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Part One- Infans

L ong before Romans made thisland their Province, itsforests, lakes, plains, and mountains were home
to men who fashioned tools of stone and ate roots, wild seeds, and small creatures of the bogs. The early
folk feared the spirits bound in brooding rock, lurking in shadows of great oaks, leaping in hares, bears,
great stags, and wild bulls.

Somewhere in the vast sweep of years they began to generdize their awe, and to understand the
underlying unities among stones, bears, stags, and summer thunder. They called such universa spiritsgods

.Ma meant "breast," and ds0 "Goddess." "Man" meant the folk of Ma. In such ancient syllablesliethe
beginnings of wisdom, the capacity for awe and worship, the greet redlity sensed only dimly, never
proven, that we cal Faith.

Thisisatae of adaughter of the land, achild of Ma.
Otho, Bishop of Nemausus
The Sorceresss Tale
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Chapter 1- TheMasc

The moon shone bright upon the ancient sones of Citharigta, lighting young Marius's dash to the chapel.
"Per Otho! Pater! " he shouted. "Come quickly. Thegens are pursuing the witch Elen onto the rocks.
Bring theSancta . Come!" He had to stop, to take breath.



Father Otho rose from his knees, hisface more drawn and angry than the boy's unseemly babbling could
account for.

Marius shrank back, averting his eyes from the priest, and from the reliquary where the holy boneslay,
intheir tiny gabled house of gilt cedar encrusted with garnets and gold. He did not understand Otho's
anger, because he was too young to remember the revelation of the saint's remains, or to know what was
between the priest and the woman who fled.

* * %

The moaning Latin chant was adistant dragon growling up the winding path from Citharigta. Villagers
torches curled like aglowing serpent from among red-tiled houses and Roman warehouses.

Thefleeing masc's eyes, wide with terror, reflected the red and gold of serpentine flames, and when she
turned her head toward the dark, wooded path, she stumbled, blinded by torchlight. The roots of twisted
cypressestripped her, dowing her headlong flight. Her twisted ankle felt asif aknife blade pried between
the bones.

The moon had withdrawn its light. Had she angered the Goddess, begging for amae child to quickenin
her womb? Had the Virgin Huntress abandoned her to that other Virgin, whose torchbearers even now
drew close?

She drew her skirts about her knees and stumbled onward in darkness and pain. A refuge lay ahead, the
old Saracenfort at thetip of the cape. There dwelled the magus Ansalm. The Chrigtian villagers would
not pursue her within those walls—but she did not think she could reach them intime.

Pressing on, she fended off siff, scrubby oak branches grown maevolently hard and sharp, branches
that clawed at her eyes as she passed. Abruptly the moon emerged from behind its vell. The path
branched. Onetrail ran south to the cape, another eastward across the headland, where cliffs plunged a
thousand feet to the sea.

She let her sash drop on the southbound trail, then hid in the feathery shadow of atamarisk bush. If the
villagers reached the fort without finding her, they would believe her dready safe within. Then, later, she
would limp around to the fort by agoat path.

"Cado! Wait!" she heard adistant villager call. "Well never caich amasc here by the sea, where the old
devilsrule. Wait for Mariusto come with the priest and Sancta Claras bones.” The witch smiled then.
Father Otho would not come. Thegens , townsfolk, would wait, but young Marius would return aone.
Otho would not dlow hissaint'srelic to be soill-used.

* * %

Otho sghed. "I'll go with you," hetold the boy. "We need not disturb the Saint."

"Per Otho, the cagtellan himself commanded it. Y ou must bring her."

Commanded? Otho bristled. Only the bishop commanded him, not the Burgundian soldier.
Otho himself had discovered the holy bones protruding from the cut earth where the Burgundian

horseman had ordered afortification built. The priet's nocturnd vision had revealed the holy oné'stale,
which hetold to the villagers and the Germanic soldier.



SanctaClara. A name or adescription? Clear and holy: Saint Claire. He envisioned her on the road
from Masdia, fleeing the Roman hundred with their bloody arrowsin her back. There a the edge of
Citharista she had died, but her desth provided avita distraction that allowed the Magdaen to escapeto
the north, to the Saint-Baume and the holy cave where she remained, preached, and prayed for yet
another thirty-three years. Thus herein poor Citharistahad the life of Mary Magdaen, patron saint of all
Provence, been saved.

Otho'sfiery inspiration had daunted the big yellow-haired German knight, and he had moved his
proposed walls twenty paces north. The shrine now stood over holy Claras grave. Thus Otho's interest
was proprietary, and he did not take kindly to the boy's demand to jostle the saint and carry her bones
on afool's errand.

"Saint Claire was hounded by the Roman hundred," he told Marius coldly—perhaps even atrifle
pompoudly; there was no proof of thetae, only the vision he had been granted during hisvigil over the
newly exposed bones. "It's not right that she, the hunted, be used to track down another woman wrongly
pursued. Her bones arefor hedling. Y ou have seen me wash them in balsam and ail. Didn't the drink cure
your own congtricted throat, a summer ago?"

Y oung Marius scuffled hisfeet uneasily. "Elenisawitch, Pater, amasc who doesn't worship God.”

"Ah, Elen," the priest murmured. " See what your pagan mischief brings?' Aloud, he said, "Wait, boy,
whilel pray." He kndt again, unhurried.

* % *

Elen crouched low as footsteps crunched stones on the path. She plucked awillow twig and urgently
whispered an incantation over itslanceolate leaves. For amoment they gleamed like the feathers of a
white hen or agull.

The magics of the world are not evoked in silence, but with words. Elen'swords were not in an old,
magica tongue, but were mere Latin overlain with Visgothic, amusica tongue that would someday be
named for asingleword, "yes," whichwas"oc." TheLangue d'Oc .

"Oc," sad Elen, satisfied, as the moon again withdrew itsface. Her spell had come from the fairy Guihen
generations past: Guihen theinvisible, who stroked his white hen and disgppeared at will. Guihen the
Ligure, who righted wrongs and won the daughter of adux as reward, and a Roman villa, and a chest of
gold. She watched her hands fade to invisibility as the moon disappeared.

The footsteps on the trail were quick and light, no heavy farmer'stread, but Elen did not dare raise her
face from the curtain of her dark hair until she heard one pursuer spesk.

"Look! It'sMamas sash." Appalled, the masc recognized her eldest daughter, Marie. " She must be
near. See? She dropped it on the path to the cape.”

"The Eagle's Beak? Will thegens follow her there?' That was Pierrette, her second child.
Elen's heart sank.

"Let'strick them,” suggested Marie. "I'll move the sash to the other branch of thetrail, and they'll think
shefled east.”

Marie and Pierrette had outdistanced the townsfolk. They would "save" her by undoing her own



deception. Elen was torn between bidding them leave the sash and remaining hidden. Once undone,
Guihen's spell would be difficult to renew. Magic failed oftener than not, or took strange turns.

* * %

Otho's knees ached on the unyielding stone. Tonight, his prayerstook strange form, areminiscence of a
timethat he held closein hisheart. . ..

That summer, he had been but thirteen. Elen had been ayear older, adark forest spritetiny asthefairies
from whom her ancient folk had sprung. She had been to Otho afairy indeed, and he had fdlenin love
with her by thetiny spring her folk held sacred, the Goddess's breast from which they drank. The day he
met her, Otho had hiked milesin search of gamefor hisfather's table, and the water in hislesther pouch
was warm, stale, and sour. When the dark-eyed wood spirit had offered him water fresh from the rock,
in aclean beechwood cup, he had drunk greedily, and had fallen utterly under her enchantment.

In truth, the spell had been his own, sprung not from the waters but from the life that pulsed in hisgroin.
Smilar magic had flowed in the girl, unchecked by Chrigtian inhibition.

That summer his hunting trips al took him near the Mother's breast, and he never again carried hiswater
pouch. He felt the urge to hunt whenever he felt the swelling of his malenessin the heat of the summer
nights, as often as his heart and mind sweetened with the memory of dark eyes, lithe limbs, and the
warmth between them.

But summer did not last forever. Even before the last leaves fell from the oaks, before the mossy ground
grew too chill for revelswith the Goddess's child, his brothers discovered the game he hunted. His father
bundled him off to the abbey at Massdia, where he had remained for two years.

Returning to Citharista, he bore about his neck abronze cross, and upon his heart aweight heavier till.
Elen carried another burden, for even then little Marie swelled within he—Marie, the daughter of Gilles,
afisherman who aso tended agrove of olive trees outsde the town.

In two years a second daughter was born to Elen, and Gilles approached the young priest with an odd
request. Elen had lost two sons before their birthing, and it waslikely the new child would be her last. He
did not say that Elen's old Ligurian magic had determined so. Otho suspected Gilleswas but a
messenger, and that Elen hersdlf had sent him.

Gilleswas then thirty-two, and had lost many teeth. He might live another five years or twenty, but
without ason to aid him, their Burgundian defender would press him to sdl the olive grove to him, and
Gillessfamily would suffer.

Gillesfished aso, as had hisfather, but hisold boat wasfrail, and he was afraid to sail al theway to
Massdia, the only market for his sea urchins, adelicacy among rich folk of Greek and Roman descent.
Hetold himsdf he was a cautious man. Thus he must have hisdlive grove.

"l need ason," Gilles said. Otho protested that he was nomasco , and could not change the sex of a
daughter born. "Then | need only your silence,” Gillesreplied. "Wewill raise the child asaboy and cal
him Petros, which means “astone.’ The Burgundian will not know of the deception until | am dead.”

"Petros? | can't perform an unhalowed baptism using Saint Peter's name.”

"Then don't baptize the child. Merdly keep slent for Elen's sake, and well cal him Piers” Inthe
vernacular tongue it meant the same thing, a stone. Otho did not ask its degper meaning, suspecting it



was Elen's secret reprimand: the stone she had borne benegath her heart, since her first love had left her
and taken the cross.

The"boy," Piers, was now five, and no one suspected he was not merely smal like his mother. Otho
speculated that Elen had cast asmall glamour over the child, causing the eyeto dip past Pierrette's
delicate festures and focus upon the boyishness of her clothing and short-cropped hair.

Y et whether or not Elen had done so, she had not relented in her effort to bear ason. Her small forest
magicsfailed, but there were others. She visited the magus Ansdim in his Saracen keep, and was heard
speaking wordsin atongue no man could fathom. The pagan witches of the hillsweretolerated, for they
gprang from the same roots and beliefs as Christian townsfolk, but this new sorcery was not. Folk had
talked harshly of Elen and her foreign magics. . . .

"Per Otho?' At Mariusstremulous query, Father Otho's reverie faded. As smoothly as an aging man
could, an elder of twenty-seven with streks of whitein hishair, he got to hisfeet.

No need for haste; either thegens would catch the poor woman or they would not. He wastoo far away
to affect the outcome. If Elen was caught, they would beet her, perhaps even to death, and he would cry
shame and heap penances upon them; if they lost her on the rocks and forest trails, or if she reached
Anselm's stronghold, he would meet hisflock on their way back, and shame them for their murderous
intent.

Then he reconsidered his resistance to the cagtellan's command: the Burgundian could request amore
docile priest. He sghed, picked up the reliquary, and held it reverently on supine palms. There was surely
no harmin carrying it forth; the saint, herself afugitive, might even take pity on Elen and cast confusion
over her pursuers. Surely she would do Elen no harm.

* * %

The rough voices of the villagers neared. Elen heard a curse as someonefél. "Hold! Wait for the priest
and Saint Claire. Marius saysthey're coming!” Elen logt hersdlf to despair. Even gentle, loving Otho had
at last completed histransformation, his rejection of her. He would bring his magica bonesto sniff her
OuL.

"They're closer,” whispered Pierrette. "What shal we do?' But the decision wasn't hers. Asvillagers,
priest, and holy bones drew near, Elen felt the Christian magic overpower Guihen's pitiful spell, driving off
her hard-won obscurity with its baeful might, with unforgiving Faith. The Moon'sround disk again
emerged, and the light that shone on Elen was not the Huntresss visage, but acold, bright, sllver lamp
that belonged to Otho's celestia God.

"Mother!" gasped Marie, seeing Elen. Sheran to her, with Rierrette close behind. Both girls, one saven
and in sKkirts, the other five, clad in aboy'stunic and small Frankish trousers, clung to her armsas she
tried torise. "Mother, we must flee! Listen—they come.”

"Marie, hear me," Elen said desperatdy. "They mustn't find you with me. Run to the Eagle€'s Beak. Stay
with Ansalm. Go!" The moon was bright. Even the stars seemed unnaturaly intense, and she knew there
was no hope—but the children must get away.

"Mother, come!" But the sharp crack of Elen's palm on her cheek cut off Marieswords.

"Obey! Go now. Take your Sgter." She pressed asmall, soft leather sack in her youngest daughter's
hand. "Takethis, my sweet. Giveit to Anselm.”



It was not her mother Marie saw then, shedding the two girlsfrom her skirts; it was the masc Elen, the
witch, and Marie was suddenly cold with fear of sorceries, unnatural moonlight, and darkness among the
trees. With atiny, despairing cry Mariefled, pulling Pierrette after.

Alone, Elen waited, now hearing the priest's sweet tenor joining the chant, guiding it, inspiring it to ever
greater volume and power.

Chapter 2 - The Strange Ones

The Eagle's Beak, abroken crest of red rock west of Citharista's small harbor, was aimost unclimbable
onitsgentlest sde. It doped like a steep roof. It was a soft, crumbly matrix of red marl encompassing
rounded pebbles. As climbers struggled, fragments broke off and rolled beneath their unsteady feet.
Below, shdlow caves pocked the three scarps, which looked, from Citharista, like bulging domes of
bare, brown rock.

From the seg, the "roof" could be seen as an overflung edge, undermined by waves gnawing at its base
four hundred feet below. A pebble dropped from the scarp would fall well out beyond the surging waves,
in water as deep asthe dliff was high.

The few faint trailsto the summits were clogged with thorny-leaved scrub oak that clawed at skin and
clothing, and tangles of finely branched evergreens. Where rock had crumbled to make soil, the
gpreading parasols of pines shadowed and obscured the narrow ways.

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus

The Sorceresss Tale

Pierrette had seen the Eagle's Beak from her father'sfishing boat. Riding the swell, she'd looked up not to
the sky, but to alooming roof of stone.

Now, on the dope, their way obscured by stubborn pines, it was not surprising that two little girls should
take awrong turn, and then, in dismayed confusion, find themsdves tantdizingly near the mage Anselm's
stronghold, but on the wrong side of an unscalable scarp, with the enraged townsmen between them and
safety. They huddled in adank cave, hoping not to be seen.

They were close enough to hear shouts, and the thump of clubs on human flesh—but thankfully not near
enough to hear their mother's agony, which was wordless, except for amurmur, perhaps her daughters
names.

Whether or not Elen spoke those names, they were what Cado the fisherman heard as he kndlt close to
verify Elen'sdying. "Thebrats," he growled. " She's saying something to them. Where did they go?'

"What doesit matter?' Someone—a faceless shadow under stark moonlight—raised aclub for aladt,
killing blow.

"Never mind," Cado said, seeing the spreading stain on Elen's garment. " She's dead.”

"Where are the whel ps?" the other man said again—a harsh devil-face, Cado saw, one that ordinarily
belonged to Jules, a carpenter who repaired boats.



The other villagers crowded around the inert masc. "They didn't passus,”" someone muttered uneasily.

Otho, last to arrive, bearing his holy bones, pushed through the huddle. He knelt, and gently closed
Elen'sgtaring eyes.

He arose.
Thegens backed away, and none would meet hisbleak, baeful gaze.
"Murderers," he grated. "Would you kill the children too?"

Those who could, dipped away. Among them were Cado, Jules, and the others who had wielded clubs.
Otho lingered, done with Elen for the last time. At last he covered her battered face, and headed down
the narrow defile.

From the shadow of the shallow cave, the two children had heard enough to fear their mother was dead.
Marie spun away, covering her face. Little Pierrette stood like chiseled stone, unwilling to turn from her
dismay. . ..

Andthenshesaw ... him...just within the cave.

His hair was white as moonlight, yet hisface was aboy's. It had a tiff little nose, and lips like those of
the tumbled Eros marble half-buried insde the ruined walls of a Roman edifice. Violet eyes seemed to
glow from within, like none Pierrette had seen, in that land where most were brown or black.

Hisearswere huge. They wiggled.

"Youmay laugh," hesad. "It doesn't bother me." Hisvoice was youthful, yet hauntingly familiar, with
inflectionslike Elen's—who had grown up speaking the old Ligure tongue.

"They'll hear you," Pierrette whispered, her eyes shifting toward the cave mouth behind the strange
gpparition. He laughed, asound that carried echoes of tiny bells. Moonlight wafted over his clothing.

Pierrette gasped.

His garments—a puffy moon-white shirt, green pantal oons, and floppy-toed shoes—all seemed to be
made of willow leaves. Or were they feathers? The shirt glowed like nacre, the short trousers like magpie
feathers, first russet, then azure, then green. "They'll hear only the Sighing of wind among the pine
needles" he said. "They'll see only moonbeams and the flicker of abat. Not me, and not you."

"How can that be?' the girl queried the apparition.
"Onceyou knew that," he replied oddly. "Once you knew me." Pierrette had ten fingers, and knew she
had fewer yearsthan digits. Her confusion showed. "Later, I'll explain,” he said with atouch of sadness.

"Hrst well win free of thisplace.

Marie, the older girl, had hardly lifted her face from her sheltering hands. Now, she peered up at the odd
little man. "Mother isdead, isn't she? Are you the devil, cometo take usaswel |l ?*

Pierrette shook her. "Mother can't be dead. And the devil is Pan, with hishorns. Thisisonly .. ." She
turned hesitantly toward him.



"I'm your mother's friend, and no devil—not yet. My soul ismy own."

Marierose, shrugging asif shedid not careif their guide was adevil, or whether their mother till lived.
Together, they climbed down from the cave. No townsfolk werein sight, though their cries could be
heard among the rocks and twisted pines.

"They won't see us," said the feather-clad boy-man. He led them through gullies and up long, rough
dopes. Red rock gave way to bleached limestone, scrub oak and pine to sharp-twigged, sticky-leaved
brush, then to taller oaks with large leaves, thick boles, and heavy shadows that hid the moon and stars.

"Wewon't find Mother here" Pierrette complained. "L ook—the Eagles Beak isfar away." At the
extremetip of the cape, high on the rock, but far below where they now stood, were the geometric
shadows of the fort people said Saracens had built long ago.

* % *

In the shadow of those walls, something moved, low to the ground, humping from one dark placeto the
next, visble only when it crawled across a patch of moonlit ground. Asit moved, it groaned like asoul
tormented, and left behind afaint trail of scuffled pebbles, and dark wetnessthat glistened momentarily.

Its progress was erratic, yet it moved inexorably toward the wooden gate at the end of anarrow
footpath. On either side of the path, the red rock plunged downward. Disturbed pebbles tumbled free
and rattled down into silence long before they splashed into the sea.

Humping itself up, the gpparition took on dmost human shape: ahead with hair that hung in rootlike
clumps, arms like branches twisted by sea-winds.

"Aaa..." it croaked. "Aaa. .. Anssselm!™ Again and again it uttered the cry, in wet, broken tones that
bubbled up as from a depth of mud.

With arattling of chains and the thump of a heavy bolt, the fortress's door opened. Theyelow light of a
candle flickered across the pebbled path. "Who cals? Show yoursdlf!" The voice was high and
querulous.

Theflickering light revealed an old man in agray nightshirt that matched hislong, touded hair and beard.
A hado of frizzy hairs waved like seaweed across his pate as the breeze rushed past him, up the stairs, to
disspate in the maze of mysterious rooms beyond.

"Ansdm..."
The mage gasped. "Elen!™
"Hepme!"”

"Poor girl, what have you done?' His skinny armsfluttered as he hovered about the broken shape on his
path. "Oh, Elen, | warned you. Why couldn't you listen? Look what's become of you.”

"My children. . ." The masc Elen saw the mage through ared haze of blood. The pain of her broken
legs, wrigt, and ribs was as nothing. Death would free her, but her daughters. . . "Help mel™ she moaned,
her words awind among bare, dead branches.



"I can't,” wept the mage. "'l don't control the magic that destroyed you."

Elen, knowing full well that thegentes ' clubs, not magic, had broken her, shook her head. The creak and
groan of her neck-boneswasloud in her ears—and she could not see hersalf as the mage saw her. She
had not noticed the iff, gray bark that wrapped her wrists, fingers and bare forearms. She could not see

the beech leavesin her hair.

Beech leaves, on awindswept seacoast? Beech trees grew in the sheltered valley of the Holy Balm,
where Magdalen's bones lay buried, and by the sacred poal, not by the sea.

Y et Ansalm saw them, and redlized they weren't merdly clinging, but growing. Thetips of twigs shaped
themsdlves from clumped strands of bloody hair. Y ou've destroyed yourself, girl,” he murmured sadly.

"My own wesk magic can't undo that."

"The children," Elen pleaded, her voice dry and rough as branches rubbing against stone.

"What can | do? They aren't here, and if | leavethis place, I'll fade away. Perhapsthey'll cometome. ..
I'll dowhat | can." He heditated "I don't know what help | may be."
"Teach them."

"Hasn't there been enough horror? Look what my magic did to you."

The masc, with sounds of agony, drew herself to her knees and examined her hands. Where fingernails

had been pushed small, green leaves. Smooth, gray bark stiffened her fingers and obscured the joints.
Nubs and knotholes scarred her arms, and a spur pushed itself from her ebow, awoody protuberance

that ended in twigs and swelling buds.

Then Elen knew her destiny—and what must be done. "Thisisnot your magic,” she said, though speech
became more difficult; beech leaves rustled where her tongue had been, and her lipswere tiff and gray.
"Thisisolder. It'sMother's. The children, Ansdlm. Promise.”

The mage nodded. "If they come to me. But you can't stay on thisdry path. What's to become of you?"

"Take meto my Mother," shewanted to say. "Take meto the spring calledMa , far up the valey past
the old Roman fountain." Shetried to say that, but her voice was only the whisper of abreeze among her

leaves, therattle of tiff twigs, of insects upon her gray, smooth bark.

* * %

Marie huddled near the smdl campfire, slent.
Pierrette pulled hersdf closer. "Mother said | must go to Anselm.”

"Elen was distraught.” Their big-eared guide fed atwig to the flames. "That's no place for achild.”

"Takeme," shesad, asif he hadn't spoken.

"When you're older and wiser, go yoursdlf. I'll never takeyou.” In hislap, between his skinny knees, was
aplump white hen. Neither grief nor the darkness of the degp woods could il the growling of Pierrette's
stomach as she imagined that succulent bird turning on aspit. She could taste it dready.



When she said as much, the long-eared fellow reacted with voluble horror. "Eat my hen? Ignorant, nasty
girl! Would you kill and eat metoo? Aswdl if you did—without my littlefriend, | would die anyway.
Shame! Horrid carnivore!”

Only her tears, when he made asif to leave her by the flickering fire, seemed to stay him. "Sheisthe
source of my magic,” he explained. "I stroke her feathers, and | becomeinvisible." He made a show of
stroking the bird'swings. "Watch," he said. "Now no one can see me."

"Y ou'reright there, in front of me. How could | not see you?"

"Oh, mud!" he said.

Pierrette giggled, her misery forgotten for the moment. He was so foolish, with hisfeathery clothes, his
wide, crooked grin, and ears that wiggled as he spoke. His manner—boyish, yet asif insde his skinny
frame lurked a grumpy old man—drove away her fear. "Why shouldn't | see you?' she asked.

He scowled. "Didn't your mother tell youwho | am?”

Mother had said many things. She pondered for severa moments. Feathery clothing, and awhite hen . .
."Guihen?"' Her voice was hesitant.

"Youdo know me!" he crowed.
Rerrette frowned. "'l know of Guihen," she said, "but I'm not sure you're him."
"Oh?' He seemed credtfdlen. "Why not?"

"My mother said you were old—or even dead. She said dl the forest spirits were old, and had gone
away to die. Besides, | ill seeyou.”

"Wait, let metry again." Once more he stroked the hen's feathers. For amoment, Pierrette thought he
wavered, asif heated air from the fire had blurred hisimage. For onelong second she saw, instead of a
ridiculous feather-clad man, asmall willow, the undersides of its leaves white, the topsrich and green as
magpie feathers.

"How wonderful!" Then she smiled mischievoudy. "But you werent invishble.

"What?' Hisfeatures drooped. "What did you see? Sometimesmy ears. . ."

"l saw awillow bush.”

He brightened. "Well, then, | wasinvisible after al. Y ou saw awillow, and | am not awillow. Q.E.D."

"Kewayday?'

"Q.E.D., child.Quod erat demonstrandum. “Thusit has been shown.' The conclusion of amathematicd
or geometric theorem. It means | wasright: you saw awillow, not me, therefore | wasinvisble. Q.E.D."

"I don't know what “mathematica’ means,”" Pierrette confessed, "but yes, | saw awillow, not you, and
you aren't redly awillow tree" Her words were dow and thoughtful, uttered with unchildlike precision.



Guihen grinned broadly. "Y ou have ataent for logic. Someone should teach you.”

Rerrette thought of the priest, Per Otho, who knew much. Then her face twisted in painful memory. He
had climbed into the hillswith the vengeful townsfolk. She looked away. She dared not think of her
mother, yet she could not keep from thinking of her.

"What'swrong, child?" asked Guihen. "Why the dried-fig face?'
"Thegens caught my mother. What will happen to me?!

Marie emitted athroaty walil like aterrified cat. "Now see what I've done!" Pierrette cried. She threw
her arms about the older girl, muffling her wet, burbling sobs. "There, Marie," she crooned, stroking her
gster'stangled hair. "Soon well go hometo Father." She did not believe that, but giving comfort allowed
her to lock her own torment in acellar, deep within the edifice of her mind.

Marie lapsed silent, and her breathing became soft and regular. Across the dead ashes, Guihen s,
illuminated now by thefirgt, rose-peta tendrils of dawn weaving themsdlves among the trees.

Pierrette asked him, "Is my mother dead?' Dawn took the edge from emotion. Someday, Pierrette
knew, shewould weep. . . . But not in the ashen light of this new, empty day.

"Am | dead?' heretorted. "I'm athousand years old, yet still aboy. Perhaps 1'm the oldest boy
alive—or dead. | suspect there's something in between the life ordinary folk know and the death they
fear, because | am here—or so | believe."

Time and place were abstractions in the damp woods. In the aftermath of emotion, gray light made
whimsy of forbidding things and permitted one not to care. "'l will believe Mother isdead,” said Pierrette,
"when | seewhat remains of her. Not before.” And not unless , said the voice degp in her persond cdlar,
hoping it would not happen, and that Elen would continueto live, saved by theignorance of a
five-year-old child.

* % *

Gilles, Pierrettésfather, was hiding.

The skinny peasant's breath whistled between gapped brown teeth, and he clenched hisjaw to prevent
them from rattling against each other. Not that anyone would have heard, for he wastoo afraid to venture
near thegentes ' campfire. Were his children there? Had the townsfolk found them?

Gilleswas not brave. "Cautious," he said when villagers chided him for refusing to take his seaurchinsto
Massdiafor the best price. "The coast isgray and dangerous,” hetold them. "The currents are
treacherous, the fogs congtant, and any cove might hide a Saracen pirate.”

Y et tonight he could not justify cowardice as caution. Any man worthy of the name would have rushed
from hishiding placeto fight the torch-wielders who had killed hiswife. Aman would have died if needs
be, with the mother of his children, but Gilles had watched Elen die. What then was he?

He watched the digtant firdight. If the children were there, he would see them when dawn illumined the
camp.

A short distlance from Gilless hiding place, Marius dumped againg aflat face of limestone, which
reflected the flicker of firelight. The bludgeons, the murder wegpons, had long since been consumed by



the flames. Now Father Otho and severd townsmen huddled close, shdltering the embers from wind that
swept over the blegk heights, feeding the fire with twigs, stretching their meager fud, praying they might
makeit last the endless hoursthat held away impending dawn, and the return of God to thisforsaken
place.

Thetownsfolk were afraid of ghosts and their own guilt. Y et Otho was not afraid; he was sickened, grief
ridden, and worried about two smal girls, huddled alone and cold in that hideous night.

"| saw beasts out there," Marius muttered, histeeth clattering aswith intense cold. "I saw aterrible,
starving man. And two pairs of eyesasbig aslimes glowed in the shadows. | saw them! | did!"

"Bears," said Cado thefisherman. "Hisbears! Y an Oors."

"John of the Bearsisonly astory,” said the priest, annoyed that Cado was further agitating the boy.
"Weve no bears here. The Romanskilled the last of them, and are themselves dust. The boy saw the old
hermit, Ansalm, and the glowing eyes were deer, startled by our thrashing about.”

"They weren't deer,” Marius said sullenly. "And the old magus has white hair, and never leaves his
fortress. Thisman had afat staff, astall asadoorway."

"Yan Oorshasan iron g&ff," said Cado. "He rights wrongs and protects the innocent.”

"Who hereisinnocent?' snapped the priest. "Have you no blood on your hands?' Elen's blood, he
thought. Elen, whom | and Saint Clairefailed to save.

"That'snot what | meant," Cado said. "'l fear hehascome. . . for us."

"Then pray. If anything walksthe night it is Satan, not some long-dead Gaul. Fear for your soul, not your
bald head."

"That too," grunted the fisherman.

Otho knew what he was thinking: Cado had been caught up in the townsmen's rage. Otho had felt the
power and dation of the mob. Even the night, redlm of devils and beasts, was no proof againgt the
villagers frenzy to caich the masc, Elen, the pretty witch who had spurned dl of them, who had married
Gilles-bad-teeth, and had birthed his brats.

Whether Satan or Y an Oorstrod the rocky hills made no difference, thought Otho. Neither would save
them from what they and their bloody clubs had done.

* * %

"Careful! Careful!" warned old Ansdm. "Her tender roots.”

" She has reached between therocks,” said histdl, gaunt companion, leaning on a heavy staff. The
cudgel—liver-colored like rusted iron—was wedged in acrack. "l must free her from them.”

The two men stood on the narrow causeway to the fortress. A strong breeze blew from the open sea
westward of them, and over the glittering waters of the fjordlike calanque east of theridge, yet it
disturbed neither the smooth drape of the mage's robes, nor histall companion's rough-woven, patched
cloak. Their task concerned asmall beech tree, a dender, muscled trunk the same silver-gray hue asthe
sky, which dawn and impending sun had not yet quickened to blue. Small leaves not darkened by day's



burning heat fluttered at the ends of tender stemlets.

"The sun comes!" the oldster hissed. "Hurry! Y ou must carry her to the spring,Ma ."
"Shdl | hurry, and damage her roots?' rumbled the tal man.

"Bah! Do asyou will. Don't stop to converse.”

"Then put your breath to work by removing the stones | have loosened.” For some time theresfter the
only sounds were the rattle of red marl and quartzite pebblesfdling, and theiron clank of the big man's
staff working loose rock for his companion to drag away.

At long last the work was done. The big man removed hisfrayed cloak and spread it. Both men gently
lifted the small uprooted tree and placed it on the cloak. They packed pale, exposed roots and clinging
soil with soft pine needles, and wrapped the cloak tightly around all, binding it with twine from the mage's
sandals.

Carefully lifting the bundle, the gaunt one turned to depart. The mage nodded and turned away toward
the yawning darkness of hisfortresss gate. Then, as an afterthought, he said, "Be careful; thegens of
Citharisawill be returning home. Don't dlow them to consummate their murderous intent.”

"They won't seeme," said the other—sadly, or s it seemed. "1 dmost wish they would.” He didn't
explain, but the mage seemed to understand, and replied, "I too yearn for the old times, but that is not to
be" Didtearsglistenin hiseyes, or wasit areflection from the bright blue-green watersfar below?

The big man—cdl him John—strode purposefully down the long rough dopes, making his own path. If
men saw him, they averted their eyes, concentrating on their own precious footing, or pretended that they
recognized him as someone safe and familiar—the priest, perhaps, in his dark garment—or saw merely
the shadow of a scrub oak disturbed by unfelt movement of the air.

Hewalked aong the narrow trail south of the town, and those townsmen who might otherwise see him
turned aside into the brush to relieve full bladders, or bent to relace sanda-strings that had been snug a
moment before.

The hairs on the necks of such villagers stood on end as they urinated or fiddled with their footgesr,
because they felt eyes staring at them from brush and shadow, eyes that—without their looking up—they
knew to be green, aslarge as limes, and belonging to no wayward deer.

Striding softly despite his purposeful pace, John carried his bundle across the sandy spit south of
Citharista port, and past old stone wharves, built in Roman times. He walked on gravel, but beneath the
rattling stones was Roman pavement, limestone quarried high on the dopes where white dragon bones
protruded from the blegk, fearsome hills.

None saw him as he passed through Citharista. At the pool where the crumbling aqueduct ended,
women bent low tofill their jugs with extrawater. Their burdens, walking back to their houses, would be
heavier than usua, but they would excuse their excesses. "It'sagood day to dyethat cloth | wove last
winter," one might say. "1 have rootsto color it as yellow as sunlight, and ajar of old wineto set the dye.
Itsafineday forit."

"Today promisesto bedry," another woman might say. "I'll need more water than usud. Octavus will be
thirsty when hereturnsfromthehills. . ."



Other folk, other rationales. John continued out of the town unseen. The road widened between fields of
scruffy grain, vegetablesin crooked rows, and grapevines on frames of split poles. North of Citharistahe
left the last cultivated plot behind. Sheep grazed on the dopes where the valley narrowed. He crossed a
tiny stream once captured by the aqueduct and led downward to the town, now freed to makeits own
way, or to be soaked up by the thirsting soil, evaporated by the relentless sun.

He passed alast ancient olive grove, planted five hundred years earlier. John had not seen that particular
grove sinceit had been young, but he remembered it and assured himself that, for al the changesthe
centuries had wrought, he was on the right trail. It wound over increasingly rough ground, among ancient
trees far younger than he—who remembered an earlier forest there, one long-since cut for ridgepoles and
ships timbers.

At last he neared his destination. Obscured by trees and atumble of eroded rock were the cut stones of
aRoman fountain long dry. The channel that had fed it was clogged with roots old asthe forest. The
sporing that welled up fromMa , the mother of folk more ancient than he (who considered himself aGaul),
was ahead, restored to its ancient place.

There, amid beech treesthat thrived in the shelter and shadow of hills north and south, amid maples and
broad-leaved oaks entirdly unlike the seaward kind, he set his burden down. He contemplated the grove,
the upweling spring and the great, mossy stones asif seeking ingruction from them. Then, with an
inaudible sgh, he plunged his staff into the soft mold to loosen it. Gently pushing aside pine needles and
moist soil, he unwrapped his cloak from the small beech tree's roots. He held the sapling upright in the
hole, and sprinkled crumbles of soil over the tender roots. Asthe hole dowly filled, he tamped them with
prodding fingers.

At last, he wasfinished. He brushed detritus over the disturbed soil. From arock exposed to afternoon
sun he rubbed dry moss, crumbled it further in the pam of hishand, and blew it over the dirt. Moss
would grow from the fine powder, and in ayear or two there would be no hint of what had transpired
there.

Y an Oors, John of the Bears, then cast his eyes upward at the barren peaks to the north. No one saw
him, of course, when hisfeet followed where his vision had gone ahead. He amost wished someone
had—some shepherd, perhaps, who might have hailed him, hoping for news from the town. But though
there was a shepherd, he saw only his sheep, for he sensed the presence of wild beasts, and was afraid.
He hailed no one—for in truth, no one was there.

"Intruth," adispassionate observer might have said, "Elen died upon the path to the Eagle's Beak, and
someone—likely her hushand Gilles—carried her poor remains away and buried them. That aspindly
beech tree now growsin the ancient sacred grove means nothing, because thelogica place for young
beechesiswheretheir parent tree's seedsfdl. If indeed Elen isburied there, then the new seedling merdly
found the freshly turned soil hospitable.” But no such observer had been on the Eagle's Beak that night,
S0 who wasto say what redlly transpired?

* k% %

Far below—though high above Citharista, and in aforest a so—Pierrette gently nudged her sister awake.
"Guihen saysit is safe now, Marie. Well return to town. Papamust be terribly worried.”

Marie's eyes, dways dark, were lost in shadows her sister could not fathom. Would she ever smile
agan?"l want Mama," Marie said without inflection.



"Later, child," said their elfin companion. "Sheisresting, and must not be disturbed.” That seemed to
satify Marie, who was easly led down the trailless dope and out onto open ground.

"Why did this happen, Guihen?' asked Pierrette. "Why can't Mama come here right now?"

"She made a choicelong ago, child," said the odd man, hisears hardly moving a al, asif they were
leavesthat had wilted in the sunlight. " Someday you'll remember, and will understand.”

"How can that be?" asked the child—who knew that whatever choice had been made, it had surely been
more than five years ago—and knew, though without training in mathemeatics, that she hersdf was but
five. She explained that to Guihen.

He shook hishead. "It'strue that you are only five," he said, "but | remember when you were agreat
sorceresswith magic in your eyes and flames dancing on your fingertips. That was very long ago, when |
was not so young as | am now—or isit old? Oc, | think so. | was not then so old.” He looked around
himsdlf, asif confused, hisexpresson conveying dismay.

"What'swrong?' asked Pierrette, frightened by the changein him.
"I must go," hesaid. "'l begintofail. I've been away too long.”
"Don't leave usaone.”

"Look below. There are the red roofs of Citharista. Y ou can find your way. | must go. Do not ask meto
diefor your londliness”

"Wherewill you go?I'll find you someday."

"The Camargue," he said, edging away asif she might compd him to stay, "where the greet river meets
the sea—where the white horses roam free and sdlt liesin drying pools." The Camargue, the delta of
River Rhodanus, was unimaginably vast and far away.

"Good-byel" Pierrette caled out, though he was already gone. Had he rubbed his hen'sfeathers, to
disappear so abruptly? Shelooked for awillow bush, for leavesthat fluttered where no breeze impelled
them to move, but saw only oakswith leavesthe size of her smdl fingernails, and pines, and stony
ground.

* * *

Thegentes ' passion was gone, and in its place were bland, sheepish faces that wore a burden of
unexpressed guilt. The Burgundian knight, Reikhard—baptized in his youth as Jerome—was as close as
anyone to being amagidtrate. He had demanded that Per Otho take several men and recover Elen's
body. When they came back and announced their failure to find it, the knight announced that without
evidence of murder he could not establish guilt. Thegens collectively bresthed agreet sigh of rdlief, and
went back to their occupations.

Elen's children were mostly ignored in the weeks and months that followed. Marie hardly spoketo
anyone, even Pierette. The younger girl—the boy Piers asfar asthe villagers were concerned—seemed
to recover more completely. Of course, said the common wisdom, boys are resilient, and Pierss tender
age helped too. Likely the child would forget everything in ayear or two. The villagers were content to
pretend that nothing had happened. Later, astheir natures dictated, they would be overly kind to the
half-orphaned children or would continue to look past them asif they—and the reason for their



orphaning—did not exigt.

Thanksto the intervention of Guihen (who might, of course, have been a"just pretend” crestion of the
girls imaginations), neither child had witnessed their mother's demise, and their last memories of her were
less horrible than were their father's. They only knew she was gone, and many years would pass before
Pierrette began to understand the connection between the townsfolk's silence about that night's events,
and her mother's absence. Marie, older, scarred by her sketchy yet terrible comprehension, chose not to
remember anything at dl, and no one was wise enough, or cared enough, to worry that such denia might
sow the seeds of madness within, to sprout when conditions wereright for them. . ..

Pierrette hid the little sack her mother had given her on top of arafter, and let it dip from mind. Shedid
not, though, put her mother's memory aside. "'l will someday be apowerful witch, and | will put terrible
spells upon those who hurt Mama."

"Oh, no!" exclaimed Marie (who was the only person Pierrette confided in). "That would be aterrible
an. | will pray to Mary that she turn your heart from un-Christian revenge.”

Pierrette did not protest. Marie was her mother now, and she would not gainsay her. Of course, Marie
was only achild, and ill-fit the maternd role, but it was enough for Pierrette. Despite Marie's growing
piety and Pierrette's lack of it, the two sisters would grow ever closer astime passed.

Gilles, thegirls father, didn't forget anything, but being aquiet, gentle man, consumed by his own guilt
and cowardice, and being of little importance among hisfellows, his mute agony meant little to anyone,
because they didn't seeit.

A nicheinthefront room held aleather-wrapped bundle, old and cracked. Within was an ancient
sword, a Roman spatha, that had bel onged to an ancestor of Gilless. When the olivier'seyesfell on
it—far too often for his peace of mind—heimagined himself unwrapping it, and running to stand astride
the torchlit path to the cape, defying the murderinggens . Yet it wastoo late for that, even had the Roman
blood not run thinin hisveins. Gilles|eft the sword where it was. But there was another reminder of his
wife and his personal failure. He packed up Elen'slittle sacks and jars of herbs and powders, and pushed
them into atiny cellar between doping bedrock and timbered floor.

Pierrette, with a strange, distant expression, watched her father hide the wooden box. Despite Mari€'s
prayers, she dreamed of being a masc like her mother. Those dreamswould have frightened Gilles.

She had another dream, arecurring nocturna one of alovely, secluded caanque where shelived with . .
. the Golden Man. He wastaller than anyonein Citharista, and his hair wasthe color of late-afternoon
sun. Hewore only afur skirt, so she knew that the hair of his chest was gold against the darker bronze of
hisskin.

The Golden Man laughed when shetold him of Citharista. There were no townsin hisworld. Hislaugh
was kindly, though, and if she had been older she would have put her arms around him aswomen did
with men they loved. But she was a child, and did no such thing—and she told no one, not even Marie,
what she had dreamed.

Pierrette had her Golden Man. Gilles had his own dreams, but while hers camein her bed, or dozing in
the shade of an olivetree, or even while her head nodded in sea-reflected sunlight on her father'sfishing
boat, Gilles dreams came only in one place—the sacred grove of beeches and maples, beside the pool
cdled Ma



"You were gonedl night, Father,” said little Pierrette, closeto tears. "'l looked for you in the olive grove,
and at your boat." Gilleslaid two loaves of bread on the stone hearth and enveloped her in hislong,
skinny arms.

"Thereisaplace, along wak from here," he explained, "where | go when | fed londly and old." Wherel
go when my yearning for Elen, and my inability to be both father and mother to my children, overwhems
me.

"l don't fed old," Pierrette mused, "but | am sometimeslondy. Will you take me there?"

"It'salong walk, and you are too big to be carried.” In truth, Pierrette was small for Sx or seven years,
even for agirl, but Gilles didn't wish to burden her with concerns over his hedlth. He could not chew a
thick crust of bread without soaking it in oil or wine, and he often left the table half-satisfied. In the olive
grove, the children did most of the work.

"I'll wear thick sandals. | can walk along way."

Gillesdidn't agree a once. The spring Malay dmost fivemilles , one thousand Roman paces, up an
ever-steepening, rock-strewn valey, along walk even when the sun's heat didn't drain one's strength,
when the hardMistral wind didn't blow down from the mountainslike agreat, cool hand pushing him
back. Severd things had yet to occur before Gilles would consider his daughter's wishes. Even hewas
not aware what they were.

Chapter 3- The Logical Child

Asavillage priest | observed that children's capacity for languageis grestest in their early years. Y et
thereis no fixed age when it becomes possible to reason.

"Inthe beginning,” children learn, "wasonly God." Y et God created an Earth and a Universe to surround
it. From what font did He gather the materias? For a child, remembering its amazed pride of creation
when it first grasped conscious control of its own bowels, it isno greet step to assume that al matter
gprang from the bowels of God.

Rerrette'slogic outpaced most children's.Foeces demanded food, and in God's beginning, there had
been none. Logic was not satisfied. "Someday | will figureit out,” she promised hersdf, but for thetime
contented hersalf with lesser logical exercises.

Her restraint, had anyone known of it, would of itself have defined her asavery logica being.

Children who are different often isolate themselves. By the time Pierrette was ten or eleven, her
Separation was conscious and deliberate. No doubt discomfort with the deception she was required to
practice contributed. Her smal stature and inability to compete in boyish striving limited her, too. But |
suspect it was mostly naturd inclination.

Some |one children become merdly strange. Those with God-given resources may become observers of
the human condition, practitioners of solitary artslike painting, philosophy . . . and magic.

Pierrette, spurred by innate intelligence, by vague comprehension of her mother's arrested ambitions,
contented hersaf with developing her logical mind far beyond what might be expected of a child of her
years.

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus

The Sorceresss Tale



Inthetiny cdlar, Pierrette dipped her fingersin water. She dribbled the fluid on a pinch of tinder in
another bowl, while adun snake watched with silent stare. It was a viper, subsisting on occasiona mice,
but sheimaginedit afriend.

Touching the wet tinder to the candlesflame didn't igniteit. Y et tinder dribbled with olive oil burnt with
sputtering and black smoke.

"The essence of fire," (she didn't frame her thoughtsin quite such mature words), "isin tinder and ail, but
water isheavier and stronger, and drivesit away."

Flames fascinated her. Were they aive? Were the flames of aburning log the escaping soul of the treg?
Was steam the soul of water, rising until the pot boiled dry? Was a person's soul afirewithin?

She dared not discuss such speculations with anyone, even Father Otho.

Perhaps her preoccupation arose from memory of thegens' bonfire, the night she and Marie hid in the
cave, or of thetorchesthe villagers had carried, asnake of lights cregping into the hills. Perhapsit was
the flamesthat lit the amost-forgotten face of their rescuer, of whom Pierrette remembered only
feathered clothing and mobile earsthat grew larger in her memory as months, then years, passed.

The hidden wooden box gave new scope for experimentation. She recognized the aromas of some
powders. rosemary and thyme gathered on the unforested hills, other herbs from woods and garden,
white ashes and black, powdered charcod. But there was also red powder that smelled like spoiled liver,
and white crysta s that puckered her tongue. Some burned easily, giving off strong odors. Othersdidn't
burn at dl, or smothered flame.

Liquidsdidn't burn, having—as she thought of it—watery souls. Then shefound thetiny bottle,
blue-green glass with a stopper so carefully ground that no essence had escaped in two years storage.
That liquid made tinder burn fiercely. It even burned dl by itsdlf in abowl, and the flames pooled like
water, filling it, then overflowing onto the bedrock floor. Had Pierrette known the word, she would have
announced to hersdlf thet fire, like water and air, was afluid, and that those three e ements were unlike
the fourth, which was earth, and which didn't flow.

Her curious play, limited to the selection of materidsin the box, inevitably involved substancesin various
combinations. Always, the unifying dement wasfire.

One particular melange, when dampened with the liquid essence of fire, burst with aloudpoof! into abal
of flame. Acrid, rolling smoke forced her outside. Her eyes streamed, so she didn't even see the smoke
that crept up between aged floorboards and out through the house's |oose shutters.

But Gilles, ascending the steps to the house, noticed, and saw his smdl daughter wiping tearswith a
soot-blackened hand. He pulled her away from billows of foul smoke.

"Oh, not again!" He knew the source of the poisonous stuff. In his child'swet, blackened face, he saw
what he mogt feared.

Elen'seyes, streaming tears.

Elen'sface.



What now? He should have destroyed Elen's powders, but he had o little that had been hers. He sat
rocking his child, bewildered and hurt.

By thetime Marie returned from her stall in the marketplace the smoke had dissi pated, but an acrid stink
clung towalls, clothes, and bedding.

She too knew what the odor meant. Unlike Pierrette, Marie had become devout in the aftermath of
death and terror. "I'll find Father Otho," she said, and her set face—a Roman face not at dl like Pierrette

or Elen'sdfin visages—allowed no disagreement.
* % %

Otho squatted in the dusty street, and Gilles, more gtiffly, did the same, bringing their faceslevel with
Pierrette's. Per Otho looked sad and amazed, asif she were a spirit from somefar past. Gilless eyes
held fear and anger. The men looked from her to each other, knowingly, with resignation.

Elen, thought Otho. Elen, before | knew her. He should rise up, red-faced, and threaten her with God's
wrath, denouncing her pastime, but he did not, as he had not chastised her mother.

Otho wondered if Gillesknew of hislong-past dalliance with Elen, by the spring Ma Unlikely, yet in that
triangle of figures, two large and one small, Otho sensed a common love, ashared loneliness evoked by
the dfin-faced child.

"I promised to take her about,” Gilles said. "I should have shown her more work in the grove, and taught
her to pull inmy nets”

"She shouldn't beleft idle” Otho pondered. " She has an agile mind. Perhaps | should help occupy her.
But how?" Again, Slencereigned.

Perette stirred. "Teach me," she said firmly. "Teach meto read.”

* * %

Thereafter the child found no idle hoursfor her cdlar.

From Gilles she learned how best to prune long, green shoots that bore no fruit. He showed how such
shoots, packed with moss, could grow roots. "The new treeswill bear fruit for alifetime or two,” he said,
drawing upon ancient lore tranamitted through generations, "and then they'll die. It's better to plant the
olive pits. Treesgrown from them will liveforever.”

Perhaps "forever" wasn't attainable, but the thickest, most gnarled trunk in the grove had—though Gilles
didn't know it—been grown from a seed planted by a Greek settler from Massaia, when Rome itself
was a collection of mud huts on just one of its seven hills. The tree had died the same year the Christ had
been hanged on the wood of another tree.

Gilles knew none of that, but he knew olive trees, and he taught Pierrette to fish, too. He did not, for
many weeks, lead her to the sacred pool, though he yearned to spend a day with his bittersveet
memories, where he felt closest to Elen.

Father Otho filled Pierrette's remaining hours. Books, of course, were so rare that Otho had not one.
But he chalked lettersfor her on the chapd'sred tile floor. Often he sent her with a sanded plank and
charred grapevine to copy inscriptions from the Roman funerary steles, amid grazing goats that belonged
to Marcdlusthe Dacian.



"What doesthis say?"' she asked one day, her smooth board filled with odd | etters copied from astone
washed out of the bank by winter rain.

"Isthat Cdtic? Where did you come on that?' Histone was wrathful. "Eraseit! I'll brek the sone.”
"Whét doesit say?"
"| forbid you to think of it."

He might aswell have commanded the hillsto dance to ashepherd'sflute; Pierrette could think of little
else. Not only were there Latin and Greek, but another sort of writing, in atongue with its own mygeries.

That night she dreamed of a deer-horned man dancing about a deep grave-pit, adark placelikethe
cdlar. His chant was familiar, but she could not understand the words. The tune she remembered hearing
from someone who held her. It brought memories of warm softness, and something that tasted like goat's
milk, but thinner and sweet. She awoke with damp cheeks and stinging eyes, and an urgent need to go to
thehills

Though it was hours before dawn, Pierrette rose and dressed. She carried her sandals until she reached
the outskirts of the village, where dust, sand, and ancient cobbles gave way to gravel and sharp stones.

The wind was off the land, not the warm sea, and she shivered, even though her exertion on the steep
upward trail should have warmed her. Ghosts of memories arose with each step.

Herehad wound the glitter-scaled dragon, the winding line of torches, that had hunted her mother.
Therewas the cave where she'd hidden, abandoned by mother and father dike. Beyond, as she turned
southward benegath tall pines, was the barren cape, plunging on either side to the sea, narrowing to a
natural stone span that led outward . . . to adark wooden doorway now closed.

She hesitated near an odd willowlike bush. Where had she seen onelikeit? The upper surfaces of its
leaves wererich green, their undersides pae and silvery.

She sared, asif the very force of her gaze would penetrateitsillusion. Gradudly, limned with light and
shadow, she saw what she suspected was waiting for her to see.

"Ha, child!" said Guihen. Hewiggled hisoverlarge ears. "That didn't take you long. Are you growing
stronger, aswell asmore lovely? Or am | losing my touch?' His grin was toothy. "But then, you dways
saw through my illuson.”

Pierrette wasn't sure what he meant about growing stronger. And more lovely? Shewasasmall,
bony-kneed child of seven. Later, she would think about that, and wonde.

"What are you doing here?' she asked.
"l cameto warn you."

"Of what?" Wisps of fine hair at the back of her neck stiffened. ™Y ou're only awillow bush, and I'll push
you aside." Shewas angry. She wanted her mother.



Guihen sighed. "Elenisnot here, child. Shelivesin agreen and lovely vae.”
"She'snot in heaven. Per Otho said 0."

"No, her placeisof thisearth, but you won't find it on the Eagle's Beak. But here, beyond that gate, is
themagusAnsadm . . . and aterrible fate for alittle girl.”

"Mother said to seek out the mage.”
"Shewas digtraught. She didn't think. Go back to your father and sister.”
"Don't try to stop me!*

"If you knock on that gate, you won't return to Citharistaunchanged.” Guihen's earsflapped, asif
agitated. "Would you deny yoursdf an ordinary life: husband, children, aplaceto cal home?

Pierrette hestated.

"Go back, or be doomed to make your bed in strange places. Go back, lest timeitself bend about you,
and you not find what you seek for a hundred hundreds of yeard™

Pierrette was too young to va ue the prospect of a husband and children. And her own bed was not the
secure place it had seemed before that terrible night shefirst had met Guihen.

The sprite's speech gave her pause, but the dark gate ahead beckoned. "Are you sure Mother isn't
there?"

"Elen restsin the arms of her own mother, and her mother's mother, beside the pool called Ma. Seek her
there, if you must." The gentle pressure of Guihen's spidery hand on her shoulder turned her. "Go home,"
he commanded. "Enjoy what little you have, for it is sweeter by far than what awaitsyou here.”

Pierrette fat the soft branch brush against her shoulder, awillow branch, not ahand. The downhill trend
of thetrail quickened her steps, imparting afalse eagernessto her pace.

She did as she was told, and made her way back to the village. But Citharista, her father and sister, her
lonely, motherless house and bed, gave her heart no ease.

Chapter 4 - A Dark Vision

Thefirgt folk were dight and dark. Elsewhere, on the high plains, yellow-haired folk forged long knives
of bronze and tamed horses. Between horizons unbroken by trees or mountains, only the sun stood
higher than they themsalves atop their steeds.Ma , the earth was dirt benegath their hooves. Their souls
turned with fear and adoration to the vastness above. Isit any wonder that when, with long blades and
horses, they entered intoma of the dark, quiet lands, it was as conquerors?

New men and old found differences to ponder: earth gods and sky god did battle in their faculties. To
survive, the earth folk resorted to dyness, theft, and lies; inevitably the sky folk lumped those faults with
the old ways and customs. They coined new words, and with the words were born the redlities: Evil and
Good.



Otho, Bishop of Nemausus
The Sorceresss Tale

"I missmy mother," Pierrette said, after Marie had |ft for the marketplace with her jars of ail.

Lonely pain crossed Gillessface. Must she remind him? The child's uncanny resemblance was hard
enough. Then, chiding himsaf for his selfishness—and indulging himsdlf aswell—he sghed and sad, "Il
take you to a place your mother loved.”

Her motherless state was more hisfault than Elen's. Her quest for agpell to give him amale heir had
driven the villagersto fear and murder. He could not give the child her mother, any more than he could
restore hiswife, but perhaps the shimmering pool, where water upwelled in bubbles from its sandy bed,
would ease her pain asit did his.

For him, the pool Ma assuaged guilt aswell aslondliness.

* * %

Citharistalay ringed by rocky hills, open on the southeast to the Middle Sea. The rough ridge of the
Eagle's Beak sheltered it from west winds. Atop the southernmost of the three scarps forming the Beak,
at the seels edge but high above it, stood the mage Anselm's keep.

North of the scarp, hills swelled so high that the Beak seemed no more than reddish fragments of broken
pottery at the sea's edge. Onetrail followed the coast west to Massdia, and another led north, where it
joined an east-west Roman road. Only one other led out of the town, Gilles's chosen path; it led
northeastward and up into an ever-narrowing valey. Only afew shepherds ever used it.

When they passed beyond the last house, the last fig and olive tree, Pierrette fell afew stepsbehind. Her
eyes missed no detail of rock, tree, or silhouetted mountain; she engraved in her mind the way to their
degtination.

Once arrived, tired, thirsty, and footsore, father and daughter drank like deer on al fours. They tossed
sandals asde and laughed as they plunged dusty feet into the clear, icy pool. Then Gilles stretched out to
nap, hismind more a peace than at any time since hislast pilgrimage here.

Her thirst daked, Pierrette looked about. Sunbeams wound their way downward between wide, flat
leaves, and turned dark mossto a green like the water of the sea.

The spring Ma created about itsdf astrange foreignness. She knew nothing of how seeds blew from
faraway places, how trees and flowers responded to water-soaked ground, to hillsthat sheltered them
from drying winds. Thetiny, moist cleft seemed aworld unto itsdlf, open to them only by cosmic
accident, God'soversight, or . . . magic.

Pierrette wandered about among the odd trees—beeches, Gilles called them. Their gray, rippled bark
reminded her of Father'sthin, muscled arms as he pulled in anet or strained to reach ahigh olive branch.

"Oh!" she exdamed, muting her voice with ahand. "How beautiful." Sunlight illuminated dry leaves
gpread about the base of asmall beech no thicker than her dim wrist, making ahollow much like thelap
of awoman clad in aheavy woolen skirt. A ring of tasty-looking mushrooms grew around it.

Pierrette lowered herself amid the leaves, curling up in the sunbeam, and rested her cheek on aclosdy



folded arm. Warm deep was only momentsin coming, drifting on air as soft as a blanket made of
sea-bird's down.

Sheonly dept for alittle while, yet she felt rested. Her feet no longer tingled. Father dept, oddly silent; at
home he often snored.

Asshegot to her feet, something fluttered from her shoulder—amagpie feather with ablack vane on
onesdeof itscentra spine, and bright green that shifted to indigo, then to russet, on the other. Pierrette
picked it up and spun it between thumb and finger, ddighting in the shifting colors.

Watching, spinning the feather, she hummed atiny tune. Unbidden, her lips moved ever so dightly,
shaping haf-remembered words, staccato consonants, vowelsthat rubbed againgt them like aily fishin
the net. "Mondradd in Mon," she crooned. " Borabd ora perdd." Words flowed, dancing within the tune,
never repegting themselves, yet dways dmost the same. "Merdrabd or vern," shesang. " Arfaht ara
camdo.”

She dipped the feather in till water. How had she gotten to the spring? She didn't remember walking.
With the wet feather, she dribbled a pattern on white limestone that was bare of moss. A beak, and
wings. A long, long tail that seemed green, rust, and blue, but mostly green.

"Magpiefly," she sang, "Magpie chatter. Where will theroad go . . . and doesit matter?' Silly words,
she thought. What do magpies know of roads? She tossed the feather, and it fell upon the stone. Fedling
dizzy, Pierrette shut her eyes, and raised an arm to steady herself—yet she found no support. Shefdl . ..

Shefdl, and fell, and at last spread her wings. With athump of speeding air brought up short, she swept
upward, her tiny body teetering on long feather-clad wings, her tail sreaming stiffly behind, trembling in
the rush of fluid air that buoyed her. Below, vast black hills spread, and past awingtip wasthe sea. A
dull, leeden sea, no sunlight upon it.

Rerrette the girl would have felt asudden chill, though Pierrette the magpie did not. What land lay
below? Where were the trees, the open sea, the sun? No clouds billowed or promised rain. The sky and
seaweredull asold, musty cloth.

Where was Ma? Where was Citharista?

Asif someone. . . something . . . heard her sllent plea, she found, along the brown, unlit coast, severa
familiar narrow bays. At the head of one, she saw gresat, spidery towers that conced ed the waters
beneath them: Citharista, seen with magpi€'s eyes. She recognized it from the distinctive shape of the
Eagle's Beak.

Y et it was unlike the town she knew. The towers were topped with wheel s threaded with ropeslike
ships rigging, brown and orange as rust. The towers themsaves were built of spidery timbers. Beyond
were dark, windowless stone boxes high asthe cliffs of the Eagle's Beak, that pushed out into the sea
beyond the last wide, black road. Of the red-rock fortress that crowned the Beak there was no trace.
Below the cliffs, wavesthick as honey oozed over the rubble.

Her magpie's eyes traced dark lines eastward and north. Roads with no carts, donkeys, or men's feet
upon them. Gaunt walls of broken houses large as Citharistals forum marched up steep hillsdeswhere
trees should have grown.

Wherethe valley grew narrow, she spotted aglitter of water, asif asingle sunbeam had momentarily



broken through the moss-thick sky. Magpie eyes marked the spot. Magpie wingstilted her toward it.

Shelanded in arattle of iff feathers upon the rotted shell of agrest tree. Devoid of bark, it retained a
hint of muscular texture that proclaimed it to have once been a beech.

Pierrette trembled. With hands no longer wings she reached down and lifted atiny green festher, the
only color that brightened the dead landscape.

Beyond an aily swirl of water that stank of dead things, her father should have lain adeep, but only bare
rock the color of old bones protruded from powdery ash.

Sinking onto sooty dust that should have been crinkly leaves, she covered her face with her hands. Dry,
wracking sobs shook her shoulders.

* * %

Beech leavesrustled. Leavesfdl upon her dark hair. Amazed, she peeked through dampened fingers.

Spread before her was awrinkled brown cloth, homespun, with patches where it had been torn, or
where wool-worms had eaten it. A skirt . . . and within it, legs. Her gaze moved upward.

Odd, fey blue eyes, much like her own, gazed sadly. "Fierrette.” The voice waslike hers, too. "My little
stone."

If Ferrette had known what madness was, she would then have thought hersalf so. In her relief,
delivered from her magpie-dream, she didn't question the strange woman, or note that their two voices
had not awakened her father, or that the woman knelt exactly where the smallest beech tree should have
been, but was not.

"It was aterrible place," Pierrette whispered. "All dead, and | waslogt."

"Itswell you were afraid, my child," the woman said, in words neither Roman nor common speech, but
clear to Rerette. "Terribleit is—and worse, it's not entirely dead. Evil reignsthere, and the living howl in
torment unending. Y ou saw a place of tears and wailing, where laughter is unknown.”

"Don't send me back," Pierrette pleaded.

"The spell you spoke sent you, not 1." The woman's brow furrowed. " Do not seek to see ahead—or else
endure again what you saw."

"But | don't know any spells.”

"Y ou know enough. | sang the words when you suckled at my breast. How else could | leave them for
you?1, unlike you, didn't learn to write on wooden boards or the skins of sheep.”

"I don't understand,” Pierrette said, dmost weeping.

"Oh, child! Remember this. When your confusion gives no peace, when the questions burn and will not
be answered, seek the mage Anselm in hisfortress, as| once bade you. | taught you what | could with
my milk and lullabies. I've nothing to teach you now, that you don't already know."

The woman shook her head, jostling long, black locks asladen with dry leaves as Pierrette's own.



"Come, child, finish your nap. See? The sun has not moved. Therés ill time” She amiled. "Y es, theré's
ill time." She guided Pierrette's head to her 1ap, stroking leaves from her hair. "But timeis not so sure of
itsdf asthe gods might think."

Pierrette dept.

When she awakened, her father aso stretched, with amighty sigh. He glanced at her and saw nothing
amiss—asmal girl nestled in ahegp of leaves, beneath asmall beech tree hardly astal ashimsdif.

"Y ou didn't breathe the dust from those, did you?" Gillesindicated the fat mushrooms ringing the tree.
"That kind is poison.” That kind, he reflected, your mother gathered, and ate. Elen said they helped her
grow wings like amagpie, and fly so high that the days of yore were visible asfar astheveil of night.

"| didn't bresthe the dugt,” she said truthfully.
Her father turned away. "We must go, or spend the night here. See how the sun has flown?"

Pierrette glanced toward the sun, far to the west now. Its glare wiped away the image of aring of
mushrooms, incomplete, and turned-up moss where one had been plucked from the ground.

She brushed pae crumbs from one corner of her mouth, then glanced again a the small beech tree. "Il
seeyou again, Mother," she said. Though her words were strange and staccato, they were yet dick as
fishscdes

"What'sthat?' Gillessaid, startled. "What did you say?'
"Nothing, Father. The words of asong. | don't remember where | heard them.”
Gilleswas dlent. He didn't spegk the tongue of the most ancient folk, but he had heard it on Elen'slips.

Hiking home through darkening hills, Pierrette tried to understand. One long-unasked question had been
answered. Her mother's body had never been found, so there was no grave. When she asked Per Otho
where her mother was, he said, "I don't know." Had it been anyone but Elen, he might have said, "In
heaven."

Now Pierrette knew, and would not have to ask.

"Goodnight, Mother," she whispered.

Chapter 5- The Olive Grove

Citharista enjoyed a summer of peace. Provence rested between the bouts of devastation that kept its
population low, itsvaleysuntilled.

No shark-sailed Saracen vessels ranged the rough seacoast. The Franks ruled from their damp northern
cities, and the Church sent bishops to tend men's souls. But neither Franks nor Church bought goods or
traded. No Frankish silver marks wended their way south, and no Moorishsolidii , minted to thefull
Roman measure, found their way to Citharista.

Thetrading cities of Arelate and Avennio lay devastated, their bid to keep Mediterranean trade dive by



aliance with the Moors overthrown by Frankish Caroluss brutal conquest.

Elsewhere—in the crowded ports of Sicilia, the Levant, and the African coast, ships offloaded Egyptian
cotton, gold from Senegd, fine horsesfrom Andalusa. But without trade, outlets for Provence'sfigs,
apples, wine, and sat were gone. Salt pansin the Camargue lay untended, until spring floods claimed
them. Men worked their groves and vineyards, harvesting enough for local trade adone.

Theland was at peace, but Pierrette was not. Even years | ater, she would speak uneasily of the
dream-within-a-dream that haunted her. Raucous magpies taunted her by day, and visons of adead
future tormented her nights.

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus

The Sorceresss Tale

"Y our soul wanders because you remain unbaptized,” said Father Otho, when shetold him of her
torment.

"I'm afraid of magic." She sounded wise and old.

The priest had an eerie sense of having sat on the half-fallen sone wall in ancther time, of having the
same conversation with someone much like Pierrette, many years before, and with no more success.

"Theriteisnot magic," Otho wanted to say, but he kept silent. He knew he wasright, but couldn't
explainit, even to himsdlf, and as he had failed to convince Elen, so he feared to fail with her daughter.

* * %

Gilles dso knew no peace. Branchesfell from his olive trees, and when he poked and pried at the dead
wood, white grubs and black beetles tumbled in adismaying rain. One tree, an old one named Pelos, put
forth afina meager crop, then died. The other trees were miserly aswell, and one day the Burgundian
knight Jerome visited Gillesin the grove, eyeing the sickly treeswith ill-concealed scorn.

"What ashame." Jerome tugged at a branch that had kept only afew forlorn leaves. "Such agroveistoo
much work for one old man and your little Piers. Y ou need someone strong to maintain it.”

Gilles, with anking heart, knew the German's desire. The grove had been in hisfamily beyond recdl. A
Greek ancestor had planted some of thefirst trees; a Roman one had expanded it and built around it the
now-faling limestone wal. Conquering Goths left the grove in hisfamily's hands, daiming only thefirst
pressing of oil astheir due, recognizing that the trees didn't love them asthey did Gilless ancestors.

Now aBurgundian lord held athrone in Aquae Sextius, in fee from the Frankish king. His vassa Jerome
ruled Citharista—alight yoke for the villagers to bear, as Jerome's horsemen gave security in return. No
brigands or bands of homeless soldiersraided Citharista. Y et in the new order, daves often prospered
more than free men.

Gilleswas afree landowner, yet he was poor. His neighbor Jules, whose forefathers had been senators
of Romeitsdf, wasnomindly Jeromesdave. Y et Jules prospered, and Gilles did not. Juleshad sold his
trees, his sons, hiswife, and himsdlf, to the Burgundian, in exchange for Jeromées soldiers help at
harvesttime and a promise that he and his family would never go hungry. Now Jules wore white linen, and
Gilles contented himsdlf with an old homespun shirt.

If Gilles pledged himself to Jerome, and sold hisgrove for asilver mark or two, he too might prosper.
Y et he baked. "It'sonly evil winds" hetold the knight. "Next year they'll be warmer. Then therell be no



rot in the crotches of my trees.”
"Next year you'l have no crop." Jerome dangled asmdl purse. "Thiswould tide you over."
"l will think onit,” Gillessaid grudgingly.

But he thought instead that the grove had once flourished with little labor on his part, that the trees, for all
their thick-trunked age, had given fruit so full of oil that even thefina pressing wasrich, green, and swest.

But in thosetimes, hed had Elen.

He'd pretended not to notice when she had crept from their bed. Once, only once, he followed her, and
saw her toss off her night-shift at the edge of the grove. With afascination amost erotic, he watched her
glide gracefully, entirely nude, from treeto tree, embracing this one and thet asif they werelovers,
gnarled old men, yet not without dark, woody desire.

Gilles understood why the grove no longer flourished. Only aweek before, he had found cloth-wrapped
herbsin arotted crotch—abundle dark with years of decay. Elen's magic. No harvest aid from Jerome
would restore histrees.

Pierrette overheard Gilles speak with the knight. Losing histreeswould kill her father; he wasfar more
devoted to them than to hisboat and nets.

She, too, fdt thetieto hissmall patch of land, fine, rooty tendrils that reached from her most remote
ancestors to wind themselves about her heart.

How could she alow harsh-tongued foreignersto harvest her trees? She gritted her teeth and strode
avay.

Her stepstook her aong the harbor toward the cape. Guihen had warned her of risks beyond that dark
gateway, but . . . Her mother had bade her do so. She weighed choices asiif they were pebbles and her
mind abaance scale. Mother said that when Pierrette's confusion gave her no peace, the mage Ansaim
could give her solace. Hadn't she? Was it solace, or wasit knowledge Elen promised?

A breeze sprang up, cooling her forehead. Pae leaves of awild olive flickered with dappled sunlight.

"Guihen?' shewhispered uneasily. Quickly asit had arisen, thewind died.

Guihen had warned she would be denied hushand, home, children if she went to Anselm the mage. Yet if
Gilleslost the olive grove, what would she, in turn, have to passto her children?If Gilles dlowed himself
the security of servitude, then she, her children and their children, would beservii .

She looked down on the town. Was the Golden Man of her dreams part of the future she would be
denied?

Her child's reasoning was not clear like Per Otho's; her weighing of choices was not exact. Herswasa
battle of facts and emotions, not sedate debate: Guihen's voice and her mother's, arguing insde her head.

She clenched her fist. There was no way to decide.

Her vacillating footsteps took her to apath that led into the high, thin forest above the cape. The rough



terrain gave her only one choice: retrace her steps, or continue on and perhaps become lost.
"Come," afaint zephyr breathed.

"Guihen?Isthat you?' Therewas no reply. Pierrette pressed on. The air was sullen and till, its sillence
portentous.

Between two white limestone dabs she stepped on alow, grasdike growth, and a sharp spiciness
wafted up from the crushed plant. Rosemary. She plucked the damaged sprig, recalling the rich melange
of amilar scentsfrom the wooden box in the cellar.

Thetiny leavesrudtied. "Nowyou understand . . ."

Her heart thumping asif she had run agreat distance, she tucked the sprig in thewaist of her boy's
pants, and climbed farther. From the stump of along-dead oak she scraped red-brown fungusinto alittle
sack made from the hem of her shirt.

Cheerily now, she hummed a strange little tune as she tapped yellow pollen from white sarflower
blossoms, and plucked dry, brown petals and swelling, reddening hips from atangled rose.

It was asif the odd words and melody came from somewhere outside hersdlf. Asif it were her mother's
voice, not Guihen's, not hers. With newfound resolve, she set foot on the faint trail back to Citharistaand
her father's grove.

* * %

The eighth winter of Pierrette's short life promised to be severe, and she was grateful for the fat bundles
of dead branches she and Gilles gathered in the olive grove.

"Wait, Father," she protested, as Gillesfingered apromising branch. "That one may not be dead.”

Her father examined the tips of the twig, looking for the first swelling buds of midwinter. "Not asingle
new bud on thetree." Histone was bleak. "If | had agood axe, 1'd split the trunk for firewood."

"We don't need that much wood, Father. The nights are less cold than aweek ago." She needed time for
what sheld done to have its effect. Too weary to argue, Gilles shrugged and climbed down from the tree.

* k% %

Spring came, and winds no longer blew bitter in the mountain valeys. The few clouds were high and
puffy, and under the strengthening sun the ground dried.

Gillesand Pierrette surveyed the grove. "Y ou wereright," he crowed, cradling aleafy branch in both
hands. "Thetreelives! Look at those buds. Next year, well harvest awhole basketful from this branch
aone." Olivesdo not bloom or put forth fruit every year. Thisyear'srich foliage held a promise of
something more,

Asthey waked home, Gilles rehearsed to his daughter how he'd rebuff Jerome the Burgundian when he
came again to buy the grove. Pierrette, never redly talkative, said little. Gilles saw nothing unusual in that.

Gilless good cheer semmed not only from the tregs rebirth, but from the shattering of a blief he had
held for severa seasons now: that the grove's decline began with the death of hiswife, and thet it was
irreversible. Now he could speak with true conviction when he told Jerome that its ailment had been only



afluke of theweather.

* % *

The summer passed dowly.

At the marketplace, Marie's preferred spot to sell pots of last year's olives and jars of oil was at the end
of the stone-paved square, where the columns of the Romans forum shaded the cobblestones from the
afternoon sun.

Behind the crumbling brick arches was aweedy open space, from which issued awooden clatter.
"They're swordfighting again,” Pierrette said. "I'm going to watch." Marie, who seemed to have no
interest in anything except olives and ail, shrugged.

Pierrette was—in the eyes of thegens —aboy, Gilless son Piers, soit was only natura that she should
gravitate toward boyish things. Asagirl, abeit disguised, she consdered boys pretentious little imitations
of men, who puffed and postured in amanner she could not imitate without an inward laugh.

Her ready smile served a purpose: the genuine boys—most of whom weretaller than she was—seldom
pressed her hard. Her thin arms were hardly capable of wielding even awooden sword, should she be
invited into the game. She was neither aleader nor a scapegoat. Asif by some unremarked magic, she
was never redlly noticed at dl, unless she made apoint of it.

She peered through an irregular doorway. Of the boys with wooden blades, she only had eyesfor one:
Marius, whose father owned the largest boat at the wharf. Hewastall, with curly hair and along, straight
nose. Older and haf again her height, he seemed manly and mature. As adways, he was getting the best of
his opponent.

"When | marry," Pierrette promised hersdlf, it will beto Marius." Then her face twisted. She would
marry no one. Shewas, asfar asthey al knew, awesk, ineffectual boy.

When, if ever, could shereved hersdf asagirl? Would she ever get over the teasing, the laughter, when
the townsfolk learned her secret?

Avoiding Marie's notice, she dipped down anarrow street, and away from the market. How unfair life
was. Marie, who didn't care whether boys noticed her or not, drew their attention with her quiet,
indifferent gaze, her ethereal smiles and downcast eyes.

The street opened onto the empty place between the last houses and the half-falen town wall. Pierrette
gazed outward and upward—to the three domelike rocks that formed the Eagle's Beak. Guihen, on
those very heights, had warned her away from Anselm.

But what difference would that make? She had no redl friends and no prospect of a husband, anyway.
Why not continue westward right now, to the mage Anselm's?

Thelong, upward trail daunted her, and it was past noonday. She let her steps take her instead to her
father'sflourishing grove. Best if she spoke with Gilles, make him let her end the charade, | et her wear
skirtsand bind her hair with bright yarn or aribbon. If they did it now, the boys might in time forget her
father's deception.

* * %

She found Gilles under the tree he had believed dead. He stood, stiff as a crow-bane, his face immobile



and pae, staring at asmall, brown object in the palm of his hand.

Pierrette's steps dowed asif beneath her feet was sticky mud. A confrontation was at hand. Better here
in the grove, she decided, than at home where Marie might hear.

Gilles gtretched out hishand. She glanced indifferently at the twist of once-white cloth, stained where
rain had soaked powdered leaves and burnt bone within. His glance was accusing, yet overlaid with
something resembling grief. "Y ou are too young for witchery. Who showed you?'

"Mother did."

"How? Y ou were only fivewhen . . ." He could not, even now, speak of Elen's death. " She sang words
in the old tongue. Did she teach you those too?'

"She camein adream. The spellswere hidden in her lullabies.”

"Dreamslie, child!" He swallowed, summoned his courage. "Have you been to the Eagle's Beak as
wdl?'

"l can't go there. Guihen says. . ."

"Guihen?' Gilless eyeswidened. "Didn't Otho tell you such creatures are Satan's tricks? Y ou risk your
soul!"

"l don't know about souls. Only about olive trees, and powdered blood, and . . ."

"Don't tell mel" Gilles backed away, his eyestroubled. "Per Otho saysthe nunsin Massdiawill take lost
children. That'swhere 'l take you."

"Those hags with long noses? They'd beat me." She saw the nuns as pale wraiths with red and knobby
knees and harsh raven voices, haunting awindowlesswarren.

Her father seemed obdurate.
"Father," she coaxed, "who'l help with the harvest? All the trees—adll the olives. . ."

Gilles glanced uneasly toward hisgrove, redizing thereversa of hisfortuneswasn't dueto hisskill as
olivier, or to favorable westher. Elen had wandered among histrees, talking to them asif they were
house cats or children. Thelittle bundlein his hand was not the first such fetish he had seen. Pierrette,
whether through innate talent or witchery from beyond the grave, had taken up Elen'stask.

Gilleswas freshly ashamed. He had risked and lost hiswifefor arich crop and amae child, but he
would not so use his daughter. "After the harvest,” he mumbled. "I'll spesk with Per Otho. After the
harvest feast, you'l go to the nunnery.”

Despite hiswords, Pierrette knew sheld gained arespite. She would not be bundled off to Massdiain
someone's oxcart, not right away. Y et shefet no joy, no victory. Silhouettes |oomed across the harbor:
the Eagl€e's Beak, and the mage Ansaim's keep. "I should have gone there today,” she whispered.
"Perhaps the sorcerer might teach meto be wise.”



Chapter 6 - The Gaunt Man

Marie flowered at eeven, not uncommon in warm Provence. Even light-haired northerners bloomed
early, often at the end of amild winter.

For dmost the firgt time since their mother's di sappearance—Pierrette would not say her desth—Marie
laughed. She laughed often, until the sound no longer startled Gilles, Pierrette, or thewomen inthe
marketplace. Though no breasts stretched the fabric of her chemise, her walk became |ess the motion of
ayoung goat, al knees and elbows, more the sway of atdl pinein an offshore breeze, the dip of sailson
aship far out on great ocean swells.

Marie, returning from the market, regaled her sister with talk of babies, and of boyswho stopped to ask
the price of ajar of olivesor abottle of ail. Thefamily purse was now fat with coins—Frankish pennies,
worn slverobols from which the faces of forgotten emperors were almost effaced. " Someday | will
exchangethem dl for ashiny slverdenarius , and later mydenarii for agoldsolidus from Byzantium. .. ."
Marie's enthusasm grew with her imaginary fortune, and after years of slence, neither Gilles nor Pierrette
thought to quiet her.

Bertrand, the smith's son, brought her wildflowers. Neither parent nor sister saw fit to reflect aoud that
Bertrand was fat (though strong) or that he was not very smart (though ahard worker). Mari€'s
happiness was afragile bubble that could be punctured by a sharp word or areturning memory.

For Pierrette, Mariesrasy projections of Bertrand, domestic and carna bliss, and children at her breast,
were like thorns pricking her own tiny bubbles. No boys noticed her. How long could Gilles's deception
continue? With the grove so happy, wasit necessary? Y et Gilles refused to discussit, and she remained
RPersintheeyesof dl. Othersknew of the charade, but few villagers associated with our Burgundian
overlord, so the secret was safe from the only person who mattered.

Pierrette'sloneliness, her motherless state, and her sdlf-enforced isolation drove her to long walks
eastward up the valey past the ruins of the Roman fountain . . .

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus,

The Sorceresss Tale

Again, Pierette lay amid the folds of her mother's leafy skirt—for what was"ma’ but "mother,” her
mother Elen? Shedrifted into deep. . . .

"Ansaim!" murmured the soft, motherly voice, the rustle of beech and maple leaves. "Ansdm! Within his
magica walls, where the sun always stands at high noon, you will find what you seek.”

"Guihen warned me away." Pierrette's voice was like the dry passage of a preening magpie's beak aong
itsfeathers.

"Guihen!" Beech twigsrattled their annoyance. "What does Guihen know?Y ou cannot remain achild.
Y ou must grow, and fed pain. Did Guihen explain that?"

Guihen had not. Guihen had given her a choice between two futures so alike asto make no difference at
al—between being childless, husbandless, and donein the village, or equdly childlessand aone
somewhere e se. The spangle of sunlight descending through high branches became Mari€s smile as she
contemplated Bertrand, as she planned the fine two-room stone house he would build for her. Pierrette's
hands formed tight, jealousfids.

“Iwill go to the cape," she murmured. "Iwill learn magic from the mage. I'll wear along skirt, and a
ribboninmy har."



Pierrette arose from dumber, brushing dry leaves from her deeves. "I'll do asyou say, Mother." The
gray trunk seemed thicker than before; the silvery branches reached outward in silent benediction.

* % %

Gilleswas angry. "In amonth, the bishop will arrive to bless the harvest. Must an old man do everything,
whileyou frolic afidd?" Gillestreated Pierrette asif she were indeed Piers, a strong boy, and berated her
when shefailed to measure up.

There was another facet to Gilless anger. Pierrette was free to vidit the pool Ma, yet Gilles was not—or
30 hetold himsdlf, citing work always uncompleted. There was an dement of sdf-inflicted punishment to
Gillessdenid: when he dept in the moss and leaves, in the shade of the great, sheltering trees, the pains
of age, labor, and guilt were wiped away. Y et Gilles had used hiswife'sfairy-magic for hisown ends, to
her destruction, and now used his daughter smilarly, for the rich harvest of hisgrove. He didn't deserve
solace, 0 he denied himsdlf.

For aweek, Pierrette also denied herself, carrying baskets of fat olives from the grove to the great press,
shared by severd growers. The press bed was a basat dab with agroove around its edge for oil. Atop it
rested aloose-staved cask with alid that fit loosely inside, forced downward by aweighted beam that
magnified the force of the rock'sweight.

Theail that dribbled into the waiting pots was thick and rich. Before the harvest was pressed, they
would run out of vesselsto containiit.

Gilleswould never alow Pierrette to wander off until the last of the crop was pressed, and they would
be lucky to be done before the festiva, her father'simposed deadline. There was no timeto hiketo the
cape during daylight hours. She sighed, and made up her mind to leave as soon as her father and sister
were adeep. If the mage would take her in, her father's threat would be moot. If not, shewould lose only
anight'sdeep.

The moon was haf full. Pierrette's seps were light. Sheimagined hersdf dressed in white Egyptian
cotton, ared leather belt, and shoes to match. She pictured aroom with ten lamps, along shelf of scrolls
and books.

Stumbling over afalen branch, her fantasy shettered. She had come amost al the way up the crevice

between the northernmost scarps. Ahead, something moved. She became as il as astartled hare. No
concealing brush or trees grew on the rough rock. Nothing could hide there.

No moving shadow occluded the stars, yet the prickly sensation didn't abate. Two stars seemed to swell
as she focused on them, to blur and become fat and green-hued, like staring, unblinking eyes. Acrossthe
garry cleft, high on her |eft, were two others.

Those star-specks, exaggerated by her narrow perspective into gresat, glowing eyes, turned her to stone.
Ahead was adark presence unseen. Behind, she heard her mother's voice, soft asrustling leaves.
"Ansaimwill give you what you need. . . ."

"Go back!" said the hollow wind blowing over the cleft. " Go back, or wander forever."

". .. Only where the sun always stands at high noon. . . ." promised the voice from behind.

Unableto push forward or to flee, Pierrette's helpless terror changed to the anger of acornered



beast—and with rage came clarity of thought. Behind, her mother's voice urged her forward. Ahead . . .
Guihen! The wood-sprite played tricks to frighten her away. With forced bravado she stood with hands
on skinny hips. "Y ou can't make me go, Mother." The sound echoed hollowly from the rocks,

"And you!" she spat, facing about, "you can't scare me away, ether. Both of you stopit. I'll do exactly
as| please”

The sense of presence behind evaporated, asif her mother's spirit had withdrawn. Shethrust herself
upward. Another step, then another . . . Her head and shoulders were above the enclosing cleft. Limned
againgt the moonlit seawere the black walls of the mage's keep—»but between her and that destination
was adarker mass, not part of the rock. "Guihen, let me pass.”

The blackness shifted, stretched upward in the shape of aman. A man . . . but not Guihen. Pierrette
shrank back, her heart thumping. He was dark, and no feethery willow leaves glimmered on hisrough
clothing. He towered over her. A crudely woven kilt ended short of knees gnarled and twisted asold
olive trunks, calvesthick with coarse black hair, and knotty feet with long, yellow toenails.

Thiswas not Guihen. She forced her eyes upward, fearing what shewould see. . . . Per Otho's Satan,
with his bronze helmet and deer's horns, passed before her eyes, wavered, and faded. It was an ugly
face—but not ademon's. She met his eyes—blue like her own, beneath bushy eyebrows. Hisnose
twisted like an old root, and his cheekbones flared. Deep crevices delimited the cornersof his
narrow-lipped mouth, then lost themsalvesin atangled black beard.

A frightening face, but not Satan's, for therewas no evil init, only pain long denied, and unrelieved
fatigue. "Go back, child," the man said. " Seek happiness, for thereisno joy in wisdom.”

No joy in wisdom? Was there joy in foolishness and ignorance? Then she envisoned Marie and her
sweetheart Bertrand, gazing into each other's eyeslike placid sheep. "I don't care about happiness,” she
sad. "l wish to learn mathematics, and magica wordsin strange tongues, and how to mix charcod,
brimstone flowers, and hitter sat without them goingpoof! inmy face”

The gaunt man nodded. "Ansalm's magics do that, sometimes. Spells don't work the way they used to.
The nature of magic has become twisted—that's why he's trapped in that stone-heagp, and can't visit your
village any more." He sghed. "But yes, Anselm can teach you," he admitted reluctantly, "if that'swhat you
redly want."

"Itis" she gated—but hiswords were hardly reassuring. "Will | lose my soul, as Per Otho says?'

The gaunt one grinned, displaying large, yelow teeth with gaps between. "That frightens you? Good.
Fearlessness and foolishness are one. Listen to your fear. Go home. I'm not going to let you pass.” He
spread hisarms, and splayed his fingers, which were long and gnarly, with huge knuckles, covered with a
mat of black hair.

Pierrette's eyes darted. On the left, she saw something massive that humped up as big asacow. Great
ydlow-green eyes glowed unnaturdly. On the right eyes dso glowed, asickly hue, adull
phosphorescence. There was no way she could get past the man and those.. . . things. . . too.

"I'll come back," she said. "I'll come back in daytime, when you're not here.”

"What makes you s0 sure I'm a creature of the night?' he rgoined. "When you have answered your own
questions—about your soul, and dl that—then | won't stop you.”



"I will," shesaid. "Good-bye." He didn't answer. It was asif once she turned from him, he just faded
away.

* % %

Pierrette did think about it. She thought about Per Otho's Christian heaven, which appesled to people
whose lives were pointless repetition and grueling work. There should be more to eternity than refuge
from the unendurable. Did sheredlly careif she was denied entrance to atedious Heaven?

Y et if the mage's spells were no more successful than her sooty experiments, what wasthe use? Cantt |
just go on as| have? she asked hersdlf. That, she decided, was what she would do, at least for now.

Chapter 7 - The Black
Time Foreseen

The last of the olive pulp was discarded in a hegp. Cool air had speeded the work of carrying baskets of
fruit to the press and heavy jars of il to Gilless storehouse.

Pierrette's thoughts had a similar pace. The olive grove wasred. Thewarm achein her ams at the end
of ahard day was genuine. Was Guihen asreal ? What of the voice of the spring Ma, whom she thought
of as her mother? Was reality determined by effects? She had never touched sun, moon, or stars—yet
they illumined day and night. She had never touched a cloud, but had felt rain and tasted it.

She stayed awake long after Gilles and Marie dept. Her struggle was redl, too. Had she known how to
phrase her question, she might have asked if something with measurable effect needed ared cause, and if
her confusion proved that the cause—Guihen, for instance, and the gaunt man—were also redl.

Per Otho pleaded that hisyearsin Massalia had not prepared him to resolve such things.

There was only one person who might help—a person no more "red” than Guihen or the gaunt, hairy
man. She would demand that Ma defend her own redlity, asjudtification for Pierrette risking her own

(however nebulous) soul.
* % %

It could not have been the same magpie feather, lying there among the contorted roots, because Pierrette
had |eft that in the box where she kept the little sack her mother had given her. She twisted the feather.
The musty aftertaste of mushroom clung to her tongue.

"Mondradd in Mon.Borabt ord perd6 . . ." Shewaited for the dizzying fal, the sudden snap of magpie
wings. Nothing changed. Frustrated, she stepped away, intending to kned at the pool and wash the foul
taste from her mouth.

She swayed, dizzy, feding light as the magpie feather. She saw that her hand was empty. She gasped.

There, unmoved, till holding the fegther, she stood. Y et here she al'so stood, looking at hersdlf. Which
one was she—the Pierrette who had moved, or the one who had not?



"lamred!" she said, perhaps doud, though shefdt no air in her throat. " That oneisilluson." Shecould

see through that other Pierrette. She could also see through the little beech tree, and where it tood was a
shadow image, not asmall tree but agreat gray stump.

"I'm redl!" she cried, frightened, because al around her were doubled images—young trees and old,
rocks covered with moss and the same stones half-buried in ashes, under great, dead branches that bore
no twigsor leaves,

If the dead trees, and the oily, scummy pool wereilluson, then the Pierrette she felt hersdf to be, the one
who moved in that bleak world, was aso, and the Pierrette who stood as if frozen beside thellittle tree
wasred. Butif not. . .

She dumped to her knees. Tearsblurred her eyes. "Whicham |7

The dull water's reflectionless motion caught her eye. An old woman waded ashore.

"Who...?

"l am Mawho-is-not,” the woman said. Thin lips covered a gap-toothed mouth. " Just asyou are
Pierrette-who-is-not. The spell hastwisted, child.”

"The spell?| don't understand.”

"Mondradd in Mon," the crone said. " The Parting of the Vell'—adivination spell that used to dlow a
glimpseinto days ahead—days of the masc's choosing."

"l didn't choose thisblack place,”" Pierrette protested.

"Y ou cannot choosg, child. The spell leads dways here—to thefar end of al time. Or so | believe,
because here dl | have is memories of times past." The old woman sat on abare rock, and squeezed
water from her shapeless dress. Pierrette saw, beneath yellow, wrinkled skin and brown age spots, the
mother she remembered.

"Why am | here?" she asked, dmost weeping.

"You must know of it . . . to prevent it. Y ou are the last—but one—who can. Y ou must choose the path
to the Eagle's Beak, to knowledge wherever it leads, or thisplace will be dl that is.”

"Guihen says| will lose everything. The gaunt man says| will losemy soul.”

"Guihen?' She gpat. "What does awood-sprite know? And Y an Oors—the dark one—once earned a
kingdom and aking's daughter for hisbride. Now look at him. The old scarecrow. Hisgrest bears are
wraithswithout substance who sted starlight to fill their eyes. Choose."

"I can't! Y ou goad me, but they bar my path.”

The old woman sighed. "I suppose I'm being unfair. Here, look into the water. . . ."

The crone swirled the oily surface with athin, spotted hand. "Thisisyour first choice. . ." shesaid, and
an image appeared. . . .



A young woman cradled her boy-child in the crook of her arm. She laughed at the antics of her daughter,
who had put chicken feathersin her hair and waddled in the dust, clucking. "Elen! Y ou're scaring thereal
chickens." The child looked up. Its face was Pierretteé'sown . . . and her mother's.

* * %

The old woman again swirled the water.

The young woman had aged, though no white strands marred the blackness of her hair. "Never goto the
cape," she said to her daughter, perhapsten yearsold. ™Y ou will lose your soul and be denied heaven.”

"But | must, Mother," the child replied in avoicelike Pierrette's. "I must go, because you did not.”
"Who have you been talking to?"
"To Guihen and old John, the hairy man—and to Grandmother, by the pool up thevaley. .. ."

"No! Remain inthevillage, or you will be destroyed.” She held the child close, sobbing.

* k% %

"Was she my mother's mother?' Pierrette asked the hag. "The first woman?'

"Ohno, child. I didn't show you what was, but what will be. Y ou were that woman, weeping for the fate
of your daughter, Elen.”

"If | don't choose the path to the cape, then my daughter must face the same choice?!

"Shelll have no choice. Youll go, or shewill, and shell fall, for Evil will be stronger then—just asit will
be harder for you than for your mother.”

"But Mama chose to be amasc.”

" She chose to seek amale child. Before that, she chose to give her maidenhead to the boy Otho, by this
very pool." Each time the old woman said "chose," spittle sorayed from her gtiff lips. "The way narrows,
girl. If you wait until pringtime, it will betoo late. Even nowSamonios , the winter festival, approaches,
and the massfor Chrigt's birth soon after.”

Pierrette resented the cron€'s criticism of Elen. "Is maidenhood important to amasc?' she asked softly.

"To abackwoods herba woman? Hardly." The old woman's lips drew down in scorn. "But for agreat
sorceress, asfor agoddess, it isvita. Diana, Selene, Epona. . . virginsal."

"Isthat why | would have no children? Not because of the curse?' Despite herself, the words " great
sorceress’ had piqued more than just curiosity.

"A curse? Who told you that? Guihen? Starved John?"
"I'm not sure anyone actudly sad it, but . . ."

"Don't assume. Know!"



"Know what?' Pierrette had overcome her fear of the crone. "I'm confused. Are there no other paths?'
"I hoped you wouldn't ask. | hoped duty would move you—that glory wouldn't be necessary.”
"Show me."

The croneroiled the scummed water with skinny fingers. " See what will become of you. . . ."

* * %

Black clouds mounted the horizon, swirling, twisting, darkening the foam-tipped waves of the world-river
Oceanos. The young woman's fingers tapped a rhythm on the gilded arms of her throne. "Come,
Taranis" shesaid. "Thunder, come." She laughed, and raised her fingers. Storm-winds whipped her long
black hair. Lightning glittered from her fingertips, and |legped toward the swelling clouds.

Beside her was another throne—and aman. Black curlstumbled to his shoulders and intermingled with
gold about his neck. Flashes from the gpproaching storm highlighted hisfeatures. "Enough! Send it
away." Helaughed.

She waved ahand asif dismissing a servant. Winds abated, the sky lightened, and distant currents of air
tugged at the tops of the anvil-clouds, tearing them to wisps.

"There! Y our Fortunate Ides are again at peace. See what aterrible disruption | would be?!
"Better sormswith you than sunshine without. Marry me! Rulewith me!™

He gestured. Pierrette saw aring of black mountains above harbors, wharves, rich green fields, and
waterways. Had the jagged peaks continued upward they would have joined in asingle, enormous
volcanic cone, larger and heavier than the earth's breast could support. "All this" said the king—for such
she knew him to be—"will be yoursuntil the last day of theworld."

* % *

"Who was he?' Pierrette asked the crone. "Where?"

"Theking? Ask Ansalm. Once his kingdom, the Fortunate I es, were on the sea-route to Egypt. Some
say they stood in agreat marsh—the Camargue, or near Tartessosin Iberia. Now, who knows? They
arent ordinary idands.”

"Arethosevisonsmy only paths?'

The next visions the old woman stirred up made her wish fervently that she had not asked. In one, she
saw hersdlf floating facedown in the pool Ma. She didn't need to see her face to identify the bloated
corpse. She smply knew.

In another, she saw Gillesin rags. He had no teeth, and his cheekbones were sunken with starvation.
"Bread!" he pleaded. "Please, amorsdl of bread.” Hisright leg was missing. The pedestrian—who
ignored him—uwas little better off, except for having two legs. The place was Citharista—but the buildings
she remembered were crumbled heaps.

"No!" she breathed. "Not that!"



"This?" asked her guide, rippling the pool. Pierrette saw Gilles, Marie, and herself Sitting at a polished
wood table, on aterracetiled in amosaic of dolphins and boats against arich blue sea. Behind them
reared the smooth walls of afine stone house.

Pierrette-who-watched saw her father gesture toward new warehouses far below, by Citharista's
harbor, and knew they were his. Fat merchant shipswaited their turnsto offload goods. Her father'sarm
was deeved in slk. That vison was more comforting.

Again, asthe pool's surface quieted, Pierrette saw hersdlf dressed in furs and red wool, peering from a
window. Beyond weretall steep-roofed houses with wooden shingles, snow-blown plains, and agreat
river. Kiev. The name cameto her out of nowhere.

Window and high palace dissolved, and she was atop a pyramid of stairstepped stones. A green blanket
of trees stretched to the horizon, broken by patches of fields and rooftops. Around her stood
hawk-faced men draped in bright robes made of songbirds feathers. They looked to her with awe, but
she saw also fear in their eyes—and hatred.

"Enough!" said Pierrette, grasping the croneswrigt. "They can't dl bered. What good are such visons?'

The old one laughed, abrittle, harsh cackle. "How many choicesin alifetime, child? Nothing is
sure—except if you do not choose. See what indecision will entall. . . ."

Pierrette saw the dead pool, the blackened stumps, and the dry, ashy ground.

Chapter 8 - The Horned God

Plow followed sword. New folk tilled the soil, raping and impregnating Ma, harvesting astheir due. It
was fearful rape, so in the spring priests and priestesses went into the plowed fields and futtered there to
gppease angry Ma, that their coupling might quicken the sown land. The priest, incarnation of themae
god, wore the horns of the aurochs, or the antlers of the great stag. The folk knew that plowing was rape,
not consent, and each year, to mollify Ma, they dew the priest, and watered the tillage with hisblood. In
time, the two folk, Celtsand Ligures, merged, and when the Romans came, they called them all Gauls.
Otho, Bishop of Nemausus
The Sorceresss Tale

She did not know which visonsto bdieve—if any. Visgonswithin visons, for was not the black future
where the crone dwdt itsalf unreal? It had not felt so—that bony wrist she had grasped had been solid,
the skin papery dry. That vison was not false; it had not happened yet, but it was no less actua than
Citharista, whose roofs she could see from thetrail.

The water visions were like the paths over bare mountainsto the north, or westward to Massdia.
Perhaps only one route could be chosen. Perhaps one, then another, if her life waslong enough. . . .

When Rierrette entered the town, folk had donned festive garb. The marketplace was crowded with folk
who had brought a sampling of their harvests for the bishop to bless. Mariuswas with hisfather, proudly
displaying dried and sdted fish, arrayed like the wooden shingles of the houses of Kiev, unimaginably far
to the north and eadt, further in yearsthan in miles.



She could not imagine such expanses—years or miles. On the way home from Ma, she counted her
paces. One pace was two steps, |eft, then right. She was not aslong-legged as a Roman soldier, so a
thousand of her paceswas surely lessthan amile,

The counting-letters Otho taught her were cumbersome. One, two, three—those made sense. She could
count them on her fingers. 1, 11, 111, each stroke afinger. One hand was V, representing five fingers, but
four was V. It should have been I111.

She got to XX XII1, thirty-three, before she lost count. Between thirty-three and the magical M—one
thousand paces, one mile—were several Csand Ls. Those did not make sensible words, either. The
Greekssaid "Khee' for theletter "X," and Per Otho said "Zzz," which sounded like abegswings. One
thousand and nine was "Meeks," spelled MIX, wasn't it? But one thousand and eleven was "Mksee,"
MXI. Impossible.

She did not see the knight, Jerome, until she bumped into him. "Ach, boy! Are you blind? The bishop
has dready blessed your father's oil. Y ou will only beintimeto help carry the jars home."

"I'm sorry,” shereplied. "l was. ..l was. . .

"Celebrating the day in your own way?" he grinned, displaying afull set of big teeth, which made him
look much younger than hisjowlsand hairy ears. "Asdid your mother?' Cold eyes gave menaceto his
smile. "You aren't done. Many will ask blessing of the long-armed one on thisday.” He gave her alight
push between her shoulder blades. "Hurry now," he said. "Y ou can still make it to mass.”

Pierrette hurried away. The long-armed one?Lamphada , in the old Cédltic tongue, was a euphemism for
the light-bringer, Lugh. Somefolk of Gaulish blood still acknowledged Lugh, and Epona of the Horses,
and made secret sacrificesto Taranis when they heard the rumble of thunder—Taranis, whom she had
commanded, in the vision where she sat beside the handsome idand king. But thisfeast day was
Samonios , when ancestors were honored. Lugh's had been months ago.

Shereveled in the wondrous sense of power she had felt, when lightning'sfire had danced on her
fingertips, but that vison was fading, herein busy Citharista. So Jerome thought her mother worshipped
Lugh? But that was not so. Thiswas only another day for Ma, the goddess of the poal.

She shrugged the encounter off. Jerome was Burgundian, not Gaul, but gods were much the
same—except the Chrigtian deity, who bore little resemblance to the rest. It was not important what the
town's protector believed—or so she thought then.

Marie berated her. Y ou left meto carry everything." To pacify her, Pierrette dung four heavy jars, and
made it hafway home before Gillestook pity on her and lifted two from her chafed shoulder.

Pierrette barely had timeto rub oil on her raw skin. She scrambled after her father and sister.

The chapd, yelowed limestone in the round-arched Roman style, was abarrel vault wide asthree carts
and threetimesthat long. It could not hold half the population of Citharista, let aone the country folk who
came on specia days. The bishop would celebrate mass on the broad top step, in front of the chapel
doors.

Arriving late, Pierrette had to stand on tiptoe in the chapd's forecourt. Smaller than anyone el se, she saw
only the broad buttocks of some shepherd's wife. She wanted to see the miracul ous transformation.



Would the bishop'sloaf gush salty blood when he brokeit? Would the thick crust hold not soft, white
bread but meat—the flesh of Jesus? Would he eat it raw, asif he were adog? Perhaps, because bread
was baked, so the meat would be. Was there abone in the middle of the loaf? Would he gnaw on it?

Unbaptized, she was forbidden the sacrament in the chapel. If she did not see it now, she would haveto
wait awhole yesr.

She edged past the fat-bottomed woman. Placing one foot on a projecting cornerstone, she lifted
hersdlf, leaning againgt the shoulders of peoplein front of her.

There was Father Otho, and the bishop, resplendent in arobe so white she squinted. All she could see
of himwas dark hair beneath histall, white hat. When he moved from one side of the dtar-table to the
other, she caught the glimmer of gold. She wastoo far away. She would not see the bread become flesh.

Beside the bishop, another man moved as the cleric moved, imitating his gestures. His dark clothing
absorbed light asif it were coarse, nappy fur. The dtar boy? No, hewastoo tal, and wore afunny hat
with candlesticks on it. The harder she squinted, the less clear the scene was—and the more uneasy she
became. Something wasterribly wrong.

She wriggled between the tangle of knees, the herdlike jostling of fat and skinny hips, the rooty
impediments of sandal-clad feet. Working her way forward as an adult could not have done, she at last
peered out at the table, and the feet of the white-robedepiskopo .

Shewastoo late for the miracle; the part with the bread came before the wine, didn't it? The bishop held
ashiny cup in both hands. He drank, with obvious rdish. It must be wine, Pierrette decided. Had it been
blood, wouldn't he have grimaced the least bit?

She was s0 close she could have touched the bishop's fine-sewn hem. . . . Where was the dark man?
There—in back of the bishop, handsraised asif he too held ashiny cup. When the bishop dropped his
hands, so did he. When the churchman nodded, he nodded, at exactly the same moment, asif he were
the bishop's shadow.

Was he part of the ritual? She looked over her shoulder at the gatheredgens . Their solemn faces
betrayed no surprise. They didn't see anything unusua. Was she the only one who saw the dark man?

She dipped to one side, where he was not behind the bishop. Being short, she saw firgt hisdark legs,
covered not with trousers, but with coarse, goatlike fur. Hisjoints were al wrong, like agoat's, with
"knees' facing backwards, fetlocks ana ogous to human hedls, and . . . and shiny black goat's hooves.

Deer antlers grew from his head. His nose was long and sharp, his bushy eyebrows pointed. Histeeth
gleamed unnaturdly white, and hiseyeswere awild animad's, like the orbs of Y an Oorss companions.

Cernunnos, she breathed. The Celt god Teyrnon, the "father of animas." She stared with horror at his
midsection, whereahuge. . . thing stood out from him, bloodred and gleaming wetly. Pierrette had seen
male goats ready to mount, and had not been disgusted. She had seen her father, and had been only
mildly interested in an organ that neither she nor Marie possessed. But what she saw now, like agoat's,
butonaman. ..

She turned her head—and almost missed seeing the creature's grin, as helooked directly at her. It wasa
terrible, knowing, evil grin. Y et as she looked into his ydlow-brown deer's eyes she saw not evil, but
pain, asif behind that |eering visage was trapped some gentle, doomed forest spirit. She backed into the



crowd. She saw red firerise up in those eyes, engulfing the suffering spirit with ahot, malevolent glow.

* % *

Long before the crowd dispersed she reached home, and hid in the cellar until she heard Gillesand Marie
overhead. She crept out, and peered through the open door to make sure that the third voice she heard
belonged . . . to ahuman being.

She had seen the man before, when hisfat vessel put in to Citharista. A Greek from Massdia, he owned
afleet of merchant ships. He was rich because, for some unexplained reason, Saracen corsairs never
attacked them.

Why was hein their humble house? She dipped in, and sat next to Marie on the hearth. The men leaned
over clay cupsand awinejar a thetable.

"I can supply everything," Gilles said, waving his hands expansively. "Ten casks or ahundred. I'll hire
coopers, and . . ."

Casks? Coopers? One stored ail in clay jars, not wooden barrels. Knotty scrub oaks were hard to split
into staves, and imparted asour taste. Pine wastoo light, and swelled when wet. The only wood for
barrels was beech, and the nearest beecheswere . . . in the moigt, sheltered vale of Ma

The Greek, Theodoras, clapped his cup on the table. "We have abargain, then.” He departed.

Gilles rubbed his hands with glee. "Well berich. Who would have thought it? Water casks for hisships.
.. and for other shipsaswell." He was thinking that Theodoros of Massaliawas not only safe from
Mudlim warships, but that he traded with them on the dy, and that barrels of Mas clean, fresh water
would soon be stacked in Mudlim holds.

"I'll send Parvinus and Mercio to cut trees and shape them into staves. Old David can fetch and carry,
and fill barrels." He turned toward his daughters. "Who has a strong cart and an ox? Not any old
dray—I'll be hard pressed to keep Theodoros supplied, without broken axles and barrels smashed
aongsdethe path.”

"Father—you can't cut the beech trees. They belongto . . ." Shewasgoingtosay, " . ..toMa," but
thought better of it, and said only, " . . . to the spring.”

"Who ownsthe spring?’ Gilles snapped angrily. ™Y our mother, and her mother before that. They left no
kin, so it revertsto me." He stared defiantly, asif daring them to contradict him. Marie would not, but
Pierrette sensed aflaw in Gilless reasoning: the spring had passed from mother to daughter, not wifeto
husband or mother to son. It should pass—if such aplace could actualy be owned—to Elen's daughters,
not Gilles. And since Marie had no interest init, it should be hers.

Something in Gilless eyes stayed her protest. A yelow glint from the low sunbeam in the doorway made
hiseyeslook evil, like . . . Her gaze strayed upward to the sides of his head—uwhich bore no deer
antlers—and then below hiswaist, where she saw only the coarse fabric of histrousers.

When Gilles poured himsdlf a celebratory cup of wine, she dipped outside, unnoticed except by Marie,
who waslost in adream of fine clothes, ahouse high on ahillside, aterrace where ships and dolphins

shared a blue ceramic sea.
* % %



The Sorceresss Tale

| was sweeping the small forecourt when | saw the troubled child's face—more like her mother's every
day.

"Does Satan have goat's feet?' she asked.

| had never considered the Lord of Evil'sfeet. "I don't know, child.”

"Does he have horns on his head?'

Why would achild concern hersdf with physical aspects of Satan? His existence was terrifying enough.
The Gospel said little of the Tempter's aspect—or did it? | could not remember the text word for word,
and written books were the property of bishops or abbots.

Had the Evil One sought her out? Had he some design upon her?

"Pan," | said at last. "The old Roman god—the Greeks Dionysos—was portrayed as half-goat. Such
“gods are deceiverswho lure men from true Faith." Wasit much of a stretch to consider deer-horned
Gdlic priests as the Devil's tools—even as aspects of him? 1 would not know for severa years how
wrong | was—or how right.

"Perhaps | saw deer'slegs, not goat's," Pierrette responded. "Perhaps | saw nothing at al." She bade me
good night, leaving me puzzled and concerned, but without suspicion that she would not go straight home.
Darkness had dready fdlen.

Thinking the child had chanced upon worshippers of the old gods, | set off in the gloom for the castellan
Jerome's house. Rufus, the ederly soldier on duty, passed me within. Jerome sat at his long table near the
smoldering hearth. He offered wine, which | accepted gladly—though | did not delay getting to the point
of my vist. "The horned one has been seeninthetown,” | Sated.

The knight peered from beneath bushy brows. "I don't wear the god's horns, but perhaps some other
man..."

| didn't believe him. "Areyou truly Chrigtian, Jerome? Will you recite the "Credo’ with me?* He had been
born pagan, and his Christian baptism did not fit comfortably—as hisinfrequent confessions reveaed.

"| believein the Father and the Son," he said, "but tonight isLong-Arm's."

"Y ou can't serve two princes without betraying one, or being crushed between them. It's the same with
gods”

"It's easier to choose between what | believe and what | do not, than between two godswho call me
with equa voices”

"Thereisonly one God," | replied.

The Burgundian shrugged his broad shoulders. "L et them decide that. Don't push meinto their bettle,
pries.”"

"Ah, Jerome," | said sadly, setting my wine-cup on the table, its contents hardly touched. "Y ou
misunderstand. Y ou yoursdlf are the battleground.”

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus

* * %

* k% %

Unbeknownst to Otho, Pierrette did not go home. Gilles was going to destroy the beech trees. He would
bring about her terrible vision of ashes and ssumps. And hideous evil stalked the streets, mocking the
Chrigtians rite. How could she stay? Y et where could she go? The Goddess could not succor her, could
not save her trees or herself. There was only one path open to Pierrette. With dow, hesitant steps, she
turned westward, toward the Eagle's Beak.



Part Two - Discipula
(Student)

One hundred and twenty-odd years before Christ, the Roman Calvinus defeated the folk of old Ligurian
and Cdltic blood at Entremont, and garrisoned the countryside.

Romanswere in turn overwhelmed by Goths. Vandasleft devastation in their wake. Visigoths lingered,
and were conquered by Moors. Then came Franks and Burgundians, bringing myths, gods, and folktales
of their own.

Others came one at atime, from more remote and stranger places. One of those called himself Anselm
Girardel. For more ages than are easily contemplated, he kept his secrets and his counsel, and was not of
theland a dl, until at last . . .

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus
The Sorceresss Tale

Chapter 9 - The Reluctant Magus

Pierrette's Journal

By moonrise | was on the path to the Eagles Beak. If | did not do my mother's bidding, father would cut
down the trees, beginning the vast devastation | had seen through amagpi€'s eyes. | had no choice. If |
remained in Citharista, my soul would be forfeit to the hideous beast that had mocked the bishop. The
Church protected the baptized, but not me. Only then did | know fear.

* * %

Pierrette teetered on the narrow path to the gate. Wind from the east threatened to blow her into the
yawning chasm on either side, into the dark waters of the calanque; lovely, in shifting blue and green, in
the day.

Her father's prosperity would come not from God the Father, or His Son. It would not come from
Teyrnon, whom the Gauls believed was husband to Ma, nor from the more ancient, unwed Mawhose
visons Pierrette had shared. It would come from Satan, who consumed the world and turned it ashen.

Several thoughts gelled. Per Otho said goat-legged Pan was Satan's deception, to entrap men, but had
it dways been so? Otho speculated that Cernunnos was also Satan but hadn't the deer god been a
benefactor, before his worshippers accepted the Christian God?

Once Pan had been good, she decided, and so had Cernunnos. They were not guises of Per Otho's evil
deity, but his captives. She remembered the pain in the gpparition's eyes, the look of awild thing caught
in asnare, unable to escape even asit heard the heavy tread of the trapper approaching.



The keep lay ahead. Thistime no Guihen appeared to warn her off, no Y an Oors—yet she saw the
flutter of willow leaves among the scruffy oaks, and low-hanging stars swelled and glowed atop the rocky
scarp. Were they redly there, just at the corner of her eye, powerlessto stop her?

* * %

Where bedrock met stone wall was adoor black with age, so engraved by wind and sunlight that it
skinned her knuckles when she knocked. She heard the tapping of sandaled feet on the other side.

Iron hinges red with rust squalled protest. "Pull it open,” aquerulous voice said. "Must | do everything
myself?" Shetugged, until the opening was wide enough. "Are you going to just stand there? Most people
who knock wish to comein." She entered the darkness.

Firg she saw only an oil-pot's miserly flame. Then, behind it, she made out aflutter of draped cloth, the
fuzzy outline of an unkempt white beard, lank hair, and dark, hooded eyes, oddly familiar.

"Areyou the mage Ansem?' she asked quietly.
"Who el se?' snapped her hogt. "More to the point, who are you?"

Shetold him she was the daughter of the masc Elen, who had sent her, and proffered the small lesther
sack her mother had given her long ago. "Thisisfor you."

"What'sinit?" he snapped.

"l don't know," shereplied. "It'sfrom my mother.”

"Hmph. Took you long enough to deliver it." Pushing the sack insde his garment, he went ahead of her,
ascending astaircase in near darkness. Somewhere, she hoped, the stairway would end. Shesaw a
verticd line of blue—the sky, seen through a crack between doors? But no—it was il night. What
could it be?

"Squint!" the old voice commanded.

"What?'

"Areyou deaf? Shut your eyes.”

She squinted—unwilling to trust the crotchety old man.

The doors swung open. The glare was like coming out of a cellar at midday. She opened her eyes,
blinking.

"Come." The mage grasped her wrigt. "It'salovely day. It dwaysis." Heled her acrossared-tiled floor,
through asquare-lintelled arcade into the full sun of asummer's day. Blinking only occasondly, she
looked out over abroad vistaof blues and greens—the sea. A white stone parapet marked the edge of .
.. of everything. Beyond, the scarp dropped so steeply that she saw none of it.

"WdI?" he said, sounding neither old nor cranky. "Do you likeit?'



Sheturned tolook at him. . . and drew back, shocked. No old man stood there. His hair was black. It
hung in curled ringlets. The white robe was gone. Only a brief cape draped over one broad, bronzed,
muscular shoulder. Gold glittered at histhroat, and bright sunlight made mock of its ornate details. He
wore akilt longer in back than in front, and no tunic. Sparse black hairs were strewn down the center of
his chest and around his prominent nipples.

A child, with few sexud leanings, she was il discomfited by his beauty, hisfull lips and heavy-lidded
dark eyes. Pierrette drew back from him—and from her conflicting emotions. She knew this man.

"I thought | looked fine. What's wrong with you?"

"You...you aretheking—in my dream, by the pool of Ma."

"A king? Me? Oh no, child. Look around—isthistiny patio akingdom?'

"l saw you on the idand with the black mountain . . . the Fortunate Ides. . ."
Hiseyes narrowed. He gestured to abench. "Sit. Tell me what you saw."

Pierrette sat. Despite her confusion—having stepped from midnight into noon, and having the old man
she had seen in the darkness become the proud ruler of her dream—she managed to give areasonably
good account.

"l suppose| overdid thingsahit," her host murmured apol ogeticaly, when shefinished. "1 wanted you to
seemeas| should be. .. not as| am. Vanity, | suppose. Being old before my proper timeishard. |
wanted you to seemeas. . . as| want to be." He shrugged. "Ah wdl, I'll remedy that—but first . . . are

you thirsty?'

Pierrette grasped the opportunity to collect her thoughts. The breeze off the ocean was bamy, little puffs
like her sster's bregth at night, barely stirring her hair. The stone bench waswarm, and felt likea
well-stuffed pillow. Shadows pooled like cool water. She leaned back, and the sun danced redly on her
shuttered eyes.

When her host returned, she viewed him from beneeath half-closed eydids. He was again as she had first
seen him, robed from head to foot in white cloth. His hair and beard were long and white, hiswrinkled
face as old as Mawho-was-not. "Now you seemeas| am,” hesaid sadly. "I didn't frighten you, did |7

"l wasn't afraid. But | don't understand. Y ou said youshould be as | saw you before.”

"True," he said, nodding, hisbeard flat on histhin chest. "I'm not asold as | look. Why, only afew
centuriesago . . . A few?Oh, drat! I'velost track of time again. What year isit?"

Pierrette did not know. "I know that the last man in Citharistawho remembered Charles the Hammer
died last year."

"That doesn't help. Let's see. That Cavinus, the Roman, whipped the Vocontii in 124—that's B.C., the
way you'd reckon it—about 800 years before Charles Martd. | suppose I'm a bit over athousand. How
olddo | look?"

"About eighty," Pierrette said hastily. "Or ninety?'



"Ninety, you say?' Hisgrin split hisbeard. "How kind." Pierrette did not try to correct his
misapprehension. Eighty or eight hundred, he was very old, and looked it.

"You said you're Elen's child. Why are you here?’
"My mother wanted you to teach me.”

"Teach you what?' His eyes shaped achalenge. "Not magic!" he sad. "That's whatshe wanted—my
spells. Asif they work any more. | won't teach you magic.”

Pierrette suppressed her disagppointment. "Arithmetic?' she suggested. "Greek and Arabic?'

He crossed one skinny leg over the other, beneath his voluminous garment. "Arithmetic! Of course.
Geometry, and the new Saracen numbers. Greek, Latin, and Minoan for sure, and Etruscan, just for the
fun of it. Wonderful poets, those Etruscans, it's a shame nobody reads them any more." He nodded
repegtedly, rapidly, like ahoopoe bird bobbing its ridiculous, crested head at a puddie. "History too?|
love higtory. | have scrollsand scrolls of history. Herodotus. . ."

He stopped in mid-thought, as something occurred to him. "What will you pay me?

"Pay?' She had not paid her father for teaching her to prune olive trees, or Per Otho to read
tombstones. The crone had not demanded payment. Was knowledge acommodity like oil or apricots,
sold by the pound or basketful ?""How can | pay?"

"l supposeyou'reright,” he agreed. "I can't trade history for oil. Well work something out.”

"1'd be glad to bring oil—but | can't go back.” She spoke of her father's plans, and of Satan, who waited
for her return.

"Y ou haveto go back,” he said, putting agnarled hand on her knee. "Asfor your father, | can fix that,
but you'll have to ded with that Satan fellow yoursdlf. My adviceisto ignore him like everyone else does.
He can't be dl that powerful, if no one but you can see him." That made sense. Even Per Otho, who was
terrified of Satan, had never actudly seen him.

"But if | go back, I'll have to work with Father, and I'll have no timeto learn things,”" she protested.

"Time?' Hisbelly laugh seemed to issue from younger lungs. He gestured. " See the sun? What timeisit?"

"It looksto be noon," shereplied. The sun was overhead, abit south.

"And wherewas it when you arrived here?' he asked.

"l don't know," shereplied. "It was wherever the sun goeswhenitisnight.”

"No, no! Where wasit right here, when you came through that door?"

"It was. .. right whereitisnow," she concluded. But that could not be so, could it? Always, the sun
moved, or there would be no day or night, notime at all.

"It has not moved," she said.



"Not afinger'swidth,” he agreed. "And, it will not. Do you see why you have to go back sometimes?”
He looked miffed when Pierrette shook her head "no."

"You can't remain achild forever. You'l get tired of being no taler than awheat stalk, and peering under
the shegp'stails whenever you'rein the pasture.”

"We have no sheep,” she said stubbornly, not wanting to acknowledge what she was beginning to
understand—and not wanting to go home.

"Fah! Who cares? Don't you want to grow up? No one ages here.”
"You do," shereplied, unwilling to admit defest.

"When you've learned arithmetic, you'll understand. | have been here nine hundred years—give or take a
century or two—and you said | look ninety. Do you want to wait a hundred years to grow breasts?"

Cong dering the complications of womanhood (not least the moon'sinfluence, as Marie complained),
Fierrette thought a century not nearly long enough. Y et the reminder of arithmetic—she might learn what
a"century" redlly was—forced her to agree. She would go home—and grow up abit a atime—and
would visit the mage between times.

"Father will ask where| go, and will worry."

"How will heknow? Tell him you're going for awalk. If you don't grow older when you're here, then
he's not worrying—not doing anything—while you're here, see?" Pierrette did not, but she decided to test
what he said, the firgt time she went home. She would ask Marie how long she had been gone.

"Is everything settled?' she asked, risng. "When can | sart?"

"Contain your eagerness. What about payment? Remember? How about an apprenticeship? I'll teach
you everything—except magic, of course—and you'll sweep my floors and cook delicious meals, and will
bring me abottle of oil onceinawhile.”

Hetoo got up. "Tomorrow, you'll go home and verify that | have kept my part of our bargain. But right
now, it'sthe middle of the night, and I'm deepy. Y our room is one landing down, at the end of the hall.

Takethislamp—I know my way in the dark."

* * *

In the morning, the clatter of Anslm's sandals awakened her. "Come," he said, "there are figs and bread
ontheterrace." Sherecognized the great lumpy loaf as one Claudia had made, right down the street from
her house, and she wondered how the old mage had gotten it. It was fresh.

"I'm not entirely isolated,” he explained. "People want things from me—people like your mother, and the
baker. They don't come empty-handed.” He must have seen her disgpproving look. "Wdll, it'sonly tit for
tat," hesaid. "After dl, if | starved, | wouldn't be able to give them what they want, would 17"

"Can't you use magic to make aloaf of fresh bread?' she asked. "Or at least asack of flour . . ."
"Magic! Don't gpeak of magic. You're my gpprentice, and must do as| say.” Then herelented. "Magicis

unpredictable, though it was not lways so. | think it gets used up. | used to be able to do wondrous
things, but now . . . | liveinterror of the day it'sal gone, because without magic, this place would fall into



the ocean.”

"l see. Would teaching me use it up faster?' Clearly the old man was speculating, but if magic was
indeed a persond attribute . . . might she offer him some of hersin exchange for lessonsin using it?

"] don't know," he moaned. "It never seemed like that, at home—hbut thisworld is different. Storms! |
never saw astorm, before | left home."

"l don't know where you are from, Master," she remarked politely.

"Y ou don't? But you thought | was aking. Y ou mentioned the idand, and the black mountain.”

"The Fortunate Ides?’ she asked, remembering what the crone had said.

"Of course. Y ou thought | was Minho." He smiled reminiscently. "I'm related to him, though distantly.”
Pierrette wanted to know more about the Fortunate | es—the place where, according to her vison, a
handsome king would entreet her to marry him—but Anselm would say no more. "It pains meto talk of
it, because | can never go home."

"Why not?' she asked. "Are those Ides further than Tartessos, in Iberia?’

"They haven't been there in along time. Perhapsthey're off the coast of Armorica. The Phoenicians had
acity, Ys, thereonce." He shook his head. "That's nothing to me. | can't leave here. When | go out the
lower door, the further I go, the older | get. By thetime | reached Massdlia, I'd be dry, dead bones.”
Pierrette wanted to offer sympathy, but he preempted her. "Enough. The day wears on, and you must
return to Citharista." He grasped her arm and led her toward the long series of stairways, where helit an
oil lamp with aspark that seemed to come from hisfingertip. "Can you do that?' he asked, with a
superior grin. "It doesn't take much magic, onelittle spark like that.”

"I don't know," said Pierrette, who very much wished to know how.

Asthey went down the sairsto the exit at the base of the fortresss wall, the darkness thickened, until
only thewick'stiny flameilluminated them—just as when shefirst arrived. She heard the groan of rusty
hinges, and was shocked to seethat it was dark outside. There were stars, and in amoment the moon
came out from behind a cloud. Hearing another creak, she turned, and saw the door pulled shut from the
ingde

"Master!" she cried out, but no one answered.

Chapter 10 - King of
the Fortunate I des

It was night on the dliff-flanked path outsde Ansalm's keep—but what night? The magical sun that
hovered aways at zenith had disrupted Pierrette's subtle body rhythms. Shefdt asif it were morning.



By thetime she dipped past Citharigtas ruined gates, only the brightest congtellations were visible.
Would Ansalm teach her to read the stars? Her mind roiled with things she wanted to learn, whole
disciplines she had no names for. The most important was magic, and the mage had adamantly inssted he
would not teach it—but life was long. She would find away around that.

When she lay down on the pdlet she shared with Marie, her sster hardly moved. Pierrette lay awake,
listening to her sster'slight breathing and the heavy, wet sounds her father made as he rolled back and
forth.

With firg light, Marie awakened. She put afinger to her lips. "Father got drunk last night,” she
whispered. "After you left, the merchant Theodoros returned. A ship had put in at the wharf, and
something its captain said caused him to change his mind. He told Father he had a better source of casks.
When heleft, Father drank two wholejars of wine." Gilles had not done that since the year the olive trees
had sickened.

Thereit was. Anselm had upheld hisend of his bargain with Pierrette. The beech trees and the pool Ma
would be spared. Pierrette resolved to ask Ansalm to teach her law, asit applied to the tenure of land, so
that she could do something—though she had no ideawhat—to prevent further threatsto the precious,

tiny valley.

Y et something Marie had said stuck in her mind. "That was last night?* she asked. "Not the night
before?'

"What are you talking about? The night before last, Theodoros's ship wasn't even in port. He only
arivedintimefor mass"

"Of course," Pierrette replied with acrooked smile. "I dept soundly. It only fedslike | dept through a
whole day and an extranight. Only yesterday the bishop held mass, and Theodoros talked with Father
lest night."

She had indeed dept awhole night on the cape (and her visit with Anselm had not been adream),
because even a that moment, she picked afig seed from a crevice between her teeth. She had eaten two
figswith Ansalm, but none at dl the week before that, and the seed that now rested on her fingernail was
dill hard. Sherolled the telltale bit between thumb and forefinger, and let it fall Sllently.

"So lifewill go on asbefore," she mused. "Wewon't be rich, and won't have afine house up on the
sea-cliff wherethe air isawaysfresh, nor aterrace of bluetile with shipsand dolphinsoniit.”

"Sometimes you sound just like Mother," Marie said. " Ships and dolphins indeed. Don't you even care
that we're poor?”

Pierrette was pleased by Maries adlusion to Elen. Had Mother too had visonslike hers?

She put her arm over her Sster's shoulder. "Don't be sad. Everything will work out, you'll see” She
couldn't explain her own happiness. Marie was her best friend and her stable foundation in that insecure
world, but her piety was aweek joint in the edifice of their relationship. Pierrette's pagan affection for
things magicd, for forgotten goddesses who lived in sacred poals, was awedge that might drive them
gpart. Pierrette said no more about dolphins.

* % *



* % *

The Sorceresss Tale

Days passed asif nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. Folk confessed their trivial Sins. The docks
remained empty except for fishing boats. Occasiona Saracen vessalswere sighted far out, but the days
when those were athreat to small, poor towns was past.

Gillesworked in the olive grove, and when the seawas cam took his boat out—though never for long
enough, or far enough out, to get much of a catch. The grove prospered, but that meant little to either
Marie or Pierrette, for Gilles diverted much of the profit to the taverner, Germain. He no longer visited
the pool of Ma, whom he had intended to betray, but sought surcease in the wine-cup.

Marie grew tdl like aCdt, from someone on Gilless sde. Her hair lightened to red-gold, which
entranced Bertrand—who was wholly besotted with her, and paid little attention to other girls.

Anselm kept the rest of his bargain; no horned men or gods appeared in shadowed streets or from
behind limestone outcrops. Memory of the repulsive Satanic organ still haunted Pierrette, especidly inthe
seasons when rams or goats rutted, but gradually, through a summer, awinter, and the springtime that
followed, such memoriesrose up lessand less frequently.

To al outward appearances, her life seemed placid and normal. Pierrette grew taller, though she had long
since abandoned hope of becoming aswillowy as her sster.

Whenever her work was not pressing, she retraced her route up the narrow pine-shadowed defile to the
cape, to the polished table in her room, where her days were spent with books, scrolls, and her
charcod-board. The cloth covering her small, hard buttocks gave a fine polish to her bench. Asfor
deeping (only drawing her curtains made it resemble night), there was the bed, made of festhers and very
S0oft.

Her outward appearance was little changed, because she did not age within the timeless spell that

envel oped the cape. But because her mind did not dow down or stop, she grew erudite, if not wise.
Was she becoming awoman, hidden within a skinny child's body? She was more knowledgesgble, but if
she never ventured outside, would she remain forever achild at heart? Only experiences gave maturity.
Whether she dept onetime or seven on each visit to the cape, she did not believe her mind matured any
more than her body did. She might be awell-informed girl, but only in the world outside could she grow
to womanhood.

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus

* % *

* * *

Pierrette's Latin expanded, because it was like ordinary speech, and because Per Otho's lessons had
provided a foundation. She found Greek not unlike Latin, with cognate words she dready knew. She had
to struggle with Etruscan. Ansdm's native tongue, Minoan, was most difficult of all.

"Onemust beborntoit,” her mentor said. "But you aren't going to learn magic, so it won't matter if you
mispronounce things." Of course once she redlized that most of the pellswritten in Ansalm's specia
books—ones he had forbidden her to touch—werein Minoan, she studied that language harder than
ever, until at last Ansdim said, "Amazing! Areyou sure you have no Minoan blood?'

Shedid not know where "Minod' was, so she could not say. "Minoa?' Anselm laughed. "There'sno
such place—and never was. Once my language was spoken on al theidands of the sea. My people
controlled the trade from Crete and Egyppt, before the Phoenicians learned to build rowboats."



The Minoan capita—the name derived from Minho, or Minas, thetitle of their priest-king—had been
theidand cdled Thera. From the north, aboard aship from Athinai or the Ide of Pelops, its profile
resembled a hornless cow.

Therawas not the largest of the eastern ides but it provided the best harbor, and grew from atrade
center to the seat of amighty king.

Two pointed towers built a the western end of the idand changed its aspect from polled cow to
straight-horned bull—and it was as a bull that Minos appeared before his people—a man with abull's
head wrought in slver, eectrum, and gold. "Minho-tauros," hewas cdled. Minosthe bull.

"Inmy grandfather'sfather'stime," Anselm told her, "before the magica event that made Therainto the
“Fortunate I1des," Minos was the greatest king in the world. The pharaohs of Egypt kissed hisfeet, for he
was amighty sorcerer who could drink the Nile dry from his own wine-cup, without leaving his palace.”

All might have remained unchanged, Ansalm said, but for two events unrelated except by fate. Thefirst
was a human event. Two of Minosswives gave birth to sons on the same day. Which onewasto be
heir? The king reached into one child's cradle, and pressed its cheek with his thumb. The babe turned,
and grasped the digit with strong lips and gums, sucking so hard that Minoss thumb tingled. He laughed
loudly.

When he repeated his action with the other child, the babe did not suck. He gazed &t hisfather with
clear, gentle eyes, and he smiled.

"It isclear which onewill beking,” Minossaid. "That one, who could suck blood from astone, hasthe
drive. HEll inherit my throne and learn the ways of trade and war."

The king pondered the other child. "This one looks beyond me to the heavens. Helll be high priest. I'll
teach him how the earth moves, the secrets of tides, and al my spells and magics. Hell wear the mask of
thebull.”

Dividing theroles of priest and king was unprecedented. People mumbled uneasily that no such change
could be without consequence. They wereright.

When the old king died, the aggressive son took the name Minos, and was king. The placid child, calling
himsalf Minho, dealt with gods and the hidden powers of the world, and everyone prospered.

But the child who sucked did not become less greedy with age. When his ship-captains had bled the
Egyptians dry in hard trading, when the Greeks groaned to see hisvessdls sall into their harborsto collect
tribute, Minos's half-brother remonstrated with him, because the people were unhappy. Theidand folk
were not immune to Minoss sucking, for the stones of his new palace came from their quarries, and the
food to feed laborers from their pastures, fields, and orchards. But Minos continued to suck, just as
when he was ababy.

"The second event," said Ansalm, "was a change in rocks beneath the sea-bottom ooze. Have you read
Strabon's thesis on the nature of rocks?" he asked his pupil. She nodded. She studied everything he gave
her to read. " Then you know that rock flows deep in the earth. Beneath Theralay agreat pool of flowing
rock, and like water beneath a spring, it yearned to push upward, and to become. . . afountain.”

"A volcano," said Pierette.



"Just s0. And Thera had been avolcano before. Weaknesses in the seabed were dready there. The
idand of Thera, home of the high priest Minho, was doomed.”

"Where did Minas, theking, live?' she asked.
"His palace was on Kriti, at Knossos, atown without streets, of buildings without corridors.”
"That must have been confusing,” Pierrette commented. "How did they get from placeto place?’

" People went from room to room—from courtyard to kitchen, to get to the granary, or through a bath or
winery to get somewhere else. Because the king's symbol was thelabrys , atwo-bladed axe, they called
his palace the Labyrinth.

"Minho," Ansalm continued, "knew the way of rocks and gods aike. He knew Therawas doomed, but
took no measures to get people off the idand. Instead, he sent agents and prieststo al parts of the
kingdom to seek out men who loved peace more than profit, and to bring those men—and women, and
children—to Thera

"The hope of becoming rich means more to poor men than placid poverty. Y et though nine hundred and
ninety-nine out of every thousand stayed away, Thera was crowded with those who came. Profit-seekers
and the discontented departed, and in afew years, none but the contented were left ontheide.

"Avaricious Minas could not believe Minho meant him well. All his priests and philosophers went to
Thera Hisfat chef had gone, and his mapmakers and goldsmiths. Among those who left Therawere
soldiers and tax collectors—men useful to Minos, had they remained.”

Anselm spped wine, his voice hoarse from unaccustomed speaking. But he pressed on to the end of his
tale. He told how Minos suspected his brother of using his own wise men and advisors againgt him.
"Minho the Usurper,” he named him, and caled his generastogether to plan amilitary campaign.

Within months Minoss fleet sailed, and the sail ors witnessed what became of theidand. A hdf-day
away they saw smoke as of ariot or conflagration. They approached, believing that unrest in the streets
would make conquest easier. The smoke column expanded tenfold, twentyfold, laced through and
through with fire,

Black clouds obscured the sun. Y ellow fog billowed across the unnaturally quiet sea. Captains ordered
their ships turned about, for the wrath of agod was at hand, but there was no wind. Then the fog was
upon them, choking crewmen, captains, and soldiers with poisonous vapors.

Few survived to report. When the deadly yellow air dispersed, the great humped bull was no more.
Remaining were shoas and the toppled remains of one hornlike tower. Idand and city, wharvesand rich
fields, scholars and farmers, were gone. In their place asingle, fresh volcanic cone jutted from the water,
gouting black ash, fiery stones and terrible vapors.

Ansam sighed, drank deeply, and finished the tale. "Minos celebrated his brother's demise, but not for
long. | won't repest that tale, because I'm sure you aready know it."

Pierrette did. She knew how the writhing earth had tilted the distant idand of Kriti so harbors on one
sde were high and dry, miles from the coast, and ports and cities on the other side were miles out,
beneath the ocean. Perhaps the kingdom could have survived that blow to its commerce, aswell asthe
lossof itsfleet, but it did not survive what came next: for months, clouds spilled their burden of gray ash



on Kriti. The fertile fields were hidden benegth agray, rolling blanket. Where no ash fell, crops wilted
from acid, sulfurousrain.

Minoss empire starved. Men said it was destroyed by an angry god, and perhapsit was. Other empires
were shaken, too. An angry God sent plagues to Ramesess Egypt. The skiesturned black and
unspeskable substances fell. Endaved Hebrews waited in their houses for the manifestations to fade, then
fled across the narrow seainto Sinai, where they wandered for forty years.

Storytellers made much of Minoss end. Shorn of imagination, it wasthis. a hostage at Knossos, Theseus
of Athinal, raised arebdlion. The king hid in his paace, donning the bull-headed mask of apriest to
disguise himsdlf. But Theseus recognized him, and dew him. The rest was history—or afanciful tale.

Pierrette was not satisfied. "What redlly happened to Thera, Master?"

Ansam twisted hisface into a caricature of afrown. "Y ou should know that, child. Minho was a
sorcerer. Hetook hisidand out of the currents and winds, and out of ordinary time—whereit till lies.”

Now she understood why her avatar, the woman who called the storm, had jested with king Minho of
the I1des about alowing strife to return. Still, she was no closer to finding that king and hisidand, because
Anselm did not know where they were.

* * *

The tale spurred Pierrette to new efforts. She needed to become not a masc like her mother, but a great
sorceress. Ansaim's refusdl to teach her became only an obstacle, not afindity. She used her
time—hoping he would rdent—in preparing hersdlf for that day.

She needed to know where the Fortunate Ides were. They were the site of her wondrous dream, and
she suspected they held the key to becoming the enchantressin that vision.

Too, she had developed an affection for the old curmudgeon, and though he appeared to have given up
hope of going home, she was ill young, and had not discovered how to give up. Among Anselm's
collection were not only travellers tales and scholars treatises, but maps that amazed and tantalized her.
She studied where the Ides had been, and where they might be, and learned geography in the process.

The world, she discovered, had once been amarble dab held up by four turtles, and had been small. In
the remote past it had changed, according to the maps, and had become grounded in the mud of the
world-river Oceanus. Later still—perhapsjust as a chip of wood floats from creek to ill pool—it had
drifted into agreat sea. The ancients had not sensed its movement. Thinking it fill intheriver, they
continued to call the sea Ocean.

Beyond the Pillars of Herakles, on Ocean's Iberian shore, had been Tartessos. Further north, off a
rocky point where tides made froth of the waters, had been Phoenician Y's, and the Ide of the Dead,
from which none but druids could return.

Wasthe Ide of the Dead what she sought? Severd scholars placed the Fortunate Ides there, just south
of other idands caled Hibernia (the winter land), Brittania (which might have been anidand, or the
mainland peninsulalater called Armorica), Albion, and Avaon. The accounts were confusing, because
Albion meant "the white," and may have been Hibernia

Geography was confusing because the names of places changed through time, and men's understanding
of the shape of the world changed too. It expanded. Did that mean only that people had explored further,



and recorded new places, or that the world itself grew, accreting new lands at its edges, just ahead of the
explorerswith thelr measuring staves, their pens, and their maps?

* * %

Pierrette sudied. She also swept floors, prepared med's, and washed Anselm's clothing, spreading his
white garmentsin the ever-shining noonday sun to dry. Seasons passed outside, but within Anselm's keep
it was dways the same—Ilate spring, she decided, never quite sure.

Outside, down the rough dopes and aong the sinuous coast to Citharista and her father's house,
Pierrette continued her domestic duties—sweeping, preparing medls, laundering her father's garments and
bedclothes, and working in the grove.

She continued her lessons with Father Otho, who was amazed at her progress. How had she learned
words even he did not know? Her manipulation of the clumsy Roman counting-letters surpassed hisown
fumbling efforts.

Because Pierrette wasin Citharistafor al but the stolen hoursto walk to the cape and back, she grew
apace. Few noticed that her mind and abilities grew faster than her body, that as yet did not betray her
masquerade as Gilless"son."

At some time between her e eventh and twelfth year—her thirtieth or fortieth, perhaps, if time had been
messurable within the kegp—she began writing observationsin avolume of blank pages. There she
confided her sometimes-cynical reflections, and snippets of magica lore than she gathered from the many
sources at hand.

Chapter 11 - The Theorem

Pierrette's Journal

In the years since my mother's degth at the hands of the Citharistans, | have learned the Church's Latin,
Greek, and thelanguage of Minho of Thera, long forgotten, yet rich in magica incantations. All are here,
in Anselm's books.

| am obsessed with visions and auguries, magicsto pierce the veil of time. Perhaps| am simply impressed
with Ansalm's claim to have been dive snce Rome was a cluster of huts. Perhaps, seeing my mother's
facein the full moon, | fear having my life shattered because | was unprepared.

| know afew spells, like " Guihen's Deception,” the one my mother cast to hide hersdf. Inthe oldest tales,
Guihen the Ligure used it to win agovernorship, aRomancastra , and arich, pretty wife. | have studied
the Guihen tales many variations, and | am not sure what they portend. Guihen the Ligure, awood-sprite
of my mother's lineage, has become in some devout households a Christian boy, the stone fort he
governed akingdom, and his pretty Roman wife the daughter of a Frankish lord. How many such
changes can his spdl endure? When the Guihen of ancient timesis entirely transformed into Guihen the
atar boy, will the spell become a prayer to the Christian God?

Anselm saysfew spells give the results the books claim. "Plead for manna," he says, "and you will be
lucky not to be buried in poisonous toads." He complains of the inconstancy of magic, but | have no such
complaint; with unfailing constancy dl my divinations are of one place, one future, adark timewhen al
the gods and demons have been consumed, and mankind is enthralled within agreat Evil that alowsno
magicsa dl.



| have dreamed of that dark time forty-three times since | came here to Eagle Cape. Inmy latest vison |
knelt in water that reeked of rot and death, and peered over aheap of rubbish acrossagrest flat plain of
stone. The refuse stank, and glowed with sickly hues. No stinging insects swarmed, no frogs croaked;
none could live in the poisonous water.

Acrossthe plain, ddrich lights shifted like lusterless moonbeams, and huge demon-shapes growled and
grumbled.

"Now it will come," said avoice | seemed to know. A hand took my wrist and drew me down into the
foul water. The cold glow reached out like astabbing sword. Baleful eyes big as platters sought me
where| hid, and demonic roars battered my ears. | wanted to run.

"Wait! Watch!" my unseen companion commanded. The roar became shrill. It was upon us! | buried my
head in my arms and felt its bresth in my sodden hair. | could not look up even when the demon's voice
fdl off into the distance behind me, diminishing, like summer thunder that bringsnorain. Yet | il
breathed. The demon had leaped over me. | was not consumed by itsfiery breath.

"Take mefromthisplace” | begged the spirit | had invoked. "' want to wash away thisfilth." | envisoned
the cold freshness of the pool of Ma.

A voice bitter asuntimely desth snarled: " Thisis the Mother's breast!"

Awake, | am not sure that the visons portray the future, though that iswhat | seek when | cast herbson
thefire or peer a glistening entrails. Could Evil could so entirdy vanquish Good? Would not aworld so
lacking in beauty and goodness destroy itsdlf in one vast pasm of hatred and horror, or drown in itsown
foul flood?

When | awakened, | crawled beneath Ansalm'’s plump feathery coverlet, and took what comfort | could
from the negligible warmth of his old bones. Perhaps he misunderstood. Though my breastsare smdl, |
am no longer achild, and he suggested | reconsider my intention to remain virginal, and seek a
lover—some shepherd boy who does not know me asthe boy Piers. | will not do so. | wish to remain
virgin as huntress Diana, which my mother did not. | wish to become. . . asorceress.

Sometimes my dreams were pleasant, when | visited the Golden Man at the end of the undiscovered
caanque. We ate mussels steamed in seaweed, tossing the shells on the great heap that had accumulated
there. Still | had not held him, or even touched him. | often wanted to, but one does not dictate the terms
of dreams.

* * %

By Marie'sfourteenth summer, her breasts and hips swelled to womanhood. She and Bertrand
approached Father Otho for instruction in the mysteries of marriage. Pierrette was quite happy for her.
Even though Marie would move out of the house someday, and Pierrette would have no one to whisper
with when the darkness was thick and close, she was (so she told hersdlf) outgrowing such childish
needs. Their deep friendship would endure. Nothing could change that.

That night Pierrette and Marie lay whispering and giggling. "Per Otho was so funny,” Marie said,
wrinkling her face like adried fig. "When he spoke of the ‘marriage bed,' he becamered asa
pomegranate. " The marriage bed,’ he said, “isjoyous. He kept saying things like that—the “marriage bed'
this, the ‘marriage bed' that—as if he was not speaking of me, or of Bertrand, but only of some
for-nick-ating bed."

Both girlslaughed, imagining theimpersona "marriage bed,” dl by itsdlf, fulfilling God's plan, bouncing
and jouncing with no oneinit. "Poor Per Otho," Pierrette said. "What does he know of such things?'
Neither knew what carnal memories Otho cherished, of atime before either of them was conceived, or
whoselovely face and small breasts came to mind when he thought his hidden thoughts.

Pierrette could not imagine being kissed by Bertrand, but was not immune to the generdized attraction of
suchthings....



Only the week before, hearing a soft cry that had not sounded like boys swordfighting with wooden
sticks, she had dipped through the crumbled porta in the marketplace. There she saw Mariuslying with
the baker Claudias daughter, Marcella.

Marcellas skirt was bunched up around her waist, and Marius's hand covered her dark fluff. He
rhythmically rubbed his trouser-clad midsection againgt her plump thigh. She arched up against his hand,
emitting little squesks.

Pierrette turned away, burning with ill-defined emotion. It should have been her with Marius, not
Marcella. Yet it looked ridiculous, uncomfortable, even disgusting. Shewas glad Marius did not want to
do that with her. But why would he? She was not even agirl, to Marius. That made her angrier till.

Marius saw her. "What are you looking at, Piers?' he growled. "Go find your own girl."
Marcellatugged her skirt down. "Y esl" she snapped. "Alittle girl!"

Humiliated, Pierrette withdrew. Days | ater, the memory burned still, augmented by afresher one: she had
blushed, and whispered to Marie. "Do you ever . . . touch yoursdlf . . . down there?' she asked.

Marie answered with agiggle and amischievous leer.

The next morning, a Sunday, Pierrette would ordinarily have gone to the Eagle's Beak, and spent long
days studying with Anselm. He had introduced her to the nine Saracen numeras and the strange symbol
that meant "one lessthan one." Once she had memorized the characters and the smple rulesfor
combining them, she was able to count to one hundred with ease. Now she redlly knew what a " century”
was.

Y et the questions that burned in her head did not concern numbers. Anselm's suggestion, recorded in her
diary inletters of lampblack and ail, did little to ease her mind. Sheintended to remain avirgin, asMa
inssted. Why had he suggested otherwise? Had he felt manly stirrings? Had he pushed her awvay so she
would not tempt him to use up his dwindling magic by making himsdf young for anight? Or wasit smply
that if she gave up her clam to the Virgin Goddess's beneficence, she would cease to importune him to
teach her magica spdls?

She could not go to Anselm fedling as she did. Instead, she turned eastward and onto the path to the
Roman fountain—and beyond.

Pierrette did not est the fungi that ringed the small beech tree. She did not wish to fly asamagpie or
peer into future time. She needed to talk to someone who would not laugh at her childishidess. She
wanted her mother.

She may have dozed. When she jerked her head up, the woman of the spring wasthere, dressed in
brown homespun the color of dry leaves, but she was not old, except for crinkles at the corners of her
eyes, and minuscule grooves between her dark eyebrows, that hinted at suffering.

She put her dender arm around Pierrette's shoulders. "Y ou're far too young for such atroubled face.”

Pierrette told her how Anselm had pushed her away, and what had happened behind the marketplace,
and how those things made her fedl.

"Perhaps Gilles's deception, fooling people to think you are aboy, isnot so bad,” the woman mused.



Something intheway she said "Gilles" derted Pierrette—warmth and amused condescension, the way
Ferette hersdf might say "Mari€’ when her agter wasbeing silly.

Thiswas not just the woman of the spring, Pierrette decided. Thiswastruly . . . Elen. She Sghed, and
settled againgt her, smelling old wool, the ozone tang of windblown hair, and the musky aromaof a
woman's skin.

"AsPiers, you are less tempting—and |ess tempted—than Pierrette would be," Elen said. "Gilles has
made it easier for you to remain virgin. | was not so lucky.”

"Do you wish you had not married, Maman ?"

"Oh, child, how can | answer? Had | done o, | would not have you. Y et had | not, | might have done
what needs doing, and not left you to bear that burden.”

"What must | do?’

"If I knew, | would tell you. Y ou'll know. Until then, enjoy what you have—your father and sister and
Per Otho, and . . ." Her words dwindled, asif she regretted them—and regretted all that she hersalf had
log.

"I'm twelve, Mother,” Pierrette said. "I'm no longer achild. Atleast. . . | should not be."

Elen laughed softly. "That? Never wish for that, little stone. The moon does not command you. Y ou
won't suffer its pull until you have abandoned your quest—or have completed it.”

Rerrette was overwhemed with troubling thoughts, but was afraid to destroy the moment by voicing
them. When shefinaly drew breath to speak, it wastoo late. She was aone. It was afternoon. Thelittle
treewas again just atree, and her mother's voice was only the soughing of a soft breeze in leaves and
branches far overhead.

Pierrette trudged back through Citharista—and beyond it. She wastired and her feet were sore, but she
pressed on toward the cape. It was aways impossible to predict, from the course of the sun or stars
"outsde" what it would be"ingde." Shedid not think the old man himself knew—hejust declared it
"night" whenever hefelt need of angp—and that made it 0. She hoped that when she got there she
could deep, and not speak with Anselm until she had rested.

Crossing the natura stone bridge, al that remained of the old roadway, she noticed that another chunk
had fallen from the span, leaving araw, red scar. What would happen when the rest fell, leaving the gate
amere holein abare cliff, impossible to enter by? Would Ansalm starve, without bread and ail, when the
lagt of hismagic died?

"I must find out why the magics have changed. | don't want to lose another person | love.”

Her first opportunity had not long to wait. Anselm (who was not deepy, and did not give Pierrettetime
to rest) wished to teach her awhole new way of looking &t the world.

"Geometry!" he announced. "Y ou'll be able to measure the height of atree, acliff . . . the moon and stars
themsdves. . . without lifting your pretty little bottom from your bench.”

Pierrette was not sure how she felt about such allusionsto her body. She was pleased that Anselm was



aware shewasagirl, dmost awoman, and was flattered to be called "pretty,” "delectable,” even
"succulent"—which sounded grown-up and dightly dangerous. But Anselm'swords stirred uneasy
feelings she did not wish to acknowledge; had she read Ovid, or certain lascivious Saracen writers, she
would have caled them erotic. She had spent more yearsinside the keep than outside, but wasless
comfortable with womanly things than any other girl her physica age would be.

Anselm did not press his unconscious suit beyond occasionad words; it was easy enough to et them pass
unremarked. Besides, his enthusiasm for his main topic was contagious. "We start with apoint,” he was
saying, "aspot that has no size, only postion.”

"Like zero!" Pigrrette blurted.

Anselm looked strangely at her. "'l never thought of that," he remarked. He made a charcoa-dot on her
smooth board. "That isapoint.” He made another. "Another point,” he said. "Now what have we?"

"Two points."

"That's not what | meant," he said, annoyed. "What is between the points?
Pierrette stared at the two dots, but saw nothing.

"WEell then, how many points can | fit between those dots?*

Pierettedmost said, "About fifty," after estimating the size of the dots, but instead asked a question.

"The dots have no Sze? 1 mean, your dots only symbolize much smaler dots? Infinitely smdl ones?' He
nodded.

She had only heard the words "infinite" and "eternd™ aweek before, and the concepts—foreverness,

something without limits, awhole universe of tiny, perfectly red numbersdl crowded between zero and
one—meade her head spin.

"Then," shesad, "there are an infinite number of . . . of points" Only fifty dots or so, but an infinity of
tiny, sSizeless points. She took the charred grapevine and drew al the points a once, with one sweep of
her hand. "Therethey dl are," shesaid. "All infinity of them."

Anselm drew her from her chair, then capered around her room, holding her hands and pulling her dong.
"You'rebrilliant," hesaid. "Y ou understand.”

Of course she did. It was sdf-evident, once you knew about zero and infinity.

"Now—what isthat?" Ansam asked, leaning on the table, panting, pointing between the two origind
dots.

"Itisaninfinity of ... no, itis...aline A lineof points."

"Exactly! heblurted. "And this?' He took the charcoa—which broke in his hand—and made two more
dots. She said it was both two dots, an infinity of invisible dots, and dso aline.

"A postulate!” he crowed. "Two points define aline. Now three points, likethis. . ."

"Threelines—atriangle. . . and threeinfinities of dots. . . can there be threeinfinities?’



"Y ou may have as many asyou want, child. Aninfinity of infinities"

Pierrette'sfirst geometry lesson was off to agrand start. The core of what she learned that first day was
less obviousto Anselm than to her: that al knowledge and understanding is related. Not just zero,
learned in one context, and dimensionless pointsin another; every fact, every possible observation, was
linked in some way to every other.

Over severa working and deeping periods she learned how postulates—initia assumptionslikethe
existence of points—could be combined, and manipulated into proofs or theorems, grander statements of
derived redlity. "Kewayday!" she exclaimed when she had proven, to Anselm'’s satisfaction, the number
of pointsrequired to defineacircle.

"What?' he blurted.

"Kewayday.Quod erat demonstrandum ," she said. "That islike “amen' a the end of a prayer, or
“abarakat' after amagica spell.”

"Bah! What makes you think so? Nonsense! Thisisalogica proof, not aprayer or ... or aspel.” He
eyed her suspicioudy. "Have you been dabbling with prayers? Spdlls?!

"Only those my mother left me," shereplied, "and | haven't “dabbled.’ | studied them and wrote them
down."

"Well, cease doing so. They won't work right, and you'll get hurt."

"Prayers and spells and mathematical theorems aren't so different,” she mused. "'I'm not sure they're not
exactly the same.”

"Nonsense! Have you been egting mushrooms? If you're going to waste time with crazy daydreams, do
soinyour father'sgrove. I'm trying to teach you worthwhile things."

Pierrette did not bring the subject up again, but she did not stop thinking about it. The geometry of
Euclid seemed little different than well-written incantations.

When she progressed into trigonometry, she upset Anselm no end. " The sum of the angles of atriangle,”
shesaid one day, "must be at least 180 degrees.”

"At least? That'swrong. The sum of atrianglesincluded anglesis aways 180 degrees. No more, no
less”

"It'simmutable? Just like magic, Magter? Isthat what you mean?"

"Itisnot! | mean that if ageometric postulate changed, everything that proceeded from it would a so,
and the proofs would have to be redone, with new conclusions. That's nonsense. The universe would fal

apart.

"That'swhat | mean,” Pierrette ingsted, carefully forming her argument as did philosophersin books.
"Just as adifferencein one basic tenet of afaith—as bishop Arius discovered—can create two faiths at
war with each other, S0 one changein amagica premise can create two kinds of magic, inwhich
identica spells produce entirely different results.”



"Bah! Nonsense! Unicorn feathers." Ansalm was so angry he sprayed spittle on her charcod-board and
on smooth linen paper she used for her fina copies of theorems. "Religions are not magics are not

geometry."

"I can show you triangles with more than 180 degrees, Magter,” she said, very quietly.
"Good! And I will show you afour-legged chicken."

"I mean it. Will you let me show you my proof?*

Anselm eyed her suspicioudy, derted more by her ominoudy quiet voice than had she bellowed as he
did. He nodded.

"I have prepared my proof inthetall courtyard." Thetal court was alight-well between the east wall of
the keep and Anselm'slibrary. At one time he had experimented with pendulums, and a great basalt ball
still rested there, its rope rotted. Pierrette picked up alump of chalky limestone and proceeded to
demongtrate, on the surface of that ball, how atriangle, when projected onto a sphere instead of aflat
surface, did not have precisely 180 degrees among itsinternal angles, but aways at least 180. She then
proffered severd pages upon which she had written the theorem proving her contention—which he
brushed angrily aside.

"That's cheating!" Anselm expostulated. " A specia case of no practica value doesn't change the fact that
aplane triangle has 180 degrees." That, of course, wasthe flaw in Pierrette's case. She had not shaken
the foundations of the universe by changing an essentia premise. Ansalm praised her cleverness, but did
not accept what she intuitively knew to betrue.

* * %

* * %

Pierrette's Journal

Someday | will devise atheorem based on postulates of magic. | will leave those based in Faith to
priestly theologians. Anselm will never accept my proof, but if | show him results, perhaps| can save him
from the fate he foresees, as he fades dowly, and his keep crumblesinto the sea.

| have had small successes. My mother's magics can be expressed thus:

|. There are four lements. Earth, Air, Fire, and
Water.

[I. Each dement is absolutely different from each
other one.

Those are postulates. It is easy to see that achangein one would change any spell that depended upon
them—and | have found such a change. Because of it, no spdll that depends on the second postul ate
works asintended. These are my new postul ates, that reflect achanged redlity:

|. There are four dements. Earth, Air, Fire, and
Water. (Thisisunchanged.)

[1. Two dementsarefluid at al times—Air and Fire.
[11. Earth and Water can be solid or fluid. (I have



never seen molten rock, but | know of it.)
IV. Fluidity hastwo substates, liquid and vapor.

In Anselm'sworkshop (though not when he was awake) | condensed firein abowl and bottled it in
glass. It lightsthis page as| write. | captured araindrop and induced it to become adiamond that | wear
around my neck. Those spellsare so smple | hardly need to write them to remember them.

| suspect that the spell that holds the sun at midday is based in some fundamental premise, yet
undiscovered, that remains unchanged, and that the failing of the spell that kept Anselm young has,
somewherein itswritten lines, apremise that no longer reflectsthe universe asitis.

| cannot stop my master's decline, because he will not allow me to search his magicsfor the flawed
assumptions within each failed spell. He does not have forever. Somewhere, an infinity has been assumed
where azero exigts. Did Ansdm'’s aging begin with the discovery of zero, when something that had been
infinitly small suddenly ceased to exist?

* * %

* * %

Pierrette shuddered, and put down her pen. She often scared hersdlf, as though the floor her bench
rested upon might not be solid, and she might fdl through tile, earth, and bedrock when some hitherto
stable premise changed: when aword in some ancient prayer was replaced by another, and some god
heard, and did something new.

It was late. She had drawn the curtain because she preferred to write dark thoughts by the glow of liquid
firein the blue glass battle. It reminded her that the universe was not truly out of control, only changing,
and that understanding was the way to confront change.

She draped a scarf over the bottle and, because she wished to visit theoubliette before deeping, lit an
oil lamp with theflick of afingertip. Smiling asthetiny spark took hold, shewent out into the dark,
unwindowed corridor.

Chapter 12 - The Castellan's
L ust

Pierrette fingered the wedding dress that lay across the bed like the rich coverlet of an emperor. It was
not new. Gilles could not make enough slver in alifetimeto buy itslike. Soon Marie would wesr it, as
had Gilless mother, and Elen. Soon thereafter Bertrand, the smith's son, would remove the yellow silk
sash and the gilt clasp set with garnets. Pierrette tried to imagine herself as Marie, her husband's hands
lifting the linen dress over her head, but no image came. She shook her head in annoyance.

At twelve, Pierrette's courses had not yet flowed and, if Elen of the beech trees were to be believed,
they would not, for along time. Her breasts were rose-tipped, and cast adight shadow when the sun
was full overhead. Marie promised to fill out the dress more than their mother had. Marie took after
Gillessfamily, Pierrette after her mother.



Carefully, so shewould not tear the old fabric, Pierrette put on the dress. She grimaced when she
discovered how long it was, how she had to tug it up and tie the sash so0 it would not drag. An old bronze
fibula sufficed to tighten the fabric across her chest.

The two-room house had no windows, only adoor that Pierrette had closed so no one could see. Now
she opened it enough so she could look down at herself in the fine clothing. There was no mirror. Ah,
how beautiful! The silk sash shined like gold in the sunbeam, and the linen, for dl itsage, waswhiteasa
cloud. Pierrette twirled on bare toes. The skirt billowed, then wrapped fetchingly about her ankles.

She giggled—but her laugh turned to acry of dismay as the door was flung wide, blinding her. Gilles shut
it again, and looped the thong over its peg to secureit.

"Pierrettel Remove the dressimmediately. It'sfor Marie.”

"l haven't soiled it, Papa,” she protested, hanging her head. She had no mother to teach her womanly
things, only Ansalm's books, written by men. She could not chatter with girls, or imitate their gestures, for
shewas Piers, not Pierrette. Even her father accepted the deception asreal, and frowned when she
pouted likeagirl.

"What if someone saw you?"

"The door was mosily closed. Besides, it can't matter much longer.”

Gilles could not stay angry. She was like her mother, and he had fond memories of Elenin that very
dress, tucked and pinned in the same manner—Elen had been no larger than Pierrette, and the dresswas
too valuableto alter.

" People would know you're awoman, not aboy. And what won't matter long?"

They would know she was awoman? Pierrette's eyes glowed with the unintended compliment. "Papa,”
she sad gently, "you must decide. Girls no older than me have suitors aready."”

Gillesshook hishead. "They aredl . . . fuller . . . than you. In ayear well speak of it, but not now. Take
off the dress”

"Father! Look a me."

Gillesturned. The dress hung about Pierrette's waist. How long since she had played bare-chested with
the boys? How long since she had become shy and covered hersdlf in his presence?

"You see?" shesaid, blushing hotly. "How long before everyone knows?"

Gillessghed. "At least wait until after thewedding," he said. "Bertrand will work with me at harvest time.
The castellan will not press meto purchase my grove."

"Promise welll spesk of it before the harvest.”

"I promise," her father agreed, not unkindly, but with a sadness Fierrette could not fathom. He stepped
outside. It took only momentsto dip into her boy's tunic and trousers, but Gilleswas nowherein sight.

He had not wanted his daughter to see. Instead of turning right toward the town, he had taken the path



up into the hills. It was not the loss of the grove he contemplated. With Marie wed, he and Pierrette
could live by hisfishing. The 9ght of her young breasts had forced him to acknowledge a stronger motive
for keeping her aboy and a home; she was so like Elen, and he was so aone.

Ah, wifel Why?Why had Elen continued to practice sorcery once it was sure she would bear him no
son?Why did she not call down ademon upon her pursuers? Why did she give him adaughter so much
like hersdf?

He had never asked if Elen loved him. Enough, that she was his. She had not come virgin to his bed, and
he had heard the gossip when Otho's father sent him away, but Elen bore his children, and never spoke
of what had been.

Gilleswaked far. At the spring-fed pool he drank from cupped hand without praying. Elen's Goddess
had not heard her pleas. Why would she do more for him, who had planned to cut her trees?

* % *

In the marketplace, Marie sold ail from the last pressing. Pierrette hid under Granna's awning, behind her
baskets of wool. Marie was taking with the castelan, Jerome. A gold chain trickled likeliquid sunlight
between his splayed fingers. Marie turned her head away asif shamed. Pierrette strained to hear.

"lt'stoofing" said Marie. "l can't wear it."

"I'mnotgiving it to you, girl. Wear it now, then return it to me—before you seek your husband's bed.”
He grinned broadly.

"It's not aproper image," she protested. "The priest would not dlow it a mass."
"Y ou speek of proper images? Thisisthe face of the horned god your mother worshipped.”

Pierrette understood the Burgundian's misunderstanding. The horned god, the old Celts deity, who ruled
for ayear a the Mother's Side, and then was dain for his presumption, had no placein Elen'srituas,
where reigned Ma, the land done. "They rape with the plow, then think the Goddess is soothed by the
rapist's blood. We take only what Ma offers. There istoo much blood, and fear of blood, in that warrior
rigion, and in the Chrigtians too." Elen'swords? Mas?

The land was an onion with many layers. The oldest folk feared neither awoman's courses nor shedding
virgin blood, but warrior peoples saw a curse and awounding, and thus evil. Only the strongest dared
take on a curse of blood—and thusto chieftain and priest fell theinitiation of women. The castellan was
long removed from such chieftainship, but the custom endured as aright and a pleasure.

Thelust inthe big foreigner's eyes sickened Pierrette. She strode forth looking asif she had rushed there,
out of breath. "Marie! Did you forget you must spesk with the priest? Come with me." The Burgundian
gave theimpetuous boy an annoyed glance.

"I remember now," Marie said. "He wantsto counsal me about my vows." She looked around. Only a
few jars4till had oil. "Help me carry these," she asked briskly.

AsMarie and Fierette straightened up with their amsfull, the Burgundian draped the chain and its
meddlion around Mari€s neck. "Don't forget,” he admonished her. "Thiswas my grandfather's. 1 will
haveit back on your wedding night."



"Well ask Father Otho about it," said Pierrette

* % *

* * *

The Sorceresss Tale

Thelow wal held sunlight even after darkness fell, warming my buttocks. | was growing old, to need
such comforts. Y et when | saw the young woman and the boy, | forgot my age. | say "boy," for even
knowing what Pierrette was, my mind shifted from thinking about her sex, because | would inevitably
think about Elen, and would curse the day | took vows. She might have been my own child.

Marie's hair caught the evening sun and turned red-gold, like ahao. She was awoman—the years had
flowed swiftly.

The second child held my eyelonger. Even had | not known she was not the boy she seemed—uwith her
ebon hair cut short and her rude trousers bagging—I would have known she was Elen's child. Her face
hed nothing of Gillesinit.

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus

Marie dipped one knee as she approached the priest. Pierrette—the boy Piers—did not. "Father Otho,"
Pierssaid, holding out something that glittered. "The castellan gave thisto Marie"

Otho's expression hardened. "Y ou know what thisis?' They nodded. "What do you wish of me?"

"Tdl himtoleave Marieadone!" Piersblurted. "Marieis no fat Burgundian cow for him to mount." She
thought of the horned god, and her anger swelled.

Otho sighed. "What he contemplatesisasin, because heis abaptized Chrigtian,” he said without hest. "I
remongtrate with him about his affections for the old ways, but he's subborn.”

Theirony of it: had Marie been less pious, she would aready be swelling with Bertrand's child, and the
problem of the randy Burgundian would never have arisen.

"It'srape," Pierrette spat angrily.

The priest winced. There was nothing he could do. Did Jerome no longer straddle the fence between his
Chrigtian baptism and the call of histriba gods? Otho redlized the irony of what he was about to suggest.
"Have Bertrand carry your basket to where wild rosemary grows. If you come back without a certain
thing of vdue. . ."

"Then the horseman will have no pretext,” said Piers, ddighted with the priet’'s cleverness. "Y es, Marie.
Wemug find Bertrand immediately.”

"But Father," Marie protested. "Isn't that asin too?”

Otho sighed. "Do you have two jars there, one empty and one full?' Marie nodded. The priest took
them and decanted half the contents of the full one into the other.



"There," hesad. "Thisone hasdl the evil in theworld, and this other dl the goodness. Y ou see?' His
vistors nodded. "Thereis never more, nor less, but only thismuch. Now . . ." He poured afew drops of
oil from thejar in hisleft hand into the other. "Now isthere more evil in theworld? Have | transmuted
something good into something bad?' He poured some back, and hefted the two jars. "Ah—now this
oneisheavier. Isthere more good? Tel me child—if | poured dl the oil into goodnesssjar, would dl evil
be banished?' He shook his head. "Of coursethey are only jars of oil. Would that the world were so
smple”

Marie did not understand, but Pierrette was quick to comprehend, though his example was not quite to
the point. "If you and Bertrand go beyond the town, and if you come back . . . asawoman, not agirl . . .
then you may have snned. But if you donot , then the Burgundian will have hisway with you, inthe
horned god's name, and that would be agreater sin.” According to the Church, it would. It wasonly asin
for the baptized, like Marie. The girls mother had never accepted Christian baptism, nor had Pierrette.
Wasit different for them?

"Youreour priest," spat Marie. "Jdugt tel him to forget hissinful demand!”

"Thisis Provence. The Holy Father's hand restslightly here. I can't command a Burgundian lord pledged
to the Frankish king." He again sghed. "Go child. When you confess before the wedding mass, your

penancewill belight."

Pierrette stood. "Come on, Marie. Let's find Bertrand before it's too dark to go out after rosemary.”

* % *

Bertrand's forge was hot, and he did not want to waste the coals. "Have Piers carry your basket,” he
suggested. "'l have work to do.”

Pierrette rolled her eyestoward the charcoa shed. Marie took the suggestion, and withdrew a distance.

"Don't you know anything about women, Bertrand?' Pierrette used her best "man-to-man” voice.
Bertrand shrugged. Women's ways were the least of hisinterests.

Thisisthe man my sister is marrying?It would be along, long time before she hersdf married, if she
couldn't find anyone better. ™Y ou want to marry her, don't you?' Bertrand's eyeslit up. "Y ou'd better do
as she asks. Today at market, she spoke with another man. | doubt they talked of forges or charcoal,
ether, and he bought no cil. He gave her agift.”

"Who was he?" Bertrand demanded, now quite attentive. "Wasit Marius? 1 told him to stay away . . ."

"It wasn't Marius. Why don't you ask Marie, while you gather herbs?' Bertrand grunted, and pushed
ashes over the hot cods.

Pierrette Sdled over to Marie. "Don't tel him about the castellan right away," she suggested. "Have you
decided where you're going?'

Marieseyeslit with amischievouslight. Fearing that her Sster's curiogity would impel her to spy, she
would not say where.

"Well, where's your basket?' Bertrand demanded.

"| left it at the gate.”



When they turned the corner, Pierrette peered after. Indeed she intended to spy. She would not have to
guess where they would go—to the soft ground and moist coolness of the pool sacredto Ma. . . . There
was aquicker way than the path, if one were agile.

* * *

Pierrette hid beside the Roman fountain. Marie and Bertrand would be coming aong soon. When she
heard their feet on the dry pebbles, she would dash ahead, and hide among the beeches. Now she would
see what men and women did, that boys speculated abouit.

She jerked her hand from the warm stone. A beady-eyed snake tracked her movement, but did not
grike. Thick as her wrigt, it had the geometric markings of aviper, but Pierrette was not concerned: like
the snake that had shared her cellar hideaway, its kind seldom struck creatures it could not swallow
whole. "Sorry, friend snake," she whispered. "Just let me share your hiding place.” The snake only stared.

She heard footsteps—but they were coming down the path, not up. She could not run toward the

Mother's breast without revealing herself, and could not go the other way without running into Marie and
her betrothed.

It was her father! If he met Marie and Bertrand on the path, their opportunity would be lost. " Father!”
she exclamed. "I've been looking for you." She tugged on hisdeeve, atempting to turn him toward the
fountain, out of Sight of the path.

"Why thisway?"' he demanded. "Thisleadsto an old ruin."

"If we go the other way, well meet Marie and Bertrand. Come. I'll explain aswewak." Pierrette
regretted she would remain uninformed about the rite they would perform by the Mother's breast, but
that was the lesser loss. She explained what had transpired in the marketplace, and what Father Otho
had said.

"The priest can't command Marieto sin!" Gilles protested. "I must stop thisfolly!"

"Father! They'll hear."

"They'll hear anyway—I'll tell them. That Bertrand! | warned him!"

"No, Father! Y ou don't understand. The castdlan . . ."

"I understand al too well. What will Jeromethink, if Marie allows herself to be had, just to spite him?”

Gilles reddened with shame when he realized what he had revealed. The castellan had approached him a
month before, dangling that fat pursethat jingled with slver . . . "Ah, Gilles" hehad said, it must be
difficult, with no wife to keep an eye on your daughter.”

"Indeed," Gilles agreed.

"Perhaps she and her sweetheart dip away. After dl, you're often at sea, or working inthe grove. . ."

"Marie has not been with any man!" Gilles protested indignantly.

"Good, then," said the castellan. " See that it remains s0." He departed, leaving the purse. It seemed to



beg to be picked up. Gillesturned away in horror a what he contemplated. Silver coinsjingled, asif the
purse held some maevolent life of itsown.

He understood what Jerome intended, but perhaps Marie was not virgin, and would say so when the
time came. Father Otho would not dlow it, anyway. He would mention it to him.

Time passed. Gilles did not speak with the priest. He hid the pouch. Now, confronted by Pierrette, he
was forced to look at what he had become: awhoremaster. Had he been of the same blood asthe
cagtellan, there would have been some excuse; it was, after dl, amatter of ancient religion. But it had little
to do with old rites, only modern lust.

Whoremongering. He could not ook Pierrette in the eye. His only recourse was age-old: rage.
"Bertrand! | seeyou. | warned youwhat | woulddo . . ."

Bertrand dropped the basket and fled, leaving Marie to face her father.

"Whore! Sneaking off with any man! Were you going to have him by the spring? Have you become a
priestess like your mother?'Y ou, a baptized Christian?’

Marie was as pa e as the moon that had betrayed their mother to her dayers. Treachery! Only with
difficulty could Pierrette accept that she had not misheard, or that Gilles had not misunderstood. " Fether,"
Pierrette essayed at last, "don't you understand . . ."

"Y ou encouraged this I'll send you to the nunnery after al. Do you want to starve, when we have no il
to sd1?" He had forgotten his decision, made only that morning, that they would not redlly need the grove,
for just the two of them. As he had no true son to inherit it, hisfamily would be better served by another
sack of the knight'ssilver. Two such purseswould last hislifetime. Women, whose husbands took care
of them, had no need of such things.

There was no reasoning with Gilles. Perhapslater Pierrette would bring him a pot of wine. Then he
would listen to reason.

Marie did not spesk al the way back to Citharista. The priest could not protect her. Her father would
not. Her husband-to-be fled dmost before Gilles had opened his mouth.

Gillesdid not wait for his daughtersto prepare hismed. "Piers! Fetch me wine—two pots." Marie gave
Pierrette the purse she carried at market.

When shereturned, Gilles gulped the first pot unwatered. She silently offered him the second. Marie
moved silently, preparing bread and cheese, with abowl of olives saved in sea-brine.

Gilles shook hishead. "I'm not hungry." Hiseyesfilled with tears. Y ou understand, don't you? Without
the soldier'sfavor . . . It's such alittle thing. One night with Jerome, and then you'll be with Bertrand. 1sn't
that what you want?'

Marieturned away.

"Damn you, then! I'll watch you like a sow watches her litter, until you're safely in the Burgundian's bed.”

"And you!" he snarled a Pierrette. "Go live with your mother's sorcerer friend." He spat on the floor. He
rolled onto his bed, knocking awine pot over with hisfoot. His snores were the full-blown ones of heavy



dumber. Pierrette would not speak with him that night.

* % *

Gillesarose early. Pierrette sat up on her palet. "Father? Wait . . ."

Gilles shook his head. "We have nothing to talk about. What do you know of such things? Do you think
your mother was virgin when she came to me? Why should Bertrand be luckier?' He dipped outside.

Marie awakened. "Pierrette? |s he going to talk to Father Otho?"
"Heisnot. Hewon't change hismind.”
"The old drunk! | won't go to the castellan's bed!"

"There's one person we haven't spoken with yet. I'm going to vist the castellan mysdlf.”

* * %

Gilles sat on the worn Roman quay, staring at hisboat asif watching it decay splinter by splinter. "If |
were less despicablethan | am," hetold himself, "I would sail straight toward Africa, and seek agrest
storm. | would do thet if | werenot s0.. . . cautious.” Y et had he not been "cautious,” he might have done
good where he had done nothing—surely asin itsaf. He spat, but could not rid himself of afoul taste.
The best wine would not wash it away.

Chapter 13 - The Spdll
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Pierrette had never been inside the Burgundian's house, though she had watched the soldiers practice on
the wide, doping field in front. Mounted soldiers were practicing when she arrived. When she heard the

clatter, she amost laughed: their swords were only wooden staves, like Marius and hisfriends used
behind the marketplace.

Seeing the dender "boy" at the edge of thefield, one soldier turned, kicking his horsesflanks. Heraised
hiswooden dat as he charged. Had Pierrette been aboy indeed, she might have looked for arake or
other "weapon." Instead, as the scruffy horse and its straw-padded rider bore down upon her, she stood
asif made of wood hersdif.

"What'swrong with you, boy?"

"l ...l must speak with Jerome.”



"Then mount up here." He was strong, for al that hisface was asworn as her father's. Swept up, she
bardly thought to swing aleg over, so she did not end up draped across the horse's rump like asack of
gran.

"l haven't seen you with Marius and the others," he commented over his shoulder.

"I'm Gilless son Piers," she said. The horse's fiff gait made her lower teeth clack againgt her upper ones.
"Y our sigter's marrying the smith's son, isn't she? About time, | say—Jerome's been ahard master these
last weeks." He guffawed, and jabbed her in the ribs with a padded elbow. "Well, don't say | said s0," he
said as he swung her down in front of thetall open doors, "but well dl rest eesier when your sster'sin

her own bed at last."

Did everyone know what was planned for Marie's wedding night—and did no one care? Her errand
was doomed.

A shed leaned againgt the inner wall, where fat brown rats scurried beneath open barrels of grain.
"What are you looking for, boy?" It was Jerome, just come—by the thick odor that followed him—from
anoubliette , shaking hisred woal kilt down from hiswaist. She glimpsed hairy caves and knobby
knees. His uncombed hair stood in rumpled spikes.

"Please, Magter Jerome. . . Thereisaterrible misunderstanding.”

"Indeed?’ he replied, lifting a bushy eyebrow. "Then tel me. Come. | am about to egt.”

Beyond anarrow doorway lay akitchen, with strings of onions and fat sausages hanging from pegs. A
long table dominated the room. The remains of acrusty loaf lay atop scattered crumbs. Jerome sat.

"What brings you here, not your father?" he asked, tearing a chunk of bread and stuffing his mouth.

"The goddess Mais not wife to the horned one," she blurted. "It'swrong for Marie to celebrate hisrite.
Sheisbaptized in the Church. She must go with her husband on her wedding night.”

"Isthat s0?" Jerome gulped wine. Red dribbles darkened his garment. "What does Father Otho say?"
"That doesn't matter. It's wrong to worship someone els€'s god, or to force her to."

"Areyou atheologian, child? The god's blessing can do no harm—if indeed helives, it might do good.
Blood will be shed. That's my trade; Bertrand'sisiron. Blood isacurse, and takes a strong god to purge
it"

The strands of hismussed hair seemed to darken, to thicken, and the knight's bresth was hot, sour wind.
Pierrette tried to back up, but her legsfailed to obey. Sunlight from the doorway flickered across
Jerome'sred clotheslike flames. The air thickened with their heet.

"I'll show you what god rules here, boy," he said, pulling the cord a hiswaist. His garment fluttered to
the floor in ashower of sunlit flame,

Pierrette could not move or speak. Spiked, branching antlers grew from Jerome's head. His chest and
shoulderswere amat of coarse hair. His skinny legs performed ajittery little dance, and she heard the



clatter of hooves on stones.
"No!" Her voice was thin and reedy, asif it never actualy escaped her mouth. "Y ou are not agod!”

"Who am |, boy? Who wears these horns now?" Hot light emanated from crimson eyes. "Y ou know me,
child. I consumed Lugh, and Teyrnon, and Pan. I've esten the old gods, and soon the priestswill feed me
that tortured one who hangs on across. Who am 1?7

"Satan!" she cried out. "That iswho you are. A billow like thick smoke rose between her and the
demon. Her head felt light, her arms and legs asif they did not belong to her at dl. Shefelt hersdf faling.
Therewas no floor, only a hole that went down and down, without a bottom.

* % %

"What'swrong, boy?' someone said. "Drink this." Shefelt asplash of coolness on her chin and chest,
and tasted sour wine.

"Y our father iswedthy now—doesn't he buy meet? A boy needs mesat, you know." The voice was
Jerome's. "You'll never be a soldie—you're skinny asagirl.”

She felt the coarse rim of the pitcher against her lower lip, and another gout of wine splashed into her
mouth. She choked, and pulled her feet beneath herself.

Backing away, coughing, she opened streaming eyes. Jerome stood there—not Satan. "Better now?" he
asked. "Good. Tdl your father to feed you. Y ou can't befaintingin an olive tree.”

She backed away until she was outside the door. "What's the matter with you?' the knight said,
annoyed. "Y ou look like you saw the devil himsdf.”

Pierrette released an inarticulate cry, turned, and ran.

"Tdl your ster shelll be happier with me than that pudgy smith!" Jerome called out after her. " Shelll be
sorry it'sonly one night.”

Pierrette ran, the narrow streets aflickering of shadowed doorways. She ran, ssumbling over loose
cobbles, until she could run no more. Her breath camein gasps, and tears streaked her cheeks. Shelet
hersdf fall against awind-smoothed rock, and wiped her eyesclear.

Theredtiles of Citharistals roofswere lost behind a screen of pines. Her feet had found afamiliar path.
Ahead loomed Eagle Cape. On her |eft acleft led to Anselm's keegp—the one place where she might
resolve the terrible doubts that threatened to drive her mad . . . if she were not aready so.

Therewas no need for hurry. The wedding was not until tomorrow. She could spend aslong as she
wanted with the mage, and till returnin time for the mass.

What had redlly happened in Jerome's kitchen? Had she fainted? Had her own fears—her anger with
Otho and Father, with gods and their adherents—overcome her?

Whether Jerome's transfiguration had been fleshly or only shifting sunlight and red cloth, it had been no
pointlessilluson. "Red" and "illuson” were only words. She was here on the path to the red scarps of the
Eagle's Beak. Something had caused her to run. Where there was an event, there was a cause.



She distanced hersdlf from terror by shaping an intellectua exercise, like amathematica proof.

Gaulish priests had taken the burden of virgin blood on themsalves to spare husbands its curse—yet
neither Teyrnon nor Lugh was agod of war, reveling in blood shed with metal wegpons. There was no
one Celt war-god, only long-forgotten name-gods of each tribe. "Teutatis," fromteuta , which meant
"tribe”

Y et Jerome—or Satan—claimed the alegiance of all who shed blood. And had not Father Otho called
war "the devil'swork?" Ansem's historiestold of Mithras, god of the Roman legionnaires. Had Mithras
faded away, or had Satan "eaten” him too, and grown by the sum of his puissance? Was that what she
had seen in the horned god's eyes during the mass? Satan's fires consuming the essence of the gentle
Father of Animals?

The demon had seemed smug. How could he consume Per Otho's Christ? Can evil consume good and
not be sickened? It did not seem right. The image of Father Otho pouring oil from one jar to another

passed before her eyes.

She was reminded of that other vision, seen by amagpie flying over adevastated |andscape: the Black
Time, as she had cometo cdll it. Was there a connection between Satan's victory over the gods, and the
degradation of Mas earth?

Fierrette pushed on, her mind aswirl, as she considered one small possibility she might yet bring about. If
Anselm would not help her save Marie, could she steal one of the mage's spells and do so herself? Was
theretime for her to study them, to discern just what ancient postulate no longer held true, and . . . and to
rewrite one?

What kind of spdll? She hardly dared trust the molten fluids of the Earth to obey her likefire caught ina
jar. Would they consume just one evil Burgundian, or dl Citharista, al Provence? She needed asmaller
spell, one she could be sure wasrightbefore shetried it.

Y et would it matter—in the greater sense, considering Satan's burgeoning influence and the Black Time's
approach—whether she, Pierrette, could save oneingignificant village bride from anight with the.. . . the
Evil One? She did not know. Nevertheless, she had to try.

With new resolve strengthening her steps, and dark fears pushing her on, she reached the door to
Anselm'skeep in what seemed no further timeat all.

* * *

* * %

Pierrette's Journal

Some places have more magic than others—ruins, woods, bogs, and lonely beaches. Places unworn by
events cling to the past, when great magicswerein the air. Perhaps, having changed little, they exist
outsde of timeitsdlf. That iswhat Ansdm Girardd clamsfor his homeland, the Fortunate Ides. Walking
in uninhabited places, could | actudly pierce thefabric of time, and step into another age?

That day, Sck at heart for my sster, | wonder if | did not push momentarily into some future when the
stones of Ansalm's stronghold are amost worn away.

The approach isforbidding; the cape narrows to a path, with steep, rocky cliffs plunging on both sides,
likewaking atop awall. Thefortressitsalf isasif carved from awave-cut pinnacle. Thereisasingle gate.



Townsfolk say it was built by Saracens, but tapered columns with fat capitalslike round loaves are not
Saracen, and the Moors were not fond of the black and vermilion pigmentsthat still remain wherethe
stone is protected from sun and westher.

Thefort clingsto the southernmost point of a hostile land. Waves have gnawed at the cliffs, and the path
is barely wide enough to put one foot beside the other. Had it deteriorated even since my last visit? How
much longer would it be here at al?

* % *

* % *

On that day the path seemed especidly precarious, the painted pilasters even more westhered. Pierrette
remembered black and vermilion, now weathered away. A slver bell rested in aniche. Sherang to let
Anselm know he had avisitor. Once she had just gonein, and had startled him atop the parapet. He had
amod fdlen.

"Ah, child," Anselm said. "Have you come for another lesson?”"

"The castdllan wants Marie!" she blurted. "Tomorrow shélll marry Bertrand and my father has sold her
mai denhead to the Burgundian for a sack of silver and Per Otho says he can do nothing and Jerome has
turned into adevil and . . ."

"Sow down, girl. Onething at atime. Let us broach a bottle of cool wine, and sit in the sun atop the
keep." Shefollowed him. A narrow stone stairway wrapped itself around three walls of the small
entryway, with landings at the corners, and doors that |ed to the further rooms. Just below the topmost
level, she glanced into the room beyond. There! The forbidden books. She did not hesitate, or give the
mage any ideaof her budding plan.

From the shade of the parapet the magus drew earthen cups and wine. Had he seen her coming? She
could seetheroofs of Citharista, and the brilliant blue of the calanque, but the trail was hidden in trees.
Magic? If Anselm had known she was coming, did he know what she planned? She till had to try. She
told him everything—the Burgundian'slust, her father's betrayd of Marie, and the priest’'sindifference.
Perhapsif he offered asolution to Mari€'s dilemma, she would not have to betray him.

Ansam nodded, jiggling the white curlsthat ringed his head. "'If the castellan were here, | might dissuade
him. But beyond the porta, I'm helpless. My magics don't work.”

"Isthere anything?'

"Theré's so much | would do, if therulesalowed. Let metell you how itwas. . ."

Pierrette had heard some of histae. She knew she was about to hear more. Each telling lent insight or
birthed new speculations. She was desperate, but the old mage would not be rushed. She forced hersdlf

to listen while he talked of ancient days, and poured more wineinto his cup. That was part of her
stratagem.

Anselm had not ways been known by that name, he said, but the one his mother had given him
sounded odd. He had changed when he was trapped in this savage land.

"I was arrogant, full of the wonders of my master's kingdom, trained in magic, but not common sense.
The I1des had been moved many times since the great catastrophe that had freed them from time's



erosion, thirteen centuries before my birth, and | don't know just where they were, not long after the
crucifixion of the Chrigtians Jesus. . .

* * %

Rich tones of a sounding brass wrapped around the paace's vermilion and black columns. Ansulim knelt
with hisbrother initiates in the presence of the Bull, their faces againgt the hard stone.

Had Ansulim dared ook up, he would have seen Minho, priest of the bull-god, wrapped in the spotted
cape, his human face hidden beneeth the great helm of the Bull—the Bull of Minos, Minotauros. The
master's voi ce echoed hollowly, amplified by tubes and chambers within the mask. Mask, cape, and
ringing brass were not for boyslike Ansulim. They had attained their twentieth year, and had worn the
god's likeness themselves. The symbolswere for the folk gathered at adistance, awed by the
manifestations of Minho'swisdom, not knowing the wisdom itself.

* * %

When Anselm reached for his cup, Pierrette dutifully filled it. Y ou say Minho was—is—kind," she
remarked, "and that his disagreement with the king at Knossos began over crud taxes and sacrifices. Y et
the result of his spdl was till more suffering.”

"It would have happened anyway." Anselm set his cup on the parapet, and shefilled it, though it was but
haf emptied.

"] don't understand.”

"The earth’'s might cannot be denied. Thera had been formed from fires beneath the land. Had Minho not
acted, they would have burgt forth anyway. The same ash would have fallen. The folk of Therawould
have disappeared anyway—burned to foul steam in the catastrophe. Minho's spell saved theidesfrom
thet fate.

"Where did they go?" she asked. "And where are they now?”

"That istwo questions,” said Ansalm, once Ansulim of Thera "And there aretwo answers.. . ."

* * %

Ansulim felt ahand on his shoulder, and looked up . . . into the golden eyes of the bull. "I have atask for
you," said the hollow voice. "Follow me."

Trepidation warred with pride. He alone had been caled. Within the palace, blue dolphins sported on
stylized waves, the painted sea awainscot on plastered sone wadls. Ansulim's eyes absorbed the
Splendor.

"Lift thisfrom my shoulders," said Minho, ruler of Thera. Ansulim legped to take the bull's head. "Now
gt. Listen.

"Y ou know the Jew cdled the Hermit?' Ansulim nodded. The Hermit had been afollower of the prophet
Jesus. Following the holy man's degth or trangfiguration, he had sprung from obscurity to influence among
the disciples. He had not witnessed the multiplication of loaves and fishes, the hedling of Cedoniuss
blindness, or theraising of Jesus friend Lazarus from the dead. Histaent came to the fore after Jesus
departed: he was a planner and organizer with contactsin Rome, Damascus, and caravan towns on the
route to the East.



The nascent Church was scattered across the Roman empire. Y ears passed between visits by those who
had sat at Jesus feet. Confusions arose. " Jesus was the son of a carpenter, a carpenter himsdlf," one
Christian might say. "This hammer is sacred to him." Confusion could lead to grievous error. Hammers
were hammers; there was no physica symbol of Christian worship. The Cross, representing both
sacrifice and resurrection, was not revered until later.

The Hermit was a scribe. He wrote letters to erring communities, extolling the smple virtues of Jesus.

Among the Jews of the diasporamen calledapostoli collected money for support of the Faith. Their
vidtswere not dwayswecome, for few Jewsfet themseves wedthy. Theapostoli were thus hard men
who did not take "no" for an answer. "We Chrigtians can learn from theapostoli ," the Hermit said.

"We don't need money," said one disciple. "The Master taught that what we needed would come in our
time of need. We had amoney-man once, and look what happened.”

"Thisisnot theold days," said the Hermit. "We are scattered the breadth of the empire. | envison anew
kind of apostoli to guide our far-flung believers." Those disciples agreed that something was needed, but
there was no centra authority. Each followed the mission of Jesusin hisown way.

Minho spoke: "1 dreamed that in ahundred years the emperor himsalf would bow before the Hermit's
priest-gpostles. That was anightmare.

"I dreamed next of carpenter-priestsin Gaatiawho wid ded hammers of gold, and shepherd-priestsin
Iberiawho bore crooks decorated with crimson silk. | foresaw fisherman-priestsin lonia, and
winebibbing charlatansin Gaul. | dreamed of the Chrigtians fragmented, nothing in common except their
Book—and that soon rewritten, retrandated, until each sect had its own. There was no Hermit in those
visions. They werethe ones| preferred.”

"| don't understand, Master."

"| believed that without the Hermit, that last dream would transpire. As for why—we exist here only as
long asfolk outsde believe, but Christians deny my magic. They name me sorcerer, in league with
demons." He snorted. "Demons! Superdtitious nonsense. . . . But they believe in demons, so demons
therewill be. | do not wish to livein aworld with demons, so | tempted the Hermit, and had him brought
here. Do you know what happened then?”

"What the Hermit would have done, the Apostle Paul did instead.”

"Saul of Tarsus, Paul, was anobody. He had not known Jesus, yet he united the Christians. Where he
did not go in person, he sent letters. . ."

Ansulim nodded. Saul of Tarsus had been an enemy of the early Church, until he was converted—by a
miracle, some said—on the road to Damascus. The bright, shiny threads of hiswords and |etters had
created a Church of tighter weave than anything the Hermit had envisioned, atapestry in which the dark
warp, the words of the Nazarene, were obscured by the brilliant weft he threw over them.

Warned by his dream, Minho removed the Hermit from the world of time, but what then transpired was
even more damaging to the sorcerer-king's cause.

* * %

"So thereyou haveit,” said Ansam. "Saul of Tarsuswasmy misson. | wasto draw him to the Fortunate



Ides before martyrdom put the final fringe on hisweaving. Had | succeeded—or so Minho believed—the
entire fabric of his Church would have unravelled. | encouraged new thinking, new rituasand

dissensions, but | failed in Corinth, in Thessalonika, in Gaatia, 1beria, and Rome. The weave of Jesusand
Paul was too sturdy, and my pickings and snippings were repaired, adding new strength and texture,

"And where am | now? Here on thisforlorn cape, unable to find my way hometo report my failure. |
can't even beg Minho to free me to marry, sire children, and then diein good time."

Pierettefilled the mage's cup. "I'm sorry for you—buit till, through thistale, you're saying "No, | won't
help save Marie from the castellan's lust.™

"How can I?" Anselm muttered, durring hiswords. "I don't trust myself to utter words of change, for fear
I'll create further turmoil.”

"l undersand,” said Pierrette.

"Doyou?" hereplied. "Do you understand that | fear to disturb the fabric of things because the bubble of

timelessness that surrounds this place could be pricked? Y ou aren't asking for asimple manipulation, like
dtirring anxiety in the soul of an avaricious Greek to save your precious beech trees. | can't fight godsand
demons.”

"l understand, Master,”" Pierrette sighed. "Here, let mefill your cup.”

* % *

Pierrette tucked a cushion under the mage's head. She draped a corner of hisrobe to shade hiseyes. A
guttura snorerattled in the back of histhroat.

Shetiptoed to the doorway, and snapped the lamp wick into flame with a spark from her fingertip,
hardly having to think the words of the spell, let aone voice them. She descended thefirst staircase, then
stopped to listen. When he snored too loudly, his roars startled him awake—but not now.

She had memorized the location of every tome and scroll on those shelves without touching one of them,
afraid that the mage might have set aspell to warn him if she broke her promise.

Now that did not matter. If shefailed to find aworkable spell and to "repair” it, he would be angry about
her meddling, and would probably ban her from the Eagle's Beak—but if she failed, she suspected he
would not last much longer. She hersaf might not survive. How near was the Black Time? How powerful
wasthe Eater of Gods?

Shelifted ascrall and unrolled it, weighting it with polished onyx blocks. Anselm would not deepinthe
hot sun for more than an hour, yet she dared not rush: the crabbed entries were written in Minoan
characters; the ink had faded even as the parchment had darkened; it would be easy to misswhat she

sought.

She skipped over complex spells. The one she sought would be short and smple, not so powerful that it
would disrupt the fabric of thingsif she got it wrong.

Shedid not find it on that first scroll or thefifth. Halfway through the eighth, she was successful. It was
only seven lines entitled " Sweet Earth from Sour"—but she sensed that the principleit embodied lay at
the root of powerful phenomena: it was afertility spell.



The characters were Mycenaean, representing not vowels and consonants, but syllables. The words
were not Minoan, but something was strangdly familiar, when she muttered them aoud.

She repeated the first two lines over and over, not daring to pronounce the spell in its entirety. "Mata-ro
re-kano-so-yo. . ." Thelanguage was her mother's, her ancestors! "Matr' reka nosyo," she
pronounced. " Matrosyo mykos." Mother who judges, mother of mushrooms. The words were truncated
and distorted because Mycenaean characters could not express the sounds exactly. Even the scribes of
Agamemnon and Menelaus, of Achilleus and Odysseus, had been forced to spell "Knossos' as
"Ko-no-s0." But once Pierrette knew she was reading known words, it was not hard.

She continued. " Ma-ta-ro-so-yo ma-e-do." That wasMatrosyo maedoum —"Mother of strong drink.”
Mother of . . . of confusion? Of fermentation? Of course—the change from honey to mead, from waste
to rich soil. Mother of mushrooms, mother of . . . compost.

Why had speakers of the ancient tongue written the spell in such clumsy characters? Because they had
none of their own?

Thelast two lineswere " Pa-qwo do-no e-na-pa-ne-te-yaandMa-ta-ro-so-yo pa-gwo ."Pa-gwo ?
Bhago , the beech tree.Bhagos dono infantia, matrosyo bhago . Theincantation, inits entirety, was.
"Mother who judges us, mother of mushrooms, mother of mead, beech tree's children, mother of beech
trees”

The smple, wholesome prayer seemed clear: firgt an addressto Ma, who giveslifeto the soil; thena
gentle reminder that she wasthe giver of fruits, the mother of trees. Ancient words that did not beg the
goddess or command her, but set one image after another in the hope that she would understand what
was needed, and would giveit fredy. The spell wasall postulates, with only animplied concluson.

Y et Anselm had marked the spell as dangerous. How could that be? He would not deep forever. She
had to figure it out. What had the ancient sorcerer presumed that was no longer true?

The part of the scroll where the spell was written was darker than the sections above and below, theink
more faded. Had the scroll lain open to this exact spell long enough for light and air to affect it? How long
had Anselm pored over it? Hours? Days?

That was a clue. She was the mage's student, and thus might be expected to think enough like him that
when they congdered asingle problem—the erratic working of magic—they might gravitateto smilar
sources. And if Ansdlm had studied thisspell . . .

She rushed to the forbidden shelf, and lowered a heavy bound volume: Ansdm's notes. A flurry of dust
motesfilled the air. How strange. How could dust gather where time stood till? She flipped through
pages of dense Minoan interspersed with Latin and Greek. The notes represented years of work. How
could she find what she wanted in thetime left?

She had to assume that she thought enough like her mentor that he would aso have come upon the spell
early on, near the beginning of hiswork—and of the book. Shelooked for key words—soil, rot, and
fertility.

Therel "The spdll does nothing!" he had written. "' observed no changein the sour soil. | will get back to
thiswhen | have bathed and changed undergarments. Theitch | contracted from these dusty experiments
isaffecting my concentration.”



Below, he had appended a copy of the spell in the Roman dphabet, seemingly from alater scroll.

NETROS REX NOSIO
NETROSIO MIKOS
NETROSIO MEDEOM
BAGOS DONO INFANTIO
NETROSIO BAGO.

That was dl wrong.Matr' was "mother.” Netros meant "snake." Andreka , "shewho judges,” was
misinterpreted asrex , "king." The whole spell was rendered meaningless. . . Or wasit?

The Latin abruptly took on sinister meaning. Think not of the gentle mother, mediator and judge, but of
the Gauls Taranis, athunder-wielder with the lower body of a snake. With a snake between hislegs.
Think not of asweet, white mushroom for soup, but of red amanitas that erupt after rain like erect
penises—Iike the member of Cernunnos/Satan. Amanitas, that drive men to fatd, erotic madness.

Snake and mushroom, the banes of women who fal adeep in the woods and find themsalves with
child—the trees themselves great wooden stiffnesses—NETROS BAGOS, wooden snakes. . .

She understood. As language, perception, and religion had changed, someone had substituted "na” for
indecipherable"Matr'," orMa . "Judge" became "king." Furthering the confusion, " Netr " was"king" in
Egyptianwhile"ma" was represented by a hieroglyphic sword, and meant "to destroy."

The new spell—no longer a prayer—had three postulates and a conclusion. Still afertility ritud, it
commanded a mae god and the male member. Manly madness. No wonder it had made poor Anselm
itch.

But dangerous? She studied both versions, prayer and spell. When she saw it, she laughed—a crone's
cackle, not themusicd ripple of ayoung girl'sddight.

The unwritten postulate was that serpents, male organs, and mushrooms functioned smilarly. Anselm's
reference to undergarmentsinformed her of thelocus of his particular itch. Had she been male, it might
have affected her too.

What god did the spell entreat? What had happened to him? She remembered Cernunnos, his eyes
glaring with firethat consumed from within. Had thisgod too been . . . esten? Werethe last lines of the
spell now directed to adifferent power?

She wrote the spell again, changing aword in line one, and another in line five. Now it would
work—though differently.

Shefolded her page. From a storeroom she took powdered mushroom from aclay jar. She glanced up
the stairs. Something seemed odd about the light that diffused down to the landing, but she had no timeto
think about it.

Hurrying down the rough trail, she snatched a pinch of dry soil and a sprig of asucculent herb: earth and
thelife that sprang from it. She was driven by an undefined sense that something was wrong.

Nearing the Burgundian's residence, her sense of wrongnessintensified. Shefdt displaced, asif thiswere



not the Citharista she had grown up in but some amost-identical duplicate in which cobblestones,
differently placed, made her sumble where ordinarily she would have unconscioudy avoided them. Y et
she hersdlf, not Citharista, was out of step.

She approached Jerome's gate, and heard the castellan's voice raised in anger. Close against achaky
limestone wall, she peered around the corner.

Jerome was berating his soldiers for something. It was as good an opportunity as shewould get. He was
inview; the materiasfor her spell were ready. She whispered thefirst line. As she spoke the second line
she sprinkled dry earth, and throughout the third and fourth crushed the succulent sprig and rubbed it with
dirt and mushroom spores until it formed adark ball. She brokeit into crumbles, then scattered it before
her feet.

Her breath caught in her throat as she uttered the find line, and she had to begin again. Ugly words
rasped across her tongue like coarse sand, and the name of the god she commanded was not some
forgotten deity, but was.. . . Baal-zebab, Moloch, Satan. Pagan god or demon, usurper or master, it was
too late to draw back the hideous names.

Theknight did not collapse nor cry out in agony. Had she failed? The rebukes he heaped upon his
soldiersdid not change in tone or content as he scratched idly at his crotch.

Pierrette's shoulders dumped. Had it been for nothing? Had she overlooked some key element of
change? Her tongue felt coated with foulness, and smeared dirt on her pamsitched asit dried. Jerome
turned on his hed and disappeared.

* * %

Gilless house seemed strangely atered too, though Pierrette could not say why. She mounted the tairs
cautioudy, unsure of the origins of her fedings. The door was latched from the inside, and she had to
knock.

Not Gilles, but Father Otho, opened it. "Pierrette.” He closed and latched the door after her.

"Where have you been?" her father whispered angrily.

"I went for awalk," shereplied. "l haven't been gonelong.”

"A day and anight and aday? That's not long?"

Hisface reddened, and Father Otho put arestraining hand on his shoulder. "Hush—remember Marie!"

Two days? Of course it seemed like that to Pierrette, but she was used to the timelessness of the Eagle's
Beak.

Then with aterrifying rush, the smal oddnesses she had seen and felt al came back to her: the faded
crumbling paint on the gate pilasters, dust on the booksin the library—and not least, her own sense of
displacement as she walked through the town. Anselm's spell of timelessness had failed. And that meant .

"Marie? What happened?' she blurted. If she had been gone two days, then today was the day after the
wedding.



"Come," Otho said softly. "I'll take you to her. Perhaps your presence will have some good effect.” He
took her arm.

Marie lay on father's bed. She still wore the glorious wedding dress, but the hem was brown with dugt,
and the fabric was blotched, asif she had fallen. Her bare knee was exposed by arent in the skirt.

Her eyeswere open, but she stared fixedly at the wall, where Pierrette saw nothing but plastered stone.
"Dear Sgter,” she murmured, dropping to her knees. Marie's hand was cold and stiff. Pierrette recoiled.
"She's not dead,” Otho said. "L ook—her chest rises and falls. She blinks oncein awhile, too."

Agan Rerette lifted her hand. It remained raised when shelet go, then dowly lowered itself to the bed,
like acandle sagging in hot sunlight. "Oh, Marie, what'swrong?' She turned accusing eyes on Father
Otho.

" She seemed resigned. | performed therite, not knowing the hidden depth of her distress. Afterward, the
knight led her away. Shewas amiling, so | thought . . ."

"That she had resigned hersdlf to whoredom?' Pierrette spat the words angrily, without a care that she
might disturb Marie—who was beyond mundane concerns.

The Greek physician Galen had written of "a quiet madness of women," stating two possible outcomes:
that the patient recovered, retaining no memory of eventsleading to her deathlike condition, or that the
waxy semblance of death continued until the victim wasted away and died of starvation and thirdt.

What & se had Gaen written? She berated hersdlf for having skipped blithely over words now vitally
important for Marie.

"She must be removed from here)" she said at |ast. "Perhapsin aplace where nothing she seesreminds
her of what has transpired, shell decide that it's safe to return to thisworld.”

Otho eyed her strangely, because her words were at odds with her appearance: adight child, wavering
between girlish- and boyishness. His eyesfocused on her tightly drawn, delicate face, and then on her
boy's garb. Perhaps he reacted because she spoke asif she understood Mari€'s condition in away he
could not.

Where could Marie be taken that would not remind her? Every wall and stone in Citharistawould evoke
images that eventualy led, by whatever circuitous path, to the moment when she had withdrawn her
CONSCiOUSNESS.

At last, Otho spoke. "The convent in Massdia," he said. " The nuns can spare someoneto feed her and .
.. and change her undergarments.”

Ashe said that, Pierrette became aware of the stink. "Bring warm water and cloths," she said to Gilles.
To Otho she said, "Find a cart and an ass. We must |eave as soon as possible.” He nodded, not
questioning her authoritative tone a al, and Ieft the house. Gilles brought tepid water and rags, then
backed away from Rieretté's glare.

What little she knew about rape had been written by men, who dismissed it asinconsequentid. She
could not imagine it without injury—but Marie showed no bruises, no scratches, only deathlike repose.



"Y ou withdrew to your deep refuge before anything happened, didn't you?' she murmured. "Where are
you now, sster? Will you come back? Will | hear you laugh again?' Bathing Marie and struggling to
remove the torn, stained dress, she continued to talk, though Marie did not respond.

She bundled the dress and laid it on the embers of thefire Gilles had made to hest water. He stirred asiif
to protest—then thought better of it. The old cloth smoked briefly, then burst into flame. In hardly any
timeit was consumed, and only fluffy ash remained. Had Pierrette's subvoca incantation sped thefire's
course and encouraged the completeness of its consumption? The flames had perhaps been unnaturaly
bright, but Gilles's eyes and hers had been blurred by tears. Perhaps his had been tears of regret, seeing
the dress burned—the same dress hiswife, mother, and grandmother had been wed in. Perhapsthey
weretears of guilt for hisinaction, that had led to the burning.

* * *

The carter Augustus, whom the villagers called Gustave, refused to leave before dawn, afraid of spending
one more night than necessary on the high trail to Massalia. The valley road, with remnants of the
Romans limestone paving, was |ess steep, but farmers became brigands when they saw strange faces,
and though he feared the ghosts of the dragons who had |eft their bonesin high places, he feared robbers
more.

Pierrette dept on her pallet. Gilles made do with a coverlet by the hearth. Once Marie cried out, a
wordless keening. Pierrette climbed on the bed and held her as she writhed and moaned in some
terrifying internd battle. Her eyes darted about, seeing things Pierrette could not.

When the shaking ended, she was as before—skin cold astallow, body stiff. Pierrette had to pull her
eyelids closed asif shewere dead, but they fluttered asif in true deep.

In the morning, Gustave arrived with a clatter of iron-tied whedls and the bawling of his donkey. Marie
got up by hersdlf, walking hesitantly asif blind, yet without stumbling. She stared straight ahead, even on
the steep Stairway.

She climbed into the cart. " She's getting better,” Gilles stated. Pierrette scowled, but hid her expression
from her father. "Perhaps by the time we reach the edge of town, shelll speak, and bid us turn around.”
He, no lessthan Gustave, dreaded the journey ahead, and grasped any sign of improvement hopefully.

Y et had Gilles not been "cautious' he might have suggested that he and Pierrette teke Marieto Massdia
in his boat—braving that tortuous coast to get his daughter there sooner.

Pierrette knew Gillessrationalizations for what they were—and she knew Marie had not taken one step
toward recovery. Once seated, she made no attempt to pull her shift down over her thighs, or to keep
the folded blanket between the hard planks of the cart and her buttocks. Something within had
commanded her steps from bed to cart, but withdrew when no longer needed, leaving her unwanted
body unprotected against divers, grit, and the jolts of the cart asit rolled over rough cobbles and
unpaved strests.

* k% %

Asthey passed the soldiers practice field, someone at Jerome's gate cried out, and Gustave hated the
cart. Theknight himself approached, waving an unsheathed sword and shouting. Hewascladina
nightshirt that fluttered about his bony knees. Rerrette cringed, remembering the last time she had seen
those hairy legs.

Otho sprang between Jerome and Marie. "A pox!" the knight howled. "The dog's brood gave me a



pox!" Otho wrested the sword from his hand. " She has unmanned me!" Jerome wailed. His garment was
stained with blood and other fluids. "Thisiswhat she hasdonel" he cried, pulling the hem of his nightshift
up. Pierrette covered her eyes, but not before she saw his swollen member and the fat, wet boils that
covered him from navel to mid-thigh.

She did not hear Per Otho's words, but when she peered between her fingers, the priest was leading the
gricken knight away.

Cold bumps sprang up on her skin. The spell had worked. It had produced just what she had
intended—yet she was not elated by her success, because it had come far too late for Marie. Perhaps
later she would contempl ate the transposition that linked snake and mushroom, that caused Jerome's
poor useless member to appear not as the red prong of ahorned beast but as the white-flecked,
ppoi sonous red amanita mushroom instead.

Perhaps someday she would writein her journa her discovery of why the spell had changed in thefirgt
place, as spdlsayers themsalves grew in understanding that fertility was not wholly the province of
females, but of the snake, the male, aswdll.

* % *

Otho drew Pierrette aside, and they spoke heatedly for severa minutes before returning within earshot of
the others. "l must stay," he said to Gilles, "but hereisaletter to the abbot in Massalia. | hope helll
recommend that Marie betaken in until sheisheded.”

"Ifshe hedls," Pierrette said sllently. Gustave lashed the asswith hislong cane, and soon Father Otho
was out of sight. Pierrette held her sister asthe cart jounced and clattered over the cobbles, then onto the
softer gravel and grass of the road leading upward and away.

When they reached a branching trail, Pierrette legped from the dow-moving cart. "Y ou go ahead,” she
told her father. "I'll catch up tonight." Gillesdid not protest, and Gustave did not care. The donkey
snorted, asif to say "good riddance." One less human meant one less he had to keep aperennialy
suspicious eye upon, and alightened load as well.

It felt good to be away from brooding Gilles and slent Marie, though she dreaded what she might find, if
Ansaim's spdll had failed completely. Would she find only dry, old bonesin his bed? She could not help
but suspect that her attempt at magic had caused the time-binding spell to go awry. Shewas
half-convinced that Marie's condition was her fault too.

She scrambled up thefina leg of thetrall to Ansem's door. The vermilion and black paint-fleckswere
there. Actudly, she could see pigment even where the stone had aways been bleached white. Despite
that optimistic sign, she picked up the handbell with greet trepidation. What if Ansalm did not answer?

"Ah, child," he said cheerily, swinging the door wide. "It seemslike only minutes ago we were drinking
wineand | wastdling you of—"

"Magter! Youlook . . . different.”" She stared. Having experienced negative change in Citharista, shewas
in no mood to anticipate that some change could be positive—but the dark strandsin Anselm's
once-white beard could not be interpreted otherwise. "Won't you use up your magic, making yoursdlf
look younger likethat?' Deep linesin hisface had smoothed, and thetip of his nose seemed lessred.

"Do | look younger?| fed it. | have no ideawhy, but | woke up without an ache. Do you know how
long it'sbeen since | couldn't find a sore spot?”



Had her spell something to do with it? How could that be? But if Anselm werewell, she could hurry to
catch the travelling party. "What's your hurry?' the mage asked her. "Rest firgt."

"Then thetime-binding spell isnot awry?' she asked.

"Why should it be? Seefor yoursdlf. Thesunisat high noon, asdways." And soit was. Seeing her
delight at what should have been of no consequence, the mage became suspicious. Before long, he had
the whole story, and he put her fearsto rest.

"Marie's curselieswithin her own mind,” he said confidently. "It isnot magical, but escape from
something unbearable. Shell hopefully—uwith time and peaceful surroundings—recover entirely.”

He shook his head then. "Asfor your purloined spell . . . | fedl no pity for the knight. He deserves what
he got." Then he scowled. His moods changed so fast that Pierrette couldn't keep up. " Satan? Y ou took
agreat risk, uttering that Christian deity's name. | haven't met him, but he seemsto be doing al too well
for himsdlf. Y ou must promise not to do that again.”

That was not hard to promise. "But he's not agod, Master. There's only one Christian God."

"Isthat s0? Y ou could have fooled me. Don't people avoid dark places and graveyardsfor fear of him?
Just because smart ones don't pray to him doesn't make him lessagod. Since Chrigtiansinsst their God
isentirdly good, they needed somewhere to put the evil—and that istheir other god.”

Pierrette, who had heard Father Otho's explanations, was sure there was some distinction she was
missing, but she could not explainiit.

* * %

After along "night's’ deep and amed of crusty bread, cheese, and juicy figs, Ansalm accompanied her
down the stairs, carrying a cloth-wrapped package. He had thrown a black woolen cloak over his
shoulders, and wore the kilt that waslonger in back than in front. His sandals were so new they
squesked. "I'll walk away," he said. "I have too much vigor to be contained.”

"Isthat wise, Master? If your strength fades as you get farther away from thisplace. . ."

"It may. Y et something has changed, and | wish to test the limits of my confinement.” He smiled
indulgently. "Besides, | may be able to contribute to your sster's welfare, now that your meddiesome
priest is not around to watch.”

* % *

At that moment, Father Otho was thinking of the mage dso—if there was any way to define "that"
moment which, for the mage and Pierrette, stretched on forever in the world outsde. Perhapsthe
moment did not occur until Anselm stepped outside his gate into Otho's world.

Strange things had occurred. Not just Marie's allment or Jerome's—though the knight's pox defied
remedy. It was no ordinary pox; it wasfar too horrible.

Did the hermit mage have something to do with it? Once aweek, sometimes twice, Pierrette walked to
the cape, yet never lingered. He had been curious.

He spoke with an old woman. "We bring the old fellow bread and fruit in exchange for powders an'



such—things hard to find hereabouts.” She smiled, asif a priest had no need to know what "and such”
was. "Always a noon, too. He never opens his gate any other time." In dl her years, the old man never

aged aday.

Pierrette never took alunch or drink, yet never returned hungry or thirsty. Otho reached conclusions of
his own. Shedid not go there for nothing. She had learned things far beyond his ability to teach, which
took time. Much time. And the old women had been welcome only at noon. What would they have
noticed if they had been allowed to stay? That it was dways noon there? Otho's conviction came dowly,
but was dl the morefirm for that.

What other magic did the old man practice? Otho should have written to his superiorsin Aquae Sextiae
or even to the archbishop, but he had no evidence of evil—no evidence of anything except that the old
man had been there aslong as living memory, and perhaps|onger.

Jerome's pox put thingsin adifferent light. New red swellings appeared, spotted with pustules, as soon
as old ones scabbed and hedled. Jerome's agony continued. Otho drew two conclusions: primus , that
the lore the old mage taught was not innocuous, for Pierrette had surely caused the pox; secondus , that
she had not ensorcelled Jerome to prevent histaking Marie, but only afterward, asrevenge. That was
evil.

He had begged her to exercise Chrigtian charity—even her pagan mother would not have objected. She
said only, "The pox isnot mine. It belongs to one of yours—to Satan.” Otho still shuddered at the
conviction behind her words. "Y ou Chrigtians created him by pouring al the oil but adrop into onejar.
Pour haf back, and Jerome's boilswill dry up." What had she meant? Otho did not then remember his
own poor explication of Good and Evil, when he had poured oil between two jars.

* % *

* * *

Pierrette's Journal

Otho waswrong; the lapse of Ansdlm'stime-binding, and my failure to recognize it, caused meto cast
the spdll too late. Only later did | clear mysdf in hiseyes. Only later did | redlize dso the effect his
speculations had upon the redlity | inhabit: his reasoned belief in Anselm's sorceries rgjuvenated my
mentor at the very time when his continued existence was in doubt. The unquestioning belief of alesser
person than a priest, unsupported by doubts and skepticism overcome, would not have turned the ebbing
tide.

But that was before | had begun defining the changing nature of magic, my lifeéswork, and | did not
know why Anselm suddenly felt strong enough to leave hisfortress and accompany me. My experiences
on that voyage to Massdia set the stage for that redlization, and others. . .

Chapter 14 - TheVow

"We're not going to find Father and Marie tonight,” Pierrette stated asthey crested the high dope. The
sun's passing had left adull mauve glow. "We should stop before we leave the trees behind. Here, there



isdead wood for afire."

They dragged branchesto the lee of arusty beige outcrop. Pierrette reached out with an extended
finger—but no spark flew to the tinder. Again shetried, carefully whispering the exact words of the
gpell—with no better result.

"Try this" Anselm proffered flint and a stedl-bladed knife,

"| don't understand,” Pierrette said. "That spell dwaysworks."

"Always?Y ou have morefaith than | do." He made asif to return flint and knife to his pouch.
"Master—give metheflint and stedl. | meant only that it has worked, until now." She stroked the
dissmilar materids, guiding sparks toward the tinder, then blew gently upon the dry shavings. A puff of
fragrant smoke rewarded her. Soon they were settled with a fire between them, sharing bread and olives,
washing them down with wine from askin bag.

"I wish | knew why the spdll didn't work," Pierrette mused.

"All magic isunpredictable. Remember that, or you'll bein trouble when it betrays you, and you've
prepared no dternative.”

"If | understoodwhy it didn't work . . . I've gone over the words and the postulates, and nothing seems
to have changed.”

"Perhaps your postulates only apply to alimited case—some theorems only gpply to right triangles."
"Thisisn't geometry, Magter.”

"Still, | suspect you have overlooked some greater principle. Perhapsit could be stated as, "Magicswill
awayswork until you have come to depend upon them and have no other recourse.™

Pierrette went to deep thinking about it. Y et when she awakened before dawn, she was no closer to an
answer—and the spell till did not produce a spark. She had to heap tinder around a surviving ember to
dart thefire.

"Why areyou staring like that?' the mage asked.

"Last night you walked between me and thefire, and | saw the flame asif you weren't there. I've been
trying to seeif | can gl seethrough you.”

The mage tiffened. "And can you?'

"Stand between me and therising sun." She peered long and hard, at first unsureif the dim, vaguely
circular glow was atrick of her eyes. Then she nodded. "I can see the sun. Y ou must go back, or you'll
fade entirdy.”

He squatted, and shook his head. "Why are you so sure this has to do with my departure from the cape?
My earlier recovery didn't have anything to do with distance. I'm going on with you, a least until we pass
the dragon's bones. If | fade further, then well be reasonably sure. . ."



She was not convinced. "If you're fading steadily—if it isn't amatter of distance from your stronghold—it
will il seem s0if we go on. We should wait here and see.”

"It doesn't matter. Either way, you must go onto Massdia."

The long dope was cut by enormous ravines. Tough greenery clutched scant soil not scoured away by
the monotonouswind. "Ahead, agreat battle was fought,” Anselm told her. "Thelast dragons were
vanquished. Their boneslie haf-buried.”

Pierrette pushed on, eager to see. Asthetrail wound past a craggy outcrop, the mage stretched out a
hand. "Therel" he exclaimed. "The beattlefied.”

The land tilted northeastward like an eroded table with two broken legs, scattered with white objects.
Some stood alone, and others were broken lines of convoluted shapes. "Those are dragon bones?’ she
asked, disgppointed. "They look like white limestone—eroded into strange shapes, but till only rocks.”

Ansem also seemed let down. There was a chain of white vertebrae severa hundreds of paces long—or
S0 it had once appeared to him, long ago. Now indeed it looked like an outcrop of limestone. The great
skull looked like areptilian head, but the arch of its cheekbone was worn to irregularity, and the single
eye socket was only the mouth of ashalow cave. "I don't understand. | remember it differently. | was
sure those rocks were dragon's bones.”

Ideastickled at the back of Pierrettesmind. "I can think of severd possihilities. Oneisthat enough time
has passed for wind and wesather to destroy aresemblance to bones. Countering that, inscriptions on
Romanstelae , surely dmost as old, have not weathered into unreadability. Perhaps your imagination was
once more vivid, and you saw dragon bones where now you see rocks.”

"1 remember rib bones" the mage mused. "I remember teeth. | find it difficult to imagine mysdf gullible
enough to have seen such details, where none exist today."

"Perhaps the world itsalf has changed, and what once were immense bones are now only limestone.”

"That's not eegant,” Anselm criticized. "Y our earlier dternativeisacloser fit: | am falible. Perhgps my
perceptions are in no better shape than my magic.”

"I conddered my fire-starting spell infalible, Master. Y et asyou pointed out, itsfailure may result from
some principle | haven't envisioned. If these rocks were once dragon bones, perhaps some equaly grand
principlelies a the heart of the change.” Y et what it might be, she could not say. Only her uncomfortable
sense that the universe wasindeed in a state of flux led her to choose her fina speculation over the
others.

* * %

They picked their way between ambiguous formations, cutting across the stony ground instead of
following the circuitous route the carter Gustave had taken. Shortly before noon, they spotted the wagon,
lessthan amile ahead.

"I'll catch up with them, Magter," Pierrette said. ™'Y ou must go back.”

"| fed no worse than before."

Pierrette pointed at the ground. "What do you see?' Anselm stared at the cobbles and grave, thetiny



growing things. Pierrette did not eucidate. He had to see for himself.

"l have no shadow!" he cried. Pierrette's shadow pooled about her feet asif darkness dribbled from her
and stained the ground, yet where the mage stood, sunlight illuminated every pebble,

"Youreright," he admitted at last. "Ah, how | looked forward to thistrip. Do you know how long it's
been since | stood in amarketplace and heard the bustle of a hundred people? Ah well—at least | have
looked &t hills and smelled the rosemary that grows on them.”

Trying not to think hopefully ahead to atime when—if Ansam's strength grew further—he might dare
venture beyond this distance, Pierrette set about onefinal task. . . .

"What are you doing?' the mage asked, watching her hegp |oose fragments of limestone.

"I'm building acairn. Y ou must return herein afew weeks. If your improvement continues, then at some
future time you'll see your shadow here."

"Ah," said Ansalm. "Then when | return home, | should dso pause when | see my shadow again, and
buildacairn. If | can't seeit there when next | comethisway . . ."

Pierrette was saddened by his pessmism. "That will define the lower limits of my hopes, though | truly
expect you to build athird cairn beyond this one.

"Perhaps," said the mage, "but now | must go—if | amto journey in sunlight and be ableto seea
shadow at dl." He held out the package he had carried. "Will you ddliver thisto the scholar Muhammad
ibn Saul, in Masdia"

"A Saracen? |n aChrigtian town? Or is he a Jew, as his surname indicates?"

"He's mysterious, but is as near to being afriend as any man | might name. We had wonderful
conversations when he visited my keep—my prison. | sorely regret that | won't be ableto enjoy his
hospitality, for achange.”

"I'll ddiver it, Master. Will thisibn Saul be there to accept it?

"He exploresthe fringes of the known world, and writes of the folk he meets, and their strange ways and
beliefs. If hesaway, his servantswill seethat my parce reaches him—or will keep it until hereturns.”

Pierrette was happy to have an objective in Massdlia besides delivering her sister to the nuns. Now she
had an excuseto dip away.

Pierrette reached out and hugged Ansalm. He made astrange, strangled noise and for amoment he
dtiffened. Then hisarmsencircled her, and they siood, swaying, between the distant, encircling arms of
the Middle Sea

"I never held awoman,” he murmured softly. "'l was aboy for along time, and have been an old man
longer . . . but I never had much chance to be young." He grinned. "1 wanted to squeeze your bottom.
I've never donethat."

She smiled. He had called her awoman—not agirl, or worse, a boy—and had reacted in away no one
had, before. She suspected it was quditatively different than the way her secret love Marius reacted to



Marcdla, or Bertrand had felt about Marie. . . .

Marie. The moving speck of the cart was no longer in view. Favoring Ansaim with what she hoped was
awomanly smile, shesaid, "Keep well, Master. Perhapswhen | return well remedy your lack." Before
she could see hisreaction, she set off in the direction the cart had gone. She did not look back.

She decided that the fort on the Eagle's Beak was, to Anselm, much like the mysterious Camargue to
Guihen and dark Starved John. Their magics weretied to places aswith invisible cords, and they faded
with distance from their anchor-point. Was Ma constrained in asimilar manner, unable to wander beyond
the narrow confines of her valey and her guardian beech trees? Y et once Mahad been everywhere—at
least, everywhere that beeches grew.

That thought led to another. The prayer written in the Mycenaean syllables had specificaly cited the
"Mother of beech trees," but the corrupt verson written in Latin letters said "Bagos,” the ash. The Mother
Tongue had grown into al the other languages. Bhagos became Latinfagus ; in Greek it becamephagos,
"oak." What happened to spells and magics when the words changed? What unknown words restricted
beingslike Ansdm and Guihen to their places?

Her mind thus occupied, she caught up with the donkey-cart when the others stopped to break bread
just past noonday.

Someone had joined them—a small, bearded man wearing leather clothing. He leaned upon the most
enormous pack she had ever seen. Hewas no taller than Pierrette herself. How did he carry it?

"Breb," said Gustave, "isatrader.”

"How odd," she said, eyeing him askance. "I thought traders used the valley road, and travelled in
caravans.”

"Seeing isbdieving,” thelittle man said. "l am atrader and | am here, so what you thought isnot s0." He
tore achewy crust from his bread, and seemed to dismiss her.

Breb, explained Gustave, was one of a score of folk who lived in acluster of huts hidden in amossy
declivity. "They speak an unknown language, and gppoint one of their number to trade with the world
beyond—Breb, in thisgeneration.”

Pierrette thought that fascinating. She resolved to speak at length with the odd little trader. But now . . .

Gilles had not reprimanded her for her absence. In aflash of insight, she wondered how often he had
suppressed his objections to her mother's disappearances.

"How isMarie?' she asked.

"She ate bread dipped in wine thismorning,” Gillessaid. " She'simproving.” Y et when Pierrette rode with
her in the cart, holding her hand, it rested with claylike heavinessin her own. She saw no changein her
sster's condition. Hafway through the afternoon, Marie fouled her garment, and Pierrette ordered the
two men aside while she wrung urine from the shift and rubbed sand on the cart. They had too little water
for bathing, so she brushed oil on her Sster's kinto lessen irritation.

When she led Marie behind a scrubby bush, she squatted obediently, with no more expression than a
milk cow at acomparable moment. That dismayed Pierrette more than when she had urinated in the cart.



Where had her sster's soul gone? Wasit gtill hidden deeply within, or had that hideous entity that
consumed gods devoured her poor human soul aswell?

Pierrette ordered Gustave to get his beast moving. The carter and her father did not resist her abrupt
authority. After al, the boy Piers merely commanded them to do asthey intended to do. The ass,
ordinarily requiring blowsto get him moving, hardly protested. He did, however, roll hisnear eye at
Pierrette, asif blaming her for his burdens.

Breb cautioudy kept the cart between himsalf and the beast, who had aready bitten him once. Could a
donkey be jed ous of aman who could carry a heavier load than he? Or could an ass be annoyed that
another beast of burden walked unencumbered while he was required to pull that beast's |oad? Breb was
content to avoid the donkey's resentful eye. So, for that matter, was Pierrette.

In any case, the two Citharistans were content for her to walk with the little trader. She had seen nothing
of the world beyond Citharista. This opportunity to experience someone wholly different was important.
She did not know what she might learn from unprepossessing Breb, but book-learning had no texture or
aroma. A child who read about battle or babies was hardly prepared for war or motherhood. She was
glad to wak with Breb. The trader's huge pack was in the cart with Marie and their supplies—which, she
decided, was his reason for travelling with them in thefirst place. "It's hard to imagine you carrying aload
that would stagger amule," she commented.

"Seaingisbdieving,”" hesad.
"Why don't you have amule?' she asked.

"When mules edt, children starve. Mules eat when they are not working, and more when they work." He
shrugged apologeticaly. "What you seeiswhat you get.”

"Asyou said, ‘seeingisbdieving.' | saw you lift your monstrous pack into the cart."

Breb taught Pierrette abit of hisamaost-extinct language. There were echoes of the old Ligurian diaect
of her mother'sincantations, but it seemed much older, without words for commonplace things.

"Only one of us may learn your speech,” hetold her. "In ayear or two, my sster's son will cometo live
with me, and I'll teach him." Breb explained that knowing a"worldly" tongue was a Sickness. Wherever
he went, the world changed in unpredi ctable ways. Good food became inedible, and foul things tasted
good. Thus he was a pariah among hisown kind. A necessary pariah.

"I bring them iron needles madein Massalia," he said, "but | do not speak of blacksmiths, of making
metd thorns from crushed red and yellow rocks."

"Why not?"

"If needles grow from ochre, then what will spring from clay? Dare | change their world so? Seeing, after
al..."

"...Isbdieving," sheblurted. "And if they see only the needles, then . . ."
"What they seeiswhat they get." Asif what Breb's people beieved not only shaped their thinking, but

their redity. Asif they intuitively knew what she had logicaly worked out—that their postulates would be
dangeroudy changed if they were forced to accept aredity that contradicted them. If dl Breb'stribe



were asliterdigtic as he was, then their knowing that a mule could carry more than aman might
incgpacitate him.

* * %

Thetrail wound along cliffs at the western edge of the peninsula. The view was overwhelming. Pierrette
clutched coarse red sandstone as if the dightest breeze might sweep her over the edge, and down.. . .
and down. Five paces from the edge she could hear waves breaking on fallen rock below, amere
whisper at this height, but she could not see them.

"How high arewe?"' Gustave did not know. She crept to the edge of the scarp and peered over. The
carter dithered up beside her. "I wont fall,” she said.

"l just wanted to seeif Ant'ny'still there" he said.
IIAmd]y?l
"Seethat bit of red about athird of the way down?

"On that little pinnacle? What isit?' Pierrette saw a gpeck of red likeagrain of russet sand at arm's
length.

"Ant'ny—and hisred horse blanket and cart. He was hiding under his cart, when thewind blew it over,
and him and hisblanket after.”

"That tiny red patch isahorse blanket? And the wreckage of acart?' That gave someideaof theterrible
height of the cliffs—without some object to give them scale, the water might have seemed only fifty paces
away—or ten thousand.

"| saw a Saracen war galley ahundred paces off the rocks, and it wasthe size of an ant—not even abig
ant. These diffsareamile high, they say."

“Not thet high."

"Who's to know? No one's going to climb down and measure.”

"I'll find out,” Pierrette said. She looked southward a ong the boul der-strewn coast, until she judged that
her line of vision was closeto forty-five degrees from the horizonta, and fixed aparticular rock in
memory. Then she backed up, and faced south. "I'm going to pace off the distance to the bottom of that
diff."

"You can't! Youll end up down therewith Ant'ny."

"I'm not going down—just dong the edge. Are you coming?’

"| better. Y our Pall have my skinif you fal." Pierrette picked afarly straight path south, making full
strides. Her paces were shorter than the old Roman standard—she had once measured them between

two worn milestones. Twelve hundred and two paces to the mile—to one thousand soldierly paces. A
pace was two steps: left, right, or about five feet.

She counted two hundred paces, then crawled to the edge and peered down. The distinctive rock was
still abit south. She backed up, and walked fifty paces more. "Close enough. For a more accurate



measurement, 1'd need a graduated quadrant.” Gustave did not ask what that was.

"The height of the diff isonefifth of amile" shesaid, "not amile. Tel "them' | measured it for you." It
wasthefirst practica use she had made of geometry. Assuming that her estimate of forty-five degrees, at
her first location, was close, and that she was directly over the stone 250 paces on, then the angle
between stone, hersdlf, and the first position was ninety degrees, and the origina sight linewasthe
hypotenuse of aright isosceles triangle. The distance she had paced was thus equdl to the height of the
diff."Quod erat demonstrandum,” she said, with great satisfaction.

At nightfall, they made camp well back from the cliff. Marie neither improved nor worsened. Her
clothing stank, but there was no water to spare.

While Gilles and Gustave gathered wood, Pierrette attempted to light tinder without flint and steel—with
no more result than the night before. Did her magic, like Ansalm's, depend upon proximity to the Eagle's
Beak?

The chilly night passed uneventfully. Pierrette huddled close to Marie in the wagon, and wished that poor
Antony's horse blanket had been eighty paces nearer.

In the morning, Breb shouldered his great pack. "Aren't you coming with us?' Pierrette asked.
"l dare not. Thelow air sapsme. | will take the high road around.”
"But that will take weeks. Leave your pack in the cart.”

He shook hishead. "I fear what | might seein the town below. Should | go there, | might not ever find
my folk again. Besides, there are other valeys, other people who speak my tongue. | must visit them, or
they will have to gppoint one of their own like me."

She thought she understood why he could not go down to the fishing village. Who would believe such a
little man could lift such aburden? As he said, seeing was believing. He might not be ableto shoulder his
burden at al, anong so many people convinced he could not. So he would keep to the heights.

It took two days to reach the base of the cliffs. The ground doped up from the north, dissected by
ravines. Thetrail twisted back onitsdf time and again.

Hafway down, asmall spring trickled from the rocks, and they filled their water-keg. Marie
phlegmeatically endured a cold bath, and stood naked, covered in goosebumps, while Pierrette washed
her garment. Pierrette suspected that any discomfort she felt was nothing compared with what had
caused her spirit to fleein thefirst place.

"The road to the village winds down that defile," Gustave announced, "but I'm not about to risk it in the
dark. Those villagers keep heaps of rocks up above thetrail, for bandits.

Gillesmaintained hisslence. Rierrette was till bitterly angry with hisfalureto protect Marie. If her Sster
had not been a constant reminder, she might have tried to draw her father out of hisguilty reveries.
Perhaps there would be time on the trip home.

Again Pierrette voiced her firemaking spell, and drew aquick, amazed breath. Had she seen ablue
luminescence? The sun's afterglow madeit difficult to tell. Again, she uttered thewords. . . and apde,
cool glow suffused the air. A glow, not aspark. Asquickly asit had formed, it faded, and she was



reduced to kindling fire by ordinary means.

Would she ever understand? If aspdll did not work, or worked differently, then, by her hypothesis, it
meant one of its postulates had changed. In Citharista, the spell caused fire. On the heights, it did nothing
atal. Now...ablueglow?

Her suspicion about distance from the Eagle's Beak was wrong. The spell was doing something. She
decided to keep trying; if it changed again, that might provide further clues.

In the morning, Gustave went to the village. Pierrette dozed in a shady spot under some brush.
Movement across her thigh alerted her, and she opened one eye. "Oh, aren't you lovely," she murmured.
It was aladder snake—so called for the linear pattern of its scales. She felt lucky. Snakes were sacred to
Ma, for they lived closeto her, never lifting their belliesfrom her. Even vipers were blessed, and asnone
had ever done Pierrette harm, she was not afraid. Ladder snakes were not poisonous, anyway.

Thetiny copse wastoo smal to support such afat creature. "Have you come to encourage me?’ The
snake did not respond, except to look up at the source of the sounds. It dithered on itsway, leaving
Pierrette cheered by the encounter.

Gudtave returned with gtiff sun-dried fish, fat round loaves, and sharp goat cheese. Breaking afibrous
fish, Pierrette soaked the chunksin water to make stew. Shetossed in fresh thyme and afew olives.
Gustave produced clay cups and asmal amphoraof red wine. "There€'s no point in pressing on today, o
we can teke time to enjoy this"

Asthey ate, and afterward, Gilles and the carter drank cup after cup of sour wine. Gilles drank steadily,
and Gustave matched him cup for cup. The carter attempted to sing, and enjoined Gillestojoinin, but
Pierrette's father did not drink for the joy of inebriation, but to reach an ided (and unattainable) state of
forgetfulness.

Pierrette again bathed Marie and saw to her needs, feeding her bread dipped in wine prudently set
aside. Beforeretiring to the hard bed of the cart, she draped thin blankets over both men, hoping they
would deep through the night and not stumble about upsetting things.

During the night Marie awakened, trembling. There was no moon, and Pierrette could not see her face.
She held up her hand and whispered the spell that no longer produced fire, and was rewarded with the
bluish glow, enough light to seeterror in Maries wide, empty eyes. Shortly, they closed again.

Holding Marie close, suffused in magica light, Pierrette raged a the crazy unpredictability of witchery,
sorcery, and al thingsmagical, at the capricious greediness of her father and the castellan Jerome—and
above all, at the vast manipulations of gods and demons who consumed each other and any hapless
mortals who stumbled while crossing their unimaginable, unseen paths.

Carefully containing ire that boiled up hot asthe lavas of lost Thera, Pierrette rolled away from Marie,
taking her witch-light with her. She walked from the camp, and emerged on abare promontory. She
could seetheflat, starlit seq, the black cliffswhere she had played with geometry, and on her right the
looming shadows of hillsyet uncrossed.

"Iwill understand!" she hissed between clenched teeth—and her words seemed to fly forth asif she had
shouted. "I will!" She flung her arms upward and flailed a the uncaring stars. The light that suffused her
fingertips flew away with the momentum of her gesture. Upward it soared, coalescing into asharp point
of light, afalen star returning to the heavens, then waslost amidst uncounted other lights. Pierrette's



challenge was given, her vow sealed, and the very skies seemed no longer quite the same.

Part Three-Tiro
(Apprentice)

The student strugglesto learn his chosen craft, and the teacher to guide hislearning in profitable
directions. Yet when al issaid, much must ill be done; some learning can only be accomplished with
toolsin hand, not books, and proficiency earned with bruises and calluses, when student becomes
apprentice. This now becomes an gpprentice'stale.

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus

The Sorceresss Tale

Chapter 15- A Christian City

Again, Gustave decided that the tortuous path close to the seawould be safer from human dangers than
the rdatively easy road through the valey. The outcrops turned more gray than white, more gray than
brown, and even bright sunlight failed to remove their gloomy stain. The heights were arock-strewn
plain, unsheltered from the dry, dust-laden winds. Still, glimpses of deep sun-dappled inlets refreshed
them: bright aquamarinein the shallows, and dark, rich blue in their depths.

The tredess, soilless plain had once been blanketed with tall pines, but athousand years of grazing had
dripped it until no single seedling was left to fight itsway through bedrock. Wasthis aforetaste of the
Dark Time? Would the last surviving men who looked upon it blame not consuming gods, but their
fathers and grandfathers, who had stripped the world?

Pierrette performed a quiet experiment, unseen by Gustave or Gilles (who walked on ahead), and
unremarked by Marie, whose eyes remained fixed upon the floor of the cart, and hardly moved.

She murmured the small spell—but even when she shadowed her hand under a blanket, saw neither
glow nor spark. That was the sixth time she had uttered the words since leaving their low camp. Thefirst
time, the blue glow had been like the night before. She saw no difference the second time, but asthe
travellers gpproached that indistinct line where trees gave way to scrub, lush undergrowth to low,
tiff-leaved plants, the glow weakened, and the last three times there had been no visible result. She
decided to wait until just before they started down toward Massdlia before she tried again.

* % *

"Below isthelast you'll see of the Middle Sea," said Gustave, pointing. Thelong embayment was
broader than the narrow, water-filled fissures Pierrette knew. "When we crossto the far sde"—he
pointed northwestward—"well descend to the city. But tonight well camp here.”



That night Pierrette awakened to the sound of many voices singing. She sat up and peered into the
darkness, but the sound had stopped. She heard Gilles's snores and Gustave's rough breathing, and
Marie aso dept on undisturbed. Clearly, Pierrette had been dreaming.

A breeze gtirred her hair, and she caught awhiff of wood smoke. Getting up, she walked away from the
camp, until she could see the broad fjord. She wastoo far away to see thelight of afire along the rocky
shore, but she stared until her eyes began playing tricks on her.

Theway the starlit cliffsreflected on the bay, it looked almost asif the water was much lower, and the
calanque narrower. In theillusory depths of that fissure, asif it were on an imaginary shoreline deep in the
seq, she saw aflickering orange point like adigtant fire. Again, she heard the rhythmic "hunh, hunh, hunh*
of male voices and the higher, gracile notes of women, awordless song that made her fed sad and

a one—because she was not nestled by the warm, friendly blaze with the singers.

She snorted derisively. There were no voices, and the firelike glow in the water's depths was
phosphorescence, as some sea creature roiled the mud at the bottom of the deep bay. Had it been
otherwise—areflection of ared fire—she would have seen the source.

She returned to her hard bed, and lay listening. The voiceswelled up again. "Cometo us," they sang,
"come back to when thisland was new." For no reason she could define, tears sprang to her eyes, and
when she awvakened again, to Gustave and Gilless busy clatter, she was stuffed up, as though she had
been weeping.

Aslong asthe northeast side of the calanque was visible from the road, she stared asif she could see
those who had called her, but she wastoo far away, even had the strange firdike light not come from far
beneath the waters—or from the depths of her own imagination.

* k% %

Pierrette repeated her experiment asthey descended toward Massalia. They were halfway down aroad
that wound down one narrow gorge after another. There was no spark, only a diffuse ball-shaped
glow—yet not exactly as before; it was not blue, but clear and colorless. It became brighter each time
shetried the spell. Fearing it would be noticed, she did not try it again.

"Theresthe abbey," Gustave remarked shortly later. He pointed past arocky dome and anotch in the
coast. Lying low on the south shore was alarge church and a sprawl of buildings surrounded by awall.
"They cdl the Abbey of Saint Victor "the key to the harbor." Saracens failed to capture it many times.
Some say Lazarusisburied there”

"Whereisthe nunnery?' Pierrette asked.

"Outsde the abbey walls—just east of the church.”

The harbor was acdanque, anaturd inlet, only in the broadest sense. Its shores were lined with
stonework in various states of disrepair. On the north sde—it ran eastward from its ocean mouth—were
more buildings than she had ever seen. They reached up three, four, even five stories; brown, buff, and
white blocks topped with red, above which thrust columns, ruins of ancient age. At the head of the bay
was a broad marsh of high, tasseled reeds.

"Stick close," Gustave cautioned Gilles. "There are thieves.”



"Whereisthe house of the scholar Muhammad ibn Saul?" Pierrette asked.

Gustave eyed her askance. "In the old city, above the ruins of the Roman place.”
"The Roman place?’

"A huge half-round of stone seats, where pagans cavorted. It lieson t' harbor side.”

Rerrette was uncomfortable. In Citharista, Christian folk lived amidst awelter of older bdliefs, and
anyone might secretly cling to family traditions, trusted rituals handed down from Ligurian, Roman,
Greek, or Cdtic ancestors. Here in the shadow of the abbey and the scattering of churches, Pierrette
sensed that such beliefs were buried deeply, perhaps entirely abandoned.

At the abbey Gilles, bearing Otho'setter, wasinvited insde. He emerged shortly later. "The nunnery lies
back down this street the way we came." The street reminded Pierrette of the eastern end of
Citharista—run down, with rubble-humped vacancies between surviving buildings. The main town,
across the harbor, was less deteriorated. There was a causeway across the bleak cane-marsh at the head
of the harbor, and a gate with crenelated towers,

Pierrette imagined the city asit had once been: from a Phoaecean salt-traders settlement, it had grown
to amaor port under the Greeks, who built pillared temples on the three northern hills. The northern hub
of Greek trade with the Gauls, Massdlialater alied with the Romans againgt fierce Cdltic tribes. Along
withitsriva Ardate, farther west, it had remained prosperous through the long, sunny centuries of the
Pax Romana, the Roman Peace, and had throbbed with the steady pulse of Mediterranean trade.

Centuries after thefdl of Rome, Arelate and Avennio dlied with the Saracens, caring lessfor Chrigtian
Franks than for trade with Africaand the Levant. That Christian hammer, CharlesMartdl, sacked both
cities. Massalia played one power againgt the other, and remained undevastated—though the town
shrank until the Roman gate lay well outsdeitsrough new walls.

The nunnery was no fortress. In times of danger itswomen fled within Saint Victor'swalls. "Wait here,"
commanded a hawk-faced woman in coarse homespun. She motioned to Pierrette to enter. "We don't
dlow meninsde" she explained, "but asyou are ftill unshaven .. ."

Sim, paired columns supported a shading overhang around the court. Vinestwined, and red flowers as
big as her hand gave off heady perfumes. Neat rows of thorny roses lay interspersed with fragrant herbs.
"These are our medicines,” the nun explained. "Rose hips, for the wasting disease and sailor's complaints,
Frankish "worts that only grow in the shade. . ."

"And heart'sbam!” Pierrette exclaimed incautioudly. "I had seeds, but | couldn't make them grow.”

"Y ou know herbs, boy? A strange preoccupation—but | must fetch our Mother. Y our sster's condition
isnew to me, but Mother has seen stranger things.”

Left done—for Marie, in her mute state, was no more company than a stone pillar—Pierrette pinched
leavesto release telltal e fragrances, and studied the shapes of each bush, leaf, and blossom. She knew
many herbs by scent, from her mother'slost collection and Anselm's storeroom, but most she had only
seen as dry, brown stuff in little pots. She wanted to recognize the plantsif she saw them again.

"A curious child indeed!" crackled an old woman's voice. Pierrette spun about, and half roseto her feet.
She knew that voice. She stared, wide-eyed. There in the shadow of the delicate colonnade stood . . .



Ma, the old woman of the pool. There was no mistaking those furrowed cheeks, the high cheekbones,
the knife-blade nose—and above all, the eyes, as dark and clear asthe spring itsdlf. Pierrette gasped.

"Don't beafraid, girl . . . you areagirl, aren't you, in spite of your clothing? Wewon't missafew
pinched leaves."

"I merely wished to smell them, Lady." The woman was Ma—yYet she was not. She did not recognize
Pierette. How could that be?

"Keep your nose asafe distance away," the woman admonished her. "Only yesterday wekilled a
snake—a vicious thing with aladder pattern on itsback. It struck sister Julia, and we don't know if shélll
recover.”

"A ladder pattern?' Pierrette was about to remark that ladder snakes were not poisonous, but cautiously
modified her words. "I didn't know ladder snakes were dangerous.”

"They are serpents, stricken by God to crawl on their bellies, for having tempted Adam and hiswife.
Snakes are deadly abominations.”

Pierrette was taken aback by such hatred of Mas creatures—from the lips of one who looked like the
goddess hersdlf. "'l won't smell the herbsagain.”

"Just be careful,” the woman grumbled. "Why are you o interested in them, anyway?"
"If | seethem again, | want to know them by sight.”

"A girl herbalit, dressed asaboy . . . Perhapslater you will explain—but now, let me examine your
sder. .. ." Sheguided Marieto astone bench, and put ahand to her chin, turning her head from side to
Sde

Lifting an eydid with adry old thumb, she peered asif looking within the girl's head. "I need a brighter
light," she murmured.

That familiar, trusted voice. . . Pierrette did something risky and foolish. "Here, Lady," she sad,
stretching out her hand. From her fingertips emanated clear, pure light, asourceless glow bright asa
handful of candles, yet without smoke.

The woman methodically studied Marie's pupils, asif she had not noticed the light's source, but when
shefinished, her eyeswidened. "Saint Mary's Light! Areyou an angdl cometo visit?'

"I don't know what you mean, Lady," Pierrette replied, just now fully redizing her error. The glow
disappeared.

"l didn't imagineit—it wasthe pure light of the Virgin, and it hovered by your hand. Tonight, when weve
settled your sgter, and have sent your mento aninn, you and | will talk." She stood. "Sister Agathe!™

The hawk-faced woman reappeared so quickly that Pierrette suspected she had been peeking around
the door frame. "Y es, Mother?" she asked. The woman who resembled Ma was the abbess, herself.

"Helpthis. . . thisboy," she commanded. "Take his sster to the south chamber on the third floor. See
that both have baths—and don't gossip about them. In fact, say nothing &t all, until | give you leave. Oh,



yes—send the men to the Red Fish Inn, and have Sister Marthe prepare soft food for our patient. The
other child will dinewith me, later."

Sigter Agathe, obedient to the letter of the abbess's command, said nothing. She guided Marie up
narrow stone stairsto the third floor. Low afternoon sunlight angled across the chamber there, tinting the
unglazed floor tilesrich, warm vermilion. Gesturing wordlessly, she indicated that Pierrette should undress
Marie. She departed.

"What have | done?' Pierrette murmured. "The abbessis not Ma, though she looks and sounds like her.
Sheis Chrigtian, and has seen me perform a pagan spell.” Y et the abbess had mistaken it for amystica
Chrigtian phenomenon. "I have to make sure she continues to think that," Pierrette told the unresponsive
Marie, "until | am safely away from here.” She had no illusions. The old woman would not be put off.

Sigter Agathe brought warm water and cloths. They bathed Marie and dressed her in awhite shift.
Marie looked more like an angdl than Pierrette ever could. The nun spooned rich soup into her mouith,
tilting her head and stroking her throat to make her swallow.

With Sster Agathe thus occupied, Pierrette washed herself, removing one garment a atime, putting her
tunic back on before removing her trousers. Watching Sister Agathe, shefelt reassured that, whether or
not the nuns could cure Marie, she would be well cared for.

Pierrette was glad when the nun | eft. She had something to think about: snakes. Had Sister Juliatruly
been bitten by aladder snake? If so, how could she be genuindy ill?

She considered the abbesss vilification of legless beasts. Stricken by God? Perhaps, here, ladder snakes
were indeed deadly. Perhaps the abbess had stated not an ignorant city person'sopinion, buta. . . a
postulate. Uncomfortably, she thought of the terrible spell that she had used against Jerome. Snakesand
sex. Snakes and temptation. Could snakes change their natures as did a certain magicd light, from one
domain to the next? How could she know, without risking being bitten if she guessed wrongly?

Another nun came for Pierrette. Sister Agathe's eyes never left Marie. Pierrette was hungry. Even her
fear of the abbess's questions could not quiet her grumbling stomach.

Pierrette thought the abbess's chamber too grand for the smple wooden bed, the rough ded table and
three-legged stools. A single candlestick and two wooden bowls, with brass spoons, were dl the table
bore. Y et within moments a young woman brought alidded clay pot, carried between thick rags.
Escaping steam filled the room with the aroma of seafood, onions, and familiar spices. Pierrette's mouth
watered, and her ssomach moaned.

The abbess laughed. "Sit down. Well feed thelion insde you before wetak.” The stew that she ladled
from the pot contained whole mouthsful of redfish, chewylangouste , and mullet. "Haven't you eaten
boiled fish before, child?' she joked—seeing how Pierrette hurried each bite from bowl to mouith.
Pierrette paused long enough to acknowledge that she had—but never so ddlicioudy spiced, and of such
delicateflavor.

"Thisis Sister Marthe'srecipe," said the abbess. "Sheis Massdliote, of the twentieth generation, and
claims her secret isas old. She doesn't know |'ve discovered her trick.” She paused. Pierrette, whose
mouth was again full, raised adutifully curious eyebrow. "When the broth has smmered well, shethrows
pine knots on the fire, and it boils over. The others mock her “forgetfulness.’ The spilling soup quenches
the flames, and only then does she remove the pot from thefire. Can you figure it out?"



Pierrette, swallowing, pondered. Was the question more than it seemed? She did not hasten to answer
it. She envisioned the cooking process, the look of the smmering broth, and . . . "Of course!" she
exclamed. "When it boils over, the floating fat washes away, leaving the broth clear, not heavy with oils.”

"I wasn't mistaken," the abbess said softly. ™Y ou don't accept the first explanation to come to mind, thus
scratching an itch without ridding yourself of theflea. Let's St on those pillows. It'stimefor other
questions.”

All too soon they were settled. When her questioner asked how Mari€'s condition had come about,
Fierrette said only that the Burgundian knight had claimed the first night with her, and it had driven her
med.

Y et the tale lacked mest, like aweak soup. Asthe abbess tasted it, she was aware that something was
missing. "Rapeisnot atreasured memory,” she said reflectively. "Y et it seldom drivesus mad." She
spoke with confident authority.

This place, Pierrette redized, was more—and less—than ardigiousingitution. The Ssterswere not al
drawn here by abounding Faith done. Some were novices whose eyes shone with holy zedl, but
children's voices echoed in the courtyard. Their mothers were refugees, driven to holy vows less by
conviction than necessity. But werethey less sincere, for that?

The abbesswas still spesking. . . . "Rape destroys innocence and trust, and sometimes drives us to seek
God, but doesn't drive us so far from the world that we can't return. No, child. There is much you haven't
sad. If we areto guide your sster back to thisworld, you must risk telling me.”

"I'mafraid, Lady," Pierrette murmured, eyes downcast. "I'm afraid of the clubs thegens of thiscity
wield." Shethen told of her mother's death—and of the small witcheriesthat led to it.

Gently, the woman with the trusted face and voice of Mapulled apart the tangled skein of Fierrette's
memory, until dmogt al wastold. Y et Pierrette had not once mentioned Anselm, her studies—or thefire
spell that now gave coal, colorlesslight.

"Much remains unsaid,” the abbess concluded, when Pierrette had told what she saw during the
All-Saints mass, and described the visions beside the pool of Ma. Recounting the transformation of
Jerome, she trembled, and the abbess gathered her close. Now she huddled in the woman's skirts, as
coarse and brown as the beech leaves that rustled dryly beneath her beside the quiet pool.

"Some say ‘Mari€ derivesfrom "Marius," the dbbess said. "I am caled “SophiaMaria' Y et there's
more to my name—and your sister's—than remembrance of a Roman generd who fought a battle aday's
march from here. Tell me what you know of words and names, child. No angrygens will hear.”

Pierrette spoke. The names Maria, Marie, Mary, and Marius dl sprang from one name: Ma. She
hesitated to claim that Christian prayersto Mary were heard by the spirit who listened by the sacred pool
... but Mawas aso virgind, amother, and her offspring died and were reborn.

"I'm not ignorant of the old ways, girl," said the abbess. "'l sprang from the same rocky soil, the same
clear sunlight, asyou. Isit any wonder the three Marys who brought Jesus words to this land were
welcomed? Who were they but messengers of a deity we aready knew—yet with anew message,
indeed.”

Pierrette had not heard how those Christian Marys had come to Provence—the Roman Province of



Gaul. "They came on aboat without sails,” said the abbess, "set adrift off the shore of the Holy Land,
conveyed here by storm and current.”" She smiled wryly. "Or having decided upon their apostolic
missions, they hired afast gdley.

"Perhgps,”" she continued, "they were blown ashore near atiny village at the mouth of the Rhodanus; yet
being aware of the politica climate after Christ's crucifixion, they chose not to disembark in this busy
port, whose officidls might arrest them.

"Whatever the case, seven saints put ashore where the town named for
them—Saintes-Maries-by-the-Sea—now stands. Mary of Magdaawent north to preach in Lugdunum,
astronghold of Lugh, an older god.

"Martha, her sster, also named for Ma, went e sewhere to preach, and two Marys—one the mother of
the disciple James, the other of James the Elder and his brother John—remained beside the sea, because
both were old. Their servant Sara, an Egyptian, remained with them. Even today Gypsies, folk of her
blood, make pilgrimage to her grave.

"Lazarus, brother to Marthaand the Magddene, is buried not amile from here, beneath Saint Victor's
church. Cedonius, born blind yet hedled by our Lord, and Maximinus, went their separate ways."

The abbess sighed. "Now, child, weve comefull circle, for the cave where Mary Magdaene spent her
last years had long been home to another, to Ma, who made women fertile. So you see? 'Y our worship,
your mother's before you, isno sin. Shewho recitesthe litany of Saint Marie Madeleine praysaso to
Ma, who is hidden twice in the saint's own name.

"Child? Have you falen adeep?' Indeed, Pierrette had. "Oh my." The abbess picked the girl up asif she
had been asmal child, and laid her in her own bed.

* k% %

Pierrette awakened to the yeasty aroma of baking bread. The abbess raised her head from apillow on
thefloor. "Ah, you are awake. | must have dozed, mysdlf. I'm grateful that God left me my nose. Others
younger than | can no longer rejoice in the scent of fresh-baked bread." Sherose tiffly to her feet.
"Come, girl—or shal | call you "boy' outside thisroom? If God and Sister Sarah's cow have been kind,
there may be warm, sweet milk to dip our bread in."

There was milk, and a compote of sweet figs. The abbess |eft Pierrette in the small refectory after a
perfunctory sip of milk and asingle chunk of bread torn from the center of acrusty loaf.

She returned shortly later. "Marie's condition is unchanged,” she said. "Rest, care, and new surroundings
may work with our prayersto hea her, but | promise nothing. If she weren't so weak, I'd suggest you
take her to the shrine of the Marys by the sea, but that's an arduous voyage. We shall do what we can.”

Pierrette thanked her. "Ismy father here?1 don't know the way to theinn.”

"Hell beaong. And Sgter Claras boy Juleswill show you to the scholar ibn Saul's. But firg, join mein
the chapel, and well pray for Marie—and for you."

Pierette hesitated. "I'm not baptized, Lady."

The abbess snorted. "I'm not a priest. We are two virgins, one old, one young, who will beg that another
take pity on her namesake, Marie."



Wearing her paganism like adirty sack, Pierrette entered the Christian shrine.

Thefirg thing she saw was the light. Rays of morning sun reached through glazed windows, and lay
lightly across the carved and painted image of Mary, whose dress was white beneath a sea blue cape.
Her sculpted face was sweet, her smile benign, with perhaps the tiniest lines of mirth about the corners of
her mouth, asif the woodcarver had known something that books, scholars, and priests did not.

The abbess recited the litany. Pierrette nodded politely at every pause, because she did not know the
words. Then the abbess turned to her. "Will you grant an old woman'swish?"'

"I'm not awitch, Lady," Pierrette said, misunderstanding. "I have no power to grant wishes."

The abbesslaughed. "Oh, you have power to grant mine. | wish to ook upon the holy light one last time
before you depart.”

"Oh, Lady, | cannot! Thisisa Christian place, and the words of the spell are as old asthe world. It
wouldn't be proper, here."

"Let God—and Mary—judge. | think your "spell* isaprayer. | saw that light before, remember, and
judged it pure. Mugt | plead with you?"'

Pierrette nervoudy stretched forth her hand. She did not speak the words aloud, only mouthing their
shapes. For along moment, nothing happened, asif this place waslike the high country where the spell
had been powerless, but then . . . The glow that hovered at the tips of her fingers was the same shade as
the daylight coming through the old, violet-tinged glass, purified of the yelow warmth of ordinary sunlight.

The old woman gazed raptly. She grasped Pierretteswridt, lifting her hand—and the light suffusing
it—toward the image. "Watch over this one, Mother, for sheis one of yours, though she does not know
it." Magical light and sun'srays merged as Pierrette's hand rose, and when the abbessreleased it, it fell to
her sde, only a hand—but was the sunlight on Mary's face brighter?

It was not easy to leave Marie behind, to accept that the nuns could give her care that her own sister
could not, but Mother Sophias warmth madeit less hard.

Pierrette rode in the cart while her father, Gustave, and Jules strode on ahead. Pierrette was relieved to
be out of there. For so long, she had consdered Chrigtians the folk who had killed her mother—who
smiled at her pagan child, knowing they had themselveswielded clubs. Y et she trusted the old woman
who looked like Ma. Perhaps, later, she could sort it out. Now she was too busy gawking.

Watchmen passed the party through the city's gate. The cart clattered down the broad Roman
decumanus —the main east-west dtreet. There was much to see. On astony hill, temple columns jutted
like ftiff fingersinto the clear sky. A church incorporated round, fluted column-segmentsinto its
patchwork, unplastered walls.

Massalia had been built, torn down, and rebuilt with the same stones. No edifice was of one era, but
spanned decades and centuries. Pierrette wondered if this stone or that had been part of a Phoaecean
warehouse, a Greek temple, or the great half-circular Roman thester—even now being quarried for its
stone. The cart swung to theright, into the market square.

What amarket! Cobbles of adozen eras paved its doping expanse, and merchants waresformed aides



wherefolk of al descriptions jostled shoulder to shoulder, amoving, pulsing mass of white, dun, and
occasiond brilliant colors. Gustave was hard pressed to guide the cart through; their destination lay on
the western side. She glimpsed peaches, red and gold in the morning sunlight, dark figs and olives, grest
pink amphorae of yellow and brown grain, bolts of cloth the colors of sunset . . .

Despite Saracen control of the sealanes, the market's wealth came from ships—not al from Chrigtian
lands. One stall's Egyptian glass sparkled like sapphire, and another was draped with silk from beyond
fabled India

She breathed a sigh of rdlief—and disappoi ntment—when they cleared the last shouting merchant.
Passing benegth alintel of megalithic proportion, they entered aquiet street just wide enough for the cart.
"Theres Muhammead ibn Saul's house," announced Jules, pointing past atavern where men sat drinking
from clay cups.

Pierrette would have known ibn Saul's house had the boy said nothing. A colonnade from one sideto
the other butted against the plain walls of its neighbors, creating ahaven of shade benesth ared tile roof.
At the precise center were doors framed with blue-glazed tiles. Their motif foiled the eye's attempt to
follow.

The doors were thick, dark-stained wood, hung on iron hinges whose leaves spread like dividing,
protecting fingers. A bell cord led through abronze grommet set inthewall.

Gugtave guided his donkey into the shade beneath the colonnade. "I don't likethis place," he said, eyeing
the unusual architecture.

"Why don't you and Father wait over there," Pierrette suggested, looking toward the tavern. Both men
were glad to follow her suggestion. She pulled the bell cord, and heard asilvery tinkling note. One door
opened acrack. A single bright blue eye peered through.

"What do you want?" said ayoung voice laced with thick, Frankish overtones.

"l am Piers, gpprentice to the magus Ansalm of Citharista," she said, ddliberately pitching her voice low,
the voice of the boy she appeared to be. "I have aparcel for the scholar ibn Saul.”

The door opened further. "My master isn't here," said the doorkeeper, aboy no older than Pierrette. But
what aboy! Hishair was the color of a polished brass cup. His nose was short, turned up, yet neither
weak nor funny-looking. A more typical Mediterranean nose would have looked out of proportion on his
pale, pink-tinged face.

"What are you staring at? Haven't you seen a Frank before?' She had not. Neither had she seen aboy
with such broad shoulders, with anarrow waist drawn in by a belt bossed with shiny meta—gold?
"Don't just stand there. Give me the package, or comein.”

She was shocked by her reaction. It was not the boy's strangeness, but that she had—and did—Il ook
upon himas. . . asaman. She had briefly—but so intensdy—imagined herself drawn close to his broad
chest, hisarm thrown protectively over her shoulder, her head againgt the soft, white fabric of histunic.
The laces of hisshirt wereloose, and fine, golden hairs curled in the V-shaped opening.

The door thudded shut behind her. "I'm Lovi," her host said, unaware of her stupefaction. "That's
“Clovis inmy own language.”



"Itsafamous name," Pierrette responded vagudly. "Doesthe blood of kingsrunin your veins?"
"Has your master taught you history?Is he from afar eastern land like mine?’

Pierrette looked around herself, not answering. They stood in atiny anteroom with an iron gate beyond,
through which sireamed bright daylight.

"Oh—I'm sorry,” Lovi said. "Let'sgo within. Areyou thirsty? | have wine, and ripe peaches. It's
pleasantly cool in the courtyard.”

Theimage of ripe peaches overrode caution and any thought for her father and Gustave—who would be
tipsy before long, and would not care. Lovi opened theiron gate. "Find aspot in the shade. I'll fetch
refreshments” Pierrette eyed him as he strode away. A smdll fountain trickled into asquare stone trough,
making wet, cool sounds.

"What'swrong with me?' she demanded of hersdf. "He's only astrange-looking boy." Y et she wanted
him to like her. Her intensity made her desire for Anselm's approva seem wesk and pale.

Had Marie been well, Pierrette would have looked forward to a whispered conversation beneath their
bedclothes. Had her mother been . . . dive. . . shewould have asked her. Y et in this great, tawdry city,
the solace of Mawas far away, and she would have to handle these fedings with no advice at dll.

"Why the sad face?" asked L ovi, returning with an amber-glazed jug and two cups, and a basket of
peaches.

Shetold him about Marie. "The ssterswill carewdl for her," he said, "but you'll never get her back."
"What do you mean?"

"Calloused knees and avoice hoarse from praying are better than babies, death in childbed, or a
husband who knows the tavernkeeper's face better than hers." He grimaced. "I'm glad I'm not awoman.

| can go adventuring with my master." He motioned her to St on awooden bench by the fountain. "If only
he weren't so old. | hardly ever get to talk with anyone my own age, and | never meet any girls."

"I'm not so sure that women can't have adventurestoo.” Sheredlly wanted to tell him that shewasagirl.
Sheimagined having acompanion, thisfine-looking young man, to share dl the wonders of the world
with. It was possible, wasn't it? If she really wanted to go adventuring, wouldn't Anselm write aletter to
hisfriend ibn Saul for her? Impulsively, she rested her hand on hisknee. "Not everything isasit seems.
Perhaps there isaway for you—and for me—to have what we want. | have a secret | want to tell you'. .

But Lovi brushed her hand away, and abruptly stood. "No! That's not what | want. | am not like that.
Wait here. My master prepared aparcel for yours.”

She had hoped he would sit with her. Why had he so suddenly cooled? If she had long hair, and wore a
pretty dress, hewould have, she thought bitterly. If heknew | anagirl . . . She snatched a peach from
the basket, and bit into it. Juice dribbled down her chin. It was ripe and sweet, but she spat it with aloud,
flapping sound. It fell into the water trough. She bit again, and spat. That seemed to dull the hurt, so she
didit again.

Shefinished the peach, and stuck another in her shirt. She had just hidden it when Lovi returned. He



went to theiron gate, and swung it open. "Here's the packet.” His face was an expressionless mask.
"Takeit, and go. My master and | want nothing to do with boyslike you." Before she was entirely out the
door, hewas pushing it shut.

"Boyslikeme? 1 don't understand. Y ou don't understand.” She had thought he had recognized her for
what she was, but he had not.

"l understand dl too well," he said, pushing the door the rest of the way shut.
She stumbled acrossthe street, tears blurring her vision.

Shetried hard to keep all expression from her face. When she stepped outside, she did not turn around.
She heard the door hinges creak. She heard the bolt thump home. All the lonelinesses she had ever felt
seemed to rush in on her at once.

She climbed into the cart, and pulled a blanket over herself, covering even her head. She wept
long—hut quietly. When drunken Gilles sumbled out of the tavern, he found her adeep. "Never mind,”
he mumbled, and returned to the tavern, where he found a himsdf place to degp—under atable.

* * %

If youth were not resilient, able to absorb the brunt of what the gods and other people threw itsway,
therewould be few folk in Provence, for lifeis seldom without tribulation. But Pierrette was young.

The masquerade must end. She would have it out with Gilleswhen they got back to Citharista. Perhaps
it would be embarrassing at first, but there was no longer reason for deception. Gilleswaswell off. The
castellan could no longer presshim to sl the grove.

Yes, shedecided, I'll let my hair grow out, and when it is of sufficient lengthto braid . . . I'll become not
Piers, but Rerrette. Should she step from the house wearing woman's clothing, and go to the marketplace
with jars of ail to sell? Should she have Per Otho announce it after mass, and save her explanations?
There did not seem to be an easy way.

Without Marieto care for, Pierrette resumed her experiments with awill, drawing forth "Saint Mary's
Light" severd times on the way up to the high plain. She watched for any changein the light's qudity, but
it only faded asthe cart ascended. Coming down to the broad calanque, that effect wasreversed. The
firgt glimmer was blue as sgpphire. By nightfall, when they camped near the head of the smdll rocky bay,
it had regained full intengity.

Pierrette again began to hear voices. She walked to the edge of the cliff, and peered outward. There, as
before, was the glow of an impossble fire within the watery depths. Again, she felt indescribable
yearning, a sense that somewhere bel ow was companionship and warmth, laughter and friendship—that
all she had to do wasto pick her way among the jagged boulders and prickly oaks, and she would find
fulfillment.

Her feet hovered on the edge of the dope, the edge of adecision, but at last she turned her back on the
cove. Too much was unfinished. If she went down there, she would never return, would never know if
Mariewould hedl, if Anselm faded, and hisrocky keep fell tracelessinto the sea. She would never learn
another spell, or read another book, for whoever or whatever was down there had no use for such

things

That night, asif her subconscious had decided to reward her wise choice, she dreamed of the Golden



Man. They ate crigp venison by firdight, and he sang her a song without words, its smple rhythmic tune
the one she had heard issuing from the depths of the calanque, where campfires had burned beneath the
waters.

* % %

* % *

Pierrette's Journal

| was right not to descend that dope, at that particular time—if indeed time has meaning in such places.
Timewas not my concern then, for | had just discovered the first principle of magic and sorcery: the
boundaries between magica realms.

Mountains and windswept heights are boundaries, immune to even the greatest spells. Inconvenient for
those who depend on magic to start campfires, they have advantages aswdll, for on the heightsoneis
safe from the magics of others, and can choose which magical realm to enter, which watershed dopeto
descend.

Isthere"Chrigtian” light or "pagan”™? | do not know. But even then, having decided not to descend into
the enchanted depths of that disappearing sea, | began to formulate a second principle, a concept crucial
to my understanding not only of the deadly fading that threatened Anselm, Guihen, and dark John, but to
my understanding of the Chrigtians Satan and his consumption of the older gods—and, eventudly, of the
Black Timeitsdf.

Bdief wasthe key. In Chrigtian Massalia—with its churches, abbey, and nunnery, its stregtcorner shrines
and catacombs—no older magic could endure. There, one postulate of my fire spell wasbased in a
different catechism than in Citharista or Breb's wilderness—that admitted only one light, one darkness:
Chrigtian and Satanic. There ladder snakes became vipers, for Christian snakes partake of the first
serpent'squilt.

Inthelow valley that descended to the calanque called Sormiou, with no town or human population, an
older belief held sway, and adifferent light obtained.

In Citharistaand its valey, from the sea to the pool Ma, Christian, pagan, and a mechanistic magic owing
debts to Greeks and Phoenicians endured, and the spell brought forth not sweet sunlight or the blue light
of sarson acold night, but practical, usablefire.

But my discoveries were new and fragile then, and | had much to learn before | could apply them to my
lifésyet unknowntask . ..

Chapter 16 - An Experiment

Ansam had not faded away. He was delighted with the parcel from ibn Saul—an account of the
Wendish folk of the far northern seacoasts. The Frankish king was concerned with Wendish expansion,
and had financed the scholar's voyage to the Viking Sea.

Pierrette eagerly read of ibn Saul's voyage. One passage in particular entranced her. She did not know,
onthefirst reading or the second, how important the knowledge it contained would be.

* * %

* k% %



The Wendish Women's Rite

| hid with the village men at the edge of the clearing. The priest stood on the rock. It was the dark of the
twelfth moon. Women danced naked round the standing stone. "Run through water," cried the priest. He
dipped aba sam branch in a blue-painted wooden bowl, and sprinkled water on them.

"Run through fire," he shrieked. He blew on acod in abrass pot, igniting bark from the paper tree, and
cast it among dry boughs. Three times around the stone the women legped crackling flames. My
companions claimed the smoke shaped itsdlf asafat woman stirring apot with astick. | mysdlf saw only
smoke.

"Run through blood," the priest next commanded. He sprinkled running women's hair with blood from a
young goat. He mixed ash, water, and blood with secret e ements from alesther sack, and marked their
breasts with circles. He drew waxing crescent moons around their navels, and broken crosses upon their
knees.

"Now flee," the priest cried, and the women ran toward the woods—and us. The great standing stone
was no harder or more erect than were we men, as we awaited them.

We snatched them and threw them upon the ground. Such was our ardor—and theirs—that no man's
seed was [ eft unmixed with another'sin any woman'swomb.

That wasin my first year among the Wends. | departed when the river was free of ice. Of the swollen
bellies among the women, two or three at least would bear sonswith fine noses and large ears not unlike
my own.

The"magic" of therite requires no recourse to the supernatura. From midwinter to midsummer those
women had lived gpart in alarge hut made from em bark. In such proximity, the moon worked upon al
asif one. When one shed dark blood, so did the others. When the priest chose the night for therite, he
did not study the sun and the length of days, but the moon—and chose that time when al the women
were most ready to conceive. Only then did he mount the stone with his bowls, branches, and goat's
blood.

We men, after long abstinence, were preternaturally aroused by naked flesh long denied us. Did the
shaman know that the mixing of seed in those eager wombs might have efficacious effect, when no man's
seed, weak or strong, could be separated from another's? Did he know that it is most vigorous after long
abstention, or that the fortresswomb defends best against seed it knows well, and ismost easily invaded
by the soldiers of aforeign king?

| told my princely sponsor that the Wends burgeoning population resulted not from magic but from the
manipulation of natural processes, and could not be reversed by magical means. Y ou will haveto fight
them,” | told my patron.

Y ears later, when my observations were put to parchment, when copies had been sent to sagesfrom
Congtantinople to Gades, | returned to the country of the Wends.

At the portage where Baltic and Euxine rivers meet, | again met the priest of the Women's Rite, and
traded Black Sea gold for smoked deer meat. He was not happy to see me, for in the years after my
departure, the Rite's efficacy declined, and few infants were born. Now he was priest no longer, instead
supplying smoked mest for the long VVarangian shipsthat ply the Dnieper, the greet river to the Euxine
Sea

| protested that | had done no magic; Chrigtian beliefs, the cult of the Virgin, had caused hiswomen to
forsake gtrict observance of therite. Happily, my gold outweighed old grudges, and | proceeded
northward unmolested and well supplied.

* * *

* * %

Pierrette's hand trembled. Inibn Saul's pragmatic account was one more answer to her burning
questions. "Y our friend Muhammad is a powerful sorcerer, Master Anselm,” she said. "Imagine! He



destroyed thefertility of the entire Wendish tribe.”
Ansaim looked up, confused. "What are you talking about? He's a scholar, not asorcerer.”

"He'san intuitive sorcerer. He doesn't know it, but this manuscript is awell-organized spell. Its
postulates, logica development, and conclusion devastated the poor Wends. No woods-priest's magic
could stand againgt it."

"Nonsense! There'sno magic in asmple account of what he observed.”

Pierrette grinned broadly. "But it isn't Smple, and hisincantation is no mere account. Master, consider
this: 1bn Saul's unspoken firgt postulate, isthat he is—just as you said—a simple observer. Rephrasing
that . .. "What | can seeisthetruth, and what | cannot isfase.' That's hisfirst magica statement.

"That said, he describes theriteitsdlf.

"Then he cites natura phenomenafor its success. He postulates that synchronicity of the women's cycles
made them ready to conceive, then that the mixing of seed alowed strong to supplant weak, and findly,
that the womb has no defense against unfamiliar seed. That isibn Saul'smagic!”

Was the girl unhinged? Ansalm saw no relationship between spdlls and ibn Saul's statements. "1t would
be sdlf-defeating,” he said. "Every such "spell' he uttered or wrote would reduce the magicsin theworld,
until at lagt . . . therewould be. . ." Hiswords tapered off as he redlized what he had been about to
urmise.

"There would be only one magic eft!" Fierrette finished the statement. " One single magic based entirely
upon what can be observed and parsed by logic asrigid as ageometric theorem. And doesn't that most
elegantly explain your own diminishing abilities?'

The mage was pale. "There's no hope, isthere? It's not fair. Even Minho couldn't prevail against such
spdlls, but hisisolation protects him. I'm caught, because the geas my master put on me wasto complete
atask, and | failed. Minho doesn't exist in thisworld of passing time, so no scholar can find him to
debunk him. | have no such advantage.”

"If I could find Minho," Pierrette mused, "1 could ask him to free you. He can't be without compassion.
But . . . would you want to live afew years as an ordinary man, and then to die?"

"If he gave me back my youth—or at least my manly vigor, and enough yearsto enjoy awife, and a
childortwo. . ."

"I'll dowhat | can, Magter," she said, saddened by hiswistful bitterness.
He shook hishead. "1 won't hold my bresth and turn bluewhile | wait."

"Where there is understanding, there is hope, Master. Some magics ill work. Though no spell can
surviverationa explanation, theworldislarge, and skepticsare few.”

"But powerful," he countered. " Sorcerers guard their secrets. Men like ibn Saul hire scribesto copy their
... their spdlls. . . and publish them. They sow the seeds of my destruction.”

"Y ou mustn't give up hope. I've just begun to understand the principles underlying our vocation.”



"That'sagrand task, child," the mage said quietly, sadly, "and therés solittletime.”
"Time, Magter? Timeisan aly, not an enemy, for how can the skeptics weigh or measureit?”
"There are sandglasses, and water clocks. . ."

"How imperfect they are" shergoined. "The glassin thelibrary runsdowly when I memorize boring
declensions, and fast when | read of heroes and generdss, or the romantic verse of . . . No, Master. Time
will bethelast magicto fdl to the pen of the observer.”

"Hereit'sheld at bay," he agreed, "unlikeits swift passage outsde this place.”

"You see? Y ou say it passes swiftly outside, but it doesn't. When | leave here, | haven't aged an hour,
though | eat and deep many times. To you, the centuries outside have flickered by in days. Timeisthe
oldest magic, and the least rationd..”

"Then what do you propose?"

"l don't wish to say. There's one more experiment. Asfor ibn Saul, he's only one man, and there are few
others. Many centurieswill pass before the effects of their scribblings become widdly gpparent.”

* * %

Rierrette's experiment needed only awhite feather, awillow lesf, and half amussa shell with apearly
interior. The spell wasasmple calling and required, she hoped, no more than materia smilitudes, and a
placeto performit, a place she remembered well.

The campsitein the high forest looked as it had that wan morning long past. Had she ever redlly been
five yearsold, and innocent? Incongtant time! She was how old? Thirteen? Fifteen? How many ageless
months and years had she pored over books and scrolls? Was she acrone, in abody preternaturally

young?

She kindled fire, taking pleasure from the way her smple spell worked. She built the flames high with dry
pine branches, then added oak for the embersit made. She placed ledf, feather, and opaescent shell
across thefire from where she sat.

Only one dement was missing: Marie had been here before. Now she wasin Massalia, scarred by her
encounter with . . . but she must not dwell on that, or the one who answered her call might be someone
shedid not wish to meet again.

Guihen . . . She gtroked the feather, calling in a soft voice across sixty thousand Roman paces between
this place and the mouth of River Rhodanus. The Camargue, channdls and hummaocks, tassdlled rushes
where salt sea and mountain creek intergraded in abalance that shifted with the seasons, with ebb of tide

and springtime spate.

Her mind strayed to the boundaries that constrained magical realms. Blesk heights were smple places
where few things grew and only birds frequented. Rivers might be boundaries, or might have some
different quaity. The seamust have amagica nature dl its own. The Camargue wasland and water too.
Weasit aboundary or—neither seq, river, nor shore—a place where al spells were unconstrained?

Guihen . . . She glanced acrossthefire.



"Youvelearned wdll, child," said the spritein the old Ligurian tongue. Hiswhite tunic shifted between
gold and red amber in the dying fire'slight. Y our voice was awind that bent reeds and rushes, and
rippled quiet pools. Look at you. Despite your silly garb, you're the image of your mother.”

"Y ou haven't changed, Master Guihen," Pierrette responded, "though perhaps my “great wind' has bent
your earsahit." She giggled, feding about five years old. That startled Guihen's hen, whose disturbed
clucking sounded like soft laughter. Guihen stroked the bird gently.

"Itisgood that you ill laugh, child,” said Guihen. "Theréeslittle laughter where | have been.”
"Why isthat?"

"The vast Camargue becomes lonely. One by one old friends fade, and their empty houses sink into the
morass. Saint Giles's doe wanders alone—the old hermit was Christian, so | doubt he's been consumed,
but othersaren't so lucky . . ."

Pierrette had the feding that she should know that tale. The sprite had brought other concernsto the
fore, and she decided to leave the story of the Christian saint and the doe for another time.

"Consumed, you said?' If the Eater of Gods stalked the Camargue, where the old ones were safe from
Chrigtian dissolution . . . there might not be time to learn what she must. Would she—again—be forced
to confront him unprepared?

"I haven't seenthe staker. If | had, | wouldn't be here." Pierrette envisioned Guihen's eyes no longer
moon-pale, tinged violet, but lit with hot, red flames. She gasped, then stared into hisface to assure
hersdf that his eyeswere asthey dways had been.

"We must strengthen you againgt such an ondaught,” she said. "Y ou, and your friend with theiron
gaff—and my master Ansalm, too."

" Strengthen us? How? The tide of mystical wondrousness ebbs, and the world becomes hard and
logical. Sdt mills, churches, roads, and cands ring the watery plain, and we who survive become
congrained.”

"Y ou must break out of your confinement,” Pierrette said thoughtfully, thinking of what she had learned
from Muhammad ibn Saul and the Wendish priest. "Bishopsin Arelate and Lugdunum may come from
Rome, Ravenna, and far Congtantinople, but only Per Otho preachesin Citharista, and old grannies il
tell tales and gather herbs."”

"What'sthat have to do with me?"

"Y ou must re-create yoursdlf in the world beyond the Camargue,” she stated. Y ou must no longer hide
while peopletdl taesthat mold you into an orphaned Chrigtian boy."

"What's that matter? | am what | am."

"No, sprite, you are not,” she said emphaticaly. "Y ou are what they believe you to be. That or—asyou
fade away—you'l be nothing at al. Youmust do as | say.”

"You'reright,” Guihen said, no longer cgoling aprecocious child. "I don't understand. Perhapsyou're



right about this other thing aswell. Perhapsit'stimeto taste the fruit of the seed | planted, when | saved
you from theangrygens ."

Pierrette nodded. " There's awoman who lives outside Citharistas falen wall," she said. "Her baby wails
al night, and doesn't eat. Y ou must make him laugh—and then helll deep. When hiseyes close, leavethis
feather stuck to hisforehead with honey.”

"Isthet dl?'

"Oh, no. You'l be busy indeed. There's milk to be soured, and yarn to be tangled; theresalost boy to
be found, and returned to his parents doorstep with afeather in hishand and alittle song in his head.
There are pranks to be played, and good deedsto be done. . ."

Reretteslist waslong.
"By thetime| do all that," Guihen protested, "I'll have faded away."

"By thetime you are haf done, you'll no longer fade. Thet . . . or you'll have drawn the attention of one
whom we both fear . . ."

"I'll be careful! None but little children will see my face."

"That'swise. Now go—and we shdl seeif I'mright.”

* * %

On the way down from the forest, Pierrette felt cold, asif no heart beat within her chest, no warm blood
pulsed in her veins. This experiment was no small manipulation of light or fire, no affliction of boilsona
lecher's groin. She now tinkered not only with the very existence of poor Guihen, but with the lives of
innocent folk, for her own ends and edification.

Was she wrong? Should she have constrained Guihen—who seemed to take pleasure in perverse
prankishness—to do only good deeds among thegens ? But no. The Christian boy-hero Guihen—the
diluted, approved vers on—might do that, but it would only further attenuate the poor sprite.
Prankishness and quirks were as much a part of the ancient Ligurian spirit that motivated him ashis
ungainly ears. Without them, he would not be Guihen.

She had touched upon another truth of magic and the nature of the world, but months would pass before
she thought of it again, and years before she fully understood.

Shemade fists of her fingers, but the cold wasinside her. Icein her veins merdly reflected the state of
her mind: amanipulative mind that would risk good and evil, guilty and innocent dike, in furtherance of
her sorcerous education.

* * %

There were three soldiersin her battle, and Guihen was only one. She had no tokensto cal John of the
Bears, only aplace, and a process. The place wasthetrail to the Eagle's Beak, where Starved John had
turned her away as an unready child. The process? That was no more than mounting the path, looking for
two pairs of greenish, luminous stars—his faded companions. As she climbed, she cdled his name, and
looked up at the narrow band of stars.

Therel A pair of lime-tinged stars glimmered behind aveil of sea-blown fog. "Yan Oors! | see your



bear. Whereisits mate?' Two more dull stars resolved themselves on the opposite sde of thetrail . . .
and starless blacknessfilled the place where the trail broke out on the stony crest. Y et no words
answered hers, and when she looked closdly, faint stars gppeared on the other side of the looming
shadow.

"Oh, poor John," she murmured sadly. "Are you so diminished that the light of adistant star pierces your
vitals?' Wasthe gaunt one that far gone? But she felt no pity, only purpose—and she was not to be
thwarted. Whatever wisp remained of the Celt god, embodiment of the terror men felt when they invaded
the hostile wood, she would useit. She might yet stave off his complete dissolution.

"Hear me, Yan Oors," she commanded. "Hear me, anddo as| say . . ." Aswith Guihen, shegave him
tasksto perform. A shepherd must awaken in terror, finding his sheep scattered and hisfire trampled out.
He must find the outline of abear's foot pressed in hisfire's ashes. Was that too much for afaded wraith?

Could acertain young boy—dipping from his bed and out of hisfather's hut to urinate—be frightened by
eyesthat glowed green, too widely spaced for foxes eyes?

No affirmation rewarded her as she listed the tasks she wanted done, but the paired stars continued to
glow, and the shadow till blocked the outlet to the crest.

Finished, she sighed breathily. "Good luck," she wished the dark spirit. "May we meet face-to-face,
when dl isaccomplished.” The blot obscuring the stars disappeared, and when she looked for the eyes of
the bears, she saw only the twinkle of ordinary luminaries.

"And now," she sghed, again scrambling upward, “for the most difficult of my recruits. . . my mager,
Ansdm."

Chapter 17 - The Mage
Reconsiders

"No! I'm no Ligurefairy, no Cetic wraith. Y ou can't command me. In fact, as your sworn master, |
command you to cease these importunements.” He glared at her woeful face. "Y es—that too. No more
sad eyes. Become cheery, and get about your studies. I'll hear no more of your “experiment.™

"I'll obey, Magter," Pierrette said humbly, "but may | beg one smple thing?*

"What?' Anselm snapped.

"If my “experiments with ef and specter succeed, will you listen? Then—if so moved—uwill you consider
my plee?'

"Il listen,” the mage agreed. "I'll promise that much, to buy silence now."

And soit was.

* % *



Pierrette returned to Citharista. The knight Jerome did not trouble her; in fact, he was not seen much, and
rumor had it hisillness kept him to his bed. Pierrette was not sure she could have looked at him without
running awvay.

Shetook up Maries duties in the marketplace.

Sheingsted that after aday's work with trees or nets, Gillestake his evening winein the tavern. "When
you're deepy, I'll come help you hometo bed.” That waswell by Gilles. Didn't he deserveto drink in
company, where the conversations of other men would distract him from thoughts of poor Marie?

Being asmple man, he thought nothing of his daughter's prattle as they walked from house, marketplace,
or groveto thetavern. "Arethere bearsin the hills, Papa?' she might ask, or "Has anyone ever seena
wood-sprite?’

Gilles had seen neither bears nor sprites, and he laughed at such innocence—but when the subject of
bears came up at the tavern one night, he remembered enough to recount it to Pierrette. . . .

"It was abear!" Marius protested. No longer a child, hewas a stolid young man with areputation for
veracity. He pointed a the smudge on histunic. "It stepped on me.” Gilles and severd otherslaughed.
The smudge, paw-shaped, was where Marius had wiped his dirty hands.

One somber fellow, Parvinus, did not laugh. " Something set my dogsto howling, two nightsago,” he
mused. "When | took my stick and went to look, | found my oldest cow fighting to pass her calf. The calf
waswrongly placed, and waskilling her. If the dogs hadn't barked, | wouldn't have found her intimeto
turn thecaf.”

"Y ou think they were barking at abear?' Gilles guffawed.

"There were tracksin the dust. Big ones.”

"Bear tracks?'

"I couldn't tell, but I know anyway. It was not abear. It was. .. Yan Oors."

That old name had not been spoken often, in Citharista, but even old men had once been children, and
remembered their grannies stories. Y an Oors broke the heads of maefactors with hisiron staff, and
chased malingering children back to their tasks. Some claimed he had dain the dragon whaose bones
littered the blegk heights.

"Yan Oors, en?" mused another man, grinning mischievoudy. "And what evil thoughts were you thinking
asyou lay dozing?'

Marius reddened. Indeed, he had been thinking of Sarah, whom he was to wed—carnal thoughts,
indeed.

"I hear," said Germain—for so everyone cdled the tavernkeeper, Germanicus, "that other spirits have
returned to these hills. Last week a man brought a two-headed white hen. | didn't buy it, of course. | told
himto kill it with acopper blade, and to hang it inawillow tree.”

"And?" prompted Parvinus.



"The next morning the hen was gone from the tree, and he found asilver Frankish mark among itsroots.
| saw the coin mysdif.”

A genid argument had ensued. Someone—Gilles did not remember who—speculated that the man had
the coin al dong, and made up the tale to cgole afree cup of winefrom Germain.

"Stll," Gillestold Fierrette, " such birds were once properly sacrificed to the sprite Guihen, as Germain
prescribed, and most of us agreed that he had |eft the silver.”

Pierrette agreed it was probably so. "If there are more stories, Papa, | hope you remember to tell me."

In the months that followed, he did. A man's ox yoke swung asif someone had brushed it while walking
by. The stable door closed behind him, though there was no wind. "He found awhite feather,” Gilles said,
"though his chickensare dl brown and red.”

Pierrette heard tales in the marketplace. Granna, who sold wool, was afont of gossip and events
unexplainablein the light of day. Pierrette inched her jars of oil closer to Grannas stal each day, until she
could converse without raising her voice.

"Claudialeaves aloaf of bread on her doorstep each night," Grannarecounted. "I tell you, boy, the old
ways don't just fade, no matter who goes to mass and who doesn't. Per Otho saw the loaf, but he's
smart enough to turn ablind eye.”

"What of the bread?" asked Pierrette.

"Every morning, it'sgone.”

"Couldn't some passerby betaking it?'

"Could be, could be," Grannasaid, not believing it for aminute. "'Y et have you bought Claudiasloaves
lately?" Fierrette nodded. "Then you know how light and fair they've become. It's the sour—the yeast.
She says she came down the stairs one morning, smelling something wonderful, and her sour pot had
overflowed—bubbled up and pushed aside the wet cloth she coversit with. That feisty sour gives her
bread the flavor and lightness.”

"Perhapsit was awild strain brought in on her clothing. That happens.”

"Ah," Grannasaid knowingly, "that could be. Indeed it could. But one day, Claudiasold dl herboules ,
and had noneto leave for the spirit, and . . . can you guess what happened?

"The morning after," Granna continued, "her yeast pot was dry as old bones. Ha! She made no bread
that day. Now sheleaves acup of milk with theloaf, and it's lways empty in the morning.”

Pierrette asked about the missing part of the ssory—how Claudia had rejuvenated the dead yeadt, in
order to make bread, so that she had afresh loaf to leave on her doorstep again. Granna grinned, and
raised an eyebrow. " She must have done something to make him happy, en?'

"Whois he?' Pierrette asked.

"Y ou know! Y ou don't want meto speak hisname, do you? But I'll tell you this—when Claudiadid right



by him, there was afluff of white chicken down in her proof-loaf that day."

Mariusstae, and Claudias, were not isolated. Pierrette's strange acquaintances were following her
indructions.

At firgt, she wished she had told them to exercise restraint, to do only good deeds, but the more she
heard of their activities, the more right they seemed. Neither Guihen nor Starved John were "good," nor
werethey "evil." Like Saint Augustine'sfire, they were what they were; fire burned, or it warmed and
comforted, and could not be said to belong solely to God or devil on that account. A little mischief, after
al, distanced the two from the watery Christian myths motherstold.

That was what Pierrette intended: for their actsto erase the flawed Chrigtian postul ates that caused them
to wesken. Besides, she thought gleefully, it was satisfying to watch the smug, staidgens walk about on
tiptoe, for once aware that magical entities wandered about, whom they could not kill with their clubs and
their torches. . . .

Pierrette fill wore her boy's clothing, and had come no closer to making the change. Each day she
promised hersdlf thiswas the day—but each afternoon she came home without having done anything
about it. Each day she promised hersdlf to discussit with Gilles, then decided to wait until he had esten,
then after he had a glass of wine beneath his belt. It was dwaystoo late. Either he got drunk, or he left
for the tavern, and her chance was lost.

Per Otho knew what she was, and would advise her. Y et that was easy to postpone, and not until one
morning in early spring did sheset out to doit.

* * %

Shefound him writing to his bishop. Hetold of just such events as gave Pierrette great joy—yet his
interpretation terrified her. "Satan?" she exclaimed. "Why do you say that such things are the devil's
work?'

"God does not perform like awandering singer for loaves of bread or cups of milk," Otho said. "Who
€lse can beresponsible?!

"Y ou told methat it didn't matter how | prayed, because whether | prayed to asaint or atree, my prayer
would be heard by God. Isaloaf of bread on the doorstep so different from acandle onthedtar?Isa
lively yeast the devil's brew?"

Otho was used to her mysterious erudition, but that surprised him. ™Y ou mustn't hold meto that,” he
said. "'l was speaking to a child. My words were meant only to comfort. The bishop wouldn't
understand.”

"Would you bein trouble?' Let Otho fed athreat in her question, and he would not send the | etter.

She departed, having accomplished a postponement of that day when her experimenta subjectswould
have to face the power of the Church—but without saying anything about her persond dilemma.

* * %

Pierrette found timeto visit Ansalm occasionaly. He complained about her long absences—one more
proof that neither he nor she understood the nature of fluid time, which could neither be dammed like a
stream of water nor caught in awooden bowl, and which could not be observed from any stable shore,
but only from within the stream.



Time was not treating her master well. Hiswhite hair, once lush, looked sparse, and through the hazy
mass atop his head she saw pink skin. His beard and mustaches bore yellow stains asif he neglected his
treatments with warm oil. Wine stains blotched his once-white garment.

The old fortressitsalf seemed smaler, and bore signsthat time did not entirely passit by. The causeway
had crumbled further, and was so narrow that one had to tiptoe, teetering anxioudy, breathing agreat
sgh of relief when the safety of the portico was reached.

No black or vermilion paint remained on the pillars, so weather-worn that Pierrette could not have
determined if they had indeed once been bold Minoan columns or plain sone cylinders.

The broken floor tiles and stained cellings depressed her. Soon, she promised, she would have the proof
to convince Ansalm to save himsdlf. But not yet. Another week, on the outside, would make no
difference here—or would it?

* * %

A day or so later, she vidted the priest, hoping that word had arrived from the nunnery. "The abbess
won't write unless Marie's condition improves—or worsens. We must assume that nothing has changed.”

She remarked the black scar on hiswriting table. "Ah," he said, perhapstoo diffidently, "I fell adeep,
and my candle burned down. The flame caught my parchment afire. Now I'll have to rewriteit.”

Y et even weeks afterward, he had not replaced the charred tabletop, and there was no evidence that he
had touched hisinkpot or quills. If he had, he would have noticed that one feather was smaller than the
rest, and too soft to make agood pen. That one had not belonged to a goose.

Ansem's capitulation, when it came, was sudden, and Pierrette did not haveto call Y an Oors or Guihen
for proof that her experiment indeed worked. One calm morning, agrinding roar was heard by the
denizens of Citharista. They rushed outside, but saw nothing amiss. "The sound came from the sea,” one
clamed, and facesturned anxioudy south. "No, it was alanddidein the hills," said another.

A week later, afisherman brought news. "The Eagle haslost hdf itsbeak!™ he cried, ashetied up his
boat. "The old fort haslost awall and lies open from top to bottom. The old magus must have falen with
it

"How can you tell?" Pierrette demanded. "Did you climb up to see?'

The fisherman had not. "I'll go up mysdlf," Pierette said. Several women made the horned sign with their
fingers. Pierrette ignored them, and departed immediately.

* * %

Ansdm was not dead, but he dmost wished he were, as he showed Pierrette the devastation. "The wall
isgone" hewaliled, "and the parapet where | sunned mysdif.”

"Thisisonly the beginning," she remarked coldly. "Minho's geas has trgpped you in this pocket of
unredlity, and the machinations of Chrigtians and scholarslikeibn Saul nibble away at it."

"I'm doomed!" he wailed. "Therés nothing | can do.”

"That's not true!" she snapped, "Haven't you listened &t all? Are you dead adready?



"I might aswell be"

"The library and storerooms are intact,” she observed, "and though my bedroom now hasagrand view,
your chambers are unaffected. When you decide you want to keep them that way, I'll help. Until then . .

"I have decided,” he said. "Bring the women from the town. I'll see what can be done for them.”
"And for yoursdf," Pierrette thought, though not aloud. It was enough that he had agreed to try her plan.

The next evening five people climbed in the shadow of the great rocks. Three were women, the others
boys.

"| can't crossthat chasm!™ one woman protested, eyeing the narrow path to the gate.

"Your sonisdying,” Pierrette hissed. ™Y ou must cross.” Shewent first, to show how easy it
was—though indeed, the recent collgpse had narrowed it so severely that at one place she had amost to
leap across. Eventudly dl stood shakily in the entryway.

A flickering lamp hafway up the sairs reveded the whiteness of Anselm's now-clean garment, but left
hisfacein shadow. "Enter, who seeks aboon," he intoned theatricaly, then turned and ascended. The
seekersfollowed.

His voice sounded resonant, not a querulous old man's. Had he begun to recover, though he had done
nothing yet to warrant the women'sfaith in him? When they emerged into the sunlit court, they covered
their eyes and cried out fearfully at such magic. Outside, it had been dusk.

There was no sign of devagtation. All seemed asit had before the landdide. She burned with curiosity,
but could not ask Anselm in the women's presence.

The mage gestured for the first woman to bring her son forward. She threw herself down, weeping.
"Arise!" he commanded sharply. "I am no god, no king. Worshiping me would be asin, and abasing
yoursdlf isfoolish. | require your ears, not your soul.”

Chastised, she stood, and described the wasting disease that consumed the boy. "L eave him with me,”
Ansam said. "Wait on the crest of the Eagles Beak. Kned and pray if you wish—it can't do harm.”
Pierrette put ahand to her shoulder, and led her away.

When she returned, Anselm commanded her to take the boy, and to prepare a potion of herbsfor him.

Thus she was not present when he spoke with the second woman.
* % %

Pierrette had expected to give the boy arich broth or afortifying drink, not ablack brew of seaweed and
dung, laced with weeds that made sheep and cattle go mad. Y et the boy was weak and biddable, and he
drank the strong purgative,

Later, she did not want to remember. Sheraged at her master for not warning her. After drinking the
brew, the boy vomited what he had consumed—and more. His bowels became |oose, and he voided on
the bedcl othes. He spewed not the ordinary contents of stomach and bowel, but white threads that
writhed with hideous lifedl their own.



Pierrette bundled the bedclothes and threw them from the window, not caring where they fell, or that
they were fine blue cotton from Nemausus. As soon as she spread fresh cloths, the boy fouled those, and
again she tossed them away.

Thankfully, the potion had stupefied him. He was already dulled by starvation, because for monthsthe
worms had consumed everything he ingested.

Pierrette heated water to bathe her patient. The wood burned with loud, angry cracklesthat mirrored
her mood, and the water boiled in minutes, though she uttered no spell.

After that first rejection of the demonsthat had tormented the child, his spasms diminished. At last he
dept. Theair cleared. She listening to his strong, regular breathing. Then she returned to the courtyard,
where the third woman now stood before her master.

"Ah, boy! What kept you? | have heard these women's complaints. The one knows what she must do,
and the other requires apowder of red fungi and crushed insects.” Herattled off instructions—which red
mushrooms and how many, and instructions for measuring severd kinds of bugs from the storeroom'’s
jars. Fuming, her lips compressed, Pierrette again departed.

When shereturned, Anselm dismissed the women. The first woman's boy, he said, would be aong
shortly.

Pierrette informed him what a thoughtless curmudgeon he had been. He listened without protest, and
when she ran out of breath, his head hung low. "I'm sorry," he said. "1 was having so much fun pretending

"Pretending? Isthat what you think? The boy had worms, and your magic drove them out.”

"It was hardly magic. It will seem so to ignorant folk, of course—especialy when the boy isreturned
rested and fed, when for them only minutes have passed.”

"Don't spurn their ignorance, Master. Nothing €l se stands between you and dissolution. If the boy retains
drugged memories of demons being driven from him, it will strengthen you. Now tell me what transpired
whilel wasgone.”

The second woman, Anselm said, had become with child soon after the birth of her last babe. If she
conceived soon after birthing the one she carried, shewould die.

*"Poor women don't suffer so.' | told her," said Ansdm. "She would have given all her richesto be freed
of her fear of untimely desth—but | didn't requirethat.” He laughed. " "When thischild isborn,’ | told her,
“send away the wet-nurse your husband brings, and suckle the child yoursef—for afull year.™

Pierrette nodded. "Aslong as she suckles, shewon't likely conceive. But did you set her another
penance aswell?"

Ansem chuckled. "Her husband isamason. | suggested he repair my crumbling causeway—so if his
wife again required something of me, her path might be less treacherous than now."

"Thus building her conviction—and your reputation—into the stones leading to your keep. That was
good, Magter. Y ou're catching the spirit of my experiment. Now tell me of the third woman.”



"Bah! She could have asked any masc. Her cow isdry, and won't dlow itself to be mounted. Without a
caf, it will not givemilk, yet it still eatsgrain, and requires care and shelter. | suggested shelearn to enjoy
beef, which iswell-regarded in some countries.”

Pierrette smiled. "'l suspect she didn't take that well."

"She promised me atithe of all the cheeses sheld make. That inspired meto proposea. . . amedicinal
solution. The poor cow will have such an itch from those powdered bugs! Shelll break fencesto reach
the bull. And the mushroomswill make abilly goat look good to her."

"Yourebeing sily, Master. A cow can't conceive by agoat.”

"Do you know that? Do your reasoned postulates forbid it? It once was not so. How else could there
have been aman with the head and feet of adeer?"

Pierrette looked for awinejar, then decided the mage was drunk on success and high hopes—a change
from his previous ate that she hoped would continue for along time.

* * %

In the months that followed, Pierrette gauged the success of her experiment by subtle changes. Therewas
tensonintheair. Not bleak fear, as when fishermen reported the shark-fin sails of Saracen war-vessals
cruising the coagt, nor the dull anxiety of waiting, when the leaves fdl from the plane trees but the winter
rainsdid not come.

Folk waked hesitantly, asif rounding acorner might bring them face to face with an gpparition out of
some primeva past. Asif the pool at the foot of the aqueduct might produce not areflection but a
chimera Asif anges might appear in ameeting of dust and sunbeam.

When shepherds returned from the hills, men bought them cups of winein the hope that they might be
thefirst to hear of a shadow-man with an iron staff, asprite with clothes of willow leaves, with tinkling
bells shaped liketiny liliesthat grew in moist places.

Ansam'srebirth into the awareness of thegentes contributed to the zest and gpprehension. Sometimes
Pierrette was not alone on the path—and where she had hitherto been forced to clamber over rocks, she
walked past cairns heaped by passersby. Where she had once teetered on the narrow causeway, she
strode on anew, arched span.

People eyed her differently, too, for though Anselm bade supplicants keep silent about what they saw
within hiswalls, people spoke in other ways than words. They had seen the boy Piersthere. When one
person raised an eyebrow as she walked past, another knew what that signified, without having to speak
of it.

It would have been agood timeto revea that she was agirl; everyone was aready whispering about her
relationship with the sorcerer. Suddenly "becoming” agirl could not have increased the intensity of their
surreptitious stares.

Y et she had not spoken with Per Otho again, nor raised the topic with Gilles. Her single concession was
her hair: she had not cut it since her resolution, on the way home from Massdia. Now, it was longer than
the other boys. It was as black as crow's feathers. She often fondled luxuriant handsful, tugging asif that
would makeit grow faster.



Alonein the house, she brushed her hair. It became soft and glossy, and did not clump as boys hair did.
Perhapsif she said nothing, but continued to allow it to grow, Grannawould remark it. Anything Granna
found out was soon common knowledge; she would be saved the trouble of explaining, and could just
arrive in the marketplace one day wearing askirt.

Meanwhile, until her telltale hair forced her reve ation, she would continue asshewsas. . . .

* * %

"Now Madter," Pierrette said, one morning in the spring of her fifteenth year, "explain how the falen wall
of your keep was restored.”

The mage—who appeared younger than Gilles, though his hair was still white— ooked momentarily
troubled. "I don't know," he said. "At fird, | crested an illusion, when you brought thosefirst three
women. Now . . ." He rapped the solid stone with hisknuckles. "It appears genuine.”

Pierrette did not question him further, but was not easy about the keep's restoration. A few days earlier,
when fish proved dusive, she prevailed upon Gillesto head west of hisusud fishing grounds, where she
could see the steep, overhanging side of the Eagle's Beak.

Pressng Gillesto stray even that far from his"cautious’ sea-routes had been easier than expected.
Ordinarily, "west" was not even in Gillesslexicon, and he never srayed farther than aninvisbleline
drawn between the Eagl€e's Beak and the green idand beyond it.

That short venture westward was afirdt, tentative step away from Gilless despised "caution.” He did not
know how many such steps might be required, or if there was enough timein hiswaning yearsfor himto
take them, but he was determined to try—to be the kind of man who would not have abandoned hiswife
to Citharistas wolves, or his daughter to a cagtelan'slust.

The silhouette of the scarp was as the fisherman had described it before, and the west wall—perhaps
even the west haf—of the old fortress was indeed gone. Anselm'’s recuperating magic had progressed far
enough that the keep appeared whole—but only from within.

There was clearly room for improvement. Though she redized what she saw from outsde was fdse—as
such things went—she had to restrain hersdf from urging Gillesto let her ashore so she could rush to the
heights and satisfy hersdlf that the desolate ruin was not the entire redlity—and that her mentor il lived.
They had, however, sailed too far not to make an attempt with the net and—as it turned out—they
pulled in agood catch, which Gilles sold at the wharf, saving a meaty redfish for himself and Pierrette,

She prepared it with crushed rosemary and first-pressed oil and sprinkled it lightly with red-brown sea
.

Chapter 18 - An Impressive
Debut

When Pierrette left for Ansaim's keep the next day, she carried awrapped bundle—a white dress that



had belonged to her mother.

She bid the mage aquick "good morning." A glance a the west wal verified that—seen from within—it
was gtill stlanding. She had no idea how that could be—how it could look one way from without and
different from within—but she had no time to ponder it. She hurried to her room. Shewas, at last, going

tobeagirl.

The dress seemed plainer than at home. It needed something. . . . She scampered from the room.
"Master Anselm?' she said breathlessly. "I need to borrow some things. Those chestsin the storeroom . .

"Ah! Snooping? Y ou want jewels? Go ahead and take some. Try on the crown. It was made for a
Caesar's swelled head, but with judicious padding . . . And the gresat ruby of the eastern khans. . ."

"Master, | don't covet your treasure. | thought perhaps asash, and apair of red leather shoes. . ."
"Of course—and amatching sword belt with abronze scabbard . . ."

"A dmplecincture, Master. Have | permission to look?!

"l said 0, boy. | have no need of such things. | don't even remember where most of them came from."
"Thank you, Master." Pierrette dashed toward the storeroom.

When she found what she wanted, she dipped past the stairway leading to the entry gate, where severa
seekers of the mage's wisdom waited. There would be no need of her servicesright away, though
Ansam liked to have her near to fetch, carry, and prepare nostrums. Though he amost never seemed to
fade, even in strong sunlight, he till refused to gpply what he called "red™ magic to the problemsthe
townsfolk brought, and confined his recommendationsto "practicd” solutions.

"Just because there's amateria explanation doesn't makeit lessmagica,”" Pierrette reminded him often.
"Y ou must stop denigrating yoursdlf. Y ou are agreat sorcerer.”

* * %

"Apprentice!” Ansalm was cdling. "Where are you?' No dight boy answered the mage'scall.
"Y our apprenticeis not about, Master. May | serve you instead?'

Anselm gtared, speechless, hisjaw hanging. His vistors—an ederly sheepherder and one of the
Burgundian soldiers—did not observe his reaction, because they too had eyes only for Pierrette.

Her hair was piled high atop her head with aloose braid of pearls and gold beads that enhanced its
midnight darkness. Gold earrings dangled; where gold met flesh weretiny drops of blood from the recent
piercing. The earrings intricate Celtic design matched the flared gold torque that rested on her dim
shoulders, over Elen's high-collared dress. A cape of crimson silk was held with achain of twisted links
and two blue enameled fibulae. Their tightly wound springs formed the eyes of cicadas, wingsfolded to
cover the cleverly-wrought pins. Of her crimson leather shoes, only the curling tips could be seen. The
belt was indeed a treasure—stranded gold beads and pearls that met beneath her breastsin amedallion

enameled sky blue.

The vistors—and Anselm's—speechlessnesswas dl the confirmation she desired. Not one saw scruffy



Piersin his baggy tunic, hand-me-down trousers, and dusty sandaled feet. They saw instead—a queen?
A royd lady of some Merovingian house? She needed no mirror to tell her how well her transformation
had succeeded.

"How may | serveyou, Master?' she said. Even her voice seemed changed. As Fiers, she had
deliberately pitched it low; now her words had the timbre of bells, overtones of wooden flutes.

"Ah...abrazier, | think. Yes, the bronze one—and ahandful of dry, sweet grass." She bowed dightly,
spun on one hedl—amost tripping over unaccustomed lengths of cloth that swirled about her ankles. She
set the brazier of dry gray-green grass before the mage. "Come forward!" he commanded the shepherd.
"Kned, and . . . and my apprentice will perform the spell to clear your eyes and banish the painsin your
head.” He glared at Pierrette, asif he wanted to punish her for the shock she had given him.

"Of course, Magter." She uttered soft words. Small flames danced on her fingertips. She lowered her
hand to the bronze vessdl, then stood back as white smoke rose. "Breathe deeply,” she said. The
shepherd obeyed—and began coughing. "Don't stop! Bregathe! "

Shethen led him aside, giving him afat pouch of the sweet herb. "Useit, when your vison dimsor your
head hurts.

The soldier's complaint was persona. He was reluctant to speak of it in front of awoman. " Speak you
must," Pierrette said. "That's essentia to your cure. Leave out one smal detail, and your condition will
remain unchanged." Stumbling and hesitating, he described his difficulty, which prevented him from
sidfying himsdf atop hiswife.

Pierrette, having no persona experience with such things, drew Anselm aside for awhispered
consultation. "Congdering his sdf-centered attitude, hiswife might be content with thestatus quo ante ,
but | know too little of men and women. I've watched sheep and goats, but that isn't the same.”

"For thisfellow, | suspect it istoo much the same,” her mentor stated, "though | too am devoid of
genuine experience.”

"Then we must send him to someone who will understand,” she concluded, satisfied. "I will perform a
trick to impress him, and will then command him to make pilgrimage, with hiswife, to . . . to Ma"
Ansdm eyed her asif shewere clever indeed; let Mawork the cure, and the cult of the pool would
acquire anew member—the wife—for the goddess would not encourage thoughtless ploughing of her
sacred soil.

Pierrette uttered a small spell adapted to the conditions of the time, and to her understanding of the
magical nature of Citharigtals valey. It would hopefully cause the soldier to see hiswife not fat and
blowsy, with missing teeth, but as when hefirst met her, when he burned with the heat of youthful
desre—before his humping had become no more memorable than using the chamberpot.

* * %

Later, Anselm complimented her. ™Y our spell perssts even now," he said.

Pierrette was confused until she redlized he was referring not to the minor enchantment of the soldier, but
to her femininity. "It'sno spdll, Magter," she replied, smiling happily, spinning around so her white skirt
billowed. "Y ou see me as | am—without benefit of sorcery or incantation.”

"Don't be so sureit'snot magic,” he said, "though I'm sureit'samost naturd kind.”



There was no word from the abbess, which meant Marie remained unchanged. Her absence was an
ache, avoid Pierrette became aware of at odd moments when her sister's voice might otherwise have
been heard, or when she returned home brimming with things to say, and no one but Gillesto speak with.
She felt usaless, because she could do nothing to help. "If ever | have achance," Pierrette vowed, "1 will,
no matter what the cost to mysdlf.”

As spring wore into summer, Pierrette was content with her ongoing experiment. Ansalm's confidence
grew, and histentative dabblings with genuine sorcery caused no perceptible drain on hisvitality. He
worked only those spdlls Rierrette had studied—and in some cases modified, fitting their ancient
assumptions to the way she perceived the world to work today.

Theactivities of Ligurian sprite and dark Cdtic ghost multiplied in effect asfolk attributed even the most
natural of coincidencesto them. Those attributions strengthened them, as she observed firsthand when
she met with them in the high forest south of the dragon'sbones. . ..

* * %

The campsite was unoccupied. She made fire—with agrand flourish that caused branchesthick as her
thumb to burgt into flame without tinder. The leaves of afera olive closeto the hearth rustled with the
gust of the sudden fire. But no gust had moved her long, loose hair.

She stepped back, eyeing the bush. Thelong, silvery leaves drooped, asif the fire's heat had wilted
them. Two olives, green-gold, hung at the level of her eyes, about that distance apart.

"Guihen?' she whispered—now afraid that what she saw was not the prite, but something ese,
something with eyesthat took their pale shine not from firdight, but from someless benign source. She
backed away—and was rewarded with ajolly laugh.

"Hal | didit!" Guihen exclaimed, dancing on onefoot then the other. "I fooled you! Now tell meyou did
not see an olivetree.”

"l did," Pierrette admitted, smiling at hisjoy in his successful illusion, and from relief that he was, indeed,
Guihen, and not some more Sinister presence.

The sprite stroked the fat white hen cradled in the crook of hisarm. "Now what do you see?’ he cried,
hiswords suddenly echoing asif from within adolium , agrain vessd tal asaman.

Pierrette saw . . . nothing. Rather, she saw abackground of bushes and trees that faded into night's
darkness—which was what Guihen desired her to see. Then, as suddenly as he had disappeared, he was
back. "l wasinvisble, wasn't 1?* he crowed. "Truly invisble.

"Indeed. | saw right through where you stood, asif you had faded entirely away."

"Don't say that! It had nothing to do with fading away. The principleiswhally different.”

"I'm sorry." This confident Guihen needed to be reminded that his new success was one smdl skirmishiin
agrester bettle. Still, she chided hersdlf for letting her fearful mood swing into momentary crudty. "I'm

feding guilty, | suppose, becausein your joy | saw mysdlf. I've been thinking more of my successesthan
of theevil in thisworld, which concentratesitsdf whilel play."



Guihen settled by thefire. "I suppose we must spesk of such things.”
"Let'swait until our dark accomplice arrives. Unlessheisaready here. . ."
"1 would know!" Guihen shuddered.

"Dont you like Yan Oors?'

"Like? It has nothing to do with that. It's his staff! That great pole of twisted iron. My bowelsflux &t the

"Isthat old wivestaetrue? Doesiron redly repe you?'

"If you had been there when | was aboy, when Celt horsemen camein their four-wheeled war carts,
you wouldn't ask. Iron cutsbronze . . . and they cut us, who knew nothing of ng , the black metal.”

Wasthat the origin of wood-folks aversion to iron? Had the Celts conquest of the Ligures—who
worked only bronze and copper—become an aversion that grew until iron itself, not its bearers, wasthe
enemy? More to the point, had that become not just an observation but a postulate—thusfixing the
deadly nature of nd into aredlity more than historica? She must study certain old, faded spellswith that in
mind.

"John of the Bears comes," Guihen said, tilting hishead.

Pierrette discerned amuffled, regular sound. "His gtaff,” Guihen said, again shivering. "He swingsit ashe
walks, so it strikesthe ground every pace, every other step, just after hisright foot lands.”

Pierrette eyed shadowy woods. Y an Oors. She did not need to look right and left for the glow of green
eyesto identify it: no faded ghost stepped forth, but a man.

Hewore ablack leather shirt and akilt cut in strips over histhighs like Romanpteruges , and over the
shirt avest of linked mail. His gauntness engendered the epithet " Starved John,” but he was not starved.
Musclesflexed beneath the curly hair on hisarms. His sandd's, laced Greek-fashion, exposed the tops of
grest, dirty feet. Histhick fingers were as knobby as histoes. Hisface held Pierrette's gaze. A ferocious
face, aterrifying face—but shewas not afraid.

Y an Oors smiled. Deep crevicesfissured the corners of his mouth like dash wounds from nogtril to chin.
Crinklesformed at the corners of his eyes, in skin the texture and shade of old lesther. Big whiteteeth
glittered with red firdight, matching the whiteness around brown, warm eyes. Hishair and bushy, pointed
eyebrows were the same brown. His nose dominated everything—a grest, crooked besk, asymmetrical
from some old break. Wide, hairy nogtrilsflared when he breathed.

"Welcome, John of the Iron Staff,” Pierrette said in old Gallic. "Please share our fire.”

He pointedly rested his staff againsgt the bole of an oak tree, nodded toward Guihen, and came forward.

"Thank you, pretty lady," he said in the same language. His voice was as degp and hollow as the surf that
boomed in sea-caves. Hiswords disconcerted Pierrette, who was dressed as a boy.

"Has my guise worn so thin?"



"| see awhite dress, and gold, and a cape of crimson. Therest is but aspell you cast about yoursdlf.”

A spdl? Anselm had said that too. Had she, without knowing it, augmented the s mple deception of
clothing and mannerisms? It would explain why her father and Anselm, who knew she was not male,
could "forget." But could magic be done without conscious effort? Or had her mother cast the spell when
shewas smdl, and wasit only now fading?

* % *

Y an Oors's mobile face shifted between melancholy frown and dry, prankish grin as he recounted his
adventures. . . An unfaithful wife, out to meet her lover, was driven into acave by atusked boar, who
ravished her as no human lover could, then | eft her alone with shuddering, erotic memoriesthat might
have been adream.

"That wascrud," Pierrette said.

"Wasit? She enjoyed my tusky kisses, and | her plump whiteness. It had been along time since | sowed
such afar fidd."

"She'swith child?'

"It was agood deed, little mother. What else did she seek, that her husband's bed could not provide?’

"And what will aboar's child be?' she asked. "And why not a bear, instead?”

Y an Oorsdlowed himsdf aludicrous pout. "I'm not entirely crud. The child will have abit of asnout . . .
but having seen her husband, therelll be no complaints.” He shrugged. "Asfor bears. . . when| wasa
god, men caled me "Lord of the Animals,' and | wore whatever pelt | chose.”

"Areyou again becoming agod?' Pierrette asked uneadly.

"Don't worry, daughter of Ma. | am no more a god than you are agoddess.”

That might have satisfied Pierrette, except that she saw atrace of agrin at the corners of his mouth. She
shrugged that off; this was not the cape, ensorcelled against the passage of hours. Too soon, it would be
dawn. She pressed both of them for further tales of mischief and deedswell done, and told them her
own, dwelling with delight on those occasions when she had appeared as. . . hersdf, awoman. Asa

sorceress of growing power, mistress of ancient words upon which she had put her own inflections.

When dl was said, she guided their talk from the past to the future—to her till-nebulous plans. They all
had to be ready when—and if—the moment arose.

"Well know when to act," Guihen assured her.

"Never fear, little mistress,”" growled John of the Bears. "Well keep an eye on you, and on those
important to your schemes.”

She shook her head doubtfully. " Some necessary events may not occur for months, or years. How will
you know?"'

Guihen'slaugh was atinkling like little bells. "When you see sunlight on the Silvery backside of a
windblown legf . . . When agamin begsacopper . . . will it be me?’



"And when a shadow fdlsacrossyour path,” said Yan, "or agray ember brightenswithout a puff of air
to feed it—can you be sure I'm not watching?'

* % %

Morning came too soon, and she bade regretful good-byes. Without deep, the trek to Citharista
sretched endlesdy before her, and she considered going to the Eagle's Beak instead, for agood night's
deep, but there was much to do.

Tasksleft undone fester like divers beneath the skin. Pierrette had not spoken with Per Otho in some
time, having decided first to find out how effective her campaign was. Despite the priest's uneasiness
about the town's backdiding into pagan beliefs, he had not written to his bishop. But he would not put it
off forever. She had no idea how she would handle it when the bishop did visit Citharista. If she could put
it off ... Caming Per Otho's fears was as good away as any.

A horse was drop-reined beside hishouse. A soldier's horse, with those "stirrups” becoming popular
with men who fought from horseback. She gpproached cautioudy—and heard voices within.

"Why haven't you written? Are you afraid the bishop will have you removed? If you dont, I'll seetoit.”
Father Otho's softer reply was muffled.

"It'snot just the woods demons,” the voice continued. " The old mage has a new apprentice, ademon
hersdf—though alovely one, I'm told.”

"What harm have any of them done?' Otho asked, "if in fact, such "woodland spirits actualy exist
outside the superdtitious minds of my parishioners?'

"They exig. Y ou should be glad, for if they did not, and you still lost control of your faithful, your
superiorswould . . . Asthings stand, you need only plead the demons strength.” The loud voicewas. . .
Jerome. The nature of his arguments had at first caused her to rgject that identification. Why would he—a
worshipper of the horned god—wish the bishop to intervene? And why would not Cernunnos—or the
one who had consumed him—smply consume Guihen and John, instead of pressing for abishop to drive
them off? Was there something she did not understand—a faulty assumption? Jerome was aworshipper
of Cernunnos—or was he? She was not absolutely sure that her confrontation with the Eater of Gods
hed taken placein the"redl"” world, or that Jerome was himsdlf aware of it. Was he just an occasiona
tool of the one she feared mogt, and hiswords today entirely his own? That would explain everything.

Should she wait until the knight departed? She dreaded and hated him. She would wait, and spesk only
with the priest.

Her relief, when she decided that, made her suspect it wastoo easy. The knight's arguments threatened
not only her, but Anselm, Guihen, and Yan Oors. And cdling her a"demon” . . . Shewould show him!

The door siwvung open on creaking pintles. Pierrette and both men were momentarily disadvantaged by
the contrasts of changed light. To Pierrette, the interior was dark, the men mere shadows, their faces
white moons. From the table where they sat, she was adark, wavering figure illumined from behind.

"Ah—PRiers" said Father Otho, first to recover. "How timely. Perhaps you can explain the talesfrom the
Eagles Beak. Severa folk reported seeing you there.”

"He'sthe old wizard's helper,” growled Jerome. Pierrette saw that the knight sat not upon the hard



wooden bench, but on athick cushion. The boils till troubled him.
"|sthat s0?" asked Otho.
"The magus calshim “gpprentice," Jeromeinsdsted.
Otho's gaze became suspicious.

Pierrette shrugged. "The old man orders me about. If he choosesto call me his “apprentice,’ what am |
to do?If he called me "goat,' would | grow horns?

"You might," said the knight, "if the sorcerer wished it." He turned to Otho. "Write to the bishop. Put an
end to this before the boy indeed wears demon's horns.”

Had Pierrette not known what she did about Jerome, his words might have seemed sincere. Otho,
knowing only that Jerome dabbled in the cult of the horned god, might believe that in the face of genuingly
supernatural events he had repented. What scheme was the Burgundian promoting?

"I'll write the letter,” Otho said. "But now, Piers—why are you here?'

She had intended to speak up for Y an and Guihen, but under the circumstances . . . Reaching for an
dternative that was never far from mind, she said, "An old matter troubles me—amatter of which you
aready know. But it can wait for another time."

"Perhaps. But will that time come—or will you continue to put it off though it no longer serves any
purpose?’ Otho understood. Was he urging her to break with her false past here and now, in the
presence of her Sster's defiler? Otho, a priest, was aman. Did he consider maidenhood aprizeto be
won, and of no consequence thereafter? But the knight was the secular head of the town. Otho must
think it reasonable that he befirst to know. He would find out anyway. Did it redly matter? Her burden
was onerous. Why not rid hersef of it?

She sighed, and reached behind her neck where her long hair was tucked under her tunic. She
conscioudy willed the subtle spell that velled people's eyesto fal away. She shook her head, and her
tresses swirled about her shoulders.

Jerome grinned. His expression gave her second thoughts. What was he contemplating?

"Amazing!" he said. "Had | known your father had two daughters, how differently | might have done.”
Helaughed dryly. "But that was clever Gillessintent, wasn't it? With no son to inherit his grove, he would
have been forced to sl it to me." He looked suddenly puzzled. "Have you no further concern for your
toothless sre?!

"I'm no longer achild,Miles Jerome. | can't live for my father or an olive grove. When he's gone, what
usewill I have for trees? If you press him to sdll the grove, and he accepts your coin, it would be money
thrown away. When hedies, | won't contest your claim to the grove."

"Y ou say that with the priest aswitness?"

"If Marie does not recover, and marry, so that the grove fallsto her spouse, I'll sdll it to you for asingle
dlver penny.”



"Y our husband won't thank you," he observed. "An olive groveisno small possesson.”

Pierrette wondered if she had erred. Ownership of land was al that distinguishedservus frommiles, serf
from free. But she remembered an older Pierrette, seated on athrone, with lightning at her fingertipsand
thunderheads a her command . . . "I won't find a husband soon,” she said dryly, "and when | do, | doubt
hell ruethe sdle of afew olivetrees." Shereflected upon the long, green dopes of The Fortunate Ides,
and only with effort pulled her attention back to the tawdry present.

Jerome dapped his hand on the table. "Done, then!™ he said heartily—then winced as he inadvertently
shifted his raddled buttocks upon the padded bench. " Father Otho—you have witnessed our words.”

"l have." Otho peered toward Pierrette, no longer Piers. "Areyou sure? Y ou haven't sworn yet. Let me
repesat what | understand the bargain to be: for one silverdenarius or Frankish mark, you'l sdll the olive
groveto Jerome, within aweek of Gillesslast rites. No persons or other conditionswill attach to the
sde. If Marie recovers and marries before Gilles passes, the agreement is null, as the grove would
thenceforth be inherited within Marie's husband's family.

"l so swear," Pierrette said, impatient to be done with the matter—and to begin her new life, free of
pretense, free of threat to the grove her poor, drunken father held dear. Sheturned to leave.

Jeromerose hastily. "I'll accompany you. We can discuss how best your transformation can be
reveded."

Rerretteimmediately started for home. "Wait!" the knight called, picking up hishorse'sreins. "Why hurry
Sofe

"We have abargain. Asfor the other matter, do asyou will. When | reach my father's house, I'll
exchange these clothes for along dress, and soon al will know. There's nothing to discuss.”

"I think differently,” said Jerome, hurrying to catch up. ™Y ou are as one just born—reborn, if you will.
Y ou may think yourself awoman, but you're asinnocent as a newborn. Perhaps | can begin your
education.. . ."

His unctuous tone repelled and frightened Pierrette. Had she made some terrible mistake? Why did he
gloat s0?

"I know what you could teach. Per Otho would do better to gect you from the Church. He should
spew you out, and make an honest pagan of you."

His reaction was not what she expected; she was prepared for his sneering laugh, but there was no
humor in his eye, no scorn or coarse amusement—she saw pain, wistfulness, and terrible loss.

Then, like amask over his heavy features, his smile became mean. Putting onefoot in the stirrup, he
swung awkwardly into the saddle, which was padded with awoolen blanket. "Pagan or flawed Chrigtian

| may be, but you have only begun to learn what | have to teach. And teach you | will. Count on that!"
He neck-reined his mount and dug in asingle-pointed spur. His horse's hoofs rattled on cobblestones, the
sound quickly diminishing.

Should shereturn to Per Otho, and ask what mistake she had made—or what mistake the Burgundian
believed she had? But what could he do? Nothing. But sill, her concern erased the pleasure she had
anticipated, when she at last became awoman.



Chapter 19 - TheFirst Blow
Falls

Morning broke clear and cool, with a promise of wind. Pierrette considered Marie's limited wardrobe,
and chose abrown homespun dress. She shouldered ajar of oil and abasket of full clay bottles. She
wished to be firmly established in her spot a the market before anyone el se arrived—anyone but Granna,
awaysfirg to arrive and last to leave.

Hurrying through the narrow streets, she encountered no one at close range. Grannawas aready
arranging her wares. "l wondered how long it'd take."

"How . . . how long have you known?'

"Maybe ayear? | was worried when your voice didn't change, so | kept an eye on you. When you let
your hair grow .. ."

"Does everyone know?" The old woman was known to gossip.

Grannachuckled. "The women do. It's like those patterns Moors carve—first you see onething, like an
upside-down stairway. Then your eyefiddleswith it, and turnsit right-side up. After that, you wonder
how you ever saw it the other way."

Then there would be no gresat to-do, no laughter. "Why didn't anyone say anything?' Pierrette asked.
"Y ou had to have areason." Her eyebrowsrosein aquestion.

Pierrette explained about her father and the olive grove. Grannawas familiar with the problem. Inthe old
Roman days, inheritance had been fixed by laws. Migrations and invasions had brought new customs.
Now, depending on whether one considered hersalf Roman, Cdlt, Visigoth or Frank, different rules
applied, and because everyone intermarried, there was no clear precedent. It waslike having no laws at
dl.

"Besides," Granna continued, "more than one woman would be glad to beaman. It'seasier. "Fetch this,
give methat,' or "Wherés my dinner? No sneaking the occasiona penny or saving spoonsful of salt to
trade for afew yards of cloth, or needlesto sew it. Sitting home when a husband goesto the inn for
wine." She shook her head. "Y ou used to go there with Gilles. Y ou won't be wel come there any more.”

Pierrette had not considered that.

"For dl you know about being a girl—or awoman—you might have been born yesterday,” Granna
mused.

Pierrette fet cold, despite the sunlight. Jerome had said that too. Had she, a"boy" dl her life, taken too
much for granted? Of course the men would not welcome awoman, who might tell their wives how much
they drank and spent, and of drunken revelations that would get them in trouble at home. Women



wielded sharp-honed tongues. Would she be reduced to that?

Y et her Situation was unique. She had away's exercised adegree of control over Gilles. Why would that
change?

* * *

Pierrette's metamorphosis caused little stir. Summer woreinto fal, and she settled into her new role.
There was goss p—but what was there, redlly, to be said? She had done nothing scandal ous, had not
harmed anyone.

Asaugirl, Pierrette maintained a brown, mousy appearance. She did not wish to be exceptiond, only
accepted—but that uded her. Women treated her no differently than before. She did not become an
intimate member of the clusters of girlswho huddled together a noontime, egting, laughing, and gossiping.
Girls her age had long since formed their friendships. They had known—and mostly ignored—the boy
Piers, and they continued to do so. They did not know the girl Pierrette, and were not interested, except
asan object of curiosity. No one rushed up to ask, "What wasit like, being aboy?' They only
looked—and those |ooks kept her apart.

Sheonly fdt likeawoman with Anselm. After hisinitial surprise, the mage's behavior shifted in some
subtlemaefashion.

The supplicants who came had weighty things on their minds, and paid little attention to her, asaperson.
Of course her position as Anselm's apprentice caused talk, but few Chrigtians wished their visitsto the
sorcerer known. What was said was dways attributed at second- or third-hand: " So-and-so told me she
heard . . ."

No one seemed to notice that her arrival's and departures were almost simultaneous. To an observer, she
would have appeared to enter through the gate, then to have come right back out again—though for her,
hours, even days, elgpsed insde.

Shetried to reason out that paradox. If she arrived, ate ameal, read abook or scroll, and only then
answered the bell's ringing when visitors came, how could she egt again after they left—their requests
heard, their ills healed—at the same moment she had arrived? No matter how she struggled to forcetime
to do her bidding—to become understandable—she never gained more than a headache.

She could not ask visitors about their perceptions of time's passage. Those who passed her in street or
marketplace pointedly avoided her. Consorting with sorcerers, or their gpprentices, was not openly

acceptable.

* % *

Pierrette heard the crash of breaking pottery as she neared the house. "It's not here!” cried her father.
Leaving her jars, she opened the door upon a shambles. Broken pots were strewn across the floor. The
room reeked of spilled wine and spices. Bedding, clothing, and utensilslay in hegps, and furniture was
overturned.

Gillesglared with sick anger. "What have you donewith my silver?

"Pgpal You'redrunk! Your money iswhereyou hidit." She went to the hearth, and wiggled the loose
stonefree. "It'sright here. . . It. . . Father! Did you moveit again?' The niche was empty.

Twice before, brooding on the security of hismoney, Gilles had hidden it, then forgotten where. Pierrette



checked the window ledge. "I'll look inthe cdllar,” she said.

“It'snot therel" Gilleswept.

"Il look anyway."

The small opening was atighter fit than when she had been a child. There was a snake. The same one
she had entertained with her experiments, long ago? It was |odged against the foundation where she
wished to reach. Despite her decision to find out if snakes, like light, were affected by people's
assumptions, now was hardly the time. Nevertheless, she reached past the snake'sfat coils, groping.
Gilless bag was not there.

"Someday, " she murmured, "well discuss magic—and the nature of your kind—but | must go." Getting
out was no easier than getting in. By the time she ascended the Stairs, she was bruised and scraped.

"My money!" Gilleswailed.

"Father! Hush! Do you want neighborsto hear therésalost treasure? Y ou'll remember whereyou hid it.
Now help me clean up. We can't find anything in this confusion.” She directed Gillesin the heavy tasks of
righting table and bed, and heaped soaked clothing and bedding by the door.

"You'll haveto deep on straw tonight,” she said. "1t'stoo late to wash your things.”
"My money!" he cried softly.

"Well find it. Now | must find something for usto edt. Y ou ruined everything here." She went out,
leaving him with his head in hishands. It would not be long, she reflected sadly, before the knight got his
way with the olive grove. Some of Gilless befuddlement waswine, but not al. His mind was crumbling.
When that happened, the body did not maintain itsalf long. He could no longer climb aladder, or wield a
pruning saw. A year, she thought. Two a most.

Ansam had been little help. "Only magic—or amiracle—could cure him. Would you darewield such a
pell?' He pointed to ashelf of ancient scrolls. "Would you trust yoursdlf to determine what postulates
have changed, and in what manner, in the thousand years since those were last tested?' Pierrette was
proud of her successwith small spells, but had no illusions about great ones, written when the world was
new and vadly different.

Now, climbing the stairswith aloaf of bread and a salted redfish, she considered one of those "safe”
spdlls, one she had successfully tested not aweek before. . . .

* * %

"Wedh' arhentom" sheincanted, for the fifth time, laying down thetiny coin. " Yemostrof' yemo. . . Oh,
itsno use pater . Thesilver isnot here, or the spell iswrong . . . | don't know."

"I'm poor again,” Gillessaid dully. "1 have no penniesfor wine, no.. . ."
"Isthat al you can think of ?I'll buy wine, tomorrow. Thereisthe oil money. But now you must deep.”
Reenting her earlier statement, she said, ™'Y ou may use my bed. My bones will suffer lessfrom the hard

floor."

When Gilless snores became loud, Pierrette stood, holding the bit of silver in her tight fist. She had lied;



the spell worked . . . and was working still. "Silver, find your way home," she had said in her mother's
tongue. "Liketo like, twin finding twin." Even now, the coin pulled—but not toward any hiding place
within the house.

Pierrette worked her way eastward through narrow, moon-shadowed streets, her arm extended, held up
less by her will than pulled by the coin, which was eager to be reunited with itskin.

Her direction hinted at a destination, but dread forced her to keep an open mind. Then she emerged on
the soldiers practicefield by Jerome's house. The silver was beyond her reach.

Jerome had stolen it—or had one of his men do so. But why? She whispered quiet words, and the coin
ceased tugging. The knight had not repossessed the money for its own sake.

Whose motives? she asked herself. Jerome the Burgundian's? The Celt god Cernunnos? Or the
unfathomable wishes of the dark one who consumed gods and drew power from their spirits? If the
horned one had desire, it was not for silver, but for some condition the silver'slosswould cause. But
what?

Darkness, when the moon lowered itself behind the rooftops, thickened. As surely asthe coin had pulled
her hence, her feet now set her on the way to the cape and to Anselm.

* * *

"Thismuchisclear," the old mage stated—though he no longer looked old. Black strands threaded his
white hair. "Thefirst blow hasfalen. It's safe to assume that your father'simpoverishment isincidenta,
and that you are the blow's target.”

He sighed, sipped wine, and shrugged. "One such blow isasurprise, from which little can belearned. To
discern adirection, aplan, we must wait for the next blow to fal. Two points define aline, after dl. How
many blows must be endured—how many points located—before we see the shape of things?”

Pierrette considered that with no great joy. The next blow, if she were not prepared, could befata. "It's
possble" she mused, "that thisis the second blow."

"What do you mean?'

Pierrette explained what had transpired at the priest's house. "My willingnessto part with the olive grove
was an unintentional parry on my part. The deflected blow was Otho's letter to the bishop. Jerome
intended to strike at me through Guihen and Starved John—and through you.”

"Then there will be another attack. We must be ready for it." Those were optimistic words, but though

Pierrette and her mentor hashed them over through many hours of endless noon, they could only guessa
the direction from which that attack would come.

Chapter 20 - Time's Whesdl
Broken



The dappled trunks of plane trees stood bare, and the last lost |eaves huddied soddenly in
out-of-the-way places. Winter had brought only light rains, but it was chill.

Pierrettesfirg hint of new trouble wasin the eyes of women. Actually, in those shedid not see. . .
There were averted glances, whispered comments. What were they saying?

Grannadone did not change. "They think you are amasc, like your mother. They're afraid your gaze will
dry their breasts—and they remember the pox that gtill troublesthe knight. He walks asif histrousers are
full of twigs."

"My mother never did evil things"

"Y our mother was not a succubus who changed sex as easily as those women change dresses.”

"Neither am I!" Pierrette snapped. "What else are they saying?'

Grannasighed. "Will you snarl and gnash your teeth if | tell you? Remember, it's not me who's saying
things"

"I'm sorry, Granna. Tell me.”

"They say the magus seduced you, and that together you perform obscene riteswith boars, bears, and
even birds.”

"Birds?" Pierrette snorted. "That shows how stupid they are.”
"Did Ledaconsder it slly, when agod's seed swelled in her?!

"That's an old myth. Where do they get such stupid ideas?' How had she and Anselm been linked with
John and with Guihen? As soon as she asked hersdlf, she knew—thiswas the knight's next assaullt, to
aienate her from the townsfolk, as her mother had been. Coldness grew in the pit of her somach. Had
Elen fdt like this? Shunned and scorned, had she too suffered thislondlinessand . . . had her misery

come from the same source? Had the knight, not the gulliblegens , been her mother's true murderer?
* % %

The days becameincreasingly difficult, with no one but Gilles for company. There was no money for
wine, because no one bought oil from Pierrette, and her father was forced to remain sober for the first
timein years. There waswood, prunings from the grove, burned sparingly to makeit last.

Pierrette had not told Gilles her suspicions, but in his new, clear state of mind he had reached a
concluson much like hers.

"Where are you going, Father?' She worried when he went out, because his lucidity aternated with
episodes of confusion.

"I must spesk with the castdllan,” he said. "I want to get to the bottom of this."
"Hewon' tel you anything." She did not try to stop him.

She had been too long without Anselm's counsdl. If she walked with Gilles, no one would suspect she
was going to the Eagle's Beak. Considering thegens ' suspicions, she dared not go openly. When they



reached the doping field, shewould dip through a breach in the town wall, then through a dense stand of
pines.

"Areyou sure you want to do this, Father?' she asked him asthey drew near the Burgundian's
residence.

"I hear what they're saying," he responded. "I heard such things before—when your mother was dive. If
the knight is behind the rumors, | must find out what he wants. Heis not one to thrash about without

purpose.”

Indeed, he was not. When she and her father parted, Pierrette pondered that again. Something she had
read bore on the knight's motivations—but no matter how she tried, she could not remember it. She only
remembered Per Otho pouring oil back and forth between two jars: good and evil, back and forth . . .
tides ebbing and flowing in the calanques, much as the influences of gods and churches did acrossthe
ancient many-peopled land . . . good and evil. . . . She was close to understanding, but could not quite
get there.

Voicesdrew her back to the here and now, at the juncture of her trail with the one that led up through
the cleft in the red rocks. Peering from behind a feathery tamarisk, she recognized the people ahead. One
was Claudia, carrying abasket of bread. They were going to the cape.

Recent experience made her cautious. Trailing just out of sight, she heard the harsh voice that challenged
them. "Turn around, you women!" It was the soldier whose horse she had ridden. " Go back before| get
agood look at you, or I'll haveto tell my master who cameto visit the sorcerer. Y ou don't want that.”

"We'rejust gathering herbs," said Claudia—but she kept her shawl pulled across her face. "Why are you
sopping us?'

"The castellan has had enough of warlocks seducing hisfolk from God. When the hermit weakensfrom
hunger, well break down his gate and take him for judging. Now go, before | change my mind.” The
three erstwhile pilgrimsfled.

She followed them back to town, because there was no other way to the crest: Anselm was isolated
from thegens whose attention and expectations had given him new life and substance. Wasthat the
knight'sintent?

* k% %

Slipping through darkening streets, the old stone walls seemed to lean in, grest and ancient weights that
would crush her if they shifted the width of onefinger. She hurried home; that scant refuge seemed all the
more important, her father's company al the more welcome.

Shefound him &t thetable. The old rusty spathalay before him, the Roman sword he claimed showed
his descent from asoldier of Rome. Pierrette had heard, even before she saw the sword, the scrape,
scrape of the black stone Gilles used to sharpen his axe. "Father! What are you doing with that?"

"Itistime" he said from between clenched teeth, "for afree Roman to stand up against the Hun."

"Father! Put it down, and tell me what'swrong." Was he drunk? There was no cup, no sickly scent on
his breath. Gilless eyes were unmuddled.

"| lost one daughter to the barbarian,” Gillessaid. "I won't give him another.”



"Father, tell me! What did Jerome say?' Thiswas yet another blow aimed at her, at her friendsand
family.

Gilles did not stop honing the pitted blade—but he told her of hisvist to Jerome.

Two points, she reflected, determine aline, and she now had enough to know the shape of the knight's
plan, if not its ultimate intent. The women's accusations—that she was amasc, a sorceress—had been
only abeginning. She was (or so Jerome had told her father) not only amasc, but the consort of the old
magus, a participant in ancient rites of asexud nature. "It isnecessaxy,” Gillessaid in afar imitation of the
Burgundian's accent, "for Pierrette to be married as soon as possible, to save her from further
corruption—to save her soul.”

"To bind meto ahusband who'll guard me as a cock guardsits hens. With children at my breast, | won't
go to the cape.”

"Tdl meit'snot s0!" Gilles pleaded. "Tell me you haven't fornicated with that old devil."

"Heisnot adevil, Father. Heisakind man—and | am as pure aswhen | wasborn. | intend to remain
s0. | will not make the mistakethat . . ." She had been about to say, "that my mother made.”

Gillesstood, sword in hand, held clumsly, asif it wereapruning saw. "You aredl thefamily | haveleft.
| will defend you."

"No, Father! Put that down." She grasped his wrist—and forced the sword to the table. "I'm touched
that you would give your lifefor me—but you must not. Y ou can't defeet the "Hun' and his soldierslike
that. We must find another way."

Indeed, she was touched, but bitter aswell, for it wasfar too late for his brave stand. That should have
come when first Jerome importuned him, when Marie was dtill an excited virgin contemplating her
wedding night, when. . .

Now adifferent path needed to be taken, not to Jerome's, not to the cape, blocked by the soldiers.
Therewas only one way they could go. "We must ask Ma," she stated with confidence she hardly
felt—but the walk might give Gilless anger timeto cool, for senseto prevall.

Always before, Pierrette had approached Maas a child. Thistime, she knew what she wanted: aclear
vison of what wasto be, not in some faraway future time, but in the next days and weeks. The lines of
battle were drawn.

Asthey neared the grove, the hot wind off the dry hills cooled, which was magic, of asort—aspell
whose words were the shape of the hills, the directions of seasond winds, and entrapped moisturein the
shadowed confines of the narrow valey.

"What will you do?" asked Gilles as they approached the poal.

"What did Mother do?' parried Pierrette.

Gilles hung hishead. "I don't know. When we were young, we. . . we made love here. Then | dept.
Perhaps my young wife did not—I can't remember.”



"Perhaps it wasn't meant for you to know," his daughter said. "Perhaps you will again deep, if the
goddess commands.

"l don't want to deep,” Gillesreplied. "I want to know what | must do.”
"And you will, Father. Awake or adeep, the Lady will give you what is needed.”

They stood before the small beech tree that was her specia comfort. In aquiet tone, sheintoned the first
words of the spell her mother had taught her. Somewhere, in the leaves and branches high overhead, a
magpie chattered, and she knew that al waswell.

Thistime, she ressted the urge to lie down in fallen leaves and moss. Always before, she had let the spell
take her where it willed, but then she had been a child. She was no longer innocent. The words she
chanted were not rhythmic noises but alanguage, carefully constructed postul ates that shaped her
thoughts—and through them, her redlity.

When firgt she had used the spell, she had not understood: she had wanted to peer ahead, but the spell's
makers had not conceived of time as she did, and she had been thrust, asamagpie, into that dark future
at thevery end of time. Had time been a serpent biting itstail, she might have gone beyond that future to
the past instead. Thistime. . .

Gilless eyes were wide. What did he see, asthe dender beech tree wavered and the woman of the pool
stepped out from it? Did he too see Ma as awoman of middle years, ebony of hair and russet of

dothing?

Thefigure shimmered, asif heated ar rosein front of Pierrette's eyes, doubling itsdf, asif she were not
focusing properly. Oneimage stepped | eft, while the other remained till. Thefirst took Gilless hand.
Pierrette et her fingers dip from Gilless. The woman—whose face seemed subtly younger than her
counterpart who remained still—led Gilles away. Pierrette did not turn her head to see where they went.

Mawho-remained shook her head. "Y ou don't understand the Parting of the VVell, daughter,” she said
softly. "Sit, and we shall explore it together.”

Pierrette lowered hersdlf to the leafy ground, as did her companion—whose skirts seemed without a
hem, blending with the detritus of the forest floor.

"When time was awhed, complete and round,” said Ma, "the direction it turned did not matter." She
looked expectantly a Pierrette asif she had given meaningful insgght. ™Y ou must seeit yoursdlf, child.
Rote learning suffices for amasc or a priest, but a sorceress must understand what she does.”

Whentimewasawhed . .. The spdl had come from the East with her ancestors ancestors. Those
unnamed folk had sown seeds in lands whose edges Alexander of Macedon had touched—Hindu folk
who spoke of time asawhed, and of events repeeting endlesdly. It did not matter which way the whedl
turned. Thefurthest "future” might be reached by going "back," through the past. But time, Pierrette told
hersdf, isabroken whed with amissing felloe between past and future. . . .

"The spell doesn't reach to the future!” she exclaimed. "It reaches back! And because it postulates an
unbroken whed, it ops at the most remote placein.. . . in the past?' The foundation of her universe
trembled.

The past? Then was the Black Time not what would be, but what had been? Had the ruins of agreater



Citharista existed before the busy Roman segport of centuries ago, or the deepy town of the present? It
could not be. Yet it would explain much, if the spell sought the future through the past . . .

She covered her face with her hands. "It makes no more sense than the gate to Anselm'sfort. It's not
rationd."

"Why isthat, child?'
Pierrette explained about the black time.

"That must not trouble you," said the goddess. "Consider that the whed! is broken, now. Y ou have seen
the world buried in ashes. But when did the destruction occur?'

Pierrette's head spun as she fought to encompass new concepts. If shelaid arope on the ground, ina
circle with both ends together, she could walk from any point on it to any other, whichever way she went.
Y et if she stretched the rope straight, and stood &t its midpoint, she could only tread hdlf itslength going
oneway, and half the other. One way was "past,” the other "future.” Shewasonly dlowedtogoina
sngledirection. . . .

"The devastation occurred,” she murmured, "before the break in thewhed. It “occurred' in what isnow .
.. thefuture, and what | saw, asamagpie, was only its aftermath, on the other side of the break in time's
whed . . . inthe past.” She shook her head sadly. "1 can't look into the days ahead, can 1? The spell only
alows meto look back.”

"That ismostly s0," said Ma, "for you can only see what remains after the destruction. What transpiresin
the days or weeks ahead isavanishingly small part of thewhole, and has | eft few traces.

"What is beyond the Black Time?' Pierrette wondered aloud. "Whether past or future, doestime smply
end at the broken place on the whedl ?'

"l can't say. We can't go forward, but must become immorta and live through the destruction into the
Black Time. .. or..." Sheraised one eyebrow—an expression that Pierrette, had she owned amirror,
might have recognized as her own.

"We can't go back, beyond therelic of the Black Timethat we can see. . ."

"We need not go so far—but we will go back," said Ma. She reached with both hands for Pierrette's,
"Herein Provence, the past isrich loam benegth our feet, and the present isonly dust atop it. The Vel of
Yearsisthin. Let's pierceit together.”

Mareached into afold of her garment, and opened her hand to show Pierrette: abrilliant
green-and-black feather, and atiny mushroom, round and smal as abutton. "Shal wefly?' sheasked, a
happy twinklein her eye.

* k% %

For the second time, Pierrette felt the tremor of moving air on wings—air firm and uplifting, as cool and
red aswater. She soared with the ease of aswimming fish, afish of the lightest fluid—abird of the air.

She soared and swooped, savoring the solid fed of air beneath wings, flowing over long tail-feathers.
Sheflapped, reveling in the action of tiny, hot musclesthat knew just what to do: pull in and raise folded
wings effortlesdy, soread them and push. Fed the burning effort in muscles bound tightly to the great kedl



of her breastbone. She rose, laughing magpie laughs.

Marose more easily, an indulgent mother enjoying her child's delight in a sun-warmed pool. But the child
tires of aimless splashing—and Pierrette tired of merely being abird. She wanted to go somewhere—and
as soon as she decided, Maknew.

They flew neither north nor south, up nor down. Pierrette was a swift, iridescent shadow in Ma's
turbulent wake. They flew . . . back. They also flew westward, and the Citharista below them was abusy
place with many cartsin the streets, galleys, fat merchant ships, and a Roman bireme in the harbor.

They flew over cresting hills. In that past time the dragon's bones lay amid oak trees that covered dopes
barren when she had traversed them in Gustave's cart. The shape of theland itsalf changed asthey flew.
Inthe brief "now" the magpiesinhabited, the seawas lower; bays Pierrette had seen before were dry
valeys, milesfrom the mother sea

They overflew the headland where Pierrette had flung achallenge of blue light at the stars, where she had
heard voicesraised in ancient song. There was the calanque, as she had seen it before as through amig,
but now clear, and her chattering magpie cries caused her companion to circle back.

"Thismust be the place," said Ma, though not in words. " Shdl we descend?

Pierrette tipped her wing, trading atitude for speed—ingtinctive for amagpie, awondrous equation for
the girl within. But she would ponder thet later. . . .

The seawas low, and seals moved over the rocks at itsedge. A tiny white beach was dotted with
now-cool hearths. Folk lived there in caves whose mouths dotted the steep eastern dope of the bay—the
folk who had called to her. Even now, from the depth of memory, she heard them singing. "Cometo us,
come back to when thisland is new.”

New—asit was now, in thismoment. No cities had been built. No ships sailed the shrunken sea. The
€lephants on the grassy flatlands were subtly different from the beasts Hanniba had led through Provence
on hislong trek toward the Alps. The deer in the woodlands were larger than those thegens of Citharista
hunted. The people were adso unlike thegens she knew.

Coming from their cave homesinto the cooling light of afternoon, they did not notice the magpies that
landed in the branches of aparasol pine. A man with hair like polished brass squinted into the lowering
sunlight. "Tonight well make afire on the beach,” he decided, without speaking—yet the magpies heard
his thought. They heard aso hisimagery of what would trangpire at the edge of thefire, when al werefull
of rich meat from afresh-caught sed, sated with crisp fat whose drippings fueled embersinto fresh flame.

Pierrette heard those warm thoughts, and for amoment felt herself to be ablond-haired, full-breasted
woman who lowered herself onto the man, smiling as she parted the strange, yellow hair of her
womanhood to accept him . . .

Magpies could not blush, nor could their hard-billed facesfed heat at such delicious and unbidden
revelations. Pierrette's discomfiture was not visible. Y et magpies could laugh, as Madid then. The man,
hearing magpie-chatter, looked up and smiled. He waved, and the two birds legped into the air with a
rattle of fegthers.

The Golden Man, Pierrette marveled. The Golden Man of my daydreams. But we never didthat inmy
reveries.



Later—aloft and westward—Pierrette turned her head toward her companion. The rush of air across her
beak caused her to veer closer. "Isthat what you wanted me to know?' she asked, remembering the
man's hard heat and the woman's ddlight in the envel oping power of her wet loins, the quickening joy as
her womb accepted his seed and madeit hers.

"It wouldn't be fair to ask you to forego such delightsif you didn't know what you might miss.”

"Must | remainvirgin forever?' Pierrette knew for thefirst timeasmal part of what her mother Elen had
not been willing to do without.

""Forever' has no meaning for onewho partsthe Vel of Years," Mareplied ambiguoudy. "Yet if you
part that lesser veil, your maidenhood, you will never again part the other aswe do today. And if lesser is
parted within greater, you may never return whence you came." That made little sense, but Madid not
elaborate.

They were high over land only vagudy familiar. "What isthat?' Pierrette exclamed, seeing acity; they
hed travelled more than mere miles since leaving the cave-folks realm.

"ThatisMassdia," said Ma
"But whereisthe abbey?' asked Pierrette. "There isn't even aroad south of the calanque.”

"They have only just paved theVia Tiberia from Arelate to Roma. The abbey will not be built for a
century or two."

"Shall we land there?' asked Pierrette. "Shall we sit on abranch and peer down at Lazarus a his
devotions—or has he not yet come to Massdia? What year isit, down there?'

"We areflying from the far edge of the whed forward,” Masaid. "L azarus has not yet come—but you
may see him, when we reach our destination.”

They flew north, then westward, with low mountains on their |eft and awide lake on the right, then over
an arm of the seaonto aflat, festureessplain.

There Pierrette experienced a strange tremor within, and she hesitated, losing dtitude, descending for a
closer look. Something beckoned, much as the cave people had, long before.

Y et there had been amomentary sensation of dread, asif she had passed near a place of terrible
unhappiness, then left it behind. "What isthat place?’ she asked. She knew it was not what Ma had
brought her to see, or the other magpie would have dowed before Pierrette did.

"Theflat land isthe Crau—the Plain of Stones, where Herakles fought your Ligure ancestors, ashe
returned home with the red cattle of Geryon.”

"Who lives there now—in thistime, whenever it may be?' It was not easy to shape that thought in any
language Pierrette knew. No verb tense defined a present within the past.

"Horses roam there, and men capture them for breeding. They are sacred to Poseidon, but the old god's
protection wanes."



They flew on. A broad thread of water broke into many channels—the mouths of River Rhodanus. They
defined asea of grass as splayed fingers define the space between them—the Camargue, where the old
magics worked as they had been intended. Her excitement mounted, then faded—could a magpi€'s beak
and lumpy tongue shape a spell? No, she would have to be there as hersalf, to perform her experiments.

Beyond atangle of lagoons were low, sandy idands held together by the trees that grew upon them. Ma
shifted her course. Straight ahead, Pierrette saw smoke, and discerned roofs thatched with long
salt-grasses.

"That'swhereweregoing,” Masad. "A fishing town that will someday be caled "the Holy Marys of the

* * *

Two magpies atop adead cypress went unnoticed. Though out of their usual range, on beaches
populated by gulls and tilt-legged birds, magpies were not the only foreign visitorsto that remote shore,
then or theregfter.

Then? Pierrette had seen Massdiawhen Romans manned itswalls. She had seen the bay at Sormiou
millenniaearlier. If those houses were where the saints from the Christian holy land had arrived after the
transfiguration of Jesus, then what Pierrette was seeing was "long ago."

The Abbess Sophia Maria, suggesting that Marie might benefit from avisit to her namesakée's shrine, had
described a bustling town where the Archbishop of Arles sponsored afortified church on the site of the
saints graves. But Pierrette saw no church.

""When' isthis?" she asked her companion, twisting a Latin tense in an uncomfortable manner.

"It isforty-four years since the boy Jesuswas born in Nazareth," said Ma. "Mad Gaius, called Caligula,
isdead, and Claudiusreigns.”

People emerged from athatched house. A skinny man waved and called to someone working in aboat
on the beach. "Lazare! Come seeusaway.” A husky fellow emerged from the vessel and swung
gracefully over therall onto the sand.

Pierette intengfied her gaze, asif to burn every detail of the sceneinto her mind. She was seeing an
event of more than religiousimport. Those people would shape history with their words and deeds. Even
in her time Provence—of al Europe—echoed their influence. The borders of nations, the reigns of
monarchs, would be decided by what they said and did.

Two white-haired women wore clothing like Grecian robes, but with aforeign drape to them, much
stained and mended. Their faces and hands were dry and crinkled from a sun no less intense than that of
Provence. A dark-skinned woman with abeaky nose and kohl dark eyes hovered close, anurse or
doting servant.

Thefdlow who had called out was perhapsfifty, dressed in undyed tunic and kilt, fisherman's clothes.
Another, whose black hair was streaked with gray, wore atannin-brown robe. His face held scholarly
introgpection, like Ansaim's or Per Otho's when deep in thought.

Beside him stood a younger woman who stood out because her hair was not black or gray, but honey
brown. Gold highlights danced at her temples where wisps sprang free.



"Remember her," said Main asoundlesswhisper, "for you will meet her someday.”

Another woman stood apart, facing the sea. Her dress was bright blue, faded and bleached from
seawater. The man from the boat flung an arm about her in brotherly fashion—he was indeed her
brother, and brother to the light-haired woman aswell. A strong family resemblance showed in their
faces, and inthelightness of their hair.

"Remember the two oldest women,” said Ma, "for you will meet them—and not long after we return to
your own place and time."

"I wouldn't know whét to say to them," Pierrette replied. " Those are the saints—the two Maryswho lie
buried—who will lie s0?—in acrypt beneath the shrine.”

"Y ou've had no trouble speaking with old women before,” said Mawith an ironic overtone. "Thereis
Granna. . .and me."

"That man who came from the wrecked ship is Lazarus, whom they say was raised from the dead. She
whom you say I'll meet someday is Marie Mada e ne—M agda ene—whose bones will liein the valey of
the Holy Bam, below the cavethat is her shrine.”

"Indeed. And do you know the others?’

"The skinny oneis Cedonius—born blind, it's said, but now hedled; the other must be Maximinus.
Lazarus embraced Martha, whom Per Otho says Jesus chastised for her busyness. The one who cares
for the old women, then, is Sarah the Egyptian, patroness of Gypsies." Pierrette sighed. Of course, a
magpie cannot redly sigh, but Maheard asigh when Pierrette intended one.

Seven people saying good-bye. Magda ene would wander Provence, preaching in Lugdunum and in
villages, and would &t last retire to her cave afew valleys north of Citharista. Sarah would remain with the
eldest Marys, and would minister to the pagan Gitanes, the Gypsies—and thusto dl the world "Romish"
folk wandered. Maximinus would build his abey, and would bury Magdaene there.

Lazarus would become thefirst bishop of Massdlia, and would at last lie benegth the stones of Saint
Victor's. His sister Marthawould subdue a dragon—the Tarasque. Wasiit kin to the dragon whose
boneslay atop the hills east of Citharista? And Cedonius, living testament to what Pierrette considered
the magicd power of Jesus? Perhaps he remained on the coast with the three women.

The group divided. Four remained, and four departed. The road led north until it met the stone of theVia
Tiberia . Those four would walk together on the cart track until they reached the Roman road at Arelate.

"Comechild," sad Ma. "We must return, or the fine thread that joins you to your morta self may part,
and leave you forever abird.”

Pierrette, having been told nothing of that, became suddenly willing to depart. The remaining women had
gone benesth the thatched roof, and Cedonius sat alone outside, peering at the sun-sparkling sea—as if
he could nat, in the years remaining to him, ever see enough of what that sun illuminated.

* * %

On the flight homeward, Pierrette was not tempted to dawdle over even the most impressive sights.



Over the Camargue's sea-wet grasses aflock of flamants arose. Black, white, gray, and rose feathers
flashed in the evening light.

An old man emerged from his reed-thatched cabane, and fed sweet grasses to the lithe doe who crept
from the thicket. Pierrette's bird-shadow flickered across his upturned face, but her magpie eyes were
looking far ahead, to the beech treeswhere her true body lay, a silent husk without spirit to motivateit.

With grest rdlief the eager magpie spiralled down among leafy branchesto the pale form adeep on abed
of leaves.

With equd relief, Pierrette lifted deep-tingling hands before her face, reassuring hersdlf that she had
indeed returned, and was a bird no longer.

Gilleswas rubbing hisface, asif hisbody aso had been untenanted, and himself far avay.

"Where did you go, Father?' she asked as they waked westward down the broadening valley. "Whom
did you see?'

"Go?1 didn't go anywhere. | remained beside the pool thewholetimeyou dept. | .. ." Hisface
reddened, like ablushing child's.

"Tel me!" she pressed mischievoudy, aready suspecting what had—or what he thought
had—transpired.

"l ...lwaswith...your mother," he said, not meeting her eye.

"I'm no child, Father," she protested, giggling. "Did you speek together, aswdll as. . ."
"We spoke!" Gillessaid quickly. "My beloved gave me good news."

"Tel me. | need good news."

"I've been afraid, child. Y ou've seen my handstremble, and . . . and | haven't been right in my mind.
Now | know I'm not doomed to suffer the madness and foolishness of old age. I'll live awhile, with al
my faculties, and then I'll die. That'sapromise.”

"I'm glad, Father," Pierrette said softly. "I feared for you." She had no doubt that it would be as he said.
Whether he died in amonth or a decade, there would be no degrading descent into childishness or
second infancy—and that was promise enough.

Asfor her own voyage—or vision, if such it was—she was less satisfied. What did she know that she
had not known before? What had she learned that was of use? Flying across so many miles, years, and
centuries, she had been too busy to ask what she had wanted to know.

Now it wastoo late. Her problems had not lessened, for having flown so far from them. Her only
reassurance that she would prevail againgt the castellan Jerome—and whoever hid behind his coarse
Burgundian face—wasthat Mas intentions for her seemed to stretch long ahead, and she would have to
survive the next days and weeksto fulfill them.

* * %

The door of their house was gjar. They had not |&ft it so.



"Gilles," said the horse-soldier whose bowed legs stretched across the hearth. A heartily uneconomical
fire blazed. A month's firewood was being consumed to warm one soldier's damp toes. "And Piers—no
longer aboy, I'm ddighted to discover. We, too, have much to say to each other.”

Gilles stood there, angry over thisviolation of house and hearth. Pierrette waslost. What was there to
speak of ?"Y ou gave me aride on your horse, once—but | don't even know your name.”

"l am Lucius" hesaid. " "Luc, likethe gospe writer." He chuckled sdf-indulgently. "I'm abit of a
physician mysdf, having patched afew sword dashesin my time."

"What do you want with us?'

"Why, to discuss our future—yours and mine—with your father. I'm anortherner, but customs can't be
al that different between us. Dowries. . ."

"Marriage? Y ou want to marry me?" She could not decide to laugh or to scream—so she did neither.
"Where did you get theideathat I'll marry you—or anyone?

His eyeswere glittery hard. "Y ou've heard what they're saying about you? Marriage is the best you can
hopefor. Y ou won't find a better man than me—nor another willing to have you." Hiswords dripped
scorn, but his expression was unperturbed, asif he spoke only of common facts.

Pierette, raised asaboy, had no practice in the womanly art of getting one's way without confrontation.
Her perspectives were not a girl's, either. She saw the gnarly soldier asthe boys had, when she had been
one of them. Hiswiry toughness, the strength in his bare, tanned forearms, even the fine tracery of scars
from enthusiastic workouts and actua battles did not repul se her, but added glamour to an otherwise
ordinary middle-aged man.

That attitude saved her from atactical mistake. When she replied, she was neither arch nor mocking,
haughty, nor flirtatious. "I'm sure | would find no better man,” she said evenly. ™Y ou were kind when you
thought me aboy, and | suspect you would be no lessso to awife. . . but what are people saying? No
one has threstened me."

The soldier reacted well. Hetold her she was accused of licentious acts and pagan rites—mostly with
the old magus, but with husbands from the town too. "If you remain unwed, the jedl ous wives will come
for you, some night." He glanced at Gilles. "Just any husband may not be protection enough—but no man
in Citharistawill willingly face me. They'll keep their wivesat home." He amiled, paited histhigh. "Come
here, and well sedl our bargain with akiss.”

"I've never been kissed,” she said truthfully. "I'm not going to begin today. And | am amaiden,” she said
with a certain heat, "despite what the women in the market may say.”

He peered closely at her, with a curious expression. "Protestations are unnecessary. I'm not too proud to
march in the dust of the van. At any rate, you wouldn't be avirgin by the time you cameto my bed. The
castellan would seeto that.”

The obviousness of that had escaped her. Of course—that was Jerome'sintention. Y et Pierrette felt only
sickened and sad, thinking of poor Marie, not hersdlf. The Horned One would not drive her mad. It was

not going to happen.



"I'm not lying. | am avirgin—and | intend to remain so. It has nothing to do with you, or your offer.
There are other consderations.”

"I'm not offended,” said Luc, rising to hisfeet. " Should we marry, we would have afine time—but I'm
content as| am." At the door he turned. "If you want to save your own skin, you'd better be able to
proveyourevirgin ill. If you recongder . . ."

"l won't," Pierette sad firmly. "Tell your master that one of my father's daughtersis enough. He shdl not
have—nor destroy—the other."

The soldier nodded, and set off eastward, his leather soles making little noise on the dirt-covered
cobbles. Gillesnodded his approvd of hisdaughter's handling of the affair. "It isn't yet time for meto
stand up for you," he said sheepishly. "Y ou did well by yourself. Don't be angry.”

"Angry, father?'Y ou know what you must do—and what not."

"Stll,  wish..."

"Hush, Father." She placed afinger on hislips.

When Pierrette went to shut the door, she saw Father Otho, bearing a scrap of parchment. He waved
the page a the soldier, then read from it. Luc shook his head. Pierrette was curious. But when Otho
arrived at the door, other concernsintervened, and she did not ask.

"l came assoon as| heard,” he said. "He did no harm?”

"He's not evil like his master Jerome,” said Fierrette. "We parted without anger, but without settling
anything between us—or between me and his Burgundian lord." She sighed. "Thiscan't go on,” she said.
"I must leave Citharigta”

"Leave?" asked Otho. "Where would you go—alone young woman?' He glanced at the parchment,
now tucked beneath his cincture.

"I canbealoneboy, if | need to." She brightened—suddenly understanding the meaning of her recent
magpiesvoyage. "l have adestination in mind." She mentally traced the route the two birds had taken.

"Jeromewont dlow you to leave," Otho said. "If you anger him, helll turn thegens —and his
soldiers—toward the Eagle's Besk, and the old mage.”

"No! Ansalm has harmed no one! Jerome has no quarrel with him."

"Hell use him to have hisway with you. The old fort'swallswouldn't hold against a platoon, nor the
mage's magic against swords and axes."

"Don't tdl me |l must marry Luc, the soldier, and spend my wedding night with that . . . that goat.”

"Y ou must leave Citharista despite Jerome," Otho reflected. "I was about to show you this. It'sfrom the
abbess" He handed the parchment to Pierrette, who struggled to read the crabbed hand:

* * %

Marie has taken a turn for the worse. Sherallied briefly, and began taking walks with sister



Claude, though she refused to join usin prayer. Now she sits alone in darkness. We dare not leave
her a candle, because she set her clothing on fire once, and didn't even cry out for help.

Send the boy Piers, to take her to the shrine of the Marys, by the sea. We have done all we can,
and it is not enough.

"I must go!" Pierrette cried. At last there was a difference she could make, however dight, and however
poor the chance of a happy outcome.

Otho shook hishead. "I showed the letter to Jerome, and just now to Luc. The onewill not alow you to
depart, and the other will not turn his head and let you dip past—even if you swear to marry him when
you return.”

"l don't think he cares about marriage—but he's a good soldier, and does what he's ordered to." She
shook her head hopelesdy. "Isthere no way?'

"Perhgpsthereis” Otho said. "Tel methetruth, child—are you indeed amaiden il ?"
"Is my maidenhood the talk of the town? Y es. | am untouched. Now tell me what must be done.”

"The castellan has made much of the pagan rites he claims you have practiced. He calls you amaenad
—one who cavortswith Dionysos.”

"I know what amaenad is. Does he claim that I—with other madwomen—run through the woods
tearing apart woodcutters and hunters?

"l don't think Jerome knows of that part of therite," Otho said.

"His master does," Pierrette grumbled angrily.

"Hismagter? The Frankish king?'

"His master who wears horns. His master, whom you cdl . . . Satan.”

"Those are harsh words, child. Jerome pays tribute to Cernunnos—but Satan? If S0, you are at terrible
risk. If not . . . such an accusation puts your soul in danger. "Do not spesk his name, lest he hear you.™

"Y ou said there was away to defeat him."

"A way for you to get away, to make him seem afool for his contentions, so no one will pursue you—or
day old Ansaim. Now you must trust me."

Hewould say no more. "Y our reactions—everyones—must be natural and unrenearsed. Friday welll
meet outs de the chapel, where | hope your difficultieswill be resolved." He chuckled. "If dl goeswell, a
problem of mine may well evaporate too.” He would not explain what he meant.

Pierrette felt as bleak as the weather. Cold rain splattered the steps and pavement, for winter had come.
There had been little sunshinein her life, and the future looked no brighter. If Per Otho's"plan” failed,
Ansam, done on hisbleak cape, would weaken, or would be overwhelmed by soldiers.

Her thoughts strayed to the Camargue, seen through amagpi€'s eyes. If she could escape Citharista,
perhaps therein the vast unruly sea of grass, where old magics were said to endure, she could utter an



ancient caling-spdll, and cry out to Minho of the Fortunate Idesto allow long-lost Anselmto return
home. . . . Then she could continue with Marieto the saints shrine.

Would Gilles have to sdll the grove for acrust or two of bread? How could she abandon him? He was
too proud still to accept charity from the small-mindedgens . Mas prophesy did not promise long
life—only that he would not sink into the madness of age. But would Marie languish and dieif Pierrette
stayed here?

In the climate of fear and distrust Jerome fostered, Y an Oors and Guihen would suffer aswell. Even if
the Evil One did not consume them as he had Cernunnos, no loaves of bread would be left on doorsteps,
no bowls of milk.

When Otho |eft the house, neither Gilles nor his daughter spoke. They went sllently to their beds without
supper—for there was no food in the house.

Chapter 21 - TheTrial

"How can anything be discussed out here?' Rierrette protested to Otho, in the bleak light of a stormy
dawn. "What unpleasant wegther."

"It'slovely weather—for my purpose,” said Otho. "I asked the castellan to bring only those people who
areto witness againgt you, but I know him—everyone will come to see you humiliated.”

"Wheat's good about that?"

"It'sgood that the wesather is nasty, because when | offer theinvolved parties the shelter of my chapd,
Jeromewill have no good reason to refuse. WEII shut the doors on the mob the knight hopesto incite

agang you."

Pierrette looked at Otho with new eyes—the humble, fumbling priest had not impressed her as
especidly wise. "And I'll be safe from them, in your sanctuary,” she said.

"Thereisthat," Otho said with asmile.

Indeed, the Burgundian was angry—but had no reason to insst on another venue, or to postpone the
confrontation until the weather cleared. The parties to Pierrette's persecution—and some whom Otho
seemed to consider her defenders—entered the chapel, where three candles burned in a single sconce.
Thedtar and crucifix at the far end were obscured by gloom.

On one side stood Otho, Gilles, and Pierrette, and opposite them were Jerome and the soldier Luc.
Also present were others of whose alignment Pierrette was unsure. Grannawill not spesk against me,
Pierrette thought. But she was not sure. What would Granna's self-interest dictate? Claudia the baker
had aways been kindly, but who could tell”? The tavernkeeper Germain and hiswife Juliawere there, and
Parvinus, a stockkeeper and cheesemaker—and aterrible gossip. Whatever transpired would soon be
known by al the town.



Of the rest, there wasllittle doubt. The soldier for whom Ansalm had recommended a cure for impotence
was there, with his broken-toothed wife. Fierrette did not think they were present out of gratitude to the
mage's apprentice. There was the shepherd whose headaches Ansalm's herbs had relieved. What would
he have to say?

Gilles stared at the knight, hisfists clenched. "It's not yet my time," he muttered under his breath. "It is
not my time."

Pierrette felt reassured when Otho began speaking as confidently asif thiswere amass. "Much has been
said of thischild'ssins," he said, "but we are not here for marketplace gossip. Aretherered charges?'

"Indeed therearel” Jerome said loudly. "Bruno, tell these people what you told me." The once-impotent
soldier was unused to speaking in front of groups, and was embarrassed to air his private disability. He
blushed gpple red, and stammered meaningless phrases.

"Get to the point!" Jerome urged. ™Y ou couldn't turn your rope into a spear, so you went to the
sorcerer.” Bruno nodded. " Then what happened?’

"The old man said words over me, and sent me and my wife up the valley, to aspring beyond the
Roman fountain. Therewe. . . wedid it, and | was cured.”

"What?Isthet dl?'

"Wdl ...no."

“Tel ud"

"It wasn't her!" Bruno blurted. "1 mean, it wasn't my wife. It was her!" He pointed to Pierrette.

At Jerome's curt urging, Bruno's tale emerged. When he made love with hiswife besde Mas poal, she
metamorphosed into . . . Pierrette. From a huge old tree sprang Ansalm, who cavorted while they
coupled inthe leaves. Asif that accusation—adultery aswell as sorcery—was not enough, the soldier
declared that it had been the same ever since: the woman who came to him every night was Pierrette
aso.

"Thereyou haveit," said Jerome. "Bruno, you may go."

"Not so quickly!" Otho said. "I have aquestion or two."

The priest turned to Bruno'swife. "Didn't you mind? Did you stand aside with the mage Anselm, to
watch your husband and hislover?'

"Therewasn't no lover!" she bellowed. "There wasn't nobody! Just him and me!l" She glared at her
husband. " Thinking about young girlswhen you're swiving me, will you?'

"Weve heard enough,” Otho said, waving Bruno and his expostulating wife away. Pierrette had no
doubt they would have along discussion, one that would arise anew whenever poor Bruno felt mae
urges and gpproached hiswife. Pierrette giggled, and earned disapproving looks from Jerome and Otho
dike.

"Arethere others you wish to call ?* Otho asked the knight.



"Ah. .. perhgpsit can wait. I'll question my witnesses further, to make sure there are no other misguided
foolslike Bruno. We can reconvene another time, when the wesether . . ."

"Oh, no! Let'sweed out the fools and be donewith it." A murmur of assent from others sealed Otho's
decison.

Unhappily, Jerome bade the shepherd tell histae.

"l saw her inthewoods," he said, and described how Pierrette removed her skirt and bleated like a
goat, until someone—something—responded to her noises. "'l saw hisgoat's legs, and his great tool.
They didit again and again.”

" She submitted to ademon, half-man and half-beast?’ Jerome prodded him.

"She didn't even liedown! He leaned her up againgt atree, and . . ." The shepherd enthusiagtically
described Pierrette's debaucheries with the pagan god, now granted demonhood.

"l see,”" Otho observed, pointedly staring at the shepherd's crotch, where the fabric bulged noticeably,
"that you aren't revolted by what you'retelling us, Claudio. Did you enjoy watching them? But no—let
me remind you that though you arein my chapel, and | am your priest, thisis not confession. Y ou don't
haveto answer . . . now."

Claudio was well aware that he was not in the tavern among friends, but was facing his confesso—and
the memory of al his past confessions. Herding sheep was lonely, and masturbation was not the worst
that the priest had heard of from shepherds. It was good, Otho thought, that ewes were not quickened
by human seed, or there would be children in Citharistawith legs like Pan's. "Claudio, tell me what you
regly saw."

Hanging his head, Claudio related—uwith significantly less enthus asm—how he had heard ableating
goat. Berenice's buck had gotten his collar caught, and Berenice wastrying to free him.

"Berenice, not Pierrette?' Otho interjected. "Y ou're sure?’ There was a distant resemblance between
Berenice and Pierrette—both were femae and had black hair. But Berenice was twenty-five and had
borne six children.

"It was Berenice," Claudio admitted. WWhen Otho pressed him, he told how the woman's skirt became
caught in the thorns. She removed it, thinking hersalf alone. When the goat was freed, she untangled her
garment and again covered her white buttocks and heavy, dimpled thighs.

"Isthat al?" Otho asked. "A woman removed her skirt, freed her trapped goat, redonned the skirt, and
departed? No unnatura acts were performed?’

"Wl ..." said Claudio.
"No woman performed an unnatura act, | mean.”
"No. | meanyes. .. Shedidn't do anything."

"I'll expect you at Sunday mass, Claudio—come early." For confession, of course. The only sexud act
performed in the woods that day had been Claudio's, involving no goats, pagan gods, or women. Otho



was sure it would be along time before Claudio regaed tavernmates with his fantasies.

"Thereisalesson in what we've heard today,” Otho said in his sermon-voice. "Men and women make
scapegoats of the innocent, rather than admitting their own sin, weakness, or foolishness.

"Have we weeded the fools from our midst?' he asked Jerome. "' Are we done with fanciful tales?"
Severd people nodded. "Then the charges of sorcery arelaid to rest.”

"Not quite!" Jerome blurted. "There isthe matter of her changing from aboy to awoman. Shewasno
woman before! |, and a dozen others, can swear to that."

"Y ou might swear that you did not know shewasagirl,” Otho corrected him, "but others knew.

"Granna—when Pierrette began coming to market, how long before you knew shewasagirl?"

"Hmm. .. last year—or before that. When she caught young Marius behind her market stall with. . .
with Claudias daughter Marcella. . ." Grannaglanced toward Claudia, and raised her hands pams up,
asitto say, "What can | say but the truth?' Claudiashrugged. After dl, Marcelawas safely
married—though not to Marius.

"Pierrette saw them futtering,” Granna continued. "'l found her weeping—which was odd, for aboy. My
curiogity was aroused, and | watched her more closely. The signs had been there dl along—the way she
walked arm in arm with Marie, when a boy wouldn't walk the same side of the street ashisbig sgter.”

"Why didn't you say anything to me? Wasn't it my concern, as shepherd of Citharistals flock?!

"Y ou dready knew, Father," Grannastated. "Y ou had to know the reason, too. If you weren't doing
anything about it, why should 17

"Indeed | knew," Otho said. "'l knew Gillessfear for hisolive grove, if he had no son. Of coursell

thought the deception would be done with when Gilles remarried and begot amale heir, but that didn't
happen. Still, the child didn't seem burdened by the masquerade, 0 . . ." Heturned to Jerome.

"'She consorts with the sorcerer!™ Jerome grated angrily, his scheme eroding away.

"Asdo others," Otho countered evenly, "others who do not stand accused today." He turned to Claudia.
"Y ou bring bread to old Ansalm," he said. "Couldn't a sorcerer make bread from stones, and wine from
Seawater?'

"Not likemy bread,” Claudiasaid.

"Y ou go there often. What have you seen?’

"A hungry old man," said Claudia.

"Y our bread condemnsyou!" Jerome spat. "He gave you amagica yeast."

"| use the yeast my mother gave me!l" she protested. "Y ou're jeal ous your cook bakes only bricks.”

"Y ou leave loaves on your doorstep each night,” Jerome said. " Sacrifices for the old man's demon
minions”



"Demons? Don't be dlly. You're aforeigner, and can't be expected to understand. We leave bread and
milk for the Shy People—the fairy folk. They herd no cattle and sow no whest. Would you rather they
worked mischief on us?

"Father?' she asked, turning to Otho. "Isit asin to leave bread for them?"

"Y ou leave aloaf on your doorstep, and in the morning, it's gone. Who's to say what hungry soul picksit
up? Do you pray to false gods? Do you ask favorsfor your bread?" Claudia shook her head.

"Then | see no harm,” Otho concluded.

"We have strayed from the subject,” he then said, "which is Pierrette. All that's left to discussiswhat to
do about her." He held up the letter from the abbess. " She must take her sister to the shrine of the Holy
Marys," hesaid, "but our castellan has bid her remain here and wed the soldier Lucian. What isthe
reasonable course?'

"The sster will die oneway or another!" snarled Jerome. " Shel's completely mad anyway. The girl isof
marriagesable age, and has no other suitors. A husband and ababy or two will keep her out of mischief.”

"Shecdamsto beavirgin, ill," Otho said. "If it'sher wish to remain unwed, and her father's. . ."

"Itid" interjected Pierrette.

"She'snovirgin!" cried Jerome.

"Then the last dispute has been clearly expressed,” said Otho. "If sheisnot virgin, Jerome's contention is
supported—though not proved. If sheisvirgin, her own assertions are clearly proven, and Jerome's are
invalidated. The solution is smple—and we have just the person hereto provideit." Heturned to
Germain'swife. "Julia—you've attended most birthsin Citharista?"

"I lost count after the hundredth, twenty years ago.”

"And women cometo you for advice about . . . womanly ailments?' Juliaagreed they did.

"Can you determineif awoman isavirgin—or not?' Of course everyone knew the answer, but Otho
wanted everything laid out so no future dispute could nullify what was decided.

"l cantel if somewomen arevirgind," Juliagtated, "but | can't say for sure that any particular woman is
not—unless she has borne children.”

"Let me makethisclear," Otho said. "If Pierrette is untouched, you may determine that beyond doubt. If
not, it till doesn't disprove her contention. Isthat so?' Juliaagreed. It was possible to prove Pierrette's
assertions, and impossible to prove the castellan's.

"Then let us put an end to this. Pierrette, go with Julia—and Granna and Claudia; three witnesses will
auffice. Well wait here.”

* * %

Pierrette was more enraged and humiliated than another girl might have been. Had her mother lived, she
might be enured to intimate examination by women. Had she been raised as a girl among women, it might



have been less traumatic to lie with her legs gpart while each woman held acandle close and peered at
her. Only Julia—after murmuring a quiet incantation and washing her handsin abowl of wine—actudly
touched her.

Despite her awkward pose, Pierrette could not resist asking . . . "What spell isthat?"
"Spe1?' replied dulia. "'l asked Mary, mother of God, to guide me.”
"And thewine?'

Juliawas nonplused. "Why . . . My mother and my mother's mother dways washed with wine. There's
no spell—I'm nopaganus ."

Paganus. How words changed. It meant smply arura dweller. Why had it changed, to mean abeliever
in old gods? Because Chrigtianity had aways been acity faith? Contrary to the old, earthy religions, it
had nothing to say about farrowing hogs, the culture of olive trees, or theillnesses of sheep or goats.
Paganus . Pagan. Of course.

* % *

The four women pushed through the chapel door. Claudiaand Grannalooked smug. Pierrette's visage
showed bitter confidence. Only Julias face showed nothing at all.

" She's been with no man,” Julia stated. " There's no question about it."

Jerome'sface was neutrd. 1t was no surprise. Had he had hisway, though, it would never have been
reveded.

"Let'sbedone” Otho said. "The girl is untouched, and the tales about her are vicious rumors. Pierrette,
isit your intention to remain unmarried—and virgina—at thistime?' Pierrette nodded. " Speak up, that
wemay dl witnessit." She did so, between clenched teeth. The humiliation would not fade soon.

"Will you take your sgter to the Marys shrine?”
She nodded again.

Otho turned to Jerome. "Are you satisfied with the women's finding? I's she free to depart?' The
Burgundian nodded.

Of course he was not satisfied, Pierrette reflected. He must be enraged. Y et the question that plagued
her was. Why? Obvioudly, he had lost his opportunity to deflower her, but that was not hisredl
obsession. Was Cernunnos angry that he had lost a perquisite of hisfading godhood? She could not
forget the consuming fire she had seen in the haunted eyes of the horned god: Jerome's anger at being
thwarted was explainable; she could speculate about Cernunnoss motives. But behind the horned one
was greater Evil, the Eater of Gods. What was its aim? What was so important about her?

* * *

"You'rewiser than | thought," Pierrette admitted when she and Otho were done. ™Y ou hand-picked each
person, didn't you?"

Otho smiled. "My “education’ in Massdliatook two years," he said. "My rea education began when |
returned here asapriest. | exercised what choices | could. Not Jerome or Lucian, of course, and not



Bruno or Claudio ether, but | knew Jerome would choose men with lurid talesto tell, tales that would
only hold up outsde, where the shouts of his mob would muffle me."

"I know why you chose Claudiaand Granng," Pierrette said. "They're respected. But Parvinus?
Germain? Neither man said aword.”

"Look beyond your motives and mine, to theirs."

Otho wanted her to figureit out for hersalf. Parvinus was easiest—he was agossip. Now the gossip he
traded would not be rooted in Bruno's salf-justification or Claudio'sfantasies, but in their
foolishness—and Jerome's. The knight's star would fall as her own rose—and therein lay her continued
safety. Not soon would thegens of Citharistarise to destroy one of their own over baseless rumors and
mdidiouslies.

And Germain? Would Julias husband entertain suggestions that impugned hiswife's skills? He would
defend her—and his"forum" wasthe largest in Citharista: the wine shop, where every man went when he
had a coin to spare. No one would imply that hiswifewasafool or aliar.

"And your motive, Per Otho?'

"Mine? Congder, child. A herd of cows can have only one bull, and horses one stdlion. Of coursel am
neither—though priesthood has not unmanned me—but atown can have only one spiritua authority, and
one temporal. Jerome crossed the boundary between our domains. Now hell no longer threaten to have
me replaced by amore docile priest.”

"Will he kegp aguard on thetrall to the cape? Will poor Ansalm remain without asoul to visit and cheer
him?'

"Helll have hisbread and wine," said Otho. The priest did not know the whole of it, Pierrette reminded
hersalf. He did not know that those visitors who brought no bread and no wine, only requestsfor hisaid,
were the greater sustenance the mage required. "Even if Jerome doesn't withdraw his soldiers at once,
Lucian and his men won't waich closdly.”

* * %

Pierrette was not ready to depart the next day, or the one after. "Wait," Granna advised. "L et thegentes
guilt work for you, astheir small minds once worked againgt you." FPierrette did not know what she
meant, until the third morning.

Gudtave the carter was thegens ' messenger. "Thisisfor you," he said, handing Pierrette asmadl, heavy
sack. "Openit!" A dozen coins poured into her hand. "They took up acollection. Isthat enough?’
Pierrette suspected it was—though not too much. Gilleswould haveto live on what he was able to make
sdling oil. Neither she nor Per Otho had devised away to get Jerome to return the coins he had
stolen—or to admit that he had stolen them.

"I'll manage," Gilles assured her. "Nothing will happen to me because. . . itisnot yet my time."

Pierrette did not think Gilleswould be londly. She had seen the looks that passed between him and
Granna. It wasadmogt asif he could not wait for Pierrette to depart, so he would have the widow to
himsdf. Of course Grannawastoo old to give Gillesthe heir he had wanted, but there was moreto life
than babies.



Before Gustave departed, Pierrette made her first use of the new coins. She dickered with the carter for
his donkey. His heart did not seem to be in his bargaining, and they reached agreement at apricefar
below what she would have paid. She thanked Gustave—but remembering how the beast had aways
eyed her with suspicion and resentment, she wondered how good a bargain she had driven.

* * *

With regret that she must again pose as aboy, Pierrette folded a dress, chemise, and shawl and stowed
them in the bottom of awicker pannier. She would be walking over rocky ground and through thorny
brush. She didn't expect to meet many people on the high track, but till, aboy might be lesstempting
than ayoung woman, should she encounter anyone with malicious intent.

Inalesspractica sense, shefelt lessvulnerable. Shetook on abrasher attitude with her clothing, an
ability to joke, bluff, even posture threateningly. She had learned the "rules' of male socid intercourse
while avoiding physical confrontations. She had learned how to back off short of violent conflict, but to
hold her own, right up to that. Other girlsdidn't learn that, not in the same way.

Perhaps there was good in her skewed "education.” She had bemoaned what she was missing; now she
redlized she had gained something in compensation: confidence, if not actua competence, in deding with
the world of men.

Severd well-wishers accompanied her from the town, then one by one dropped away. Otho wasthe
last. "Y ou'll stop and check on Anselm?" she asked. He assured her he would—though his parishioners
would gossip. "Wear your shiny pectord cross, and chant in Church Latin. They won't suspect it'sa
socid cdl.”

"Will it be?'

Otho had never met her mentor. What would the two men, so different, yet in some ways the same,
think of each other?"l can't imagine you not getting along."

"I suppose I'll find out," he replied. She had to be satisfied with that.

"Thiswill bealong journey,” she sghed. "When it'sover, | wonder how ready I'll be to settle down?!
Otho chuckled. "I have afeding that thistrip isonly the beginning of your journeyings. . . ."

What god or prophet, Pierrette would ask hersdlf in the years that followed, had spoken in the priest's

ea?
* % %

Otho's quill snapped in hishand. He spat an unpriestly word when he saw the spattery blotch on his
parchment. What had the girl said, that day when she made pact with the knight about the olive grove?
Something about making an honest pagan of him?

Otho was not sure, but it was something she had said. Something about jars of oil? About Good and
Evil, and . . . about pouring dl the oil but asingle drop into onejar. Yes That was what she had said.
And what else? That Chrigtians had created Satan, and should pour half the ail back. . . .

Otho'sthoughts raced. Pour it back? An honest pagan? He groaned as the stiffnessin hislimbs made
him aware how long he had sat. "Ah, wdll, I'll work the kinks out on the way to the knight's house."



Indeed, hefelt fine and feisty when he arrived. When the el derly gatekeeper attempted to stop him, he
fired off phrasesin hisbest Latin, of which the poor man understood only that, as God is everywhere, he
could not deny entrance to a priest, unless God was also absent from the house. Otho encountered no
one ese on hisway to the knight's bedchamber.

* * *

Jerome was abed, but his painful condition made sound deep impossible. He avakened before the priest
at thefoot of hisbed finished three sentences of his unconventiona chant. Jerome sat up, confused, but
not yet afraid. Otho continued his singsong, hishand raised asif in benediction.

". .. andforgiveyou, and release you from your Christian pledges asif you had never heard the word of
God, asif you were indeed an innocent, achild of nature not yet schooled. Jerome, protector of
Citharista, you are freed. Jerome, priest of Lugh, in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit,
| release you and give you back your name, Reikhard. | withdraw your baptisma name, Jerome.”

"Reikhard," the knight murmured. "I haven't heard that name in twenty years. Thelast priest of the old
gods gaveit to me. He died before | had memorized the sacred texts. . . . | was till aboy when your
priest-blessed waters washed that name away. But what have you done?

Theimpact of the twisted rite had not struck him yet. There was no recognized ceremony for freeing a
man from the Church. Excommunication barred aman from the sacraments;, it did not wash away
baptism or erase professions of faith. There was exorcism—>but he did not intend to drive out ademon.
Heintended only to makeits dwelling unhabitable. . . .

"Indeed, what have | done?' Otho replied. He had likely damned his own immortal soul. "'l havefreed
you. | have poured haf the ail back. Y ou are no longer Chrigtian.”

"Areyou mad? You can't do that!" Jerome swung his bare legs from his bed. Otho backed away
fearfully, for the voice was not the knight's.

"Depart, fdlen one!" Otho's voice was not quite ashriek. "This pagan is not your meset. Y ou have no
place here. Depart, | command you!"

Jerome—now Relkhard—gagged asif vomiting. His heavy frame heaved, and hislegs stiffened, forcing

him to hisfeet, arms outstretched and fingers curled as he tried to grasp the priest's neck. Otho stepped
backwards. The knight's throat welled with wet words no living man knew, and afetid stench rolled out
upon them.

He opened hismouth, asif to scream. Black smoke bel ched forth and gathered like a storm among
square-hewn beams, seeking exit between the planks of the celling. The shapeless darkness squedled as
if acrowd walked on the floor above,

The knight sank back to the bed, and with one find eructation expelled alast wisp of blackness that
chittered like amouse underfoot asit fluttered upward to join itswhole.

"Depart!" Otho screamed, ducking low benesth the roiling mass. "Begone!” From the noisome cloud
issued sounds of scurrying rats, hissing of vipers, wet rending of living flesh. It moved, blown by an unfelt
breeze, toward the tall window. It billowed, and then was gone.

The Burgundian's retching did not deter Otho from rushing to the window, in time to see something dark
coaescein the branches of the plane tree in the courtyard, to hear the hoarse croak of the greet raven



that took wing. The priest stared wide-eyed as black wings momentarily obscured the moon. The
creature flapped away westward, and was soon lost in the night.

Part Four - Exercitator
(Magician)

Thefolk of theland arelayers of an onion, whose thin skin isthe distant overlordship of the Franks.
Beneath it are "Romans’ of Latin, Cdt, and Ligure blood. At the core of the onion are small, dark

people, elusive forest-dwellers, fairies, and Gypsies, who still Sip at the breast of Ma. Thus arethe
people.

Theland issunny. Broad rivers run deep in one season and trickle in others. Mountains stand white and
ocher abovefertile plain and desolate heath. Vineyards huddle on southern dopes. Elsewhere ancient
olive groves shade the rocky ground. For afew months, cold winds from the Al ps contend with wet ones
from the Mediterranean, and chill rainsfal. ThentheMistral , the divine wind, drives men mad.

The land isuncrowded, for there has been much daughter. The Moors swept through. Charlesthe
Hammer defeated them at Poitiers, and ironicdly, Christian Charless hammer fell harder upon the land
than did Saracen swords. Roving Magyars and Norsemen contributed to the devastation.

Thus are the land and its peoples, so ancient that every cut of spade or plow upturns shards, coins,
inscribed stones, and bones of peoples gone before, who livein the blood of al who followed. Thisisthe
land, the people, and the tale of agirl, now awoman, born of both.

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus

The Sorceresss Tale
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Chapter 22 - Dangerous Magic

Pierrette's Journal

Otho wasright. Retkhard's Christian demon could not live within an honest pagan. Bereft of the conflict
that had divided the knight, the demon had nothing to feed on.

| departed before Otho performed his unconventional exorcism. Had | known of it, | might have been
more prepared, for the raven had gone westward—as had |. Y et even with the demon gone, the knight
was no different, except that hislust for women, land, and power was now wholly hisown. At least | was
freeof him. ...

* * %

"Tdl meagain,” said Relkhard, after rinang his mouth and throat with wine and spitting it on the
stone-flagged floor.

"You tell me. How do you fed ?'
"Likeaboy, my Chrigian yearsgone. Am | truly free of them?"

"Of your years?' Otho was, having matched the Burgundian gulp for gulp. ™Y ou look no younger, but



indeed you are free of your Chridianity.”

"Can you redly do that?' wondered Retkhard pensively. "Still, the foul thing that oppressed meis gone,
see?' Heraised his stained nightshirt. There were pocks, scabs, and round scars, but no suppurating
sores. "What | mean is, does. . . your Church . . . alow you to do what you did?

"I don't think so. But it worked. No Chrigtian demon can inhabit your pagan flesh.”

* * %

Pierrette walked lightly, the morning sun a her back, warm againgt the chilly air of late winter. Though the
route west was one long rise from sealevel, the ground seemed asflat asaplain. The ass—whom she
cdled "Gustave," after itsformer owner—carried food, water, and blankets.

The miles passed swiftly. By evening, the dragon's bones and the windy cliffswere behind. She ate
cheese and bread drizzled with olive ail, with a pinch of dried thyme. Then sherolled herself in her
blankets.

She had forgotten to weight the lids of the donkey's panniers with heavy stones. The beast had dready
nuzzled onelid off. Shethrew aloose stone. It struck Gustave's nose, and he backed away, snorting.

"If you eat my food, aswell asyour own, what use are you? | can carry my blankets mysdlf. Without
bread or cheese, I'll have to eat donkey mesat.” She was haf-convinced that the ass understood.

She awoke before dawn colored the hills, and loaded Gustave, who had not further disturbed the
panniers. She did not follow the track down to the village at the head of the calanque, but kept to the high
ground where no brush impeded her.

The second night, having crossed the first divide, she redized that she had missed the chanceto
experiment with the changing nature of magic. She murmured the words of the fire-and-light incantation.
A faint, blue glow, acool hao, hovered by her fingertips.

At least the changes were consstent. She would try "Guihen's Charm,” which conferred invisibility—her
mother's spell, learned as a nursery-song:

"l cannot see my soull;

When | dieg, it will depart on thewind;

My soul isair.

My soul rises, and looks down on the rest of me;
Wheat does it see?

My flesh is Water, running down the many ways,
My fleshis Earth, dust gathered by Air,
Moistened by dew.

Thewillow leaf and thewild olivetree

Are dust and water

Gathered by thewind,

And whenmy soul rises,

It will see my leaves and my branches.”

Shefelt abrief flutter asif something wanted to change, to reflect the moonlight like silvery leaves, but



Gustave's near eye was fixed upon her. He still saw her—the spell had not worked.

She pondered the words. What was different here? Ah! There were no willows or olives; the land was
bleak and stony, scarred and dried by winds off the sea.

She changed the spdll dightly. ". . . My flesh is Earth, dust gathered by Air, moistened by dew.The
stunted oak and the fragrant bush are dust and water . . ." Thistime, the shimmery feding was
stronger. When it passed, shefdt iff, and strange. Why would an illusion make her fed so? Why
couldn't she see anything?

She reached to brush an imperceptible vell from her eyes. . . but her arm would not move. Panic arose.
She was as stiff and wooden as. . . asastunted tree, and blind as wood. Sickened, she realized what
had happened. She redlized where she was: the high country, thewild land of Breb's primitive folk.
"And," she said slently—because she could no longer spesk, "seeing isbdieving!™

"My soul rises, and looks down on the rest of me; what does it see?" Bdief wasAnselm's
sustenance, Y an Oors and Guihen's support. "What you see iswhat you get,” Breb had repeated. And
here shewas, in thisland where the essentid postulate was "What you see, you must believe, and what
you believemust be. . . redl.”

In Citharista, the spell made its utterer appear aswillow or olive. Here the postulate equated perception
with solid redlity. The spell's userbecame atree—a stunted, twisted oak with prickly leavesthe size of a
thumbnail, with atrunk no bigger around than awoman'sarm. Animmobile, speechless, helpless. . .
treel

Dawn rose over the humped hills. Pierrette was well and truly trapped. She could not speak, to utter a
negating spell. Her roots went deep in fissured rock. She felt the sun quicken her duggish sap, but could
not see it, because she had no eyes.

Y et she could sense things. A disturbance in the breeze told her Gustave was edging close to the wicker
pannier. Could atree sense that? Of courseit could. Perhapsthe treesin Citharistas valley were
insensate, but here trees—and rocks, even donkeys—had souls, because Breb's people believed they
did. And she was caught in the web of their conviction. She wanted to weep, scream, tear out her
hair—but she could not move asingletwig.

* * %

The shadow of great wings flickered across rocks bleached white as bone, briefly blending with dark
crevices and the pooled shade benegth stunted trees. Sensing arich savor of despair, headier than
carrion, the raven circled, its craving festering within.

There! But such agony of the soul could not spring from amute donkey. What cregturefilled his nogtrils
with delicious hopel essness? With arattle of rough, black feathers, it dit in the topmost branches of a
straggling oak. Awareness surged upward through his feet—the tree was the source of the wonderful
uffering.

The bird's guttural croak of joy did not go unnoticed. The ass edged closer, its wide, heavy-lidded eyes
doubting, threatening. Why did the beast menace him?

Gustave brayed, teeth bared. With araucous croak, the raven flung itsdlf into the air. The donkey
snorted asif it had scented something foul. Wide, brown donkey eyesfollowed the bird's flapping ascent,
and its straight-winged course westward, daring it to return.



The sun rose higher. Pierrette wailed soundlessly. She struggled to move her wooden limbs, but her
leaves trembled only with the breeze. Ever cautious, Gustave nosed closer to the panniers.

A dtrange sensation moved dowly as sap from Pierrette's roots upward, at last reaching the seet of her
consciousness. among her roots she felt cool, smooth motion. A snake. She reached out with thoughts,
not hands, to the dry, sSinuous body she could not see. The serpent lay quiescent benesth her caressng
thoughts, and Pierrette's panic faded, like heat absorbed by ophidian coolness—asif Ma hersdf had
spoken calming wordsto afrightened little girl.

As smoothly as the snake had come, it departed. She felt the scrape of scales on rooty bark. " Thank
you," she said—she would have said, had she avoice. Was the poor beast's soul now burdened with her
departed terror?

Did asnake have a soul? Mother SophiaMariawould say not—mankind aone wasin God'simage, and
had souls. But thiswas not Massdia; here other redlities obtained. And if snakeshad souls. . . then
donkeys did too.

Gudgtave, though hungry, till hesitated, not convinced that his mistress, who had turned into an inedible
oak, would not again regppear as awoman with a hefty stonein her hand.

Pierrette grasped that thought. Breb had not used a mule, because if he believed in mules, he would have
needed one. Hisinhuman strength was incong stent with donkeys and their kin. Beasts of burden were
not part of his peoplesworld. They were, however, of Pierrette's. . . and Gustave did not truly believe
Pierrette was atree. She collected her scattered thoughts, and remembered . . .

Ma had uttered no words, when she and Pierrette had become magpies. There had been only an inward
twisting, then her soul flying free. Fierrette remembered how it felt. She wriggled inwardly, not disturbing
her tiny, lesthery leaves.

Sherose, weightless, and drifted toward the unsuspecting—hut alway's suspicious—burro.

Donkey-head. Donkey-brain . . . not very smart, but determined. Donkey . . . soul? The small,
shapel ess entity shrank from her. There was no room in Gustave for two souls.

The ass brayed and kicked up its hedls. It backed away from the pannier of bread, cheese, oil, and
dried, sdted fish, eying it suspicioudy. Pierrette, shaken, was cast off, to hover unattached.

"I knew it was too good to betrue," the beast seemed to say, eyeing Pierrette indignantly. "I never
believed shewasatree”

Pierrette felt the thread that linked her to . . . to atree? No! To her body, standing upright, her toes
curled to grasp stones under her feet, her arms outstretched, fingers spread to catch the noonday sun.

With aglent, joyous cry, she plunged down that thread, and into . . . herself. Her cry burst out aloud,
from her own throat. Tears sprung to her eyes and blurred her vision. Shelet aching armsfall to her
gdes. She sghed, and felt the rush of bresth from supple, moist lungs.

Gustave eyed her skepticdly, more willing to believe her ayoung woman than atree. When the crying,
laughing girl flung her arms around his neck, and kissed his bruised nose, making him snort, he was not



sure—if donkeys could indeed entertain such complex thoughts—if he could believeit. "This™ he might
have said, if donkeys could speak, "is entirely too good to be true.”

It was too good to be true when Pierrette fed him choice morsels of yellow cheese. When she broke
bread, she gave him thefine, chewy end of the loaf.

When sheloaded him, she refrained from putting her foot on hisribsto pull the girth-strap tight, but
merely waited until he could no longer hold his breath, then gave a quick tug when he exhaled.

When they walked, sheleft dack in hislead.

Stopped for amedl, she gave him oats, and let him drink awhole pan of water—though not enough for
the oatsto swell and bloat him.

She rubbed him down with rosemary before arranging her blankets for the night.

Y et hisjaundiced view remained unchanged: he watched as she carefully weighted the panniers lidswith
heavy stones. For her to do otherwise would indeed have been . . . too good to betrue.

* * %

Magic was dangerous. Shortsightness made it more so. A spell like "Guihen's Charm” wasnot asmple
geometric proof, but the hard center of an olive, surrounded by the ripe fruit of worldly belief. Postulates
that shaped spells were not aways expresdy stated; sometimes they were only implied by the fabric of
belief that enfolded and empowered them. That was the lesson she should have learned from the snakein
Mother Sophia's herb garden.

She promised hersdlf shewould design an "escape hatch” from the next spell she uttered. She was lucky
that Gustave had been there, and was skeptical. When Pierrette hugged his neck again, he remained
skepticd. Shefet itin hissiff, locked knees, saw it in theroll of hisbrown eyes, and sheloved him for it.

Y et Gustave alone had not saved her. She hersdf had participated. . . . Had there been other influences?
The shadow of black wings, darkened her thoughts—but her tree-memories held only the vaguest
impression, and the thought dipped away. Had there truly been a snake amid her roots, a snake who
reminded her that even the lowest creature possessed a metaphysical essence?

* * %

Occasiond carters had levered obstructive rocks out of theway. Still, the " pavement” dternated between
gravelly low spots and expanses of cracked bedrock. Afoot with Gustave, she took more direct routes
than carts could follow.

She experimented cautioudy, now understanding that crossing adivide was to become like a baby, with
no understanding of the relm of beliefs and magicsit was born into. Careless utterance of spellswas
suicide, unless onewanted to live as atree, astone, or afading ocean wave.

Her spdlswere smal. She changed the color of aflower, or shaped blue light into faces of people she
knew. She redlly wanted—needed—to try one particular spell in this place she had named "Realm of
BlueLight." It wasMondradd in mon : Parting the Vel of Years.

"Timewill not change from onerealm to the next," shetold Gustave. "That would not be. . . degant.”
She had read of the principle of eegancein an ancient scroll: the best spellswere the smplest
incantations that encompassed the desired effect, and that did not contradict others whose utility had



been demonstrated.

Timewas eementa, imbedded in the fabric of thought and magic; aspdll that contradicted it would rend
the universe itsdf. She sugpected even Anselm'stime-binding merely rearranged events without changing
them. Wasthat what the Black Time was? Had some ancient mage constructed aspdll so dl-inclusive
that he broke the whed of time and stopped its turning? Was the darkness that divided Beginning and
End the site of his experimentation? Gustave made no reply.

She did not think time's nature would be changed by so small athing as awatershed, subject to time's
passage; it eroded and wore down; the course of rivers changed as afunction of time.

Time and Earth. Time acted upon Earth, and . . . and was congtrained by it? Wasthe materia universea
vessd that contained fluid Time? The land was like an onion, many-layered, somethick, somethin. Were
events the substance of time?

Fierrette stretched her finite mind: time had been awhed—one point defined its axle, oneitsrim. Now
only the points remained, and timewas aline, not acircle. Onions, whedls, and linear spokestumbled in
her head, amost making sense, never quite codescing into a coherent image.

It stood to reason that where much had happened, where events were heaped thickest, one might find a
flaw in the layering, a place where one time was close to another, and therepart the vell of years between
one eraand another, from the Provence of Greeks, Romans, Phoenicians, Franks and Mudimsto a
sampler, lessweighty time. . .

Y et might it not be easier to part that vell where nothing much had happened, where"now” was so little
different from "then" that she might step through the barrier without even noticing it? Could both be true?

She stopped. Gustave, brought up short by the rope around his nose, balked and brayed. "Oh, be
quiet,” Pierrette said. "Weve gone entirely far enough in thisdirection. | will not avoid theissue by

engaging in fuzzy peculation.”

Indeed, she had been avoiding adecision. Ahead, the trail wound on toward Massdia; to her |eft,
another led southward to a broad calanque with asmall beach at its head, a beach blackened by
hearth-fires. ..

Wrangling with the nature of time, she had avoided facing this moment, where two paths branched. She
could only take one path a atime. But what wastime?

For dl her thoughts about onions and whedls, certain truths remained: magic was dangerous, spellswere
complicated, and it wasimpossible to consider al the implications of place and belief. She had wanted to
look like ascrub oak, but had become one. The Vel was amore complicated spell. Did she dare useiit
here?

Sheturned first one way, then the other. Thisway or that? Here or there? Then or now?

Stepping back in time was no different than stepping through Anselm's porta into the ever-noon of his
keep . . . wasit? Coming back from the calanque and the deep past, she would trace the same path and
gep forth into the moment when she had turned aside from the Massdliatrail. With asigh

indistinguishable from amoan, she turned toward the sea.
* % %



"Bah!" the old man expostulated. " Are there no smal stones on this blesk path?' Grunting, he pushed a
flat limestone chunk atop hisnew cairn, ahaf mile beyond the last. He brushed sweety locks from his
face, noticing that his hair was quite dirty. Had helooked closer, he would have seen that his hair was not
gray with dirt, but had black strands among the white. But there were still many white hairs.

* * *

The raven floated over the city, sensing something among the cut stones, wood, and red-brown tile roofs.
Somewhere amid thousands of delectable, vulnerable souls, was one whose interna battle between
Chrigtian virtue and lugt, between Christian lust and virtue, had once pleased him. Now shewas an
emptiness waiting to befilled. His circles became smaler, centering on the south shore of the harbor, on
Saint Victor's abbey, aradiant source of strengths and weaknesses.. . . and then on asmaller place
nearby. With acroak of ravenlike glee, he pulled in hiswings and plunged earthward like agreet, clumsy
hawk.

Marie sat up suddenly. What was she doing in this strange bed, this cold room? Her mind seemed filled
with dark thoughts, like the rasp of giff, black feathers. Gradudly, memoriesfilled the yavning chasm
between her vows with Bertrand and her awakening here.

Memories: Jerome cavorted like agoat, deer's horns on his head, his great, crimson member distended.
Hersdlf in hisbed, and her cries as hetook her—criesat first of pain, and then . . . Her palid skin flushed
with arousd, and her breath camein short, shalow gasps. Jerome'slow growlsvibrated in her ear.

"Jesus help me!" she cried. In the corner of her eye the pale Chrigtian wraith shook his head

"God help me!" she moaned. But the only god present was the Horned One, whose pleasuring she could
neither deny nor livewith.

Darkness had followed: Jerome had |eft her. She heard the glug, glug, of wine, and the knight's sigh.
Then the other Marie, the pitiful, guilt-ridden Christian girl, had awakened, and had crawled out the
window. She had fled through dark streets, naked but for her torn wedding dress, and had crawled up
the stairsto her father's house.

"Fool!" grunted Marie, remembering the heat and the pleasure, not the shame. Fool to have run away.
Fool, to have fouled her body and starved hersdlf. For what? A tiny film of torn flesh? A god who let
pious children be raped? Jesus, who stood by unmoved? Jesus? Perhaps it had been Otho, instead, or
even atrick of moonlight.

"Priestd" Marie spat. Priests and nuns. She now remembered taciturn Agathe and motherly Clara, who
had amost gotten her to amile.

Marie looked around the room. The door was heavy oak; she could not |eave that way. She crossed to
the unshuttered window. There was hardly any drop to the ground. . . .

Chapter 23 - Parting the
Vell of Years



Sea breezes pushed up the eroded ravine in gusts and surges, like the ebb and flow of surf on thetiny
beach below. Farther dong, beneath the calanque's present waters, was another beach, that existedthen
, but notnow .

Pierrette removed Gustave's halter rope and retied it around hisfront legs. "Don't try to chew through
this hobble. Be good, and I'll feed you haf the remaining oats tonight.” She stopped, patted his snout on
the side opposite his bruise, and turned away.

* * %

After an hour'swalk, the sun seemed no further west. It was hard to tell; the path down took her deep
within great eroded cracksin the creamy limestone. The sky was anarrow swath of blue. The azure and
viridian of theinlet seemed no nearer. She had murmured the spell in rhythm with her footsteps, along
time ago. Wasthistimelessness asign that the spell wasworking? Did every shimmery step part one
amall vell like dew-laden spiderwebs?

The endlessness of the descent reassured her. If the spell was not working, it would have been shorter,
asin her time. And among familiar bushes were othersthat only grew in cool, wet places. She cast back
in memory, to see this place through amagpi€'s eyes. Had the skin-clad hunters world been cooler and
more moist?

A rattle of stones startled her. She dipped behind a projection of rock. Someone was angry, and in pain.
She crept forward and looked down on ahead of shiny red-gold hair.

Thegirl, no older than she, wore a skirt of softened hide—and nothing el se. Her speech seemed familiar,
though Pierrette could make no sense of it. But then, when someone was holding her foot and trying to
suck on abloody toe, that was expectable.

"Let mehep,” Pierette said quietly, in her mother'slanguage and Mas. Only afterward did she
understand that the girl'swords had triggered it. Both tongues had the samelilt and inflections; only time
Separated them.

Pierrette knelt, and uncorked her water bottle. Holding the girl's foot, she washed away bright, fresh
blood.

"Edh merr," thered-haired girl murmured, Sghing. Then: "Kwi h'es?" That sounded, to Pierrette, like
"Fedlsgood,” and "Who are you?'

"I am Pierrette.” She reached for the cloth that bound her hair, and wrapped the girl'stoe with it.

Bright blue-green eyes, like white sand in the depths of a<till pool, darted from the dark waves of
Pierrette's hair to her own hurt toe, now wrapped in strange, unfamiliar stuff. She said something that
sounded like " That is strange (something). What kind of (something) isit?' Strange skin? Or wasit "What
kind of beast?"

"It'smadefrom flax," Pierrettereplied. "It'snot . . . notpwel ?' How strange, Pierrette thought. We seem
to be speaking the same tongue, but some words are different.

"Phlax . .. ?" Thegirl looked at her wrapped toe. "It does not look like a (something).” A leaf?

"Phlaxa?" said Pierrette, pulling aleaf from an unfamiliar, scrubby growth.



Thegirl giggled. "Fou-leya," she said.
"Well," Pierrette thought, "whatever “flax' means, it isn't “leaf—or “linen fiber."

The girl's name was Rheudhi, which meant "red" to both of them. Fiery hair must be unusud, worthy of a
digtinctive name,

"Come," Rheudhi said, testing her injured foot. "We go down to people.” She turned away from thetrall
to the beach "Quicker way through (something—kwah?)." Pierrette followed. " Something" was a shdlf of
looming rock overhanging adark hole.

Rheudhi scrabbled in falen detritus. "My fire," she explained, holding up a sogpstone dish with holesin
the top. She heaped crumbled twigs, set abundle of dried weeds next to it, then shook a coa from the
dish. Sheblew. Qily, fat-soaked weeds ignited. She stepped into the cave.

Pierrette could see only afew paces, once the blue-white light of day faded behind. Rheudhi knew
where to turn, where to warn her of obstructions. Sometimes her voice sounded stifled, asin asmal
room, and at othersit echoed, bouncing off faraway walls and columns. Had the torch gone out, or had
Rheudhi |eft her, she would have starved before finding her way back. It seemed an eternity before she
redlized the glow ahead was daylight at |ast.

Rheudhi cdled out, her words too swift for Pierrette, and the women's and children's voices that
answered tumbled word after word in untrand atable noise.

Pierrette stepped outside the cave. Above, cliffs and white pinnacles supported tufts of brush and
twisted, feathery pines. Ahead, blue-green sdt water gleamed.

"Aure Mamh'es," said Rheudhi, taking the arm of alight-haired woman. "Thisis Mother Dawn."
Mother-Gold? Ah—Rheudhi's mother, Aure. Like Rheudhi, she wore only a scraped hide. Unlike
Rheudhi, her breasts rested upon a swollen belly. Pierrette did not have to be a midwife to know shewas
near term.

"My brother isingde,” Rheudhi said, stroking Aures belly. How did she know it wasamade child? It
could be asigter, couldn't it?

"Come. Themenreturn at dusk,” Aure said. Actualy, Pierrette heard, "Men, darkness, they come," but
it was clear enough. "We gather (things) to eat with them.”

Curious children fingered Pierrette's cloth tunic and trousers. A small hand brushed Pierrette's breast.
"Shesagirl!”

"Come" Auresad.

Pierrette found herself wading with ten women in atida pool, sifting sand with her toes, reaching down
to grasp amussdl or clam when shefelt hard sharpness, then tossing it ashore.

Her clothing lay on arock, neatly folded. She had protested removing her garments. Rheudhi had
laughed, and darted off, returning with lightly furred skins. She tugged until Pierrette unlaced her tunic and
pulled it over her head. When the trousers and sanda s followed it, Rheudhi tied the skins around
Pierrette, onein front, one behind.



Sdf-conscioudy fedling every breeze that ruffled dark hair beneath the fur apron, Pierrette waded into
the water, reminding herself that she was aswell dressed as anyone. Besides, al were women, except for
afew truly naked little boys and girlswho splashed everyone.

"Did I come hereto dig mussels with bare-breasted women?' she asked herself. "1 should be fetching
Marie." She had established that the spell Parting the Vel worked properly, and that was what she had
Set out to do.

Y et she was content, with her feet in cool water and her back exposed to warm |ate-afternoon sun,
hearing amurmur of voices she could dmost understand. Children'slaughter was less than language, and

more, needing no trandation.

When she heard a resonant male voice, she wanted to squat in the water to hide her nakedness. She had
wandered far from her clothes. But the pool was only ankle-deep, and the others were happily greeting
the men.

"Thisismy father Bhirge," Rheudhi said, bringing Pierrette face to face with ablond, bearded man. "This
isPerit," Rheudhi told him.

Bhirge looker her up and down, his eyes thankfully spending no more time upon her breasts than her
face or knees. She suspected that to this man she would be as easily recognized by thetilt of her
upstanding nipples as by the shape of her nose. "Pebble,” said Bhirge. "That'safunny name.”

Fierrette caught aglint of red-gold on the shore. Shelooked up—and she saw him. She gasped. It was
the man from her magpie flight, from her daydreams. He stood in abeam of sunlight, smiling asif
expecting her, and glad she had at last arrived. "That's nonsense!" shetold hersdf. But why was her heart
thumping so? Why did her kneesfed loose, and the breeze like featherstickling her inner thighs?

"Pebble!" he said. He dipped ahand in the water, then splashed her lightly, laughing. "I wanted to seeif
you became even prettier when you were shiny and wet." Pierrette felt hot, and blushed al over.

Abruptly, the man raised his voice to spesk to everyone. "Thephokw haveleft us," he said. Shewas
grateful for the respite.

She heard scattered moans, and a soft wail What wasphokw ? Obviously not happy news.
"WeéIl eat mussals" said Aure. "And well moveon. Itistheway.”
Phokw?Like Latinphoca , sed ? The sedls were gone?

Women and men dike gathered mussels, lifting gpronlike garmentsto hold them, unshyly exposing their
mogt private parts. Only she and the man from her dreams did not lift their fursto collect shdllfish.
Rheudhi'sthin tuft, she observed in asidelong manner, was the same fiery shade as her head, while
Aureswas dark, asif sunlight and salt-sea air accounted for her hair's coloration. Bhirge and the other
men remained unstudied; Pierrette's eyesrapidly skipped away, unfocused, when her gaze accidentally
brushed them.

"Help me prepare afire,” the man said. Shewillingly followed. Despite evidence of previousfires, there
was plenty of driftwood. The waters of her time, that inundated this beach, these caves, had dready
begun their rise, washing trees|oose, to gather in brittle hegpsin sheltered bayheads.



Soon they had a crackling blaze. By the time the last of the mussels had been heaped besideiit, the wood
was sttling, becoming embers with flickering tendrils of brilliant blues, greens, and yellows from sdtsand
mineradsleft by seawater.

They draped mats of flaccid seaweed over the cods, then spread mussals on them. They built severa
layers, then mounded more seaweed and pebbly sand on the impromptu oven. Only vagrant wisps of
steam escaped, but Pierrette knew the heap was hot and moist within.

She shied from that imagery, very aware that the man stood close by, and she had never fdt likethis,
even in her dreams. What was wrong with her? She remembered the magpie dream—the woman, strong
and lustful, who had . . .

"Y ou're bright and pretty even when you're not wet," the man said, with soft humor. "Aredl your folk so
pale? Does your mother's skin talk so much too?"

"My people's skin," she murmured, not looking up at him, "isusualy covered up, and cannot be. . .
“heard."™

"I'm glad yoursisnt," hereplied. "I like “listening' to you." Had her grasp of thisdidect so suddenly
improved, or had he spoken in Mas tongue, not his own? She had understood not only hiswords, but . .
. but what underlay them.

Her thoughts strayed to her one encounter with male desire. Jerome. Cernunnos. The Eater of Gods.
But thiswas not the same. Thiswasaman, not . . . something else. . . inman'sguise. Shefdt likethe
woman in the magpie vison, and she had no idea how to ded with that.

"Why must you move away?" she asked him, to cover her discomfort. "Won't the seals come back?!

"Only when we have gone. The sedlstell uswe have lingered too long. Well sicken." She asked himto
explan.

He considered himsdlf a predator like afox or awolf. Lingering too long, it had to take healthy prey,
instead of culling the weak and sick, which it had already eaten. That was not good for predator or future
generations of prey.

Hetold how foxes moved their young from nest to nest, leaving fleas and parasites behind.

"Well need mest for the journey toward morning,” he reflected. Thejourney toward . . . dawn?
Eastward—toward the place Citharistawould someday stand. "Tomorrow, I'll climb up to the high land,
and will find adeer.”

Pierrette envisoned his route—and conceived an opportunity to test the spell again. If she retraced her
steps without invoking magic, she would see clearly what she had once seen in vison—the landscape of
thistime, laid out before her. Could she find the spot where she had |eft Gustave aswell, or would it be
too different?

"Il go with you," she announced.

"l hunt best done.”

"l learn quickly."



He consdered it carefully, and did not prate about hunting being man'swork. "I'll teach you," he
decided. "Tonight well go to the Place of Being Prey. If you are adeer, you'l know it."

The odd phrases reminded her she did not understand his speech well. She decided to wait and see
what he meant.

"Rheudhi!" he called. "I think the mussels are cooked.” They pulled the seaweed heap apart and tossed
hot shellfish to those who stood around, laughing as people juggled their dinnersto keep from burning
their hands, then collected musselsin their skin gprons.

Women brought wild berries, crunchy roots, and nuts. Pierrette did not hesitate to lift her gpron to hold
her share. She was no longer surprised that no one's eyeslingered overlong in passing. She settled beside
Rheudhi.

"Aam likesyou," the redhead commented. "Will you (something) with him?' Pierrette repested the
unfamiliar word, as a question. Rheudhi made a poking gesture, and Pierrette's skin "spoke” loudly.

She opened her mouth to assert that she would die before .. . . Shedid not say it. It was not so.

In her childhood fantasies, she had only envisoned kissing in arestrained way. Later, such imaginary
embraces had become more intimate, her body pressed againgt his, feding hiswarmth, his smooth skin,
and the muscles benesth it.

Only after the magpie flight with Mahad her mental imagery grown up. Only then had she trembled with
the desire and enveloping power her dream-Aure had felt. She had rgected those fedings with muted
cries of despair—even as she would reject the man himself. She had to—or shewould never leave this
place, thistime near the beginning of time.

"Why do you cdl him Aam?' That meant Smply "man.” Didn't he have aname?

Rheudhi giggled with girlish condescension. "What'swrong with "Aam?" she asked. "'| am Rheudhi, and
see?' Shelifted handsful of fiery hair. "HeisAam, and .. . ." Shelifted her skin apron, and feigned surprise
a what she saw benegthit. ". . . heisaman." Again, Pierettes kin "spoke" brightly.

When all had eaten, some departed for the caves. Others—couples—remained. Pierrette eyed what
they were doing, and was glad that it was dark, and that the moon had not yet risen.

Aam camefor her. "Let'sseeif you areadeer,” he said. At least that was how she interpreted it. He led
her toward the cave she had emerged from, the womb from which she had been thrust into the light of
this strange world. He took her hand. His calloused pam satisfied a craving she had not known she had.

Inside the cave, they scrambled upward by torchlight, retracing her path and Rheudhi's. "Thereiswhere
you entered the earth,” he said, pointing toward afaint, distant glow, lessred than atorch'slight.
"Tomorrow, we go that way, but now . . ." He guided her through a narrow cleft in smooth,
water-shaped rock.

She could hear the echo of their soft footfalls; the space ahead waslarge. Aam'storch made a
whooshing sound as he swung it in circles, fanning its blaze, illuminating the cave. She gasped. Where
torchlight fell, the walls were covered with pictures. On her left danced running horses—gray-white
mares and stallions, and dark, small colts. On the celling, black and white birds congregated, some



upright, like herons, others diding on plump, feathery breadts. Grest, dark beasts humped sullenly across
aplan of oxide-stained rock. In an acove were hundreds of stencilled human hands.

"Go ahead,” Aam murmured. "The deer are beyond. I'll light afresh torch.” His broad hand guided her.
On alumpy, irregular column, shaped asif by a potter working wet clay, abeast with asinglelong horn
onitsnosetrembled in flickering light. Overhead, atuft-eared cat crept forward on bent legs, his penile
brush dragging on undrawn, unseen ground.

"Phokw," Aam said softly—dim, amost legless creatures with pointed noses and long whiskers. Sedls.

They boreleft, around astone vell like a carved curtain, past a composite beast with horns, fangs, and
broad clawed feet. A chimaera? A griffin? Had such things once stalked among the eroded rocks
overhead?

"Ker'ph," said Aam, sopping. "Deer.” The creature on the wall was no elusive woodland creature. It
stood taler at the shoulder than the top of her head, and branching antlers stretched wider than her arms
could reach. Pierrette's eyes were drawn within the beast. If she stared enough, she could seeits beating
heart, the rumbling progress of leaves and mossthrough its gut.

Once amazement faded, she saw that the effect had been created by many paintings, one atop another,
seeming trangparency with no red hint of interna organs.

"It'sso hig!" she marvelled. She had not seen spears or arrows in the cave-folk's camp. How would
Aam take such abeast?

"Yes" hesad. "Itisbig—I am big. But you are not. Come. | will show you yoursdlf."It isbig. | ambig.
He had inflected the words as if he considered himself not aman, but astag. And the reflexive pronoun
"yourself." Asif Pierrette were a so portrayed on these buried walls.

Agan Aam whirled thetorch into new life. The next deer was antlerless, with donkeylike ears. Her
thoughts strayed: where was Gustave? Had he chewed through his hobble, and raided hisfeed? But
enough! Thisdeer . . . thisdoe. . . was specid. Again, Pierrette felt as though she could see within the
painting, asif shewerefdlinginto. ..

* % *

She pranced, sharp hooves soundless on the forest litter. Aromas swirled. She sniffed drifting
scents—pine needles and moldy oak leaves, mice and chattery, furry things seeking the faint odor of . . .
of him.

There! Sheraised her fine-furred muzzle, feding the breeze on one s de, edging sometimesin the stag's
direction, sometimes not. Shewasin no hurry, and stopped to nibble succulent branches. When thetime
was right, hewould find her.

Her nogtrils trembled with the faint scent of hisarousal. She moved on, foraging. He stalked, not
stopping. Rut was upon him; hewould not eat. Her droppingsfell here and there, but heleft hisin heaps,
mute warnings to other males of his strength, his confidence, his single-minded purpose.

Her hoofprints were clear and sharp, two horny toes together, dewclaws held off the ground. Heavy
with his spread of antlers, histoes splayed, and dewclaws marked the earth. She followed atrail where
others had gone. He strode asif dl the forest was his, his hoofprints straight and purposeful. She ambled
and nibbled, waiting . . .



"You areadeer,” Aam murmured ever o softly.
"Yes" shereplied, no louder. "1 am adoe.”
"When we hunt, will you know where they are?'

The paintings were not icons; people did not prostrate themselves before horse- or deer-god, or pray to
theimages for asuccessful hunt. One did not hunt deer—one hunted . . . onesdlf. "I don't know," she
replied. "They arein aforest, but where?!

"Find out where you are, then in the morning well go there.”

Again she peered into the transparent layers on thewall, and again fell like astone into the mind of the
doe, hersdlf.

* * %

Elsawhere, fifteen thousand years away, shadowy antlers danced on another wall. Below pranced not a
deer, but atwo-legged figure that |egped around a blazing bonfire. When the horned man stopped
dancing, he said, "It isenough. The green season will come, in the god's good time.”

How good it felt to be himself again, not daveto. . . to that other god. How swest to dance on
Cernunnos's deer'sfeet, to pray as his grandfather, the old shaman, had taught him.

Reikhard set the horned headdress atop its folded sack. Spring would come—brought perhapsin some
small measure by his prayers. He kicked |oose soil over embers and his fellow worshippersroseto
depart. The warm, brown of his deer's eyes grew pae. [llumined by moonlight aone, they were the blue
of the horizon a seaon ahot day.

"I have the Chrigtian Otho to thank for my rebirth," he said, for hisown earsaone. "1 will have to thank

him someday."

* * %

The stag followed her lingering scent and, because her track wandered and his did not, he gained on her.
She quivered in anticipation and fear.

When she saw him, he edged sdeways asif her presence was incidental. He circled the clearing,
marking it with pungent urine, sedling it from encroachment. He approached, and she skittered aside, her
tall half-raised, unsure. He nosed benesath it, and drew in her identity.

Shyly, shecircled away, but he followed, carrying hisweight on his rear hooves despite the heaviness of
hisantlers. Hisfordegs floated off the ground. She jittered away. He followed, rising, bumping againgt
her flank. They danced in acircle that became a shrinking spiral. Nose to tail one moment, the next his
hooves brushed her flanks, hisantlersrising high above her, the weight of him bearing down on her
hindquarters. . .

* % *

"No!" Pierrette cried out, trying to roll away. Aam's chest pressed her breastsflat, histhighsinside hers.
"No!" shemoaned. "I must not!"



Aam's eyes widened. Helifted himsdf by the Strength of hisarms, and felt damp cave air rush in where
he had lain upon her. It cooled her reddened breasts and belly, and dampened hisraging hest.

His eyes asked, "Why?' but he did not speak. He watched panic fade from her eyes. He wanted this
smdll, dark-haired woman, so unlike those he knew; he craved the difference, the fresh forest glade
where no man had walked before.

Heforced asmile. He was Aam, Man, not aboy whose member ruled him. He was Man, a hunter, and
did not, in boyish excitement, throw his spear when his prey wastoo far away.

If he alowed rut to overpower him, she would not res s—but he would destroy something precious,
something he had not felt with any other.

Sighing, herolled to one sde, and lay with an ebow beneath himself, a hand supporting hishead. Hefdlt
the chill of the cavein earnest. Shewas shivering. "Come," he murmured, offering her aplace close by
himsdlf.

He could dmogt fed her eyes questioning touch. She smiled ever so dightly, and nestled againgt him,
sharing her warmth and his. Both looked to the painting onthewall . . .

* k% %

The stag lowered himsdlf to al fours, and the doe skittered aside, kicking at air. Sometimesit waslike
that. Some does would not carry fawnstheir first season, but were the stronger for it the following yeer.
He snorted, and sniffed the air. There were other does. Even now, the dow breeze that weaved among
the dark-boled trees brought scents. Proudly, not looking back, he walked away. Histrail in the forest
mould was agtraight line as before, purposeful tracks that did not wander.

* * %

Marie awoke from a dream of stags and does. Beside her snored a bearded Iberian sailor. His speech
had been incomprehensible—as if that mattered. His loving had not mattered either; she had felt not the
least flutter inside, though the man had pumped on and on, thinking himself astag indeed.

She scowled. At first she had reveled in sensudity. She had eyed men's members specul atively—but
only agod'sgreat tool could sate her. How many men? She had lost count.

She nudged the sailor awake. She could not earn money while he occupied her bed. When he departed,
she pried up aloose tile and gazed upon thingsthat did matter: warm gold coins among cool silver ones,
an emerdd necklace that glittered enticingly in the strong light of afternoon.

* % *

Aam had no sense of time beyond the passage of days and nights, the march of sun, moon, and familiar
dars, changing seasons, and migrations of sedsand men.

"Another day," he said.

"When | go, | won't come back,” shereplied. Thetrail led not only through rocky declivities, but through
years, centuries, and millennia. Going back to Gustave, would she pass hersalf coming down? Once
returned, how could she come again? Could two of her exist here? Even without reasoning, she knew it
could not be.

Shewept silently, her back toward him, her buttocks snuggled againgt his warmth.



"Morning comes soon,” he said softly. "Seep, and later well find you againin theforest.”
"Will wekill ... me?' she asked, without the dismay she thought she should have felt.
"Of course. Therésno fod inyou. It is best—only onekilled for one eaten.”

That made cruel sense. It would be wrong to day the stag in the peak of hisyears and his strength, to
day the strong young fawns he carried in his hefty sack, wasteful to day adoe who carried afawn.

As she drifted toward dumber, she thought she heard Aam speak again. "Don't worry, Pebble," he said.
"Y ou only think you know everything. Well meet on another path, and finish what began on thisone.
WEIl meet again and again, until & last it isdone.”

That was adream, of course. Those were not Aam's words, just wishful thinking. Tomorrow, after the
hunt, she would depart, and never return. Even in deep, tears flowed, and when she awakened, her face
was gticky with them.

The cave's chill awakened her. Where was Aam? Was he angry? But no—there was aflickering glow.
A torch.

"My spear,” he sad, proudly turning asmooth shaft in the torchlight. Red highlights danced on smoothly
flaked chal cedony fixed to the wood with fiber and pitch. ™Y our spear,” he said, displaying another. She
hefted it. How light. Thrown, it would not penetrate adeer's hide.

"Thiswill help,” Aam said, handing her acarved stag's antler aslong as her arm from elbow to fingertip,
with acrook at one end. A polished stone disc fitted just beyond the crook.

"A long-arm,” Aam explained, showing her how the spear's butt fit in the crook. She hefted spear and
long-arm together, and saw how it worked, like alever to magnify the force of her throw. She would ill
haveto be close.

"Y ou can't run from yoursdlf," hereplied. "Y ou'll be close enough.”

She knew the way, despite the yearsthat had not yet worn down the rocks, despite all the goats and
sheep that had not yet grazed the high ground to barren rock, and al the men who would not begin
cutting the timber, for yet fifteen thousands of years.

With akind of double vision, she saw where Gustave the donkey would someday wait, atal man's
height below ground not yet eroded away.

With second sight of adifferent kind, she was aware of Aam beside her asthey emerged on flatter
ground high above the calanque, and was aware of her four-footed self somewhere ahead, grazing on
leathery leaves.

She had practiced with the spear-thrower, and no longer feared she would throw it instead of the spesr,
or send both spinning away. She was cool, light-headed, and eager. She wanted to throw the spear.

* * %

Uneasy, she stopped nibbling to sniff the air, yet no threatening scents came. No moving shadows
loomed among the further trees. Therewasonly . . . hersdlf.



"Whenyouwak," said Aam, "put al your weight on one foot dowly, before you lift the other. Fed for
twigs with your toes, and move between them." She dipped from one tree to the next. At each, she stood
half-exposed, her human silhouette broken, like aburl on the trunk, yet not behind the tree, where she
could have seen nothing.

"Therésno hurry,” Aam said. "Shewon't go far unless something frightens her." Then he lagged back,
thinking stag-thoughts.

At first, she saw only aleg. "Look for part of adeer,” Aam had said. "For something that isn't atree
trunk or aleafy branch. Y ou may not see dl of her until you are upon her.” It was aforeleg. Pierrette
studied the brushy cover. The foreleg blended into its surroundings. She did not see the deer's muzzle or
long ears until it moved its head in search of forage. Movement stood out amid stillness. Had it been
windy, she would have seen nothing.

Could she get closer? Had Aam circled, and stationed himsdlf in the do€'s path of flight?

When the deer moved its head, it could not sense external motion. Pierrette waited until it had stripped
the branch, and it shifted to another. She dipped forward one step, two, masking her outline with
low-hanging boughs.

She ettled the long-arm, and snugged the spear's butt against it, balancing both atop her arm, keeping
them in place with acurled finger. The fur of the doe's flank looked like dappled leaves.

Pierrette tensed, then flung her arm forward, along motion, an exercise in geometry, not strength. The
spear leaped ahead without effort.

It buried itsdlf in the doe's side. A fiery pain shot through her. She grasped hersdf below her ribs: the
spear twisted in her flesh, tearing her insdes. Shefdt flint break against bone. She legped away. The
spear shaft thumped againgt atree, tearing her more before it fell free.

She ran. She bounded ahead, fleeing the pain . . . and she ran behind, clutching her side with one hand.

"Thefirg throw need not kill," she remembered Aam saying. "It isthe running and bleeding that kills." He
was ahead, somewhere, waiting.

She stumbled. Everything was blurred and faint. Her hooves fdlt far away, unconnected. She caught
hersdf before shefdll, and staggered on. Something wasin thetrail ahead. The wind was behind her, so
she could not sméll it. From behind came a scent, unfamiliar but . . . but not. She stopped, confused. Her
flanks heaved. Blood dribbled down her belly. The pain was unendurable.

"Kill me" said the doe asitsforelegsfolded.

"Kill me" Pierrette said. "'l hurt. Makeit stop.”

Aam shook his head, and handed her hislong flint knife, a single blade flaked from afavorite core,
unused and sharp. She grasped its leather wrapping and put an arm around the doe's neck. She pulled its

head back, and sawed at its neck. A great artery did sideways against the edge, and she pressed harder,
feding theicy dash againgt her own furlessthroat.



Blood gushed in short, regular pulses, and day turned to night. Shelay ill. Then there was only one of
her, standing over the motionless doe, weeping, no longer in pain.

"Why didn't you tell me?* she asked Aam. "Y ou should have warned me about the pain.”

He looked surprised. "Haven't you ever hurt yourself before?" he asked. "Of course there's pain. How
could you not fed it?"

Of course. How could she not? She had raised her tail to the stag, and had wettened between her
human legs. She had browsed, and tasted sweet |eaves. How could she not have suffered when she felt
the spear point wrench at her insides?

"Show mewhat to do,” she said. Aam did so. With quick, inexpert motions she made dits between
tendon and bone above the doe's rear hooves, and together she and Aam hoisted the body by athong. It
hung with only its fore-hooves touching the ground. Following Aam's guiding fingers, she removed
pebble-sized nodules from theingdes of itsthighs, then cut around al four legs, and up toward its belly.
Her blade followed hisfinger, ditting skin without cutting muscle or rupturing the whitish sack around its
organs.

The heavy skin pulled free. Aam held her wrist while she cut the peritoneum. Wet, pae organsfell freein
heavy coils, and an odor of incredible foulness hung in the too-till ar, making Pierrette gag.

Aam chuckled. How much the girl doesn't know, he thought. That took her by surprise. What a strange
place she must come from. He did not think hewould like living there.

When they |eft the Site of thekill, little was | eft behind. Because they were far from the camp, they ate
morsals of liver. Leaving the most perishable partsfor scavengers, they wrapped the rest in the hide,
which Pierrette carried. Aam shouldered the carcass.

It made crud sense. If there were magic in "becoming” adesr, it was tacit magic without incanted spells.
She had not tried her own lore since coming here. Her spells would do nothing. Here predator and prey
were one and the same. There was no clear good or obvious evil, only an undefined sense that one was
much as the other, seen from a different perspective. That was an important thought to remember. . . .

"Kill me" she had said, as much to free her terrified doe-sdf from pain asto relieve her human-sdlf from
it. Theworld would have to change greatly before men hunted deer with no thought for the pain they
caused, because they did not fed it themselves. Wasthat evil? Did predator and prey fed lesspain here
and now, because it was shared?

She envisioned Father Otho pouring oil from onejar to the other. "Isthereless evil now?' he asked. "Is
there more good?" Did good and evil even exist here, where no digtinctions were made between them,
where gods and devils dike were unknown?

* * %

Pierrette heard awoman's drawn-out screams long before she and Aam could see the light of day,
beyond their torch'sred light.

"ItsAure" he said, and tightened hisgrip on her hand. "It'sthe birthing-time." Y et he did not hurry. Aam
loved Aure. She had fdlt it in her magpie-mind. Why didn't he hurry?

When they emerged there were no more screams. "Aureisdead,” said an old woman. Blood specked



her arms up to the dbows. "Theinfant lives."
"Show me," Aam commanded.

She brought asmal, fur-wrapped bundle. "Aure nursed him, but her bleeding didn't stop. Now Aureis
getting cold.”

Aam pulled back the skin covering theinfant. " This might have been my son,” he sad, flicking itstiny
peniswith hisfinger.

Aurelay at one sde of her cave. Aam held Pierrette's hand as he knelt to look at her. Tears streamed
down hisface, but he did not make a sound.

He stood. "Prepare her,” he said. "Give methe infant.” The baby dept. Pierrette watched as Aam took a
fold of itswrapping and pressed it over thetiny face, holding it firmly. What was he doing? The child

could not breathe. Shereached to pull his hand away. Hiswrist and forearm were like stone. She could
not move asingle one of hisfingers.

Aam looked her inthe eye. "Wasit so terrible to die?" he asked. "Does this motherless child deserve
less kindness than you gave yoursdf?' Pierrette's vision blurred with angry tears. . . but her hand fell
away. For long moments, nothing happened. Then tiny arms stretched out. They jerked dightly. Onefina
convulsion . . . then thelittle body lay absolutely ill.

Aam placed it in itsmother'sarms. " Cover them with stones," he commanded harshly. "Wewon't use
thiscave next time." Tearsrolled down hisface.

"Why?' Pierrette asked, looking up at him. The baby wasn't suffering.”

"None of the women have milk, and we must march. Better it die now."

Better it be with its mother, she thought. Pierrette gazed at Aure, shrunken, without the vivacity that had
swelled her inlife. "Where have they gone?' shewondered aoud. These folk had not spoken of heaven,
or an afterlife.

"Where has the doe gone?' Aam asked.

Where indeed? Pierrette looked within, Was the soul of the deer within her now? She did not think so.
When she had fdlt itslife depart, it had just faded. She turned away, her vision blurred.

"Come," said Aam. "Rheudhi will prepare the deer. We can watch the sun go down.”

* * %

From the rocky spit where the calanque opened into the sea, they could indeed see the sun. Pierrette's
sense of direction felt subtly skewed. Unlessit was summer, shouldn' it be further south?

"Doesit ever snow?" she asked Aam, suspecting that the wordnhiegh would be as unknown to him as
were so many others.

"Nheedge?" he asked, making fluttering motions with hisfingers. "Of course—in winter. Not now."

"Oh," shereplied, nodding. This chill season was spring, or fal, and her sense of direction was not faulty.



There was no reason to have assumed that she arrived herein winter just because she had departed from
it, and would—hopefully—return to it again. Thiswas a colder world than hers, in more ways than one.

Y et Aam was hot cold. He grieved for Aure, and for the child he had gtifled. Hisgrief wasno lessfor his
pragmatism, and he did not even have the consolation of an afterlife to easeit. Pierrette asked his
fedings. "I'm sad,” he said, surprised that she did not know. "I'll never see her amile, or liewith her.”

"Aren't you angry?' Angry at agod or universethat had taken her away . . .
"It wasn't her fault!" said Aam, misunderstanding. "She didn't meanto die

And there it was. No god had taken Aure. Her death was neither good nor evil . . . only sad. Was that
S0 terrible? What good to rail against fate, to blame the heavens for aloved one's death? Did people
auffer lessfor having divided suffering and joy, calling one evil and the other good? She did not think so.
Y et she pitied Aam, because he had no god to blame.

Shetook hishand. For along while, nothing more was said. Her thoughts were atumult of relief and
regret. Her rglection of Aam, and hisrestraint when she was helplessto stop him.. . . Regret that they
had not made love was mixed with profound relief that she was still freeto leave this place. After Aure's
death and the child's, she could not stay.

What if she had givenin. .. not to Aam, but hersalf? She had not known then how different these folk
were. She could think of ahundred thingsto try, to save the child. Y et herbs and potions could not
replace milk. There were no goatsto milk, likely no honey to sweeten it with. There was only quick, quiet
desth.

Y et beside her was Aam, the first man she had desired. Was he a so sad that no more had come of it?
Was he rdieved that this strange, unpredictable woman, with her ignorance of ordinary things, would be
on her way?

* * %

She awakened when Rheudhi stirred. They had dept, huddled againgt the night's chill, beneath ill-tanned
and smdly furs. She did not know where Aam dept—if at al.

Today, al thefolk would crowd into the cave, and would become sedls. Had the sedls dl goneto one
place, or had they split up? Had others, from other migrating groups, joined them? Where would the folk
go~? By evening they would decide.

She would go to the cave with them, and would continue on through. Had Gustave broken free of his
thongs? There was much she did not know about Parting the Vel of Y ears. That magnified her ignorance
of other magics. if she had to learn everything from the detail sfirst, she would never be wiser than now.
There had to be a better way. Already, her ranging thoughts prepared her to return to that more complex
world.

She could not say good-bye to Aam. He was convinced they would meet again, and they would not.
But Rheudhi? When she shook out her woven garments, and laid her fur gprons neetly on the cavefloor,
Rheudhi knew. "I wish | could go with you," she said, but did not really mean it. Even the girl's hesitancy
to hug her, to touch her strange cloth garments, showed that.

"I've never had afriend like you," Pierrette said. Besides Marie, she had not had friends at dl. That, too,
was sad—that afew brief days was the extent of her friendship with young women.



When they stepped from the deeping-cave, the beach was deserted, the folk gone into the deep cave.
Even without Rheudhi, Pierrette could have found her way by the low, droning hum of mae voices, the
soaring notes of female ones calling out—~but not, thistime, to her. They cdled to the sedls—to
themsalves. Even that first time she had heard the steady "hunh, hunh" of the song, had it redly been for
her, or had she only overheard it, across those thousands of years?

They cameto the painted chambers. Rheudhi's eyes darted from Pierrette to the others. "'l can find my
way from here. Go. Find yoursdlf among the seals.”

Rheudhi planted akiss on Pierrette's cheek, and fled. Her red-gold hair was like another torch.

Aam wasthere. She could not distinguish his voice among the others. She murmured quiet words, and
from her fingertips sorang clear bluish light. She would need no torch. She dlowed hersdlf onelast sad
glance. Aam saw her face bathed in dfin light, and he amiled.

* * %

She did not remember picking her way through the cave, but there, ahead, was sunlight. She quenched
her own light, and began spesking the Parting of the Vel of Years.

Burying sadness beneath scholarly detachment, she observed how things changed as she ascended. At
first were bushes she had no namesfor, then atiny cypress, asprig with asingle whorl of branches. A
dozen steps on, pushing up from a soil-filled depression, were two parasol pines.

She smelled thyme. She was home. Home? No—but whence she had come. Gustave heard her footfals
before she came into view. When she checked his hobble, the hide thongs were hardly damp with sdiva.

The sun had moved no further across the sky than it should have, had she taken ashort hike. In
Gustave'sworld, an hour had passed, but she felt years older, her youthful face and body a disguise. She
had known passion, and had denied it. She had come upon the throes of birth, and had seen desth. She
had witnessed . . . murder, and she loved the murderer, who was not an evil man.

Yet dl that was long ago. Bright Rheudhi had loved, birthed children, and died. Aam too was gone.
Auré's bones, and her child's, lay crushed beneath rocks, washed by the waters that now filled the low
caves. Had sheredlly been there? Had she voyaged into the depths of the past in body, or only in mind?
She could not say; she had brought nothing back—not a chipped flint or aclamshell.

What if she had? If she had carved an initiad into a soft seaside cliff, would it be there sill? If she had
made a handprint among those painted on the cave walls, would it be there now? There was no way to
say. She had looked back after leaving the cave. The great brow of rock that overhung it had fallen, and
the place where Rheudhi had kindled the torch was buried.

Therewere no answers. Still, she could not help but wonder. What if she used the spellMondradd in
Mon to journey to some more recognizable past? What if she visited the Eagle's Beak, at that moment
Marie and her own younger self discovered her mother's sash on the trail, and moved the sash back?
What if she had hurried the children (who would not recognize her adult self) along thetrail and safely
away? Would the whole course of events be different now?

Such thoughts occupied her, but those questions, fraught with paradox, could not be answered. She
eventudly put them aside, and turned her speculationsin moreimmediately relevant directions. . . .



Chapter 24 - The Demon
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Pierrette's Journal
The Law of the Conservation of Good and Evil

Thereis Good and thereis Evil, just asthere are warmth and cold, light and darkness. The shepherd on
hisfar hill knowsthis, though he forget speech and bleat and grumble like his sheegp. He needs no priest
or scholar to weigh the long brilliance of summer against the darkness of winter: as he swests, so shdl he
shiver.

Werethe sunto linger dl night, or the daysto remain long in winter, his sheep would graze until they
bloated, and no greening autumn rainswould tel him it wastime to return to the world of men. The
shepherd knows that summer is not good and winter evil, but priests and theol ogians have forgotten.
Aam'sfolk were smpler than the shepherd; they had no word for good, nonefor evil. They rejoiced
without thanks, grieved without blame, having no gods or devilsto attribute joy and sorrow to. Just so,
they did not call roasted meat good, and the pain of dying evil.

Aam'slanguage had no subjunctive mood, noif andthen , noshould ormight , to divide cause and effect.
Their paintings did notcause prey to come, but aided them in becoming what they sought. When they
killed, they suffered, asdid I, the agonies of desth.

We stand between Aam's age and the dark time. Logical men draw lines between Good and Evil,



dividing the universe between God and his counterpart. Scholars who explain how evil canexisina
world created by agood God are pouring oil from one jar into another; naming one"Good" and the other
"Evil," they are making them s0. Y &t the sum remains the same. Asthey define ever smaler aches, pains,
and transgressions as Evil, does Good diminish? Isthat the meaning of the Dark Time—when everything
good has been written away, and uncaring wraiths drift through dead cities, beneath a sunless sky?

Pierrette laid her half-reasoned ideas out asif Gustave could understand. "Mani's heresy created Satan,”
shetold him, "explaining Evil with asecond crestor to cresteit. Augustine refuted Mani, but hislogic was
s0 dense that few redly understood.”

Gustave snorted.

"Youreright," Pierrette said. "That'swhy "heresies keep arising, because evil doesn't exist by itsdlf.
When Per Otho's bishop declares old Pan Satan in disguise, and people believe it, they abandon the
poor old god to be eaten, like Cernunnos.”

Men renamed old gods as devils or saints. They named Ma's lovers serpents, trod on them, and drove
them from the garden. They cut down sacred groves and built chapels of their wood. Virgin Diana
became Virgin Mary. Thelogica religions, goodness al gathered and evil thrust outside, drive the world
not toward savation, but toward that dark moment at the end of time.

Their logic shaped old magicsinto one overweening spell, one vast chant that reshaped nymphs, harvest
gods, and quiet spiritsinto saints and demons, dl dancing to onetune.

"But what can | do?' she asked the donkey. "The world can never go back to Aam'ssmpler time.
What's to stop learned men from refining goodness until it's so purethat dl therest of cregtionisin evil's
ja?

Gustave plodded on, contemplating the oats in the sack, wondering if Pierrette remembered her promise
tofeed him.

Therewas till hope, Pierrette told hersdlf as she crossed the find divide, where the blue glow of illogic
wasthefina trangtion from Citharista's pagan flame to abbess Sophias pure Chrigtian light. There were
still high mountain ranges, and vast oceans, and beyond them lands where no priests had gone, where no
wandering ibn Sauls had observed and written and destroyed the magics.

Was Father Otho right? Was this voyage one of many? What far lands, strange magics, and
unimaginable gods till flourished over the next range of hills, the mountains beyond?

She shrugged. Below were the roofs of Massalia. Soon she would see Saint Victor's, and the towering
ruins across the long harbor. Soon, she would be arranging transport east to the little town she had seen
through amagpi€'s eyes.

* * %

Shortly after dark, Sister Agathe responded to the gateside bell. Asif Mother Sophia had never
rescinded the order commanding her to silence, she held up afinger for Pierrette to wait while she
struggled with aheavy oaken bar.



"Shelives" Agahe said. "Mother will tell you." Her lip curled asif with great distaste. What was wrong?
Marie, in her weak condition, could have done nothing to offend the taciturn nun.

By thelight of asmoky candle, Agathe led her to awindowless room with a straw pallet on thefloor, a
crucifix onthefar wall. "Mother prays,” she said. "Rest now."

"Siger?May | havealight? Theré's no window." Agathe set the candle on the floor, then fumbled down
the dark stone stairs toward the moonlit courtyard.

The pdlet was less uncomfortable than the stones of the high country. The drafts were less chilly than
night winds. She dept. The candle guttered out. She awakened in darknesstotal and stifling. Wherewas
the door? She whispered old, magica wordsterribly out of placein that Chrigtian warren, and held her
fingersup, asif to catch thelight . . . but therewas no light.

Darkness pressed like wet crow feathers. She groped for the door, but her hands met rough, unpolished
stone. Moving Sdeways, she found a corner, then edged aong from it, muttering the useless spell.

Her hand struck something. Light flooded the room. She was facing away from the door: the object she
had encountered was the crucifix. The light was more than the glow of understanding—redl, perceptible
light emanated not from the remains of the candle, or from her fingertips, but from thetiny statue.

The cross was two splits of firewood pegged with trunnels. The hanged man dumped with arms
outstretched, rudely carved, hisface a caricature—splintery nose, eye holes bored with ared-hot awl, a
dash of amouth, whittled armsthrust into holes. His hands were flattened paddles. Char ringed the pegs
that pierced them.

Pierrette drew back from the glowing gpparition. Her near panic, awakening in featurel ess darkness,
transmuted into anger.

The spdll was hers! Thiseffigy, hacked by some unskilled hand, had been relegated to the dark cell
because it was too ugly to hang in apublic place. How had it usurped her spdll, and drawn the light to
itsdf?

Pierrette wrinkled her nose at dribbles of gaudy red paint on tiny feet, and the crimson streak on the left
gde

When she heard the clatter of sandaled feet in the halway outside, she began to understand the magic of
this place. Thefirst time she had cdled for light had been at the holy woman's request, its purpose not at
odds with Chrigtian charity—to diagnose Marie's ailment. The second time, dso at Mother Sophia's
bidding, had been in the sun-flooded shrine of the Virgin.

"Ah, thank you, child," said the abbess. "My deeve brushed my lamp, and put it out. Until | saw the
glow of yours. . ." The abbess abruptly realized that no candlelit the room, and she gazed with awe
upon the crucifix.

"ThankHim , Mother,” Pierrette said acidly, nodding toward the effigy. The spell did not work properly,
because its axioms had changed. Here, light did not emanate from the sourcel ess substance of the world,
like the nighttime warmth of arock heated by the day's sun. Here it sprang from a Christian artifact,
focused, not diffuse. It was only one small spell, but what would she haveto learn, to command it?
Would she ever learn enough to dare agreater spell, in this Christian land?



She would never utter the Parting of the Vel of Y ears here. What did these people understand of time?
Would shetrap herself without a skeptical donkey to pull her back? What vast libraries of Chrigtian
thought weighted the scale against her? How many books would she have to read to define the postul ates
of agpdl likethe Vel?

She was not hereto learn Christian sorcery, but to take Marie to the two Marys, her namesakes, who
wielded it. Must the beggar know how to make bread rise, how to bakeit, to gnaw hisdry crust?

She sghed. "ThankHim, for in this place even a poor effigy commandsthelight.”

SophiaMariasmiled. "It'sapoor likeness, but a treasure—made by an imprisoned saint, to comfort
himsdlf in the days before his martyrdom by Wambo, the Wisigoth king." Pierrette nodded. Here nothing
could be assumed. Here her eyes and her experience were usaless.

"Come," the abbess said, laying ahand on Pierretteésarm. "L et's visit your sgter.”

"|s something wrong, Mother?' Pierrette asked. "Sister Agathe would not say, but . . ."

"But you sensed her disgpprova? Come. Marie hasbeen movedto a. . . asafer place.”

Had Marie contracted some foul disease? Pierrette remembered the pox her spell had given Jerome.

"How sick isshe, Mother?' Pierrette asked. "Will she be ableto trave ?

"Oh, child!" said the old woman. " She has no fleshly iliness.” She squeezed Pierretteé's arm, and Pierrette
felt her hand tremble. "Y ou must see.. . . Sheisgresatly changed.”

The abbess stood in front of adoor with iron straps and clenched nails. The oak bar was no less
massive than the one on the front gate. " She escaped, amonth ago. We only just found her."

"Did shetry to go home?'

The abbess shook her head sadly. "Wefound her in . . . ahouse of women. She didn't want to leave.”
Wasn't this a house of women?

"A whorehouse," the old woman said harshly. "Where women are paid to lie with men.”

"Had she. . . been there long?"' Pierrette's heart sank.

"Almost aweek. She's been angry with us, since we brought her back."

Pierrette was stunned. Her Marie, in awhorehouse? Pierrette would have thought such aplace her
worgt nightmare. Was she truly mad?

"Becareful,” the old one said. " She knocked Sister Martha down last night.”

At firg, Pierrette's attention was drawn to the barred windows. She redlized how serioudy the nuns took
her sster's condition. Marie was Sitting on abed, the only furniture. There was not even a crucifix.

"Hello, sgter,” Marie said from behind touded strands of dirty hair. "Have you come to take me hometo



Jerome?’ She was unclothed beneath the white linen sheet.

"I'll wait outside," said the abbess.

"Don't forget to bar the door, "Mother," said Marie, investing the title with bitter irony.

"Oh, Marie, what's happened to you?' Pierrette cried, flinging herself to her knees beside the bed.
"Happened? I'm a prisoner. Ask them what they did with my jewelsand clothes.”

"Y ou don't own jewes."

"l did! Emerads and tourmalines. A ruby ring! Gold coinstoo—giftsfrom my lovers, hidden beneath a
tile. Will you get them for me, Sster? Please?' Marie's tone was sickeningly swest.

"I don't know. I'll ask. Oh, Marie. . ."

"*Oh, Marie! Oh, Marie!"" Isthat al you can say? Does Jerome missme?' Mari€'s eyes glowed with
hard light.

Didn't she want to know how Father was? Why Jerome? Does she, in her madness, think she married
the Burgundian?"Theknight isill," Pierrette said. "Father Otho sayshe—"

"Otho! That mewling snit! That gelded ninny! Don't speek of him!"

"Then shdl | tdll you about Father? Y ou haven't asked . . ."

"Hasthe old fool swallowed hislast tooth? | hope he choked onit. Tell me hedid.”
Tearsblurred Pierrette's vision. "We missed you. We prayed for you. At least Father did . . ."
"Prayers soil me. Get out of here. Tell Jerome | want him."

"l ... I can't dothat. It'snot you saying that. Itis. . ."

Marie threw off the sheet. "Tell him you saw thisl" she spat, Soreading her legs. She cradled her ample
breastsin her pdms. "Hell come."

Pierrette sumbled to the door. "Mother! Let me out!"
"Pierrettel” That sounded likethe"red” Marie. "I'm sorry! Don't go. | don't know what came over me."
Pierrette hesitated. She heard the bolt being lifted. "I . . . I'll come back." She dipped out.

"Tdl the hag to give me my hairbrush!" Marie squalled, her familiar salf gone. Mother SophiaMaria
lowered the bolt in place.

"Can she have the brush?' Pierrette asked. "Her hair .. ."

"I'm sorry, child," the abbess said. "She only wantsthehandle, to . . . to . . . Shecdlsit "Jerome." She
put both arms around Pierrette, and held her until she could weep no more.



* % %

Pierrette's Journal

Augustine called them "demons of theair." In Christian lands they occupy the void between heaven and
earth.

Marie said that araven brought her memories back. Raven or demon? Before our horrible reunion, | did
not believe in demons—only gods, some kinder than others. Demons are the most frightening entitiesin
Chrigtian lands. Were they once gods of thepaganorum , weakened like poor John and Guihen, then
consumed? In away, | hoped so, for then there was still hope for Marie. Hope—but not in that Christian
place. The Camargue beckoned; there she could be freed—if it was possible at dll.

* % *

* % *

Lovi led Pierrette to his master's courtyard, where the scholar awaited. Even seated, Muhammad abd'
Ullahibn Saul'seyesmet herson alevd plane.

"Master scholar,” she greeted him. "The magus Anselm sends his regrets that he is not able to be here
himsdf."

Ibn Saul smiled broadly. Hislong, narrow face creased into deep grooves beside his beaky nose,
prominent even by the standards of Provence. "He regretsthat he can't drink my wine."

Pierrette sprang to Anselm's defense. "He has more on his mind than wine. He cannot—yet—comethis
far fromhiskeep,and. . ."

"Easy, boy. Anselm and | are old friends. | wasteasing you as | would him." His black, bright eyeswere
framed with crinkly lines of laughter that belied sinister, shrouded eydids. "Tdl mewhy you're here”

Rerrette did so, leaving out nothing. Her listener remained till, hands folded atop jutting, bony knees.
Her tale consumed an hour. Ibn Saul rang for aservant to bring fruit and wine, ingtructing himin aharsh,
staccato tongue. "That's the speech of the high steppes, beyond the Oxus," he said.

"Isit your native language, Master ibn Saul?"

He laughed indulgently. "1 puzzle you, do 17"

"Y es Master Muhammad, worshipper of Allah, yet of the house of Saul—a Jew?'Y our name contradicts
itsdf.”

Again, he chuckled. "Such confusion aids my travels. Few hinder me, not knowing what ruler—or
god—they might offend. 1, believing in no gods, am welcome in mosque and synagogue, ashram and
cathedrd . . . though not awaysin the same towns. I'm known differently in different places.”

"I read of alizard that changes color asit crawls across dark rock or bright sand. . . ."



"A chamedeon? Exactly so. | am dl thingsto al men—yet kin to none. But it's your need we must
address." Again, herang histiny handbell, and commanded his servant.

"1 have sent for two people who know the route you must take," hetold Pierrette. "Now let's give
proper atention to these lovely pears. .. ."

For the hdf of an hour, they enjoyed crisp, succulent fruit in silence. Then two short people were
usheredin.

"ThisisCullain, asdt merchant," said the scholar, introducing adark man with teeth worse than Gilless
and—as Pierrette was to discover—bresth that would befuddle an ox. "Cullain knows every dry path
through the Camargue, and Mother Ars'—he nodded to an even smaller woman—"knows every old
story. She aso knows medicines, and the means of making them. She may remember aspell or two,
passed down from agrandmother.” He departed the courtyard.

Thewoman, Ars, remained silent while Pierrette and Cullain drew maps on the cobbles with fingers
wetted in the fountain, maps that evaporated soon after they were drawn. He recommended the route by
boat acrossthelagoon to half-ruined Ugium.

"Follow the sdlt," he recommended. "Sdlt islife. From thesalin by Ugium, sail to the mouth of the Foss,
Mariuss candl. Leave the boat short of Arelate, wherefirst you see the River Rhodanus on your left.” He
named boatmen and fishermen, praising or criticizing their knowledge of the waters and the conditions of

their vessdls. If Pierrette could remember al he had told her, she would have no trouble reaching remote
SantsMaries.

Sheturned her attention to Ars, and spoke quiet phrasesin her mother's ancient tongue. Arsgrinned.
"Few folk know Mas speech,” she said. "How did you know | did?’

"When you greeted me, | heard familiar intonations."

"Then | have no fear of speaking truth with you. Well-wishesin the old speech are amagica spell—as
ared| words."

From Ars, Pierrette learned of the saltwater tamarisk, the three kinds of reeds, and thetiny tdltae
flowersthat marked solid placesin the deceptive sea of tal grass, the Camargue. Shelearned also of
what she most wanted to hear. . . .

"Old incantations ftill have power there" Arssaid. "Fadrad meh sor . . ." she began.

"Penan mo ser," Pierrette continued, then stopped. "Isit the same? Does it repd flies and mites?!

"Anything that stings," Arsreplied. ™Y ou can tell when you're near asalin , when you get bitten.”

"A sat-drying pond? Why?' Pierrette asked. "Are bugs attracted to salt?!

"I don't know. But | can tell asalin isnearby beforel smdl it.”

Pierrette had only to speak the first words of aspell for Arsto chimein with those that followed. She

was delighted; the magica country was al that she hoped. Those spells had done nothing in Citharista,
yet Ars had used them to good effect.



"Master ibn Saul said you know old stories,” Pierrette remarked.
"Storied That'swhat he calsthem. | enjoy his hospitality. | would not spesk ill of him, but . . ."
"But?l

"He'sapragmatist. That'sto say, he's blinded by what he believes, and what he does not. He doesn't
believe anything that defies explanation, so he won't bother writing my “stories in hisbooks." Thét,
thought Pierrette, was all to the good. He had "explained” the Wendish rite, and look what happened.

"Will you tel me astory?' asked Fierrette.
"What do you want to hear? There are many."

Pierrette explained how tales heard from Chrigtian tellers were subtly changed from older versions. "l
want agtory that Christianstell one way, but that you know differently.”

"Tell me oneyou know, and I'll let you know what'swrong withit," said Ars.

"Very well," Pierrette replied. "A hundred years ago, aman named Giles was touched by God. He gave
away all he owned, and departed his native Greece on araft and, like the three Marys, was borne to
Camargue's shore. He was dying of thirgt, but a hind showed him a hidden spring of sweet water . . ."

Arswas agitated. "What iSit?' Pierrette asked.
"No, you go on. I'll have my say when you'vefinished. It'sal wrong, theway you tell it."

Pierrette continued. " A noble hunter shot an arrow at the hind, and Giles snatched it from the air. The
hunter was so impressed with Giless fest—and his holiness—that he commissioned a shrine of stone
over the hidden pool.

"Another tale of Giles," Pierrette said, "recounts how he was given two carved doors by the Holy Father
in Rome. Hethrew them in the Tiber River, and they floated al the way to Camargue, and washed up
near hischapel. | think that story has been confused with the one about the raft, and with the boat without
salsthat conveyed theapostoli . Only one may be a proper account. | don't know which.”

"Bah!" said Ars. "Thetde of thehind is dso told about Saint Godfric, in the North, and the one about
the doors is e sawhere attributed to other saints. Neither is Gilesstruetde.”

"Thentdl mewhat istrue," Pierretteurged . . .

When the Wisgoths conquered Arelate, said Ars, Giles, the bishop, would have nothing to do with the
Arian heretics. He walked westward on the Roman road, then into the trackless Camargue, and dwet in
ahove of leaves and branches. He lived on wild berries and drank sweet water from a hidden spring.
The thickets were home to tuskedsangliers —wild boars—and roe deer.

One evening, asthe birds became silent, he heard rustling in the underbrush, and saw two great yellow
eyes. Terrified, he hid, sure he had seen afull-grown boar, not ayoung pig. Hal The animal that emerged
to drink was a shy doe with white stockings. "I've gone mad from solitude!" he cried, "to take agraceful
biche for asanglier ."



He had spoken doud. The frightened doe ran away. "Don't go!" he caled after, suddenly aware of how
lonely he had been—but she was gone. Only the cdlls of wood owls and the hoots of great round-eyed
hiboux filled the night.

In the days that followed, Giles got little joy from his solitude. He tried to remember what the deer had
looked like. Brown or beige? Skinny or plump? Every night at dusk he waited quietly behind atree,
hoping to see her.

A month passed, and at last he heard the rustle of brush. The doe! He crept hesitantly toward her as she
bent to drink. Ah! She was so beautiful. Her tapered legs were white from knee to shiny hoof, and her
curved neck bent with the grace of awindblown vine. Her eyeswere so warm Giles could crawl right in
them.

The hermit remained gill until she had finished drinking, his silence broken only by the beating of his
lonely heart. At last, the doe departed. Would she come back?

Giles cut tender, fragrant leaves, and | eft them by the still pool, on the rock where the doe had placed
her forefeet while she drank. She soon cameto drink and feed ddmost every evening, asthe birds last
songs faded. One night Giles did not lay the fragrant herbs on the stone. When the sweet creature had
drunk, he held out the ddlicacies, and dowly approached her. "Don't fear, little one,”" he murmured, aman
addressing ashy lover. The doe stretched out her neck, and took his offering. . . .

"From then on,” said Ars, "the doe and the oldfou had an understanding. He fed her, and spoke to her
asto afriend. Shelistened, and the regard of her soft, brown eyes was more welcome than words.”

Man and doe lived thus, he feeding her, she easing hislondliness, and both were content. Neither
pondered the doings of men in the lands beyond—but that did not mean nothing was happening.
Wambo, the Wisigoth, and his chiefs and sons, were not content to lounge about the fountains of Arelate,
with fawning servantsto bring them wine and fruit. They were forest men who loved to hunt with their
great, rangy hounds.

One morning, the ground beneath Giless hut trembled with the impact of hooves. The slence was
shredded by howls of the pack and cries of hunters. The hermit's beloved companion fled. The forest
resonated with tramping feet, slamping iron-shod hooves, and shouted orders. Giles covered hisearsand
shut hiseyes.

When he opened them, he saw the doe at the edge of the clearing. She staggered toward the spring, her
neck wet with fresh blood. Shefell. Giles dragged her to the pool, and washed her terrible wound.

"Thebiche isourd" shouted ayoung chief, pushing through the brush.

The old hermit stood his ground. " Sheis neither mine nor yours, but merely honors uswith her
presence.”

Severad Wisgothslaughed. "Y ou old fool! Get out of the way and let usfinish her off." One horseman
struck him ablow that sent him redling into the thicket. "Cdl the dogsl Set the hounds on both of them."”

When the dogs burst from the woods, they ceased howling, and came as one to a sudden stop. Asif
terrified, they stared at Giles, who had regained his place by the doe. Shelay licking her wounds. Bellies
againgt the ground, the dogs crept forward. They surrounded man and doe, then turned outward, and



allowed no warrior to approach.

Astounded, the Wisigoths sheathed their weapons. " Sorcery!" one said. "Wemust tell theking.” Ina
thunder of hooves, they rode away. The hounds followed.

Near dawn, Giles and the doe were awakened by hooves and cries. Wambo had comein person to see
the madman—or sorcerer—and the doe. He peered into the hut, and stood looking for along time. Then
he turned his mount and rode off, followed by his horde.

* * %

"Andthat," said Ars, "isthe story of Giles, asthefolk of thevillagestdl it. Thereisan additionto thetale,
in which Wambo was baptized in the spring. When Giles died, the king commissioned ashrineand a
tomb. Thousands of pilgrimsvist there." The old woman'sfeatures crinkled like adried olive. "Therésno
carved sarcophagus for the doe, in that shrine.”

Fierrette's disappointment showed. "What'swrong?' Ars asked.

"It'sasplendid tale, but the one recounting doesn't greetly differ from the other. Nobleman or Wisigoth,
itsthe same gtory."

"Ah," sghed Ars. "Y oure wise. How did you know there was yet another tale?”

"Because hidden within the one you told meisalove story," Pierrette replied, thinking of astag and a
doein another forest, of love that remained unconsummated, and ended in tragedy—the tragedy she had
made of it, with the spear. Y es, Arss second tale was indeed aromance, but an impossible one, the way
shehad toldit.

"Thentell it properly,” said Ars, "and I'll listen."

* * *

When the Emperor Congtantine issued his edict that all Rome was to worship the Chrigtian God, old
spiritstrembled, that he had dared utter such aterrible spell. But the empire was large, and Congtantine a
lesser sorcerer than . . . than Minho of Thera. . . and folk did not everywhere take him serioudy. The
poor older gods lingered.

Gaul, once the heart of the empire, was far from the new center in Byzantium. Old gods and new
coexisted, but when the Wisigoths came, people blamed pagans and heretics for the invasion, wrongly
believing their sympathies|ay with the conquerors.

He who wore stag's horns departed into the Camargue and made his home beside a spring sacred to
Ma. There he dwelt for many years, but he waslonely, having no worshippers and no companion to
celebrate therites.

From where came thebiche who sipped at his spring? Was she avirgin child of Ardate, or the daughter
of afarmer who kept the old ways? Perhaps she was sired by a stag and nursed by adoe, and only took
human form when she drank from the sacred pool. He whom we call Giles was content—for awhile.

When Wambo's sons huntedsangliers , they did not disdain to take what other prey was driven before
them, to wound deer, aurochs, or even wild horses and track them until they weakened and made their
hopd ess sand—flanks heaving, froth-mouthed, bled until they had no strength to run or fight.



When the hounds tracked Giles's companion to his pool, they found not a doe, but awounded girl,
wild-haired and naked. Did she wear antlers upon her head? | don't know what the hounds saw, or what
Wambo did when he cameto see. | do know that Wisigoth, Gaul, and Celt al spoke the ancient tongue
before they divided into tribes, and worshipped the same gods. Wambo knew Cernunnos and his mate,
and left them in peace. No doubt he sent gifts, and Goths made pilgrimage to the sacred spring. Some
clever bishop put a stone shrine and sarcophagus there, but Cernunnosisnot init, nor asaint. And that,
my new friend, isthe sory heretofore untold.

* * %

Old Arsemerged from the spdll Pierrette's story had cast. Tears streaked her cheeks. "The Christians
renamed the god "Saint Giles."" She sighed bregthily. " The monks built the shrine not to honor thered
Giles, but to keep him out.”

"They built it to fix their gory in stone,” Pierrette replied. "They claimed the magic of the spring for their
own, and they wrote their Chrigtian tale so no men would believe otherwise."

There was no more to be said—or rather, there were too many stories, and no timeto tell them. The old
woman wastired, and dusk had falen.

The nunswould be anxiousif Pierrette did not return soon. Besides, with dl she had learned from Ars
and Cullain, she found hersdlf eager to be gone from the city. The Camargue beckoned, and shewas
eager to put her new knowledgeto thetest. . . .

A dlent servant with eyes|like shelled dmonds accompanied the ancient woman to the door. [bn Saul
bade Pierrette stay.

"Assuming that your premiseisvaid," he said, "you may free your Sster of her affliction. But if she
catches word of your plot beforeit istoo latefor her . . ."

Pierrette thought of along-ago hunt, of silent stalking with acare for the direction of the wind and the
brittleness of twigs underfoot. "Once we have crossed thefind divide," she said, "Marie can only run
deeper into the trgp of my choosing.”

Ibn Saul wished her good fortune. "If you succeed—or even if not—perhaps you'd consider joining me.
Though my present apprentice is competent enough . . ."

"My sgter'sfaeisn't thelast of my chalenges" Pierette replied, thinking of Anselm's precarious
existence, and more generaly the fate of magic in the world. "Perhaps when other issues have been
addressed .. . "

"Or perhapsin the course of addressing them?" hergjoined. "I sense that the thread of our common
interests does not end here." Pierrette too felt that she was not seeing the scholar for the last time—or
perhapsit was only wishful thinking. But now was not thetime.

* k% %

Again, Pierrette heard the heavy bolt drop into place behind her. Marie lay draped in whitelinen, asif
with thered sk of awhore. "1 missed you, Sgter,” she said, in alittle girl's petulant voice. "I thought you
had gone away."

"I consdered it,”" Pierrettelied. "Before | return to Citharista, there is another place | must go, and I'm
not sure | can trust you to come with me, without your running away."



"I've seen nothing of the world. I'll go with you, wherever it is”

"It'sby the seg, east of here. I'm afraid, because | must pass through a pagan swamp where old gods
reign unfettered by Christian goodness." Pierrette kept her voice neutral. She wanted her sster's
tormentor to comewillingly, thinking that it was Pierrette herself who was deceived.

Did Marie'seyesbrighten?"l won't complain,” shesaid. "And | won't run away. After dl, youre my
sder. | havenoonedse”

"WEell leave tomorrow," Pierrette said, her cheerfulness unfeigned, though the one who looked out from
Marie's eyes would have been dismayed at its source. Thetrap was set. Marie circled the bait, sniffing.
Soon the jaws would close.

But plans had a habit of going awry, and things magica were unpredictable. If only remnantslingered in
the Camargue, and the Christian demon had consumed the rest, then nothing could prevail againgt it.

Chapter 25 - A Hideous Light

Taciturn Agathe accompanied Marie and Pierrette when they left the nunnery. She hoped to stay in
Saintes-Maries, perhaps hovering in silence over the Marys graves. Sister Claras boy Jules, who had
found acart for Gustave, had begged to go, but his mother would not hear of it. "There's nothing to see
but rocks and dark forest, until the lagoon—and then nothing but water and svamp.” Agathe was not
daunted.

Mother SophiaMariadrew Pierrette aside. "I took the liberty to reveal your secret to Agathe. Y ou need
a sympathetic companion who knows your secret.” Pierrette was not so sure—but it was done.

Beyond Massdlia, their road—areal road, paved with stones—Ied through fields not yet greened with
new growth, through clumps of treeslarger than those of the forests Pierrette had traversed before, the
more somber for their mgesty. Still, in flashes of sunlight that penetrated the canopy, she glimpsed an
occasiond low-lying bush of acomforting, slvery hue, and felt reassured.

At nightfdl, they camped near the foot of the last mountains they would see, according to Cullain. There,
when firdight glanced from brush and trees, she caught glimpses of another glow, asif unseen eyes
watched, and shefelt comforted, not afraid.

Marie, as she had promised, was obedient, even subdued. Though she did not help prepare beds or
cook, she rubbed Gustave down with pine needles—an unaccustomed luxury he accepted without biting
her.

Perette and Sster Agathe st late by the fire. Marie had fallen into exhausted deep. "Don't relax your
guard,” the nun advised. "I've seen her like this before. As soon as you think she's become
reasonable—whish! Off shelll be."

* * %

The ascent and descent of the rocky range consumed the daylight hours. The winding trail was so steep



that Gustave had difficulty pulling the cart even when Marie got out and walked.

With others present, Pierrette had not dared essay a spell to test her conviction that watersheds were
magica divides. The abbess had accepted her mutated fire-spell inits " Chrigtian” form, but Agathe would
not be so tolerant. Still, she sensed achange in the air as they ascended, and a corresponding shift in the
nature of things as they descended toward the broad expanse of blue water to the north.

They took aroom &t an inn by ashoreside wharf, amean place kept in business only by undemanding
sdt merchantslike Cullain, who had recommended it. "The smallest copper will be enough for the two of
you," he had said. Two coins got them supper and breakfast, and oats for Gustave. The odd, round
grainswere not what Pierrette called "oats,” but the donkey was not displeased.

"Whose boats are in?' Pierrette asked the innkeeper. Cullain had given her severd names.
"My own boat will carry the three of you handily.”

"Y our boat hasn't been hauled in three years,” Pierrette said. "My donkey would kick through its planks,
and then where would we be?"

"Ah! | had thought you'd trade the beast for passage. Of course mineisn't large enough for him. The big
red boat belongsto Caus. The blue oneisFlavio's. Either will suit.”

"I wouldn't trust Flavio to raise sail on your watering trough,” she replied, depending on Cullain's
assessment to make her seem informed—and thus not to be cheated. " Speak to Caius. I'll pay two
penniesto be set ashore at Ugium.”

Causwas alarge man with red-brown hair, boarlike, though without asanglier 'stusks. He glanced
toward the three travellers, made count upon thick fingers, and held up four—just as Cullain had said he
might. Hewinked.

"Three," Pierrette rgoined, smiling broadly. Caiuslooked asif he wished to join them &t their table. "Tdll
him I'll spesk with him when I've eaten,” Pierrette commanded the innkeeper. She could spesk softly ina
manly tone, but as her volume increased, so did her pitch. Her masquerade would have ended right then.

Being three, they had aroom by themselves, with reed palletsthat smelled fresh. Had they not, Pierrette
would have hesitated to use their own blankets, for fear of carrying biting things with them. While Sister
Agathe and Marie settled in, she returned to the common room, and spoke with the boatman, and gave
him one coin. She showed him two more, but kept them for now.

* % *

Pierrette awakened in the middle of the night. Something was not right. She heard only air whistling within
Sister Agathe's large nose. What she didnot hear had awakened her: from Mari€'s pallet came no
bregthing. Marie was not there.

Pierrette willed herself to be cadm. Where could she have gone? Back to Massalia? Marie was not that
mad. The beach to the west degenerated into reedy morass. East and north were salt pans and the River
Arcussddta, impossibleto cross.

Pierrette thought back across the evening. They had eaten, Pierrette had spoken to the innkeeper, and
later with Caius. . . Wait. Calus had smiled acrosstheroom, and . . . had winked. Had he winked &t her,
or a Marie, Stting next to her? She knew where her wanton sister had gone—or at least who Marie had



goneto find.
She quietly pulled on her clothing. When she found Caius, shewould find Marie.

In the common room, she heard snores—attling old men's breathing. She crept past long tables,
benches overturned atop them, guiding herself with atrailing hand. Theinn sprawled along the stone
wharf, and could not contain more than ahalway and arow of roomsfacing the sea.

The hearth fire was banked, and she did not dare crawl over degping men to ignite acandle. Did she
dare aspd|? Shewas afraid that she was not far enough from Massdia, that the range of hillswere not
high enough, and that she could not evoke light without some clearly Christian purpose. Still, she had
sensed change as she crossed the divide, and this place had no Christian fedl.

She uttered old words. . . and recoiled, gasping in shock and dismay.

Light. Anaily red glow, rank as burning, rancid fat, emanated not from her fingertips, but from every
object in the room. There was no smoke, but the ugly light made the air seem thick. The corridor at the
far sde of theroom yawned most brightly, and she knew where she had to go—down aglowing tunnel
lined with the embers of an undying fire.

Pierrette's breath caught in her throat. A trick of perspective made the hallway seem too narrow, the
ceiling too low. The floor seemed to rise, so that she would have to crawl to reach the door at the end of
it. Her bare feet were lumps of wax that adhered to the tiles. She forced hersalf toward the rectangular
opening, hunching asif its black wood frame was afarrier's hot iron. The corridor seemed to Stretch, the
dark door at the end to recede.

At last she stood beforeit. A latchstring dangled. The wrought-iron strap inside had not settled into its
dot. Hestating asif the string were hot wire that a smith might cut into nails, she tugged the door open.

A single candle warred with the crimson light of her spell, casting sharp highlights on the moving shapein
the floor's center. Low moans made her earstingle. Sowly, her eyes untangled the twined bodies. a
broad male back and white buttocks, and dender raised legs with small feet whose heels drummed
irregularly between jutting shoulder blades.

She heard Caius's quick, panting breaths and Marie's small cries, and she stopped in mid-step, caught
up in the scene, horrifyingly aware that she was admiring the breadth of the boatman's shoulders, the play
of muscles. ..

Marie had not run away, nor was she going to, that night. As Pierrette backed out of the room, she
pushed the door firmly shuit.

* * %

Pierrette heard Marie dip beneath her covers. At least she had not stayed past dawn, and Sister Agathe
did not know she had been gone. "Psst! Pierrette! | know you're not deeping.”

"I'm awake."
"Y ou were spying on me. | saw you in the doorway."

"I wasn't spying. | didn't stay, once | knew you hadn't run away."



Marie giggled. "Perhaps you should have. Y ou're as suffy asanun.”

Was she? Pierrette had not been disgusted, just angry. Marie could do whatever cameinto her head, yet
Pierrette had forced hersdf to deny Aam. She remembered the dream of hersalf, weeping for the fate of
her own daughter—the unchild of her selfishness, who would have had to suffer in her stead, with even
less chance of succeeding. She remembered Elen, who had made the easy choice.

"I'm not aprude, Marie," she said, asif the shadow on the pallet next to hers were no more and no less
than her sgter. "'l envy you your . . . freedom.” But only in the most limited way was Mariefree.

"Y ou don't have to envy me, ster. | didn't use Caius up. Go to him. Yes—go." Her voice conveyed
ferd eagerness.

"I'mtired, Marie, and tomorrow may be along day." Sherolled over and pulled her thin blanket over
her head. It did not muffle Marie's scornful chuckle.

* * %

The most important industry on the lagoon was sdt. Salins , shallow sdt panswalled with rock and earth,
were flooded. Sunlight drove off moisture, leaving acrust of red-brown sdt. Caius made hisliving
trangporting that raw sdt to the mills. There, it was crushed, redissolved, and refined in pools.

Pierrette shuddered, remembering last night's aily, evil light. What was the nature of this place, that her
spell had changed so? The very air, though clean and clear, seemed to carry aninvisbletaint.

Caiuss boat waslarger than Gillessfishing craft, designed for hauling cargo. Uneasy with her thoughts,
Pierrette kept to herself by the boat's stem, where she could watch Caius at thetiller, or rushing about to

trim the heavy lateen sall.

Gustave was tethered nearby. He had stepped willingly across aplank between boat and wharf, and
settled, hooves widespread on the sole planks for stability. Had the beast sensed the malaise of the place,
and wel comed the chance to win free of it?

Pierrette glanced at Sister Agathe, dozing in the sail's shadow, and watched Marie play the coquette for
her lover, asif she had never seen better seamanship. That offended Pierrette, who had sailed with her
father in rougher weter, in afraler craft.

When Sigter Agathe awakened, and saw Mari€'s fingers snake lightly up the insde of Caiussinner thigh,
Pierrette laid arestraining hand on her shoulder. "Now isn't the time, or thisthe place. Here neither of us
have the strength to best her demon.”

"Saint Paul said we must confront the error of our fellow," the nun replied.

"Only wait. What couldn't be donein the sanctity of Mother Sophias chapel can't be accomplished here,
on this pagan lake. Consider the damage long since done, and forebear.”

"What demon peersfrom behind your eyes, child?' asked the nun—though with the dightest of smiles.
"Or what wise old woman?'Y ou make me fed like an impetuous child.”

"Sometimes| fed old, Sster,” Pierrette replied cautioudy. " Some say experiences age us more than
years."



That night they pulled ashore near the extremity of the Arcuss ddta. The next day they sailed for Ugium
on two long tacks that took them first to the northern shore of the lagoon, then southward as closeto the
wind asthe clumsy craft could sall.

Caius, deciding he could sell hissdlt for ahigher pricein Arelate, volunteered to take Pierrette and her
companions further than originally agreed. Pierrette suspected his desire to keep Marie close accounted
for hisgenerogty.

"Ugiumisthere,” said Caius, nodding toward a deeply rutted dirt track. " Tomorrow well be towed
through the marsh to the Fossa, the Roman candl..”

The moment Pierrette's foot touched soil, she knew something wasterribly wrong. It was asif she had
stepped in crusted dung, but the reek did not assail her nogtrils alone: it seemed to penetrate her very
soul, and acurtain of darkness dropped between her and the bright Mediterranean sun. She gasped.
"What'swrong?' asked the nun.

"Y es, Sgter, what troublesyou?' echoed Marie, though without genuine concern.

Pierrette could not explain. In that brief moment she had sensed corruption, a hideous taint worse than
the carminelight of her spell. Were she even to think words of magic here, she might be consumed by the
spdl'sevil hest.

"A sudden nauseaisall. Thelast tack enured meto the boat's motion, and now . . ."

Marielaughed. "Y ou were like that as a child. Y ou'd wobble ashore from father's boat, and demand
everyone's attention. Stay aboard. Well tell you about the town when we return.”

Sister Agathe looked from Caiusto Marieto Pierrette. "I'll stay aso. I've seen towns before.”
"Not likethisone, sgter,” said Caius, chuckling. "Ugium is specid..”

"I don't doubt it. That'swhy I'll remain.” The couple laughed, and strolled off arminarm.
"Yourepdeasafish," Agathetold Pierette.

"| felt evil in that soil, evil so profound that | should sink in it and never again seethe sun.”

"I don't think Ugium isfor thelikes of us," Agathe said thoughtfully. She squeezed Fierrette's hand.
"Never mind. | saved bread and cheese from our last med."

They ate before sundown, and Agathe made up her bed. "I'll stay hereawhile," said Pierrette, eyeing the
bloody red sky over the unseen town. A vast malaise oozed from the russet clouds like the stench of
things long dead, and the rattle of twigsin the evening'slast breeze was the rattle of old, dry bones.

In her mind's eye she saw Ugium not asit was, but initsglory days, when Greek engineers had built its
thick walls, when it rivalled Massdia as the queen of the Salyen ports. It had been called Heraclea then.

In her hesitant vision, she threaded narrow stone-paved streets that changed and became more ancient
even as she waked, putting whole centuries behind her with every turn and twigt, asif she had
accidentally parted the vell of time. Stiff sandalswith crisscrossing thongs chafed her feet; a soft wool



dress brushed her ankles, and avell of lighter stuff puffed out from her face with every breath. Her hair
felt tight and heavy, bound atop her head in a coif that reeked of strong-scented oil.

A low, stone building presented alintelled doorway to the Street . . .

Pierrette shuddered, and the vision shattered—but not before she had seen dark decorations adorning
the portd: niches, each holding the shriveled, blackened remains of aman's head with an iron pin driven
throughit.

Heraclea's honored dead. Flesh mummified by sun and hilltop winds drew back from teeth in joyless
grins—yet despite death and decay, from those dead eyes emanated fierce protectiveness. Their warlike
spiritswatched over portal and town, joining seamlesdy with the thoughts of living warriors atop the
protecting walls.

Y et there were others, angry spirits not Heraclea's own. She peered at the wizened face of a Greek
merchant soldier. He raged within his spiked head, forced to lend the power of his degth to his enemies.
He yearned for aransom that would not be paid—his head's weight in gold—and for afunera pyre that
would free his captive soirit.

* * %

Shudder after shudder racked Pierrette's dender body. What, exactly, had she seen? Gauls had kept
Spirits, ghosts orfantdémes of their dead heroes, in such sancta. They were the sirength of the tribe,
wisdom and succor inwar and trouble. They were not themselves evil. But surdly, in this present day, the
nichesin the pillars of the sanctum were empty? Her vision had been of atimelong past. It did not
explainthe noisome evil she had felt earlier.

What postul ates had changed, that her spell evoked crimson light and a soul-polluting stink? Had the
ancient Gaulish rite been perverted through time and misunderstanding? Thinking of the nunnery garden,
and its snakes, she hesitated even to imagine what serpents dwelled in thisland.

There were no more mountains between here and the Camargue. Were there boundaries of another
sort? If not, then as she journeyed toward that watery plain, would the stench of evil only thicken? But if
the blended magics of land, river, and seanullified this curse—would the old magics be revived, as she

hoped?

What then of Mother Sophias hopes for Marie? She shook her head. The Chrigtian saints intervention
was alast resort, for to depend upon them was to surrender—to save Marie a the cost of giving up all
hope of averting the black time at the beginning and end.

Pierrette sensed she would find no answers now. She sought her blanket, but instead of lying down,
leaned againgt the boat's rail, and wrapped hersdlf againgt the night's chill.

* % *

Calusand Mariereturned at first light with teamsters and four horses, who towed the boat through a
narrow, reed-choked channel. Perhaps because their placid progress bored her, Marie became talkative.
"Where does the pagan land begin? When will we be there?’

"I'm not sure," Pierrette admitted. "We must cross the gulf to the Fossa, once we're free of these reeds,
and then make our way up the River Rhodanus. Perhaps it begins on the far shore of theriver.”

"lsn't there aquicker way?' Marie chafed with impatience. Just who was so esger—Marie or that other



entity within her? Which stood to gain? Pierrette had dangled the temptation of aland free of Chrigtian
drictures, hoping to ensnare the demon with false hopes of unlimited license, but Mari€'s eagerness had
no evil edge. Wasit indeed Marie herself who questioned her?

Pierrette was afraid that the demon might sensethe trap. "If we wererich, and had hired afast galley, we
would have sailed right past it by now. But the open seabelongsto Allah—or so I'mtold. Men like
Caius know channels among the sandbars, where Saracen vessels can't go.”

"I'll be glad when we get there," said Marie, in alittle-girl voice Pierrette could not but believe was her
own. "Thisland frightensme."

"And me" Pierrette admitted—though not sure they spoke of the same fears.

The channel opened onto alagoon whose waters were blood-red with salt-loving algae. Caiuss heavy
craft floated inches higher than before. "I think it'smagic,” he said.

Pierrette did not; she remembered Aristotle—how the tonnage of boats could be measured by the
weight of water they displaced. If thiswater was heavier than the sea because it was sdltier, the boat
would displace less, and would ride higher. She giggled.

"What's funny?' Caius demanded. "It'strue.”
"l don't doubt it," Pierrette responded. "'l was laughing at myself, not you.”

She now understood ibn Saul, and the seductiveness of "natura” explanations. Perhaps the degath of
magic everywhere was prefaced by just such redlizations—that most phenomena could be explained
without it. It was not a comfortable thought for someone who aspired to become a sorceress.

They tossed the tow rope ashore, and raised sail. Southward toward the gulf, trees gave way to reeds,
sand, and tamarisk, and daylight surrendered to dusk. Caius guided them through shallow backdune
waters. Pierrette dept, and thus had no way of knowing when they passed beyond the influence of the
red-lit blight. When she awakened with sunlight on her face, she could fed the difference, as onefelt the
absence of atoothache.

"Let mewalk on shore," she pleaded with Caius.

"Ahead, amile or two, the banks are firm gravel. Wait another hour."

The land on the | eft was dense, grassy marsh—the beginnings of the Camargue—yet on theright,
beyond amargin of reeds, she saw aflat plain that supported only sparse grasses. It was littered with
rounded boulders. "Isthat the Crau Plain?' she asked Caius.

"Indeed,” the boatman replied. "It's said to be made of stones thrown down by agod upon Herakles's
enemies.”

"I don't wish to hear it!" exclaimed pious Agathe, covering her ears.

* % *

Mariuss cand was aditch with sone walls. The towpath blocked the view acrossthe Crau Plain, but to
the left wastheriver, behind tal, old trees. Light flickered oddly there, stray sunbeams where no sunlight
should fall, and shadows darker than they should be. Both observations made her fedl less helpless and



done

Therewasjust enough wind for Caius to nurse his boat northward. Alonein the bow, Pierrette risked
whispering thewords of her small spell . . . But nothing happened. It was asif she had uttered the
incantation upon a mountaintop—no spark, no fire, no blue or whitelight . . . and no oily, emberous
olow.

Pierrette smiled. "Q. E. D." Rivers—and even this broad canal—were like mountains, barriers against
magica forces. Whatever lay on the other side of the waterway would not be the evil light of some
festering underworld. What would it be?

They landed on the right bank. Pierrette stepped ashore on the cobbled verge. A cool breeze tirred
hairs at her temples, so cool and refreshing it felt misty, but there waslittle moisture. "The Craul" she
exclamed. "The breezeis off the plain of stones."

The others stared asif she, not Marie, were possessed, but Pierrette did not care: with the breeze had
come a sensation, ayearning to step across the sun-warmed stones and siff grass of the plain, asif Aam
himself awaited her there, tall and bronzed, his sun-colored hair blown by the breeze. Out there, in that
blesk desolation, something called, something cool and sweet, hot and exciting, giddy and sad. "Not
now," whispered a voice borne on the soft air, "but soon . . . But soon.”

She shook her head to clear it of lly notions. Aam was miles east and south, and indeterminable years
away. Acrossthe Crau Plain lay Ugium's Greek walls, the long-gone streets she had trod in ill-fitting
sandals, her face half-hidden behind avelil. Y et the air that caressed her sunburnt festures held no trace of
corruption, asif theflat, tredessplain had purified it.

Caius pointed. "The teamsters! Soon well be moving again." He strode to meet them and their bessts;
short, scruffy oxen, thistime. Soon the party was back aboard, and Pierrette's strange yearning faded.
She stared across the plain when the towpath dipped low, and over the reeds that passed dowly
rearward. "Gustave,” she said, "couldn't you pull usfaster?' The donkey eyed her, asif he were not so
stupid asto be trapped into any such admission.

Nonethel ess, miles passed beneath the boat's kedl, and by sunset the cand and the River Rhodanus
were only paces gpart. Tomorrow morning was going to be difficult. According to Cullain therewasa
boatman to ferry them acrossthe river, where the Camargue began. Them: Pierrette, Agathe, and Marie.
Not Caius. Would Marie willingly leave her lover? Would Caiusresist her leaving? Pierrette decided to
say nothing until morning, lest she awaken to find Marie gone, or hersdlf left behind.

* * %

At first Pierrette thought the noise was the anchor chain, as the boat rocked—but Caius's anchors were
secured on deck. The boat was moored to the wharf.Clink-pat, pat. Clink-pat, pat. What wasit?
Where had she heard that sound?

Then she smiled. She had not been wrong when she had seen the green glow of animd eyesin the gloom
beyond afire'slight, and shadows darker than dark. A friend was near—and it was time to spring her

trap.

She heard Marie stir. Had she heard it too? Her eyes were wide. "What isthat?' she whispered
bregthily.

"Wakethe nun," Pierrette commanded tensdly. "We must dip ashore.” Could she use Marie€'s fear?



Marie's—or what lurked insde her?
"I'll wake Calus"

"No. That's Yan Oors. Caius can't stand against the Starved One. Hurry—wake Agathe. Do you want
to mate with abear?’

Marie scuttled away. Pierrette wondered if indeed the demon were afraid of the ghostly starved man.
Who ruled here? They were not in the Camargue, but neither were they in a Christian land. What
influence did the horned one have?

Marie returned with the nun. "She heard it too! What must we do?'

"There's aboatman. The creature won't follow over open water. Come! Once adrift, well be safe” She
did not want either Marie or the nun to have time to think. She had not planned this, but she intended to
useit.

"Comel" she repeated, dipping over therail. She heard the faintclank twice—thepat of footsteps was
losgt in the sounds of their own movement. "Thisway." She quickly untied the donkey Gustave, then led
him and the others between the trees that separated cana from river. "The boatman can't befar." They
drifted like shadows dong the river's cobbled bank, beside mirrorlike water unbroken by aripple—or by
the shape of aboat drawn up on shore.

"Stop!" said Marie. "This can't be the way. We can cut Caiuss boat |oose, and push away from shore.
The cana iswater, too."

Pierrette had hoped Marie would not think of that. If she got back to the boat, it would beimpossible to
force her acrosstheriver. Pierrette paused, listening, hoping . . .

"Ohno!" her sster gasped. The dark apparition was between them and Caius. Pierrette gestured
upstream, where the gleam of the river was cleft by adark shape. A boat. Marie saw it too. Its owner
was awake, waving what appeared to be arusty sword. "Keep back!" he said in ahigh voice. "I'll defend
my boat!"

"We don't want your miserable boat, you old fool!" snapped Marie. "That is, we don't want to stedl it.”
"WEell pay for passage,” Pierrette added.

The boatman caught sight of Agathestightly coiffed hair. "A Chridian Sster?' heexclamed. "Very well.
Get aboard—but show meyour coin first."

Pierrette waved a Massdian drachme. "This, for dl of us—and no argument.” The boatman reached for
the coin. "When werein midstream!™ Pierrette snapped, pulling it out of reach. Would the boat hold all of
them?"Now help me get thisintractable beast aboard.” For dl his stubbornness, Gustave got himsdlf
aboard with dmost no persuading. He, too, must have sensed something . . .

She turned to grasp Marie'sarm, but her sister had backed away. "What's wrong? Come on!*

"Hiseard" wailed Marie, her eyesflashing like a cornered, wounded deer's. "Y ou tricked me! Caiug!
Caiud Hep!"



Pierrette lunged, but Marie e uded her. Ears? What had she seen?

The elder girl turned to run back the way they had come—and grunted as she came up againgt atall,
dark, shadow. Y an Oorss great arms enfolded her. The boatman threw off his night-cloak, dropped his
sword-shaped root, and darted forward to help. Guihen's ears were now obviousto al.

Agathe, in the narrow boat, stared wide-eyed at the apparitions who held the struggling Marie. Too
frightened to flee, she shrank low on the sternmost thwart. Her weight caused the boat's bow to lift clear
of the bank.

Guihen and John of the Bearstossed Marie into the boat. Pierrette legped after. "Hold her, Sister
Agathe!" she gasped, grabbing handsful of Mari€'s dress. Guihen pulled free the oars and seated them
between the forwardmost pins. The boat did into open water. The sprite, with aneat thrust and tug on
the oars, turned the overburdened craft around. John stayed ashore, and was indiscernible among the
shadows of overhanging willows.

Agathe's knuckles were white with fear—and the effort of holding the thrashing Marie.

"Bitch! Whore! Sow'sleavings!” spat Marie.

Pierrette was not sure whom she addressed, but suspected her sister's—the demon's—anger was
directed at her. It was not Marie, but her enemy, whom they struggled to hold.

"L et go of me, woods-witch!" snarled Marie.

Sger Agathe snorted. "Just who is shetaking to?"

"It's the demon saying those things, not Marie."

"Of coursg, child. I know that." She glanced behind Pierrette, looking at . . . Guihen.
"Dont be afraid of him, sster. Guihen won't harm you."

Marie mouthed foul expletives at the forest-sprite, and Agathe, having enough, stuffed her mouth with a
handful of her dress, and held it there. "That's better,” she said, smiling.

They reached the middle of the stream. "Guihen?" inquired Pierrette, "can you keep us here whilel
decide what to do next?'

"Thecurrentisdow. A few sirokeswill keep usin linewith thelanding on thefar sde. Asfor what to
do—you've donewell enough, so far. Why should it be different now?"

"l don't know what magica postulatesarein force. | don't know what Marie. . . what Marie's parasite .
.. will be capable of, in the Camargue.”

Guihen chuckled. "I'm not worried,” he said. "'l only wonder whatyou will be capable of .

"Sodol," Pierrette admitted. "Sodo |."



Chapter 26 - A King's
conscience

"Can you keep Marie aboard?' Pierrette asked Agathe and Guihen. "I need to walk about, and get a
fed for thisnew land." Her footstepsfdt light, asif she were floating whole inches above the ground, and
the air smelled sweet and sdty, yet not at al like the sea.

Guihen nodded. "Take all thetimeyou wish. If Marieiswise, she won't want to go ashore at all—not
that well give her achoice.

Pierrette strolled away from the boat. There were still cobbles embedded in the brown soil, but thiswas
no longer the Crau Plain; it was the Camargue, where al magics worked. Did she dare essay aspel1? A
little one? The light spell, the fire spell, was her measure of things magica. An essentia principle of inquiry
wasto maintain consstency in al things except one, so that when she wished to seetheresult of a
change, she introduced no deceptive unknown eements.

She whispered the incantation, asif the softness of her words might mute the effect she sought to bring
forth. She pointed to a straggling tamarisk as she uttered the last syllables—and leaped back asthe entire
bush burst into flame. She smelled burnt hair and eyebrows. Dry tamarisk crackled and popped merrily,

spraying sparks afar.

Amazed and dated, Pierrette stared into flames made transparent by morning sunlight. Fiery tendrils
formed dusive shapes like figures dancing upon the charred, crumbling branches. She kicked dirt & the
blackening bush, but only dirtied her feet. Flames resumed their happy celebration afew inches away.
Even when the embers were entirely smothered, tiny dancersflickered atop the hegped dirt.

Pierrette had no spdll to put out fires. When the spell gave light, it dwaysfaded by itsalf. Candles burned

down. She remembered being trapped as a scrubby tree. Her magic might be stronger here, but that did
not solve problems; it only made the solutions more dangerous.

* * %

Agathe led Marie ashore. Marie's face was amask of girlish puzzlement, asif she did not remember who
shewas, or why shewasin this place.

"Has the demon fled?' Agathe asked.

Guihen answvered her. "In thisland the fiend'sinfluence islimited. The spiritsdon't accept itsclams. But it
hasn't departed.”

"Spirits?' Agathe glanced around asif the reeds and low bushes might conceal things worse than beasts.
"You need not fear," the sprite said. "The oneyou call "Mary' knows you."
"Don't say that. The Mother of the Lord isn't a pagan spirit.”

Guihen shrugged. "Sheis mother of all. How could she not be the mother of one—or One?' He said that
softly. Pierrette did not think Agathe heard. She believed Guihen; here the Chritian grip on the old spirits



was weak. Besides, they were not deities at dl, in the sense that Agathe thought of such.

"I don't think it matters what you—or Guihen—call them, sster,” said Fierrette. "Pray to whom you
choose. The spirits of this place won't fault you for it." Her conviction reassured her that Maindeed had
heard, and did not disagree.

Pierrette wandered off by hersalf. She had perceived the spirit of the sacred pool first as someone much
like hersdlf, but older, and then more clearly as her dead mother. Later, there had been
"Mawho-was-not," acrone, the spirit of afar future time, haggard and worn; at other times again, Ma
was merdly kindly and middle-aged, resembling Pierrette in atriba way. How could she, who was dl
women, not be Agathe's Mother of Christ?'Y et the reasoning seemed convol uted. Though built upon
axiomsassmall and basic as"two pointsdeterminealine,” or "God is," theology was avag, confusing
edifice.

Pierrette's hypothesis would be unacceptable to Sister Agathe—but Ma had existed from ancient times.
Where had Mary been? Though Agathe feared and loathed "false gods," the converse was not true. They
hated her no more than she, Pierrette, would hate Mary.

* % *

* * *

Pierrette's Journal

There may come atime, on the way to the ashy blackness of the Beginning or the End, when all thewise
old women, the mascs and crones and witches, are forced gpart from Maby Christian believers. Unable
to reach the gods, banned from that Mary locked in a pretty church, where will they turn?1 amglad | do
not livein that time. | fear that with al the chapel doors closed and Malocked ingde, | would find myself
inthe arms of that dark spirit who owned Marie.

Sometimes, | despaired. Were my plot and plan doomed by the weight of time past and yet to be? | was
only one girl, despite my years of study, and had not made much impression on the village of Citharista.
But the great religions spread wider every year. What hope that | could force the uncaptured spirits of
thisvadt, watery land out into the world, in defiance of the writers of rules and builders of churches?
True, | caused the tamarisk to burn with a"smdl” spell magnified by the nature of thisland; true, Marie's
possessor seemed stunned, and she hersalf had no memory of events since her wedding; but could | call
upon Minho of the Ides, and prevail upon him to trangport poor Anselm home? Could I—with the help
of the spirits of this place—drive out Marie's demon? Or would | have to take her to the Christian shrine
at the edge of the sea?

* % *

* % *

Dancing spriteslurked in the light of the cooking fire, though no one remarked them. Pierrette squirmed
asif asharp stone prodded her buttocks, though the silty delta soil had no rocks, and the ground was
clear of twigs.

Agathe noticed, but said nothing. Marie was hardly aware at all—her condition had worsened; in the
afternoon, she fouled hersdlf; her chin glistened with drool. Had her possessor been dl that had animated
her? Wasthisfrall husk al that was|eft of Pierrettes sster?



But no—Pierrette had caught flashes of the old Marie al dong; her laughter had been her own. Even her
lust was no more and no less than what the two sisters had imagined in the safety of their bed, before
there were demons, voyages, or gredt, fearful magicsin their lives.

Marie was not gone. Just as the demon had given her strength when it had been strong, now it sapped
her in itsweakness. It had to be driven out, but was Pierrette strong enough? Her spells were stronger
here, but she did not have oneto drive out evil spirits.

In the afternoon, plagued by stinging insects, she uttered the ancient bane she and Mother Ars had
shared inibn Saul's house, and the voracious creatures vanished. Y es, spellswould function
properly—but was she ready? An exorcism was a battle of strengths, wits, and weapons, and though she
felt strong, she had only plodded one spdll a atime, and doubted she would be quick enough.

Shefdt like anignorant farmer given sword, shield, and dagger. How would she know which oneto use,
and when? How would a body used to a scythe's rhythmic motion adapt to a sword, or plowman's eyes
to the dagger's thrust and dash? There was no way she could practice to become proficient.

If she drove the demon out, what would become of it? It had been made in the drawing of distinctions
between good and evil, from the offal priests rejected when they butchered the land and its spirits, taking
only the sweet morsels and caling them good. It would not be enough to exorcise the demon, and leave it
to prey on another, but it could not be destroyed, because it had not been separately created, only
assembled from the pagan leavings of the Church's feast.

What was the use? If she scattered its parts, how would she prevent them from reassembling? She could
not. Not by hersdlf.

Guihen brought her back from the brink of despair. "Come, girl," he commanded. "A walk will do you
good. The flowers are blooming by moonlight.” Pierrette rose, but did not think awalk would ease her.

She would never have found dry ground between the reedy hummocks, but Guihen legped like ahare
over soft, wet places. Stepping in hisfootprints, she kept her sandals dry.

It looked no different than any pool, at first glance. "Wait," Guihen said. A cloud drifted past the moon's
full face, andthen shesaw . . . stars, inthewater. A thousand thousand white blooms scattered over the
pool twinkled like sarlight.

Likeagold ring around the moon, yelow irises emerged from clumps of dark, swordlike leaves at the
margin of the pond.

"They're beautiful," Pierrette exclaimed. Breeze-driven ripples caused every white bloom to bob and
flicker, every iristo nod. A different ripple caught her attention—a green snake, bright as spring's growth,
disappeared among the reeds.

"Theseflowersbloominapoal in . . . the Fortunate Ides," he said. "They took root long ago, when the
Ideswere here”

Pierrette's ddlight disappeared. She knew why Guihen had brought her here. "I'm not ready,” she
protested.

"Y ou never will be," he countered. "But you need to trust your magic. Haven't Smpler conjurations
obeyed your commands here? Y ou're as ready asyou can be."



She sank to her kneesamid dry reeds. He was right. The only way she would gain confidence wasto
gretch hersdf . . . to dare. "Will you stay?"

"I won't befar away," he replied, "but it's not my spell—and the sorcerer-king Minho isa stranger to
rrell

"Andto me" Perette said.
"I'm not convinced of that," hereplied. "Didn't you meet him once—and didn't he know you?"
"That was adream!"

Guihen chuckled. "And what is not?'

* % *

What isthe difference between calling forth astorm cloud, aseamigt, or aconfusion upon one's
enemies? Isthe sun afire or aplate of polished gold? Those are concepts. If the sunisfireand gold, can
agold coin burn aholein one's pouch? Can amist be not vapor, but confoundation, or confoundation
veritablefog?

A spdll isan equation; is an equation apel1? Just as one phrase, one side of an equation, can be
subgtituted for what lies on the other side, so can aspell be dtered by the insertion of equivaent terms.
Just as amage might seek to define the universein one grand equation containing al the rulesfor
everything, so might a sorcerer strive, but with spells and concepts.

Guihen pondered things beyond the competence of awood-sprite. He watched from atamarisk bush as
Pierrette prepared anew kind of spell.

A man may curse his neighbor's strayed sheep or the neighbor, but that does not make him amagician,
only angry. A masc may know afew spells, and herbsthat bring fever or dlay it, but aspell or two do
not make amasc a sorceress.

Feathers, smoke, and powders focus the thoughts of witch and bewitched. But Pierrette gathered idess,
concepts, and smilitudes from one language or another, from nations a hundred leagues or athousand
years apart.

In the frown lines of her forehead, the plump bittenness of her lower lip, Guihen read her effort—not just
to remember aspdll, but . . . to create one. No existing spell would do, for who would have written one
to cal out to amad king who had placed walls of unredlity between hiskingdom and the world—aking
who ruled aland that did not exist in time or place, and where no evil, none at dl, was alowed to exist?

At last she beckoned to Guihen. "What's that for?" he asked, touching the furrow between her dark
eyebrows.

"1 hopeto pay acall upon aman who asked meto be hisbride. Are these boy's clothes right for such an
occason?'

"Get rid of them. Y ou'd look finein nothing but sunbeams.”

She blushed. "How about moonbeams? Ibn Saul says everything that we seeislight bouncing off what it



touches." She reached skyward, curling her fingers asif teasing awisp of wool from a dense fleece.
"Light iswhat we see, and what we seeisonly . . . light." She teased a moonbeam from afleece of cloud,
and spun around, wrapping hersdf in slvery light.

"The garsaretwinkling jewels," she said softly, creating a necklace—stellar brilliants on ashiny wire
drawn from the bud of an iris—ayelow iris men called golden.

"The moon's path,”" she murmured, "isagoddesss slvery footprints,” and she pulled on pointed shoes
woven of water and slver.

Her dress coalesced into shimmery sk, and she bound her waist with atamarisk branch, emerald and
gold of early spring. "Therel" she exclaimed, pirouetting for his gpprovad. "How do | look now?"

"You'relovely," hesaid, amazed. Then hisearstwitched. "But you'll look aforeigner to Minho, who is of
Cretan birth."

"Oh!" She blushed again as the shimmering gown shifted and bared small pink-tipped breastsin the
Cretan fashion of Minho'sday. "No!" she sad firmly, covering her chest with ahandful of tiny flowers
plucked from the pond. Her bodice became ddlicate lace.

"Y ou did that on purpose!”

"l wanted alook at your pretty bosom," he said. "But be warned. Just as| put athought in your head
that changed what you wore. . . Don't let others suggest things. Don't let them change. . . what you are.”

"Thisisnt dl play, isit? Thank you for reminding me." Seeing how far the moon had ridden acrossthe
sky, shesaid, "I must do it now.” Sheturned away and began to chant . . .

All her years of study went into the careful phrases. Guihen understood only a passage here, aword
there, for she spoke in tongues of sorcerers padt. It was not alanguage. Here was a phrase of succinct
L atin, subtle meanings compressed into afew inflected syllables. There wasafulsomeword inrolling
Etruscan, followed by a sentence in the harsh Greek of Odysseusstime, aclausein aGalatian Cdtic
didect long extinct, and an exclamation barked in the Salyen tongue.

There was, Guihen reflected, no one spell, and no one tongue to express the subtleties of time, distance,
and unredity Pierrette wished to bridge. A single phrase, trandated into alanguage lessflexible, or more,
might change meaning and effect, so Pierrette spoke each one in the origina words that expressed
exactly what she wanted.

That was why no ordinary man understood great spells. That was the barrier so few could
cross—hetween mere magic and genuine mastery. Guihen gazed with awe at the girl who uttered the
words, and considered with cold trembling the power she drew into herself.

He watched mist coaesce upon the pool and gather at her feet, a carpet thick as moss by aholy spring.
He watched her step delicately onto it. It rose, and bore her upward and away.

* * %

This, Pierrette marvelled, was no magpie's flight. Mist was vapor was cloud—and clouds scudded across
the sky, wind-driven. Clouds were white pillows, and she reclined a her ease, her moonlight dress
shimmering, her dark hair one with the blackness between the gars.



She flew on unseasond wind, north over Ardlate, glimpsing Nemausus's roofs on her right, and then over
bare highlands cut by immense gorges. Beyond the high country the land was green with the first leaves of
spring, then turned russet and brown over lands il locked in winter's grasp.

Her course shifted westward over dark forests of the Frankish domain. She drew awooly cape of cloud
about her shoulders, againgt the moist chill, without aword aoud to makeit so.

Stll far, but visble from her grest height, was the moonlit glitter of the western ocean, her god. At last
the stedly water was benegth her. Ahead only groping fingers of black rock reached into that emptiness
that few ships dared sail. Thetide rushed like ariver in full spate between arocky point and alow,
offshore idand. The tide was the ship-breaker that swelled the cold population of Sena, Ie of the Dead.
Her conveyance of moonlit cloud began along, gentle descent.

Beyond that idand was awet hell, home to unimaginable beasts, and soulsin londly torment.

Y et looming up from the seawhere no land should be, surrounded by aveil of mist (or merely confusion)
were black scarpsin concentric circles—idands and harbors, houses, wharves, and green, green fields
abloom with the colors of summer and sunshine. The Fortunate |9 eswere gptly named.

She drifted toward asmall centrd idand. A pillared temple with fat black and vermilion columns
reminded her of the portico of Ansaim's keep. Therein a courtyard with tiles painted to match the
cloudless ky, she dit. Her misty conveyance drifted away. Where were the priests and acolytes Anselm
had described?

"| sent them away,” said awarm, resonant voice, "when | was sure you were coming.” Minho. Theking.
The sorcerer. "Welcome, Daughter of the Moon."

". .. Of the moon? Oh, no—I only borrowed afew threads of moonlight for this dress.”

"Don't be offended if | doubt your modesty,” he said, smiling. "But come—I have mixed water and wine,
for the end of your journey." He was as handsome as she remembered him from her childhood vision,
and though hishair and clothing reminded her of the young Ansam—thekilt longer in back than in front,
black hair in oiled ringlets—he was not the same. There was strength and confidence about him, calm
assurance that semmed from aeons of unquestioned rule.

His smile was easy and unaffected. "I missed you," he said. "It's been so many centuries. Have you come

to stay?'

How could she answer? She had never been here, except in adream. Asif expecting no answer, Minho
led her into acool chamber. A table was laid with platters of summer fruit. He spoke asif they were old
friends—immorta friends. Missed her? Who did he think she was?

"It hasn't been that long,” she said, fishing for information, selecting adice of crigp gpple from awooden
platter inlaid with gold. How long wasit? Six years? Seven? She could not remember exactly.

He offered her agraceful folding chair in the Egyptian style of athousand years before. "Not long?1've
yearned for you while nationsrose and fell."

Pierrette was amused by his hyperbole. Few nations rose and fell in the span of agirl's childhood. Still,
hisintensity flattered her; she was hardly more than a child, and he was as handsome as Aam—though
his curlswere dark and his skin had an olive cast, whereas Aam's had been golden.



"I camefor your help," she sad tentetively.

"Andif | help you?' Hegrinned. "Then will you stay? Will you claim the throne that has awaited you al
the hundreds of years, sincelast we loved on the Plain of Stones?”

He knows | won't stay. He'steasing me. And whereisthe Plain of Stones? It sounds like the Crau, but |
only glimpsed that from afar. Shethrust curiogity aside. "My sgter isterribly ill, and unless| return, shell
die. And there are poor Guihen, and Ansalm, and Yan Oors. . . Yes—Ansem, whom you sent out asa
boy, and who now cannot return.”

"Ansalm?Who isthat?'

"Ansulim?" she essayed. "The boy you sent to subvert the Apostle Paul. He pines away in Provence,
and longsto come home."

A shadow crossed Minho's agel ess countenance. "Ansulim,” he said softly. "A fine boy. | sent out only
thefinest. But hefailed. Paul's Church flourishes, and the opportunity to nip it in the bud isgone. The
distance between my kingdom and the world grows." He shook his head. "Ansulim couldn't return now
evenif | dlowed it. You are thefirg visitor to my shoresin haf acentury, and his magecraft islessthan
yours"

Pierrette put ahand on hisforearm. His skin was smooth and warm, his muscles digtractingly hard. "If |
succeed in my own task," she said, "then perhaps your idands € oignment can bereversed.”

Though infatuated, Minho was neverthelessaking. "How?' he asked, his eyes hard.

She explained her hope to undermine the terrible conformity of the great religions not from within, but
from without; not through the encouragement of schisms and subversion of gpostles, but by strengthening
small gods and goddesses, magics of specid places, and the nymphs, sprites, gnomes, and faery
creaturesthat inhabited them.

Shelaid out her vision of the Dark Time coming, that had once been. Shetold him of the broken whed,
and the Eater of Gods.

Minho paed. "What hope can you offer, in the face of doom?Why shouldn't | smply wait until the
distance between my Idesand theworld isinfinite? Then | and minewill be exempt from the universa
degradation you foresee." He sighed. "If | can't have you, why not smply alow thingsto finish their
natural courses?"

"Y ou flatter me," shereplied shyly, lashes masking her eyes. "But wouldn't you want the opportunity to
reman, even if unfulfilled for the present?'

"Goon," hesaid at length. "Tell me more of your hypotheses.”

She explained that she would not try to counter priests or churches, with which she had no quarrel, but
would confront the Dark one whom their worship fed. She told him what she hoped to accomplish. If
Ansem—Ansulim—uwere free to move about at will, he would help her, and thus himself and Minho aso.

"I won't leavetheseidesto ad him," said the king.



"Will you dlow him to be hisown man?'

Theking smiled. "I can. Will you stay?' He put his hand on hers.

"Only long enough to write aletter,” shesaid. "If, that is, you will ddiver it for me"

"How can|1?I'vesaid | can't leave theseides”

"Y ou said you will not—but therésaway, isn't there?’

He nodded rdluctantly. "I'll ddliver it—if only because while you writeit, you'll remain here alittlewhile”
Heled her to atal room with shiny tables and wallslined with shelved scrolls, ahauntingly familiar
room—the origind after which Anselm'slibrary had been patterned. Minho did not have to show her

fresh vellums, or where was a cabinet of inkpots and quills. Even the furniture wasidentical to her own
master's.

Shewrote, explaining what had to be done to drive the demon from Marie, and to keep it from the
world.

Minho put hands on her shoulders and smiled down at her. "'l wish you would reconsider.”

She enjoyed the warmth of histouch, and would have been glad for more of it—but shook her head.
"Would you give up your kingdom and come with me into the much-changed world beyond?'

"You know | can't.”

"Y ou will not. You could. As| could linger here.”

"I'll wait for you to finish your task. Come back, when you can—and will."
"And Ansulim?"' she asked.

"I'll see what can be done. Now go, before | weaken and create aspell to hold you here—a spell to
make you want to stay."

She stood on tiptoe to kiss his cheek, amere brush of her lips—but he turned his head and held her for
aprotracted kiss. Hislips were feverish. Long moments el gpsed before she even thought of pulling away.

"Good-bye," she said, her cheeks flushed, her legs shaky. She did not recreate her misty conveyance.
Instead, amagpie fluttered upward with a great commotion of festhers and cries.

* % *

A magpie on sllent wings ait beside the deeping Guihen. ™Y ou're back!" he exclamed, immediately wide
awake. Then heglared. "Y ou said you wouldspeak with the king. Y ou didn't tell me you weregoing to. .

"Oh, hush. | tried to send avoice on the wind, but my whispers echoed from the rocks of the coast, and
only sea birds heard them. Y ou can't imagine how difficult it was. | combined seven spellsto carry me,
and seven more, ones never before spoken, to dip past the confoundationsthat lie like mist around the
|des”



"Was Minho surprised that you defeated his defenses?”

"Guihen, it was so odd. Asif he knew me; not just in Mas dream, when | was a child. He asked meto
wed him. And | don't believe that his spells doneisolate him—the working of eventsin thisworld wall
him away, though hewon't admit it, and he said helll try to help Ansem, and . . ."

"Ah, child, take amoment to breathe. Even my ears can't take in so much, so quickly. Now tell
me—onething & atime."

* % *

"Wemust return to camp,” Guihen said, rising. "Time hasn't been stilled while we talked, and the others
will be concerned.”

"Oh. Should | have. . ."
"No—no more spells. Y ou've amazed and frightened me enough.”

Pierrette had not thought her effort frightening. The magic had been complex, but here where al magics
adhered precisdy to their origina postulates, precision was enough. There had been no need to dodge
shifting, changing premises, constantly on watch for the dightest unpredictable result.

"| fear your blindness," he added, " not the inconstant nature of spells.”
"Blindness? What do you mean”?”'

"Y ou cdl what you have done ‘magic,' asif any masc could do it, but you did what few could—making
new spells on the wing, and shaping redlity to your requirements. That's not magic, and you're more than
amage. You are asorceress.”

Weasit true? Was that the difference—shaping new concepts and connectionsinstead of reusing old? If
90, she had redlized her childhood godl . . . but shefelt no different. There had been no clear crossing
from one gtate to another. She had grown. So had her abilities, and the scope of the challenges she took
on, but there had been no qudiitative change, only a continuum of learning, study, and practice, of making
connections between widdly separated parts of a greater whole. Everything had begun when she first
opened her eyes and made a simple associ ation between her mother's face and the sweet milk from her
breast.

If there were no clear divides between child, masc,maga , and sorceress, how far could one strive?
Could even degth limit her, or could she continue to grow, reaching menta fingersinto every nook and
cranny of the universe, encompassing al that was, that had been . . . that could be?

She shuddered, envisioning hersdf afat, black spider with legs uncountable, each one touching a person,
anidea, asinglegrain of sand, until the entire universe wasin her grasp and gods twitched with her
touches—and she created that Dark Time she most feared.

She wasterribly cold. Guihen saw that she understood his warning, though he had not seen what she
envisoned.

"Fear for me," she said. "Fear that | might learn so much that | cannot grow old and die.”



"Y our own fear will keep you safe,” he replied softly, "and | trust you to remain as frightened as needs
mll

"Minhoisageless" shemused, "yet heisno eater of gods. Why isthat?"
Guihen, not privy to her revelation, shrugged helplesdly.

"] think he haslimited himsdf by hisfear," she mused. "When he pulled hisidands and people from the
cataclysm, he was for one moment as agod—and he dared no more. Now heistrapped in the
consequence of hiswithdrawal, and will let it destroy him rather than become. . . something . . . he
cannat control."

"But that's good, isn't it? After dl, hisidands are already long gone, destroyed in aburst of earth's
fire—inthisworld."

"I'mnot so sure. | can't believe hisrolewill end with him smply fading away."
"Isthat aprophecy?' he asked.

"Only asuspicion," shereplied, thinking how sure the king had been that al was not over between them.
She shrugged. She could not see how it could be so, and there was much to do. Above dll, there was
Marie—and sorceress or not, she did not think she would ever be completely prepared for the
confrontation that awaited her.

Part Five - Maga (Sor cer ess)

ThisisProvence, a Chrigtian Land. Christendom is comprised of many folk, and the Faith that binds
them in One's name is not the samein every heart; priests and bishops are comfortable with Faith, and
treat doubt with grave suspicion, denying unbelievers our miraculous feast. Still and al, were | to choose
one person, from al those | have known, to share my own bread and wine, it would not be apriest, but .
.. asorceress.

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus
The Sorceresss Tale

Chapter 27 - Unlikely
Companions

Back at camp, the otherswere agtir. A visitor had arrived early, awakening them. "Y an Oorgl" Pierrette
crowed happily. "But . . . youre different.” He was bare from the waist up despite the morning chill, and
clad only in the skimpiest of leather kilts. His hair was tangled with twigs and burrs. "What have you been



upto?'

"Ah, little lady. I've been playing with the wild Camargue horses.”

"Playing?' Guihen grinned—Ilewdly, Pierrette thought. Y an Oors skin darkened—a blush?
"Have you brought horsesfor usto ride?" asked Guihen.

"Indeed,” Y an replied. "When | told them you wished their aid, | could have had al the herd. | don't
know why they like you, df; you're nothing specid, asfar as| can see”

"Perhapsit's the succulence of my leaves" Guihen muttered acerbicaly. "Where are they?”

"I'll call them." Yan Oorswhinnied like agtalion. Pierrette's eyes swept the brush and the shadows, but
heard no pounding hooves.

"Whoof!"

She squealed, and jerked away from the sudden gust of breath on her neck. Turning, she saw agredt,
white head with lovely brown eyesthat laughed at her. "Where did you come from?”

The horse pushed aside tall reeds screening the shalow water beyond. Several more heads pushed
through, dl white, with long, silky manes and tailsthat—unlike Y an's hair—l ooked freshly brushed.

"You're beautiful." The horse was unlike the scrawny, undersized cart-pullers she was used to, or the
tall, ungainly beasts soldiers prized. They were broad, legs and bodies covered in short white hair.
"Epona,” she quietly named the lovely mare. Epona, a goddess, and awhite horse.

"And who do you belong to?" she asked aspindly colt anxioudy looking around itsdf. It was dark, asif
adifferent breed entirdly. The mare whuffed again, and with a happy whinny, the colt reached up
between her flank and her haunch, and nursed noisily.

"They are born black or gray,” said Yan. "Only in their fifth year do they become white." He stroked the
mare's soft nose.

"Isthereadtdlion?' she asked. "l see only mares.”
"Didn't you hear me cdl them?| am their galion.”

Despite hersdlf, Pierrette's eyes strayed to his short garment, unable to imagine aman performing that
sarvicefor mares. "Then indeed thereis magic in this place,” she said, embarrassed.

"Aslong asasingle marerunsfree, and astalion to serve her, magic will endure,” he replied softly.
Pierrette suspected that he had indeed told her something of great significance—not merely ahope or an
observation, but an essential postulate of Camargue.

The colt let go of its mother's teat with aloud, wetpop and, glancing sideways at Y an, approached
Ferrette, short muzzle level with her chest. He nuzzled her abruptly with an upward jerk of his head.

"I'm not your mother!" She covered her breasts with an arm, and stroked his soft mane. Thinking how
the colt had looked at Y an, she whispered, "Is he your father? Y ou're as dark—but surely, hes more



than fiveyearsold.”
The gaunt man chuckled. "I won't test your credulity by claiming to have sired him."

"If you did, I would believe you." 1t wastrue. Could she—who remembered flying as agreen and
glittering magpie, deny that this man might remember running with horses? If so, would those memories
be...red?

Could she say with conviction that her own cloud voyage and magpie flights had not been? She could,
with little mentd effort, fed the high air flowing over her freshly preened feathers; could Y an with no more
difficulty fed himsalf astalion, with broad hooves and agreat prong?

The moment passed. "We haveto go," he said loudly, addressing the others, "if you wish to deep dry
tonight.”

Getting Sister Agathe mounted even on the smallest mare was no easy task; she had never ridden. Y et
once adtraddle, clinging white-knuckled to its mane, Pierrette thought it would take as much work to pull
her loose.

Y an and Guihen lifted listless Marie to amare's back. With no more skill than Sister Agathe, and without
thewill to hold on, would she fal beneath the horse's hooves? It did not prove so; Marie dumped low, as
if part of her mount—an ungainly but well-attached hump. That was well, because Pierrette had become
daily more worried about her deterioration. She had lost weight, and her cheekbones were sharp as
knives, her eyes unnaturally bright and sunken.

Y an had not attempted to direct the horses, who had presented themselvesto their riders of their own
accords. No mention was made of reins or haters. Pierrette was pleased that the nursing mare had
chosento carry her.

She was surprised to see Guihen vault over a stocky mare's hindquarters with ashrill whoop, likea
barbarian warrior. What other surpriseswere in store?

* * %

Much could be observed whileriding above the tops of even the tallest reeds. Wending westward, the
last remnants of forest were soon left behind except dong low dunes, where stone pines roots held the
loose, dry soil.

Kestrelshovered over dry expanses asif suspended from invisible threads, aert for mice to bring home
to their young. Pierrette dlowed hersdlf to savor asmal rgptor's singular concentration, its excitement
when it potted avole exposed on clear ground. She shared its accelerating plunge earthward and aloft
again, limp prey initsclaws. She landed on the abandoned magpie nest where her hatchlings waited, and
watched the clumsy, white-downed infants rend their medl. Their wide-eyed, reptilian stares never
changed whilethey ate.

It was springtime, atime of changein aland of changes. The kestrel had only recently arrived to breed.
Rough-crested Egyptian vultures high overhead, harriers, ospreysflying low over the water— &l came
north from Africato breed and savor the rich mealsthe delta provided lavishly.

Inthefal they would depart, and golden eagleswould fly in from the Alps, white-tailed onesfrom
unknown arctic lands.



Mallards and red-crested ducks, with trains of fluffy, flightless offspring, scurried into willows, reeds, and
tamarisk as the mounted party passed.

Congtant trangtions kept the land dive. As ducks, hawks, brilliant-winged flamants, songbirds, terns,
swans, and storks arrived from the north in the fal, summer fliers departed for lands now greened by
seasond rains.

The Camargué'sinvisbleinfluence spread widdly, to theice where summer knew no night and winter no
day, to unknown deserts, jungles, and bleak, rocky idands no man would tread until the Black Timewas
upon theworld. It was aheartland from which dl life, dl magic, sprung, asingle pulsing organ upon which
all depended.

Creeks and channdl s trended southward, mere traces among clumped reeds, carrying fresh waters from
the mountains, becoming ever sdltier asthey neared the sea. Salt governed al, and life adapted to it.
Purdane grew on rises of ground where rains washed away salt, and sealavender in lower places,
exuding droplets of concentrated brine from the undersides of itsleaves.

The channdls were home to eels which, when grown, departed to Ocean, to breed within the vast tangle
of Sargasso seaweed that marked the edge of the world. Gray mullets entered Camargue, but did not
linger in fresh water. Sweet-fleshed bass and trout pressed seaward from clear streams and lakes, but
shunned the saltiest marshes. Carp coveted brackish waters. The pulse of life's heartbeat began here.

Thefirst night they camped near atrickle of dmost-fresh water. The horses drank with gusto, even
though Pierrette thought it warm and salty as blood.

Agathe was distant and sllent. Marie remained dazed. Her face and arms broke into red rashes from the
moist hest.

No one dept well. If Guihen dept, it was elsewhere, in aplace of hischoosing. Y an disappeared into the
reeds with his mares. Fierrette could not help imagining him prancing and snorting among them, agtalion
inform aswell asthought.

Near the end of the second day, the glitter of sunlight hinted at alarge body of water on their left. "The
lagoon of thebulls" said Yan.

"Bulls?' asked Pigrrette. "And cows aso?

"Of course. But not milk cowsthat suffer man to pull their teats or decide who mounts them. Such cows
are lucky to be undesirable, because they remain free. The bulls. . . that'sa different sory, for men
desirethem." He shrugged. "But many bulls are born, and only one is needed to quicken aherd.”

Pierrette pressed him to explain.

"Herakles passed through Camargue, driving Geryon's red cattle. He allowed his cowsto breed with
fierce black Camargue bulls. The fame of Camargue bloodlines spread.” Romans sought bullsfor their
arenas, for though small, they were quick and intelligent, and many alion and man were skewered on
their lyre-shaped horns, even in Romeitself.

"I hopewell seethem,” said Pierrette.
* % %



Elsawhere, over the high, forested country of the central massif, agreat bird flew southward on
black-and-white wings. Reaching the confluence of the Rhodanus and the Druentiait turned eastward.
Such acourse, had anyone noted it, would have seemed unusud, for storks migrated south in
September, not May. They mated and nested in the Camargue. Why would a stork fly toward Massalia?
Andwhy wouldit carry initslong bill avellum scroll tied with ared silk ribbon?

Itsroute took it over the long, white scarp where Marius defeated the Teutons, then over the valey of
the Holy Bam, Magdalen'sresting place, and at last camein view of the red scarps of the Eagle's Besk.

Had Minho of the Ides not possessed astork's bill instead of lips, he would have smiled: Ansulim had
been homesick indeed; his home's portico was not unlike the colonnade of Minho's palace, or his
brother's, in Crete—that |ong-abandoned edifice called the Labyrinth.

He circled on broad, outstretched wings, and landed atop a parapet, amused that while it had been
sunset afew moments before, now—here—it was high noon. The boy had learned atrick or two, he
reflected. He himsdlf could scarcely bind time more effectively than his student had done—though the
Fortunate I eswere of greater extent than this small keep.

The king sent tendrils of thought seeking his erstwhile pupil. He was surprised to spot him milesto the
west.

As soon as Minho found him, Ansalm knew. He abandoned his half-built cairn, and hurried homeward.
Minho waited patiently—if abit sadly, for lost youth was nothing if not sad—and at last heard the clatter
of the aged boy's sandal's upon the steep stone stairs.

"Magter!" Ansdm cried. Then: "Magter?' Thetal shape was ill a stork. While an unseasond stork was
unusud, the presence of the King of the Ideswithin the flowing river of time, was. . . impossible. There
was no saying what havoc it might have wrought with the world.

"Mader, isit truly you?'

Minho did not like reunions with boys no longer young. He did not enjoy the guilt. He could only free
poor Ansulim from the geas that had held him—but then there was the fresh guilt of commanding himto
onefina task. Asastork, he could not speak adoud, but Anseim heard him.. . .

* * %

"Youmust not fall thistime," said the king, when he had given hisingtructions.

Anselm looked up from his perusal of the scroll. When he had first unrolled it, he had found another
rolledindde. "That oneisnot for you," said theking. Y ou mugt giveit to the scholar ibn Saul.” Ansam
stuck the scrollsin his sash.

"Thisisaformidabletask, Master," he said, wrinkling hisforehead, "but at least it's not—like the last one
you gave me—absolutely foredoomed. This requires only the active cooperation of an ignorant
fisherman, a Chrigtian priest, and an atheistic scholar . . ."

Ah! The poor aged boy. Guilt lay leaden in his stork's gut. How could he fly without ridding himsdlf of it?
He sighed (silently, of course, for storks did not express themsalves so) and said " Ahribad ne poharta,
merati haralmer akkarimad."

Ansalm looked confused. What tongue was that? 1t sounded only vaguely Minoan.



"It'saspell from my remote ancestor,” said the king. "Once our people lived in bandslike sedls. They
could no more build cities than can wolves. Sdfishness, diverseinterests, and conflicting behaviors
prevented them from sharing tasks like building walls and bastions, or digging candstoirrigatefidds. This
spell freed men to join in cooperative effort.”

"It'san ancient spdll, Master,” reflected Ansadm. "'If my apprentice Pierrette is correct, the beliefs that
supported old spells have changed, and the incantation may have unforeseen results.”

Minho puffed up hislong, tiff feathers. "L ook around, boy," he said, raising awing. "Aretherewdls,
cities, bastions, palaces? Are there aqueducts? Of course there are. Thusthis spell functions.Quod . . ."

". . .Erat demonstrandum ," Anselm finished the sentence. "I believe it will work, then, for surely the
men who created such things were no more cooperative than the ones | must ded with—apriest, a
cowardly fisherman, an atheist . . . and mysdlf, acrazy old sorcerer," he added, "whom none have reason
totrus."

"Thetask, boy! The task makes the spdll work. The common god alows enemiesto smile while they
pull a acommon oar, or stand side by side at a capstan bar. It isthe vison of what lies ahead—and you
must givethemthat.”

Minho deeked hisfeatherswith hisgreat bill. "Now hear the rest of the spell. Y ou must not misplace a
snglesyllable”

Anselm listened. He did not wish to see agqueducts and city walls crumble for want of the cooperation to
have built them in thefirg place.

When the king was satified with the mage's mastery of the spell, he did not bother to say farewell. His
weight of guilt was gone. He legped from the parapet into the air, and was soon winging northward and
out of sght.

* % *

Anselm accepted the task. Though Minho might profit, it was not for the king that the old mage
undertook it, nor for Marie. It wasfor Pierrette. He strode across the causeway that separated him from
theworld. . ..

His step was light. The youngster who lived within every man had assumed control of his skinny legs. He
wanted to do things he had never done, to experience everything he had missed in studious youth and
isolated manhood.

Hefdt no libidinous arousal, and accepted that he would likely refrain from chasing tavern girls. . . but
taverns? Ah yes! To drink wine shoulder to shoulder with shepherds, masons, soldiers. . . to laugh and
make jokes, and sing maudlin songs. . . but that must wait. He had an important meeting.

The mage had last trod the Streets of Citharistawhen it was athriving Roman segport, in thetime of his
nemesis, Saul of Tarsus. He was saddened to seeit shrunken and crumbled, and was unimpressed with
Otho's chapd, plainer than the humblest Roman shrine.

"Ahribad ne poharto. . ." He murmured the unfamiliar words of the spell. Though the chape door was
gar, heknocked, asif it were not a public place. To him it was indeed a stranger's house.



Otho knew immediately who he was, sensed his discomfort, and led him to hislittle house. Helit alamp,
because dusk wasfalling and there were no windows.

Over acup of wine at Otho's scarred table, the mage recounted what Pierrette's letter required.

"Saintes Maries? To exorcise ademon from Marie? Of course I'll go with you—but how can we get
therein afortnight?'

Ansalm had no answer. Weren't there boats? Were not the Via Tiberias bridges intact? Otho was not
sure.

Of onething he was sure—one thing that disconcerted Anselm no end: the castellan Jerome (whom
Otho now called Retkhard) must accompany them.

"Pierrette asked for her father,” Ansam protested. " She said nothing about the castellan.”

"| told you how | freed him from the demon. He should have apart in releasing Marie—he's not without
guilt. The demon could not have invested him had hetruly ressted it."" He Sghed. "In any casg, it feds
right—and this|letter requiresthat you heed me. Listen: "My father and Per Otho will know what they
must do,’ she says.”

"I've heard nothing good abouit this Reikhard,” the mage mused. "How will Gillesfed about voyaging
with his daughter's defiler?*

"Gilles conscienceisfar from clean,” Otho replied. "The knight could have done nothing to Marie without
his consent—bought with abag of coins. If forced to admit which is most despicable, Gilleswould name
not Reikhard, but himsdif."

"I hope hell do some good,” the mage mumbled dubioudy. "I can't imagine what it could be." He hoped
Minho's spall was powerful. A surly German knight would test the limits of magic.

"Don't concern yoursdf,” the priest said. "Pierrette says thiswill work." He shrugged. "I don't know what
good | can do, for that matter. I'm not an archbishop or atheologian, and I've never seen an exorcism, let
aone paticipatedinone. . . ." That was not strictly true. There was Reikhard. But the point stood: a
village priest might get by being empathetic, knowing his parishioners strengths and foibles, and with abit
of jargon or gibberish . . . but what Pierrette wanted . . .

Anselm smiled. "Perhaps you can read up on things, beforewe go.”
"Read what? Do you see shelves packed with scholarly books?"

"Come." The magetook the priest'sarm. "We have alittletime." Otho reached to snuff thelamp. "Leave
it," sad Anselm. "Well be back beforethe ail ishalf gone.”

* k% %

How long had it been? Otho wondered much later. Surely afortnight had passed while he sat at Anselm's
library table, or dept in the bed that had belonged to Pierrette. That memory caused him guilty chills. The
scent of that bed reminded him of Elen, so long gone, except from his poignant memories.

Surdly, he reflected, a month had e apsed while he read the Gospels, the Old Testament, and whole
scrolls of gpocryphathat Anselm inssted should have been included in that collection called the Bible.



Surely ayear had gone by while he read Justin, Augustine, and adozen other saintly scholars.

He could not guess how long he was in the mage's keep, because the sun on the terrace was always at
high noon. " Shouldn't we be going? What about Pierrette and Marie?"

"Timeistheleast of our concerns,” Ansam assured him. "When you have learned what you must, welll
depart inamost unseemly hurry." Drugged by his understanding of dl that there was to know—and al
that he did not—Otho returned to histable, his books, and his scrolls.

* * %

When the two men at last crossed the causeway and returned to Citharista, the moon was rising, and the
last roseate wisps of day glimmered atop the ridge. Those disappeared as the men descended behind it.

"Who's there?' Otho called out as they approached his house. He could see warm light inside. No one
answered. Thelamp burned unattended, just where he had set it long ago . . . and the oil was only haf

gone.

"And now," said Ansalm, when Otho had packed afew things, "we must hurry—we have only a
fortnight until we must be in Saintes-Maries-by-the-Sea.”

Otho's head fdlt stuffed with wet cloths. A fortnight? Then had he falen adeep at histable, and only
dreamed the months and years of study? Was everything he thought he had learned only nonsense
created by his deeping mind? But the knowledge was coherent, and made sense.

Between hisnew learning and the strangeness of finding hislamp il lit, with no time having passed, it
was perhaps forgivable that the priest choose to accept the sense and to avoid thinking about the logic of
it.

* k% %

The castellan's dwelling was nearer than Gilless house. The soldier at the door stared goggle-eyed. He
saw the priest every Sabbath. The old magician he had seen only once, when he had been cured of a
piercing whinein his earsthat had amost driven him to suicide.

"Ahribad ne poharta," muttered Ansam asthey waited for the Burgundian.

Reikhard was not yet abed. When Anselm put hisrequest to him, the knight accepted immediately. "But
there are no shipsin the harbor," Jerome stated. "Shdl | call my men? Without them we won't dare travel
overland by road.”

Ansdm shook hishead. "Gilles may know away."

The knight bade them wait. When he reappeared, they were amazed. Jerome was clad from shoulder to
thigh in fine old mail whose like had not been seen snce Roman fought Teuton and Gaul. He carried a
long sword over his shoulder.

How strange, the knight reflected as he trudged through Citharista's streets. His horned god was not one
to listen to crying virgins, old women, or a crucified weakling who begged an end to his suffering. Otho
had freed the knight of the demon, but not of the memory of his captivity. No longer adave, he was not
free of the stink of davery. Only that evening he had knelt at the foot of his bed and begged hisgod to
freehim of guilt he could not shed.



Who had heard that prayer? Had Cernunnos sent these men with the means of his expiation, or had the
god only passed his pleaadong to the mage's unknown deity or even Per Otho's Christ? But who was he,
unlettered as he was, to speculate about where a prayer went, once it was uttered?

* % %

"Marie sckensmore every day," Pierrette told Sister Agathe. "I fear thereisno timeto get her to the
shrine; the demon consumes her. It won't give her up until sheisdead, and of no further use. | haveto
driveit out.”

The sster shook her head. "Y ou aren't apriest, child.”
"Here, apriest might be less advantaged than | am. If you disgpprove. . ."

"Not enough to leave you, girl," Agathe grated. "Marie needs me. I've comethisfar, and | won't walk
avay now."

"Thank you," Pierrette said softly, putting her hand over the nun's. ™Y our faith and prayerswill bea
comfort to Marie—the Marie | knew—and to me dso." If that admission surprised the sister, she did not
let it show. For Pierrette, it wastrue, asfar asit went: after dl, it was still a Christian demon. Had it been
apagan spirit, she might have been able to reason with it.

* * *

They found Gilles at the wharf. He eyed his unlikely visitors—the armed knight, the priest, and the
white-bearded e derly mage (who was mumbling words that sounded Arabic). They, inturn, had eyes
only for the battered fishing boat, hardly a craft to evoke confidence.

Gilleswas pale, asif seasck—unlikely for aman who divided histime between land and sea. The cause
of hisdiscomfort was soon evident.

"Well, getin," he said. Gilles, though very much afraid, would not be "cautious.” Hewould takethem in
hisboat. " ou didn't come looking for a better boat, because any fool could see there are none.” Gilles,
despite his greenish hue, did not act the least afraid . . . the least "cautious.”

Thiswas not the Gilles Jerome had persecuted, the man Otho had confessed. Thiswas not cautious
Gilles, who refused to sail to Massaliawith afresh catch. Trueto Otho's prediction, Gilles made no
objection about Reikhard.

"We must catch the morning'swind, or the three of you will haveto row." The thought of rattling knight,
clumsy priegt, or frail old man rowing—and the tangle of oarsthat would result—made Gillesfed
superior.

Hewasimmediately ashamed; he was hardly better than the worst of them. That wasthe old Gilles. He
was no longer "cautious,” but neither was he superior to anyone. He was free of such things, because he
no longer cared if helived or died. He would be surprised to survive this journey. What mattered was
that the others did, the oneswho could help Marie and Pierrette. He did not understand the terrible
trouble his daughters were in, but it was important that they have succor.

All three settled in the boat, and Gilles pushed off. Rounding the rocks that defined the harbor, the sail
snapped full of afollowing breeze, and Gilles pointed the unpainted stem just enough offshore that the
looming mass of the Beak would not sted wind from the patched sall. It was not a cautious course. There
was arisk of being driven against the rocks at the foot of the wave-washed dliffs.



"It wasn't your fault,” said Sister Agathe, throwing an arm around Pierrette. "The demon'sclaws are
wrapped around her heart. Wait until we reach the shrine. Well find help there. Marie won't die before
we get her there." 1t sounded like wishful thinking. Pierrette's mood was too black for words, and her
voice worn out from incantations.

"I had totry,” Pierrette cried. "'l had to know if | could do it."
"I know you did," the nun replied.

It had seemed to make sense. Marie had been empty after her wedding night. Her soul fled to some
inner recesswhereit felt safe, but not so far that her body, untenanted, began to die. The fiendish spirit
had come later, discovering the empty rooms of Marie's being, and inhabiting them. One night Marie had
been docile and uncaring, and then she had run away, to return from the house of women much changed.

Pierrette had been sure that when they crossed the Rhodanus and entered the Camargue, the Christian
demon would have weakened. She had been right. Marie's parasite's reaction, when it redlized it had
been tricked, supported the hypothesis. Only John and Guihen's quick action, stuffing Marieinto the
ferryboat, had prevented her escape.

So she had tried. She called the fiend forth, tempting it with her soul and body for Marie's. It had
blackened the air, shed feathers, fur, and scaes, and squalled with the voices of crows, ill winds, and
banshees—rejected creatures turned loose when the Church had made saints or demons of old gods.

She called it forth—but she could not destroy it, because it was of the earth and the universe, and could
not be dissolved. The hideous thing screamed when she suffused it with baleful fire. It gobbled and
thrashed in desperation when dark, ephemeral waters rose up around it. It coughed as the smoke of
herbs and powders suffocated it—but only Mari€'s poor body burned, became sodden, and coughed
wracking coughs. Agathe had been right to stop her, for Marie might have died. The demon was
unharmed.

There were no burnt crusts or weeping sores where Marie had been burned, and the dampness of her
shift was only swest, and the magical waters of Mas source, carried dl the way from the beech grovein
agreen glass bottle. Her breath was soft and easy, asif no harsh smoke had entered her lungs.

The damage was not physica, and left no trace—but Marie had suffered, and within her the fiend il
gloated, unharmed and undiscouraged. Pierrette wanted to save Marie on her own, but she had failed.
There was no choice but to continue to the shrine—and to place her in Chrigtian hands again.

Pierrette's concern went beyond her sister'swefare. A Christian exorcism would not stay the Black
Time's coming. World-spanning faiths destroyed the variety, the sparkling unpredictability, of theworld.
A victory of pagan magic over Christian would have set back that final, unvarying, predictable doom. She
would have been happy if it had been delayed by ayear, aweek, even aminute. But now, the
opportunity waslost. She had failed, and the Black Time awaited. . . .

* * %

Pierrette awakened after sunrise, to the hooves of horses, the creak of harness, and the sounds of
unfamiliar voices. "The Gitanes have come," said Y an, shaking her shoulder.

The camp was encircled by four-wheeled wagons. Their spoked whedls were red and vermilion



sunbursts, yellow daisies and blue tare flowers. Folk rushed about clearing hearths. Breakfast fireswere
fanned into bright, smokeless blazes. The clatter of iron pots, staccato laughter, and the rattle of an
unknown tongue drove off the last vestiges of degpiness.

"The Gypsy queen wishesto speak with you," said Y an Oors.
"With me? Why? Why are they here?'

"They're on their way to the shrine where their ancestor lies buried. They do thisevery May. All the
bands come, if they can, or send afew if dl cannot. And the matriarch would hardly ded with me—a

Pierrette shook off the last vestiges of exhausted, disconsolate deep. She observed wagons loaded with
crates, bundles, and rolls of bright cloth. One was stacked with dried reeds and hung with finished
baskets.

Since the queen of the Gitanes expected awoman, should she take the time to unpack adress? She
laughed quietly and uttered old words, creating asmal glamour that made her fed quite feminine, and
brushed her hair, bunching it a one sde and tying it in acasua but un-boyish way.

Guihen sat cross-legged at the nomads fire; evidently, sprites were exempt from mae or femaeroles.
Siger Agathe sat at the queen's|eft. Guihen motioned Pierrette to Sit. The matriarch wasfat, and glittered
with gold—ear-spools with tiny bells, chains, bracelets around her wrists, and rings on each plump finger.
Ferrettefdt plain.

"I am Marah." The Latinesgque patois was not her native speech. Her dark skin was naturaly the color of
old leaves.

"I'm called Pierrette," the girl replied, suddenly aware that her name, "little stone” or "pebble," sounded
trivid—though she was unsure why that should matter.

"It'sgood to be humble," the Gitane queen observed, "but | felt the rumble of great stones beneath my
feet, and | knew to come here.”

"| felt nothing." Fierrette thought of the landdide that had devastated Anselm'swall, and the roar heard
even intown. But there were no rocky cliffs here.

"Doesthe horsefed pain when he kicks the smith who is shoeing him?* Marah said, with the ghost of a
amile. "'l felt your magicsfrom afar. It was no “pebbl€ rolling about.”

"Then . .. you know magics aso?' Pierrette was eager to learn anything, from anyone. Only knowledge
routed the fear that she was inadequate to her tasks. She was like aboy gathering ding stonesto protect
his sheep against wolves: the small stones could only sting, but the more he had, the more secure he felt.
"Yoursisstrong magic. Oursisafortunetold, aflock hexed or unhexed, apot or two hedled . . ."
"Fortunes? The future, you mean?' Could this Gypsy look forward on the broken whed ?

"One man's—or one woman's—future, Mistress," she replied. "1 doubt that such atrick would impress
yw.“



"Knowledge impresses me. Magics and "tricks stem from one source. I've learned much from folk less
wisethan you." She was thinking of ibn Saul and the Wendish woman-magic.

"Will you ride with me?" the queen asked. "Tak makes long roads short.”

"Arewe going the same way? | wastold you would visit an ancestor'stomb.”

"Not an ancestor, my dear. The ancestor—Sara, who pulled the Christian saints from the sea.”
"Saint Sarah?' Agathe gasped. "Y our ancestress? How can that be?’

The Gitane smiled wryly. "It wasn't me called her asaint. Perhapsin al the centuries, memories have
become confused. At any rate, | won't argue religion. Such talk has spoiled many ajourney.” Her round
facelost dl expression, and she stared straight ahead, asif no one but she hersdlf sat by thefire.

* % *

"Theroad," as Queen Marah caled it, was arutted track through the morass. Pierrette sat on
comfortable pillows. A young Gitane drove the wagon's stout brown mares. Y an and Guihen rode well
behind, because the Camargue horses—or perhaps Y an himself—seemed to upset the gypsies horses.
Agathe rode in the wagon ahead, trailed by the sullenly plodding Gustave.

"Y ou know the Chrigtians tae of the three Maries, don't you?' Marah asked. Pierrette affirmed that she
did. "Wetdl it differently. That'swhy | shut up like that, when Sister Agathe was around. Do you want to
know the truetale? 'Y ou have to promise not to tell it to any Chrigtians.”

"Aren't you Chrigtians? Agathe said you were going to worship in the church a Saints Maries—to pay
homage to Saint Sarah, the servant who was buried with the two Marys."

"Thereare Chrigians. . . and then there are Christians,”" said Marah, "and one woman's saint is another's
ancestor."

"Tdl me!" Perette urged.

The Taganeswere afiercetribe, Marah told Pierrette throughout the long, sunny afternoon. Their chief,
who decided where the nomads would travel, where camp, and when depart, was called Sara. She was
loved and respected, for she had always led her people well. She knew stars and seasons, wild horses
and black bulls, migrations of flamants, hawks, and songbirds, and where sweet water was to be found.

One night in adream, Sara saw a ship adrift off the farthest sandbar of the Camargue, bereft of mast,
salls, and oars. She saw men and women whose faces were suffused with akind of interior beauty,
though worn by suffering and starvation.

"It was only adream," said her councilors, seated around the dying fire. "No ships come near the
beaches, or they become stuck on the offshore bars. Go back to deep.”

Despite those words, Saradid not deep, and firgt light found her peering out through spray and spindrift.
Theterrible sea battered the wrecked ship, threatening to break it apart. Murmuring ancient words
passed from chief to chief, she flung her wool nightcloak over the waves, where it became araft to carry
the unfortunates to the safe shore.



They were Mary Sdlomé, half-sster to the Virgin, and Mary Jacoba, mother of James and John, Mary
Madeeine, Martha, Lazarus, Cedonius, and Maximinus.

* * %

"l suppose,” said Queen Marah, "that the Tsiganes mistrusted them because they spoke aforeign
tongue—Greek, perhaps, or Latin. Chiefslearn such tongues, to negotiate and trade.” She continued her
tale. Saracamed her folk: the strangers were not herdsmen come to drive them from the land or farmers
to cut and dash it. "Can't you seewhat | see?' Sarademanded, thinking of the internd light that seemed
to emanate from certain of the strangers. The TSiganesdid not.

But pressad by their chief, they offered the refugees food and drink, and listened to the tale of their long
and arduous voyage from the Holy Land to bring word of death, resurrection, and a new message of
hopeto Gaul.

The younger saints chafed to be about their missions, but the two elderly Marys could not go on.
"Leavethem here" Saracommanded the holy ones.
"We can't abandon them!" protested Magdaene.

"I'll stay with them, aslong asthey and | live," Sara said. Magdaene was reassured. After tearful
embraces, she and the others went on their way.

The tribe packed their wagons. They cameto Sarato ask her where they would be going, for it was her
task to choose route and destination.

"We are staying here," she said, astounding her councilors. Never before had any Tsigane chief said that.
Always Tsiganes moved on. Always, when the grass was trodden and brown, it wastime to depart, asif
aninvisble sgn drew them toward the far horizon, an unheard song called them to new, unexplored trails.
... But no one protested. They remade the camp, and there they remained.

"Y ears passed,” recounted Marah. "The old women and Sara died within three days of each other. The
Tsganestook them to the far dune where the holy ones had landed, and buried them in the sand. They
marked the spot with an ancient altar stone.

"Some T ganes stayed to watch over Saras tomb, and built houses near an ancient well. Astime
passed, atown grew up. The Tsiganesreturned from timeto timeto visit Sards grave, and to make
offerings upon the dtar stone.

"And that," Marah said, "isthe truetae of the founding of Saintes-Maries-by-the-Sea”

Pierrette nodded, thinking deeply, remembering. She reviewed her magpie-flight and her vison of the
Chrigian saints parting. Had "Saint Sarah™ in her vison looked like these Gypsies? The woman she
remembered had been aquiline, and shaded her eyes with kohl. She remembered avillage and fixed
dwellings, not anomad encampment. But such details did not invaidate Marah's tle—or Pierrette's
vison.

"Severd things puzzle me," she mused. "Does the nature of your magic change asyou travel from place
to place?’



Marah glanced sidelong at her. " Change? How could it? Magic ismagic. Asl said, oursissmple—it's
hard to make mistakes. Does yours change?"

Pierrette explained what she had deduced about regions of magic, beliefs, and the boundary natures of
rivers and watersheds.

Marah laughed. "I know what the differenceis. "Place doesn't mean the same thing to Gypsies. All
places are home, when our tents and wagons are there. Since it's our magic and nobody ese's, it goes
with us. It doesn't hang around here, or there.”

"How about mountains?' Pierrette pressed.

"I don't know that any of usever climbed one," Marah said thoughtfully. "We stay on the tracks our
wagons can manage. | never paid attention to watersheds."

Was Gitane magic free of restraints, restrictions, and changing postulates? That did not seem right. If the
universewere arationd place, rulesmust gpply universaly.

Pierrette sighed. "Have you gone anywhere where people never heard of you—of Gitane magic—and
did not believeit?'

"Hal If they don't believe our magics, it doesn't take much to convince them. Thetrick isto convince
them to be afraid enough to leave us done—and not so afraid that they stay away entirely, and their
money with them.”

The answer was not entirdly satisfactory, but Pierrette had explanation enough: where people believed in
such magic, Gitane "tricks" worked. And because nomad bands travelled widdy, belief in their skillswas
widespread. Should they enter aland where folk were not convinced, deceptions and deights of hand
created aclimate of conviction. They kept expectations small—minor hexes and cures. Fortunestold
were vague enough that the tellers would not be caught out by events.

"Areyou Chrigtians or not?' Pierrette asked, not expecting astraight answer.

"Weare, | suppose,” said Marah. " Sara accepted what the holy women taught her. But the priests
religion isnot the same astheirswas. They didn't care for chants and ceremony, only for the words and
deeds of the Son of God." She laughed—half achuckle, haf ascornful snort. "See? Priests cal him that.
The old women called him "My sister's son, the carpenter.’ The rest came late.

"S0, are we Chrigtians? We pay homage to Sara at the old pagan atar stone, and we honor the old
saints she loved, but what the priests say goesin one ear and out the other.”

Pierrette felt a sudden chill—and an accompanying excitement. So: the monoalithic Church was not
immune to the effects of scribblers and codifiers. The same forces that eroded old gods and spirits, that
had—almost—turned Y an Oors into a shadow and Guihen into a Christian boy, had turned a Jewish
carpenter and rabbi into—the Son of God? The forces of belief and conviction, of scholarly parsing and
reasoning, had molded infant Christianity, aBabel of beliefs, magics, miracles, and speculations, into a
monoalithic army, marching acrossthe face of the earth . . .

| believe in God the Father ,Creator of Heaven and Earth . . .in Jesus Christ . . .he descended into
Hdl .. .onthethird day herose. .. A spel. A tremendous, powerful, all-encompassing,
incontrovertible, rigid . . . spell. Thefirst time those words had been uttered, the world changed—and



that unity of belief and purpose would bring the terrible sameness, theend of all.

But . . . there were cracksin the monolith: heresies, schisms, new ideas at odds with old. There were
secret rites hidden in outward ones: Gitanerites buried in Christian worship; Sarathe Tsgane ancestress,
hidden within Sarah the Egyptian Christian saint; ancient pagan dtar stones now part of the church
building itsdlf.

Had those Chrigtian Marys viewed the pomp and rituals with jaundiced eyeslike Marah's, holding to
their own smpler faith, unsure, exactly, of what the Nazarene carpenter-turned-prophet was, or had
been? Was the Church that Saul of Tarsus had built foreign to those old women—or had they bowed to
the pressure of belief and written creeds, and become what the priests expected of them?

"Don't ever forget!" Pierrette blurted, grasping Marah'swrist. "Never et Sarabecome entirely a
Chrigtian saint, or you'll lose everything that makes you specid.”

"Wewont forget," the Gitane queen replied softly. "At the end of timeitsalf, ther€lll be a Tsgane of
Saraslineage, looking for the road out.”

Would there be aroad out? "Help me," Pierrette asked. "Don't let me stray from that road.” Marah
sgueezed her arm.

* * *

* * %

Pierrette's Journal

After aweek of freedom from Camargue's voracious insects, they returned to teach me alesson about
the nature of the Black Time. | call it "The Law of Locks," because those mechanismsillugtrate the
principle—but had | named it then, | might have cdlled it "The Law of Salt Mills"" Old Arsthought
ginging bugs were attracted to sdt mills. The truth is more sgnificant.

The mill was not much to look at: wooden hoppers above and below a pair of rough-hewn millstones.
Slabs of raw st were broken with amaul, then tossed in the upper hopper. Ground salt was taken out
below, and pressed into molds. Oxen harnessed to long poles drove the upper stone.

Stinging mosguitoes descended in clouds, asif determined to take al at once the volume of blood my
spell had heretofore denied them. Gitanes lit smudges—ypottery jars stuffed with oily rags and fragrant
herbs. Marah held one for meto ignite, but nothing happened—no spark, no burst of flame, no wan
glow. For al the spdll's effect, we might have been atop the highest mountain or in the middle of the
broadest river. Our driver scurried to the next wagon and brought our pot back lit, which helped keep
the bugs at bay.

Having been severdy hitten, | collected drops of blood on afinger, and marked a spot on the wagon
whed'srim. ..

"What are you doing?" asked Guihen, when we stopped for the night, beyond the mill'sinfluence.

"I'm measuring the circumference of thiswhed.”" | had counted the whedl's turns, aided by the spot of
blood, and was about to calculate the radius of the mill's dampening effect upon things magicd. It was
about ahdf mile.

Locks, | determined much later, had amore limited radius of effect. | know two waysto protect aroom
or abox fromintruson—awarding spdl, and alock. A spdl protects hasp, hinges, and leef or lid against
anyone who does not possess the counterspell, the metaphysica and metaphorica "key."



But abox under lock and key cannot be warded with magic, and no magic can open alocked box. In
fact, alock brought closeto awarded box isitself acounterspell, asasdt mill is.

Lock and mill are machines, devices with parts that move, built to a purpose—and machines, |
determined, nullified magic. There are exceptions. wheded wagons do not affect spdlls, nor do hinges or
clagps. A grinding quern has no effect, nor do deadeye rigging blocks on boats. Sheaves do, though their
effect islimited. A sheave on aboat's mast will not neutralize aspell cast from the deck, but apulley in
my pocket will . . .

* * %

* * %

Pierrette's memory, though disciplined by years of timeless study, was not perfect. Asthe caravan rode
away from the mill, asthe swarms of mosquitos disspated, she had made another connection between
spells and machines. It began with avision remembered: Citharista, seen through amagpi€'s eyes, ashen
and overgrown by huge buildings.

The port's spidery towers were machines. hoists with cables thick astrees, pulleys like ponderous
wagon whedls, huge enough to lift whole shipsfrom the water. Their baeful effects surely spread for
miles. Wasthere, in that bleak beginning or end, asingle valey or spring-fed poal free of the influence of
such machines?

That night, deep in agloom she did not want to explain even to Guihen, Pierrette pondered her
redlization that there was more working against her, and toward that future, than she could bear to
imagine

* % *

"That'sit!" Gilles explained happily, pointing at the gray headland. There had been little cause for
happiness on the seavoyage. Rough seas and freakish winds had dmost driven them against the rocks.
They had been forced to stand well out at sea, where land was only arough line on the horizon. They had
sghted atriangular sail once, and had hidden for awhole day in thelee of anidand, baking in sunlight and
bright reflections off the glassy sea

Gilles had not thought to ship extrawater, because Massdiawas only aday's sal. After three daysand
two nights, it was long gone. The bread was hard, the cheese dimy, and chewing dry, salted fish was
unthinkable.

They were far from compatible shipmates. Gilles wondered how the four of them had kept from each
other'sthroats, even when not hot, damp, tired, or thirsty.

Why had they come at dl? He knew what motivated him: Marie and Pierrette were his daughters.
Wouldn't any father worthy of the name go to his children's ad? He would take risks to repay the debt
he had incurred by risking nothing, before. It would never be enough, of course. Elen's murder, Marie's
rape, could not be undone. He eyed Reikhard with scarcely concedled loathing.

The Burgundian saw that look. He did not blame Gilles, considering what he—and the demon, of
course—had done. That, however, did not make him admire the snivelling fellow. Gilles had conspired in
his daughter's degradation, taken money for turning his back, and did not even have ademon to blame.. .
. Did he? The Burgundian looked more closdly at the haunted glitter in Gilless eyes.

"Wel?" demanded Reikhard harshly, to bregk the tension between them. "What do you see out there?



Ancther dolphin?’
"| seethe glitter of water where the hills dope together. Theland to theleftisanidand.”

"I've seenidandsbefore," the knight grumbled, rubbing hismail shirt with arag from which dl the oil was
long gone. The mail was orange with rust.

"Theresonly oneidand that close to the coast. When we round it, Massaliawill be six miles
away—well eat dinner in port.”

"I'll drink my dinner,” said Anselm. The othersvocaly agreed.

"I know just the place," Gillessaid. "It'sonly afew stepsfromibn Saul's”

"Good!" exclamed the mage. "I'll take on ajar or two of wine before my visit. Though an old friend, he's
reputed to be ingy with his cdllar—though he does not mouth Allah's proscription againgt drink, when
hehimsdf isthirgy.”

"Good!" said Reikhard.

"What is?' the mage queried.

"That hisplaceisonly afew stepsfrom Gillesstavern. Y ou won't havetimeto fal down, and haveto
crawl there" He grinned.

"I'll go with Ansdlm,” Otho stated. "1 wish to speak with the scholar dso—and to hear what iswritten on
that mysterious scroll you carry.”

"Yed" Ralkkhard said. "Metoo. Read it to us, old man.”

"I can't,” Anselm demurred. "It'sfor ibn Saul. Y ou'll haveto wait." The mage was not blind to the tenson
between his shipmates. The spell must be working, he mused. If he heard them aright, they had al agreed
to go to atavern and drink together. No common god could explain that. It had to be the spell.

Trueto Gilless estimation, the sun had not yet set when they drifted up against astone wharf on the
north side of Massdlias harbor. Thirsty as they were, none had given thought to aplace to deep. If
worse came to worst, Gilles thought, there was the inn, and there was room on his boat.

Chapter 28 - Ancient Saints

Eager as Otho wasfor adrink, he had not failed to notice that when the four of them sat a atablein the
tavern, Gilles and Retkhard hesitated until the others did onto the middle of abench, and then took
places as far as possible from each other. That was no surprise. But now—unless the wine's fumes had
made him fal adeep, and he was dreaming—the two men sat, arms around each other's shoulders.

And what was that gleam on the Burgundian's cheek? It was not swesat. Both men were weeping. It was
adgght to behold. Otho was glad that Gilles, at least, was a Christian; should he fedl need to confess,



Otho would hear part of the story. For now, he smply thanked God for whatever He had brought about.

Ansam, true to hisword, polished off two flagons of wine, but when he rose to cross the street to ibn
Saul's, he was till steady on hisfeet. Drunk—but not on wine alone. For more centuries than he liked to
remember, he had been cooped up in one place; his youth had departed, and the prime of his manhood.
But now he had hiked the streets of Citharistaand Massalia, had taken a seavoyage, and made three
friends. He had complained with them about sdt, waves, and glaring sun, drunk with themin atavern,
and now he was going to see hisold friend ibn Saul. It was so very fine that he hardly thought about why
Minho had visted him. .. .

* % *

"Ansem?Isit redly you?"
"I'm not aWendish virgin."

"Itisyou! Comein! | must hear how this has cometo pass." Helooked over the old man's shoulder, and
saw Otho.

"He'safriend—a Christian and a priest to boot. But he has promised not to pray loudly, or to peeon
your carpets.”

Ibn Saul realized then how drunk the mage was. "Loud prayers are the least of my worries,” he said,
amiling broadly. "Still, 1 think I'll seet both of you on atilefloor."

* * %

"You," Retkhard announced to his sole drinking companion, "are acoward and awhoremaster.”

Only another drunkard could have understood the Burgundian's durred speech—and Gilleswas just
that. "I should diefor my Sins," he agreed, tearstrickling down his cheeks. "1 am that, and more. I'm as
despicable asyou.”

Reikhard bristled momentarily, before redlizing that he entirely agreed with Gilles. "Perhapswe can die
together, shoulder to shoulder, in battle with the demon.”

"Indeed s0," agreed Gilles. "It isthe least we can do for Marie"
"For Marie," the knight repested, raising his cup. "Well fight the demon for Marie."

Anselm, had he heard, would have marvelled at the power of the ancient spell. Otho would have
thanked God. Reikhard and Gilles, with wisdom found in the bottom of awine-cup, knew that the magic
wasin the god they shared, the expiation they craved. No supernatural intervention was necessary.

* % *

Otho sucked pulp from a pomegranate seed. Having drunk much, he was content to nibble at fruits and
nuts, and to pretend that the unsteady rolling floor was the boat's deck, and no cause for him to become
ill.

"S0," ibn Saul said, when Ansalm had told him everything. "What about the letter?1 find it curiousthat
the legendary king of the Fortunate Ides should have heard of me. . . ." What he found most fascinating
was the implied existence of the Fortunate Ides. He had dways consdered Anselm'sclam of origin
charlatan's mumbo jumbo. Had Anselm written the |etter?



Had Pierrette been there, and read the doubt in hisface, she might have observed that ibn Saul was as
cynical asthe donkey Gustave. She might further have observed that such suspicion could be useful.

"Thisisn't from King Minho," ibn Saul told them, peering over the top of the document. "It's from your
apprentice, Pierrette.”

"Let meseeit!" Anselm demanded, reaching. "What does she say?" Ibn Saul raised ahand to forestall
him. His eyestracked down the page.

Ibn Saul rolled the scrolled letter up. "I can't tell you. | can't tell anyone.”

Otho, anew guest in the scholar's house, did not react obvioudy, though disappointment and curiosity
alike crossed hisfeatures.

Ansem felt no such regtraint. " She's my apprentice, not yours. She has no secrets from me. Let me see
the letter.”

"Itis. .. anexperiment, if youwill. If | wereto reved it to you, you would not react without
expectations and preconceptions, and the . . . the test would be ruined.”

"Test? Experiment? Now I'm convinced the | etter isfrom the unruly scamp. Geometry, postulates,
hypotheses. . . It makes my head spin.”

"Y our head is spinning for other reasons entirely,” said ibn Saul. "Lovi! Show my old friend to hisbed.”

The apprentice appeared so quickly that ibn Saul knew he had been listening. He guided the old man
from the room.

Ibn Saul sent Otho to fetch his companions from the tavern.

"Wdl?" Gilles asked, with the precise speech a drunkard affects when speaking to the (presumably)
sober. "What does it say?"

"Yed" urged the no lessinebriated Reikhard. "Tell ugl”

"The second letter was d so from Pierrette," Otho told Gilles. "I'll explain when you're sober. If you two
can find three good legs between you, I'll show you to anice soft bed . . ." And somehow, without afall,
without more than loud eructations, he got them asfar asibn Saul's door, where he turned them over to

the scholar's apprentice. He himsdlf felt quite sober.

"I will," he announced to ibn Saul shortly theregfter, "have to test further this hypothesis| have formed.”
He saw nothing ironic in that turn of phrase, but ibn Saul, recognizing Rerrettés influence, smiled dightly.

"What hypothesisisthat?"
"That pomegranate seeds are a cure for drunkenness," Otho explained. "l am entirely sober, now."
"That isan interesting notion,” the scholar reflected quietly, smiling ever so dightly. Becausethe fellow

was an entertaining talker when drunk, and because ibn Saul had never seen him sober, he sent Lovi to
the cdllar for ajar of cool wineto maintain Otho in his pleasant state. The conversation, turning to other



things, continued for another hour.

* % *

"I'm going on ahead," Pierrette announced. "Riding aone, | can bein Saintes Mariestonight.” She sought
out the free-roaming Camargue horses and, walking among them, spoke to them asiif they were people,
explaining that she wished to ride to the town. A gray mare—three or four years old, and not yet
white—sidled up asif she had understood.

Pierrette flopped belly down across the mare's back, and then swung aleg over itsrump. The mare
chose an easy gait. Pierrette had to trust the horse to choose the best route southward.

They crossed alow sansouire—exposed soil white with salt from winter's flooding—carpeted with
leafless glasswort. Where sea purdane pushed up, her mare stopped to munch. Pierrette, a passenger by
courtesy aone, made no attempt to urge her on.

Crossing two miles of sansouire, where Pierrette hersalf was the highest feature of the terrain, their pace
dowed as the mare's hooves sank in loose-blown crystaline sand. Ahead lay ahaze of stone pines, the
roofs of the town, and the open sea. One gray shape, higher than the rest, was surely the church, ruined
years beforein a Saracen raid.

Had she waited too long to begin? Quietly, she murmured the ancient words. " Mondradd in Mon," she
whispered. "Borabd ora perdd." A quiet breeze cooled her face, but beyond that she sensed nothing
new, nothing . . . changing. "Merdrabd or vern," she continued. " Arfaht ara camdd." Only the sun's
shimmer on the sandy track, and her mount's plodding step, gave motion to the stillness. Thetreesand
low roofs ahead wavered as heat rose off the sun-baked sand, and gulls flashed whitely. A lone harrier or
osprey, too high for her to be sure, rode rising hot air, hardly moving, itswingsimbedded in clear amber
touched with blue.

Approaching the reed-thatched town, she looked for the church wall, the landmark seen from afar, but
could not find it; the roofs looked further away than amoment before. Then she knew: no church had yet
been built among the twisted pines; the houses she had seen from afar would not yet be constructed, in
thistime; the sharp-grassed duneswere barren, the town still aquarter mile away.

She dipped from the mare's back. "Thank you," she said. "Y ou should return to your herd—to your
gdlion." She thought not of awhite horse, but of Y an. The mare brushed its velvety nose across her
cheek, and then turned northward, its hooves making only the softest rustling in the tiff, sillicarrich grass.

Pierrette sighed, and began the long trudge to the sea.

* % *

Ibn Saul il refused to reved the mysterious scroll, now hidden among thousands that filled the
cubbyholes and shelves of hislibrary.

"Well then?" queried the scholar impatiently. " Are you too sick to walk down to the quay?"
"Areyou that eager to berid of us?" Ansalm grumbled—softly, because his head felt large asamelon.
Even the dribble of the fountain was painful. "I did not pissyour carpets or your fine bed. What have |

doneto offend you?'

"Offend me? Why, nothing. But the sunis high, and we must be off."



"We?" asked Reikhard.

"I'm going with you," the scholar announced. "I can't perform my—Pierrette's—experiment, unlessI'm
on the spot. Gilles—isyour boat large enough for five?

"ltwill suffice™

"Very well. Lovi!" ibn Saul caled out. The alling men winced. "Bring asmany jars of wine asyou can
cary."

On theway, the scholar recounted what Pierrette's letter said about Marie. He was unwilling to discuss
why it was necessary for them to be in Saintes-Maries-by-the-Sea, but Gilles sensed his urgency, and
added it to hisown.

The boat was crowded, but stood high enough that there was little danger of siwamping. [bn Saul
assured Gilles that the coast was sandy past the Estague range and the gullf of the Fossa. They could run
ashoreif rough wesether threatened.

"How far isit?' asked Otho.
"About fifty miles"

"Fifty?' Reikhard growled. Then he remembered his swollen brain, and muted hisvoice. "That'stwice as
far aswe've aready come."

"They should be easy miles," Gillesresponded. "Thewind is off the sea, and we're south of our
destination. With luck, well be able to maintain areaching course. The Rhodanus's currents may push us
out, and give us even more sailing room."

Gilles amazed himsdlf. Already, he had sailed asfar as he had ever done, even before he became
"cautious." Now he contemplated afurther voyage, with no more knowledge of their course and
destination than afew words with a merchant captain at the wharf.

Lifeis better now, he mused. Wasthat a selfish thought? The new Gilles was concerned about such
things. Life was better, becauise he was no longer concerned about himself, but about others—his
daughters, and even these four men whose lives he held in the hands that now clutched tiller and shest. If
it were selfish to enjoy his new freedom, surely it was not wholly terrible. . . .

The sea, when it was calm and the wind wasright, fostered contemplation. Each passenger indulged in
his own quiet thoughts.

Reikhard did not know what to expect when they arrived, but he had much to atonefor. A priest of the
horned one, he had taken Marie as a prize of battle, not aburden of blood that a man strong in the god's
presence must bear. The Citharistans were histribe by adoption, and one of them waslogt, by hisdoing.
He begrudged the vast, sparkling sea between him and his unfulfilled obligation. His eyes hurt from staring
into the glare of the lowering sun.

Otho was curious and concerned, but he had been that way so long it felt amost comfortable, like a
cdluson hisfinger from clutching his quill. He was not convinced that the king of the legendary Fortunate
Ides had actudly appeared to the mage, guised as a stork, and bearing letters. He was less doubtful that
Perette and Marie would be in the seaside town.



Ansam had an inkling of what Pierrette was up againg, but his gpprentice's tribulations could not make a
dent in the ecstasy he enjoyed—he was free on the blue-green ocean. He was not young, but was
sprightly asayouth, and was neither dying nor fading away. Though his companions were not ones he
might have chosen—uwith the exception of ibn Saul, of course—they improved after a cup or two of
wine. The jugs now stored under the boat's thwarts promised to last until they reached shore. If only
Gilles did not notice every time anyone el se reached down for asip, and demand one for himself . . .

Everyone bdieved Muhammad abd' Ullah ibn Saul knew more about the situation than they did, but that
was not 0. Desperate urgency hid between the lines of Pierrette's neatly scribed words, but she had only
told him what he wasto do. It was nothing difficult, and was quite in character for him—but what did she
really intend?

* * *

The breeze off lagoons north and east was hot and cool at once—or perhaps Pierrette's chill was
internal. The village had continued to recede as she gpproached. There were only scattered houses, as
when she had viewed it through magpie eyes. Most had faded with the evaporation of the years. When
she looked away from one, then looked back, there was only sand and sea grass where it had been.
When shelooked down at her feet, the sandy path was a cobbled street afew paces on, but the next
time she looked, having walked severa paces, the cobbles were ill a step ahead, then gone entirely.
The settlement was as she had seen it long before, but rife with awedlth of detail her small magpie brain
had not absorbed. Fish nets were draped to dry in the sun, achime made of potsherdstinkled, and a
trickle of smoke beyond the hump of athatched roof carried ahint of roasting lamb that made her mouth
water.

On the beach lay an abandoned boat—the one Lazarus had emerged from. Ahead was the house the
old women had retired to. . . .

"Where did you come from, child?" Pierrette spun around, and faced an ancient woman with ashawl on
her head. "Areyou agirl or aboy—forgivetheseold eyes. . . ."

"I'magirl, mistress,” Pierrette said meekly. Was this one of the women in her magpie dream? She could
not tell. How many years had passed since then? How would such awoman have aged?

"Come, let's st in the shade. Thereéswater from thewell. | must let down my hair and brush it.”" Her gaze
waswarm. "l am Maria. Who are you?"'

"I'm caled Pierrette," she replied. The woman's accent was not unlikeibn Saul's. "Would you prefer we
speak another tongue?' she asked in the Aramaic of the Talmudic scholars.

"Heavens, child!" the woman said, her coarse skin breaking into agrin of deep crevasses. "'l haven't
heard such speech since | left home. Y ou put music into those plain words—can you sing, too?"

Pierrette hesitated. Sing? When had she last sung anything? The only songs she knew were the baby
songs her mother had taught her, but those. . . were magic. "'l don't sng much.”

"Never mind. I'm abit silly with age. Therés music in your accent done.”

They sat beneath atwisted old pine. Shewas Maria. . . but which one? Did it matter which Mary this
was? Pierette did not know much about either of them.



The water was delicioudy cool. The old one untied the heavy knot of her hair. She smoothed and
sraightened her lead-gray locks with a<tiff, boar's-bristle brush.

"Areyou alone, lady?' Pierrette asked. "Isthere someone to care for you?"

"Sarah is nearby—Sarah the Egyptian. Y ou'll know who she iswhen you see her, because she'svery
dark."

So much for Marah'stae, Rierrette thought. Sarah is an Egyptian, not a Tsigane chief. But the old
woman had not mentioned anyonedse. . .

"Will you stay aday or so?' old Mary asked. "For the buria ?*

“Burid, lady?"

"Maridshburid. My sster Maria™" Again, the face-crackling smile. "1 won't belong, mysdlf,” she said.
"Nor will Sarah, | suspect. If the TSiganes be wise, they should dig onelarge holein the sand for al three
of us.. .. But forgive my rambling. Tell me—why are you here?'

Pierrette had hoped the wise and holy old women would take pity on their namesake, Marie, and exert
what ancient Chrigtian magic they knew on her behdf. But . . . wasthisMary befuddled by age? Pierrette
sighed. It could not be hel ped. She would do what she had come here to do.

Old Mariawas agood listener, though perhaps only caring for the "music’ of Pierrette's accent. Pierrette
told her of Maand the pool among the beeches, of Marie and Gilles, of Cernunnossrape of Marie. She
spoke of Anselm and everlasting noon, of skeptical Gustave and cynicd ibn Saul . . .

Another woman brought two earthenware plates, one with fine-cut morsals of food, the other well
covered with tender spring lamb, long beans, and crusty bread. "l am Sarah," she said. Seeing Pierrette's
hesitation, she shrugged. "'I'm not hungry. A nibble or two is enough for one my age. It makes no senseto
be buried with afull somach.”

Buried? She was not dead. Then Pierrette remembered: " . . . and at last the old women and Saradied,”
Marah had told her, "within three days of each other." Sarah and Mary spoke asif thetime of their
desths was no secret, but a comfort. Would they indeed be buried in acommon grave—tomorrow, or
the day after?

"Goon, girl," Mariaurged. "Y ou've hardly begun your tale." So Pierrette told of her quest for thelogic
behind theillogic of magic, and of her fear of the Black Time. The sun'slast rays danted through soft pine
needles.

"Poor Ansam,” Marie said. "That Saul—Paul, he calls himsdf, now—uwould be athorn in anyone's
sde”" Pierette, thinking her senile, was surprised that she remembered the brief retelling of Ansulim's
tale. "Theking of thoselogt idandswasright. Paul did change the nature of things.” Mariasvoice held
aged petulance. " Our nephew would never have founded anew Church. The Church was old in David's
time. Paul didn't need anew one. That wasn't the point. . . ."

"Hedid it, though," Sarah commented. "We've gotten |etters, over theyears. . ."

"Oh, yes," Mariacut in. "From Peter, and copies of Paul's. Our nephew would never recognize what
they have created. Held not recognize himself, from what they say about him." Sarah handed her a.cup of



water to smooth her cracked voice.

"| think you'reright, child,” she continued. "Things change with the telling, aswhat people believe
changes. Isn't that right, Sara?* She purposefully cut the other woman's name short, emphasizing the
Gitane pronunciation.

The dark woman nodded. "'l am not Egyptian,” she said, "but sometimes| forget | usedtobea. .. a
Tsgane. She gestured toward the distant huts, the boats drawn ashore in front of them. "Those folk call
me "Egyptian,” dl year long. Only in spring and fal, when my peoplevist, do | fed like Sarathe TSgane.

"It'slate" she sad abruptly. "Come, Maria. It grows chill.”

"Wait," Mariacommanded her. "Do you have aplace to deep, child?’

"Over there" She gesturing toward the faintly defined road. "It's not far.”

Sarah nodded, ready to hustle Mariainside, but the old woman paused. "WEIl help you, child," she said.
"When the time comes, well be there." She held out her hand, and Pierrette grasped it. Shefelt
something soft and springy against her palm, but did not look to see what it was.

The dark Gitane nodded agreement. "Y ou have only to call us" Old Mariathen alowed hersdlf to beled
ingde.

Pierrette trudged wearily back the way she had come. In her haf-open palm lay Marids parting gift—a
clump of gray hair pulled from the bristles of the hairbrush. "What must | do with this?* she wondered.

She was hardly surprised to see Gitane wagons pulled up aong the road, to see the glimmer of

campfires, to smell smoke and suppers cooking. Neither was she surprised, when she looked back, to
seethe stonewall of the church limned by the sun'slast rays, its yellow limestone blocks turned to fire.

Chapter 29 - An Unhallowed
Mass

Ibn Saul wasfirgt to notice that Gilles had changed course. When hefell adeep they had been sailing due
west on a close reach. Now the yard was around, and the sun's glow was on the port side.

Ansem aso knew cdedtid paths. "Isthe sun rising in the south—or are we sailing toward Africa?’
"Africa?' growled Retkhard. "Arewe log?"

"Thewind," Gillesexplained, "isout of thewest, and | can't sail into it. We must zigzag south, then north,
to keep the wind from backing the sail "

"How long will that take?' asked Reikhard. "Were dmost out of wine."

"Thereswater." Gilles no longer kowtowed to the knight. When fear is behind, he reflected, vast



freedom lies ahead.

Fear dill limited Anselm. He could have caled afavorable wind, but would it be breeze or tempest? He
hunkered down next to Gilles, and eyed the fog that obscured the coast astern.

* * *

The new church, the monkish engineer explained, was afortress. What Pierrette had thought were ruined
wallswere newly constructed ones. There were no windows on the ground floor, and only dits above,
for bowmen. The stout oak main door faced west, sally ports north and south. The old stoneswere
wegthered to arich ocher, the new were blindingly white.

"Saracens burned the houses," the monk told Pierrette, indicating the open square, "and wewon't dlow
anyoneto build there again—for aclear fidd of fire. And the well iswithin the church, now. None who
take refugethere will third."

"Pier ... Pierd" Agathe caled to her from the shade of anearby doorway. "Come here now!" Pierrette
recognized that authoritative tone. "Per Alfredus wishesto speak with you," the nun said. Pierrette
remarked the odd shift in her voice, asif the sharp-tongued teacher had suddenly become the least of her
own pupils. Sster Agathe hustled her inside.

Father Alfreduswas alarge, brown man with bushy eyebrows and hazel eyeslike aBurgundian. She
thought he would have been more comfortable clutching awar axe than the quill hefiddled with.

"Your Sgter," he announced portentoudy, "suffers from afeminine complaint.” Consdering Marie's
difficulties, Pierrette was inclined to agree with him, but his authoritative tone made her uncomfortable.
"Without amother to advise her, she went to the wedding bed unprepared.”

"Shewas raped!" Pierrette said, dmost forgetting to keep her voice low. "The demon came later—in
Masdia"

"Oh, come, boy—in the nunnery? Surrounded by holy women? There's no demon, and I'll waste no
effort on exorcism. Sheislistless. Perhapsthat is swamp fever—has she had chills? Y dlow skin and
eyes? No?' He shrugged, and turned to his papers.

"Thank you, Father," Agathe said, grasping Pierrette's arm tightly and ushering her out of the priest's
house.

"He'swrong!" Pierrette snarled, when the door had shut. "He's apompous fool.”
"Fierette! He'sapriest!"

Asif that were an excuse. "He hidesignorance behind an air of authority. What do we do now?We
can't take Marie back to Massalia, and theré's nothing for us here. Why didn't you stand up to him?"

"Hesapriest!"
"He'san ass. Y ou arewise and kind. He should listen to you.”

Agathe sighed. "I'm happy you think well of me, but even Mother Sophiamust obey the
newest-ordained boy, fresh from schoal .



In the nunnery, the women were free, within the limits of their rule, to expressther thoughts. Per Otho,
Pierrette's only other exposure to Christian structure, was perhaps atypically mild.

"*My nephew's church was for women and daves,™ FPierrette quoted, " "but the new Church | foreseeis
of men and kings.™

"Who said that?' Agathe asked her.

"Mary," Rierrette said idly, without thinking. "1 never found out which one she was, but her name was
Mary." Agathe stared, afraid to understand.

* * %

The Gitanes remained camped north of the town, waiting for other bandsto join them. When dl were
gathered, the chiefs would occupy the church.

"Theholy fatherswill bein adither,” Marah told Pierrette across the fire. "They don't know why we
come, but they can't stop us. There are enough of usto storm the fortress church, if we wanted to.”

Pierrette nodded. She was braiding a cord out of undyed fibers, to keep her hands busy. Shewas
thinking about Marie, and worrying that Gilles and the otherswould not arrive in time. What if she had to
confront the demon done again? What if the old Mary forgot, or had not been real?

Marah's eyes grew reflective. "Once everyone followed the wild horses, fished in lakes and rivers, and
gathered the [and's bounty. There were no towns, and no man owned anything. Everyone was anomad
then, though somefolk stayed closer to home than others, if theland provided well. . . . Only we Gypsies
have kept the old ways."

Only nomads refrained from cutting the Mother's flesh and trampling it beneath hooves of captive herds,
or burrowing like maggots for wedth. They loved gold because other wedth was forbidden; they did not
own land, and gold was freein Mother's streams.

"We have only onefixed place" Marah said. "Our ancestresss grave.” That grave was now within the
church of the Marys. Twice each year gypsies came, in May for the feast of Mary Jacoba, the mother of
James, and in October for Mary Salomé's.

Carrying statues of the two Marys, surrounded by men on Camargue horses, Christian women from

Arelate marched through the streets to the beach and the sea. At the sametime, the Gypsies marched
with Sards statue—but their chiefs remained within the crypt, by Sara's sarcophagus, reclaimed for their

people.

"They think we venerate Saint Sarah," Marah said, "but that's aruse; we pay respect to an ancestor. We
ask her advice, and her blessing when anew queen is chosen.”

"Do dl Gypsiesknow that?' Pierrette asked.
"When they're old enough to keep secrets.”
"Y ou must be careful,”" Pierrette said. "If you forget that Sarais TSigane, not Egyptian, shelll belogt.”

Marah peered closely, narrowing her eyes. "That's not an idle remark. Who told you?"



"A womanwho . .. who used to livein asmall house, over there, by the sea.”

"Her name, girl? What was her name?’

Pierrette Sghed. "Sara. She cdlled hersdf Sarathe Tsigane. She said that only on the feast days, when
the Gypsiesall come, does she remember she's not Sarah, the Christian saint. She's afraid that someday
youwill forget,and . . ."

"We do not forget!"

"There was an old woman called Mary. Another Mary had died, and was not yet buried. | think the
others expected to die aso, as your tale remembersit, within afew days. They said they would help
when thetime came.”

"Aswill the Tagane," Marah said, accepting her words without question or doulbt.

"I'll need help. Father Alfredus won't aid me—he saysthereisno demon.”

"Priests know nothing." She stirred the fire's embers. "Did you sneak into the church, to speak with . . .
those old women?"

"There was no church," Pierrette said. " There were houses, and an ancient dtar stone. . . | used aspell
my mother taught me."

"What spell?" Marah demanded harshly, intensely. "What words?"
"Mondradd in Mon," Pierrette said, with consderable hesitation. "That means. . ."

"To Part theVell." Marah shuddered. "Dangerous words. Women have been trapped by them, and have
never returned. After awhile, their bodiesjust died.”

"It would be easy to be caught," Pierrette reflected, thinking of Aam and Rheudhi, the painted cave, and
the powerful stagwho . .. "I won't utter those words again soon."

"Good. But you asked for help. What must we do?’

Pierrette told her.

"Thefestiva beginstomorrow," Marah said. "Will you be ready?*

"I don't know. If my message got through . . ." If Minho of the Ideswere not afigment of deranged
imagination. She had stood on the edge of aswampy lagoon. That was dl. From the Fortunate Ides she

had brought back only memoriesthat could be adream.

If my father puts aside hisfears. If Ansalm does not fade. If Per Otho will participate in un-Christian
sorcery. If Muhammad abd' Ullah ibn Saul does not dismiss me as amadwoman.

There was no way they could arrive in time except by sea, but that afternoon great banks of fog had
rolled in, and the wind died. No boat could put in at Saintes-Maries-by-the-Sea until the fog cleared.

"Goto bed, girl," Marah said. She raked ashes over the embers. "Always deep when you can. That'san



old rule of soldiers and wanderers.”
* % %

Pierrette dreamed she was Sara the Tsigane, peering through the dense fog. Out there on the water, a
boat beat back and forth seeking safe harborage; aboard the frail craft were not saints, but men ... A
bell wasringing, an eerie sound muffled by the wooly fog.

She sat up, the dream shattered. Anselm, Gilles, Otho, ibn Saul, and . . . wasthat big, light-haired man
Jerome? The cagtellan? What was he doing in her dream? And what had been so different about him?

Why werethey dl snging?

They were drunk. The dream was so preposterous she lay back down and tried to return to deep, as
Sara had done. But like Sara, before creegping dawn touched the church's fog-shrouded walls, she was at
the seds edge.

The fog was asin the dream—or was the dream’s mist a recapitul ation of the fog she had seen the night
before? Something was not asit should be.

She heard the faint tones of abell. But there was no bell, only the drip of dew from pine needles. That
was not right. There should have been abell to guide the boat to the unmarked strand where she waited,
not far from the gray bones of the old ship.

A bell. She remembered the proud monk pointing. "The bell is up there, on wooden blocks. We have
erected pillarsand an arch to hang it from. . . ." Pierrette hurried back to the plaza. Fog's tendrils crept
over cobblesimported at great cost from the hills north of Arelate. No one was about. She pushed and
pulled at the church door. Wasit barred from the ingde, or was she Smply not strong enough?

She rushed to Father Albertus's house, and pounded with aclosed fist. A man stuck his head out a
window. "Go away until morning.”

"Thereésaboat out there. They can't find port because of the fog. Someone must ring the bell to guide
them to shore.”

"Let them sall down the coadt, or wait until the fog lifts. The bell has not been hung, and can't be
sounded.”

"Wemust hang it, then. Call Father Albertus.”

"Y ou're mad. There's no boat. If you'd seen one, its captain would have seen you aso, and would have
no trouble finding port. Go away, before | call guards.”

Pierrette turned away. Indeed, she must seem mad. She walked around the church and examined the
small doors. Both were snug in their stops. She sat disconsolately on the front step, head in hands. There
was abell, but she could not ring it. Soon drunken Gilleswould give up, and would sail down the coast,
or back to Massalia

A sound startled her. A sharp, metdlic clank, not the melodious tone of achurch bell. Again the off note
sounded—and Pierrette's heart grew light. "Yan Oors," she whispered. ™Y ou kept your promise.”

Shefdt ahand on her shoulder. "Yes," said John of the Bears. "I am here—and you must not be. You
must return to the beach and await your father.”



"l wanted to ring the bell, but . . ." Shelooked up speculatively. He was big, and strong. If he struck the
unhung bell with hisiron staff, it would be loud enough to be heard at sea. "Open this door for me. Strike
the bell with your saff, to makeit ring."

"That isaChrigtian shrine. | don't wish to shrivel into a Christian boy who hasn't discovered his prong.”
"People'sbeliefs, not piles of stones, shape us. Hurry! Open the door."”

Y an Oors put his shoulder to it. "It's barred from within."

"Let'stry another.” The southern sally port was locked, not barred. Had it been warded by spells
instead, she would have whisked them aside. Y an prodded the keyhole with his knife, rotated it, and
pushed the door open. "I don't want to goinsde,” he said.

Rerrette gragped hisarm. "Come." She pulled him aong the church wall.

"Look!" A wan, blue light sprang from her fingertips. They peered a the carved stone set into the wall.
"Whét do you see?'

"A swineherd with afishing pole" he said, "and two sows."
"Yan! Don't tease me. That isyou, with your gtaff, and . . ."
"It cannot be. Not here.”

"Butitis. Thisfar out on Rhodanuss delta, even cobbles must be carted in, so the masonsreused old
stones—and this was one of them. It was an dtar. Y ou aren't unwel come here—you've been here dll
aong. Now will you ring the bell?"

With abackward glance at his own worn image graven in the church wall, the big man edged toward the
doorway. "I'll ringit. Y ou must go."

She hugged him. There was nothing vague or unred about that; he smelled of leather and swest, of wool
moistened with dew, and of damp iron. "Go now," he urged, pushing her away. "Bring them ashore.”

The fog wasthick. She almost took the wrong street; al were so narrow she could touch the walls of
houses on either side. Once upon the proper aley, she hurried, ssumbling. Before she felt sand under her
feet, she heard the raucous clank of the bell. It was not sweet, because the bronze was dampened by the
timbersit rested upon, and because the instrument that struck it was not aleather-wrapped clapper, but a
gredt, iron gtaff.

Clank, the bell sounded.Clank, clunk. Rierrette hurried through aswalefilled with sharp grass and
scrub poplars, and out onto the strand.

Clang, clank, went the bell. She heard shouits; the priests and |aborers were awake. How long could
Y an Oorsring before they stopped him? She must hurry her father and his companions ashore.

There were the bare timbers of the old boat. Pierrette leaned on one to catch her breath. It snapped off
below the sand. Otherswere equaly frail. She hegped them against the boat's stem, and stretched forth
her hand . ..



Hames sprung up asif kindled in pitch and splinters. Gold and orange sparks floated above the fog's
gray blanket, atower of blazing light.

She heard the sodden thunk of oars and the rumble of voices no longer lifted in song. Gillessrang with a
commanding tone. "Pull together now! Stroke, stroke, siroke! Sir knight, that's an oar, not a
broadsword. It does no good waving inthe air. That'sit, now. Stroke! Stroke! There's no telling how
long thet firewill last. Were still aquarter mile offshore.”

A quarter mile? The voices seemed to come from no distance at al. And how did her father dare
command the Burgundian? Was thistoo a dream? Had sheindeed crossed over into madness?

She glanced toward the towering fire. The wood seemed unburnt, asif the flameswere adream, and
only the wood real. She shivered. Was she unable to separate magpies, beech trees, fires, and the blue
glow of swamp wisps from her own imaginings? Was Marie's complaint also a derangement of the mind,
passed from mother to daughter in their ancient blood?

Full of terrible doubt, Pierrette ran from the fire to the shore, and awaited whatever came. . . .

* * %

She saw the masthead poking through the gray moisture, then the familiar rigging—handmade sheaves
her father had carved, frayed ropes she had hauled to raise the spar. The boat's battered stem pushed
from the fog. The craft shuddered asit ran up the sandy shore. A rope uncoiled in the air and dapped
down on wet sand at Pierrette's feet.

"You therel" Gillesbarked. "Tie us off." Her father had not recognized her. He hardly glanced & the
amall figurewalking the rope ashore. "All of you! Out! Y ou too, Reikhard. A little more salt water won't
worsen your rust. Help pull us ashore.™

Even the big man, Reikhard, who looked like the knight Jerome, legped to obey him. Pierrette did not
know what amazed her most—that they were indeed here, or that Gilles was transformed, confident, and
that the others accepted it.

Otho wasfirgt to recognize her. He gasped.

"Keep pulling,”" she said. Over the panting of straining men, the lap of waves, and the thudding of her
heartbeat, Pierrette heard an angry roar from the town. Shetied the rope to a dender poplar. " Save your
questionsfor later." Sheled them the way she had come.

Her only question for Otho, jogging beside her, wasthe identity of the big German. His explanation was
as complete asit could be, he being out of breath and hurrying to keep up.

Her tension drained. The knight had been as much avictim as Marie. Still, she was glad he was behind
with Gilles, Anselm, and ibn Saul, so she did not have to ded with her entrained fear and revulsion.

"That explainswhat changed Marie," she stated. "This Reikhard's demon flew westward no further than
the nunnery." Otho had been right to bring the cagtellan, for though the demon had been forced out of
him, he had not forgotten it, and might know some weskness that would help destroy it—instead of
merely driving it to another victim.

Dawn. Sun drove back fog. The square wasfull of angry people. The Gypsieshad arrived, dressed in



their best and brightest. The women's skirts were black, banded with ochre, orange, crimson, green, and
ablue asintense as sunlit shalows. The men's shirts wererare silk, embroidered with herbs and vines.
Gold glittered like fragments of sunshine. Gitanes stood six deep in front of the church door, brandishing
staves quartered from upland oak, or crosstrees taken from their wagons, till jingling with bronzefittings.

Separated by the length of a Gitane club were dun-, brown-, and russet-clad churchmen, Bishop
Albertusintheir midst. It was not the first time the Gypsies had taken over the church, Rierrette
remembered. Still, though the confrontation seemed to have eements of ritua, the angry faces were not
mere convention: the Gypsy defiance wasred; thiswastheir time, their shrine, but the priests and monks
who had spent years of effort rebuilding the edifice did not willingly cedeit.

Pierrette pushed through, and her companions followed. The space between priests and Gypsies
seemed wide as aRoman road. The Gypsies parted, making an aideto the church door. "Whereis
Marie?' Pierette hissed anxioudy.

"Here" said Marah. Guihen and Y an held alitter—two poles and a blanket. Marie was humping and
writhing like afish dying on the sole-boards of Gillessboat. A dark-clad figure with a hoodlike shawl
bent over the stretcher like a crow over carrion. Who was that?

Marie had soiled hersdlf. Her arms were bound at the wrists, and her legs had been belted with a Gypsy
cincture. The dark-robed stranger backed away.

Swallowing her risen gorge, Pierrette leaned close to Marie and looked into panic-widened eyes.
"Everything will beal right," she said loudly and firmly, so she could be heard over the crowd'sdin and
Marie'sinarticulate mouthings. "Hold on, sster. Well free you." She desperately wanted the readl Marieto
hear, to take comfort. She wanted to believe Marie understood—nbut it was the demon that struggled and
heaved her body about in its desperation.

"Release her, uncreated one!" Pierrette shouted. "Depart before you are brought insde. You'll never
leave the sanctuary whole." It was bravado, but the crowding, the battering noise, and her hammering
heart filled her with excitement. Now everything would be decided; al the principa s were here.

"Bring her insgde," Pierrette commanded. She held abraided, knotted cord out of sight behind her back.

Marie flung hersdlf sdeways, dmost wrenching the polesfrom the hands that held them, then vomited
over the Sde, spattering Pierrette's feet and adding acrid foulness to the stench about her. “I'll kill her,"
grated Marie's tormentor through athroat roughened by screaming, acid, and bile. " Shell not survive my

departure.”

"Shewill, and you will not," Pierrette responded angrily. ™Y ou are worse than doomed." Holding up her
hitherto hidden cord, Pierrette made a bight and dangled it in front of Mari€sface. "I have bound you.
Chev't santl ,chev't sanitd ," she murmured, watching Mari€s eyeswiden. "Ligure € ligamen; salix,
Lex Salliorum. I bind you with avirgin's hair and asaint's, with the old law remembered, and the law
written.”

She drew the bitter end over the bight, around, under, and up through. She tugged on both ends, leaving
aloop just large enough to dide over one finger. "As | bound you, | will lead you." She waked around
the litter, and went ingde the church.

She could seelittle, but thefirst bay on her left held something large and brightly painted. A boat?Ina
church?



Thelitter bearersfollowed. Marie struggled feebly now. "Place her there," Pierrette said, nodding
toward the second bay, by an ancient carved stone. Her eyes adjusted to the low light.

She looped the long free end of her cord around a pillar and, withdrawing her finger from the bight,
pushed the end through it, pulled it tight, and knotted it. "Here you will remain,” she said to the demon.

"Come, Marig," she said softly. "Leave him behind. Y ou have friends here. They await you." Guihen and
Y an bore the litter toward the dltar.

Marie shrieked. She struggled to rise. The knotted cord tightened as she was moved away, asif it were
tied to her—to something that hovered about her face, in her breath. The complex, asymmetrica knotting
reached out to her, and the cord drew straight. The knot hovered, held by some invisible bond.

Marie's blanket smoldered, but there was no flame, only an oily puff. The cord thrummed likea
tight-wound harpstring. "Pull!" Fierrette commanded. "Pull her away." Marie screamed—thistimein pain,
not afiend's anger.

Pierrette looked aong the cord to the pillar where it was fixed. The roiling smoke remained bound to the
cord braided of gray hair and black, asaint's hair and avirgin's. Red-brown shreds of willow bark were
braided init, and aribbon that had once bound Ansalm'slaw tables of the Sdlian Franks. It was abinding
of twisted words and changing meanings, deadly humorless puns—ligatures, or binding spells, and
Ligures, Pierrette's ancient kin, sdix, which waswillow, and Sdian lex, or law.

The smoke billowed and fought to be free. People pressed into the church. Pierrette did not dare to turn
to see who stood behind her, but felt their warmth, and drew strength from it. She could not prevail
aone; she was no more than afocusfor the hatred dl felt toward the evil bound by the fragile cord.

"Marieisfree of you," she exulted, despite her fears. Whether or not her sster'sfrail body survived the
separation, she wasfree. Alive or dead, shewas no longer bound by . . . The beastly essence was
shaping itsdlf to itslone existence. She did not recognize the form it was taking, or know what strengthsiit
might call upon.

Tusks gleamed ydlow in faint western reflections of the sun just risenin the east. Thesanglier lowered its
head to charge. It snapped at the frail, tight-drawn cord, and severed it. From the boar's bowels rumbled
words. "Y ou did not expect that to hold me, did you?"

"Only long enough,” Pierrette murmured, shifting between Marie and the demon. "Marieisfree of you.
Y our fate and hers are separated.”

The boar lunged—and aleathery, black-clad arm pushed Pierrette aside. Tusks rang against forged iron.

"l amlord of animals," growled Y an Oors, holding the beast at bay with his staff. "I am master of he
whose guise you wear."

The boar-shape hunched down upon its belly. The demon snarled, the boar wavered and shifted,
becoming again formless smoke, itstuskstheflicker of impending flames. ™Y ou cant dudeme,” Yan
Oorssad. "I'll have my part of you."

Flames consumed smoke, and Pierrette felt the red heat of Cernunnoss eyes. . . . She uttered soft
words, and the lapping tongues dipped and danced to her cadence, trapped in her spell of bound fire, as



any real flame would have been. Y et no magic could defeat the beast of many shapes. Only her friends
could exhaugt it. But there were many shapes, and so few friends.

"Becomewhat you will," she said. " Shift and change, and someone will counter you as' Y an Oorsis
doing. Y ou will be whatever you seem, and one of uswill defeat you." She hoped that was not alie. She
hoped the others had heard her words, and would heed them.

No longer bound, the demon's formless voice became the sound of the seain astorm, and the air stank
with the tang of lightning. A cold wind whipped her hair and she was transported to another place, where
wind, water, and rock were entangled. She could not see or hear anything over their tumult. Still, she
sensed something besides the clashing forces of earth, air, and sea. She heard someone shouting into the
teeth of thewind. . . .

* * *

Gilesdid not know what Heaven was, but Hell was no mystery. Hell was a coward's denial. Hell was his
daughter's degradation, hiswifée's desath, and his sllent acquiescence. Hell wasthe seet of hisfears.

Héell was the storm and the clash of waves over rocks. Heaven was beyond: the glow of promised day
on afar, low horizon, unattainable except through the churning black gut of the tempest that lashed his
smadl boat.

"The dead don't fear!" Gilles shouted at hisadversary. "And | am like adead man. | will win through
you,for now, at last, has my time come !" He pulled thetiller againgt his skinny ribs, and datted the sail
fore-and-aft. Hisfrail, punk-rotten craft plunged toward the black rocks on the tightest tack its clumsy rig
could handle.

Ahead, massing on hisleft, wasthe Anvil, and offshore of it the smaller knob called the Hammer,
obscured by spume and surf. Thewind on his sail pushed him west of north, but his waterlogged hull
made leeway. Only by heading directly at the Anvil's rocks could he squeeze between them and the
Hammer; only by confronting his nightmare head on could he avaidit.

Bitter sdlt spray harsh in hiseyes, Gilles held course for his doom, and trusted the providence of his
long-ignored God to push him through the narrow passage. Wave after wave sprayed over hisrail and
doshed about histoes, then hisankles. . . The deeper his hull rode, the lessleeway it made. Hell ahead,
Heaven beyond. No man's effort would determine whether he lodged on the rocks, or came about
behind the idands and made safely for the open seg, the light sky beyond the storm.

Ebon rocks loomed off hisbow, but he kept his course. To aim for the safety of the passage, toward the
perception of aclear way through, was afool's heading. Wind, and the drag of his half-sunken hull,
dictated whether he would clear the Anvil and pass the Hammer. Only by sailing closest to doom could
he hopeto avoid it.

His hull rose and fell, shuddering with the backwash of waves from the rocks on his right. Spray from the
left sung hisface and eye. He shot beyond the promontory into the Anvil'slee.

He laughed. He had won through. Snatching his bailing bucket, he began to empty his boat. Behind him,
among the rocks, the wind screamed its thwarted hunger.

The demon screamed and thrashed amid the coastal rocks. Gilles, drifting now, had eluded him.

Gillesfelt emptiness within, hunger like the wind's and the sed's. Gilles, the empty man, devoid of fear or



hope, had set his course to the rocks. God himself, he decided, had provided leeway to carry him past
them. God had saved him—but why? He was asinner of the worst sort: lazy, weak sinsof omisson. He
had grasped sn no more firmly than virtue. His salf-disgust was a shapeless puddie of reeking seaside
mud. Had there been genuine Evil in his sn—that thought shot into his brain with shafts of piercing
sunlight as the clouds broke overhead—he might at least have been amanly sinner.

Ashissmal vess rolled and plunged outward from the shore and the wracking waves, he understood
his emptiness. As hewould put it years hence, "abit of Evil isnot abad thing." Helooked down &t the
bailing bucket half full of froth—the product of miscible wind and seg, the demon's substance. He now
owned that smdl portion of Evil he had to have. . . . Then waves and seafaded, and Gilleswas once
more within the church.

Pierrette saw her father turn his back on formless blackness, and push through the shoul der-to-shoulder
crowd, hishead high. Swinging heavily from one hand was his bucket. Salt water within it doshed with
darkness. "Thisismy portion of you!" Gillescaled out. "And I'll Sp it with my evening wine until | have
consumedital."

Gilles had done what he needed to do, and Pierrette did not wish him to stay. She, too, had set her
course, and could not change it without dooming herself.

As shelooked around at friends, acquaintances, and strangers, she saw them nodding their heads, and
knew they had understood what Gilles had done—and that it was the only way to rid the world of that
demon. They saw, and she hoped each would be able to do what he had to, because she could not do it
by hersdf.

* * %

The black shapelessness that had been rock and sea a moment ago loomed to engulf the dight girl, but
someone large and rusty stepped between them.

"Traitor! Betrayer!" squaled thefiend, red eyes codescing in the darkness, reflecting crimson from
Cernunnos's antler-tines, mounted on Relkhard's casque. The knight was not the hideous, priapic god
who had cavorted at the mass, but the spirit of the forest, the deer god as generations before had known
him, with warm, brown eyes—yet dso aman wearing an antlered helm.

"Y ou cannot shed a hundred generations of sacrifices" shrieked the demon. ™Y ou are mine ill."

"A hundred generations of druids sacrifices, not mine," growled the deer god, whose visage |ooked
much like the castellan Jeromée's. "The last druids who remembered the sacred texts are gone, and I'm
not bound by their acts—or by you." Christian priests had named the druids evil, because of deaths done
intheir gods names. "No lives have been taken in my name," bellowed Jerome—or Reikhard, or
Cernunnos—in thevoice of arutting stag. ™Y ou have no clam on me.”

Pierrette's eyes betrayed her; deer, god, and armored man appeared and disappeared between one
blink and the next, images fleeting asfirdight shadows. The knight's opponent lashed out with red claws,
ashapeless, inchoate beast, yet more fearsome for that. Cernunnos, again wholly stag, lowered his
spreading antlers, and the creature backed away. It changed . . . Sooty blackness stretched out and
coalesced into along warrior's sword. Darkness swelled and split, forming legs and arms, solidifying.
Circlets and eddies of smoke shaped themsalves into a sculpted bronze cuirass.

Fully armored in blackened bronze, the demonic warrior raised hislong sword and charged the stag. He
met Reikhard'siron blade, not soft horn: Cernunnos wasillusory, the armed knight real. The two crashed



together, plate againg rusty mail, bronze against iron.
"l am free of you," shouted the Burgundian, dancing back, swinging hiswesgpon.

The demon warrior met hisarcing blade, and twisted it aside. "'l will have you again,” he boomed,
thrusting with adagger hitherto concealed in his other hand. The short blade grated againgt mail . . . and it
snapped. Reikhard stepped back, catching his opponent off balance. He spun, pivoting on one foot. His
sword came around from an unexpected quarter and struck hisfoe's unarmored neck. The fiend's head
teetered long enough for Retkhard to snatch its hemet.

"Thisisminel" the Burgundian bellowed, backing away from the headless body, dready dissolving into
foul smoke. "Thistrophy will hang from my rooftree." Reikhard swaggered away with arattle of linked
iron rings and scabbard chains, hisportion of Evil svinging againg histhigh: the demonic warrior's
grimacing heed, dready shrinking but till hdmeted, like ame on thumping and rolling around in apot.
The watching Gypsies, villagers, priests and strangers parted to let him pass, carrying the head of the
demon.

* * %

Old Anselm then stepped forward, spreading his arms like a hawk's wings, and came at the greasy
gpparition. Though diminished by a head and a bucket of seawater, the fiend till swelled to greet bulk,
and seemed unweakened. Like black, oily waters, it roiled and rippled, and above the waters an osprey
circled on wings held at a high angle, watching the surface of the seato see what swam below.

The grudging ocean danced with obscuring ripples, but the osprey plunged anyway, itseyeslocked on a
shadow shape seen amoment before. Down it shot in aflurry of black and white, into the seg,
downward into the echoing silence of the deep. Taons stretched out two by two, backward and
forward, and snatched its shiny, wriggling prize, afat red mullet.

The fish hawk shot upward then, borne by air inits swollen lungs and trapped in itsfeathers, risng
toward the shimmery hammered-tin ceiling of the foreign sea. It popped into the air. With gresat thrusts of
itswet wings, the osprey lifted the plump mullet above gathering waves that cametoo late to fail it. Its
wings folded and drew upward, then spread and beat down againgt the air, tips touching the water with
each stroke. The bird turned its prey in its grasp until the hapless fish faced forward asif swimming
willingly where the osprey took it.

Above, agray-headed eagle, more thief than hunter, stooped to the attack.

"Mine!" the osprey squalled, warned by a stray reflection on the water. It leaned heavily left, skewing its
courseto take it toward dense pines at the foot of the promontory—and its nest.

"Giveit to me" the eagle shrilled, threatening to strike the clumsy, prey-laden osprey between its
laboring wings, to forceit to drop the duggishly waving mullet. Ordinarily, an eagle would not strike until
an osprey had attained almost the dtitude of its nest, so when it dropped itsfish, the eagle had timeto
plunge down and catch it till tumbling in air. But this great gray-headed bird was no ordinary eagle, and
was not motivated by hunger.

"Catch me, then!" the smaler bird called, and plunged back into the water, sill holding its mullet. No
eagle had ever seen an osprey do that. It turned sharply, dipping awingtip into awave, and returned to
the spreading ripples. . . just asthe osprey again shot from water into air, aming itself toward shore and
the safety of tangled pine branches no eagle could penetrate. The eagle was flying a great speed, and
though it whedled quickly, the fish hawk attained sanctuary with whole wing beatsto spare.



Gray-head circled offshore, emitting loud cries. The hawk tore shreds of coal flesh from the fish, and the
sounds that accompanied its feast were the Strangest ever made by a bird—like laughter one moment,
like aman gagging the next.

“Mine," it squaled happily, filling itsthroat with pale mest. "Ach!” it said then. "I hate raw fishi”

Soon nothing was left but scraps and sharp bones. The black-and-white osprey's feathers blurred and
became awhite garment and black, shiny oiled hair. Anselm the mage bel ched fishily, and grimaced & the
flavor of hiseructation. "Raw fish!" he grumbled, "but the spice of evil makesit tolerable.”

The seaagain codesced into formless darkness, and if Anselm's breeth, there in the church of the holy
Marys, smelled of raw mullet, no one seemed to notice—not even Otho, who stood next to him. But
Otho was dready busy. Again, thefiend had changed . . .

* % *

"I know you," Otho said to the raven-winged angel. Eyes of crimson fire bathed himintheir glare. "l
know you, and | will have my piecetoo." He now understood what must be done. Reikhard had taken a
head, Gilles water—demonic substance—and Ansalm had consumed more, in the form of afish. What
would he, Otho, take from the abomination, to cal hisown?

He stood forward, fingers clawed asif both to grab at the demon and to fend it from him. He grasped its
long, black hair. Huge wings beat a him, buffeting him, but he did not let go. He wrenched the hair, and
came away with abloody hank. The fiend screamed.

Otho staggered back, battered and bruised. He hurt asif the demon's wound was in his own scalp. The
cregture grinned, holding up alock of Otho's hair. The priest raised the demon's torn forelock to hisown
wound. When he pulled it away, his scalp was no longer bloody. The devil's black hair had taken root,
and grew asif it were Otho's own, giving him astrange, shadowed, lopsided look, right different from
|eft. The shuddering demon till held Otho's skin and hair inits clawed hand.

"Keep abit of me, if youwant,” Otho said. "It'sonly hair. | have my share of you, and more than
enough; I'll give some away, asit grows.”

In the struggle, demon and priest had gotten turned around, and the uncrested one stood between Otho
and the door.

"Hypage opiso mou,"” Otho said in Greek recently learned. " Skandalon ei emou.” He pushed the
demon aside. Wearing his black lock of hair, he strode from the church.

Priestsdrew back, afraid of histerribletaint. "I will pluck hairs asthey grow long," hetold them, looking
directly at Bishop Albertus, "and | will braid bracelets of black hair for each of you, to wear in
remembrance of thisday."

Albertus was astounded by the hard strength and conviction in the newly arrived priest. Was he asaint?
An emissary from Roma? He had addressed the demon with Christ'swords: " Get back, Satan. Y ou are
astumbling block beforeme.”

"Y ou don't understand what you saw,” said Otho, "but I will teach you."
* % %



Pierrette stared at the smoke. Wasit fainter by the sum of abucket of seawater, the flesh of amullet, a
lock of hair, and awarrior's severed head? Itsimplacable hatred was undiminished. If it reached her, she
could not withstand it. But as it again approached, someone el se leaped initsway.

* % %

"Blight!" cried Guihen, and darted forward. He snatched at the smoky air. "Smut and ergot!" he
exclamed, making motions asif he were stuffing a pouch with demon-substance. "Hellebore and
nightshade," he crowed, shredding wisps of vaporous substance with hislong fingers. "Mold and
mushrooms, poisons and potions. | clam them all.” Helegped away with atinkling of muguet-flower
bells, leaving asivery scent of thetiny liliesthat ornamented his shoes and cuffs.

"I've dways had evil enough,” he announced, "so | will share these with everyone.”

He grinned at Pierrette. "Good and evil," he said, making amotion asif pouring oil from onejar to
another. "Medicine and poison. Which iswhich, and when? Ask Augustine of Hippo. He knows." The
priests shrank back in terror as he ran laughing and legping from the sanctuary.

"Did you hear?' Otho asked Bishop Albertus. "Do you remember what Augustine wrote? In the
substance, not the usage, doesevil lie." Albertus had not read the saint'sworks, or much else. Pierrette
wondered when Otho had found time to do so. He had aways portrayed himself as an uneducated

village priedt.

"Come," Otho commanded the churchmen, "now do as you have seen done." He led them forward. First
Albertus, then each priest and monk in turn, stepped up to the pillared bay where the roiling darkness
stood. Each one reached out a hand and took a portion—awisp of smoke, a pinch of swirling soot.
When they were done, the demon indeed seemed diminished. It twisted in upon itsdlf, asif by becoming
dense and solid it could prevent further attenuation.

* k% %

Marah, queen of Gypsies, gathered her people behind hersalf. For amoment, Pierrette saw no fat
woman in bright clothing, glittering with gold, but afigurein uncut cloth drgped in an ancient manner: the
pneuma , the soul and bregath, of Sara, unchanged and undiminished by births, deeths, and generations.

She saw no demon of smoke, whirling dust, and stygian blackness, but agreet |oaf of coarse bread
resting upon the pagan dtar. Sarabroke it across her knee.

Once she had taken a pinch of blackness and chewed it, Pierrette again saw Marah, gold bracelets
warm in the faint, indirect light. Each Gitane partook of the unconsecrated feedt, then retired to the front
of the church, where Pierrette heard water being drawn from the sege well. The well: the ancient source
and soul of the community, one reason why folk had built houses on this undistinguished stirand.

Marah and her folk left by the south portico. The church seemed empty. Pierrette, dark Y an Oors, and
Marie remained. She heard afaint scratching, like a mouse gnawing a crust; the scholar ibn Saul sat
cross-legged againg apillar, afilled parchment on hiswriting board.

Y an Oors approached the ancient stone. The shadows his bulk cast seemed out of proportion, asif
independent of him and the light from the distant doorway. One shadow followed his movement, and two
separate ones dogged his hedls. He broke chunks of dark bread from the loaf, taking the grester portion
of what remained on the stone, and fed one to each of his shadowy companions.

For amoment—just a brief span, hardly a heartbest—Pierrette saw in those umbral shapes two great



bears, male and femde. Their small eyes gleamed ba efully as the stars between the cleft to the Eagle's

Beak. "My brother, my sster, and | will dip out by the north portd,” Y an said quietly, his resonant voice
echoing in the empty church. "No onewill notice us. They are dl outsde, waiting for you."

"Will | seeyou again?' Perrette asked plaintively.

"You'll see us—dl of us—better than before.” He chuckled. "So will dl thefolk of this country—and
when you don't see us, you'll hear tales. . . for there are pranks to be played, mares and housewives with
alust for wildness. . ."

Pierrette giggled . . . and he was gone. No shadows stirred. Pierrette felt battered by strong winds, each
having struck her from adifferent compass point. She felt fuzzy-minded and deafened. She glanced at the
pagan dtar stone, which held only crumbs and asingle crust, and knelt besde Marie.

Her sgter'sface was serene and childlike. Shelooked too innocent to live in the harsh world.

"She'stoo frail indeed,” said an old, cracked voice. "As sheisnow, shell again be taken by darkness.
Shel's an empty vessdl with no lid to protect it, no contents a demon would have to displace.”

Pierrette recognized old, gray-haired Maria, her shawl thrown back on her narrow shoulders—the dark
figure with Marie when Pierrette had first arrived at the church. Or was she an gpparition who |ooked
much like Sister Agathe? Nothing was what it seemed. Wasdl thisamad nightmare?

Mariashook her head. "Wake her, child, and well help her to do what must till be done” Trustingly,
Pierrette knelt and gently shook Marie's shoulder, feding the warmth of her through the blanket and the
pam of her hand.

Her sster's eyes opened. Pierrette helped her Sit. "Isthisachurch?' Marie asked. "1've never been here
before.”

"It'sthe church of the Holy Marias by the Sea," Pierrette replied.

Old Maria—or Sister Agathe?—murmured something in Marie's ear. The girl shook her heed
vehemently. "No. | don't want to."

"Y ou mug, child, or dl you have suffered will be for naught.” Sheturned to Pierrette. "Help her stand
and walk. She knows what she must do.”

Pierrette also knew. "She's so innocent,” she protested.

"Shemugt," ingsted the woman.

"Who isshe?' Marie asked Pierrette.

"I'll explain later,” Pierrette said. Had Marie forgotten everything that had transpired while the demon
had resided within her, since her wedding night? If she had forgotten, it might be for the best. But there
was something that had to be done. . . .

"Come," shesaid, and led Marie to the pagan adtar stone, and picked up the crust. "Take this, and eat.”

"l don't want it," Marie responded, grimacing. "I don't like black bread. | will not . . . Oh!" Marie gasped



asthe old woman grasped her arm, squeezing it painfully.
"Eat it," Mariacommanded. "Eat it, or suffer again al those things you do not wish to remember.”

"Isit blessed?' asked Marie, confused, thinking that as thiswas a church, and the bread had been taken
fromanadter. ..

"Itisnot," Mariagrated. "It isdark as murder, sour as envy, coarse as awhore's laugh, and heavy as
guilt. Yet eat it you mugt, for thereis not one of uswithout sin, and that crust isyour fair portion.”

She guided Marig's hand to the crust. Marie took it, her whole body trembling asif with ague. She
pressed it between dack, trembling lips and chattering teeth, and the sound of her chewing wasloud in
the sllence, asilence broken only by afaint scratch, scritch, scratch, as of amouse somewherein the
shadows. Marie choked the dry stuff down.

"Now come, and drink," Mariasaid. A wide-mouthed clay jar beside the well brimmed with water.
"Isit foul too?" asked Marie, her voice rough and choked with course bread.
"It iswater, fresh drawn from the earth,” said Maria

Marie drank. She took asecond sip, and athird, darkening the front of her thin garment with spilled
water.

"Come," said Maria. "Friends await outside, in the bright sunlight of morning." Sheled Marie away. The
robed figure whose arm encircled Mari€s waist resembled Sister Agathe, from behind. Where had the
nun been during the terrible confrontations, and how had she gppeared so suddenly, asif from behind a
pillar?

"Pierrette?’ Marie cdled out, turning back.

"Shelll come soon. She il has one task to perform here” Agathe said, soothing her. "Come." It was
Agathe. . . . But then, where had Mariagone? Had she really been there at al? It was al too confusing.

Rerrette knelt by the stone dtar, not in reverence, but like a housawife; she swept the remaining crumbs
into her palm, took one pinch of them, and ate. The gritty substance was like sand on her tongue. The
rest she carried to the well, and brushed it from her hand, for the earth itself was not without pain, nor its
waters without sorrow, and al who walked upon the land and drank from its breast must accept their
shareof it.

Shethen sghed loudly, and walked toward the light. " Are you coming?"* she asked ibn Saul, still making
mouse scratchings.

"Soon," hesaid. "I've dmost finished writing what | saw here."

"Good," she said. "Guard your scribery well, but let no one seeit. The truth of what you have
observed—and what you did not see—may be all that stands between us and terrible doom."

Ibn Saul did not understand. Of course, facts written by an unbiased, rational observer were important,
but what did she mean, "aterrible doom"? Nonetheless, impressed by the gravity of her statement, he
tucked the sheets benesth his belt.



Chapter 30 - The Voyage
Home

From the crypt beneath the church, the Gypsiestook Saint Sarah's statue, dressed it in bright clothing
like their own, and adorned it with gold. From the bay next to the pagan atar they took the old wooden
boat, and carried boat and statue through the streets, singing.

Asevery May, they reenacted that |ong-past meeting of the Tsgane queen Sarawith the holy folk who
had comein just such aboat.

The priests could not have helped but notice that the Gitaneritua did not tell the conventional story of
Sarah'sarriva with the saints. When the Gypsies carried the boat into the waves, they swam with it, then
floated it back to the saint's effigy, which remained on the strand, awaiting itsarrival. It was not Christian
Sarah they celebrated, but Tsigane Sara, who had thrown her cloak upon the waters.

The priests did not protest, because when the Gitanes had feasted, made betrothal s among members of
their different tribes, and settled matters of law that required their queen's judgment, they would depart,
and thingswould return to normd until fall.

Pierrette stood on the beach by black ashes aready haf-buried in sand. She knew that the boat the
Gitanes carried was not the one the saints had arrived in, but that troubled her no more than it did the
Gypsies, who may or may not have known the truth, but did not care.

When boat and saint were returned to their proper places within the church, the Gypsiesfeasted.

Otho sat long with Bishop Albertus and acluster of priests and monks, ateacher before his students. He
spoke of what they had seen, and its meaning, reassuring them that what had transpired was no
abomination, but the righting of balance, an evening of scales.

"Poor Marie wasn't aJudas goat,” hetold them, "to bear al our sins. Asholy Augustine said, evil cannot
be confined s0, because it belongsto all of us. God didn't createit, nor did Satan, who creates nothing.
Evil semsfrom the sins of men and women, and as we are men, we must bear our fair portion, or
abandon dl dlamto freewill."

Otho plucked black hairs from the right side of his head, and braided them into thin bracelets. He gave
oneto Albertus, and then, as often as he completed another, to each of hisligteners. "Wear this," hetold
each man. "Remember: when you are tempted to say "That isevil' of thissmall godlet or that, of one
pagan relic or another, or of awoman who gathers herbs by moonlight. Remember that you are not pure,
and draw no lines of distinction between a prayer to virgin Dianaand apleafor Maridsintercesson with
her Son, for you cannot say for sure where the pagan's honest pleamay be heard, or who hearsit."

Fierrette, listening, may not have agreed with hisinterpretations, but just as she had not told the Gypsies
their boat was not the origind, she did not remonsirate with Otho. No human's understanding was
complete, hersleast of dl.



If one priest among Otho's pupils departed while nursing grave doubts, Otho might yet be called to
account before the archbishopsin Lugdunum or even Roma, and be chastised. The part of the Whed
that Pierrette could look upon led backward, not forward, and she could not tell if her forebodings were
true sight or merely the pessmism of agirl who had seen too much.

She did not see Guihen again. Her last memory of him was as he capered from the church. Yet shedid
not doubt that she would hear of him, as he scattered the bits and pieces he had carried from the
church—the blains and poisons that caused suffering, even death, and thosg, like hellebore and
nightshade, that could kill or cure. Such evils should not be separated from the world. Only the
separaion was Evil.

Neither did she see John of the Bears. He and the Camargue mares had faded into the reeds and
morning mists unnoticed. If in future days she pined for him and Guihen, whom she had known almost
from the beginning, she knew aplace, on the way from Citharista to the dragon's bones, where she could
light acampfire and call them for an evening's recounting of adventures.

Someday shewould ask Y an Oors how it was to grow up among bears, and ask him how he dew the
dragon whose bones|lay on the heights—if indeed that were not just afolktae told to explain the
strangely shaped white rocks; redlity was shifting smoke, and no two pairs of eyes saw the same thing.

Marie had little recollection of anything that had transpired since her wedding night. She sometimes
looked puzzled when she remembered Bertrand, asif wondering why she was not wed to him.

"The marriage was annulled,” Otho told her. She accepted that without curiogity, regret, or relief.

Marie spent much timewith Gilles, having taken an interest in her father and hisboat. At her insstence
he, with the aid of strong-backed fishermen, raised it on blocksfor the first proper recaulking it had
received in years.

"When it's repainted sky blue, with ared stern and gunwales, well sail into Masdiain syle” Marie
announced with girlish eagerness.

Pierrette had not considered how they would get home—or indeed if she would return to Citharista at
al. But such atrip sounded wonderful—with her sster restored, her father strong and unafraid, in ashiny
blue-and-scarlet craft that cut through the water with the grace of a porpoise. She would accompany
them asfar as Massdia—and then, who knew?

Jerome—Rekhard, as Pierrette learned to address him—jplanned to stop at every town along the
Romenviae , to confer with castellans, magistrates, and fellow knights about policing them, making them
safefor traders and pilgrims. Hetook his respongbilities more serioudy than before, not from fear of his
distant Frankish lord, but asapart of his newfound manhood.

That did not mean he was without fear. He had fought his demon, had won a skirmish and ahead now
steeping in cedar ail to preserveit, but would he ever truly believe the demon was gone, and relax from
his self-imposed penance of good works? Pierrette did not think so.

"I may find some villager's lovely daughter dong theway," hetold Pierrette shortly before he departed,
"agirl who would not object to my donning the god's antlers on our wedding night. . . ."

Rerrette did not think he would have much trouble finding awife. His kegp might be more pleasant with



awomaninit. Still, she did not think she would be among Reikhard's visitors, despite his changed
nature—the sght of him raised terrible memories. She doubted that even the longest lifetime would enure
her to him.

* % %

At lagt, dl wasready.

"Havenofear," Gillestold Marie asthey clambered into hisfreshly outfitted boat. "We werefive before,
when this craft waslow in the water and soggy with rotted planks. See how high it rides, even with Six
aboard?'

Gilles had learned that the open sea was not the worst he had to fear. He had partaken of the demon's
substance, diminishing it, but could hetruly believe it had been vanquished?

Anselm, Sigter Agathe, and Muhammad ibn Saul made up the rest of the company. "I'll be dong in good
time," Per Otho said. "There arethings| have yet to convey to the fathers and brothers—but when that
isfinished, | plan to spend moretimein your library, Magister Anselm.” He said "magister,” meaning
"teacher." Having the sameroot as"magus,” perhapsit reflected Christian Otho's compromise between
his growing affection for the old man and his uneasy feding about the arts Anselm practiced.

"My discussionswith Bishop Alfredus have reveded vast imperfectionsin my understanding. Y ou have
the works of Augustine, and the writings of Irenaeus, bishop of Lugdunum. | must study those, and more,
before I'll be able to argue what | have learned, perhaps even in Rome."

Pierrette thought Otho's ambition, far from being as smple as her own piecemed dismemberment of one
demon, was akin to marching straight to Hell to confront its master in person. Of course Rome was not
Hell, but she thought Otho mad to consider flaunting his heresy so. She shrugged; it was no morefoolish
than what any of them had done, confronting their worst fears head on. She would not try to dissuade
him.

* * %

The voyage was swift and smooth, though not uneventful. The wind mostly paralleled the coast, and the
lateen sail performed well on running or broadly reaching courses. When the wind died, Anselm tested
his hypothesisthat magics of the seawerelittle changed by scholars piddlings upon the land. Two
dolphins and several large sed's came when he called to the sea god Poisedonos; the dol phins pressed
alongside and the sedl's gragped the thrown painter in their teeth, and pulled the craft eastward for most of
the night.

When the wind freshened toward morning, the creatures swam off, not waiting to hear the humans
shouts of gppreciation. Was there some unexpressedquid pro quo at sea, and would Anselm—or any of
them—be required to do service at some future time?

"I won't jump into the sea, then hold my breath waiting for the god to importune me," said Ansam. "'In
fact, if he's so ungracious asto resent meif | never again take ship, but only watch the waves from my
high aerie, let him strike us now with agrest wave, and get it over with!"

That did not set well with the others, who were unwilling to endure the wrath of agod because of
Ansam's ebullient bravado. A demon had been quite enough. They understood that his speech had been
figurative, and that the mage only meant that he did not intend to make ahabit of seavoyages, but . . .

The great wave, when it came, did not crush their frail craft; it lifted them above the chop asif atop ahill



from which they could see not only the headlands of the Estaque, but the massif south of Massdia,
twenty miles further on. And because afull morning separated Ansam'simprovident utterance and the
great standing wave, there was no absol ute causal connection between the two events.

When the wave subsided, ibn Saul held forth at length, explaining the entirely ordinary nature of such a
"rogue wave," which was no more than the additive result of ripples driven from this direction and that by
winds out of Africa, Iberia, and down Rhodanussvalley.

Everyone heard hisrationd explanation, but no one—possibly not even ibn Saul himself—believed a
word of it. The scholar's blathering was snatched from his mouth by the sea breeze, and dissipated. If dl
the magics of the land wereto die, and the Black Time drew near, the seaswould be last to succumb.
That thought cheered Pierrette grestly.

They reached Massalia before darkness, and sailed smoothly into the wharf-lined calanque. Ibn Saul
directed them to the mooring closest to hishouse.

Siger Agathe returned to the nunnery with Marie. Agathe wasfull of tales, and wanted Marietherein
the flesh to prove that she herself had not gone mad and imagined it dl. Much of what she had witnessed
was beyond her ability to understand. Was the demon truly gone? Was not one demon only asingle
source of evil in aworld teeming with others? Had their efforts made any difference? She could only
hope so.

All she could be sure of was that Marie was free of her demon, and that she, Agathe, intended to
celebrate that with the Ssters. She would never admit that her celebrations would have much the nature
of whistling in asepulcher, but of course that was so. Nun and girl set off directly from the wharf, around
the long horn of the calanque.

Anselm expressed hisintention to stop at the tavern, and only later to seek his bed across the street.
Gilles echoed him, and ibn Saul did not try to dissuade them.

* * %

Despite histhrobbing head, sure that ahe-goat had grazed the night on histongue, Gillesinssted they set
off promptly in the morning. Ibn Saul sent Lovi to fetch Marie.

Gillesfretted. "What good isafine boat if everyonein Citharistais sound adeep when | sail it up tothe
wharf?'

Pierrette hoped he had not ingested more than his share of the demon with his bucket of sdt water. She
need not have feared, for Gilless new pride was the reasonable counterpart of his past self-humiliation,
and therewasonly alittleevil init.

Lovi returned with Marie. "I'm not returning to Citharista," shetold them. "If Mother Sophiadeemsme
worthy, I'll say my vows."

Gillesdrew breeath to protest, but Fierrette stilled him. "L et me speak with her, Father—though | don't
think I'll change her mind.”

Shedid not, but Marie surprised her anyway. "Did you redlly think | had forgotten such alarge chunk of
my life, dear Sster?" Everything | did—from my wedding night to the demon'sinvestment of me and
thereafter—happens dl over again, every waking moment, and in my dreams.”



"Oh Marie! I'm so sorry!" cried Pierrette.

"l don't need pity—only peace and prayer. | regret my abdication of sdif, after my wedding night,
because | caused you and Father, and poor Per Otho, so much worry. I'm sorry the emptiness | |eft
behind—when my soul hid from me—was such an attractive home for the demon who tormented you.”

Pierrette's head spun. Marie was not making sense. Had her soul hidden not from the terror of her night
with Jerome, but from herself? And had the demon tormented not Marie, but Pierrette? What did she
mean?

"| fled because | enjoyed Jerome's caresses, dear,” Marie explained without self-condemnation. 'l was
ashot in hisembrace as | had hoped to be with Bertrand—and that'swhy | fled. | thought | was corrupt,
that | should have wailed and been shamed. | think Mother Sophiaknew all dong.

"When the demon overwhelmed me, | could have jumped from aroof, but | enjoyed the lust of
men—until | became bored—and | loved the sparkle of emeralds, the gleam of gold.”

She put her arms around Pierrette, who stood stunned by the depth of her own misunderstanding. "'Rest
easy, Pierrette dear,” Marie murmured. "I'll do good to make up for the evil—the suffering | caused you
and Sister Agathe, the work and trouble when | fouled mysdif. I'll say prayers and do penance for
that—and for the crust of Evil ill inme—aslong asl live"

"But Marie! | hoped you would marry, and have children.. . ."

"The ones you don't intend to have? There are many children, sster, and I'll serve by teaching them, and
taking in those who have no one. Is our old blood so important that it must be passed on? Don't press
me to be what you will not, and | won't question your decisons, either. Isthat fair?’

"l only wanted you to have afull life," Pierrette replied.

Marie chuckled, and lifted Pierrettes chin. "I've known fleshly lug, little sster. | willingly rdinquishit. |
have love—yours and Father's and Sister Agathe's. | don't need more.”

Feding Pierrette soften in her arms, Marie knew she had surrendered. "Come on. | must say my
good-byes."

"It'sonly ashort sall from Citharista,”" her father told her. "I'll visit you whenever | have acatch to sdl.
And I'll bring Pierrette.” Pierrette nodded. She would make sure of it.

Shefet impatient to be at sea, to see the red rock of the Eagle's Besk lit by the danting rays of the
late-afternoon sun. She clambered into the boat and pushed off vigoroudy, and Gilles did not haveto
help her haul up the yard or et the sall.

The second leg of Pierrette's return went even faster than the first. Sailing out of the harbor, the sun was
at their backs. Where the coast turned eastward toward Sormiou—where she had cavorted with Aam
long ago, where hislarge cloven hooves and her dainty ones had stirred the leaves as they danced—the
sun was high overhead, because it was only weeks to the solstice.

The soldtice. . . there was magic to be done then, Pierrette knew, and she would have much reading and
studying to do before she was ready for that. She gripped the boat'srail asif she could urgeit ahead with
bodily force. The whole of the seventeen-mile southeasterly run to Citharista seemed to go by in hours



compressed to minutes, so perhaps her urgings helped in some small way. Perhaps Anselm too, eager to
be home again, by choicethistime, not coerced by Minho's geas, gave some smal magica impetusto
their vessd.

Perhaps, Pierrette thought, laughing quietly, he was eager to be out of the seals grip before some
resentful god called him on the carpet for hisimpudence.

Chapter 31 - Small Evils

Pierrette thereafter divided her time among the Eagle's Beak, Citharista, and the woods and trails of the
high country that cupped the town like toy blocksin agiant child's hands.

Sometimes she was alone in the mage Anselm's keep, because the old man had devel oped ataste for
the company of men, and spent the sunset hour in Germain'stavern.

"She'sdoing things again,” the mage would grumble softly to Gilles. " Sometimes the whole scarp shekes
with the force of her “experiments.’ If my poor residence tumblesinto the seg, | don't want to beinit."

The men of the town became used to the old mage who, in his cups, exhibited no greet air of mystery.
Perhapsthat was dl to the good, because the town's drinkers could not deny that the wine was smoother
in their throats when Ansam drank with them, and the mornings thereafter always the kind a man enjoyed
getting up to. Therewas magic in that.

When Reikhard returned with a pretty young wife, he too found the tavern congenid, and Gillesand
Anselm pleasant company. Pierrette thought them three frightened little boys. Together, they spoke
bravely and ebulliently of their adventures. She wondered how different their thoughts were at night,
when degp would not come.

"What town is she from?" asked villagers about the dender, doe-eyed girl the castellan had married.
"I met her in the forest west of Ardate,” Reikhard told anyone who asked. " She's not from any town.”
"What were you doing there, off the Roman road or the beaten tracks?" people asked.

"Looking for her," the knight told them—and would say no more. Those who followed the pair of them
into the hillswhen the good fires of autumn burned, and danced the flames around, did not haveto be
told how Reikhard had found hiswife, or who her father was. There was magic in that, too. Though
Ferrette knew what it was, she did not mention Saint Gilles and his doe to anyone, but when the young
bride's eyes caught hers, it was asif they shared a secret, and there was magic in that.

Rierrette could not tell how the evil the knight had carried away from Saintes Maries now manifested
itsdf. Unlike the others, he had not been seen to consume his portion of the demon. Wasthere,
somewherein hislarge house, a secret room smelling of sharp cedar oil, where a Cdt warrior's sghtless
eyes stared down from the rafter? Pierrette did not want to know, or to speculate about what magic it
hdd.

Otho returned to Citharistawith theMistral wind that shook the leaves from the platanes and the dliviers.
Heled thewise and cynica Gustave whose skepticism, the priest said, had been an excdlent fail for his



own gullible nature.

"l have met monks and priests who spoke much and said little,” the priest volunteered over hiswine-cup,
"and a bishop who spoke dl the time and said nothing at all. The donkey, who has never spoken aword,
iswiser than any of them."

Perhaps Otho's reasoning left athread or two untied, but having met Bishop Albertus, and having
travelled with Gustave, Pierrette was not inclined to rgiect his conclusion. His sermons were
well-attended, and no one dept through them even when Otho lost track of time and the sun'srays
illuminated the oculus over the chapd's west-facing door. As any preacher would have been firgt to
admit, there was surely magic in that.

Perhaps only Guihen and John of the Bears stalked the forests where men came to cut wood. Perhaps
they done haunted rocky places, and frightened lonely shepherds. Perhaps no other spriteslurked in
rock piles beside fields of grain and under broad melon leaves, or threw lemons on the heads of
passershy, or quickened barren housewives, but if that were so, the two of them were surely busier than
even magic could account for. Besides, the apparitions men told of in their cups were more often female
than mae. Not al were combined of aglimpse of avillage girl and alonely man'swishful thinking,
because not all men werefoolsand liars, even when drunk.

Everyone, drunk or sober, agreed that there was magic in the air's whispering, the murmur of brooks,
and the grumbling voices under bridges. Every Sunday the little chapel was so crowded that acollection
had to be taken to add a new bay, and to move the rood-beam twenty feet, to make room for everyone.
If not magical, that was no less a blessing, as the archbishop admitted when he cameto say massat All
Saints, and it rained. Everyone who had come fitted inside the church.

Therewas magic on thewinds, said Gilles, who sailed often to Massdiato sdll hiscaich, to visit the
novice Marie, and to sip afew cupswith Muhammad abd' Ullah ibn Saul. They drank in the tavern,
because the scholar was too tight with his own wineto invite Gillesinto his cool courtyard.

Though Gilles had not grown new teeth to replace those he had logt, hiswife Grannadid not mind. There
was magic in that, and in her calm acceptance of the evil Sde of his nature, that manifested itself when he
cursed the treacherous currents that tangled his nets, or the bad weather that diminished his olive crop.
There was—and Gilleswasfirgt to admit it—something magica about Grannas love, because though he
was no longer despicable in hisown eyes, he did not consider himsdlf aloveable man.

Pierrette sometimes sailed with him, and found it true that the winds were mostly fair. She had no
megica handin that.

At firgt unsure that Mari€'s decision was the right one, she was convinced when they shared apdletin
the nunnery, giggling like magpies until Marie rose to begin the hours of prayer that would occupy her
until dawn.

Even deepless, Marie maintained her serene good cheer al day, and through a second night of
magpie-talk. Though Pierrette dept while her sster kndlt in prayer in the morning, she wasfirst tofall
adeep at night, and often wondered what magic her sister had called upon.

"Aretheladder snakesin the herb garden still deadly?' Pierrette asked between giggles. "Is Mother
Sophiatill afraid to stick her nose in the rosebushes?!

"No one's been bitten,” Mariereplied, "but I'm not about to test your hypothesis. | keep my feet up on



the stone bench.”

"Areyou less good than you used to be?' asked Pierrette, wondering what had become of the black
crust Marie had eaten.

Her sster giggled, and lifted her skirt to display grimy knees. "I allowed Sister Roxana, anovice, to
becomelost in the old theater precinct. | haven't finished my penance yet—I was lucky Mother Sophia
let me seeyou, thistrip." She chuckled, and Pierrette was reassured by the mischievous gleam in her eye.
There was no risk that Marie would alow her portion of malice to escape—it was far too much fun, and
no penance was too much to pay. Therewas magic in that.

After onetrip to Massdliawhen Pierrette had stayed behind, Gilles came tramping up the path to the
mage's keep with abundle from ibn Saul. While Anselm entertained her father on the high terrace
benesth the ever-warm midday sun, Pierrette read the lengthy document the scholar had written—the
very scroll that she had commissioned of him in aletter that had been delivered to Anseim in the beak of
astork.

Thereisno need to repeat ibn Saul's dry words, for he went on at great length about what he had
seen—which was not much, and was quite uninteresting. Sufficeit that he did not see smoke arise from
Marie's blankets, there in the Church of the Holy Marys, but only steam rising from a breathy crowd

He saw no black demon with eyes of fire, and did not see Y an Oors confront asanglier , though he
heard sounds of grunting, perhaps made by a man with a painful somach cramp.

Ibn Saul did not see Gilles sail between rocks, trusting to his God's providence for hislife. When Gilles
pushed hisway out of the church, the scholar saw no bailing bucket in his hand.

He saw only rusty Reikhard in hisfunny old helmet, not Cernunnos, and heard Reikhard's voice done,
not the dialogue others remembered. He heard no clashing blades, only the swoosh of Relkhard's sword

through empty air.

Ibn Saul watched Ansalm run around with hisarms outstretched like a crazy bird, but he did not seean
osprey or agray-headed eagle, or ashiny mullet.

He admitted that he had not noticed the dark lock of hair on theright side of the priest's head before he
entered the church, but he saw no devil at dl.

"Ibn Saul overlooked Guihen,” said Anselm later. "He saw only Marah, not Sarathe Tsigane, not Maria,
only Agathe, not even the loaf of black bread, only char on the old stone, from some ancient fire. What
good isthis? A blind scribe could have done better.”

"Oh, no, Magter," Pierrette said cheerily, "He did everything satisfactorily. He didn't believe anything,
whether he saw it or not, and provides rationd' explanations for everything thet transpired. The
dismembered demon whose evil we shareislocked within the coils of hisdisbdief, within the words of
thisscroll. His skepticism isthe most powerful spdll of dl, against which no magic—and no supernatural

beings—can prevall.”

Shererolled the document, tied it with ared silk string, and placed it among the others. "Now try to find
it, Magter," she chalenged the mage.

He reached for the scroll, and opened it. "Thisisthewrong one," he exclaimed. He had not taken his



eyesfrom it when Pierrette put it away. Hetried again and again, but could not find ibn Saul's scroll.
Neither could Pierrette. Shewas satidfied. It was avery old spdll, not long, but powerful: from the
beginning of time people had lost things, and refused to believe that no malicious spirit had hidden them.

Somewhere within the clutter of Anselm's keep, the small leather sack the child Pierrette had brought lay
forgotten, bound by asimilar spell. Anselm knew what wasin it, once, but he had now forgotten that too.
Perhaps someday, if it became important, he would remember what it was, and where.

Pierrette, reflecting upon her life, was content that she had lost nothing of importance, and had gained
much. Even her mother was there to commune with her beside the sacred pool. That did not mean she
had no further desires, or that she would be content to remain where she was. Her victory was
subgtantia, and satisfying, but it was only onevictory, in one smal place within aworld unimaginably
vast. Sometimes, on gray days, she saw shadows of great iron towers against the backdrop of
Citharistals |leaden ky.

The Black Time. Perhaps the battle in Saintes-Maries had been truly won—one demon, created in the
conflicts of human hearts and minds, had been vanquished. But there were many hearts and minds, many
beingslike Y an Oors and Guihen yet to be freed of the Chrigtian, Mudim, or scholarly spdlsthat held
them. There were surely other demons, grester ones, to be negated by pouring the evil concentrated in
them into other vessdls, alittle here, alittle there. That would demand greater magics than she had
mastered, sorceries built upon axioms yet undiscovered.

On the sunless days that generated such pondering, happily rarein sunny Provence, she yearned for a
man's arms around her—M inho or Aam or someone not yet met—if only to comfort her. But she had
just begun to learn her trade, and could not give it up now. There would be no man for alongtime. In
such melancholy moments, she returned to her books and scrolls, and there by magicd light caughtina
blue Roman glass bottle, pored over maps of dl the places she had not yet been.

Epilogue

Thetdler of tdesisaworm in an onion. Finding alayer sweet and juicy, he may follow it, nibbling what
pleases him and ignoring the rest. Much remains untold, of course.

Thefolk of Citharistaare mere shadowsin thistae, though the woman in the third house from the olive
press till trembles with delighted recollection of anight in the woods, as she nurses her pig-faced baby.
Y oung Marius regaes his drinking-mates with episodes of life asasoldier under Retkhard, chasing
thieves and highwaymen from the Roman road. The shepherd Claudio gtill excites himsdlf with imaginary
women, and has not married. In Massdia L ovi writes accounts of what he has seen every time he returns
from avoyage with Muhammad abd' Ullah ibn Saul.

At crossroads Gitane nomads meet others of their tribes. Around their campfiresthey share what they
have witnessed, and the stories spread. They aretold around Illyrian and Iberian campfires, on the Silk
Road to the Far East, and in the fields of Saxon England. Does this spreading plague, thisinsidious
propaganda, have effects outside the minds of those who hear or tdll the tales? Isthe Evil One's caendar
set back with each retelling? We do not know.

Sometimes our small worm, finding his layer gone papery and dry, will burrow deeper and taste perhaps
the childhood of aboy who would become Y an Oors, witnessing the forging of hisiron saff and his
daying of the dragon. Perhaps our burrower will glimpse Protis the Phoacean in bed with Gyptis, the
Ligure princess, whose dowry was the hill upon which old Massdiastands. . . .

Perhaps the rootworm will find Pierrette dreaming of the Black Time, and she will again fill basketswith



dried fish and cheese, and lead the dubious Gustave on ancther trail, for much remains untold. Of
Magdden, Mapromised Pierrette "Remember her well, for you will meet her again, some day," and that
day has not yet come. Pierrette's sandals have never touched Ugium's cobbled pavements, nor has she
discovered what sweet sorrow awaits her on the desolate Crau Plain. She has not solved the riddle of
King Minho, or his conviction that she has teased and tormented him for at least athousand years. She
has never seen the wild black bulls of Camargue, and the Black Time still threatens, perhaps a bit further
off than before.

Y et for now she abides, learning her craft from books, testing her mastery of spells. Winds blow the
scents of rosemary and thyme from the heights, the odor of salt from the sea and the Camargue, and the
fragrance of wet greenery from the head of the long valey where her mother has become athick tree
with roots deep in the earth.

If sometimes a stork lands with arattle of feathers upon a parapet high on the Eagle's Beak, remembering
alovethat has not yet been, and islong past, and silently watches her at her study, thet tale lies deeper
within the onion of the land and the years, and remains yet untasted.

Otho, Bishop of Nemausus

The Sorceresss Tale

Historic and Other Notes

My study of myth has been influenced by French anthropologist Claude Levi-Strauss, especidly his
Sructural Anthropology , the section entitled " The Structurd Study of Myth." | have put my own pin
on hiswork, seeing myths not only as mediators between conflicting socid or religious concepts, but as
analogous with genes. A body's genes (and a culture's myths) evolve by addition, subtraction,
recombination, and mutation, and those that do not serve, or that debilitate, are lost when the body or the
tribe that contains them dies. Those that enhance or maintain the tribal body's survival are passed on.

Myths evolve. They are kept and retold, or discarded and forgotten, as the needs and natures of
societies change. Saint Augustine, an early revisonigt, redlized in the Fifth Century that it was not enough
to eradicate pagan myths and the practices that sprang from them, so he suggested that every holy pagan
tree should be made into planks for a Christian shrine, every sacrifice replaced with a Christian feadt,
and—by extension—every pagan myth with avery smilar saint'stale. Thisdynamic, changing mythic
fabricisthe framework forThe Sacred Pool , thefirst volume of The Sorceresss Tale .

Myth isnot history, though some higtoric tales serve as normative myths, evaluating amyth for historic
accuracy, or worse, debunking and rejecting it on historic grounds, is akin to rejecting gold coins because
their pouch isfrayed.

Because| am "cautious’ (though arguably less despicable than Gilles), | have chosen to tdll of old myths
indeed and, like the Jewish scholars, have written amidrash , atale intended to elucidate without dry and

lengthy argument.

Such taes are dangerous. They flesh out austere principle and pristine reasoning with appedling,
unfounded detailsthat work themsavesinto common belief. When did angels, beings of fleshlesslight,
grow feathers? When did L eviathan become atoothed seamammal? At what age did God's
sat-and-pepper beard turn white? In the interest of maintaining the boundary between myth and
deliberatefiction, and of making excusesfor mysdf aswell, | have prepared the following notes.

* k% %



Myth and Perception

The Sacred Pool containstwo "mutating” myths. The TSgane verson of Saraand the saintsisfrom
Claude Clément's wonderful children'sbook Contes Traditionelles de Provence , and represents either
the iconoclagtic extreme or the earliest, least-changed myth. The more conventiona version is recounted
briefly inthe Michelin Green Guideto Provence.

Saint Giless story, the Visigoth version, isfrom Clément aso. The variaion Pierrettefird recitesisthe
"accepted” one. Fieretteslast, pre-Chrigtian tale evolved from my own redlization that its common
elements are widespread in Cdltic, Gothic, and Germanic tales, individualy redacted as Saint Gilesin
Provence and Saint Godfric in England. Guihen I'Orphelin and Jean de 'Ours are authentic Provencal
folklore heroes, but their rootsin an earlier Cdltic or even Proto Indo-European tradition are wholly my
own suspicion—yet myths seldom emerge without context. In the sense of The Sorceresss Tale , dl are
vaid, because al have shaped perception and, as Breb would say, " Seeing is believing."

Breb and his people, who exist nowhere but on the pages of this book, were created to e ucidate that
important Medieva absolute: that what we can know of the universeis only what we can see through the
door of perception, and that all perceptions are resl—which they are, in one sense. The masc who ests
amanitamushrooms and nightshade fed s like sheisflying, and when she arises sober from her bed, her
subsequent actions are influenced by what she saw and did when sheflew.

The voice of God—heard as crosstalk viathecor pus callosum between the two halves of a prophet's
brain, or aswordsissuing from astone, a sacred pool, or aburning bush—are not ignored by history;
wars have been fought over them, and greet religions have arisen. They have shaped our modern,
skeptica world.

* * %

Chronology

The Sorceress's Talemay begin afew decades after the Battle of Poitiersin 732 A.D., or just before
Harold Bluetooth espoused Chrigtianity, around 965 A.D. The early Middle Age was monotonousin
Provence. Common folk little cared who ruled in Aix (Aquae Sextius), Arles, Paris, or Ravenna—and
cared little more just who raided, raped, and killed them, whether Saracen, Christian, Magyar, or Viking.
The results were the same. Times changed only imperceptibly.

Aam's people painted the chambers of the Grotte Cosquer between 25,000 and 16,000 B.C.; the
anima paintings probably date from the later years, the traced hands from the earlier. At present the
cave's only entrance lies under 120 feet of water, benesth the Calanque de Sormiou.

Theraseruption in 1628 B.C. establishes the beginning of Minho's reign. Extensive Minoan ruins have
been excavated on the broken idand, source of the Atlantis myth. Biblical accounts of pillars of smoke
and fire, and shifting seabeds, arguably tectonic phenomena, date from the reign of Sesogtris, Rameses|,
and thusfal forty-odd years before the radiocarbon-dated destruction of Jericho by soldiers equipped
with Egyptian arms. Thus do myth, ord history, and modern science converge, to the detriment of none.

Theapostoli landed at Saints-Maries-de-la-Mer no later than 40 A.D. Magdalene pursued her mission
in Lugdunum (Lyons), then lived in her cave for thirty-three years. Maximinus heard her last confession
and buried her, and was himsdlf surdly buried—and Lazarus and Marthaand Cedonius as well—by 90
A.D.



Places

Thereisno fortress atopCap I'Aigle (the Eagle's Besk) west of La Ciotat, Roman Citharista, but waves
lash thefoot of the cliffs, and friable conglomeritic rubble would have crumbled in ahundred years, let
aone athousand. The Roman quays are covered in concrete. The spidery towers of the Black Time
loom over LaCiotat, but thereistalk of removing them, because the naval yards are closed, and an
expanded marinawould bring tourist revenue. Will their removad sgnify that Pierrette has at last won her
battle, and the Black Timewill never be?

The"Roman fountain” ison Michdin Map 245, but the sacred pool isnat; it liesbehind avell of
confusion, and you would wak by unknowingly near the shoulder of Highway D3. The unusud
occurrence of awet-climate, northern beech and maple forest among the scrub oaks and pines of
Provenceis patterned after the Sainte-Baume valey afew milesto the north of the sacred pool, where
the towering cliffsthat house Magdaen's cave shade the ground, and springs moisten it.

The dragon's bones lie bleached and exposed just north of highway D141, above Le Ciotat. The
thousand-foot cliffs Pierrette measured are afew miles further on. Poor Ant'ny'sred blanket and cart are
(onthissde of the Vell) ared automobile blown off the road by the terrible winds.

Theloveliest cAlanques are just east of present-day Cassis; bring lunch, water bottles, and a sturdy
hiking stick, because thetrail isjust asrough and sere aswhen Pierrette walked it.

In the fifteenth century two bays were added to the fortified church at Saintes-Maries-de-laMer, and
the newer stone of restoration and addition islighter and smoother than the old. The Camargueis il
magicd, though much tamed.

Massdiais buried benesth modern Marseille, and only scattered ruins remain; one can part the vell of
years briefly while walking the short stretch of Roman stone road between the gate towers, where
Perette entered the town.

* * %

Maps

| have taken few liberties with mountain ranges, coastlines, or known human settlements, but | have not
shown townsthat play no part in the story. The Roman road from Massdliato Aquae Sextiae existed, as
did the Via dulia Augusta between Aquae Sextiae and Arelae. | have renamed the ViaDomitiaVia
Tiberia, for reasons that will become apparent in Volume Il of The Sorceresss Tale , The Vel of Years .
The east-west road on Map 1ismy whim, but surely existed, at least asatrail.

In recent centuries the rivers of Provence have been constrained within their defined beds, but that was
not ways 0. The Crau Plain was once the ddta of the Druentia (Durance), which emptied directly into
the sea. The lower Rhodanus (Rhone) itsdf has shifted many times within the memory of man; | choseto
show it inits present bed, which isno lesslikely than any other: the very existence of Camargue indicates
that at onetime or another the river flowed over every hectare of the vast delta, and the "main channd”
could have been anywhere, in Pierrettés time. Sealevels were higher once. Arelate had direct accessto
the seawhen it was founded; Mariuss canal was an attempt to maintain it as a port, not to create one.



Saintes-Maries-de-la-Mer has been an idand off and on—but | wanted Pierrette to ridethereon a
horse.

* * %

Languages

L anguages shape us, and we shape them. Changes can be confusing. If | saybhagos in Proto
Indo-European, and you hear bhergos in some early Indo-European tongue, the tough beech tablel
order may be made of brittle birch instead. If | say "Reed Sed" and you say "Red Sea," my Maoseswill
get across, but your Pharaoh will drown.

Provenceisrichinlanguages. Ligures are thefirst folk whose name survives. They maintained an identity
even after successive invasions of Indo-European Celts—Segobrugii, Anatilii, Dexivates, Verucini,
Deciates, Ligauni, Sdluvii, and others—and may have spoken a Cdltic diaect (or a non-Indo-European
tongue, as did the Etruscans, and as do the Basques of today). Latin, Celtic, and Greek had not diverged
far from their common Indo-European root in 200 B.C., but were no longer mutudly intelligible by
Rierette'stime, when French, Itdian, Spanish, and Provencal were becoming distinct.

That Aam's Magda enian or Aurignacian speech was Proto-Ligurian is not much lesslikey than the
known relationship between Lithuanian and Sanskrit, two millenniaand thousands of miles gpart. The
pace of change was dow throughout prehistory.

Written characters (hieroglyphics, syllabaries, or aphabets) are not dways cons stent with spoken
tongues. The Celts used anybody's al phabet—Etruscan, Greek, Latin, and [berian—so it is not astretch
to write Pierrette's horrible spdll (spoken in bastard Proto Indo-European) in Mycenaean syllabic
characters.

| played fast and loose with words, because people did so then, and do now. It isimpossible to say just
when Proto Indo-Europeanpa became Latinpater , which became Frenchpere , Spanishpadre , English
and Itdianpapa . We know that Greek Massiliaand Roman Massalia became modern Marseilles, and
Aquae Sextiae Calvinorum (122 B.C.) became Aix-en-Provence (1997 A.D.), but what form did a
particular name or word takein 1000 A.D.?| have freely used Proto Indo-European, Latin, Gadlic,
modern French, and interpolated variations, wherever | wanted to.

* * %

Religion

Anthropologist Edward Wilson suspects that the capacity for faith is hardwired; | do not doubt it. | had
troublewith Faith until, in akind of epiphany, | redized it was quditatively no different from the "willing
suspension of dishdief" that writers and editors worry about. "O Lord, | believe. Help thou my unbelief.”

The Sorceress's Taleisdlegorica; the growth of Satan as"Eater of Gods' pardleshisgrowing role
over severd millenniaof reigiousthought. In early books of the Old Testament "a satan” isacommon
noun meaning "adversary"—or "lawyer." In later books, "The Satan” was atitle—TheAdversary. Inthe
New Testament we find Satan, an individua with a proper name, portrayed as attractive and compelling,
not ugly or deformed.

When Chrigtianity spread among Gauls and Germans, Satan gained his"modern” gppearance when
prieststold converts their old gods were aspects of the Deceiver. Satan indeed "ate” the older gods, and



took on their attributes—Pan's cloven hooves and a satyr's impressive member, Cernunnoss hornsand a
long, dragonliketall. The poor chimaeral How far bright Lucifer had falen!

My assumption that "underground" pagan worship flourished in Provence 750-950 A.D. hastwo bases.
Firgt, aDianacult survived into the nineteenth century in the hills of the Ligurian coast. It turned to Satan
worship when eloquent priests convinced the stubborn folk they had been worshipping the Deceiver all
aong. Second, Provence has been hometo every imaginable cult and heresy, from Albigensiansto
Zoroadrians—and dill is.

That Relkhard, aBurgundian of Germanic descent, might hold beliefs we recognize as Cdltic, reflects
both the miscibility of traditions and confusion of the two peoples by early historians. Today we think of
peoples as concrete entities, but it was not ways so0. The Ostrogoths, "classic® Germans, arose from
Cdltic, Germanic, Scandic, and Hun roots, and came to power askingsin Italy.

My portraya of an easy relationship between Chrigtians and pagans only seems strangein light of the
"publicity" that purges and rdligious conflicts have generated; years or centuries of relative peecelie
between the persecution of Chrigtians under Nero and Diocletian, between early purges of
Mother-cultists and the American colonid witch trids. | contend that religious persecutions correspond
with political and economic polarizations.

Saint Augustine lived during acritical period when greet "hereses’ threatened to fragment the Pauline
Church just as Minho of the Ideswished them to, and when hitherto remote Gothic tribes (and their
beliefs) became near and familiar. Needlessto say, Augudtineis historic; Ansem and the Hermit are not.
Muhammead abd' Ullah ibn Saul isloosely based on ibn Battuta.and other Arabic-spesking travelling
scholars of later centuries.

Fantasies, like "heresies,” often avoid theodicy, the question of theorigin of good and evil, and opt for
Gnogtic philosophies. a Good force and an Evil one created the universe, and have been squabbling over
it ever snce. That avoidsthe paradox of good God having created the world's evils. It putsal the
respongbility on us humansto save the day—but doesn't it ultimately mean that both good and evil gods
areirrdevant?

Augustine, as Father Otho tellsthe priests at Saintes-Maries, resolved the paradox by reasoning that
God was good, but that by giving usfree will, he had no choice but to dlow usto sin, and that evil thus
gems from human choices. Otho partly confuses Augustine with his archenemy, the druid-influenced
Gdlic bishop Pelagius, whose Latin nametrandatesto "Myrddin” (Merlin) in Cdtic, and whom Fierrette
will meetinafuturetale,

The point of hisconfusionisthat ordinary Christians often espouse beliefs theol ogians consider heretical.
Doesthat redlly matter? The Arian heresy divided nations, but who redlly understands the distinctions
between Father, Son, and Holy Ghost?"In their hearts," said apastor friend of mine, "I think most of my
congregaion are Arians.”

The Sorceress's Taleneed not be a Christian story. Gillesis saved by Grace of a Christian God,
Pierrette by her mother—the Mother—and there are pagan stones built into the Christian edifice. If we
humans have created Evil, we have doneit by drawing linesin the sand with ourselves on one sdeand
Evil on the other, by setting conditions for worship, salvation, redemption, and rebirth, and by making
rules about where prayers, spells, and pleas for intercession go, when they are uttered.
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