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The big kitchen of the Murrys' house was bright and warm curtains drawn
agai nst

t he dark outside, against the rain driving past the house fromthe northeast.
Meg Murry O Keefe had nade an arrangenent of chrysanthermuns for the dining
table, and the yellow, bronze, and pal e-gold bl ossons seened to add light to
t he

room A delectable snell of roasting turkey came fromthe oven, and her

not her

stood by the stove, stirring the giblet gravy.

It was good to be home for Thanksgiving, she thought, to be with the reunited
fam ly, catching up on what each one had been doing. The tw ns, Sandy and
Dennys, hone
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fromlaw and nmedi cal schools, were eager to hear about Cal vin, her husband,
and

t he conference he was attending in London, where he was-perhaps at this very
m nut e- gi ving a paper on the imrunol ogi cal system of chordates.

"It's a tremendous honor for him isn't it, Sis?" Sandy asked

"Enor nous. "

"And how about you, Ms. O Keefe?" Dennys snmiled at her. "Still seens strange
to

call you Ms. O Keefe."

"Strange to ne, too." Meg | ooked over at the rocker by the fireplace, where
her

nmot her-in-law was sitting, staring into the flames; she was the one who was



M s.

O Keefe to Meg. "I'mfine," she replied to Sandy. "Absolutely fine."

Dennys, already very much the doctor, had taken his stethoscope, of which he
was

enornously proud, and put it against Meg's burgeoning belly, beaming wth

pl easure as he heard the strong heartbeat of the baby within. "You are fine,
i ndeed. "

She returned the snile, then | ooked across the roomto her youngest brother
Charles Wallace, and to their father, who were deep in concentration, bent
over

the nodel they were building of a tesseract: the square squared, and squared
again: a construction of the dinension of tine. It was a beautiful and
conplicated creation of steel wires and ball bearings and Lucite, parts of it
revol ving, parts swi nging |ike pendul uns.

Charles Wallace was small for his fifteen years; a stranger m ght have
guessed

himto be no nore than twelve; but the expression in his |light blue eyes as he
55

wat ched his father alter one small rod on the nodel was mature and highly
intelligent. He had been silent all day, she thought. He sel domtal ked rmuch,
but

his silence on this Thanksgiving day, as the approachi ng storm nmoaned around
t he

house and cl apped the shingles on the roof, was different fromhis usual |ack
of

chatter.

Meg's nother-in-law was al so silent, but that was not surprising. Wat was
surprising was that she had agreed to conme to them for Thanksgi ving di nner

M s.

O Keefe must have been no nore than a few years older than Ms. Mirry, but
she

| ooked |ike an old woman. She had | ost nost of her teeth, and her hair was
yel  owi sh and unkenpt, and | ooked as if it had been cut with a blunt knife.
Her

habi t ual expression was one of resentnent. Life had not been kind to her, and
she was angry with the world, especially with the Murrys. They had not
expect ed

her to accept the invitation, particularly with Calvin in London. None of
Calvin's famly responded to the Murrys' friendly overtures. Calvin was, as
he

had explained to Meg at their first nmeeting, a biological sport, totally
different fromthe rest of his famly, and when he received his M D./Ph.D.

t hey

took that as a sign that he had joined the ranks of the eneny. And Ms.

O Keefe

shared the attitude of many of the villagers that Ms. Miurry's two earned
Ph.D.s, and her experinents in the stone | ab which adjoined the kitchen, did
not

constitute proper work. Because she had achi eved consi derabl e recognition
her

puttering was tolerated, but it was not work, in the sense that keeping a

cl ean

house was work, or having a nine-to-five job in factory or office was work.
6

-How coul d that wonman have produced ny husband? Meg wondered for the

hundr edt h

time, and imged Calvin's alert expression and open smile. -Mther says
there's

nore to her than neets the eye, but | haven't seen it yet. Al | knowis that
she doesn't like ne, or any of the famly. | don't know why she came for



di nner.

I wish she hadn't.

The twins had automatically taken over their old job of setting the table.
Sandy

paused, a handful of forks in his hand, to grin at their nother.
"Thanksgi vi ng

dinner is practically the only neal Mther cooks in the kitchen-"
"-instead of out in the |ab on her Bunsen burner," Dennys concl uded.

Sandy patted her shoul der affectionately. "Not that we're criticizing,

Mot her . "

"After all, those Bunsen-burner stews did |ead directly to the Nobel Prize.
W're really very proud of you, Mdther, although you and Father give us a
heck
of alot tolive upto."

"Keeps our standards high." Sandy took a pile of plates fromthe kitchen
dresser, counted them and set themin front of the big platter which would
hol d

the turkey.

- Home, Meg thought confortably, and regarded her parents and brothers wth
af fectionate gratitude. They had put up with her all through her prickly
adol escence, and she still did not feel very grown up. It seened only a few
nmont hs ago that she had had braces on her teeth, crooked spectacles that
constantly slipped down her nose, unruly nmouse-brown hair, and a wistfu
certainty that she would never grow up to be a beautiful and self-confident
77

woman |ike her nother. Her inner vision of herself was still nore the

adol escent

Meg than the attractive young woman she had becone. The braces were gone, the
spect acl es repl aced by contact |enses, and though her chestnut hair night not
quite rival her mother's rich auburn, it was thick and |ustrous and becane
her

perfectly, pulled softly back fromher face into a knot at the nape of her

sl ender neck. \Wen she | ooked at herself objectively in the nmirror she knew
t hat

she was lovely, but she was not yet accustonmed to the fact. It was hard to
bel i eve that her nother had once gone through the same transition

She wondered if Charles Wallace woul d change physically as much as she had.
Al

his outward devel opnment had been slow. Their parents thought he m ght nmake a
sudden spurt in growh.

She m ssed Charles Wallace nore than she missed the twins or her parents. The
el dest and the youngest in the famly, their rapport had al ways been deep
and

Charles Wallace had an intuitive sense of Meg's needs which could not be
accounted for logically; if something in Meg's world was wong, he knew, and
was

there to be with her, to help her if only by assuring her of his |ove and
trust.

She felt a deep sense of confort in being with himfor this Thanksgi ving
weekend, in being home. Her parents' house was still home, because she and
Cal vin spent many weekends there, and their apartment near Calvin's hospita
was

a small, furnished one, with a large sign saying no pets, and an aura that

i ndi cated that children would not be wel coned, either. They hoped to be
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able to I ook for a place of their own soon. Meanwhile, she was honme for
Thanksgi ving, and it was good to see the gathered famly and to be surrounded
by

their |ove, which hel ped ease her |oneliness at being separated from Calvin
for



the first tine since their marriage.

"I mss Fortinbras," she said suddenly.

Her nmot her turned fromthe stove. "Yes. The house feels enpty wi thout a dog.
But

Fort died of honorable old age."

"Aren't you going to get another dog?"

"Eventual ly. The right one hasn't turned up yet."

"Coul dn't you go | ook for a dog?"

M. Mirry |l ooked up fromthe tesseract. "Qur dogs usually come to us. If one

doesn't, in good time, then we'll do sonething about it."

"Meg, " her nother suggested, "how about making the hard sauce for the plum
puddi ng?"

"Ch-of course." She opened the refrigerator and got out half a pound of

butter.

The phone rang.

"I"l1l get it." Dropping the butter into a small mxi ng bow en route, she
went

to the tel ephone. "Father, it's for you. |I think it's the Wite House."

M. Mirry went quickly to the phone. "M . President, hello!" He was smling,
and

Meg wat ched as the snmile was wiped fromhis face and replaced with an

expr essi on

of - what ? Not hi ngness, she thought.

The tw ns stopped tal king. Ms. Mirry stood, her wooden spoon resting against
the Iip of the saucepan. Ms. O Keefe continued to stare norosely into the
fire.

99

Charl es Wl |l ace appeared to be concentrating on the tesseract.

-Father is just listening, Meg thought. -The President is doing the talking.
She gave an involuntary shudder. One minute the room had been noisy with
eager

conversation, and suddenly they were all silent, their novements arrested.
She

listened, intently, while her father continued to hold the phone to his ear
Hs

face looked grim all the laughter lines deepening to sternness. Rain |ashed
agai nst the wi ndows. -1t ought to snow at this time of year, Mg thought.
-There's something wong with the weat her. There's sonethi ng w ong.

M. Mirry continued to listen silently, and his silence spread across the
room

Sandy had been opening the oven door to baste the turkey and snitch a
spoonf ul

of stuffing, and he stood still, partly bent over, |ooking at his father

M s.

Murry turned slightly fromthe stove and brushed one hand across her hair,
whi ch

was beginning to be touched with silver at the tenples. Meg had opened the
drawer for the beater, which she held tightly.

It was not unusual for M. Mirry to receive a call fromthe President. Over
t he

years he had been consulted by the Wiite House on matters of physics and
space

travel ; other conversations had been serious, many disturbing, but this, Mg
felt, was different, was causing the warmroomto feel colder, ook |ess

bri ght.

"Yes, M. President, | understand,"” M. Mirry said at last. "Thank you for
calling." He put the receiver down slowy, as though it were heavy.

10

Dennys, his hands still full of silver for the table, asked, "Wat did he
say?"



Their father shook his head. He did not speak

Sandy cl osed the oven door. "Father?"

Meg cried, "Father, we know sonething's happened. You have to tell us-please."
Hi s voice was cold and distant. "War."

Meg put her hand protectively over her belly. "Do you nean nucl ear war?"

The famly seened to draw together, and Ms. Mirry reached out a hand to

i ncl ude

Calvin's nother. But Ms. O Keefe closed her eyes and excl uded hersel f.

"I's it Mad Dog Branzill o?" asked Meg.

"Yes. The President feels that this time Branzillo is going to carry out his
threat, and then we'll have no choice but to use our antiballistic missiles."
"How woul d a country that small get a missile?" Sandy asked.

"Vespugia is no smaller than Israel, and Branzill o has powerful friends."

"He really can carry out this threat?"

M. Mirry assented.

"I's there a red alert?" Sandy asked.

"Yes. The President says we have twenty-four hours in which to try to avert
tragedy, but | have never heard himsound so hopel ess. And he does not give
up

easily."”

The bl ood drained from Meg's face. "That neans the end of everything, the end
of

the world." She | ooked toward Charl es Wall ace, but he appeared al nost as

wi thdrawn as Ms. O Keefe. Charles Wallace, who was al ways
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there for her, was not there now. And Calvin was an ocean away. Wth a
feeling

of terror she turned back to her father

He did not deny her words.

The old woman by the fireplace opened her eyes and twi sted her thin |ips
scornfully. "What's all this? Wiy would the President of the United States
cal |

here? You pl ayi ng sonme kind of joke on ne?" The fear in her eyes belied her
wor ds.

"I't's no joke, Ms. O Keefe," Ms. Mirry explained. "For a nunber of years
t he

Whi te House has been in the habit of consulting nmy husband."

"I didn't know he"-Ms. O Keefe darted a dark glance at M. Mirry-"was a
politician."

"He's not. He's a physicist. But the President needs scientific information
and

needs it from sonmeone he can trust, someone who has no pet projects to fund
or

political positions to support. My husband has becone especially close to the
new President." She stirred the gravy, then stretched her hands out to her
husband in supplication. "But why? Wy? Wien we all know that no one can wn
a

nucl ear war."

Charles Vallace turned fromthe tesseract. "El Rabioso. That's his nicknane.
Vad

Dog Branzillo."

"El Rabi oso seens singularly appropriate for a man who overthrew t he
denocratic

government with a wild and bl oody coup d' etat. He is nad, indeed, and there
is

no reason in him"

"One madman in Vespugia," Dennys said bitterly, "can push a button and it
will

destroy civilization, and every-
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t hi ng Mot her and Fat her have worked for will go up in a rmushroom cl oud. Wy
couldn't the President make himsee reason?"

Sandy fed a fresh log onto the fire, as though taking hope fromthe warnth
and

l'ight.

Dennys continued, "If Branzillo does this, sends missiles, it could destroy
t he

entire human race-"

Sandy scow ed ferociously. "-which mght not be so bad-"

"-and even if a few people survive in sparsely inhabited nmountains and
deserts,

there'd be so nuch fallout all over the planet that their children would be
mut ants. Wiy couldn't the President make hi m see? Nobody wants war at that
price."

"It's not for lack of trying," M. Mirry said, "but El Rabioso deserves his
ni ckname. If he has to fall, he'd just as soon take the human race with him"
"So they send missiles from Vespugia, and we return ours to them and all for
what ?" Sandy's voi ce cracked with anger.

"El Rabioso sees this as an act of punishment, of just retribution. The
Western

worl d has used up nore than our share of the world' s energy, the world's
resources, and we nust be punished,” M. Mirry said. "W are responsible for
t he

acutely serious oil and coal shortage, the defoliation of trees, the grave
damage to the atnosphere, and he is going to nake us pay."

"W stand accused," Sandy said, "but if he makes us pay, Vespugia wll pay

j ust

as high a price."

Ms. O Keefe stretched her winkled hands out to the
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flames. "At Tara in this fateful hour . . ." she nunbl ed

Meg | ooked at her nother-in-1aw questioningly, but the old worman turned away.
Meg said to the roomat large, "I knowit's selfish, but | w sh Calvin
weren't

in London giving that paper. | wish I'd gone with him™"

"I know, love," Ms. Mirry replied, "but Dr. Louise thought you should stay
here.”

"I wish | could at |east phone him.
Charl es Wall ace noved out of his withdrawn silence to say, "It hasn't
happened

yet, nuclear war. No m ssiles have been sent. As long as it hasn't happened,
there's a chance that it may not happen.™

A faint flicker of hope noved across Meg's face. -Wuld it be better, she
wondered, -if we were like the rest of the world and didn't know the horrible
possibility of our lives being snuffed out before another sun rises? How do
we

prepare?

" in this fateful hour,
head

away when the Murrys | ooked at her

Charl es Wallace spoke calmMy to the whole fam ly, but |ooked at Meg. "It's
Thanksgi vi ng, and except for Calvin, we're all together, and Calvin's nother
is

with us, and that's inportant, and we all know where Calvin's heart is; it's
right here."

"Engl and doesn't observe Thanksgiving," Sandy renarked.

"But we do." His father's voice was resolute. "Finish setting the table,

pl ease.

Dennys, will you fill the gl asses?"
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the ol d woman nunbl ed agai n, but turned her



VWhile M. Miurry carved, and Ms. Mirry thickened the gravy, Meg finished
beat i ng

the hard sauce, and the twins and Charles Wallace carried bows of rice,
stuffing, vegetables, cranberry sauce, to the table. Ms. O Keefe did not
nove

to hel p. She | ooked at her work-worn hands, then dropped theminto her |ap
" AL

Tara in this fateful hour
This time nobody heard her
Sandy, trying to joke, said, "Remenber the tinme Modther tried to make oat neal
cooki es over the Bunsen burner, in a frying pan?"

"They were edible," Dennys said.

"Al nost anything is, to your appetite.”

"Whi ch, despite everything, is enornous."”

"And it's tine to go to the table," Ms. Mirry said.

When they were in their places she automatically held out her hands, and then
the famly, with Ms. O Keefe between M. Mirry and Meg, was |inked around
t he

tabl e.

Charl es Wl l ace suggested, "Let's sing Dona nobis pacem It's what we're al
praying for."

"Sandy'd better start then," Meg said. "He's got the best voice. And then
Dennys

and Mt her, and then Father and you and I."

They raised their voices in the old round, singing over and over, Gve us
peace,

gi ve us peace, give us peace.

Meg's voice trenbl ed, but she nanaged to sing through to the end.

There was silence as the plates were served, silence instead of the usua
happy

noi se of conversation

15 15

"Strange," M. Mirry said, "that the ultimte threat should come froma South
American dictator in an al nost unknown little country. Wiite nmeat for you,
Meg?"

"Dark, too, please. Isn't it ironic that all this should be happening on
Thanksgi vi ng?"

Ms. Mirry said, "I renenber ny nother telling me about one spring, nany
years

ago now, when relations between the United States and the Soviet Union were
so

tense that all the experts predicted nuclear war before the sumer was over
They weren't alarmists or pessimsts; it was a considered, sober judgment.
And

Mot her said that she wal ked al ong the | ane wondering if the pussy wllows
woul d

ever bud again. After that, she waited each spring for the pussy wll ows,
renmenbering, and never took their budding for granted again."

Her husband nodded. "There was a reprieve then. There nmay be again."

"But is it likely?" Sandy's brown eyes were sober

"It wasn't likely then. The pussy w |l ows, neverthel ess, have budded for a
good

many springs." He passed cranberry sauce to Ms. O Keefe.

"In this fateful hour," she nunbl ed, and waved the sauce away.

He bent toward her. "What was that?"

"At Tara in this fateful hour," she said irritably. "Can't renenber.

| mportant.

Don't you know it?"

"I"'mafraid not. What is it?"

"Rune. Rune. Patrick's rune. Need it now. "



Calvin's nother had al ways been taciturn. At hone she had conmuni cated

| argel y

in grunts. Her children, with
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t he exception of Calvin, had been slow to speak, because they sel dom heard a
conpl ete sentence until they went to school. "My grandnother fromlreland."
M s.

O Keefe pointed at Charles Wallace and knocked over her gl ass.

Dennys fetched paper towel s and nopped up the spilled liquid. "I suppose,

cosmically speaking, it doesn't make much difference whether or not our
second-rate little planet blows itself up.”

"Dennys!" Meg cried, then turned to her nmother. "Excuse me for using this as
an

exanpl e, but Den, renenber when Mot her isolated farandolae within a

m t ochondri on?"

He interrupted, "OF course | renmenber. That's what she got the Nobel Prize
for."

Ms. Mirry held up her hand. "Let Meg speak.”

"Ckay then: farandolae are so minuscule and insignificant it doesn't seem

t hey

coul d possibly have any inportance, and yet they live in a synbiotic
relationship with mtochondria-"

"Ckay, gotcha. And mitochondria provide us with our energy, so if anything
affects our farandol ae, that can affect our mitochondria-"

"And," Meg concluded, "if that happens, we could die fromenergy |oss, as you
wel | know. "

"Go on," Sandy said.

"So if we blow up our planet it would certainly have sone small effect on our
sol ar system and that could affect our gal axy, and that could . "

"The ol d chain-reaction theory?" Sandy asked.
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"More than that. Interdependence. Not just one thing | eading to another in a
straight line, but everything and everyone everywhere interreacting.”

Dennys threw out the wet paper towels, put a clean napkin over the soiled
tablecloth, and refilled Ms. O Keefe's glass. Despite storm w ndows, the

dr awn

curtains stirred and a draft nmoved across the room Heavy drops of rain
spattered down the chimey, nmaking the fire hiss. "I still think," he said,
"that you're overestimating the inportance of this planet. W' ve made a ness
of

thi ngs. Maybe it's best we get bl own up."

"Dennys, you're a doctor," Meg reprimanded.

"Not yet," Sandy said.

"But he's going to be! He's supposed to care about and guard life."

"Sorry, Sis," Dennys said swiftly.

"It's just his way of whistling in the dark." Sandy hel ped hinself to rice
and

gravy, then raised his glass to his sister. "Mght as well go out on a ful

st omach. "

"I mean it and | don't nean it," Dennys said. "I do think we've got our
priorities wong, we human beings. W' ve forgotten what's worth saving and
what's not, or we wouldn't be in this ness."

"Mean, don't mean," Ms. O Keefe grunted. "Never understand what you people
are

goi ng on about. Even you
this

time she did not overturn her gl ass.

Sandy gl anced across the table at his baby brother, who | ooked pal e and
smal | .

"Charl es, you've eaten hardly anything, and you' re not talking."

And agai n she pointed at Charles Wallace, though
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Charles Wallace replied, |ooking not at Sandy but at his sister, "I'm
listening."”

She pricked up her ears. "To what?"

He shook his head so slightly that only she saw, and stopped questioni ng.
"At Tara in this fateful hour | place all Heaven with its power!" Ms.

O Keefe

poi nted at Charl es and knocked over her gl ass again.

This time nobody noved to nop up

"My grandma fromlrel and. She taught me. Set great store onit. | place al
Heaven with its power . . ." Her words dribbled off.

Ms. O Keefe's children called her Mom From everybody except Calvin it
sounded

like an insult. Meg found it difficult to call her nother-in-Ilaw anything,
but

now she pushed her chair away fromthe table and knelt by the old woman.
“Nom "

she said gently, "what did your grandnother teach you?"

"Set great store on it to ward off the dark."

"But what ?"

"... Al Heaven with its power" Ms. O Keefe said in a singsong way,

"And the sun with its brightness, And the snow with its whiteness, And the
fire

with all the strength it hath-"

At that noment it seened as though a bucketful of water had been dunped down
t he

chimey onto the fire. The flames flickered wildly, and gusts of snoke bl ew
into

the room
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"The fire with all the strength it hath," Charles Wallace repeated firmy.
The appl ewood | ogs sizzled but the flanmes gathered strength and began to burn
brightly again.

Ms. O Keefe put a gnarled hand on Meg's shoul der and pressed down heavily as
t hough it hel ped her to renenber.

"And the-the lightning with its rapid wath, And the winds with their

swi ftness

al ong their path-"

The wi nd gave a trenmendous gust, and the house shook under the inpact, but
st ood

st eady.

Ms. O Keefe pressed until Meg could barely stand the weight.

"And the sea with its deepness, And the rocks with their steepness, And the
earth with its starkness-"

Using Meg's shoul der as a | ever, she pushed herself up and stood facing the
bright flames in the fireplace.

"Al'l these | place By God's al mighty hel p and grace Between nyself and the
powers of darkness."

Her voice rose triunphantly. "That'll teach Mad Dog Bran-what's-his nane."
The twi ns | ooked at each other as though enmbarrassed. M. Mirry carved sone
nor e

turkey. Ms. Miurry's face was serene and uncomuni cative. Charles Wllace

| ooked

thoughtfully at Ms. O Keefe. Meg rose from her knees and returned to her
chair,

escapi ng the unbeliev-
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ably heavy pressure of her nother-in-law s hand. She was sure that her

shoul der

was going to hold black and bl ue finger marks.



As Meg noved away, Ms. O Keefe seened to crunple. She collapsed into her
chair.

"Set high store on that, ny grandma did. Haven't thought of it in years.
Tried

not to think. So why'd it come to ne tonight?" She gasped, as though
exhaust ed.

"It's something like Patrick's Breastplate,’
gl ee

club in college. It was one of ny favorites. Marvel ous harnonies."

"Not a song," Ms. O Keefe contradicted. "A rune. Patrick's rune. To hold up
agai nst danger. In this fateful hour | place all Heaven with its power-"

W thout warning, the lights went out. A gust of wi nd dashed across the table,
bl owi ng out the candl es. The humm ng of the refrigerator ceased. There was no
purring fromthe furnace in the cellar. A cold danpness clutched the room

Sandy said. "W sang that in

filling their nostrils with a stench of decay. The flanes in the fireplace
dw ndl ed.

"Say it, Mom" Charles Wallace called. "Say it all!l"

Ms. O Keefe's voice was weak. "I forget-"

The lightning outside was so brilliant that |ight penetrated the cl osed
curtains. A trenendous crash of thunder foll owed i mediately.

"I"ll say it with you.'
to
help ne. Come on. In this fateful hour | place all Heaven with its power

Charles Wallace's voice was urgent. "But you'll have

Li ght ni ng and t hunder were al nost simultaneous. Then they heard a gigantic
crackl i ng noi se.
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"One of the trees has been struck," M. Mirry said.

"All Heaven with its power," Charles Wall ace repeated.

The old woman's voice took up the words. "And the sun with its brightness .
Dennys struck a match and lit the candles. At first the flanes flickered and
guttered wildly, but then steadi ed and burned straight and bright.

"And the snow with its whiteness, And the fire with all the strength it hath
And

the lightning with its rapid wath .
Meg waited for the lightning to flash again, for the house itself to be
struck.

I nstead, the power canme back on as abruptly as it had gone off. The furnace
began to hum The roomwas filled with |ight and warnt h.

" And the sea with its deepness, And the rocks with their steepness, And
the earth with its starkness, Al these | place

By God's alnmighty help and grace Between nyself and the powers of darkness."
Charles Wallace lifted the curtains away from one corner of the wi ndow. "The
rain's turned to snow. The ground's all white and beautiful."

"Al'l right-" Sandy | ooked around the room "What's this all about? | know
somet hi ng' s happened, but what ?"

For a nonent no one spoke. Then Meg said, "Mybe there's hope."
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Sandy waved her words away. "Really, Meg, be reasonable."

"Why? W don't live in a reasonable world. Nuclear war is not reasonable.
Reason

hasn't got us anywhere."

"But you can't throwit out. Branzillo is nad and there's no reason in him"
Dennys said, "Ckay, Sandy, | agree with you. But what happened?"

Meg gl anced at Charles Wallace, but he had his w thdrawn, |istening | ook.
Sandy replied, "Much as we'd like it to, a freak of weather here in the

Nort heastern United States isn't going to have anything to do with whether or
not a South Anerican nadnman pushes that button to start the war that very
likely



will be the war to end wars."

The baby noved within Meg, a strong affirmation of life. "Father, is the
Presi dent going to call again?"

"He said he woul d when-when there's any news. One way or other."

"Wthin twenty-four hours?"

"Yes. | would not want to be in his position at the nmonment."

"Or in ours," Dennys said. "It strikes ne the whole world is in it together."
Charles Wallace continued to | ook out the wi ndow. "The snow s stopping. The
wi nd

has shifted to the northwest. The clouds are noving. | see a star." He let

t he

curtain drop
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Ms. O Keefe jerked her chin toward him "You. Chuck. | come because of you."
"Why, MnP?" he asked gently.

"You know. "

He shook his head.

"Stop him Chuck. Stop Mad Dog Bran . . . Stop him" She | ooked old and small

and Meg wondered how she coul d have pressed down so heavily on her shoul der
And

twice Ms. O Keefe had called Charl es Wall ace Chuck. Nobody ever called him
Chuck. Cccasionally plain Charles, but never Charlie or Chuck.

Ms. Mirry asked, "Ms. O Keefe, would you |like some tea? or coffee?"

Ms. O Keefe cackled without mirth. "That's right. Don't hear. Think I'm
crackers. Not such a fool as all that. Chuck knows." She nodded toward

Charl es

Wal | ace. "Woke up this norning, and wasn't going to come. Then sonething told
ne

| was to cone, like it or not, and didn't know why till | saw you with them
bi g

anci ent eyes and the rune started to cone back to ne, and | knowed once nore
Chuck's no idiot. Haven't thought of the rune since ny grandma and Chuck
till

now. You've got it, Chuck. Use it." Her breath ran out. It was the | ongest
speech they had ever heard her give. Panting, she finished. "I want to go
hone. "

And, as no one spoke: "Soneone take ne hone."

"But, Ms. O Keefe," Dennys wheedl ed, "we haven't had salad, and it's got
lots

of avocado and tomato in it, and then there's flam ng pl um puddi ng. "

24 24A Swiftly Tilting Pl anet

"Fl ane yourself. | done what | conme for. Sonmeone take nme hone."

"Very well, Ms. OKeefe." M. Mirry rose. "Den or Sandy, will you drive Ms.
O Keefe home?"

"I will,"” Dennys said. "I'll get your coat, ma'am?"

When the car had driven off, Sandy said, "One could al nost take her
seriously.”

The Murry parents exchanged gl ances, and Ms. Mirry replied, "I do."

"Ch, cone on, Mther, all that rune stuff, and Charl es Wall ace stoppi ng Mad
Dog

Branzill o si ngl ehanded?"

"Not necessarily that. But | take Ms. O Keefe seriously."

Meg | ooked anxiously at Charles Wall ace, spoke to her nother. "You've al ways
said there was nore to her than neets the eye. | guess we've just seen sone
of

that nore.”

"I rather think we have," her father said.

"Al'l right, then, what was it all about? It was all-all unnatural."

"What's natural ?" Charles Wall ace asked.

Sandy raised his eyebrows. "Ckay, little brother, what do you nmake of it,



t hen?

How do yovi plan to stop Bran-zillo?"

"I don't know," Charles Wallace replied seriously. "I'l|l use the rune."
"Do you renenmber it?" Meg asked.

"I remenber it."

"Did you hear her call you Chuck?"

"l heard."
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"But nobody ever calls you Chuck. \Were did she get it?"

"I"'mnot sure. Qut of the past, maybe."

The phone rang, and they all junmped. M. Mirry hurried to the phone table,
t hen

drew back an instant before picking up the receiver

But it was not the President. It was Calvin, calling fromLondon. He spoke
briefly to everybody, was sorry to mss his nother and Dennys; but he was
delighted that his nother had come; his paper had gone extrenmely well; the
conference was interesting. At the |last he asked to speak to Meg again, and
sai d

only, "I love you," and hung up

"I always fall apart on overseas calls," she said, "so | don't think he
noti ced

anything. There isn't any point telling himwhen he can't do anything about
it,

and it would just nake it awful for him...
in,

bl owi ng on his fingers.

"Calvin called fromLondon." She swal |l owed her tears. "He sends you his best.'
"Sorry to have missed him How about sone sal ad, now, and then that plum
puddi ng?"

-Wy are we trying to act normal ? Meg wondered, but did not speak her thought
al oud.

But Charles Wallace replied, "It's sort of like the string holding the
package

together, Meg. We'd all fall apart otherw se.™

Her father said, "You know, my dears, the world has been abnormal for so |ong
that we've forgotten what it's
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like to live in a peaceful and reasonable climte. If there is to be any
peace

or reason, we have to create it in our own hearts and hones."

"Even at a time like this?" Meg asked. The call from Calvin, the sound of her
husband' s voi ce, had nearly broken her control

"Especially at a time like this," her nother said gently. "W don't know what
t he next twenty-four hours are going to bring, and if it should be what we
fear,

then the peace and quiet within us will cone to our aid."

"WIl it?" Meg's voice faltered again.

"Remenber," M. Mirry said, "your nother and | take Ms. O Keefe seriously."
"Fat her," Sandy chided, "you're a pure scientist. You can't take that old
worran

seriously.”

"I take the response of the elenents to her rune seriously."

"Coi nci dence, " Dennys said w thout much assurance.

"My training in physics has taught nme that there is no such thing as

coi nci dence. "

She turned away as Dennys cane

"Charles Wallace still hasn't said anything." Meg | ooked to her small brother
Dennys asked, "Wat about it, Charles?"
He shook his head slowy. He | ooked bewildered. "I don't know. | think I'm

supposed to do sonething, but | don't know what. But if |I'mneant to do
something, I'Il be told."



"By sonme little men fromouter space?" Sandy asked.

"Something in me will tell me. | don't think any of us
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wants nore salad. Let's turn out the lights and |let Father flane the pudding."
"I"'mnot sure | want the lights out," Meg said. "Maybe there isn't going to
be

any nore electricity, ever. Let's enjoy it while we have it."

"I'd rather enjoy the light of the plum pudding,"” Charles Wallace said.

Ms. Mirry took the pudding fromthe double boiler where it had been

st eam ng,

and turned it out onto a plate. Dennys took a sprig of holly and stuck it on
t he

top. M. Mirry got a bottle of brandy and poured it liberally over the

puddi ng.

As he Iit the match, Charles Wallace turned out the lights and Sandy bl ew out
the candl es. The brandy burned with a brilliant blue flame; it seened

bri ghter

than Meg renenbered from ot her Thanksgivings. It had al ways been their
traditional holiday dessert because, as Ms. Mirry remarked, you can't nake
pi e

crust over a Bunsen burner, and her attenpts at mince or punpkin pie had not
been successes.

M. Mirry tilted the dish so that all the brandy woul d burn. The flames
continued, bright and clear and blue, a blue that held in it the warmh of a
sumrer sky rather than the chill of w nter

"And the fire with all the strength it hath,"” Charles Wallace said softly.
"But what kind of strength?" Meg asked. She | ooked at the |ogs crackling
merrily

inthe fireplace. "It can keep you warm but if it gets out of hand it can
burn

your house down. It can destroy forests. It can burn whole cities."
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"Strength can al ways be used to destroy as well as create," Charles Wllace
said. "This fire is to help and heal ."

"I hope," Meg said. "Ch, | hope."

29 All Heaven with its power

Meg sat propped up on pillows in the old brass bed in the attic and tried to
read, because thinking hurt too nuch, was not even thinking but projection
into

a fearful future. And Calvin was not beside her, to share, to strengthen .

She let the book drop; it was one of her old volumes of fairy tales. She

| ooked

around the room seeking confort in famliar things. Her hair was down for

t he

night and fell softly about her shoul ders. She glanced at herself in the old,
ripply mrror over the chest of drawers and despite her anxiety was pl eased
at

the reflection. She | ooked like a child again, but a far lovelier child than
she

actual ly had been.
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Her ears pricked up as she heard a soft, velvety tread, and a stripy kitten
m nced across the wi de floorboards, sprang up onto the bed, and began

gr oom ng

itself while purring loudly. There was always at |east one kitten around, it
seened. She nissed the old black dog. What woul d Fortinbras have made of the
events of the evening? She woul d have been happier if the old dog had been in
his usual forbidden place at the foot of the bed, because he had an unusua
degree of sensitivity, even for a dog, to anything which could help or harm



hi s

human famly

Meg felt cold and pulled her battered quilt about her shoul ders. She
remenber ed

Ms. OKeefe calling on all Heaven with its power, and thought shudderingly
t hat

she woul d settle for one large, |oving dog. Heaven had shown consi derabl e
power

that evening, and it was too wild and beyond control for confort.

And Charles Wallace. She wanted her brother. Ms. O Keefe had called on
Charl es

to stop Branzillo: he'd need all the powers Heaven could give him

He had said good night to Meg in a brusque and preoccupi ed way, and then

gi ven

her one qui ck bl ue gl ance which had made her keep the Iight on and the book
open. Sleep, in any event, was far away, |ost somewhere in that tine which
had

been shattered by the President's phone call.

The kitten rose high on its legs, made three conplete turns, and dropped,
heavily for such a little creature, into the curve of her body. The purr

sl ow y

faded out and it slept. Meg wondered if she would ever again sleep in that
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secure way, relinquishing consciousness w thout fear of what might happen
duri ng

the night. Her eyes felt dry with fatigue but she did not want to close them
and

shut out the reassurance of the student lanmp with its double yellow gl obes,
t he

saggi ng bookshel ves she had nade wi th boards and bricks, the blue print
curtains

at the wi ndow, the hem of the curtains had been sagging for |onger than she
cared to renmenber and she had been nmeaning to sew it up since well before her

marriage. -Tonorrow, she thought, -if there is a tonorrow
When she heard footsteps on the attic stairs she stiffened, then rel axed.
They

had all got in the habit of automatically skipping the seventh step, which
not

only creaked when stepped on, but often made a sound |ike a shot. She and
Charles Wallace had | earned to put one foot on the extrene left of the step
so

that it let out only a long, slow sigh; when either one of themdid this, it
was

a signal for a conference

She listened to his progress across the attic, heard the rocking of the old
wooden horse as he gave it his usual affectionate slap on the runp, foll owed
by

the whing of a dart going into the cork board: all the little signals they
had

built up over the years.

He pushed through the Iong strands of patterned rice which curtained the
doorway, stood at the foot of the bed, and rested his chin on the high brass
rail of the footboard. He | ooked at her without smling, then clinbed over

t he

footboard as he used to do when he was a little boy, and sat cross-Iegged on
t he

foot of the bed. "She really does expect ne to do sonething."
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Meg nodded.

"For once |'mfeeling nore in synmpathy with the twins than with Mther and



Father. The twins think the whole thing is unreasonable and inpossible."

"Wl | -remenber, Mother always said there's nore to her than neets the eye."
"What about the rune?"

Meg sighed. "She gave it to you."

"What am | supposed to do with it?"

"Stop Branzillo. And | guess I'mfeeling like the twins, too. It just doesn't
make sense."

"Have you ever really talked with her? Do you know her at all?"

"No. | don't think anyone does. Calvin thinks she stopped herself from being
hurt long, | ong ago by not letting herself |ove anybody or anything."
"What's her mai den nanme?" Charles \Wall ace asked abruptly.

Meg frowned. "I don't remenber. Wiy?"

"I"'mnot sure. | feel conpletely in the dark. But she said her grandnother
gave

her the rune . . . Do you know her first nane?"

Meg cl osed her eyes, thinking. "Branwen. That's it. And she gave ne a pair of
linen sheets for a wedding present. They were filthy. | had to wash them hal f
a

dozen times, and then they turned out to be beautiful. They nmust have been
from

her hope chest, and they had enbroidered initials, bM."

"Z and M for what?"
"l don't renenber
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"Think, Meg. Let me try to kythe it."

Agai n she closed her eyes and tried to relax. It was as though too nuch
conscious intensity of thinking made her brain rigid and closed, and if she
breathed slowy and deeply it opened up, and nenories and thoughts were freed
to

cone to her consciousness where she could share themw th Charles \Wall ace.
"The M" she said slowy. "I think it's Maddox."

"Maddox. It's trying to tell me sonething, Maddox, but |'mnot sure what. Mg
I

want you to tell nme everything about her you possibly can.™”

"l don't know much."

"Meg-" The pupils of his eyes enlarged so that the iris was only a pale blue
ring. "Somehow or other she's got sonmething to do with Branzillo."
"That's-that's-"

"-absurd. That's what the twins would say. And it is. But she came tonight of
all nights, when she's never been willing to cone before. And you heard her
say

that she didn't want to come but she felt inpelled to. And then she began to
renenber a rune she hadn't thought of since she was a child, and she told ne
to

use it to stop Branzillo."

"And she said we thought she was crackers.”

"But she isn't. Modther and Fat her know that. And nobody can accuse them of
bei ng

dimvi tted daydreanmers. What does the Z stand for?"

Agai n Meg shook her head. "I don't know. | don't even renenber if | asked,

t hough I think I must have."

"Branwen Maddox. Branwen Z. Maddox." He rubbed
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his fingers over his forehead. "Maddox. There's a clue there."

The kitten yawned and went brrtt as though they were disturbing it. Mg
reached

out and gently knuckled its hard little head and then scratched the soft fur
under the chin until it started to purr again and slowy closed its eyes.
"Maddox-it's in a song, or a ballad, about two brothers fighting, like Childe
Harol d maybe. Or maybe a narrative poem" He buried his head in his hands.
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can't | renmenber!" he demanded in frustration

"I's it that inportant?"

"Yes! | don't know why, but it is. Maddox-fighting his brother and angering
t he

gods . "

"But, Charles-what does sone old story have to do w th anythi ng?"
"It's a clue. But | can't get enough ... Is it very cold out?"
Meg | ooked surprised. "I don't think so. Why?"

Charl es Wl l ace gazed out the wi ndow. "The snow hasn't nelted, but there
isn't

much wind. And | need to listen."

"The best listening place is the star-watching rock."

He nodded thoughtfully. The large, flattish glacial rock left over fromthe
tine

when oceans of ice had pushed across the I and, and which the fanmly called

t he

star-wat chi ng rock because it gave thema conpl ete and unobstructed vi ew of
t he

sky, was indeed a good place to listen. Wien they lay on it to watch the
stars

t hey | ooked straight across the valleys to the hills. Behind the
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rock was a small woods. There was no sight of civilization, and little sound.
Cccasionally they heard the roar of a truck far away on the hi ghway, or a

pl ane

tracking across the sky. But nostly it was quiet enough so that all they
hear d

was the natural nusic of the seasons. Sonetinmes in the spring Meg thought she
could hear the grass grow. In the autum the tree toads sang back and forth
as

t hough they couldn't bear to let the joys of sunmer pass. In the wi nter when
t he

tenmperature dropped swiftly she was sonetinmes startled by the sound of ice
freezing with a sharp cracking noise like a rifle retort. This Thanksgi vi ng
ni ght-if nothing nore unusual or horrible happened-would be quiet. It was too
late in the year for tree toads and | ocusts and crickets. They m ght hear a
few

tired | eaves sighing wearily fromtheir branches, or the swoosh of the tal
grasses parting as a small nocturnal animal made its way through the night.
Charles Wallace said, "Good idea. I'lIl go."

"Il go with you."

"No. Stay here.”

" But - "

"You know Dr. Louise was afraid you were going to get pneunonia |ast week
when

you had that bad chest cold. You mustn't risk getting cold again, for the
baby' s

sake. "

"Al'l right, Charles, but, oh-"

"Meg," he said gently. "Sonething's blocking nme, and | need to get unbl ocked
I

have to be alone. But 1'll need you to kythe with ne."

She | ooked troubled. "I'mout of practice-" Kything
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was being able to be with someone el se, no matter how far away they m ght be,
was talking in a | anguage that was deeper than words. Charles \Wal |l ace was
born

with this gift; slowly she becane able to read the thoughts he sent her, to
know



what he wanted her to know. Kything went far beyond ordinary ESP, and while
it

cane to Charles Wallace as naturally as breathing, for Meg it took intense
concentration. Charles Wallace and Calvin were the only two people with whom
she

was able to give and receive this |anguage that went far beyond words.
Charles Wallace assured her. "It's like swimm ng, or riding a bike. Once you
| earn, you never forget."

"I knowbut I want to go with you." She tried to hold back the thought, -To
protect you.

"Meg." His voice was urgent. "lI'mgoing to need you, but I'mgoing to need
you

here, to kythe with nme, all the way."

"Al'l the way where?"

H s face was white and strained. "I don't know yet. | have a feeling it wll
be

a long way, and yet what has to be done has to be done quickly."

"Why you?"

"It may not be ne. We're not certain. But it has to be sonebody."

-If it's not sonebody, Meg thought, -then the world, at |east the world as we
knowit, is likely to cone to an end.

She reached out and gave her little brother a hug and a kiss. "Peace go with
you. "
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She turned out the light and lay down to wait until she heard himin her

m nd

The kitten stretched and yawned and slept, and its very indifference was a
confort. Then the sharp sound of a dog barking made her sit up

The barki ng continued, sharp and demandi ng, very nuch |ike Fortinbras when he
was asking for attention. She turned on the Iight. The barking stopped.

Si | ence.

Why had it stopped?

She got out of bed and hurriedly slipped into a robe and slippers and went
downstairs, forgetting the seventh step, which groaned loudly. In the kitchen
she saw her parents and Charles Wallace all stroking a | arge, nondescript dog.
Ms. Murry | ooked with no surprise at Meg. "I think our dog has found us."

M. Mirry pulled gently at the dog's upright ear; the other drooped. "She's a
"yaller dog' in |ooks, but she appears to be gentle and intelligent."

"No collar or anything," Charles Wallace said. "She's hungry, but not overly
thin."

"WIl you fix her sone food, Meg?" Ms. Miurry asked. "There's still some in

t he

pantry left over from Fortinbras.”

As Meg stirred up a bowl of food she thought, -W're all acting as though
this

dog is going to be with us for a long tine.

It wasn't the com ng of the dog that was strange, or their casual acceptance
of

it. Fortinbras had cone to themin the same way, sinply appearing at the
door,

an
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overgrown puppy. It was the very ordinariness of it which nmade tears prickle
briefly agai nst her |ashes.

"What are we going to call her?" Ms. Mirry asked.

Charl es Wallace spoke calmy. "Her nane is Ananda."

Meg | ooked at him but he only smled slightly. She put the food down and the
dog ate hungrily, but tidily.

"Ananda," Ms. Mirry said thoughtfully. "That rings some kind of bell."

"It's Sanskrit," Charles Wall ace said.



Meg asked, "Does it nean anyt hi ng?"

"That joy in existence without which the universe will fall apart and
col | apse. "

"That's a nmighty big nane for one dog to carry,"” Ms. Mirry said.

"She's a large dog, and it's her name," Charles \Wall ace responded.

When Ananda had finished eating, licking Fortinbras's old bow till it was
cl ean, she went over to Meg, tail wagging, and held up one paw. Meg took it;
t he

pads felt roughly |eathery and cool. "You're beautiful, Ananda."

"She's hardly that," M. Mrry said, smling, "but she certainly knows how to
make herself at hone."

The kettle began to sing. "I'mmaking tea against the cold.” Ms. Mirry

t ur ned

of f the burner and filled the waiting pot. "Then we'd better go to bed. It's
very late."

"Mt her," Meg asked, "do you know what Ms. O Keefe's first name is? Is it
Br anwen?"

"I think so, though I doubt if I'lIl ever feel free to call her that." She
pl aced

a steaming cup in front of Meg.
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"You renenber the sheets she gave us?"

"Yes, superb old linen sheets.™

"Wth initials. Alarge Min the mddle, with a smaller b and z on either
si de.

Do you know what the Z stands for?"

"Zoe or Zillah or sonething unusual |ike that. Why?"

Meg answered with anot her question. "Does the name Branwen nean anythi ng?
It's

sort of odd."

"It's a common enough Irish name. | think the first Branwen was a queen in
I rel and, though she cane from Engl and. Perhaps she was a Pict, |I'mnot sure."
"When?" Charles Wallace asked.

"I don't know exactly. Long ago."

"More than two thousand years?"

"Maybe three thousand. Wy?"

Charles Wallace poured nmilk into his tea and studied the cloudy liquid. "It
j ust
m ght be inportant. After all, it's Mom O Keefe's nane."

"She was born right here in the village, wasn't she?" Meg asked.

Her father replied, "There' ve been Maddoxes here as far back as anybody
renenbers. She's the last of the name, but they were an inportant famly in
t he

ei ghteenth and ni neteenth centuries. They've known hard tines since then."
"What happened?" Charles Wl lace pursued.

M. Mirry shook his head. "I keep thinking that one of these years your
not her

or I'll have tine to do research into the early years of the village. Qur
roots

are here, too, buried somewhere in the past. | inherited this
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house froma great-aunt | hardly knew, just at the tine we were nmaking up our
mnds to | eave the pressures of the city and continue our research in peace
and

qui et- and getting the house swing t he bal ance."

"As for time for other interests"-Ms. Mirry sounded rueful -"we don't have
any

nore time than we did in the city. But at |east here the pressure to work is
our

own, and not imnposed on us."



"This Branwen-" Charles Wall ace persisted, "was she an inportant queen?"
Ms. Miurry raised her fine brows. "Wiy this sudden and intense interest?"
"Branwen Maddox O Keefe was extraordinarily interesting this evening."

Ms. Mirry sipped her tea. "I haven't thought about the nythol ogies of the
British Isles since you all grewtoo old for reading aloud at bedtinme. |
suspect

Branwen nust have been inportant or | wouldn't remenber her at all. Sorry not
to

be able to tell you nore. |I've been thinking nore about cellul ar biol ogy than

nmyt hol ogy these | ast few years."

Charles Wallace finished his tea and put the cup in the sink. "All right if |
go

for a wal k?"

"I'd rather not," his father said. "It's late."

"Pl ease, Father, | need to listen." He sounded and | ooked very young.

"Can't you listen here?"

"Too many distractions, too nmany people's thoughts in the way .
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"Can't it wait?"

Charl es Wallace | ooked at his father w thout answering.

M. Mirry sighed. "None of us takes Ms. O Keefe and all that happened this
evening lightly, but you've always tended to take too rmuch on yoursel f."

The boy's voice strained. "This time I'mnot taking it on nyself. Ms.

O Keefe

put it on me."

H s father |ooked at himgravely, then nodded. "Where are you goi ng?"

"Not far. Just to the star-watching rock."

M. Mirry rinsed his teacup, rinsed it, and rinsed it again. "You're still a
child."

"I"'mfifteen. And there's nothing to hurt ne between hone and the

st ar - wat chi ng

rock."

"Al'l right. Don't stay long."

"No | onger than necessary."

"Take Ananda with you."

"I need to be alone. Please, Father."

M. Mirry took off his glasses, |ooked at his son through them at a distance,
put themon again. "Al right, Charles."

Meg | ooked at her nother and guessed that she was hol ding back fromtelling
her

youngest child not to forget to put on boots and a warm jacket.

Charles Vallace snmiled toward their nother. "I1'lIl wear the blue anorak Cal vin
brought me from Norway." He turned the last of his smle to his sister, then
went into the pantry, shutting the kitchen door firmy behind him
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"Time for the rest of us to go to bed," Ms. Mirry said. "You particularly,
Meg.

You don't want to catch nore cold.”

"I'I'l take Ananda with ne."

Her father objected. "W don't even know if she's housebroken."

"She ate like a well-trained dog."

"It's up to you, then."

Meg did not know why she felt such relief at the coming of the big yell ow
dog.

After all, Ananda could not be her dog. Wen Calvin returned from London they
woul d go back to their rented apartnent, where pets were not allowed, and
Ananda

would remain with the Murrys. But that was all right; Ananda, she felt, was
needed.

The dog foll owed Meg upstairs as though she'd been with the Murrys all her



life,

trotted through the cluttered attic and into Meg's room The kitten was

asl eep

on the bed, and the big dog sniffed the small puff of fur, tail wagging in an
ecstasy of friendliness. Her tail was large and long, with a smattering of
gol den feathers, which m ght possibly indicate some kind of setter or

Labr ador

bl ood in her genetic pattern, the kind of tail which could create as nuch
havoc

in a china shop as a bull. The kitten opened its eyes, gave a small,

di sinterested hiss, and went back to sleep. Wth one | eap, Ananda | anded on

t he

bed, thunping heavily and happily with her mghty tail. The kitten rose and
stal ked to the pill ow.

As she had so often said to Fortinbras, Meg announced, "Sleeping on the bed
isn't allowed." Ananda's anber
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eyes | ooked at her inploringly and she whined softly. "Well-only up here.
Never

downstairs. If you want to be part of this household you'll have to
under st and

that."

Ananda t hunped; light fromthe student |lanp glinted agai nst her eyes, turning
themto gold. Her coat shone with a healthy gl ow

"Make way for me." Meg clinbed back into bed. "Now, Ananda"-she was taking
confort in reverting to her child' s habit of talking out loud to the famly
animals -"what we're going to do is listen, very intently, for Charles
vl | ace.

You have to help ne kythe, or you'll have to get off the bed." She rubbed her
hand over Ananda's coat, which snelled of ferns and noss and autumm berries,
and

felt a warmand gentle tingling, which vibrated through her hand and up her
arm

Into her mnd' s eye cane a clear imge of Charles Wllace wal ki ng across what
had once been the twi ns' vegetabl e garden, but which was now a small grove of
young Christmas trees, a project they could care for during vacations. Their
magni fi cent veget abl e garden had been pl owed under when they went to coll ege.
Meg missed it, but she knew that both her parents were much too busy to tend
to

nore than a snmall patch of lettuce and tomatoes.

Charl es Wallace continued to walk along the famliar route.

Hand resting on Ananda, the tingling warnth fl ow ng back and forth between

t hem

Meg foll owed her brother's steps. Wen he reached the open space where the
star-
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wat chi ng rock was, Ananda's breathing qui ckened; Meg could feel the rise and
fall of the big dog's rib cage under her hand.

There was no noon, but starlight touched the winter grasses with silver. The
woods behind the rock were a dark shadow. Charles \Wallace | ooked across the
val l ey, across the dark ridge of pines, to the shadows of the hills beyond.
Then

he threw back his head and call ed,

"In this fateful hour | call on all Heaven with its power!"

The brilliance of the stars increased. Charles Wllace continued to gaze
upwar d.

He focused on one star which throbbed with peculiar intensity. A beam of
l'i ght

as strong as a | adder but clear as water flowed between the star and Charles
Wal l ace, and it was inpossible to tell whether the light came fromthe



pi erci ng
silver-blue of the star or the Iight blue eyes of the boy. The beam becane
stronger and firmer and then all the light resolved itself in a flash of

radi ance beside the boy. Slowy the radiance took on form wuntil it had
enfleshed itself into the body of a great white beast with fl ow ng mane and
tail. Fromits forehead sprang a silver horn which contained the residue of
t he

light. It was a creature of utter and absol ute perfection

The boy put his hand against the great white flanks, which heaved as though
t he

creature had been racing. He could feel the warm bl ood coursing through the
veins as the light had coursed between star and boy. "Are you real ?" he asked
in

a wonderi ng voi ce.
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The creature gave a silver neigh which translated itself into the boy's mnd
as

"I amnot real. And yet in a sense | amthat which is the only reality."
"Why have you conme?" The boy's own breath was rapid, not so nuch with
apprehension as with excitenment and anticipation

"You called on ne."

"The rune-" Charles Wall ace whi spered. He | ooked with | oving appreciation at
t he

gl orious creature standing beside himon the star-watching rock. One

si | ver-shod

hoof pawed lightly, and the rock rang with clarion sound. "A unicorn. A rea
uni corn. "

"That is what you call nme. Yes."

"What are you, really?"

"What are you, really?" the unicorn countered. "You called me, and because
there

is great need, | am here."

"You know the need?"

"I have seen it in your nmind."

"How is it that you speak ny | anguage?"

The uni corn nei ghed agai n, the sound translucent as silver bubbles. "I do not.
I

speak the ancient harnony."

"Then howis it that | understand?"

"You are very young, but you belong to the Od Misic."

"Do you know ny nanme?"

"Here, in this Wen and Were, you are called Charles Wallace. It is a brave
name. It will do."

Charles Wallace stretched up on tiptoe to reach his arnms about the beautifu
beast's neck. "What am| to call you?"
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"You may call me Gaudior." The words dropped on the rock like small bells.
Charl es Wallace | ooked thoughtfully at the radiance of the horn. "Gaudi or
That's Latin for nmore joyful."

The uni corn nei ghed in acqui escence.
"That joy in existence w thout which .
Gaudi or struck his hoof lightly on the rock, with the sound of a silver
trunpet.

"Do not push your understanding too far."

"But |I'm not wrong about Gaudi or?"

"In a sense, yes; in a sense, no."

"You're real and you're not real; I"'mwong and I'mright."

"What is real?" Gaudior's voice was as crystal as the horn

"What am | supposed to do, now that |'ve called on all Heaven with its power
and



you' ve come?"

Gaudi or nei ghed. "Heaven may have sent ne, but ny powers are closely defined
and

narromy limted. And |'ve never been sent to your planet before. It's

consi dered a hardshi p assignment." He | ooked down in apol ogy.

Charl es Vall ace studied the snowdusted rock at his feet. "W haven't done
al |

that well by our planet, have we?"

"There are many who would like to |l et you wi pe yoursel ves out, except it
woul d

af fect us all; who knows what m ght happen? And as long as there are even a
few

who belong to the Add Misic, you are still our brothers and sisters.™
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Charl es Wall ace stroked Gaudior's long, aristocratic nose. "Wat should | do,
t hen?"

"We're in it together." Gaudior knelt delicately and indicated that Charles
Wal |l ace was to clinmb up onto his back. Even with the unicorn kneeling, it was
with difficulty that the boy clanbered up and sat astride, up toward the

gr eat

neck, so that he could hold on to the silver mane. He pressed his feet in
their

rubber boots as tightly as he could against the unicorn's flanks.

Gaudi or asked, "Have you ridden the w nd before?"

" T

No.

"W have to be careful of Echthroi," Gaudior warned. "They try to ride the

wi nd

and throw us off course."

"Echthroi-" Charles Wallace's eyes cl ouded. "That neans the eneny."
"Echthroi," Gaudi or repeated. "The ancient eneny. He who distorted the
har nony,

and who has gathered an arny of destroyers. They are everywhere in the

uni verse."

Charles Wallace felt a ripple of cold nove along his spine.

"Hold my mane," the unicorn advised. "There's always the possibility of
encountering an Echthros, and if we do, it'll try to unseat you."

Charl es Wall ace's knuckl es whitened as he clutched the heavy mane. The

uni corn

began to run, skinmm ng over the tops of the grasses, up, over the hills,
flinging hinself onto the wind and riding with it, up, up, over the stars
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In her attic bedroom Meg regarded Ananda, who thunped her massive tail in a
friendly manner. "Wat's this about?" Meg denanded.

Ananda nerely thudded agai n, waking the kitten, who gave a halfhearted brrtt
and

stal ked across the pillow

Meg | ooked at her battered al armcl ock, which stood in its famliar place on
t he

bookcase. The hands did not seemto have noved. "Watever's going on, | don't
under stand. "

Ananda whi ned softly, an ordinary whine comng froman ordi nary dog of

guesti onabl e antecedents, a nongrel like many in the village.
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"Gaudi or," Meg nurnured. "More joyful. That's a good nane for a unicorn
Gaudi or, Ananda: that joy w thout which the universe will fall apart and

coll apse. Has the world lost its joy? Is that why we're in such a ness?" She
st roked Ananda thoughtfully, then held up the hand whi ch had been pressing
agai nst the dog's flank. It glowed with radiant warnth. "I told Charles



vl | ace

I"mout of practice in kything. Maybe |'ve been settling for the grownup
wor | d.

How di d you know we needed you, Ananda? And when | touch you | can kythe even
nore deeply than |'ve ever done before."” She put her hand back on the
confortable flank and cl osed her eyes, shivering with the strain of
concentrati on.

She saw neither Charles Wallace nor the unicorn. She saw neither the fanmliar
earth with the star-watching rock, the woods, the hills, nor the night sky
with

its countless gal axi es. She saw not hing. Nothing. There was no wind to ride
or

be bl own by.

Not hi ng was. She was not. There was no dark. There was no light. No sight nor
sound nor touch nor snell nor taste. No sl eeping nor waking. No dream ng, no
knowi ng.

Not hi ng

And then a surge of joy.

Al'l senses alive and awake and filled with joy.

Dar kness was, and darkness was good. As was |ight.

Li ght and darkness danci ng together, born together, born of each other
nei t her

precedi ng, neither follow ng, both fully being, in joyful rhythm
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The norning stars sang together and the anci ent harnmonies were new and it was
good. It was very good.

And then a dazzling star turned its back on the dark, and it swall owed the
dar k,

and in swallowing the dark it becane the dark, and there was sonethi ng w ong
with the dark, as there was sonething wong with the light. And it was not
good.

The glory of the harnony was broken by screeching, by hissing, by |aughter
whi ch

hel d no nerrinent but was hideous, horrendous cacophony.

Wth a strange certainty Meg knew that she was experienci ng what Charl es
vl | ace

was experienci ng. She saw neither Charles Wallace nor the unicorn, but she
knew

t hrough Charles Wallace's know ng.

The breaking of the harnmony was pain, was brutal anguish, but the harnony
kept

ri sing above the pain, and the joy would pulse with light, and light and dark
once nmore knew each other, and were part of the joy.

Stars and gal axi es rushed by, came closer, closer, until many gal axi es were
one

gal axy, one gal axy was one sol ar system one solar systemwas one pl anet.
There

was no telling which planet, for it was still being formed. Steam boiled
upwar d

fromits nolten surface. Nothing could live in this prinordial caldron

Then came the riders of the wind when all the riders sang the ancient

har moni es

and the melody was still new, and the gentle breezes cool ed the burning. And
t he

boiling, hissing, flanm ng, steaming, turned to rain, aeons of rain, clouds
enptyi ng thenselves in continuing torrents of rain which covered the planet
with

heal i ng darkness,
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until the clouds were nearly enptied and a dimlight came through their veils



and touched the water of the ocean so that it gleaned palely, like a great
pear |

Land energed fromthe seas, and on the | and green began to spread. Small
green

shoots rose to becone great trees, ferns taller than the tallest oaks. The
air

was fresh and snelled of rain and sun, of green of tree and plant, blue of
sky.

The air grew heavy with noi sture. The sun burned |ike brass behind a thick
gauze

of cloud. Heat shimmered on the horizon. A towering fern was pushed asi de by
a

smal | greeni sh head on a long, thick neck, energing froma massive body. The
neck swayed sinuously while the little eyes peered about.

Cl ouds covered the sun. The tropical breeze hei ghtened, becane a cold w nd.
The

ferns drooped and w thered. The dinosaurs struggled to nove away fromthe
col d,

dying as their lungs collapsed fromthe radi cal change in tenperature. Ice
noved

i nexorably across the land. A great white bear padded al ong, snuffling,

| ooki ng

for food.

Ice and snow and then rain again and at |ast sunlight breaking through the
cl ouds, and green again, green of grass and trees, blue of sky by day,
sparkl e

of stars by night.

Uni corn and boy were in a gentle, green glade, surrounded by trees.

"Where are we?" Charles Wallace asked. "We're here,"” the unicorn replied

i mpatiently.
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" Her e?"

Gaudi or snorted. "Don't you recognize it?"

Charl es Wall ace | ooked around at the unfamliar |andscape. Tree ferns spread
their fronds skyward as though drinking blue. Gther trees appeared to be
lifting

their branches to catch the breeze. The boy turned to Gaudior. "Il've never
been

here before.”

Gaudi or shook his head in puzzlement. "But it's your own Where, even if it's
not

your own \Wen."

"My own what ?"

"Your own Where. Where you stood and called on all Heaven with its power and
I

was sent to you."

Agai n Charles Wall ace scanned the unfaniliar |andscape and shook his head.
"It's a very different Wen," Gaudior conceded. "You' re not accustoned to
novi ng

t hrough tine?"

"I'"ve nmoved through fifteen years' worth of tine."

"But only in one direction."

"Ch-" Understanding came to the boy. "This isn't ny time, is it? Do you mean
that Where we are now is the same place as the star-watching rock and the
woods

and the house, but it's a different tinme?"

"For unicorns it is easier to nove about in time than in space. Until we

| earn

nore what we are neant to do, | amnore confortable if we stay in the sane
Waere. "



"You know Where we are, then? | mean-Wen we arc? Is it tine gone, or tine to
be?"

"It is, | think, what you would call Once Upon a Time and Long Ago."

"So we're not in the present."”
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"OfF course we are. Wienever we are is present.”

"We're not in nmy present. We're not Wen we were when you cane to ne."

"When | was called to you," Gaudi or corrected. "And Wien is not what matters.
It's what happens in the Wien that matters. Are you ready to go?"

"But-didn't you say we're right here? Wiere the star-watching rock was-I
nmean,

will be?"

"That's what | said." Gaudior's hoof pawed the |ush green of the young grass.
"I'f you are to acconplish what you have been asked to acconplish, you will
have

to travel in and out."

"I n and out of tine?"

"Time, yes. And people."

Charl es Vallace |ooked at himin startlenment. "Wat?"

"You have been called to find a M ght-Have-Been, and in order to do this, you
will have to be sent Wthin."

"Wthin-Wthin someone else? . . . But | don't know

rt"

it 1 can.

"Why not?" Gaudi or demanded.

"But-if I go Wthin sonmeone el se-what happens to ny own body?"

"It will be taken care of."

"WIl | get it back?"

"I'f all goes well."

"And if all does not go well?"

"Let us hold firmy to all going well."

Charl es Wall ace wapped his arms about hinmself as though for warnmh. "And you
wonder that |'mfrightened?"
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"OfF course you're frightened. |I'mfrightened, too."

"Gaudior, it's a very scary thing just to be told casually that you' re going
to

be inside soneone el se's body. What happens to ne?"

"I"'mnot entirely sure. But you don't get lost. You stay you. If all goes
well."

"But |'m soneone el se, too?"

"I'f you're open enough."

"I'f I"'min another body, do | have to be strong enough for both of us?"

"Perhaps," CGaudior pointed out, "your host will be the stronger of the two.
Are
you willing?"

"I don't know . He seened to hear Meg warning himthat it was al ways

di sastrous when he decided that he was capabl e of taking on, singlehanded,
nor e

t han anyone shoul d take on

"I't would appear,” CGaudior said, "that you have been called. And the calling
is

never random it is always according to the purpose.™

"What purpose?"

Gaudi or ignored him "It appears that you are gifted in going Wthin."

"But |'ve never-"

"Are you not able to go Wthin your sister?"

"When we kythe, then, yes, a little. But | don't literally go Wthin Mg, or
become Meg. | stay ne."

"Do you?"



Charl es Wallace pondered this. "Wen |I'mkything with Meg, I'mwholly aware
of

her. And when she kythes with me, then she's nore aware of nme than she is of
her -
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self. | guess kything is sonething |like your going Wthin -that makes it sound
a

little less scary.”

Gaudi or twitched his beard. "Now you have been called to go Wthin in the
deepest way of all. And | have been called to help you." The light in his
horn

pul sed and di nred. "You saw t he beginning."

"Yes."

"And you saw how a destroyer, al nost since the beginning, has tried to break
t he

anci ent har noni es?"

"Where did the destroyer cone fron®?"

"From the good, of course. The Echthros wanted all the glory for itself, and
when that happens the good becomes not good; and others have foll owed that
first

Echt hros. Wherever the Echthroi go, the shadows follow, and try to ride the
wi nd. There are places where no one has ever heard the anci ent harnoni es. But
there is always a nonent when there is a M ght-Have-Been. What we nust do is
find the M ght-Have-Beens which have led to this particular evil. | have seen
many M ght - Have-Beens. |f such and such had been chosen, then this would not
have followed. If so and so had been done, then the light would partner the
dar k

i nstead of being snuffed out. It is possible that you can nove into the
nonent

of a M ght-Have-Been and change it."

Charles Wallace's fingers tightened in the silver nmane. "I know | can't avert
di saster just because Ms. O Keefe told nme to. | may be arrogant, but not

t hat

arrogant. But mny sister is having a baby, and | can be strong enough to

at t enpt

to avert disaster for her sake. And Ms. O Keefe gave nme the rune . . ." He

| ooked around hi m
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at the fresh green world. Although he was still wearing boots and the warm

Nor wegi an anor ak, he was not unconfortable. Suddenly song surrounded him and
a

flock of golden birds settled in the trees. "Wen are we, then? How | ong ago?"
"Long. | took us all the way back before this planet's M ght-Have-Beens,

bef ore

peopl e came and quarreled and learned to kill."

"How did we get to here-to |long ago?" "On the wind. The wi nd bl ows where it

will.” "WII it take us \Were-Wen-you want us to go?" The light of the
unicorn's horn pulsed, and the light in the horn, holding the blue of the
sky,

was reflected in Charles Wallace's eyes. "Before the harnonies were broken
uni corns and wi nds danced together with joy and no fear. Now there are
Echt hr oi

who are greedy for the wind, as for all else, so there are times when they
ride

the wind and turn it into a tornado, and you had better be grateful we didn't
ride one of those-it's always a risk. But we did cone to Wien | wanted, to
gi ve

us a little time to catch our breaths.”

The gol den birds fluttered about them and then the sky was filled with a
cl oud



of butterflies which joined the birds in patterned flight. In the grass
little

jewel ed lizards darted.

"Here the wind has not been troubled,"” Gaudior said. "Come. This glinpse is
al |

| can give you of this golden tine."

"Must we | eave so soon?" "The need is urgent."

57 57

Yes, the need was indeed urgent. Charles Wallace | ooked up at the unicorn
"Where do we go now?"

Gaudi or pawed the lush green inmpatiently. "Not \Were; can you not get that

t hrough your human skull ? Wen. Until we know nore than we know now, we will
stay right here in your own Were. There is sonething to be | earned here, and
we

have to find out what."

"You don't know?"

"I ama mere unicorn." Gaudi or dropped his silver |ashes nodestly. "All

know

is that there is something inmportant to the future right here in this place
where you watch stars. But whatever it was did not happen until the ancient
nmusi ¢ of the spheres was distorted. So now we go to a Wen of people.”

"Do you know when that When is?"

The light in Gaudior's horn dinmred and flickered, which Charles Wall ace was
begi nning to recogni ze as a sign that the unicorn was troubled or uncertain.
"A

far Wien. We can ride this wind without fear, for here the ancient harnonies
are

still unbroken. But it may roughen if the When we enter is a di ssonant one.
Hol d

on tight. I will be taking you Wthin."

"Wthin-who am| going Wthin?" Charles Wallace twi ned the mane through his
fingers.

"I will ask the wind."

"You don't know?"
"Questions, questions.'
of

conputer. Only nachi nes have glib answers for everything." The light in the
horn

Gaudi or stonped one silver hoof. "I am not some kind

pul sed with brilliance; sparks flew from Gaudi or's hoofs,
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and they were off and up. The snooth flanks became fluid, and slowy great
Wi ngs

l[ifted and noved with the wind.

The boy felt the wi nd swoop under and about them Riding the unicorn, riding
t he

wi nd, he felt wholly in freedomand joy; w nd, unicorn, boy, merged into a
single sw ftness.

Stars, galaxies, circled in cosmc pattern, and the joy of unity was greater
than any disorder within.

And then, alnost without transition, they were in a place of rocks and trees
and

hi gh grasses and a | arge | ake. What woul d, many centuries |ater, becone the
star-wat ching rock was a small mountain of stone. The woods behind the rock
was

a forest of towering fern trees and gi ant unbrageous trees he did not

recogni ze.

In front of the rock, instead of the valley of Charles Wallace's Wen, there
was

a lake stretching all the way to the hills, sparkling in the sunlight.

Bet ween



the rock and the | ake were strange huts of stone and hide, half house, half
tent, form ng a crescent at the |ake's edge.

In front of and around the dwellings was activity and | aughter, men and wonen
weavi ng, making clay fromthe | ake into bow s and di shes, painting the
pottery

with vivid colors and intricate geonetrical designs. Children played at the
wat er' s edge, splashing and ski ppi ng pebbl es.

A boy sat on an outcropping of rock, whittling a spear with a sharp stone. He
was tanned and | ean, wth shin-
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ing hair the color of a blackbird s wing, and dark eyes which sparkled |ike

t he

wat er of the | ake. H s cheekbones were high, and his mouth warmand full. He
gave the making of the spear his full concentration. He | ooked across the
glinting waters of the | ake and sniffed the scent of fish. Then he turned
back

to his spear, but his sensitive nostrils quivered al nost inperceptibly as he
snelled in turn the green of grass, the blue of sky, the red blood of an

ani ma

in the forest. He did not appear to notice the unicorn standi ng behind himon
the hill of stone, or if he did, he took the beautiful creature conpletely
for

granted. Gaudior's w ngs were fol ded back into the flanks now, so that they
wer e

invisible; the light in the horn was steady.

Meg pressed her hand intently agai nst Ananda. The big dog turned her head and
licked her hand reassuringly with her warm red tongue.

Meg felt her senses assailed with an awareness she had never experienced with
such intensity before, even in chil dhood. The blue of sky was so brilliant it
dazzl ed her inner eye. Although it was cold in the attic, she could feel the
radi ant warnth of the day; her skin drank the I oveliness of sun. She had
never

before snelled rock, nor the richness of the dark earth, nor the wi ne of the
breeze, as she snelled them now

Why? How? She coul d see the unicorn, but she could not see Charles Wll ace.
Wiere was he?

Then she under st ood.

Charl es Wallace was Wthin the boy on the rock. In
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some strange way, Charles Wallace was the boy on the rock, seeing through his
eyes, hearing through his ears (never had bird song trilled with such
sparkl i ng

clarity), snmelling through his nose, and kything all that his awakened senses
recei ved.

Gaudi or nei ghed softly. "You nust be careful,"’
Charl es

Wal |l ace Murry. You nust |ose yourself as you do when you kythe with your
sister.

You nust becone your host."

"My host-"

"Harcels, of the People of the Wnd. You rmust not know nore than he knows.
Waen

you think thoughts outside his thoughts, you nmust keep themfromhim It is
best

if you do not even think them"

Charles Wallace stirred tinmdly within Harcels. How woul d he, hinself, accept
such an intrusion by another? Had he ever been so intruded?

"No," CGaudior replied, speaking only to that part of Charles \Wallace which
was

hel d back fromconplete unity with Harcels. "W do not send anyone Wthin

he warned. "You are not



unl ess

the danger is so great that-"

"That - "

The light in the horn flickered. "You know sonme of the possibilities if your
pl anet is blown up."

"A few, " Charles Wallace said starkly. "It just mght throw off the bal ance
of

things, so that the sun would burst into a supernova."

"That is one of the possibilities, yes. Everything that happens within the
created Order, no matter how small,
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has its effect. If you are angry, that anger is added to all the hate with
whi ch

the Echthroi would distort the nel ody and destroy the anci ent harnoni es. \Wen
you are |oving, that |ovingness joins the nmusic of the spheres.™

Charles Wallace felt a ripple of unease wash over him "Gaudi or-what am |
supposed to do-Wthin Harcel s?"

"You mght start by enjoying being Wthin him" Gaudi or suggested. "In this

When, the world still knows the A d Music."
"Does he see you, as | do?"
"Yes."

"He is not surprised.”

"To joy, nothing is surprising. Relax, Charles. Kythe with Harcels. Be

Har cel s.

Let yourself go." He struck one hoof against rock, drawi ng sparks, |eapt from
the rock in a great arc, and galloped into the woods.

Harcel s rose, stretched | anguorously. He, too, leapt fromthe rock with the
gravity-defying ease of a ballet dancer, |anded on the springy grass, rolled
over in merriment, sprang to his feet, and ran to the water's edge, calling
to

the children, the weavers, the potters.

At the edge of the | ake he stood very still, isolating hinself fromthe
activity

around him He pursed his |ips and whistled, a | ong sweet sumons, and then
called softly, "Finna, Finna, Finna!"

Hal fway across the | ake there was a disturbance in the water and a | arge
creature came swi mming, |eaping, flying, toward Harcels, who in turn flung
hinself into the water and swamswiftly to neet it.

Finna was akin to a dol phin, though not as |arge, and
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her skin was an iridescent blue-green. She had the gracious smle of a
dol phi n,

and the sane famliarity with sea and air. As she net Harcels she sent a
smal |

fountain of water through her bl owhole, drenching the boy, who shouted wth
| aught er.

For a few noments they westled together, and then Harcels was riding Finna,
| eapi ng through the air, holding tight as Finna dove down, down deep bel ow

t he

surface, gasping as she flashed again up into the sunlight, sending spray in
every direction.

It was sheer joy.

What Charles Wallace had known in occasional flashes of beauty was Harcels's
way

of life.

In the attic bedroom Meg kept her hand on Ananda. A shudder noved |ike a wave
over them both. "Ch, Ananda," Meg said, "why couldn't it have stayed that
way?

What happened?"

-Wien? Charl es Wall ace wondered. -Wen are we?



For Harcels, all Wens were Now. There was yesterday, which was gone, which
was

only a dream There was tonorrow, which was a vision not unlike today. When
was

al ways Now, for there was little | ooking either backward or forward in this
young worl d. If Now was good, yesterday, though a pl easurable dream was not
necessary. |If Now was good, tomorrow would likely continue to be so.

The People of the Wnd were gentle and harnoni ous. On the rare occasi ons when
there was a difference of
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opinion, it was medi ated by the Harnoni zer, and his judgnent was al ways
accepted. Fish were caught, flesh shot with bow and arrow, never nore than
needed. Each person in the tribe knew what he was born to do, and no gift was
consi dered greater or less than another. The Harnoni zer held a position no
nor e

lofty than the youngest cook just learning to build a fire or clean a fish.
One day a wild boar of nonstrous size chased a small party of hunters, and

t he

smal | est and sl owest anong them was gored in the side. Harcels hel ped carry
hi m

hone, and knelt all through the night with the Heal er, bringing fresh coo
noss

to lay against the fevered wound, singing the prayers of healing as each star
nmoved in its own ordai ned dance across the sky.

In the nmorning there was great rejoicing, for not only was the fiery wound
cooling but it was recognized that Harcels had found his gift and woul d be
apprenticed to the Heal er, and when the Healer went to dwell with those who
nove

anong the stars, Harcels would take his place.

The nel ody was cl ear and pure. The harnony was un-distorted. Tine was stil
young and the sun was bright by day and noved wi thout fear to rest in the
realm

of distant stars by night.

Harcel s had many friends anmong his people, but his heart's conpani ons were
beasts: Finna, and Eyrn, a great bird sonething between an eagle and a gi ant
gull, and Il arge enough for Harcels to ride. Eyrn's feathers were white,

ti pped

with rose, shading to purple. She was crowned with a tuft of rosy feathers,
and

her eyes were
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ruby. Wth Harcels firmy astride she would fly high, high, higher, until the
air was thin and the boy gasped for breath. She flew far and high, so that he
could see the dwellings of distant tribes, could see the ocean that
stretched,

it seemed, across all the rest of the world.

Harcel s asked the Teller of Tales about the other tribes.

"Leave thembe," the Teller of Tales said in the sharpest voice he had ever
been

heard to use.

"But it might be fun to know them They mi ght have things to teach us."
"Harcels," the Teller of Tales said, "I, too, have ridden a creature |ike
your

Eyrn, and | have had ny steed descend in a hidden place, that | mght watch
unseen. | saw a nman kill a man."

"But why? Why ever would one nman kill another?"

The Teller of Tales |ooked long into the clear eyes of the boy. "Let us hope
you

wi Il never have to know "

It was easy for Charles Wallace to live Wthin Harcels, in the brightness of



t he

young sun, where darkness was the friend of light. One day when Harcels was
astride Eyrn, they flew over a cluster of dwellings and the boy started to
ask

Eyrn to descend, but Charles Wallace gently drew his thoughts to the pl easure
of

flight as Eyrn threw hinmself upon a stream of wind and glided with the nerest
nmoti on of wings. Charles Wallace was not certain that this small interference
was perm ssible; he knew only that if Harcels | earned the ways of the tribes
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who knew how to kill, his joy would vani sh with his innocence.
-It was the right thing to do, Meg kythed to himfiercely. -1t has to be the
ri ght thing.

She | ooked again at the clock. The hands had barely noved. Wile the seasons
were followi ng each other in swift succession in that Gher Tine where

Charl es

Wallace lived Wthin Harcels, time was arrested in her own present noment.

Ti me

was nmoving only in that Wien in which the land so fanmliar and dear to her
was

different, where the flat star-watching rock was a hill of stone, the green
valley a lake, and the little woods a dark forest.

She sighed achingly for a tine so full of joy that it was difficult to
realize

it had once been real

Ananda whi ned and | ooked at Meg with great anxi ous eyes.

"What is it?" Meg asked in alarm She heard Gaudior's neigh, and saw a
pul si ng

of silver light, the dianmond-brilliant light which lit the unicorn's horn
Charles Wall ace was astride Gaudior's great neck, looking fromw thin his own
eyes at Harcels, Wthin whom he had known such spontaneity and joy that his
own

awar eness woul d evernore share in it. He rubbed his cheek gently against the
uni corn's silver neck. "Thank you," he whi spered.
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"Don't thank me," Gaudior snorted. "I'mnot the one to deci de whom you go
Wthin."

"Who does, then?"

"The wind."

"Does the wind tell you?"

"Not until you are Wthin. And don't expect it to be this way every tinme. |
suspect that you were sent Wthin Harcels to help get you accustoned to
Wthin-ing in the easiest way possible. And you nust |let yourself go even
nor e

deeply into your hosts if you are to recognize the right M ght-Have-Beens.'
"I'f I let nyself go, how can | recogni ze?"

"That you will have to discover for yourself. | can only tell you that this
is

how it works."

"Am | to be sent Wthin again now?"

"Yes."

"I"'mnot as afraid as | was, but, Gaudior, I'mstill afraid."

"That's all right," Gaudior said.

"And if | let nore of nyself go, how can | kythe properly with Meg?"

"I'f you're meant to, you will."

"I"mgoing to need her "

" \Npy 2"

"I don't know. | just know that | am"

Gaudi or blew three iridescent bubbles. "Hold tight, tight, tight. W're off
on



the wind, and there may be Echthroi this time who will try to take you from
ny

back and throw you off the rimof the world."
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The great unicorn flung hinmself into the wind and they were soaring anmong the
stars, part of the dance, part of the harnony. As each flam ng sun turned on
its

axis, a singing cane fromthe friction in the way a finger nmoved around the
rim

of a crystal goblet will make a singing, and the song varies in pitch and
tone

fromglass to glass. But this song was exquisite as no song fromcrystal or
wood

or brass can be. The bl endi ng of nel ody and harnony was so perfect that it

al nost nade Charles Wall ace relax his hold on the unicorn's nane.

"No!" Meg cried aloud. "Hold on, Charles! Don't let go!"
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A blast of icy cold cut across the beauty of the flight, a cold which carried
a

stench of death and decay.

Ret chi ng, Charles Wallace buried his face in Gaudior's mane, his fingers
clenching the silver strands as the Ech-throid wind tried to drag himfrom

t he

uni corn's back. The stench was so abomi nable that it would have nmade him

| oosen

his grasp had not the pungent scent of Gaudior's living flesh saved him as he
pressed his face against the silver hide, breathing the strangeness of

uni corn

sweat. Gaudior's bright wi ngs beat painfully against invisible wings of

dar kness

beating at them The unicorn neighed in anguish, his clear tones lost in the
how i ng of the tenpest.

Suddenly his hoofs struck agai nst sonething solid. He whinnied with anxiety.
"Hold on tightly, don't let go," he warned. "W've been blown into a

Proj ection.”

Charles Wallace could hardly be clutching the mane with nore intensity. "A
what ?"

"We've been blown into a Projection, a possible future, a future the Echthro
want to nake real." H's breath canme in gasping gul ps; his flanks heaved
wildly

under Charles Vallace's |egs.

The boy shivered as he renenbered those darkly flailing wings and the
nauseous

odor. Whatever the Echthroi wanted to make real would be somnething fearful
They were on a flat plain of what appeared to be solidified | ava, although it
had a faint lumnosity alien to lava. The sky was covered with flickering

pi nk

cloud. The air
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was acrid, nmaking them cough. The heat was intense and he was perspiring
profusely under the light anorak, which held in the heat |ike a furnace.
"Where are we?" he asked, wanting Gaudior to tell himthat they were not in
hi s

own VWere, that this could not possibly be the place of the star-watching
rock,

of the woods, only a few minutes' walk fromthe house.

Gaudior's words trenbled with concern. "We're still here, in your own Where,
although it is not yet a real Wen."
"WIl it be?"

"It is one of the Projections we have been sent to try to prevent. The



Echt hr oi

will do everything in their power to make it real."

A shudder shook the boy's slight frame as he | ooked around the devast at ed

| andscape. " CGaudi or-what do we do now?"

"Not hi ng. You rmustn't |oosen your hold on ny mane. They want us to do
sormet hi ng,

and anyt hing we do mi ght be what they need to nmake this Projection real."
"Can't we get away?"

The unicorn's ears flicked nervously. "It's very difficult to find a wind to
ri de when one has been blown into a Projection.”

"But what do we do?"

"There is nothing to do but wait."

"I's anybody left alive?"

"I don't know. "

Around them a sul furous wi nd began to rise. Both boy
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and uni corn were convul sed with paroxysns of coughing, but Charles Wllace
did

not | oosen his grasp. Wen the seizure was over, he dried his streani ng eyes
on

the silver mane.

When he | ooked up again, his heart lurched with horror. Waddling toward them
over the petrified earth was a nonstrous creature with a great bl otched body,
short stunps for legs, and long arms, with the hands brushi ng the ground.
What

was |l eft of the face was scabrous and suppurating. It |ooked at the unicorn
with

its one eye, turned its head as though calling behind it to someone or

somet hing, and hurried toward themas fast as its stunps would take it.

"Ch, Heavenly Powers, save us!" Gaudior's neigh streaked silver.

The angui shed cry called Charles Wall ace back to hinmself. He cried,

"Wth GaudioT in this fateful hour | call on all Heaven with its power And

t he

sun with its brightness, And the snow with its whiteness
He took a deep breath and hot air seared his lungs and again he was assail ed
by

an unquel l able fit of coughing. He buried his face in the unicorn's nane and
tried to control the spasm which shook him It was not until the racking had
nearly passed that he becane aware of sonething cool brushing his burning
face.

He rai sed his eyes and with awed gratitude he saw
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snow, pure white snow drifting down fromthe tortured sky, covering the

rui ned

earth. The nonster had stopped its ponderous approach and was staring up at
t he

sky, mouth open to catch the falling fl akes.

Wth the snow came a light wind, a cool wind. "Hold!" Gaudior cried, and

rai sed

his wings to catch the wind. H's four hoofs left the ground and he | aunched
hinself into the wind with a surge of power.

Charl es Wallace braced, trying to tighten the grip of his | egs about the
unicorn's broad neck. He could feel the wild beating of Gaudior's heart as
with

m ghty strokes he thrust along the wind through the darkness of outer space,
until suddenly they burst into a fountain of stars, and the stench and the
horror were gone.

The unicorn's breath came in great gulps of star-lit air; the wi ngs beat |ess
frantically; and they were safely riding the wind again and the song of the
stars was clear and full.



"Now, " said Gaudior, "we go."

"Where?" Charles Vall ace asked.

"Not Were," Gaudior said. "Wen."

Up, up, through the stars, up to the far reaches of the universe where the
galaxies swirled in their starry dance, weaving tine.

Exhaust ed, Charles Wallace felt his eyelids drooping.

"Do not go to sleep,” Gaudi or warned.

Charl es Wall ace | eaned over the unicorn's neck. "I"mnot sure | can help it,"
he

nmur mur ed.
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"Sing, then," Gaudior commanded. "Sing to keep yourself awake." The unicorn
opened his powerful jaws and nusic streamed out in full and magnificent

har nony.

Charl es Wallace's voice was barely changing froma pure treble to a warm

t enor.

Now it was the treble, sweet as a flute, which joined Gaudior's mghty organ
tones. He was singing a nelody he did not know, and yet the notes poured from
his throat with all the assurance of long famliarity.

They noved through the tine-spinning reaches of a far gal axy, and he realized
that the galaxy itself was part of a mighty orchestra, and each star and

pl anet

within the gal axy added its own instrunent to the nmusic of the spheres. As

| ong

as the ancient harnoni es were sung, the universe would not entirely lose its
joy.

He was hardly aware when Gaudi or's hoofs struck ground and the mnel ody di med
until it was only a pervasive beauty of background. Wth a deep sigh Gaudi or
stopped his nighty song and folded his wings into his flanks.

Meg sighed as the beauty of the nelody faded and all she heard was the soft
novenent of the wind in the bare trees. She realized that the roomwas cold,
despite the electric heater which augnmented the warmair coming up the attic
stairs fromthe radiators bel ow. She reached over Ananda to the foot of the
bed

and pull ed up her old eiderdown and wapped it around them both. A gust of

wi nd

beat at the w ndow, which always rattled unless
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secured by a fol ded piece of cardboard or a sliver of wood stuck between

wi ndow

and frane.

"Ananda, Ananda," she said softly, "the nmusic-it was nore-nore real than any
music |'ve ever heard. WIIl we hear it again?"

The wi nd dropped as suddenly as it had risen, and once again she could fee

t he

warnth coming fromthe little heater. "Ananda, he's really a very small boy .

Where is Gaudior going to take himnow? Wiomis he going to go Wthin?" She
cl osed her eyes, pressing the palmof her hand firmy against the dog.
It was the sane Wiere as the Wiere of Harcels, but there were subtle

di fferences, though it was still what Gaudior had called Once Upon a Tine and
Long Ago, so perhaps nmen still lived in peace and Charles Wallace would be in
no

danger. But no: time, though still young, was not as young as that, she felt.

The | ake | apped close to the great rock and stretched across the valley to

t he

hori zon, a larger |ake than the | ake of Harcels's time. The rock itself had
been

flattened by wind and rain and erosion, so that it |ooked |ike an enornous,
slightly tilted tabletop. The forest was dark and deep, but the trees were



fam liar, pine and hem ock and oak and el m

Dawn.

The air was pure and blue and filled with the fragrance of spring. The grass
around the rock | ooked as though it
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had been covered with a fall of fresh snow, but the snow was a narcissus-1like
flower with a spicy scent.

On the tabletop stood a young nan.

She did not see Charles Wallace. She did not see the unicorn. Only the young
man.

A young nman ol der than Charles Wallace. Harcel s had been younger. This young
man

was ol der, perhaps not as old as Sandy and Dennys, but nore than fifteen. She
saw no hint of Charles Wallace within the man, but she knew that sonehow he
was

there. As Charles Wallace had been hinself and yet had been Harcels, so
Charl es

Wal | ace was Wthin the young nman.

He had been there all night, sometines lying on his back to watch the stars
swing slowy across the sky; sonetimes with his eyes closed, as he listened
to

the [ apping of the small waves on the pale sand, the clunk-ings of frogs and
t he

hoot of a night bird, the sound of an occasional fish slipping through the
wat er. Sometines he neither heard nor saw, he did not sleep, but abandoned
hi s

senses and lay on the rock patiently opening hinself to the w nd.

Perhaps it was his gift of kything practiced with Meg that hel ped Charl es
Wal | ace slip nore and nore deeply into the being of another

Madoc, son of Owain, king of Gaynedd.

Madoc, on the dawni ng of his weddi ng day.

Meg's eyes slowy | owered; her body relaxed under the warnth of the

ei der down;

but her hand remai ned on Ananda as she slid into sleep
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Madoc!

It was for Charles Wallace as though a shuttered wi ndow had suddenly been
opened. It was not a ballad or a song he was trying to remenber, it was a
novel

about a Wl sh prince named Madoc.

He heard Gaudi or's warning neigh. "You are Wthin Madoc. Do not disturb him
with

out si de t houghts."

"But, Gaudior, Madoc was the key figure in the book- oh, why can't | renenber
nore!"

Agai n Gaudi or cut himoff. "Stop trying to think. Your job nowis to |et
yourself go into Madoc. Let go."

Let go.

It was al most |ike slipping down, deeper and deeper, into the waters of a
pool ,

deeper and deeper.

Let go.

Fall into Madoc.

Let go.

Madoc rose fromthe rock and | ooked to the east, awaiting the sunrise with
exalted anticipation. His fair skin was tanned, with a reddi shness which
showed

that he was alien to so fierce a sun. He | ooked toward the indigo |ine of
hori zon between | ake and sky, with eyes so blue that the sky paled in
conparison. Hs hair, thick and gold as a lion's mane, was nearly covered



with

an el aborate crown of early spring flowers. A lavish chain of flowers was
flung

over his neck and one shoulder. He wore a kilt of ferns.

The sky lightened, and the sun sent its fiery rays over
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the edge of the |ake, reaching up into the sky, pulling itself, dripping,
from

the waters of the night. As the sun seened to nake a great |eap out of the
dar k,

Madoc began to sing in a strong, joyful baritone.

"Lords of fire and earth and water, Lords of rain and wind and snow, When
will

cone the A d Man's daughter? Tine to cone, or |long ago? Born of friend or
bor ne

by foe?

Lords of water, earth, and fire, Lords of wi nd and snow and rain, \Were is
found

the heart's desire? Has she cone? will cone again? Born, as all life's born
ivith pain?"
When he finished, still |ooking out over the water, his song was taken up as

t hough by an echo, a strange, thin, cracked echo, and then an old nan,

dr essed

with the sanme abundance of flowers as Madoc, cane out of the forest.

Madoc bent down and hel ped the old man up onto the rock. For all the Ad
Oe's

age, his stringy-looking nuscles were strong, and though his hair was white,
hi s

dark skin had a gl ow of health.

"Lords of snow and rain and wi nd, Lords of water, fire, and earth, Do you
know

the one you send? Does it call for tears or mirth? Shall we sing for death or
bi rth?"
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When the strange duet was ended, the old nman held up his hand in a gesture of
bl essing. "It is the day, ny far-sent son."

"It is the day, ny to-be-father. Madoc, son of Owain, king of Gwnedd, will
be

Madoc, son of Reschal, AOd One of the Wnd People.™

"A year ago today, you sang the song in your delirium" Reschal said, "and it
was the child of nmy old age who found you in the forest."

"And it is mirth that is called for," the young man affirnmed, "and we shal
sing

today for birth, for the birth of the new One which zZyll and | wll becone
when

you join us together."

"On the night that Zyll was born,” the A d One said, "I dreaned of a stranger
froma distant | and, across a | ake far greater than ours-"

"From across the ocean"-the young man put his hand lightly on the A d One's
shoul der-"fromthe sea which beats upon the shores of Cynru, the sea which we
t hought went on and on until a ship wuuld fall off at the end of the world."
"The end of the world-" the old man started, but broke off, |istening.

The young man |istened, too, but heard nothing. "Is it the w nd?"

"It is not the wind." Reschal |ooked at the young man and put a gnarl ed hand
on

the richly nuscled arm "Madoc, son of Owain, king of Gwnedd-how strange

t hose

syl |l abl es sounded to us. W did not know what is a king, nor truly do we yet."
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"You have no need of a king, Od One of the People of the Wnd. Owain, ny



father, is long buried: | ama lifetime away from Gwnedd in Cynru. \Wen the
soot hsayer | ooked into the scrying glass and foretold ny father's death, he
saw

also that | would live ny days far from Gwnedd."

The old man again lifted his head to listen

"Is it the wind?" Still, Madoc coul d hear nothing beyond the sounds of early
nmorni ng, the | apping of the | ake against the shore, the stirring of the w nd
in

t he hem ocks whi ch made a di stant roaring which al ways rem nded hi mof the
sea

he had left behind him

"It is not the wind." There was no enotion in the old man's face, only a
continuing, controlled listening.

The young man could not hide the inpatience in his voice. "Wen is Zyll

com ng?"

The dark A d One smiled at himwi th affection. "You have waited how nany
year s?"

"I am seventeen."

"Then you can wait a while longer, while Zyll's mai dens nmake her ready. And

there are still questions | nust ask you. Are you certain in your heart that
you

will never want to | eave Zyll and this small, inland people and go back to

t he

big water and your ship with w ngs?"

"My ship was broken by wi nd and wave when we attenpted to | and on the rocky
shores of this land. The sails are torn beyond nendi ng."

"Anot her ship could be built."

"dd One, even had | the tools to fell the trees for lunber for a new ship,
even

had ny brother and ny
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conpani ons not perished, | would never wish to | eave Zyll and ny new
brethren.”

"And your brother and your conpani ons?"

"They are dead," Madoc said bl eakly.

"Yet you hold them back so that they cannot continue their journey."

"W were far from hone." Madoc spoke softly. "It is a long journey for their
spirits.”

"Are the gods of Gwnedd so weak they cannot care for their own?"

Madoc's bl ue eyes were dark with grief. "Wen we left Gwnedd in Cynmru
because

of the quarreling of my brethren over our father's throne, it seemed to us
t he

gods had al ready abandoned us. For brothers to wish to kill each other for
t he

sake of power is to anger the gods."

"Perhaps,” the old man said, "you nust |et the gods of Gwnedd go, as you
nmust

free your conpanions from your hol ding."

"I brought themto their death. Wen ny father died, and ny brothers becane
drunk with lust for power, as no wine can nmake a man drunk, | felt the gods
depart. In a dream| saw themturn their backs on our quarreling, saw them as
clearly as anything the soothsayers see in their scrying glass. Wen | awoke,
I

t ook Gwdyr aside and said that | would not stay to watch brother against
brother, but that | would go find the Iand the Wse Ones said was at the
farther

end of the sea. Gwdyr dermurred at first."

"He thought he m ght become ki ng?"

"Yes, but Gwdyr and | were the youngest. The throne
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was not likely to be ours while the other five remained alive."
"Yet you, Madoc, the seventh son, were the favored of the people."

"Had | let them proclaimnme king, there would have been no way to avoid
bl oodshed. | left Gwnedd to prevent the horror of brother against brother."
"Have you"-the old man regarded Madoc keenly- "in fact left it?"

"I have left it. Gwnedd in Cynru is behind nme. It will be ruled by whonever
t he

gods choose. | do not wish to know. For now | am Madoc, son-to-be of Reschal
soon to be husband of Zyll of the People of the Wnd."

"And Gwdyr? Have you |l et him go?"

Madoc gazed across the lake. "In many ways it seenmed that | was ol der than
he,

t hough there were seven years between us. Wien we cane to the tribe on the
Far

Si de of the Lake he was afraid of their dark skins and hair and their strange
singing that was full of hoots and hows, and he ran fromthem They kept ne
as

guest, yet | was a prisoner, for they would not let me go into the forest to
| ook for nmy brother. They sent a party of warriors to search for him and
when

they returned they carried only the belt with the jewel ed buckl e which narked
himas the son of a king. They told me he had been killed by a snake; Gwydyr
did

not know what a snake is, for we have none in Gwnedd. They told ne that he
had

called ny nane before he died, and that he had left nme the Song of the King's
Sons. And they buried himout in the forest. Wthout ne, they buried ny
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brother, and | do not even know the place where he is laid."
"That is the way of the People on the Far Side of the Lake,"
sai d.

"They fear the dead and try to escape the ancient terror."
"The ancient terror?"

Reschal | ooked at the tender sky of early norning. "That which went w ong.
Once

there were no evil spirits to blight the crops, to bring drought or fl ood.
Once

there was nothing to fear, not even death.”

"And what happened to bring fear?"

"Who knows? It was so long ago. But is it not in Gwnedd, too?"

"It is in Gwnedd," Mdoc replied soberly, "or brother would not have turned
agai nst brother. Yes, we too know what you call the ancient terror. Death, it
is

the old man

t hought, or at |east the fear of death, came with it. Reschal, | would that I
knew where those across the |lake had laid ny brother, that | may say the
prayers

that will free his soul."

"It is their way to put the dead far fromthem and then to | ose the pl ace.
They

hi de the dead, even fromthenselves, that their spirits may not cone to the
| ake

and keep the fish away."

"And your peopl e?"

The old man pulled hinself up proudly. "W do not fear the spirits of our
dead.

When there has been love during life, why should that change after death?
Waen

one of us departs we have a feast of honor, and then we send the spirit to
its



journey anong the stars. On clear
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nights we feel the singing of their love. Did you not feel it last night?"
"I watched the stars-and | felt that they accepted ne."

"And your brother? Did you feel his light?"

Madoc shook his head. "Perhaps if | could have found the place where they
buri ed

him. "

"You must let himgo. For the sake of Zyll you nust let himago."

"When will come the A d Man's daughter?" Madoc asked. "I left the People on
t he

Far Side of the Lake to try to find my brother's grave, and in the forest |
was

qui ckly lost. For days | wandered, trying to make ny way back, straying
farther

and farther fromthem | was nearly dead when Zyll cane hunting the healing

herbs which are found only in the deepest part of the forest. Wen will cone
t he

A d Man's daughter? \Were is found the heart's desire? Here, Reschal."

"You will let Gwdyr go to his place anpong the stars?"

"Does it call for tears or mirth? Shall we sing for death or birth?" Madoc
sang

softly. "I have shed ny tears for the past. Today is for mirth. Wiy have you

dragged nme through tears again?"

"So that you may | eave them behind you," Reschal said, and raised his

wi t hered

arnms to the sun. The | ake, the shore, the rock, the forest behind, were

bat hed

in golden light, and as though in response to Reschal's gesture there cane a
sound of singing, a strange wild song of spring and fl owers and sunlight and
gr owi ng
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grass and the beating of the heart of all of those young and in Iove. And
Madoc's tears were dried, and thoughts of his |ost conpanions and brother
receded as the singing filled himw th expectancy and joy.

The children of the tribe cane first, wearing chains of flowers which flapped
agai nst their brown bellies as they danced al ong. Madoc, shining with
del i ght,

turned fromthe children to the O d One. But Reschal's eyes were focused on
t he

unseen di stance across the | ake and he was listening, not to the children
but

to that sound for which he had been straining before. And now Madoc t hought
t hat

he, too, heard a throbbing |like a distant heartbeat. "Od One, | hear it now
What is it?"

Reschal gazed across the water. "It is the People Across the Lake. It is
their

druns. "

Madoc |istened. "We have heard their drunms before, when the wind blows from
t he

south. But today the wind blows fromthe north."

The old man's voice was troubled. "W have always lived in peace, the People
of

the Wnd and those Across the Lake."

"Perhaps,” Madoc suggested, "they cone to ny weddi ng cel ebration?"

"Per haps. "

The chil dren had gathered around the rock and were | ooking expectantly at
Madoc

and Reschal. The A d One raised his arm again, and singi ng drowned out the



steady beating of the druns, and the nmen and wonmen of the tribe, ranging from
coltish girls and boys to nmen and
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worren with white hair and winkled skin, cane dancing toward the great rock
In

their mdst, circled by a group of young wonen, was Zyll. She wore a crown on
her head to match Madoc's, and a short skirt nade entirely of spring flowers.
Her copper skin glowed as though lit by the sun fromw thin, and her eyes mnet
Madoc's with a sparkle of |ove.

Nowher e, Madoc thought, could weddi ng garnments be nore beautiful, no matter
how

much gold was woven into the cloth, nor with how many jewel s the velvets and
satins were decorated.

The fl ower-bedecked crowd parted to let Zyll cone to the rock. Madoc stooped
for

her uprai sed hands, and gently lifted her so that she stood between hi m and
Reschal . She bowed to her father, and then began to nmove in the ritua
weddi ng

dance. Madoc, during the year he had spent with the Wnd People, had seen
Zyl |

dance many times before: at the birth of each noon; at the feast of the
newbor n

sun in winter; at the spring and autumm equi nox, dance for the Lords of the

| ake, the sky, the rain and rai nbow, the snow and the w nd.

But for the Wnd Dancers, as well as for all the other Wnd People with their
various gifts, there was only one Weddi ng Dance.

Madoc stood transfixed with joy as Zyll's body noved with the effortless

[ ightness of the spring breeze. Her body |eapt upward and it seened that
gravity

had no power to pull her down to earth. She drifted gently fromsky to rock
as

the petals fall fromflowering trees.

Then she hel d out her hands to Madoc, and he j oi ned
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in the dance, marveling as he felt sone of Zyll's effortlessness of novenent
enter his own |inbs.

At first, when Zyll had found Madoc half dead in the forest, and had brought
hi m

to the Wnd People, they had been afraid of him H's blue eyes, his pale
ski n,

reddened by exposure, his tawny hair, were unlike anything they had ever
seen.

They approached himshyly, as though he were a strange beast who m ght turn
on

them As they becanme accustoned to his presence, some of the Wnd Peopl e
procl ai med hima god. But then his anger flashed like |ightning, and though
there were some who said that his very fieriness announced himthe Lord of

t he

storm he would have none of their attenpts to set himapart.

"Stay with your own wi nd gods," he commanded. "You have served themwell, and
you live in the light of their favor. I, too, will serve the Lords of this

pl ace, for it is their pleasure that I amstill alive."

Gradual ly the Wnd Peopl e began to accept himas one of thenselves, to forget
his outer differences. The Od One said, "It is not an easy thing to refuse

to

be wor shi pped. "

"When peopl e are worshipped, then there is anger and jeal ousy in the wake.
will not be worshipped, nor will | be a king. People are neant to worship the
gods, not thensel ves."

"You are wi se beyond your years, mny son," Reschal said.



"My father did not want to be worshi pped. But some of his sons did. That is
why

| am here."

86

Across the |lake the drunms were silent.

The O d One watched Madoc and Zyll as their bodies slowy ceased the notions
of

t he dance. Then he lifted Madoc's hand and placed it over Zyll's, and then put
a

hand on each of their heads. And as he did so, the sound of drums cane again.
Loud and cl ose. Threat eni ng.

A ripple went through the Wnd People as they saw t hree dugout canoes
approaching swiftly, each paddl ed by many nen. Standing in the bow of the

m ddl e

and | argest dugout was a tall, fair-skinned, blue-eyed man.
Wth a glad shout Madoc leapt fromthe rock and ran to the water's edge.
"Gwdyr!"
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In the attic Meg lay quietly in bed, her eyes closed. Her hand continued to
rub

rhyt hm cal | y agai nst Ananda, receiving the tingling warmh. Behind her lids
her

eyes moved as though she were dreanming. The kitten stood up, stretched its
smal |

back into a high arch, yawned, and curled up at her feet, purring.

Charl es Wall ace-w thin-Madoc felt the young man's surge of joy at seeing his
brother alive, the brother he had thought dead and buried in a forgotten part
of

the forest.
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The man in the dugout junped overboard and ran splashing to shore.

"Gwdyr! You are alive!" Madoc held out his arnms to his brother.

Gwdyr did not nove into the enbrace. Hi s blue eyes were cold, and set close
together. It was then that Madoc noticed the circlet around his brother's
head,

not of flowers, but of gold.

"OGwdyr, ny elder brother." The joy slowy faded fromthe sunny bl ue of
Madoc' s

eyes. "I thought you dead."
Gwdyr's voice was as cold as his eyes. "It was my wish that you shoul d think
so. "

"But why should you wi sh such a thing!"

At the pain in Madoc's voice, Zyll dropped lightly fromthe rock and cane to
stand cl ose by him

"Did you not learn in Gwnedd that there is roomfor one king only?"

Madoc' s eyes kept returning to Gwdyr's golden crown. "W |left Gwnedd for

t hat

reason, to find a place of peace.”

Gwdyr gestured behind him and the drumrers began to beat slowy on the taut
skins. The paddl es were rested and the nmen splashed into the shall ow water,
and

pul | ed the dugouts onto the shore.

OGwdyr raised the corners of his lips into what was nore a grimace than a
smile.

"I have cone to claimthe A d Man's daughter.”

The sound of the druns was an aching pain in Madoc's
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ears. "My brother, | wept for your death. | thought to rejoice to see you
alive."

Gwdyr spoke with grim patience as though to a dimwitted child. "There is



room

for no more than one king in this place, little brother, and I, who amthe

el der, amthat king. In Gwnedd | had no hope agai nst six brothers. But here
I

am ki ng and god and | have come to let the Wnd People know that | reign over
the I ake and all the lands around. The A d Man's daughter is mine."

Zyll pressed agai nst Madoc, her fingers tight on his arm

Reschal spoke in his cracked voice. "The People of the Wnd are peopl e of
peace.

Al ways we have lived in anmity with those Across the Lake."

Again Gwdyr's lips distorted into a snmle. "Peace will continue as |ong as
you

give us half of your fish and half of all you hunt and if | take with ne

acr oss

the water the princess who stands beside ny brother."

Zyll did not nove from Madoc's side. "You cone too |ate, Elder Brother. Madoc
of

Reschal and | have been made One."

"Madoc of Reschal. Ha! My laws are stronger than your laws." Gwdyr gestured
i nperiously. The nmen with the paddl es pulled the bl ades off the shafts, and
stood hol di ng dangerously poi nted spears.

A united cry of disbelief, then anger, cane fromthe Wnd Peopl e.

"No!" Madoc cried, outrage giving his voice such volunme that it drowned out

t he

beating of the drums, the
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shouting of the warriors with the spears, the anger of the Wnd People.
"There

wi Il be no bl oodshed here because of the sons of Owmain." He stepped away from
Zyll and Reschal and confronted Gwdyr. "Brother, this is between you and

ne.
And now he smiled. "Unless, of course, you are afraid of Madoc and need your
savages wWith spears to protect you."

Gwdyr nade an enraged gesture. "And what of your peaceable Wnd Peopl e?"
Then Madoc saw that the festive garlands were gone fromthe young nen, flung
in

a heap in front of the great rock. Instead of flowers they carried spears,
bows

and arrows.

Reschal | ooked at himgravely. "I have been hearing the war drums since |ast
sundown. | thought it better to be prepared.”

Madoc flung his arms wide. There was grimcornmand in his voice. "Put down
your

arms, ny brothers. | cane to you in peace. | will not be the cause of war."

The young men | ooked first at Madoc, then at the People Across the Lake,
their

spears threatening.

"Brother," Madoc said to Gwdyr, "have your nen put down their spears. O do
you

fear to fight me in fair conbat?"

Gwdyr snarled an order, and the men on the shore behind himplaced their
spears

carefully on the sand in easy reach

Then the A d One nodded at the young men, and they, too, put down their
weapons.
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Gwdyr shouted, "If we are to fight for the dd Man's daughter, little

br ot her,

| choose the weapon."

"That is fair," Madoc replied.



Zyll made a soft npan of anxiety and placed her hand on his arm

"I choose fire," Gwaydyr announced.

Madoc sang:

"Lords of water, earth, and fire, Wuere is found the heart's desired
"Fire it shall be, then. But in what forn®"

"You must make fire, little brother,” Gwdyr said. "If your fire cannot
over come

mne, then | will be king of the Wnd People as well as those Across the
Lake,

and I will claimthe Ad Man's daughter for nmy own." Hi s cl ose-set eyes

flickered greedily.

Reschal wal ked slowy toward him "Gmwdyr, sixth son of Owain, pride has

t ur ned

the Iight behind your eyes to ice, so that you can no | onger see clearly. You
wi Il never take ny daughter.”

Gwdyr gave the old man a nighty shove, so that he fell sprawling on the
beach,

face down. Zyll screaned, and her screamwas arrested in md-air, to hang
there.

Madoc sprang to help the old man, and bent down on one knee to raise Rescha
fromthe sand. But his eyes followed the Ad One's to a snall pool of water in
a

declivity in the sand, and his novenents, like Zyll's scream were suspended.
Only the reflection in the small pool of water noved. Gwdyr's face was
quivering in the
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wi nd-stirred puddl e, his face so Iike and so unlike Madoc's. The eyes were

t he

same blue, but there was no gold behind them and they turned slightly into
a

nose pinched with cruelty and lust. This was not, Mdoc thought, the brother
who

had come with himto the New Wrld. O was it? and he had never truly seen
hi s

br ot her before, only Gwdyr as he hoped himto be.

Ri ppl es noved over the shallow oval and the reflection shimered |Iike the
reflections in the soothsayers' scrying glass in Gwnedd.

Madoc had al ways feared the scrying glass; so he feared the small oval of

wat er

which reflected Gwdyr's face, growing |larger and |larger, and darker and

dar ker,

quivering until it was no |onger the face of a man but of a scream ng baby.
The

face receded until Madoc saw a bl ack-haired woman hol di ng and rocki ng the
baby.

"You shall be great, little Madog,' she said, 'and call the world your own,
to

keep or destroy as you will. It is an evil world, little Madog.' The baby

| ooked

at her, and his eyes were set close together, like Gwdyr's, and turned

i nwar d,

just so, and his nmouth pouted with discontent. Again the face grew | arger and
larger in the dark oval and was no | onger the face of a baby, but a man with
an

arrogant and angry mien. 'W wll destroy, then, Mther,' the man said, and
t he
face rippled until it was a small, slightly pear-shaped sphere, and on the

sphere were bl otches of green and brown for |and, and blue and grey for seas,
and a soft darkness for clouds, and fromthe clouds cane strange dark objects
which fell upon the land and fell upon the sea, and where they fell, great



cl ouds arose,
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unbrel l ai ng over the earth and the sea; and beneath the bul bous cl ouds was
fire,

raging redly and driven wild by w nd.

Gwdyr's voice rippled across the scrying oval of water. "I choose fire,
little

brother. Were is your fire?"

The flames vani shed and the oval was only a shall ow pool reflecting nothing
nor e

than the cloud that noved across the sun

Time resuned, and Zyll's scream continued as though it had never been broken
Madoc rai sed Reschal fromthe beach, stepping into the oval as he did so,

spl ashing the shallow water onto the sand. "Stand back, A d One," he said. "I
will break the scry." And he stanped once nore on the water left in the
puddl e,

until there was not enough to hold the least reflection

From the central dugout came one of the warriors, carrying a snoking brazier
Gwdyr took one of the spears and held the sharp end over the coals. "You
nmust

make your own fire, Madoc!" He |aughed derisively.

Madoc turned to the rock where the young nen had laid their chains of
flowers.

He gathered the flowers in his arns and placed themin a heap over the oval
where the water had been. Then he took the crown of flowers fromhis head and
added it to the garlands. As though responding to a signal, Zyll cast hers on
the fragrant pile. One by one all the nen, wonen, children of the Wnd People
threw their headpi eces onto the heap of flowers, Reschal last of all.

"What do you think you' re doing?" Gwdyr screaned,
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danci ng about on the sand, thrusting his flam ng spear at his brother

Madoc | eapt aside. "Wait, Gwdyr. You chose fire. You nust let me fight fire
with fire."

"You, you al one must nake the fire. These are my rules."

Madoc replied quietly, "You were always one for making your own rul es,

Br ot her

Gnwydyr . "

"I amthe king, do you hear ne, | amthe king!" Gwdyr's voice rose
hysterically.

Madoc, noving as though in a dream pushed his brother's words aside, and
focused the blue fire of his eyes on the great pyre of flowers. The scent of
crushed bl ossonms rose |ike snoke. Madoc thrust his arns shoul der-deep into

t he

garl ands and pushed them asi de so that once nmore he could see the oval. A
thin

filmof water had bubbled up fromthe sand.

"No nore of Gwdyr's nightnmares,"” he commanded, staring fixedly at the water
whi ch sparkled fromthe sun. The water rippled and shinmered and resol ved
itself

once again into a nother holding a baby, but a different baby, eyes wi de

apart,
wi th sunlight gleam ng through the blue, a |aughing, merry baby. "You will do
good for your people, El Zarco, little Blue Eyes," the nother crooned. "Your

eyes are an omen, a token for peace. The prayer has been answered in you,
bl ue

for birth, blue for mrth."

Then the oval broke into shinmrering, and all that was reflected was the
cl oudy

sky. Madoc | ooked heavenward then, and cried in a loud voice,
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"I, Madoc, in this fateful hour Place all Heaven with its poicer And the sun
with its brightness, And the snow with its whiteness, And the fire with al

t he

strength it hath . . ."

The sun burst from behind the clouds and shafted directly onto the garl ands.
The

scent of roses mingled with the thin wisp of smoke which rose fromthe
crushed

petal s. Wen the snoke was joined by a small tongue of flane, Madoc | eapt

t owar d

his brother. "There is ny fire, Gwdyr." He wenched the spear fromhis

br ot her

and threw it with all his nmight into the lake. "Nowwe will fight in fair
conbat." And he cl asped Gwdyr to himas though in |ove.

For time out of time the two brothers westled by the | ake, both panting with
exertion, but neither seeming to tire beyond the other. Their bodi es swayed
back

and forth in a strange dance, and the People of the Wnd and those Across the
Lake watched in silence.

The sun conpleted its journey across the sky and dropped into the forest for
t he

night's rest, and still the brothers held each other in an anguished grip and
their breathing was |ouder than the wind in the trees.

The fire slowy consuned the garl ands, and when there was nothing left but a
handf ul of ashes, Madoc forced Gwdyr into the | ake, and held hi m down under
t he

water until rising bubbles told himthat his brother was scream ng for nercy.
Then he raised himfromthe | ake and water spewed from Gwdyr's nmouth as dark
as

bl ood, and he hung linply in Madoc's arnmns.
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Madoc gestured to the People Across the Lake. "Bring out your boats and take
your Kking back to your own land." Hi s voice held scorn and it held pain and
hi s

bl ue eyes were softened by tears.

The three boats pushed into the water. The spear-oars were returned to their
bl ades. Madoc dunped Gmydyr like a sack of grain into the center dugout. "Co.
Never | et us hear the sound of the war druns again." He reached into the
canoe

and took the golden circlet from Gwdyr's head and tossed it far out into the
| ake.

Then he turned his back on his brother and spl ashed ashore.

Zyll was waiting for him

Madoc | ooked at her and sang,

"Lords of water, earth, and fire Lords of rain and snow and water, Nothing
nor e

do | aspire, For | have the O d Man's daughter, For | have ny heart's desire."
And to him Zyll sang,

"Now we | eave our tears for mrth. Now we sing, not death, but birth."

Madoc held her close in his arns. "Tomorrow | will nourn for nmy brother, for
this death is far worse than the other. But tonight we rejoice.”

The children lifted their voices and began to sing, and then all the People
of

the Wnd were singing, and Reschal said softly to Madoc, "That which your

br ot her
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wanted us to believe fromthe scry is part of his nightmare. Perhaps our

dr eans

will be stronger than his."

"Yes, A d One," Madoc said, but he thought of the things he had seen falling



fromthe sky, and the strange nushroom ng clouds and the fire, and shuddered.
He

| ooked at the water that had seeped into the oval. But all that he saw was

t he

smling face of the noon

The nmoon slipped behind the trees to join, briefly, her brother, sun. The
stars

danced their intricate ritual across the sky. The People Across the Lake

| ooked

at Gwdyr, and his gol den crown was gone, and so was his power.

Madoc's arms encircled Zyll and he cried out in his sleep and tears slid

t hr ough

his closed eyelids and wet his |ashes, and while he still slept, Zyll held
hi m

and ki ssed the tears away.

"Cone, " Gaudi or said.

Charl es Wallace stood by the unicorn, blinking. "Was it a drean?" He | ooked
at

the dark | ake | apping the shore, at the tilted rock; it was enpty.

Gaudi or bl ew silver bubbles that bounced off his beard. "You were Wthin
Madoc,

deep Wthin this tinme."

"Madoc, son of Owain, king of Gwnedd. The Madoc of the book. And hasn't
there

been a recurring theory that Wl sh sailors cane here before Leif Ericson?
Sonet hi ng about Indians with blue or grey eyes . "

"You shoul d know, " Gaudi or chided. "You were Wthin Mdoc."
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"It can't all have been real."

"Reality was different in those days," Gaudior said. "It was real for Madoc."
"Even the fire anobng the garl ands?"

"Roses often burn. Theirs is the nost purifying flame of all."

"And the scry-what Madoc saw in the water-was that a kind of Projection?"
The light in Gaudior's horn flickered. "Gwdyr was on the side of evil, and
so

he was open to the Projections of the Echthroi."

"So the terrible baby was a Projection the Echthroi want to have happen?"
"I"mnever entirely sure about Projections,” Gaudior admtted.

"And there was the other baby . . ." Charles Wallace closed his eyes to try
to

visualize the scry. "The bl ue-eyed baby, the answer to prayer, who was goi ng
to

bring peace. So he's equally possible, isn't he?"

"It's all very confusing”-Gaudi or shook his nmane- "because we nove in

di fferent

di mrensi ons, you and |."

Charl es Wall ace rubbed his fingers over his forehead as he had done in Meg's
room "It's all in the book somewhere. Why am | being bl ocked on that book?"
The

unicorn did not reply. "A book against war, a book about the | egend of Madoc
and

Gwdyr, who canme fromWles to this land . . . and what else? | can't get it

"Leave it al one," Gaudi or advised.

Charl es Wl |l ace | eaned agai nst the unicorn, pressing his forehead against the
silver hide, thinking out I|oud.
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"Al'l we know is that a Wl sh prince named Madoc did conme to the New Wrld



with

his brother Gwdyr and that Madoc married Zyll of the People of the Wnd.
Gaudior, if, unknowing, while | was Wthin Madoc | gave himthe rune, would
t hat

have been changi ng a M ght - Have- Been?"

The unicorn replied unhel pfully, "It's all very conplicated."”
"Or-did Madoc have the rune hinself? How could he, if it canme fromlrel and
and

St. Patrick?"

Gaudi or raised his head and pull ed back the dark silver of his lips in a
ferocious grimace, baring his dangerous teeth. But all he did was open his
nout h

and drink wind as though quenching a terrible thirst.

Charl es Wall ace | ooked about, and as he | ooked, the scene rippled |like the
waters in the scrying oval on the beach, and the | ake receded until he was

| ooking across a wintry valley, and the rock was no longer a slightly tilted
table but the flat star-watching rock, thinly crusted with snow.

Gaudi or |l owered his head and licked wind fromhis lips. "Gwdyr did not stay
with the People Across the Lake."

"I wouldn't think he would, but how do you know?"

Gaudi or raised tufted brows. "I have just been talking with the wind. Gwdyr
left the lake in disgrace, and noved sout hward, ending up in South America."
Charl es Wallace clapped his hand to his forehead. "That's it! It's in the
book,

too. Gwdyr going to Patagonia. And Vespugia is part of Patagonia. And there
was
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a connection that was |lost and had to be found, but what was it? | keep

al nost

renmenbering, and then it's as if soneone slanms a door on ny menory.
Gaudi or sniffed. "Echthroi, probably. They'll try to bl ock anything that

m ght

be a clue to the M ght-Have-Been they don't want you to discover."

Charl es Wall ace nodded. "Mad Dog Branzillo was born in Vespugia. But right
her e,

where we stand, Madoc cane and married Zyll and made the roses burn for
peace.

What happened to the Wnd Peopl e? Where are they now?"

"They were |overs of peace," Gaudior replied shortly. "Your planet does not
deal

gently with | overs of peace.”

Charles Wallace sat on the rock, the thin rimof snow crackling beneath him
He

put his head down on his knees. "I think | have to find out what the
connection

i s between Wl es and Vespugi a, between Madoc and Gwdyr and Mad Dog
Branzillo."

Meg stirred and opened her eyes. Her hand lay lightly on Ananda. "Such

dr eans,

Fortinbras," she murmured, "such strange dreans.'’
t owar d

the cl ock and suddenly she was w de awake. "Ananda! For a nonent | thought
you

were Fort. And it wasn't dreaming, was it? It was kything, but not clear and
sharp, the way it was when Charles Wallace was Wthin Harcels. He was deeper
Wthin Madoc, and so | have to dig deeper to find the kythe. And Charl es
want s

me to find sonething out for him. . . but what?" She pushed her fingers

t hr ough

her hair, closed her eyes tightly, and

Her sl eepy gaze drifted
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concentrated, her hand pressing agai nst Ananda. "Sonething about a |ake
about burning roses . . . and two brothers fighting . . . yes . . . and Mud
Dog

Bran-zillo and Wales. That's it. He wants ne to find a connection between Mad
Dog Branzillo and Wales. And that hardly seems possible, much less likely."
She

listened to the sounds within the silence of the night, the sounds which were
so

famliar that they were part of the silence. The ol d house creaked
confortably.

The wi nd brushed softly against the window -Nobody's likely to be asleep
not

tonight. And Sandy's a history buff. 1'll go ask him

She got out of bed, pushed her feet into furry slippers, and went downstairs.
There was |ight shining under the door of the twins' room so she knocked.
"\What are you doing up, Sis?" Dennys asked. "You need your sleep."

"So do you, doc. I'mup for the sane reason you are."

"I often study late,"” Dennys said. "What can we do for you?"

"What do you know about Vespugi a?"

Dennys said, "Wth your hair down like that, you | ook about fifteen."
"I"'man old marri ed woman. What about Vespugi a?"

Sandy replied, "I was just reading about it in the encyclopedia. It's part of
what used to be called Patagonia. Sort of between Argentina and Chile."
"Branzill o was born there?"

"Yes."

"Who col oni zed Vespugi a?"
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"Ch, the usual mishmash. Spaniards, a few English, and a group from Wl es
whi | e

it was still part of Patagonia."

Madoc was from Wal es. She asked carefully, "Wl es- when was that ?"

"There's a |l egend that sone Wel shnen cane to North Anerica even before Leif
Ericson, and that one of them went south, |ooking for a warmclimte, and
eventual ly settled in Vespugi a-or where Vespugia is now. But that's only

| egend.

However, it's fact that in 1865 a party left Wales for Patagonia and settled
in

t he open wast el ands near the Chubut River."

"So maybe Mad Dog Branzillo has sone Wl sh bl ood in hin®"

"It's perfectly possible, although Branzillo hardly sounds Welsh."

"What year did you say the group left Wales?"

"1865. "

"Are those the only times Wales is mentioned in connection with Vespugi a?"
"I'n this encycl opedia."

She thought for a minute. "AH right. Wat happened in 1865 that | ought to
know

about ?"
Dennys said, "Meg, sit down if you're going to get Sandy to give you a
hi story
| esson. Is this sonething to do with being pregnant, |ike a passion for

strawberri es?"

"Raspberries. And | don't think it has nuch to do with being pregnant.”

"Let me get The Tine Tables of H story." Sandy reached for the bookcase and
pul l ed out a |l arge and
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battered vol une, and began turning the pages. "Aha. 1865. Appomatox was on
Apri l

9, and Lincoln was assassinated on the fourteenth. The Civil War ended on My
26."



"Quite a year."

"Yup. In England, Lord Pal nerston di ed, and was succeeded as Prinme M nister
by

Lord John Russell."

"l don't know nuch about him"

"And back to the once-nore-United States, the Thirteenth Amendnent abolished
sl avery."

"Wul d there have been sl avery in Vespugia?"

"Not sure. Bolivar died in 1830, and his influence would likely have filtered
through to Vespugia. So | doubt if there'd have been sl aves."

"Wl l, good."

"Ckay, and also in 1865 the Atlantic cable was finally conpleted. Ch, and
here's

somet hing for you, Den: Lister caused a scandal by insisting on antiseptic
surgery and using carbolic acid on a conpound wound. "

Dennys appl auded. "You're al nost as veritable an encycl opedia as Charles
wal | ace. "

"Charles has it in his head and | have to ook it up in a reference book. W
sphere of know edge is considerably nore limted. Mendel canme out with his

| aw

of heredity that year"-he peered down at the book again- "and the Ku Kl ux

Kl an

was founded, and Edward \VWynper clinbed the Matterhorn. And Lewis Carrol

wr ot e

Al'i ces Adventures in Wnderl and."
"I ndeed, 1865 was quite a year,"
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"I think maybe a |l ot. Thanks, both of you."

"CGet back into bed," Dennys chided. "You don't want to get chilled wandering
around this drafty old barn in the mddle of the night."

"I"'mwarm" She indicated her heavy robe and slippers. "I'mtaking care. But
t hanks. "

"I'f we nade you sone hot chocol ate, would you drink it?"

"I'moff hot chocol ate."”

"Sonme consomme or bouill on?"

"No, thanks, really, | don't want anything. I'll get back into bed."

Sandy called after her, "And also in 1865 Rudyard Ki pling was born, and
Ver | ai ne

wr ot e Poemes saturniens, and John Stuart MII wote Augnste Cotnte and
Positivism and Purdue, Cornell, and the universities of Miine were founded."
She waved back at him then paused as he continued, "And Matthew Maddox's
first

novel , Once More United, was published.™”

She turned back, asking in a carefully controlled voice, "Maddox? | don't

t hi nk

|'ve ever heard of that author."

"You stuck to math in school."

"Yeah, Calvin always helped ne with ny English papers. Did this Matthew
Maddox

write anything el se?"

Sandy flipped through the pages. "Let's see. Nothing in 1866, 1867. 1868,
here

we are, The Horn of Joy."

"Ch, that," Dennys said. "I remenber himnow. | had to take a lit course ny
sophonore year in college, and
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| took nineteenth-century Anerican literature. W read that, Matthew Maddox's
second and | ast book, The Horn of Joy. My prof said if he hadn't died he'd
have

been right up there with Hawt horne and Janes. It was a strange book,

Dennys said. "Wat have you | earned, Meg?"



passionately anti-war, | renmenber, and it went way back into the past, and
there

was sone weird theory of the future influencing the past-not ny kind of book
at

all.”

"But you remenber it," Meg renarked.

"Yeah, | renmenber it, for sone reason. There was a Wl sh prince whose
br ot hers

were fighting for the throne. And he left Wales with one of his brothers, and
was shi pw ecked and | anded somewhere on the New Engl and coast. There was

nor e,

but I can't think of it right now "

"Thanks," Meg said. "Thanks a lot."

Ananda greeted her joyfully at the head of the stairs. Meg fondl ed the dog's
floppy ear. "I really would have |iked sonething hot to drink, but I didn't
want

Sandy and Dennys coming up to the attic and staying to talk when we have to
concentrate on kything with Charles Wallace." She got back into bed and
Ananda

junped up beside her and settled down. The cl ock's hands had noved ahead
fifteen

m nutes, the length of time she had spent with Sandy and Dennys. And tinme was
of

the essence. But she felt that the trip downstairs had been worth it. She had
found the author and the title of the book for Charles Wallace. And she had
found a connection between Wal es and Vespugia in 1865. But what did
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t he connecti on nmean? Madoc was Wl sh, but he didn't go to Vespugia, he cane
here, and married here.

She shook her head. Maybe Charles Wall ace and Gaudi or coul d make sonet hi ng
out

of it.

And how any of this could connect with Ms. O Keefe was a nystery.

107 The lightning with its rapid wath

"Thanks, Meg," Charles \Wallace whi spered. "Ch, Gau-dior, she really did help
us,

she and the twins." He |l eaned forward to rest his cheek against the unicorn's
neck. "The book was by Mtthew Maddox. | don't think | ever read it, but I
renmenber Dennys tal king about it. And Ms. O Keefe was a Maddox, so she's got
to

be descended from Matt hew. "

"Descended, " Gaudi or snorted. "You nmake it sound like a fall."

"If you |l ook at Ms. O Keefe, that's what it's like," Charles Wllace

admi tted.

"1865. Can we go there?"

"Then," the unicorn corrected. "Wien. We can try, if
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you think it's inportant. We'll hope for a favorable w nd."

Charl es Wall ace | ooked al armed. "You nmean we night get bl own into another
Proj ecti on?"

"It's always a risk. We know the Echthroi are after us, to stop us. So you
nmust

hol d on."

"I'"ll hold on for dear life. The last thing I want is to get blown into

anot her

Projection.”

Gaudi or bl ew softly through his teeth. "I find our nost recent information
not

very hel pful . "

"But it could be inportant, a group of Wl shnen going to South America in



1865.

I think we should try to go to Vespugia."

"That's a | ong way, and unicorns do not travel well to different Weres. And
to

try to move in both space and time-1 don't like it." He flicked his tail.
"Then how about trying to nove to 1865, right here, the year Matthew Maddox
published his first novel ? Then we could try to nove from 1865 here to 1865
in

Vespugi a. And nmaybe we coul d | earn sonet hing from Matthew Maddox. "

"Very well. It's |less dangerous to go el sewhen first than to try to go

el sewhen

and el sewhere simultaneously." He began to gallop, and as he flung hinself
onto

a gust of wind, the wings lifted and they soared upward.

The attack, just as they went through a shower of stars, was conpletely
unexpected. A freezing gust blasted the wind on which they were riding,

t aki ng

away Charles Wallace's breath. H s knuckl es whitened as he cl enched
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t he mane, which seenmed to strengthen into steel wire to help himhold his
grasp.

He had a horrible sense of Gaudior battling with a darkness which was |ike an
anti-unicorn, a flailing of negative wings and iron hoofs. The silver mane
was

torn fromhis hands as he was assailed by the horrible stench which
acconpani ed

Echt hroi. Dark w ngs beat himfromthe unicorn's back and he felt the burning
cold of outer space. This was nore horrible than any Projection. Hi s |ungs
cracked for lack of air. He would becone a burnt-out body, a satellite
circling

forever the nearest sun .

A powerful wrench, and air rushed into his battered lungs. He felt a sharp
tug

at the nape of his neck, and the blue anorak tightened against his throat.
The

agoni zi ng stench was gone and he was surrounded by the scent of unicorn

br eat h,

snelling of stars and frost. Gaudior was carrying himin his nmouth, great

i vory

teeth clanped on the strong stuff of the anorak

Gaudior's iridescent wings beat against the dark. Charles Wallace held his
breath. If Gaudi or dropped him the Echthroi would be waiting. His arnpits
wer e

cut fromthe pulling of the anorak, but he knew that he nmust not struggle.
Gaudi or's breath gusted painfully from between cl enched teeth.

Then the silver hoofs touched stone, and they were safely at the

st ar - wat chi ng

rock. Gaudi or opened his teeth and dropped the boy. For the first nonments
Charl es Wallace was so weak that he coll apsed onto the rock. Then he
struggl ed

to his feet, still trenbling fromthe
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near disaster. He stretched his arns to ease his sore arnpits and shoul ders.
Gaudi or was breathing in great, panting gusts, his flanks heaving.

The soft breeze around themfilled and heal ed their seared | ungs.

Gaudior rolled his lips, and took a deep draught of clear air. Then he bent
down

and nuzzled Charles Wallace in the first gesture of affection he had shown.
"l

wasn't sure we were going to get away. The Echthroi are enraged that the w nd



managed to send you Wthin Madoc, and they're trying to stop you from goi ng
Wt hin anyone el se.™

Charl es Wallace stroked the unicorn's nmuzzle. "You saved ne. |1'd be tunbling
in

outer space forever if you hadn't grabbed ny anorak."

"It was one chance in a nmillion," Gaudior admtted. "And the wi nd hel ped ne."

Charl es Wallace reached up to put his arms around Gaudi or's curving neck
"Even

with help, it wasn't easy. Thank you."

Gaudi or made a unicorn shrug; his curly beard quivered. "Unicorns find it
enbarrassing to be thanked. Please desist.”

It was a hot, nmidsunmer's day, wth thunderheads massed on the horizon. The
| ake

was gone, and the famliar valley stretched to the hills. The woods was a
f or est

of mighty elns and towering oaks and hem ock. In the far distance was what
| ooked like a cluster of |og cabins.

"I don't think this [ooks |ike 1865," he told Gaudior
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"You'd know nore about that than | would. | didn't have much opportunity to
learn earth's history. | never expected this assignnent."”

"But, Caudior, we have to know Wien we are.”

"\Why 2"

Charles Wallace tried to quell his inpatience, which was all the sharper
after

the terror of the attack. "If there's a M ght-Have-Been we're supposed to

di scover, we have to know When it is, don't we?"

Gaudior's own inpatience was mani fested by prancing. "Wiwy? W don't have to
know

everything. W have a charge laid on us, and we have to foll ow where it

| eads.

You' ve been so busy trying to do the | eading that we al nbst got taken by the
Echt hroi . "

Charl es Wl |l ace sai d not hi ng.

"Perhaps," CGaudior granted grudgingly, "it wasn't entirely your fault. But I
thi nk we should not try to control the Wens and the Weres, but should go
Wher e

we're sent. And what with all that contretenps with the Echthroi, you're
still

in your own body, and you're supposed to be Wthin."

"Ch. Wsat should I do?"

Gaudi or blew mghtily through flared nostrils. "I will have to ask the wind."
And he raised his head and opened his jaws. Charles Wallace waited anxiously
until the unicorn | owered his head and rai sed one wing, stretching it to its
full span. "Step close to ne," he ordered

Charl es Wall ace noved under the wi ng and | eaned agai nst Gaudior's flank. "D d
the wi nd say Wien we are?"
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"You make too many demands," Gaudi or chided, and folded his wi ng unti

Charl es

Wal | ace felt snothered. Gasping for breath, he tried to push his way out into
the air, but the wing held himfirmy, and at |ast his struggling eeased.
When he opened his eyes the day had vani shed, and trees and rock were bat hed
in

nmoonl i ght .

He was Wthin. Lying on the rock, |ooking up at the nmoon-bathed sky. Only the
nmost brilliant stars could conpete with the silver light. Around himthe
sounds

of sumrer sang sweetly. A nourning dove conpl ained from her place deep in the
dar kest shadows. A grandfather frog booned his bull-call. A pure trilling of



bird song made himsit up and call out in greeting, "Zylle!"

A young worman stepped out fromthe shadows of the forest. She was tall and
sl ender, except for her belly, which was heavy with child. "Thanks for
nmeeti ng

nme, Brandon."

Charl es Wall ace-wi t hi n-Brandon LI awcae gave her a swift hug. "Anything | do
with

you is fun, Zylle."

Agai n, as when he was Wthin Harcels, he was younger than fifteen, perhaps

el even or twelve, still very much a child, an eager, intelligent, |oving
chi | d.

In the noonlight she sniled at him "The herbs | need to ease the birthing of
ny

babe are found only when the noon is full, and only here. Ritchie fears it
woul d

of fend Goody Adans, did she know. "

Goody, short for Goodwi fe. That's what the Pilgrinms said, instead of Ms.
Thi s

was definitely not 1865, then
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More than a century earlier, perhaps even two centuries. Brandon Ll awcae mnust
be

the son of early settlers

"Let yourself go," Gaudior knelled. "Let yourself be Brandon."

"But why are we here?" Charles Wallace demurred. "Wat can we |earn here?"
"Stop asking questions."

"But | don't want to waste time . Charl es Wl l ace said anxiously.
Gaudi or whickered irritably. "You are here, and you are in Brandon. Let go."
Let go.

Be Brandon.

Be.

"So," Zylle continued, "it is best that Ritchie not know, either. | can

al ways

trust you, Brandon. You don't open your nouth and spill everything out when
to

do so would bring no good."

Brandon ducked his head shyly, then | ooked swiftly up at Zylle's eyes, which
were a startling blue in her brown face. "I have | earned fromthe Peopl e of
t he

Wnd that 'tis no harmto hold a secret in the heart."

Zylle sighed. "No, it is no harm But it grieves ne that you and | may not
share

our gifts with those we love."

"My pictures." Brandon nodded. "My parents want me to try not to see ny

pi ctures."

"Anmong ny people,” Zylle said, "you would be known as a Seer, and you woul d
be

having the training in prayer and trusting that would keep your gift very
cl ose

to the
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gods, fromwhomthe gift comes. My father had hoped that Maddok ni ght have
t he

gift, because it is rare to have two with blue eyes in one generation. But ny
little brother's gift is to know about weather, when to plant and when to
harvest, and that is a good gift, and a needed one."

"I mss Maddok." Bran scow ed down at the rock. "He never cones to the
settlenment any nore."

Zyll e placed her hand lightly on his shoulder. "It's different in the
settl ement



now that there are nore fam lies. Maddok no | onger feels wel cone.™

"I welcone him"

"He knows that. And he misses you, too. But it isn't only that the settl ement
is

| arger. Maddok is older, and has to do nore work at home. But he will always
be

your friend."

"And 1'll always be his. Al ways."

"Your pictures-" Zylle |ooked at himintently. "Are you able to stop seeing
t hen®?"

"Not always. When | | ook at something that holds a reflection, sonetines the
pi ctures come, whether | will or no. But | try not to ask themto cone."

"When you see your pictures, it is all right to tell me what you see, the way
you used to tell WMaddok.™"

"Ritchie is afraid of them™

She pressed his shoul der gently. "Life has been nothing but hard work for
Ritchie, with no tine for seeing pictures or dreani ng dreams. Your nother
tells

me that in Wales there are people who are gifted with the second
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sight, and that these people may be feared for their gift but they are not
frowned on."

"Ritchie says | would be frowned on. It is different here than in Wl es.
Especially since Pastor Mrtmin cane and built the church and scow ed
whenever

Mad-dok visited the settlenment or | went to the Indian conpound.”

"Pastor Mortmain would try to separate the white people fromthe Indians."
"But why?" Brandon demanded. "W were friends."

"And still are," Zylle assured him "Wen did you | ast see a picture?"
"Tonight," he told her. "I sawthe reflection of a candle on the side of the
copper kettle Mther had just polished, and | saw a picture of here, this
very

pl ace, but the rock was nuch higher, and there"-he pointed to the valley- "it
was all a lake, with the sun sparkling on the water."

She | ooked at hi mwonderingly. "My father, Zillo, says that the valley was
once

a | ake bed."

"And | saw Maddok-at least, it wasn't Maddok, because he was ol der, and his
skin

was fair, but he | ooked so |ike Maddok, at first | thought it was."

"The | egend," she nurmured. "Oh, Brandon, | feel we are very close, you and
l.

Perhaps it is having to keep our gifts hidden that brings us added

cl oseness. "

Whil e they were tal king she had been gathering a small plant that grew

bet ween

the grasses. She held the bl ossonms out to the noonlight. "I know where to
find

the healing herbs, herbs that will keep babies from choking to death
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inthe winter, or from(lying of the sumer sickness when the weather is hot
and

heavy as it is now. But your nother warns ne that | rnust not offer these
gifts;

they woul d not be well received. But for nyself, and the birthing of
Ritchie's

and ny baby, | will not be w thout the herbs which will help give ne a good
birthing and a fine child." She began to spread the delicate bl ossons on the
rock. As the noonlight touched them petals and |eaf alike appeared to gl ow
with



i nner silver. Zylle | ooked up at the nmoon and sang,

"Lords of fire and earth and water, Lords of nmobon and wi nd and sky, Come now
to

the A d Man's daughter, Come fromfathers long gone Inj. Bring blue froma

di stant eye.

Lords of water, earth, and fire, Lords of wind and snow and rain, Gve to ne
ny

heart's desire. Life as all life comes with pain, But blue will cone to us
again."

Then she knelt and breathed in the fragrance of the bl ossons, took themup in
her hands, and pressed them agai nst her forehead, her |ips, her breasts,

agai nst

t he roundness of her belly.

Brandon asked, "Do we take the flowers home with us?"

"I woul d not want Goody Adans to see them"”

"When Ritchie and | were born, there wasn't a mdwife in the settlenment."
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"Goody Adans is a fine mdwife," Zylle assured him "Had she been here, your
not her m ght not have lost those little ones between you and Ritchie. But she

woul d not approve of what | have just done. W will |eave the birthing
flowers

here for the birds and moon and the wi nd. They have already given nme their

hel p."

"\When-oh, Zylle, do you know when the baby will cone?"

"Tonorrow. " She stood. "It's tine we went hone. | would not want Ritchie to
wake

and find me not beside him"

Brandon reached for her |long, cool fingers. "It was the best day in the world

when Ritchie married you."

She smled swiftly, concealing a shadow of worry in her eyes. "The peopl e of
t he

settlenent | ook with suspicion on an Indian in their mdst, and a bl ue-eyed
Indian at that."

"If they'd only listen to our story that comes from Wales, and to your story-'
She pressed his fingers. "Ritchie warns nme not to tal k about our |egend of

t he

white man who cane to us in the days when there were only Indians on this
continent."

"Long ago?"

"Long, long ago. He canme from across the sea, froma land at the other end of
the world, and he was a brave nman, and true, who lusted neither after power
nor

after land. My little brother is named after him"

"And t he song?" Brandon asked.

"It's old, very old, the prayer for a blue-eyed baby to keep the strength of
t he

prince fromover the sea within
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the Wnd People, and the words may have changed over the years. And | have
changed, for | have nade ny life with the white people, as the Gol den Prince
made his with the Wnd People. For |Iove he stayed with the princess of a

strange

| and, and nade her ways his ways. For love | |eave ny people and stay with
Ritchie, and ny love is deep, deep, for ne to be able to | eave ny hone. |
si ng

the prayer because it is in ny blood, and must be sung; and yet | wonder if

child will be allowed to know the Indian half of hinself?"
" He?"
"It will be a boy."



"How do you know?"

"The trees have told nme in the turning of their |eaves under the noonlight.
would Iike a girl baby, but Ritchie will be pleased to have a son."

The footpath through the grasses led themto a brook, which caught the Iight
of

the nmoon and glimered in the shifting shadows of the | eaves. The brook was
spanned by a natural stone bridge, and here Zylle paused, |ooking down at the
wat er .

Brandon, too, |ooked at their reflections shifting and shimering as the w nd
stirred the | eaves. Wiile he | ooked at Zylle's reflection, the water stirring
her mouth into a tender snmile, he saw, too, a baby held close in her arns, a
bl ack-hai red, bl ue-eyed baby with gold behind its eyes.

Then, while he gazed, the eyes changed in the child and turned sullen, and

t he

face was no | onger the face of a baby but the face of a man, and he coul d not
see
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Zyll e anywhere. The man wore a strange-looking uniformw th nmany nedal s, and
hi s

jow s were dark, jutting pride-fully. He was thinking to hinself, and he was
t hi nki ng cruel thoughts, vindictive thoughts, and then Brandon saw fire,
ragi ng

fire.

H s body gave a m ghty shudder and he gasped and turned toward Zylle, then

gl anced fearfully at the brook. The fire was gone, and only their two faces
wer e

refl ected.

She asked, "What did you see?"

Eyes | owered, gazing on the dark stone of the bridge, he told her, trying not
to

l et the inmages reappear in his mnd s eye.

She shook her head sonmberly. "I make nothing out of it. Certainly nothing
good. "

Still 1ooking down, Brandon said, "Before | was made to feel afraid of ny

pi ctures, they were never frightening, only beautiful."

Zyll e squeezed his hand reassuringly. "lI'd like to tell mnmy father about this

one, for he is trained in the interpretation of visions."

Brandon hesitated, then: "Al right, if you want to."

"I want himto give ne confort," she said in a | ow voice

They turned fromthe brook and wal ked on honme in silence, to the dusty

cl earing

with its cluster of |og cabins.

The Ll awcaes' cabin was the first, a sizable building with a central room for
sitting and eating, and a bedroom at either end. Brandon's roomwas a shed
added

to
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his parents' room and was barely | arge enough to hold a small bed, a chest,
and

a chair. But it was all his, and Ritchie had prom sed that after the baby was
born he would cut a fine windowin the wall, as people were beginning to do
now

that the settlement was established. Brandon's cubbyhol e was dark, but he was
used to his own room s night and noved in it as securely as though he had lit
a

candl e. Wthout undressing, he lay down on the bed. In the distance the

t hunder

grow ed, and with the thunder came an echo, a low, rhythm c runbling which
Brandon recogni zed as the drunms of the Wnd People as they sang their prayers
for rain.



In the norning when he wakened, he heard bustling in the central room and
went

into find his nother boiling water in the big black kettle suspended from a
| arge hook in the fireplace. Goody Adanms, the midw fe, was bustling about,
exudi ng i nport ance.

"This is a first birth," she said. "W'll need nany kettles of water for the
Indian girl."

"Zylle is our daughter,"” Brandon's nother rem nded the m dwife.

"Once an Indian, always an |Indian, Goody LlIawcae. Not forgetting that we're
al |

grateful that her presence anbng us causes us to live in peace with the
savage

heat hen. "

"They're not-" Brandon started fiercely.

But his nother said, "The chores are waiting, Brandon."
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Biting his lip, he went out.

The norning was clear, with a small nist drifting across the ground and

hazi ng

the outline of the hills. Wen the sun was full, the mist would go. The
settlers

were grateful for the nmist and the heavy dews, which were all that kept the
crops fromdrying up and withering completely, for there had been no rain for
nore than a noon

Brandon went to the snall barn behind the cabin to let their cow out into the
daylight. She would graze with the other cattle all day, and at dusk Brandon
woul d ride out on his pony to bring her home for mlking. He gave the pony
some

oats, then fed the horse. In the distance he could hear hamreri ng. Goodnman

LI awcae and his son Ritchie were the finest carpenters for many mles around,
and were always busy with orders.

-I"'mglad Ritchie didn't hear Goody Adans call Zylle's peopl e savage

heat hens,

he thought. -I1t's a good thing he was in with Zylle. Then he started back to
t he

house. The picture he had seen in the brook the night before troubled him He
was afraid of the dark man with cruel thoughts, and he was afraid of the
fire.

Since he had tried to repress the pictures, they had becorme nore and nore

frightening
When he reached the cabin and went in through the door, which was propped
open

to allow all the fresh air possible to enter, his nmother came out of the
bedr oom

and spoke to Ritchie, who was pacing up and down in front of the fireplace.
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"Your father needs you, Ritchie. Zylle is resting now, between pains. | wll
call you at once should she need

yy

you.

Goody Adans nuttered, "The Indian girl does not cry. It is an onen."

Ritchie flung back his head. "It is the mark of the Indian, Goody. Zylle wll
shed no tears in front of you."

"Heat hen-" CGoody Adans started.

But CGoody LI awcae cut her short. "Ritchie. Brandon. Go to your father."
Ritchie flung out the door, not deigning to | ook at the mdw fe. Brandon
followed him calling, "Ritchie-"

Ri tchi e paused, but did not turn around.

"I hate Goody Adans!" Brandon expl oded.

Now Ritchi e | ooked at his young brother. "Hate never did any good. Everyone



in

the settlement feels the | ash of Goody Adams's tongue. But her hands bring
out

living babies, and there's been no chil dbed fever since she's been here."

"I liked it better when | was little and there was only us Ll awcaes, and the
H ggi nses, and Davey and | used to play w th Maddok."

"It was sinpler then," Ritchie agreed, "but change is the way of the world."
"I's change al ways good?"

Ritchi e shook his head. "There was nore joy when there were just the two
fam lies of us, and no Pastor Mirtmain to put his dead hand on our songs and

stories. | cannot find it in me to believe that God enjoys |ong
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faces and scow s at nerrinent. Get along with you now, Bran. | have work to
do,

and so do you."

When Brandon finished his chores and hurried back to the cabin, walking
silently, one foot directly in front of the other, as Maddok had taught him
Ritchie, too, had returned, and was standing in the doorway. The sun was high
in

the sky and beat fiercely on the cabins and the dusty conmpound. The grass was
turning brown, and the green | eaves had | ost their sheen.

Ritchie shook his head. "Not yet. It's fiercely hot. Look at those

t hunder heads. "

"They' ve been there every day.'
t he

hori zon. "And not a drop of rain."

A low, nearly inaudible npan came fromthe cabin, and Ritchie hurried

i ndoor s.

From t he bedroom cane a sharp cry, and Brandon's skin prickled wth
goosef | esh,

despite the heat. "Ch God, CGod, meke Zylle be all right." He focused on one
small cloud in the dry blue, and there he saw a picture of Zylle and the

bl ack- hai red, bl ue-eyed baby. And as he watched, both mother and child
changed,

and the nmother was still black-haired, but creany of skin, and the baby was
bronze- ski nned and bl ue-eyed, and the joy in the face of the nother was the
same

as in the picture of Zylle. But the fair-skinned nmother was not in the
famliar

| andscape but in a wild, hot country, and her clothes were not like the
honmespun

or | eather he was accustoned to, but different, finer than clothes he had
seen

bef ore.
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The baby began to cry, but the cry came not fromthe baby in the picture but
fromthe cabin, a real cry, the healthy squall of an infant.

Goody LI awcae came to the door, her face alight. "It's a nephew you have,
Brandon, a bonny boy, and Zylle beam ng |like the sun. Though sorrow endure for
a

night, joy coneth in the norning."

"It's afternoon.”

"Don't be so literal, lad. Run to let your father know Now "

"But when may | see Zylle and the baby?"

"After his grandfather has had the privilege. Run!"

When Goody Adans had at | ast taken herself off, the Llawcaes gathered about

t he

not her and child. Zylle lay on the big carved bed which Richard LI awcae had
made

for her and Ritchie as a wedding present. Light fromthe door to the

Brandon | ooked at the heavy cl ouds massed on



kitchen-living roomfell across her as she held the newborn child in her
arms.

Its eyes were tightly closed, and it waved tiny fists in searching gestures,
and

its little mouth opened and cl osed as though it were sipping its strange new
el enent, air.

"Ch, taste and see," Zylle murmured, and touched her lips softly to the dark
fuzz on the baby's head. H s copper skin was still moist fromthe effort of
birth and the hunmidity of the day. In the distance, thunder grow ed.

"Hi s eyes?" Brandon whi spered.

"Bl ue. Goody Adams says the color of the eyes often changes, but Bran's

won' t.

No baby could ask for a better uncle. May we name himafter you?"
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Brandon nodded, bl ushing with pleasure, and reached out with one finger to

t ouch

t he baby's cheek

Ri chard LI awcae opened the big, nuch-used Bible, and read aloud, "I |ove the
Lord, because he hath heard my voice and my supplications. The sorrows of
deat h

conpassed ne, and the pains of hell gat hold upon ne: | found trouble and
sorrow. Then called | upon the nane of the Lord. Gracious is the Lord, and
righteous. | was brought |ow, and he hel ped nme. Return unto thy rest, O ny
soul

for the Lord hath dealt bountifully with thee."

"Amen," Zylle said.

Ri chard LI awcae cl osed the Book. "You are ny bel oved daughter, Zylle. Wen
Ritchie chose you for his betrothed, his nmother and | were uncertain at
first,

as were your own people. But it seemed to your father, Zillo, and to ne that
t wo

| egends were coming together in this union. And tine has taught us that it was
a

bl essed inevitability."

"Thank you, Father." She reached out to his |eathery hand. "CGoody Adans did
not

like it that | shed no tears."

Goody LI awcae ran her hand gently over Zylle's shining black hair. "She knows
that it is the way of your people.”

- Savages, heat hen savages, Brandon thought. -That's what Goody Adans t hinks
of

Zylle's peopl e.

When Bran went to do his evening chores a shadow materialized from behind the
great trunk of a pine tree. Maddok
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Brandon greeted himwith joy. "I'mglad, glad to see you! Father was going to
send me to the Indian conmpound after chores, but now | can tell you: the
baby' s

cone! A boy, and all is well."

The shadow of a snile noved across Maddok's face, in which the blue eyes were
as

startling as they were in Zylle. "My father will be glad. Your famly wll
al | ow

us to cone tonight, to see the baby?"

"Of course.”

Maddok' s eyes clouded. "It's not 'of course.' Not any nore."

"It is with us Ll awcaes. Maddok-how did you know to come, just now?"
"I saw Zyll e yesterday. She told ne it would be today."

"I didn't see you."

"You weren't alone. Davey Hi ggins was with you."



"But you and Davey and | always pl ayed together. It was the three of us."
"Not any nore. Davey has been forbidden to | eave the settlement and come to
t he

conpound. Your nedicine man's gods do not respect our gods."

Brandon let his breath out in a sigh that was nearly a groan. "Pastor
Mor t mai n.

It's not our gods that don't respect your gods. It's Pastor Mortmin."
Maddok nodded. "And his son is courting Davey's sister."

Brandon giggled. "lI'd love to see Pastor Mortmain's face if he heard hinself
referred to as a nedicine nan."
"He is not a good nedicine man," Maddok said. "He will cause trouble."
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"He already has. It's his fault Davey can't see you."

Maddok | ooked intently into Brandon's eyes. "My father also sent nme to warn
you. "

"Warn? O what ?"

"We have had runners out. In the town there is nuch talk of witchcraft."”
Wtchcraft. It was an ugly word. "But not here," Bran-don said.

"Not yet. But there is talk anbng your people."

"What kind of tal k?" Brandon asked sharply.

"My sister shed no tears during the birth."

"They know that it is the way of the Indian."

"It is also the mark of a witch. They say that a cat ran screamn ng through

t he

street at the time of the birth, and that Zylle put her pain into the cat."
"That is nonsense." But Brandon's eyes were troubl ed.

"My father says there are evil spirits abroad, hardening nmen's hearts. He
says

there is lust to see evil in innocence. Brandon, ny friend and brother, take
care of Zylle and the baby."

"Zylle and | picked herbs for the birthing," Brandon said in a | ow voice.
"Zylle was taught all the ways of a good delivery, and she has the healing
gifts. But that, too, would be | ooked upon as magic. Black magic."

"But it's not magic-"

"No. It is understanding the healing qualities of certain plants and roots.
Peopl e are afraid of know edge that is not yet theirs. My father is concerned
for zZylle, and for you."
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Brandon protested. "But we are known as God-loving people. Surely they

coul dn't

t hi nk-"

"Because you are known as such, they will wish to think," Maddok said. "M
father says you should go nore with the other children of the settlenent,
wher e

you can see and hear. It's better to be prepared. |, too, will keep ny ears
open." Wthout saying goodbye, he di sappeared into the forest.

Late in the evening, when nost of the settlement was sleeping, Zylle's people
cane through the woods, silently, in single file, approaching the cabin from
behi nd, as Maddok had done in the afternoon

They clustered around Zyll e and the baby, were served Goody Ll awcae's speci al
cold herb tea, and freshly baked bread, fragrant with gol den cheese and sweet
butter.

Zillo took his grandson into his arms, and a shadow of tenderness noved

acr oss

his inpassive face. "Brandon, son of Zylle of the Wnd People and son of
Ritchie

of Llawcae, son of a prince fromthe distant | and of \Wal es; Brandon, bearer
of

the blue," he nurnured over the sleeping baby, rocking himgently in his arns.
Qut of the corner of his eye, Brandon saw one of the Indian wonmen go to his



nmot her, talking to her softly. Hi s nmother put her hand to her head in a
wor ri ed

gesture.

And before the Indians left, he saw Zillo take his father aside.

Despite his joy in his namesake, there was heaviness in his heart when he
went

to bed, and it was that, as nuch as the heat, which kept himfrom sl eeping.
He

coul d hear
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his parents talking with Ritchie in the next room and he shifted position so
that he could hear better

Goody LI awcae was saying, "People do not like other people to be different.

I't

is hard enough for Zylle, being an Indian, w thout being part of a famly

mar ked

as different, too."

"Different?" Ritchie asked sharply. "We were the first settlers here."

"We come fromWales. And Brandon's gift is feared.”

Ri chard asked his wife, "Did one of the Indians give you a warning?"

"One of the wonmen. | had hoped this disease of wi tch-hunting would not touch
our

settlement.”

"We nust try not to let it start with us,’
t he

H ggi nses will stand by us."

"WIl they?" Ritchie asked. "Goodman Higgi ns seens much taken w th Pastor
Mort mai n. And Davey Higgins hasn't come to do chores with Brandon in a |ong
tinme."

Richard said, "Zillo warned nme of Brandon, too.
"Brandon-" Goody Ll awcae drew in her breath.
"He saw one of his pictures last night."

On hearing this, Brandon hurried into the big room "Zylle told you!"

"She did not, Brandon," his father said, "and eavesdroppers sel dom hear
anyt hi ng

pl easant. You did give Zylle pernmission to speak to her father, and it was he
who told nme. Are you ashaned to tell us?"

"Ashamed? No, Father, not ashamed. | try not to ask for the pictures, because
you don't want me to see them and | know it disturbs you when they cone to
ne

Goodnan Ll awcae said. "At | east

any-
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how. That is why | don't tell you. | thought you would prefer nme not to."
Hs father lowered his head. "It is understandable that you should feel this

way. Perhaps we have been wong to ask you not to see your pictures if they
are

Cod's gift to you."

Brandon | ooked surprised. "Who el se would send then®"

"In Wales it is believed that such gifts come from God. There is not as much
fear of devils there as here.”

"Zyll e and Maddok say ny pictures come fromthe gods."

"And Zillo warned nme," his father said, "that you nust not tal k about your
pictures in front of anybody, especially Pastor Mrtmin."

"\What about Davey?"

"Not anybody."

"But Davey knows about ny pictures. Wen we were little, | used to describe
t hem

to Davey and Maddok."

The parents | ooked at each other. "That was |ong ago. Let's hope Davey has
forgotten.”



Ri tchi e banged his fist against the hard wood of the bedstead. Richard held up
a

war ni ng hand. "Hush. You will wake your wife and son. Once the heat breaks,
people's tenmperanents will be easier. Brandon, go back to bed."

Back in his room Brandon tossed hotly on his straw pallet. Even after the
rest

of the household was quiet, he could not sleep. In the distance he heard the
druns. But no rain cane.
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The next eveni ng when he was bringing the cow hone fromthe day's grazing,
Davey

H ggins came up to him "Bran, Pastor Mrtrmain says | amnot to speak to you."
"You' re speaking."

"We've known each other all our lives. | will speak as long as | can. But
peopl e

are saying that Zylle is preventing the rain. The crops are withering. W do
not

want to offend the Indians, but Pastor Mortmain says that Zylle's blue eyes
prove her to be not a true Indian, and that the Indians were afraid of her
and

wi shed her onto

»

us.
"You know that's not true!" Brandon said hotly. "The Indians are proud of the
bl ue eyes."

"I know it," Davey said, "and you knowit, but we are still children, and
peopl e

do not listen to children. Pastor Mortrmain has forbidden us to go to the

I ndi an

conpound, and Maddok is no | onger wel cone here. My father believes everything
Pastor Mortnmain says, and ny sister is being courted by his son, that
pasty-faced Duth-bert. Bran, what do your pictures tell you of all this?"
Davey

gave Brandon a sidew se gl ance
Brandon | ooked at himdirectly.
| onger

a child with a child s pictures." He |l eft Davey and took the cow to the shed,
feeling that denying the pictures had been an act of betrayal.

Maddok came around the corner of the shed. "My father has sent me to you, in

mtwel ve years ol d now, Davey. |'mno

case there is danger. I amto
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foll ow you, but not be seen. But you know | ndi an ways, and you will see nme. So

I

want ed you to know, so that you won't be afraid."

"I amafraid,"” Brandon said flatly.

"I'f only it would rain," Maddok sai d.

"You know about weather. WIIl it rain?"

Maddok shook his head. "The air snells of thunder, but there will be no rain
this moon. There is lightning in the air, and it turns people's mnds. Howis
Zyll e? and the baby?"

Now Brandon smiled. "Beautiful."

At famly prayers that evening the Ll awae faces were sober. Richard asked
for

wi sdom for prudence, for rain. He asked for faithfulness in friendship, and
for

courage. And again for rain.

The t hunder continued to grunble. The heavy night was sullen wth heat
[ightning. And no drop fell.

The children would not talk with Brandon. Even Davey shamnefacedly turned
away.



M. Mrtmin, confronting Brandon, said, "There is evil under your roof. You
had

better see to it that it is renoved.”

When Brandon reported this, Ritchie exploded. "The evil is in M. Mrtmin's
own

heart."

The evil was as pervasive as the brassy heat.

Pastor Mortmain came in the evening to the Llawcaes' cabin, bringing with him
his son, Duthbert, and Goodman Higgins. "W would speak with the Indian
wonan. "
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"My wife-" Ritchie started, but his father silenced him

"It is late for this visit, Pastor Mrtmin," R chard said. "MW

daught er-in-1aw

and the baby have retired."

"Then they nust be wakened. It is our intention to discover if the Indian
wonan

is a Christian, or-"

Zylle wal ked into the room carrying her child. "Or what, Pastor Mbrtmain?"
Dut hbert | ooked at her, and his eyes were greedy.

Goodnman Hi ggi ns questioned her gently. "W believe you to be a Christian,
Zylle.

That is true, is it not?"

"Yes, Goodman Higgins. Wien | married Ritchie | accepted his beliefs.™

"Even though they were contrary to the beliefs of your people?" Pastor

Mor t mai n

asked.

"But they are not contrary."

"The I ndi ans are pagans," Duthbert said.

Zyll e | ooked at the pasty young man over the baby's head. "I do not know what
pagan means. | only know that Jesus of Nazareth sings the true song. He knows
t he anci ent harnonies."”

Pastor Mortmain drew in his breath in horror. "You say that our Lord and

Savi our

sings! What nore do we need to hear?"

"But why should he not sing?" Zylle asked. "The very stars sing as they turn
in

their heavenly dance, sing praise of the One who created them In the neeting
house do we not sing hyms?"

Pastor Mortmain scow ed at Zylle, at the Llawcaes, at
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his son, who could not keep his eyes off Zylle's |oveliness, at Goodman
H ggi ns.

"That is different. You are a heathen and you do not understand."

Zylle raised her head proudly. "Scripture says that God | oves every man. That
is

in the Psalnms. He | oves ny people as he loves you, or he is not God."

H ggi ns warned, "You rmust not bl asphene, child."

"Wy, " demanded Pastor Mrtmain, "are you hol ding back the rain?"

"Why ever should | wish to hold back the rain? Qur corn suffers as does
yours.

W pray for rain, twice daily, at nmorning and at evening prayer."

"The cat," Duthbert said. "What about the cat?"

"The cat is to keep rodents away from house and barn, like all the cats in
t he

settlement.”

Pastor Mortmain said, "CGoody Adans tells us the cat is to help you fly

t hr ough

the air."

Dut hbert's nouth dropped slightly, and Ritchie shouted with outrage. But



Zylle

silenced himwith a gesture, asking, "Does your cat help you to fly through
t he

air, Pastor Mrtmin? No nmore does mine. The gift of flying through the air
is

given to only the nost holy of people, and | amonly a worman |ike other
wonen. "

"Stop, child," Goodman Hi ggi ns ordered, "before you condem yourself."

"Are you a true Indian?" Pastor Mortmin demanded.

She nodded. "I am of the People of the Wnd."

"I ndi ans do not have bl ue eyes."

"You have heard our |egend."
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"Legend?"

"Yes. Though we believe it to be true. My father has the blue eyes, too, as
does

my little brother."

"Lies!" Pastor Mrtmain cried. "Storytelling is of the devil."

Ri chard LI awcae took a step toward the small, dark figure of the mnister

" How

strange that you should say that, Pastor Mrtmain. Scripture says that Jesus
taught by telling stories. And he spake many things unto themin parables

and wi thout a parable spake he not unto them That is in the thirteenth
chapt er

of the Gospel according to Matthew "

Pastor Mortmain's face was hard. "I believe this Indian woman to be a wtch.
And

if she is, she nust die like a witch. That, too, is in Scripture." He
gestured

to Goodman Hi ggi ns and Dut hbert. "We will neet in church and make our
deci sion."

"Who will make the decision?" Rtchie demanded, not heeding his father's
war ni ng

hand. "Al'l the men of the settlenent, in fair discussion, or you, Pastor
Mor t mai n?"
"Be careful,’
»

care.

"David Hi ggins," Richard LI awae said, "our two cabins were the first in this
settlenent. You have known us | onger than anyone el se here. Do you believe

t hat

my son would marry a witch?"

"Not knowi ngly, Richard."

"You were here with us during the evenings when the Indians came to listen to
our stories, and we heard their
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own | egend that matched ours. You saw how the Indian | egend and the Wl sh one
i nsured peace between us and the People of the Wnd, did you not, now, David?"
"Yes, that is so."

Pastor Mortmain intervened. "Goodman Higgins has told ne of the storytelling
whi ch preceded the sop of reading from Scripture.”

"Scripture was never a sop for us, Pastor. Those early years were hard. Goody
H ggi ns died birthing Davey, and after her death in one week three of David's
children died of diphtheria, and another only a year later coughed his life
away. My wife lost four little ones between Richard and Brandon, one at

birth,

the other three as children. W were sustained and strengthened by Scripture
then, as we are still. As for the stories, the winter evenings were | ong, and
it

Goodnman Higgins urged. "Ritchie, take



was a pleasant way to while away the time as we worked with our hands."
Goodnman Higgins shuffled his feet. "There was no harmin the stories, Pastor
Mortmain. | have assured you of that."

"Perhaps not for you," Pastor Mrtmin said. "Cone."

Goodnman Higgins did not | ook up as he foll owed Pastor Mortmin and Dut hbert
out

of the cabin.

Ni ght mare. Brandon wanted to scream to make hinself wake up, but he was not
asl eep, and the ni ghtmare was happeni ng. Wien he did his chores he was aware
t hat Maddok was invisibly there, watching over him Sonetinmes he heard him
rustling up in the branches of a tree. Sonetines Maddok | et Brandon have a
glinpse of himbehind a tree trunk, behind the corner of a barn
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or cabin. But wherever he went, Maddok was there, and that nmeant that the

I ndi ans knew all that was happeni ng.

A baby in the settlenment died of the sumer sickness, which had al ways been
t he

chi ef cause of infant nmortality during the hot nonths, but it was all that
was

needed to convict Zylle.

Pastor Mortnmain sent to the town for a man who was said to be an expert in

t he

detection of witches. He had sent nany people to the gall ows.

"And that's supposed to make him an expert?" Ritchie denanded.

The settlement crackled with excitement. It seened to Brandon that people
wer e

enjoying it. The Higgins daughter wal ked al ong the dusty street with

Dut hbert,

and did not raise her eyes, but Pastor Mrtrmain's son smled, and it was not
a

pl easant smle. People lingered in their doorways, staring at Pastor Mrtmain
and the expert on witches as they stood in front of the church. Davey Hi ggins
stayed in his cabin and did not come out, though the other children were as
eager as their parents to join in the witch hunt.

It was part of the nightmare when the man fromthe city who had hanged many
peopl e gave Pastor Mortmain and the elders of the village his verdict: there
was

no doubt in his mnd that Zylle was a w tch.

A sigh of excitenent, of horror, of pleasure, went along the street.

That eveni ng when Brandon went to the comon pasture to bring the cow honeg,
one

of the other boys spat
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on the ground and turned away. Davey Higgins, tying the halter on the Hi ggins
cow, said, "It is the Lord's will that the witch should die."

"Zylle is not a witch."

"She's a heathen.”

"She's a Christian. A better one than you are."

"She's a condemed witch, and tomorrow they take her to the jail in town,
t hough

she' Il be brought back here to be hanged-"

"So we can all see." One of the boys licked his Iips in anticipation

"No!" Brandon cried. "No!"

Davey interrupted him "You' d better hold your tongue, or | could tell things
about you to make Pastor Mortmain condemm you as a witch, too."

Brandon | ooked levelly at Davey while the others teased himto tell.

Davey flushed. "No. | didn't mean anything. Brandon is my friend. It's not
hi s

fault his brother married a witch."

"How coul d you let themtake Zylle and the baby away?" Brandon demanded of



Ritchie and his parents. "How could you!"

"Son," Richard Llawcae said, "Zylle is not safe here, not now with feelings
runni ng high. There are those who woul d hang her inmedi ately. Your brother and
I

are going to town tonorrow to speak to people we know there. W think they
will

help us."

But the witch-hunting fever was too high. There was
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no hel p. There was no reason. There was only ni ghtmare.

Goody Ll awcae stayed in the town to tend Zyll e and the baby; that nuch was
al l owed, but it was not through ki ndness; there were those who feared that
Zylle

mght try to take her own life, or that sonething m ght happen to prevent

t hem

seei ng a public hangi ng.

Richard and Ritchie refused to erect the gall ows.

Avoi ding their eyes, Goodman Hi ggi ns pl eaded, "You nust not refuse to do
this,

or you, too, will be accused. In the town they have convicted entire
famlies."

Ri chard said, "There was another carpenter, once, and he woul d have refused
to

do this thing. Hml wll follow™"
There were others nmore than willing to erect a crude gallows. A gallows is
nor e

easily built than a house, or a bed, or a table.

The date for the hangi ng was set.

On the eve, Brandon went late to bring the cowin fromthe pasture, in order
to

avoid the others. Wen he got to the barn, Maddok was waiting there in the
shadows.

"My father wants to see you."

"When?" Bran asked.

"Tonight. After the others are asleep, can you slip away w thout being seen?"
Bran nodded. "You have taught ne howto do that. | will conme. It has neant
nmuch

to me to know that you have been with ne."

"We are friends," Maddok said without a snile

"Is it going to rain soon?" Brandon asked.
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"No. Not unless prayer changes things.'
"Yes.

W pray," Maddok said, and slipped silently into the woods.

In the small hours of the norning, before dawn, when he was sure everybody in
the settlement would be asleep, Brandon left the cabin and ran swiftly as a
young deer into the protecting shadows of the woods.

Maddok was standing at the edge of the forest, waiting. "Cone. | know the way
in

the dark nore easily than you."

"Zillo knows everything? You' ve told hinf"

"Yes. But he wants to neet with you."

"Way? I'mstill only a child."

"You have the gift of seeing.”

Brandon shi vered.

"Cone, " Maddok urged. "My father is waiting."

They traveled swiftly, Brandon foll owing Maddok as he | ed the way, over the
br ook, through the dark shadows of the forest.

At the edge of the Indian clearing, Zillo stood. Maddok nodded at his father
t hen vani shed into the shadows.

"You pray every night. So do we."



"You won't let it happen?" Brandon begged. "If Zylle is harmed, Ritchie wll
kill."

"W will not let it happen.”

"The men of the settlenment expect the Indians to come. They have guns. They
are

out of their right mnds, and they will not hesitate to shoot."
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"They must be prevented. Have you seen anything in a vision lately?"

"I have tried not to. | amafraid."
"No one knows you are here?"
"Only Maddok. "

Zillo pulled a polished metal sphere froma small pouch and held it out to
catch

the Iight of the |ate noon. "Wat do you see?"

Brandon hesitantly |ooked into it. "This is right for ne to do, when ny father

o
Zillo's eyes were expressionless. "I have held this action in prayer all day.
I't

is not your father's wish to deny a gift of the gods, and at this tinme we
have

no one in the tribe with the gift of seeing.”

As Brandon | ooked, the light in the metal sphere shifted, and he saw cl ouds
moving swiftly across the sky, clouds reflected in water. Not taking his eyes

fromthe scrying netal he said, "I see a | ake where the valley should be, a
| ake

| have seen before in a picture. It is beautiful."

Zillo nodded. "It is said there was a | ake here in | ong-gone days. In the
val | ey

peopl e have found stones with the bones of fish in them"

"The sky is clouding up," Brandon reported. "Rain is starting to fall,
spattering into the water of the |ake."

"You see no fire?"

"Before, | sawfire, and | was afraid. Nowthere is only rain."

The severity of Zillo's face lifted barely perceptibly.
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"That is good, that picture. Now |l wll teach you sone words. You nust |earn

themvery carefully, and you nust make sure that you do not use themtoo
soon.

Only the blue-eyed children of the Wnd Peopl e are taught these words, and
never

bef ore have they been given to one not of the tribe. But | give themto you
for

Zylle's saving."

On the norning of the execution Zylle was returned to the settlement. |nfant
Brandon was taken from her and given to Goody LI awcae.

"He is too young to be weaned," Goody Ll awcae objected. "He will die of the
sumrer sickness. "
"The witch will not harmher own child," Pastor Mrtmin said.

It took six of the strongest nmen in the settlenent to restrain Ritchie and

Ri chard.

"Tie the witch's hands,"” the man fromthe city ordered.

"I will doit," Goodman Higgins said. "Hold out your hands, child."

"Show her no gentl eness, Higgins," Pastor Mrtmin warned, "unless you would
have us think you tainted, too. After all, you have listened to their tales."
Goody LI awcae, holding the crying baby, said, "Babies have died of the sumer
sickness for years, long before Zylle came to dwell anong us, and no one

t hought

of witchcraft."”

Angry murmurs cane fromthe gathered people. "The witch nade another baby



di e.

Let her brat die as well."

Ritchie, struggling conpul sively, nearly broke away.

Pastor Mortmain said, "Wen the witch is dead, you
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will come back to your senses. W are saving you fromthe evil."

The people of the settlement crowded about the gallows in ugly anticipation
of

what was to cone. Davey Hi ggins stayed in the doorway of his cabin.

Goodnman Higgins and Pastor Mortmain led Zylle across the dusty conpound and
up

the steps to the gall ows.

Brandon thought his heart would beat its way out of his body. He felt a
presence

besi de him and there was Maddok, and he knew that the rest of the tribe was
cl ose

by-

"Now, " Maddok whi sper ed.

And then Brandon cried al oud the words which Zillo had taught him

"Wth Zylle in this fateful hour | call on all Heaven with its power And the
sun

with its brightness, And the snow with its whiteness, And the fire with al

t he

strength it hath, And the lightning with its rapid wath-"

Thunderstorns seldomcane till | ate afternoon. But suddenly the sky was cleft
by

a fiery bolt, and the church bore the power of its might. The crash of

t hunder

was al nost sinmultaneous. The sky darkened froma hum d blue to a sul furous
di mess. Flane flickered about the doorway of the church

The I ndi ans stepped forward until the entire settlement was aware of their
presence, silent and nenacing. Several nen raised guns. As Duthbert fired,

[ i ght ni ng
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fl ashed again and sent Duthbert sprawling, a |long burn down his arm his
bul | et

going harmessly into the air. Flanes weathed the belfry of the church
Zillo sprang across the compound and up the steps to the gallows. "No guns,"”
he

conmanded, "or the lightning will strike again. And this time it wll kill."
Dut hbert was nmoaning with pain. "Put down the guns -don't shoot-"

Pastor Mortmain's face was distorted. "You are witches, all of you, wtches!
The

LI awcae boy has the Indian girl's devil with himthat he can call 1ightning!
He

nust die!"

The Indians drew in closer. Maddok remai ned by Brandon. And then Davey

H ggi ns

cane fromthe door of his cabin and stood on Brandon's other side.

Ritchie broke away fromthe men who were hol ding him and sprang up onto the

gal l ows. "People of the settlement!"” he cried. "Do you think all power is of

t he

devil ? What we have just seen is the wath of God!" He turned his back on the
cromd and began to untie Zylle.

The nood of the people was changing. Richard was |et | oose and he crossed the
dusty compound to Pastor Mrtmain. "Your church is burning because you tried

to

kill an innocent woman. Qur friends and nei ghbors woul d never have consented

to

this madness had you not terrified themw th your fire and brinmstone."



Goodnman Hi ggi ns nmoved away from Pastor Mrtmain. "That is right. The Ll awcaes
have al ways been Cod-fearing people.™

The | ndi ans drew cl oser.

Ritchie had one arm about Zylle. He called out again:
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"The | ndi ans have al ways been our friends. |Is this how we return their

fri endshi p?"

"Stop them" Pastor Mrtmin choked out. "Stop the Indians! They will
nmassacr e

us-stop them™

Ritchi e shouted, "Wy should we? Do you want us to show you mnore conpassi on

t han

you have shown us?"

"Ritchie!" Zylle faced him "You are not |ike Pastor Mrtmin. You have a
hear t

in you. Show them your compassion!"

Zillo raised a conmandi ng hand. "This evil has been stopped. As long as
not hi ng

like this ever happens again, you need not fear us. But it must never happen
again."

Murmurs of "Never, never, we are sorry, never, never," cane fromthe crowd.
Pastor Mortmain noaned, "The fire, the fire, nmy God, the church, the church
is

burni ng. "

Ritchie led Zylle down the steps and to his nother, who put the baby into her
daughter-in-law s waiting arnms. Brandon, standing between Maddok and Davey,
wat ched as his nother and Zylle, his father and brother, turned their backs
on

t he burning church and wal ked across the conpound, past their chastened

nei ghbors, past the watchful Indians, and went into their cabin. He stayed,
hi s

feet rooted to the ground as though he could not nove, while the people of

t he

settl enent brought ineffectual buckets of water to try to control the flanes
and

keep the fire fromspreading to the cabins around the church. He watched the
belfry collapse, a belfry erected nore to the glory of Pastor Mirtmain than
to

the glory of God.
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And then he felt the rain, a gentle rain which would fall all day and sink
into

the thirsty ground, a rain which would continue until the deepest roots of

pl ant

and tree had their chance to drink. A rain which put out the fire before it
spread to any of the dwellings.

Behind the three boys the People of the Wnd stood silently, watching, as the
people went slowy into their cabins. Wen there was no one left by the enpty
gal l ows except the three children, Zillo barked a sharp conmand and the

I ndi ans

qui ckly dismantled the ill-built platformand gallows, threw the wood on the
snoki ng remains of the church, and left, silently.

The horror was over, but nothing would ever be the same again.

When Brandon and Maddok went into the Llawcae cabin, Zillo was there, holding
t he baby. The kettle was simering, and Goody LlIawcae was serving herb tea,
"to

qui eten us."

"I amangry." Ritchie | ooked past Brandon to his nmother. "Your herbs wll not
stop ny anger."

"You have cause to be angry," his father said. "Anger is not bitterness.



Bitterness can go on eating at a man's heart and nind forever. Anger spends
itself inits own tinme. Small Brandon will help to ease the anger."

Zillo handed the baby to Ritchie, who took his son and held hi magai nst his
strong shoul der. Ritchie |ooked, then, at his brother. "Were did you get

t hose

words you called out just before the stornP"
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"FromZllo."

"When?"

"Last night. He sent for ne.
Zillo | ooked at Richard and Ritchie, his eyes fathomess. "He is a good | ad,
your young one."

Ri chard LI awcae returned Zillo's gaze, and put his armlightly around
Brandon' s

shoul ders. "The ways of the Lord are nysterious, and we do not need to
understand them H s ways are not our ways-though we would Iike themto be.
Ve

do not need to understand Brandon's gifts, only to know that they are given
to

himby God." He turned to the Bible and | eafed through the pages until he had
found the passage he wanted. "The Lord is faithful, who shall establish you,
and

keep you fromevil. And the Lord direct your hearts into the | ove of God. Now
the Lord of peace hinself give you peace always by all neans . "

Brandon, worn out by lack of sleep, by terror and tension, put his head down
on

his arms and slid into sleep, only half hearing as Ritchie said that he could
not continue to live in the settlenent. He would take Zylle and the baby and
return to Wal es, where they could start a newlife

The worl d was bl eak for Brandon when Ritchie and Zylle and the baby left.

One day as he was doing his chores, Maddok appeared, hel ped himsilently, and
t hen together they went through the woods toward the Indian conmpound.
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Under the great shadowi ng branches of an oak, Mad-dok paused. He | ooked | ong
at

Brandon. "It is right that Zylle should have gone with Ritchie."

Brandon | ooked at Maddok, then at the ground.

"And it is right that you and | should beconme brothers. My father will

perform

the cerenmony tonight, and you will be nade one of the People of the Wnd."

A spark of the old Iight appeared in Brandon's face. "Then no one can keep us
apart."

"No one. And perhaps you will marry one of the People of the Wnd. And

per haps

our children will marry, so that our families will be united until eternity.”
Brandon reached for Maddok's hands. "Until eternity," he said.

149 swi ftness

And Charles Wallace was on Gaudior's back

"lI've read about the Salemtrials, of course," he nused

aloud. "Is there-oh, Gaudior, do other planets have the
sanme kind of horror as ours?"

"There are horrors wherever the Echthroi go.'
And

yet-am |1 like

Brandon? O is he like me?" "I do not think you would be accepted by a host
who

is

alien to what you are-Gwdyr, for instance." "I hate to think | caused

Br andon

so nmuch pain-'

"Brandon: he's younger than I.

"Do not take too nuch on yourself," Gaudi or warned.
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"W don't know what woul d have happened had you not been Wthin Brandon."
"What did we learn Wthin? It's a strange triangle: Wil es and here; Wal es and
Vespugi a; Vespugia and here. It's all interconnected, and we have to find the
connections-oh!" He stepped back from Gaudior with a startled flash of

conpr ehensi on.

"What now?" Gaudi or asked.

Charles Wallace's voice rose with excitement. "Wen Madoc is spelled the

Vel sh

way, it's Madog! Get it?"

Gaudi or blew a snall bubbl e.

"Madog. Mad Dog. It's a play on words. Mad Dog Branzillo may really be Madog
El

Rabi oso. Mad Dog. It's a ghastly sort of pun. Madoc: Madog: Mad Dog. "

The uni corn | ooked down his | ong nose. "You nay have sonething there."

"So there's another connection! Gaudior, we have to go to Patagonia, to
Vespugi a. | understand that it isn't easy for unicorns to nmove in both tine
and

space, but you' ve got to try."

Gaudi or raised his wings and stretched themup toward the sky. "The last tinme
we

gave explicit directions to the wind, |ook what happened."

"We didn't get to 1865. But we did learn inportant things about Madoc's
descendants. "

"I's that all you remenber?" The unicorn folded his w ngs.

"It's in the book, Matthew Maddox's-"

"Somehow or other," Gaudior said, "we are blundering closer and closer to the
M ght - Have- Been whi ch t he Ech-
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throi don't want us to get to, and the closer we get, the nore they will try
to

prevent us. Already you have changed small things, and they are angry."

"What have | changed?"

"Don't you know?"

Charl es Wallace bowed his head. "I tried to stop Harcels from seeing the ways
of

ot her nen."

“"And . . ."

"Zylle-1 tried to stop them from hangi ng her. Wuld she have been
hanged- wi t hout

the rune?"

"There are many things unicorns do not feel they need to know. "

"And there are sone things we do need to know if we're to succeed in doing
what

Ms. O Keefe asked ne to do." For a monent he | ooked startled, renmenbering
Calvin's nother. "How strange that it should have cone from Ms. O Keefe-the
charge. And the rune."

"That shoul d teach you sonet hing."

"It does. It teaches nme that we have to go to Vespugia to find the connection
bet ween Mom O Keefe and Mad Dog Branzillo."

The light in Gaudior's horn flickered rapidly.

"I know" Charles Wallace stroked the unicorn's neck. "The Echthroi nearly
got

us when we were aimng for 1865 in our own \Were. Perhaps we have to | eave
t he

star-wat ching rock and aimfor 1865 in Patagonia, when the Wl sh group
arrived

there. Perhaps they nmet Gwdyr's descendants. | think we have no choice now
except to go to Patagonia."

"They may attack us again." Gaudior's anxi ous nei gh
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broke into silver shards. "It mght be a good idea for you to tie yourself to
me. |f the Echthroi tear you fromny back again, it isn't likely that 1'd be
able to catch you a second tine."

Charl es Wallace | ooked all around him carefully, and saw nothing but the
woods,

the rock, the valley, the mountains beyond. Then: "I know " He slid off
Gaudior's back to the rock. "I forgot to bring in the hamock this autum.
Meg

usual ly does it. It's just a few yards along the path, between two old apple
trees. It's a woven rope one, and it's hung on good stout |aundry rope, from
Mortmain's General Store-Mrtmin! Gaudi or, do you suppose-"

"We don't have tine for suppositions,” Gaudior warned. "Bind yourself to ne."
Charles Wallace hurried along the path, with the unicorn follow ng, prancing
delicately as bare bl ackberry canes reached across the path and tore at his
si | ver hide.

"Here we are. Mther |likes the hammock to be far away fromthe house so that
she

can't possibly hear the tel ephone." He started untying one end of the
hanmmock

The branches of the apple trees were bare of |eaves, but a few w thered

appl es

still clung palely to the topnost branches. The earth around the trees and
under

t he hamock snell ed of cider vinegar and nul ching | eaves.

"Make haste slowy," Gaudi or advised, as Charles Wallace's trenbling fingers
funbled with the knots. The air was cold, and the unicorn bent his neck so

t hat

he coul d breathe on Charles Wallace's fingers to warmthem
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"Think only about untying the knots. The Echthroi are near."

Warnmed by the unicorn's breath, the boy's fingers began to lose their

sti ffness,

and he nanaged to untie the first knot. Two nore knots, and one end of the
hamrock dropped to the |eafy ground, and Charles Wil lace noved to the second
tree, where the hammock seemed even nore firmly secured to the gnarled trunk
He

worked in silence until the hanmock was freed. "Kneel," he told the unicorn
Charl es Wl |l ace dragged one end of the hamock under the unicorn, so that the
heavy webbi ng was under Gaudi or's great abdomen. Wth difficulty he managed
to

fling the rope up over Gaudior's flanks. He clanbered up and bound the rope
securely around his waist. "It's a good thing Mther always uses enough rope
for

five hammocks. "

Gaudi or whickered. "Are you tied on securely?"

"I think so. The twi ns taught me to make knots."

"Hold on to nmy mane, too."

«t*>

[ am

"I don't like this," Gaudior objected. "Are you sure you think we ought to
try

to go to Patagonia?"

"I think it's what we have to do."

"I"mworried." But Gaudior began to run, until he had gat hered enough speed
to

[ aunch hinsel f.

The attack cane al nost i medi ately, Echthroi surroundi ng boy and unicorn
Charl es Wl | ace's hands were
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torn from Gaudi or's mane, but the rope held firm The breath was buffeted out
of

him and his eyelids were sealed tight against his eyes by the blasting w nd,
but the Echthroi did not succeed in pulling himoff Gaudior's back. The rope
strai ned and groaned, but the knots held.

Gaudior's breath canme in silver streamers. He had folded his wings into his
flanks to prevent the Echthroid wind from breaking them Boy and unicorn were
flung through endl ess tinme and space.

A col d, stenching wind picked themup and they were flung downward with a

vi ol ence over which the unicorn had no control. Hel plessly they descended

t owar d

a vast darkness.

They crashed.

They hit with such inpact that Charles Wallace thought fleetingly, just
before

he | ost consciousness, that the Echthroi had flung themonto rock and this
was

the end.

But the descent continued. Down down into blackness and cold. No breath. A
feeling of strangling, a wild ringing in the ears. Then he seened to be
rising,

up, up, and light hit his closed eyes with the force of a blow, and clear
cold

air rushed into his lungs. He opened his eyes.

It was water and not rock they had been thrown against.

"Gaudior!" he cried, but the unicorn floated linply on the surface of the

dar kness, half on his side, so that one of Charles Wallace's | egs was stil

in

the water. The boy bent over the great neck. No breath cane fromthe silver
nostrils. There was no rise and fall of chest, no beat of
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heart. "Gaudior!" he cried in anguish. "Don't be dead! Gaudior!"

Still, the unicorn floated linply, and small waves pl ashed over his face.
"Gaudior!" Wth all his strength Charles Wall ace beat agai nst the notionl ess
body. -The rune, he thought wildly, -the rune

But no words cane, except the unicorn's nanme. "Gaudi or! Gaudior!"

A trenbling stirred the silver body, and then Gaudior's breath canme roaring
out

of himlike an organ with all the stops pulled out. Charles Wall ace sobbed
with

relief. The unicorn opened eyes which at first were glazed, then cleared and
shone |i ke dianonds. He began to tread water. "Were are we?"

Charl es Wall ace bent over the beautiful body, stroking neck and mane in an
ecstasy of relief. "In the mddle of an ocean.™

"Whi ch ocean?" Gaudi or asked testily.

"I don't know. "

"It's your planet. You' re supposed to know. "

"I's it ny planet?" Charles Wallace asked. "The Ech-throi had us. Are you sure
we

aren't in a Projection?"

Uni corn and boy | ooked around. The water stretched to the horizon on al

si des.

Above themthe sky was clear, with a few small cl ouds.

"It's not a Projection." Gaudi or whickered. "But we could be anywhere in
Creation, on any planet in any gal axy which has air with oxygen and plenty of
water. Does this seemto you like an ordinary earth ocean?" He shook
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his head, and water sprayed out fromhis mane. "I amnot thinking clearly yet

He gul ped air, then regurgitated a large quantity of salt water. "I have



drunk half this ocean."

"It looks like a regular ocean,'
feels

like winter.'
wer e

full of water, which sloshed icily against his feet. "Look!" He pointed ahead
of

themto a large crag of ice protruding fromthe water. "An iceberg."

"Which direction is |and?"

"Gaudior, if we don't even know what gal axy or planet we're on, how do you
expect ne to know where land is?"

Wth difficulty Gaudior stretched his wings to their fullest extent, so that
they shed water in great falls that splashed noisily against the waves. Hi s

| egs

churned with a mghty effort to keep afl oat.

"Can you fly?" Charles Wall ace asked.

"My wings are waterl ogged."

"Can't you ask the wi nd where we are?"

Charles Wallace said tentatively, "and it

H s drenched anorak clung to his body in wet folds. H's boots

A shudder rippled along the unicorn's flanks. "I'mstill half w nded-the
wi nd-the wind-we hit water so hard it's a wonder all our bones aren't broken.
The wi nd nust have cushioned our fall. Are you still tied on?"

"Yes, or | wouldn't be here. Ask the wi nd, please."

"W nded-the wi nd-the wind-" Again Gaudi or shook water from his w ngs. He
opened

his mouth in his characteristic gesture of drinking, gulped in the cold,

cl ear

breeze, his lips pulled back to reveal the dangerous-
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| ooking teeth. He closed his eyes and his |long | ashes were dark against his
skin, which had paled to the color of noonlight. He opened his eyes and spat
out

a great fountain of water. "Thank the gal axies."

"Where are we?"

"Your own gal axy, your own solar system your own planet. Your own Were."
"You nmean this is the place of the star-watching rock? Only it's covered by
an

ocean?"

"Yes. And the wind says it's m dsumer."

Charles Wallace | ooked at the iceberg. "lIt's a good thing it's sumer, or
we'd

be dead fromcold. And summer or no, we'll die of cold if we don't get out of
wat er and onto | and, and soon."

Gaudi or sighed. "My wings are still heavy with water and ny legs are tiring."

A wave dashed over them Charles Wallace swallowed a mouthful of salty water
and

choked, coughing painfully. H's lungs ached fromthe battering of the

Echt hroid

wi nd and the cold of the sea. He was desperately sleepy. He thought of
travelers

lost in a blizzard, and how in the end all they wanted was to lie down in the
snow and go to sleep, and if they gave in to sleep they woul d never wake up
again. He struggled to keep his eyes open, but it hardly seemed worth the
effort.

Gaudior's legs noved nore and nore slowy. Wen the next wave went over them
the unicorn did not kick back up to the surface.

As water and darkness joined to blot out Charles
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Wal | ace' s consci ousness, he heard a ringing in his ears, and through the
ringi ng

a voice calling, "The rune, Chuck! Say it! Say the rune!"



But the weight of the icy water bore hi mdown.

Ananda's frantic whining roused Meg. "Say it, Charles!" she cried, sitting
bol t -upri ght. Ananda whi ned again, then gave a sharp bark. "I'mnot sure
renenber the words-" Meg pressed both hands agai nst the dog, and called out,
"Wth Ananda in this fateful hour | place all Heaven with its power And the
sun

with its brightness, And the snow with its whiteness, And the fire with al

t he

strength it hath, And the lightning with its rapid wath, And the winds with
their swiftness along their path . "

The wind lifted and the whitecaps were churned into rolling breakers, and
uni corn and boy were raised to the surface of the water and caught in a great
curling conber and swept along with it across the icy sea until they were

flung

onto the white sands of dry |and.
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Uni corn and boy vom ted sea water and struggled to breathe, their |ungs
pai ni ng

them as though they were being slashed by knives. They were sheltered from

t he

wind by a cliff of ice onto which the sun was pouring, so that water was
streaming down in little rivulets. The warnth of the sun which was nelting

t he

ice also nelted the chill fromtheir sodden bodi es, and began to dry the
unicorn's waterl ogged wings. Gradually their bl ood began to flow norrmally and
t hey breathed without choking on salt water

Because he was snaller and lighter (and billions of years younger, Gaudi or
pointed out later), Charles \Wal-
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| ace recovered first. He managed to wiggle out of the still-soaking anorak
and

drop it down onto the wet sand. Then with difficulty he kicked off the boots.
He

| ooked at the ropes which still bound himto the unicorn; the knots were
pul | ed

so tight and the cord was by now so sodden that it was inpossible to untie

hi nsel f. Exhausted, he bent over Gaudior's neck and felt the healing sun send
its rays deep into his body. Warned and soot hed, his nose pressed agai nst wet
uni corn mane, he fell into sleep, a deep, life-renew ng sleep

When he awoke, Gaudi or was stretching his wings out to the sun. A few drops
of

water still clung to them but the unicorn could flex themw th ease.
"Gaudior," Charles Wallace started, and yawned.
"Whil e you were sl eeping," the unicorn reproved gently, "I have been

consul ting

the wind. Praise the Music that we're in the Wien of the nelting of the ice
or

we coul d not have survived." He, too, yawned.

"Do unicorns sleep?" Charles Wallace asked.

"I haven't needed to sleep in aeons."

"I feel all the better for a nap. Gaudior, |I'msorry."

"For what ?"

"For making you try to get us to Patagonia. If | hadn't, we mght not have
been

nearly killed by the Echthroi."

"Apol ogy accepted," Gaudior said briskly. "Have you | earned?"

"I"ve learned that every tinme |'ve tried to control things we've had trouble.
I

don't know what we ought to do now, or \Were or Wien we ought to go from here
I



just don't know .
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"I think"-Gaudior turned his great head to | ook at the boy-"that our next
step

is to get all these knots untied.”

Charles Wallace ran his fingers along the rope. "The knots are all sort of
wel ded together fromw nd and water and sun. | can't possibly untie them™
Gaudi or wriggled against the pressure of the ropes. "They appear to have
shr unk.

| amvery unconfortable."

After a futile attenpt at what |ooked Iike the nost pliable of the knots,

Charl es Wall ace gave up. "l've got to find something to cut the rope.™
Gaudior trotted slowy up and down the beach. There were shells, but none
sharp

enough. They saw a few pieces of rotting driftwod, and sone iridescent
jellyfish and clunps of seaweed. There were no broken bottles or tin cans or
ot her signs of mankind, and while Charles Wallace was usually horrified at
human

wast e and abuse of nature, he would gladly have found a broken beer bottle.
Gaudi or turned inland around the edge of the ice cliff, moving up on slipping
sand runneled by nelting ice. "This is absurd. After all we've been through
who

woul d have thought 1'd end up like a centaur with you permanently affixed to
ny

back?" But he continued to struggle up until he was standing on the great
shoul der of ice.

"Look!" Charles Wallace pointed to a cluster of silvery plants with |ong

spi kes

whi ch had jagged teeth along the sides. "Do you think you could bite one of
those off, so | can saw the rope with it?"

Gaudi or spl ashed through puddles of nelted ice, |owered his head, and bit off
one of the spikes as close to the
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root as his large teeth pernmitted. Holding it between his teeth he tw sted
hi s

head around until Charles Wallace, straining until the rope nearly cut off
hi s

breath, managed to take it from him

Gaudior winkled his Iips in distaste. "lIt's repellent. Careful, now

Uni corn's

hide is not as strong as it |ooks."

"Stop fidgeting."

"It itches." Gaudior flung his head about with uncontroll able and agoni zed
| aughter. "Hurry."
"I'f I hurry I'"lIl cut you. It's coming now " He noved the plant-saw back and

forth with careful concentration, and finally one of the ropes parted. "I'll
have to cut one nore, on the other side. The worst is over now "

But when a second rope was severed, Charles Wallace was still bound to the
uni corn, and the plant was |inp and useless. "Can you bite off another spike?"
Gaudior bit and grimaced. "Nothing really has to taste that disagreeable. But
then, I am not accustoned to any food except starlight and noonlight."

At last the ropes were off boy and beast, and Charles Wallace slid to the
surface of the ice cliff. Gaudior was attacked by a fit of sneezing, and the
| ast of the sea water flooded fromhis nose and nouth. Charles Wall ace | ooked
at

the unicorn and drew in his breath in horror. \Were the lines of rope had
crossed the flanks there were red welts, shocking against the silver hide.
The

entire abdom nal area, where the webbed hammock had rubbed, was raw and

00zi ng



bl ood. The water which had flooded from Gaudi or's nostrils was pinkish.
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The unicorn in turn inspected the boy. "You' re a ness,'
"You

can't possibly go Wthin in this condition. You' d only hurt your host."
"You're a ness, too," Charles Wallace replied. He | ooked at his hands, and

t he

pal ms were as raw as Gaudior's belly. Were the anorak and his shirt had
slipped, the rope had cut into his waist as it had cut Gaudior's fl anks.

"And you have two bl ack eyes,"” the unicorn informed him "It's a wonder you
can

see at all."

Charles Wallace squinted, first with one eye, then the other. "Things are a
little blurry," he confessed.

Gaudi or shook a few last drops fromhis wings. "W can't stay here, and you
can't go Wthin now, that's obvious."

Charl es Wall ace | ooked at the sun, which was noving toward the west. "It's
goi ng

to be cold when the sun goes down. And there doesn't seemto be any sign of
l[ife. And nothing to eat."

Gaudi or folded his wings across his eyes and appeared to contenpl ate. Then he

he stated flatly.

returned the wings to the bleeding flanks. "I don't understand earth tine."
"What's that got to do with it?"

"Time is of the essence, we both know that. And yet it will take weeks, if
not

nonths, for us to heal."
When the unicorn stared at him as though expecting a response, Charles
vl | ace

| ooked down at a puddle in the ice. "I don't have any suggestions."
"We're both exhausted. The one place | can take you
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wi t hout fear of Echthroi is my home. No nortal has ever been there, and | am
not

sure | should bring you, but it's the only way | see open to us." The unicorn
flung back his mane so that it brushed agai nst the boy's bruised face with a

silver cool ness. "I have become very fond of you, in spite of all your
fool i shness. "

Charl es Wall ace hugged the unicorn. "I have becone fond of you, too."

Joi nts creaking painfully, Gaudior knelt. The boy cl anbered up, w ncing as he
i nevitably touched the red welts which marred the flanks. "I"'msorry. | don't
want to hurt you."

Gaudi or nei ghed softly. "I know you don't."

The boy was so exhausted that he was scarcely aware of their flight. Stars
and

time swirled about him and his |lids began to droop

"Wake up!" CGaudior ordered, and he opened his eyes to a world of starlit

| ovel i ness. The blurring of his vision had cleared, and he | ooked in awe at a
| and of snow and ice; he felt no cold, only the tenderness of a soft breeze
whi ch touched his cuts and bruises with healing gentleness. In tlit- violet
sky

hung a sickle nmoon, and a smaller, higher noon, nearly full. Muntains heaved
snow- cl ad shoul ders skyward. Between the ribs of one of the foothills he saw
what appeared to be a pile of enornmous eggs.

Caudi or followed his gaze. "The hatching grounds. It has been seen by no

ot her

human eyes."

"I didn't know unicorns cane from eggs," the boy said wonderingly.

"Not all of us do," Gaudior replied casually. "Only the
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tinme travelers.'

He took in great draughts of noonlight, then asked, "Aren't



you

thirsty?"

Charles Wallace's |ips were cracked and sore. Hi s nobuth was parched. He

| ooked

longingly at the noonlight and tentatively opened his mouth to it. He felt a
cool and healing touch on his lips, but when he tried to swall ow he choked.

"I forgot," Gaudior said. "You re human. In ny excitement at being home it
slipped my mind." He cantered off to one of the foothills and returned with a
I ong blue-green icicle held carefully in his teeth. "Suck it slowy. It may
sting at first, but it has healing properties."

The cool drops trickled gently down the boy's parched throat, l|ike rays of
nmoonl i ght, and at the sane tine that they cool ed the burning, they warnmed his
cold body. He gave his entire concentration to the noonsicle, and when he had
finished the last healing drops he turned to thank Gaudi or

The unicorn was rolling in the snow, his legs up in the air, rolling and
rolling, a hunm ng of sheer pleasure coming fromhis throat. Then he stood up
and shook hinself, flinging splashes of snowin all directions. The red welts
were gone; his hide was smooth and glistening perfection. He | ooked at the
sore

pl aces on Charles Wallace's wai st and hands. "Roll, the way | did," he

or der ed.

Charles Vallace threw hinself into the snow, which was |ike no other snow he
had

ever felt; each flake was separate and tingly; it was cool but not chilling,
and

he felt healing nove not only over the rope burns but deep within his sore
muscl es. He rolled over and over, |augh-
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ing with delight. Then came a nmonent when he knew that he was conpletely

heal ed,

and he junped up. "CGaudior, where is everybody? all the other unicorns?"
"Only the tine travelers cone to the hatching grounds, and during the passage
of

the small noon they can be about other business, tor the small npon casts its
warnth on the eggs. | brought you here, to this place, and at this noon, so
we'd

be al one."

"But why should we be al one?"

"If the others saw you they'd fear for their eggs.”

Charl es Wallace's head cane barely hal fway up the unicorn's haunches.
"Creatures

your size would be afraid of nme?"

"Size is inmaterial. There are tiny viruses which are deadly."

"Couldn't you tell theml'mnot a virus and |'m not deadly?"

Gaudi or bl ew out a gust of air. "Some of themthink mankind is deadly."

Charl es Wallace, too, sighed, and did not reply.

Gaudi or nuzzl ed his shoul der. "Those of us who have been around the gal axi es
know t hat such thinking is foolish. It's always easy to bl ane others. And
have

| earned, being with you, that many of my preconceptions about nortals were
wrong. Are you ready?"

Charl es Vallace held out his hands to the unicorn. "Couldn't | see one of the
eggs hatch?"

"They won't be ready until the rising of the third nmoon, unless
Gaudi or

nmoved cl oser to the clutch, each egg alnost as long as the boy was tall.
"Vait-"

The
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unicorn trotted to the great gl obular heap, which shone with inner



[ um nosity,

i ke gi ant nmoonstones. Gaudi or bent his curved neck so that his mane brushed
softly over the surface of the shells. Wth his upper teeth he tapped gently
on

one, listening, ears cocked, the short ear-hairs standing up and quivering
like
antennae. After a nonent he noved on to another shell, and then another, with

unhurried patience, until he tapped on one shell twice, thrice, then drew
back

and nodded at the boy.

This egg appeared to have rolled slightly apart fromthe others, and as

Charl es

Wal | ace watched, it quivered, and rolled even farther away. Frominside the
shel | came a sound of tapping, and the egg began to gl ow. The tapping

accel erated and the shell grew so bright the boy could scarcely ook at it. A
sharp cracking, and a flash of brilliance as the horn thrust up and out into
t he

pearly air, followed by a head with the silver mane clinging danply to neck
and

forehead. Dark silver-|ashed eyes opened slowy, and the baby unicorn | ooked
around, its eyes reflecting the light of the noons as it gazed on its fresh
new

environnent. Then it wiggled and cracked the rest of the shell. As fragnents
of

shell fell onto the snowy ground they broke into thousands of flakes, and the
shel | becane one with the snow

The baby uni corn stood on new and wobbly | egs, neighing a soft nbonbeam sound
until it gained its balance. It stood barely as tall as Charles Wall ace,
testing

one forehoof, then the other, and kicking out its hind |l egs. As Charles
vl | ace

wat ched, | ost in delight, the baby unicorn danced under the light of the two
noons.
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Then it saw Gaudi or, and came prancing over to the big unicorn; by slightly
lowering the horn it could have run right under the full-grown beast.

Gaudi or nuzzled the little one's head just below the horn. Again the baby
pranced with pl easure, and Gaudi or began to dance with it, |eading the
fledgling

in steps ever nore and nore intricate. \Wen the baby began to tire, Gaudior
sl owed the steps of the dance and raised his head to the sickle noon, drew
back

his lips in an exaggerated gesture, and gul ped noonli ght.

As the baby had been followi ng Gaudior in the steps of the dance, so it
imtated

hi m now, eagerly trying to drink nmoonlight, the rays dribbling fromits young
and inexperienced |ips and breaking |like crystal on the snow. Again it tried,
| ooking at Gaudior, until it was thirstily and tidily swallow ng the |ight as
it

was tipped out fromthe curve of the noon.

Gaudior turned to the nearly full noon, and again w th exaggerated gestures
taught the little one to drink. Wien its flanks were quivering with full ness,
Gaudi or turned to the nearest star, and showed it the pleasures of finishing
a

meal by quenching its thirst with starlight. The little one sipped
contentedly,

then closed its mouth with its tiny, dianond-1ike teeth, and, replete, |eaned
agai nst Gaudi or.

Only then did it notice Charles Wallace. Wth a |l eap of startlenent, it

| anded



on all four spindly |legs, squealed in terror and gall oped away, tai

streani ng

silver behind it.

Charles Wallace watched the little creature di sappear over the horizon. "I'm
sorry | frightened it. WII it be all right?"
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Gaudi or nodded reassuringly. "lIt's gone in the direction of the Mdthers.
They' ||

tell it you're only a bad dreamit had com ng out of the shell, and it'l|

f or get

all about you." He knelt.

Rel uctantly Charles Wallace mounted and sat astride the great neck. Hol di ng
on

to a handful of mane, he | ooked about at the wild and peaceful |andscape. "I
don't want to | eave."

"You human beings tend to want good things to last forever. They don't. Not
while we're in tinme. Do you have any instructions for ne?"

"I"'mthrough with instructions. | don't even have any suggestions."

"We' || go Where and When the wind decides to take us, then?"

"What about Echthroi ?" Charl es Wall ace asked fearfully.

"Because we're journeying fromthe home place the wind should be unnol est ed,
as

it was when we cane here. After that we'll see. W've been in a very deep
sea,

and | never thought we'd get out of it. Try not to be afraid. The wind will
gi ve

us all the help it can.” The wings stretched to their full span and Gaudi or

flew

up between the two nmoons, and away fromthe uni corn hatching grounds.

Meg sighed with delight.

"Ch, Ananda, Ananda, that was the nobst beautiful kythe! How I w sh Charles
Wal | ace coul d have stayed there |onger, where he's safe . "
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Ananda whi ned softly.

"I know. He has to l|eave. But the Echthroi are after him and | feel so
hel pl ess

Ananda | ooked up at Meg, and the tufts of darker fur above the eyes lifted.
Meg scratched the dog between the ears. "We did send himthe rune when he was
in

the Ice Age sea, and the wind canme to help." Anxiously she placed her hand on
Ananda, and cl osed her eyes, concentrating.

She saw the star-watching rock, and two children, a girl and a boy, perhaps
thirteen and eleven, the girl the elder. The boy | ooked very much like a
noder n

Brandon Ll awcae, a Brandon in blue jeans and T-shirt-so it was definitely not
1865.

Charles Wallace was Wthin the boy, whose name was not Brandon

Chuck.

Ms. O Keefe had called Charles Wallace Chuck

Chuck was someone Ms. O Keefe knew. Sonmeone M's. O Keefe had said was not an
i diot.

Now he was with a girl, yes, and soneone else, an old woman. Chuck Maddox,
and

his sister, Beezie, and their grandnother. They were | aughi ng, and bl ow ng
dandel i on cl ocks, counting the breaths it took for the lacy white spores to

| eave the green stem

Beezi e Maddox had gol den hair and bright blue eyes and a nerry |augh. Chuck
was

nore nuted, his hair a soft brown, his eyes blue-grey. He smled nore often



t han

| aughed. He was so much |ike Brandon that Meg was sure he nust be a direct
descendant .
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"Ananda, why am | so terribly frightened for hinP?" Mg asked.

"Let's bl ow dandelion cl ocks," Beezie had suggested.

"Not around the store you don't," their father had said. "Ill not have ny

pat ch

of lawn seeded with nore dandelion spore than blows here on its own."

So Chuck and Beezie and the grandnother cane on a Sunday afternoon, across

t he

brook, along to the flat rock. In the distance they could hear the sound of
trucks on the hi ghway, although they could not see them Cccasionally a plane
tracked across the sky. Otherw se, there was nothing to rem nd t hem of
civilization, and this was one of the things Chuck |iked best about crossing
t he

br ook and wal ki ng t hrough the woods to the rock

Beezi e handed hi m a dandelion. "Bl ow "

Chuck did not rmuch like the smell of the spore; it was heavy and rank, and he
wrinkl ed his nose with distaste.

"It doesn't snell all that bad to ne,’
it

snells green, that's all."

The grandnot her held the snowy fronds to her nose. "Wen you' re old, nothing
snells the way it used to." She blew, and the white snowfl akes of her
dandel i on

flewin all directions, drifting on the w nd.

Chuck and his sister had to bl ow several times before the clock told its
tine.

The grandnot her, who was qui ckly out of breath, and who had pressed her hand
agai nst her heart as she struggled up the fern-bordered path fromthe brook
blew lightly, and all the spores flew
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fromthe stem danced in the sunny air, and slowy settl ed.

Chuck | ooked at Beezie, and Beezie | ooked at Chuck.

"Grandma, Beezie and | huff and puff and you bl ow no stronger than a whi sper
and

it all blows away."

"Maybe you bl ow too hard. And when you ask the time, you nmustn't fear the
answer . "

Chuck | ooked at the bare green stemin his grandnother's fingers. "I blew

f our

times, and it isn't nearly four yet. Wat tine does your dandelion tell

G andma?"

The spring sun went briefly behind a small cloud, veiling the old wonan's
eyes.

"It tells me of time past, when the valley was a | ake, your pa says, and a
di fferent people roaned the |and. Do you renmenber the arrowhead you found
when

we were digging to plant tulip bul bs?" Deftly she changed the subject.
"Beezie and |'ve found lots of arrowheads. | always carry one. It's better'n
a

knife." He pulled the flat chipped triangle fromhis jeans pocket.

Beezi e wore jeans, too, thin where her sharp knees were starting to push

t hr ough

the cloth. Her bl ue-and-white-checked shirt was just beginning to stretch
tightly across her chest. She dug into her pockets like her brother, pulling
out

an old Scout knife and a bent spoon. "G andma, blow ng the dandelion
clocks-that's just superstition, isn't it?"

Beezie said. "Wen | squish the stem



"And what else would it be? Better ways there are of telling the tinme, like
t he

set of the sun in the sky and the shadows of the trees. | make it out to be
ni gh

three in the afternoon, and near time to go hone for a cup of tea."
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Beezi e |l ay back on the warm | edge of rock, the sanme kind of rock from which
t he

arrowhead had been chi pped. "And Ma and Pa' 11 have tea with us because it's
Sunday, and the store's closed, and nobody in it but Pansy. G andma, | think
she's going to have kittens again."

"Are you after being surprised? Wiat el se has Pansy to do except frighten the
field mce anay."

Despite the mention of tea, Chuck too lay back, putting his head in his
grandmot her's lap so she could ruffle his hair. Around themthe spring breeze
was gentle; the | eaves whi spered together; and in the di stance a phoebe
cal l ed

wistfully. The roaring of a truck on the distant highway was a jarring note.
The grandnot her said, "Wen we |eave the village and cross the brook it's

al nost

as though we crossed out of time, too. And then there comes the sound of the
present"-she gestured toward the invisible highway-"to rem nd us."

"What of, Grandma?" Beezi e asked.

The ol d wonman | ooked into an unseen distance. "The world of trucks isn't as
real

to me as the world on the other side of tine."

"Wi ch side?" Chuck asked.

"Ei ther side, though at the present | know nore about the past than the
future.”

Beezie's eyes lit up. "You nean like in the stories you tell us?"

The grandnot her nodded, her eyes still distant.

"Tell us one of the stories, Gandma. Tell us how
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Queen Branwen was taken fromBritain by an Irish king."

The old woman's focus returned to the children. "I may have been born in

Ireland, but we never forgot we came from Branwen of Britain."

"And |'m naned after her."

"That you are, wee Beezie, and after ne, for |I'm Branwen, too."

"And Zillah? |'m Branwen Zillah Maddox." Beezie and Chuck knew the stories of
t hei r names backwards and forwards but never |ost pleasure in hearing them
Meg opened her eyes in amazement. Branwen Zillah Maddox. B.Z. Beezie. Ms.

O Keef e.

That gol den child was Ms. O Keefe. And Chuck was her brother

"Zillah comes fromyour Maddox forebears,"” the grandnother told the children
"and a proud nane it is, too. She was an Indian princess, according to your
pa,

fromthe tribe which used to dwell right here where we be now, though the

I ndi ans are | ong gone."

"But you don't know as nuch about Zillah as you do about Branwen."

"Only that she was an I ndian and beautiful. There are too nany nen on your
father's side of the famly, and stories come down, nowadays, through womnen.
But

in Branwen's day there were nmen who were bards."

"What's bards?" Chuck asked.

"Singers of songs and tellers of tales. Both ny grandna
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and ny grandpa told ne the story of Branwen, but nostly my grandma, over and
over, and her grandma told her before that, and the telling goes back beyond
menory. Britain and Ireland have | ong m sunderstood each other, and this

m sunder st andi ng goes back beyond nenory, too. And in the once upon a tine



and

| ong ago when the Irish king wooed the English princess, 'twas thought there
m ght at |ast be peace between the two green and pl easant | ands. There was
feasting for many noons at the tine of the nuptials, and then the Irish king
sailed for Ireland with his wife."

"Woul dn't Branwen have been honesi ck?" Beezi e asked.

"And of course she'd have been homnesi ck. But she was born a princess and now
she

was a queen, and queens know how to mind their manners-or did in those days.'
"And t he king? What was he |ike?"

"Ch, and handsone he was, as the Irish can be, as was nmy own sweet Pat, who
bore

wel | the nane of the blessed saint, with black hair and blue eyes. Branwen
knew

not that he was using her to vent his spleen against her |and and her

br et hren,

knew it not until he trunped up sone silly story of her sitting in the
refectory

and casting her eye on one of his nen. So, to punish her-"

"For what ?" Chuck asked.

"For what, indeed? For his own jealous fantasies. So, to punish her, he sent
her

to tend the swine and barred her fromthe palace. So she knew he had never

| oved

her, and her heart burned within her with angui sh. Then she thought to cal
on

her brother in England, and she used
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t he rune, and whether she and hers gave the rune to Patrick, or whether their
guardi an angels gave it to each of them she called on all Heaven with its
power-" The children chanted the rune with her

"And the sun with its brightness, And the snow with its whiteness, And the
fire

with all the strength it hath, And the lightning with its rapid wath, And

t he

winds with their swiftness along their path, And the sea with its deepness,
And

the rocks with their steepness, And the earth with its starkness, Al these
pl ace

By God's alnmighty help and grace Between nyself and the powers of darkness!"
The grandnot her continued, "And the sun shone on her fair hair and warned
her,

and the gentle snow fell and nmade all clean the sty in which the Irish king
had

set her, and the fire burst fromthe fireplace of his wooden pal ace and the
lightning struck it and it burned with mighty rage and all within fled the
fury.

And the wind blew fromBritain and the sails of her brother Bran's ship

bi I | owed

as it sped over the deep sea and | anded where the rocks were steep and the
earth

stark. And Bran's nen scaled the rock and rescued their bel oved Branwen."
"Isit atrue story, Gandna," Beezie asked, "really?"

"To those with the listening ear and the believing heart."

"Chuck has the believing heart," Beezie said.

The grandnot her patted his knee. "One day naybe
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you will be the witer your father wanted to be. He was not cut out for a

st or ekeeper. "

"I love the store," Beezie said defensively. "It snells good, of cinnanmon and



fresh bread and apples."

“I'"'m hungry," Chuck said.

"And wasn't | after saying before we got into storytell-ing that we should
get

al ong home for tea? Pull me up, both of you."

Chuck and Beezie scranbled to their feet and heaved the old woman upri ght.
"We' || pick a bouquet for Ma and Pa on the way," Beezie said.

The narrow path was rough with rocks and humobcks of grass, and wal ki ng was
not

easy. The grandnother |eaned on a staff which Chuck had cut for her froma
grove

of young mapl es whi ch needed thinning. He went ahead, slow ng down when he
saw

Beezi e and his grandnot her | aggi ng behind him A bouquet of field flowers was
growi ng i n Beezie's hands, for she paused whenever she saw that the ol d wonan
was out of breath. "Look, Chuck! Look, G andma! Three nore
jacks-in-the-pulpit!"

Chuck was hacking away with his arrowhead at a strand of bittersweet snaking
around a young fir tree, strangling it with coils strong as a boa
constrictor's.

"Ma used to have us |looking for bittersweet a year or so ago, and nowit's
taking over. It'Il kill this tree unless |I cut through it. You two go al ong
and

"Il catch up."

"Want ny knife?" Beezie offered.

"No. My arrowhead's sharp."

For a nonent he stared after his sister and grand-
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not her as they wended their slow way. He sniffed the fragrance of the air.

Al t hough the apple trees were green, the pink and white bl ossons were stil
on

the ground. The scent of lilac nmingled with the nock orange. He might be able
to

hear the trucks on the road and see the planes in the sky, but at |east here
he

couldn't snell them

Chuck liked neither the trucks nor the planes. They all left their funes
behi nd

them blunting the snell of sunlight, of rain, of green and grow ng things,
and

Chuck 'saw with his nose alnbst nore than with his eyes. Wthout |ooking he
could easily tell his parents, his grandnmother, his sister. And he judged
peopl e

al nost entirely by his reaction to their odor.

1 don't snmell a thing,' his father had said after Chuck had winkled his nose
at

a departing custoner.

Chuck had said calmy, 'He snells unreliable.’

H s father gave a small, surprised |augh. "He is unreliable. He owes nme nore
than | can afford to be owed, for all his expensive clothes.'

When the strand of bittersweet was severed, Chuck stood |eaning against the
rough bark of the tree, breathing inits resiny smell. In the distance he
coul d

see his grandnot her and Beezie. The old woman snelled to himof distance, of
t he

sea, which was fifty or nore mles away, but perhaps it was a farther sea
whi ch

clung to her. 'And you snell green,' he had told her. 'Ah, and that's because
I

cone froma far green country and the scent of it will be with ne always.'



"What color do I snell? Beezie had asked.
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"Yellow, like buttercups and sunlight and butterfly wi ngs.'

Green and gold. Good snells. Hone snmells. H's nother was the blue of sky in
early morning. His father was the rich nahogany of the highboy in the living
room with the firelight flickering over the polished wood. Confortable, safe
snel | s.

And suddenly the thought of the odor of cookies and freshly baked bread
cal l ed

to him and he ran to catch up

The famly lived over the store in a long, ranbling apartnent. The front
room

overl ooking the street, was a storeroom filled with cartons and barrels.
Behi nd

it were three bedroons: his parents', his own little cubbyhole, and the

bi gger

room Beezie shared with the grandmot her. Beyond these were the kitchen and

t he

| arge | ong room which served as living and dining room

There was a fire crackling in the fireplace, for the spring evenings were apt
to

be chilly. The famly was seated about a large round table set for tea, with
cooki es and bread still warmfromthe oven, a pitcher of mlk, and a big pot
of

tea covered with the cozy the grandnother had brought with her fromIrel and.
Chuck took his place, and his nother poured his tea. "Did you save another
tree?"

"Yes. | really should take Pa's big clippers with ne next tine."

Beezi e pushed the plate of bread and butter to him "Take your share quickly
or

"Il eat it all up."
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Chuck's sensitive nostrils twitched. There was a snell in the room which was
conpletely unfamiliar to him and of which he was afraid.

The father helped hinself to a cookie. "This is one of the tinmes |I wi sh
Sunday

afternoons canme nore than once a week."

"You' ve been acting tired lately." H s wife | ooked at hi manxiously.

"Being tired is the natural state of a country storekeeper who doesn't have
nmuch

busi ness sense.”

The grandnot her nmoved creakily fromher chair at the table to her rocker

" Har d

work's not easy. You need nmore help."

"Can't afford it, Grandna. How about telling us a story?"

"You' ve heard themall as nmany times as there are stars in the sky."

"l never tire of them"

"I"'mtold out for today."

"Ch, cone on, Grandma," M. Mddox cajoled. "You never tire of storytelling,
and

you know you make nost of it up as you go along."
"Stories are like children. They grow in their own way.
"

will just take a small snooze."

"You tell nme about the Indian princess, then, Pa," Beezie ordered.

"I don't know rmuch about her as far as provable facts are concerned. My
illustrious forebear, Matthew Maddox, from whom | may have inherited an iota
of

talent, wote
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She cl osed her eyes.



about her in his second novel. It was a best-seller in its day. Sad he

coul dn't

have known about its success, but it was published posthunmously. It was a
strange sort of fantasy, with qualities which nmake some critics call it the
first American science-fiction novel, because it played with tine, and he'd
obvi ously heard of Mendel's theories of genetics. Anyhow, Beezie love, it's a
fictional account of the two brothers from ancient Wal es who cane to this
country after their father's death, the first Europeans to set foot on these
uncharted shores. And, as the brothers had quarreled in Wal es, so they
guarrel ed

in the New Wrld, and the elder of the two nade his way to South America.
Madoc,

t he younger brother, stayed with the Indians in a place which is nanel ess but
whi ch Matthew Maddox inplies is right around here, and he married the Indian
princess zZyll, or Zillah, and in the novel it is his strain which is |ost,
and

nmust be found again."

"Sounds interesting," Chuck said.

Beezi e winkled her nose. "I don't nuch like science fiction. | like fairy
tal es

better."

"The Horn of Joy has elements of both. The idea that the proud el der brother
must be defeated by the inconsequential but honest younger brother is
certainly

a fairytale thene. There was also a unicorn in the story, who was a tine
traveler."”

"Whyn't you tell us about it before?" Beezie asked.

"Thought you'd be too young to be interested. Anyhow, | sold ny copy when
was

of fered an outrageously large sumfor it when | ... it was too |large an
anmount

to turn down. Matthew Maddox, for a nineteenth-century
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writer, had an uncanny intuition about the theories of space, time, and
relativity that Einstein was to postul ate generations later."

"But that's not possible," Beezie protested.

"Precisely. But it's all in Matthew s book, nevertheless. It's an evocati ve,
haunti ng novel, and since Mtthew Maddox assuned that he was descended from
t he

younger Wl shman, the one who stayed here, and the Indian princess, |'ve
followed his fancy that the nane Maddox comes from Madoc." A shadow noved
acr oss

his face. "Wen ny father had a stroke and | had to |l eave ny poet's garret in
the city and come help out with the store, | had to give up ny dream of
followng in Matthew s footsteps."

"Ch, Pa-" Chuck said.

"I"'mmainly sorry for you children. | never had a chance to prove whether or
not

| could be a witer, but I"'ma failure as a nerchant.
go

down to the store for an hour or so and work on accounts."

When he left, holding on to the banister as he went down the steep stairs,

t he

snel | that made Chuck afraid went with him

Chuck told no one, not even Beezie, about the snell which was in his father
but

was not of his father.

Twi ce that week, Chuck had nightrmares. Wen he cried out in terror his nother
cane hurrying, but he told her only that he had had a bad dream

Beezie wasn't put off so easily. "You' re worried about sonething, Chuck."

He rose. "I'd better
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"There's always sonething to worry about. Lots of people owe Pa noney, and
he's

worried about bills. | heard a sal esman say he couldn't give Pa any nore
credit.”

Beezie said, "You're too young to worry about things like that. Anyhow, it
isn't

the kind of thing you worry about."

"I"mgetting ol der."

"Not that old."

"Pa's giving me nore to do. |I know nore about the business now "

"But that's not what you're worried about."

He tried another tack. "I don't like the way Paddy O Keefe's al ways after you
in

school . "

"Paddy O Keefe's repeated sixth grade three tinmes. He may be good at
basebal I,

but I'mnot one of the girls who thinks the sun rises and sets on him™"
"Maybe that's why he's after you." He had succeeded in deflecting her
attention.

"I don't let himnear nme. He never washes. \Wat does he snell Iike, Chuck?"
"Li ke a dandruffy woodchuck. "

One evening after supper Beezie said, "Let's go see if the fireflies are
back. "

It was Friday, and no school in the nmorning, so they could go to bed when
t hey

chose.

Chuck felt an overwhelmng desire to get out of the house, away fromthe
snel |,

whi ch nearly made himretch. "Let's go."

It was still twlight when they reached the flat rock
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They sat, and the stone still held the warnth of the day's sun. At first
there

were only occasional sparkles, but as it got darker Chuck was lost in a daze
of

delight as a galaxy of fireflies twinkled on and off, flinging upward in a
bl aze

of light, dropping earthward Iike falling stars, nmoving in continuous

ef fervescent dance.

"Ch, Beezie!" he cried. "I'mdazzled with gorgeous-ness."

Behi nd them t he woods were dark with shadows. There was no noon, and a thin
vei l

of clouds hid the stars. "If it were a clear night," Beezie remarked, "the
fireflies wouldn't be as bright. I've never seen themthis beautiful." She
| ay

back on the rock, |ooking up at the shadowed sky, then closing her eyes.
Chuck

followed suit.

"Let's feel the twirling of the earth," Beezie said. "That's part of the
dance

the fireflies are dancing, too. Can you feel it?"

Chuck squeezed his eyelids tightly closed. He gave a little gasp. "Oh, Beezie!
I

felt as though the earth had tilted!"™ He sat up, clutching at the rock. "It
made

me dizzy."

She gave her bubbling little giggle. "It can be a bit scary, being part of
earth

and stars and fireflies and cl ouds and rocks. Lie down again. You won't fal



off, |1 promse."

He | eaned back, feeling the radiance soak into his body. "The rock's stil
warm "

"It's warmall sunmer, because the trees don't shade it. And there's a rock
in

the woods that's always cool, even
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on the hottest day, because the | eaves are so close together that the sun's
fingers never touch it."

Chuck felt a cold shadow nove over hi mand shudder ed.

"Someone wal k over your grave?" Beezie asked lightly.

He junped up. "Let's go hone."

"Why? What's wrong? It's so beautiful."”

"I knowbut let's go hone."

When they got back, everything was in confusion. M. Maddox had col | apsed
from

pai n, and been rushed to the hospital. The grandnother was waiting for the
chil dren.

The frightening snell had expl oded over Chuck with the violence of a mghty
wave

as he entered.

The grandnot her pulled the children to her and hel d t hem

"But what is it? What's wong with Pa?" Beezie asked.

"The anbul ance attendant thought it was his appendix."

"But he will be all right?" she pl eaded.

"Dear ny love, we'll have to wait and pray."

Chuck pressed agai nst her, quivering, not speaking. Slowy the snell was

di ssipating, leaving a strange enptiness in its wake.

Time seemed to stand still. Chuck would gl ance at the clock, thinking an hour
had passed, only to find it barely a minute. After a long while Beezie fel
asl eep, her head in her grandmother's lap. Chuck was watchful, |ooking from
t he

clock to the tel ephone to the door. But at |length he, too, slept.
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In his sleep he dreanmed that he was lying on the flat rock, and feeling the
swi ng of the earth around the sun, and suddenly the rock tilted steeply, and
he

was sliding off, and he scrabbled in terror to keep fromfalling off the
precipice into a sea of darkness. He cried out, "Rocks -steep-" and the
grandmot her put her hand on the rock and steadied it and he stopped dreamn ng
But when he woke up he knew that his father was dead.
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The sudden shrilling of the tel ephone woke Meg with a jolt of terror. Her
hear t

began to thud, and she pushed out of bed, hardly aware of Ananda. Her feet
hal f

in and half out of her slippers, one armshoved into her robe, she stunbled
downstairs and into her parents' bedroom but they were not there, so she
hurried on down to the kitchen

Her father was on the phone, and she heard hi msaying, "Very well, Ms.
O Keefe.
One of us will be right over for you."

It was not the President.

But Ms. O Keefe? In the niddle of the night?
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The twins, too, were in the doorway.

"What was that about?" Ms. Mirry asked.

"As you gathered, it was Ms. O Keefe."

"At this time of night!" Sandy excl ai ned.

"She's never called us before," Dennys said, "at any tine."



Meg breathed a sigh of relief. "At least it wasn't the President. Wat did
she

want ?"

"She said she's found sonet hing she wants nme to see, and ordered ne to go for
her at once.”

"I'l'l go," Sandy said. "You can't |eave the phone, Dad."

"You' ve got the weirdest nother-in-lawin the world," Dennys told Meg.

Ms. Mirry opened the oven door and the fragrance of hot bread wafted out.

" How

about sone bread and butter?"

"Meg, put your bathrobe on properly," Dennys ordered.

"Yes, doc." She put her left arminto the sleeve and tied the belt. If she
stayed in the kitchen with the famly, then time would pass with its normal
inevitability. The kythe which had been broken by the jangling of the

t el ephone

was | ost somewhere in her unconscious m nd. She hated al arm cl ocks, because
t hey

woke her so abruptly out of sleep that she forgot her dreans.

In the kything was sonmething to do with Ms. O Keefe. But what? She searched
her

mnd. Fireflies. Sonmething to do with fireflies. And a girl and a boy, and

t he

snel | of fear. She shook her head.
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"What's the matter, Meg?" her nother asked.

"Nothing. I"'mtrying to renenber something."

"Sit down. A warmdrink won't hurt you."

It was inportant that she see Ms. O Keefe, but she couldn't renmenber why,
because the kythe was gone.

"I"1l be right back," Sandy assured them and went out the pantry door

"What on earth . . ." Dennys said. "Ms. O Keefe is beyond nme. I"'mglad |I'm
not

going in for psychiatry."

Their nother set a plateful of fragrant bread on the table, then turned to
put

the kettle on. "Look!"

Meg foll owed her gaze. Coming into the kitchen were the kitten and Ananda,
single file, the kitten with its tail straight up in the air, mncing along
as

t hough | eadi ng the big dog, whose massive tail was wagging wildly. They al

| aughed, and the laughter froze as the two creatures came past the table with
t he tel ephone. Twice since the President's call the phone had rung, first
Calvin, then his nmother. When would it ring again, and who would call?

It surprised Meg that the warm bread tasted marvel -ous, and the tea warned
her,

and she was able, at |least for the nonment, to relax. Ananda whi ned

beseechi ngly,

and Meg gave her a small piece of toast.

Qut si de cane the sound of a car, the slamm ng of a door, and then Sandy cane
in

with Ms. O Keefe. The old woman had cobwebs in her hair, and snudges of dirt
on

her face. In her hand she held some scraps of paper

"Something in me told me to go to the attic," she an-
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nounced triunmphantly. "That name-Mad Dog Branzillo -it rang a bell in ne.
Meg | ooked at her nother-in-1aw and suddenly the kythe flooded back
"Beezie!"

She cri ed.

Ms. O Keefe lunged toward her as though to strike her. "Wat's that?"



Meg caught the old woman's hands. "Beezie, Mom You used to be called Beezie."
"How d you know?" the old woman denanded fiercely. "You couldn't know

Nobody' s
cal l ed ne Beezie since Chuck."
Tears filled Meg's eyes. "Oh, Beezie, Beezie, I'"'mso sorry."

The fam ly | ooked at her in astonishnent. M. Mirry asked, "Wat is this,
Meg?"

Still holding her nother-in-law s hands, Meg replied, "Ms. O Keefe used to
be

call ed Beezie when she was a girl. Didn't you, MonP"

"It's best forgotten," the old woman said heavily.

"And you call ed Charles Wallace Chuck," Meg persisted, "and Chuck was your
little brother and you | oved himvery nuch."

"I want to sit down," Ms. O Keefe said. "Leave the past be. | want to show
you

somet hing." She handed a yel |l owed envel ope to M. Miurry. "Look at that."

M. Mirry pushed his glasses up his nose. "It's a letter froma Bran Maddox
in

Vespugi a to a Matthew Maddox right here.™

The twi ns | ooked at each other. Sandy said, "W were just talking about

Mat t hew

Maddox toni ght when we
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were | ooki ng sonmething up for Meg. He was a ni neteenth-century novelist. Is
there a date on the letter?"

M. Mirry carefully drew a yel |l owed sheet of paper fromthe ol d envel ope.
"Novenber 1865."

"So the Matthew Maddox coul d be the one whose book Dennys studied in college!"
"Let Father read the letter," Dennys stopped his twn.

My bel oved brother, Matthew, greetings, on this warm Novenber day in
Vespugi a.

Is there snow at hone? | amsettling in well with the group from Wl es, and

f eel

that | have known nost of themall our lives. Wat an adventure this is, to
start a colony in this arid country where the children can be taught Welsh in
school, and where we can sing together as we work.

The strangest thing of all is that our family | egend was here to neet ne.
Papa
and Dr. Llawcae will be wild with excitement. We grew up on the | egend of
Madoc

| eaving Wl es and coming to the New Wrld, the way other children grew up on
CGeorge Washington and the cherry tree. Believe it or not-but |I know you'l
believe it, because it's absolutely true-there is an Indian here with blue
eyes

who says he is descended froma Wel sh prince who cane to America |ong before
any

other white nen. He does not know how his forebears got to South Anerica, but
he

swears that his nother sang songs to himabout being the bl ue-eyed descendant
of

a Wl sh prince. He is called Gedder, though that is not his real nanme. Hs
not her di ed when he and his sister were snmall, and they were brought up by an
Engl i sh sheep rancher who coul dn't pronounce his Wl sh nane, and called him
CGedder. And his sister's nanme-that is perhaps the npost amazing of all:
Zillie.

She does not have the blue eyes, but she is quite beauti-
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ful, with very fine features, and shining straight black hair, which she
wear s

in along braid. She rem nds ne of ny beloved Zillah



CGedder has been extraordinarily hel pful in many ways, though he has a good
deal

of arrogance and a tendency to want to be the | eader which has already caused
trouble in this community where no man is expected to set hinself above his
br ot hers.

But how wonderful that the old | egend should be here to greet ne! As for our
sister Gnen, she shrugs and says, "What difference does a silly old story
make?"

She is determned not to like it here, though she's obviously pleased when
al |

t he young nmen foll ow her around.

Has Dr. Ll awcae decided to let Zillah cone and join me in the spring? The

ot her

worren woul d wel come her, and she woul d be a touch of home for Gmen. |'m happy
here, Matthew, and | know that Zillah would be happy with ne, as ny wife and
life's conpanion. Whnen are not | ooked down on here-Gaen has to admt that
nmuch.

Per haps you could come, and bring Zillah with you? The community is settled
enough so that | think we could take care of you, and this dry climte would
be

better for you than the danpness at home. Please cone, | need you both.

Your affectionate brother, Bran

M. Mirry stopped. "It's very interesting, Ms. O Keef e, but why is it so
important for me to see it?"-that you called in the mddle of the night, he
seenmed to be adding silently.

"Don't you see?"

"No, sorry."

"Thought you was supposed to be so brilliant"
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Ms. Mirry said, "The letter was mail ed from Ves-pugia. That's strange
enough,

that you should have a letter which was mailed from Vespugi a."

"Right," the old woman said triunphantly.

M. Mirry asked, "Wiere did you find this letter, Ms. O Keefe?"

"Told you. In the attic."

"And your mai den nane was Maddox." Meg smiled at the old woman. "So they were
forebears of yours, this Bran Maddox, and his brother, Matthew, and his

si ster,

Gnen. "

She nodded. "Yes, and likely his girlfriend, Zillah, too. Maddoxes and

LI awcaes

inm fanmily all the way back."

Dennys | ooked at his sister's nother-in-law with new respect. "Sandy was

| ooki ng

up about Vespugi a tonight, and he told us about a Wl sh colony in Vespugia in
1865. So one of your ancestors went to join it?"

"Looks like it, don't it? And that Branzillo, he's from Vespugia."

M. Mirry said, "lIt's a remarkabl e coi nci dence-" He stopped as his wife
gl anced
at him "I still don't see howit can have any connection with Branzillo, or

what it would nean if it did."

"Don't you?" Ms. O Keefe demanded.

"Please tell us,” Ms. Mirry suggested gently.

"The nanes. Bran. Zillah. Zillie. Put themtogether and they aren't far from
Branzillo."

Ms. Murry | ooked at her with surprised adnmiration. "How amazing!"

M. Mirry asked, "Are there other letters?"
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"Were. Once.”

"Where are they?"



"Gone. Wént to | ook. Began thinking about this Bran-zillo when | went hone.
Remenbered Chuck and ne-"

"Chuck and you what, MnP" Meg probed.

Ms. O Keefe pushed her cobwebby hair away from her eyes. "W used to read
t he

letters. Made up stories about Bran and Zillah and all. Played games of Let's
Pretend. Then, when Chuck-didn't have the heart for Let's Pretend any nore,
forgot it all. Made nyself forget. But that nane, Branzillo, struck ne. Bran

Zillah. Peculiar."”

M. Mirry | ooked benusedly at the yell owed paper. "Peculiar, indeed."
"Where's your little boy?" Ms. O Keefe denanded.

M. Mirry | ooked at his watch. "He went for a walk."

"When?"

"About an hour ago."

"In the middle of the night, and at his age?"

"He's fifteen."”

"No. Twelve. Chuck was twelve."

"Charles Wallace is fifteen, Ms. O Keefe."

"Arunt, then."

"Gve himtinme."

"And you don't take care of him Chuck needs special care. And people
criticize

me for not taking care of mnmy kids!"

Dennys, too, |ooked at his watch. "Want me to go after him Dad?"

M. Mirry shook his head. "No. | think we have to
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trust Charles Wallace tonight. Ms. O Keefe, you'll stay awhile?"

"Yes. Need to see Chuck."

Meg said, "Please excuse nme, everybody. | want to go back to bed." She tried
to

keep the urgency from her voice. She felt a panicky need to get back to the
attic with Ananda. "Chuck was twelve,” Ms. O Keefe had said. Chuck was
twel ve

when what ? Anyt hi ng that happened to Chuck was happening to Charles \Wall ace.
Ms. Mirry suggested, "Wuld you like to take a cup of tea with you?"

"No, thanks, |I'mfine. Someone call me when Charles gets in?"

Ananda foll owed her upstairs, contentedly licking her lips for the |ast
buttery

crunbs.

The attic felt cold and she got quickly into bed and wapped the quilt around
herself and the dog. -Charles Wallace wanted ne to find a connection between
Wal es and Vespugi a, and Dennys found one in his reference books. But it's a
nmuch

cl oser connection than that. The letter Ms. O Keefe brought was from 1865,
and

from Vespugi a, so the connection is as close as her attic.

Despite the warm gl ow of the electric heater, she shivered.

-Those people in the letter nust be inportant, she thought, -and the Bran who

wote the letter, and his sister Gven. Certainly the name Zillie nust have
some

connection with Madoc's Zyll, and Ritchie Llawae's Zylle, who was nearly
bur ned

for witchcraft.
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-And then, the Matthew he wote to nust be the Matthew Maddox who wrote the
books. There's sonmething in that second book that matters, and the Echthro
don't want us to know about it. It's all interconnected, and we still don't
know

what the connections nean.

- And what happened to Beezie, that she should end up as Mom O Keefe? Ch,



Ananda,

Ananda, what ever happened?

She | ay back against the pillows and rubbed her hand slowy back and forth
over

the dog's soft fur, until the tingling warnmh noved up her arm and al

t hr ough

her .

"But why Pa?" Beezie denanded over and over again. "Wy did Pa have to die?"
"There's never an answer to that question, ny Beezie," the grandnother
replied

patiently. "It's not a question to be asking."

"But | do ask it!"

The grandnot her | ooked tired, and ol d. Chuck had never before thought of her
as

old, as being any age at all. She was sinmply Grandna, always there for them
Now

she asked, not the children, but the heavens, "And why ny Patrick, and him
even

younger than your father. Wy anything?" A tear slid down her cheek, and
Beezi e

and Chuck put their arms around her to confort her

Ms. Maddox went over the |edgers so patiently kept up to date by her
husband.

The nore she | ooked, the nore slowy her hands turned the pages. "I knew it
was
bad, but | didn't knowit was this bad. | should have realized when he sold

Mat t hew Maddox's book . . ."
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Chuck crawl ed up into the dark storage spaces under the eaves, |ooking for
treasure. He found a bottle full of pennies, but no gold or jewels to give
hi s

not her. He found an ol d Encycl opaedia Britannica, the pages yellow the

bi ndi ngs

cracked, but still useful. He found a set of china wapped in old newspapers
dated | ong before he and Beezie were born, which he hoped they mi ght be able
to

sell. He found a strongbox, | ocked.

He brought his findings to the living room H's nother was in the store, but
Beezi e and the grandnmot her were there, doing the week's baking.

"The pennies are old. They may be worth sonething. The china's good. It may

pay

for our fuel for a month or so. Wiat's in the box?"

"There isn't a key. I"'mgoing to break it." He took hammer and screwdriver
and

wrench, and the old | ock gave way and he was able to lift the lid. In the box
was a sheaf of letters and a | arge notebook with a crunbling blue |eather

bi ndi ng. He opened the book to the first page, and there was a watercol or
sketch, faded only slightly, of the spring countryside.

"Grandma! It's our rock, our picnic rock!"

The ol d wonman clucked. "And so it is."

The rock was shaded in soft blues and | avenders merging into grey. Behind it
t he

trees were lush with spring green. Above it flew a flock of butterflies, the
soft blues of the spring azures conplenented by the gold and bl ack of the
tiger

swal lowtails. Around the rock were the fam liar spring flowers, dappling the
grass like the background of a tapestry.
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Chuck exclained in delight, "Oh, Beezie, oh, Gandma!" Reverently he turned
t he



page. In beautiful script was witten, Mudrun, 1864, Zillah LI ancae,

The grandnot her wi ped her floury hands carefully and put on her spectacles,
bendi ng over the book. Together they read the first page.

Madr un.

Past ten o' clock. Through nmy bedroom wi ndow | can | ook down the hill to the
Maddoxes' house. M. and Ms. Maddox will be asleep. They get up at five in
t he

nmor ni ng. Gaen Maddox-who knows? Gmen has al ways considered herself a grownup
and

me a child, though we're separated by only two years.

The twins, ny dear twins, Bran and Matthew. Are they awake? \Wen Bran |ied
about

his age, so afraid was he he'd mss the war, and went to join the cavalry, |
feared he might be killed in battle. Wien | dreaned of his homecom ng, as |
did

each night when | |ooked at his dianmond on ny finger and prayed for his

saf ety,

| never thought it could be like this, with Bran wi thdrawn and refusing to
conmuni cate with anyone, even his twin. If | try to speak to hi mabout our
marriage, he cuts ne short, or turns away w thout a word. Mtthew says there
have been ot hers who have suffered this sickness of spirit because of the
horrors of war.

I am and have been for nearly seventeen years, Zillah Llawae. WIIl | ever
be

Zi |l ah Maddox?

They continued to turn the pages, more quickly now, not pausing to read the
journal entries, but |ooking at the delicate paintings of birds and
butterflies,

fl owers and

199 The rocks with their steepness199

trees, squirrels and wood mice and tree toads, all meticul ously observed and
accurately reproduced.

A shiver ran up and down Chuck's spine. "Pa's nother was a LI awcae. This
Zillah

could be one of our ancestors . . . and she was alive when she painted al
this,

and it's just the way it is now, just exactly the sane."

He turned anot her page; his eye was caught, and he read:

This is nmy seventeenth birthday, and a sorry one it has been, though Fat her
and

| were invited to the Maddoxes' for dinner. But Bran was there and yet he
wasn' t

there. He sat at the table, but he hardly ate the delicious di shes which had
been especially prepared, to tenmpt himas nmuch as in honor of nme, and if
anyone

asked him a question he answered in nonosyl | abl es.

He turned the page and paused agai n.

Matt hew says Bran al nost had a conversation with himlast night, and he is
hopeful that the ghastly war wounds of his nmind and spirit are beginning to
heal. | wear his ring with its circle of hope, and I will not give up hoping.
What would | do without Matthew s friendship to confort and sustain ne? Had
it

not been for Matthew s accident, | wonder which twin wuld have asked for ny
hand? A question better not raised, since | |love themboth so tenderly.

The grandnother took the top letter fromthe packet. "It's from Bran Maddox,
t he

one Zillah's tal king about, but it's fromsone foreign place, Vespugi a? Now
where woul d that be?"
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"It's part of what used to be Patagonia.”



" Fat a- ?"

"In South Anerica."”

"Ch, then." She drew the letter out of its envel ope.

My bel oved brother, Matthew, greetings, on this warm Novenber day in
Vespugi a.

It there snow at hone? | amsettling in well with the group from Wl es, and
f eel

that | have known nost of themall our lives

When she finished reading the letter, she said, "Your poor pa would have been
thrilled at all this."

Chuck, nodding, continued to turn the pages, reading a line here and there.
As

well as the nature pictures, the young Zllah Ll awcae had many sketches of
peopl e, sone in ink, sone in watercolor. There was an ink drawi ng of a tal
man

in a stovepi pe hat, carrying a black bag and | ooki ng not unlike Lincoln,
standi ng by a horse and buggy. Underneath was witten, "Father, about to
drive

off to deliver a baby."

There were many sketches of a young man, just beyond boyhood, with fair hair,
a

cl ear, beardl ess conpl exi on, and wi de-apart, far-seeing eyes. These were

| abel ed, "My beloved Bran," "My dearest Bran," "My heart's love." And there
wer e

sket ches of soneone who | ooked |Iike Bran and yet not |ike Bran, for the face
was

etched with lines of pain. "My dear Matthew," Zillah had witten.

"It's so beautiful," Beezie said. "I wish | could paint Iike that."

But the old woman's thoughts had shifted to practical -
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ity. "I wonder, would this notebook bring a few dollars?"
"Grandma, you wouldn't sell it!" Chuck was horrified
"W need noney, lad, if we're to keep a roof over our heads. Your ma'll sel

anyt hi ng she can sell."

The anti ques deal er who bought the pennies and the set of china for what
seened

to Chuck and Beezie a staggering sumwas not interested in Zillah's notebook
Ms. Maddox | ooked at it sadly. "I knowit's worth sonething. Your father
woul d

know where | should take it. If only |I could renmenber the name of the person
who

bought WMatthew Maddox's book."

But Chuck could not feel it in his heart to wish the beautiful journal sold.
Hs

grandmot her took an old linen pillowase and nade a cover to protect the
crunmbling | eather binding, and on it Beezie enbroidered two butterflies, in
bl ue

and gold. She was as entranced with the journal as was Chuck

They shared the notebook and the letters with the grandnother, reading al oud
to

her while she did the ironing or mending, until they had her as involved as

t hey

were. The present was so bleak that all three found relief in living the Iong
past .

Beezi e and Chuck | ooked at the old foundation behind the store. "That's where
t he Maddoxes' house nust have been. They didn't |ive above the store, the way
we

do."

"Qur apartnent was all part of the store.™

"I wonder what happened to the house?"



"We' || never know," Beezie said drearily.

"I tried to check one of Matthew Maddox's books out

202

of the library," Chuck said. "But the librarian said they haven't been around
in

a long tine. She thinks sonebody rmust have lifted them But | did get sone
books

on Ves-pugia. Let's go upstairs and | ook at them"

They compared the photographs in the books with the watercolors in the fina
pages of the journal, where Zillah had tried to reproduce in ink and paint
what

Bran had described in his letters. Zillah's painting of vast plains rising
terrace-fashion up to the foot of the Andes gave thema feeling of a world so
different it might have been anot her planet.

Beezi e had turned back to Zillah's notebook, to a painting of a tall and
handsome | ndian, with strange blue eyes set rather too close to his aquiline
nose. The caption read: "This is how | think Gedder must | ook, the Indian who
Bran wites is descended from Madoc's brother."

Chuck reached for one of Bran's letters and read:

I wish | was nore drawn to Gedder, who is so obviously drawn to Gaen. | fee
an

ingrate when | think of all he has done for us. Building is conpletely

di fferent

i n Vespugi an weat her than at home-or in Wales, and | shudder to think what

ki nd

of houses we m ght have built had Gedder not shown us how to construct
dwel i ngs

tolet the wind in, rather than to keep it out. And he showed us what crops
to

pl ant, hardy things |ike cabbage and carrots, and how to make w ndbreaks for
them Al the Indians have hel ped us, but Gedder nore than the others, and
nor e

vi sibly. But he never | aughs.

"I don't trust people who don't laugh." He put the letter down.
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Beezi e got a baby-sitting job that began right after school, so Chuck took
her

pl ace at the cash register, pretending that he was Matthew Maddox and t hat

t he

store was big and flourishing. The grandnother took in ironing and sew ng,
and

her ol d hands were constantly busy. There was no tinme for |eisurely cups of
tea

and the telling of tales. Chuck nmoved nore and nore deeply into his ganmes of
Let's Pretend. Matthew and Zillah, Bran and Gaen, Gedder and Zillie, all were
nore alive for himthan anyone except Beezie and the grandnother

One evening Ms. Maddox stayed |ate downstairs in the store. Wen Chuck cane
hone from choppi ng wood for one of their neighbors, he found Beezie and his
grandmot her drinking herb tea. "Grandma, |'mhungry.” He could feel his belly
grow i ng. Supper had been soup and dry toast.

Seeming to ignore his words, the old wonan | ooked at him "Duthbert
Mortmain's

been calling on your ma. He's downstairs now. "

"I don't like him" Beezie said.

"You may have to," the grandmother told her.

"Why?" Chuck asked. He renenbered Duthbert Mrtnmain as a | unbering, scowing
man

who did small plunbing jobs. How did he snmell? Not a pleasant snell. Hard,
like

a lunp of coal



"He's offered to marry your ma and take over the store.”

"But Pa-"

"The funeral baked meats are | ong col d. Duthbert
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Mortmai n's got a shrewd business head, and no one's bought the store, nor
likely

to. Your ma's not got nuch choice. And for all her hard work and heavy heart,
she's still a pretty woman. Not surprising Duthbert Mrtmain should fall for
her."

"But she's our nother," Beezie protested.

"Not to Duthbert Mortmain. To himshe's a desirable woman. And to your

not her ,

he's a way out."

"Qut of what?" Chuck asked.

"Your nmother's about to | ose the store and the roof over our heads. Another
few

weeks and we'll be out on the street."

Chuck's face lit up. "W could go to Vespugial"

"CGoi ng anywhere takes noney, Chuck, and noney's what we don't have. You and
Beezie'd be put in foster homes, and as to your ma and ne . "

"Grandma! " Beezie clutched the old woman's sl eeve. "You don't want Ma to

narry
him do you?"

"l don't know what | want. 1'd like to know that she was taken care of, and
you

and Chuck, before | die."

Beezie flung her arns about the old wonan. "You're not going to die, G andng,
not ever!"

Chuck's nostrils twitched slightly. The scent of dandelion spore was strong.
The ol d woman unt angl ed herself. "You' ve seen how death takes the ready and
unready, ny Beezie. Except for ny concern about your future, and your

not her' s,

I"'mready to go hone. It's been a long tine |I've been separated from ny
Patri ck.

He's waiting for ne. The |last few
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days |'ve kept |ooking over ny shoul der, expecting to see him™"
"Grandma" - Beezi e pushed her fingers through her curls-"Ma doesn't |ove

Dut hbert

Mortmain. She can't! | hate him"

"Hate hurts the hater nore'n the hated."”

"Didn't Branwen?"

"Branwen hated not. Branwen | oved, and was betrayed, and cried the rune for
hel p, and not for hate or revenge. And the sun nelted the white snow so that
she

could sleep warmat night, and the fire in her little stove did not burn out
but

flickered merrily to keep her toasty, and the lightning carried her nessage
to

her brother, Bran, and her Irish king fled to his ship and the wi nd bl ew him
across the sea and his ship sank in its depths and Bran cane to his sister
Branwen and bl essed the stark earth so that it turned green and fl owering
once

nore."

Beezi e asked, "Did she ever |ove anybody again, after the Irish king?"

"I"ve forgotten," the old worman sai d.

"Grandma! Why don't we use the rune? Then nmaybe Ma won't have to marry

Dut hbert

Mort mai n. "

"The rune is not to be used lightly."



"This wouldn't be lightly."

"I don't know, ny Beezie. Patterns have to be worked out, and only the very
brash tanper with them The rune is only for the nost dire energency."”
"Isn't this an energency?"
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"Perhaps not the right one.’
and

forth in silence, and when she spoke it was in a rhythm c singsong, nuch as
when

The ol d woman cl osed her eyes and rocked back

she intoned the words of the rune. "You will use the rune, ny |anmb, you will
use

the rune, but not before the time is ripe." She opened her eyes and fixed
Beezi e

with a piercing gaze which seened to go right through her.

"But howwill | know when the time is ripe? Wiy isn't it ripe now?"

The ol d woman shook her head and cl osed her eyes and rocked again. "This
nonent

is not the monent. The night is com ng and the clouds are gathering. W can
do

not hi ng before they are all assenbled. When the tine is ripe, Chuck will let
you

know. Fromthe other side of darkness, Chuck will let you know, will let you
know, will et " Her words trailed off, and she opened her eyes and

spoke

in her natural voice. "To bed with both of you. It's late."

"Horrid old Duthbert Mirtmain," Beezie said to Chuck one fine summer's day.
"l

won't call himPa."

“Nor |."

Dut hbert Mortmain seened quite content to have themcall him M. Mrtmin.
He ran the store with stern efficiency. Wth their nother he was gentle,
occasional ly caressing her soft hair. People remarked on how he doted on her
A sign over the cash register read no credit. Beezie and Chuck hel ped out in
t he

aft ernoons and on Saturdays as usual. And their mother still did not snmile
not

even
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when Dut hbert Mortmain brought her a box of chocolates tied with a | avender
ri bbon.

She no | onger snelled of fear, Chuck thought, but neither did she snell of

t he

bl ue sky of early norning. Now it was the evening sky, with a thin covering
of

cl oud di mming the bl ue.

Dut hbert Mortmain saved his pleasantries for the custoners. He | aughed and
made

j okes and gave every appearance of being a hearty, kindly fellow But
upstairs

in the evenings his face was sour

"Don't be noisy, children," their nother warned. "Your -my husband is tired."
Beezi e whi spered to Chuck, "Pa was tired, too, but he liked to hear us |augh."
"W were his own children," Chuck replied. "W don't bel ong to Duthbert

Mort mai n, and he doesn't |ike what doesn't belong to him"

Dut hbert Mortmain did not show his vicious tenper until the foll owing spring.
There was never a sign of it in the store, even with the nost difficult
customers or sal esnmen, but upstairs he began to let it have its way. One
nor ni ng

his wife ("I hate it when people call her Ms. Mrtmin!" Beezie expl oded)
cane



to breakfast with a black eye, explaining that she had bunped into a door in
t he

dar k. The grandnot her, Beezie, and Chuck | ooked at her, but said nothing.
And it becane very clear that Duthbert Mrtmain did not |like children, even
when

they were quiet. Wenever Chuck did anything which displeased his stepfather,
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whi ch was at |east once a day, Mdrtnmain boxed his ears, so that at |ast they
rang constantly.

When Beezie sat at the cash register, her stepfather pinched her arm every
tine

he passed, as though in affection. But her arns were so full of black and

bl ue

mar ks that she kept her sweater on all the tine to hide the bruises.

One day at recess in the school yard, Chuck saw Paddy O Keefe cone up to
Beezi e,

and hurried over to themto hear Paddy asking, "Od Mrtmin after you?"
"What do you nean?"

"You know what | nean."

"No. | don't." But she shivered.

Chuck intervened, "You | eave ny sister alone.”

"Better tell old Mortmain to | eave her alone, runt. You ever need any hel p,
Beezie, you just let me know Li'l ole Paddy' 11 take care of you."

That night Duthbert Mortmain's tenper flared totally out of control.

They had finished the evening neal, and when Beezie was clearing the table,
her

st epfat her reached out and pinched her bottom and Chuck saw the | ook of cold
hatred she turned on him

"Dut hbert-" their nother protested.

"Dut hbert Mortmain, take care." The grandnother gave hima long, |evel gaze.
She

spoke not another word, but warning was clear in her eyes. She put cups and
gl asses on a tray, and started for the sink.
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Mortmain, too, left the table, and as the old wonan neared the stairway he
raised his armto strike her.

"No!" Beezie screaned.

Chuck thrust hinself between his grandnother and stepfather and took the full
force of Mortmain's blow

Agai n Beezie screanmed, as Chuck fell, fell down the steep stairs in a shower
of

br oken china and gl ass. Then she rushed after him

Chuck lay in a distorted position at the foot of the stairs, |ooking up at
her

with eyes that did not see. "CGedder pushed ne. He pushed ne. Don't let him
narry

Gmven. Zillah, don't let CGedder, don't let . . ."
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A field of dandelions. Yellow Yellow Exploding into white, into a blizzard
of

white, a terror of white. Green stens, sickly trickling ooze.

G andma.

G andma.

Grandma, you're not going to die. Not ever.
Gedder .

Smell. Bad snell.

@un. Gedder's gun. Stop him
terrible fall

Gnen Zill ah
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head hurts hurts

crystal horn heal s

Mat t hew s uni corn comnes

tip touches head with |ight heals

Beezie! Grandma! Ma! Pal

Two stones in the cenetery.

A fight at the edge of the cliff, |like Gwdyr and Madoc at the edge of the

| ake.

Bad. Bad. Beezie, never let himtouch you.

Frominside hinmself Charles Wallace watched as the unicorn | owered his head
and

the blazing tip of the horn touched Chuck's head, pouring light into it. He
kept

the horn there until the |light had poured itself out, and the spasns of pain
subsi ded and the boy stopped babbling and sl ept.

"Charles Vall ace!"

He |istened. The voice sounded |ike Gaudior, and yet it was not Gaudior, and
he

no | onger saw the silver beauty of the unicorn nor the light of the horn
Not hi ng was vi sible, not even darkness. Sonething was happeni ng, and he did
not

know what. He was still Wthin Chuck, and yet he was intensely conscious of
hi nsel f as Charles Wallace, and sonething was pulling him

Meg sat up, blinking and rubbi ng her hand agai nst Ananda's fur. The kitten
had

returned and was sl eeping
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on the pillow At first Meg did not know why there were tears on her cheeks,
or

why she was frightened.

She cl osed her eyes in sadness and saw the uni corn standi ng notionless by the
star-wat ching rock. A pear-shaped drop of crystal slid from Gaudi or's eye and
shattered into a thousand fragnents on the stone. The unicorn | ooked up at

t he

sky. The stars were sparkling brilliantly. Small w sps of starlit cloud noved
in

the rapid north wind. She thought she heard Gaudi or saying, 'The A d Misic
was

in themonce. That was a victory for the Echthroi.’

Meg thought of Ms. O Keefe waiting downstairs. Yes. That was a victory for
t he

eneny, indeed. That Beezie, the golden child, should have becorme the old hag
with mssing teeth and resentful eyes was unbearabl e.

There's nore to her than neets the eye.

Infinitely nore.

And what now? \Wat's going to happen?

To Chuck?

To Charl es \Wallace?

"Charles Vall ace!"

He listened. Was it Gaudior? He could hear, but he could not see, and the
Voi ce

echoed as though coming froma great distance.

"Charl es Wallace." The voi ce was conpassi onate. "You don't have to stay

W thin

Chuck now that this has happened. W did not expect this."

Charles Vallace felt cold and confused and therefore cross. "But | amWthin
Chuck. "

213

"Yes. And Chuck is unconscious, and when he comes to, he will, not be the
sane.



H s skull has been fractured. Although the healing of the horn has taken away
the worst of the pain it could not repair the brain damage. And so there have
been instructions that you are to be released now if you so desire.”

Charles Wallace felt weighed down by darkness and pain.

The al nost - Gaudi or voice continued. "Wthin Chuck as he is now, you will have
no

control over his actions. His brain is short-circuited. If there is a

M ght - Have- Been whi ch you should alter in order to avert disaster, you wll
have

no ability either to recognize it or to change it."

"I'f you release me from Wthin Chuck, then what?"

"You will be sent Wthin sonmeone else, and then you will be better able to
acconplish your mission. Time is of the essence, as you understand. And we do
not know what may happen while you are trapped Wthin this injured child."
"Who are you?" Charles Wallace asked the invisible voice. "You sound I|ike
Gaudi or, but you aren't Gaudior."

The voice |laughed gently. "No, | amnot Gaudior. All the healing |ight went
from

his horn, but he could not cure Chuck, though he kept himfrom dyi ng-and that
may not have been a kindness. He has gone hone to dip his horn in the pools
of

healing to replenish it."

"Then who are you?"

Agai n the voice | aughed. "You saw me when Gaudi or took you home after you

nearly

drowned in the Ice Age
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sea. | amthe unicorn you saw cone forth fromthe shell."

"Why can't | see you? Wiy can't | see anything?" The words of the voice had
reassured him and yet he still felt foreboding.

"Whil e you are in Chuck, you see only what Chuck sees, and he is unconsci ous,
and will be for several days. Come, Charles Wallace, there's no tine to be

| ost.

Let us help you out of Chuck. If Mad Dog Branzillo is to be prevented from
starting a hol ocaust you nust not dally."
"I have to think-" Sonething was wong, and he did not know what.

"Charl es Wallace. Gaudior will corroborate what | have told you. Chuck's
brain

has been damaged. He's little better than an idiot. Come out."

"I'f I come out, will | see you?" There was sonethi ng about the voice which
was

i nconsistent with the visual image of the baby unicorn; but of course it
woul d
no | onger be a baby.

"OfF course you'll see me. Hurry. There's a terrible urgency about what you
are

to acconplish.™”

wp o

"OfF course, you. You were selected, weren't you?"

"No. Beezie-Ms. O Keefe-laid a charge on ne."

"Because you're the only one who can prevent Branzillo."

"But | can't-"

"OfF course you can." The voice was tenderly patient. "Wiy do you think you
wer e

chosen?"

"Wl | - Gaudi or seermed to think it was that | mght
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be able to go Wthin people, because of the way Meg and | kythe."
"Exactly. You were chosen because of your special gifts, and your unusua
intelligence. You know that yourself, don't you?"



"Well-1 can kythe. And I know ny I.Q"'s high, as far as that goes. But that's
not enough-"

"OfF course it is. And you have the ability to see the difference between

ri ght

and wong, and to make the correct decisions. You were sel ected because you
are

an extraordi nary young nman and your gifts and your brains qualify you. You
are

the only one who can control the M ght-Have-Been."

Charl es Wallace's stonmach was churni ng.

"Cone, Charles Wallace. You have been chosen. You are in control of what is
goi ng to happen. You are needed. W nust go."

Charl es Wallace began to throw up. Was it in reaction to the tenpting words,
or

because Chuck, with his bashed-in skull, was vomting? But he knew that

what ever

the voice | ooked like, it was not a unicorn. Wen he had stopped retching he
said, "I don't know who you are, but you're not like Gaudier. Gaudi or would

never say what you've just said. It was trying to use my high 1.Q and trying
to

control things that got us into trouble in the first place. | don't know what
' msupposed to use, but it's not nmy intellect or strength. For better or

wor se,

["'mWthin Chuck. And |'ve never cone out of Wthin on my own. It's always
happened to ne. |I'mstaying Wthin."
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Meg let out a long sigh. "He made the right choice, didn't he?"

Ananda' s warm tongue gently touched Meg's hand.

Meg cl osed her eyes, listening. She thought she heard a how of defeat, and
she

whi ffed the ugly stench of Echt hroi

So they had been trying to get at Charles Wallace in a nuch nore subtle way

t han

by trying to snatch himfrom Gaudi or's back or throw himinto Projections.
Dut hbert Mortmain had nearly killed Chuck. Nothing went in straight Iines for
himany nore, not time, not distance. Hs mnd was |ike the unstable earth,
full

of faults, so that layers shifted and slid. It was like being in a nightmare
fromwhi ch there was no possibility of waking. She ached for him and for
Charl es Wallace Wthin him

Pai n and panic

the world tilting

twirling on its axis, out of contro

spinning off away fromthe sun into the dark

light bursting against his eyes, an explosion of |ight

a kal ei doscope of brilliant colors assailing his nostrils

"Chuck!" The voice cane echoing froma vast distance,

echoi ng al ong the unseen walls of a dark tunnel

"Chuck! I1t's Beezie, your sister. Chuck, can you hear

ne?"

He was wei ghted down by the vast heavi ness of the

at nosphere, but he managed to lift one finger in re-
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sponse to Bcezie's calling, afraid, as he did so, that if the weight lifted
he

woul d fall oft the wildly tilting earth

"He hears ne! Ma, Chuck noved his finger!"

Slow y the rampant, out-of-control speed | essened, and the planet resuned its
normal pace. Col ors stopped their kal ei doscopic dance and stayed in place.
Snel | s becane identifiable once nore: coffee; bread; apples. Beezie: the gold



was not as brilliant as it had been, but it was still Beezie. And their

not her :

t he blue was cloudy now, hardly blue at all, closer to the grey of rain

cl ouds.

Grandma: where is Gandma's snell? Wiy is there enptiness? Wiere is the green?
"Grandma! "

"She's dead, Chuck. Her heart gave out."

"Cedder pushed her. He killed her."

"No, Chuck." Beezie's voice was bitter, and the bitterness further nuted the
gold. "Duthbert Mortmain. He was furious with her, and he was going to strike
her, but you saved her, and he hit you instead, and you fell all the way down
the stairs and fractured your skull. And G andma-she just . . ."

"What ? Did Cedder-"

"No, no, not Gedder, Chuck, Duthbert Mrtmin. He felt as awmful as he's
capabl e

of feeling. He and Ma drove you to the hospital, and | stayed home wth

G andna,

and she | ooked at nme and said, |I'"'msorry, Beezie, | can't wait any longer. My
Patrick's come for ne.' And she gave a little gasp, and that was all."

218

He heard her, but between the stark words canme other sounds and the snell of
a

hot and alien wind. Tinme's layers slipped and slid under him "But Gaen
shouldn't marry Gedder. Gwdyr's children shouldn't nmarry Madoc's."

There was panic in Beezie's voice. "Wat are you tal ki ng about? Chuck, please
don't. You scare ne. | want you to get all the way well."

"Not Let's Pretend. Real. OGnen and Cedder-it would be bad, bad . . ."

The cliff |oomed high over him dark, shadow ng. Gedder was at the top of the
cliff, waiting, waiting . . . who was he waiting for?

Chuck slowy inmproved, until he could put cans and boxes on the store

shel ves.

Even though he could not manage school, he recovered enough to mark the
prices

on the store's stock. He sel dom nade a ni stake, and when he did, Duthbert
Mortmai n did not box his ears.

Soneti mes Chuck saw himas Mrtnmain, sonetinmes as Gedder, when his worlds

war ped. "Gedder is nicer than he used to be," he reported to Beezie. "He's

ni cer

to Ma. And to Grandna and ne."

"Grandma-" A sob choked Beezie's voice. "Chuck, how can you! How can you play
Let's Pretend about that?" Her voice rose with outrage. "How can you go away
fromme like this when | need you? Don't |eave ne!"

He heard and he did not hear. He was caught between
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the Iayers and he could not get into the right layer so that he could be with
Beezie. "Grandma says |I'mnot to let himhear ne call him Gedder, because
that's

not his real nane, so | won't." He had intended to say, he thought he was
saying, 'I'll never |eave you, Beezie,' but the words of the other |ayer cane
out of his nmouth. "Wiere's Matthew? | want to talk to him He has to get
Zillah

to Vespugia."

Sonetimes the earth started to tilt again and he could not stand upright

agai nst

the velocity. Then he had to stay in bed until the tilting steadied.

He clinbed the attic stairs one day when the earth was firmunder his feet,
and

crawmed into all the dinmest and nost cobwebby corners, until his hands felt
a

packet. At first he thought it was an old tobacco pouch, but then he saw that



it

was oil skin wapped about some papers. Letters. And newspaper cli ppings.
Letters fromBran to Zillah, to Matthew. Urgent letters.

He | ooked at them and the words danced and flickered. Sonetimes they seened
to

say one thing, sonetinmes another. He could not read the small print. He
pushed

the heel s of his hands against his eyeballs and everything sparkled Iike
fireworks. He sobbed with frustration, and took the letters and cli ppi ngs
downstairs and put them under his pillow.

-1"1'l tell Grandma. She'll help ne read them

The kythe cane to Meg in distorting waves.

One minute she understood, and the next she was
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caught up in Chuck's shifting universe. She pulled herself away fromthe
kyt he

to try to think.

-What's coning clear, she thought, -is that it's inportant to know whet her
Vad

Dog Branzillo is from Madoc's or Gwdyr's line. Somehow or other, it's

bet ween

the two babies in the scry, the scry which both Madoc and Brandon Ll awcae saw.
W don't know nuch about Gwydyr's line. He was di sgraced, and he went to
Vespugi a eventual |y, and we think Gedder is his descendant.

We know a little nore about Madoc's line. Fromeach time Charles Wallace has
gone Wthin, we know that nobst of Madoc's ancestors stayed around here.

So Branzillo's ancestors matter. And it's all in Matthew Maddox's book that
Charles Wallace can't get at because the Echthroi are blocking him But what
can

Charl es Wallace do about it, even if he and Gaudi or ever do get to Patagonia?
Slow y, she noved back into the kythe.

"Chuck." It was Beezie's voice. "Here | am" "How do you feel ?"

"Di zzy. The earth's spinning, like the night we saw the fireflies.”

"The night Pa died."

"Yes. Like then."

"You renenber?" she asked in surprise.

"Of course.”
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"Lots of things you don't renenber. That's why you can't go to school any
nor e.

Chuck-"

"What ?"

"Mp's going to have a baby."

"She can't. Pa's dead."

"She's married again."

"She and CGedder can't have a baby. It would be bad."

"I thought you were tal king the way you used to. | thought you were al
right!"

Her voice rose in frustration and outrage. "Not Gedder! MNortnain!"

He tried to come back to her, but he could not. "Sanme difference. Same snell.
The baby has to come from Madoc. Bran and Zillah have to have the baby
because

of the prayer."

"\What prayer?" she shouted

"Lords of blue and Lords of gold, Lords of winds and waters wild, Lords of
tine

that's growing old, Wien will come the season m|d? Wien will come bl ue Madoc
s
chi | d?"

"Where'd you learn that?" "The letters.” "What letters?"



He becane inpatient. "Bran's letters, of course.” "But we've read them all

There wasn't anything like that in them™

"Found sone nore." "\WWen? Were?"
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"In the attic. Grandma hel ps ne read them" "Were are they?" she demanded.
He

funmbl ed under his pillow "Here."

Chuck wal ked through a spring evening, snelling of grow ng grass, and

bl ossons

drifting fromthe trees. He wal ked over the fields, over the brook, drinking
t he

water rushing with nelting snow, lifting his head, clanbering to his feet,
goi ng

on to the flat rock. Pain walked with him and there was a dark veil of cloud
between his eyes and the world. If a chair was pulled out of place he wal ked
into it. Trees and rocks did not nove; he felt safer at the rock than
anywher e

el se.

He did not tell anybody about the veil

He began to make mistakes in stanping the prices on the stock, but Duthbert
Mortmai n assuned it was because the fall had made him hal f-w tted.

The baby cane, a boy, and the nother no | onger worked in the store. Paddy

O Keefe had dropped out of school and came in to help. Chuck foll owed Paddy's
i nstructions, marking the cans with the stanp which Paddy set for him He
hear d

Paddy say, "He's nmore trouble than he's worth. Wiyn't you send himto the
nut house?"

Mortmai n nmuttered sonething about his wife.

"Aren't you afraid he'll hurt the baby?" Paddy asked.

After that, Chuck stayed out of the way as nuch as possible, spending the
war m

days at the flat rock, the cold ones curled up in the attic. He saw Beezie to
talk to only in the evenings, and Sunday afternoons.

"Chuck, what's wong with your eyes?"
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" Not hi ng. "

"You're not seeing properly.”

"It"'s all right."

" MR-

"Don't tell Ma!"

"But you ought to see a doctor."

"No! All they want is any excuse to put me away. You nust have heard them
Paddy

and Duthbert. They want to put ne in an institution. For nmy own good,
Mor t mai n

said to Ma. He said I"'man idiot and | night hurt the baby."

Beezie burst into tears and flung her arns around her brother. "You wouldn't!"
"I know | wouldn't. But it's the one thing Ma might listen to."

"And you're not an idiot!"

H s cheeks were wet with Beezie's tears. "If you tell them about ny eyes

t hey' |

put me in an insane asylumfor ny own good and the baby's. I'mtrying to keep
out of the way."

“I'"l1l help you, oh, Chuck, I'Il help you," Beezie proni sed.

"I have to stay |long enough to nake sure Matthew sends Zillah to Vespugi a.
He's

savi ng the noney."

"Ch, Chuck," Beezie groaned. "Don't |let themhear you talk like this."

As the veil deepened and darkened, his inner vision |ightened. Wen the
weat her



was fine he lay out on the flat rock all day, |ooking up toward the sky and
seei ng

224

pictures, pictures nore vivid than anything he had seen with unveil ed eyes.
Hs

concentrati on was so intense that he becane part of all that was happening in
the pictures. Sonetines in the evenings he told Beezie about them pretending
they were dreans, in order not to upset her

"I dreaned about riding a unicorn. He was |ike noonlight, and so tall | had
to

climb a tree to get on his back, and we flew anong the fireflies, and the

uni corn and | sang together."

"That's a lovely dream Tell ne nore."

"I dreaned that the valley was a |l ake, and | rode a beautiful fish sort of
like

a porpoise."

"Pa said the valley was a | ake, way back in prehistory. Archaeol ogi sts have
found fish fossils in the glacial rocks. Maybe that's why you dreamed it."
"Grandma told us about the |ake, the day we bl ew dandelion cl ocks."
"Ch, Chuck, you're so strange, the way you renenber sone things
"And | dreamed about a fire of roses, and-" He reached gropingly for her
hand.

"l can nove in and out of tine."

"Ch, Chuck!"

"l can, Beezie."

"Pl ease- pl ease stop."

"It's only dreans,” he conforted.

"Well, then. But don't tell Ma."

"Only you and Grandma. "

"Ch, Chuck."
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He knew the route to the rock so well that it was easier for himto go in the
dark, when he could see nothing, than in sunlight when shafts of brilliance
penetrated the veil l|ike spears and hurt his eyes and confused his sense of
direction.

Time. Time. There wasn't rmuch tine.

Time. Time was as fluid as water

He stood by Matthew s couch. "You can't wait any | onger. You have to get
Zillah

to Vespugia now, or it will be too late.™
Matthew is witing, witing against tine. It's all in the book Pa talked
about .

They don't want me to see the book

Ritchie is cutting a window i n Brandon's room before |eaving for Wles

But Zillah isn't there . . . Wiy is there an Indian girl instead?

Because it isn't Zillah's tinme. She cones later, in Matthew s tine

Uni corns can nove in tine

and idiots

space is nore difficult

Paddy wants me out of the way. Paddy and Mortmain. Not mnuch tine

Lords of space and Lords of tine, Lords of blessing, Lords of grace, Wiwo is
in

the warmer cline? Wio will follow Madoc's rhynme? Blue will alter time and
space.
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Did you not learn in Gwnedd that there is roomfor one king only?

You will be great, little Madog, and call the world your own, to keep or
dest r oy

as you will. It is an evil world, little Madog.

You will do good for your people, El Zarco, little Blue Eyes. The prayer has



been answered in you, blue for birth, blue for mrth

Which blue will it be

They are fighting up on the cliff on the steep rock

the world

it's tilting

it's going too fast

I"mgoing to fal
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The Iight canme back slowy. There had been shadows, nothing but deepening
shadows, and pain, and slowy the pain began to | eave and healing |ight

t ouched

his closed lids. He opened them He was on the star-watching rock with

Gaudi or.

"The wi nd brought you out of Chuck."

"\What happened to hi n?"

"Mortmain had himinstitutionalized. Are you ready? It's time-" A ripple of
tensi on noved al ong the unicorn's flanks.

Charles Vallace felt the wind all about them cold,
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and yet strengthening. "Wat Chuck sawtwo nmen fighting-was it real ?"

"What is real?" Gaudior replied infuriatingly.

"It's inportant!"”

"We do not al ways know what is inmportant and what is not. The wind sends a
warning to hurry, hurry. Cinb up, and hold very tight."

"Should I bind nyself to you agai n?"

"The wind says there's no tine. We'll fly out of time and through gal axi es

t he

Echt hroi do not know. But the wind says it nay be difficult to send you

W t hi n,

even so. Hold on, and try not to be afraid."

Charles Wallace felt the wind beneath them as Gaudi or spread his w ngs. The
flight at first was serene. Then he began to feel cold, a deep, penetrating
cold

far worse than the cold of the Ice Age sea. This was a cold of the spirit as
wel |l as the body. He did not fall off the unicorn because he was frozen to
hi m

hi s hands were congealed in their clenched grasp on the frozen mane.

Gaudi or' s hoofs touched sonething solid, and the cold lifted just enough so
t hat

the boy was able to unclench his hands and open his frozen lids. They were in
an

open square in a frozen city of tall, w ndow ess buildings. There was no sign
of

tree, of grass. The blind cenent was cracked, and there were great chunks of
fallen masonry on the street.

"Where-" Charles Wallace started, and stopped.

The unicorn turned his head slowly. "A Projection-"

Charles Wallace foll owed his gaze and saw two nen
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in gas masks patrolling the square with nmachi ne guns. "Do they see us?"

The question was answered by the two nmen pausing, turning, |ooking through

t he

round bl ack eyes of their gas masks directly at unicorn and boy, and raising
their guns.

Wth a tremendous | eap Gaudi or | aunched upward, w ngs straining. Charles
vl | ace

pressed close to the neck, hands twined in the mane. But for the nonent they
had

escaped the Echthroi, and when Gaudi or's hoofs touched the ground, the

Proj ecti on was gone.



"Those nen with guns-'
have killed us?"

"I don't know," Gaudior said, "and | didn't want to wait to find out."

Charl es Vallace | ooked around in relief. When he had left Chuck, it was

aut um,

the cold wind stripping the trees. Now it was high spring, the old apple and
pear trees in full blossom and the snell of lilac on the breeze. AH about

t hem

the birds were in full song.

"What should we do now?" Charles Wall ace asked.

"At |east you're asking, not telling." Gaudi or sounded unusually cross, so

t he

boy knew he was unusual |y anxi ous.

Meg shivered. Wthin the kythe she saw the star-watching rock and a gol den
sumer's day. There were two people on the rock, a young worman, and a young
man-or a boy? She was not sure, because there was
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somet hing wong with the boy. But fromtheir dress she was positive that it
was

the tine of the Cvil War- around 1865.

The Wthin-ing was | ong and agoni zi ng, instead of imediate, as it had al ways
been before. Charles Wallace felt intolerable pain in his back, and a
crushi ng

of his legs. He could hear hinself scream ng. H s body was being forced into
anot her body, and at the sanme time something was struggling to pull himout.
He

was being torn apart in a battle between two opposing forces. Sun bl azed,
followed by a blizzard of snow, snow nelted by raging fire, and viol ent
flashings of lightning, driven by a m ghty w nd, which whi pped across sea and
land .

H s body was gone and he was Wthin, Wthin a crippled body, the body of a
young

man with useless legs like a shriveled child's . . . Mtthew Maddox.

From the wai st up he | ooked not unlike Madoc, and about the sane age, with a
proud head and a lion's nmane of fair hair. But the body was nothing |ike
Madoc' s

strong and virile one. And the eyes were grey, grey as the ocean before rain.
Matt hew was | ooki ng sonberly at the girl, who appeared to be about his age,

t hough her eyes were far younger than his. "Croeso f'annwyl, Zillah." He

Charles Wallace started. "In a Projection, could they

spoke

the Wl sh words of endearnent |ovingly. "Thank you for comng."

"You knew | woul d. As soon as Jack O Keefe brought your note, | set off. How
did

you get here?"
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He indicated a | ow wagon which stood a little way fromthe rock
She | ooked at the powerful torso, and deeply muscl ed shoul ders and arms. "By
yoursel f, all the way?"

"No. | can do it, but it takes ne a long tinme, and | had to go over the store
| edgers this norning. Wien | went to the stables to find Jack to deliver the
note, I swallowed ny pride and asked himto bring ne."

Zillah spread her billow ng white skirts about her on the rock. She wore a
wi de-brimred | eghorn hat with blue ribbons, which brought out the highlights
in

her straight, shining black hair, and a | ocket on a blue ribbon at her

t hr oat .

To Matthew Maddox she was the npost beautiful, and desirable, and-to himthe
nost

unattai nable woman in the world. "Matt, what's wong?" she asked.

"Somet hing' s



happened to Bran." She pal ed. "How do you know? Are you sure?" "Last night |
woke out of a sound sleep with an incredibly sharp pain in ny leg. Not my own
fam liar pain, Bran's pain. And he was calling out to me to help him" "O
dear

Lord. Is he going to be all right?" "He's alive. He's been reaching out to ne
all day." She buried her face in her hands, so that her words were nuffl ed.
"Thank you for telling ne. You and Bran- you' ve always been so cl ose, even

cl oser than nost twins."

He acknow edged this with a nod. "W were always close, but it was after ny
accident that-it was Bran who brought me back into life, Zillah, you know
that."
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She dropped her hand lightly on his shoulder. "If Bran is badly wounded,
we're

going to need you. As once you needed Bran."

After the accident, five years earlier, when his horse had crashed into a
fence

and rolled over on him crushing his pelvis and | egs and fracturing his

spi ne,

Bran had shown himno pity; instead, had fiercely tried to push his twn

br ot her

into as much independence as possible, and refused to allow himto feel sorry
for hinself.

"But Rollo junps fences twice as high with ease.'

"He didn't junp that one.'

'Bran, just before he crashed, there was a horrible, putrid stink-'

'Stop going back over things. Get on with it.'

They continued to go everywhere together-until the war. Unlike Bran, Matthew
could not Iie about his age and join the cavalry.

"I lived ny life through Bran, vicariously," Matthew told zillah. "Wen he

went
to war, it was the first time he ever left me out." Then: "Wen you and Bran
fell inlove, | knewthat | had to start letting himgo, to try to find sone

kind of Iife of ny own, so that he'd be free. And it was easier to let go
with

you than with anyone else in the world, because you' ve always treated ne |ike
a

conpl ete human being, and | knew that the two of you would not exclude ne
from

your lives."

"Dear Matt. Never. And you are naking your own life. You're selling your
stories

and poens, and | think they're as good as anything by Mark Twain."

Mat t hew | aughed, a warm | augh that |ightened the

233

pain lines in his face. "They're only a beginner's work."

"But editors think they're good, too, and so does ny father."

"I"'mglad. | value Dr. Llawcae's opinion as nmuch as anybody's in the world."
"And he | oves you and Bran and Gmen as though you were ny brothers and
sister.

And your mnother has been a second nother to me since nmy own dear mana di ed.
As

for our fathers-they nmay be only distant kin, but they're like as two peas in
a

pod with their passion for Wales. Mtt-have you said anything about Bran to
Gnen

or your parents?"

"No. They don't like the idea that Bran and | can cornmuni cate w t hout speech
or

letters the way we do. They pretend it's sonme kind of trick we've worked out,



the way we used to change places with each other when we were little, to foo
peopl e. They think what we do isn't real."

"lt's real, | don't doubt that." Zillah snmled. "Dear Matt, | think I |ove
you

nearly as nuch as Bran does."

A week later, M. Middox received official news that his son had been wounded
in

battl e and woul d be invalided hone. He called the famly into the dark
book-lined library to informthem

Ms. Maddox fanned herself with her black |ace fan. "Thank God."

"You're glad Bran's been wounded!" Gaen cried indignantly.

Ms. Maddox continued to fan herself. "OF course not, child. But |'mgrateful
to

God that he's alive, and that
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he's com ng home before sonething worse than a bullet in the | eg happens to
him"

-It is worse, Mama, Matthew thought silently. -Bran has been shutting nme out
of

hi s thoughts and he's never done that before. Al | get fromhimis a dull
deadeni ng pain. Gaen is nmore right than she knows, not to be gl ad.

He | ooked thoughtfully at his sister. She was dark of hair and blue of eye
like

Zill ah, making them appear nore like sisters than distant cousins. But her
face

did not have Zillah's openness, and her eyes were a colder blue and glittered
when she was angry. After Matthew s accident she had pitied him but had not
translated her pity into conmpassion. Matthew did not want pity.

Gnen returned his gaze. "And how do you feel about your twin's com ng hone,
Mat t hew?"

"He's been badly hurt, Gmen," he said. "He's not going to be the sane
debonai r

Bran who left us."

"He's still only a child." Ms. Maddox turned toward her husband, who was
sitting behind the long oak library table.

"He's a man, and when he conmes honme the store will becone Maddox and Son,"
her

husband sai d.

- Maddox and Son, WMatthew thought without bitterness -not Maddox and Sons.
He turned his wheelchair slightly away. He was totally committed to his
writing;

he had no wish to be a partner in Maddox's General Store, which was a |arge
and

prosperous establishment in the center of the village, and had the trade of
t he

surroundi ng countryside for many mles.
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The first story of the ranbling frame building was filled with all the
foodstuffs needed for the village. Upstairs were saddl es and harnesses, guns,
pl ows, and even a |large quantity of oars, as though M. Maddox remenbered a
tine

when nearly all of the valley had been a great |ake. A few ponds were al

t hat

remai ned of the original body of water. Matthew spent nbst nornings in the
store, taking care of the | edgers and all the accounts.

Behind the store was the house, naned Merioneth. The LI awcae hone, Madrun,
st ood

beyond Merioneth, slightly nmore ostentatious, with white pillars and

pi nk-bri ck

fafade. Merioneth was the typical three-storied white frane farnhouse with



dar k

shutters which had replaced the original |og cabins.

'People think we're putting on airs, giving our houses names,' Bran had
conpl ai ned one day, before the accident, as he and Matthew were wal ki ng hone
from school .

Matthew did a cartwheel. 'l like it,' he said as he cane right side up.
"Merioneth is named in honor of a distant cousin of ours in Wiles.'
"Yah, | know, M chael Jones, a congregational minister of Bala in Merioneth.'

'Cousin Mchael's pleased that we've given the house that nane. He nentions
it

al nrost every tine he wites to Papa. Weren't you listening yesterday when he
was

telling us about Love Jones Parry, the squire of Madrun, and his plan to take
a

trip to Patagonia to inspect the land and see if it nmight be suitable for a
col ony from WAl es?
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"That's the only interesting bit,' Bran had said. 1 love to travel, even just
to

go with Papa to get supplies. Maybe if the squire of Madrun really does take
that trip, we could go with him'

It was not long after this that the accident happened, and Matthew renenbered
how Bran had tried to rouse himfromdespair by telling himthat Love Jones
Parry had actually gone to Patagonia, and reported that although the |and was
wi |l d and desol ate, he thought that the formation of a Wl sh col ony where the
colonists would be allowed to teach their native tongue in school m ght be
possi bl e. The Spani sh governnment paid scant attention to that section of

Pat agoni a, where there were only a few I ndians and a handful of Spaniards.

But Matthew refused to be roused. 'Exciting for you. |I'mnot going to get
very

far from Merioneth ever again.'

Bran had scow ed at himferociously. 'You cannot afford the | uxury of

self-pity.’

-It is still an expensive luxury, Matthew thought, -and one |I can ill afford.
"Matt!" It was Gmen. "A penny for your thoughts.”

He had been witing when his father had sumoned them and still had his note

pad on his lap. "Just thinking out the plot for another story."

She smled at himbrightly. "You' re going to make the name of Maddox fanous!”
"My brave baby," Ms. Maddox said. "How proud | am of you! That was the third
story you've sold to Harper's Monthly, wasn't it?"

"The fourth-Mama, Papa, Gaen: | think | nust warn
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you that Bran is going to need all our |ove and hel p when he cones hone."
"Well, of course-" Gnen started indignhantly.

"No, Gnen," he said quietly. "Bran is hurt rmuch nore than just the | eg wound."
"What are you tal king about?" his father demanded.

"You mght call it Bran's soul. It's sick."

Bran returned, linping and withdrawmn. He shut Matthew out as effectively as

t hough he had sl anmmed a door in his twin's face.

Once again Matthew sent a note to Zillah to neet himat the flat rock. This
tine

he did not ask Jack O Keefe for help, but lying on the wagon, he pulled

hi nmsel f

over the rough ground. It was arduous work, even with his powerful arms, and
he

was exhausted when he arrived. But he had all owed nore than enough tinme. He
heaved hinsel f off the wagon and dragged over to the rock, stretched out, and
sl ept under the warm autum sun

"Matt-"

He woke up. Zillah was smling down at him "F annwyl." He pushed the fair



hai r

back fromhis eyes and sat up. "Thanks for com ng."

"How i s he today?"

Matt hew shook his head. "No change. It's hard on Papa to have anot her

crippled

son. "

"Hush. Bran's not a cripple!l™

"He'll linp fromthat leg wound for the rest of his life. And whether or not
hi s

spirit will heal is anybody's guess."
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"Gve himtine, Mitt . . ."

"Time!" Matthew pushed the word away inpatiently. "That's what Mama keeps
saying. But we've given himtine. It's three nonths since he cane hone. He
sl eeps half the day and reads half the night. And he's still keeping hinself
closed to ne. If he'd talk about his experiences it mght help him but he
won't."

"Not even to you?"

"He seens to feel he has to protect ne," Matthew said bitterly, "and one of
t he

things |1've always |loved nost in Bran was his refusal to protect or

nol | ycoddl e

me in any way."

"Bran, Bran," Zillah murmured, "the knight in shining armor who went so
bravel y

to join the cavalry and save the country and free the slaves . . ." She

gl anced

at the ring on her finger. "He asked ne to return his ring. To set nme free,
he

said."

Mat t hew stretched out his hand to her, then drew it back.

"There has to be tinme for ne as well as for Bran. When he gave ne this ring
prom sed |'d be here for himwhen he returned, no matter what, and | intend
to

keep that promi se. What can we do to bring himout of the slough of despond?"
Mat t hew ached to reach out to touch her fair skin, to stroke her hair as

bl ack

as the night and as beautiful. He spread his hand on the warmrock. "I tried
to

get himto take me riding. | haven't ridden since he went away."

" And?"

"He said it was too dangerous."
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"For you? O for hinP"

"That's what | asked him And he just said, 'Leave ne alone. My |leg pains
ne.'

And | said, 'You never used to let ne talk about it when nmy | egs and back
hurt.'

And he just |ooked at ne and said, 'l didn't understand pain then.' And
sai d,

1 think you understood it better then than you do now.' And we stopped
t al ki ng

because we weren't getting anywhere, and he wouldn't open an inch to let ne
near

him"

"Fat her says his pain should be tolerable by now, and the physical wound is
not

t he problem"

"That's right. W've got to get himout of hinmself somehow. And Zillah
somet hi ng el se happened that | need to talk to you about. Yesterday when



hoped

| could get Bran to take nme riding | wheeled out to the stable to check on ny
saddl e, and when | pushed open the stabl e door there were Jack and-and-"

" Gnen?”

"How di d you guess?"

"I"ve noticed himlooking at her. And she's |ooked right back."

"They were doing nore than | ooking. They were kissing."

"Merchant's daughter and hired hand. Your parents would not approve. How
about

you?"

"Zillah, that's not what | mind about Jack O Keefe. He's a big and powerful
man

and he has nothing but scorn for ne-or anything with a physical inperfection
I

saw himtake a honel ess puppy and kill it by flinging it against the wall of
t he

barn."
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She put her hands over her eyes. "Matt! Stop!"

"I think it's his enormous physical healthiness that attracts Gaen. I'ma

t ot al

cripple, and Bran's half a one, at least for now And Jack is life. She
doesn' t

see the cruelty behind the wide smle and | oud | augh.™

"What are you going to do about it?"

"Not hi ng. For now. Mama and Papa have enough on their minds, worrying their

hearts out over Bran. And if | warn Gaen, she'll just think |I'mjeal ous of
al |

that Jack can do and all that |I cannot. I'Il try to talk to Bran, but | doubt
he' Il hear."

"Dear Matt. It conforts me that you and | can talk like this." Her voice was
conpassionate, but it held none of the pity he |loathed. "My true and good
friend."

One night after dinner, while the nen lingered over the port, M. Mddox

| ooked

at Bran over the ruby liquid in his glass. "Matthew and Zillah would Iike you
to

join themin their Wl sh |l esson this week."

"Not yet, Papa."

"Not yet, not yet, that's all you' ve been saying for the past three nonths.
Wi |

LI awcae says your wound is heal ed now, and there's no reason for your

mal i ngering."

To try to stop his father, Matthew said, "I was remarki ng today that Gaen

| ooks

nore I ndian than Wel sh, with her high cheekbones.™

M. Maddox poured hinmself a second gl ass of port, then stoppered the
cut - gl ass

decanter. "Your nother does not |ike to be reminded that | have |Indian bl ood,
t hough
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it's generations back. The Ll awcaes have it, too, through our conmon

f or ebears,

Brandon LI awcae and Maddok of the People of the Wnd, whose children
intermarri ed. Maddok was so named because he had the bl ue eyes of Wl sh
Madoc-but then, | don't need to repeat the story."

"True," Bran agreed.

"I like it." Matthew sipped his w ne.

"You're a romanticizer," Bran said. "Keep it for your witing."

M. Maddox said stiffly, "As your nother has frequently pointed out, black



hai r

and bl ue eyes are far nmore comon in people of Wl sh descent than Indian, and
Wl sh we indubitably are. And hard-working." He | ooked pointedly at Bran
Later in the evening Matthew wheeled hinmself into Bran's room H's twin was
standi ng by the wi ndow, holding the velveteen curtains aside to | ook across

t he

lawn to the woods. He turned on Matthew with a grow. "CGo away."

"No, Bran. When | was hurt | told you to go away, and you wouldn't. Nor wll
"

Mat t hew wheel ed closer to his brother. "Gaen's in love with Jack O Keefe."
"Not surprised. Jack's a handsone brute."

"He's not the right man for Gaen."

"Because he's our hired hand? Don't be such a snob."

"No. Because he is, as you said, a brute.”

"Gmen can take care of herself. She always has. Anyhow, Papa would put his

f oot

down. "
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There was an enpty silence which Matthew broke. "Don't cut Zillah out of your
life."

"If I love Zillah, that's the only thing to do. Free her." "She doesn't want
to

be free. She loves you." Bran wal ked over to his bed with the high oak

bedst ead

and flung hinself down. "I'mout of love with everything and everybody. Qut
of

love with life." "Wy?"

"Do you have to ask ne?" "Yes, | do. Because you aren't telling nme." "You
used

to know without my having to tell you.™ "I still would, if you weren't
shutting

me out." Bran nmoved his head restlessly back and forth on the pillow "Don't

you
be inmpatient with me, twin. Papa's bad enough.”
Mat t hew wheel ed over to the bed. "You know Papa.’
a

st orekeeper than you are. Gaen's the one who has Papa's hard busi ness sense.
But

| don't have a talent like yours to offer Papa as an alternative. And he's
al ways counted on ne to take over the business. And | don't want to. | never
did." "What, then?" Mtthew asked.

"I"'mnot sure. The only positive thing the war did for ne was confirmny
enjoynment of travel. | |ike adventure-but not killing. And it seens the two
are

sel dom separated. "

It was the nearest they had cone to a conversation since Bran's return, and
Matt hew felt hopef ul

"I""mno nore cut out to be
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Matt hew was witing on his |lap desk in a sunny corner of the sel dom used
parl or.

There Bran found him "Twin, | need you."

"I'mhere," Matthew said.

Bran straddled a small gilt chair and | eaned his arns on the back. "Matt,
nothing is the way | thought it was. | went to war thinking of nyself as

Gal ahad, out to free fell ow human beings fromthe intol erabl e bondage of
slavery. But it wasn't as sinple as that. There were other, |ess pure issues
bei ng fought over, with l[ittle concern for the souls which would perish for
not hi ng nore grand than political greed, corruption, and conniving for power.
Matt, | saw a man with his face blown off and no nouth to screamw th, and
yet



he screaned and could not die. | saw two brothers, and one was in blue and
one

was in grey, and I will not tell you which one took his saber and ran it
t hr ough

the other. Ch God, it was brother against brother, Cain and Abel all over
agai n.

And | was turned into Cain. What would God have to do with a nation where
brothers can turn against each other with such brutality?" Bran stopped
speaki ng

as his voice broke on a sob

Matt hew put down his |ap desk and drew his twin to him and together they
wept ,

as Bran poured out all the anguish and terror and ni ghtnmare he had |ived
t hrough. And Matthew held himand drew the pain out and into his own heart.
When the torrent was spent, Bran | ooked at his twin. "Thank you."
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Matt hew hel d himclose. "You're back, Bran. W're together again."

"Yes. Forever."

"It's good to have you coming back to life."

"Coming back to life hurts. | need to take my pain away."
Mat t hew asked, startled, "What?"
"Matt, twin, |'mgoing away."

"What!" Matthew | ooked at Bran standing strai ght and strong before him The
yel low satin curtains warnmed the Iight and brightened Bran's hair. "Were?"
"You'll never guess."

Mat t hew wai t ed.

"Papa had a letter fromWles, from Cousin Mchael. A group left for

Pat agoni a

to start a colony. They're there by now |I'mgoing to join them How s that
for

an ol d dream cone true?"
"W were goi ng together
"Dear nmy twin, you're making a name for yourself here with your pen. | know

t hat

the creation of a story is work, even if Papa doesn't. But you coul dn't manage
a

life of physical hardship such as I'lIl be having in the Wl sh colony."
"You're right," Matthew acknow edged. "I'd be a burden."

"I won't be far fromyou, ever again," Bran assured him "even in Patagoni a.

I

prom se to share it with you, and you'll be able to wite stories about it as
vividly as though you'd been there in body. Cousin Mchael wites that the
colony is settling in well, in a small section
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known as Vespugia, and I'Il tell you everything about it, and describe a
grand

cast of characters for you."

"Have you told zillah?"

Bran shook his head.

"Twin, this affects Zillah too, you know. She wears your ring."

"I"l1l tell everyone tonight at dinner. Ill get Mama to ask the Ll awcaes."

D nner was served in the dining room a |arge, dark, oak-panel ed chanber that
seened to drink in the light fromthe crystal chandelier. Heavy brown
curtains

like the ones in the library were drawn against the cold night. The fire
bur ni ng

brightly did little to warmthe vast cavern

During the neal, conversation was |argely about the Wl sh expedition to

Pat agonia, with both M. Maddox and Dr. LlIawcae getting vicarious excitenment
out



of the adventure.

"What fun," Gmen said. "Wiy don't you go, Papa? If | were a man, | would."
Matt hew and Bran | ooked at each other across the table, but Bran shook his
head

slightly.

After dessert, when Ms. Maddox pushed back her chair, nodding to Gaen and
Zillah to follow her, Bran stopped them "Wit, please, Mama. | have
somet hi ng

to tell everybody. W' ve all enjoyed discussing the Pata-gonian expedition
and

t he founding of the colony in Vespugia. Years ago, before Matt's accident, we
dreaned of joining the squire of Madrun when he nmade his

246

journey to see if it would be a suitable place for a colony. So perhaps it
won' t

surprise you that | have decided to join the colonists and make a new life
for

nmysel f in Ves-pugia. Today |'ve witten Cousin Mchael and M. Parry in
Wl es,

and sent letters to Vespugia."

For a nmonment there was stunned silence.

Bran broke it, smling. "Dr. Llawcae says a warnmer clinmate will be better for
ne."
M. Maddox asked, "lIsn't going to Patagonia rather an excessive way to find a

war nmer climate? You could go south, to South Carolina or Georgia."

Bran's lips shut in a rigid expression of pain. "Papa, do you forget where
I've

cone fromand what |'ve been doi ng?"

Ms. Mddox said, "No, son, your father does not forget. But the war is over,
and you must put it behind you."

"I'n the South? |I doubt I would be welconme in the Confederate states."

"But Vespugi a-so far away-" Tears filled Ms. Md-dox's eyes. Zllah, her
face

pal e but resolute, drew a fresh handkerchief fromher reticule and handed it
to

her. "If you'd just continue to regain your strength, and go on studyi ng

Vel sh

with Matthew, and come into the business with your father-"

Bran shook his head. "Mama, you know that | cannot go into the business with
Papa. And | have no talent, like Matthew s, which | could use here. It seens
that the best way to pull myself together is to get out, and what better
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way to learn Welsh than to be with people who speak it all the tine?"

M. Maddox spoke slowy, "You took ne by surprise, son, but it does seemto be
a

reasonabl e solution for you, eh, WII?" He | ooked at the doctor, who was

t anpi ng

hi s pi pe.

"In away, | identify with Madoc, Papa,"” Bran said. "Matt and | were

rer eadi ng

T. Gwnn Jones's poem about himthis evening." He | ooked at Gmen. "Remenber
it?"

She sniffled. "I never read Wl sh unl ess Papa forces

«

ne.

"Madoc | eft Wales in deep despair because brother was fighting against

br ot her,

just as we did in this ghastly war, 'until it seenmed as if God hinsel f had
wi thdrawn his care fromthe sons of men.' . . . yndroi gyda diflastod as
anobaith Madog wth ystried cyflw gw ad ei ededi-gaeih, Her oedd brawd un



ym add yn erbyn brawd hyd nes yr oedd petal Duw ei hun wedi peidio d gofalu
am

fei bion dynion."

M. Maddox drew on his pipe. "You do remenber.”

"Good lad," Dr. Llawcae approved.

"I remenber, and too well | understand, for there were nmany nights during the
war when God withdrew fromour battlefields. Wien the sons of nen fight
agai nst

each other in hardness of heart, why should God not withdraw? Sl avery is
evil,

God knows, but war is evil, too, evil, evil."
Zill ah pushed her enpty dessert plate away and went
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to kneel by Bran, inpulsively taking his hand and pressing it against her
cheek.

He took her hand in his. "I went to war thinking that mankind is reasonabl e,
and

found that it is not. But it has always been so, and at last | am grow ng up
as

Matt hew grew up |l ong before me. | know that he would give a great deal to
comne

to Vespugia with ne, and | to have him but we both know that it cannot be."
Ms. Maddox was still weeping into the handkerchief Zillah had given her
"Never

again can there be a war that can do such terrible things to people."

M. Maddox said, "My dear, it is not good for us to keep rem nding Bran of

t he

war . Perhaps getting away from Merioneth and going to Vespugia will be the
best

way for himto forget."

Matt hew | ooked at his father and saw himletting his dream of Maddox and Son
di sappear into the w | derness of Vespugi a.

"Bran." Zillah rose and | ooked down at him

"Little zillah."

"I"'mnot little Zillah any nore, Bran. You changed that the night before you
went to war when you put this ring on ny finger."

"Child," Dr. Llawcae renonstrated, "it is the dearest wi sh of ny heart that
LI awcaes and Maddoxes be once nore united in marriage. | gave Bran ny

bl essi ng

when he came to ne to ask for your hand. But not yet. You're only seventeen."
"Many woren are married and nothers at seventeen. | want to go to Vespugia
with

Bran, as his wife."
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"Zillah," Dr. Llawcae said, "you will wait. When Bran is settled, in a year
or

two, he can send for you."

Bran pressed Zillah's hand. "It needn't all be decided tonight."

In the end, Bran went with Gmsen, not with Zillah. M. Middox caught Gaen and
Jack O Keefe kissing behind the stable door, and announced flatly that she
was

to accompany her brother to Vespugia. No amount of tears, of hysterics from
Gnen, of pleading from Ms. Middox, could change his stand.

Gnren and Zillah wept together. "It's not fair," Gwaen sobbed. "A woman has no
say
in her own life. |I hate nmen!"

Matthew tried to intercede with Dr. Llawae for Zillah, but the doctor was
adamant that she should wait at |east until she was eighteen, and until Bran
had

sui tabl e living arrangenents.



Store and house were enpty after they left. Mtthew spent the norning worKking
on

accounts, and in the afternoon and evenings he stayed in his corner of the
enpty

parlor, witing. Hs first novel was published and well received and he was
hard

at work on his second. It was this, and conversations with Zillah, who cane
frequently to Merioneth from Madrun, which kept hi m going.

"Bran's all right," he assured Zillah. "He sends |ove."

"They can't even have reached Vespugia yet," Zillah protested. "And there's
certainly been no chance for himto send a letter."

"You know Bran and | don't need letters."
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She sighed. "I know. WII Bran and | ever be |ike that?"
"Yours will be a different kind of unity. Better, nmaybe, but different."

"WII he send for me?"

"You must give himtinme, Zillah-tine once again. Time to settle into a new
wor | d

and a new way of life. And tinme for your father to get used to the idea of
having his only child go half the way across the world fromhim?"
"How s Gaen?"

"Part sulking and feeling sorry for herself, and part enjoying all the
sailors

on the ship nmaking cow s eyes at her and running to do her bidding. But she's
not going to be happy in Vespugia. She's always hated hot weather, and she's
never |iked roughing it."

"No, she wasn't a tonboy, |ike ne. She thought Father was terrible to let ne
run

wild and play rough ganes with you and Bran. WII| your father relent and | et
her

cone hone?"

"Not while Jack's around. There's no second-guessi ng Papa, though, when he

| atches on to an unreasonabl e notion." He paused. "Renenber the old Indian
verses, Zllah?"

"About bl ack hair and bl ue eyes?"

"Yes. They've been singing around in nmy head, and | can't get them out,
especi al ly one verse:

"Lords of spirit, Lords of breath, Lords of fireflies, stars, and |ight,
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Who will keep the world fromdeath? Who will stop the com ng night? Bl ue
eyes,

bl ue eyes, have the sight."

"It's beautiful,"” Zillah said, "but I don't really know what it mneans."

"It's not to be taken literally. The Indians believed that as |long as there
was

one bl ue-eyed child in each generation, all would be well."

"But it wasn't, was it? They've been | ong gone from around here."

"I think it was a bigger all-rightness than just for their tribe. Anyhow,
bot h

you and Gmen have at |east a drop of Indian blood, and you both have the bl ue
eyes of the song."

"So, in a way," Zllah said dreamly, "we're the last of the People of the

W nd.

Unl ess-"

Matt hew smiled at her. "I think you' re nmeant to have a bl ack-haired,

bl ue- eyed

baby. "

"When?" Zillah demanded. "Bran's a world away fromnme. And 1'I1 be old and

whi te-haired and winkled before Papa realizes |I'mgrown up and lets nme go."
She



| ooked at hi m anxi ously.

Matt hew s work began to receive nore and nore critical acclaim and M.
Maddox

began thinking of it as sonething 'real/ rather than fanciful scribbling not
to

be taken seriously. One of the unused downstairs roonms was fixed up as a

st udy,

and Dr. Llawcae designed a larger and nore efficient |ap desk.
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The study was at the back of the house and | ooked across the lawn to the
woods,

and in the autumm Matthew feasted on the glory of the foliage. The room was
sparsely furnished, at his request, with a black | eather couch on which he
coul d

rest when sitting became too painful. As the cold weather set in, he began
nor e

and nore often to spend the nights there. In front of the fireplace was a
butler's table and a confortabl e |ady chair upholstered in blue, the col or of
Zillah's eyes: Zillah's chair, he thought of it.

It was midsumer before letters began to arrive on a regular basis. True to
hi s

prom se, Bran sent Matthew vivid descriptions:

How amazingly interconnected everything is, at |least to us who have Wl sh

bl ood

in our veins. My closest friends here are Richard LIl awae, his wife, and his
son

Ri ch. They nust be at least distant kin to all of us, for Llawae is not a
conmmon nanme, even in Wales. Richard says they have forebears who emgrated to
the New World in the very early days, and then went back to Wales, for
not hi ng

there was as bad as the witch-hunting in the Pilgrimvillages and towns. One
of

their ancestors was burned, they think, or nearly so. They don't know exactly
where they came from but probably around Sal em

Ri ch has eyes for no one but Gaen, and | w sh she would see and return his

| ove,

for I can think of no one I'd rather have as a brother-in-law But Gaen sees
CGedder before Rich. Gedder is taller and bigger and stronger-perhaps-and
certainly nore flanboyant. He worries nme. Zillie has told ne of his fierce
anbitions, and his manner toward all of us beconmes a little nore
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lordly every day. God knows he is helpful-if it weren't for the Indians, |'m
not

sure the col ony woul d have survived, for everything is different from at
hormre-

times for planting, what to plant, howto irrigate, etc. W are grateful

i ndeed

that the Indians not only have been friendly but have given us all the help
t hey

could. Yet |I could wish Gedder had been nore like his brethren and not so
pushy

and bossy. None of us likes the way Gedder treats his sister, as though she
wer e

his slave and inferior.

It is astounding how Zillie has the sane features as Gaen and Zill ah, the

wi de-apart eyes with the faintest suggestion of a tilt-though hers are a warm
brown, and not bl ue-and the high cheekbones and delicate nose. And, of

cour se,

the straight, shining black hair. People have remarked on the |ikeness

bet ween



Gren and Zillie. | haven't tal ked with anyone except the LlI awcaes about the
Madoc | egend followi ng us to Vespugia, and they don't laugh it away. Truly,
truth is stranger than fiction. Put it into a story for nme, Matt.

-l will, Matthew prom sed silently. -1 will. But you nmust tell ne nore.

My house is nearly finished, large and airy, with verandas. Everyone knows

t hat

it is being built for my bride, and for our children. Zillie often cones and
stands, just out of the way, and | ooks, and that nakes nme unconfortable.
don't

thi nk she cones of her own volition. | think Gedder sends her. | tal k nmuch
about

my Zillah, and how !l long for the day when she will arrive. Matthew, tw n,
use

your influence on Dr. LJawcae to |l et her cone soon. Wiy is he keeping her
with

hin? | need her, now
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As winter closed in and Matthew could not go out of doors, Zillah began to
cone

from Madrun to Merioneth nearly every day at teatinme, and Matthew mi ssed her
nore than he liked to adnit when she did not appear. He was hurrying to
finish

hi s second novel, considerably nore anbitious than the first, but he tired
qui ckly, and lay on the black couch, reaching out to Bran and Vespugi a, al

t hrough the winter, the sumrer, and into a second winter. He felt closer to
hi s

twin than ever, and when he neared the shallows of sleep he felt that he
actually was in arid Vespugia, part of all that was happening in the
tight-knit

col ony.

In the nornings, when he worked with his soft, dark pencil and |large note
pad,

it was as though he were setting down what he had seen and heard the ni ght
bef ore.

"You're pale, Matt," Zillah said one afternoon as she sat in the lady chair
and

poured his tea.

"It's this bitter cold. Even with the fire going constantly, the danp seeps
into

ny bones."

He turned away from her concern and | ooked out the wi ndow at the night
drawi ng

in. "l have to get my book finished, and there's not nuch tinme. | have a
| arge

canvas, going all the way back to the Wl sh brothers who fought over Owai n of
Gwnedd' s throne. Madoc and his brother, Gwdyr, left Wales, and cane to a

pl ace

which | figure to have been sonewhere near here, when the valley was still a
|l ake left fromthe nmelting of the ice. And once again brothers fought. Gwdyr
want ed power, wanted adul ati on. Over and over again we get
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caught in fratricide, as Bran was in that ghastly war. We're still bl eeding
from

the wounds. It's a prinordial pattern, left us from Cain and Abel, a net we
can't seemto break out of. And unless it is checked it will destroy us
entirely."”

She cl asped her hands. "WII it be checked?" He turned back toward her. "I
don't

know, Zillah. Wien | sleep | have dreams, and | see dark and evil things,
children being killed by hundreds and thousands in terrible wars which sweep



over them" He reached for her hand. "I do not croak doom casually, f'annwyl.
I

do not know what is going to happen. And irrationally, perhaps, | ampositive
t hat what happens in Vespugia is going to make a difference. Read ne the
letter

fromBran that cane today once nore, please.”

She took the letter fromthe tea table and held it to the | anp.

Dear ny twin, and dear ny Zillah, when are you com ng? Matthew, if you cannot
bring zZillah to nme, then Zillah nust bring you. She wites that the winter is
hard on you, and she is worried. There would be nuch to hold your attention
here. Llewellyn Pugh | angui shes for love of Zillie, and I think she would
turn

to himdid Gedder not keep forcing her on me, no matter how loudly | say that
I

am betrothed, and that ny Zillah is coming to join us any day now. Do not
make

nme a liar! W have had our first death, and a sad one it was, too. The
children

are forbidden to clinb up onto the cliff which protects the colony fromthe
wi nds, but sonehow or other, one of them managed the steep clinb, and fell.
Ve

all grieve. It my be a good thing
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that there is so nuch work for everybody that there is little idle time, and
this helps us all, particularly the parents of the little one. Ri ch has been
a

tower of strength. He was the one of us who was able to bring tears fromthe
not her, partly because he was not ashaned to weep hinself,

"He is a good man, that Rich," Matthew said. "He'd do anything in the world
for

Gnen. "
"You tal k as though you know him™"
Matt hew smiled at her. "I do. | know himthrough Bran. And through ny novel

What happens with Rich, with Bran, with Gaen, with Zillie-it matters to ny
story. It could even change it." She | ooked at himques-tioningly. "This book
is

pushing nme, Zillah, making me wite it. It excites me, and it drives ne. In
its

pages, nyth and matter nerge. Wat happens in one time can nmake a difference
in

what happens in another time, far nore than we realize. What Gedder does is
going to make a difference, to the book, perhaps to the world. Nothing, no
one,

is too small to matter. What you do is going to nake a difference."

In the early winter Matthew caught a heavy chest cold, which weakened him
and

Dr. Llawcae cane daily. Mtthew spent the days on the black | eather couch

wr apped in bl ankets. He continued to work on his novel and sold several nore
stories. He kept his earnings, which were considerable, in a small safe in
hi s

study. And now he left the study not at all
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When he was too exhausted to wite, he slid into a shallow sleep, filled with
vivid dreams in which Bran and the Vespugi an col ony were nore real than
chilly

Meri onet h.

He was at the flat rock in his dream the rock where he used to neet Zllah
when

he sought privacy. But instead of Zillah there was a boy, perhaps twelve
years



ol d, dressed in strange, shabby cl othes. The boy was |ying on the rock, and
he,

too, was dreaning, and his dream and Matthew s nerged.

Cedder is after Gaen. Stop him The baby nust come from Madoc. Gmydyr's line
is

tainted. There is nothing |left but pride and greed for power and revenge.
Stop

him Matthew

He saw his twin, but this was not Bran in Vespugia . . . Was it Bran? It was
a

young man, about their age, standing by a |ake. Behind himstood another, a
little older, who | ooked like Bran and yet not |ike Bran, for there was
resent ment behind the eyes. Like Gedder. The two began to westle, to engage
in

nortal conbat.

At the edge of the |ake a huge pile of flowers snoldered, with little red
tongues of flane licking the petals of the roses-

"Matt hew "

He opened his eyes and his nother was hovering over himwith a cup of
canmom | e

tea.

Besi de the growi ng pages of the manuscript |lay a geneal ogy which he had
carefully worked out, a geneal ogy which could go in two different directions,
i ke a doubl e
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helix. In one direction there was hope; in the other, disaster. And the book
and

Bran and the Vespugian colony were intertwined in his mnd and heart.

The winter was bitter cold.

"As the days begin to lengthen, the cold begins to strengthen,” Matthew said
to

Dr. Llawcae, who listened gravely to Matthew s heart and his chest.

He | eaned back and | ooked at the young man. "Matthew, you are encouragi ng
Zillah."

Matt hew smiled. "I've always encouraged Zillah, fromthe days when we were
al |

children and she wanted to clinb trees as high as Bran and | did."

"That's not what | nean. You're encouraging her in this wld-goose chase to
go

to Vespugia and join Bran."

"When Bran asked you for Zillah's hand, you gave hi myour blessing," Matthew
rem nded the doctor.

"That was with the understanding that Bran woul d stay here and becone his
father's partner."

"Once a blessing is given, Dr. Llawae, it cannot be w thdrawn." Matthew

ur ged,

"Zillah's heart is in Vespugia with Bran. | understand how she has taken her
nmot her's place in your house and at your table. But she is your daughter, Dr.
LI awcae, and not your wi fe, and you must not keep her tied to you."

The doctor's face flushed darkly with anger. "How dare you!"

"Because | love Zillah with all my heart, and | always have. | will miss her
as

much as you. Wthout Zillah,
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wi thout Bran, | would be bereft of all that nmakes Me worthwhile. But | will
not

hol d t hem back out of selfishness.”

The doctor's face grew darker. "You are accusing ne of selfishness?"

"I nadvertent, perhaps, but selfishness, nonetheless.” "You-you-if you weren't
a



cripple, I"d-" Dr. Llaw cae dropped his raised hand, turned, and left the
room

One afternoon in March, with occasional splatters of rain com ng down the
chimey and hissing out in the fire, Matthew | ooked intensely at Zillah
presiding over the tea tray. "Zillah. It's tine. You nust go to Vespugia."
"You know | want to." She reached out to hold his thin fingers. "Father says
maybe next year."

"Next year's too late. Bran needs you now. Wat are you going to do about

your
father? Next year will always be next year. He'll not let you go."

She stared into the fire. "lI'd rather go with Father's blessing, but I'm
afraid

you're right, and he's not going to give it. The problemis nmoney, and findi ng
a

shi p, and booki ng passage-all the things that are difficult, if not

i mpossi bl e,

for agirl."

"You must go, this spring as soon as the ice breaks and ships can sail."

"\Why, Matt, such urgency, all of a sudden?"

"Bran reached out to ne |ast night-"

"I's somnet hi ng wr ong?"

"Not with Bran. But Gedder-Rich-" He was seized
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with a fit of coughing, and when he | eaned back he was too weak to talk.
Zillah continued to cone daily to sit in the lady chair by the fire, to

pr esi de

over the tea tray, and warmhimw th her snile. For the next few weeks he did
not mention her going to Vespugi a. Then one day, when the bare outlines of

t he

trees were softened with com ng buds, he greeted her inpatiently.

He could hardly wait for her to sit down behind the tea tray. "Zllah, open

t he

safe." Carefully, he gave her the conbination, watching her fingers twirl the
dial as she listened. "All right. Good. Bring out that big manila envel ope.
It's

for you."

She | ooked at himin surprise. "For nme?"

"I'"ve been busy these | ast weeks."

"Fat her says you're pushing yourself too hard. Is the book done?"

"To all intents and purposes. There's some deepening to do, and a certain
anmount

of revision. But |'ve been busy in other ways. Open the envel ope."

She did so. "Mney, and-what's this, Mtt?"

"Aticket. There's a ship sailing for South Arerica in four days. You nust be
on

it."

"But, Matthew, | can't let you-"

"I"ve earned the noney by ny witing. It's mine to do with what | wll.

Zi | | ah,

Bran needs you. You must go. You will sw ng the bal ance."
"What bal ance?"
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"The |ine nust be Madoc's and not Gwdyr's-"

"I don't understand. You're flushed. Are you-"

"I"'mnot feverish. It's part of the book . . . You do | ove Bran?"
"Wth all ny heart."

"Enough to | eave Madrun wi t hout your father's blessing, and secretly?"
She held the manila envel ope to her breast.

"You'll go?"

"I'l'l go." She took his cold hand and held it to her cheek



"All will be well," he pronised. "Wen thou passest through the waters, |
will

be with thee; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee: when thou
wal kest through the fire, thou shalt not be burned; neither shall the flane
ki ndl e upon thee. For the fire is roses, roses . "

He did not see her again. Neither could bear the pain of parting.

Dr. Llawcae cane stormng over to Merioneth. Matthew coul d hear him shouting,
"Where did she get the noney? How did she get the passage?”

Matt hew smiled, fleetingly grateful that Dr. LlIawcae considered himsuch a
cripple that he could not possibly have made the necessary arrangenents.

When the doctor came into the study to check Matthew s heart, his tenper had
cool ed enough so that he was no | onger shouting. "I suppose you're pleased
about

this?"
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"Zillah and Bran | ove each other," Matthew replied quietly. "It is right that
they be together. And you have always been so interested in your Wl sh
heri t age,

and in this colony, that you will end up feeling differently. You can visit
them™

"Easy enough to say. Wat about ny practice?"

"You haven't taken a vacation in years. You' ve earned a few weeks away."

Dr. Llawcae gave himonly a cursory examni nation, saying, "You'll feel better
when war mer weat her cones. "

Sunmer was slow in com ng

Matt hew sent the book off to his publisher. The pain in his back was worse
each

day, and his heart skipped and gal |l oped out of control. In his dreanms he was
with Bran, waiting for Zillah. He was with Gaen, still resentful, but
begi nni ng

to laugh again with Rich, to respond to his steadfast |ove, his outgoing
ways.

At the same tinme she was still intrigued by Gedder, by his fierce dark | ooks
and

t he hi ddenness behind his eyes, so unlike Rich's candid ones. She knew t hat
Ri ch

| oved her, but Gedder's strangeness fascinated her.

She's playing with Rich and Gedder and it will nake trouble, the boy on the
rock

told Matthew as he slipped deeper into the dream

Gedder and Bran. Standing on the cliff and | ooking down at the houses of the
settlenent. Gedder urging Bran to marry Zillie, to give Gwacn in marriage to
hi m

in order to secure the future.

"What future?" Bran asked.
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Cedder | ooked appraisingly down at the prospering colony. "Qurs."

And Zillie cane and | ooked adoringly at Bran, Zillie so |like and so unlike
Zi 11l ah.

Wait, twin! Wait for Zillah! Do not trust Gedder-

Matt hew was jolted out of the dreamas his supper tray was brought. He ate a
few

bites, then pushed the tray away and slid back into the dream

Felt the Vespugi an heat, warmng his chilled bones

Bran, if only | could have come with Zillah

CGedder again. Cedder in his favorite place up on the cliff's Iip, |ooking
down

on the colony, the colony he wants for his own.

Soneone's with him Not Bran. Rich

Quarreling. Quarreling over Gaen, over the colony. Quarreling at the cliff's



edge.

Danger .

Matt hew stirred restlessly on the couch, his eyes tightly closed. The boy was
there, the child fromanother time, urging him "Mtthew, you nmust help Rich
Pl ease . "

Once upon a time and | ong ago, nen did not quarrel in this way, when the
nor ni ng

stars sang together and the children of men shouted for joy

But di ssonance cane

Madoc and Gwydyr fought

Gedder and Rich

Rich, watch out! Cedder has a knife-

Rich sees, sees in tinme, grasps the knife hand, twists it, so that the knife
drops. Gedder reaches after it,

264 264A Swiftly Tilting Pl anet

snarling with anger, reaching for the knife so that he | oses his bal ance and
falls-falls after the knife, over the edge of the cliff, falls, falls

Zillie screans and cannot stop scream ng

Matt hew wai ted for the next letter fromBran, but it did not cone until the
lilac bushes were in full bl oom

My very dear tw n,

Zillah is here, at last she is here, but ny dearest heart has arrived to a
conmunity in confusion and desol ati on. Gmven weeps and will not stop. Zillie's
tears no | onger flow, but her eyes hold anguish. CGedder is dead, and-

i nadvertently-by Rich's hand. Gedder provoked a quarrel, and drew a knife.

Ri ch

took the knife fromhim and Gedder, lunging after it, lost his bal ance and
fell

fromthe cliff to his death. It was an accident; nobody bl ames Rich, even

Zillie. But Rich feels he cannot stay here with us, not with blood on his
hands.
WIl it ever cease, the turning of brother against brother? Gedder wanted
power ,

and | cannot grieve for his death, only for his life, with its inordinate

| ust

and pride. Wiy does Gnen weep? | do not think she knows. 'I am honesick,' she
cries, 'l want to go hone." So Rich will take her hone. And what will happen
t hen, who knows?

Gwdyr fought Madoc and | ost and the battle continued through to Gedder

br ot her

agai nst brot her

And the ship which brought Zillah carried Gwaen and Rich to the Northern
continent, to lilies of the valley and lilacs in the dooryard, to Merioneth
and

the store
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and Papa will at last have his partner, and the store will be Maddox and

LI ancae

Ch, Zillah, nmy Zillah

Lords of melody and song, Lords of roses burning bright, Blue will right the
anci ent wong, Though the way is dark and |long, Blue will shine with |oving
light.

A coughing fit jerked Matthew awake, away from Vespugia, fromBran and Zill ah.
"Gmen-" he gasped, "Rich- Can't wait-sorry-" Then the coughing took him and
when the racking had passed, there was nothing but agony. Hi s back was an
expl osi on of pain and the room began to get dark, and a rank stink |ike
spoi | i ng

flowers choked him There was no |onger any light or warnth in the crackling
flames .

"Matthew! " Meg opened her eyes, and she was calling the nane al oud. The



kitten,

di sturbed, junped down fromthe bed. Ananda did not nove.

-\What happened? What happened to Matthew? to Charles Wallace? |Is Charles

vl | ace

all right?

-Strange, she thought, -the kythe with Matthew was cl earer than any since
Harcel s. Maybe because Matthew and Bran were kythers.

She reached out to Charles Wallace, and felt only absence. Nor did she sense
Gaudi or. Always, when Charles Wallace was brought out of Wthin, she could
see

him could see the unicorn.
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"I'"'m going downstairs," she said al oud, and pushed her feet into her slippers.
Ananda foll owed her downstairs, stepping on the seventh step so that it let
out

a loud groan, and the dog yelped in surprise. Behind themthe kitten padded
softly, so light that the seventh step nade the merest sigh.

The kitchen fire was bl azing, the kettle hummi ng. Everything | ooked warm and
confortable and normal, except for Ms. O Keefe in the rocking chair. The
kitten

padded across to her and junped up on her lap, purring, and flexing its sharp
little claws.

Meg asked, "Charles Vallace isn't back yet?"

"Not yet. Are you all right, Meg?" her nother asked.

"I'"'mfine."

"You | ook pale."

"Maybe 1'll take Sandy and Dennys up on their offer of bouillon, if it's
still

good. "

"Sure, Sis," Sandy said. "I'll nake it. Chicken or beef?"

"Hal f a spoon of each, please, and a slosh of |lenon juice." She | ooked at the
twins with fresh conprehensi on. WAs she closer to Charles Wallace than to the
twi ns because they were twins, sufficient unto thensel ves? She gl anced at the
phone, then at her nmother-in-law. "Mm Beezie, do you remenber Zillah?"

Ms. O Keefe | ooked at Meg, nodded her head, shook it, closed her eyes.

"Mom Zillah really did get to Vespugia, didn't she?" Meg | ooked at the old
woman, needi ng reassurance.

Ms. O Keefe huddl ed her arns about herself and rocked. "I forget. |I forget."
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Ms. Mirry | ooked anxi ously at her daughter. "Meg, what is this?"

"It makes all the difference who Branzillo's forebears were."

Sandy handed Meg a steaming cup. "Sis, the past has happened. Know ng who
Branzillo's ancestors were can't change anything."

"There was a tine when it hadn't happened yet," Meg tried to explain,
realizing

how strange she sounded. "It's the M ght-Have-Been Charles Wallace was to
change, and | think he's changed it. It's the charge Mom O Keefe laid on him
when she gave himthe rune."

"Stop talking!" Ms. O Keefe pushed herself up out of the rocking chair.
"Take

me to Chuck. Quickly. Before it's too late."

268 Between nyself and the powers of darkness

They ran, pelting across the frozen ground, which crunched under their feet,
Meg

and the twins and. Ms. O Keefe. They ran across the rined | awn and t hrough

t he

aisles of the twins' Christnas trees to the stone wall.

Meg held her hand out to Ms. O Keefe and hel ped her over the |ow wall. Then,
still holding her nother-in-law s hand, pulling her along, she ran down the
path, past the two large glacial rocks, to the star-watching rock.



Charles Wallace was |lying there, eyes closed, white as death.

"Beezie!" Meg cried. "The rune! Quickly!"
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Ms. O Keefe was panting, her hand pressed to her side. "Wth ne . . ." She
gasped. "G andma . "

Dennys knelt on the rock, bending over Charles Wallace, feeling for his pulse.
"Wth Chuck in this fateful hour," Ms. O Keefe gasped, and Meg joined in,
her

voi ce cl ear and strong:

"I place all Heaven with its power And the sun with its brightness, And the
snow

with its whiteness, And the fire with all the strength it hath, And the
lightning with its rapid wath, And the winds with their sw ftness al ong
their

path, And the sea with its deepness, And the rocks with their steepness, And
t he

earth with its starkness, Att these | place

By God's almighty help and grace Between nyself and the powers of darkness!"
Li ght returned slowy. There had been pain, and darkness, and all at once the
pain was relieved, and |light touched his lids. He opened them to the

shar pness

of starlight. He was lying on the star-watching rock, wi th Gaudi or anxiously
bendi ng over him tickling his cheek with the curly silver beard.

"Gaudi or, what happened?”

"W barely got you out in tinme."

"Did Matthew"

"He died. We didn't expect it quite so soon. The Echthroi-"

"I guess we got to 1865 after all." Charles Wallace | ooked up at the stars.
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"Stand up." Gaudi or sounded cross. "I don't like to see you lying there.

t hought you were never going to open your eyes."

Charles Wallace scranbled to his feet, lifted one leg, then the other. "How

strange to be able to use nmy | egs agai n-how wonderful ."
Gaudi or knelt beside him "dinb."
Charl es Wall ace, |egs shaky as though fromlong di suse, clamnbered onto the

gr eat

back.

He rode a Gaudi or who had becone as tiny as a dragonfly, rode anpong the
fireflies, joining their brilliant dance, twi nkling, blinking, shooting over
t he

star-wat ching rock, over the valley, singing their song, and he was singing,
too, and he was hinself, and yet he was all he had | earned, he carried within
hi nsel f Brandon and Chuck and their song and the song was glory .

And he rode a Gaudi or who had becone as |large as a constellation, rode anong
t he

gal axi es, and he was hinself, and he was al so Madoc, and he was Matthew,

Mat t hew

flying through showers of stars, caught up in the joy of the nmusic of the
spheres

part of the harnmony, part of the joy

The silver neigh of the unicorn sounded all about the star-watching rock,
rippling over Meg and the twins, Ms. O Keefe and Charles, and the night was
illumined by the flash of the horn, blinding themw th oblivion as it pointed
at

each of themin turn
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Meg thought she heard Charles Wallace call, "Gaudior, goodbye-oh, Gaudior,
goodbye . "

Wio was Gaudi or ?

She knew once who Gaudi or was.



Agai n she heard his silver knell ringing in farewell.

Sandy asked, "Hey, did you see |ightning?"

Dennys | ooked bewi |l dered. "It's too cold. And | ook at all the stars.™

"What was that flash, then?"

"Beats ne. Like everything else tonight. Charles, what was with you?

coul dn't

find a pul se and then suddenly it throbbed under ny fingers."

Slowy, color was returning to the boy's cheeks. "You came just in time." He
| ooked at Ms. O Keefe, who still had her hand to her side and was breathing
wi th pai nful gasps. "Beezie. Thank you." There was infinite sadness in his
Voi ce.

"That's what Meg called her," Sandy said. "Wat is all this?"

"Mom O Keefe laid a charge on ne . "

Dennys said, "We told you it was nuts for you to think you could stop
Branzillo

singl e-handed. Did you fall asleep or sonething? You could have got
frosthite."

He sounded concerned and uncertain.

"Come on in, now," Sandy added, "and no nore of this nonsense."

"After the President's call, you call it nonsense?" Meg denanded fiercely.
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"Meg, you shouldn't be out in the cold," Dennys objected.

“"I"'mall right."

Charles Wallace took Ms. O Keefe's hands in his. "Thank you."

"Chuck's no idiot." Ms. O Keefe thunped Charles Wallace on the shoul der
"Come on," Sandy urged. "Let's get moving."

Dennys held Ms. O Keefe's arm "W'Il help you."

They returned to the house, Sandy and Dennys supporting Ms. O Keefe; Mg
hol di ng Charles Wall ace's hand as though they were both small children once
nor e.

Ananda greeted them ecstatically.

Ms. Murry hurried to her youngest son, but refrained fromtouching him
"She's

really adopted us, hasn't she? You'd think she'd been with us forever."
"Watch out for that tail.” M. Mirry nmoved between the dog and the nodel of
t he

tesseract. "A couple of indiscrimnate wags and you coul d undo years of
wor k. "

He turned to his daughter. "Meg, you shouldn't have gone out in this weather
with your cold."

"It's all right, Father. My cold's better and | didn't get chilled. Did the
President-"

"No. Nothing yet."

Meg tried to think. What did she renenber? The President's call, of course
M s.

O Keefe's rune, and the response of the weather. The com ng of Ananda. Kything
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with Charles Wallace in the attic, kything through aeons of tine, kything
whi ch

had faded to dreans because the unicorn-

A uni corn. That was absurd

There was Ms. O Keefe's phone call in the mddle of the night. Sandy went
for

her and brought her back to the house, and she had an old letter-who was it
fron? What did it say?

"Well, Charles.” M. Mirry regarded his son gravely. "How about the charge?"
Charles Wallace did not reply inmredi ately. He was studying the nodel of the
tesseract, and he touched one of the Lucite rods carefully, so that the
entire

nodel began to vibrate, to humsoftly, throwing off sparkles of brilliance.



"V

still don't know rmuch about time, do we? | think-" He | ooked bew | dered.
"Father, | think it's going to be all right. But not because | was
intelligent,

or brave, or in control. Meg was right, earlier this evening, when she tal ked
about everything, everywhere, interre-acting.”

"You were gone | onger than we expected."

"I was gone a long tinme. An incredibly long tine."

"But what did you do?" Sandy asked.

"And where did you go?" Dennys added.

"Mostly | stayed right by the star-watching rock-"

"Father!" Meg exclained. "The letter Mom O Keefe brought. Charles hasn't seen
it."

Ms. O Keefe held out the yell owed paper to M. Mirry.
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"Please read it to nme, Father." Charles Wallace | ooked pal e and exhaust ed.
"My dear Gaen and Rich," M. Mrry read,

Thank you for witing us so pronptly of Papa's death. Zillah and | are

gr at ef ul

that he died peacefully in his sleep, with none of the suffering he feared. |
know t hat you both, and little Zillah, are a consolation for Mama. And Papa
had

the satisfaction of having Rich for his partner, and of know ng that the nane
of

Maddox and Ll awcae will not be lost, for our young Rich talks with great

ent husi asm about going to Merioneth when he is old enough

Qur little Matthew is a rapidly growi ng boy. | had hoped that as he grew out
of

babyhood he woul d be called Matthew, but he keeps the nickname given him by
t he

I ndian children, Branzillo, a conbination of ny name and Zillah's. Little

Ri ch

tries to keep up with his big brother in every way . . .

M. Mirry | ooked up. "The letter breaks off there. Strange-it seens diff-is
t hat

what | read before?"

Ms. Mirry frowned slightly. "I"mnot sure. It didn't sound quite-but we're
al |

exhausted with strain and | ack of sleep. Menory plays queer tricks at tines
i ke

this."

"It has to be what Father read before," Sandy said flatly. "It offends ny
reasonable mnd, but it really does seem possible that Branzillo's forebears
cane from around here."

"The letter did cone fromMs. O Keefe's attic," Dennys said. "So it's even
likely that he's distantly descended
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from her forebears, and that woul d rmake them unpteenth cousins.”

Sandy protested, "But what effect could that have on his starting a nucl ear
war ?

O -we hope-on not starting one?"

Charles Wallace turned away fromthe argunent, |ooked once nore at the
tesseract, then went to Ms. O Keefe, who was once again huddled in the
rocki ng

chair in front of the fire. Meg left the twins and foll owed Charl es Wall ace.
"Beezie," he asked softly, "what happened to Chuck?"

-Beezi e, Chuck. They were in the vani shing kythe. Meg stepped closer to the
rocker to hear Ms. O Keefe's reply.

"He died," she said bleakly.

" How?"



"They took himaway and put himin an institution. He died there, six nonths
later."

Charles Wallace expelled a long, sad breath. "Ch, Beezie, Beezie. And the
baby?"

"Took after Duthbert Mortmain. Died in the State Penitentiary. Enbezzl enent.
Let

it be. What's done's done. \Wat's gone's gone."

Ananda pressed agai nst Meg, and she stroked the rai sed head.

Beezi e. Chuck. Paddy O Keefe. The kythe flickered briefly in Meg's m nd
Beezi e

nmust have nmarried Paddy for nore or |ess the sane reasons that her nother had
married Duthbert Mortmain. And she learned not to feel, not to love, not even
her children, not even Calvin.
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Not to be hurt. But she gave Charles Wallace the rune, and told himto use it
to

stop Mad Dog Branzillo. So there nust be a little of the Od Misic left in
her .

"Matthew s book," Charles Wallace said. "It's happening, all that he wote."
The phone rang.

Ms. Mirry | ooked toward her husband, but did not speak

They waited tensely.

"Yes, M. President?" M. Mirry listened, and as he listened, he sniled. "El
Zarco is setting up a Congress for the working out of peace plans and the
equitable distribution and preservation of the earth's resources. \Wat's

t hat ,

M. President? He wants ne to cone as an advi sor on the use of space for
peace?

Vell, yes, of course, for a fewweks . . . This is splendid news. Thank you
for

calling." He put down the receiver and turned to his famly

"El Zarco-" Meg whi spered

"Madog Branzillo's favorite nicknane, you know that,'
Bl ue- eyed. "

"But his threats-"

Her father |ooked at her in surprise. "Threats?"

"OF war-"

Everybody except Charles Wallace and Ms. O Keefe was | ooking at her

"The phone call before dinner-" she said. "Wasn't the President afraid of
war ?"

"El Zarco has put down the militant nenbers of his cabinet. He's always been
known as a nman of peace."
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Charl es Wl |l ace spoke softly, so only Meg could hear. "They haven't travel ed
with a unicorn, Meg. There was no El Rabioso for them Wen Matthew sent
Zillah

to marry Bran, and when Gedder was killed, that was the M ght-Have-Been. El
Rabi oso was never born. It's always been El Zarco." He held her hand so
tightly

that it hurt.

Ms. O Keefe | ooked at Meg, nodding. "Baby will be born."

"Ch, Mom" Meg cried. "WII| you be glad to be a grandnot her?"

"Too late," the old woman said. "Take me honme. Chuck and Grandma are waiting
for
ne.
"What's that?" M. Mirry asked.

"Chuck and G andma-never nind. Just take ne hone."

“I'l'l drive you," M. Mrry said.

Meg ki ssed her nother-in-law good night. It was the first time she had ever
ki ssed her. "See you, Mom See you soon."

her father said. "The



When the car drove off, Dennys turned to his sister. "I'mnot sure she'l
make

it to be a grandnother, Meg. | think her heart's running out."

"\Why 2"

"Badly swollen ankles. Blue tinge to her fingernails and lips. Shortness of
breath. "

"She ran all the way to the star-watching rock."

"She was short of breath before then. It's a wonder it didn't kill her. And

what

all that was about 1'll never know "

"Thi s whol e evening's confusing," Sandy agreed. "I
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suggest we just forget it and go to bed. And Ms. O Keefe woul d never have
made

it back wi thout Dennys and nme, Meg. But you're right, Mther, she's quite an
old

girl.”
"She is, indeed," Ms. Mirry agreed. "And | agree with you, Sandy, about
getting

to bed. Meg, you need your sleep."

The baby within Meg stirred. "You' re nore than right about Mom O Keefe,

Mot her,

nmore right than any of us could possibly have imagi ned. There's nuch nmuch
nor e

to her than neets the eye. | hate the thought of losing her, just as we're
di scovering her."

Charl es Wall ace had once again been contenplating the intricate nodel of the
tesseract. He spoke softly to his sister. "Meg, no matter what happens, even
if

Dennys is right about her heart, renenber that it was herself she placed, for
t he baby's sake, and yours, and Calvin's, and all of us-"

Meg | ooked at hi m questi oni ngly.

Charles Wallace's eyes as he returned her gaze were the blue of light as it
gl ances off a unicorn's horn, pure and clear and infinitely deep. "In this
fateful hour, it was herself she placed between us and the powers of

dar kness. "



