada. Which is no hardship since that's where you' re headed anyway.”

“Who told you that?’

Sill smiling, Adlayr shook his head. “Doesn’'t métter.

Cool down, man. I'm gyes. Got nothing to do with you.”

“Biserica? What you doing with that Hev, then?’

“Ward, Master.”

In the pocket Honeydew giggled slently. Adlayr’'s mild answers had taken the sleam from Phindwe's
wrath.

“And her?’ Phindwe jerked athumb at the quarterdeck where Serroi’s head was just vishle

“Biserica, too.” Adlayr waved a hand at the sparkling sea, the bailing black clouds that surrounded
them but couldn’'t touch them and the escorting maremar. “Rdax and enjoy, you've a free ride. No
sorms, no pirates and the fastest trip you've ever made. What' s to worry you?’

“Everything | don’t know, gyes. What can come outta the dark and chew ass. Free ride, duokhmi.
An't ever been anything pricefree in this world and never will be.” Phindwe sniffed and strolled off,
shoulders rounded, hands clasped behind him.

Honeydew popped her head up. Why’s he so mad? Thisis a good thing.

He is a wise man, Honey. You just remember what he said. When anybody wants to give you
something, look for the strings. It could cost you more than you want to give. On the other hand,

friends do for friends, that’s a good cost and one you pay with a free heart.
Saaa, Adlee, so boooriing, come, tell me about them there, they’re so pretty, playing in the water like that, it looks
like fun.

They're called Slkar, Honey, and they live in the sea like you live in the air.

She heard the yearning in his mindvoice and it made her hair itch; if the wind hadn’t been blowing so
hard, enough to blow her tumbling head over heds for miles and miles, she would have gone somewhere
dse And if there was anyone d<e to tak to. Hedivy couldn't and Serroi wouldn't. And the salors
weren't supposed to know about her, besides, they couldn’t understand what she was saying so it was
like taking to poles, not very satisfying. She sghed and worked her wings until they were tucked in more
comfortably, then settled in to ply Adlayr with questions and wring as much informetion out of him as she
could.

>><<

The long swells told Phindwe of the power of the sorm outsde the charmed circle, ther cloud
masses awadl dl round him, seething and dimbing so high they amost ob-scured the amdl round of blue
directly overhead; it was as if the eye of that sorm went with him, however he turned, an eye unlike
others, with a steady wind blowing across it that kept his sails taut and his ship scudding dong &t full
dretch.

He counted seven days in the Eye, then he went to Serrol. “Are y’ doing this, woman?’ he said. “If
y are, don't. You robbin’ the land and the idands of rain and wind, and they’ll be needin’ it. Thisis the
growin’ sea-son. If you're Biserica, you know the Baance. Y ou know the need.”

“Nay, man. I've kept my hands from magic snce | es-caped my trainer, which is longer ago then
you've any ideal'll not touch it now, except for the heding.”

“Ahwu? And your promise to windwitch if | needed it, you meant to break it?’

“Nay. | was taking a chance it wouldn't be needed.”

“What isgoing on, Hedler? What' s dl this about?’

“It's better you don’t know.”

“I'll tll you like | told your man. The only thing I'm afeard of iswhat | don’t know.”

She looked a him along moment, then she nodded. “Ei va, this has to do with what's hgppening in
Cadan-der. We are hunting the Enemy and It fights back.”

“|¢7

Serroi shook her head. “Bad hanlafor you to fdl into this tae. I'll tdl you this, though, it might have



been worse for you and yours if Hedivy had found another ship. The Enemy does not acknowledge
neutrdity.”

“Why?" He hunched his shoulders, then waved a hand about to say dl the things he had no words
for.

“I'll ask 1t when we find It.”

>><<

“Hev, y’ owe me. Who'n shog is that woman?’

“No one to messwith.”

“I KNOW that. An't what | asked.”

Hedivy stood baanced on the bals of his feet, the wind blowing his sandy shag, into eyes with dl the
expression of water-polished pebbles; he hadn’t shaved since board-ing the ship, so a smudge of faded
reddish beard con-cealed the contours of his jaw and a mustache dtered the line of his lip. He wasan't
happy about being questioned, but he knew better than to burn bridges he might need to use agan.
“Prak. Couple hundred years ago. Sons War. Know about it?’

“l am not ignorant, Spy. | have been taught.”

“Good. Have you heard the tde of the Two Trees, the ones that stand above the Biserica?

“Aye. Kwa?’

“That is her. The Lacewood. Serroi the Hedler. Some-thing woke her. That's what | was told. How
trueitis...” He shrugged. “What | know, best let her be.”

“Shetdlin’ true about Cadander?’

Hedivy's mouth pinched together, but the same con-straints held. “Yeah.”

“Ahwu, I'll do my tradin’ south say we make Shimzdly dill afloat. Good hanla, Hev. | see you doin'
what y' have to, I’d appreciate the favor y' did it with some other phut’ s ship after this”

>><<

The days that followed were without change, crisp and cool, with the mage wind driving the ship,
night turning to day, day to night, over and over, a pleasant monotony that grew less pleasant as the
weeks did behind them.

Serroi watched the cloud wal and wondered what was waiting for them. Phindwe had spoken of
Baance and the word had woken in her the same frisson she fdt when she acknowledged to hersdf that
the nixies were as much hers as the dryads, the dark and the light, both necessary. Bal-ance there, too,
dl-light was as crud, as punishing initsway as al-dark. It was like this place, a crystd jewd in a matrix
of doud; boring, unchanging, the soul gone with the Silkars.

They'd left days ago, only the maremars were il in place, there at the boundary of dark and light.

Dak and Light and boundaries. Why so important?

Such a sketchy, abstract concept with no ties to flesh that she could see—or how it might help her
dedl with the Enemy, but she had a strong feding that the forces pro-pelling her had set up this Stuation
to grind that ideainto her soul.

She sat in the bow of the ship, out of the way of the salors, waiching the clouds and the glittering
blue of the sea and brooding, day after day on the long journey south.

>><<

As shadows lengthened and the sun started to dide be-hind the peaks, Horse stopped, knelt.

Treshteny did from his back, set the faun on his feet, and laughed doud as he ran around the amdl
flat, patting the trees, trying to tease out dryads he expected to be there, drooping sadly when he found
thet the trees were judt trees.

“Saaa, saag, lw,” she crooned to him. “We're jugst early, that's dl. | can see they'll be there
sometime, just not now.”

He came trotting back to her, danced in front of her, whining for her to lift him.

She laughed, caught him up, and carried him to a down tree a the Sde of the clearing, seitling there



to hold him cuddled againg her.

Mama Charody patted Doby on his shoulder, tapped the hatchet strapped to his back. “You see
about wood, michi, I'll tend to supper. Remember, down wood only.” She watched him move off, then
crossed to St beside Treshteny. “What have you been egting, zhena?’

“Whatever comes.” She looked up, amiled as arids came swirling overhead.

They dipped down, dropping arain of seeds for Yea o, fruit, leaves, stalks, mushrooms of dl kinds
(some edible, some nat), a few wriggling fish, even aloaf of freshly baked bread.

She clapped her hands;, they flipped and twisted through a spate of visud giggles, then fluttered away.
Yda o jumped down and began gathering the offerings for her, egting the seeds as he found them and
hegping the other things on a dump of short, wiry grass.

Treshteny nodded a the growing pile. “Take what you can use” she sad. “If 1 need more, they'll
bring it.”

“Zdra, michi-micha, it's my time to provide. The fish I'll take. Though I'm sad to say it, | have no
trust in your cooking, Teny. “

Treshteny giggled. “Wise woman.”

“"Tismy cdling, chichi.” Mama Charody grunted onto her feet. “I have my suppliers, too; let's see
what they can provide.” She clapped her hand, cdled, “Brothers, come.”

Kamen bulged from the ground, moving in thelr pecu-liar way with their arms full of roots. They lad
them a Mama Charody’s feet and sank back into the earth that they moved through like fish through
water. As akind of afterthought, a depression appeared in the middle of the flat and rapidly filled with
water.

Mama Charody laughed. “Thet’s my babies. Doby,” she called. “You dmogt finished out there?’

The boy didn’t answer, but he appeared a moment later carrying alarge bundle of wood. He set it on
the grass be-side the new pool, gave Mama Charody a quick nervous smile and went back into the dark
under the trees.

Treshteny looked after him, then turned to Mama Charody.

“He talks wdl enough,” the old woman said, “he just doesn't fed like saying anything. It was the gritz
war, you know—or maybe you don’'t. Zdra zdra, he saw hiskin shot down and hisvillage burned. And |
tak enough for the both of us” She lowered hersdf beside the pile of wood and began snapping the
gmdler branches over her knee, setting the larger in a pattern that pleased her.

Treshteny pulled a fine curved fishbone from her mouth and tossed it into the scatter of bark
fragments and dead leaves piled againg the trunk of the down tree. She patted a yawn, got to her fedt,
and curled up on the grass.

A hairy beast like along-haired cat enormoudy en-larged came from the trees and curled about her,
its dlky dappled gray har fdling over her to protect her, keep her dry and warm. She shuggled againgt
him. “Zdra, Horse,” she murmured drowsly, “you must have more Names than a summer cloud. A new
one every night ... don't get ...” she yawned again, “... bored that way.” She eased around, began
scratching his bely. “Like that ... mmmm, yes, you do like that ...."” She scratched and rubbed at him a
while longer, then settled in to deep.

Doby helped Mama Charody douse the fire, hunting down the last sparks and drowning them with
fierce sat-isfaction, then grinding the blackened ash into the dirt.

The old woman squeezed his shoulder. “Tan't fire done your kin, boy, "twas the one we' re heading
for who set the gritz sirring.” She got to her feet, undid the blanket roll, and snapped the canvas out on
the grass. “Come now, wash your hands and face and dry them good, michi, then well deep till the
morrow and be on our way again.”

A little later Doby crept into the blankets and nestled againgt her, shivering with cold, his hands and
har wet from the pool. He warmed dowly and his bregthing qui-eted. “Mama ....” His voice was low
and rusty, hardly more than a thread of sound.

In the darkness Mama Charody amiled; the hedling had begun & las It was a long time coming, but



she' d never doubted it would. “What, michi?’

“Her ..”

Mama Charody chuckled softly, her body sheking the blankets. “ Sheis alittle odd, isn't she”

He snuggled closer, tucked hisicy feet under her leg. “Yda o, too.”

“It's dl magic, michi, it's coming back faster every day. Me, I'm part of it. You're part of it now,
want it or not.”

He made a contented little sound, sucked in a long breath, sghed it out. “You, Mama? he
murmured.

“Me, michi-micha. | was degping in the ground like abig old brembi

“l dug bremba ....” There was a gigglein his voice a the thought of the wise woman in the ground
like a tuber, dl wrinkled and hairy and covered with dirt. The joy died out of him as he remembered what
happened, the gritzers tromping through the fidd, shooting his cousin and his brothers and burning down
hisvillage he turned his head againg her, put his thumb in his mouth, and cried.

After heé d cried hmsdf to degp, Mama Charody set-tled hersdf into the haf-coma that was rest
time for her, dow memories, eddying in her complex brain ....

The shot of force like lightning didng through the dirt, girring, her from her shriveled deep ...

The dow and panful gifling ...

Unfading ....

Pushing up through the earth to reach the sun again for the firg timein two centuries ...

She sank deeper in the coma, no longer thinking or re-membering, Smply ligening to the songs of the
earth, the stones.

6. The Web Working

Camnor Hedin kndlt at the window, looking over his shoulder at the dead-eyed boy who'd brought
him. “Y ou'd be safer on the street.”

Tomd was squatting in a corner of the amdl dusty room,, his brown rags and dirty face merging with
the shadows. He shrugged and didn’t move.

“Your choice”” Hedin unclipped the longglasses from his belt and snapped on the shidds to keep the
lenses from catching moonlight and shining it back. He scanned the river for severd minutes, then dipped
the com from its belt case, lad it on the Sl by hisleft hand and tapped it on. “Vak here. Go.”

“Spider three here. Gleanersin place and waiting. Go.”

“River’s quiet, not many barges tied up. There's a squad of wharfliks moving dong the Lade Road,
they're just about a Shipper Mikkd’s Wharf, same time as yes-terday, give or take a few minutes
Looks like you're clean, no ferts about. Snipers should move in now.”

He lowered the glasses, took out a handkerchief and scrubbed the sweat from his face, tucked it
back in his pocket, and began watching again. “Hah, good. Spider four’sin and no trouble. Not even the
wind's girring. There goes two. Now seven. Cover’sin place. Sx jud Ieft the dley. HE s in the barge.”
He cleared his throat, swept the river again. “Lot of nixies around. There€'s a dutch of them up by the
Glasserie Wharf. Now what ... it's rocking and bucking dmogt as if it’s trying to break loose and head
downstream. Looks like they're taking it apart. Wharfliks are coming from everywhere; they're sarting
to shoot, the thrunts. About as much use as shoot-ing the river. Get the Web moving. | don’'t know what
dirred the nixies up, but it's a digtraction we can't waste. Go.”

After amoment, the answer came back. “On their way. Go.”

Hedin kndlt, scanning the river and muittering into the com as he watched dark forms moving in and
out of the warehouses, pushing loaded barrows, emptying them onto the expropriated barge.

More and more nixies were gathering around the northend wharves, jesring at the wharfliks and the
other defenders trying to drive them off, swirling around the piles, worrying at them.

“... dill quiet down our end. Hatt! Nixies have pulled a pile, there's another ... another few minutes
the whole thing'll be. going. Murd! that could meen trouble ... un-less we use it. Spider three, tdl the
Gleaners to get out now. I'll mark for you, you send it on. They should go with the wharf, anyone



around'll just think it's another bit of nixy mdice. Go.”

Agan a short dlence.

Hedin saw hdf a dozen shadows come from the ware-house, loaded down for—he hoped—the last
time they ran the barrows into the river and vanished into the shad-ows on the deck. He nodded to
himsdf as he saw the snipers emerging from the dley and joining the others on the barge.

“Gleanersin place. Go.”

“Whar is shaky now, it'stilting ... shuddering ... someone with more sense than mogt is pouring some
kind of liquid in the river, the nixies don't like it, they're Start-ing to clear out, | don't know if ... ah! the
wharf’ storn looseg, it's on its way downriver. Tdl them to cast off now. Go.”

“Zdra” A pause. “They're off. You' d best get out, too. Need cover? Go.”

Hedin glanced at the boy. “Got dl the cover | need. Out.” He twisted off the lens shieds, snapped
them on their carry buttons, clipped the longglasses to his belt, and did away the com. Hand on the s,
he pushed onto his feet, worked his knees aminute to get the giffness out, then turned to the boy. “Zdra,
Tomd, let’s get the zhag out of here”

>>-<<

“What do you mean cooperating?’

Ravach ditted his eyes a Pan Nov. “What ese would you cdl it? They darted tearing the wharf
down the min-ute the krysh hit the warehouse, covered "em. Every wharflik in the Quarter was up a
Glasseri€ s trying to drive the nixies off.”

“What' d the krysh get?’

“All the longguns stored in Mikkd’s warehouse. Twenty barrels, gunpowder, lead, casngs, five
barrels blackpowder explosive, forty sacks shem and ryzh, ten baskets bremba tubers, ten sacks sdlt.
And a barge.”

“No one saw the barge go?’

“Zdra, they did, but the krysh were out of Sght, lettin’ river take barge, so they thought it was just
nixiesdoin’ it agan.”

Nov swore and began pacing the room, muttering and beseting his fig againg his sde. After a few
moments he turned. “Get what you can. They took food, they’re going to be giving it out, buying traitors
with it. Keep your spies nose to ground, get me names” He filled his chest, roared, “Bring me a krysh
bigger than a minnow!”

Ravach grunted. “Workin' on it

>><<

The Dancer moved about the Grand Chamber of the Temple, bare feet Slent on the cold, stripped
stone. Fugi-tive footprints glowed behind him, mdted into the air. Around him, workmen labored glently,
gone cutters from the Travasherims, glass-seiters, carpenters, tilemen from the Potteries, changing the
temple from Maiden to Glory. A woodcarver was a work on the Maiden image, chang-ing the face. The
ams were dready cut off, the new ones laid out on the stone of the dtar where the Glory would shine
once the changeover was complete.

A runner from the Pevranamist came through the pointed arch of the doorway, stopped just indde,
and stood looking nervoudy around. He ran his tongue adong his lips, straightened his shoulders, and
moved diffly to-ward the Dancer. When he reached him, he bowed, hold-ing out a note folded over and
sedled. “Tuhl Dancer, the Marn sends this”

The Dancer took the paper, leting his fingertips run over it.

The runner shivered as the |etter glowed a heartbest, then was dull again, a brownish white asif it had
gotten too close to afire, but hadn’t burned.

The Dancer held it out. “Take it to im who gaveit to you. | have answered.”

The runner bowed again and left more quickly than he' d come.

>><<



Nov was in the Tradurad, in conference with. Ashouta Pen (the Treddek he'd appointed to Stedl
Point after he had Ashkolias strangled), Oppornay Treddek Ker, Sab-banot Treddek Ano, and
Zhdatzos Treddek Sko, setting up supply networks, getting an assessment of what it'd take to get the
millsand glasseries on line again.

When the runner dipped indde and stood by the door, waiting to be noticed, Nov jerked his head to
the doorwindow. “Wait out there, I'll be with you in a min-ute” He gathered up the papers in front of
him, tapped them into a neet pile and stood. “I have to see about this” He tugged at abell cord. “If you'll
adjourn to the Setkan, you can continue this discussion without me or take a break. I've ordered a
spread to be laid out there; if you need anything more, the Domcevek will be waiting for you.”

Hand over his mouth to hide his sneer, he watched them file out, their bodies shouting worry and
fear. Ex-cept Treddek Ker, prokkin' pizhla, grutting like a kokh bitch in hegt. Better watch out for her
and her Pan. She looks like she knows something | don’t. Have to get

Ravach on her tail. Viych! One more thing | have to fool with.

A knock on the door interrupted his angry thoughts. “Come.”

A maid edged insde with atray loaded with a cha pot, a cream jug, abowl of berries, and a plate of
wafle wa-fers. She was athin woman with gray-streaked, brown hair drawn into a tight bun a the back
of her head. Nov watched her lay out the things on his worktable, some-thing about her nigging a his
mind. “I know you, don’t 17?7’

She lowered her eyes, dipped into an awkward bow. “Yes, tunl Pan. | was nursery mad in Nov
House”

“Zdra, from the Shippers Warren.”

“Yes, tuhl Pan.”

“And do you like your new place?’

“Yes, tunl Pan.” She flushed, then went pale, stood with her head bowed, her fingers fiddling with her
apron.

He amiled; she was obvioudy so impressed she couldn’'t speak. He found that soothing. “Is there
anything you need?’

“Nik, tuhl Pan.”

“Zdra zdra, you can go.”

Nov poured cream over the berries and began spooning them up, savoring the sweet-tart taste,
dternating bites of wafers and sips of cha

When he finished, he was relaxed and feding good. He got to his feet, went to the window, and
beckoned the run-ner into the office.

“Zdra?

The runner bowed and handed over the folded paper. He saw Nov’s frown at the unbroken sed and
sad hadtily. “The Dancer took it. ran hisfingers over it, gave it back to me; he said the answer’sinsde.”

“l see. You can go.”

When he was done, he broke the sedl, read the words burnt into the paper.

IF YOU WANT TO TALK, COME TO ME.

Cursing, he tore the paper into bits, dumped them in the berry bowl, and dropped a match on them.
He sat behind the worktable, leening on folded arms, and watched them bum. He'd like to do the same
to the Dancer, but he couldn’t, not yet. His grip on the heart of Cadander wasn't tight enough and there
were dill two landholds loya to K'vesmilly Vos, Oskland and Ankland. Bar and Sko were restive, but
they were negligible, he could kick them into line as soon as he could find time for, it. Ann’'s something
ese .. watch him ... he'll cut my throat first chance he gets ... and the new Pan Ker ... | don't
know him ... if he's anything like his father ... Oppornay ... the way she acts, he could be
treacherous as Ano ... Marn Zhag! | hate that bitch ... if | had the men, I'd

... We' ve got to get the ore trains going ... Ravach ..

| want assassins on her ass ... and Osk, prokkin’ chert ... dance on his ashes ... the Harozh
Ank, curse him



... stinkin” worm ... nose in books .. what'n Zhag he think he's doing?

He dumped the cold remnants of the chain his cup into the bowl, watched the fine flakes of ash ank
into and muddy the brown liquid. He had to give in to the Dancer. For the moment. Let those krysh get
dug in and it would be like trying to uproot a struzha bramble to get them out again, especidly if the nixy
attack was't a coinci-dence, if they’d redly made a pact with those pests .... Oskliv', it doesn’'t bear
thinking ... I'll go to temple to-night ... don't want the world to see me licking that sprochert’'s
toes ... fool’s game, Nov, all this scratching in the head ... time to get back to work ... put my
hands on all the twistsin thisidiot city ... pek!

Clouds were scudding across TheDom's crescent and there was a hint of rain in the night ar as Pan
Nov walked into the Temple; as he entered the main chamber, he stopped, startled.

Pde, nacreous light shimmered through the chamber, sourceless light filling the room like water. The
Dancer moved naked through thet light, his body a darker gold, dso light; he moved in a dance of Praise
that was as much beyond description as it seemed beyond the reach of human movement.

For severa moments the Dancer continued as if he were unaware of Nov, then he bowed to Nov
and whedled through an eccentric spird to the empty dtar, legpt on it, and sat cross-legged, his hands on
his knees. The ydlow glow crept back ingde his skin and Treshtal’s features were once more vishle.
“Pan Nov,” he said, his voice multiple yet soft as a whisper. “What do you want of us?’

“The nixies are working with the rebel's now. Get rid of them.”

“Rebes or nixies?’

“Both.”

“The rebels are your business, not ours.”

Nov shrugged. “Prak, I'll deal with them. What about the nixies?’

“If we touch the water, everything dies. Do you want that?’

“What do you meen everything?’

“The river will be dead.”

“No fish?’

“More then that.”

Nov moved his shoulders. His Holding was the Ship-per’s Quarter, the Dan was part of hislife He
knew its moods and changes, knew it in flood and low water, thick with mud in the Spring and frozen
over in Winter. The image of a dead river rang warningsin his head. “Nik,” he said. “Nik! Do something
ese. Keep your promise, Dancer, give memy Land. Alive, not dead!”

“Thetime iswrong. We have not reached Fullness” zhag does that mean?’

“Ignore the nixies. They play, they don’'t conspire. That is truth, Zavidesht Pan Nov; | know it. Rub
gmerch ail on the piles and keep cruses of it ready to pour in the water. That will drive them off.”

“Drive everyone off. Tchah! What a sench.” He shrugged. “Prak, it's better than killing the river.
Ligen to me, Dancer. | need men.” He spat the last words out, put-ting heavy stress on each of them.
“Themillsat Stedl Point are down to the last posdes of cod and they're out of ore, the Glasseries will be
running on empty next week. We ve got to get hold of those mines. And that bitch!”

“Soon. You've work to do here. Clean your house be-fore you leave it

Nov put his hands behind his back, dosng them into figs. This creature was dl promise and very
little per-formance. The problem was he hadn’t forgotten how Ker died; he hadn’t forgotten the Dancer
freezing imin place with a gesture. Behind his growing fury was a knot of fear colder than wind off the
mountains. “Give me aday so | can get ready to move. Name a day, Dancer.”

The glow was segping out again, panting a second skin over the body. Eyes like butter amber stared
a him un-blinking.

Nov fdt sweat beading on his face, closed his hands tighter, and fought to breathe normdly. He
couldn't talk, which was just as well, he didn’'t know whét to say.

“A day,” the form said, the multiple voices stronger. “Let it be so. On the fourth day of the Nijilic
month Sarpamish, | will send men to you from the warrens and the South.”

Nov bowed, relief making his knees shake. He wheded, walked briskly from the chamber. Two



weeks. It was just enough time to plan the attack and get suppliesin place.
“Let it be 0,” the form on the dtar whispered once the man was gone. “The Sacrifice begins”

>><<

“Spider one to Mountain.”

“Mountain here. Go.”

“Things are garting to move here. There might not be time to work to schedule. Be ready for a cdl
any time. Go.”

“Prak. I'll pass that on. We Il have someone on watch day and night from now on. Go.”

“Nov's getting ready to march. Could be any day now. Like | told you before, for the past two,
three weeks his agents have scoured the Zemyadd for supplies and mounts; his warehouses are duffed
to burding. This morning the pastoras of the Glory began moving through the warrens, putting their
fingers on men, ordering them to the Temple. Mostly men who've gone a lat to the Glory Houses. They
day in the Temple about an hour and when they come out, they’re Taken and they go draight to the
Pevranamist barracks. Twenty barges started South before daybreak. Spider three's sources say they're
going for more men. Nov himsdf is meeting with that chert Ravach and the rest of his odaks, he's
clamped down harder on the warrens, shut down the glasseries and the mills The only things left working
are VyK's Paperies, and even there, only one shift and you have to be Glory-caled to make it. Zdra,
that' s wandering, sorry. He's il some way from being ready to march, theré |l be the men coming from
the South, there's training and getting the supply lines set. The Web has organized a rday watch on the
Pevranamist and they’ re beating the rounds of the sources. WE I let you know what's going on, I’ll pass
it on the minute | hear he'' s showing Ignshe' s goin’ to start movin' out. Questions? Go.”

“Not at this moment. Get back to you tomorrow on schedule, if you haven't caled earlier. Prak?
Go.”

“Prak. It should be at least another two weeks before Nov gets his amy together, more than that if
he' s thor-ough as Vedouce was, but we can't be sure, so expect the move any time. Out.”

7. Shimzely

Chaya Wilish glanced at the owlclock dicking noisly away on the wall, then eased the oven door
open and checked the color of the bread’ s crust, amiling with satis-faction at the high round top and even
color. It was com-ing out perfect, everything had been perfect dl day—so far, though it was dill early.
She shut the door with the same care, Sraightened with a 9gh and a brush of her hand across her face,
pushing, back the dark brown wisps escaping from her dlicked-back hair, wisps the heat had twisted into
tight amdl curls.

A dight young woman with skin the color of kava heavily laced with milk, a generous mouth and
brown eyes so dark they seemed black in some lights, she was easy on her feet, quick and graceful as
ghe crossed the kitchen to the cooler well.

The pulleys squeaked as she hauled on the rope and she reminded hersdf to give them a touch of all
when she had a minute. Her father had dug the wel the year before she was born, so the pulleys were
older than she was, but he had a Gift at making things He'd been a woodworker and important in the
Wooders Guild, so they were only alittle worn and with care would outlast her daughter. If she ever had
a daughter—the way things were gaing .... She shoved the thought back as she cleated the rope and
took the milk can from the platform. “ Saucer, where' s that sau-cer ... Al Lavvie, come come, I'm putting
your milk by the stove, it ll be warmin just alittle while, come and drink it before it turns.”

The house snake poked his head from his hole, then hurried across to the saucer, an undulant
red-brown streak.

Chaya laughed. “Lawvie, Lawvie, | should cdl you Run-for-the-milk. You're just like your namesake,
he can amd| food fifty miles off.” She went out the back door to pick greens for the sdad.

When she came back, Sekhaya Kawin was gtting at the table, Spping at a glass of water, a plump,



middle-aged woman with dightly darker skin and greenish-brown eyes in nests of laugh wrinkles,
abundant light brown hair sprinkled with gray and a few white hairs that caught the light and shimmered
like Slver wires.

Chaya dumped the greensin the Snk and ran to hug her name-sponsor. “Theazi, thaz, it's so good to
seeyou ...

Sekhaya returned the hug, kissed Chaya on both cheeks, then pushed her back. “You're looking
plendid, kaz. What a glow you've got!”

“Ahwu, I've worked hard and waited a long time for this” Sghing happily, she freed hersdf and
went to start washing the greens. Over her shoulder, she said, “Lavan’s coming by tonight. Now you'll
be here, too; it makes my celebration complete.”

“Tonight? | thought ....”

“My private celebration, thaz. To make Lavan come to the Guild dinner and waich me get my
journeyman certif-icate ....” She shook water from a handful of wefi leaves, dropped them in the Strainer,
then began washing dirt from crunchy yelow homboes, nipping off the roots and tops with a paring knife,
tossing the homboes on top of the wefi. “I mean, it would be like rubbing sdt, wouldn't it.”

“Ahwu, I'm pleased hell be here, 1 might have good news about that.” She hesitated at Chaya's
exclamation, then said, “Kaz, that bread smells done, want me to check?’

Chaya dropped the knife, ran water over the amdl cut. “Wha? Yes, why not” She pressed a
dishrag againg the cut, inspected it, pressed some more. “Good news?’ Her voice cracked in the middle
of the last word.

“Mh! Perfect.” Sekhaya tipped the loaf from the pan, set it on the rack to cool. She took the pan to
the sink, ran water into it, went back to the table. “Yes. | hit Vaafam on my rounds, couple weeks ago,
I’ve got a cousn there, Lova Nyezan, no relation to you, Chay, she's on my father's sde, his Sger’s
husband' s Sster’ s granddaughter, she told me that a cousin of hers caled Kubam, he was apprenticed to
this slveramith in Hubawern, that's out-side my territory, only a long breath from Bokivada. Naka naka,
Kubam caught a nguba fever and went off, snap snap, before anyone could do anything, not that one
can do much unless one catches it before the ydlows show, naka naka, he died and the amith, Casl
Kinugah's his name, Clan Qithu, he was lonesome and looking around for another apprentice, but he's
old, old, old, no one wants to go with hm and chance him dying on them like Zok did on Lavan. Naka
naka, | went over to tak to him, told him about Lavan, about him being a journeyman dl-versmith and
amod ready for his masterwork, and certifi-cation, and what happened to the Master he was articled to
and he said, tdl Lavan to come see him and if they could get on, he'd waive the fee for the sake of the
com-pany.” She dapped the table with both hands, hiccupping as she tried to laugh and catch her breath
a the sametime.

“You think he's a good man?’ Chaya kept her eyes on the s0lz she was peding, watching the dark
blue-green skin curl back from the paer green indde.

“| think Lavan would be taking a chance of being died-on again, this Qithuin's spry and sharp, but
he's older than the stones of Gaph. Thing is, it'sthe only pos-sbility | picked up and | asked every fam |
hit”

The cut opened on Chaya's thumb again; she sghed, washed the blood off the dices of solz and
dumped themin the gtrainer. “I'll let you tdl him about it, thaz; he wouldn't take it right, coming from me.
I'll go to the kitchen to see about something, tdl him then.”

“Trouble, kazi?’

“Not trouble, not ... exactly. Put some water on to bail, you know where the charcoa and matches
are” Chaya doused the strainer again, shook the water off the greens and took them to the wdl, where
she lowered the plaiform to the dark coolness below the house. She came back chewing on a stalk of
gatsha. “Are you hungry, thaz? | could make some toadt, there's honey and butter. | bought some trobel
berries for a dessert tart, but there’s more then | need.”

“Cha s enough for me. I’'m getting too fat.”

“Tsal Not the lagt time | saw Dolmen Fippaza looking at you.”

“Old men like alot of flesh, it makes them fed warm.” Sekhaya clicked her tongue. “And you're



dip-dipping sdeways, dy little yeni. What's up, kaz?’

Chaya sat down, folded her ams and stared a a knot in the wood she'd stared at a thousand and
thousand times before. “Nothing’ s right between us now.”

“Mmmr

“You've been south along time, thazi, so you wouldn’t know how this has been working out.” She
sucked at the cut a moment, pushed her other thumb down on it and went on, the words tumbling out of
her as they dways tumbled out of Sekhaya.

“It'sjudt that, ahwu, when Zok’s heart went, Lavan took it dl right. He was upset, he liked Zok and
the man was only fifty, it wasn't something you' d expect, but it wasn't like he was kin or anything. Lavan
figured he' d have no trouble finding another Master, he's the best there isin the journeymen of his year,
everyone knows that. He expected he could pick and choose among Masters, that messages would
come from lots, only none of that hap-pened, so he went looking, but the Masters he talked to had dl the
sudents they wanted. No one wanted him ex-cept for a huge fee which he not only couldn’t pay but
didn't think was fair. And that was three years ago.” She paused as the kettle whistled and Sekhaya got
up to set the cha to stegping. “The trouble is, his dan’s just about died out, so thereé's no one to stand
behind him.”

Sekhaya opened the cupboard, took down two cups and two saucers. “And your uncdle won't let the
two of you marry until Lavan straightens himsdf out, which is an-other dap in hisface.”

“Yes, and you wouldn't know this, but he barely gets enough work to feed himsdf, no way he can
buy things for his Masterwork. And dl the time this is hgppening to him, here | am, just humming aong,
no problems, I’'m making journeyman tomorrow and I'm a year younger than he was when he did, and
hetries not to let it rub a him, but it does, and he takes his hurt out on me when I'm around, not with his
fig, Maiden Bless, but with nasty cutting words, and he goes with other women, my cousins make sure |
get ALL the news. He's not a strong man, | know dl the cracks in him, but | love him. Once this gets
draightened out, it'll be dl right, | KNOW that.” She sighed, lowered her head onto her arms.

Chaya pushed the door open with her hip, eased through the opening with the big round tray. It was
heavy with the dessert tartlets, a bowl of whipped cream and the cha pot and the things that went with
that, but her arms didn’t tremble under the weight, one benefit from years of work a the loom. In a
drained hush that tightened knotsin her ssomach, she set the tray on the low table in the parlor and began
shifting the pot and plates.

Sekhaya broke the slence with alaugh. “ After that dinner, you expect us to eat some more?’

“Lavan has a hollow leg; he could eat a horse and not gain a pound.” Chaya glanced at him and saw
the muscle tic beside his left eye Start its warning twitches. Please please, Maiden Bless. | can't tease
him anymore. He used to laugh when | called hima hole in the ground. | can’'t say ANYTHING at
all without him blowing up at me. Not in front of my that, please, Lav, not tonight.

Sekhaya read the strains and once again broke in before Lavan could say anything. “Taking about
eding, | saw the weirdest thing, |1 don’t redly know what to think about it.” She took the cup from
Chaya, spped at the cha, amiled.

Sdtting cup and saucer on the am of the chair, she leaned forward, greenish-brown eyes moving
from Lavan to Chaya, commanding attention. “I saw a line of march-ers moving through the center of
Bekyafam, dmogt a hundred of them, mugt have come from dozens of fams around there. Dressed in
white, head to toe, men and women, even children, white robes, high in the neck, long deeves, har
dicked down, eyes sort of dazed, this goofy amile they put on in between the times they were snging na
na, not Inging, chanting. Kazim, kazim, kazim, like big white bees fdlowing a queen, but it wasn't a
queen, it was a cow, a white yearling hafer with white slk ribbons tied to her horns and white daises
sawn on her leed rein. | started to follow to see what was happen-ing, but a man pulled me aside and
sad, ‘you don't want to do that, you don’t want to see what they’re going to do.” Ahwu, you know me,
if there was anything that would MAKE me follow, it was that, but | wish | hadn’t, he was right, | didn’t
want to see it. There was a fidd with wheat dl around it, growing thick and yelow, but the fidd was
empty, the dirt trodden hard around a raised stone platform. They made the heifer jump up onto the



platform, then they swarmed over her. She screamed, went down under the weight of them. They were
tearing a her with teeth and fingers, throwing bits of her to the children and the others who couldn’t get
onto the platform. | fed my dinner to the wheat and went back to the fam. | wanted to know what was
that was about and why someone didn’t stop it, but the man was gone, the doors of dl the houses were
shut. And barred, | got that feding, naka naka. And the windows were shuttered. So | left. If the loca
folk were that afraid, | didn't want to be around when those others came back.”

>> <<

Hibayd Bebek, Master Scrivener, was taler than most Shimzeys, though that wasn't apparent as he
st at his desk except in the length of his arms and the long shapely fingers that played with the stylo as he
ligened to the ar-rogant young man dtting in the dient chair. Like dl of his dients, they beonged to
important clans—he was, af-ter dl, assstant to the Guild Master and firg in line for eection when the old
men died—and the fees he was go-ing to charge them would add considerably to his savings, but there
were times like today when the violence he kept hidden rose near the surface and it was dl he could do
to ligen and make the notes he had to have.

“S0.” When the young man ran down, Bebek ticked a check beside an item on the lig. “If | have
mistaken any-thing you said, plesse correct me. If the child isagirl, she will be accepted into your wife's
clan, name-sponsored from that clan. If the child is a boy, he will be name-sponsored from your clan.
The totems are to be deter-mined by the sponsors. Have you decided who these will be?’

The young men stroked his little pointed beard, glanced at the slent girl beside him. “Our parents
want to do that. They won't say anything until the baby comes.”

“You understand, the sponsors names must appear on the certificates when the sed is impressed,
which must be done within one day after the birth. And the child must be presented to the Scrivener with
a least one parent, one grandparent, and a witness to the birth to attest that the child is indeed the one
born to you.”

“Yes, yes, my father told medl that.”

“Good, acareful man is a good example to dl around him. Have you any preference as to the printer
for the certificates? Y ou understand, there will be seven copies and they dl must have the guild sed on
them dong with the attestation sedl.”

“Seven? Why so many?’

“There is your copy, of course. Three will be sent to Fundalakoda for the Arbiter’s Archives. One
will be sent to the archives of the child’'s clan. One to the dan of the other grandparent. One copy will be
kept in my office, thet is for the protection of the child that is coming; acci-dents do happen and your
certificate could be destroyed or mutilated. It isT't asif you were merdly rabble in the Streets. You'll want
no blot on your child's history.”

The young man blinked, then looked affronted. “Who would dare ....”

“At the marriage contract, you'll see who'll dare, my young friend. Think back to your own. The
more careful we are, the clearer and cleaner the dan lineswill be.” He ticked off another item on his lig.
“I will have the form drawn up by my writers and ready for the printer ...” he glanced openly at the girl
for the fira time, “in three days. If your families have cognates in the Printer’ s Guild and want to use them
or, as | sad, if you have some other in mind, send me the name tomorrow and | will have ev-erything
reedy for your approva before the end of this sen’ night. When the child comes, send for me, | will bring
my sed and make the attetations immediately. Are there any questions? Good. Peace to you and
yours.”

He rose, bowed, watched them groll out, youth and girl dike sure they owned the world and dl they
hed to do was wak through it. His somach knotted. “Blot,” he muttered, “Blot, blot ....” His mother’'s
face floated in front of him, frozen in fear, a red line across her throat that might have been a ribbon but
waa't; there was a scar in the same place on his neck, which was why he dways wore aslk scarf about
it, negily layered and folded into the top of histunic. He pushed his deeve up, licked the head of a match,
lit it, shook away the flane and pressed it againg his skin, his lips drawn back from long ydlow teeth,
eyes closed. When the heat faded, he broke the match in hdf, dropped it in the waste basket and rubbed



adrop of ointment on the burn. He sucked in along breath, lit another match and touched off a amdl
cone of incense. When he had his deeve properly in place, he rang the amdl bronze bdl at his ebow and
sat with hisfingers laced, waiting for his aide to send in the next cli-ent.

8. Going South—Serroi and Treshteny on Their Separate Paths

The Fetch was a gray ghost towering over the ship, cloud among clouds, the vast mouth
opening and closing, the words logt, deflected by the protecting maremars. Serroi smiled, sank

deeper into deep.

The northernmogt of the Shimzelys was a speck of rock tha bardly broke the surface, but supported
acolony of racha birds who flew up to cirde in the dillness of the eye as the Tengumeqi glided past.
They squawked wildy as a maremar swam close to the ship, flipped its flukes, and dived.

Serroi turned and ran from the bow, up the ladder to the quarterdeck, reaching the Shipmaster just
as the flukes vanished. “Get your men ready,” she panted, “the maremar are leaving and that storm’s
going to hit us” She waved her hand in a ragged swoop to stop his questions. “I’ll deflect as much as |
can, but | can't do it dl. Send someone for the gyes, I'll need holding down and | can't spare the
atention to do it mysdf.”

Thewadl of clouds drding them tried to dam shut.

Fumbling in memory—back and back to her seventh year—back and back to the Sorcerer’s Ides
when Ser Noris was training her—back and back to ancient unused patterns cresking and giff, Serroi
drew into hersdf the WORDS of command and the WILL that went with them and as the Tengumeqi
reded, close to cgpszing, she spat themout ...

Thewinds divided a shiplength before the bow, asif diced by a blade; they flowed around the ship
and joined in frenzied, freekish turbulence behind it. The water heaved and jolted in cross waves tha
tossed the Tengumeqi about like a cork in a crossrip.

Thejarring stopped when they did into the Seeve, the long narrow passage between the coast of the
Zemilsud and the long spray of the Shimzelys—a sprinkling of rocky dots followed by larger bits of land
with two or three families on those that had fresh water, then Shimvor, which was a roundish idand two
hundred milesin diameter with a spine of smdl mountains running down the middle, then Shimzdy, much
larger than dl the rest, shaped like a velater with its fins outspread, a thou-sand miles across, sx hundred
down, then more amdl islands that called themsdves the Shimtichin or sometimes the Phardlin, the Pearl
Idands, ending in another spray of rocky tors covered with a thousand and a thousand spe-cies of sea
birds.

In that channd there was peace of a sort; a brisk wind blew north, girring up the waves and
whipping the high clouds adong the sky. Phindwe started a vigorous house deaning, changing sals,
solicang broken ropes, tieing his cargo down again, getting the bilge pumps set up and working, chousing
Serroi into heding every scratch or bruise on hismen, ydling at cook and carpenter—he was here, there,
everywhere, bouncing about the ship so fast that at times he seemed to be in more than one place a
once.

Thewind gentled after two days, the sea settled to its usud rhythm, and Phindwe dowed down. As
day folded into day they began to meet other ships heading north, one, then two, then more and more of
them.

Mother, | see you coming to me. Closer and closer you come. You fill me with delight and joy.

| wait for you. | am impatient to embrace you, to take you into me. Why take so much trouble,

sweet Mother? Why? When all you need is to reach out your hand, call to me, let me touch
you. Come .... The Fetch was ripe and beautiful, bending toward Serroi, extending a shapely arm,
the glow about her form thick as golden syrup.

Serroi groaned in her deegp. Her mouth moved, shaped the word nay again and again, the repetition
of that denid dowly, panfully erasing the image from her mind.



On the twenty-seventh day after leaving the Skafarees, the Tengumeqi dropped anchor outsde the
harbor at Bokivada, Phindwe waiting impatiently for the stream of departing ships to clear awvay so she
could get in and un-load her cargo.

>><<

Shadows followed Horse, men flitting from tree to tree, more and more of them gathering, dusve
and angry. It was late in the day; the sun was low in the west, the dark-ness curdling under the thick
growths of blue-green bovries and afew shivering varch.

Treshteny swayed, dropped into a premoaning fit.

“Blood,” she whimpered, “blood and fire ... they come and they die, oh—they die ... the boy ... the
boy ... wedie...youdie... | bleed ... | bum ... the Horse ests ... the Horse fades .. it's gone, it's gone ...
itsdl dl gore...."

Mama Charody caught hold of her am, jerked her over and dapped her face, then shoved her
upright. “Remem-ber and report, Timeseer.”

Treshteny blinked, touched the red handmark; it was rougher treatment than she'd had for a long
time now. why ...

“Weaknessisalure, Seer. | don’t want you bringing that lot down on us before we're ready. Horse,
move dong. We can tak while we walk.”

Horse stared coldly a her from his date gray eyes, stone eyes.

She sniffed. “ Stone don’'t worry me, Horse.”

His ears twitched and he shook his head, hislong creamy maneflying into Ydato's face.

Thefaun squedled and kicked, his sharp little hooves pricking Horse' s hide.

He snorted, humped his back hafheartedly, then seemed to Sgh; without fuss he started walking on

The shadows moved with them, slent and ominous. “Zdra, Tena, tdl me what you saw.”

Treshteny frowned down a the solid old woman, prod-ding a memories dready dim. The
premoaning visons dways melted away, leaving nothing behind except a fant sckness in her ssomach.
“They did not ask me any-thing before,” she said, “I don't know if | can ....”

“They were foals. I'm not. Don’t be slly, just do it,”

She swayed in the cradle of Horse's hide and flesh, then settled into her usud cam, the images gone
pde and digant. “I saw men black and burning, other men with fountains of blood bursing from their
chests and out their mouths, Horse drinking the blood and changing to a beastshape | have not yet seen. |
saw Doby lying broken, a great hole in his chest, men around him egting his heart. | saw you in a pool of
blood, wrinkled and empty and at the same time you stood there tearing up great gobbets of earth and
throwing them, dust in a cloud around you. | saw you centered among arids, burning and throwing fire. |
saw my body lying beside Doby’s, broken and empty. | saw the forest burning dl around us, but we
were moving through it untouched. | saw us moving as we are now, but no one under the trees. | saw
these things like playing cards painted on glass, part of each overlaying each. That iswhat | saw.”

Mama Charody walked for severd minutes without saying anything, her eyes fixed on the narrow,
winding gametrall. When they passed benegath a red-leafed varch that grew like a changding among the
blue-green bovries, she said, “I did nothing before the attack?’

“l don’t remember more than ghosts now, but | think that was not in the possibilities that | saw.”

“Soif | act before they do, none of that holds?’

“The old Marn used to do thet dl thetime. If you change the starting point, you change the outcome.”

“For better or worse.”

“Ves”

Her hand on Doby’ s shoulder more to comfort him than for support, Mama Charody plodded on.

The boy was sheking, old memories come back. Clutching at her skirt, his amdl grubby fingers
buried in the heavy cloth, he walked beside her, quigting after awhile, trusting her.

Mama Charody stopped at the edge of a clearing with a stream burbling dong one edge. “Thisis the



place you saw?’

Treshteny blinked. “1 don’'t know. I’ ve forgotten.”

“What's the use of ...” Tharody clicked her tongue. “Never mind. | know what | know. Stay here.
Doby, stay with her.” She pried his fingers loose, moved them to Treshteny’s ankle, and strode into the
clearing.

When she reached a large flat boulder by the stream, she stepped up onit, clapped her hands sharply
together.

“Chovan! Y ou there under the trees. Listen and learn.”

She clapped again.

“l an Mama Charody. Y ou know me, hear this. Broth-ers of earth and stone, COME!”

The ground around her churned and humped up, then kamen began to squeeze up out of the il to
gtand clus-tered around her, their angular gray forms like the boulder reborn, reshaped and multiplied.

Charody amiled at what she'd cdled, cried out, “Disturb us a your peril.”

Under the trees, Horse kndlt. When Treshteny stepped from his back, he sprang up, rubbed his nose
dong the side of her face, shook himsdf and changed to the beast she’ d seen in the premoan. Hary and
brown with tusks the length of a man's hand in his upper jaw and claws that tore at the turf, the beast
loped across the wiry grass, reared up beside Mama Charody and ROARED.

Doby giggled, then scrambled for shelter among the tree roots as the shadows closed in around them.

Treshteny whedled, seeking away to run.

She was surrounded by aring of men, battered, bearded, dressed in rags, wilder than the Scamars
and mevveds that hunted in these mountains. One of them lunged at her, grabbed her.

She screamed and struggled, his rancid odor nearly strangling her, hishorny nails tearing her skin.

The Beast ROARED again and came gdloping toward them.

Arids came dropping through the leaves, golden and shining; they flitted about the chovan, brushing
agang them, garting amdl firesinfilthy hair, blowing in ther faces, pinching their ears.

Seven kamen oozed in thelr peculiar way across the grass, toward the trees, their stone growls the
only sounds they made despite their fearsome mass.

The chovan set a knife agangt Treshteny’s throat. “Back off,” he roared. “Or thisn ‘s meat.” He
began re-treating from the clearing, Treshteny held in front of him as a shidld.

With awhining cry of anger/fear Doby rushed from the shadows, flung himsdf at the back of the
chovan's knees, hitting him in mid-step, catching him off-balance.

Ashe fdl, dragging Treshteny down with him, Yela'o hooked a him with his curly horns, tearing at
hisarms and head, drawing blood. The chovan howled and flaled about, trying to drive off the invisble
monger nipping a him.

Treshteny wrenched away from him, went scrambling in blind terror to meet the hairy beest that hed
been Horse.

The would-be ambushers took a look at their leader be-ing dashed and ripped by a demon they
couldn't see, a the kamen crashing toward them, at the roaring mongter with the womean lifted in his
fordegs; in seconds they were gone, vanishing into the thickening night.

The kamen kept coming and when they'd passed over the point where the chovan was sruggling to
et to: hisfedt, the only sgnsleft of him were some splashes of blood and greasy smears.

Eyes closed so she wouldn't be distracted by his many-ness, though he was back in his familiar
shape, Treshteny leaned into Horse's warm, reslient shoulder and drove her fingers dong the curve of
the neck, scratching and crooning to him, laughing as he curled his head around and blew in her ear,
whuffled a her hair. After awhile she stepped back, sheking her sore arms. “That's dl for now.”

He danced a little, bobbed his head, then went trotting off into the darkness.

Doby broke a brittle branch into sections, added it to the fire, then went to curl up beside Mama
Charody, hishead on her thigh, a roast tuber tucked up agang his somach for its heet; when it cooled
enough he planned to et it.



Treshteny watched the flames dance, laughing as Y ed o danced with them, snatched a them, the red
light shining through his amdl body. She'd worried the firg time she'd seen him play with fire, but
Charody said leave him be, like the sun, it's hisfood. He' s only a baby and babies play with food.

When he'd sdttled againg her again, she ddlied awhile with his wiry curls, then sighed with pleasure
and regret as he snuggled closer and sank into the state that was deep for him. She was exhausted, too,
but she was afraid to deep. The noise of the wind in the conifers, the rattle of dead leaves from varch and
daub, the soft sounds of amdl livesinvisblein the darkness, these faint noises at the edge of her hearing,
hed never bothered her before, but then she hadn't redlized there were people in these moun-tains. Now
... every rustle was areminder and a threst.

She closed her hand on the deep scratches in her upper am. “Will they come for us agan?’

Charody sipped a the cooling chain her mug. “Not to-night,” she said. “Tomorrow night we maybe
chase’em again. Tomorrow and tomorrow, till we leave ’em behind or they leave us done”

Treshteny wiped her hand on her skirt, dragged it across her eyes, pressed her-pdm agang her
temple. “MY head hurts. Why are we doing this?’

“You tdl me”

Treshteny shook her head, gasped as pain struck behind her eyes. “Guards came for me, Horse
camefirg. That'sdl. | didn’t ask the reason. | never asked why they moved me around. Things were as
they were. It was easier to float, there was no reason to fight the flow.”

She hed out her ann. In the flicker of the firdight the irregular brown blotch that ran dong the indde
of it was like a berry gtain on the pae skin. “When | was little, my brother pushed me into a table and the
chakettle fdl by me; the water scalded my arm. It wouldn't stop hurting. For days and days it wouldn't
stop hurting. I'm afraid like that now. | can't stop shaking indde me.”

Charody tapped her short blunt fingers on her knee, im-patience in the click of her tongue. “Such a
tender flower, Tena Tsaal Who wouldn't be afraid? Those chovan, if they went down on the flat they'd
dangle from the nearest dranglin’ post.” She wiped her hand across her mouth. “Fear’s a good thing, it
keeps you lookin' round. You got your own wisdom, Tena, but that wan't part of it. Use your fear like
you use your visons. If y' let it stop you, they’ ve won.” She chuckled, the sound warm as the fire. “There
now, that's enough of that. Horse and me, well watch. Zdra, he's out there doing his night business, but
hell be passin’ by here, time to time, keepin' his eye on you. So you get some deep.”

>><<

The harbor at Bokivada was a deep, circular bay facing south, protected from southern storms by
the Shimtichin Idands that curved off Haanzi Point, the end of one of the Shimzdy velaer's fins As the
aun rose on the day, the Tengumegi poked her nose into the narrow channe between the Point and
Cacani 1de, the firg and largest of the Shimtichins That bay was dill packed with ships, bad-tempered
Shipmasters and fratchety crews, kept there by the fringe winds and freaky weether driven by the sorm
amed a Serroi; even those bound south or east, away from the storm, had been pinned in there because
water and wind were too rough to let anyone move.

To day clear of the traffic and wait for a pilot, Phindwe was forced to drop anchor a Kudla Qig,
one of the doz-ens of arid rocks covered with guano and rotting seaweed that speckled the outer rim of
the bay.

He paced back and forth dong the port rall, dividing his glares between Serroi and the ships cregping
past. “I told you s0,” heflung a her each time he moved past her. “Wind don't stay put, rain don't stay
put.”

She ignored him and brooded over the little she' d man-aged to coax from Hedivy. His reticence
might be partly a matter of pride (he was heavy in pride) because he didn't KNOW much about the
Shimzdys, for whatever reason he ignored most of her questions about the people and how they ran their
lives

Wheat he did say wasn't dl that comforting. You and the gyes, you're bait. We separate the minute
we hit the wharf, you go to Vusa Ikala’s Inn, get rooms and stay in them. Me, I'll find Nehod. And
nik, | won't take that spoggin’ sprite with me, where | go and what | do is none of your spoggin’



business.

By the time they tied up, it was after sundown and the boil dong the wharves had seitled to a dow
seethe.

Hedivy dipped off the Tengumeqi as the unlading be-gan and vanished in the crowd. Serroi and
Adlayr (Hon-eydew hudding in his shirt pocket, only the top of her head visble, her eyes tiny shines) left
haf an hour later when Phindwe could spare a sailor to act as guide.

They left the wharves and plunged into a maze of streets and cross-streets, thar guide counting off
the turns on his fingers, whigpering a mnemonic to pick his way through buildings like a child’ s toy blocks,
painted neu-trd colors, dark gray, green drab, and browns. He was a short, bowlegged Shimzey, with
hisblack har braided into dozens of sx-inch plaits, interwoven with copper and siver wire, a dlent man
intent on doing his job without unnecessary chatter.

Serroi drew her cloak tighter around her. With the ragged clouds overhead, scattered splatters of
rain, the wind scouring between the walls, the lowering night, she found this place repdlent. The few
windows visble had iron grilles on them, the lowest at leadt fifteen feet from the pavement. Though the
narrow, angling streets were clean enough to show they had to be swept regu-larly, a fant stench hung
over the area, a Saleness with a urine bite. And there wasn't a touch of green anywhere, at least not here
inthe heart of Freetown. Every dretch like the one before. No street names. It was no wonder the sailor
hed to count on hisfingers to find hisway.

He stopped findly before an anonymous arch, closed by a two-leaved door fitted flush with the wall
and painted the same color, muddy brown with a greenish tinge. He dapped the door. “Thisisit. Vusa
Ikala's Inn.” He scratched at his chin a moment, ditted black eyes did-ing round to Serroi. “Bay’s t’
west ahere. Y’ get logt, get t' harbor, ¢'n hire a guide there. Don't pay 'n ‘forey’ get wherey' goin’.”
He touched afinger to his brow, then went marching off.

Serroi looked up and down the street, empty and slent, filling with webs of shadow. ‘Does anybody
get the fed-ing they don't like foreigners much here?’

>><<

Hedivy fdt eyes on him as he moved through the empty clueless streets. It wasn't a new feding here
and it didn’'t mean he' d already been spotted by the Enemy; anyone in the street was game for the taking
if he looked ripe. He had a good memory, so he made the turns with-out hestation and the watchers
kept watching.

Nehod's room was in a rookery built up againg thewadl at the inner edge of Freetown, no questions
asked as long as you paid the rent on time, with amix of banned Shimzeys, predators down on ther luck,
seamen whose drunks lasted too long, travelers trying to scratch up the money for the next leg onward,
and a gurinkling of drab, bland types with no visble interests or occupation. Un-like most transient
lodgings in Freetown, there was no door in the entrance arch, no concierge in his cage, keep-ing a
mingory eye on entrances and exits. Hedivy went in, ignoring the key-clerk deeping beneath a
broadsheet by his ranks of hooks and holes, and took the dtairs a a steady pace, ddiberately making
noise as he walked; mogt of the dlients of this place would be far more inter-ested in a sedthy creak than
an unconcerned tromp. Those he passed on the stairs, going up or going down, paid him as little attention
as he gave them.

When he reached the fourth floor, he turned onto the landing and tromped off down the wrong
corridor; there was an intersect a hundred feet down that would take him where he wanted to be.

>><<

Like dl the rest, Nehod's door was painted a thick, ugly brown, chipped in places, showing the
layers of older paint, ugly on top of ugly. Hedivy knocked quietly, a double thump, then a wait. He didn't
expect anyone to be there; in his pocket he had a note with a time written in Cadandri glyphs—the hour
after midnight, the time when he meant to return.

There was movement in the room, footsteps coming to the door.



Hedivy frowned. He started away, but the door dammed open and he heard a shot, fdt a blow in his
left thigh. His knee folded and he went down as men with guns emerged from another room just ahead of
him.

>><<

Frowning uneeslly; Serroi followed Adlayr up the dairs, there was something about the concierge
thet both-ered her, the way his eyes had moved over her before he took their money and tossed Adlayr
the key, the tensgon and queasy expectation she fdtin him.

Hdfway up the second flight of stairs, she stopped. “Wait,” she said.

Adayr turned. “What isit, Serry?’

“l don’'t know. Adlayr, give me the key, go on up high as you can, seeif you can get on the roof.”

Honeydew wriggled out of the shirt pocket and launched hersdf, dipping urtil her wings were
stretched and working, soaring to the caling of the corridor. Hon-eydew watch, send on. Serree will be
too busy to send, yes?

Ei vai, Honey, but you be careful. We like having you around ... She looked a the muddy
greenvbrown wals, wrinkled her nose ... alot more than these folk seem to like anything.

They waited in slence while Adlayr went on ahead,

Honeydew perching on Serroi’s shoulder to save her strength for later.

tai, Honey, let’s go see what’s waiting for us.

Honeydew do. She fluttered up urtil she drifted in the shadows above the shoulder-high hdll lamps,
50 nearly inrvisble that anyone who didn’'t know she was there would miss her entirely.

The Inn was edily slent, the corridors as empty as the streets outsde; when they reached the third
floor, she stepped onto the landing, the knot in her somach getting tighter and colder.

She matched the Sgil on a door with that on the key, unlocked it and pushed it open.

“All right, you, just stand there, don't move.” Serroi swung round.

A man stood in the door of a room across the hdl, a burly man, nearly as wide as he was tdl, a
leather sack pulled over his head with eyeholes cut init and a heavy shortgun in his hand. “Ahwu, now do
as | told you, woman, you won't need knees to answer questions.”

>><<

Treshteny glanced to the east as Horse moved round the side of a mountain and she saw the ocean
for the firg time.

She stared at the speck of jewd blue.

It expanded, unfolded, closed around her until she dropped into a vertigo more terifying than any
she'd known in her thirty years.

She woke cradled in Mama Charody’ s arms, the wise woman crooning to her, rocking her as if she
were a child. Doby sguatted beside them, patting Treshteny, humming dong with Charody’s croon.
Horse stood nearby, watching, Y ea o dutching at his mane, eyes huge and worried.

Mama Charody smiled down a her. “Tha’s a good girl. Can you St up?’

Treshteny took a deep breath, swallowed, nodded. With the wise woman's help, she eased onto the
dugty track, her back to the east, opening her arms for the little faun as he jumped down and came
running to her. “South,” she said, amiling as Yda o nestled againg her. “1 saw a mountain burning like a
candle. We have to go there”

“Zdra, at least that's useful. What set you off thistime?’

Careful not to look, Treshteny reached awkwardly backward, waved her am up and down. “That.”

Mama Charody got to her feet, scanned the horizon. “The ocean?’

“l suppose that's what it is” She amiled down a Yeao, swggling agang her, then sghed.
“Ungteady. No center, nothing to hold to.”

“It doesn’t bother you if you don't see it?’

Treshteny rubbed her fingertips across her temples. “I think | think that’ s right.”

“Then that’ s easy enough to fix. Doby, bring me my kerchief.”



She folded the thin white cloth into a triangle, refolded it until she had a bandage about two inches
wide. “Out the way, Yela o, let metry this” While the faun teetered impatiently beside the track, she tied
the kerchief over Treshteny’s eyes, inspected her work, then helped Treshteny to her fedt.
“Comfortable?’

“Odd, but not worrying.”

“Zdra zdra, let’s turn you around. There, you're facing the ocean again. Any problems?’

Treshteny’ s fingers twitched, then she shook her head. “None.”

“Then we' d better get moving. We need to find a boat going south as soon as we can.”

Treshteny frowned. “Boat. | hadn’t thought ... how will we pay?’ She reached out her hand, stroked
Horse's warm shoulder. “And what about him?’

“I'll take care of the pay and he'll take care of him.”

9. Dander’sUp

The pounding on the door jarred Greygen Lestar out of exhausted deep; before he thought, he sat
up, started to swing hislegs over the side of the bed.

Sandlly caught hold of his arm, her fingers digging into the muscle. “Chair,” she whispered urgently.
“Don’'t know who's lookin', Greg.”

He nodded. “Bring it round. Pek! Liden to ’em. What timeisit, anyway?’

Sanglly glanced & the line of amdl holes cut into the tops of the shutters. “Still dark out.” Her nose
twitched. “Smdls like dawn’s about due” She shoved her ams into the deeves of her old worn robe,
pulled the bt tight; as she taked, she was budling about the room, tossng him robe and blanket,
bringing the chair from the corner and ignoring his attempts to help himsdlf. “Act right, Greg. You know
how we do this. Get your dippers on and don't argue me about keeping that blanket tucked tight, you
gettin’ muscle back, and it's sartin’ to show. And cal-luses. They see those, they gonna start wonderin’,
even those thrunts who never had a thought since the day they was hatched.”

Sandlly opened the door and scurried round the chair to stand at Greygen's shoulder. He looked up
a the men who came surging in, Pusndl and his Purgemen, some of them uwilling to meet his eyes,
others glaring at him to emphasize thair authority. “What do you want?’

“Why'd you take so long to get that door open?’ Pusndl didn't wait for the obvious answer, but
jerked athumb at Sanglly. “You. Show us your kitchen and your food stores.”

Greygen drove the chair againgt Pusndl’s knees with one powerful shove, grabbed his wrigts, and
jerked him down till they were nose to nose. “My wifé snameisnot You. You will cal her jama Lestar.”
He let go, wheded himsdf back, and waited.

Pusndl smoothed his deaves and the red went dowly from his eyes. “I don't fight cripples” he said.
“Take the Lestar woman to the pantry. Keep him here” He looked a Greygen. “We Il be watching
you.”

Sanglly dammed the bar home. “Good riddancel” she whispered; she wouldn’t answer Greygen's
questions, just wheded him into the bedroom, made him let her help himinto bed as she had dl the years
since the accident. She poured a glass of water, looked at it, and started crying.

Greygen lay quiet until the outburst calmed, then he said, “What was it, Sansy, what did they want?’

Sandlly drank the water, set the glass down with a Sgh, and came into the bed. “I had to tdl them
where ev-ery grain of anything came from,” she rubbed at her eyes, “what shop | bought it from, how
much | had.”

She curled her fingers tight againgt her pdms. Greygen turned on his side, closed the amdl fids into
his hands and held them.

“Thet proggin’ Pusface told me after this | had to have receipts for any food | bought, because they
were gonna check again and if | had more, ether | was hoarding or in with the traitors and I'd be
dumped in a dungeon and Ieft to rot.” Her nodtrils flared. “Then he ate the bit of tart | was saving for your



lunch, just stared at me, daring me to say anything.”

“Pek! One thing after another.” Greygen twisted onto his ssomach, danced his fingers over the
squares of wood st into the bedstead; what looked like decoration was a puzzle lock and opened a
gmdl cavity in the post. He took out the com, tapped in the cdl sgn. “Spider one to Vak, come on, man,
wake up.”

“Vdk's not back yet, thisis Spider ax. Go.”

“Ravach’s Purgers, they're hittin’ this warren, checking food supplies, writing down everything in the
chest. Pusndl was in here fifteen minutes ago. We're dl right, but if you can, get the word out to the other
warrens that the ones who got it should cache the extras. If the same thing's happening everywhere, get
the cut-outs away fast as you can, won't take the Purgers long to spot the food and find out who passed
it on. W€ ve got to keep the Web clean. Go.”

“And suff Vak down ahole. I'll tdl *em. Out-.”

Greygen dipped the com back, clicked the pand in place. “It's going to get tougher, Sansy.”

Shelay beside him, her head turned away.

“What isit, Sansy?’

“Don’t leave me out of it thistime. I’'m not stupid. Thisismy home, too.”

He reached round, cupped his hand under her chin, turned her head toward him. “It isn't a game,
Milachika”

She caught hold of his arm, dug her fingersinto the muscdle. “You DO think I'm stupid.”

“Nik, it'sjud that | don’t know what to say.” He freed himsdf and lay garing at the shadows on the
caling, hisfingers laced behind his head. “How many women do you know you'd redly trust? | meen, if
it meant ... um ... the boys were gaing to live or die” As he watched Sanslly’ s mouth twitch and her eyes
gart dancing, the tension flowed out of him. “I know what you're thinking, chika. Nik, not Myzah.”

She nestled againgt him, giggling. Then she Sghed, her bresth warm againg his ribs. “More than you
know, Greg. I’ve been turning this over and over in my head since they started pressng men into the
amy.” She gig-gled, her body jiggling softly beside him as she pushed away the hand that was teasing a
her. “I'm serious, Greg. Maybe it's’ cause I'm Harozh and things are diff'rent up there, but seems to me
you're wasting good people just ’ cause they women.” She caught his wrigt. “I mean it. Next time, get us
into the warehouses, let us sow the food and see it gets passed around. And there's some who'd do
moreif they had alittle teaching. Like Jasny.” She did her hand dong his, held his fingers againgt the sde
of her face. “She logt her husbhand in the gritz war, the Glory people are takin' "bout tekin' away her
rooms, sendin’ her south ’ cause her girl was one of the sekdari they purged, and her boy, he run off to
Oskland.” She let his hand go and began stroking the stubble on his chin, her hand drawing a soft rasp as
ghe finished in a whisper, “She'd drangle a Taken without breethin' hard. Or Bakory, or Pabasha, or
Hetty, they’d do as ... 0000h much. Ahhh ... Grey ....”

Sandlly went bugtling out with the boys as she did ev-ery school morning, brushing at their shoulders,
soolding them for getting their boots scuffed, gigdling at a joke Md made. Greygen sat in his chair doing
thefind rub-down on alamp frame for a House of Glory. The usudly busy court outside his window was
deserted and the war-ren itsdf was like a sck animd crouching down to die. He lad on a streak of wax
mix, began working it into the golden wood with a shemmy; it was an uncomplicated business, something
he d done a thousand and a thousand times before and therefore comforting, though it didn't stop him
worrying about Sanslly. He'd tried to tak her into waiting until she could meet with Hedin and get his
help organizing her women, but once she got an idealin her head, she went at it full strength. He couldn’t
fault that, it' d saved fird hislife, then his sanity, but she was going aganst something now .... He winced
and fixed his eyes on the wood, shining and smooth, grain flowing in a darker dance over pae ydlow,
amiled with satisfac-tion as it responded to the movements of his hands, the shine snking deeper with
eech pass of the doth.

A shadow fdl on the wood.

He looked up, kept his face blank. “Pusndl. What do you want?’

“Jugt watchin’, crip. Just wetchin'.”



Hot angry words piled in a lump in Greygen's throat and stuck there; under the tarp spread across
his Igp his legs tensed. He forced his eyes back to the wood and kept polishing, ignoring Pusndl, the
work once again teking hold of him and easing out hisfury. After a minute he heard the scrape of a foot,
then the door dammed. He didn’t look up, just kept smoaothing the shemmy over and over the wood.

>><<

As Motylla looked at the food her maid Vyspa was lay-ing out on the table in her Stting room, her
somach knot-ted and her throat closed up. She pushed back from the table and ran from the room.

“What isthigd” Her father’s voice was harsh and when she didn’'t answer, his hand came down hard
on her shoulder. He jerked her up and around, took both of her shoulders and shook her hard, shouting
a her. “What are you trying to do ... spoiled brat ... ruinme ... you'll do what you're told and likeit ....”

Breathing hard, he dropped her. She thought he was go-ing away, but he went only as far as the
nearest young javory, wrenched a amdl branch from one of the limbs and came back to her dripping
away twigs and leaves. Without a word he hooked a hand in her belt, lifted her off her feet and hauled
her to a bench. He bent her over the back of the bench, pulled up her skirt, tore her pantlets, and brought
the switch whidling down on her buttocks. She screamed, sobbed, begged him to stop, but the besting
went on and on until she was hoarse.

He broke the switch, threw it away and left her there.

Motylla hiccupped to slence, trembling more with ex-haustion than hurt; she caught hold of the dats
of the bench back, pushed hersdf up, gasping as every move-ment sent pinches of pain nipping through
her.

She stood a moment beside the bench, swaying, hold-ing onto the back, her skirt fdling down, the
pantlets faling about her ankles like hobbles. Her mind was numb, dl kinds of hurt pushed way out there
0it couldn't get a her. Stepping carefully out of the ripped pantlets, skirt brushing againg her, gticking
to her where the switch had made her bleed, she hobbled across the garden to her rooms.

When Vyspa tried to help her, she twisted away. “Spy,” she sad, her voice a monotone. “Traitor.”
She went into the bedroom with the maid fluttering behind her, trying to explain. In the door to the
bathroom, she turned to face the maid. “Go away. Y ou make me sick.”

>><<

Zavidesht Pan Nov washed his hands, dried them, try-ing to rub away the memory of the past hour;
he didn’t understand what had happened to him, why he was so fu-rious at the girl. And what he couldn’t
understand, he couldn’t control. That was bad.

When he walked into the Stting room, Ravach was waiting with a stack of folders by his elbow, the
weasd ook on his face that meant he had bad news, but was go-ing to try to finesseit.

Nov dropped into a chair, lifted his feet onto a hassock, hislegs crossed a the ankle. “Zdra?’

“The Purge of the warrens is finished. Caught three in the Glasshouse warren with food they couldn’t
explain, two in the Mid-Dander, one in Mid-Caanda. Questioned them. One died on us, bad heart |
think. Two of "em wouldn’'t open, even when we brought in a wife or one of ther kids and made them
watch, what we did. The rest talked, but when we went after the sources—they were dl different, by the
way—they’'d dived down arathole. No dgn of them anywhere. All outsiders, lone men without families,
two of them fam hands, one from the Zemyadd, one from the Bezhva, the third was from Hdland, a
miner what the people round him said, one of those the Mar ... um ... her, she brought down just before
the gritz war got hot.”

Nov laced his fingers over his somach, tapped his thumbs together; he could see that Ravach
expected to get chewed out, but he didn't have the energy or the will for it. “Ther€'s a gamer’s mind
behind this, three moves ahead of usdl thetime. | know him by hissmdl. Heslin.”

Ravach gtraightened. “How? He' sin OskHold with Her.”

“l don’'t think so. | take it you haven't managed to get a nose in that place.”

“Not yet. What little my men can get out of the Hold say it's that meie she's sniffed out every spy



I’ve tried to plant on’em.”

“What about bribes?’

“I'm not saying Oskers can't be bought, just that we havena found the right one yet. I'll keep Darbik
onit. They don’t like that Woman's army much more'n they like us, we find a man with a fresh enough
griev-ance ...."” He shrugged. “Darbik could tak a man into buying his own wife. So we'll see”

“Prak. And put one of your best noses looking for Hedin. HE's here, | know it.” He got to his feet.
“About Ker and the gritz—anything new?’

“Seamslikeit' s true there’ s talk going on between the new Pan and the new Vd Kepal—and vigtors
from Karpan aNor, dl very secret, embassages exchanged, even wegpons. Knife in the back for
Cadander. But I'll have more than rumor by nightfdl. Zgjic is due in to-night., the message he sent by
jesser sad hell be bringing papers.”

“Bring him here. | want to hear it direct.”

Kojeth Novarin got hedily to his feet as Pan Nov drolled into the Tradurad, busling his papers
together.

Nov waved him back. “Giveit to me short form. What' re the problems and what do we need to fix
them?’

Novarin sat, took a paper from a folder, glanced at it, folded his hands. “Ker is complaining about
the head tax, he sent one-third the assessment in food and animals, no gold, excuses for the rest. Ano
hasn't answered at dl after the last food levy. Coal’ s just about gone, even in the Pevranamigt stores, but
by winter there’ll be enough from the Halland coal mines to heat this place and the cities. It's poor Suff,
not suitable for the mills or the glasseries. We need the Merrz mines for that. The barge trade dong the
Red Dan is beginning to pick up alittle, but the in-crease is dow and the traders are nervous. Tuku Kul is
not friendly; dl trade with the Fenek has stopped, but they're not actively blocking travel. The nixies
continue to be destructive, though the smerch all is kegping them off the wharves; the ladesmen complain,
we td| them live with it or they can find work somewhere else. Since they need thar job papers to day in
the warrens, we don't hear any more from them. The Steel Pointers keep dipping away, the fools are
loyd to Vedouce. The warren is nearly empty and there are only a few workers Ieft in the Mills, dl of
them Glory men. Even if we had the cod and iron we need, it would be hard to keep the mills open.
There are not enough skilled stee men left to run them. The Glass Houses and the Paperies can Stay
open for another month or so, but they are low on materids and even they are sarting to lose workers. |
have petitions from Sko and Vyk asking you ... um ... the Marn to go easy on their warrens and ther
workers, Ravach has arrested a number of their best men, sent some of them south and ...” He shrugged.
“You know. The Legatheries are producing wel enough, with dl the vul and orsk being daughtered for the
amy. Paper, glass, and legther are what's keeping our trade dive. That isthe overview, tunl Pan. Is there
any-thing .7’

“Not much change from last week.”

“Nik, tuhl Pan.”

“Hmm. Any activity from the Biserica?’

“Nik, tuhl Pan. One of the traders did mention that the Mijloc is getting restive because they haven't
got word from the Vorbescar they sent with the meen. Something about a letter for him waiting in
Tuku-kul.”

“Zdra, well worry about that when we have to and not before. Do what you can to find other
sources of cod, it may be a while before we can tap the Merrz mines ... maybe something in the
Zemilsud. If you need some men to do that, see me farly soon, the amy should be march-ing within the
week.”

“You'll be going with it, tuhl Pan?’

“l haven't decided yet. I'll let you know by tomorrow.”

Zavidesht Pan Nov dimbed the spird dairs to the room at the top of the Marn’s Tower, leaned in
the window looking down with some satisfaction at the court where so many traitors had died. The



question Kojeth asked came back. Going with the army. If he did, he Ieft the dity dan-gling like a prize
before the noses of the other Pans. But the amy was a prize, too, a bigger one. Didn't matter what
happened in Dander/Calanda. When he marched back with that army the double city would be his again.

He moved his shoulders, tenson flowing out of him at the prospect of action. HE'd never liked the
fidding paper work that came with running a holding, even a smdl one, a section of Dander, not the
broad siretches of the Zemyadd and the rest of the rurd Lands. The business of getting firm control over
Cadander bored and irritated him, though he recognized the necessity. He trusted Ravach to a degree
because the man knew hislimitations and liked the job he had, trusted Kojeth for much the same reason;
the man was good with papers, miserable with people, satisfied with the power he had and the insu-aion
from anyone who made him fed inadequate. That pair wouldn't turn on him, though they’d run like rats if
he showed Sgns of fdling.

He looked across the river at the swarm of tents where the army was growing larger and larger each
day, tents hdf-log in swirls of dust from the traning grounds where his navstas and vudveks were
marching the men up and down, sending them through obstacle courses, teaching them to come near
hitting what they aimed at, getting them as ready as they could before garting for Oskland. He couldn’t
see ay of that, the clouds of dust hid it from him, but he willed them to be ready. “Fve days” he said
doud. “That' s dl you have. That's when we move.”

>><<

ByssaKlidina looked up as the Domcevek Novo Pato came into the smdl hot room where she was
ironing table linens. “He wants you,” he said. The brackets were drawn deep around his mouth, his eyes
narrowed and maevo-lent. Each time Nov cdled for her to do the serving a one of his meetings, Pato’s
jedousy increased and the petty reprisas he took grew more vicious. She never com-plained. It was
important to stay inconspicuous, scuttling about like a gray mouse, blushing carefully whenever Nov
looked at her and refusing to gossip with anyone.

She st the iron on its stand, folded the ngpkin into neet quarters. “Now?’ she said. “Or should |
finshthisfirg?’

He hesitated, but he didn't quite dare lie to her. “You're to go to the Setkan now, everything's ready.
Wait until He sgnds you, then serve the mesting.”

While he fussed at her, she closed the linen bin, doused the coals in the heat box. She took a dean
gopron from the pile, tied it around her, smoothed her hair, and stood in front of him, waiting for him to
move aside so she could leave.

The guard outside the Setkan let her pass, nodding to her. He was very young, a boy from the
Shipper’s War-ren; she' d met im severd times when she was vidting her parents.

There was no one in the Setkan yet; she moved to the table at the back, lit the brazier under the cha
pot, drew corks from the wine bottles, replaced them in the ice buckets, took the cloths from the plates
of sandwiches and wafers. She smoothed her har down, replaced the starched kerchief on her head,
brushed her hands down her apron and brought a chair to the corner behind the ta-ble but didn't St, just
stood quietly waiting.

The men started coming in, faces she knew from other meetings, the leaders from the army. As they
separated, pulled chairs up to St at the long table, she kept her own face blank, her eyes down. So many
of them this time. Could mean ... zdra, Byssa, get set, remember every-thing ....

Zavidesht Pan Nov came drolling onto the dais, flung himsdf into the Marn's chair and leaned
forward, eyes on his Generd, eevated from being the head of his enforc-ers. “Prak, Mern, how ready
aeyou?’

“Got a lotta fodder out there. No firein *em, but they go where you tdl "em, do what you tdl 'em
and they’ve got so they ¢'n hit a target sze of a man.” Mern looked round at the trivuds and vudveks,
getting nods from each of them. “Supplies is gettin' low. Ammo, fodder for the horses and macan,
somethin’ to stoke the men with, eveniif it'sjust porridge.”

Nov graightened. “You'll have wagons across there tomorrow, orsks to pull them, supplies to fill



them. Can you be ready to march out day after?’

“Itll be ragged, but yeah.”

“ Shape them up on the go. Here's what | want. Soon’'s we hit Oskland, we do what gritz did, raze
that place to bedrock, anything that moves is dead. It's not harvest yet, so even with warning they won't
be able to get in the crops, no way to resupply once we put the Hold under siege. | want mounted
navsas scouring the countryside ahead of the army, amdling out and shooting spotters. As many as you
can get from the not-Taken. She's got those soroggin’ corns. I'll give a thousand gold to any man who
shoots a spotter and gets one of those thingsin working order so we get the message same asthem ....”

Behind the table, Byssa sat with her head hanging, pre-tending to deep as she ligened to the taking
droning on and on, details hammered out about the advance parties, who'd lead them, an old plan of
OskHold that Ravach had dug from Oram'’s files passed around, discussons of pos-sible ways of
breaching the wdls, the gates, weak points, on and on until her head fdt dizzy from dl the informa-tion
she was trying to Suff into it.

Nov got to his feet, clapped his hands. She let out a gasp, lifted her head, put a hand to reddened
cheeks, then began loading her trays again. He was afoal to leave her there, but she knew why he did it.
It was vanity; he wanted to strut before someone uninvolved, show off his power and his wit to someone
who could never threaten him or even understand fully what was happening, who would just blush and
adore. She could provide the blushing. let im assume the adoration.

She went about her work the rest of the afternoon, ig-noring Pato’s jabs and persstent attempts to
find out what went on at the meeting, amused but blank-faced when a pair of Ravach’s spies hauled him
off to find out why he was so curious about what didn’t concern him. When they were gone, she risked a
gmile Her slence had pushed him harder every time and she'd known he'd go over the line and the way
things were, spiesin every nook, he'd tumble into a trap and have no way of crawling out.

An untasty mix of fear and satisfaction on her tongue, she set down the fork she was polishing, lifted
another, and went back to work; she could fed eyes on her neck, knew other spies would be watching
every breath she took. Hedin had warned her about that when her cousin Lisken took her to meet im so
she could tdl him direct what she'd learned, about the meeting with the Treddeks. The more access you
get, he said, the closer they're going to watch you. It's a dangerous job you're taking on, jam’
Byssa. Your only protection is freedom from suspicion. If you've got urgent information, hang a
towel to dry in your window, go to the lavatory at the end of the hall at midnight. If there’'s no one
waiting, come back an hour later. Put nothing in writing ever. Do you understand what you're
getting into? She'd amiled a him, told him, Nov likes to see me blush at him, all the more because
I’m not a pretty woman and he can revel in that adoration without anything expected of him. 1t'd
take a lot for him to give that up. Maybe so, he said, but you'll be walking a tight wire over a
sicamar’s cage. SO any time you want out, just let us know. She shook her head and he laughed a
her, deep rumbling laughter that knew and responded to dl she hadn’t said. It gill warmed her when she
thought about it.

There was a boy in the lavatory, crouched beside the basin cabinet. She knew him. Tomd. She ran
the water and let dl she’'d memorized flow out of her in a long un-inflected muiter, did her business, and
left, dropping into a heavy, dreamless deep the moment her head touched the pillow.

>><<

Mask in place, hair streaming, pulling a robe about her nightdress, K’vesmilly Vos came running into
the amdl room, Face grim, Zasya followed, eyes flicking about warily, Ildas roving ahead, checking
shadows, siiffing a the othersin the room, coming back to stand beside her, panting lightly.

Vedouce was dready there, crouched beside the com ligening to the deep voice finish recounting the
informartion the Web had got from one of ther best sources. Zarcadorn Pan Osk was a shadow in one



of the corners.

Vedouce stood, muttered to K’ vestmilly, “Hedin, patched through Spider one.”

... plans are to raze Oskland to bedrock, kill every—thing that moves. Edimates are he's got about
two thou-sand men, most of them Taken, the rest Nov’ s thugs, his so-called enforcers. If they do get off
day after tomorrow, they’ll be coming fast and you' d better be ready. Most of the Web and | are pulling
out of here tonight dong with some volunteers who have reasons to loathe Nov and his lot. Spider one
will gay in place and he's got a new Web in the process of stting up. Well be leaving three of the corns
with him, the others have been collected and we'll be bringing them dong with us. As to the Nov's
reward, have the meen show you how to set up the corns to scramble messages, in case we do lose a
spotter and his com gets taken. The scrambler eats power, so don't do that until you have to. Questions?
Go.”

“Le me” K'vesmilly bent over the speaker. “Come here before you gtart the other thing. We need
to see you. Go.”

“Nik, there' s not time. We have to get out and ahead of them, get their setup on the march, identify
the roving bands if we can, see how wdl they work together. Any questions you have we can answer by
com ...” There was a short pause. “You're wdl? Go.”

“Yes, baring a litle morning sickness. Take care. Go.” She draightened, stepped back. “Anyone
dse?’

Vedouce nodded, took her place. “As much detail on the order of march as you can, Vak. Don't
attack them, | don’t want them tightened up when they hit Oskland. Watch and report. that's dl. You
hear? Go.”

“l hear. WE I do that. Anything more? Go.”

“That'sit. Keep clear and keep clean. Out.”

10. Divergences and Diffusion

As dawn came, cool and dew-damp, Chaya stood a the hedgerow that marked the edge of
Hdlafam and watched Sekhaya's caravan go raitling off. For the first few paces, Lavan wasriding beside
the Herbwoman, but before they reached the turn around the othile grove, he'd kneed his horse into a
faster walk and was pulling ahead. He didn't look back; he hadn't even bothered to wave to her, dl
she' d gotten was a quick kiss on the cheek asthey left the house, a kiss that did over her nose—he was
dready turning away. His mind was throwing ahead of him to-ward Hubawern, willing the old, man to be
dive and wait-ing for him.

She smoothed her hand over her hair and started back dong the street, her dogs dattering on the
wooden bricks of the pavement.

Sdak the Waterman waved to her. “Good hanla, Weaver',” he cdled. “Happy years” He pointed
his hose up and tapped the lever so the wind blew a gentle cool spray into her face, then he went back to
wetting down the street, and brushing it clean.

“Good hanla, Waterman.” She shook off her mean-chaly. It was going to be alovdy day, her fird as
jour-neyman. She grinned, danced a few steps, beeting a rhythm with hed and toe.

“Good hanla, Weaver.” Chocho the Baker was out with his apprentices, loading up his cart with
buns and cakes.

Theamdl of hot bread, sugar, and cinnamon woke the gppetite she hadn’'t had for breakfast. “Good
hanla,

Baker.” She searched her pocket, found a copper, held it up. “Let me beg abun,” she tossed him the
penny.

He caught it, laughed. tossed it back. “Na na, Weaver. To celebrate the morn, let it be my gift.
Catch.”

Nibbling on the bun, she walked past houses and shops, waving a friends and cousns, answering
greetings, now and then breaking into a few dance steps, her spirit soaring—until she redized why she
fdt so liberated and some of the joy drained away; Lavan was gone and she didn’t have to cope with his



moods, wouldn’t have to for months if the interview went right. She sniffed the clear cleen air. popped
the last of the bun in her mouth, and laughed when she'd swalowed it. It didn’t matter, next time things
would be right between them, like before. Until then, enjoy the day, day by day.

She opened the door to the guild hal and a sack of flour fdl on her head. The other apprentices
grabbed her and danced her around the looms, whapping her with brooms to keep the cloud rigng,
gigding, laughing, whirling her about, ydling the hairy old jokes she'd ydled with them when Wensay got
his papers, findly pushing her into the shower room when she was totdly filthy and covered with swest,
rushing in with her to get themsalves clean.

When she emerged from the shower, the others were gone adready, her old dress gone with them. A
new one hung from the peg, made of cloth they’d woven and got-ten Matha the sawing woman to make
for her. She came out, danced in circles to show the apprentices and jour-neymen how wdl it fit, then
took the pitcher from Duzdly and went round to the saucers, pouring milk for the House snakes,
chirruping to them, stroking her favor-ite on the head, a dusky black snake with yelow circles about his
eyes which gave him a comicaly grave look. By the time she was finished, the work bdl had rung. She
hurried to her loom, checked it hedtily to make sure there were no tricks there waiting to gartle her, then
began work, the clack clack of the other looms busy about her. Foot on the treadle, shuitle flung across,
back, clack clack, sway and hurl. As ajourneyman, she was findly going to be paid for daywork, but her
quota was increased again by hdf. The guild was gaing to get its due from her one way or another in dls
of guildcoth. But once she was done, she could go home and work on her own projects now, the
damasks and dlks that would be her chief source of income, and dart planning the masterwork that
would free her completely from the guildwork.

>><<

Hibayd Bebek kndt naked before a low table in the at-tic of his house, swaying back and forth,
moaning.

It was a tdl, narrow house deep in the Vitifunder District, its facade contiguous with dl the other
houses in the row, one room wide and three stories tal, not counting the attic he'd furnished as a study,
with a kitchen and two rooms attached behind where his cook and maid lived, a minute yard and an
equaly tiny stable. The door was an e aborate afar with the eds of his totem wound in a Sn-uous twig,
heads curving apart about asmdl round win-dow filled with pieces of amber glass set in lead canes that
formed the Scrivener’ s 9gil, aquill above a scrall.

The table was a rectangle of polished wood, a shining light ydlow with a darker grain dancing
through it, the legs only a hand’ s width long, Sx of them, one at each corner and onein the center of each
of the long sides. On the table was a block of obsidian, polished into a black mirror; centered on the
stone was a rough egg-shaped ge-ode with the end cut out, exposng crystds of ydlow to-paz; buttery
dlows flickered from crystd to crysd, pulsng to Hibayd's moans, building form and body until the Glory
shone above the cavity.

“| dreamed last night, | dreamed, | dreamed,” Hibayd moaned. His skinny, naked arms were scarred
from wrigt to shoulder with burnmarks, his thighs sill wet with sweet and blood from the scourge that lay
by his knee. The scars on his back were much older, from the time his unde was forced to foster im and
whipped him for every bit of mischief and maice his cousins did; he was the bad example, the bad blood,
the evil had to be scourged out of him.

He shivered with cold, though the amdl room under the rafters was like an oven. He was dways
cold, only the Glory warmed him.

Tell me, the Glory whispered in him, the sound diding like blood through his body. Tell me your
dream, Beloved.

“It was the old dream, the BAD one. My mother is put-ting us to bed, my sster and |, snging to us
..." his voice went to fasetto, “little fishies in their beds, waves going splish splash o'er ther heads ....”
His voice changed again, dill high, alittle boy’s voice. “And Daddy came in, his eyes dl funny. He grabs
Mummy’s hair and jerks her head up and there's this knife and he hurts Mommy with it and her blood
gets dl over us and Thaly screams and he grabs her and hurts her and | scream and | try to get away,



but the blankets get wrapped round my legs and | try to kick them away and he grabs me and hurts me
... He shuddered, started swaying again, his eyes squeezed shuit.

Give me your hands, Beloved, lean into me and let me comfort you. Come to me, Beloved,
come.

Arms curled about the geode, head on the table, Hibayd shuddered with pleasure as the Glow
moved over him and through him, deanang away the poisons of the dream, rdaxing tensions, feeding him
grength.

Beloved, behold. The light hovered, thickened, flowed away, leaving a dark, dusty, cobwebbed
bottle behind, re-peated the processtill a haf-dozen bottles were lined up across the table, three on each
gde of the geode. It is brandy, Beloved, the finest Santakean vintage, finer than all the rest
because it has my essence warming it.

“l see, O Glory. What is the purpose?’

To make brothers for you, Beloved. Midsummer nears and brings the Guild Gather; when the
Guild Masters mest, their Aides meet, too, do they not? And isit not your turn on the cycle to host
the Aide Dinner on the next to the last day of the Gather?

“Thet is so. It isa great expense, but necessary.”

Money well spent, Beloved. When they leave you, they will be true brothers. Soul-sharers.
You'll never be alone again. Or hurt, my Heart.

“What do | do?”’

Take the brandy to the Guild Hall, tell them a grateful client gave it to you as a bonus that
you're passing on for their pleasure, make sure each one has some, at least a Sip. And beyond that
time, when the Wandermonks come from Fundalakoda to collect the documents for the Ar-chives,
give a Sp to each of them. And take what you wish to warm yoursalf. As | have said, Beloved, the
brandy has ME in its heart. All who drink of it will be your brothers, your true brothers, not of the
flesh, but of the soul.

11. Sea Changes

“I know about you, Hedler. Y ou take one step t'ard me or start any chantin’ business and you lose a
knee. | ¢'n shoot the left leg off agnat and thistrigger’ s filed, so mind yoursdf.”

A andl, weasdy man with a ragged kerchief tied across his nose and mouth opened the door and
hedily stepped back out of reach, diding dong the wall until he was more than an aam'’s reach behind
her, his gun steady on her. The other hooded man left his doorway and two more followed him into the
hall; he began backing away in the other direction, dso watching her. The new pair moved quickly ahead,
usng the longgun stocks againg any door that started to open.

The concierge was gone from his chair, the paper dropped in a crumpled hegp beside it, and the
ardl lobby was deserted. Sarroi expected ther captors to point her outside, but they didn’t. They
opened a door beside the desk and started down ancother flight of Sairs.

The basement was a huge vaulted cavern extending under the whole length of the Inn, with bins and
racks of staples and wine, pyramids of barrels, with piles of bro-ken furniture and other discards; it was
cold and dusty, surprisngly dry, lit by long danting light tunnds and mir-rors. Her captors moved
confidently through the debris and the stores, never losng control of her, kegping the sandwich intact ..
She could sense Honeydew flying in the shadows overhead a few paces behind them; it was a comforting
presence. The sprite might be tiny and fragile, but her heart was without measure and her vaue proven
many times over.

“Stop, Healer. Stand theretill 1 tdl you to move. And don’'t y’ even breathe hard. Get the door open,
Munt.”

They were being very cautious. Sarroi turned her head dowly, looked over her shoulder at the
speaker. The little man tensed, his gun shifting to a point only a few inches from her hip. She turned back.

Two of the men were hauling open a heavy iron door. As soon as the gap was wide enough, dl but



the Weasd dipped ingde; for a short while she could hear their feet on a meta ladder then silence.

“After them, Hedler. Move dow and careful.”

The room behind the door was no larger than a cramped closet, a square hole in the floor, light
coming from below showing her the worn, black iron rungs of a ladder. There was an impdtient shout
from outside. She shrugged, lowered hersdf into the hole, and began dimb-ing down.

>><<

Honeydew hovered up in the support beams; severd times she'd started to swoop for the door, but
the light was too bright, those hooded men too dert, especidly the one with the gun on Serroi.

Asthe Weasd followed Serroi, Honeydew swooped down ... and squedled with terror, driving her
wings hard to carry her back as the massve door dammed shut, so close to crushing her that she went
into something like blind panic and didn't stop her retreat until she was St-ting on a massve beam,
swedting dew from every inch of her tiny body, too devastated to do more than shake and whimper.

>> <<

Thewound in histhigh cruddy bandaged, hands tied behind him, led dong by a choke rope about his
neck, Hedivy limped down the dank, dinking tunnd, the un-even foating and the dim light from the
lantern carried by the lead man making it difficult to do anything but con-centrate on staying on his fest.
Thefirgt shock had worn off long ago and the wound was throbbing, his knee shak-ing and threstening to
fold under him. He forced himsdf on because he knew if he went down, they’d amply cut his throat and
leave him where he fdll.

It was the Enemy doing this. It had to be. Shimzdy wasn't that kind of place, people didn’t disappear
down holes; there might be bodies |€ft in the streets from fights and muggings, but that was individud
enterprise, nothing to do with the government. There was no centrd govern-ment, too many centers of
power baancing each other. That being so, why was he dill dive? Questioning? Bait to catch Serroi?
There were too many unknowns. When-ever they got to where they were going, he'd probably get some
answers. Not something to look forward to.

After a wearisome time of turning and twigting through the old sewers, they pushed him agangt an
iron ladder, looped a rope under his arms and hauled him into the daylight once more.

He emerged from a tumbledown shack and found him-sdf on a smdl idand in the Ixapho Swamp
south of Bokivada. A large outrigger was pulled up on the reedy beach and a group of figures stood by a
bow carved into a chain of fleshy flord shapes, black robes covering them wrig to ankle, cowls pulled
forward to hide their faces. One of them came a few steps forward, stood with his arms folded, hands
hidden in his deeves, walting for Hedivy and his captors to reach him.

No words were spoken. The robed shape passed over a heavy purse, the Bokivaders pushed
Hedivy toward him and left with a haste that sent a chill down Hedivy's spine. He looked around, but
with bound hands and a leg that was barely supporting him, there wasn't much he could do. He
composed himsdf as the amdl figures closed around him and began tugging him toward the out-rigger.

>><<

Adlayr burst into the cdllar, ran across it. HONEY, WHERE ARE YOU!

She pushed off the beam, spread her wings and glided down to him, landing on his shoulder,
scrambling to his neck, pressing hersdlf againg it. Honeydew amost got caught in the door, Adlee, Honeydew
almogt got crushed and mangled.

Ei vai, Honey, you didn't, it's all right. What door?

The black iron thing. She wriggled around, gill huddling as close to his neck as she could, her tiny
hands closed on his hair. There. Straight ahead. In the wall. The bagheads, they take Serree inside and go down.

Hang on, Honey. He trotted the short distance to the wall, found the hole for the latch chain, but no
chan; he touched the hole, ran his hand dong the harline crack be-tween the door and the jamb. Not
even room for a needle, iron on both sdes. He let out the bresth he was holding. Can you feel her
Honey? | can't, but your range is longer than mine.



Honeydew’' s trembling had stopped and she'd unplas-tered hersdf from his neck, but she hed onto
his collar and made no attempt to take to the ar again. She drew hersdf into a dense little knot and
focused.

With a amdl spitting sound, she kicked her feet out, shook her har into a wild tangle. Honeydew do.
She going away and away.
Ei vai, let’s collect the gear and see if we can follow her.

The huge black trax flew through the wispy clouds above Bokivada, weaving back and forth about a
linethat trended southeast until Honeydew squeaked with distress.

What?

Gonel Serreeis not there. Honeydew lose our Serree. Dead?

Dead?

Honeydew don't think so. Like they bang Serree on the head. But not redly, no hurt.

Then we're going to have to do this another way. Do you think you' d know at least some of
those men if you saw them again?

Honeydew wriggled on his back, her hands tickling his neckhair. Baaaad men. Honeydew smdl them, 'f
Honeydew get close enough. Mmmm, true, Honeydew can do.
Honeydew better do. It's about the only chance we' ve got. The black furred wings shifted and the

tax swept in along curve, heading back for the Inn.

>><<

Hedivy lay in the bottom of the outrigger, rolled in can-vas, icy sea water knifing over the sdes and
pdting him in his exposed face and gradudly soaking into the canvas. At fird he was chilled beyond
anything he could remem-ber, even on the coldest mornings when his father booted him from bed and
sent him to fetch the vul in for milking, then a fever took him and he was mumbling through de-lirium,
shivering, burning, aching with a dull pain that raked even to the ingde of his bones.

There was darkness, light burning in his eyes, darkness again, flickering from one to the other ...
somewhere in there his head was lifted, foul tasting liquid hot enough to burn his gums poured into his
mouth, he vomited it out, more was poured in, less of it this time, he kept that down and sank into a
nightmare deep that went on and on ...

In athin fog that dung to the water and barely reached past the sides, the outrigger did past aline of
barrier islands that were little more than sandspits with some grass and brush on higher points, into a
south fading bay where there was dmost no swell. The smdl of rotten vegetation permeated that mig and
reached through Hedivy’s ddir-ium, bringing him into semi-awareness.

His leg throbbed to the beat of the rowers oars, his head to the datting of the limp sal againg the
mest. He was lyingin his own gtink, the canvas dill rolled about him, soggy, dinging to him like a second
skin. He drew histongue dong cracked lips and tried to lift his head, but he was too weak and the effort
sent him spirding into darkness.

He woke in a green twilight, swaying dmogt asif he were back in the boat. After drifting a while, he
understood he wasin a rope cradle dung benesath a pole; he could see the padded yokes fitting over the
shoulders of two men a few gpans from his feet and assumed there were two more behind him. They
were walking with a cu-rious hip-hop that kept the pole steady but took them from root to root in the
dank twilight under immense trees dripping with graybeard and vines. He wondered vagudy where they
were taking him, but hadn’t the strength to hold onto the thought and sank back into the darkness that
hed swalowed him before.

>><<

Serrol woke in a cage rocking and rattling in the back of a stake-wagon drawn by two large vezen,
locd beasts that looked like cousins to the draft orsk in Cadander. The cage was tied down with thick
ropes 0 it wouldn't topple over, but they did little to stop the grinding, squeding, and creeking as it



twigted and did over the planks of the wagon bed, bounced with bumps and potholes in the road, jolting
her about, knocking her againg the bars. She had bruises devedoping dong her ams and legs,
green-black patches under her skin, sore places in her head and shoul-ders that told her just how much
of this rough trestment she’ d undergone while she was iill unconscious from that cloud of powder one of
her captors had puffed at her.

Serroi caught hold of a bar and levered hersdf up.

All she could see of the driver was a shapeless lump huddled in a heavy canvas cloak, its hood pulled
forward. The cart was done in an empty land, moving down a road of beaten white dirt, rutted and
narrow, that meandered around rocky knalls, patches of low, gnarled brush, sparse grass rudling, dry,
ydlow spotted with brown, seed pods with white whiskers.

“Driver! What's happening? Where you taking me?’ No response.

She considered ydling more, kicking the bars, rocking the cage, creating such a fuss tha the driver
would have to do something, but she didn't like fuss and there was a far chance the driver had more of
that deep-dust. She eased down, wedged hersdf in a corner of the cage to minimize the jarring, and
began puzzing over what had happened. Why was the Fetch doing this? What did It want? What was
going to happen to her?

After awhile the dugt, the jolting, the headache from the drug, and the uncertainty wearied her so
much she closed her eyes and dept.

>><<

Treshteny fdt bathed in sound, the water dapping gently againg the piles and the ship sides, the
patter of voices from fishermen working on nets, their women gut-ting fish and hanging them on smoking
racks, the creaks and groans of the boats. The amdls of the seashore were rich and strong; she reveled in
them and in the gability the blindfold gave her. Such a ample thing but no one had thought of it before,
not even her.

She missed the Horse as horse; the dlent manshape waking beside her frightened her a
little—perhaps be-cause for most of her life she'd lived in a world of women. Men had adways
represented danger and stress, even her own twin brother. Her mind shied away from Treshtd and his
life/nonHlife; thinking about him dis-turbed her.

The boat was asmdl one, a yanl steeped with the sink of dead fish. They’d have to live and deep
on deck, shel-tered only by a kind of canvas hutch the owner had im-provised for them, but there wasn't
much choice. Treshteny let Doby lead her into the hutch. She settled on a folded blanket, amiled at the
boy she couldn’t see. “Thank you.”

“Nam, Jam’. An'thing dse?’

His voice was dill rusty, but he was taking more eeslly every day; the blindfold was't only a help to
her, it brought out a tendernessin the boy that grief had buried before this.

“Hmm. I've never seen a ship set sal into an ocean, so why don’'t you go watch everything that
happens and tdl me about it

“Yeh, Jam'.” He rushed out.

She heard the excitement in his voice and amiled again. Yda o's horns jabbed into her arm.

She cuddled him. “ Jedlous? Bébé, don’t be thet way. No one can take my son’s place” She fdt him
relax againg her. “That’s good, luv. It's going to be a hard time, these next days, we're going to be cold
and uncom-fortable, dirty and bored before we reach Shinka-on-the--Neck. But thisisthe only way, my
bébé. South and south we go.”

12. Waiting for the War to Start

The Pastora Harep turned the lampframe in his hands, in-specting the flow of the grain, running his
thumb over the joints. He took up each of the three frames, inspected them with the same intengity, set
them back on the bench. “It is good work.” The yelow grew thicker in his eyes. “If you were a true man
of Glory, you would give your work for the good of your soul.”



“l am aman with afamily to feed, Pastora.”

Harep glanced out the window. “Two sons. And your wife seems to be a woman of great energy.
That isyour family, isn't it?”

Greygen rolled his chair to the window, smiled a the boys coming through the arch into the court,
Sandlly fol-lowing them, blown through on winds of laughter. “Yes”

Sandlly came bustling in, kissed his cheek. “I saw o’ Longnose leaving. Did he actudly pay for the
frames?’

“Didn't want to, but he did. And ordered hdf a dozen more.”

“What about the wood? Where we gonna get it?’

“Hell send it from the temple stores, knock off hdf the price”

“Saaaal Into his pocket.”

“Givehimthis, | don't think so. Taken.”

She shivered. “I hate being round them. It’s like they dead but don’ know it.”

He took down the box he'd clamped early yesterday. “Zdra, how'd it go?’

Sangllly crossed to the window, leaned her ebows on the sil where she could see the court and be
sure there was no one in ligening range, shook her hair loose, and looked back at Greygen. “The mestin’
went fine, tdl you later what we decided.” She wrinkled her nose. “Zdra, it's cover, but washin' sprotish
sheets an't the sweetest way t' pass amorning’.” She winked a him. “I told y’ no one looks close a
women doin’ dirt work like that.” A dgh, a glance out the window. “There's another charnd house,
down south of Calanda, on the way to where the army was. Thing is, there was a finger with a birthmark
onit. A boy’sfinger. It was Bakory who found it when she went down to where she fishes, was't hardly
light yet, but she andled the place and she went and looked. The finger was right by the door, she
wouldna noticed, * cept she sneezed right then, you know Bakory’s sneezes, her foot knocked the finger
and it went rallin’ away out-sde. Said she nearly lost lagt year's bregkfast lookin' at it. Zdra, she's a
friend of Jasny’s and she recognized it. Jasny’s on They dl thought he'd run away, but the Eat-ers got
him. Zhalazhda, Bakory came to the dinic and she told us and we dl went to see Jasny, dmod had to tie
..." She broke off and leaned farther out the window, “Pusndl, what you think you doin’? Take your
proggin’ hands off my boy.”

She pulled back in, her face red with anger, ran across the workroom, and out the door.

By the time the front door dammed, Greygen was at the window, his fingers digging into the sl as he
watched the Purger shaking M, dgpping his face. Noddy was curled up on the pavement, whimpering
and dutching his middle. Staying in the chair was the hardest thing Greygen could remember doing, but
he did, it; white and swesting, his teeth grinding together, knees jammed againg the wdl, he stayed where
he was.

Sandlly flung her solid body into the Purger, dmost knocking him off his feet, clawed fingers going for
his eyes, missang but digging furrows into his cheek. She struck again, screaming and curang him.

Women hung out the upper story windows shouting, “ Shame shame, leave the boys done” Others
came hur-rying from doors dl around the court, shouting the same thing. Some picked up Noddy,
handed him through the window to Greygen, some caught hold of Md and marched him through the
Ledtar door, others separated Sanslly from Pusndl, pushed the Purger out through the court arch,
hustled Sanglly away, petting her, making soothing sounds,

As s00n as she was through the door, they vanished back into their own homes.

Greygen rocked Noddy, the samdl body shuddering againg him as the boy cried himsdf to deep. He
looked up as Sanslly came into the workroom. “You goin’ to have a black eye, Sansy.”

She giggled, pressed her hand to her eye. “’ Twill be worth it, Grega. Did you see his face when the
women came?’

Greygen grimaced. “1 saw trouble, that’s what | saw.” He freed a hand, scraped the sweeat from his
face. “Don’'t you ever do that again, Sans. Don't you ever. | near had a stroke.”

She came around behind him, cradled his head between her breasts and stroked his temples. “Beda
beda, michamine, don’ think ‘bout it any more. It's over, gone away ...."



A while later she smoothed her hand over his hair, then came around. “Can you turn Noddy without
waking im? | want to look at hismiddle”

“Méd! You get in here, | want to know what happened and | want to know now.”

“Aaah, Mum.”

“I mean it. Your father and | are waiting.” She glanced at her younger son curled up in Greygen's lap
diding back into deep, an herb plaster on his somach where he'd been kicked. “Greg, you want to put
hm down?’

“Nik, he' sfine. Sansy, the way things are ...” He broke off as the door opened.

Md came rductantly into the room, looked from Greygen to Sanglly. “It wasn't my fault,” he burst
out. Sandlly sniffed. “So tdl me”

“Sta-sta, we were playing kick-ball, Noddy 'n me, you SAID we could till supper.”

“Thet | did. Go on.”

“Starsta, there we was, playin’ nice, not mekin' too much noise, you know we wasn't, Mum. Or you
woulda ydled a us. And oI’ Purger he come through the arch and he catch hold m' arm and pull me
around and he start mutterin’ at me, wants to know who been in the house and dl kinds of suff | dunno
and he says | shouldna sass 7 ders, but | WASN'T, Mum, he don't got no business askin' me tha
kinda guff and | told *m that and he dap me and Noddy kicks him and he kicks Noddy and | start ydlinf
and he shakes me and you look out the window, and that's what happened.”

Sandlly smiled at him, tapped afinger againg his head. “You right, Mely, wasn't dl your fault. What
you do now,” she nodded at the degping boy in Greygen's ams, “you teach Noddy to duck for cover
when ther€'s trouble round. And you, my big Md, you're the oldest, it's up to you to keep your eyes
open and spot that trou-ble. Y ou un’ sand?’

He nodded.

“Prak. So you take Noddy from y' da and you take y’ bath and do your homework and I'll be in
with supper in alittle”

Sanglly went back to the window, checked the court, turned to Greygen. “Grega, we have to send
them North. After ....”

“Yes” He amiled wearily. “One thing come of this business, we got a good excuse for ‘t.”

“Another ginkin' cover. Zdra, never mind. How soon?’

“With the Web pulled apart likeit is | don't know. Af-ter dark I'll seeif | can get hold of Lisken,
find out what's moving. Pull the shutters, Milachika I'm too shaky to work anymore.”

>><<

Rain dripping mdancholy about him, Hedin sat in an improvised shelter making notes in a bound
book as he ligtened to reports coming in from his spotters.

“... count five hundred Taken in the second lot. Wadk-ing dong steady, a herd a sheep’d have more
expressons on ther faces. I'd say they're making about seven, eght stades a day. Carrying packs, a
longgun, belt knife, coil of rope. Two supply wagons, double orsk hitch on each. Twenty macain being
herded with them, riders not. Taken, three of em. Chovan. Make Nov’s thugs look like schoolkids.
Her€'s a thought. If Nov's getting recruits from the chovan, Osk better have a look to his backside.
That'sdl | got now. Go.”

“You dill clear? Go.”

“Even the chovan don’t look antsy. No one' s sniffing around my tree or even looking in my direction.
I'll be moving onin afew minutes, get set up again in the morn-ing. Go.”

“Waetch for strays. They're getting close to the border, theréll be noses siiffing around, looking to
get Nov's re-ward. Out.” He switched channds. “ Spider seven. Go.”

“The fourth barge dring passed me ten minutes ago, heading north, food, horses and men. Three
barges. Bezhvdi this time, from the dothing and the gear | can see, so Ker is beng squeezed and lying
down under it, covering his backside most likdy. | have counted around twenty men per barge, not



induding the bargeveks. Five horses a barge. There are some baes on the decks, fodder for the horses,
afew sacks, lumpy, | would venture they contain tubers, bremba or kedlak. | do not know whét isin the
hold, but dl three barges are riding low. Go.”

Hedin frowned, flipped back a page, drew his finger down the notes written there. “Lagt report was
the second gring of barges. You skip a number or did we miss one? Go.”

“It was not possible to talk at that moment, there was a file of men riding through the grove. No red
problem, they were not looking for eyesin the sky. Chovan, armed to the teeth ... hum ... don't like that
phrase, used to tdl my students it was a falure of the imaginaion to fdl back on such worn out
expressons, but it gets the job done. Twenty-saven chovan, armed as described, mounted on racing
meacan which | have no doubt they stole. The chovan and the third barge string went by about an hour
after sunup, Zemyadd tomboys, perhaps a hundred in sum, stores stowed on deck and below. The
barges were dso riding very low, so their holds must have been nearly full. Spider two should be adle to
gveyou a better ac-counting of just what's there when she views the un-loading. How much longer do
you want me here? Go.”

Hedin lad his stylo down, gazed past the canvas front drop into the rain dripping steedily down.
“Hnish out to-morrow and the next day, then come north and join Spi-der two. The two of you touch
home with Spider one, feed us what's happening in the cities. Questions? Go.”

“I hear and obey, O mighty Vak. Out.”

Hedin chuckled, set the com down and sat a moment, hunched over, the hedls of his hands pressed
agand his eyes. That was the lagt of the reports, for the moment anyway. He'd been ligening for nearly
three hours as the spotters sent hm what they were seeing, now he had to organize it into a coherent
report to OskHold. And that brought K’vestmilly Vos to mind when he' d rather avoid thinking about her.
He remembered his jedous words to Serroi, cdling her Hem's grand passion. She'd laughed at him, but
he understood old Hem better now. We Hedlins seem to keep coming up with them, these quirky,
driven women who get a hold on you that even their indifference won't pry loose.

He scrubbed at hisface, tore a page from the book, leafed back to the morning’'s notes, and began
writing.

>><L

“Chovan.” Zarcadorn Pan Osk cleared histhroat, spat into his cup and pushed it away. “Losyk, the
miners, how many are gill out?’

In the drafty medting hdll the tapestries blew in and out of lamplight, throwing shadows over the faces
of the S-lent folk standing againgt the wall, watching the men and women seated at the table, ligening to
what was beng said. Tinggil sat in a pool of light from one of the lamps, drawing soft, unobtrusive
sounds from the gtrings of her lute. Vyzharnos stood beside her, his hand on her shoul-der.

Kuznad Losyk the Mine Manager was a broad, square man with blue eyes glaing from a mass of
face and head hair, curling hair like black moss, even his beard was a nest of knots as stubborn as his
knotted figts. He cleared his throat, picked up slver rimmed spectacles, and curled the temple pieces
over his ears. “We ve been shutting the outliersfirs.” Each of the names brought a thump of his spatulate
middle finger on the table. “Ham Omota, Ham Meky, Ham Lavit, Hd Pract, Hd Zeda, Hed Podlah, He
Helny.” He coughed, looked up. “Shut down, tools and ore, heavy equipment, that sort of thing, put
down mine, pit, gams locked, supporting farms cleaned out, every-thing ussful hauled in, the folk settled
with relaives and in the hdls, it's crowded, but we're not getting com-plaints, not yet.” He squinted at
the paper. “Word's been sent to Hams Snehov, Ramvy, Spat and Oddany, Hels Tesset, Cluna, Douft,
Dulass and Devchah, that the Redits should close them down and bring their people in, with as much
food as they can haul and any canvas that's around to hep with shdlter.” He sat back, folded his hands
over hisamd| hard paunch. “Bein, dl of 'em, by tomorrow week.”

K’vestmilly VVos smoothed her forefinger dong the side of the Mask as she looked from face to face
dong the ta-ble. Vdiva Zarcadorn's wife, Speaker for women, hard to read because she didn't say
much, but she seemed reason-ably neutrd. Chestno Dabyn, the head Judge—he'd re-sented her from
the beginning. Spodrah Ngjit, Speaker for the farmers. Half a dozen didtrict reps whose names she could



dredge up if she had to. She didn’'t have to have the Hedler's senses to fed the anger and resentment in
these Osklanders, some of it focuang on the mee danding S-lent in the shadow behind her, but she
wasn't quite ready to cdl them on it, or lay any stress on the idea that she needed a bodyguard in the
House of Osk. She turned to the man seated at her left. “Vedouce,” she said. “Y our dispositions.”

“Hve raskas, axty men each, deployed dong the bor-der, each of them hdf mines hdf gritzer
veterans, three of them will be taking care of the raiders, two held in mobile reserve with the supply
wagons and the best of the

OsK riders. We have nine hundred thirty-seven semi-trained men with veteran leaders on the training
fidd. We can add three extra men to each navsta up to twenty five total without serioudy distorting the
traning and we ll need them.” He looked at the closdly written pages on the table in front of him. “Unless
unforeseen events pre-clude” He looked up, smiled, a wry twis to his mouth. “Unforeseen events
adways appear. We smply have to plan with what we know and hope to ride out the storm.” He tapped
histhumb on the papers. “At the moment | in-tend to rotate newly trained navstas into the raskas a the
border, bring back the seasoned fighters, and use them to whip the new men into shape. We cannot stop
Nov’'s amy with the men we have now, mmh, I'll elaborate on that later, but we can harry them, force
them to expend sup-plies and men.” He turned over the top page, glanced through the figures on the
second.

“According to the Spiders, of the two thousand men in his man army, two-thirds of them Taken
foot-soldiers, the rest his own men and recruits he's drawn in from the Zemyadd and Halland. These last
will be in the raider bands, killing and burning, tough men, good fighters, maybe not so good at planning.
With the coins and the Spiders spotting for us, we should be able to move supe-rior forces againg those
bands and take out mogt of them. It will be a bloody mess and worse destruction than you can imagine,
but we can’t stop that.”

He turned over the page. “Following one day behind the man amy comes the firg reserve. Five
hundred foot, mostly Taken. One day behind them, a second reserve, two hundred foot. Both sets with
non-Taken herders, sup-ply wagons, and spare mounts. Beyond that, he has most of Cadander—aways
excepting the Harozh—to cdl on. Barges on the river bringing food, mounts, supplies” An-other page.
“Spider saven has been watching and report-ing for the past nine days; in that time, he's seen between
two and five barge drings a day moving upriver, average dring, three barges. Spider two reports barges
aso ariv-ing up the Red Dan from Tuku-kul with ammunition, mercenaries, afile of Seykyn assassins.
These lagt haven't left Dander yet, but once they’rein the fidd, they're deadly fighters. They work aone,
not as part of an amy and according to Hedin, if you want to stop them, you've got a choice, a sniper
with a longgun, good enough to make a head shot a maximum range, or a navsta you can afford to
decimate, and | do mean deci-mate. Of those twenty men you'd be lucky to get ten back dive, | don't
say whole. The new Web in Dander is watching them, there are plans to dedl with at least some of them,
but neither the Web nor Hedin are dl that san-guine about success. We believe Nov means to set them
a three things The corns, the Marn and you, Osk. Fortu-nately, we have the mae Zasya Myers on
watch here; the meen have dedt successfully with Seykyn for centuries, so that’s a worry we can defer.
Osk, we need to get your miners into training as soon as possible; we haven't sup-plies for a Sege, 0
well have to meet Nov in the fidd, try to cut them down, get behind them, and bresk ther supply lines. It
will help a greet ded if we can divert their supplies to us, but you understand that in no way changes the
gtuation. We can’'t wear along war.” He flipped the papers back, squared the pile. “That is the Stuation,
O Man.”

“And Nov himsdf?’

“He s dill in the Pevranamigt, but the word from the source is that he will be leaving to join the army
within the next three days, we suspect the Seykyn will be leav-ing then, one & least as his bodyguard.”

“Is there any chance of killing him?’

“Hedin and the Web are dedling with that. If it's pos-sible they’ll do it; if not, they'Il Iet us know.”

“Prak. Leaning forward, fingers laced on the shining wood, she looked down the long table. “I see
severd un-happy faces. Is anyone here under the illuson that Nov wouldn’'t march on you if | weren't
here? Zdra zdra, I'm sure there are severa of you without the courage to say it before the Mask.” She



pushed back the chair and stood. “Pan Osk, Vedouce and | will leave you and yours. | make this offer.
We will withdraw from Oskland and leave you free to make peace with Nov if you so desire. | srongly
suggest you tak to those who've fled Dander and Calanda before you make afind decison. Ask

Tinggil what happened in her family, why she had to leave. Ask Vyzharnos Gram about the patch
over hiseye. Ask Zatko of the guards. Ask Zisk the scissors grinder. Ask any of those who were driven
from their homes and their family why they left.”

Behind the Mask she pinched her lips together, fighting back the anger that threatened to erupt in
words that would make the Studtion irretrievable. A deep breath, her voice steadied, she added, “If you
decide we should leave, the weapons and stores we brought with us will go with us” She beckoned to
Vedouce and Zasya Myers and swept from the room, leaving aloud slence behind.

Vedouce stood by the window as K’vesmilly had the day Hedin announced his intention of leaving.
She gri-maced, looked away. “What do you think?’

“You took a chance.”

“Did | have a choice?’

“Nik. That poison festering behind us would kill us faster than Nov.” He leaned againgt the wall; the
gray was thicker in his brown har and the wrinkles from nose to mouth had deepened to ravines. “They'll
go with us. They have no more choice than you had, though they weren't willing to face that.”

K’vesmilly sighed. “Unttil | rubbed their nosesinit. Can we hold out till winter? It isn't that far off.”

“l don’'t know. That's the truth, Marn.”

13. Serpents Dancing

The Weaver’ s Hal wasfilled with shadows and sllence. Chaya sat on the floor by her loom, usng the
bench as a table while she tried to work out a pattern for the damask she wanted to start on her home
loom. If she went home, she’'d have cousins and neighbors dropping by to bring her little gifts and stay to
tak endlesdy; it was kind of them, but by the time the last one léeft, dl she had strength to do was dean
house and go to bed. Her honey month would be finished next week and life would go back to its
ordinary round, but she wanted to be ready to set up, so shed have a length of fine cloth for the
Midsummer Weavers Fair in Mokadumise.

She had dozens of sketches in her notebook, flower forms, leaf forms, crysds, and anything that
caught her attention when she had a pencil in her hand and a bit of paper—but nothing sparked when she
looked at them. She was about to give up and go home, when the light strengthened and changed qudity
inthe Hall and aripple of harp notes cascaded around her.

She svung round.

At the end of the aide between the looms a fuzzy ovd of pae golden light shimmered above the dusty
floor. As Chaya watched, a figure formed within the light, a woman seated with a harp. She wore a
leather skirt that brushed againgt bare feet, aleather jacket with long fine fringes dong the deeves, fringes
that swayed as her aams moved, her short strong fingers plucking the drings of the harp, a tune that
Chaya had not heard before.

Into the shimmer of the light, the Hall snakes came and other serpents, wild ones from the fieds, until
there were hdf a hundred of them swaying to the music.

They rose until they seemed to wak on the tips of thar tals, wove round each other, twiging and
untwiding in pairs with an urgency that left no doubt what was hgppen-ing there.

Thelight dimmed and vanished, only moon and lamp-light Ieft in the hall.

The music faded with the light.

The serpents uncoupled and did away.

Chaya sat without moving for severd moments, then started sketching furioudy.

>><<

The woman ran from the house, stood in the middle of the road waving her arms.



The house was a hovd, the oiled and scraped skins in the windows cracked and thy, the thatch so
old even the roof rats had deserted it. It was out by itsdf, the village ahead too far down the road for the
outlying buildings to show over the hedgerows. It had a garden to one, sde, a few wilting plants in
furrows scratched in the hard, ydlow-white soil. In asmdl shaky corrd a cow stood nosng & sraw in a
manger, now and then licking at the grains of com left on the bottom.

“Sekhaya Kawin, bless the Maiden for sending you by right now. There sagrl in here, trying to have
ababy and | don’t know how to help her.”

“Beitha, calm down.” Sekhaya reached back of the seat, hauled her saiche from its cubby. “Lavan,
take Joma to water and feed him something. We might be here a while” She kicked the steps out, came
down from the wagon. “Tdl me. Background firg, then the Sgns. Snap, snap, you know what | need.”

The midwife Belitha walked beside her as she headed for the house. “Name's Manzi, she doesn't
know family, dan or totem, at least she's never said. Forest woman, | think. Never said that either. Just
turned up one day and took to living out here. Poverty and generd gormlessness. Scandd. Every man in
the village has had a go at her, no tdling who the father was of this one. It’'s not the firs, but the others dl
died after afew hours, she buried them back of the house, knew enough to do that. Never a word to me
or any woman in the village. | got a note left on my door yesterday morning, backhand writing, saying she
was pretty bad off and would | go take alook. | suppose | could track him down, but I’d rather not. At
leest he had alittle generosity, more than most of them. Very low en-ergy when she's a her best, which
she ian't, being hdf-starved. Irregular heart beat, both her and the baby. I've got her washed, brushed
her hair, I’ ve been keeping her warm, talking to her, trying to get her to work at ..” She pushed the door
open and the two women went indde.

>><<

Lavan unhitched Sekhaya's Joma, led hm and his own mount to the watering trough. He was
irritated a having another wait before they moved south again; he'd been impatient for days, though he
knew traveling with the Herbwoman was safer and certainly much pleasanter than going ahead aone.
Good food and a wam welcome from the villages they passed through. Footpads and riding gangs
keeping their distance, attacking an herbwoman had consequences none of them wanted to chance.

Singing as he worked, an under-the-breath monotone that Chaya teased him about, saying it was like
the drone of a courting mosguito, he unsaddied his horse, began brushing him down, combing out the
knots in his mane and tail, laughing as Alegay leaned into him and whuffled with pleasure as the sted
toothed comb scratched adong his nape.

After he fed them graincakes and tethered them in grass and weeds beside the house, he pumped
more water, scooped some up into one of Sekhaya's tubs, stripped and began scrubbing himsdf clean,
washing away the efluvia from the day’s riding. He worked soap into his hair and travel beard, sghing
with pleasure not unlike Alegay’s as he dug at his own scalp, then dumped a bucket of water over his
head.

Dressed in his worn camp clothes, sandds on his feet, his boots upended over corrd posts, he
grolled around the house. The Forest was a dark line agang the eastern horizon. He glanced a it,
shuddered, and turned corners until he had that tumble-down building between him and the darkness.

He drew water and filled the washtub, set out towes and soap for Sekhaya, collected his blankets
and ground-sheet from the caravan, spread them out, and settled him-sdf to doze away the hours until
she'd be ready to move on.

>><<

It was late, near dawn, before the two women emerged from the hove. Sekhaya stretched, moved
across to the trough where Lavan had Ieft her atub of water, soap, and a towel. She glanced at the dark
form stretched out by her caravan, amiled affectionately a him as she dipped the corner of the towd in
the water and began scrubbing her bands and arms. “He can be irritating, but he's a good lad.”

Bditha spread soap over her hand. “Not exactly a lad. Handsome man in spite of those whiskers.
Who is he?’



“Journeyman slveramith pledged to my name-child. His Master died and he's hunting a new one.
Bda, you might as wdl go home, you've got your family to take care of. I'll gt the day with this one;
el live | think. The baby won't. And if she keeps this up, next time ....” She shrugged. “Is there
anything you can do?’

“The Dolman won't ligen or do anything. Afraid of scanda. Evenif | tdl hm what the men are doing
ismur-dering her.” She rubbed her arms dry, gave the towd back to Sekhaya. “I'll put the word around;
it might help.” She nodded to Sekhaya, then went trudging off into the dark-ness.

Sekhaya went back into the hovel, bent over the palet. In the faint light from the nightlight she’d hung
besde the window, the girl’s face had a pearly qudity; she might even have been pretty with a little more
flesh on her bones and some animation. She lay on her back with her eyes closed, her shift lifting dightly
with each long dow breath. The baby lay beside her, swaddled in cean clothes that Bditha had brought
with her, atiny, fral boy, bardly dive. Sekhaya lifted him gently; he was so fragile even a breath would
bruise him. She cooed to him, tried to give im a little warmth and love for the short time he'd be around
to fed it, but there was no response.

She hdd him until he died.

When she took him outside to bury him beside the oth-ers, she was dartled a how foggy it'd grown
inthe short time she'd been indde. This was the bottom of her Round and on the edge of the Drylands;
even with the Forest as near asit was, the ar was seldom damp enough for mig, let done a blinder like
this one where a hand outstretched was logt to Sght. She sighed, got a better grip on the ba-by’s body
and kndlt, groping for the spade she' d seen thrown down by the pitiful garden.

A cascade of harp notes came like drops of crysta water, the fog began to glow, the glow to open
like an ovd door. In the ovd awoman sat with a harp, a leaether skirt brushing bare feet, a leather jacket
with long fine fringes dong the deeve that swayed as her am moved, and short strong fingers plucking
the gtrings.

“Hdisan!”

The woman gmiled a her, eyes anking into nests of laugh wrinkles, nodrils flaring. The cascade
turned to alivdy dance tune.

A form thickened from the fog, an immense serpent with a woman's head and torso. The lamia held
out her hands. “Give the child to me,” she said. Her voice was deep and soft, like wind late at night after
agorm. “I will take him home.”

Sekhaya glanced at the Harper.

The Hdisan image nodded.

“Hrg, tdl, me this. Why this child and not the others?’

“They are dl with us, we Ieft the mounds to give the outcast solace if she would take it.”

“| see. |Is there anything you can do for her?’

“I will take her home when her time comes.”

Sekhaya got to her feet, put the amdl bundle into the lamid s arms, then stood weatching as she melted
into the fog. As the light dimmed, Sekhaya cdled, “Come see me when you can, Haisan. It's been too
long snce we talked.”

She thought she saw the Harper nod, then the light was gone.

Sekhaya shook Lavan awake. “Get dressed,” she said. “There€' s toast and cha by the fire. We won't
be stopping in Hintshifam for anything, you can stock up for the Dry-lands in Shillafam.”

Before he could respond, she faded into the fog. He crawled out of his blankets, ran his fingers
through his hair and ssumbled for the pump.

>><<

Hdisan the Harper reprised the chorus until the laugh-ter died then went on with the lig song,
celebrating the guilds at the dinner.



Ah the poor weaver, tangled in twine
bent at the loom sunlight and moonshine
numb bum and sore spine
crossed eyes and nose whine
tring ling a ling ling, ling a line line

Ah the poor scrivener, tangled in law
sipping his substance through a long straw
whipsaw and crabclaw
scapegoat and cat’s paw
tring ling a ling ling, ling a law law.

Ah the poor scrivener, ling ling alaw law ....

She bowed to this year's hogt, the Aide to the Scrivener Guild, sat back, and began playing soft
background music through the laughter and applause.

* % %

Asthe med waswinding to its close, Hibayd Bebek glanced down the line at the faces of the Guild
Aides, listened to the noisy talk moving down and across the table. 1t was going very wel and he was
pleased. And the out-come of this evening pleased him even more. He beck-oned to one the scrivener
apprentices who were doing duty as servants for the evening. “Bring in the brandy and the glasses. You
remember your indructions?’

“Yes, Kos Bebek.”

When the apprentices were lined up behind the Aides, each with a bottle ready to pour, Bebek stood
and clicked his fork againgt his water goblet. “As a fitting tribute to the work you've dl done the past
year, let me pass on agift from a grateful trader, a case of Santakean brandy.” He amiled a them, a more
naturd amile than the usud tight grimaces that he wore on his face. “I doubt there' s one of you who's not
heard of that. You have it now to ail your ears and get in a giving mood for the speeches you dl know
are coming.” He gestured to the apprentice at his elbow, waited till the brandy was poured, a finger’'s
width of dark amber fluid. He took the glass, tapped it with the nail of his forefinger to make the crystd
ring. “To the dopes of Santak and the treasure they hold.”

Much later, in his atic shrine, Hibayd Bebek sniffed and swallowed. “Miser’ble hubbugs, sSmp'r 'n
mince, kiss arse, snigg'rin & me. ‘A coom in an’ they stop tdicin’, know wha tha means” He took
another gulp of the brandy, drooling part of it from the corner of his mouth. “Sssso p'lite, a’ aysss ssso
plite. ‘Sinsult. A wannadiceth’ lyin' grins offa them, a wanna make ’em hurt.”

The Glory shimmered above the geode. Beloved, they are nothing, they are dream and shadow.
WE are the true alive, WE honor you, hold you in OUR arms. Grieve not, Beloved. They will learn.
WE will teach them when the time is ripe. Come, Beloved, put out your hands, take ME, bathe in
ME. You will dream, but only of what is to come.

He stretched out trembling hands, touched the Glory, moved into it, fdt the terrible LOVE pour into
him. Ter-rible and wonderful, warm as his mother’ s blood splash-ing over him.

Curled up on the mat before the low table, he eased into a deep deep filled with dreams of
might-have-been and will-be.

14. Hard Landings

Hedivy swam up from the mongters that had haunted his deep and redized that the swaying had
stopped. He was no longer in the rope cradle, but lying on a hard cot with an old woman bending over
him, a dight figure with fine wisoy white har wound in smooth bands around her head; the lines in her



face were shdlow, but there were thousands of them, asif she'd pasted cobwebs on her skin. Her eyes
were the fant blue of winter lake ice they were serene, even detached, but there was an edgy
amuse-ment in them.

“You've been vay ill,” she said. “Don’t try to move.”

“Who are you? Where ... 7’

“Ah, yes”” She turned her head, and he saw for the fird time that there was another woman standing
ahdf step behind her, amuch younger woman with an eerie, dien beauty. “One wishes, Makdaya,” the
older one mur-mured, “that they would surprise us sometime with a new sort of question when they
wake.”

“Kidi, you're confusng the poor man.” The younger Makadaya moved closer, lay her cool hand a
moment on Hedivy's brow, “The fever's gone, that's good, but he's Hill very weak. | think he should
deep.”

“Not till we can get some tonic down him. He needs strengthening.”

Itchy with impatience as the women talked above him, ignoring, him, Hedivy tried to reach out and
catch hold of the old woman, but he was too wesak to lift hisarm.

“Now now, lad, just you lie quiet. Makalaya, lift his head so | don't pour this down his neck. Drink
thislike the good boy you are and I'll tdl you dl about us. That's right. That's splendid. 1 know the taste
isnot dl that nice, but you'll fed better when you finish. The name you can use for me is Kidin, it means
Wisawoman, yes you do know that, don't you. Clever man, you are. The name for my companion is
Makdaya which is tree spirit. We are Hdathi from the Forest and being hed prisoner here by the
Qilimen, there are more of us, you'll meet them later. Good, you've finished it dl. Sleep now. WE I tak
agan when you wake.”

>><<

For hdf aday Serroi watched the dark line on the ho-rizon grow higher and develop detail.

The driver stopped about an hour after noon, tossed food and torn paper through the bars, used his
shortgun to mation her back, and filled a pannikin of water for her. The black cowl was pulled forward to
hide the man’s face, his hands were concedled in heavy black leather gloves, the robe covered the rest of
his body; dl Serroi could make out was that he was short and seemed stocky rather than fat. He mugt
have been bailing in dl that black, but he showed no Sgn of it.

As she had every day, Sarroi folded her ams and glared at the driver. When the water was poured
and the man moving off again, she said for the thousandth time, “Where are you teking me? Why are you
doing this? | am a helwoman of the Biserica, you'll bring the wrath of meen and gyes on your head if
you don't release me”

As he had every day, the man ignored her, watered and fed the team of vezen, took his own med
behind a bush and stayed there for twenty minutes, then reappeared, cimbed onto the driver's seat, and
started the wagon moving again.

Serrol ingpected the scraps of paper, but they were only bits of newsprint from Bokivada and told
her nothing. She used them for the purpose they were given to her, tossed the waste over the sde of the
wagon and devoted the last of her water to deaning her hands. Then she sat-tled into a corner of the
cage and dozed. The cage bars were sted rods big around as her thumb, set close to-gether, running
through the sted top and bottom and welded in place. Her ams were thin, her hands smdl but they
wouldn't fit between the rods and there was nothing useful within reach anyway. The andl grate she'd
been pushed through, unconscious, besides being padiocked, had a thin sted chain wound tightly about
its edges, bind-ing it in place so firmly she hadn’t a hope of didodging it. She could just touch the wire
beneeth the cage that bound the ends of the chain together after it passed around a sted hook, could fed
the twidts put in it, by a pair of pliers, but the ends had been snipped down to the lagt twist and only
results she got from her efforts at try-ing to work them loose were lacerated fingertips, the chain stayed
taut, without enough givein it to let her try fatiguing the metdl.

She arranged hersdf as comfortably as she could and watched the dry land changing gradudly to
pasturage with clumps of trees that grew more and more frequent. They'd been the only ones on this



road since she'd wak-ened, but she began to wonder as the land grew lusher if they’d begin mesting
othersuang it.

She wrinkled her nose, rubbed at the eyespot between her brows. The human steambath up front
hasn’'t made any mistakes so far. Wonder what he'd do about that?

Asif he'd read her thoughts, hdf an hour later the driver looped the reins around a cledt, turned. He
hed alarge black bulb in one hand with a horn protruding from it. He squeezed and a familiar dust cloud
shot out.

Serroi tried holding her breath but her nose tickled fu-rioudy, she sneezed—and was gone.

When she woke, the cage was covered with canvas pulled taut and tied to the stakes thet lined the
sdes of the wagon. The back end fluttered out enough to let her see a portion of the road and show her it
was dill day, the front end hung flat againgt the cage. It was the firg time the driver had left anything
where she could reach it, but there didn’t seem to be much she could do with it.

About an hour later, the driver began snging, aloud, raucous, and exceedingly scurrilous song. For a
moment,

Serrol wondered if he were drunk, then she heard the clop of a horse's hooves and understood.

No matter how loudly she ydled for help, the driver’s powerful, growling voice would cover hers.

Maybe. She sorang to her feet, waited until the rider was passing them, thrust her fingers through the
bars and jabbed at the canvas, ydling for help as loudly as she could.

Whatever he heard, the rider just kept riding, the sound of his horse's hooves fading rapidly into the
distance.

Sarroi 9ghed, settled back in her corner. She'd caled kamen to help her and nothing happened.
Cdled to her children. They never came. Perhaps there were none here. She'd tried taking hold of the
driver's mind and sending him to deep, but he was too far from her and too dert. So dl she could do
was wait and try to remember her old training; no matter how tight things got, eventudly there'd be an
opening that would let her move.

The road started to darken. Must be near nightfall. She expected the driver to stop as he usudly did
about thistime, but the wagon kept rattling on.

Leaves whispered around her, the air felt dtiller and closer, the sound of the vezen's hooves changed,
grew duller.

The wagon stopped. It shifted and creaked as the driver got down. He unhitched the vezen, led them
off some-where, came back, and began unroping the canvas.

As the cover did off, there was an odd sound that rose and fdl around the wagon, like a flock of
birds twittering. As Serroi stood blinking in the fant garlight, she saw a ring of figures in the shadows
under the trees around the amal glade; they were murmuring and chirruping, point-ing & her, swaying,
some of them doing a sort of dance. The Shimzeys she'd seen 0 far had been shades of brown from
milky kava to deep bronze, but these were like ghosts, hardly any color to them.

One of the tdler, sturdier figures, amanin a tunic and trousers of unbleached mudin, broke free and
came to meet the driver. Without speaking, the driver pointed to the front of the wagon, then drew his
shortgun and hdld it ready. The pale man rummeaged under the driver’s seat, found a bolt cutter and
started for the back of the cage.

The driver brought his gun up, waved Serroi to the far Sde of the cage and kept her pinned there
while the pae men cut the chain and the padlock, unwound the chain, and did the grate open. He
stepped back and waited.

At the impetient jerk of the gun, Semi went to her hands and knees and crawled through the opening.
As she swung down from the back of the wagon, the pae man's hand snapped out, closed around her
wrig, then did away, leaving a paper strip sedled around it.

“l am Ligebemdah, shaman of the Haathi, my clan is Lamite, my totem the vula serpent.” The pde
men pressed his pams together, bowed over them.

“l am the Hedler Serroi.” She frowned at the white Strip about her wrigt, then a Ligebemdah. “I was
brought here a prisoner; | want to know why.”



Ligebemdah bowed again, spoke with the same grave formdity. “I cannot tdl you that, Hedler,
because | do not know why, only that we mugt keep you with us”

‘Why?'

“l cannot speak of that here. You will be told later, | swear it on the head of the vula” He touched
the seg-mented pendant in the center of his chest, a Sylized, coiled serpent carved from some dark
wood. “Come.” He walked away.

Serroi raised her brows, then tried to turn. She couldn’t move. She reached down to jerk the paper
bracelet off. Her fingers did off it as if it were glass she tried again and again. Distracted by this for a
breath at least she didn’t notice she was fallowing Ligebemaah like a sheep on aleash.

She tried to break free, but her body wouldn't obey her. It was the oddest feding; there was no
pressure, there was no tugging a her, it was asif she willed that following even as she was fighting against
it.

She looked back. The driver was throwing the canvas over the cage again, a squat, dark figure hard
to separate from the night. The man hadn’t said asngle word the whole length of the drive and now that
it was over, he was dill slent and detached. | don’t know anything about him. | suppose | never will.

She rdaxed her fight againg the shaman's leash and trotted behind Ligebemdah, her short legs
meking it hard to keep up. The Haathi were dl around her, flitting among the trees, watching her and
chattering among themselves, though not loudly enough for her to make out the words. They were a smdl
people, with very far skin, dmost no color in them, with fine flowing hair ranging from a lemon yelow to
the white of thistledown. They re-minded her of Honeydew, though they had no wings and ther bodies
weren't tranducent, but those shocks of fine, pale har and the delicacy of their festures were much like
hers, they moved through the forest with a grace and ease that caught at her heart.

She looked up, caught glimpses of great arching limbs interlaced high over her head, moonlight
filtering in woven streams through openings in the canopy. A amdl tan beast ‘spread ams and legs,
sapping open the mem-branes between them, and glided from one branch to an-other. Nightbirds she
didn’'t know sang to the moons or each other; one glided down so close the fur on its wings brushed her
cheek.

It's beautiful here. Peaceful. There’'s no way | can stay here. No way .... The paper band around
her wrigt burned her for an ingtant, then cooled again.

“Is everyone where you come from little and green?’

Serroi rubbed her thumb across her eyespot. “Nay. I'm atribe of one”

The ring of Haathi girls giggled and poked a each other. The one who'd spoken the, firg time
composed her-sdf, and spoke again. “You didn't have a mother and fa-ther?’

Serroi winced. Even dfter dl these years, it dill hurt that her parents would have given her up to be
killed as dl misborn were if Ser Noris hadn’t bought her firs. “Yes, but they weren't like me. | was a
sport and pinched off. Ahwu, that was along time ago. What's your name? If you don’t mind my asking.
| don't know your rules”

The girls crowded together and whispered, the firgt speaker getting vehement about her protests. She
pushed the others away. “| an cdled Lee-ig, it means Flower-friend.”

“It salovely name, Lee-id. As beautiful as the place you live in”” Her hand moved in an arc, teking
inthe gi-ant trees and the ddicate, dmaost colorless plants that grew around thar roots.

“Aaaah.” The sound passed round the arc of girls Lele-is leaned forward. “You likeit here?’

“Oh, | do. But I'll have to leave again. And nay, | don’'t mind you tdling your elders that. |1 have
promises to keep, and | will keep them.” She put alight stress on will and fdt the band nip her again.

Severd of the older women brought her bowls of food and water; they shooed away the girls, amiling
back over their shoulders at her to let her know it wasn't her that caused this, but the fact that it was
dinnertime.

When she finished her medl, she sat with her back agangt an immense root, watching the camp
resolve itsdf for the night. Sheets of gauzy maerid that looked about as srong as a spider’ s web were
pegged down, then lifted into shape by poles that the Hdathi seemed to have car-ried with them though



she hadn’'t noticed them before. In minutes the campsite was cocooned with, tents and most of the
Haathi had vanished insde, except for afew of the eder women dill deaning up after the med and hdf a
dozen of the men seated around afire apart from the oth-ers, passing along pipe from hand to hand.

“Heder.”

She turned her head, got to her feet when she saw it was one of the elder women.

She amiled shyly. “I have brought you some blankets. It will get cold toward morning.”

She returned the gmile. “Thank you, Mother.”

“Ahwu, you are a courteous child. I'm sorry we have to do this. | can't talk about it, though | can say
that we have no choice.” She pointed to the circle of men. “They will explain. When it's time. Sleep well,
Heder Sarroi.”

They waked deeper and deeper into the Forest, the number of Haathi staying farly constant, the
individuas and amdl groups that |eft being replaced by newcomers. Serroi couldn’t tdl what prompted
any of this she knew too little about this culture, couldn’t read the unspoken signds.

On the fifteenth day they came to a smdl lake, with houses built on dilts above the water.
Ligebemalah took her to a house set apart from the others, stopped at the catwalk leading to it. “This will
be yours, Hedler Serroi. You are free to go where you want, do what you want. Food will be provided
asyou need it, and anything ese you need that we can find for you. There is only one limit. You cannot
go beyond one day’s journey from the lake.”

“Why?

“Will you invite mein, Heder?’

She grimaced. “Be welcomein your own house, Ligebemaah.”

“Wak before me, Hedler. It is our custom that the host step across the, threshold fird.”

The room was comfortable with bright rugs and fine white gauzy curtains veling windows without
glass. There were no chairs, only large bright cushions tossed onto the splitwood mat by a low table with
a handthrown cha pot, two handleless cups and a plate of iced cakes. A thin trace of steam rose from the

Spout.
When they both were seated, Serroi filled the two cups and Ligebemdah murmured a blessng.
Together they drank aformd sip.

Serroi set her cup down, rested her hands on her knees and fixed her eyes on the shaman.

“Yes Itistime” Ligebemdah said. “The Grand Moon ... what do you cdl hm?’

“The largest one? Nijilic TheDom.”

“Ah. The Grand Moon nears ful tonight. When it was full the time before, Qilimen came over the
mountans into the Forest. They broke the bindings on a Sacred Place, fouled it in every way, and took
those who dwet within away from there. They took our Dreamers away from us, though they did not kill
them or hurt them in any way. The trees know that Our Dreamers are hostages somewhere in Qilifund
and if we dlow you to escape, they will die in ways | cannot twist my tongue around, though we were
told in clear detall. You have told our daughters you have promises to keep. | say to you, Heal-er, you
have nire livesin your holding and if you throw them down, their pain and their death is yours dso.” He
rose. “Think on that, Serroi.”

>><<

The burly man kicked a a cat and dammed his toe into the wal as the cat flashed away. He swore
and limped on dong Tavern Row, a jagged street that ran past the ware-houses fronting the wharves.

Adayr sat in ahegp of rags by the steps leading into a tavern, a bottle besde him, his face blurred in
a mask of stubble. Through haf shut eyes he watched the man comring toward him. Wem Wozem,
haf-Shimza hdf who-knew, muscle for hire with a virulent hatred for cats.

For two weeks Adlayr and Honeydew had haunted the Row. Hidden in Adlayr’s rags, the sprite
sniffed about for the auras of the men who'd taken Serrai. In this time she'd found five she was sure of,
with Wem as the leader of the pack. Adlayr had followed him for three days now, wating for an



opportunity to take him, but he was flush with money and never done. Until tonight.

It was about an hour before sundown, the time most Bokivadans ate supper, so the street was empty
except for drays like Adlayr, a whore or two drifting from tavern to tavern, and a few sailors darting
early on along wet night before they shipped out.

After Wem limped past, Adlayr gathered himsdf to fol-low him, relaxed again as he crossed the
Street and went into one of the taverns. He settled himsdlf to wait, Spping at the water in the bottle.

Wem came out about an hour later with a woman on his am and two men laughing loudly at the
things he said; they moved down the street, went into another tav-ern. Adlayr shifted dong the Street,
shifted again when they moved again, amiling when he saw the entourage was reduced to just the one
woman.

Sometime around midnight, Wem staggered out alone.

Adayr flitted after him, followed him until a turn in the street cut them off from view. As Wem
reached an d-ley between two dark storehouses, Adlayr closed in, brought his sap down hard before the
men redlized there was someone behind him.

Wem Wozen woke in dusty darkness, froze as he heard a large beast panting near by, and smdlled
cat. Ashis eyes cleared and grew accustomed to the dimness, he saw a black shape stretched out on the
floor, saw eyes catching the little light from cobwebby windows highin the wal and flickering red a him.
He scrambled backward, hitting the wall, but before he could claw himsdf up,, the Scamar rose, lespt,
knocked him over, and drew its wide rough tongue up the sde of his face, ripping off skin as it passed.
He fainted.

Adayr pulled the dide on the dark lantern, turning the beam onto Wem’s face. He emptied his bottle
over Wem, bent down and pinched his earlobe, then stepped hadlily back, gun in hand. “Stay where you
ae’”

“Who you? Wha's ...”

“You snatched afriend of mine. | want, to know what you did with her.”

“Do’'n know what ‘ch takin’ about.” Wem'’s eyes were diding from side to side, the whites gligening
inthe light from the lantern.

“You know. I'll ask aganinaminute. | won't ask a third time, there won't be enough left of you to
answer? He shifted. The scamar dammed into Wem, knocked him flat; this time the big cat licked the
other gde of hisface, arougher scour, taking an ear and part of his scalp.

Adlayr shift to man form and stood in the glow from the lantern. He grimaced, spat out part of
Wem's ear.

“Urk.” Wem's face went green. He swallowed, started to raise his hands to his face, forced them
down. “Wha are you?’

“You don't want to know. Where did you take my friend?” Adlayr ran his tongue across his teeth,
watched the white start to show around Wem's eyes. “Either you answer or | go after a couple of others
I’ve got my eye on. They should babble like old ladies once they get alook at what's left of you.”

The trax landed on the roof, shifted. Honeydew was tucked into a niche in one of the building's
chimneys, Adlayr squatted beside her, out of the wind. Got it, Honey. You picked the right one, & vai,
you did. It was his lot took Hedivy, too. He didn’t know for sure, but he gave me all the rumors he
had. Serroi’s in a cage on her way to the Forest, | don’t know why. Hedivy went way south into
the swamps of Qilifund.

Serry in a cage? Honeydew giggled. Sl lee, Serry won't stay there. She sobered. Serry first?

Asha, Honey. Wind's bad up here, can you hop aboard if | switch? This city’s going to be
jumping in a little while.

Honeydew can do.

A gibbous Nijilic TheDom was high, spreading pae white moonlight across the land as the trax swept



in a wide cirdle around an abandoned farmstead. A macai was drinking from the trough in the corrd
behind the tumble-down house, two more were in the shed, folded up on straw, deeping with that
relaxed completeness that hedthy macain managed in every kind of weather and condition. The trax
spirded lower, circled again; he couldn’t see any disturbance about the place, the dlews he'd left were dl
intact. Honey, you awake? I’'m going to land. Hang on

His neck tickled as she gtirred and shifted her hand-holds, his ears twitched with the grill whidle of
her wak-ing squedl.

Honeydew do.

He strode into the house with the sprite on his shoulder, took a lamp it ingde a box with most of the
das kicked in, lit t and st it atop the box, lifted the door he'd Ieft lying fla and propped it in the
doorway. Ei vai, Honey, | need rest and food right now We'll get started in the morning. Wem
gave me the area, but I’m going to de-pend on you to find Serry for me. Honeydew can do?

The sprite launched hersdf from his shoulder, heading for the nest he'd made her in the corner of the
room. She looped over, rolled, looped some more, her verson of physicd giggles then dived for the

woolly nest and wrig-gled around until she was dmost covered. She lifted a tiny am and waved.
Honeydew can do.

A week later, leading the spare macain and following the fragile figure of the sprite, Adlayr rounded a
bend in the road and saw the vast dark stretch of Forest.

>><<

The month a sea had nearly kicked Mama Charody back to adesping root. A thin, deeply wrinkled
ancient, she dung to Treshteny’s am and tottered off the boat be-tween her and the manHorse. When
her foot hit the pave-ment, she Sghed and straightened, color returning to her face. “Ahhhh, that is good.”
She chuckled as Doby grinned at her, dancing about her in hisrdief. “I could kiss the earth. You'll never
get me on an ocean agan, | don't careif it isfaster.”

Treshteny laughed and pulled the bandage off her eyes. She blinked at the sudden confusion, but
found its famil-iarity comforting; she was back to hersdf, the sdf she'd known for the thirty years behind
her. She sraghtened her shoulders and draped the scarf around her neck as she walked besde Mama
Charody, her eyes fixed on the manHorse driding before her, going she didn’'t know where.

15. Worse and Worse

The waitress looked over her shoulder a the Seykyn, lowered her eyes and waked away; she
was't young or especidly pretty, but her body was firm and dender in the right places so he drank his
beer and watched her glide about the room, knowing she was aware of im wherever she moved.

He bumped the glass on the table and she brought him another beer. When she bent to take his coin,
she mur-mured, “I want you to hurt me”

He said nothing and she went away. The room was crowded, most of the drinkers Nov's men. He
watched her laugh and flirt with them, moving away from grabs with a fluid grace that excited him. When
she brought him his next beer, he said, “When?’

“| get off a midnight. Hour after.” She dipped the coin in her apron pocket and went away to answer
another summons,

The negotiations continued as the evening wore on, aword or two a atime he let it go on, enjoying
the game.

“How much?’
“Rvesdlvers”

“You haven't the face for ‘t or the youth. One.”



“Three”

“Two.”
113 Dde”

“What do | get for it?
She looked at him, eyes heavy-lidded, hardened nip-ples showing through the flimsy white doth of
her blouse. “Anything you want,” she said, her voice dow and husky. “Anything.”

“Where?’
“Hrd farmer’ s landing, Calanda side. Shack there. An't much, but it's private”

He dropped sall, looped the painter over a bin, and with a powerful twigt of his body swvung up onto
the land-ing where he stood tense, ligening. There were few trees about the shack, some patches of
brush, but Nijilic TheDom was high and nearly full, the trees were sickly and hadn't the leaves to hide a
Sniper, nor was there cover anywhere close on this Sde of the river.

The door to the shack opened and afan of faint ydlow light spilled out. The woman stepped into the
light and stood waiting, naked, hands out and open.

He moved closer. “Is anyone ese there?’

“Yes” she sad.

“What!”

“An old friend of ming, to take care of me when you're finished. She's agranny, no threat to anyone,
and she knows how to keep her mouth shut.”

“Tel her to come out where | can see her”

The woman moved aside and a amdl shabby figure limped out, a tiny hunchback with ringy white
hair. She bowed to him, went to her knees with some difficulty, and crouched there, waiting.

“You. Move away from the door.” When the woman was out of the way, he bounded across the
intervening space, glanced in the shack. It was empty except for a lamp on the floor, a pdle with
blankets, a pack in the corner and atray with arope, a amdl whip and a jumble of other instruments. He
left the door and loped round the shack to check dl sides; the slence was profound, even the nixies Slent
intheriver. He turned the last corner, reached for her.

She backed off, nodded at the knedling granny. “Coin firg, giveit to her.”

She paused in the doorway, leaned back agangt him, his armor dimpling her soft flesh. “Would you
like my hair down? Most men do, it's very long.”

“All right, dl right, do it.”

When she' d taken down the bands wound about her head, she caught a figful of her hair, rubbed it
agangd his face under the mask, strands of it cailing up, clean, sharp perfume in his nose, softness
brushing across his eyes. “You can useit,” she murmured, “throw me about, stran-gle me with it ....” Her
other hand came round suddenly, but, half blinded by the hair, he didn’t seeitintime to re-act; it dapped
agang the eyehole of his mask.

His hands tangled in her hair, jerking her down with him as he fdl; she fdt a shudder, then ancther,
then he was dill.

The old woman took the long pin from the Seykyn's eye, rubbed it cleen on a bhit of doth and
stabbed it through the strap on her fake hump, hunted through his armor, retrieved his purse, and dipped
it into a pocket in, her skirt. “There' s gonna be trouble ‘ bout this n, Jasny.”

“Get hisfeet, I'll take his shoulders”

They carried him from the shack to the end of the land-ing, dropped him on the decaying planks.



Jasny pulled his mask off, tossing it into the river. “Nixies, come aong, we ve got a new playtoy for you.”
The water bulged with nixy heads,, gligening arms thrust up and waved; she could hear their glubbing
voices, though she couldn’'t understand what they said. She put her foot againgt the Sleykyn’s shoulder
and shoved.
He ralled into the water; the nixies seized him and drew him under.

Jasny buttoned the shirt, tucked it into her trousers, then kndlt to rall the blankets into a bundle. “I
know,

Fletty. Nov's kryshes saw me taking to him. But I've got no family here” her mouth tightened, “at
least, none left. So that won't be a problem. You should be safe enough, the few who've seen you with
mewon't be talking about it.” She straightened her back, sat on her hedls. “There' s scissors in the pack,
come cut my hair for me”

“Jasny, your beautiful harr ....”

“It's no use to me now, just in my way. Come, Hetty, | can't see the back of my head, so I'd just
meke a mess.”

The stedl of the scissors was cold on her neck, the long black strands fdl in a pool by her toes. She
fdt nothing. Since she woke from her raging fit after Bakory brought back her son’s gnawed finger, she'd
walked around asif scooped out indde and sedled in glass. Killing the Seykyn was no more satisfaction
then any of the others she' d gotten with the pin, but the planning gave her something to do, some way to’
fill the empty hours. She'd thought about walking into the river, but that seemed like giving them the
ultimate victory and she had enough hate left that she wasn't willing ‘to do that.

Hetty brushed gently a her neck, grunted as she bent to pick up the discarded hair. “What y' going
to do?’

“Go east. Oskland. Keep up the hunt.” She shook her head, fluffing out the shoulder length hair. “My
head feds so light.” She got to her feet. “Tdl Sansy and the others what happened and warn them to
keep their heads down the next few days.”

“The other Sleykyn, they’ll be sniffing after you. Y ou know the stories.”

“Let them.” She amiled. “Our dead friend left us his boat, kind of him, mh? If they can tral on water,
they're better than | think. There's a brisk wind coming from the south; it'll blow us back to Dander
faster than we came and I'll be well away before they misshim.”

>><<

Therider did off hismaca and ran into the tent; he showed his badge to the Trivud Throdd, started
gpeeking at the same time. “Raider band heading for Chibanyx.

Maca mounted, hdf chovan, hdf wharflik, thirty strong. Scouts ahead and to the sde, chovan whidle
takers”

Throdd grimaced. “Pek! Spojjin’ chovan. That the only band out?’

“Nik. Two more, same mix. Pointed to Jeninyx and Azaranyx. Messengers sent thar way, left when |
did. I'll gay till you close with them, in case they change direc-tion. Nov's lot know about the corns,
they’Il maybe be hopin’ to take us off guard that way. The spiders will watch and let us know what's

happenin’.”

With their whistle talkers busy as mobbing rooks, the raiders burst through the boundary hedges and
into burnt out fields, plowed and Hill soft. The village itsdf was a collection of blackened hulks, the well
filled with stones.

The chovan leader tossed a loop over the neck of the guide, kneed his macal into a rocking galop;
he rode whooping through the ghost place, the body of the dead man jerking and bouncing behind him;
the rest of the band followed, curang and howling their disappointment.

Whistled warnings brought them to a stop, they split into five smdler bands and starred out from the
center, riding for the nearest cover.

Three navdtas converged on them, pressing them back and back, seventy-five to ther thirty, shooting



as they rode. the drills that Throdd had run them through over and over paying off as chovan, citymen,
and their macain went down. Some of the chovan got clear and vanished with practiced skill, but most of
the band died fighting, taking as many with them as they could.

Throdd sat his maca and looked over the bloody fidd with its wounded and dead. He lifted his
hand. “Clean them out,” he said, “anything usable. And remember. No prisoners.” He brought his hand
down. “Go.”

>><<

“Spider one to Mountain. Go.”

“Mountain here. Go.”

“Things have been crazy around here, Purgers bresking into places dl round us, banged on our door
every night the last four nights. One of the Web offed a Seykyn. She got clear, too, she's heading your
way. Jasny Zarcadla, a Zemyaddin, tdl, thin, short black har. Turn her loose and shéll do some good
for you. Questions? Go.”

“How’ s she comin’? On foot? Go.”

“Riding. We lifted a meca for her, a racer from Nov's own stables. Bad news from the Harozh.
They've got their backs to the mountains, facing a horde of Taken Tribes, getting hit everywhere. The
terran’s on ther sde, it's hard to mount a wide-front attack and the Tribes aren’t working together, at
least not yet, but the Harozhni are getting pushed and they can't take in any more folk runnin’ north.
They'll send those that get through the Mgilarn across the mountains to scratch out a living how they can
in the fish villages on the Stathvoreen. They don't expect you to send help thar way, they just want you
to know how things are. Go.”

“I'll pass it on. Maybe the Marn will come up with something. If she does, well rday through you,
Spider one. There's Hill no change on direct cals, the dead spot between here and Ankhold has't
moved. What's coming into Dander, Red Dan, Ydlow Dan? Go.”

“WE ve been getting between ten and twdve barges a day up the Ydlow Dan from the Bezhvd and
the Zemyadel—food, men, and mounts.” Greygen checked his notes, glanced a Sanslly who shook her
head, noth-ing dirring. “One thousand five hundred fifty-three bar-rels of sdt and smoked meats, seven
hundred barrels of fruit juice and pulp, three thousand sacks of grain and tu-bers, two thousand baes of
hay, @ght hundred men, dl Taken, sent to train a the Base Fed, two hundred macain, ninety-five
horses. By the way, the Web has man-aged to penetrate the warehouses without derting the guards, and
we're gradudly pulling out and storing as much of the food as we can without leaving obvious holes. Red
Dan, traffic's down to one or two barges a week, bringing in wegpons, dl of them. They don’t go into
the warehouses any more, but sraight to the Pevranamig, into the cdlars there. We've got sources
in-sde the wdls, but none we want to waste on Sphoning out a few weapons, we need the information
more. Cou-ple of things to add. Our best source in the Pevranamist says Nov has been trying to buy
some corns, but there aren’t many of them out of ruling hands and them who have them won't sdl and
the Biserica has turned him down flat. Second thing. The little False Marn is having a miserable time. She
hates the whole business, but be-tween her father and the Enemy, she hasn’'t much room to move. Our
source thinks its possible €l try to kill her-sdf one of these days; the source wants to know if you'd
like us to help that dong. Go.”

“I'll pass that on and let you know. Anything else? Go.”

“My own gtuation is getting very shaky. One of the Purgersistrying every way he can think of to get
me thrown out of here. Me being in the chair has saved me so far, makes me hard to transport, but |
have afeding that's not going to last long. Just letting you know. Out.”

>><<

Fetty worked her way dong the walk, picking up scraps as she moved, uffing them in the sack she
was dragging, usng the short handled besom to sweep the planks clean. Out in the street, the flagdlants
danced and besat at themselves, crying out their unvarying chant, “Kazim, kazim, kazim.”



She was a scruffy shadow, essentidly invisble as she did the work that earned her a few pennies
from the Tem-ple funds and gave her the workpaper she needed to keep her samdl dark room in the
Mid-Dander warren. She watched and listened as she swept, counting riders and wagons, noting who
they were, what the loads were, listened to conversations as men moved past her, and ato-gether swept
up asurprisng amount of information for the Web.

A hand fdl on her shoulder; she diffened, fear shutting her throat, then she dropped back into her
public role. “Whawhawha?’ she quavered, “gotta sweep, gotta sweep, | din' do nothin’, gotta sweep.”
She twisted her head around, mouth dack, eyes dull. It was a Purger she didn't know, a skinny youth
with pimples flaring like smdl fires across his face. There was another one, an older one. Him she didn’t
know either.

The young one sneered at her, turned to the other. “This piece a nouzh?’

“He say bring "er, we bring ’ er. Wanna argue with Him?’

They put her in one of the drunk cdlsin the Chitdhdl, went away grumbling.

Fletty sat hunched over on afilthy cot. Ravach was coming for her and from what that pair of notneys
sad, the Dancer hmsdf was interested. She looked around, sighed. Miserable place to die in. The Sgh
turned to a soft mirthless chuckle. Dead don’t care where they lie. She curled up on the cot, gnawed at
her wrig until blood spurted across her face. Ignoring the pain and the revolt of her stomach, she
dropped her forearm over the end of the cot so she'd drain faster and bit into the second wridt.

>><<

“Spider one to Mountain.”

“Mountain here. Go.”

“Thisismy lagt cal. We're going to be evicted day af-ter tomorrow, my wife and me, sent south to
work on some Bezhva farm. They' ve got Purgers dl round, watching us, they search us each time we go
out to make sure we' re not taking coin we're not supposed to have. | can't leave the com here when we
go, I know they're go-ing to take the place apart; I'll destroy it, drop the pieces down the drain. We |
be going out over the roof tomor-row night; even so | don't want to take, any chance of that lot getting
hold of a com should they land on us. The Web is getting hit, they picked up one of the women, took her
to the Chitdhdl, but she killed hersdf before they got round to questioning her. Two or three other
families are being whipsawed like | was. The rest seem safe enough o far, except they can't get out
much any more, ordinary folk aren’t supposed to leave home except to go to work or get food, though if
you're tokened to Glory or you're one of Nov’s odlicks, you go where you want and when. They closed
down the schools yesterday and the parks, parents were warned to keep ther kids indde, any that’s out
will be corrdled and sent south. They dam they’re trying to get hold of the Streetliks, stop thar thievin’
and traitor’s acts. Questions? Go.”

“Someone taking over from you, Spider one?’

“Spider two. She' s dill cdean and will move out of the active Web. I’ ve talked with her, given her the
com setup, shell sart reporting tomorrow, coordinating the Web. Way things are, she probably won't
be able to give you much. Source in the Pevranamist says Nov has camed down the Seykyn, taked
them into going after the Marn as the one redly responsible for their companion’s disap-pearance. They
haven't found his body yet, but they’ ve seen nixies playing in his shape, mocking them, so they know he's
mogt likdy dead. Zdra, without Nov around, that source won't be providing near so much. Any word
about the Flse Marn thing? Go.”

“Prak. Marn says we're not that, desperate yet and be-sides, it probably wouldn’'t change anything.
So leave the girl done, let what she does be her own choice. You com-ing our way? Go.”

‘We haven't decided yet. The news we ve been getting, not that it's much, it says the Travasherims
arefarly quiet. We ve talked about heading up there and getting something organized, the Harozh being
closed and | imagine you could do without a couple more mouths to feed. Go.”

“One minute, the Marn’s comein, let metdl her ....”

Greygen dghed. Sanslly and he were seated on the bed, close but not touching. He reached out,



caught hold of her hand, hdd it againg his thigh. “Do you redly want to keep going, Sansy? We could
pass through the moun-tains and settle on the Stathvoreen until thisis over.”

She snorted, didn't say anything, just dug her fingersinto histhigh.

The Marn’s voice came through the com. “ Greygen, you there? Go.”

“Here, O Marn. Go.”

“I’'m going to ask you to do something very difficult and very dangerous. | want you to think very
caefully before you answer me. You spoke of going into the Travasherims. How do you mean to do
thet?’

“Two other families from the Web will be coming with us, their Stuation nearly the same as ours. One
of them isfrom the Shipper’s Quarter, men in the family been bargeveks snce the fird Marn. Therés an
empty barge tied to the southernmost wharf, welll liberate that, usng the nixies for cover, they're active
every night doing some mischief or other; welll take it down the Ydlow Dan to the last Tower, move
from there into the moun-tains. We, should get away clean, but if not, dmog dl of Nov's mounted
guards are in the army or training the new men, any he sends after us will have to fight to take us, well
cgpsize the barge if that seems likdy and drown be-fore we're taken. Go.”

“Thet fitsin better than | expected. Greygen, | want you and Sangllly to go to the Biserica for me, tdl
them Marnhidda V os needs what help they can send us, weap-ons and otherwise, and any fighters who
are willing to come into a desperate stuation. Tdl them about the Dancer and Mother Degth. Tdl them it
threatens even them; perhaps not now, but the time will come when they’ll face what | face, if we don't
stop it here. Tdl them what you' ve seen in Dander and Calanda.”

There was a pause, they heard her draw a breath. “You may be worried about how to pay for this. If
you can get to Tuku-kul, I’ve been in touch with my mother’s friends there. These blessed corns, they'll
reach that far at least. | wish they’d reach to the Biserica, but that’s not possible. The Fenekd will do this
as a business transaction, aloan to be repaid with interest, though they will not interferein any other way,
not even to send a message themsdves, and | had to talk mysdf hoarse to get this much. Tdl that dso to
the Pried Meen, if you will please.

When you reach Tuku-kul, go to House Hekkataran, ask for the Makia Hekkataran. She will give
you the money you need, get you on board a ship you can trugt that will take you to Southport. Once
you're there, you should be safe enough. Will you do this for me, for Cadander, for yoursdf? Don't
answer now. Tdk it over with Sanslly and when you've decided, cdl us back. You know your own
grength; if you don’t think you can do it, there is no shame in that. You've aready endured more than
many. We will wait here for your answer. Out

Greygen looked at Sandlly. She nodded. “I need to be doing,” she said. “Something that means
something.”

He drew hisfinger dong her nose, touched her lips with it. “ Sansy, my Sansy,” When he spoke, his
voice was hdting, husky; it was hard to say words he fdt so deeply, dmost as hard as leaving these
rooms they'd lived indl their married life “I was blessed,” he cleared his throat, “blessed the day | met
you and blessed every day since” He touched the cal button.

“Mountain here. Go.”

“We ve decided. WE Il go.”

16. Diffusion I ncreases

Chaya Willish hummed as she wove; she'd been working for an hour and was deep in the rhythm of
the guilddoth, smple weaving, the unbleached threads lifting and fal-ing, feet on the treadles, the shuttle
flying back and forth, clack and click, thump of the beater bar, the sounds of her work meding with that
from the other looms, the foot-steps of the Weavemidtress Iduna Yeka waking the aides, checking
tensgons and the evenness of the weave, stopping an apprentice here to correct a problem, tapping
another on the shoulder in praise, shadow fdling across Chaya s work, dipping off, faling again, as Iduna
moved up and down between the looms. Chaya was in her deep-est work-trance, everything right,
present in the body, present to the weave, not athought in her head, nothing but the weave ...



The door crashed open and jolted her awake. A man came waking in. He wore a white robe that
covered him from neck to wrigt and ankle, held a wide leather strap in one hand and knife in the other;
his head was canted back, his eyes were blank. “Kazim,” he chanted and crossed his arm over his chest,
bringing the strap down on his own back. “Kazim.” He took a step, struck a himsdf again, another step.
A woman dressed the same way ap-peared in the door behind him. “Kazim,” she chanted and struck
hersdf with a Smilar lesther strap, a look of ec-stasy on her face. After her came another and another
urHil aline of five men and three women were moving down the middle aide between the looms, dancing
in eccentric spiras, chanting that enigmatic word.

Round and round they danced, sde to sde, driking themselves, driking a the looms, the straps
cracking like whips, round and round they danced, the naked knives darting out, didng a the warp
threads. When they reached the end wal, they changed the chant to a loud wordless cry, svung round
and stood with arms out, mouths open but Slent.

The man who led them lifted his arms, turned his head sSde to side; in the bright light pouring through
the tdl windows, his eyes were the color of butter, white and iris dike. “The Glory comes,” he boomed,
“bow down to the Glory.” He waved the knife over his head, brought it down fast and hard, stabbing it
through the palm of his other hand, but when he drew it clear, there was no blood, no wound, not even a
mark. “Kazim,” he chanted, “kazim,

He led his followers down the aide and out the door.

Cdilu, the newest apprentice, looked at the dash across the warp that she'd spent hours getting just
right, the Weavemistress sanding over her and making her start again and again until she got the proper
tendon in dl the threads, the twists and tangles gone. Hours of tedious ef-fort and only an inch of cloth
woven, and that wasted now. She walked round the loom and stood touching the ends, just touching
them and gulping and trying not to cry.

Chaya sghed and went to her. “There' s no getting around it, babe, we've got to clear this out and
get you Started again.” She grinned, ruffled the girl’s exuberant curls. “Count it as just one more practice.
Y ou should' ve seen the messes | made of my firg weaves. Where' s your scissors? Let’s cut away the bit
you did get done. You keep it for your memory box, it's good work, see how nice and smooth itis” She
laughed. “And look, Cailu, the black one's come to cheer you on.” She pointed a one of the Hdl
snakes, he'd did from his hole and reared up, his head swaying back and forth, his red tongue flicker-ing.
She blew him a kiss which started Catilu giggling. A moment later they were both kneding and cutting
away the strip of newly woven cloth.

* % %

The other apprentices rushed to the doorway and stared down the street after the Chanter’s Line.

“Where d they come from?’

“l dunno, | never seen any of them before. Y ou, Mazzy?’

“Na, | been to Gweefam an’ Skanafam an’ Yaysfam and | never seen that lot. ‘ Specidly not that
crazy man. You see what he DID?

“Glory? What' d he mean by that? Gaaah, my bdly went knotty when they started with those knives.
| was figurin’ firgt the warps, then us”

The Weavemigiress clapped her hands loudly severd times. “Get back to work. We ve got a mess
to clean and you've got quotas to meet. Let the Headman and his Peacers take care of them, it's none of
your business.”

Harlo, who was the most restless of the apprentices, lingered behind the others; he took another [ook
out the door, made a face, and shambled toward hisloom. “An’'t,” he said.

“What?’

“The Peacers. An't gonna take care of them. Not showin’ nose, none of "em.”

The Weavemidtress strode to the doorway, looked out, said afew sharp things under her breath. She
pulled the headscarf off, smoothed her hair down. “Like | said, there's quotas to make. Get those warps
cleared and restrung. I'll be back with a swatch of Peacer hide if they don't start tendin’ their business
like they should.”



>><L

Lavan Isaddo rounded a dump of trees and saw a wagon rumbling toward him. Despite the heet, the
driver was covered head to toe in black, black gloves on the hands that held the reins of a spindly pair of
vezen that kept plodding dong as if they’d fdl over if they stopped. He was sSnging, a raucous bawdy
thing Lavan remem-bered from avist to the Traders Didrict in Bokivada

Lavan winced as he got nearer; the man wouldn't know a tune if it exploded in his face, dl he knew
was LOUD. The noise came close to drowning out the creak of the axles and the thumps and noises
from whatever it was under the canvas. He rode on past, curious about that load, but too impatient to
reach Hubawern to indulge that curiogty.

The road was deserted, every day hotter than the last; he took to riding a night when the dkdi
surface seemed to glow in the moons' light, the white dust blowing from Alegay’s hooves like smoke
from a ground-hugging fire. There was water and browse aong the way and he fed Alegay corncake and
grain from the saddlebags, tubers he dug in the cool dew of the morning, but by the time he turned north
aong the paved road that met the dryland ruts, both he and the horse werein need of arest.

Built on a bend of the river, Hubawern was a town rather than a village, consderably bigger then
Hdlafam, with more traffic passng through it every day than Hdlafam got in a year. It had a amdl
waterfront, a ware-house and aferry you could summon by ringing an iron bell. There were all lamps a
the corners of a square ringed with shops and around the fountain in the middle, and others on posts
dong the side dtreets. The square was filled with people though the sun was an hour down, some waking
about, some playing skittles on a smooth spot near one of the lamps, some seated at the tables of a cafe
thet were spread across the walk into the square, the miniaure lamps on the tables glittering like stars in
the dusk.

Leading Alegay, Lavan limped dong the sireet to the square; he was too tired even to be hungry. He
caught hold of a boy running past him, asked, “Where' s the trav-eer’ s hostd?’

“‘Tother sde the cafe.” The boy pulled loose and went whooping after his friend.

This village was accustomed to travelers. The folk in the square made way for hm and his horse
without com-ment or much curiogty.

The hostd was a smdl neet building, painted white as in every village, but this pant was new and
shiny, enamd not whitewash, and the stable behind it was clean, with fresh straw and grain for the horses.
He gave Alegay a good workover while the horse ate, brushing him down, combing out his mane and tail,
even scrubbing his hooves. He scratched the big sorrel dong his bely, especidly where the cinch had
been, digging hisfingersin, laughing doud as the horse leaned againg him and made the little squeds that
ggnded extreme contentment. “Ahwu, ahwu, you can get dl fat and lazy now, the hard work’s done for
awhile’

After his bath, he was too restless to degp so he went out to the square, settled at a table and sipped
a amug of kava while he watched village life swirl around him. I’'m going to like this place, | think. It's
not moribund like Hallafam. I’ve got to get Chaya away from there, all those snoops, family
looking down their noses at me. Chaya love, I’ ve been arat, worse. | know it, but every-thing was
rubbing at me. If it goes well tomorrow ... Guildchapter won't want to let Chaya go early, she's
one of their best weavers ... but maybe we can make a trade, if there's a chapter here or close by
... depends on to-morrow ...

In the morning Lavan stood before the door to the house built on a knoll overlooking the river. He
brushed himsdf down, straightened his tunic, glanced a the sam-ple case resting againg his right boot,
swalowed and lifted the knocker; he hesitated another bregth, then brought it down with a heavy double
tap. It was a cool, clear morning with afew wigps of cloud in the west, drifting in from the Channdl. The
garden around the house was running wild, but there were cascades of flow-ers everywhere, filling the ar
with their perfume.

Nothing happened.



He waited what seemed like an eternity and knocked again.

“Hang on, hang on, give a body time to move.”

The voice that came from ingde was low and growly; Lavan expected a much larger man than the
white-haired gnome that opened the door and peered up a him. “Who're you? What y' want?’

“You're Casl Kinugal3?’

“Yes yes, what y' want? White eyebrows like woadlly caterpillars wriggled impatiently and the
ydlowed mustache bulged with the pursing of hislips. “I got water on to heat, gonna boil over on me,
you don't get to it.”

“The Herbwoman? Sekhaya Kawin? She told you about me. | am Lavan Isaddo, dan Dashiliva,
totem salamander, guild slveramith.”

“So you findly got here. Come in. Come, come.” Casll shuffled briskly away, not bothering to check
if Lavan were following. “We ll look at y’' suff in the kitchen, you don’t mind. Don't matter if you do, it's
where we're goin’.”

The kitchen had the neatness of a good workshop, ev-erything the old man would need to make his
chalad out like a line of tools on the counter within easy reach of the stove. The whidling kettle was
puffing out threads of steam and bouncing on the grate above the cods. “St y'sdf a the table, ne mind
there s only one chair. Been used to doin’ for m'sdf snce m' wife went, then Kubam got that kug'n
fever. Only needed one chair, so that’sdl | kept in here”

He st the cha to stegping, then bustled about getting down another mug and saucer, rindng them off
and wip-ing them dry, cutting dices from a new loaf wrapped in a clean white cloth, getting out a plate
with butter and a jar of honey.

He put it on the table with the neat easy moves of alongtime craftsman even though age had diffened
his stubby brown fingers. “If you'll fix me adice or two, I'll be back in just aminute, | likem' butter thick
and crugt to crust.”

“Hah! Good way to gart the morning. Na na, friend, keep y' seat. Should we come to terms, well
do thisturn and turn about, but till then you are my guest, Lavan Isaddo.”

When the table was cleared and polished clean, Casll bustled round to Lavan. “Let's have your
hands. | want to see and fed 'em.”

Lavan sat sguirming with embarrassment as the old man washed his hands and dried them carefully,
prodding at them as he worked, checking the nalls the conformation of his pams, the dadticity of the
joints

Casl nodded, tossed the washcloth into the basin with the plates, and hung the towe up. He pulled
out the chair he' d fetched in and sat down across the table from Lavan. “So. Show me your pieces.”

Casl turned the last of the pieces over and over, feding every inch of it, bringing it close to his
ydlow-brown eyes, holding it a a distance, tilting it through varying an-gles. It was a brooch in the shape
of a crescent moon with a catseye set below the center, Lavan’s prize, in his mind the best thing he'd
done, degant and smple.

Cadl st the brooch on the velvet showing board. “1t's good work. Y ou haven't gone for the obvious
or the flashy in any of these pieces. You won't find a quick sale, but the people who know what they're
looking for should be willing to pay premium for these. You have weak-nesses. | think you know them.
You're dill feding for line and you have a difficulty with negative space. You've countered that rather
nicdy with unusud forms and some interesting color choices. I'm not young ...” his soup drainer
mugtache twitched over a quick grin, “but I'm hedthy and m' Da went only two days short of his
hun-dred. So, should you want to take the chance, I'm willin'. Standard day wages and I'll see about
locating what you need for your masterwork.”

Lavan relaxed. He'd liked the old man from the begin-ning, and everything that had happened since
hed in-creased his desire to work with Casil. “Thank you,” he said, sruggling to keep his voice steadly.
“Theselagt years ... it'snot been easy.”

“l expect not. Any problem about moving down here? It's along way fromy’ folks”



“Haven't got folks except for an old cousin. Logt "em in the kujuneh plague, last time the kuj swept
‘cross the plains. I'm promised to a woman up my way. She's a weaver, jus made journeyman. But
that’s a problem well have to work out oursaves. In any case her uncle, he's dan head, won't sanction
amarriage yet, he says he has to see me settled firg.”

“Ahwu, families, families if there' s trouble to make, they’ll make it for you. How'd you get here, ride
or by boat?’

“Rode. I've got a horse”

“Stable out back, han't been used in awhile, you'll have to dean it out, get in some straw and such.
There's a pump back there, don’'t know how wel it works, froze a couple winters snce last | used it. If
it'sbroke. I'll get it fixed. Where you saying?’

“Hogd.”

“Pho! I'll show you your room and the workshop, then you go get y' things, hmm? Na na, I'm
wrong. Let’s both go up town, see the scrivener, and swear the oath. That suity'?’

Lavan grinned. “ Suits me fing, Master.”

“Haaaah! That sounds good. House's been a smidge lonesome.” He pushed his chair back and
shuffled for the door. “Had a daughter,” he said over his shoulder, “she married a trader from the
Bikiyafund. Only time | see my grandchildren is when the family comes to Bokivada for the Quatrafest.
Outlived most m' cousdns and ther kids don’ know I’'m dive. Ahwu ahwu, no point complanin’.” He
turned down a short narrow hal and started up the stairs a the end. “Your rooms ‘11 be a the back of
the house, look down into the garden and past that to the river. Theré' s aMunga tree for shade, it gets a
bit sweet in the bloomtime, but that's Spring and we get plenty of rain in the Spring, so you won't be
difled up there. There' s a bathroom down the hdl and a cistern on the roof.” He grinned & Lavan. “Be
your job, journeyman, to keep it filled.”

Lavan stood at the window of his bedroom looking down at the moon-slvered river. It'd been a
hard day and a long one, but he was settled, the oath was sworn. Sign-ing the papers when they were
drawn up was only a for-mality. On the desk behind him was an unfinished letter to Chaya; he was too
tired to finish it, but there was no rush. In the moring he'd find a Wandermonk to carry the letter to
Hdlafam, then start hiswork with Casil. He'd gotten a quick look at the old man's current pieces when
Casl took him through the workshop, but even a glance was enough to send his blood begting in his
throat. Maiden Bless Sekhaya Kawin. Casl wasn't just a Mas-ter, he was one of the Great Ones. He
stretched, yawned, looked from the bed to the desk, and decided to finish the | etter after dll.

>><L

Hibaya Bebek glanced out the window; his offices were in the west end of the Scrivener’s Hdl and
the clouds piling up over the Channd were a spectacular boil of gold and shdl pink as the sun did down
behind them. He was sgning the last of the papers on his desk and goplying his sedl ring to them when he
heard the diding knock of his aide.

“Come’”

Phomben edged past the door. “ There is a man who says he must see you. He won't give me a name
or any hint to his busness. He said to tdl you Mount Santak.”

A musdle twitched a the corner of Bebek’s eye. “I'll see him.” He squared the pages he'd finished,
pushed them across the desk. “Take these and put them in the case for the next Wandermonk that comes
by and send the man in.” He frowned. “Wait. Do you have any of the brandy |eft?”

“Yes, Master Bebek. | am to give the Wandermonk a drink before he leaves?’

“As adways. Now the vigtor.”

“He s got a heavy bag with him. Will you want me to make him leave it outside?”’

“Nana, it'sdl right. Send him as he wants to come.”

Theman was broad and squat with reddish highlights on wide cheekbones and yellow-brown eyes;
hishar hung loose to hiswais like afdl of black water. As he crossed to the desk, his walk was egrily



slent with the suggestion of a hunting Scamar.

He lifted the bag onto the desk, the musdes bulging on the arms |eft bare by his heavily embroidered
damétic;, he stepped away, sat in the dient’s chair, his big hands rest-ing on his knees, the loose trousers
fdling into graceful folds about his legs. “If you will open that, Glory’s Child, and see what lies within.”
His voice was a oft rumble as big as he was, filling the room without effort.

Bebek undid the dip and spread the top.

The bag was filled with coins. Bebek reached to the bottom and brought out a handful, spreading
them on the desk before him. Gold coins, some so ancient they were dmost smoothed flat. He looked
from the bag to the coins, then to the vigtor. “1 see. What is the purpose of this?’

“You are to build a House for Glory. You will need to acquire land and permissions, workers and
materids” He tossed an envelope on the desk. “I was given these names you can use for cover; any one
of them will certify that you are acting as agent, if the question comes up. And there will be more gold as
it is needed.”

“Who are you?’

“A Hand of Glory. You will see others as the Glory spreads through Shimzdy, you are Glory's
Favored Child.” He bowed his head onto crossed hands. “Bless me, Glory's Child, touch me and bless
me”

After the man had gone, Hibayd Bebek took more coins from the bag, a handful & a time, piling
them in stacks of ten, old gold, new gold, shiny, sharp-minted coins, ancients clipped and worn, some
with stains spreading across them like varnish, piling them across the wood until the desk top was
covered, five hundred piles of ten coins each. Five thousand gold. He took a handful of the coins,
smoothed his thumb across them, closed them in hisfigt, shook his hand, and listened to them clank.

He shook himsdf out of his daze, opened the door to the strongroom built into the wal behind him,
transferred the coins except for a hdf dozen he dropped into his belt purse, locked the door, and went
home.

17. Attack and Defense

The Forest was a dark line on the horizon, vanishing into blue to the north and south. Adlayr stopped
hismaca on arise and looked dong theline “Murd! It's one thing to see it on the map .... He pulled the
long pin from his hair, shook his braid down, wound it into a tighter knot and skewered it in place.

Honeydew wriggled in his shirt pocket, stood and stretched her wings. Stopping now?

Just a break, not camping, Honey. You get any fedl for Serry yet?

She climbed from the pocket and jumped; her wings caught the ar and took her into a rigng spird
that left Adlayr grimading as her search ran like arasp over hisbrain.

She made a smdl disgusted sound and plunged down, landing on his shoulder. Adlee, Serree in there,

Honeydew can fed her, but it's funny, like a buzzing on top of her and some-times she's there and sometimes
Honeydew can't fed her at dl.

What about the people who' ve got her?

Adlee, there's something, but | can’'t say what. Like ghosts. Shivery. ‘Fraid. Maybe kinda friendly, too. Weeeird,
Honeydew don't know what they are Adlee, how come the chats push Serree dl the way out here?

Don't know, Honey. Might’s well get back in the pocket and go to deep. Be a while yet before
we get close enough to really start looking.

The day was nearly over when they reached the tdl trees on the fringe of the Forest. Adlayr pulled
up again in a glade created by the fdl of one of the giants to sorm or disease, did from his macai, looped
the reins over a stub on the dead tree, and lifted his wrig to his pocket. Honey, I'm going hunting,
you'd better wait here. Come.

She crawled out, perched on his shoulder, grumbling under her bregth.

Honey, | can smdll a blooming plum off to the north a short way, you go eat something,
sweeten your temper. He chuckled as he began undoing the ties on histunic. Might be an hour or two,



Honey. Depends on what | come across.

The sprite worked her shoulders, pinched a bit of skin on his neck. You be careful, Adlee, this place is
weee-ird. She powered hersdf into the air and went looking for the plum tree he' d mentioned.

The sicamar gave a chuckling yowl and loped off into the Forest.

The amdl fire built by the hollowed section of trunk near the root pad crackled and popped, throwing
red onto Adlayr’s face. Stretched out on one of the dead roots, Honeydew glowed like ruby glass, her
tranducent wings shimmers of vermilion and gold. Adlayr lifted his head, scanned the darkness outside
the fire. “1 heard some-thing ...."” He listened, shook his head. | can’t touch any-thing out there now
except some small-lives rooting about. Honey?

The sprite svung her legs around and sat up, blinking drowsily. Honeydew fedls lots of lives, hot hot hot
hot .... She waved her arm through an arc, then stretched out again, yawning. wild things 'n people too, silly
folk, mad at somethin’. A Sgh shook her whole body, then she settled back to dozing.

“Snoopers.” Adlayr rested his hands on his knees, his eyes on the darkness under the trees. “E va,
let them watch.”

As he moved deeper and deeper into the trees, a grow-ing number of the Forest folk gathered about
him, mur-muring, hogtile, the ring thickening and tightening but never quite dosing, leaving a bubble of
emptiness about the intruder that moved with him—the pale folk init hurl-ing words where they wouldn’t
put their bodies, hushed words, never shouts, words packed with rgection and an implied threat.

go awayyyyy
we don’t want you heeeerrrre
the forest is ours, you don’'t belong here

Honeydew flitted about, ignoring dl this. The Forest enchanted her. She spirded up to the high limbs
ran dong them, one after another, went diving off again with the soaring furries, played gigdling tag with
the birds—and chattered, a cascade of words that never stopped, didn't matter if anyone was ligening or
not.

go awayyyyy

... like home, Honeydew budded on atree like this ... smelled like this "un, looked like this 'un aaaaaahhhhhhhh ...
It was a long wall of pure joy as the sprite went tumbling and looping through the ar in convoluted,
intricate aero-batics.

we don’t want you heeeerrrre

With a quavery sgh, she landed on Adlayr’s shoulder and went on talking. Honeydew is happy, Adly,

happy, happy, happy, like coming home, Adly, Honeydew had not so good times when Honeydew was little,
Honeydew was diff' rent, Adly and Serree know ‘bout that, but Honeydew had lots of good times, Honeydew had
friends, Ii’l people with bird wings bigger'n Honeydew but not much, they cal themselves Shapsa.

the forest is ours, you don’'t belong here
Shapsa childlings and Honeydew play games ‘N chase each other .... She Sghed, a long, body-shuddering
breath. Then there was the Bad Time. The. Mountain goes bump bump bump and spits fire on Shapsa places and

Shapsa and sprites, the little *uns, and birds and ferries go running, it does that lots of times and everyone runs ‘N
everyone comes back when Mountain grumps to sleep again, but this time the Trapper comes and catches Honeydew
and Ryol and K'ritsa and kills |ots the other Shapsa.

go awayyyyy
we don’t want you heeeerrrre

the forest is ours, you don’'t belong here
Shefdl slent, netling close to Adlayr’s neck and dinging to his hair, dozing until the shadows under
the canopy thickened, the macal hooted protest, and Adlayr began making camp for the night.

Tdking in a steady streak the sprite flew in circles over Adlayr’s head as he hobbled and fed the
mecal, then took the waterskins to the stream he'd smdled out .... Honey-dew don’t know what they think
they doin’, sittin’ there gogglin a Honeydew and Adlee and the macs, slly silly ... She flipped through a lazy
loop, fluttered ahead, came back. Tika and Honeydew used to play touch-and-go in moonlight like this, one two



three count and go, touch knot on chak'i tree, touch second zad'ya nest, touch first yarma bud, count an’ touch and

first in wins and when o’ mountain go bumpa bump, Ryol and K’rista and Tika and Honeydew go to Dozh'de Falls 'n
fly through when creek hiccups ....

Do you have to go hunt, Adiee? As she watched him strip and fold his clothing, Honeydew’ s mosquito

voice went higher and higher in her distress. Honey don't like them out there, they scary, they want to hurt
Honey and Adlee. Honey-dew don’'t want to be left dl aone.
| need fresh meat, Honey. | can go a while on dried and trail rations, but it weakens me. Not a

good idea right now And you can’t come along. You'd just get lost, you know you would. Anyway,

| thought you liked the Forest.
Honeydew do, Adlee. Honeydew not scared of the Forest. It's them out there, 'cause they stop that noise ‘s
afternoon. They just sitting and staring a Honeydew and Adlee. Honeydew think they getting ready to do something.

Adlayr moved his eyes dong the ring of pale forms out in the darkness, the forest folk staring back in
eerie S-lence. Not much we can do about it, Honey. WE'Il give it one more night, I'll go after one
of *em tomorrow morn-ing, see what thisis all about.

>><<

A low moan flew round the ring of watchers when Adlayr shifted and those in the ring in front of him
scrambled hedtily away as he loped toward them. Honeydew heard hislaugh-yowl and giggled. It dways
seemed to surprise them when he shifted and came a them, as if they hadn’'t seen it the night before and
the night before and so on. The sprite heaved a Sgh, her tiny body shud-dering with it, then she fluttered
upward, looking for a comfortable crotch where she could curl up and get some deep till Adlayr got
back.

Honeydew woke some time later, sweating with terror though she didn’'t know why. She rolled onto
her ssom-ach, eased her head over the curve of the limb, and peered around, trying to find what hed
frightened her so much. The night was very ill, no wind, no smal-lives rusling about. And the watchers

were gone.
Adle€’s been gone a looooong time, she told herself. Hours and hours ... no moonlight left. And this place is like
Honeydew’s place, baaaad things dl round. She pushed hersdf up and sat kicking her heds againgt the satiny

bark. Honeydew is tired, Adlee’s got teeth and claws and he knows how ... Nay, he yelled & the night. Honeydew
won't it like a stupid lump. Honeydew will find him.

She flew through the darkness, weaving back and forth across the line Adlayr had taken when he left
camp, teased on and on by the faint sense of something way out & the limit of her reach. It didn’t fed
like Adlayr, but it didn't fed not-like him ether. It was very confusng. She darted toward it,
concentrating so fiercdy on keeping hold of it that she didn’t notice when the link with Serroi vanished.

After what seemed an eternity she swooped panting to a branch and kndt there, trembling as she
looked down a a black scamar gronling over the body of a zmza, head turning in threat a the three
lewah ganding a few yards away, the spines over ther shoulders erect, thar black lips draw up from
their dagger canines. They were con-gantly changing place, shifting Sde to sde, long thin legs moving
with an angular meticulousness, as they tested him with fant after feint, edging closer, trying to goad him
into a charge that would let a least one of them get behind him.

Honeydew chewed her lip. Anything she might try could tip the baance the wrong way, so she
waited.

The boldest lewah made a mistake and dodged in too close, got too far from the others. Before he
could retreat, the Scamar was on him, powerful jaws dosng on his neck. He whirled the lewah off its
feet, snapped it around. Evenin her tree Honeydew heard bone crack. A second later he was crouched
over the Zzmza again, black tal switching, mouth open in aslent roar.

The other two lewah backed into the dark and a mo-ment later Honeydew heard the pat-scratch of
their feet as they headed somewhere else as fadt as they could move.

Giddy with reief shefdl off the limb and went swoop-ing down, chattering as she swooped. Oooooh,



Adly, that was marrrrvelous, Honeydew just about chewed her fingers to bone, but oooooh ...

The scamar whirled, snarled, and swiped a her, bardy missng her as she scrambled franticaly
away, driving her wings as fast as she could. Adleeee. It's Honeeeee.

As s00n as she was out of reach, the Scamar went back to gnawing a the carcass.

Honeydew flew in circles high aove him, trying to fed into him; shed never had trouble
before—whether he was scamar or trax he was dill Adlayr, cdm and cool and funny. What she fdt now
was blood-hunger and beast, except ... way down under that, like a faded per-fume, there was just a hint
of Adlayr. A hint that got fainter the harder she tried to get hold of it.

She fluttered wearily up to a branch where she rested a moment, then gathered hersdf and
mindscreamed as loudly as she could, SERREEEE, HONEY DEW NEEEEEEDS YOU, ADLY NEEEEEDS YOU.

There was no answer.

Asfa as she could tdl, she was screaming into dark-ness with no one out there to hear her.

She crouched on the branch, watching the scamar that dmost wasn't Adlayr crunch bones and gulp

down hunks of bloody medt. It's them, it's those krofkrof watchers. They're doing it. SERRREEEE. SERRREEE.
HONEY DEW NEEEEDS Y OU. SERREEEEE.

She beat atiny figt againg the bark—if sheleft him here, she'd never find him again, but if she didn't
find Serroi and get her here to fix him, he'd snk into the beast and never ever never come out.

In the end she decided to stay with the Scamar and keep cdling. Serroi was out there somewhere,
maybe she was trapped or something, but as soon as she heard, she'd come. Honeydew knew that as
wedl as she knew her wings

She found a crotch higher in the tree, padded it with leaves, curled up to wait and watch. And send
out her cry at lengthening intervals as the night passed and her en-ergy wore down.

>><<

Hedivy opened his eyes adit. The room was empty. A soft light filtered through the splitwood blind
on the an-gle window and the door was open a crack, hed there by a pair of stones. Like the walls of
this dinic—its purpose and arrangement seemed amilar to those back on Cadander, so he thought of it
as a dinic—the door was congtructed from lengths of heavy bamboo laced together with cords and
varnished over to make light, strong pan-€ls colored a mid-amber that shone with a cheerful bright-ness
in the steamy sunlight that filtered through the blind. On the table beside the bed someone had put a
heavy stoneware jug and basin, a dim, black-glazed vase with a branch from a blossoming tree risng
from it with an d-egant smplicity which he knew enough to recognize but had no feding for. Aside from
abamboo chest pushed againg the far wall, a three-legged stool, and the cot he lay on, there was nothing
esein the room.

He could hear voices in the distance, men and women chanting something, he didn’'t care what, the
important thing was how far away they were. He listened for sounds nearer & hand, but dl he heard was
the tap tap of the blind as an erratic breeze pushed it about.

He threw off the sheet and siwung hislegs over the side of the cot. His head swam for severd breaths
and there was atwinge or two from hisleg, but the fever was gone. He brought his foot up, rested it on
his sound knee, winc-ing as the wounded muscdle protested. He worked the leg carefully, lowering it,
bending it, twiding it until athin layer of sweet lay over his body, sticky and persistent.

Outside, Kidin caled to someone, laughed at the an-swer, and came briskly up the wak; by the time
she st foot on the ladder of the ilted house, he was stretched out again, the sheet drawvn over him, his
head turned from the door, his eyes closed.

She looked a him and her mouth twitched. “That’s too much sweat for a degping man.”

He turned his head and looked stonily at her, saying nothing.

“Unhappy? When he dill said nothing, Kidin snorted. “I liked you better when you were raving.
Little man, the trees tdl us the Qilimen are coming. We don’t have much time to get ready, so dimb
down off that snit and ligen to me”

“I'm ligening.”

“Mp. What we decide to do for you depends on you.”



“I will not be answering questions.”

“Nor will I be asking the kind you mean. Do me the courtesy of hearing me before you shut down.”
She folded her arms, frowned & him. “I have the feding that many lives, honest lives, depend on your
glence”

He thought thet over amoment. “Yes” he sad findly.

“It is Wa heykaza you fight. Mother Degth isyour name for her, or so | believe. You dso cdl her the
En-emy.”

Another long pause. “Yes. Her?’

“So it appears to us. Do you know the Qilimen?’

“NiK ... nay. | know dmost nothing of Shimzdy.”

“Almog. That means Bokivada?’

“Ves”

“Then you will not know that the Qilimen who serve death have given themsdves utterly to
Wad heykaza.”

“If they serve death ...

“Wa heykaza is not death, so your name for her is misleading. What she is ...” Kidin shook her
head. “We ve been puzzing about that, but we have no answer yet. Never mind. It is the Qilimen that
mugt concern us”

Hedivy pushed up, carrying the sheet with him as a barrier between his private places and the old
woman's too-knowing eyes. It didn’'t matter that she'd washed and cleaned him when he was in fever, he
was't sck now. “That'sdl you want to know?’

“Ahwu, we guessed it, but we needed your words to confirm what we knew.”

“Andif | lied?’

She amiled a him, ice-blue eyes twinkling. “The day you can lie to me, Hedivy Starab, is the day |
drown my-self. And no, you didn’'t spew dl that out in a fever rant; mogly you were cursing your father
and pleading with your mother to get both of you away from there.”

He turned his head so he couldn’t see her, his hands dosng so hard on the sheet that he toreit.

“Ahwu, to the important thing. You can't run, Cadan-dri. There are guards dl round this idand who
know the swvamp out there better than you know the wharves of Dander. They stay away from us
because we make them uncomfortable, but that won't keep them from netting you and heuling you back.
I"d let you see for yoursdlf, my skeptica friend, if there were time and your leg were up to it. We have
something dseinmind for later, when we're ready, but right now we want to throw you back into deep
fever. It won't be pleasant and you'll no doubt be saying things you want no one to hear to some very
ugy people, but don't fool yoursdf you could stand up to the Qilimen; between drugs and pan they’'d
empty you before the day’ s out. Will you trust me enough to drink what | give you?’

“Why are you doing this?’

“Y ou have companions and they’ll come for you. What saves you, saves us”

“How (lo you know about them?”

“The trees tdl us, they babble continudly about the one cdled Serroi, even here in Qilifund where
there’s no one to hear them.” She lifted her head, seemed to lisen. ‘Decide now, Hedivy Starab. The
one who watches has teen them with his body’ s eyes.”

After aquick glance at her, hefixed his eyes on the floor, he was floundering and he knew it and he
hated it. He didn’t understand people like her, except to suspect she most likdy would opt for what she
saw as the greatest good—which might mean drugging him and handing him over, ready to tak .. On the
other hand, she hadn’t redly needed to warn him about the Qilimen or ask his consent, he’'d been
chugging down her noxious brews for days now—if she had just handed him the glass, the suff would be
down histhroat aready. Ask his consent? Couldn’t bring hersdf to betray him without his coopera-tion?
He swore under his breath and held out his hand. “Giveit to me”

It was dark when he surfaced enough to know who and where he was. A soft hand muffled the firg
sounds he made and Makalaya stooped down until her mouth was inches from his ear. “Guard outsde



the door,” she whis-pered, her breath hot on his face. “We don’'t want imin here.”

The, shadow bending over hm went away; over the thunder, the sudden sound of rain beeting on the
thetch and againg the sde of the house, he heard the dink of stoneware. Her hand caught his, closed it
around the mug, then she helped him St up so he could drink without drip-ping down his neck. The water
was dixir in his and mouth.

When the mug was empty, she eased him down, crossed the room and opened the door. He could
see her teeth gleaming after she pulled the door shut and turned back. “He' s gone under the house to get
out of therain,” she said. “If you want, you can talk. Quigtly, of course.”

“What happened?’

She perched on the stool beside the bed, folded her hands in her 1gp, amiling again. “Nathing much,”
she murmured. “The Gazingey—if you don’t know it, that’'s what they call their questionmen—he tried to
make you answer him, but didn’'t get anywhere. Modly you just stared at him, muttered, and swesated.
After you started going on about tattooed snakes, he left.” She muffled a giggle behind a hand. “You hurt
hisfedings, poor thing.

Qilimen don't like snakes, playtime is hunting them down and torturing them.”

“Hell be back.”

“That's what the guard' s for. To make sure we bring you round and tdl him when it happens.”

“I've got to get out of here” He tried to gt up, but the drink, whatever it was, had drained his
srength until he was dmost as badly off as he' d been when the Qilimen had brought him here.

“Hush now. Don’'t worry.” Her hand was cool on his shoulder. “Weve got a plan. Rdax and go
back to deep. WEll take care of you.’

>><<

Serroi leaned on the back rail of the house, looking out across the lake as Lele-is and her friends set
tiny candlesin lesf boats and did these onto the water where the eve-ning breeze blew them dong, like
captured stars. She could hear the young women's laughter and a word or two in ther light, rapid voices,
the liquid splats as fish broke the surface after bugs, the deepy twitter of birds. The lake village was
lovdly and peaceful, the Fetch had left her done, no dreams, no waking visons, she'd dept well, esten
wall, lazed away days that did past dmost un-marked. Adlayr and the others would be looking for her,
she knew that, but s8ldom thought about them. All think-ing seemed to be an effort not worth making.

She sghed and straightened. Nine lives if she moved againg the condraints and broke free. How
many livesif she didn't? That she had no answer to that troubled her more and more in spite of the sweet
dillness of this place, adiliness that seemed to drain Al energy from her mind and body.

Insgde the house Ligebemdah was waiting for her. He bowed, put a smdl jar on the table, placed
two horn flag-ons beside it. “It is the Anayanga, Hedler. The time of New Wine. The Clans of Chihi
Qakaza send you this taste of our hdaberry wine. | ask that you be great-hearted and drink a hedth with
me”

“| believe you when you say thisisn't what you wanted, Shamen. I'll do it

The flagons were amdl and delicate, the horn scraped until it was tranducent enough to read through,
st in a base of dark, tightgraned wood. He poured a little wine into each, less than a finger's width. It
was a dark rich red and thicker than she expected. She touched her flagon to his. “Hedth and
happiness,” she sad.

“Hedth to your and yours, Hedler. May you find what you need.”

She took a Sp of the wine it was tart, perhaps a little too sweet and strong enough to send hesat
through her asit did down her throat.

He emptied his flagon, st it on the table. “You will hear drums later this evening, Hedler. Though it
givesme pan, | mug ask that you stay within. These things are private with us”

“l hear and understand.”

He bowed again and left.

Serroi yawned, stretched. She stood a moment contem-plating the jar. “Why not,” she said doud



and dartled alaugh from hersdf at the sound of her voice.

The flagon filled, she wandered into the bedroom and stretched out on the blankets, her head and
shoulders rest-ing on the pile of embroidered pillows.

The drums started a few bregaths later, joined by another indrument that produced a low hoom that
seemed to vi-brate in her bones. She spped at the wine and listened, enjoying the distant concert even
more when the male and femae voices joined in.

>><<

Leeis smoothed the white robe dong the degping woman's body, glanced up as Ligebemdah
came in. “Why? She wears the kdis.” She touched the white paper bracelet dill seeled about Serroi’s
wrig. “She couldn’t do anything you didn’t want her to.”

He touched Serroi’s arm, pulled his hand quickly away. “The little one is cdling her and she would
have heard before morning. Nothing would have kept her from answering, Lidli. Not the kais. Not you
nor | nor anyone. We had to stop her while she dill trusted us. She seems <o tiny, o like a child, you
forget how dangerous she is”

>><<

Treshteny followed Yéda o who was trotting close to the manHorse waking dlent ahead of her,
Mama Charody and Doby at her sde. The manyness was back, but now that she knew she could make
it come or go whenever she wanted, she greeted it like an old friend; letting Mama Charody lead her, she
sneaked glances a the people jodling past them. Shinka-on-the-Neck was bigger, louder, dirtier and
gpparently more dangerous than Dander and Calanda combined, because a large portion of those she
looked at had winding sheets in their immediate future. She looked until she grew weary of it, then closed
her eyes and drifted dong.

A growl snapped her eyes open; the street was dirty and the buildings mosily boarded up. Except for
the men around them, haf a dozen hooded thugs, no one ese in sght; two of them held shortguns amed
a the manHorse.

“Y ou, woman, take hold of thet kid.” The biggest man pointed a finger & Doby. “What's wrong wi’
you, you some kinds mushheed or somefin?’

The manHorse turned his head, nodded at her.

She took Doby’s hand and followed the jerk of the man's finger, leading him away from the others
into the middle of the street. He dung to her, slenced agan and sheking with terror. Ydao was
squeding and dancing with anger, but he, too, followed the manHorse' s lead and stayed with her.

She blinked, looked full at them, and sighed. “Don’t worry, Doby. It'll be over in just a minute”

He stared up a her.

She nodded. “Like the chovan,” she said.

The man ignored them, stabbed a finger a the manHorse. “ Shuck outta that pack and drop it. Good.
Now. You' n granny there, you get on you knees and crawl outta here.”

Mama Charody chuckled, spread her hands. “Kamen, come!” she cried, “ Stonebrothers, come!”

Nothing happened.

“Crazy o’ ... onyou knees, | wanna see you crawl, granny.’

Charody put her hand out to the manHorse. “Hep me down, friend, these knees are old and creaky.
Sow and steady, dow and steady.” He stared a her a moment, then did as she said.

The minute her knees touched the cobbles, the street jerked apart benegth the thugs, dropping dl but
one of them into a chaam tha seemed to have no bottom, then it crunched together. A head bulged
through the cobbles. Is that aufficient, Sster? We are few as yet in these strata, though more of us are
born as the Mother moves South.

Quite sufficient, brothers. Maiden Bless and may your numbers increase as you desire. She got
to her feet with an ease that belied her age and weight, laughed at the S-lent grumble in the manHorse's
bearded face, and turned to the lagt of the thugs who stood gaping, too terrified to move. “Shoo. Go



way. Tdl your friends to leave us done or they'll get the same. Or worse.”

He gobbled some formless sounds, then took off run-ning.

Mama Charody chuckled, stretched, and shook hersdlf. “Pick up the pack and let’'s get going; | can
gardl green and damp earth, so the edge of thisrat warren can’t be too far awvay.”

18. Dissolution in Cadander

When Jasny heard a spatter of shots ahead, ydls, squeas from macain and horses, she turned her
mount and angled across a smoldering fidd of Shen toward one of the boundary hedges and the trees
that grew there.

She looped the reins over alow branch of abig, old kerov, stepped from the saddle into the crotch,
climbed as high as she could and set the longglasses to her eyes.

One group of men was shooting from a stony ridge be-yond a hedge that was smoldering and
sending up stream-ers of thick ydlow smoke, the others werein adump of trees, a grove of javories and
brdlim. As she watched, haf a dozen of these crept from the grove, svung into the saddle and began a
wide circle, heading around to get be-hind the men on the ridge.

Who was what?

She scanned the riders, focusng on the faces, but she found nothing familiar in them; they might be
Osk-landers, they might be anything.

Though it was hard to see dearly through the smoke from the hedge, she kept scanning the ridge until
the wind picked up for just a moment, giving her afar look a three faces; two of them meant nothing to
her, the third was one of her husband’' s cousins from Brgjit in Zemyadd. He' d run from his farm to get
away from awhip-mad Rodin and the Web had passed him on to Osk-land.

She watched until the riders moved out of sight, then scrambled down the tree, flipped the reins
loose, and urged the macai into a quick walk. When she reached the grove, she dismounted and moved
into the shadow under the trees, Slent as a shadow hersdf as she glided from cover to cover, locating her
targets, the men left behind to keep the ridge's defenders pinned in place. Three of them were up in the
trees, two were on the ground, standing be-hind the trunks, using them as shelter and as support for ther
longguns. She dipped a dtiletto from her boot, ghosted toward the man closest to her, matching her steps
to his shots. Taking the last steps at a run, she drove the blade in and up, piercing his heart. She caught
him as he dumped, eased the longgun away from him and posed him with his shoulder againg the ‘tree,
then went after the next man.

The nearest of the treesitters caught a glimpse of her and shouted, but he was late, she got the blade
inand out and was ralling away when he shot at her; the bullet burned a crease in her buttock, she fdt the
hit but no pain, not yet. She scrambled around a tree, dipped the knife into her boot as she rose on her
knees, then un-snapped the holster flgp. Because he' d had no boys, just her, her daddy’ d taught her how
to shoot when she bardly reached his belt. That was years ago, but Greygen had given her some spare
ammunition and she'd practiced a few shots on her way here. She eased around the tree, squeezed off
two shots, and amiled with satisfaction at the yelp that followed. She might not have killed him, but she'd
put a crimp in his Hf esteem.

The wounded man started yeling. “ Jaddo, Ludz, the notney’s got Tenk and | don’t hear nothin' from
Dooal. | think the spros's over ‘hind that tree next to where Tenk was. Get ‘m.”

Jasny shoved the gun into the holster, snapped the flgp down and faded toward the outside of the
grove, dipping from tree to tree, kegping low, ligening to the ydling and other noises behind her, ready to
diveif they started shooting.

Soros's gotta knife.

Dodl’s eatin’ dirt.

So's Tenk.

How you, Boud?

Shoulder and leg, get me outta this prokkin’ tree.

Get down y' sdlf, we goin’ afta him.



Jaddo, you pizh, get me down, I’'m leakin like a . Forget it.

Jump, Boud, we busy ....

Thugs, she thought contemptuoudy, couldn’t find a cowpat on aftile floor. She ran for the next tree,
fdt a blow on her shoulder, a burn across her thigh, flung her-sdf into a rall, then scrambled from the
grove. One am usdless, she pulled hersdf into the saddle and kicked her maca into a run as two men
burst from the grove.

She rounded the trees before they could get set to shoot, urged the maca into a full-out run across
the fidd toward the hedge, screaming, “Chirro, Jasny, Chirro Chirro, it's Jasny, they comin’ behind you,
they comin’ behind you ....” She kept it up, focused so intently on the men ahead of her she forgot the
others.

Uniil she fdt a blow in the back and saw red spraying across the maca’ s neck growths.

Everything dowed and the world dipped awvay from her ...

When it came back, she was stretched out on the ground, Chirro bending over her; she could see the
worry in his face and wanted to tdl him it was fine, she didn't mind a dl, but she couldn’'t make her
mouth work, then she forgot as the numbness faded and the pain seized hold of her, wiping away
evaything ese. “Hurts” she man-aged. His face wavered and then there was nothing.

>><<

Greygen worked his knees, got to his feet. “It'stime, Sassy.”

In the light coming through the cracked shutters her face looked pae and she sat diller than he'd ever
seen her. They were in the kitchen, the packs on the floor be-side the table where they were drinking a
last cup of cha After aminute, she turned her head dowly, her eyes mov-ing over things that added up to
mog of her life She reached out, touched the stoneware cha “pot Husenkil had made for them. She
pushed the chair back, picked up the pot, and crashed it to the floor; without a hitch in her movement,
she stooped, lifted her pack, got her arms through the straps, wriggled around till it settled properly, then
stood glaring a him. “Zdra, what you waitin' for?’

On the attic floor of the warren where the cheapest, flimses rooms were, they moved swiftly and
dlently over the worn drugget, keeping close to the wal to avoid cresking boards, turned into the
lavatory and went out the window onto the fire ladder, moved from that onto the flat roof. The buildings
dong the street shared common walls and moving from roof to roof was more tedious than dangerous,
though they had to remember to stay away from the front where they might be seen.

Prah Strojny the bargevek was waiting in the stockyard at the back of a leathershop that was closed
because the owner and his entire family had been shipped south. Greygen helped Sanslly off the ladder,
moved diffly to Prah; his legs were sore, he wasn't used to this much dimbing about. “How's Mosec
doing, he going to make it?’

“He sent his oldest over with a bit of bread Mdry baked. Note insde. Said to wait ftill tenth
watchbdl. If they weren't a the meet by then, they couldn’'t get away. With kids that young ...” Prah
shrugged. “It was dwaysiffy, you know that.”

Greygen rubbed a hand down his side, nodded. “How long you been here?’

“Twenty minutes, maybe less. It's been quiet out there)” he nodded at the gate leading into the
Vdley. “No 9gn of trouble.”

There was a hiss, aknocking on the ladder. A head popped over the roof edge; a whisper dropped
to them. “Purgers. Marching dong t' back street.”

Prah waved and the head withdrew. “That's Herec, my edest. If we're quiet, | don't think they’ll
look in here. But we better move by the wal and get ready.”

The minutes dragged past. Greygen closed his fingers tight on Sanslly’s shoulder and stopped
breething as he heard booted feet marching down the dley, but the Purg-ers kept going, turned onto the



street and marched off, heading north toward Stedl Point.

Greygen drew a shuddering breath, heard the others start breething again, heard the boy on the roof
flip over the edge and dide down the ladder to join them.

Prah led them through the streets to a Market Landing, rowed them across the river and took them
through the maze of lanes a the edge of the Shipper's Warren to the back of another deserted shop
where the rest of hisfamily was waiting.

The watchbell in the Temple tower began sounding. Donggg, donggg, donggg.

Asthe third stroke died, a man’'s head appeared at the top of the fire ladder, a haf-rotten pole with
pegs pounded into it.

Prah knocked twice againg the wood, then twice more, The head withdrew, then a woman
appeared, eased over the edge. While the man steadied the crude ladder, she started down.

Donggg, donggg, donggg.

Sanglly hugged Mdry, paiting her arm. *’ Gonna be fing” she said.

Mary’s mouth twisted into a rueful smile. “ Sansy, you don’t change.” She gripped hands with Besah,
then turned to pluck her youngest off the ladder.

Donggg, donggg, donggg, donggg.

By the time the echo from the last of the strokes died away, Mosec and his family were in the yard
with them.

“Purgers ransacking Shipper's Warren,” Mosec said, “Didn't seem like they were ever gonna get
out”

“Don’ matter.” Prah snapped hisfingers, Besah and Mdry began getting their children in line. “Plenty
of dark left.

With Prah leading because he knew the dleys and by-ways in the Shipper’s Quarter and Greygen
and Sandlly bringing up the rear to help with the children, they ghosted through dark and Slent Streets.

A soft whistle hardly louder than the wind.

The children faded into shadow, crouching at the base of the wall, their arms over their faces.

A second whidtle, three pulses a little louder. A long lean form stepped from an dley. “Seven.” He
spoke swiftly, softly, his words chasing each other with barely a break between them. “It's dl clear
ahead. There's a barge in from the Bezhvd, the bargeveks are trying to get it un-loaded, but the nixies
are spooking the horses and gener-dly giving them fits We liberated some longguns and ammunition
from the Training Ground, dug out some stores for you, that’'s dl in the cabin. Greg, take this” He held
out a bdt pouch. “It's the coin Hetty lifted from the Seykyn; we figure you can puit it to use, to say true,
we don't dare in case the notney marked it some way. Maiden Bless dl of you, may you get where you
need to be.”

He was gone without waiting for a response.

While the women were hudling the children into the long low cabin, Greygen crouched by a hitt,
watching the upstream show. One of the horses went overboard, drag-ging severd of the ladesmen with
him. It screamed and went under, the men struggled a moment longer, then they, too, were gone.

“Greg, it'stime. Shodd the bow tie and come aboard.”

With Prah at the tiller, crouched low s0 he was less likdy to be seen, and young Herec in the bow
reading the water for him, the barge did away from the wharf and drifted out into the middle of the river.
No darm sounded. If anyone saw them, the loose barge could be attributed to nixy mischief.

Once they were clear of the city, Greygen and Mosec got the mainsal and the jib up and were lying
flat on the deck when the barge reached the junction with the Red Dan. Prah eased the barge round the
bend and with a strong fallowing wind, it picked up speed, dicng through the dark, water, smooth and
steadly.

“Bend ahead, five rets, Tower showing over trees.” Herec's voice hadn’'t changed yet and the high



notes cut through the creaks and groans from madt, sal and rigging and the howl of the wind. “I see a
light, top windows.’

Prah took the barge as far as he dared from the north bank, but the moment they rounded the trees,
Greygen saw a dark figure leening from a widow, the cone-shaped hailer hdd to its mouth, heard the
hoarse ydl, “Who goes?”’

Pray cupped his hands around his mouth. *“ Dosta Smyka bound for Tuku-kul!”

u%/ ma'nl”

“Dogta Smyka. Tuku-kul.”

Silence. Greygen grimaced. “H€e s not buying it, Prah.”

“Wha we thought. Y eah, there it goes.”

The darum gong boomed out, the deep brazen notesfilling the space benegth the clouds.

Mosec patted a yawn, jacked a bullet into the chamber and sat with the longgun on his knees.
“Wonder how long it'll be before we ve got company?’

Greygen frowned. “Don’t know, Maos. Prah, send Herec below. Thiswon't be any place for aboy.”

“Can’'t. Need him. Been gettin’ him ready for gpprenticin’, teaching him the Dan. You and Mos, you
good men in a fight, but you don’ know nothin’ about riverin’. We hit a sandspit or a snag, we might's
wel jumpinan’ swalow water.”

“I brought some of my tools, maybe | can cobble to-gether some sort of shidd ... any suggestions?”’

“Yeah. Don't. Just make a target outta him and fool with the balance and wind. With the barge this
light, she can be cranky. Shoatin’ gtarts, you and Mos send it back at 'em, shake up their am, yeh?’

“Yeh”

For nearly an hour the barge did dong out in the mid-dle of the Red Dan, Herec occasiondly cdling
snag, shod, bend. The clouds blowing up thickened, the wind driving the barge dong a a good dip grew
heavy with damp.

Sanglly came on deck and stood with her arms folded on the top of the cabin. “Was gan dippy gt in
down there. What's happenin?’

Greygen eased his hand under her wind whipped hair, rubbed the back of her neck. “Right now,
nothing.”

She did her am around him, pulled him tight againg her, then shifted around so she was leaning
agang him, looking up a the inky sky. “Gonnarain. What'll that do?’

“l don’t know.” He raised hisvoice. “Prah, this sorm coming up, what'sit goin’ to do?’

“Wish we had more bdlagt,” Prah ydled back. “Sansy, you better go warn the others, we gonna
dart dancing in a bit. Get a bucket ready, it redly gets twisty, you gonna have some green faces down
there”

“Tower bend coming, Sx rets,” Herec, sang out, “I see light on water.”

Prah swore, sad, “Not s posed to be anyone there. Herec!”

“Huh, Da?’

“What'd | tdl you if there' s trouble?’

“Keep belowside and “hind jib when | gotta be up.”

“You do that or I'll skinyou good, you hear?’

“Yeh, Da”

Sanglly came back on deck, Besah only a step behind her. “Madry’s gonna keep the kids, this round;
we worked a sysem out, two of us up, one down.” She glared a Greygen, then a Prah. *We not gonna
be left out of this, none of us, you hear? Bes is gonna reload for us, me, I'm Harozh, | was shooting
verkstime | was two. Been awhile, but it's not something you r get.”

Greygen caught hold of her shoulder. “You will stay down, Sans, if | have to knock you on the heed,
you'regoin' to say low.”

She chuckled. “No fear, I'm not gonna be makin' or-phans outta our boys.” She punched his arm.
“And don’ you do, ether.”



The wind dropped, turned eratic; the barge dowed and started giving Prah fits as he tried to do
three men'swork a once. Greygen left shelter behind the cabin, crept on hands and knees toward him.
“Prah. Give me the tiller, you handle the sall.”

The bargevek growled, then nodded. “Hold her where

| got her, ‘less| tdl you move her.” He stood, holding the tiller steady while Greygen took his place,
then sat Greygen's hands on it and began hurried work with ropes, lowering the sl hdfway down the
madt, tieng reef knots to pull it taut again, winching the boom around a little. He kept talking while he
worked. “You know angles?’

“On wood.”

“Angles be angles. | say north two, you turn tiller north two degrees. North meaning toward north
bank, don’'t matter ‘f we goin’ sraight west or not. You can do that?’

“l can do that.”

“Good. Herec,” he cdled, “how far ¢'n you see ahead?’

“Water maybe one ret,” the boy cdled back. “Bends two three rets.”

“Ydl out what you see ever time you pop up, evenif 'tisnothin’. You hear?’

“Yeh, Da”

Thetip of Greygen's shoulder sung an ingtant before he heard the crack of the longgun. “Shootin'!”
He did off the bench, crouched beside theftiller, holding it as steady as he could. The numbness wore off,
pain shot through him when he tried to move and he could fed atickling stickiness on the outside of his
am.

He heard the beat of horses hooves, a clank, then a series of scrapes and clanks, The barge
shuddered under him, fought to turn. Sounds of feet, shadows moving by the cabin, vanishing round the
end, more clanks, a grunted curse, Sansy’s voice. He clamped his teeth on his lip to keep back the
words knoatting his throat. The barge swvung wildly for an ingant, then settled. More scrabbling noises,
Sansy and Mos shoating at the tower and the riders, and then they were round the bend, shielded from
the tower and the road by along, narrow grove of javories.

Greygen shivered as asmdl flurry of raindrops hit the back of his head and dripped down his neck.
“What was that?" He kept his voice low, letting the wind carry his words forward.

“Grapnd.” That was Mos. “Tryin' to haul usin. Bad throw, we got it off easy. Next time though, we
an't gonna let them get that close.”

“I'm fine, Greg. Din't touch me.”

“Prak, but | got creased. Shoulder. Already stopped bleedin’ but | think while there's time, | better
get it tied up.”

“Sasaaal Bes, wheré' sthat ... good. You jus St Hill, Greg; Mos, you go hang onto tiller. | can see
Prah needs about three more hands as 'tis”

Riders came pounding dong the river road; they swerved out as Mos and Sansy started shooting,
dropped off the levee into the fidds beyond, but kept coming through the tal shem in the fidd, trampling
the grain fla as they cut across the bend, trying to get ahead of the barge.

Herec dropped the minute he saw a flash, gasping as he heard the chunk as the bullet hit the rall.
“Da” heydled. “They upin front a us, shootin’ back.”

“Water?’

“No snags | saw, no shod ripples, but it's dark out there.”

“Hug the deck till we get past 'em. You hear”

“Yeh, Da”

The rain came down as the barge reached the bend, flurries & firg, then a blinding downpour. The



gorm shidded them from the shooters on the bank, but sent the barge into a twidy dipping dance.
Mosec was the firg to go under. Sanglly tried to hold on, but emptied her ssom-ach oversde, then let
Prah hdf carry her to the haich and shove her down the steps. Bes gathered up the guns and the dlips
and followed her below to help with the motionsick. If the riders were dill following, they were riding
blind and no danger a the moment.

“Snag comin’, one ret ahead, south, no shods north.” The boy’ s high voice came broken through the
storm.

Theran beat down, the wind howled, the rigging thrummed and creaked.

“Hdf a degree north, Greg, hold, hold, a har more, that’'s got it.” Prah's ydl was hoarse from the
dran.

The uprooted tree rolled past, a ghost of a battering ram coming out of the murk, the widest branches
brush-ing againg the sde of the barge.

“No shod's, southbend two rets”

“Two degrees south, Greg, good, that’s got it, now fed your way round the bend, let’s see how you
do, gottalearn sometime, this's good as any, just a har more pres-sure, good, that's it. Even ‘f you can't
see bow, fed how she moves, fed wind, watch bank. Good. Good. Y’ got good hands, working with
that wood, | spose” Prah loomed from the darkness and the rain, touched Greygen's arm, vanished
agan as he went to tend sal.

The sorm lasted the night, but blew away with dawn. When the srengthening gray light was strong
enough so Greygen could see the river road, again, it was empty. The riders had given up the chase.

Sanglly came up, white and shaken, a bucket in each hand. She emptied them overside, then leaned
on the cabin roof and watched the road unred. After along s-lence, she turned to him and smiled. “We
beat 'em again.”

Prah chuckled. “That we did. How they doin’ down there?’

“Mdry gave out like me, but Bes was atower. The kids re fine. Ferla had a bit of a problem, but she
waan't nearly as bad as us. Y ou think we could stop a short while? There's some deaning up to do.” She
kicked at a bucket, made the bail clank.

“No need to stop.” After a glance at the sal and the river ahead, Prah whipped a section of rope
loose from one of the neat coails lined up againg the cabin’s side, knotted it to the bal and dropped the
bucket overside. He doshed it about for a moment, drew it up, brimming with river water. “There's that
un, hand me t' other.”

When he finished with the second, he said, “ Sansy, how you fedin'? Tired?’

“Far. Nik. Why?’

“Wouldy' bewillin' to go let Herec show y' how to read water, then send him down so he ¢'n get
some deegp?”’

“Zdra zdra, why not.” She grinned. “Besgts swabbin’ vomit.” On her way to the bow, she bent into
the hatch, ydled, “Bes, your man's rinsed out the buckets 'n got us some clean water, come fetch.”

Prah chuckled. “Greg, | was gonna send you down, too, but | think I'll wait on that.”

Greygen yawned, moved his shoulders, windng at the pull of the bullet burn. “Until it dries out down
there, I’'m with you on that? He glanced right and left at the fields of shen stretching flat and yelow out to
the horizon on both sides of the river—was't a figure moving, men or beast, in dl that space. “You
redly think they’ ve given up?’

“Probably figurin' we not worth the effort. Nov' Il sweep usin when he finishes with Osk and Ank.”

“You ever think of coming to Tuku-kul with us? Might be safer, lots of chovan inthe Travs.”

“Weren't for the kids, I’d do ‘t in a minute. Trouble is, the Fenekd, they fine to people movin
through, but they won't let y’ settle. And beyond that, too many ifs, ‘f you know what | mean. Better to
find folk we know and dig in with them.” He smiled as his wife came up with a bucket and emptied it
over therall. “Bes, want more?’

“Nik, what | want isyou go get some sleep. waich sl awhile”



The barge did on without trouble through a day turned from gray to gold, shimmering with hest, the
wind re-duced to smdl, spaced gusts, like a beast 9ghing on the backs of ther necks.

>><<

Tdl and gately in her dress robes, the sun gleaming on the Mask, the mee Zasya Myers behind her,
lldas an du-sve shimmer trotting in circles about them, K'vesmilly Vos waked the walls of OskHold,
showing hersdf to her people, looking down at the teeming courts and the vil-lage lower on the river that
filled the Hold's moat. There were people everywhere, Osklanders and others. On a fla beyond the
orchards of the Hold navstas of recruits swerved and gdloped to the ydls of their vudveks. Chil-dren
were gathered wherever there was a hit of shade, teachers taking them through thar lessons, women
were outside, sawing, spinning, washing, sweeping, taking ther baking to the commund ovens, sanding
in dumps gossiping, old men were stting about knitting or working in lesther and wood. No one was
drinking. Pan Osk had shut down the taverns and shaved the heads of every man or woman who got
drunk in public and promised a ses-sion a the whipping post if they did it twice. There was grumping a
that, but most people agreed with him. There were too many crowded in too smdl a space to let things
get out of hand.

There were shouts as she walked, Marn, Marn, Marn, Maiden Bless, Marn Marn Marn.

She waved and moved on, waved again and again until her arm was weary.

Her face behind the Mask dill damp from the water she'd thrown on it, the formd robes exchanged
for a cooler tunic and trousers, K’'vesmilly Vos came into the shadowy comroom, stood by the door
ligening as Camnor Hedin's voice came through quiet and clear.

Londiness hit her like a blow beneath the heart. She wanted him in a way she couldn’t put into
words, :acom-plex combination of sex and companionship and the need to sharpen her own wits againgt
amind quicker and more devious than her own—an dl-over yearning that was stronger than any feding
she could remember, even her faded infatuation with Vyzharnos Oram.

I'm afoal. | threw away a jewel for trash. Irritably she shook off that skein of thought and crossed
the room to stand behind Vedouce.

“ ... got word from Trivud Stoppah, they totaded a squad of raiders, modtly citymen, lost seven men
and one woman, Jasny Zarcadla, the one who killed the Seykyn, she got it warning them the chovan
were trying an ambush. Too bad. She killed two and wounded another be-fore she went, would have
been a good addition to our forces.

“Bad news—though it could be worse. Spotters missed one of the mixed raider bands, chovan and
aty thugs they hit Trivud Shaten’s force, caught them unprepared, daughtered dl but three who
managed to get mounted and away. These three ran into one of the Spiders and when he heard what
happened, he dipped up close enough to put a longglass on them, sad the raiders went through
evarything there like a svarm of rats. Hunting for a com, he thinks. They took off, Spider 9x spotting
them for Trivud Throdal. Throdd set up an ambush, hit them from three sdes, took them down. No
prisoners.

“The main amy has reached the border, they’'re mov-ing a a good dip, disciplined and steady.
Mern the Fist may have the soul of a viper, but he's a good organizer, he’ s got scouts out, whistle-taking
chovan, they keep him wel informed about what's going on round the army. Nov has joined them with
his Seykyn, they're dill with him, haven’'t broken away yet to go on their own, but we ex-pect that any
day now, so you better tighten security a the Hold. The Spiders have been warned to watch for them,
but there's a danger now that we can start loang corns should a Seykyn siff out one of the spotters.
The minute we get word the Sleykyn're gone, we'll send a warning and you should switch to the
scrambler immedi-ately. Any questions? Go.”

Vedouce frowned, tapped the go button. “ Supply trains. How vulnerable are they? Go.”

“Mern’s thought of that. The main supply wagons move in the middle of the foot forces, Say there
when the army camps for the night. New supplies coming up from Dancer, they’re different; the wagons



are scattered dong the whole distance and only have a few guards. Same for the herds of vu and spare
mounts traveling with them. If you want, we could take some of the navatas from de-fense and send them
back to capture those wagons, thanks to the Web in Dander, we have a clear idea of what's in each
shipment, where the herds are and the numbers of guards with them. I'll send the lig in a minute, but
before | do, any questions? Go.”

“No questions. Send spotters with corns to ...” He stared into the shadows a moment, then spoke
quickly into the com. “Trivuds Throdd and Stoppah so | can tak to them. | don’t need the lig, they will.
That'll be 9x navstas, hundred and fifty men. I've just sent them some new trainees, so they should be up
to strength. They can use the new men to escort the wagons back, herd the cap-tured mounts, let the vul
scatter. We haven't space or fodder for them. Go.”

“Got it. Hold on a minute ...." A mutter and move-ment noises reached them. “Back. Corns are on
their way. The Marn, how is she doing? Go.”

K’vesmilly VVos leaned past Vedouce. “Shéll tdl you hersdf. I'm fine, just missng you, Hedin. Take
care, will you? Go.”

“Ah” There was a long sllence, then Hedin said, “The heart grows fonder?’ Behind the Mask she
wrinkled her nose as she heard the laughter in his voice. “Vedouce,” he went on, “is there anything else?
Go.”

“Nik. I'll be here waiting. Out.”

Vedouce leaned back, closed his eyes, the weary lines in his face exaggerated by the flicker of the
lamp. “Wait-ing,” he sad findly. “Chaos out there, everyone scuttling like cockroaches in the kitchen
when you light a lamp. Trying to pull together a pattern ....” He shook his head and got to his feet; he
went to the door, waved to one of his servants waiting outside. “Bring me a pot of strong cha with a
couple of sandwiches. I’'m going to be here awhile”

19. The Contagion Spreads

Chaya frowned at the sketch, then at the diagram she was working out; she wrote quickly, then
began checking her notes againg the loom. Flaying games with numbers was one thing, the actud
threading of the loom was something entirely different.

She heard knocking at the front door, the bronze ser-pent coil sriking againgt the bronze plate, sharp
metdlic sounds in a buoyant rhythm; she didn’'t recognize the knock, but the chearful tattoo made her
amile as she pushed the chair back and went to see who was there.

The Wandermonk was a cheerful plump man with amile creases around his eyes and mouth; he
reached in his pouch, brought out a folded, sealed packet. “Letter, kos. If you be Chaya Willish?’

“Oh!” She dipped a copper ning from the receptacle pegged to the doorjamb and passed it to him.
“Yes. That's me. Chaya Willish. Thank you. Would you like something to eat or drink?’

“Na, kos. But if you'll direct me to the fain hostel ?

“Of course.” She stepped onto the porch, walked to the front steps and pointed “If you'll follow the
path you came on back to the road, go north dong it till you reach the Weave Hal, that’s easy to find,
it's the biggest build-ing in the fain. Tumn into the lane that runs beside it on the north side, follow that
back, the hogtd’s at the end of the lane”

“Maiden bless you, kos.” Whidling a cheery tune, thumbs tucked in his belt, elbows swinging, brown
robe hillowing around his ankles, the Wandermonk went off down the path.

The packet getting swesty in her hand, Chaya went back into the house. She stood in the entrance
hdll garing down &t it, a the familiar writing with her name and the directions for finding her. “Lavan,” she
sad doud.

She took the letter into the kitchen and st it on the ta-ble while she pumped water into a kettle,
dirred up the fire and added a few more lumps of coa from the hod, got down her second best cha pot
and the cha caddy and st it on the table.

She turned the letter over, looked at the sedl, touched the ydlow wax and sighed, then went back



into her work-room, put her sketch and patternbook away, pulled the cover over the loom, centered the
bench. By the time she'd finished dl this, she heard the kettle whidling and hurried back to the kitchen.

She took agp of the cha, held the butterknife againgt the sde of the pot till it was warm, then did it
under the sedl, turned back the flgp and took the letter from its cover.

Chayacici

It's done! We've sworn the oath. He IS an old old man, but he’s strong and vigorous
despite that and O Chaya, he’s a Great One, his de-signs, so strong and simple they
make my heart sing, it's only been a day and what I'm learning, ah my love, WHAT I'm
learning, what I'm GOING to learn!

This is a pleasant town and it is a town, not a village, more than three times as big as

Hallafam. It's on the river and boats are going by both ways almost every day; people

pass through here heading in a dozen different direc-tions, peddlers, Wandermonks,

players, pilgrims, and more. You'd love it here, Chayacici, always something new
happening and the evenings are warm and no one goes to bed before midnight, they're
in the square, dancing, playing games, talking.

You should see the workshop, Chay. He’s got tools I've never even heard of. Zok was
a good man and a better technician, but Casil Kinugah is an artist. He set me to working
on a ring he’d designed. Some Familyhead in Bokivada sent over this big stone, an oval
tourmaline an inch long and half an inch across, very intense color. He's got this gold bar
which is a very pale yellow, some sort of impurity, | imagine, though | don’t know what it
is. The design is an elongated flower form with a hint of leaves, very simple, very
abstract, the balance between metal and stone is so perfect—ahhh Chayacici—I wish
you could see it! And he’s going to let me do every-thing, just gave me the sketch and
said go to ft.

Chay my cici, my isaganah, | miss you terribly. I've been a fool and worse, taking out
my fears and worries on you. | was so scared, cici, after three years of NOTHING, |
thought I'd never be more than a boot-about journeyman and I'd lose you in the bargain
because your uncle would never agree to us wedding and loping off with you, ahwu, you
know what that would mean. But never to run my fingers through your soft brown hair,
never touch your ...

The knocker on the front door beat an imperative sum-mons. Chaya started, swore under her breath
(her father used to dout her when she used those words, tdl her that he didn't care who she heard saying
that, she wasn't to bring filth under the family roof, so even now she never said the words aoud though
he and her mother had been dead five years). More knocking. Thump ka-thump. Heavy and demanding.
She folded up the letter and went to answer the door, smoothing down her hair as she moved, checking
her apron to seeif it was clean enough for company. Ahwu, ahwu, keep your hair on, I’'m coming.

Two women stood on the porch, smiles tacked on ther faces, looking nervous but determined.
Neighbor wives. She didn't know them well, but she'd played with their kids when she was a tadling
hersdf. “Kos Hobsa, Kos Vivin, be welcome”

She waited for them to tdl her what they wanted, but they took her gregting for an invitation and
walked past her into the house.

During the next two hours she was gtartled, then amused, then increesingly irritated as they scolded
her for living done, fighting with her unde about it and just about everything esein her life, then settled to
worry at her, trying to get her to join the Glory, hdp them build a House for the fam. They ignored her
when she said she followed the Maiden, brushed that aside, cdling it habit, nothing more.

“Come to the meeting, Chaya, you'll see, let the Glory touch you ....” Hobsa's broad face flushed,
her eyes glowed. “You can't know what it’s like unless you're there.” She stretched out her hand, closed
it around Vivin's. “lan’'t it so, Viv, isn't it truly s0?’

Vivin's eyes were glazed with memory. She nodded, the tip of her tongue diding over her lips “Like
nothing esein the world,” she breathed. She blinked, freed her hand, and leaned forward, her eyes fixed



on Chaya's. “You must come.”

They both stared at her asif they were willing her to agree with them.

She kept her temper, even managed a amdl amile they were her neighbors and she'd have to live
with them. She stood, spoke with an unaccustomed formdity to put a wal between her and them. “I
thank you for your con-cern,” she said. “This has been mogt interesting, but | mugt remind you that | am
beginning work on my masterproject and | have only the hours after | finish my quota of cloth a the
Weave Hal.” She waited, dill amil-ing though her mouth was feding more than a little strained. “If you'll
day amoment, I'll fetch alittle some-thing to add to your House fund. Nay, nay, 'tismy plea-sure.”

She shut the door after them, dipped the bar into its hooks as if that could keep out the craziness.
For a moment she stood with her eyes closed, shaking with anger, remembering the Glory marchers
who'd dashed their way through the Weave Hall. Vivin and Hobsa didn’'t mention that. Nay, not a word.

She shivered, went to the kitchen, and pumped water into the heater, then filled the heatbox under
the tank with cod and got aamdl burn started, usng the bellows to nurse it uniil it was strong enough to
keep going. She wanted a bath to wash away the dime those women had poured over her. In her
agitation she worked the bellows too vigoroudy, blew the fire out, and had to start again. They'd spoiled
Lavan's letter for her, she'd been so happy at the happiness that burned through every word, the weave
pattern was dowly teking shape and she' d been happy at that. Now ...

With the fire going well and the water beginning to hest, she got to her feet, hung the bellows on its
hook, and went to wash her hands at the snk. She glanced at the table, the cha pot, the cup—and the
letter. With a shiver, she went into the kitchen garden and began pulling weeds. It was nearly sundown,
heavy black clouds low overhead, a threat of rain in the ar, so she ended up pull-ing nearly as many
foodplants as she did weeds, but by the time the vave whidle blew on the water tank, she fdt a little
better.

>><L

“l was 0 angry, Lavacece, | couldn’t even finish your letter then. | had a bath and took it to bed with
me, wishing it was you, do you remember ....”

Lavan amiled but skipped the next part and continued reading the letter doud. He was stting on the
grassin the back yard, Casl Kinugah wasin an old wicker char under the Munga tree. The sun was low
on the horizon, the garden filled with the drowsy hum of insects and bird-song; the breeze off the river
was cool, tickling at his hair.

The letter went on to tdl of the attack on the Weave Hall, asking if he'd seen anything like that and
did he remember Sekhayad s tae?

“I've found the pattern | wanted, Lavacece. Remember how | was fussng about that? | saw the Hdl
serpents dance with a lamia one night when | was working done there, you know how it is when you
make journeyman, people won't leave you aone, they mean wdl, but there€'s no way you can get
anything done. If you come back for the Thazayyaka Fest, I'll show the pattern to you, | think you'll like
it. 'm working hard a charting the design, | should be able to start threading the loom in a month or so.
It's going to be a brocade so even the trid piece won't be done for months; it has to be seven dls long
and as perfect as | can make it, but if | get it approved and | do the masterwork as wel as | think | can,
intwo years | should be free of obligation. | thought | was going to be sad at leaving thishouse and | was
rooting around for ways not to, but Halafam is going strange on me, Sarting with when Iduna Yeka tried
to rouse the Peacers to collar the Gloryfolk and get them to pay for the damage they did; they told her to
go away and stop interfering with the pious doing their rdigious duty. Can you believe that, Lavan? If
things keep up that way, I'll be happy to go. In any case, | want to be with you, I'm so londy without
you, love ...

Once again Lavan stopped reading. He folded the letter and tucked it into his shirt. “She has her
undes and cous-ins there, but | don’'t know how much use they'd be. | don’t know what to do, Master.”

Casl stroked his mustache, the curving yelow-white hairs flatening under his fingertip and springing
back. “Sounds like she's not worried enough to leave yet, won't want to before she makes magter. I'd



sy give her dack, you know how hard it is without that c'tificate. Hmm. This nonsense is spreading like
aplague, had a letter from m' daughter day b'fore you got here, weird thing, way out on the east coast
dheis, but she was goin' on like those women in that.” He waggled a finger a the pa-per in Lavan's
hand. “Worried ‘bout m' grandkids.” He shrugged. “Not athing | can do.”

“Shouldn’t somebody do something?’

“Who?’

“The Arbiters & Mokadumise? Why not them, don’t they train the Servants of the Maiden? And isn't
thisan attack on Her?”’

“What could they do and who'd ligen? We aren't like other falk, Lav, no Mucky tdlin’ us do this,
do that; got a problem, dan or guild they settle it. They can't, you cdl the Arbiters and have a whde of a
time arguin’ a couple of years'n they settleit. Used to be | liked it that way.” His mustache spread as he
grinned a a memory. “Fun watchin' it, good drunk aft’ they settle” His nose twitched. “An’'t fun now,
thislot. | seen’em, got dl the juice squeezed outta them.”

They stared at each other along minute, then Lavan folded the letter, shoved it in his shirt. He swung
round, drew his knees up, draped his arms over them, and sat watching the sun go down.

>><<

Sekhaya Kawin scowled at the shopkeeper. “What?’

A sheen of ydlow in his eyes, the tdl thin man shook his head. “Nothing, Herbwoman. | don’'t sl to
outsders. Be best for you to leave Karafam.”

“How can | leave without travel food for mysdf and my horse?’

“That isnot my problem. Must | call the Peacers?’

“What'swrong, Kato Y osets? You know me, I've been by here a thousand times. Outsder?’

“We neither of us re what we were, Herbwoman. Only reason | say anything is ’cause | know you.
Leave Karafam and don't come back again.” He turned his back to her and began rearranging boxes on
ashdf.

When she went out, there were a least fifty people on the fam’'s angle street, a Street that had been
empty a mo-ment ago; they were saring a her, their faces closed againg her.

She yanked the tether loose, coiled it onto its harness hook, dimbed onto the driver’s seat and took
up the reins. “Amb’h amb, Joma. Ch'ka ch’ka. That's a good horse. Nay, hold back, cece, we won't
give’em the satis-faction. We may be goin’ but we goin’ a our own pace.”

Joma s hooves were loud in the heavy slence, klip kalop klip kalop. There was a faint squed in one
axle of the van; she hadn't noticed it before and made a note to find the problem when next she stopped.
Asthey creaked out of the fam, shifting from pavement to packed dirt, Sekhaya went over memories of
the last severd fams she'd vidted. There d been afew stares, some hodile looks, but nothing like this.

Usudly her vigts were breaks in sameness for the fams on her round, an occasion for parties and
mestings, she carried news from fam to fam, who was wedding whom and what the quarrels were, who
had jobs to offer, what places were open for new apprentices, widows looking for husbands, widowers
for wives, a hundred hits of this and that. Twice a year she made the round, soring and fdl; this year the
news she carried had dwindled to a trickle, then not at dl as she came south and turned the bottom
curve, but she'd thought that was because she was lae this year, what with Chaya's celebration and
finding the Magter for Lavan, but maybe that wasn't so. Maybe dl the fams would be going like this one.
She wrinkled her nose a the thought.

Joma ambled aong, content to dawdle if she was con-tent to let him; the hedgerows were high and
overgrown, the drainage ditches between them and the road were choked with weed, some of it high
enough for the horse to snatch a mouthful of green as he, plodded aong. Food, she thought, it's going to
be a problem, not so much me as him. She frowned at the sorrdl’ s flicking ears. Can’t count on the next
fam being any different. Maybe | should cut across the fidds, go back theway | came. | hate to abandon
the other fams, if they aren’t gone weird, they’Il be expecting me. Still, I could look in on that For-est girl.
If she'sdill dive.

When Joma reached a place where the hedge turned brown and skeletd, a men stepped through the



gap. “Herbwoman.” His voice was hoarse, bardly louder than a whisper, and there was a desperation in
it that woke prickles dong her, spine. “Turn in here, please. Quick. | don't think anyone's weatching.
Pease, my litlegil ....”

He ducked behind the hedge, brought out a board, placed it across the ditch, repeated with three
more boards until he had a bridge wide enough and, she hoped, strong enough to bear the van; she didn’t
like the thought of get-ting Stuck this close to Karafam, but if a child was redly sick ...

When she was sefdy across, he lifted the planks and flung them behind the hedge, scraped and
scrabbled with his hands to smooth out the marks thet the boards, the whedls, and Joma's hooves had
left on the banks, usng a bit of dead hedge to sweep away the lagt of the sgn. He stood iff and sraight
a moment, ligening with an inten-gty that told her better than words how terrified he was, then he
whedled and ran past her. “Follow me” The same hoarse whisper.

He angled across the fidd, a pasture without grazers, no doubt because of the gap in the hedge.

She wondered about that gap. Hedgebrush was tough, it could even survive severd years of drought
and come back srong and it didn't have any diseases that she knew of. Something hed certainly killed
that section, though. Not fire, more like some kind of poison. She sucked her teeth, shook her head: This
world is getting crazier by the hour.

The man climbed the bars of a gate, balanced an indant on the top one, looking anxioudy about, then
he jumped down and svung the gate open for her.

He led her though atangle of lanes, stopped her by a grove of Munga trees. He stood looking up at
her, sweat gligening on his face. “Herbwoman, would you please leave that,” he put his hand on the side
of the van, “in the trees there where it won't be seen? I'll send my boy with corn and hay for the horse.
Thing is, I've got neighbors and if they see ....” He squeezed his shoulders, his eyes fixed on hers, the
pupils wide with fear. “They’ll cdl the Glorymen and ....”

“Show me the best way in and don’'t fuss, hmm? I'll be glad of the food for Joma, my supplies are
low.”

The house was smdl and dark, one room with a kitchen behind a dividing wal and a deegping loft.
Thelittle girl was on a pdlet stretched beside the hearth, a rushlight in a wooden holder by her head, her
mother gtting beside her holding her hand, the same swesaty tenson in her face as there'd been in her
husband’ s, the same fear darkening her eyes.

Sekhaya touched the mother’s shoulder. “Put some warter to bail, will you? I'll be setting herbs to
steep as soon as | see what thisis”

Theman camein, pulling the door shut. “The boy’s gone. HE Il stay with the van to keep an eye on
things”

Busy probing the child's neck and armpits, Sekhaya said, “ Thanks. No one round here would hep?’

“Nay. We havena gone to Glory and ....”

“And they won't help outsiders.”

“Yeh. M” wife, she was daweyth taught, so she's srong for Maiden, and me, | don’ like thet lot.
Bonjjin’ lackwits” He moved his shoulders. “Been thinkin' about moving to Fundasendle, got a cousin
there, told 'im what's happenin’ here, he says none a that thuv up there. M’ wife, she din't want to go, dl
her kin's here, then Hdlig, there, got Sk ....” He sighed.

“Thislooks worse than it is” Sekhaya said, “just a bad case of kuy fever. She mud’ve got bit by a
tick. I'll leave you some kwed powder to dust round the house” She lifted the child's head, began
feading her the infuson, cooing to her as she turned her head, trying to get away from the bitter drink.
“Coom, coom, Hdlieluv, drink it down now, you'll fed better, coom a coom, that’s a good baby.”

When the mug was empty, she eased the gil down, drew her finger dong the soft cheek, chuckling a
the degpy murmur. “Day or two and you'll be out pesterin’ your brother again, and don’t try to tdl me y’
din't. 1 did, wedl do ‘t”

She got to her feet. “I Ieft two packets of herbs in the kitchen dong with a sack of kwed powder.
Brew one up round dawn in a mugfu of water, give her the last round sundown, dust the powder in the



bedding and round the house.” She put her hand on the man’'s arm. “Do you know about the fams north
of here. Have they gone the same way?’

“Sablerfam got it ‘fore Kara did. They come down on us. More'n that | dunno.” He looked at his
degping daughter, his face tightening. “We han't got money, Herb-woman.”

“Maiden’s Honor, man. Better daysto usdl.” She squeezed hisarm. “ Stay here, | know the way.”

The boy came from the shadows. “Hallie?’

“Shell do finein aday or so, just a nedty tickbite. You watch out for yoursdlf, you hear? And take
yoursdlf home, more' n time you were in bed.”

He nodded without amiling, ghosted into the trees asif he'd had alat of practice in dlent waking.

She stroked Joma's muzzle, dangles on the bridle dink-ing musicaly as he pushed his head againgt
her. “Have yoursdlf a good feed, cece?” She clicked the bit into place. “Marchin’ time, Joma. Mp, tired
as | am, | think I'll wak awhile. It's east for us, old son, and hopin’ there's no cousins of yours out
there, you do get chatty, m’'love, if there's anything horsy on the wind.” She snapped the tether into the
bridle ring, dapped his shoul-der with the ends and moved off with him, eyes swivd-ing, ears dert.

>><<

Hibayd Bebek sat naked in the windowsest in the dor-mer window, his feet on the cushions, a
brandy glass baanced on his somach, a bottle on the ledge beside him. In the street beow, the
flagdlants were snaking down the sireet, ther white robes bloody. There was a new thing about ther
scourges, the leather thongs on the end had bits of glass and sted sewn into them. They tore the flesh
now when they hit. He groaned as he watched them, watched the sweet red flowers bloom on their
backs and thighs, grew hot and hard as waves of ther ecstasy rose to him, dosing around him, caling
him. “Let me go,” he said, “Please. Let me go.”

Nay, Beloved, the Glory whispered to him, each word a kiss, a lick of the tongue. Nay, Child, we
need you held apart. We need you seen as impartial agent. You serve us, truly you do, with a
service greater than any of those.

Reach out your hand, Beloved, touch us, take us within you, let us show you how splendid you
are.

He turned his head from the window and looked at the table dtar across the room. A mass of ydlow
light, thick and heavy as buiter, floated, pulsng and throbbing above the geode. He stretched out his am
and watched with de-tached interest as the light drifted from the stone until it touched his fingers, then
changed form and did like ail over his hand and up hisarm, gradudly snking into his flesh.

A moment later the familiar pain burned in him, terri-ble and wonderful. At the height of it, he came in
an or-gasm more explosive and intense than any he'd known before, even his firg times when his unde
best him, then beat him again for messng his pants, every thought blown away, body and mind merging
with the universe.

He woke sometime later, flat on his face on the grass mat before the atar. He put the embroidered
cover over the geode, staggered from the atic room, locking the door behind him. There was no energy
left in him and little strength, but he forced himsdf to pump water for a cold bath and eat a dry sandwich
while he waited for it to heat. These days he worked from the moment he opened his of-fice door until
long after sundown. All the “brothers’ the brandy had made for him sent their business to him and on top
of that there was the House business. He'd man-aged to get the clearances he needed and demoalition
was beginning on the property he'd purchased. There were the architects plans for the House itsdf, he
had to look them over, tak with the men, choose one of them and that wasn't easy. He'd tried asking for
hep inthis, but the Glory wasn't interested in details, just the House built as soon as possible.

And the Maideners were garting to cause trouble, ask-ing too many questions, daweythies hanging
about ...

He swdlowed the last of the sandwich, washed it down with a gulp of water, then went to take his
bath.



20. Changing Configurations

The dawn sunlight shone through the scraped shell plates that were the windowpanes, touched Serroi
as she lay un-conscious on the bed. Leeis sghed, got to her feet, cramped from her long vigil. She
looked down a the tiny woman, shook her head. Such alittle scrap. And nice. But Ligebamdah knew
about these things and he said she was dangerous to the Haathi. She sghed again and went out to the
kitchen to set the water hedting for her cha and Serroi’ s bath.

Sdda-ma camein when she was fanning dive the fire in the stovehole. “Sa-sa, Lig, what you want
meto do?’

Leeid grinned a her. “Fetch in some water, ho?’

“You. Laasazy.” Sdda-mai caught up the yoke buckets, turned in the doorway. “Any idea when this
isgoing to be over?’

“Maybe you could get it out of Ligebamaah, he wouldn't tdl me.”

Singing a mim-chant under her breath, Lee-is pounded lamva seeds into a paste for the broth they
were going to trickle down Serroi before they bathed her. She didn’t notice the diff Slence spreading
around her until it was broken by a heavy dragging sound. She set the mdlet down, crossed to the
kitchen door, and froze as she found hersdf garing up into the face of an immense lamia

Great glowing eyes swept over her, then the lamia dissmissed her and moved on. The serpent body
was thick as a smdl tree; muscles bunched and rippled under skin patterned in vertica stripes of muted
browns and ochers, moving her across the room with surprisng speed. She went into the bedroom.

Leeid gulped, eased past the twitching tal and fled from the house, nearly knocking over Sdda-mai
as she toiled from the lake with the water she'd gone to fetch.

“Lid, what ...7’

“You didn't see her?’

“Whao? Y ou mean the Hedler woke and got away?’

“Nay, thelamia” Lee-ig bit her lip, looked from the isolated guest house to the others in the village
“Umn ... 1 don't know ... Sdlda-mal, I’ d better stay and see what

.um ... go wake Ligebemdah, tdl hm ....”

She stopped as Sdda-mai shrugged off the yoke and grabbed her am. “What?’

“Lissss. Look.”

The lamia came huge and stately from the house, sway-ing and dithering forward, the body of the
degping Heder in her ams. As soon as she moved from the wak and touched earth, a green glow
gathered under the white robe, spread the length of Serroi’s body, then boiled free, exploding outward,
filling the ar above the lake, the space indde the ring of trees, then streamers of green spread benegth the
trees.

>><<

The scamar was curled in the crotch of asmdlish tree at the rim of a glade, relaxed in his day deep.
Honeydew rested above himin the top of the same tree; she’'d stopped cdling because her head hurt and
she was s0 tired she couldn’'t even deep, just curl up in the nest she'd made for hersdf and wait for the
Scamar to move on. She was miserably unhappy, there was no oneto tak to, no one to snuggle agang,
and there was nothing she could do about any of that unless she wanted to abandon Adlayr and the
thought of doing that squeezed her heart.

The scamar lifted his head, snarled and legped down from the tree. He reached the center of the
open space and stood there, tall twitching, ears laid back, alow hiss thrown from the back of his throat.

Honeydew launched hersdlf, flew out to hover above him, trying to see what he saw.

A shining green mig was diding through the trees, fill-ing the space beneath the canopy, racing dong
asif it were blown dong by a galeforce mage wind. It did round the glade, but didn't seem able to enter
it.



The green throbbed. It seemed to sing to her, to cal her.

Honeydew hesitated, then fluttered cautioudy toward the trees. She put out a hand, snatched it back,
touching the green only long enough to get a taste of it. Serroi? SERREE!!!

The answer came, not in words, but in afinger of mig that reached toward her but stopped before it
touched her and waited for her reaction.

She hovered, thinking furioudy, looking from the fin-ger to the scamar who was turning and turning,
yowlingin fear and fury.

With a panting cry, she plunged into the green, winding it around hersdf. Usng every hit of strength
she had she drove hersdf down toward Adlayr, dragging the green with her.

The scamar reared up and swiped a her. Force surged through her and she was stronger and faster
then she had ever been, she swooped around those lethd claws, turning and turning until he was
switching ends o fast even he couldn’t keep it up. He landed wrong and as he was scrambling to his
feet, she got past and dammed down on his neck, snking her hands into the thick black fur ....

He screamed in fear and denid, twisted around to claw her away ....

And collgpsed on the torn up turf of the glade. The Scamar faded.

Adlayr Ryan-Turriy lay comatose and naked, facedown on the dirt.

>><<

The guard was Stting on the landing, legs dangling over the edge, body draped over the ral, snoring
and mumbling in his deep. Kidin tapped Hedivy on the shoulder, touched her finger to her lips, then
pointed down.

Shejoined him on the ground, took his arm. Without spesking, she led hm aong a narrow footpath
dong the spine of the idand, sopping him when they reached the ring of Hilt houses where the rest of the
captives were housed. “The Gazingey is coming,” she said. “He's bring-ing his herbman to look at you,
S0 ther€’ s no point in dos-ing you again. We have to hide you.”

He looked around. The idand was a wart of dry ground surrounded by muck and scummy water,
patches of thick reeds, gnarled trees with thick, bottlebrush foliage and moss beards dripping from every
branch. Eyes followed him from the water, gligening in the perastent twilight; in the distance he could
hear splashes, squedls, bird squawks and the beeting of wings. A huge pointed head dipped benegth the
foliage, swayed back and forth a mo-ment, then pulled back into the deep shadow. Dull gray-green coils
dipped and did dong the limb as the serpent moved back to the trunk. He shivered, sivung round to face
Kidin. “How?’ he said. “I can just about see across this place and, shaky as| am, | could wak it end to
end in less than hdf an hour. Y ou want me to go off in a boat of some kind?’

“Nay, Hedivy Starab, nothing like that.” She patted his arm. “We have our ways. Come dong, trust
us, haven't we done wel by you so far?’

He shrugged and followed her to the edge of the ring and one of the largest trees on the idand. The
trunk was the color of vomit, the bark pae and dick. It was a least five feet across and looked as if half
a dozen trees had sprung from seed so close together that they’d grown into each other. The lowest
limbs were huge and put down subsdiary trunks to support their weight. Roots rayed out from the trunk,
thrusting up knobby knees at irregular in-tervals. Thin pae vines wound round the trunk, dripped in
complicated loops from the branches adding their limp, nearly colorless leaves to the long dark green
fingers of the treg’ s foliage. She led him into the shadow, pointed to a mat plaited from reeds.

“St there” shesad “You'll find water, some yenko fruits, and a packet of sandwiches on the other
Sde of that root knee. I'll be back in a moment.”

“What's going on?’

“I'll tell you when | return. Just be patient. Everything will be fing, | promise” She turned, looked
over her shoulder, one gray brow raised quizzicdly. “I never promise lightly, Hedivy Starab.”

He watched her walk off, as unhurried as ever, wonder-ing if she ever got flustered like ordinary folk.
His leg started aching, so he eased himsdf down, reached over a root, and poured himsdf a glass of
water. It was going to be magic, he could amdl it; turned his somach, just the thought of it. He rubbed
his hand across the stubble that was getting itchier every day, no sharp edges for prison-ers. His beard



would be coming in red, it dways did, made him look like a cdlown with his hair such a different color; he
hadn’t much persond vanity, but there were linits. He touched the trunk, smoothed his hand down it,
feding bumps like pimplesin a dick surface, but when he looked at his hand there was no exudate so he
leaned back and sipped at the water, wondering what fool thing this lot of woally heads was going to try
on him. Funny woman, Kidin. To look a her you'd think she was sharp, no flies on her, then she'd say
something weird and you' d wonder what the dreck was goin’ on.

There was a creaky dithering sound over his head. He looked up, flung himsdf away from the trunk,
the glass flying from his hand to crash againg a knee. He rolled up, glared a the boy standing beside
Kidin, agrin nearly splitting histhin face in half.

The boy circled round him, stepped over a root and reached up to cuddle the huge lanceolate head
agang his “It's only Luhida, she doesn't eat anyone we don't tdl her to.” He shrugged out of a pack
woven from reeds, then squatted on the mat where Hedivy had been gtting.

Hedivy bent, swatted grit off his trousers; when he sraightened, his face was back under control. “I
don't like snakes.”

Kidin hmphed. “Like or not like, we need her. Go back and st down and stay as cdm as you can.
Be best if you could go to deep.”

“Seep!”

“Try it. You might find you prefer snoring to being bored to stone just stting there. Mithd has a way
of turn-ing the eyes away from things he doesn’t want people to see, but they have to stay a certain
distance off to make it work and that's what Luhida's for. When the Qilimen look in here, they’ll see
Mithd done with his reed work and they’ll see Luhida's loops and her head swaying over hm and they
won't come closer.”

“And that'sit?’

“Others of us are posed here and there in trees and on the ground, working aone a smdl projects,
s0 Mithd won't be odd in this. Nothing to catch the eye or art a question in those ravers minds. So go
gt yoursdf down and relax, Hedivy Starab. We ve tried this on amdlthings and one another and it does
work.” She started to leave, turned back. “But don't talk to Mithd. He needs to con-centrate and he
can't hide the sound of your voice.”

“I hear.” With an unhappy squint at the snake, Hedivy moved back to the trunk and settled on the
met beside the boy. He shivered but didn’'t move as Luhida s forked tongue flicked out, touching his face
and hair; after aminute he closed his eyes, leaned againg the trunk and tried willing himsdlf to deep.

An hour later Hedivy woke as he heard voices near the tree, cracked an eye and saw Kidin waking
past, a short broad man beside her dressed in black, every visble inch of his skin—even the scap of his
shaved head—tattooed in an intricate interlacing of symbols, each with its own color; his features seemed
to mdt and flow with each movement of his body. Tattooed in the same way but with a. different meld of
colors, atdler thinner man followed them, slent and grim.

“... dill weak,” Kidin said, “but he'sin his right mind and his appetite's come back. | haven't seen
him since early this morning, but | doubt the fever's returned.”

“Isor ign't, the Dahun demands to see him.”

“You will explain his condition to the Thomo and ....” The voice faded as they moved out of sght.
Hedivy closed his eyes again and settled to wait for the explo-sion.

A faint green mig crept through the trees; it had a fresh, dean amdl, unlike the dank mold-ridden air
that drifted off the swamp. Hedivy glanced a Mithdl.

The boy’ s eyes were wide; he reached out, took hold of Hedivy’ s thigh, his grip strong enough to be
panful. “Do you see it?’

“Yeh.” Hedivy kept hisvoice low, the word athread of sound which he, hoped was log in the rustle
of leaves overhead. “What isit?”

“Don’ know. It hasthefed of ...” The boy stroked the head of the serpent which had come down to
rest on his shoulder. “.. of her,” he said after a moment. “You know. Y our friend.”



Hedivy remembered then what Kidin had said, the trees were taking of Serroi; it'd sounded like
nonsense, but he couldn’t figure any other way they could’ ve heard about the Hedler. And peculiar things
did happen round that woman. And that green suff did have something .... “Yeh,” he said. “Her.”

“Ahwu, you' d best St back so | can strengthen the shidd to where it was.”

“Yeh.” A howl from the direction of the dinic hut. “Hear that? I'd say he's ticked about something,
wouldn’t you.”

Mithd grinned at him, then set afinger to hislips.

Hedivy nodded, leaned back and closed his eyes. That prokkin' snake was dill swaying there over
the boy’ s head and the less he looked & it, the less his ssomach churned.

Qilimen guards came racing from the swamp, driving their dugouts up onto the sandy sdes of the
idand. They swarmed over the idand, nosed into every possible hiding place as if some hollow or tree
branch would magicdly produce their quarry. Severd of them went gingely into the maze of secondary
trunks, shied at the snake, yeled at the boy weaving baskets and backed out again without coming close.
As the hunt continued, the hunters grew red-faced and their eyes glazed over, then one by one they sank
to the ground and lay there like logs.

Kidin came running. One of her eyes was nearly closed, a bruise darkening around it, another bruise
pur-pled her throat. When she spoke, her voice was hoarse. “Mithd, Hedivy, come. Everything's
changed. We're leaving here now.”

Mithd stroked the snake' s head, murmured to her.

Her tongue flicked out, touched his mouth, his ear, then she poured away, massve coils hifting with
the ease of water flowing.

Hedivy shivered again, came to his feet with an enor-mous feding of rdlief. The green I€ft the air with
the de-parture of that snake, though it dill had that amdl in it like mountain forests which he' d never much
liked. He was a lowland man and proud of it, though it was cer-tainly better than the miasma of the
swamp. He stretched, strolled from under the tree to stand looking down at one of the Qilimen guards.

The man's eyes were open, saring up from a mask of tattooing that covered his brow and the upper
part of his cheeks; his nose poked up pae and untouched, adding a touch of absurdity to a round plump
face.

“What bit im?You?’

“This” Kidin said, moving along thin hand in a closed double curve. “The green.”

He rasped a hand across his stubble. “1 thought it went away.”

“Ah. You don't see it?’

“Did. Don't now.”

“Hmm. While Mithd’ s shidd was working, | suspect. The green is dill with us, Hedivy Starab.” She
caught him by the wrigt. “Hurry. | don’t know how long we have.”

By the time they reached the beached dugouts, the other hostages had loaded them up and launched
them; there was a man sanding with a pole at the back of three of the canoes, Makaaya stood in the
fourth. Two women and a boy were seated among blanket rolls and lidded baskets, space left for
Hedivy, Kidin and Mithdl.

A few beats later and they were gliding off into the swamp, the polers working with easy, quick
thruds that propelled the dugouts with a speed and control that sur-prised Hedivy and gave hm some
hope they were actu-aly going to break loose.

Now and then when sunlight broke through the moss and leaves clotted overhead he saw something
like afant green serpent, a snuous length of colored light that seemed to beckon to him, but most of the
time he sat with his hands on his knees, saring ahead, willing the polers to get on with this, get them out
of here, onto solid ground where he could fed like a man, not a sack of mush being hauled dong by
someone e,

Two hours later they broke from the trees into clearer water, a reed swamp buzzing with insects, the
channels between the clumps of reeds nearly choked with bright red blooms floating on the water, huge
green pads with bright-eyed lizards jumping and darting about, eating those insects. The dugouts slowed.



The polers were tired and shoving through that mass of vegetation would have been difficult even if they
were fresh, but they worked thar way onward, firgt one then another taking the lead, pushing the plants
adde.

They hdd line with tenacity and a touch of desperation, guided by the green that Hedivy could no
longer see but knew must be there, struggling to get through this festure-less place before tharr guide left
them. On and on, lift and shove, bodies working like machines, the polers drove the boats. On and on ....

“Ahhhh” Makaaya s voice. She was in the lead with the lightest of the canoes. “It has gone” she
cried. “Gone” Kidin clapped her hands, the sound cutting sharply through the thick air. “La lee lah.” she
chanted.

Laleelah the others chanted.
Mayahlah

Yah kah thah

Ham' thee nah.

The chant went on and on.

The dugouts did on and on through the dumps of reed and water flowers.

On and on.

In the swamp behind them, drums started up.

Hoom hoom hoom. A steady best like a heart throb-bing. Hoorn hoom hoom.

At firg the sound was only a breath on the wind, but it grew louder and louder until it threstened to
drown the north-seek chant.

As the sun did behind the dark smudge of the swamp, the lead dugout rounded a reed idand and
broke into a river. The man poling it shouted a warning, fought his ca-noe around and shoved it dong the
bank urtil dl of the canoes were free of the swamp and there was an updant of solid ground to ther left.

Hedivy stood looking north at mountain peaks sketched in blue and white againg the blue of the sky.
“That’'s where we have to go?’

Kidin nodded. She stood beside him, stroking the bruises on her throat, purple and black with
streaks of red. “Those are the peaks of the ISsu Khat. The Forest lies on the far Sde of them. Once we
reach that, we'll be safe. Your friend is there”

Behind them the beat of the drums grew louder and more urgent. Kidin handed Hedivy the cane
she'd brought, then went to help unload the canoes.

>><<

The trees shivered as dryads were born into some of them, as fauns budded from the tips of
branches and dropped to the forest floor; out in the lake the water boiled and a head broke surface, a
woman's face with watergrass for hair, a twinned tail, the sections supple as eds, undulaing behind the
head, a Sren tranducent as glass, insubgtantid as a mirage. Water snakes came from the reeds and swam
in celebratory circles around her.

Adayr sumbled from the Forest, Honeydew fluttering above him. He saw the great serpent body,
saw the degp-ing heder in the lamia s arms, shouted, and ran toward her.

Thelamia shifted her grip on Serroi and thrust out a hand.

It was asiif she'd dapped him, dapped with enough force to throw him off his feet.

You leave her done, you. Serree din't do nothing to you. Go ‘way. You don't need to be here, go
‘way. Honeydew zipped up to the tree tops then dived at the snakewoman, her wings driving her as fast
as she'd ever gone, her lips curled back from her teeth, her tiny hands clawed.

The lamiaignored her, shifted her grip once more, and laid along forefinger on the eyespot throbbing
between Serroi’s brows. WAKE. IT ISENOUGH. WAKE, O

MOTHER

The glow faded, the flood of greenness stopped as if a tap had been turned. Serroi groaned, sghed
deeply, moved her hands. The lamia eased her onto her feet and steadied her while she emerged from the



drug and the Shaman’s deep spdl.

Adayr picked himsdf up and limped forward, Honey-dew spirding down to land on his shoulder.

The lamia amiled at them, eyes glowing with ferd laughter, then she nodded to Adlayr, dipped in a
kind of curtsy to Honeydew, and went glide-dither back into the shadow under the trees.

Out in the lake, the Sren keened a high note and sank benegath the water, the sMimming snakes diving
with her.

Serroi opened her eyes, swayed and put out a hand. “Gah. I'm weak as a kitten. Adlayr, give me a
hand, will you?’

When she was on her fet, she looked around at the pae folk who'd come running from the village,
a Adlayr, Honeydew. “ So. What' s been happening?’

>><<

Treshteny gasped and dropped to the ground, hudding into as compact a configuration as she could
manage with her long arms and legs. Her eyes were squeezed shut, but that wouldn't keep out the
memory of what she'd seen, the earth itsdf dissolving into unstable mig, as far as she could see. in every
direction. Chaos. No place to set her feet. Nothing the same from one bregth to the next.

“Change,” she moaned, “change change change ...

Her mind's eye saw ... exploded open and out out out farther than she'd ever looked, ahead and
before dl mixed, vison merging with vison, impossible to compre-hend it al, impossible to keep it in her
head except for short concrete things that tied in with this journey, she emptied her head in a spate of
words, emptying hersdf of the confuson so she wouldn't have to think about it when the premoaning fit
was done.

And it was done. At lagt it was done.

She cracked an eye, snapped it closed again.

The earth was 4ill flowing and dissolving, changing ... the change dowing a little so she fdt a throb in
it like the beeting of a heart and there were s0lid hits that kept their shape.

When she fdt her own hands begin to change, her body to dip and flow like the earth, she fainted.

The sky was cord and gold when she woke, the sun ared diver in the west. She lifted her head and
saw that they were moving dong a road beside a wide cand, no one ese in view, the cultivated fidds
beyond the road and the cand were empty except for a few pastures with graz-ers in them. The
manHorse was Horse again and she was tied on his back like a sack of grain. She wiggled around and
made some NOiSes.

Untied and on her feet, she looked back dong the road. The city was below the horizon behind
them, afant glow from the Sreetlights dill visble. The earth was solid again, though it pulsed with a life
force that wasn't there before; she could fed the energy coming up through her feet, coursing through her
vens “I'm hungry,” she said, an understatement of some magnitude; she wasn't merdy hungry, her body
was crying out for food.

Mama Charody wrinkled her face. “WEll stop a those trees up there; looks to me like a traveler's
rest. You want to wak or ride?’

“Oh, wak. Yes. | want to walk.” She stooped, undid her sandas, and took them off. For a moment
she stood, wriggling her toes in the dirt, feding her face flush with a pleasure she hadn’'t known before.
With a laugh, she snapped her fingers to Yea o, then went racing ahead with him, on fire with what the
earth was giving her.

Treshteny emptied her mug and sghed with satisfac-tion. “’ Twas a lovely medl, Charody. You have
away with solen greens” She giggled, leaned closer to thefire, letting its warmth play over her face.

“If I didn’t know better, I'd say you were drunk, Tresh-teny Fdladin.”

“Perhaps | am. Don't you fed it?’

“Zdra, if you put it like that, | do. What did you see?” Treshteny wrinkled her nose. “Too much. |
don’'t remember. Didn't you ligen?’



“Zdra, | did. For what good that was. Too much babble, too many words tumbling over each other.
Tdl me what you remember.”

Treshteny sghed. “Confuson. A terrible, insatiable yearning. | don't know who or what. But that
was on ev-erything like a bad samdl that gets into your house and you can't get it out. A war. People
fighting, heting, so much hate ....” She scrubbed a her mouth as if it were a taste on her lips “A fire
mountain and a sense of ending. Oh. And south. We have to keep going south. That's dl that stayed
behind.”

Charody glanced at Doby curled up in his blankets, degping. 1t'd been along day for dl of them and
he was only a boy; he'd bardy kept awake long enough to swd-low some supper. “War,” she said,
shook her head. “He' s had enough of that.”

“Shouldn’t you leave him with someone?’ Treshteny grimaced, stretched out her hand. “Pay no
atention to me, Charody. What do | know?’

“I would leave him, Seer. Were hislife a har different, I’d do that in a minute. Did you ever try to
nurse a bird with a broken wing? Nik? | suppose they wouldn't let you. Sometimes the body’s whole
before the mind's ready to fly.” After aminute she shrugged. “What comes, comes.”

21. Attacks

The sun was cracking the horizon in the east when the barge turned toward the levee where the Last
Tower stood, a burnt-out hulk starting to collapse in on itsdf. With Herec a her shoulder, watching to
see how wdl she'd learned, Sandlly swung the anchor up and dropped it overside. She amiled with
pleasure asit caught, then hurried to the, other sde for the second anchor as Greygen butted the barge's
bow into the soft mud of the levee.

Prah swung over, the rall and reached up for Mosec's youngest, a one-year-old who was crying and
cranky in the cold, dry morning air. None of them, children or adults, had gotten much deep this whole
trip.

He waked as Besah heped Feria over the ral, gave her the baby, then reached for the next
youngling.

Greygen stood beside Sangllly, his hand on her shoul-der, watching the line of walkers vanish over a
low rise, appear again on the next hillock. They turned and waved a last time, Mosec and Mdry, Prah
and Besah and the children, then moved into the trees dugtering over the lower dopes of the foothills

“Zdra, Sansy ...."

She made a face a him and moved to the windlass. “Let me know when you're ready.”

“You're sure?’

“I'm not sure of anything except | want to do this”

“Let me st thejib firg. WE I be taking it dow as we can.” He tried to amile at her, found the amile
coming more naurdly as she ostentatioudy spat on her hands and took hold of the pin. “Zhag deep and
cloud high,” he shouted, shook hisfig at the sky, then unwound the jib’'s halyard from its clegt.

Wadhimin's Chasm—a millennium and more ago on the orders of Marnhidda Bar, the Norid
Washimin had cut a canyon through the mountains, didng heartstone in a deep, double curve. Caught
between those dick stone wdls the water raced and roared in a demi-twilight, the sun too low to reach in
and touch it.

Sanglly stood in the bow singing a the top of her voice. Her words came to him broken on the wind,
but he heard the energy, excitement—joy—in them and knew what she was feding. This barey
controlled whirl through a dot in the earth was terrifying, but it boiled in his blood like bubbles in a
sparkling wine ..

Time passed. There was more light, then the light dimmed. His body ached, his ears had gone numb
with the noise, his eyes burned, but the exhilaration didn’'t go away.



Nijilic TheDom was low in the west, a fa crescent resting on a layer of clouds, when the barge did
from the canyon into a wider, dower stretch of water. Greygen eased toward the east bank, Sanslly
threw the anchors oversde and lowered the jib.

They leaned againgt the cabin and looked around at the dark shapes of the land, then they clutched a
each other and laughed till their Sides ached.

>><<

“Vdk to Mountain. Switch to scramble, now! Seykyn are out. Repeat, Seykyn are out. Go.”

“Noted, Vak. We passit on. Say about Cut-out. Go.”

“Stoppah hit the end of the supply train, collected hdf a dozen wagons, they’re coming your way
guarded by ten men, dong with the wounded not fit to ride. Five men so far, that' s dl. The numbers were
on our Sde. He's perched in the same spot with the rest of his men, waiting for the next shipment.
Throdd’ s looking over the second reserve force, the one with two hundred of the Taken, and when the
ground' s right, he’ s gaing after them. We have to know how the Taken fight, what we have to do to put
them down. Thisis eating power. Expect short reports from now on. And take care of the Marn! Out.”

>><<

Throdda eased away from the knot poking himin the back, seitling the longglasses again.

The Taken marched with easy drides across the tram-pled ground. They were dlent. There wasn't
any joking or the haf-serious grumbling he was used to from his men, but they weren't sheep. Swearing
because he' d expected to see a more mechanica movement, something clumsier, he lowered the glasses
and wiped a sweat that was burn-ing his eyes and fogging the lenses.

He cased the glasses, swung out of the crotch and went down the tree until he was hanging from the
lowest branch. He dropped to the ground and trotted to the hil-lock where his aides were due to mest
him.

“I counted three scouts, if you could cal them that.” Wedev jabbed the pointer a the map drawn in
the dirt. “Here. Here. Here.” Three dots a hand's width ahead of the circle representing the army. “Not
chovan, or Taken. Hired men from the look of them. Souchin’ in the saddle hdf adeep. ‘S clear they
don't expect trouble” He handed the stick to Vuthd who drew a line a the rear of the army, moved
back, and tapped aline of dots into the dirt.

“Supply wagons keep lagging behind.” Vuthd set the stick on his knees. “Lagt night it was a good
two hours after camp was set up that wagons got there. They’re gonna be even later today. Drivers are
Nov’'s enforcers, lazy notneys. Say we can hold the attack to mid-afternoon, we could probably take the
wagons without derting the forces ahead. Given no proggin foul-ups.” He thought a moment. “Or do the
amy fird, then take the wagons. Either way's good enough.” He handed the stick to the third man, son
of afarmer who'd grown up on the edge of Oskland. “Given a good lay of the land.”

Marud nodded. “Thisis how she goes. The Border country’s modtly the same as you al seen o far.
Hedge-rows and groves, land ralls a lot, some ravines, but not too many, some rock thrusts, not too
many athose. They keepin' to same line t' others took, same reasons, easest wakin' and there' s water
enough to keep 'em happy.”

He smoothed a space a double handspan ahead of the army circle, drew aline sraight east from the
crde “Say thisis a hdf day’s march on. Stone ridge here” He drew a second line danting awvay from
thefird. “Groves here, here, here and here” Dots from the stick forming a rhom-boid shape below the
ridge line. “Berryvine dl through them, thick, good cover for hob and jillik, this is Rodin huntin’ country,
why the vines an’t cleaned out. Rip you apart you tried to march through it, so they'll get squeezed an’
tal out some. We could maybe put some shooters in trees, but I'd keep them near the edges, orwise
they won't be able to move ether. Those vines they been growin’ for Maiden knows how long and they
got thorns could rip the hide off abull vos.” He drew along ova touching the ridge ling, put a smdl cirde
inthe far end of the ovd. “Thisis meadow, that other’s a bobri pond, lot of seepage from the dam so the
ground’s dry near the ridge and redlly mucky down Vother end.” He touched the west Sde of the oval.



“Brush, mostly hadank, miser-able suff, too low to give much cover and made to trap your foot, break
your leg. Some rock, sometal grass” He passed the stick to Throdd. “That’'sthe best lay | found and it
hasthisgoin’ for it, the rate they’re goin’, they’ll get there ‘bout 'n hour ‘fore sundown.”

Wedey scowled at the map. “Yeh, but we d be attackin® into the sun.”

Marud shrugged. “ Depends on how it's set up, where we hit’em a.”

Vutha nodded. “Say the scouts keep noddin’, we could have a force—waiting round behind one of
those groves, take ’emin the rear, same time snipers cut down on them from side, ‘nother force waitin’
there *hind that ridge, get "em from the front 'n Sde as they get mashed from that corridor "tween
groves”

Throdd scratched his chin with the point of the stick. “Theré' s two hundred plus Taken there, don't
know how they’re goin’ to jump. Could be dl two hundred turn and come at the men behind. Can't put
more n thirty-five, forty back there. If there’s no runnin’ room ....”

Masud took the stick, tapped the pond circle. “Need to stay away from this Sde, too mucky. He
tapped the firg of the southern groves on the south. “Ther€ s some brush, enough to give a little cover,
not enough to threaten a horse's legs or a maca’s. Rough ground, lots of rocks and some sand, but it's
dill faster going for rider than awalker. You could get round the grove, hit them from be-hind again, take
off, lead them down the channd into the meadow, cut off, and let the shooters on the ridge take over.”
He waved the stick over the scrawled map. “We' re gonnafind out how wel they shoot & movin' targets,
for sure, zdra, for sure”

The Taken in the reserve force kept to the beaten path Ieft by the firg two groups of men, marching
more dowly than they had in the morning, but moving steadily dong in that slence of theirs. When they
reached the firg of the groves in the rhomboid, the mounted commander yelled an order and they shifted
from ten abreast to five, making the change so smoothly it was like a dance, dmost with-out bresking
gride. With the commander riding at the head, the column began snaking past the grove.

A whigle

Shipers in the trees on ather sde started shooting. Riders came round the grove, sat their mounts
across the path, and shot.

Hit in the shoulder, the commander spurred his horse into a belly-to-the-earth run out of there. The
back ranks of the Taken who were dill on ther feet svung round, re-turned fire. Haf of these started
trotting toward the rid-ers, dropped to their knees after afew yards, and fired while the others caught up
with them and ran past in two files, leaving the middle open. They died and the Osklanders died, horses
and macain went down.

The front ranks moved forward at a trot, one man on each side of the column dropping to a knee and
raking the trees with return fire. When these were killed, others took their places.

A whigle

The riders collected the wounded and the dismounted, flesing round the trees and out of Sght.

The rearguard Taken swung round again and went trot-ting to join the others.

On the ridge Throda watched the wounded commander ride out onto the meadow, scat across it
and plunge into the brush. “Hadar, stop him. | don’t need to tak to him, so it don’'t matter how you do
it”

Hadar grinned, svung into the saddle. “That one, | won't even take his ear for amoking.” He
snapped afin-ger a the gtring of ears hanging from the horn, making them scrape across the saddle skirt.

“Thought | told y’' to put those away somewhere. | see’em again, you' re gonna be polishing so much
leather, you'll wear your tongue to bone. You hear, cousn?’

“l hear, cousin.” Haldar grinned again, sketched a sa-lute, and patted his maca into a low fast lope,
angling downdope to intercept the horse and rider.

The Taken came at a quick trot past the last of the southern groves. Their longguns were undung and



reedy to fire, but with no one shooting at them, they dowed as they hit the meadow, spread into their
usud formation and went marching dong the trampled ground left by the armies ahead of them.

Chewing on the whigtle, Throdal watched through his glasses as they emerged, his nogtrils flaring as
he spotted limps and blood splotches. Tongue dicking in the rhythm he'd learned as a herdsman in the
Harozh, he counted them off, grimaced at the result. Around thirty gone. There should have been more.
Proggin’ tight-fisted .... Won't give ammo for practice, what can y expect? He made a note to
commandeer any guns and anmunition as he could lay his hands on. Yeh, and send a man to Soppah
to say same. Mp. Stragglers out. Time to go.

He blew a long note on the whisle and grunted with satisfaction as he heard a spattering of shots
coming from the groves, followed a steadier crackle from the men stretched out on the ridge.

>><<

“Vdk here. Throdd withdrew from attack with fifteen dead, twenty-seven wounded, four serious
enough to send home with the supply wagons he collected from this lot. Five macain dead, three released
as unridable. Five horses dead, two wounded serioudy enough to be shot, four turned loose. Killed
seventy-one of the two hundred Taken, plus scouts and commander. Four horses and a scatter of
wespons seized. No prisoners.

“Taken are quick, maneuver fast and smooth—it’s like their heads are connected. Tdl Vedouce to
watch out for that. Can’t go for the leaders and expect to stop them that way. They will keep coming no
meaiter how badly they’'re wounded, dangerous if they’ve dill got a hand and hdf a working leg; head
shots are best, a chest shot might put them down, might not. Arteria hit, they tie on a tourni-quet and
keep coming. Anything ese, they ignore and keep coming. And they're better shots than we expected.
The best edge we have is speed. We're going to have to do a lot of hit and run. The corns are vitd.
Otherwise, we'll be fighting without any direction and hdf or more of what we do will be wasted. Saal
Tdking too much. Out.”

>><L

Leaving Zasya Myers by the door, watching warily, with Tinggil folowing dlently behind her, lute in
her hands, K’vestmilly VVos waked down the line of the wounded, touching them, siopping to tak to a
men here, aman there, taking a blinded man’s hand and letting him fed the growing bulge of her child.

“You fought for her,” she said and fdt the hand warm and trembling through the cloth of her robe.
“For dl that is to be.” She touched his cheek under the bandage, lad his hand on his chest, and moved
on.

When she'd greeted them dl, she stood in the doorway, Mask heavier than it had been snce the day
she put it on, though she was glad of it because they couldn’'t see what was on her face. “Tinggil,” she
st her hand on the sing-er’ s shoulder, “will Sng for you. Ask her for what you want to hear.”

AsK’vesmilly and her guard followed the nurse down the hall, she heard the firgt notes of “River of
Blood” and shuddered. “I hate that song,” she murmured.

The nurse smiled and patted the Marn’s am. “They love it because it' s their lives”

“I know.”

Vyzhanos Oram wiped a the sweat on his face, leav-ing behind stresks of printer's ink.
“Broadsheets” he said. “ Some of the paper Stoppah sent east. Pan Osk had it brought round, said you
sad we could use it better than him. Thanks”

K’vesmilly VVos unrolled the sheet, looked at the head-ing and amiled behind the Mask. “The Hungry
Eye?

He grinned. “Sees dll, knows dl, tdlsalot of it.” He looked & his hands, wiped them on the handiest
rag. “War news, names of the wounded, tributes to the dead, thisn that from the families recipes,
gossip, questions from the readers.” He sobered. “We put in a report about the Seykyn and a warning
not to try stopping them, just get the word back fast as possible. Ther€ll be a lot of eyes watching,
Marn. And you shouldn’t be waking about done like this. Not even herein the Hold.”



“So Osk tdls me. I'm not done. The mei€sin the hdl.” She sat the sheet down, watched it snap
back into a cylinder. “Each one of these you put out, send a copy to my office” She let her hands amile
for her. “Not to censor them, | trust your good sense, Poet. As | trusted your father. If I'm going to be
0 hemmed in | can’t move, I'll need something to break the monotony.”

* % %

K’vesmilly Vos stood & the window of her tower suite looking down over the chaos of the Hold
and the teeming dopes around it. There was a touch of sadness in her be-cause a amdl glow had died.
Vyzharnos was handsomer then ever with that black eye-patch giving him a rakish, do-down-the-devil
look, but the heat he/' d woke in her was dead as yesterday’s lunch. Nice man, reasonably in-tdligent, a
bit of a radicd and once this was over, the kind to make trouble for her. If the Seykyn didn’'t break
through, if Vedouce could hold back the Taken, if and if and if ....

Hedin, oh my Hes, | wish you were here. Did you know how bored | was going to be? Scared,
confused, driven, busy every minute, but bored, bored, bored! | need you. | need someone to talk
to without this proggin’ Mask. Dou-ble mask, ivory and custom. Mama, you were right. They need
the distance, they need the mystery ... they ... that’s everyone, all of them, even Osk. He rules this
place where his Family's been for Maiden knows how long, but even he needs the Mask and the
Marn. | can’t take the Mask off and just talk to him. Oskliveh! | miss your sharp mind, Hes, | miss
the arguments. | missyou ....

She dipped a handkerchief in a glass of water, patted her face. It was a midsummer afternoon, hot
and 4ill, the ar fdt used up, stde. High as she was, indde these thick stone walls, the heat was
oppressive. She didn't want to think about what it had to be like for those people outside the walls, living
under canvas. She moved impatiently, knocked the glass from the sl, squatted to pick it up.

A loud thunk.

She sguatted where she was, hand pressed againg her mouth, garing at the crossbow bolt sunk into
the soft wood of the calling.

>><<

The Dancer sat cross-legged on the dtar below the transformed statue, now the Glory amiling
benignly across the newly laid down mosaic of immolation, her arms outstretched in welcome.

Motylla stood in the ydlow cirde and scowled a him. “What you want?’

The pastoras who'd delivered her to the Temple gasped and dropped to their knees, banging their
foreheads on the stone.

The Dancer spoke. “Go. We wish to be aone with our servant.”

“Save” Moatylla growled. She' d gotten beyond caring about what she said when her mouth was her
own. No-body listened to her, so what did it matter?

The pastoras glided out, their soft chant lingering be-hind them. Kazim, O Glory, kazim.

“So what you want?’” Motylla clasped her hands behind her to hide their trembling, stood planted,
feet gpart, her short surdy body giff with defiance.

“Cometo us, our servant, commmme.”

“You want me, fetch me”

The Dancer did off the dtar and came toward her, the ydlow light flickering around him. When he
stood just outside the circle, she could see he was little more than a skin bag filled with bone and that
buttery light. “Give us your hands” he said. Hislips didn't move, his eyes weren't looking a her, weren't
looking at anything.

He s a puppet, she thought, with the light pulling his strings. He's dead. She swallowed, blinked,
then shuffled away until she reached the far Sde of the circle. When her hed touched the Slver ling, she
fdt a burning, a pain so intense she hesitated ...

and he was in the circle with her, arms snaking out, bony hands dosing tight on her shoulders ...

Shetried to scream ...

shetried to move, torun ....



the Glory closed around her, oozed into her filling her with pain, such pain ...
fire burning away what was left of will and being ....

Motylla-not looked down at the discarded husk, gri-maced, and stepped from the circle. A gesture
and the thing was ash, and dust on the drafts that blew across the floor. Pulling the Glory around her, she
climbed onto the dtar and summoned HER servants.

22. Fear

Chaya Willish heard the knock &t the front door, swore under her breath, and set the thread cone on
the table be-side the warping board. Ignoring the impatient thumps that followed, she wrote down the
number of turns she'd completed, wiped her hands, and smoothed her har be-fore she left the
workroom. She did not want company. She particularly did not want the company she suspected was
waiting on her doorstep, more neighbors come to preach at her.

“Unde Seko?’” She blinked, startled to see him amiling benignly at her, his wife behind him with two
of ther e-der daughters. She stepped aside, moved her am in the invitation arc, and said, “Be
welcome.”

When they were dl seated in her parlor, she said, “If you will permit, I'll put water on for cha.”

“No need, Chaya niece. Come and St. We have serious things to talk about.”

A cold knot forming in her ssomach, Chaya perched on a sraight backed chair, folded her hands in
her lap and waited.

“We have arranged a marriage for you, Chaya niece”

She drew along breath, tightened her fingers grip, said as mildly as she could manage, “1 am dready
prom-ised, Uncdle. You know that.”

“Thet clan-reft loser? Nonsense. Forget him.”

“He has found a new master and will be a master him-sdf within the year.”

“How do you know this, Chaya niece?’

“He has written it. | can show you the letter.”

“HE has written? Ahwu, | think we can dismiss that bit of brag. Nay, niece. We forbid you to think
of him any longer. Y ou will wed as we tdl you and your husband will be Shangwe Koxaye, clan Axara,
totem lewah, Grand Pastora of the Glory.”

“Nay,” she sad, fighting to keep her voice even. “I will not.” She knew the name, knew the man; he
was the one who'd led that inveson of the Weave Hal, he was the one ranting in the fam square, his
followers seated around him, echoing and adoring him. Sucking in more and more of the fam's people.
Not the Weavemidtress. The thought brought an easing in the diffness of her face. Iduna Yeka had
marched up to Koxaye and demanded compensation for the damage he'd done to the cloth in the
Weave Hdll, her voice riding over his, atracting a mutter-ing crowd outsde the ring of his converts. To
get rid of her, he snapped hisfingers and one of his handmaids passed over a purse. The Weavemistress
marched off to scowls and cheers and passed out the coin the next day to her weavers so they could pay
for missed quota.

Seko Willish kept taking as if Chaya had dreamed the words that came from her mouth. “The
Dadman has come to Glory, praise be to Glory, he will officiate a your wed-ding one month from this
day, Chaya niece. You will spend the month in preparation, readying yoursdf to greet your husband,
your cousins Kahlin and Lobyl will movein with you to help in the purifications and the gathering of your
goods for presentation to he who will be your lord and protector.” He leaned forward, a amile on his
face, but none a dl in eyes like gray pebbles. “We will do everything necessary, Chaya niece, it will be
our gift to you. Y ou will not need to leave this house until it istime to meet your husband before the ambo
of the Dol-man.”

The chill moved out from the knot in her middle, filling her with a dread so srong it drowned the
anger building in her. She passed her tongue across dry lips “I have a duty,” she managed findly. “As a



journeyman | have a quota of weave to fill; otherwise there will be fines and a dday in my release.”

Moon

“The Pastora Koxaye has been most generous. He has bought off this year’ s obligation. Any weaving
you do henceforth will be for your children and your man.”

“Though you have denied the tie, courtesy demands | write to Lavan and tdl him of this”

“There is no need. We gave a letter yesterday to a Wandermonk; it informs Lavan Isaddo that the
connection isto be severed and he is no longer welcome here”

How dare you! she screamed at him, but only in her mind. Seko Willish was dan head and she was
bound by his will unless she could cdl council and protest it. Ordi-narily she would, but now she was
afrad. How many of her kin would be Glory-taken? She didn't know, but from what she'd seen in the
fam, she hadn’'t much to hope from them. The Arbiters, she thought, get to Lavan and then to the
Arbiters and the Guildmistress. Until she could get away, better they didn’'t guess how much rage was
build-ing in her. She kept her eyes fixed on her hands and said nothing.

Seko Willish stood. “That is most proper, Chaya niece. Kahlin and Lobyl will stay with you now.
Phuza” he nodded at hiswife standing slent beside him, “will send their clothes and other supplies across
and,” he smiled again, again the amile did not touch his eyes, “doth for your wedding robes which you
will begin working on this evening. | will be by to see how far you've got this time tomorrow. Glory be
yours, Chaya niece” He waked out, hiswife tralling behind.

While Chaya began preparations for the evening medl, Kahlin and Lobyl went snooping through the
house, pry-ing into everything. She gritted her teeth as she heard them in her workroom, opening
drawers, knocking things about. They’d aways been jedlous of her: they were big, dumsy girls with
neither charm nor gifts to take the place of charm and she had a strong suspicion that Kahlin had a
passion for Lavan, though he never gave her any notice except to get away from her as quickly as he
could in courtesy when she came giggling over to him.

Chaya gtirred up the fire in the oven, set the casserole to heeting, and looked through the larder for
some grips of salt meet, noodles, cheese and dried herbs to stretch the amdl dinner she'd prepared for
hersdf, once more swearing under her breeth and apologizing to her father with every other word. She
didn’'t know how she was go-ing to stand it with that pair of jalors watching her every move—for she
hed no illuson as to why they were here.

They moved out of the workroom and went thudding upstairs. She scowled. They wouldn’'t invade
her bedroom, even they wouldn’t be that ....

A door opened. Bathroom. Ancther, Guestroom. She could hear their feet dumping about the room,
hear the thump of something fdling. Out again. She heard the board that dways squeaked outsde her
door. Heard the door open and feet going indde. “Bodj!” She went run-ning from the kitchen, fury
wiping away caculaion. The thought of that pair touching her things ....

As she reached the door, she heard them giggling. When she jerked it open, she saw Kahlin had
Lavan's letters and was dividing them with Lobyl.

“You skents, those are mine” She sprang across the room, tried to snatch the letters away.

It was an ugly fight, hair flying, teeth tearing, dawing fingernails, ebow rams, shrieks, screams. They
were big-ger, but she was angrier and more focused. She got the letters from them, went running from
the room. When she reached the kitchen, she thrugt them into the fire, went to the sink, and splashed
water on her face, then leaned on the cold stone, panting and crying.

She heard them moving around her bedroom, pulling drawers out, dropping them on the floor,
anashing her water carafe, throwing her books down, getting back a her by fouling her things She
looked at the noodles she had thought to fix for them and fdt like dashing them to the floor. She didn't.
It'd be as stupid as they were to take her anger out on slly noodles.

She opened the oven, took the cover off the casserole to let the crust brown, amiling tightly a the
good amdl filling the room. If they wanted supper, et them cook it themselves. They weren't guests, they
were meking that quite clear, so she saw no reason to treat them like guedts.

She st out an iron pot to cook the noodles, matches for the fire and moved the cod hod onto the



counter beside the pot grates where they couldn’'t missit, then went to the back garden to pick greensfor
asdad. It was clear what she had to do. Lull them for afew days, let them think she’'d bowed to the will
of the clanhead. Not meek, nay, they wouldn't expect that, that'd make them suspi-cious, but sarting the
dress and keeping her mouth shut around her cousins. Then find a horse and go south fagt as she could
manage. Look for Sekhaya on the way, but most of al get to Lavan and go with him to the Sanctuary
and the Arbiters. The betrothad had been done properly, the papers signed, it was sanctioned by her
father, with the proviso that Lavan have his Master’s papers be-fore the wedding took place. Didn't
maiter what Unde Seko and his lot did with the copies here, there were oth-ers a the Archives in
Mokadumise. With Lavan swore to a Master again, the Arbiters would have to deny this other marriage.
They’'d HAVE to. Stupid Koxaye, buying her year. 1t meant she wouldn't be an absconder when she
ran, there wouldn't be a blot on her record; that would certainly hep with the Arbiters.

She washed the greens, made a dressing for them, took the casserole from the oven, and sat to eat
her supper, ig-noring the crashes and other noises over her head.

>><<

Lavan looked out his window to see a boat tieng up a Casl’s landing. He leaned on the sll,
watching the barge-men heping two women ashore, wondering if it was an-other commission. One of the
women had white-streaked black hair and a long black cloak with a fur collar, the other was much
younger and more poorly dressed.

“Sffy!” Casl Kinugah went sumping across the yard, white hair fluttering in the breeze. He hugged
the older woman, then stepped back. “What you doin’ here? What about the kids, is there trouble?’

“No trouble. Can't | vigt my own father without some song and dance about it?’

“Nay, of course you can. You're looking marvelous, Sffy. Lifeistresting you well.”

“I've come to Glory, Fa. It's made a wonderful differ-ence. But well tak about that later.” She
looked over her shoulder. “ See that everything's there, then pay the men, Rudli.” She turned back. “You
sad you had a new ap-prentice, send him down to fetch the baggage in, will you, Fa?’

“He's a journeyman, Siffy. In his last days, so treat him like the Master helll be soon enough, you
heer?’

Her lips compressed in athin line, the woman nodded, then marched into the house.

Caal watched her go, his shoulders dumping.

Laven leaned out the window. “Magter, I'll be down in a minute. Be happy to help.”

Cadll looked up, his mustache spreading with his amile. “Thanks, Lav.”

Sffana Kinugah took againgt Lavan the minute she saw him. She treated him with icy courtesy and
worried a her father to get rid of him while she was trying to convince him to go home with her so she
could take care of him and his grandchildren would get to know him. The house was filled with tension,
Casl turned cranky, sngpping a Lavan every time he opened his mouth, tdling his daugh-ter to leave him
done and let im make up his own mind.

“Show me that thing.” Cadl coughed, dearing his throat, blew his nose, then jabbed a knobby finger
a therall of parchment that hed Lavan's sketches for his mas-terwork. His rheumatism was worse and
he was garting to have trouble breething; he looked twice as old as he had when he opened the door to
Lavan that firs day.

After Lavan unrolled the parchment, the old man stud-ied the newest of the desgns, made since
Laven had started work with him, awide armlet pierced and hinged. He tapped it with a iff finger. “This
isgood. You ready to start?’

“| could do the projections, | don't have the materids.”

“Light the lamp and come over here”

Casl led Lavan to the strongroom, unlocked it, and went ingde to unlock the inner drawers. He was
out again by the time Lavan had the lamp going and reached the door.
“Go in, choose what you'll need—gems, gold and sl-ver.”



“l can't pay ....”

“Don’'t matter. I'll worry about that when there's time for it. Hurry, | want this done before she gets
back.”

Lavan went in without saying anything more there was nothing he could say that wouldn't make the
old man fed worse.

He st his choices on the workbench, alarge black opal, two smdler emerads, two plates of gold, a
coil of fine dlver wire.

Casl nodded. “Good. You dways had a good eye for color. Here's what it's about, Lav. Sffy ian't
goin' to leave without me and the way things are now,” he shook his head, “ahwu, ‘tis't goin’ to get
better. Put your other projects aside, I'|| finish them, give me an excuse to hang on Sffy’s like her Ma, a
good eye for the coin, she ll ease when | tdl her if they don't get finished, | have to—pay back the fees.
You concentrate on your masterwork. | han't got a doubt you can make it good, Lav. I'll send for the
Guild vauer, ‘s a good thing Bokivada's so close, and well have you a Master's papers before the
month is out. You got anything to say?’

Lavan shook his head.

“Then you get busy on it now.” He closed his hand over. Lavan’s shoulder, squeezed hard, then went
to close the locks on the strongroom.

The next days Lavan spent in the workroom, eating at the bench, leaving only when his bladder
forced him, degping when he couldn’t keep his eyes open. Perhaps because of the pressure and the
hurry, perhaps in spite of it, the gold yidded to his tools like a cat to a caressing hand, the slver inlay
flowed with a grace he'd never managed before. On the thirteenth day, he gave the amlet a last polish,
&t it on the viewdoth, and knew he'd never done anything as good before, perhaps never would again.

He looked at it a moment, stretched and yawned, sud-denly so tired he could scarcely keep his eyes
open. It was dill mid-afternoon, but he left the workroom, went upgtairs, and fdl into bed.

Casl Kinugah set the armlet on a viewing stand in the light pouring through one of the workroom
windows, waked round it for an overview, then took it, ran his thumb dong the nearly invisble line
where it was hinged, opened it, holding it close to his ear, ingpected the dide cover of the tiny hinges,
went over every inch of inlay, the satting of the jewels, weighed it in his hands, judging the balance.

He st the armlet back on the stand and stood contem-plating it for a moment longer, then he turned
to face Lavan. “It isworthy.”

Lavan began breething again; despite Casll’s good will and encouragement, the old man was an atist
and he would never betray that. “And now?’

“Now | go into town, see the Vauer, get the paperwork started. Tomorrow you put on your best
and we'll go swear the oath.”

“Master, | ....”

“Hush, lad. Y ou've had a hard time, but you' ve come through. While I'm in town, finish the wedding
bracelets, see the cistern’s pumped, it was gurgling last time | washed up. If m' daughter wants anything,
do ‘t for her, favor to me. I'd like some peace about the house for awhile”

The night after Lavan was ceatified Master, Sffana Kinugah by her father’s command made for
Lavan Isaddo a celebratory dinner. It was aslent one. Lavan was ill dazed by the suddenness of it dl,
Sffanawas annoyed, Casl Kinugah was merdy tired.

“Ahhh, that was a fine med, Sffy, you've got your mother’s touch with a bird.” Casl Kinugah
patted his mustache with the ngpkin, laid it beside his plate. “Master Lavan,” his eyes twinkled as he put
alight stress on the master “will you walk to the landing with me?’

“Cetanly, Master Casll.” Lavan's voice was hoarse, but this wasn't the moment for dearing his
throat, Sffana Kinugah's mouth was a blue line again and it wouldn't take much for her to start digging at



him.

They waked in slence through the back yard and down the path to the river landing. Casll leaned on
a bitt and stroked his mustache, frowning at the moonlit water. After a minute he said, “Lav, I've done
something you're not going to like”

“Withwhat | oweyou ....”

“Nay nay, forget that. We ve got on wdl, haven't we?’

“Yes. From the beginning.”

“Never had—a son. Had apprentices. You're the best of the lot, you know that?’

“Nay. Thanks”

“You don't thank a man for tdling the truth. The day | had you dart the masterwork ... ahwu,
something hap-pened. A Wandermonk came by. You were out back deaning the stable, so you didn't
see him. He gave methis” Casll thrugt his hand ingde his shirt, brought out a packet; it'd been opened,
stuck shut again with a patch of new wax. “It was for you, but | opened it. Nay, wait, it's not from your
Chaya, the sender’ s nameis Seko Willish. | saw that and had a bad feding, so | broke the sedl and read
it. ‘“Fore | giveit to you, | want you to understand why | did what | did. Tonight I'm going to tdl Sffy Ill
go with her. 1t'smy grandkids, I've got to try ... ahwu, that’s not your business. | knew you'd want to be
off and | thought you should have your Master’s certificate fird.” He held out the letter. “ Before you read
it, let me say this From what you' ve told me about your Chap, if thisis what she wanted, she' d write you
hersdf. Go secretly, Lavan, and if she's being coerced, break her loose and bring her here. | put the
house in your name when | was getting the amlet vaued; there's no way I'll be back so you might as
wdl haveit. | don’'t know how much good it'll do, the way things seem to be going, but Hubawern is dill
afree town and with the river here, you'll have more choices than you would inland.”

>><<

As Joma went jogging dong the meandering road, Sekhaya lifted her feet onto the splashboard and
leaned back, happier than she’d been in days, though that didn’'t say much. Shillafam had welcomed her
as it dways had, though the Domen was surprised to see her back so soon. There were a few
households where the doors were shut againgt her, but nothing like the fear and hodtility in the fams on the
other arc. “What's going on, Joma, old friend? What’ s hgppening to us? And why hasn't some-one done
something.” She laughed as his ears twitched. “Y ou're right, old friend. Who would do it and what would
they do?”’

She'd read about other lands, places with kings or some kind of centrd rule, but she didn't redly
understand why the people dlowed such a thing to happen. Shimzeys wouldn't go for that. Maybe
Qilimen, but who knew about them? Right now, though, it'd be nice to have someone who could take a
look a what was hgppening and say this has got to stop and then go ahead and make it stop. She
thought about that a while, wrinkled her nose, and shook her head. One of those cures that’s worse then
the disease. “Ahwu, Joma friend, we ll stop and see how Chaya' s getting dong, then | think we head for
Mokadumise and Arbiter’ s Hall.”

She laughed a his twitching ears. “Ahwu, 1 know, Jommy. Heat and bugs and grass and scamars
lying in wait.” She pushed swesty hair off her face, Sghed. “Maybe that man was right, maybe we won't
even bother with the Arbiters, just rall cross Sedli Pass into the Sendle, | don't know anyone there, but |
can't livethisway.”

“Sekhaya Kawin.” The woman stood close to the hedge where it opened on a narrow lane, shadow
fdling across her face. “Turnin here. Quickly.”

“Bditha?’

“Yes. Hurry, will you? If anyone seesus ....”

Swearing, Sekhaya backed Joma a few steps, then turned him into the path. There was barely
enough room for the caravan between the overgrown hedges. She pulled him up, waited until Bditha
climbed up beside her, then started him moving at a dow walk. “Just keep go-ing?’

“My houseis by those trees up there. WE I go there”



“They’ve taken over here, too?’

“Not completely. In town, yes. If Brabby hadn’'t seen you and told me, awu ....”

“It' s hardly been amonth.”

“l don’t know how they do it, it's like kujuna fever when it son a rall. Firg there's one, maybe two,
then the whole place goes. Stop a minute. Let me down and I'll get the gate. Keegp on going round the
back of the house. Brabby’s waiting, helll get feed and water for your horse. You come on into the
house, there's something | have to show you.”

The room was dark and prickly with the amdl of salves and infusons. Bditha led her in, eased back
acurtan to let leaf-dappled light play on the face of the degping woman. “1 gave her futhong so she could
get rest and for-get what happened a little while” She spoke in a low murmur. Even so, Chaya tirred;
she didn’t wake, but the hand outside the blanket tightened, then loosened again. “She was raped and
beaten, left in a ditch. No serious hurts, not on her body. Her mind, ahwu, we'll have to see.”

Sekhaya took the wridt, checked Chaya's pulse, probed her body as gently as she could. She
graightened and fol-lowed Bditha from the room.

Bdithafilled a cup with hot strong cha and pushed it across the table. “It was thieves. They took her
horse and anything ese that might bring some coin. The man who found her laid her a my door and took
off. She said it wasn't him, they threw her in a ditch and ran when he came.”

“When?’

“She sad it happened just before it got dark yesterday. | washed her, put her in one of my
nightgowns and got some soup down her. She was hdf starved, been riding for days, too afraid to go
near fams or farm houses, so she was out of food and worn to a nub. Something else, she was fusing
hersdlf about getting pregnant, wouldn't rest, so | gave her kawiss, sat with her till | was sure she'd
hendle it, gave her the second dose this morning. 1I'd meant to put her to deep, but with the kawiss |
couldn’'t. So | held her, sang to her like she was a baby. A bad night, but we got through it. Ahwu ahwu,
whet the world is coming to.”

“Why was she running? Did she tdl you?’

“Clan head was forcing a marriage on her. Some Mucky in Glory. Cousins in the house acting like
jalors, Unde over to make sure she stayed put. So she ran, soon’s she could. Packed some food, stole
ahorse, and took off; she was going to find Lavan and gppedl to the Arbiters. Ahwu ahwu, Sekha, I'm
glad to see you. She stays here much longer, I'll have the Peacers on my back.”

Sekhaya nodded. She sipped a the cha, pushed the cup across for a refill. “Bela, | thought Cekers
were content with the way things were, it dways seemed that way when | went my rounds. Of course, |
never spend much timein one place, not enough to get to know that many people. What did | miss?’

“I redly don't know, Sekha. Folk round here, they're getting something out of those Glory
meetings. They're bored, | think. Restless. There's something missng and they don't know what it is.
They go, they get churned up and it feds good, and they go back to get that feding again and by then
they're Taken. I'm afrad of it, Sekha. I'm afraid if | went, it'd Take me, too. I've got my share of that
restiessness”

“What are you going to do?’

“The Forest, if it gets too bad round here. Some Hdahi came here when Manzi died. You
remember, the girl whose baby died.” She sghed, drank some cha, wrin-kled her nose because it had
gone cold. “That was aweek after you left. They took her body away, Ieft me a passthrough token, said
if 1 needed sanctuary, I'd be wel-come. Said the trees don't like Glory and won't let it in.” She got to her
feet, emptied the cup into the SNk, and set more water to boil. She stopped by the snk on her way back
to the table, looked out the window above it, and went Hiff. “Sekhaya, get your name-child, take her to
your van. Hurry. Brabby’s just Sgned me the Peacers are coming.”

A thin, nervous boy was waiting by the back door, dressed in dark clothes with heavy legther gloves
on his hands. He glided into the grove at the back of the house, leaving her to follow as she chose.



He took her to atanglein the middle of the grove, a mix of bushy sgplings and old blackthorn vines.
Some of those vines were planted in shdlow boxes; he dragged them aside to make a path she could
cary her burden through, hurried ahead of her to show her where the van was. Siill not spesking, he
helped her get Chayainside.

The jolting had broken through the effect of the drug-ged infuson; Chaya was sarting to wake, to
make sounds. That bothered the boy. He chewed his lip, glanced a Joma who stood drowsing over a
water bucket and pile of corn, then up at Sekhaya crouching in the back door of the van. “The Peacers
are riding macs. He won't whicker a them, will he?’

“Any horses around?’

He shook his head. * Farmers have modly vezen. Don't eat so much. I’ ve got to go. You better keep
her quiet. They'll be out here sniffin’ round, but the thorns should keep em off.” He amiled a her
suddenly, touched his hand to his brow, and hurried off.

Sekhaya pulled the door shut, eased past the pdlet, set-tled hersdf, and took Chaya's head in her
lgp; gently stroking the girl’ s face she sang a child’s nonsense song in a whisper, a song she used to Sng
to tadling Chay to make her giggle. “Old man bagpipe, helive 'n a hole, trinkee trankee hoot a hoot, eat
his meset in a bambee rall, kinkee kankee toot tee toot ....” As the song went on and on, she fdt Chaya
relax and drop back into the futhong deep.

Sometime later she heard voices, diffened when she fdt the van dhift as Joma moved restlesdy. He
dayed quiet so she relaxed a little. She couldn’'t make out the words, but she recognized Brabba's
voice from the sound of it, he was being very palite. This is loathsome, teaching our children to lie.
Ahwu, where's it going to end?

The voices faded.

She sat in the darkness indde the van, ligening to Chaya breathe and waiting for word she could
move.

>><L

In the anteroom outside the High Meeting Room of the Scrivener’s Hal. Hibayd Bebek sat rigidy
erect, ignor-ing the others cdled to wait here with him. He wore his newest black trousers and tunic, had
his hair smoothed tight to his head; his only ornament was the slver sedl ring on hisleft hand.

The Guild masters and mistresses were ingde, an ex-traordinary meeting cdled to chew over the
inroads of the Glory and to decide what to do about it. Bebek knew dl about it; the Guildmagter of the
Siveramiths had the dis-cretion of a soring flood and spilled the agenda into the ear of his Aide, a
‘brandy brother’ won secretly to the Glory.

“Master Bebek.”

Hibaya Bebek stood, shook the creases from his trou-sers, and followed the page into the Mesting
Room.

The revolving presidency of the Guildmasters had fdlen on the shoulders of Eleni Luska of the
Weavers. She sat a the head of the long, ornate table, the others ranged aong the sides. The page took
Bebek to the foot of the table, then Ieft the room through a side door.

Luska leaned forward. She was a big woman with wide shoulders and strong square hands, her
abundant white hair was braided and woven into a crown atop her head, increesing her force though she
didn't need it. She spoke dowly, her deep, mdlow voice soft and confiding, meant to draw him in and
make him complicitous. “Mas-ter Bebek, this is an inquiry into the cult that seems to be taking over our
land. Since you are involved in the build-ing of what looks to be its motherhouse, we will be interested to
know what you can tdl us about the organi-zation.”

He rested his fingertips on the table, set himsdf to be grave and austere, the incorruptible that his
reputation made him. “I am ah disturbed by the ah implication that 1 should be willing to discuss my
dients affairs without first gaining their consent.”

“Thisis a Guild matter, Master Bebek. If you require it, | will direct your Guildmaster to ask the
questions”

He contemplated his reflection in the polished wood, his mouth set in a stern line to hide his



enjoyment of the scene. When he had his voice in order, he raised his head. “Tha ah will not be
necessary. | do not ah ap-prove of convenient fictions” He cleared his throat. “Although | can tdl you
very little, | fear. | am merdy the agent selected to handle the matter of acquiring the land, recording the
deed, and obtaining the building per-mits from the dan that holds the digtrict where the edi-fice is to be
erected. Further, | was to sdect the builder and oversee the process so the dient will be given ful
measure for his money. | was, of course, informed as to the nature of the building. It is indeed to be chief
among the Houses of Glory. The reason this information was provided is smple, it was necessary for the
choogng of the proper builder and indructing him in what would be required of him. The sole contact |
have had with the ah cult is through the man who approached me and who is providing the funds as
needed for the congtruction and andillary matters.”

“Andthismanis....”

“Nachd Cazuko, dan Uzach, totem windhover, guild papermakers.”

“Have you any further information about the cult?’

“l have none. As to the physicd representations that will be present in the finished structure, | have
scae drawings and notes which | will show to any accredited representative of this board. | prefer that
these do not leave my strongroom, but will bow to the decision of the board.”

Hen Luska nodded. “We thank you for your frank-ness, Master Bebek. Sometime later this
afternoon | will come mysdf to view these materids. You are quite right to limit the exposure of your
dients and your business. Good day.”

Hibayd Bebek bowed, turned, and waked from the room, holding himsdf rigidy erect so the
laughter fizzing in his blood would not burst out and betray him.

23. Circles and Southings

Serroi reached for the chamug, jumped as a crooked wire of green lightning snapped from the mug
to her finger. She grasped the mug firmly and sipped at the cha while she listened to the argument going
on between Ligebemdah and Adlayr. The gyes wanted to go after the hostages, get them out, and then
go looking for Hedivy who was somewhere in Qilifund. Ligebemalah kept say-ing, no no, you'll get them
dl killed and yoursdlf, too.

Honeydew perched on the knob on the cha pot’s lid, wings waving dowly back and forth as she
looked from face to face, her black eyes sparking with impatience.

As Saroi set the mug down, the side of her hand brushed the table and the wire lightning zapped her
agan. “Saal Tha does it.” She banged the cup on the table, glared as the others turned to face her.
“You're butting heads and getting nowhere. | want to know things I’'m not hearing. One. Where are
they? Two. How do you know and how sure are you tha your knowledge is accurate? Three. Why
haven't you sent a force to fetch them back? Four. Are you ordered to keep meindde the Forest, or are
you smply forbidden to let me return to the coast? If | crossed the mountains into Qilifund, would that be
taken as negating the agreement? Five. Have you received any orders about Adlayr and Honeydew? Six.
If so, what do you intend to do about it?’ Ignoring the prickles of force, she dapped a hand on the table.
“Give me answers. Short and to the point, please.”

Ligebemalah scowled a her. “You have no understanding of our lives, Heder. Short and to the
point, pah! A short answer is a lie because it ignores too much. And what right have you to order us
about?’

“I might ask what right have you to keep us prisoners? | won't because you can’'t. Not now.” She
brushed her hand across the smooth polished tabletop, then lifted it a few inches and hdd it, watching the
wires of lightning snap between her pdm and the wood, then dapped it down with a sharp cracking
sound. “I'm not sure what would happen if you laid hands on me, but | don’t recom-mend it. Answver
me, if you please.”

Adlayr Ryan-Turriy got to hisfeet and moved to stand behind Serroi, arms crossed, waiting.

Ligebemaah stood, bowed to Serroi and |eft.

Adlayr stretched, grinned at Serroi. “ Started some-thing.”



“Maybe”

“Think you'll get your answers?’

“At the moment, | don’t redly care. I'm tired of this place, this business. | want to find Hedivy, drag
some an-swers from his sources, and kick off from this miserable idand.” She pushed back her chair,
looked round the room. “Tsaal Pretty prison, but prison Hill.” She charged out the door and went to
gtand on the shelf behind the house, leaning on the rall and looking across the lake.

Honeydew fluttered out, perched on a post, kicking her heds againg the wood. Serry got lots and
lots of childingsthistime.

| suppose s0. She Sighed. I’'m beginning to fed like a pregnant squid.

Honeydew giggled and winked at the Sren who'd sur-faced out in the middle of the lake and was
svimming about, crooning to the water snakes wriggling around her. We going into Qilifund?

Oh, yes. I'll ride this out a while longer because it'd be better to go with agreement than
without, but Hedivy’'s ours and I’'m not going to let a clutch of wizards or what-ever do away with
him.

Adayr leaned out the door. “H€E s back, Serroi.”

* % %

Ligebemdah sat on the bench, hands resing on his knees. “We have agreed to answer your
questions, Hedler. Insofar as we are able”

“Yes?” She wasn't going to relax the pressure until she actudly got answers she thought were
reasonably accu-rate.

“One. Our people are on an idand in the Grand Swamp, not far from the mountains. Two. The trees
have told us. You of dl people will know the worth of that. Three. While we can hear the trees in
Qilifund, our ties are to the Forest, we don’t know whether our defenses would work on the far sde of
the mountains. We are not fighters, we live in balance with our people and our home; if there are
disputes, the Haathi Arbiter holds a talk circle urtil the problem is worked out. Qilimen ded in death
every day. Four. We were told to keep you insde the Forest until someone came to collect you. It is
possi-ble we might stretch the definition of Forest to indude trees on the far Sde of the mountains,
however, dl equi-vocation would have to end at the edge of the Swamp. Five. No one has said anything
about the Change man or the Sprite. Six. Y ou're right, we can’t condrain you, we can only ask that you
do not endanger our Dreamers.” He fixed accusing eyes on her and when he spoke again his voice was
heavy and filled with implication. “Who are as much your children, Hedler, as the dryads, fauns, and
oth-ers who have come divein our Forest. The trees tdl usit was your coming thet woke the Dreams in
them.” He folded his hands. “All that is inadequate, truth lost with what has been stripped from the bare
Satements.”

“At the moment I'm not interested in truth however de-fined.” Serroi’s irritation sharpened her voice
and put more bite in her words. “That’s an argument that would use up both my lifetimes without getting
anywhere” Honeydew fluttered over to her, landed on her shoulder, and patted her, her tiny hand
tickling like afly on the cheek. Serroi smiled, comforted, and spoke more se-dately, but with no less
determination. “We re going to Qilifund to retrieve a companion the Qilimen have as prisoner. Will you
help or hinder us?’ She managed an-other amile. “Or ignore us”

Ligebemdah’s pale eyes moved to Adlayr then back to Serroi. “Let im go. You stay here”

“Nay. There's been too much scattering. | won't let it happen again.”

The blood rose in the Hdathi’s face and he wouldn't meet her eyes. He was slent a moment, then
got to hisfeet. “We will take the third road,” he said and |eft the

MOM.

Ldeis came an hour after sundown. “I was hoping you'd be awake,” she murmured when Serroi
opened to her knock. “Look, Heder, our crowd' |l be with the others tomorrow, we have to, you know.
I’d go with you if | could, spite of them, but if any of us sets foot on the far Sde of the mountain, the
Qilimenwill know it and that’s baaad. Tobenjo did amap for you, Kanta-re and Sdda-ma have got the



gyes wespons and quff from where the jawin hid it, and we collected food and like that. We had to
snesK it, the jawin would' ve stopped us if they knew.” She frowned. “They know something they’re not
taking about. You can see it in the way they look a each other.” She shook her head. “Don’'t know.
Doesn't matter, | sup-pose. Kanta-re and Sada-mai will mark the trail you should take and cache the
thingsdong it. The map’s just for in case something weird happens.” She caught hold of Serroi’s hand,
her eyes filled with tears. “My mother is with the Dreamers, Hedler. Be careful, please. And bring her
back to us”

The sun was not yet vishle over the treetops and dew was dill beading every surface when Serroi
and Adlayr left the house and waked into the village, Honeydew perched on the gyes shoulder, one tiny
hend dutching at his braid. The Haathi they met turned their backs and stopped talking. Near the edge of
the trees Lde-is was waiting to see them leave. She turned her back like the others, but her fingers were
twidding behind her, atiny wave of farewel and good fortune.

The Forest was open and filled with greenish light from the sun filtering through the canopy—and
slent, the only sounds the fant rustle in needles on branches a good fifty feet over their heads. No
birdsong, no barks and squedls from small-lives. Nothing.

Adayr tapped Serroi’s shoulder, pointed a a white blotch dearly vishle agang the smooth
red-brown bark of one of the giants, a bit of papyrus glued to the trunk to mark trall for them. After a
few more steps they could see another glimmer of white at the edge of vishility. Though the ground was
dready tilting up, the going was easy, but more than a little eerie because of the slence and the sense of
waiting.

That slence stayed with them till long past noon, when they were wel into the mountains. As she
walked, Serroi kept wating for the Fetch to brush againg her, cdl to her, do something, anything.
Nothing. No sense of Its presence. That should have been comforting, instead it left her in-creasingly
unessy, wondering what it was she didn’t know.

>><<

As the day darkened toward night, one of the men strode ahead of Hedivy and the rest of the
Haathi, break-ing way through the talgrass, stirring up swarms of biters and thumping the ground with his
gt to chase off the snakes and vermin that nested in there. Makalaya and the other two men followed
him, widening the path. Kidin walked beside Hedivy, keeping an eye on hisleg and how he was handling
it. When he tried to move faster, she wrapped her hand around hisarm and pulled him back as if he were
afractious horse she was keegping under control. He glowered at his feet, ground his teeth as he stumped
and sivung aong, grimly fighting off the weak-ness the fever had left in his muscles and the growing pain
from histhigh.

TheDom was up early and broad enough yet to light the way for them, so they went on without
sopping after the sun went down, squeezing as much distance from the day as they could. Then the
clouds began thickening across the moon’s face and Kidin cdled a hdlt.

The Hdahi Dreamers tugged Hedivy into the middle of the patch they’d trampled in the grass, made
hm gt on blankets and not touch the earth, then they danced in a circle round him, hand in hand,
whispering words that fdl into his ears and out again without any pause between.

At asgnd he didn't catch, they broke apart and Kidin came to poke hisleg.

“What was that about?’

“We don’'t want vigtorsin the night.”

“If you could do that, thenwhy ...7"

“Why were we prisoners?’

“Yeh”

“It'sa subtle thing, Hedivy Starab. In the beginning they surprised us, after that they stayed too close.
Take your trousers down, | want to see the wound.”

“It' sfine, you don't have to fuss”



She flicked a finger a his hand, ginging him alittle. “Don’'t play the fool with me, foreign man. Or
with your-sdif.”

Hismouth in agrim line, he unlaced the fly and did the trousers over his hip, pushing the dloth down
to un-cover the puckered puncture wound

She touched it lightly. “Hest. | was afraid of that.” He grunted as she drove her thumb into the muscle
around the wound and hit a sore spot.

“Not as bad as it might be. I'll have afomentation ready in little while. You won't like it, it's going to
be very hot. You can pull that up now, if it makes you fed better.” She moved away and stood in a
huddle with Makalaya and the other women.

Mithdl left the boys and came to squat beside Hedivy. He didn't say anything, just watched Hedivy
lace up hisfly and shake his shirt down.

Hedivy scowled at him. “Huh?’

“Where you from?’

“Zemyadd.”

“Where s that?’

“North a here”

“You don’'t talk much.”

“Nothin’ to say, why tak.”

“l never been out of the Forest. Tdl me ‘bout the Zem ... Zem ... that.”

“Léeft it when | was younger’ n you. Farms and such.” Mithd blinked a him. “How come you went?’

“My business”

“Oh. Sorry. Where' d you go?’

Hedivy bent his knee, drew hisleg up, sraightened it, repeated the actions, working out the stiffness
that had come back when he stopped moving. “City,” he said. “Dander.”

Mithd moved his lips sde to side, wiggled his brows. “I've never seen a city,” he said findly. “Tdl
me ‘bout it.”

“Lots of people, lots of noise. Get hungry a lot. Get beat up till you big enough to do the besatin’
yourself.”

Mithd made more faces as he consdered this, but be-fore he could ask anything ese, Kidin was
back with a seaming bucket. “Y ou go tend soup a while, young Mith, and let the questions rest.”

Kidin used a short stick to bring a seaming clot of rag, stewed leaves, and less identifiable dop from
the bucket; when she dapped the mush over the wound, Hedivy clamped his teeth together and stared
past her at tufts of grass seed black againg the sky.

She chuckled. “Oh, yes, you're a tough one. No doubt about that.” She used another rag to bind the
poultice in place. “Makaaya, time”

The younger Hdahi brought hm a mug of something that smelled like the mess on hisleg. “It’'s for
the poison in your blood,” she said, “like the poultice was for the flesh.”

He took it and kept staring at the grass while he gulped the noxious liquid down.

Makdaya smiled a him. “Good,” she said. She took the mug and handed him atwig thet smelled like
liquo-rice. “Chew on that awhilg, it'll take the taste away.”

The drums Started again.

Two of the men kndlt, facing each other, eyes closed, heads bent and touching; Kidin and Makaaya
kndt aso, facing each other, hands moving in swift curvilinear ges-tures.

Hedivy spat out frayed twig divers, wiped his mouth. “What's thet for?”

Mithd scratched his nose. “Lookin’ for us. They know we around somewhere, just not where.”

“And them?’

“They nudging the phthatha away from us” Mithd picked up a bit of fluff from a seedhead, blew it
off hisfingers, blew again and sent it arching toward the grass. “ Softly softly, no-bo-dy fed athing.”

Hedivy grunted, picked up hisbowl again and scrapped out the lagt of the tuber stew. He'd had time



to think and wasn't happy about any of this; they didn't have a weapon among them except a chipped
stone knife one of the men had produced. He drained the juice from the bowl, took a drink from his
watersac. Deadhead, you didn't even think of collecting the guards guns and bring-ing them
along. Proggin’ jekker, that you, worse than Turkl the Peabrain. He cleared his throat, spat. Zdra,
must a been that proggin snake took m' mind off m' busi-ness.

A worm of suspicion turned in his mind when he looked at these woadlly heads, a suspicion that said it
was them, they didn't want the guns dong so they didn't let him think about them. He watched the
Hdahi intently, was so short with his answers to Mithd’s endless ques-tions that the boy went off, and
findly curled in his blan-kets to snatch what deep he could.

After afew hours into the next day, they’d Ieft the grass. The land began risng more sharply, dumps
of trees and brush mixed with areas of thick groundcover, some vines, some of it short giff grass with
spines that could cut like needles. Now and then he heard the drums again, but there was a questioning
note in them asif they’d logt focus. He dug his fingers in the incipient beard that was collecting dust and
itching like five days bad luck. Proggin’ magic.

By nightfal they werein the fringe of aforest, trees dl round them.

Kidin, probed around the pink, puckered scar. “No hest, good. Does this hurt?’

“No.”

“Ahwu, you haven't done yoursdlf damage this day. Tomorrow will be more difficult.” She pushed at
the strands of white har sraying into her eyes, got to her feet. “For dl of us” She ligened a moment to
the drums. They’' d changed again, gotten louder and more insstent. “They're pushing a us. | don't know
...." Her shoulders dumped and her eyes looked bruised.

“Mp.” Hedivy pulled the laces tight, tied them off. “How long before we're into your Forest?”’

“Xosa Pass is two days off. If they’ ve gotten this close, they know where we're headed. They'll send
aforce round to wait for us”

“And?’

“l don’t know.” She walked away.

Hedivy sat watching the others get the camp set up. They were dl tired, on the ragged edge of fdling
apart, even young Mithe was subdued. He brooded about the drums and what Kidin told him, ate what
he was given, and watched the. Hdahi go through their enigmatic ma-neuvers. He was angry and
humiliated, shamed by the stupidity and carelessness that had put him into this mess in the first place.
Twice. Not once. Twice! Sepping in it and rescued by someone else.

Kidin came over to him and stood looking down a him. “Whatever you're planning,” she sad,
“don’t do it.” He looked past her, said nothing.

“If you step outside the circle, you'll have that lot,” she waved her hand toward the rumble of the
drums, “you’ll have them down on us before the night's done.”

He glared a her. “The guards had guns”

“The guns were bound to them.”

“What?’

“Have you ever seen chinin trained to lures?” He looked away. “You know | have”

“They have men cdled makkhan who can smdl out the marks they put on things We didn't have
time to unmark the guns and taking them would have brought a makkha graight to us with no need to
search for traces.”

“Soit'swalt here, lick arse and beg to stay dive or do the same at the Pass?’

“Not quite, foreign man. We're in Forest now and these trees, this earth is ours” She grimaced.
“Ahwu, dmog ours. Go to deep, Hedivy Starab, and keep your plotting for places and people you
understand.”

Churning with resentment, Hedivy watched her wak off. He'd run his own life Snce he was nine.
Didn't mat-ter how he had to scramble or what he had to put up with, it was him in control; even going
with Oram was his choice. He could have run, started up somewhere else. Now he was as usdess as



he/ d been when the Qilimen were carting him through the swamp in that hammock. More than usdless.
The hdf-formed plans for taking con-trol again that had been floaing in his head were air dreams. He
rolled himsdf into his blankets and willed himsdf to deep, but he couldn’t will the nightmares away,
dreams from the old time he thought he' d forgot-ten.

Under the trees the dope was steep enough for the cane to be more bother than it was a hdp.
Hedivy considered tossing it away, but it was the only thing he had approx-imating a weapon 0 he
heuled it dong and distracted himsdf by figuring how to sharpen and fire-harden the end. A short &t ...
he knew athing or two about gtick fighting ... with a good point on the end if he got a shot at athroat ...

As they passed through a meadow and the sun hit him full for the first time, he wiped his deeve
across his face, scraiched some more a his beard, then went Sumping on after the others, eyes on the
ground, looking for a pebble to put under his tongue so he could forget about the thirgt that was turning
hismouth to a_washboard.

A loud squawl brought his head up.

A black trax was drding overhead.

He straightened, waved.

Thetrax dipped awing, squawled again, then took off.

He stood looking after it until Mithd came scrambling back to him. The boy stood with hands
clasped behind him, watching the trax vanish into the clouds. “What's that? he said.

Hedivy shook himsdf, began trudging up the steepen-ing dope to where the trees began. “Trax,” he
sad.

“I KNOW that.” Mithd trotted ahead of him, switched round so he was dimbing backwards,
moving with an ease that irritated Hedivy. “I shoulda said who.”

“Friend.” Hedivy grabbed a handful of the aromatic branches, used them to pull himsdf up a tough
section, the whippy limbs bending and cresking, but not bresking away even when he put most of his

weight on them. “Help’'s comin'’.

Hdf an hour later the trax was back. He swooped low over Hedivy, arced up and around, came
back and dropped the longgun he clutched in his talons, then went racing away toward the Pass.

Hedivy caught the gun, the weaght of it dgpping with comfortable familiarity into his hands, the
bulletsac tied to the trigger guard swinging againg his gut. He amiled and began untieng the sac from the
guard.

Mithd came running back. “Lemme see, huh? Lemme see.”

Kidin caught im by the arm to drag him off. Over her shoulder she said, “What saves you, saves us.
Remem-ber?’ She scowled at the boy. “Leave him done, Mith. Thisis his busness”

Hedivy amiled again. His business. Yes. He shook the strap loose, dung the longgun over his
shoulder, pulled the sac open, and began shoving bullets in a dip as he dimbed up the dope, his body
moving easily now, aches and weakness forgotten. One thing you could say about the gyes—he might
be as woolly headed as this lot, but he knew when you needed a gun in your hands.

He caught up with Kidin, waked beside her. “Can you find out how many Qilimen are waiting for
U7’

“Seven.” She chuckled at the expresson on hisface. “The trees.”

“You tdling me trees can count?’

“No. We can”

He brushed at his face asif brushing away cobwebs. “And you know where they are.”

“Oh, yes”

“And you can show me”

“No need. Your friend will take care of them.”

“Huh.”

>><<



Serree, Adlee say he see ohhh eight ... nine ... ten folk climbing up the mountain ... last one, it's Hev limpin' along
like he hurt or somethin’. Adlee say no guns, no weap-ons, just folk climbin’ mountain and back down below, Qilimen,
lots and lots and lots of Qilimen, spread out dl over the place, got drums, bangin’ on them, he don’ know why ... saaal,
more Qilimen sittin’ in trees ahead of Hev and the Dream-ers, waitin' for them, Adlee thinks ... the Pass, that's where
they are. Where Honeydew and Adlee and Serree gotta go. Got guns and lookin' ugly. Adlee says he wants to take his
longgun and drop it to Hev, just in case, he says.

Tell him1 think it's a good idea, Honey, and he should come back right now

After his supply run Adlayr dropped to the ground in his usud awkward, sumbling touchdown,
choreographed to Honeydew's giggles He got to his feet, brushed the dirt off his face, and took the
trousers Serroi passed to him, talking as he began getting dressed.

“Hev is lookin' better now he's not just a passenger. | could tdl he was fedin’ low.” He hopped
about, got his second leg in the trousers and ran the laces round the hooks, shook his head as Serroi hdd
out his shirt. “I'm probably gonna have to fly again, no point init.”

Serroi set her hand on hisarm, hdd him ill a moment. “You're dl right?’

“Easy in, easy out,” he said, but wouldn't meet her eyes.

Serroi shifted her pack, started waking. “How far to the Pass?’

Adlayr caught up his pack and moved after her, Honey-dew settling on his shoulder, her hand tight
on the long braid that went past his neck and hung down his chest. “We're closer on this sde then the
Dreamers are on theirs. I'd guess from how they’re moving, it'll be at leest a day and a hdf before they
get into the Pass, we should reach our end sometime round tomorrow noon. It's a winding gorge, looks
like ariver ran through it, then the land rose and cut the water off. Thirty, forty stades long. Take at least
ten hours to wak it, probably longer. The Qilimen are waiting about five stades ingde. Narrow place,
with walls too steep to dimb, a diff on the west sde. They’ve piled rocks up dong the edge, can shoot
through gaps, rake the pass for hdf a stade on either side. Two of them are up trees with longglasses, the
others are gtting round under the trees, eating, taking, hanging over a fire that smdls like the Biserica
infirmary, suffin’ up the smoke. Longguns layin' about, some kind | haven't seen before, double barrels
with a round can-thing where you' d usudly see a dip. Two drums hanging from one of the trees. | get the
idea, the minute they see the Dreamers they start bangin’ those drums, then they hold the Pass, kill
anyone they can. Wait for the rest of the Qilimen to get there”

Serroi trudged dong for severd minutes after he fin-ished. “How many?’ she said findly.

“Seven. What you thinking?’

She snapped thumb againg finger, watched the green lightning jump. “Remember the spy in
Govaitil?

“The onein the wal? The one you put to deegp?’

“Him.” She moved her shoulders. “1 don’'t know if it'll work, but the way things are, @ va, it's a
chance. If we wait till we're close and their atention is on the Haathi.”

“*S mountains. Probably got kamen from you pulling me loose. Why not cdl and let them tromp the
Qilimen?’

Saroi shivered. “Nay, | can't”

“Why not? If an army of the Qilimen popped up and started shooting at us, wouldn't you cdl for dl
the help you could get?’

“Yes but,” awry amile twisted her mouth, “I'll make killers of my children, but not murderers.”

“Mm. Doubt they’d care alot. They’re stone, not flesh, it wouldn’t be like they’ re mashing their own
kind.”

“H va, say | don't know what it would do to them. You want to leave sonemen with a taste for
blood this close to the Hdahi?’

He wrinkled his nose. “Probably not a good idea.”

When they were wdl into the pass, Adlayr flew another sweep, came back to squat beside Serroi.
“Two of them are ralled in thar blankets, degping. One's on watch, up a tree, drum on hislap waiting for
Hedivy and those to get wel insde the pass, another hour. I'd say. The other four are siiffing smoke.



Want me to take the rope up?’
“Yes” Serroi closed her handsinto figts, opened them again, watched the faint glow ralling like swesat
over her kin. “I’'m reedy.”

Honeydew perched on a rock, her wings shimmering in the sunlight. She was slent and tense,
ligening to Adlayr as he circled over the torpid Qilimen.

Serroi was stretched out on her stsomach, her head on her crossed ams. The sun was hot on her
back, sweat was trickling into her eyes and she was uncertain about what would happen. So much she
couldn’t control.

Serree, he ready:

Good, tell Adlayr to take out the man in the tree the minute he reaches for that drum.

Adly know that, Serree. He say you do yours and he do his.

Serroi smiled, turned her head to rest her brow on her arms. Holding the image of the Qilimen as a
focus, she brought forth from the ancient stores in her mind the com-mand set she'd learned from Ser
Noris, shaped the force that flowed from her, and sent it through the earth.

Adlayr swept in tight circles above the scattered trees at the top of the diff, his eyes on the man
gtting in it, though he glanced now and then at the four swaying over the fire.

When he saw them go 4ill, then fal over, he plum-meted toward the tree, shifting to Scamar as he
reached the top branches, plunging down to land on the Qiliman’s branch, a black paw ripping out the
man's throat. He shifted again, man this time, straddled the limb, dutching at the corpse, gulping in air
until the dizziness and nausea from the double shift went away.

“Murd, what a...."” He grimaced a the shaved skull in front of him, intricately tattooed in purple, red,
and green. “Time, gyes. Get to work.”

He dropped and began moving among the deepers, tieing ther hands with the short lengths of rope
he' d pre-pared beforehand.

>><<

When he saw the trax, Mithd broke from Kidin and ran to join Hedivy. “He' s back.”

Hedivy grunted.

The trax spirded downward until he was head high, then turned and powered aong the winding path.
He swooped up, repeated the plunge and low flight, then hovered above them.

“| think he wants us to keep on going,” Mithd said.

Hedivy ignored him and went sump-swing forward, leaning on the cane, the longgun tucked ready
under his arm, resentment bailing in his bdly. It was more of the same, he couldn’'t do anything on his
own, no struggle, no need to be clever; that green bitch had done it again, dl he had to do was keep
waking. Like this lot of woolly heads smiling all the time with the sense between them to draw a
breath and not much more. Chased by a clutch a stumblefoots coon’'t find arse at noon.
Stumblefoots that could till catch up with them. Green bitch probably thought of that, too.

When he rounded the bend, he saw the Heder and the gyes waiting for them. At the same time the
ground started sheking. He looked back. The diffs were fdling in, huge sections of rock cracking loose
and tumbling down to block the passage. Mouth clamped in agrim line, he sumped on. Healer bitch did
it. Like | thought. Why' m | here anyway? Why'n zhag ‘m | botherin’ with any a this? Sv'd go back
t" army and fight like a man. Proggin’ magic. He nodded a her and waked on past, heading for the
Forest and the nearest way back to Bokivada

>><<

Mama Charody heded the maca that Horse had charmed out of a fidd for her and Doby into
moving faster, caught up with Horse, and touched Treshteny’s arm, waking her from a pleasant
dreamdtate.



“Ydlor's just over the horizon, timeseer, we could be there before nightfdl. Is there any reason we
shouldn’t camp now and leave passing through till tomorrow?’

Treshteny wriggled in the hammock of Horse's back, weking Yelao who squedled protest then
jumped down and went trotting ahead dong the road. She looked vagudy around as if she'd find the
answer in the grass and trees or the plants in neat rows in the fidds on the far Sde of the road. Ydao
and Mama Charody were as s0lid and sngle as aways, the maca was a blur of shapes, fetus to
skeleton, Doby the same, the ground was crawling, wet and dry a once, gravel ghodts flying where
Horse and macal might be going to kick them—~but it was dl ordinary, nothing srange ... until she
focused on the road ahead where Yda o was cavort-ing, hitting at stones with a stick he'd picked up
some-where.

Thethin gravel was swirling, flying off as if kicked by dozens of hooves, dust boiled up, subsided a
little, boiled again. The disturbance diminished abruptly by a stand of trees; though smal poufs and jumps
continued on to end a Horse's feet. She looked away.

“Zdra?’ Charody’s deep voice was impatient. “What do you see?’
“| see the road and it seems to me that horses hooves are dirring it up. A lot of horses. Or maybe

“Whereisthis?”

“All dong, far asmy eye reaches. It lessens near those trees ahead.”

“Asif we meet another force there?”

“Or not.”

“And you fed no warning?’

“Except in a premoaning fit, | only measure whét is before me. And the premoaning comes when it
will, not when | will it.”

“Then well camp and see what happens.”

The girl on the tal black gdding sat eedly in the sad-dle, looking down a them, a hdf smile on her
face. Be-hind her the dozen guards stared into the distance, vigbly not-ligening. “My name is Zayura,”
she sad. “My father isthe Galyeuk. The Hedler’s Children told me you were coming.”

Treshteny blinked at her. Among her phase-images was a pde child with a twisted leg. She nodded,
understand-ing whet the girl hadn’t said. “And you came.”

“l came.” She swung down from the gdlding, tossed the reins to one of the guards and waked past
Treshteny and the others into the shadow under the trees, moving with a vigor and ease that made the
timeseer gmile

Charody took Treshteny’s am and with Doby traling behind followed the girl into the grove.

Zayura shrugged and a smdl green creature crept from her pocket to perch on her shoulder, a
horned and hoofed mousdet like aminigture Yela o.

Y dd o snorted and squeaked at the mousdalet who squeaked back at him.

Zayuraignored them. “1 know why you travel south,” she said. “I want to help.”

Charody tugged a an ear, twisted her pleasantly ugly face into a clown-grimace, then Sghed. “Mogt
commend-able, but we'll be taking it dow and easy and keeping our heads low.”

“I know. But I've brought dothing, blankets, and a supply of food for you. And some gold, not
enough to weigh you down, but you might find it useful now and then. And | meen to escort you through
Ydlor. | know my Ydlorese” A flash of white teeth and dark eyes twin-kling. “I'm sure you could
sguelch any trouble, but if you want to keep your heads down, it's better you don't have to.”

She stepped close to Treshteny, took the seer’ s hands between her own. “Look at me, timeseer. Tdl
mewhat you see.”

“It's better not.”

“Tdl me”

“There s nothing certain. Do you understand that? | see possibility, not fact. A tapestry with dangling
threads that could make a hundred pictures.”



“Tedl me”

Treshteny freed hersdf, reached out for support from Charody, closed her hand about the older
woman's am and focused on Zayura—stared a long moment at the im-ages spreading before her like
glass playing cards over-lapping so that no imege was totdly clear—stared and fainted.

A moment later she was looking up into the girl’ s frightened face. She amiled, shook her head. “Nay,
it wasn't whet | saw, it judt takes me that way. Help me up, will you? When she was on her feet again,
she said, “Are you sure you want to hear this?”

Zayura compressed her lips, then nodded. “Yes. But done, if | may!’

Mama Charody held out her hand and the mousdet jumped onto her arm. She snapped her fingers to
Y ela o, nodded to Doby and led them out to wait besde Horse.

“Kuyu, tel me, timeseer.”

“There were three threads of roughly equa strength. In the firgt strand, two or three years from now,
your father has you strangled because he's got you pregnant and if that crept out, it's the one thing that
would bring im down. In the second strand, a year or two from now, you kill him, run and find sanctuary
a the Biserica, live out your life there contented, even happy. In the third strand, a few months from now,
you dip away from Ydlor and follow us south to the place where we meet the Enemy and you ether die
there or are badly hurt, | don’t know.” She drew a bregth, let it out in along Sgh. “And remem-ber, a
new dating point would change dl this Tomor-row’s posshilities might be quite different.” She
grimaced. “1 told you it's better not to look.”

Zayura s eyes were wide and dark, her face at firg drained of color, then she was blushing furioudy
and couldn’t meet Treshteny’s eyes. She turned her back. “What you've seen ....”

“T'k! Families. My twin brother murders people. He's dead and he's trying to make a whole land
dead like him. You do what you have to and keep the carnage down if you can. What do you cdl that
litle mousdet? My son's Ydao.”

Zayura cleared her throat, spat. After a moment she turned, her face a smooth mask. “The faun's
your son?’

“Oh, yes. The only one I'll ever have. HE's enough. | see hm sngle and he stays with me till I'm
dead.”

“That's a curse you have, not agift”

“Oh, nay, | wouldn't say that.”

“Hisname's Laret and he's got a score of kin that run about my garden.”

“Yes. Born when Serroi straightened the bones.”

“That’s what they say. They’ ve taught me some inter-esting things?

“That's good.”

“Yes, the Heder did more than fix my leg; she woke a tdent or two that will surprise folk one of
these days.” Treshteny amiled.

Zayuranodded, a short, sharp jerk of her head. “I'll think on what you've told me. The thing now is
to get dl of you safely and quietly through Yadlor. Shdl we go?’

24. Attack and Counter attack

K’'vesmilly Vos crouched by the window and stared at the bolt that had long snce stopped
quivering. She was panting, rapid shdlow breaths that sounded very loud in the quiet room. For the firg
time she was aware of how many windows the room had, sx casement windows, dl of them cranked
wide to get as much breeze as there was, datted inner shutters pinned back.

Light. So much light.

She could see everything in the room with agonishing darity, the gleaming parquet floor, the
tapestries that hung from the walls to block drafts, the chairs and the daybed, the writing desk, the sl
tables scattered about, some with lamps on them, some with piles of books and rolls of the broadsheets
the Poet had sent up, the pierced wood screen with its overly ornate carving pushed up againg the wal
beside the door, the duvokin skins tossed about as rugs, their plushy ocher fur with chocolate brown



stripes mking bright accents on the dark wood tiles of the floor.

A bead of sweat did into her eye and burned there. She blinked and woke from her paradyss.
Careful to keep her head below the sill, she eased onto her hands and knees, worked her skirt out of the
way, and crawled across the room; when she reached the door, she shook her dothing into place and
started to reach up.

She snaiched her hand back, caled, “Zasya, unlaich the door and give it a push, but stay away from
the opening.”

“Maa?

“Yes. Did you hear what | said?’

“B va, | did. Here goes”

As s00n as the opening was wide enough, K’ vestmilly scrambled out and got to her feet; for severd
breaths she stood leaning againg the wall, eyes closed, then she said, “Keep low, look to the cdling on
your right.”

The mee kndt, eased her head into the room. A mo-ment later she was out again and on her feet.
“How close?’

K’vesmilly drew her deeve across her face. “If | hadn't stooped to pick up a glass, that bolt would
have gone through my neck into my brain.”

“Maiden Bless. Wait amoment.” Before K’vestmilly could protest, she went through the door. After
afew min-utes of scrapings and squedls, dams and jars, she was back out. “Y ou can come in now.”

The shutters were drawn across most of the windows, the screen had been moved to cover the
window the bolt had come through. Legs dill shaky, K’vesmilly moved across to the writing table and
sat in the chair behind it.

“l took alook,” Zasya said. “I think he was in those trees by the tent, villages just outside the walls.
Cross-bow’s quieter than a longgun, different kind of sound, not so threstening, and with al that noise
down there | doubt anyone noticed a thing. No point in having a look, by now he’ slong gone.”

“Seykyn?

“Who ds2”

“They’ll be trying for the Hold next, won't they.”

“If they’re not dreedy in”

“Zhagdeep, | never thought of that!” She flattened shaking hands on the table. “What ...7’

“lldas is on guard outside. Seykyn won't get near him without my knowing.”

K’vesmilly did her hands off the table and cupped them protectively over the dight bulge of the
child. She stared past Zasya and when she spoke, it was more to her-sdf than to the mee. “I've never
been o frightened inmy life, not even when my mother died. | was angry ....” She shook her head. “I've
got to think ... what do | do ... what would Hedin do ... ahh! Zasya, I've got to get to the printshop.”

“Why don’t you have the Poet come here?’

“Nik.” She wrinkled her nose. “Politics, Zasya I'd have to cal Osk up first and he won't like whét |
mean to do. Better to st it going before he finds out.”

“B va then, you'll need to wash and Mask.”

“Wash?" K'vesmilly pulled her hands up, grimaced at the dust smears. “1 suppose my face ....”

They moved quickly through the hdls, [ldas running before them, Zasya beside K’vesmilly, handgun
drawn and ready. K’vesmilly ignored the stares she got, let Zasya do the watching and went over what
she wanted the Poet to set hismind to. It should be a variation on the campaign Hedin arranged when
her mother was killed, getting the word out far and fast, so Osklanders and exiles both would be looking
for the Seykyn, turning the Osklanders unease a dl these foreignersinvading their place away from her,
onto the Seykyns heads, doing what Hedin caled a double dip. Not that she was going to explain any
of that last to the Poet or to Osk himsdf.

Her appearance in the doorway brought the hubbub to a sudden stop. Vyzharnos came hurrying
across the room, wiping inky hands on arag. “Man?’ There was a touch of uncertainty in hisvoice as he



glanced from the Mask to the mee standing with a shortgun held down at her side, but ready to fire.

“I've got something | want you to do for me immedi-ately, Poet. Can you do it?’

“WEe re setting up to print tomorrow’ s sheet. We could get started right after that.”

“Nik, Poet, it can't wait for that. The Seykyn are here. | was nearly killed a short time ago.
Crossbow balt through my window. It missed me only because | hap-pened to stoop &t the right time. |
want the story in the sheet tonight, dong with a reward for anyone who spots a Seykyn. You worked
with us after my mother was killed. Y ou know whet to do. Do it fast.”

Vyzharnos grinned at her. “Haven't told Osk yet, have you.” His voice was a thread of sound that
bardy reached her ears. He spoke again, more loudly. “You got it, Marn.” He swung round, shouted,
“Marl, Jnk, pull the wagon report, well fit the attempt story there, kill the re-cruit box, set up another
box in its space for a reward no-tice, change the surround to double wide. Teesny, get your boys in
now, have’em ready to run before the hour’s out. Zeks, grab a pad 'n hit the office, I'll be with you 'n a
minute” He looked over his shoulder. “Anything more, O Man?’

“Send me a copy when you' ve finished. | don’'t need to approveit, but I'd like to seeit.”

“You got it.”

Inthe hal again, K’ vestmiilly lifted the Mask, wiped the sweat from under it. “Now we go find Osk.
Saaal thisisgoing to be arough one. | wish Hedin were here. Or even Vedouce.”

>><<

In the degping section of his command tent, Vedouce leaned over one of the maps his artists had
compiled for him from older charts and the written reports Hedin's scouts had sent in; the sheet of paper
was mounted on softwood, the location of the navstas marked by paint-dotted press-pins so they could
be shifted when necessary.

There were scattered farms on both sides of a creek a-most wide enough to be a smdl river, which
ran in a sha-low arc through the foothills. Fieds enclosed in hedges, most of them centuries old, tough
and thorny. Scattered groves and individud trees. Rocky upthrusts with cdumps of grass, croppeys
reported to be swarming with snakes, dl poisonous and eeslly irritated. The farm buildings were burnt
and deserted, the animas driven deeper into the mountains, away from the raiders.

During his march on Oskland, in village-faam pods much like this one, Mere the Fist had kept his
supply wagons in the center, while he divided the Taken into col-umns of four by fifty, each headed by
haf a dozen mounted fighters, spreading his amy out over a wide area, marching them through the
winding lanes with the chovan whidle talkers before and behind, riding scout, keeping the columns in
touch, weaving a web of sound that Hedin reported as even more effective than the corns.

Vedouce frowned. No one he knew could read those whistled sounds, but it was clear they meant
trouble for the Marn’s Army. More trouble. Despite the rotation of greeners into the veteran navstas
griking at the raider-bands where they got some experience under fire, most of the Osklanders that made
up a good hdf of his amy were unblooded and he couldn't be sure how wel they’d stand once the
fighing started. He'd scattered his veteran navstas over a wide arc, usng the croppeys, the ruined
villages and groves as ambush points. It was a thin arc, but he' d chosen this place to make the most of
what he had and Merk had just passed through those other hedgerow-farm-village sections and might be
less likdy to look for trouble. Throdd was following as cdosdy as he could without meking contact,
Stoppah was ingructed to remain in the rear and keep the supply line cut until the last moment, then bring
hismen to join Throddl.

“Tuhl Generd”

“Come’”

His aide Spayr ducked past the flap. “Vak jugt cdled in. The army’s dill on the same ling, no Sgn
the Figt is expecting trouble. Vak says we should see advance scouts around one hour on.”

Vedouce stood. “Good, much longer and the men's edge would've gone off.” He moved past
Spdyr, into the main chamber of the tent. “Tou, get your runners moving, | want those scouts taken ouit.
Spd, get back to Vak, tdl him to go on clear, we know where dl the corns are. | want everything he can



give you on the enemy.”

He nodded a Korchil, who was seated a the common map, shifting the markers to lay out the new
data from the spotters. “Spd, did you dert Throdd yet? Good. | want him ready to go when you send
word. Zdra. One hour. Where's Merun?’

“l sent him and the others to get the team hitched up and the gear stowed. We can strike and clear
out of hereingde of ten minutes”

“Good.” Vedouce graightened; he lifted a hand asif he raised a glass. “The Marn, tuhlveks”

“The Marn.”

Therider flashed by, tossed a sone-weighted wad of paper to the Vudvek Zatko, vanished around
the grove on the way to the next navsta

Zatko shook the stone out and flattened the scrap of pa-per, ran, his eyes over the lines written on it
“Hurb, get ovahere”

“Yeh, Za?’

“Chovan comin’ to look us ova. You'n your cousin Vd, you go whigle huntin’, eh? Duch says two
of 'em head-ing through trees down by stream. Whip, rope, knife. No shootin’, we want Nov's
Deadheads wakin' nice and peaceful into our lovin' ams.”

Hurbay grinned, turned away with a one finger sdlute. He swung into the saddle, hit his cousn on the
am and st hismacal to afast walk.

Riding beside him, Vaban fished in his pocket, pulled out a slver coin, balanced it on his thumbnail,
“Cdl for whip?’

“Go.”

“Y’ got it” He flipped the coin, caught it, dapped it on his wrigt, kept it covered with his hand.
“Ccdl”

“Mask”

Vdban lifted his hand, grinned. “Bridge. Whip for me, knife for you.”

“Zarker notney, you got that drib trained.”

Vaban pursed his lips in a slent whidtle, an exagger-ated innocence on his round, guildess face.
“Zdra zdra, jus luck 'n good looks.”

The two chovan were riding warily, one of them hdf a length behind the other, the eyes of both
scanning the trees and ground ahead of them. They were amdl wiry men, their dark greasy hair tied back
with leather thongs, one had most of an ear torn off, the other was missng two fingers on his left hand.

Hurbay wrinkled his nose, but didn’t move a hair. Not so pretty as jelen, they weren’t, but as wild
and skittery.

Thefirg one rode by under hislimb, his rancid odor risng thick enough to choke a vep. One ... two
... three, go! Hurbay launched himsdf on the second rider as Va's whip closed round the throat of the
leader and jerked him from his horse.

The chovan was dippery and srong as an ed; the creak and shhp from the tree gave him warning
enough to free hisfeet from the gtirrups and twist around, knocking the knife from Hurbay’s hand. They
hit the ground hard, the chovan underneeth but far from out of the fight, kicking and squirming, rolling
Hurbay over, going for histhroat ...

And collgpsng as Vaban drove the knife up into his brain.

After his cousin jerked the knife loose, Hurbay flung the corpse off him.

“Gahl What a proggin’ gink.” He got to his feet, brushed the dirt off his trousers. “Rather a month
doppin’ out stables than dancin’ again wi’ somethin’ like that. Phah!” He looked around. Y ours?’

“Broke his neck. Bit aluck there”

Hurbay grunted. “Next time, | get the whip.”

“Tossfor it

“No proggin’ way, cousin. I'm tired athat pet strib a yours. Let’s collect those horses and get back
to Zat, see what else he's settin’ up for us”



Vedouce stood frowning down a the map as the reports came in from the spotters watching the
amy of the Taken counting off into columns, the huge supply wagons and their eight orsk teams plodding
dongin the center. And reports from the vudveks of the navatas tdling of chovan dead or unhorsed and
on the loose with trackers on their tails. He' d had luck there, none of the scouts had got close enough to
see the navdtas in ambush and nothing had got back to the Figt, at least not yet. All it'd need was one
look for anyone smarter than a dug to know what was waiting for the Taken. Haf an hour, forty-five
min-utes, it's dl he needed, the Fist would be committed to the lanes and the trap would spring.

On this map the markers were thumbnail szed cubes of wood with fdt glued on the bottom, each
marker repre-senting a navsta. Hedin's voice was an intermittent mur-mur through the com as he
collected reports, collated them and relayed them to Spayr. Spalyr cdled the changes to Korchil who
brought the map up to date.

Touhan was on the far dde of the tent, taking reports from his runners, noting them down. His time
for changes would come when the armies engaged.

As the minutes ticked past, V edouce watched the woodchips crawl across the painted paper ... from
the lanes about the last village, across the open ground held in common with its plantings of dry-resp
shem and moun-tain ryzha ...

“Could be trouble,” Spalyr said suddenly. “No warn-ing's got back yet, but the whisle talkers with
the amy are getting agitated. Vak thinks it's because they're not hearing answers from the scouts. At
leadt, not so far.” He lisgened a minute then started reporting directly what he was hearing. “Theré's a lot
of riding back and forth, argu-ing with the men around the Fist. Nov’s there, he asked a question or two,
don’'t know what or the answers he got, but he' s looking impatient and the aides are shooing the chovan
away. Nov and Mern are taking now. Army’s bresking into columns, moving into the lanes ... Zhagdeep,
whidle talk coming from our way, one of 'em got through ... amy’s not stopping, though, or pulling out
of thelanes ... men are svarming over the center wagon, unloading something ... dings, Vak says. Like
the toys kids use but bigger. Leather loops around four feet long. The Fist must have had men practicing
in se-cret, or we' d have known about it Vak is not happy about that a dl ... he says he's seen Krymen
usng them againg ships ... worsen portable catapults, he says ... they’'re unloading something ese ...
round things ... Vak says he thinks they’'re those bombs that blew up haf Dander ... he says get the
word out, get your men ready to move fast ... should probably put your best shotsin trees with orders to
gt quiet till they see the dings start whirring, then get as many of them as they can, men or dings and a
lucky hit or two might blow the bombs be-fore they're thrown, cut them down with their own weapons
prak, they know you're waiting, that's sure, but they’re not stopping, not trying to find better ground ...
nik, they’ re moving faster, coming a atrot.”

“Tou, pass the word. Now. All of that. Go on, Spal, let's have the rest of it.”

“Vdk says Throdd’s just come through. There were some whigtle talkers back his way, but they're
gone now like they melted into the ground. He wants to know, should he start moving up and what about
Stoppah? Leave him for the reserves?

Vedouce glanced a the map, rubbed at his chin. “Have Vak tdl Throda to move up dowly, no
contact yet; he's to hit the rear ranks only when he hears the shooting start. Stoppah can move this way,
but keep his distance. | want hismenin reserve in case the Figt starts faling back. For-get what's left of
the Taken reserves ... nik, cance that. Tl him to leave a spotter watching them, let us know if they start
moving faster. Unless that happens, we ll leave them be for the moment.”

In the tree he'd chosen, draddling a broad limb with the mink between him and the lane, Hurbay
watched the Taken march forward, coming up the lane a a trot that didn’t seem to leave them breething
hard. Easy, fluid movement, nothing like the mechanica dalls hel d seen once when he was atadling and a
player's troupe passed through the Harozh. According to Zatko, they knew what was waiting, but they
came on without a change of ex-pression. It made him shiver, even though he didn’'t know any of them.
He was glad of that, it'd be terrible watching a friend who'd turned to a Deadhead running at you.
Though his navsta was mogly Harozhni veterans from the gritz war with a few Oskland miners to make



up the num-bers, he had family who'd married south and there were Dander men in other navdas, as he
waited for the 9gnd to fire, he wondered if some of the Dandri were looking at brothers and cousins and
neighbors. It was an ugly thought.

He rested hislonggun on a handy branch stub and be-gan tracking his man.

The horn blew and he shot; the man didn’t go down, there was blood on him, but he kept running.
Hurbay swore, put a bullet through his head and found his next target. All around him the others were
shoating, some Taken were, going down, but too many of them just ssum-bled, then came on like
Hurbay’ s had done, came on and started shooting back, the bullets cutting through the leaves, searching
out the snipersin the trees, Hurbay heard ayelp, saw Hdfer drop, riddled before he hit the ground, there
was a ging dongsde his own head, his ear started dripping blood, but he ignored that and the other shots
that came hisway and concentrated on those bob-bing heads, no dings ye, at least none in Sght, he was
disappointed about that, he wanted a bomb, he could hit it before it flew, he knew that, he wanted to hit
it, he wanted to see the mest fly and if Nov was around, he wanted to see him ripped up like his Sgter,
under his breath he spoke to them down there, he sang them a name, his Sster’s name, she'd married a
bargevek and got smeared across a building’ swal when one of those proggin’ zhegbdls blew. He could
ardl the burnt powder and the bullets were getting closer, more than one of the Taken were shooting a
him now, but they couldn’t see him, only the drifts of smoke from the longgun and he had the trunk
between him and mogt of them, the longgun was getting hat, it burned his face when he et his eye to the
sght, but he ignored that too ... head, get them in the head, easy now, close enough, it was like
shooting nest-lings ...

The horn blew again. Regroup, retrest.
Curdang with frustration, Hurbay dropped from the tree, ran around the thicket where his mac was
tied, vaulted into the saddle and took off.

Gun trainer Mult dung to his perch and watched the Taken stream past below him; he didn’t look at
their faces, there were too many chances he' d see something he didn’t want to. That wasn't what he was
here for any-way. He sucked at the sinta lozenge and looked dreamily into the distance, the sump of his
left leg tucked under his knee, the pain from the metd in his body hanging around but unimportant.
Vudvek Vlet had warned him that the chance of his getting clear once he started shoot-ing was o thin a
spider couldn’'t walk it. The thought drifted through his mind now and then, but the sinta insu-lated him as
much from fear asit did from pain.

Thom and Benno had woven a kind of nest around him, lesfy branches that would hide him from
anyone riding below; that was Harozh for you, anything to do with hunting they knew it. And they’d be
back to look for him once the battle was done. If they could. Him or the pieces of him the explosion left
behind.

He heard the congtant crackle of the longguns, screams from macain and horses, howls, ydls and
curses from his side, nothing from the Taken, heard the horn cdl the navstas back, then the creak of the
wagons fallowing the Taken into the lane, brushing the hedgerows, breaking enough of the twigs that the
esdtering wind brought him the acrid scent of the sap. The lanes wandered around the edges of the fidds,
someone said once that back in the dreamtime when Cadander was being assembled, the farmers got a
meca drunk and cut the lanes where he wandered. It wasn't true, of course, but it was a funny thing to
picture.

The lead orsks came round the hedge, their horns sawn short and capped with wooden spheres.
Muit rearranged the thongs he'd tied to screening branches, but it wasn't yet time to pull them down. Not
the first wagon, Vlet said. It'll be the second. Look for ablack crate, or they might have covered it again,
they use a brown-drab quilt to wrap round it.

He watched dreamily as the long wagon appeared, the box resing on leaf sorings, the iron tires
chewing a the ruts, tuming the hard pan into white dust. As the wagon passed under him, the dust
billowed high into the tree, coating the trunk and leaves, the wind bringing the finest grains to plaster
across hisface. He closed his eyes, leaned againg the trunk and waited.



More distant now, the crackle of gunshots Started again.

Bdow him there were riders in the lane, they were looking up into the trees, he could hear them
taking and he amiled as they rode on without a suspicion anyone was watching them. He recognized Pan
Nov on his favorite Black, Mern the Fig riding beside him. Ride slow, you pair of notneys. Ride dow
S0 you end up riding the blast.

Thom and Benno. What a pair, they were, two boys barely old enough to be sarting beards, but
they knew their blind-building and the Taken would adready be learning the quality of their shooting.

The team leaders of another hitch of orsks came round the bend in the hedge, dab-sided beasts with
blotchy brown and white hides, horns bigger around than a man’s wrids, sawn off near the quick and
capped with wooden bdls painted a bright red, but so covered with the white dust they were pink except
inthe streaks wiped clear by hedge leaves.

Mutt dipped hislonggun free of the sheeth, one of the rapid-firers collected from the enemy, settled it
across hislap, pulled at the thongs to bend the branches down, tied them off when he had a clear shot a
thelane,

The second pair of orsks, appeared, the third, then the wheders and front of the wagon, the driver
gtting hunched over, lines draped through his fingers his ade sanding beside him, feet apart, whip
looped up and wait-ing to snap. As the rest of the wagon appeared, Mult saw a large bale stting in the
middle of barrels and chests, adull quilt roped round it.

Muit brought the gun up, eased hisfinger through the guard, settled the stock so he was comfortable,
stroked the twin triggers a moment until he was satisfied by the am, then began shooting as fast as he
could into thet bae ....

The world opened up ...

The ar was sucked from hislungs ....

Heset boiled up around him ...

The tree shuddered ... began to lean away from the lane ...

Then there was WIND ...

HRE ....

A NOISE ... opening like aflower ....

then nothing ...

>><<

That-which-was-not-Motylla sat on the dtar leening againgt the sculpted legs of the Glory, yelow
light run-ning like melted butter over and around her.

Thelight diffened around her like arms clasping her. It lifted her, rushed her through walls that turned
to mig be-fore her—like the wind, swift and invisble, she flew across the land, drawn to a flash of
immense force, moth to fire ...

>><<

Thom's mouth gaped in a slent ydl as he saw the sky go ydlow, then a blue an move across the
ydlow, not sky blue but brighter, gaudier. The blue closed in on itsdf and became a great sphere raling
toward him. And the NOISE came with aroar of hot wind ....

A gant girl’s form moved indde that sphere, giding through the trees, the false Marn with the fase
Mask. The Taken poured from the lanes.

The horn sounded charge. Thom wrenched his eyes away from the image, kicked his mac into a
belly-down run, handgun and saber ready for the shock when they hit the enemy.

>><<

The each herd was a shimmer againg the lowering sky, the Mgilarn on their rambuits like dark dots
aong the edge of the mass of beasts with their long slky hair a-most the same color as the Grass.

“Shad off right bow two rets ahead,” Sandlly caled back, then leaned on the rail behind the screen
of ravel-ings. When they got into Mgilarn country, Greygen had teased open some rope and naled a



thick tangle of fibers dong the top of the rall, taking it high enough to hide the head of anyone looking
through the smdl gapsin the snarl. It wouldn't stop abullet, but it's harder to hit what you can't see. She
scowled at the men riding toward the river on their rambuts, horned beasts with split hooves, a medium
brown on the upper body and legs, the brown streaked with dark red stripes, giff stubbly manes as red
as the gtripes. “Stinking notneys, go progg a vach and leave us done.”

This was not the firg herd they'd passed, nor the firg band of Mgilarn. Sometimes the Mgilan
ignored them, sometimes they attacked. There was no tdling which sort these would be until ....

“Greg, those riders coming at us, they’ re waving longguns. Y ou want me to heave the anchors?’

“l see "em, Sansy. Keep down, will you? Not yet, wait till we're past tha shod, hmm, and a bit
farther round this bend. Way we have to go here, they might be able to get too close. Better to keep
moving as long as we can.”

Sandlly divided her atention between the river and riders racing toward them; she dropped on her
knees when she heard the crack of a shot. A moment later a bul-let tore through the ravelings, hit the far
Sdewith afant chunk, and tumbled onto the deck.

Another shot.

The barge wobbled.

“Greg!”

“I'madl right, Sansy. Bullet burn on my shoulder, that’s dl. Same shoulder as before, too, send them
to Zhagdeep. The shod, am | missng it?

Sandlly scrambled to the bow, popped her head up for a quick glance at the river. “A hair more to
the east; you'll miss the sand as you go, but I'd say a bit more room would be a good thing. Not too
much, | can see those glide lines Prah warned us about, | think this proggin’ river's got a flooded bar
there”

Greygen chuckled. “Thread the needle, Sansy?’

“You be careful, you hear. Keep your head down.” She bobbed up a moment to look through the
raveings, saw hdf a dozen Mgilarnriding at a trot dong the bank, keeping even with the barge. One of
them mugt have seen her shadow because he whipped hisgun up and clipped a curl from her hair as she
ducked below the side.

Sandlly crawled back to the bow and crouched there, keeping low until she had to look to make
sure the barge was missing the sandbar; even so she never put her head up twice in the same place.

The Mgjilarn followed with grim determination, slent and lethd, shooting & the dightest glimpse of a
target. Or whenever they fdt like t.

“Deep water,” Sanglly cried, “oneret a least.” She crawled to the bow anchor. “Ready, Greg.”

“One minute. Mainsal down firs.”

She heard thumps, then the creak and hiss of the pul-leys and the hdyard. A moment later he cdled,
“Reedy. Count it.”

“One... two ... over.”

The barge glided on a few lengths before the anchors bit and jerked it to a halt.

There were angry ydls from the bank; one of the riders tried to force his rambut into the river.

Watching through the ravels, Sandllly grinned as the beast squedled protest, tried to hook his horns
into the rider’s leg, then dtarted switching ends. “Go,” she, whis-pered. “Dump him.” She siiffed with
disgppointment as the Mgjilarn regained control. “Too bad.”

He sent the rambuit trotting up the bank, shook his longgun at the barge, then went riding off, the
others fol-lowing.

Greygen checked theftiller lashing, then stretched hislegs out, moving carefully because his joints had
gone 4iff. Sanglly came crawling back, took his legs across her lgp and began gently massaging his
knees. He amiled a her, then leaned againg the steersman’s seat, closed his eyes. They sat in a
companionable slence for severa hours as the barge swung from its anchor cables and the herd ambled
south.

When the lagt rider vanished over the horizon, they winched up the anchors, raised the sal and



started on again, moving around the lagt of the broad, deep bends in the Fenkaful, the end of the long
voyage in 9ght, Tuku--kul only four days off, no more Mgilarn, no more chovan trying to kill them; dl
they needed to watch for now were the treacheries of the river and the barges heading north.

25. Running

Bdlitha came through the thorns an hour before dawn. She knocked at the door in the back of the
van, handed Sekhaya amug of hot cha when she dropped to the ground. “How’s Chaya?’

“She's gone into natura deep, should be waking with the sun.” Sekhaya sipped at the cha, sghed
with pleasure. “Ahhh, that’s good. Do you any damage? Peacers, | mean.”

“Turned out my chests and closets, stuck their noses everywhere, that’s dl. And left a watcher Stting
in a tree. Brabby spotted him, but the skunk can't see the grove here from where he is HE's modly
watching the lane”

“Will they be back later?’

Bditha shrugged, but didn’t say anything.

“Then I’d better get moving.” She frowned a the cha. “Could | pass round your stable without that
watcher see-ing me? Head toward the Forest, then cirdle back behind him?’

“Why circle back? Remember what | told you about the Forest Token? Brabby and I’ ve spent the
night packing ....” Belitha turned away. “I hate this ... thisis my land, my housg, it's been in my family
gnce before time

Bror moved in with me when we wed ... he's buried there by that tree where your horse is, under the
thorns

... Maden Bless ... family, phah! They ve gone to

Glory, dl of "em ... dmogt ... even my daughter, she married the butcher and her and my grandson ...
they keep worrying a me ... not baby, he's too little yet, but with his mother like thet ... there's no one to
gand with

Brabby and me” She moved her shoulders, svung round to face Sekhaya “You don't need to
worry about the watcher; Brabby will take care of him. But come with us anyway. You know how bad
it's getting in the Cekefund. Once we're in the Forest, maybe there's a way to get a message to Lavan.
It'd be better for Chaya, she was pretty badly torn and there' s dways the chance of infection.”

Sekhaya drank the last of the cha, held the mug cradled in her hands. What Bd said was true, far as
it went. The Forest was close and safe, but what would they do after they got there? She ran a hand
through her hair. Chaya told Bdlitha she'd planned to reach Lavan and go with him to the Arbiters. If
there was anyone doing something about this cregping disease of the soul, it'd be them. She sighed. “No,
Bd. Maden bless you and Brabba and give you what you want, but Chaya s my name-child and | think
| should help her finish what she started. | got thisfar, | can get back.”

Brabba came gliding around the house, his face pdein the sarlight, his eyes dark with anger. He lad
the longgun beside the driver’s seat and pulled himsdf up be-side his mother. “Got him.”

Bditha caught his shoulder, squeezed it, saying noth-ing. A moment later she turned to Sekhaya, who
was danding a few steps away from the loaded wagon, watch-ing and trying not to let her anger show,
anger not with Bel but with those who made this necessary. “You might's well go the way you came. If
you aren’t coming with us, no point in adding extra miles to your travel. Maden Bless, Sekhaya. Let us
know how it goes. If you can.” She dapped the reins on the horse' s rump, started him moving without
waiting for an answer.

Sekhaya shivered as she passed a tree with a huddled knot high in it. Lies and death. Children
killing. | don’t understand any of this. | don’t understand why .... She thought about Chaya ingde the
van, lying restless in a dream-ridden deep. What those men had done to her name-child, that was
horrible but dmaost naturd beside this other thing. It s like these people are taking an option on the air
S0 that you breathe by their permission.



She turned onto the main road and sent Joma forward at a jog trot, meaning to get as far as she
could before the sun came up. It was a quiet night, filled with the smal peaceful noises she'd loved dl
these years on the road, the sounds and smdls and fugitive loveiness that made her journeying pleasant
aswdl as necessary. For an hour or so she let hersdlf forget dl her troubles and exist in the now.

When there was pink in the eastern sky, she turned into a farm lane, dowed Joma to a wak, and
began thinking about a place where she could camp for the day. The farms were dirring, the milking
dready begun, teams were heading for the fields to mow, plow and plant. Sev-erd of the men glanced a
the van, looked away and went about their business, no welcome, no stopping to chat which was the
way it'd been before. At least they weren't actively hodtile.

“Ahwu, my Jommy, when we reach that grove up ahead, I'll give you some water and corn, but
you're go-ing to have to keep going, old friend. WEll take it dow and easy and hope thereé's no one
aiiffing after us”

There was a scrabbling behind her. She looped the reins around a cleat and let Joma go on as he
would, went over the driver’s seat and through the curtains in time to catch Chaya before she got the
back door open. “Kazi, m" kaz, it's Sekhaya, you're dl right, it's just me ....” She locked her ams
around Chaya, holding her close and murmuring in her ear, paying no attention to what she was saying,
knowing it was the voice that was going to reach through her name-child’s panic.

Chaya went limp and began crying, agulping, dry-throated grief that had nothing childlikeinit.

With the van creeking dong, Joma pacing steedily on-ward though there was no one guiding him,
Sekhaya sat on the pallet, holding Chaya, rocking her asif she were a baby, snging to her, taking to her,
helping her work through the horrors and back to a precarious cam.

* % %

“You jugt stretch out and relax, kaz, I'm going to see where we ve got to. No no, don’t move. Better
to stay in-sde in case someone's following, hush now, | haven't seen anyone, but the fidd workers are
out and they can answer questions. That's good. See if you can catch some more deep. It'll help the time
pass.”

When Sekhaya stepped over the back of the seat and settled on her cushion, she saw they'd left
behind the grove where she'd planned to stop, but there was a greenish haze on the horizon which
looked to be an-other. “Ahwu, Jommy, good horse. WE Il speed up a lit-tle, shdl we, and this time, |
promise you, we redly will stop.” She uncleated the reins, clicked her tongue to shift iminto his jog, and
tried to ignore the stares from the fields.

The grove was atraveler’s layby with a table, benches, and awdl with a trough for horses and other
draft beasts. Sekhaya pulled the wooden washtub from beneath the van, filled it from the well and set up
screens around it. When she turned around, Chaya had unfolded the back steps and was standing on the
lowest, one hand closed so tightly on the door jamb her knuckles were white with the strain.

Sekhaya amiled. “Bath for you, Chay; it'll be cold wa-ter only, but plenty of soap. Bditha packed
pads and tape for you and I've put them dong with a jar of antiseptic cream on the stoal. If you need
help, ydl. I'm going to make us some breakfast, then we'll see how we do.”

Chaya managed a wrinkled smile before she vanished indde the screens.

Sghing, Sekhaya fetched wood from the crib beside the wdl, got a fire going indde the cirde of
rocks, put on water to heat for cha, and started peding tubers for a stew. The slence behind the screens
except for the occa-sona splash bothered her, but unless the sounds stopped atogether she thought it
better to let Chaya do for hersdf, get back, some control over her body. She started snging as she
worked, a comfortable old song that came as eesly off the tongue as the skin off the tubers. “The
wake-gong isaslver cry,” shesang ...

The wake-gong isa silver cry
Risng in a rosy sky



Waking souls from easeful deep

The work-gong is a brazen call
Crying out to one and all
You' ve chores to do and vows to keep.

The noon-gong is a golden air
calling to the midday fare ....

She broke off as Chaya came round the table and sat diffly on the bench beside her. “Think you
could cut up some onion for me? There' s not a slew worth eating with-out a bit of onioninit.”

Chaya worked slently, peding the bulbs then quarter-ing them, setting them on a tin plate when she
finished. “Where we going?’ she sad findly.

“Ahwu, | thought we' d go find Lavan and then the Ar-biters like you told Bdl you were going to do.”

Chaya s hands started shaking and the color drained from her face. She set the knife down carefully;
even S0 it clattered againg the plate. She got to her feet and went to St on the back steps of the van, her
hands limp on her thighs as she stared out past the trees.

Idiot! You know better. Calling Lavan’s name when she hasn't even got herself together; let
alone her and him. Ahwu, leave her be for a while longer, then we'll see ... She tipped the onion
into the pot with the shreds of dried meat, chopped-up tubers and the rest of the ingredients, added
water, and hung the pot from the hook above the fire. “Keep an eye on the stew,” she cdled. “I need to
fill the water barrels”

Sekhaya took her blankets and stretched out beneath the van to get what deep she could before
nightfall. Chaya was waking around under the trees, touching them as if she saw a strangeness in them,
though they looked like ordinary shade trees, yeshes with their lacy char-treuse leaves, pulas with thar
gray bark and huge arching limbs and the whigpering muthis, their dark green leaves hanging from fine,
limber threads, brushing againg each other a the, least hint of a breeze, a few stray conifers adding
piquancy to the mix. Sekhaya yawned, tied a black scarf about her eyes, and wriggled around until she
was comfortable; after the long deepless night and the ten-sion, she had no difficulty in dropping off.

She wokein twilight to hear Chaya talking to someone. “Buit if you're just born, how do you know?”
A rudlein the leaves.

“Because your mother gaveit to you, though she doesn’'t know she knows. Who's your mother?”

Rudle.

“l don’t understand. Who?’

Rudle.

“But if she'strying to stop this....”

Rudle.

Sekhaya rolled from her blankets, got groggily to her feet, pulling the scarf off as she rose; degping in
the day-time aways left her feding as if her head were suffed with rocks. She saw Chaya dtting on a
bench taking to a gimmer of green and gold that dmog resolved into a form tha vanished as her
movements disturbed it. “What was that, kez?’

“Dryad. Thereé's a colony of them here” Chaya brushed at her face, then looked down. A smdl
black snake was curled in her lap, its head resing on the am she hadn’'t moved. She amiled. “I found
Wily and fed him some of your milk powder. Pdaia, that's the dryad, she came to watch and she started
taking to me”

Sekhaya patted a yawn and strolled closer. Shadows from the trees brushed back and forth across
Chaya s face, making it difficult to read. It seemed to her there was a dight flush on her name-child's
cheeks, a glassy dlitter to her eyes, she didn't want her interest to be too obvious, so she squatted to
look at the snake. “He' s just alittle thing. Will you bring hm along?”



“You don't mind?’

“He can keep the mice out of my herbs.” She chuckled. “Earn him his milk powder.” She leaned on
the bench, pushed hersdf up, brushing her hand againg Chaya's am. “Put him ingde and see about
hegting some water for uswhile | collect Joma and give him some corn, will you do that, kez?' The am
was warmer than it should be, but not enough to worry about, could be just the hed-ing. I'll dip some
dullah in her cha, that should do the job. “1t'd help get us ready to move on.”

Sekhaya watched Chaya make a face at the bitterness of her drink; to distract her, she said, “What
were you talking about, you and the dryad?’

“Things .... * Chaya stroked the amdl black snake coiled on the table beside her. “How she came
here ... and ... and something about the Glorymen ....”

“Mmh?’

“She was born a few weeks ago, just about the time my unde had his bright idea ....” Her voice
trailed off.

Sekhaya sat with her hands quiet in her [ap, her eyes on the flicker of the fire.

After amoment, Chaya went on, “She says the Glory gets stronger each time a dryad or a being like
her isborn. She's afraid of it, it made her shake just taking about it. Her mother is a focus bringing back
.. Shecdledit xdeen ... | asked her what that was, she sad lifeforce ... magic ... those are dl words for
it ... whatever it is, it was gone, but now it's cascading into the world and ... and one of the thingsit woke
was ... | don't want to talk about this anymore, thaz.”

“Ahwu, that' s dl right, Chay. Finish your cha, then we have to pack up and get going.”

They moved west across the plain, traveing at night until they got wel into the grasdands and away
from the thickly settled areas, then Sekhaya turned sharply south, heading for the Wastelands Road with
itswdls and laybys.

The dullah had no effect, so. Sekhaya changed to lulay. When that didn't work ether, she went
through her anti-pyretics, got no result from those, tried a tonic which seemed to strengthen both her
name-child and the fever. She coaxed Chaya into, submitting to an examination, but found the wounds
hedling without difficulty, no heet in the flesh, no suppuration, decided findly that it was a fe-ver born of
the mind rather than the body. The exam did accomplish one thing, it woke Chaya from her brooding
slence and started her talking—not about the attack it-sdlf, but about what led up to it.

“Shanqwe Koxaye,” she said, concentrated venom in the words. “Plague carrier. That's wha Bd
sad to me, and it's the truth. Tickle yoursdf to orgasm running peo-ple’s lives for them. Rope them
round so they can’'t move, ‘lessyou say o, that's the truth. Why he wants me, zhag knows. | threw in his
face just looking a him make me want to puke, | told him if he touched me I'd find a way to gdd him, |
cdled him every filthy name | could lay my tongue to and his eyes started shining at me and he licked his
lipsand | fdt like mest, | fdt like he was going to snk his teeth in me right there. Uncle was getting
purpler by the minute, but he didn't dare open his mouth. When | got home, he came by and was going
to beat me, but that koxa sent aman by to make him leave me aone, told Undle right there in front of me
that the Grand Pastora ....” she spat out the words asif they were a foul taste, “wanted my skin soft and
supple for the wedding night, | vomited on Uncl€'s feet, he wanted to hit me, but he went away instead
and the man went away and took my cousins with him. When | opened the front door to go out, another
men stopped me, and there was one in the back garden and they said | was supposed to dtay in the
house and get ready.” She looked down as the amdl snake nudged his head againgt her leg, took him on
her 1ap, and began stroking her forefinger gently dong his spine.

“Unde made me go to a medting once. Almog the whole fam was there and farmers from way
round, even brought theft kids. | was going to be quit, just St there and let the nonsense go by me, but |
saw Catilu gtting on the floor in front, looking up a HIM ....” Her mouth twisted and her breething got
rough. She went quiet for awhile, her hands cupped round the degping snake.

The van jolted dong over the ralling grasdand. They were done under a sky that seemed closer and



more huge than sky had ever been.

“Catilu was looking up a the koxa like he was the es-sence of her dreams; you didn't know her,
thaz, she was Chocho the Baker’'s youngest daughter, he'd just this year paid her fees to the Weavers
and Started her at the loom. A baby and looking at Koxaye that way. | couldn’t stay, thaz. | couldn’t. |
wanted to catch her by her har and drag her out. | loathed him before that, but it was nothing to ... |
looked at Cat and | wanted to cry ... no, | wanted to scream ... | wanted to claw his eyes out, tha
miserable ... | wanted to take that knife he played his games with and cut him ... | couldn’t St there any
more. | jumped up. Uncle grabbed a me, but Aunt Phuza stopped him. | ran. Om of the medting hdl. All
the way home. | heated up some old cha and drank that. And went out back and threw up. And | knew
if 1 didn’t get away soon, | wouldn't kill HIM, I'd cut my own throat.”

She went back to brooding.

Thefever got worse after thet.

A week later, water in one barrel down to scum on the bottom, the other with a few inches |eft, food
nearly gone, Sekhaya drove round an outcropping of rock and saw the road she'd been looking for so
anxioudy. She glanced at the curtains behind the seat, moved her shoulders impatiently, and sent Joma
down the indine onto the rutted hardpan. Despite the heat and the jolting, Chaya was in-sde the van,
sretched out on the pallet, muttering to her-sdlf, dropping in and out of dream-ridden deep. The best
thing she could do for her name-child now was find a layby with its well, then spend a day or two there,
resting, doing a wash, and making needed repairs. Maybe they were far enough away they wouldn't have
to worry about Glorymen coming after them.

Once they were on the road, Sekhaya pulled Jomato a hdt and dimbed down. She turned the tap
on the second barre, tilted it to squeeze out the lagt drops and took him hdf a bucket of weedy water.
As he drank, she scratched his nape, licked her own dry lips. “Ahwu, old friend, you' ve labored nobly,
let no one tdl you esewise” She squinted into the sun, wiped a her eyes. “Almogt night. No matter,
well keep going till we find water. No choice about it. Now, now, that'sdl thereis, you'll get splinters if
you try to eat the bucket.”

She looked through the curtains. Chaya s face was flushed and working, her mouth moving though
her eyes were shut; Sekhaya couldn’t hear what she was saying, but probably it was much the same as
she'd heard before, Chaya rdiving the rape, curang her unde and the Gloryman, cdling to someone she
cdled Mother, not her own mother, Sekhaya was sure of that. Wily the snake was coiled up, desping on
her chest, undisturbed by her movements.

Sekhaya dghed, swivded around, uncleasted the reins, and clucked Joma into a plodding walk.
Ligening to hisiron-shod feet clop-clopping steadily on the hardpan and the creak and rumble of the van,
she thought about Bdlitha abandoning her home and running for the Forest. She thought about her own
years on her rounds, moving from village to village, south to the edge of the Waste and the start of this
road, north again, birthing children and beasts, dosng the sick, whether they had four legs or two,
brewing tonics, possets, poultices for farmers and their livestock. Just enough change to be interesting,
otherwise each year was much like another, amber beads with sto-ries trapped indde. I'm as bad off as
Belitha. Nay, worse. Her land will till be there, my found is gone. Like some-one wiped it away. A
dozen years from now, no one will remember it was there, no one will remember | was there.
Tsaa, I'mtoo old for this.

Three hours later she came round a thick dump of brush and saw a pinpoint of red some distance
ahead of her. Campfire. She passed her tongue across dry lips. “Q’lik! Ahwu, Jommy my friend, we
keep going and hope that’ s not a dutch of Glorymen or bandits.”

She hdted Joma, leaned forward, cdling out, “Hola, friends, do you mind if | join you? I'm
somewhat short of water.”

A woman's voice answered her. “Be welcome, kos.”

There were two by the fire—a bearded man with pae eyes, heavy through the shoulders, stting with



one leg stretched out before him and the woman who'd spoken. She was smdl and dight, dressed in
dusty white, with hair the russet of ripe apples, eyes an improbable orange. A trick of the firdight gave a
greenish cast to her skin. Sekhaya blinked, but the odd color didn't go away.

The woman got to her feet as Sekhaya drove into the layby and stopped Joma by the trough. “Hev,
gve her a hand, will you?' She moved closer, stood amiling up a Sekhaya. “My name is Serroi, | an a
heder of the Biserica”

Biserica? How odd ... why is she here? Unless the Biserica has gone to Glory ... ayee, that's a
frightening thought. She dragged a dry tongue over cracking lips, congdering how to answer the
greding. “1 am Sekhaya Kawin, dan Watdla, totem owl, guild herbaig. I've heard of Biserica heders,
though I’ ve never met one.” She siwung down, glanced a the man who was working the pump to fill the
trough for the horse. “Are you for Glory?’

Serroi reached across to Sekhaya, caught hold of her am; her fingers were smooth and smadl, but
vay strong. After aminute she took her hand away, moving it quickly around behind her as she stepped
back. “Hardly. You needn’t worry, Herbwoman. The Biserica is dill Maiden's Ground and the Glory is
the Enemy. She' s tried her best to kill usdl.”

Sekhaya hesitated, then said, “There's a girl in the back of the van. She has a fever I've tried
everything | know to break, but nothing worked. Would you look a her?’

The orange eyes danced with an anusement Sekhaya didn’'t understand. “I'll do what | can. Get
yoursdlf some water, | can see you need it.” She turned her head, cdled, “Come onin, Adlayr.”

A man waked out of the darkness, alonggun swinging from a big hand, atiny winged figure riding on
his shoul-der; he nodded to Serroi and settled beside thefire

“Gyes” Serroi sad. “The sorite is Honeydew. Hedivy,” she nodded a the men by the well, “hes a
companion in our travels”

Sekhayafilled atin cup with water and drank it, rinsed it out, refilled it, and carried it dripping cold to
the back of the van where she pulled out the steps and unlatched the door. “Be welcome,” she said, and
stepped asde for the hedler, Spping at the water while she waited.

Serroi kndlt beside Chaya; when the hedler laid her hand on the girl’s brow, Chaya sighed and dl that
was clenched about her relaxed. Serroi raightened, sat on her heds and turned her head to look at
Sekhaya. “What hap-pened?’

“She was set upon by thieves, raped and beaten, Ieft in aditch.”

“And you couldn’t take her home.”

“There were reasons. Is there anything you need? | can tdl you what herbs | have”

Serroi got to her feet. “Nay. I'd like her brought out-side, though. Cal Adlayr, will you? Hell carry
her gently enough you don’t need to worry.”

“If she wakes and seesaman ....”

“Shewon't, not till | wishit”

The gprite fluttering over Serroi’s head, the Biserica hedler shook out the blanket and lad it on the
ground by the fire, then Adlayr went to his knees and lowered Chaya onto it. When he stood, he raised
hiswrig to the sprite, brought her back to his shoulder. “Are you sure, Serroi? They're bound to be
ligening for it.”

“Inthis, | have no choice. Adlayr, I'd like you and Honeydew to go doft. Give me a shout if either of
you see anything coming & us.”

“You got it.” He went griding into the darkness, the sprite dutching &t his braid.

Serrol raised her brows at Wily the snake who was crawling from Chaya's deeve, moving up to cail
above her heart. “Hedivy, would you see to the horses? Keep them quiet.” To Sekhaya she said, “Things
happen when | hedl. | can't contral it, nor do | know what I'll bring on us. It would be best if you could
go on as soon as I'm fin-ished here”

“The horse is too tired.”

“B va, | warned you.” She kndt besde Chaya, lifted Wily and passed him across to Sekhaya
“Hold hmwhile | work.” She closed her eyes, set her hands on Chaya.



Sekhaya stared. Green light flowed from the Hedler's hands, spreading aong Chaya's body, snking
into her, oreading out and out in a shimmering sphere ...

The sphere touched her.

A sense of deep well-being filled her; she fdt Wily gtir, fdt his smdl life linked with hers and Chaya's.

Gayo flowers pushed up around them in an expanding spird, a year's growth in a angle breath, ther
red blooms unfurling a the ends of the long seed staks, their per-fume heavy on the air.

Moath sprites the Sze of her thumbnail were wrung from the ar like raindrops; they fluttered among
the gayo blooms, shining bits of moonlight given form and life.

The wel shimmered, the stones of the wal round its lip shone with the yelowing-white glow of the
moons, a col-umn of water shot upward a dozen feet, broke, and fdl back to fill the excavation and go
flowing over the incan-descent stones into a stream that wound among the gayos and ambled off dong
the road.

Abruptly, the glow-sphere hiccupped.

There was a degp droning hummmmmm.

A figure formed within the light, a woman with a leether skirt that brushed againg bare fet, a leather
jacket with long fine fringes dong the deeves, Hdisan the Harper, sanding there looking startled, her
harp float-ing unsupported before her; she caught it before it fdl, scowled at Sekhaya, turned and saw
the hedler.

“l know you,” she said. “You're the Mother. You're the Wdl.”

The green glow vanished.

Serroi sat back on her heds, her hands resting lightly on her thighs, a distant look in her eyes, a force
about her that sent shivers dong Sekhaya's spine.

Chaya dept, the fever flush gone from her face, the muttering stopped, the tenson drained out of her.
Wily stirred, fdl off Sekhaya s lgp and went gliding off to coil again on Chaya sribs.

Sekhaya got to her feet. She circled round the blanket, stopped beside Hdisan, nodded at the
tranced heder. “Anything we should do for her?’

“No. Me, | could do with a cup of cha. Any chance?’

>><<

Serroi wrinkled her nose at the flowers and the new spring that was il flowing strongly, at the moth
gprites playing over the water.

Moath sprites.

For an ingant she was back in the Mijloc, riding with her shidldmate Tayyan to take Ward in Oras,
another part of the world, another life. She blinked and the image was gone. With a Sgh, she sipped a
her cha and watched the others around the fire. Me, Hedivy, Adlayr, Honeydew, and now the Harper.
Wheat a crazy lot round thisfire.

“Hdisan the Harper.” Hedivy spoke suddenly, hisvoice rough with that Zemyallilt to the words as if
he haf sung them, but out of tune. “A man named Nehod, he told me that he knew you.”

“Knew isright. He vanished awhile back.”

The grengthening wind blew the gayo flowers about, wisps of dry clouds high overhead darkened
the night. Moth sprites flew in and out of the firdight, chased away by Honeydew before they could hurt
themsdvesin the fire. Sekhaya came from the van where the girl was ill degping, a srong woman, but
more than alittle logt in the convolutions of this game. She poured amug of cha and sat beside Serroi.

“How long will she degp?’ she murmured.

“The rest of the night probably. She was exhausted and the hedling tired her more.”

The herbwoman went slent, sat frowning a the fire and Serroi went back to ligening.

Hedivy dug his fingersin the bright chestnut beard that covered the lower part of his face. “I had a
question | was wishing to ask him. Maybe you can answer it.”

“And maybe | will answer. Or not.”

“Cargo of a certain kind came into Bokivada Bay and it was shifted to other ships, ones bound for
Govaritil. The same will be coining these days, but sent to Shinka and across the Neck to Tuku-kul. You



tdl me. Who in Bokivada would know about this?’
“Cargo of a certain kind. That's somewhat vague.”
“You know what | mean.”
“I would like it specified.”
“They were bombs and other wegpons sent by the En-emy. Mother Deeth.”
“Bound for Glory.”
“You could say that.”
“You want to find out where they come from.”
“Ves”
“Hibayd Bebek. Clan Bambana, totem ed, guild scriv-eners. If anyone knows, he does.”

>><<

Lavan was in his room, packing saddlebags for the trip to Halafam.

Bdow him,, in the backyard, Casl and his daughter were arguing about him. Casll had given up
trying to get her ingde and was shushing her and keeping his voice low so Lavan wouldn't hear; Sffana
Kinugeh had no such inhibitions. Words and phrases drifted up to him as he worked: sucking parasite,
layabout, foreigner, steal--from-your-grandchildren’s mouths .... She had a voice like a saw when she
got mad and no discretion at dl. He began to understand why Casil had been o tired these past weeks,
worn out keegping the two of them apart; pity knifed through him, distracting him for a moment from his
worry about Chaya.

He folded his copy of his master’s certificate, fitting it into his belt dong with the gold coins he'd got
for the amlet and buckled it on. The Vduer had been so taken with the armlet, he'd bought it on the
spot; it was hard letting go of something he put so much concentrated ef-fort into, but Lavan knew he'd
never get a better price. He buckled the flgps down and hefted the saddliebags to check their weight,
glanced round the room. | was happy here. He dapped the bags over his shoulder, glanced out the
window a lagt time, froze as he watched hdf a dozen men come round the corner of the house.

Hve of them stood like black scarvabirds while the axth walked up to Cadll and croaked, “We want
the girl.” He, was a long thin man, with a patch over one eye and black leather gloves on his hands,
legther so thin and supple that Lavan could see the wrinkles by his knuckles. Around his neck was a
heavy slver chain with a rayed pendant hanging at the join of hisribs.

Lavan clutched a the windowsil, holding his breath. Glorymen. He'd seen more than one of them
passing through Hubawern.

Casl scowled at the man, annoyed. “What girl? What are you talking about?”’

“ChayaWillish, dan Linfaya” His voice had gone whispery; it sent chills walking the nape of Lavan's
neck. “Read this” He drew afolded paper from his deeve and held it out to Cagl.

Casl took histime flatening the paper; he waked away from the man asif he needed the sunlight out
be-yond the shadow of the Munga tree to let him read the script. All this time Sffana stood silent, her
hands folded before her, her head bowed asif in reverence.

Lavan fdt sck. Why had they come here hunting for Chaya? Had things gotten so bad she had to
run? How am | going to find her? Should | wait? Or take the Wasteland Road and hope to meet her?

Caal finished the letter, folded it back with smal, meticulous movements of his hands, taking his
time, playing the ancient. “Don’t know why you give me this. Only woman in m' house is m' daughter,
you can see for your-sdf she's no runaway girl.”

“Whereisthe man?’

“What man?’

Sffanalifted her head. “H€e sin his room upstairs, Servant of Glory. Packing to leave, or so my father
says”

“You are of the Glory?’

“l am.”

“Have you seen a young woman about?’

“By the Glory | have not. But | can't be everywhere.”



“Then we mug search the house” He looked around for Casl, but the old man had dipped away.
“Will you permit, Glory’s daughter?
“The asking is dl the permisson you need, O Servant”

As s00n as the 9x men and Siffana were out of sght, Lavan swung through the window, muscled
himsdf onto the roof and edged dong it until he reached the Munga tree. Behind him he could hear feet
sumping up the gairs. A glance into the yard, another at the tree, then he jumped.

He brushed againg one limb, caught hold of the next, rode it down, released it, caught another to
stop his plunge, dropped to the ground and ran for the stable, the saddiebags dipping from his shoulder
to hang over his am, a shout fallowing him as a Gloryman leaned from his bedroom window and saw
him.

Alegay was waiting, saddled and ready, Casil holding the reins. The old man coughed, set his hand
on Lavan'sarm. “Sheiswhat sheis” he said, sadness roughening hisvoice. “Head for town, you'll need
food. Here. This should help.” He pushed amoney purse a Lavan. “It’'s yours, what you woulda earned
if you finished the year. Find your girl, give her akiss for me, and when you have kids ...."” He took hold
of Lavan’s arm, his grip hiting to the bone. “Go on now. ‘ Fore those gits come here lookin'.”

Lavan shoved the purse down the front of his shirt, smung into the saddle. “Send a letter if you can.
To the GuildHouse would be best.” He nudged Alegay forward, taking him through the haf open door.

Ancther ydll.

One of the Glorymen was racing a him. He whooped and kneed Alegay into a run, dapped at the
men with the saddlebags he dill carried over his am and made it round the house before the others got
out the door.

He was beginning to rdlax when he heard a crack and fdt a blow near the end of his shoulder.
“Shoating?’ He bent low over the horse's neck, called for more speed and went racing down the curved
road, heading for Hubawern.

At the edge of the town, he dowed Alegay and glanced over his shoulder. Two dark figures were
riding after him—moving a an unhurried lope as if they knew he had no place to run. He rode on into
Hubawern, feding a his shoulder. There was a hole torn in his shirt, not much blood, though. It was
darting to hurt and he cursed the Gloryman who shot him, but it wasn't serious, a bullet burn, that was
dl.

He looked back again. They were closer and dowing, following him, but not trying to catch up. He
shook his head, wondering what they were about, then looked around. Lot of people about. Maiden
Bless, | don’'t know anyone here except Casil. Even the Valuer’s gone back to Bokivada. With that
letter from. Chaya’'s Uncle ... Zhagdeep! Do they expect me to lead them to her? Where is she?
Sekhaya maybe? Whatever | do, chances areit’s wrong ... can’t stay here and wait for her ... not
with those sklinks hanging around. He turned into a lane lead-ing into a tangle of houses;, Alegay was
fresh and shying at shadows, Sdling and trying to get the bit. Lavan ground his teeth as he convinced the
horse to behave, the effort sending pain pricks darting out from the bullet burn. He wove through the
crooked ways, moved through someone's back yard, trampled a path through a kitchen garden, went
round a pole shed, past a dump of trees, into another lane, eased back toward the man street when he
thought he' d logt his pursuers.

Probably was't worth the time and effort, they’d just pick him up again when he started south. But
he couldn’t be sure they weren't looking for a place to drop aloop over him and use him for bait. Set me
out to graze and wait till she comes up to me.

All the gudying he'd done. All the work ... No one teaches you how to kick an enemy’s face in,
how to turn his ambition into ash .... Zhag! Who would’ ve thought I'd have to know?

He turned Alegay into the accessway behind the stores, twising around & intervas to watch what
was happening behind him, breathing easier as he saw no sgns of the Glorymen. This didn't help his
shoulder which was burn-ing more every moment. He was going to have to get that seen to, but at the
moment what he wanted was the Farmer’s Market; he need a packmule and enough supplies so he could
cut across the Waste if he had to. Yes, Waste-lands Road, then north. Find Sekhaya if | don't catch



Chaya. Yes. A longgun and plenty of bullets. I'll have to practice, | haven't hunted since | was a
boy. A quarter of a century that’s been Almost. | wonder if you forget, or does it come back with a
little practice? Like riding ....

A gug of wind brought him the noises of the Market and the thick, acrid smdl of dung. He eased in
the saddle and kneed Alegay into a faster walk.

>><<

Hibayd Bebek smoothed the deeves of histunic, set-tled it down over hislean hips and followed the
builder’s agent into the building. His boot hedls hit the stone with sharp clicks and the sound echoed back
a him. It was late and the workers had gone home to supper and bed, the emptiness of the Structure was
oppressive in the flickering light from the agent’ s lantern.

Without spesking, Bebek moved-close to one wall, run-ning his hand dong the stonework. The wall
was smooth and cool under hisfingers, he couldn’t fed the joins. There was a lot of debris on the floor,
gtone chips gritting under his feet, but the carved band that ran dong a eye leve was finished except for
the find polish, the dancing figures with the rayed face of the Glory repeated in infi-nite variety, each
dightly different from the last. As he moved about the main chamber, then into the sde chap-ds, the
agent followed him, holding the lantern high so he could see.

Bebek spent an hour doing his inspection, then he strode out the door, stopped on the portico and
waited for the agent; when he spoke, his voice was & its dries and mogt formd. “It is wdl enough,
though the work has been dower than promised. Is there afirm date for com-pletion?’

The agent’s eyes did away from his. “Hard to say. You want it fast or you want it good?’

“I want your employer to do what he is contracted to do. If | don't receive a satifactory reply and
soon, | will begin subtracting a percentage of his fees. Inform him. If he wishes to discuss this, he should
come to my office to-morrow.” He strode away without waiting for an answer.

Hibayd Bebek dipped the robe off, tossed it asde, and sat cross-legged on the mat in front of his
atic dtar. He used histeeth to pull the cork from the bottle, poured the dark amber wine into a semmed
glass “It's coming well,” he said. “I put a burr under Gaxumek’s tall tonight. I'm reasonably sure the
House will be finished by TheDom Dark. The Guildmasters are running round in circles hiting their own
backsides. The Aides are seeing to that, brandy brothers, yesss” He gulped down the brandy in the
glass, filled it again, his head svimming pleasantly, his body so light it came near floating.

“Even the dawethies look confused.” He giggled. “They stand there shivering when they watch the
proces-sions. Sometimes tongues start diding across lips and their hands stroking dong their bodies till
they notice what they’re doing and they run away.” He drank more brandy. “Rumors running like fire
about the Arbiters coming south, true enough, two lectors who were brandy brothers came by this
moming to tdl me. Sibukel the Ob-server, Okhelan the Decider. Be here by the end of the Dommonth.
What do you want me to do?’

The amber light pulsed above the crystds. You are doing wonders for us, Beloved, forget the
Arbiters, they have no power and our power is greater with every day that passes. Seep, Beloved,
dream of a time when you will be one with all, cherished by all. Seep and dream ...

>><<

The reed marshes of the Dar stretched out to the hori-zon in the west. The Kirojens rose high and
gark in the east, thelr black stone summits patched with glaciers.

Treshteny writhed on the stony road, moaning, drool dripping from her mouth.

The premaoaning fit went on and on, more focused thistime ... a blackness like ahdleinthe air, arying
out, demanding, hungry, sense of immengty, power spreading farther and farther, growing stronger,
anguished voice cdling ... Mother Mother, claim me, come to me, touch me. Why won't you hear
me? Why ...

Mama Charody helped her St up, lifted a cup to her lips so she could drink. The water was warm



and tasted of the skin, but her mouth was parched and her head throb-bing; she gulped it down, smiled
as Charody moistened a cloth and patted it over her face, wiping away sweat and drool. She reached up,
caught the old woman's hand. “Help me up.”

When she was on her feet again, she looked out across the Dar into the haze on the horizon. “ There”
she said, pointing to the southwest. “It or she or whatever, it waits there”

26. The Glory Goes Rolling On

The blue sphere rolled forward across the land, moving with the Taken army; where it touched, the
earth black-ened and trees, grass, birds and beasts died—everything but the Taken; they lived in and out
of the blue like am-phibiansliving in and out of water. Mern the Fist, Pan Nov, and the heart of the amy
were blown to ash in the great explosion, but the Taken were getting their orders from another source
now. The chovan and Nov’s thugs fled in fear or merged with the Taken, Taken themsdves the minute
the blue touched them. When the blue touched one of the Marn's Army, he Changed, turned on his kin,
and marched with the others.

Warning them to keep clear of the blue, Vedouce sent his men againgt the Taken, attacked and
retrested, at-tacked again and again.

The Taken that fdl lay dead only until the blue light moved over them, then they rose up and marched
on with the same disciplined deadliness they’ d had when they were dive.

Stretched out on the croppey, Hurbay emptied the longgun, shoved in a new dip, began shoating
agan, dropping man after man from the northern wing of the Taken navsta advancing across the uneven
fidd, trying to hit them in the head so they wouldn’t get up and come at him again.

“Proggin’ corp! | swear | got that'n twice before” Stretched out on the other Sde of a pile of
crumbled rock, Vaban snorted. “They dl corps, like shootin® fish.”

The blue light rolled closer and closer, dead on the ground rose and came a them.

The cousins wriggled backward, ran for their macain, and joined what was Iéeft of the navdta as they
headed for the next ambush point.

“Vdk. Throdd here”

“Vdk here. Go.”

“We can't get near the Taken with that blue light around them and shooting into it is useless. We tried
that, closest | can get to what happened is alump of sugar in hot cha. What | want to do is Stoppah and
| should go back and hit the reserves, try to take out as many as we can, keep supplies away from them.
Go.”

“Hald on, I'll pass that on to the Generd. Out.”

“Vdk to Throdd.”

“Throdd here. Go.”

“Vedouce says you're on your own. He' d appreciate your hitting the reserves as hard as you can,
but stay dive and stay mobile. Anything ese? Go.”

“That bad? Go.”

“Worse than you know. Out.”

“Vedouce to OskHold.”

“Hoald here. Go.”

“Cdl the Marn and Pan Osk. And quickly, please.”
“Will do. Out.”

>><<

Light coming through the loosened shutter dats painted gold bars on the parquet. The mee Zasya



Myers lay stretched out on the daybed, catching alittle deep, Was afiery gimmer by her fedt.

K’'vesmilly Vos, sat a the writing table with the Poet’s newest broadsheet spread out before her.
Two of the Seykyn had been discovered and mobbed, killed after they’d daughtered a dozen of the
people piling on them,. the names of the dead listed in a box bordered in black with a black star by each
name, heroes they were caled.

K’vesmilly grimaced. More dead heaped on the reports of the dead from the army.

A light flickered on the com stting by her ebow, the amdl ydlow glow lighting the hairs on her am;
Pan Osk had indsted she have it so she could cdl for help if a Seykyn got by his defenses and made it
up the gairs.

“Marn here. Go.”

“Hedin, Marn. Set 95 7. Out.”

K’vestmilly scowled at the com, scratching in memory for what he'd told her, moved the tiny wheds
until the numbers he' d given showed in the dots. “Hear me, Hes-lin? Go.”

“I hear. K'milly, you' ve heard about the blue glow? Go.”

“Yes. | heard Vedouce describe it

“There's nothing we can do, Kimi. Three or four days, that's dl you've got. Your veterans are
holding, though they can only nibble at the edges and hope to dow the Taken alittle. The rest are sarting
to run. Thinking about ther families, | suppose. What I'm trying to say, | want you out of there. Take the
mee and get across the mountains. It won't hep anyoneif you get killed. And the baby.”

“You come here, then I'll leave”

“I can't, Kimi. | wish ... nik, never mind. Vedouce isgoing to cdl Pan Osk in a short while, give im
the bad news. If Osk goes, will you go with im?’

“I"d have no choice, would 1. Hes, things have changed. I’ve grown up a little, 1 think. | want you
with me, | missyou so much, | miss ... talking with you ... laughing ... you said | wouldn’t miss you in my
bed. | do. Every night, | do. Take care, will you? | didn’t know my father until this year, but the little time
we had | wouldn’t have missed for anything. | want my daughter to know her father from the day she
opens her eyes. Please be careful. Out.”

Mouth pressed in athin line, she reset the com, then dropped her head in her hands.

>><<

The blue sphere rolled on, the gigantic image of the fase Marn ingde it taking amile a a stride. As
Vedouce' s amy mdted around him, he drew in the hard core of veterans and retreated before that
remorseless torrent, nipping at it in increeangly futile strikes. Each desth seemed to augment rather than
diminish the power of the light.

They backed into Oskheart, turned, and raced for the mountains across the empty fidds, past the
defenses abandoned hdf done, past the greet pile of stone that was as usdess againg the blue force as a
hegp of marshmd-lows.

>><<

His people filing past below him, Zarcadorn Pan Osk sat on his horse high on the mountain dope and
looked back at the Hold valey, & Oskheart. K’'vestmilly Vos waited beside him, a cold knot in her
gomach as she wondered where Hedin was, if he were even dive.

Its blackened path amile wide and vanishing over the horizon, the blue glow-sphere ate through the
trees and rolled toward the Hold.

The blue touched ... ate into the stone ... dowed ... dowed yet further as if daunted by the weight of
whet it consumed ...

The sphere quivered ...

Unfolded ....

The sound reached K’ vesmilly Vos.

Like the blast that killed her mother, multiplied many times.

A groan, aroar, avast and spreading BOO 000 MMM that shook the mountains.



Her horse reared.

She fought it down, fought it back into control, her strength multiplied by her terror for the child she
carried. The ripples of the Sou ou ound faded.

She heard a groan from Pan Osk and looked again.

The blue glow was gone; the Hold was a pile of rubble in a vdley of death, everything gone, burned
to the ground, trees, crops, even the grass, were dl of them ash.

The Taken stood in disciplined lines waiting to be told what to do next.

She pushed the Mask up, used her longglasses.

A smd| solitary figure stood on the highest peak of the shattered stone, a dight young girl with a
Mask the twin of her own, the False Marn viewing her kingdom.

27. One Journey Ends, Another Begins

Sandlly glanced back at the barge. With the wind shifting the torchlight so erraticdly, it seemed to
dance in the darkness. She reached out, caught hold of Greygen's hand. “It's kind of hard,” she
murmured. “Like leaving home dl over agan.”

“Do you mind so much?’

“Nik ...” She dragged out the word, sghed. “In spite of everything, it was a good time, wasn't it.”

He didn't answer, just freed his hand, dropped his am on her shoulders and hugged her tight for a
long moment, then went driding ahead of her to the pole lantern that marked the end of the dley,
stopping benesth it to peer down a awrinkled sheet of paper he took from a pocket.

They hurried through the winding secret ways, empty and echoing, where the life of the dty was
indde, shut into lamplit, noisy courts behind high mud-brick walls, following the names of streets stamped
high on those walls, spelled in three scripts, mijlocker, fenekd, and dandri. It was a trader’s town and
Fenek reticence gave way to market needs.

Near the outer wdl they came to the many-towered House Hekkataran, a pile the sze of a andl
mountain.

Greygen looked a Sanglly, drew a deep breath, then caught hold of the heavy bronze knocker and
hammered it againg its plate.

A man leaned out one of the gate towers, looked down at them. “Who goes?’

Greygen licked his lips, spoke the pass phrase the Marn had given him. “A servant of one the Hedler
heded.”

“Heyo, you made better time than we thought. A min-ute while m’ lazy ‘ prentice dirs his sumps and
opens to you.”

Sanglly leaned into Greygen, limp with rdief and a rising plessure; it'd been a long time since
anyone around her had spoken with such open, friendly ease.

Three days later they stood in the bow of the trader, the towers of Tuku-kul vanishing behind them,
their Fenek guards squatting at their ease with their backs againg the cabin wal, longguns resing easy
across thar thighs

The banks of the Fenkaful moved out and out until it seemed the ship floated on a sheet of slvered
glass, each haf-submerged tree with its mirrored counterpart grow-ing downward as it grew up. There
was no wind and the slence beyond the ship was profound, except for the low hum of the hordes of
insects which only seemed to inten-gfy the dillness. The men of the crew had dropped ther songs and
moved with alanguid competence that was as reassuring asit was eerie.

The magter was a burley Fenek named Biddiya whose short cropped hair was sprinkled with gray
and the occarsiona slver coil; most of the morning he spent up on the quarterdeck, leaning on the rall,
gmoking a pipe and keep-ing alazy eye on his crew. When the sun was overhead, he stirred, came down
the ladder and crossed to Greygen, tapped him on the shoulder. “Eat.”

Greygen stirred, blinked. “What? Oh. Yes. Sansy?’



The narrow cabin was dark and steamy, the table a board on chains lowered from the caling, the
med afruit and vegetable salad with fresh baked bread and a pot of cha

They atein Slence for severa minutes, then Biddiyal said, “Swamp’s been quiet past few trips. Nev’
can tel, though. | say hop, you get out the way, hmm?’

Greygen closed hishand on Sanslly’s am, sgueezed it in warning. “We held off Mgilarn, we could
hdp with swvampies.”

“Could. I'll ydl if I need you. Better keep hid till then. Feneks shoot Feneks, that's one thing.
For'ners do it, could gir up more n you or me, we want.”

Greygen nodded; Sanslly sghed.

Biddiya rubbed his hands together, amiling broadly. “Haya, now that's settled, we be in Sinadeen
five days on, then 'tisa week to Yadlor. And there we part. Makia put it to me to get you a safe ship. I'll
do that, an’ Maden see you sdfe to wherey’ got to go.”

The passage through the Kul Marsh was smooth as the water, dow and sately. Twice someone shot
a the boat, but whoever it was hit nothing and Biddiya didn't bother reacting. They did into the
Sinadeen and a brisk, fallow-ing wind sent them skimming across the end of that sea, getting them to
Ydlor in lesstime than it took to cross the swvamp.

“Haya, AnTl, got some passengers for you. Makia said to tdl you, they friends of the Hedler. They
bound for Biserica”

“Pho!” The shipmaster’s nodrils flared as he ran dark yelow eyes over Greygen and Sanslly. * Good
‘nough for me, come on ‘board. Won't ask y' names out here, but mineés Am'litho, Master, m’ ship's
the Wanda Kajamy, the sweetest little goer in dl the Sinadeen. Jy,” he roared, “get y' butt over here and
haul that gear aboard.”

TheDom was a waxing crescent low in the west, the Jewels of Anish overhead, the Dancers just
dearing the horizon in the east, the moons touching the long waves with streaks and spots of Slver.

“It's beautiful, Greg.” Sandlly sghed. “Trouble is, I'm thinking about our boys and Tesar and
Ankhold. I wonder what it’s like up there now?’

Greygen moved his hand up and down her nape, amil-ing as she relaxed againg him, dmogt purring;
he took her hand and led her away from the rall. “We get to Biserica, well be doin’ for our boys. Let's
go down now, plenty of nightsleft for lookin' at the moons.”

28. One Mystery Down, Another Ahead

Serroi rode back to meet the van, the sorite on her shoul-der, dutching at her russet hair.
Herbwoman and Harper were Sde by side on the driver’s bench with the girl Chaya kneding behind
them, crossed arms resting on the back of the bench. They'd been taking but fdl slent as Serroi lifted
her hand to sgnd a stop.

Sekhaya pulled the horse to a hdt. “What isit?’

“About three miles ahead there's a fight going on. One man on a hill, usng a dead horse and dead
packmule as fort, holding off four men; it was gx, but it looks like he's dready got two of the attackers,
a least there are two corpses dressed in black. Adlayr thinks they're Glorymen. Haisan, you can
bespeak the gprite, yes?’

The Harper leaned past the Herbwoman, a frown on her bony face. “Yes. Why?’

“I"d like you to take alook at the man, seeif you know him. We have to decide whether to go round
this trouble or mixinit.”

“Is there a question here? If they're Glorymen ....” Serroi moved a hand in a warding gesture.
“There's no time. Will you do it?

“Yes” The Harper lifted her am. Come, Honeydew.



Honeydew waked up the am to Holian's shoulder, words gushing out in her mosquito voice.
Honeydew can do, but ’tis hard, Halisan should help Honeydew. Hdisan should reach, don't just take.
Adlee he flying in clouds, he don’'t want no glorymen makin' target out a him, but he gonna go down
when Hdisan and Honeydew say they ready, so Hdisan and Honeydew get a g00000d look, but the
look gonna be short, so

Hdisan be on her toe ready to go, ay ya, Honeydew a poet, yes ....

The two women closed ther eyes and let the image flow into them:

The wasteland was dust and hest, shades of tan and yelow, the only greens visble muted by the
dust urtil they, too, were a neutrd tone in this paette of dullness. On a low, rocky hill a man was
lying be-hind the body of a horse the same rust brown as his shirt, shooting whenever he caught a
glimpse of black asthe four attackers shifted from brush dump to brush dump, trying to close in on
him.

The scene shifted as Adlayr sivung round, trying to find the angle that would give the best view of
the face, then there was a dizzying fluctuation as he swooped down.

The man looked up, startled, then did from view as Adlayr sped past him and powered up again,
plunging into the clouds.

Adlee say do you want more or was that ‘ nough?

“Enough,” Hdisan said doud; she leaned back, closed short, strong fingers about Chaya s wridt. “It's
Lavan, Chaya. If I've helped you in your search, Hedler, and you've said | have, then | ask your help in
return.”

Serroi ran her fingers through her hair. “There€ s alayby an hour ahead of us. Sekhaya, stop your van
there and wait for us. And you'd best be ready in case one of them gets by us. | don’t think it's likdy.”
She chuckled. “Hedivy isfeding very sour about Glory men and he hasn't had a chance to shoot anyone
recently.”

>>-(<

The sudden dive of the huge black tax had startled Lavan, but he was too busy to worry whet it
meant; two of the Glorymen were trying to circle behind him while the others kept him pinned down.
He' d killed the firg two doing the same thing after they’ d shot the horse and the mule.

He d |eft the road, seeking to break free of them, made the mistake of Slhouetting himsdf againgt the
sky. Two shots put him on foot, the third dug a furrow in the side of his head. One bit of luck, they
weren't much smarter than he'd been, killing the beasts and giving hm both shelter and water. Should
have creased 'em and .... His eyes burned from the swesat dripping into them. He rubbed his deeve
across his brow, grinding his teeth at the pain in his shoulder, ducked as a bullet dammed into Alegay’s
hindquarters.

He caught a glimpse of black and fired, amiled grimly as he heard a yep from his target. “Got you,
bhasta. Where' s your mate ... ah!” He shot again, swore when he saw the brush quiver as the other one
crawled away. “Missed thistime. Try it again., deadbone.”

He heard aflurry of shots, frowned. None of them hit-ting near him. What ...

The black trax came plunging down, knocked him flat and left him gasping in a gust of fecd gas,
flopped around for another second, then was a naked man rubbing dirt off his face. “Someday I'm going
to have to take the time to practice those zhaggin' touchdowns.” The man wriggled round and stretched
out behind the forequarters of the dead horse. “You're Lavan, right?’

“Yes but ...

“Adlayr Ryan-Turriy, gyes, Biserica. Friend of ming's out there feding mean. Give Hev a couple
minutes, hell finish off the Glorymen. Him and that knife of his. Saaa, | never want him haiing me like
thet.”

“Biserica? Hev? What ....”

“Long story.” He eased his head up so he could see over Alegay’s forequarters. “That does it.” He



stood, cupped his hands about his mouth, yelled, “Serroi, we need you. This un's darting a fever.” He
dropped back to a squat, wiped sweat from hisface. “Hot, ign't it? Mind if | hdp mysdf to your water?
Traxing aways takes the suffing out of me”

“Nay, be free”

“Zhaggin' Glorymen.” He picked the knots loose with a fingemall that looked a lot like a claw,
upended the bag, and gulped down hdf the water that was left. “Ahhh, that's better. Shooting a good
horse like this”

Lavan thought he saw the gyes teeth lengthen, go pointed, then change back—or it could have been
the woundfever confusng him. With the tenson drained away, he hadn't enough energy Ieft to tak, let
aone ques-tion what was happening.

He was nearly adeep when he fet a cool hand touch his face. He looked up a orange eyes set adant
and «in ... “Green?’

“| prefer to think it dlive” she said, comfortable laugh-ter bubbling in her voice. “Relax, you're not
seding things. My nameis Serroi, | an aheder of the Biserica”

“Bisica... he... thegyes ... hesad ...”

“Ehva, don't think about it. Close your eyes and lie back; we ll have you wel again in just a moment

>><<

Chaya stood in the road draining to see into the dust cloud raling toward them; the Harper sad
Lavan was wdl and coming to meet her, but she' d believe it in her body only when she saw him.

A horse emerged from the dust, a gray with a whitish mane and tail; it was coming at a galop, a dark
figure bent forward, urging it on. Her breath caught in her throat and there was asvimming in her heed as
if she were sunk in the mill pond with the weir propped open.

The horse dowed as it came up to her; Lavan svung from the saddle and ran toward her, caiching
her in his arms, hugging her so tightly againgt him she couldn’t breathe. When he spoke, there was a
groan in his voice and his breath was hot againg her ear. “Chaya, my cd, | was arad | wouldn't find
you.”

He pushed her away, used his thumb to wipe dust and tear sains from her face. “Serroi told me
about the thieves” When she went pale, he shook her. “Did you think | wouldn't want you?' His voice
went oft and he drew a hand down the sde of her face, the touch making her shiver. “Chay, don’t you
know me better? I’m not whole without you; | haven’'t been since | was chasng you round your father’'s
workshop.” He turned her hdf around, dropped his arm over her shoulder, and waked her back to the
fire

Sekhaya amiled at them and filled two mugs with hot, strong cha. “Go gt in the van,” she said. “It's
the only privecy you'll get for many a day.”

>><<

Serroi glanced across the fire a the lovers and sghed. So long dince she'd fdt that sweetness, that
time when two people couldn’t get enough of touching each other and tried to merge into one flesh even
when they were waking dong or just gtting by a fire. If Chaya and Lavan had had troubles before this,
and she thought they had, those prickles were swalowed in the joy of this moment. She scratched at her
nose and tuned back in to what Hedivy was saying.

“... about Bebek.”

Hdlisan caressed the harp that stood beside her on the blanket, short srong fingers diding dong the
wood. “Ahwu, | know what I’ ve seen, nothing beyond | can put in words. Bebek is a man who wears a
mask to buckle his boots. He has a reputation for rigid honesty, hard work, and cleverness; for being
someone you can trugt with your secrets, no matter what they are. Rumor says he has a finger in dmost
evarything that happens in Bokivada. It's true enough. He doesn’t have friends, only a lot of people who
owe him favors and are grateful he hasn't called them in. He's not known for generosity. The word is that
slver wesils scream in pain before helll let go of them, but a gold only whimpers since it knows there’ s no



escape. He could be a secret drunk, though he doesn't show it in the daytime. From the pile of bottles
that the rag man collects there, he drinks enough brandy each night to float the merchanter that carries it
to Bokivada. And it is only him killing those dead soldiers, he never has company. As | said before, he
has no friends”

“Where?’

“He has a house in the Vitifunder digtrict.”

“Guards?’

“None. Doesn't need any.”

Hedivy brooded at the fire for severa minutes, then he looked up. “We need a guide”

“You're aking me?’

“Ves”

She amiled. “Since | dready know dl this?’

“Yes”

“Y ou're an honest man yoursdlf, Hedivy Starab. I'll guide you.”

13 GOOd.”

“Something dse I'll do. I've got a house in Freetown. Lavan!”

Laven started, turned to look at her. “What?’

Chaya blinked, blushed, and straightened; she drew her knees up and wrapped her ams around
them.

“Clan lawv doesn't run in Freetown. You and Chaya had better plan on spending a while there, let
things cdm down a bit before you try for the Arbiters. My house is yours as long as you need a place.”

>><<

With the new horses and the new food supplies from Lavan and the dead Glorymen, they made good
time dong the Wastelands Road, reaching Hubawern five days on. They circled to the north sde of the
town, crossed theriver on the Huba-ferry, and started east through the bro-ken, hilly country around the
Bay. With Adlayr flying scout, they rolled unchdlenged dong a wide paved road, past big country
houses, neat and prosperous fam vil-lages. Now and then they caught glimpses of flagdlants in
procession and in those villages Glory Houses were be-ing built; people turned to stare a them as they
rumbled past, but no one questioned them or tried to stop them.

Ealy on the third day the van reached the summit of a low hill and Chaya saw the dity spreading out
dong the curve of the bay. She was astounded and a bit frightened. Hdlafam had a dozen families
around a hundred adultsiif she counted the young ones near gpprenticing age. She'd expected something
like Hubawern with its thousand cit-izens and stream of travelers passng through, but nothing like what
she was seeing. There had to be fifty, maybe even a hundred times a hundred living down aong the bay,
crowded together in narrow houses built so close there was dmost no space between them.

She closed her hands tight over the edge of the driver’s bench and focused on Joma's bobbing head.
What are we going to do? How are we going to live? We can’t just land on Halisan and expect
her to take care of us, it wouldn’t be fair .... She swdlowed. Not only would it be unfar, chances
were Halisan would get tired of them redl fast. And then where would they be?

Lavan and Hdisan were riding up ahead, taking stead-ily. She wondered what they were taking
about, then she amiled. What Lavan had talked about for days now, most likdy. How he could get a
dient lig started and how he was missing his tools, he'd had to leave them behind when he ran from the
Glorymen. He did remember to mourn with her the loom she'd had to leave and the de-sign charts that
were gone with the thieves, but he hadn’t changed dl that much, in spite of everything that’d hap-pened.
Ahwu ahwu, | love him as he is and he loves me and what more can one ask?

Hdisan led them through narrow winding streets crowded with morning shoppers to the wall that shut
off Freetown from the rest of Bokivada
“Wih! Fanek, | see your ugly face up there. Open the gate, let us through.”



The guard leaned out the window, grinned down at Hdisan. “Ahwu, it's that string-picker again.
Make me”

She help up a broad slver wesll. “Seeif your fingers can gtick to this” With a sweep of her am, she
tossed it to him.

“Always said you had a slver tongue, Harper. Stand back while we wind ’em open.”

Chaya shuddered as the gates clashed shut behind them. The sound had a horrible findity to it as if
the threed of her life had been diced through.

* % %

Hdisan's house was a the northern end of Freetown; she had a tiny stable and a hit of
garden—qrass and atree and afew flowers, nothing she couldn’t leave if she had a long engagement or
was due for one of her wandertours. It was a smdl house with two rooms and a kitchen on the ground
floor and two bedrooms above and a bathroom on the floor above with a cistern perched like a wart in
an angle of the roof, awell, and a workroom in the basement.

Chaya relaxed once she was ingde. The house was smdler than hers, but enough like it to make her
fed a home,

Lavan opened the door, drew Chaya into the room. “We ve been taking,” he said. “Lots of things
could hap-pen tonight. And tomorrow there probably won't be time. Chaya and I, we'd fed more
comfortable if you'd say the words over us, Harper Hdisan. Sekhaya can hand off, Chaya's her
name-child, so that's dl right. And ...” he looked round, his mouth trembling as he tried to amile. “And
we d like you dl as witnesses.”

The room shimmered with light, there were candles ev-erywhere, in holders, bottles, anything that
would let them stand and burn. On asmdl round table there were a pair of candles in siver holders, two
dender glasses with sems that seemed hardly wider then a thread, hdf filled with a crimson wine, two
crydd dishes filled with an ail that gleamed pady gold with a creamy lopha blos-som floaing in each,
rdleasing its, perfume as it sank into the liquid. A red slk ribbon lay folded between the dishes, a twig
from the tree in the garden laid across it, three heart-shaped leaves sprayed out from the tip.

Sarroi stood beside one of the candle clugters, amdling the aroma of the hot wax, the perfume from
the flowers, quietly enjoying the color, the scents, and the feding of happiness that was radiaing from
mogt of the others in the room. Hedivy was irritated at being included in some-thing he thought of as
moronic nonsense, but he'd kept his objections to himsdf because they couldn’t leave the house before
midnight and he had to fill the time with something. She ignored him. Adlayr was rdishing his role as
groom’s friend. Sekhaya was feding sentimental and a little sad, the ghosts of memory hovering about
her. And Honeydew was watching everything with eager in-terest.

Lavan and Chaya stood on one Sde of the table, be-tween them Hdisan's Harp; their hands were
clasped above it, the dtar that would sanctify ther vows. Halisan stood across from them, her hands
pressed pam to pam before her breadts.

She bowed to Chaya, bowed to Lavan, reached be-tween the glasses, and lifted the twig. “By lesf
and by seed, on harp and hearth, | cdl you to witness the binding of two into one.” She sang the words,
her rich contrdto filling the room. “Who presents this man?’

Adayr stepped forward to stand beside Lavan. “I, O Harper,” he sang, his voice a deep baritone
with an edge of wildness, a touch of scamar’s growl. “I, gyes and groom’s man, | present Lavan
|saddo.”

The candles flickered and the flowers sank lower in the ail, ther perfume drifting up and forming
haloes about the candle flames.

“Who presents this woman?’

Sekhaya stepped forward, set her hand on Chaya's shoulder. “1, O Harper,” she sang, her voice
husky, her grasp on the notes uncertain. “I, Herbwoman and thaz, | present my name-child Chaya



Willish”

The Harper lifted the ribbon; it flowed over her pde hands, the candldight giving it a liquid dide like
running blood.

Serroi watched with a growing sadness as the cere-mony went on, the young faces so serious, 0
happy, the ritud digtilled of generaions of family life, a life she'd never known; her family had sold her
when she was barely old enough to walk, she’d grown up done with a sorcerer who'd dternatdy petted
her and tormented her. The Biserica had given her a home, a tradition to belong to, but she only had that
afew years, then it was gone. There was no place for her there now. | have the children, though .
that’s something ... maybe I'll get used to them after a while ... if | survive this.. if we sur-vive ....

“... Chaya Weaver, plat the threads of your two livesinto aribbon like this ribbon | bind round your
wrid. Like it, but stronger dill, so neither pain nor pleasure, sorrow nor joy, will pull it apart. Laven
Goldamith, | wind this ribbon around your wrist, make of your two lives twin bracelets bound with links
of sted that nothing may break them apart. Place the hands that | have bound upon the Harp and swear

Serroi’ s kin began to tingle with prickles of power flowing from the earth and ar and swirling round
her. She could fed her hair moving. Ther voices came to her through a thickening ar; she heard both
speak but could not fathom the words. She took a step, then another, saw Halisan looking &t her.

Hdlisan lifted a hand gleaming with ail, beckoned to her.

It was asif Reki Janja stood, there, the flesh form taken by that complex of forces that was the,
Maiden, as if Haisan were Relki Janja recast, reformed, brought into the world again with the flow of
magic.

Hdisan took up the twig with itswilting leaves and held it out.

Serroi took it, hdd it before her, saw it change, glim-mering into gold and jade. Her hands moved on
their own, her body moved one step, another. She touched the jade leaves to Chaya's hand, then to
Lavan's, fdt force flowing from her into them. Her mouth spoke, another VVoice came through her. “Be
blessed, wait, and hope.”

Clouds swept in off the Sleeve and it started to rain around midnight. Adlayr flew a rope over the
wadl, shifted, and tied it to one of the iron spikes that ran dong the top. He helped haul Serroi and
Hdisan up and low-ered them to the ground on the far Sde.

When Hedivy was over with them, Adlayr coiled the rope over the spike, took a deep breath and
shifted to trax again, fdl off the wal, beat hisway upward and lisened a minute to Honeydew, who was
perched on Haisan's shoulder, shdtering under the wide hood of the Harper's raincloak, then headed
south dong an empty rain-splattered street.

Working with care, Hedivy broke out one of the sec-tions of glassin the snal window set high in the
door. He lifted Honeydew into the opening, passed her the end of a cord, kndt and began fiddling with
the lock.

A moment later Honeydew waved through the hole, then withdrew.

Hedivy grunted, finished with what he was doing. He stood, tried the latch. “Prak,” he murmured.
“Get ready.” He tugged on the cord, there was a thumping indde as the bar lifted, then the door swung
open.

He charged ingde—then stopped, stood ligening.

The dlence in the house was thick enough to fed.

Serroi pushed past. “I'll take you,” she murmured. She went through the door a the end of the
entranceway, be-gan running up the stairs built tight againg the wall.

The legs and arms of the man sprawled naked on the grass mat were a mess of whip scars and
burns, old and new, wedls of keloid or red and festering; one arm was curled about a dark bottle, others
were scattered across the mat, some of them dill dripping from the neck. The stench of urine and gae
brandy was so thick that Serroi started shdlow breathing the minute she opened the door.



Hedivy started to push past her.

“Nay! Wait.” She stepped ingde to confront the ydlow light like a blob of melted butter pulsng
above the geode.

MOTHER! CLAIM ME! | AM YOUR FIRSTBORN. COME TO ME. TAKE ME INTO YOU!

Serroi recoiled, loathing filled her; she looked at thefilthy room, at the ruined man sarting to mumble
drunk-enly and shove at the floor in the futile attempt to get up. Images of the dead and destroyed filled
her mind, the cries of the angry and grieving rang in her ears. NAY! YOU ARE NOT | WILL NOT GO
AWAY. GO. AWAY Her body shook with the repulson she fdt, green force bloomed in her, exploded
outward, driving the yelow light into smdler and smdler compass until it vanished.

Serroi shuddered, her knees nearly giving way as the force drained from her. She looked a Bebek
who was curled into fetd position, crying, not sobbing, nothing so vigorous as that, more as if his soul
were mdting and running out his eyes. The urge to hed nudged at her, but for the firg time she could
remember, it faded and dl she could think was that she couldn’t bear the thought of touching him.

She walked past Hedivy. “He syours. I'd get him out of there, but that’s up to you.”

Hdisan was dtting on a bench in the entranceway. Serroi settled beside her. She thought about
asking the Harper a dozen questions, but they dl liquefied and flowed away before she could get them
into words. She wanted to say something, she didn’t want to think about what had to be happening up in
that attic, something she shared respongibility for because she hadn’t even tried to stop it. “They’ll be dl
right?” she sad findly.

“Chayaand Lavan? Ahwu, | think so. There smy house, they'll stay there while I'm gone. Better to
have someone there to take care of it.”

“While you're gone?’

“I’'m coming with you. Y ou knew that; why else would you cal me?’

“You do me too much credit. Know? I’'m dancing blindfolded in the middle of swords and trying to
avoid the edges.”

“Wel, sworddancer, you need a Harper to keep the beat and that will be me”

Hedivy came down the stairs, a heavy, dinking sack in one hand. “He' s paying our fares.”
Sarroi stood. “I'd better go to ....”

“No need, Heder. We didn’t touch him. He' s dill talk-ing up there with no one to lisen.”
“Where do we go?’

“Mount Santak. And we' d better get started.”

>><<

It was nearly dawn when Hibayd Bebek uncurled and staggered to his feet. He looked at the dulll,
cracked ge-ode, wrapped his hand around it, with a loud, wordless yel, hurled it through the window.
His eyes were dry. He was done with grief. Holding to the dair ral, he got him-sdf down to his
bedroom, took a cold bath, wrapped him-sdf in a blanket, and sat in the front window, ligening as the
ran come down in danting sheets it was too dark to see. He willed his mind empty, drove out every
imege that sought entrance with the iron discipline that had car-ried him through life this far.

The hours passed. The rain dackened, then stopped. The clouds began to tear apart. A few dtars
shone through, paing as the sun rose.

He stirred. Relaxed. He thought about killing himsalf. Something tough and cold in him pushed the
thought away. He stood, threw off the robe, and stalked into the bathroom to shave and get ready for
another day’ s work. Dreams were one thing, even if they tore your heart out of you, but work had a solid
presence about it that kept you steadly.

And there was alot to be said for vengeance. Woe unto ye who have wounded me.



29. Vision

Treshteny jerked her head up, swayed in the cradle of Horse's nonflesh.

Mama Charody rode closer and reached out to catch her, but drew her hand back as Treshteny
dghed and draightened. “What isit?’

“I heard the Enemy arying in an anguish beyond tdll-ing. | fdt emptiness and anger unfold over the
earth. Serroi has rejected her child and war has been declared.”



