For Mark and Janet

All fixed, fast-frozen relations, with their train of ancient and venerable preudices and opinions,
are swept away. . . . All that issolid meltsinto air, all that is holy is profaned, and man is at last
compelled to face with sober senses hisreal conditions of life, and his relations with his kind.
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THE FIRST EXPLOSIONS SEEMED VERY FARAWAY: A STRING OF DISTANT,muffled
bangs, booms, and thuds that might have been nothing more than thunder on the horizon. Joseph, more
adeep than not in his comfortable bed in the guest quarters of Getfen House, stirred, drifted alittle way
up toward wakefulness, cocked haf an ear, listened a moment without redly listening. Y es, he thought:
thunder. His only concern was that thunder might betoken rain, and rain would spoil tomorrow’ s hunt.
But this was supposed to be the middle of the dry season up herein High Manza, was it not? So how
could it rain tomorrow?

It was not going to rain, and therefore Joseph knew that what he thought he had heard could not be the
sound of thunder—could not, infact, be anything at dl. It isjust adream, he told himsdlf. Tomorrow will
be bright and beautiful, and | will ride out into the game preserve with my cousins of High Manzaand we
will haveaglorioustime,

He dipped easily back to deep. An active fifteen-year-old boy is able to dissolve into dumber without
effort at the end of day.

But then came more sounds, sharper ones, insistent hard-edged pops and cracks, demanding and getting
his attention. He sat up, blinking, rubbing his eyeswith his knuckles. Through the darkness beyond his
window came abright flash of light that did not in any way have the sharpness or linearity of lightning. It
was more like a blossom unfolding, creamy yellow at the center, purplish at the edges. Joseph was il
blinking at it in surprise when the next burst of sound erupted, this onein severa phases, alow rolling
roar followed by a sudden emphatic boom followed by along, dying rumble, adow subsiding. He went
to the window, crouching by the sl and peering out.

Tongues of red flame wererisng acrossthe way, over by Getfen House' s main wing. Flickering shadows
climbing the great gray stonewall of the fagade told him that the building must be ablaze. That was
incredible, that Getfen House could be on fire. He saw figures running to and fro, cutting acrossthe
smooth, serene expanse of the central lawn with utter disregard for the delicacy of the close-cropped

turf. He heard shouting and the sound, unmistakable and undeniable now, of gunfire. He saw other fires
blazing toward the perimeter of the estate, four, five, maybe sx of them. A new oneflared up ashe
watched. The outbuildings over on the western side seemed to be on fire, and the rows of haystacks
toward the east, and perhaps the field-hand quarters near the road that led to theriver.

It was a bewildering, incomprehens ble scene. Getfen House was under attack, evidently. But by whom,
and why?

He watched, fascinated, as though this were some chapter out of his history books cometo life, a
reenactment of the Conquest, perhaps, or even some scene from the turbulent, haf-mythical past of the
Mother World itself, where for thousands of years, so it was said, clashing empires had made the ancient
Streets of that distant planet run crimson with blood.

The study of history was oddly congenia to Joseph. There was akind of poetry in it for him. He had
awaysloved those flamboyant tales of far-off drife, the carefully preserved legends of the fabled kings
and kingdoms of Old Earth. But they were just talesto him, gaudy legends, ingenious dramatic fictions.
Hedid not serioudy think that men like Agamemnon and Julius Caesar and Alexander the Great and
Genghis Khan had ever existed. No doubt life on Old Earth in primitive times had been aharsh, bloody
affair, though probably not quite as bloody as the mythsthat had survived from that remote era
suggested; but everyone was quite sure that the qualities that had made such bloodshed possible had long
since been bred out of the human race. Now, though, Joseph found himsalf peering out hiswindow at
actual warfare. He could not take his eyes away. It had not yet occurred to him that he might be in actua
danger himsdif.



All was chaos down below. No moonswere in the sky this night; the only illumination came from the
flickering fires dong the rim of the garden and up the side of the main wing of the house. Joseph struggled
to make out patternsin the movements he saw. Bands of men were running up and down the garden
paths, yelling, gesticulating furioudy to each other. They gppeared to be carrying wegpons. rifles, mainly,
but some of them just pitchforks or scythes. Now and again one of the riflemen would pause, drop to
oneknee, am, fireinto the darkness.

Some of the animal's seemed to be loose now, too. Half a dozen of the big racing-bandars from the
gtable, long-limbed and e egantly dender, were capering wildly about, right in the center of the lawn,
prancing and bucking as though driven mad by panic. Through their midst moved shorter, dower, bulkier
shapes, stolid shadowy formsthat most likely were the herd of dairy ganuilles, freed of their confinement.
They were grazing placidly, unconcerned by the erupting madness dl about them, on the rare shrubs and
flowers of the garden. The house-dogs, too, were out and yelping: Joseph saw one legp high toward the
throat of one of the running men, who without breaking stride swegpt it away with afierce stroke of his

scythe.

Joseph, staring, continued to wonder what was happening here, and could not arrive at even the hint of
an answer.

One Great House would not attack another. That was a given. The Masters of Homeworld were bound,
all of them, by an unbresakable webwork of kinship. Never in the long centuries since the Conquest had
any Master struck ablow against another, not for anger’ s sake, not for greed's.

Nor was it possible that the Indigenes, weary after thousands of years of the occupation of their world by
settlersfrom Old Earth, had decided finally to take back their planet. They wereinnatdly unwarlike, were
the Indigenes: trees would sing and frogs would write dictionaries sooner than the Indigenes would begin
rasing their handsin violence.

Joseph rgjected just as swiftly the likelihood that some unknown band of spacefarers had landed in the
night to seize the world from its present masters, even as Joseph’ s own race had seized it from the Folk
s0 long ago. Such things might have happened two or three thousand years before, but the worlds of the
Imperium were too tightly bound by sacred tregties now, and the movements of any sort of hostile force
through the interstellar spaces would quickly be detected and halted.

Hisorderly mind could offer only onefind hypothess: that thiswas an uprising a long last of the Folk
againg the Masgters of House Getfen. That wasthe least unlikely theory of the four, not at al impossible,
merely improbable. Thiswas a prosperous estate. What grievances could exist here? In any case the
relationship of Folk to Masters everywhere was a settled thing; it benefited both groups; why would
anyone want to destabilize a system that worked so well for everyone?

That he could not say. But flames were licking the sde of Getfen House tonight, and barns were burning,
and livestock was being set free, and angry men were running to and fro, shooting a people. The sounds
of conflict did not cease: the sharp report of gunfire, the dull booming of explosive weapons, the sudden
ragged screams of victims whose identity he did not know.

Hebegan to dress. Very likely the lives of hiskinsmen herein Getfen House were in peril, and it was his
duty to goto their aid. Even if thiswere indeed arebdlion of the Folk against the Getfens, he did not
think that he himsdlf would be at any risk. He was no Getfen, redly, except by the most tenuous lines of
blood. He belonged to House Keilloran. He was only aguest here, avisitor from Helikis, the southern
continent, ten thousand miles away. Joseph did not even look much like a Getfen. He wastaller and more
dender than Getfen boys of his age, duskier of skin, as southerners tended to be, dark-eyed where
Getfen eyes were bright blue, dark-haired where Getfens were golden. No one would attack him. There



was no reason why they should.

Before heleft hisroom and entered the chaos outside, though, Joseph felt impelled by habit and training
to report the events of the night, at least as he understood them thusfar, to hisfather at Keilloran House.
By the ydlow light of the next bomb-burst Joseph located his combinant where he had set it down at the
sde of hisbed, thumbed its command button, and waited for the blue globe betokening contact to take
formintheair before him.

The darkness remained unbroken. No blue globe formed.

Strange. Perhaps there was some little problem with the circuit. He nudged the “ of f” button and thumbed
theinitiator command again. In the eye of hismind he tracked the eectrical impulse asit legped skyward,
connected with the satellite station overhead, and was ingtantly relayed southward. Normally it took no
more than seconds for the combinant to make contact anywherein the world. Not now, though.

“Father?’ he said hopefully, into the darkness before his face. “Father, it's Joseph. | can't see your
globe, but maybe we re in contact anyway. It’sthe middle of the night at Getfen House, and | want to tell
you that some sort of attack is going on, that there have been explosions, and rifle shots, and—"

He paused. He could hear a soft knocking at the door.

“Master Joseph?” A woman'svoice, low, hoarse. “ Are you awake, Master Joseph? Please. Please,
OFB,].”

A servant, it must be. She was speaking the language of the Folk. Helet her wait. Staring into the space
where the blue globe should have been, he said, “ Father, can you hear me? Can you give me any sort of
return sgnd?’

“Master Joseph—please—there svery littletime. Thisis Thugtin. | will take you to safety.”

Thustin. The name meant nothing to him. She must belong to the Getfens. He wondered why none of his
own people had come to him yet. Was this some sort of trap?

But she would not go away, and his combinant did not seem to be working. Mystery upon mystery upon
mystery. Cautiously he opened the door a crack.

She gtared up a him, dmaost worshipfully.
“Master Joseph,” shesaid. “Oh, Sr—’

Thustin, he remembered now, was his chambermaid—a short, blocky woman who wore the usua
servant garb, aloose linen shirt over a hdf-length tunic of brown leather. To Joseph she seemed old, fifty
or o, perhaps sixty. With the women of the Folk it was hard to tell ages. She was thick through from
front to back and side to side as Folk often were, practicaly cubica in shape. Ordinarily she wasaquiet,
steady sort of woman, who usualy came and went without attracting his notice, but she was animated
now by distress. Her heavy-jowled face was sallow with shock, and her eyes had taken on an unnerving
fluttering motion, asif they wererolling about freein their sockets. Her lips, thin and pae, were trembling.
Shewas carrying aservant’ sgray cloak over one am, and thrust it toward him, urgently sgndling to him
to put it on.

“What' s happening?’ Joseph asked, speaking Folkish.

“Jakkirod and his men are killing everyone. They’ll kill you too, if you don’t come with me. Now!”



Jakkirod was the estate foreman, a big hearty red-haired man—tenth generation in Getfen service,
according to Gryilin Master Getfen, Joseph’s second cousin, who ruled here. A pillar of the house staff,
Jakkirod was, said Gryilin Master Getfen. Joseph had seen Jakkirod only afew days before, lifting an
enormouslog that had somehow falen across the mouth of awell, tossing it aside asif it were astraw.
Jakkirod had looked at Joseph and smiled, an easy, sdlf-satisfied smile, and winked. That had been
strange, that wink.

Though he was bubbling over with questions, Joseph found hislittle hip-purse and began automatically to
stuff it with the things he knew he ought not to leave behind in hisroom. The combinant, of course, and
the reader on which histextbooks were stored, and his utility case, which wasfull of al manner of
miniature devices for wayfarersthat he had rarely bothered to ingpect but which might very well comein
handy now, wherever he might be going. That took care of the basics. Hetried to think of other
possessions that might be important to take dong, but, though he still felt relatively calm and
clear-headed, he had no idea where he might be heading from here, or for how long, or what he would
redly need, and Thustin’s skittery impatience made it hard for him to think in any useful way. Shewas
tugging a hisdeeve, now.

“Why areyou here?’ he asked, abruptly. “Where are my own servants? Balbu—Anceph—Rollin—7?’

“Dead,” shesaid, ahusky voice, barely audible. “Y ou will seethem lying downdtairs. | tell you, they are
killing everyone”

Bdief was still dow to penetrate him. “The Master Getfen and his sons? And his daughter too?”
“Dead. Everyone dead.”

That stunned him, that the Getfens might be dead. Such athing was amost unthinkable, that Folk would
day members of one of the Great Houses. Such athing had never happened in al the years since the
Conquest. But wasiit true? Had she seen the actua corpses? No doubt something bad was happening
here, but surdly it was only awild rumor that the Getfens were dead. Let that be so, he thought, and and
muttered aprayer under his breath.

But when he asked her for some sort of confirmation, Thustin only snorted. “ Degth is everywhere
tonight,” shetold him. “They have not reached this building yet, but they will in just alittle while. Will you
come, Master Joseph? Because if you do not, you will die, and | will die with you.”

Hewas obstinate. “Have adl the Folk of House Getfen rebelled, then? Are you one of the rebestoo,
Thustin? And are you trying to lead me to my death?’

“I am too old for rebellions, Master Joseph. | serve the Getfens, and | servetheir kin. Your livesare
sacred to me.” There was another explosion outside; from the corner of his eye Joseph saw afrightful
burst of blue-white flame spurting up rooftop-high. A volley of cheers resounded from without. No
screams, only cheers. They are blowing the whole place up, he thought. And Thustin, standing like a
block of meat before him, had slently begun to weep. By the furiousflaring light of the newest fire he saw
the shining Slvery trails of moisture running down her grayish, furrowed cheeks, and he knew that she had
not come to him on any mission of treachery.

Joseph dipped the cloak on, pulled the hood up over his head, and followed her from the room.

The brick building that served asthe guest quarters of Getfen House was in fact the origind mansion of
the Getfens, athousand or fifteen hundred years old, probably quite grand in itsday but long since
dwarfed by the present stone-walled mansion-house that dominated the north and east sides of the
quadrangle surrounding the estate’ s sorawling central greensward. Joseph’ sroom was on the third floor.



A great ornate staircase done in medieva mode, with steps of pink granite and a balustrade of black
wood bedecked every foot or two with ornamental knurls and sprigs and bosses, led to the great hall at
ground level. But on the second landing Thustin guided him through asmall door that opened onto the
grand staircase and drew him down a set of unglamorous back stairsthat he knew nothing about,
descending two moreflightsto a part of the building that lay somewhere below ground levd. It was
musty and dank here. They werein asort of tunnd. There were no lights anywhere, but Thustin seemed
to know her way.

“We must go outside for amoment now,” she said. “ Therewill be risk. Say nothing if we are stopped.”

At the end of the tunndl was alittle sone staircase that took them back up to the surface level. They
emerged into agrassy side courtyard that lay between the rear face of the main building and the guest
quarters.

The coal night air was harsh with the smélls of burning things. Bodies were strewn about like discarded
toys. It was necessary to step over them. Joseph could barely bring himsalf to look into their faces,
fearing that he would see his cousin Wykkin lying here, or Domian, or, what would be much worse, their
beautiful sster Kesti, who had been o flirtatious with him only yesterday, or perhaps even Magter Gryilin
himsdlf, the lord of House Getfen. But these were al Folk bodieslying here, servants of the House.
Joseph supposed that they had been deemed guilty of excessive loyalty to the Masters; or perhaps they
had been dain smply as part of some genera settling of old domestic scores once Jakkirod had let loose
theforces of rebellion.

Through agate that stood open at the corner of the courtyard Joseph saw the bodies of his own servants
lying outsde in awelter of blood: Babus, histutor, and Anceph, who had shown him how to hunt, and
the bluff, hearty coachman, Rallin. It wasimpossible for Joseph to question the fact that they were dead.
Hewastoo well bred to weep for them, and too wary to cry out in roars of anger and outrage, but he
was shaken by the sight of those three bodies as he had never before been shaken by anything in hislife,
and only his awareness of himsdlf asaMadter, descended from along line of Masters, permitted him to
keep his emotions under control. Masters must never weep before servants, Masters must never weep at
al, if they could help it. Balbus had taught him that lifeisultimately tragic for everyone, even for Magters,
and that was atogether natural and normal and universal, and must never be decried. Joseph had nodded
then as though he understood with every fiber of hisbeing, and at the moment he thought that he had; but
now Balbuswaslying right over therein ahegp with histhroat dit, having committed no worse asin than
being tutor of natural philosophy to ayoung Master, and it was not al that easy for Joseph to accept such
athing with proper philosophica equanimity.

Thustin took him on adiagond path across the courtyard, heading for a place where there was a
double-sided wooden door, set flush with the ground, just at the edge of Getfen House' s foundation. She
lifted the right-hand side of the door and brusgquely beckoned to Joseph to descend. A passageway
opened before him, and yet another stairway. He could see candldight flickering somewhere ahead. The
sound of new explosions came to him from behind, a sound made blurred and woolly by al theselevels
of the building that lay between them and him.

Halting a the first landing, Joseph allowed Thustin to overtake him and lead him onward. Narrow, dimly
lit tunnels spread in every direction, abaffling maze. Thiswas the basement of the main house, he
assumed, an antique musty world beneath the world, the world of the Getfen servants, a place of the
Folk. Unerringly Thustin moved aong from one passage to another until at last they reached achilly
candl€lit chamber, low-roofed but long, where fifteen or twenty of the Getfen house-Folk sat huddled
together around a bare wooden table. They all had a dazed, terrified look. Most were women, and most
of those were of Thugtin’s age. There were afew very old men, and one youngish one propped up on



crutches, and some children. Joseph saw no one who might have been capable of taking part in the
rebellion. These were noncombatants, cooks and laundrymaids and aged bodyservants and footmen, al
of them frightened refugees from the bloody tumult going on upgtars.

Joseph'’ s presence among them upset them ingtantly. Half adozen of them surrounded Thustin, muttering
harshly and gesticulating. It was hard for Joseph to make out what they were saying, for, dthough like all
Masters he was fluent in Folkish aswell asthe Master tongue and the Indigene language a o, the
northern diadect these people used was unfamiliar to him and when they spoke rapidly and more than one
was speaking at once, asthey were doing now, he quickly lost the thread of their words. But their
generd meaning seemed clear enough. They were angry with Thustin for having brought aMaster into
their hiding place, even a strange Master who was not of House Getfen, because the rebels might come
looking for him down here and, if they did, they would very likdy put them dl to desth for having given
him refuge.

“Heisnot going to stay among you,” Thustin answered them, when they were quiet enough to dlow her a
reply. “1 will be taking him outside as soon as | collect some food and wine for our journey.”

“Outdde?’ someone asked. “Have you lost your mind, Thustin?’

“Hislifeis sacred. Doubly so, for heisnot only aMaster but aguest of this House. He must be escorted
to safety.”

“Let hisown servants escort him, then,” said another, sullenly. “Why should you risk yoursdlf inthis, can
youtdl methat?’

“His own people are dead,” Thustin said, and offered no other explanation of her decision. Her voice had
become degp, dmost mannish. She stood squarely before the others, ablocky, defiant figure. “Give me
that pack,” she told one woman, who sat with a cloth-sided carrya| on the table before her. Thustin
dumped its contents out: clothes, mainly, and some tawdry beaded necklaces. “Who has bread? Meat?
And who haswine? Giveit to me.” They were hel pless before the sudden authority of this short plump
woman. She had found a strength that perhaps even she had not known she possessed. Thustin went
around the room, taking what she wanted from them, and gestured to Joseph. “ Come, Master Joseph.
Thereislittletimeto waste”

“Where are we going, then?’

“Into Getfen Park, and from there to the open woods, where | think you will be safe. And then you must
begin making your journey home.”

“My journey home?’ he said blankly. “My homeis ten thousand miles from herel”

He meant it to sound asthough it was asfar away as one of the moons. But the number obvioudy meant
nothing to her. She merely shrugged and made a second impatient gesture. “They will kill you if they find
you here. They are like wolves, now that they have been set loose. | would not have your degth on my
soul. Come, boy! Come now!”

Still Joseph halted. “1 must tell my father what is happening here. They will send people to rescue me and
save House Getfen from destruction.” And he drew the combinant from his purse and thumbed its
command button again, waiting for the blue globe to appear and hisfather’ s austere, thin-lipped face to
glow forth within it, but once again there was no response.

Thustin clamped her lips together and shook her head in annoyance. “Put your machine away, boy. There
isno grength in it anymore. Surely the first thing they did wasto blow up therelay stations.” He noticed



that she had begun cdling himboy , suddenly, instead of the reverentia “Master Joseph.” And what was
that about blowing up relay stations? He had never so much as considered the possibility that the
communications lines that spanned the world were vulnerable. Y ou touched your button, your sgna went
up into space and came down somewhere else on Homeworld, and you saw the face of the person with
whom you wanted to speak. It was that smple. Y ou took it for granted that the image would always be
there as soon as you summoned it. It had never occurred to him that under certain circumstances it might
not be. Wasit redly that smpleto disrupt the combinant circuit? Could afew Folkish ma contents
actudly cut him off from contact with hisfamily with a couple of bombs?

But thiswas no moment for pondering whys and wherefores. Hewas al done, hdf aworld way from his
home, and he was plainly in danger; this old woman, for whatever reason, was planning to guide himto a
safer place than he wasin right now; any further delay would be foolish.

She put the heavy pack between her shoulders, turned, plodded down toward the far end of the long
room. Joseph followed her. They went through arear exit, down more drafty passageways, doubled
back as though she had taken afadse turn, and eventualy reached yet another staircase that went
switching up and up until it brought them to a broad landing culminating in amassive iron-bound doorway
that stood dightly gar. Thustin nudged it open alittle farther and peeped into whatever lay beyond.
Almogt a once she pulled her head swiftly backward, like a sand-baron pulling its head into its shell, but
after amoment shelooked again, and sgnaled to him without looking back. They tiptoed through,
entering astone-paved hallway that must surely be some part of the main house. There was smokein the
air here, an acrid reek that made Joseph’ s eyes sting, but the structureitsdlf wasintact: Getfen House
was S0 big that whole wings of it could be on fire and other sections could go untouched.

Hurriedly Thustin took him down the halway, through an arched door, up haf aflight of airs—he had
given up dl hope of making sense of the route—and then, very suddenly, they were out of the building
and intheforest that lay behind it.

It was not atruly wild forest. Thetrees, Sraight and tal, were arrayed in careful rows, with wide avenues
between them. These trees had been planted, long ago, to form an ornamenta transition to the rea
woods beyond. Thiswas Getfen Park, the hunting preserve of House Getfen, where later today Joseph
and his cousins Wykkin and Dorian were to have gone hunting. It was still the middle of the dark
moonless night, but by the red light from the buildings burning behind him Joseph saw the tdl treesa his
sdes meeting in neat overhead bowerswith the bright hard dots of stars peeping between them, and then
the dark mysteriouswall of the real woods not far beyond.

“Quickly, quickly,” Thustin murmured. “If there’ s anyone standing sentinel on the roof up there, he'll be
ableto seeus” And hardly had she said that but there were two quick cracks of gunfire behind them,
and—wasit an illuson?—two red stregks of flame zipping through the air next to him. They began to run.
There was athird shot, and afourth, and at the fourth one Thustin made alittle thick-throated sound and
stumbled and nearly fell, halting and dropping to one knee instead for amoment before picking hersdf up
and moving aong. Joseph ran alongside her, forcing himself to match her dow pace dthough hislegs
were much longer than hers.

“Areyou dl right?’ he asked. “Wereyou hit?’
“It only grazed me,” she said. “Run, boy! Run!”

She did not seem redlly to know which way to go out here, and she seemed under increasing strain
besides, her breathing growing increasingly harsh and ragged and her stride becoming erratic. He began
to think that she had in fact been wounded. In any case Joseph was beginning to see that he should have
been the oneto carry that pack, but it had not occurred to him to offer, snce aMaster did not carry



packsin the presence of a servant, and she probably would not have permitted it anyway. Nor would
she permit it now. But no further shots came after them, and soon they were deep in the wilder part of
the game preserve, where no one was likely to come upon them at this hour.

He could hear the sound of gurgling water ahead, no doubt coming from one of the many smal streams
that ran through the park. They reached it momentslater. Thustin undung her pack, grunting in relief, and
dropped down on both knees beside the water. Joseph watched in surprise as she pulled her shirt up
from under her tunic and cast it aside, baring the whole upper part of her body. Her breasts were heavy,
low-dung, big-nippled. He had very rarely seen breasts before. And even by starlight alone he was able
to make out the bloody track that ran dong the thick flesh of her left shoulder from its summit to a point
well down her chest.

“Youwere hit,” hesaid. “Let mesee”
“What can you see, herein the dark?’

“Let mesee,” Joseph said, and knelt beside her, gingerly touching two fingertips to her shoulder and
probing the wounded area as lightly as he could. There seemed to be alot of blood. It ran down fredly
over hishand. Thereis Folkish blood on me, he thought. It was an odd sort of thought. He put hisfingers
to hislipsand tasted it, sweet and sdlty at the sametime. “Am | hurting you?’ Joseph asked. Her only
response was an indistinct one, and he pressed allittle more closdly. “We need to clean this,” he said, and
he fumbled around until he found her discarded shirt in the darkness, and dipped the edge of it in the
stream and dabbed it carefully about on both sides of the wound, mopping away the blood. But he could
fed new blood welling up dmost at once. The wound will have to be bound, he thought, and alowed to
clot, and then, at first light, he would take agood look at it and see what he might try to do next, and—

“We arefacing south,” she said. “Y ou will crossthe stream and keep going through the park, until you
reach the woods. Beyond the woods thereisavillage of Indigenes. Y ou spesk their language, do you?”

“Of course. But what about—"

“They will hdpyou, | think. Tell them that you are astranger, aperson from far away who wants only to

get home. Say that there has been some trouble at Getfen House, where you were aguest. Say no more

than that. They are gentle people. They will bekind to you. They will not care whether you are Master or
Folk. They will lead you to the nearest house of Magters south of here. Itsnameis Ludbrek House.”

“Ludbrek House. And how far isthat?’

“I could not say. | have never in dl my lifeleft the domain of House Getfen. The Ludbreks are kinsmen of
Magter Getfen, though. Heaven grant that they are safe. If you tell them you are aMaster, they will help
you reach your own home.”

“Yes. That they surdy will.” He knew nothing of these Ludbreks, but all Masters were kinsmen, and he
was adtogether certain that no one would refuse aid to the wandering eldest son of Martin Master
Kellloran of House Keilloran. It went without saying. Even herein far-off High Manza, ten thousand miles
to the north, any Master would have heard of Martin Master Keilloran of House Keilloran and would do
for his son that which was appropriate. By hisdark hair and dark eyesthey would recognize him asa
southerner, and by his demeanor they would know that he was of Master blood.

“Until you cometo Ludbrek House, tell no one you encounter that you are aMaster yourself—few here
will be ableto guessit, because you look nothing like the Masters we know, but best to keep the truth to
yourself anyway—and asyou travel stay clear of Folk as much asyou can, for thisuprising of Jakkirod's
may reach well beyond these woods dready. That was his plan, you know, to spread the rebellion far



and wide, to overthrow the Masters entirely, at least in Manza. —Go, now. Soon it will be dawn and
you would not want the forest wardensto find you here.”

“Y ou want meto leave you?’

“What else can you do, Master Joseph? | am usdless to you now, and worse than usdless. If | go with
you, I’ll only dow you down, and very likdly I’ll bleed to death in afew days even if we are not caught,
and my body will be aburden to you. | will go back to Getfen House and tell them that | was hurt in the
darkness and confusion, and they will bind my wound, and if no one who saw ustogether says anything,
Jakkirod will let melive. But you must go. If you are found herein the morning, you will die. It isthe plan
tokill dl the Magters, as| have just told you. To undo the Conquest, to purge the world of you and your
kind. It isaterrible thing. | did not think they were serious when they began speaking of it. —Go, now,

boy! Go! ”

He hesitated. It seemed like an abomination to abandon her here, bleeding and probably half in shock,
while he made hisway on hisown. He wanted to minister to her wound. He knew alittle about
doctoring; medicine was one of hisfather’ s areas of knowledge, a pastime of his, so to speak, and
Joseph had often watched him treating the Folk who belonged to House Kellloran. But she wasright: if
she went with him she would not only hinder his escape but dmost certainly would die from loss of blood
in another day or two, but if she turned back now and dipped quietly into Getfen House by darkness she
would probably be able to get help. And in any case Getfen House was her home. The land beyond the
woods was as strange to her asit was going to beto him.

So heleaned forward and, with aspontaneity that astounded him and brought a gasp of shock and
perhaps even dismay from her, he kissed her on her cheek, and squeezed her hand, and then he got to
his feet and dipped the pack over hisback and stepped lightly over the little brook, heading south, setting
out alone on hislong journey home.

Heredlized that he was, very likely, somewhat in agtate of shock himsdf. Bombs had gone off, Getfen
House was burning, his cousins and his servants had been butchered asthey dept, he himself had
escaped only by grace of a serving-woman’'s sense of obligation, and now, only an hour or two later, he
was donein agrangeforest in the middle of the night, acontinent and ahalf away from House Kellloran:
how could he possibly have absorbed al of that so soon? He knew that he had inherited hisfather's
lucidity of mind, that he was capable of quick and dear thinking and handled himsdlf wdl in challenging
gtudions, atrue and fitting heir to the respongibilities of hisHouse. But just how clearly am | thinking right
now? hewondered. Hisfirst impulse, when the explosions had awakened him, had been to run to the
defense of his Getfen cousins. He would be dead by now if he had done that. Even after he had redlized
the futility of that initid reaction, some part of him had wanted to believe that he could somehow move
unharmed through the midst of the insurrection, because the target of the rebels was House Getfen, and
he was a stranger, a mere distant kinsman, amember of aHouse that held sway thousands of milesfrom
here, with whom Jakkirod and his men could have no possible quarrel. He did not evenlook likea
Getfen. At least to some degree he had felt, while the bombs were going off and the bullets were flying
through the air and even afterward, that he could smply st tight amongst the carnage and wait for
rescuersto come and take him away, and the rebelswould just let him be. But that too wasidiocy,
Joseph saw. In the eyes of these rebd s all Masters must be the enemy, be they Getfens or Ludbreks or
the unknown Keillorans and Van Rhyns and Martylls of the Southland. Thiswasawar, Homeworld's
first since the Conquest itself, and the ditrict where he was now was enemy territory, land that was
apparently under the control of the foes of his people.

How far would he have to go before he reached friendly territory again?

He could not even guess. Thismight be an isolated uprising, confined just to the Getfen lands, or it might



have been a carefully coordinated ondaught that took in the entire continent of Manza, or even Manza
and Helikis both. For al he knew hewasthe only Magter il |eft dive anywhere on Homeworld this
night, though that was a thought too terrible and monstrous to embrace for more than amoment. He
could not believe that the Folk of House Keilloran would ever rise againgt hisfather, or, for that matter,
that any of the Folk of any House of Helikiswould ever strike ablow against any Master. But doubtless
Gryilin Master Getfen and his sons Wykkin and Dorian had felt the same way about their own Folk, and
Gryilin and Wykkin and Dorian were dead now, and—this was a new thought, and an appalling
one—thelovely Mistress Kesti of thelong golden hair must be dead as well, perhaps after suffering great
indignities. How many other Masters had died this night, he wondered, up and down the length and
breadth of Homeworld?

As Joseph waked on and on, following his nose southward like a deegpwal ker, he turned histhoughts
now to theredlities of the task ahead of him.

He wasfifteen, tall for hisage, astawart boy, but aboy nonetheless. Servants of his House had cared
for him every day of hislife. There had dways been food, a clean bed, afresh set of clothes. Now he
was a one, wegponless, on foot, trudging through the darkness of a mysterious region of acontinent he
knew next to nothing about. He wanted to believe that there would be friendly Indigenesjust beyond
these woods who would convey him obligingly to Ludbrek House, where he would be greeted like a
long-lost brother, taken in and bathed and fed and sheltered, and after atime sent on hisway by private
flier to hishomein Helikis. But what if the Ludbreks, too, were deed? What if dl Masterswere,
everywhere in the continent of Manza?

That thought would not leave him, that the Folk of the north, striking in coordinated fashion al inasingle
night, had killed every member of every Great House of Manza.

And if they had?If there was no one anywhereto help him aong in hisjourney?

Was he, he asked himself, supposed towalk from hereto the Isthmus, five or six thousand miles,
providing for himsalf the wholeway? How long might it take to walk five thousand miles? At twenty miles
aday, day in and day out—was such a pace possible, he wondered?—it would take, what, two hundred
fifty days. And then he would have five thousand miles moreto go, from the Ishmusto Keilloran. At
home they would long ago have given him up for dead, by the time he could cover so grest adistance.
Hisfather would have mourned for him, and his ssters and his brothers. They would have draped the
yedllow bunting over the gate of Kellloran House, they would have read the words for the deed, they
would have put up astone for him in the family buria-ground. Aswell they should, because how was he
to survive such ajourney, anyway? Clever as he was, quick and strong as he was, he wasin no way
fitted for month after month of foraging in the wilderness that was the heart of thisraw, haf-settled
continent.

These, Joseph told himsdlf, were usdess thoughts. He forced them from hismind.

He kept up asteady pace, hour after hour. The forest was dense and the ground uneven and the night
very dark, and a times the going was difficult, but he forged ahead notwithstanding, dropping ultimately
into akind of automatic robotic stride, a mindless machinelike forward movement that made akind of
virtue out of hisgrowing fatigue. His progress was punctuated by some uneasy moments, mysterious
rustlings and chitterings in the underbrush, and a couple of times he heard the sound of somelarge animal
crashing around nearby. From the multitude of thingsin his utility case Joseph selected a cutting-tool,
small but powerful, and diced a dender sem from a sturdy many-branched shrub, and used the utility’s
blade to whittleit into astick to carry as he walked. That provided some little measure of reassurance. In
alittlewhile thefirgt paelight of dawn came through the treetops, and, very tired now, he hated under a
great red-boled tree and went rummaging through the pack that Thustin had assembled for him to see



what sort of provisions she had managed to collect from the assembled Folk in that underground
chamber.

It was Folkish food, rough smple stuff. But that was only to be expected. A long lopsided loaf of hard
grayish bread, a piece of cold mest, pretty gray aso, some lumpy biscuits, aflask of dark wine. She had
particularly asked for wine. Why wasthat? Did the Folk think of wine as abasic beverage of life? Joseph
tasted it: dark and sour, it was, a sharp edge on it, nothing whatever like the velvety wine of hisfather's
table. But after hisfirst wince he became aware of the welcome warmth of it on theway down. The air
herein early morning was cold. Gusts of ghostly fog wandered through the forest. He took another sip
and contemplated athird. But then he put the stopper back in and went to work on the bread and mest.

Soon he moved aong. He wanted nothing more than to curl up under abush and close his eyes—he had
had only an hour or two of deep and at his age he needed a good deal more than that, and the strain and
shock of the night’ s events were exacting their toll—but it was awise idea, Joseph knew, to put as much
distance as he could between himself and what might be taking place back at Getfen House.

His notion of where he wasright now was hazy. In the three weeks he had spent at Getfen House his
cousins had taken him riding severd timesin the park, and he was aware that the game preserve itsdf,
stocked with interesting beasts and patrolled against poachers by wardens of the House, shaded almost
imperceptibly into the untrammeled woods beyond. But whether he was ill in the park or had entered
the woods by now was something that he had no way of telling.

Onething that he feared was that in the darkness he had unknowingly looped around and headed back
toward the house. But that did not seem to be the case. Now that the sun had risen, he saw that it stood
to hisleft, so he must surdly be heading south. Even in this northern continent, where everything seemed
upside down to him, the sun gill roseinthe east. A glance a the compassthat he found in his utility case
confirmed that. And the wind, blowing from hisrear, brought him occasiond whiffs of bitter smoke that
he assumed came from the fire at Getfen House.

There came athinning of the forest, which led Joseph to think that he might be leaving the woods and
gpproaching thevillage of Indigenesthat Thustin had said lay on thefar side.

She had said nothing about a highway, though. But there was one, smack in his path, and he came upon it
s0 suddenly, moving as he was now in such arhythmic mechanica way, that he nearly went sumbling out
onto the broad grassy verge that bordered it before he redlized what he was|ooking at, whichwasa
four-lane road, broad and perfectly straight, emerging out of the east and vanishing toward the westward
horizon, awide strip of black concrete that separated the woods out of which he had come from a
further section of forest just in front of him like aline drawn by aruler.

For amoment, only amoment, Joseph believed that the road was devoid of traffic and he could safely
dart across and lose himsalf among the trees on the other sde. But very quickly he came to understand
hiserror. This present silence and emptiness betokened only afortuitous momentary gap in the activity on
this highway. He heard arumbling off to hisleft that quickly grew into atremendous pulsing boom, and
then saw the snouts of the first vehicles of an immense convoy coming toward him, aline of big trucks,
some of them gray-green, some black, flanked by armed outriders on motorcycles. Joseph pulled back
into thewoodsjust in timeto avoid being seen.

There, stretched out flat on his belly between two bushes, he watched the convoy go by: big trucksfirg,
then lighter ones, vans, canvas-covered farm wagons, vehicles of dl sorts, al of them pounding away
with ferocious vehemence toward some degtination in the west. Ingtantly aburst of hopeful conviction
grew in him that this must be a punitive force sent by one of the local Great Houses to put down the
uprising that had broken out on the Getfen lands, but then he redlized that the motorcycle outriders,



though they were helmeted and carried rifles, did not wear the uniforms of any formal
peacekeeping-force but rather were clad in ahodgepodge of Folkish dress, jerkins, doublets, overalls,
tunics, the clothing of a peasantry that had abruptly been transformed into an improvised militia

A shiver ran through him from nape of neck to base of spine. He understood completely now that what
had happened at Getfen House was no mere outburst of wrath directed at one particular family of
Masters by one particular band of disgruntled Folk. Thiswastrue war, total war, carefully planned and
elaborately equipped, the Folk of High Manza againgt the Magters of High Manza, perhaps spreading
over many provinces, perhaps over the entire northern continent. Thefirst blows had been struck during
the night by Jakkirod and hislike, swingers of scythes and wielders of pitchforks, but armed troops were
on theway to follow up on theinitid strike.

Joseph lay mesmerized, horror-stricken. He could not take his eyes from the passing force. Asthe
procession was nearing its end one of the outriders happened to turn and ook toward the margin of the
road just as he went past Joseph’ s position, and Joseph was convinced that the man had seen him, had
gared directly into hiseyes, had given him acold, searching look, baleful and maevolent, bright with
hatred, as he sped by. Perhaps not. Perhapsit was only hisimagination a work. Still, the thought struck
him that the rider might halt and dismount and comein pursuit of him, and he wondered whether he
should risk getting to hisfeet and scrambling back into the forest.

But no, no, the man rode on and did not reappear, and afew moments later one final truck, open-bodied
and packed front to back with Folkish troops standing shoulder to shoulder, went rolling by, and the
road was empty again. An eerie slence descended, broken only by the strident ticking chirps of achorus
of peg-bestles clinging in congested orange clumps to the twigs of the brush at the edge of the woods.

Joseph waited two or three minutes. Then he crept out onto the grassy margin. He looked to hisleft, saw
no more vehicles coming, looked to hisright and found thet the last of the convoy was only aswiftly
diminishing gray dot in the distance. He raced across and lost himsdlf asfast as he could in the woods on
the south side of the road.

As midday approached there was still no sign of the promised Indigene village, or any other sort of
habitation, and he knew he had to pause here and get some rest. The cold fogs of dawn had given way to
mild morning warmth and then to the dry heat of a summer noon. It seemed to Joseph that this march had
lasted for days, dready, though it could not have been much more than twelve hours since he and Thugtin
had fled the chaotic scene a Getfen House. There were limits even to the resilience of youth, evidently.
The forest here was choked with underbrush and every step was a battle. He was strong and healthy and
agile, but he wasaMadter, after al, achild of privilege, not at al used to thiskind of scrambling through
rough, scruffy woodlands. Hot asthe day now was, he was shivering with weariness. Therewasa
throbbing sensation along hisleft leg from calf to thigh, and a sharper pain farther down, asthough he
might have turned his ankle dong the way without even noticing. His eydidsfdt rough and raw from lack
of deep, his clothes were stained and torn in acouple of places, histhroat was dry, his ssomach was
caling out impatiently for some kind of medl. He settled down in adip between two clumps of angular,
ungainly little trees and made akind of lunch out of the rest of the bread, as much of the meat as he could
force himsdlf to nibble, and haf of what was|eft of hiswine.

Another try at contacting House Keilloran got him nowhere. The combinant seemed utterly dead.

The most important thing now seemed to beto hdt for alittle while and let his strength rebuild itself. He
was starting to be too tired to think clearly, and that could be aletha handicap. The sobering sight of that
convoy told him that at any given moment he might find himsdf unexpectedly amidst enemies, and only
the swiftness of hisreaction time would save him. It was only amatter of luck that he had not sauntered
out onto that highway just as those Folkish troops passed by, and very likely they would have shot him



on sight if they had noticed him standing there. Therefore stopping for rest now was not only desirable
but necessary. It was probably better to deep by day and walk by night, anyway. Hewaslesslikely to
be seen under cover of darkness.

That meant, of course, leaving himself open to discovery while he dept. Theideaof smply settling down
in bright daylight, unconcealed, stretched out adeep beneath some tree where he could be come upon
unawares by any passing farmer or poacher or, perhaps, sentry, seemed far too risky to him. He would
have liked to find a cave of some sort and crawl into it for afew hours. But there were no cavesin sight
and he had neither the will nor the means, just now, to dig ahole for himself. And sointheend he
scooped together amattress of dry leaves and ripped some boughs from the nearby bushes and flung
them together in what he hoped was a natural-looking way to form a coverlet, and burrowed down under
them and closed hiseyes.

Hard and bumpy as the ground was beneath his leaves, he fell adeep easily and dreamed that he was
grolling in the gardens of Kellloran House, some part of the garden that he must never have seen before,
where strange thick-bellied tree-ferns grew, striking ferns with feathery pinkish-green fronds that
terminated in globular structures very much like eyebdls. Hisfather was with him, that splendid princdy
man, handsome and tall, and aso one of Joseph’s younger brothers—he could not be sure which one,
Rickard or Eitan, they kept wavering from one to the other—and one of his ssters aso, who by her
height and her flowing cascade of jet hair he knew to be Cailin, closest of dl thefamily to himinage. To
his surprise his mother was strolling just ahead of them, the beautiful, sately Mistress Wirellle, dthough in
fact she had been dead these three years past. Asthey all proceeded up the soft pathway of crumbled
redshaft bark that ran through the middle of the fern garden, various Folk attached to the House,
chamberlains and other high officias, came forth and bowed deeply to them, far more formaly and
subserviently than hisfather would ever have tolerated in redity, and as each of the household people
went by, some member of the family would hold out ahand to be kissed, not only the Master and
Migtress, but the children too, dl but Joseph, who found himself snatching back hishand every timeit
was sought. He did not know why, but he would not alow it, even though it appeared to be a perfectly
natural kind of obeisance within the context of the scene. To his surprise hisfather wasangry at his
refusal to be greeted in thisway, and said something harsh to him, and glared. Even while he dreamed
Joseph knew that there was something wrong with that, for it had never been hisfather’ sway to spesk
S0 harshly to him.

Then the dream faded and was followed by others, more discordant and fragmentary than that one, a
jumble of disturbing images and pointless conversations and journeys down long passageway's, and then,
suddenly, many hourslater, he awoke and was bewildered to find himsdf lying in ashelter made of leafy
boughs with the dark starry vault of the night above him, close and heavy. It was a moment before he
remembered where he was, and why. He had dept past sundown and on into evening.

The long afternoon’ s deep seemed to have cleared Joseph’s mind of many of itsfears and doubts. He
felt ready to move dong, to do whatever might be needful to reach hisdistant home, towak al the way
to Hdikisif that was what he had to do. No harm would come to him, of that he was certain—not
because he was aMaster of the highest rank, which would count for nothing in this hogtile wilderness, but
because he was quick-witted and resourceful and well fitted by nature and training to deal with whatever
chdlenges might await him.

Though night had arrived, he said the morning prayers. That was permissible, wasn't it? He had just
awakened, after dl. For him, with day and night now reversed, it was the beginning of anew day. Then
he found a pond nearby, stripped and washed himsalf thoroughly in the cold water, trying to scrub away
the stiffness that the long hourslying on the ground had caused, and washed his clothing as well.



While Joseph waited for his clothesto dry hetried yet again to make combinant contact with hisfather,
and once morefailed. He had no doubt now that the rebels had managed to damage the worldwide
communi cations system and that he was not going to be able to get any message through to the people of
House Keilloran or anyone dse. | might just aswell throw the combinant away, he thought, although he
could not bring himsdlf to doit.

Then he gathered some stubby twigs from the forest floor, arranged them in three smdll cairns, and
offered the words that were due the souls of Balbus, Anceph, and Rallin. That was his responsibility: he
had not been able to give their bodies a proper buria but he must at least do what had to be done to
send their souls on their way. They were of Master stock, after al, subordinatein rank but till ina
certain sense hiskin. And, since they had been good servants, loya and true to him, the task now fell to
him to look after their wandering spirits. He should have done it before going to deep, he knew, but he
had been too tired, too confused, to think of it then. As Joseph finished the third of the three sets of
prayers, the onesfor Balbus, he was swept for amoment by a powerful sense of loneliness and loss, for
Babus had been adear man and awise teacher and Joseph had expected him to go on guiding him until
he had passed the threshold of adulthood. One did not look primarily to on€e sfather for guidance of that
sort; one looked to one' stutor. Now Balbus was gone, and Joseph was adone not merely in thisforest
but, in amanner of spesking, intheworld aswdll. It was not quite the same as losing one' sfather, or
one smother, for that matter, but it was astunning blow al the same.

The moment passed quickly, though. Balbus had equipped him to ded with losses of dl sorts, eventhe
loss of Babus himsdlf. He stood for atime above the three cairns, remembering little things about Babus
and Anceph and Rallin, aturn of phrase or away of grinning or how they moved when coming into a
room, until he had fixed them forever in hismind as he had known them dive, and not as he had seen
them lying bloodied in that courtyard.

Afterward Joseph finished the last of the meat and wine, tucking the round-bellied flask back in his pack
to use asavessd for carrying water thereafter, and set out into the night, checking his compass often to
make certain that he was continuing on asouthward path in the darkness. He picked hisway warily
through this dark loamy-smelling wilderness of uneven ground, watching out for straggling roots and
sudden declivities, listening for the hissing or clacking of some watchful hostile beast, and prodding with
his stick at the thicker patches of soft, rotting leaves before venturing out on them. The leg that he seemed
to have injured unawares had stiffened while he dept, and gave him increasing trouble: he feared
reinjuring it with acareless gep. Sometimes he saw glowing ydlow eyes studying him from abranch high
overhead, or contemplating him from the safety of alofty boulder, and he stared boldly back to show that
he was unafraid. He wondered, though, whether heshould be afraid. He had no notion of what sort of
crestures these might be.

Around midnight he heard the sounds of another highway ahead of him, and soon he saw the lights of
moving traffic, once more crossing the route he must follow but thistime passing from west to east rather
than east to west. That seemed odd, so much traffic thislate at night: he decided it must be another of the
rebels military convoys, and he approached the break in the forest with extreme caution, not wanting to
blunder forth into view and attract some passing rebel’ s attention.

But when he was close enough to see the road Joseph discovered that itstraffic was no grim purposeful
convoy of roaring trucks, but adow, muddled procession of humble peasant conveyances, farm tractors,
open carts drawn by animals, flatbed wagons, pushcarts, wheelbarrows. Aboard them, or in some cases
pulling or pushing them, was a desperate-looking raggle-taggle horde of Folkish refugees, people who
hed piled their household belongings and their domestic animals and anything else they could take with
them into this collection of improvised vehicles and were, plainly, fleeing as hurriedly asthey could from
some horrifying catastrophe that was happening in the west. Perhaps that catastrophe was the work of



the very convoy Joseph had encountered the day before. As Thustin had already demonstrated, not all
the Folk of Getfen House were in sympathy with the rebellion, and Joseph began now to suspect thet at
some of the Great Houses there could be as many Folkish victims of the uprising asthere were
Masters—Folk striking out at other Folk. So what was going on, then, might be mere anarchy, rather
than aclear-cut revolt of the underclass againgt itslords. And then athird possibility occurred to him: that
the Mastersin the west had aready put the rebellion down, and were exacting a dread vengeance upon
the Folk of their region, and these people were trying to escape their fury. He did not know which
possibility he found more frightening.

Joseph waited close to an hour for the refugees to finish going past. Then, when the last few stragglers
had disappeared and the road was empty, he sprinted across, heedless of the protests of hisaching leg,
and plunged into the heavy tangle of brush on the other sde.

The hour was growing late and he was starting to think about finding a safe nest in which to spend the
upcoming day when he redlized that someone or something was following him.

Hewasaware of it, first, asa seemingly random crashing or crunching in the underbrush to hisrear. That
was, he supposed, some anima or perhaps severa, moving about on their nightly rounds. Since it was
reasonabl e to expect the forest to be full of wild creatures, and since none of them had presented any
threat to him so far, hedid not fed any great darm.

But then, when he hdlted at a swift little brook to refill hisflask with fresh water, he noticed thet the
crashing sounds had ceased; and when he resumed his march, the sounds were resumed also. After ten
minutes he stopped again, and the sounds stopped. He started, and immediately the sounds began again.
A foraging anima would not behave that way. But these were not the sounds that any human who might
be pursuing him would make, either, for no serious attempt at concealment was being made.
Something—somethingbig , Joseph began to think, and probably not very bright—was crashing blithely
through the underbrush behind him, tramping aong in hiswake, matching him step for step, halting when
he halted, starting up again when he started.

He had nothing that could serve very well as awegpon: just hisflimsy waking-stick, and thelittle
cutting-toolsin his utility case, which only afool would try to use in hand-to-hand combat. But perhaps
he would not need any weapon. The rhythmic pattern of the footsteps behind him—crashcrash , crash
crash , crashcrash —made it seem more likely that hisfollower was atwo-legged creature than some
low-dung brutish beast of the forest. If there was any truth whatever to Thustin’ stae of there being an
Indigene village down thisway, he might well have entered itsterritory by now, and this might be a scout
from that village, skulking aong behind him to see what this human interloper might be up to.

Joseph turned and stared back into the darkness of the forest through which he had just come. He was
fairly surethat he could hear the sound of breathing nearby: dow, heavy breathing.

“Who'sthere?’ Joseph asked, saying it in the Indigene tongue.
Slence

“I call for an answer,” Joseph said crigply, gtill using Indigene. He spoke with the unmistakable tone of a
Master. Perhaps that was a mistake, he thought, but there was no helping it now. An Indigene would not
care whether he was Master or Folk, anyway.

But still no answer came. He could till hear the sound of hoarse breathing, though. No question about
that, now. “I know you'rethere,” said Joseph. “I call on you to identify yoursdlf to me.” Only aMaster
would have spoken that way, and so, when the silence continued, he said it again in Master-speech, to
underscore his rank. Then, for good measure, he repeated the words in Folkish. Silence. Silence. He



might just aswell have caled out to the creature in the language of Old Earth, he redlized. Joseph had
studied that language under Balbus stutelage and after afashion could actualy spesk alittle of it.

Then he remembered that there was apocket torch in his utility case. He groped around for it, drew it
out, and switched it on, putting it on widest beam.

A looming massive noctambul o stood before him, no more than twenty feet away, blinking and gaping in
thelight.

“So you'rewhat’ s been following me,” Joseph said. He spoke in Indigene. He knew that in hishome
digtrict that was alanguage noctambul os were capable of understanding. “Well, hello, there.” One did not
fear noctambulos, at least not those of Helikis. They were huge and potentialy could do great damage as
they blundered about, but they were innately harmless. “What isit you want with me, will you tell me?’

The noctambulo smply stared a him, dowly opening and closing itslong rubbery besk inthe silly way
that noctambul os had. The creature was gigantic, eight feet tal, maybe nine, with anarrow spindling

heed, thick huddled shoulders, enormoudy long armsthat culminated in vast paddle-shaped
outward-turned hands. Its close-set red eyes, glistening like polished garnetsin the diffuselight of

Joseph’ storch, were saucer-sized. Its body was covered with broad, leathery pinkish-yellow scales. The
noctambulos of Helikis were adarker color, dmost blue. A regiond difference, Joseph thought. Perhaps
thiswas even adifferent species, though obvioudy closdy related.

“Wedl?" Joseph said. “Will you speak to me? My nameis Joseph Master Keilloran,” he said. “Who are
you?’ And, into the continuing silence: “I know you can understand me. Speak to me. | won't harm youl.
See? | have no weapons.”

“Thelight—" said the noctambulo. “In my eyes—" Itsvoice sounded rusty. It wasthe clanking sound of
amachinethat had not been used for many years.

“Isthat it,” Joseph said. “How’ sthis, then?’ He lowered the beam, turning it a an angle so he could
continue to see the noctambul o without blinding it. The great shambling being flapped itsloose-jointed
wrigtsin what might have been agesture of gratitude.

The noctambulos of Helikis were stupid creatures, just barely across the threshold of intelligence, and
there was no reason to think that those of Manzawere any cleverer. But they had to be treated as
something more than mere animals. They were capable of speaking Indigene, however poorly and
inarticulately, and they had some sort of language of their own besides. And they had definite
self-awareness, undeniable consciousnesses. Two apiece, indeed, for noctambul os, astheir name
implied, were cregtures that prowled by night, but also remained active during their daytime deep
periods, and, insofar as Joseph understood it, had secondary identities and personditiesthat cameinto
operation by day while the primary identity that inhabited their brains was deeping. How much
communicetion existed between the day and night identities of each noctambulo was something that no
one had been clearly able to determine.

Intelligence had developed differently on Homeworld than it had on Earth: instead of one dominant
speciesthat had subjugated all others, Homeworld had severa sorts of native racesthat qualified as
intelligent, each of which had alanguage and the ability to form abstract concepts and even art of akind,
and the members of which had digtinct individud identities. The race known as Indigenes, though they
were more hearly humanoid in appearance than any of the others and were undoubtedly the most
intelligent, had never shown any impulse toward dominance whatsoever, so that they could not redly be
regarded as the speciesthat had ruled thisworld before the first humans came. No one had ruled this
world, which had made it much easier for the firsicomers, the humans now known asthe Folk, to take



possession of it. And, since the Folk had been lulled to placidity after having lived here so long without
any hint of chalenge from the native life-forms, that had perhaps made it such an easy matter for the
second wave of humans, the conquering Masters, to reduce them to a subordinate position.

Since the noctambul o did not seem to want to explain why it had been following Joseph through the
woods, perhaps did not even know itself, Joseph let the point pass. He told the creature, speaking dowly
and carefully in Indigene, that he was a solitary traveler searching for anearby village of Indigeneswhere
he hoped to take refuge from trouble among his own people.

The noctambul o replied—thickly, amost incoherently—that it would do what it could to help.

There was something dreamlike about conducting a conversation with anoctambulo, but Joseph was
glad enough for company of any sort after the unaccustomed solitude of hissojourn in the forest. He
could not remember when he had |ast been donefor so long: there had aways been one of his servants
around, or hisbrothersor hissigters.

They went on their way, the noctambulo in the lead. Joseph had no idea why the creature had been
following him through the forest. Probably, he thought, he would never find out. Perhapsit had had no
reason a al, smply had falen in behind the wayfarer in afoolish automatic way. It madelittle difference.

Before long Joseph felt hunger coming over him. With the provisionsthat Thustin had given him gone, dl
that he had left wasthe water in hisflask. Finishing the last of the megt afew hours before, he had not
paused to consider what he would do for meals thereafter on hisjourney, for he had never had to think
about such athing before. But he thought about it now. In the tales he had read about |one wandering
castaways, they had aways lived on roots and berriesin the forest, or killed small animalswith
well-aimed rocks. Joseph had no way of knowing how to distinguish the edible roots or berries from the
poisonous ones, though, and there did not seem to be any fruit on the trees and shrubs around here
anyway a thistime of year. Asfor killing wild animals by throwing rocks a them, that seemed to be
something that was possible only in boys' storybooks.

He had to eat something, though. He wondered what he was going to do. From minute to minute the
pangsincreased in intensity. He had always had a hearty appetite. And in the short while since his escape
from Getfen House he had called mightily on hisbody’ s reserves of strength.

It did not occur to him to discuss the problem with the noctambul o. After a couple of hours, however,
they came to another smdll brook, and, since these little forest streams were becoming less common as
they proceeded southward, Joseph thought it would be wiseto fill hisflask once again, even thoughiit
was lessthan half empty. He did so, and knelt dso for adeep drink directly from the brook. Afterward
he stayed in his crouching position for afew moments, enjoying the smple pleasure of resting herelike
this. The thought came to him of the clean warm bed in the guest quarters of Getfen House where he had
been lying half adeep when the first sounds of the rebellion reached hisears, and of his own comfortable
little gpartment at home, his bed with its coverlet of purple and gold, hislopsided old chair, his
well-stocked bookcase, histile-bordered washbasin, the robust breakfast that was brought to his door
by a servant every morning. All those things seemed like the stuff of dreamsto him now. If only thiswere
the dream, Joseph thought, and they were the redity into which he would at any moment awaken.

Finaly he looked up and noticed that the noctambul o had moved a short distance upstream from him and
was grubbing about intently in the mud of the shore with its great scooplike hands, prodding and poking
init, dredging up large handfuls of mud that it turned over and over, inspecting them with amost comically
deep attention. Joseph perceived that the noctambul o was pulling small many-legged creatures,
crustaceans of some sort, from nests eight or nine inches down in the mud. It had found perhaps adozen
of them already, and, as Joseph watched, it scooped up acouple more, deftly giving them aquick pinch



apieceto crack their necks and laying them carefully down beside the others.

Thiswent on until it had caught about twenty. It divided the little anima sinto two approximately equa
groups and shoved one of the piles toward Joseph, and said something in its thick-tongued, barely
intelligible way that Joseph redlized, after some thought, had been, “We eat now.”

He was touched by the creature’ skindnessin sharing its meal unasked with him. But he wondered how
he was going to eat these things. Covertly he glanced across at the noctambul o, who had hunkered down
at the edge of the stream and was taking up the little mud-crawlers one by one, carefully folding the
edges of one big hand over them and squeezing in such away asto split the horny shell and bring bright
scarlet meat popping into view. It sucked each tender morsdl free, tossed the now empty shell over its
shoulder into the brook, and went on to the next.

Joseph shuddered and fought back a spasm of nausea. The thought of eating such athing—raw, no
less—disgusted him. It would be like eating insects.

But it was clear to him that his choice lay between eating and starving. He knew what he would have said
and doneif his steward had brought him atray of these crawlers one morning a Keilloran House. But
thiswas not Keilloran House. Gingerly he picked up one of the mud-crawlers and tried to crack it open
with his hand as he had seen the noctambul o do. The chitinous shdll, though, was harder than he had
expected. Even when he pushed inward with both hands he could not cause it to split.

The noctambulo watched benignly, perhaps pityingly. But it did not offer to help. It went methodically on
withitsown medl.

Joseph drew hisknife from his utility case and by punching down vigorously was able to cut adit about
aninch long into the crawler’ sshell. That gave him enough of astart so that he now could, by pressing
from both endswith all his strength, extend the crack far enough to make the red flesh show.

He gtared down at it, quailing at theideaof actudly putting this stuff in hismouth. Then, asasudden wild
burgt of hunger overwhelmed him and obliterated dl inhibition, he quickly lifted it and clamped hislips
over the cracked shell and sucked the meat out, gulping it hurriedly down asif he could somehow avoid
tagting it that way.

He could not avoid tasting it. The flavor was musky and pungent, as pungent as anything he had ever
tasted, a harsh spiky taste that cut right into his palate. It seemed to him that the crawler flesh had the
taste of mud in it too, or of the clay that lay below the mud in the bed of the brook. He gagged on it. A
powerful shudder ran through him and his stomach seemed to rise and legp about. But after a couple of
hasty gulps of water the worst of the sensations quickly subsided, leaving areasonably tolerable
aftertaste, and he realized that that first mouthful of strange meat had somehow taken the hard edge from
his hunger. Joseph cracked open a second crawler and ate it lesstimidly, and athird, and afourth, until it
began to seem dmost unremarkable to be eating such things. He il hated the initia muddy taste, nor
was there any sort of pleasure for him in the aftertaste, but thiswas, at least, away of easing the gripings
of hunger. When he had eaten six of the crawlers he decided that he had had enough and pushed the rest
of the heap back toward the noctambul o, who gathered them up without comment and set about
devouring them.

A dozen or so mud-crawlers could not have been much of amedl for an entity the size of the
noctambulo. Indeed, as the two of them went onward through the night, the big creature continued to
gather food. It went about the task with considerable skill, too. Joseph watched with unforced admiration
asthe noctambulo unerringly sniffed out an underground burrow, laid it bare with afew quick scoops of
its great paddle-shaped hands, and pounced with phenomena speed on the frantic inhabitants, a colony



of small long-nosed mammals with bright yellow eyes, perhaps of the same sort that Joseph had seen
garing down a him the night before. 1t caught four, killing them efficiently, and laid them out in arow on
the ground, once again dividing them in two groups and nudging one pair toward Joseph.

Joseph stared at them, perplexed. The noctambulo had its face degp in the abdomen of one of thelittle
beasts and was aready happily gnawing away.

That was something Joseph could not or at least would not do. He could flay them and butcher them, he
supposed, but he drew theline, at least thisearly in hisjourney, at eating the raw and bloody meat of
mammals. Grimly he peded the skin from the limbs of one of the long-nosed anima's and then the other,
and hacked away at the lean pink flesh dong the fragile-looking bones until he had diced off afar-szed
pile of meat. For thefirst time he deployed the firestarter from his utility case, usngit to kindlealittle
blaze from twigs and dry leaves, and dangled one strip of mest after another into it from skewers until
they were more or less cooked, or at any rate charred on the outside, though disagreeably moist within.
Joseph ate them joylesdy but without any greet difficulty. The meet had little flavor; the effect was
certainly that of eating meat, however stringy and drab in texture, but it made scarcely any impact on the
tongue. Still, there would be some nourishment here, or so he hoped.

The noctambulo by thistime had finished its meat and had excavated some thick crooked white tubers as
asecond course. Thesetoo it divided with Joseph, who began to push a skewer through one of them so
he could hold it over thefire.

“No,” said the noctambulo. “Nofire. Do likethis.” And bit off abeakful from one without troubling even
to brush the crust of soil from itssides. “Isgood. Y ou eat.”

Joseph fastidioudy cleaned the dirt from the tuber as well as he could and took awary bite. To his
surprise the taste was superb. The tuber’ s soft pulp was fragrant and fruity, and it detonated a complex
mixture of responsesin hismouth, dl of them pleasng—asugary sweetness, with an interesting winy
tartness just behind it, and then awarm, starchy glow. It seemed a perfect antidote to the nastiness of the
mud-crawler flesh and the ingpidity of the mest of the burrowers. In great delight Joseph finished one
tuber and then a second, and was reaching for a third when the noctambulo intervened. “Istoo much,” it
said. “Takewith. You edt later.” The saucer eyes seemed to be giving him asternly protective look. It
was admogt like having Babus back in abizarrely atered form.

Soon it would be morning. Joseph began to fed alittle deepy. He had adapted swiftly to this new regime
of marching by night and deeping by day. But the food, and particularly the tubers, had given him afresh
access of strength. He marched on steadily behind the noctambul o through aregion that seemed much
hillier and rockier than the terrain they had just traversed, and not quite as thickly vegetated, until, asthe
full blaze of daylight descended on the forest, the noctambul o halted suddenly and said, looking down at
him from its great height, “Slegp now.”

It was referring to itsalf, evidently, not to Joseph. And he watched deep come over it. The noctambulo
remained standing, but between one moment and the nextsomething had changed. The noctambulo had
little ability, so far as Joseph could detect, to register dterationsin facia expresson, and yet theglint inits
huge eyes seemed somehow harder now, and it held its beak tightly closed instead of drooping gar asit
usudly did, and the tapering head appeared to betilted now at an odd quizzica angle.

After amoment Joseph remembered: daytime brought a consciousness shift for noctambulos. The
nighttime self had gone to deep and the daytime persondity was operating the huge body. In the hours
just ahead, Joseph realized, he would essentidly be dedling with a different noctambulo.

“My nameis Joseph Master Kellloran,” hefdt obliged to announceto it. “1 am atraveler who has come



herefrom afar-off place. Y our night-self has been guiding me through the forest to the nearet village of
Indigenes”

The noctambulo made no response: did not, in fact, seem to comprehend anything Joseph had said, did
not react in any way. Very likely it had no recollection of anything its other salf had been doing inthe
night just past. It might not even have avery good understanding of the Indigene language. Or perhapsit
was searching through the memories of the nighttime self to discover why it found itself in the company of
thisunfamiliar being.

“Itisnearly my deeping-time now,” Joseph continued. “1 must stop here and rest. Do you understand
me?’

No immediate answer was forthcoming. The noctambulo continued to stare.
Then it said, brusquely, dispassionately, “Y ou come,” and strode off through the forest.

Unwilling to lose his guide, Joseph followed, though he would rather have been searching for asheltered
place in which to spend the daylight hours. The noctambulo did not ook back, nor did it accommodate
its pace to Joseph’s. It might not be guiding Joseph at al any longer, Joseph redlized. For an hour or
more he forced himself onward, keeping pace with the noctambulo with difficulty, and then he knew he
must stop and rest, even if that meant that the daytime noctambul o would go on without him and
disappear while he dept. When another stream appeared, the first he had seen in along while, Joseph
halted and drank and made camp for himself beneath abower of dender treesjoined overhead by a
densetangle of aerid vines. The noctambulo did not halt. Joseph watched it vanish into the distance on
the far sde of the stream.

There was nothing he could do about that. He ate one of his remaining tubers, made another fruitless
attempt to use his combinant, offered up the appropriate prayers for bedtime, and settled down for deep.
The ground was rougher and rockier than it looked and it was not easy to find acomfortable position,
and the leg that had given him trouble on and off during the march was throbbing again from ankleto
knee, and for hours, it seemed, he could not get to deep despite his weariness. But somewhere along the
way it must have happened, for adream cameto him in which he and hissister Cailin had been bathing in
amountain lake and he had gone ashore first and mischievoudy taken her clothes away with him; and
then he opened his eyes and saw that night had begun to fal, and that the noctambul o was standing
above him, patiently watching.

Wasthishis noctambul o, or the unfriendly daytime sdif, or adifferent noctambul o dtogether? He could
not tell.

But evidently it was his, for the ungainly creature not only had come back to him but had solicitoudy set
out an array of food beside the stream-bank: alittle hegp of mud-crawlers, and two dead animalsthe size
of small dogswith red fur marked with slvery stripes and short, powerful-looking limbs, and, what was
rather more aluring, agoodly stack of the delicious white tubers. Joseph said morning prayers and
washed in the stream and went about the task of building afire. He was beginning to settleinto the
rhythm of thisforest life, he saw.

“Arewe very far from the Indigene village now?’ he asked the noctambul o, when they had resumed their
journey.

The noctambul o offered no response. Perhapsit had not understood. Joseph asked again, again to no
avall. Heredlized that the noctambul o had never actually said it knew where the Indigene village was, or
even that such avillage existed anywhere in thisregion, but only that it would do whét it could to help
Joseph. How much faith, he wondered, should he placein Thugtin's Satement that an Indigene village lay



just beyond the forest? Thustin had aso said that she hersdlf had never gone beyond the boundaries of
the domain of House Getfen. And in any casethe village, if indeed there was one, might be off in some
other direction entirely from the one Joseph and the noctambul o had taken.

But he had no choice, he knew, except to continue along this path and hope for the best. Three more
days passed in thisway. He felt himsalf growing tougher, harder, leaner dl the time. The noctambulo
provided food for them both, forest food, little gray scuttering animalsthat it caught with amazing agility,
bright-plumaged birdsthat it snatched astonishingly out of mid-air asthey fluttered by, odd gnarled roots
and tubers, the occasional batch of mud-crawlers. Joseph began to grow inured to the strangeness and
frequent unpleasantness of what was given him to esat. He accepted whatever came hisway. So long asit
did not actualy make himill, he thought, he would regard it as useful nutriment. He knew that he must
replenish hisvitdity dally, usng any meansat hand, or hewould never survive therigors of thismarch.

He began to grow abeard. It was only about a year since Joseph had first begun shaving, and he had
never liked doing it. It was no longer the custom for Masters to be bearded, not since his grandfather’s
time, but that hardly mattered to him under the present circumstances. The beard came in soft and furry
and sparse at firdt, but soon it became brigtly, like aman’s beard. He did not think of himsalf asaman,
not yet. But he suspected darkly that he might well become one before thisjourney had reached itsend.

The nature of the forest was changing again. There was no longer any regularity to the forest floor: it was
riven everywhere by ravines and gullies and upthrust hillocks of rock, so that Joseph and the noctambulo
wereforever climbing up onelittle dope and down another. Sometimes Joseph found himsdlf panting
from the effort. The trees were different too, much larger than the onesin the woods behind them, and set
much farther gpart. From their multitude of branches sprouted amyriad of tiny gleaming needlesof a
metallic blue-green color, which they shed copioudy with every good gust of wind. Thus a constant
ranfal of needles came drifting through the air, tumbling down to form athick layer of fine, treacheroudy
dippery duff under foot.

Early one morning, just after the noctambulo had made the shift from the night-salf to the day-sdif, Joseph
stumbled over a concealed rock in a patch of that duff and began to topple. In an effort to regain his
balance he took three wild lurching steps forward, but on the third of them he placed his left foot
unknowingly on the smooth, flat upper surface of yet another hidden rock, dipped, felt the dready
weakened ankle giving way. He flung hisarms out in a desperate attempt to stabilize himsdlf, but it was
no use: he skidded, pivoted, twisted in mid-air, landed heavily on hisright elbow with hisleft leg bent
sharply backward and crumpled up beneath his body.

The pain wasincredible. He had never fet anything likeit.

Thefirg jolt camefrom his ebow, but that was obliterated an instant later by the uproar emanating from
hisleg. For the next few momentsal he could do waslie there, half dazed, and let it go rippling up and
down hisentireleft Sde. It fet asthough streams of molten meta were running dong hisleg through
tracksin hisflesh. Then the effects went radiating out to al parts of hisbody. There was a stabbing
sensation in hischest; his heart pounded terrifyingly; hisvison grew blurred; hefelt astrangetingling in his
toes and fingers. Even hisjaw began to ache. Smply drawing breath seemed to require conscious effort.
The whole upper part of hisbody was trembling uncontrollably.

Gradudly theinitial shock abated. He caught his breath; he damped down the trembling. With greet care
Joseph levered himsdf upward, pushing againgt the ground with hishand, delicately raising hisleft hip so
that he could unfold the twisted leg that now was trapped benesth hisright thigh.

To hisrdief hewas able to straighten it without enormous complications, though doing it wasadow and
agonizing business. Gingerly he probed it with hisfingertips. He had not broken any bones, so far ashe



was abletotell. But he knew that he had wrenched his knee very badly as he fell, and certainly there had
been some sort of damage: torn ligaments, he supposed, or ruptured cartilage, or maybe the knee had
been didocated. Was that possible, he wondered—to did ocate your knee? It was hips or shoulders that
you didocated, not knees, right? He had watched his father once resetting the did ocated shoulder of a
man of House Kellloran who had fallen from a hay-cart. Joseph thought that he understood the process,
but if he had didocated one of hisown joints, how could he ever manageto reset it himsalf? Surely the
noctambulo would be of no help.

Infact, he redlized, the noctambul o was nowhere to be seen. He called out to it, but only the echo of his
own voice returned to him. Of course: at thetime of the accident it was the day-sdf, with whom Joseph
had not established anything more than the most perfunctory relationship, that had been accompanying
him. Uncaring or unaware, the big creature had smply gone shuffling onward through the woods when

Josephfell.

Joseph lay till for along while, assessing the likelihood that he would be able to get to hisfeet unaided.
He was growing used to the pain, the way he had grown used to the taste of mud-crawlers. Thefirst
horrendous anguish had faded and there was only a steady hot throb. But when hetried to rise, even the
smallest movement sent sartling tremorsthrough the injured leg.

Wéll, it was about time for deep, anyway. Perhaps by the time he awoke the pain would have
diminished, or the noctambulo would have returned, or both.

He closed hiseyes and tried not to think about the fiery bulletins coming from hisinjured leg. Eventudly
he dropped into afitful, uncertain deep.

When he woke night had come and the noctambul o was back, having once again brought food. Joseph
beckoned to him. “I have hurt mysdlf,” he said. “Hold out your hand to me.” He had to say it two or
three more times, but at length the noctambul o understood, and stooped down to extend one great
dangling arm. Joseph clutched the noctambulo’ swrist and pulled himsdlf upward. He had just reached an
upright position when the noctambul o, as though deciding its services were no longer needed, began to
move away. Joseph swayed and tottered, but stayed on his feet, though he dared not put any but the
lightest pressure on the left leg. Hiswaking-stick lay nearby; he hobbled over to it and gathered it
gratefully into hishand.

When they resumed their march after eating Joseph discovered that he was able to walk, after afashion,
athough his knee was beginning to swell now and the pain, though it continued to lessen, was il
consderable. He thought he might be becoming feverish, too. He limped a ong behind the noctambulo,
wishing the gigantic thing would smply pick him up and carry him on its shoulder. But it did not occur to
the noctambul o to do any such thing—it seemed entirely unaware that Joseph was operating under any
handi cap—and Joseph would not ask it. So he went limping on, sometimesfdling far behind hishuge
companion and having to strugglein order to keep it in view. Severd timeshelogt sight of it completely
and managed to proceed only by following the noctambul o’ strail through the duff. Then at |ast the duff
gave out and Joseph, alone again, could not guess which way to go.

He hdted and waited. He barely had the strength to go any farther just now, anyway. Either the
noctambul o would come back or it would not, but either way Joseph needed to pause here until he felt

ready to go on.

Then after atime he saw the noctambul o reappearing up ahead, haloed in the double shadow of the light
from the two moonsthat werein the sky this night, great bright ruddy Sanivark high overhead with the
littlest one, white-faced Mebrid, in itswake. There was a phosphorescent orange lichen here too, long
flat sheets of it clinging to the limbs of the nearby treeslike shrouds, casting aghostly purple glow.



“Not stop here,” the creature said, making aloose, swinging gesture with itsarms. “Village over there.”
Village? By thistime Joseph had given up al hope of the village' s existence.

The noctambul o turned again and went off in the direction from which it had just come. After adozen
sepsor soit turned and plainly signaled to Joseph to follow aong. Though he was at the edge of
exhaustion, Joseph forced himsdlf to go on. They descended a doping plateau where the only vegetation
was low sprawling shrubbery, as though they redlly had reached the far side of the forest at last, and then
Joseph saw, clearly limned in the moonlight, row upon row of dender conical structures of familiar shape
st close together in the field just before him, each one right up against the next, and he knew beyond
doubt that he had findly come to the Indigene village that he had sought so long.

2

A WAVE OF DIZZINESS CAME OVER HIM IN THAT SAME MOMENT .Joseph could not tell
whether it was born of relief or fatigue, or both. He knew that he had just about reached the end of his
endurance. The painin hisleg was excruciating. He gripped his saff with both hands, leaned forward,
fought to remain standing. After that everything took on akind of red halucinatory nimbusand he
became uncertain of eventsfor awhile. Misty figuresfloated in the air before him, and at times he thought
he heard hisfather’ svoice, or hissster’s. When things were somewnhat clear again he redlized that he
was lying atop apile of furswithin one of the Indigene houses, with alittlering of Indigenes sitting facing
himinacircle, saring a him solemnly and with what appeared to be a show of deep interest.

“Thiswill help your trouble,” avoice said, and one of the Indigenes handed him a cluster of green,
succulent stems. One of their healing herbs, Joseph assumed. According to hisfather, the Indigenes had
an extensive pharmacopoeia of herba remedies, and many of them were said to be great merit. Joseph
took the semswithout hesitation. They werefull of ajuicethat Sung hislips and tongue, but not in any
unpleasant way. Almost at once, so it seemed, he felt hisfever lessening and the turmoil in his damaged
leg beginning to abete alittle.

He had been insgde an Indigene house only once before. There was a settlement of Indigenesjust a the
border of the Kellloran lands, and hisfather had taken him to visit them when hewasten. The strange
claustrophobic architecture, the thick, rough-surfaced mud-and-wattle walls tapering to a narrow point
high overhead, the elaborate crosshatched planking of the floors, the ditlike windows that admitted only
enough light to create a shadowy gloom, had made adeep impression on him. It was all much the same
here, down to the odd sickroom sweetness, something like the odor of boiled milk, of the stagnant air.

I ndigenes were found everywhere on Homeworld, though their aggregate population was not large, and
gpparently never had been, even in the years before the arrival of thefirst human settlers. They lived in
small scattered villagesin the forested regions that were not utilized by humans and also at the periphery
of the settled regions, and no friction existed between them and the humans who had come to occupy
their planet. There was scarcely any interaction between humansand Indigenes at dl. They were gentle
creatures who kept apart from humans as much as possible, coming and going as they pleased but
generdly staying on the lands that were universally considered to be theirs. Quietly they went about their
Indigenous business, whatever that might be, without ever betraying the dightest sign of resentment or
dismay that their world had been invaded not once but twice by strangers from the stars—first the
easy-going villagers known as the Folk today and then, much later, the turbulent, more intense people
whom the Folk had come to accept under the name and authority of Masters. Whether the Indigenes



saw the Masters as masters too was something that Joseph did not know. Perhaps no one did. Balbus
had hinted that they had a philosophy of deep indifferenceto al outside power. But he had never
elaborated on that, and now Balbus was dead.

Joseph was aware that some Masters of scholarly leaningstook aspecial interest in these people. His
father was among that group. He collected their artifacts, their mysterious little scul ptures and somber
ceramic vessels, and supposedly, so said Babus, he had made a study at one time of those profound
philosophical beliefs of theirs. Joseph had no ideawhat those beliefs might be. Hisfather had never
discussed them with him in detail, any more than Balbus had. 1t was hisimpression that hisfather's
interest in Indigenes wasin no way reciprocated by the Indigenes themselves: on that onevisit to the
village near House Keilloran they had seemed asindifferent to his presence and Joseph’ s among them as
the day-noctambul o had been when they werein the forest together. When Joseph’ s father made
inquiries about certain Indigene artifacts that he had hoped to acquire they replied in subdued monotones,
saying aslittle as necessary and never volunteering anything that was not adirect response to something
Joseph’ sfather had asked.

But perhaps they had fdlt intimidated by the presence among them of the powerful Martin Master
Keilloran of House Kellloran, or else the Indigenes of the north were of another sort of temperament
from those of Hdlikis. Joseph sensed no indifference here. These people had offered him amedicine for
hisleg, unasked. Ther intent stares seemed to be the sign of redl curiogity about him. Though he could
not say why, Joseph did not fed like in the dightest way like an intruder here. It was morelike being a
guest.

He returned their stares with curiosity of his own. They were strangely handsome people, though
digtinctly dien of form, with long, tubular heads that were flattened fore and aft, fleshy throats that pouted
out in flamboyant extension in moments of excitement. Their eyeswerelittle dits protected by bony
archesthat seemed amost like goggles, with peeps of scarlet showing through, the same vivid color as
the eyes of noctambulos. Those red eyes were aclue: perhaps these races had been cousins somewhere
far back on the evolutionary track, Joseph thought. And they walked upright, as noctambulos did. But
the Indigenes were much smaler and dighter than noctambulosin build, closer to humansin generd
dimension. They had narrow ropy limbs that |ooked as though they had no muscular strength at all,
though they could muster sartling tensile force when needed: Joseph had seen Indigenes|ift bundles of
faggots that would break the back of asturdy Folker. Their skinswere adull bronze, waxy-looking, with
unsettling orange highlights glowing through. Their feet were splayed, long-toed. Their double-jointed
seven-fingered hands were smilarly rangy and pliant. Maes and femaes |ooked identical to human eyes,
athough, Joseph supposed, not to other Indigenes.

The Indigenes sitting by his bedside, who were eight or nine in number, interrogated him, wanting to
know who he was, where he was going. No one of them seemed to bein aposition of |eadership. Nor
was there any specia order in the way they questioned him. One would ask, and they would listen to his
reply, and then another e sewherein the group would ask something el se.

The didect they spoke was somewhat different from the version of Indigene that Joseph knew, but he
had no particular difficulty understanding it or in shaping his own responses so that the pronunciation was
closer to what seemed to be the norm here. He had studied the Indigene language since early childhood.
It was something that all Masters were expected to learn, as amatter of courtesy toward the origina
inhabitants of the planet. Y ou grew up speaking Folkish too—that was only common sense, inaworld
where nine humans out of ten were of the Folk—and of course the Masters had alanguage of their own,
the language of the Great Houses. So every Master wastrilingua. 1t had been Balbus' sideathat Joseph
study the language of Old Earth, dso: an extralittle scholarly fillip. It was ancestrd to Magter, and, 0
said Babus, the more deeply versed you were in the ancient language, the better command you would



have of the modern one. Joseph had not yet had time to discover whether that was 0.

He thought it would be obvious to these Indigenes that he was a Magter, but he made a point of telling
them anyway. It produced no discernible reaction. He explained that he was the eldest son of Martin
Master Keilloran of House Kellloran, who was one of the great men of the southern continent. That too
seemed to leave them unmoved. “1 was sent north to spend the summer with my kinsmen at House
Getfen,” hesad. “Itisour custom for the eldest son of every Great House to visit some distant House for
atime just before he comes of age.”

“There has been trouble at Getfen House,” one of the Indigenes said gravely.

“Great trouble, yes. It was only by luck that | escaped.” Joseph could not bring himsdlf to ask for details
of the events at Getfen House. “I need to return to my home now. | ask your assistance in conveying me
to the nearest Great House. The people there will be able to help me get home.” He was careful to use
the supplicatory tense: he was not redlly asking, he was Ssmply suggesting. Indigenes did not make direct
requests of each other except under the most unusud of circumstances, let done give each other orders:
they merdly indicated the existence of aneed and awaited a confirmation that the need would be met.
Whenever ahuman, even aMaster, had reason to make arequest of an Indigene, the same grammatical
nicety was observed, not just because it was simple politeness to do so but because the Indigene
ordinarily would not respond to, and perhaps would not even comprehend, anything that was couched in
the mode reserved for adirect order. “Will you do that?’ he asked. “I understand the closest Great
Houseis House Ludbrek.”

“That is correct, Master Joseph.”

“Thenthat iswhere| must go.”

“Wewill take you there,” said another of the Indigenes. “But firgt you must rest and hedl.”
“Yes. Yes. | understand that.”

They brought him food, athick dark porridge and some stewed shredded mest that tasted like illimani
and aclugter of smdll, juicy red berries: smple country stuff but a great improvement over raw
mud-crawlers and half-cooked roots. Joseph’ s father had a serious interest in fine food and wine, but
Joseph himsalf, who had been growing swiftly over the past year and ahdf, had up until now generaly
been more concerned with the quantity of the food he ate than with its quality.

So hefdl with great avidity upon thetray of Indigene food, but was surprised to find he could not eat
very much of it despite theintensity of his appetite. The fever was returning, he redized. His head had
begun to ache, his skinfelt hot and dry to his own touch, histhroat was constricted. He asked for and
received afew more of the green succulent stems, which provided the same short-term relief as before,
and then the Indigenes | eft him and he settled back on hisbed of fursto get some deep. Thefurshad a
sour, tangy, insstent odor that he did not like, nor did he care for the unpleasant milky sweetness of the
ar itsdf in here, but despite those distractions he fell quickly into adeep, welcome deep.

When he opened his eyes again daylight was coming through the ditsin the walls. It had been late at night
when he arrived here, practically morning; he wondered whether he had dept through an entire day and a
night, and this was the second morning. Probably so. And just aswell, he thought, considering the
fragmentary nature of the deep he had had in the forest.

For thefirst time since hisarrival he thought of the noctambul o who had been hisguide in the wilderness.
He asked the Indigenes about it, but the only answer he got was agesture of crossed arms, the Indigene
equivaent of ashrug. The Indigenes knew nothing of the noctambulo. Perhaps they had not even noticed



its presence, and it had smply wandered off after ddlivering him. Joseph redlized that from first to last he
had understood nothing of the noctambul 0’ s purposes and motives, if it had any. It had tracked him, it
had fed him, it had brought him here, and now it was gone, and he never would know anything more.

Thefever did not seem to be much of aproblem thismorning. It was easier for him to eat than before,
Afterward he asked one of the Indigenesto help him rise. The Indigene extended one loose-jointed ropy
arm and drew him to hisfeet, raisgng him in one smooth motion as though Joseph had no weight at all.

Heleaned on hiswaking-stick and inspected himsdlf. Hisleft leg was purple and black with bruises and
terribly swollen from mid-thigh to ankle. Even histoes seemed puffy. The leg looked grotesque, ghastly, a
limb that belonged to a creature of another species entirdly. Little arrows of pain traversed its length.
Smplylooking at theleg madeit hurt.

Cautioudy Joseph tried putting some weight on hisfoot, the merest bit of experimenta pressure. That
was amistake. He touched just the tips of histoesto the floor and winced as an immediate stern warning
came rocketing up toward hisbrain: Sop! Don't! All right, hetold himself. A bad idea. Hewould haveto
wait alittlelonger. How long would healing take, though? Three days? A week? A month? He had to get
on hisway. They would be worried sick about him a home. Surely word had reached Helikis by now of
the uprisng in the north. Theinterruption in combinant communication aone would be indication enough
that something waswrong.

He was confident that once he reached Ludbrek House he would be able to send some sort of message
to hisfamily, even if the Ludbreks could not arrange transportation to Helikisfor him right away, because
of the present troubles. But first he had to get to Ludbrek House. Joseph could not guess how far from
here that might be. The Great Houses of Helikis were set a cons derable distances from one another,
and probably that was true up here, too. Still, it should be no more than three days' journey, or four by
wagon. Unless these Indigenes had more interest in the machines of the Masters than those of the
Southland did, they would not have cars or trucks of any sort, but they should, at least, have wagons,
drawn by teams of bandars or more likely, he supposed, yaramirs, that could get them there. He would
inquire about that later in the day. But also he had to recover to a point where he would be able to
withstand the rigors of the journey.

Joseph hunted through the utility caseto seeif it contained medicines of any sort, something to control
fever, or to reduce inflammation. There did not seem to be. An odd omission, he thought. He did find a
couple of small devicesthat perhaps were medicd instruments. one that looked asif it could be used for
stitching up minor wounds, and another that apparently provided away of testing water for bacteria
contamination. Neither of those, though, would do him any good at present.

He asked for and got more of the succulent herb. That eased things alittle. Then, when it occurred to him
that bandaging hisleg might speed the process of healing, he suggested to one of the Indigeneswho
seemed to bein virtudly congtant attendance on him that it would be helpful if the Indigene wereto bring
him abolt or two of thelight cottony fabric out of which they fashioned their own clothing.

“I will dothet,” the Indigenereplied.

But there was a problem. The leg was so iff and swollen that he could not flex it. There was no way
Joseph could reach down asfar as his ankle to do the wrapping himsdif.

“What isyour name?’ he said to the Indigene who had brought the cloth. It wastimeto start making an
attempt to look upon these people asindividuas.

“l am Ulvas.”



“Ulvas, | need your helpinthis” Joseph said. Asaways, he employed the supplicatory tense. It was
becoming quite naturd for him to frame his sentences that way, which Joseph took as asign that he was
not just trandating his thoughts from the Master tongue to Indigene, but actudly thinking in the language
of the Indigenes.

“I will hdpyou,” Ulvasreplied, the customary response to amost any supplication. But the Indigene gave
Joseph alook of unmigtakable perplexity. “Isit that you wish to do something with the cloth? Theniitis
needful that you tell mewhat isit isthat you wish meto do.”

“Tobind my leg,” Joseph said, gesturing. “From here to here.”

The Indigene did not seem to have any very clear concept of what binding Joseph’sleg would involve.
Onitsfirst attempt it merely draped a uselessloose shroud of cloth around hisankle. Carefully, using the
most courteous mode of instruction he could find, Joseph explained that that was not what he had in
mind. Other Indigenes gathered in the room. They murmured to one another. Ulvas turned away from
Joseph and consulted them. A lengthy discussion ensued, all of it too softly and swiftly spoken for Joseph
to be able to follow. Then the Indigene began again, turning to Joseph for approval at every step of the
way. Thistimeit wound the cloth more tightly, beginning with the arch of Joseph’ sfoot, going around the
ankle, up aong his caf. Whenever Ulvas dlowed the binding to dacken, Joseph offered mild correction.

The whole group of Indigenes crowded around, staring with unusua wide-eyed intensity. Joseph had had
little experience in deciphering the facia expressions of Indigenes, but it seemed quite gpparent that they
were watching as though something extraordinary were under way.

From timeto time during the process Joseph gasped as the tightening bandage, in the course of bringing
things back into dignment, struck alode of pain in the battered limb. But he knew that he was doing the
right thing in having hisleg bandaged like this. Immobilize the damned leg: that way, a least, he would not
congtantly be putting stress on the torn or twisted parts whenever he made the dightest movement, and it
would begin to hed. Already he could fed the bandage s beneficid effects. The thick binding gripped and
held hisleg firmly, though not so firmly, he hoped, asto cut off circulation, just tightly enough to constrain
it into the proper position.

When the wrapping had reached asfar as his knee, Joseph released the Indigene from its task and
finished the job himsdlf, winding the bandage upward and upward until it terminated at the fleshiest part of
histhigh. He fastened it there to keep it from unraveling and looked up in satisfaction. “ That should do it,

| think,” he said.

The entire group of Indigeneswas gill staring at him in the same wonderstruck way.

He wondered what could arouse such curiosity in them. Wasit the fact that his body was bare from the
waist down? Very likely that wasit. Joseph smiled. These people would never have had reason to seea
naked human before. Thiswas something quite new to them. Having no externa genitdiaof their own,
they must be fascinated by those strange organs dangling between hislegs. That had to be the
explanation, he thought. It was hard to imagine that they would get so worked up over asmplething like
the bandaging of aleg.

But he waswrong. Itwas the bandage, not the unfamiliarities of hisanatomy, that was the focus of their
attention.

Hefound that out afew hourslater, after he had spent some time hobbling about hisroom with the aid of
his stick, and had had amidday med of sewed vegetables and braised illimani mesat brought to him. He
was experimenting with the still useless combinant once again, hisfirg attempt with it in days, when there
came asound of reed-flute music from the corridor, the breathy, toneless music that had some specia



sgnificance for the Indigenes, and then an Indigene of obvious grandeur and rank entered the room, a
personage who very likely wasthe chieftain of the village, or perhaps the high priest, if they had such
things as high priests. It was clad not in smple cotton robes but in abrightly painted lesther cape and a
knee-length leather skirt much bedecked with strings of seashells, and it carried itself with unusud dignity
and mgesty. Signdling to the musiciansto be ill, it looked toward Joseph and said, “I am the Ardardin.
| givethe visiting Magter good greeting and grant him the favor of our village.”

Ardardinwas not aword in Joseph’ s vocabulary, but he took it to be atitle among these people. The
Ardardin asked Joseph briefly about the uprising at Getfen House and his own flight through the forest.
Then, indicating Joseph’ s bandaged leg, it said, “Will that wrapping cause your injuriesto heal more
quickly?’

“So | expect, yes”

“The matagava of the Magtersis a powerful thing.”

Matagava, Joseph knew, was aword that meant something like “magic,” “ supernatura power,”
“goiritua force.” But he sugpected that in this context it had other meaningstoo: “ scientific skill,”
“technical prowess.” The Indigenes were known to have great respect for such abilitiesin that areaasthe
humans who lived on their world manifested—their technology, their engineering achievements, their
capacity to fly through the air from continent to continent and through space from world to world. They
did not seem to covet such powers themsealves, not in the dightest, but they clearly admired them. And
now he was being hailed as a person of great matagava himsalf. Why, though, should asmplething like
bandaging an injured leg qualify as adisplay of matagava? Joseph wanted to protest that the Ardardin did
him too much honor. But hewas fearful of giving offense, and said nothing.

“Canyou wak ashort distance?’ the Ardardin asked. “ Thereis something | would like to show you
nearby, if youwill come.”

Since he had dready discovered that a certain amount of walking was, though difficult, not impossible for
him, Joseph said that he would. He used his stick as a crutch, so that he would not have to touch his sore
foot to the ground. Two Indigenes, the one named Ulvas and another one, walked close beside him so
that they could steady him if he begantofall.

The Ardardin led Joseph along aspiral corridor that opened unexpectedly into fresh air, and thenceto a
second building behind the one where he had been staying. Within its gloomy centra hall were three
Indigeneslying on fur mats. Joseph could see at first glance that al three were sick, that thismust be an
infirmary of some sort.

“Will you examine them?’ the Ardardin asked.

The request took Joseph by surprise. Examine them? Had they somehow decided that he must be a
skilled physician, smply because he had been able to manage something as e ementary as bandaging a
sprained knee?

But he could hardly refuse the request. He looked down at the trio of Indigenes. One, he saw, had a
nasty ulcerated wound in itsthigh, seemingly not deep but badly infected. Itsforehead was bright with the
glow of ahigh fever. Another had apparently broken its arm: no bone was showing, but the way the arm
was bent argued for afracture. There was nothing outwardly wrong with the third Indigene, but it held
both its hands pressed tight against its albdomen, making what had to be an indication of severe pain.

The Ardardin stared at Joseph in an unambiguoudy expectant way. Itsfleshy throat-pouch was pouting in
and out at great speed. Joseph felt mounting uneasiness.



It began to occur to him that the medical techniques of the Indigenes might go no farther than the use of
smple herbd remedies. Anything more complicated than the brewing of potions might be beyond them.
Closing awound, say, or setting abroken bone. Getting a pregnant woman through adifficult childbirth.
And any kind of surgery, certainly. Y ou needed very great matagavato perform such feats, greater
matagava than had been granted to these people.

And the human Masters had that kind of matagava, yes. With the greatest of ease they could perform
featsthat to the Indigenes must seem like miracles.

Joseph knew that if hisfather were here right now, he would dedl swiftly enough with the problems of
these three—do something about the infected thigh, set the broken arm, arrive a an explanation of the
third one' s pain and cope with its cause. At home he had many times seen Martin, in the course of his
circuits around the estate, handle cases far more challenging than these seemed to be. Hisfather's
matagavawas a powerful thing, yes: or, to put it another way, it was hisfather’ s responghility to look
after thelivesand welfare of dl those who lived on the lands of House Keilloran and he accepted that
responsbility fully, and so he had taken the trouble to learn at least certain basic techniques of medicinein
order that he could meet an emergency inthefidds.

But Joseph was not the lord of House Kellloran, and he had had no formal medica training. He was only
aboy of fifteen, who might one day inherit hisfather’ stitle and hisfather’ srespongbilities, and hewasa
long way just now from being prepared to undertake any sort of adult tasks. Did the Ardardin not redlize
how young he was? Probably not. Indigenes might be no better able to distinguish an adolescent human
from an adult one than humans were when it came to distinguishing amae Indigene from afemae one.
The Ardardin percaeived him asahuman, that was dl, and very likely asafull-grown one. Hisheight and
the new beard he had grown would help in fostering that belief. And humans had great matagava; this
Joseph Magter Kellloran who had come among them was a human; therefore—

“Will you doit? the Ardardin said, using not just the supplicatory tense but aform that Joseph thought
might be known to grammarians asthe intensve supplicatory. The Indigene—the chieftain, the high
priest—wasbegging him.

He could not bear to disgppoint them. He hated doing anything under false pretenses, and he did not
want to arouse any false hopes, either. But he could not resist an abject plea, ether. These people had
willingly taken him in, and they had cared for him these two days past, and they had promised to
trangport him to Ludbrek House when he was strong enough to leave their village. Now they wanted
something from him in return. And he did have at least some common-sense notions of first aid. There
was no way he could refuse thisrequest.

“Canyou raisethem up alittle higher?’ he asked. “I’m not able to bend, because of my leg.”

The Ardardin gestured, and severa Indigenes piled up atal stack of furs and placed the one with the
wound initsthigh on top. Bending forward alittle, Joseph inspected the cut. It wasthree or four inches
long, perhaps hdf an inch wide, fairly shalow. There was swelling dl around, and reddening of the
bronze-colored skin. Hesitantly Joseph placed his fingertips against the ragged edges of the opening. The
texture of the dien skin was smooth, unyielding, dmost dippery, oddly unred. A smal sighing sound
came from the Indigene at Joseph’ stouch, but nothing more. That did not sound like an indicator of
severe pain. Gently Joseph drew the sides of the wound apart and peered in.

He saw pus, plenty of it. But the wound wasfilthy, besides, covered with amyriad of black spots, the
dirt of whatever object had caused it. Joseph doubted that it had ever been cleaned. Did these people
not even have enough sense to wash agash like this out?



“I need abowl of hot water,” Joseph said. “ And clean cloth of the kind I used for bandaging my leg.”
Thiswaslike being an actor in aplay, he thought. He was playing the role of The Doctor.

But that was no actor lying on the pile of furs before him, and that wound was no artifact of stage
makeup. He fdt alittle queasy as he swabbed it clean. The Indigene stirred, moaned alittle, made asmall
shuddering movemen.

“Thejuicethat you gave me, to make my fever go down: give some of that to him too.”
“To her,” someone behind him corrected.

“To her,” said Joseph, searching for and not finding any indication that his patient was femae. Doubtless
the Indigenes did have two sexes, because there were both male and female pronounsiin their language,
but al of them, male and femal e both, had the same kind of narrow transverse dit at the base of the
abdomen, and whatever sort of transformation came over that dit during the sexua process, what organs
of intromission or reception might emerge at that time, was not anything that the Indigenes had ever
thought necessary to explain to any human.

He cleaned the wound of as much superficia dirt as he could, and expressed agood deal of pus, and
laved the opening severd times with warm water. The queasiness he had felt at first while handling the
wound quickly vanished. He grew very calm, dmost detached: after awhile al that mattered to him was
the task itsdlf, the process of undoing the damage that neglect and infection had caused. Not only was he
ableto sted himsdf againgt whatever incidental pain he might be causing the patient in the course of the
work, but he redlized alittle while further on that he was concentrating so profoundly on the enterprise
that he had begun to forget to notice the pain of hisown injury.

He wished he had some kind of antiseptic ointment to apply, but his command of the Indigene language
did not extend asfar as any word for antisepsis, and when he asked if their herbal remediesincluded
anything for reducing the inflammation of an open wound, they did not seem to understand what he was
saying. No antisepsis, then. He hoped that the Indigene' s natural healing processes were up to the task of
fighting off such infection as had dready taken hold.

When he had done dl that he could to clean the wound Joseph ingtructed Ulvasin the art of bandaging it
to hold it closed. He did not want to experiment with using the device from his utility case that ssemed to
be designed for gtitching wounds, partly because he was not certain that that was what it wasfor, and
partly because he doubted that he had cleaned the wound sufficiently to make stitching it up at thispoint a
wisething to do. Later, he thought, he would ask Ulvasto bring him a chunk of raw meat and he would
practice using the device to close an incision, and then, perhaps, he could wash the wound out a second
time and closeit. But he dared not attempt to use the instrument now, not with everyone watching.

Dedling with the broken arm was amore straightforward business. The field-hands of House Keilloran
broke limbs al thetime, and it was aroutine thing for them to be brought to hisfather for repairs. Joseph
had watched the process often enough. A compound fracture would have been beyond him, but this
looked like nothing more than asimple bresk. What you did, he knew, was manipulate the limb to make
the fractured bone drop back into its proper alignment, and bind it up to keep the broken ends from
moving around, and do what was necessary to reduce inflammeation. Time would take care of therest. At
least, that was how it worked with Folkish fractures. But there was no reason to think that Indigene
bones were very different in basic physiology.

Joseph wanted to be gentle as he went about the work. But what he discovered very quickly wasthat in
working on an unanaesthetized patient the key lay in getting the job over with asfast as possible, rather
than moving with tiny circumspect stepsin an attempt to avoid inflicting pain. That would only draw things



out and make it worse. Y ou had to take hold, pull, push, hope for the best. The patient—this one was

male, they told him—made one sharp grunting sound as Joseph, acting out an imitation of the things he

had seen hisfather do, grasped hislimply dangling forearm with one hand and the upper part of hisarm
with the other and exerted sudden swift inward pressure. After the grunt came agasp, and then asigh,

and then akind of exhalation that ssemed to be entirely one of relief.

There, Joseph thought, with ahot burst of satisfaction. He had doneit. Matagava, indeed! “Bind thearm
the way you bound my leg,” hetold Ulvas, no supplication thistime, smple ingtruction, and moved to the
next patient.

But the third case was a baffling one. What was he supposed to do about a swollen abdomen? He had
no way of making arational diagnosis. Perhaps there was atumor in there, perhapsit was an intestinal
blockage, or perhaps—this patient was another fema e—the problem was a complication of pregnancy.
But, though he had blithely enough talked himsdlf into going through with this medical masquerade,
Joseph’ saudacity did not begin to extend to awillingnessto perform asurgica exploration of the
patient’ sinterior. He had no notion of how to go about such athing, for one—the thought of trying to
make an incisonin living flesh brought terrifying images to his mind—nor would there be any purposein
it, anyway, for he had no inkling of interna Indigene anatomy, would not be able to tell one organ from
another, let done detect any abnormdity. So he did nothing more than solemnly pass his hands up and
down over the patient’ staut skin with akind of stagy solemnity, fedling the strangeness again, that cool
dry inorganic unredity, lightly pressing here and there, as though seeking by touch aone some
understanding of the maady within. He thought he should at least seem to be making an attempt of some
kind at performing an examination, however empty and foolish he knew it to be, and since he did not
dare do anything redl thiswould have to suffice. Hewas, at any rate, unableto fed anything unusua
within the abdomina cavity by these pa pations, no convulsive heavings of troubled organs, no sign of
some massive cancerous growth. But then, thinking he should do something more and obeying asudden
gtab of ingpiration, Joseph found himsaf making broad sweeping gesturesin the air above the Indigene
and intoning anonsensicd little rhythmic chant, as primitive witch-doctorswere knownto doinold
adventure storiesthat he had read. It was sheer play-acting, and a surge of contempt for his own
childishness went sweeping through him even as he did it, but for the moment he was unableto resst his
ownslly impulse

Only for amoment. Then he could no longer go on with the game.

Joseph looked away, embarrassed. “ For this one | am unable to do anything further,” hetold the
Ardardin. “And you must dlow meto lie down now. | am not well myself, and very tired.”

“Yes. Of course. But we thank you deeply, Master Joseph.”

Hefdlt bitter shame for the fraud he had just perpetrated. Not just the preposterous business at the end,
but the entire cruel charade. What would hisfather say, he wondered? A boy of fifteen, posing asa
doctor? Pioudy laying claim to skills he did not in any way possess? The proper thing to do, he knew,
would have beento say, “I’'m sorry, I’'mjust aboy, thetruth isthat | have no right to be doing this.” But
they had wanted so badly for him to hedl these three people with the shining omnipotent human matagava
that they knew he must have within him. The very grammear of the Ardardin’ srequest had revealed the
intengty of their desire. And he had done no real harm, had he? Surely it was better to wash and bind a
gash like that than to leave it open to fester. Hefelt confident that he had actually set that broken arm
properly, too. He could not forgive himsdf, though, for that |ast bit of disgraceful chicanery.

Hisleg was hurting again, too. They had |eft a beaker of the succulent-juice by his bedside. He took
enough of it to ease the pain and dipped off into afitful deep.



When he awoke the next day he found that they had set out inviting-looking bowls of fruit at his sde and
had put festive bundles of flowersall around his chamber, long-tubed reddish blossomsthat had a
peppery aroma. It al looked celebratory. They had not brought him flowers before. Several Indigenes
were knedling beside him, waiting for him to open his eyes. Joseph was beginning to recognize the distinct
features of different individuas, now. He saw Ulvas nearby, and another who had told him yesterday that
its name was Cuitha, and a third whom he did not know. Then the Ardardin entered, bearing an
additional armload of flowers: plainly an offering. It laid them at Joseph’ sfeet and made an intricate
gesture that seemed certainly, dien though it was, to be one of honor and respect.

The Ardardin earnestly inquired after the state of Joseph’s hedlth. 1t seemed to Joseph that hisleg was
giving him less discomfort this morning, and he said so. To thisthe Ardardin replied that histhree patients
were greetly improved a so, and were waiting just outside in the halway to expresstheir thanks.

So thiswill go on and on, Joseph thought, abashed. But he could hardly refuse to seethem. They camein
one by one, each bearing little giftsto add to those aready filling Joseph’ s room: more flowers, more
fruit, smooth-sided ceramic vessdsthat hisfather would gladly have owned, brightly colored weavings.
Their eyeswere gleaming with gratitude, awe, perhaps even love. The one who had had the infected
wound in her thigh looked plainly less feverish. The one with the broken arm—it had been very nicely
bound by Ulvas, Joseph saw—seemed absolutely cheerful. Joseph was relieved and considerably
gratified to see that hisamateur ministrations had not only done no harm but seemed actualy to have
been beneficid.

But the great surprise was the third patient, the one with the swollen abdomen, over whom Joseph had
made those shameful witch-doctor conjurations. She appeared to be in astate of transcendental
well-being, wholly aglow with radiant emanations of health. Throwing hersdlf at Joseph’ sfeet, she burst
forth with agushing, barely coherent expression of thankfulness that was dmost impossiblefor himto
follow in any detailed way, but was clear enough in generd meaning.

Joseph hardly knew how to react. The code of honor by which he had been raised left no room for
taking credit for something you had not done. Certainly it would be even worse to accept credit for
something achieved accidentally, something you had brought about in the most cynical and flippant
manner.

Y et he could not deny that thiswoman had risen from her bed of pain just hours after he had made those
foolish conjurations above her body. A purdly coincidenta recovery, he thought. Or else hisidiotic
mumblings had engendered in her such apowerful wave of faith in his great matagava that she had
expelled the demon of torment from her body on her own. What could he say?“No, you are mistaken to
thank me, | did nothing of any vauefor you, thisisal anilluson?’ He did not have the heart to say any
such things. There was the risk of shattering her fragile recovery by doing so, if indeed faith done had
hedled her. Nor did he want to rgect ungracioudy the gratitude of these people for what they thought he
had done for them. He remained aware that he was still dependent on them himsdif. If alittleinward
embarrassment was the price of getting himself from hereto Ludbrek House, so beiit. Let them think he
had worked miracles, then. Perhaps he had. In any event let them fedl obligated to him, because he
needed help from them. Even the honor of aMaster must sometimes be subordinated to the needs of
sheer survivd, eh, Babus? Eh?

Besdes—no question about this part of it—there wasred satisfaction in doing something useful for
others, no matter how muddledly he had accomplished it. The one thing that had been dinned into him
from childhood, asthe heir to House Keilloran, isthat Masters did not smply rule, they aso served. The
two concepts were inextricably intertwined. Y ou had the good luck to be born aMaster instead of one
of the Folk, yes, and that meant you lived aprivileged life of comfort and power. But it was not merely a



life of casud taking, of living cheerfully at one' s ease at the expense of hardworking humbler people.
Only afool would think that that was what aMagter’ slife waslike. A Master lived daily in asense of
duty and obligation to dl those around him.

Thusfar Joseph had not had much opportunity to discharge those duties and obligations. At this stage of
his life he was expected mainly to observe and learn. He would not be given any actual adminigtrative
tasks at the House until his sixteenth birthday. For now hisjob was only to prepare himsdf for his
ultimate responsibilities. And there dways were servants on al sdes of him to take care of the thingsthat
ordinary people had to do for themsdlves, making things easy for him while he was doing his observing
and learning.

Hefdt alittle guilty about that. He was quite aware that up till now, up till the moment of hisflight into the
woods with Getfen House ablaze behind him, hislife had been one of much privilege and little
responsbility. He was not a doer yet, only someone for whom things were done. There had been no rea
testsfor him, neither of hisabilities nor of hisinnate character.

Weas he, then, truly agood person? That remained open to question. Since he had never been tested, he
had no way of knowing. He had done things he should not have done. He had rebelled sometimes, at
least inwardly, againgt hisfather’ s absolute authority. He had been guilty of little blagphemies and minor
acts of wickedness. He had been needlesdy harsh with his younger brothers, enjoying the power that his
age and strength gave him over them, and he knew that that was wrong. He had gone through a phase of
wanting to torment his sometimesirritating sster Cailin, mocking her littlefrailties of logic and hiding or
even destroying her cherished things, and had felt real pleasure mingled with the guilt of that. All these
things, he knew, were things that most boys did and would outgrow, and he could not really condemn
himsdlf for doing them, but even so they left him with some uncertainty about whether he had been living
on the path of virtue, as by definition agood person must do. He understood how toimitate being a
good person, yes, how to do the kind of things that good persons did, but how sincerewasit, redly, to
do that? Was it not the case that good people did good things through naturd innate virtue, rather than
conscioudy working up some flurry of good-deed-doing on specid demand?

Well, there had been specia demand just now, and, responding to it, he had wantonly alowed himsdlf to
pose as a doctor, which, considering that he had no real medical knowledge, could only be considered a
bad thing, or at least morally questionable. But he had managed, al the same, to hedl or at least improve
the condition of three suffering people, and that was beyond doubt a good thing. What did that say about
his own goodness, that he had achieved something virtuous by moraly questionable means? He il did
not know. But at least, for this murky reason or that one, this shabby motive or that, he had
accomplished something that was undeniably good. He tried to cling to that awareness. Perhapsthere
were no innately good people, only people who made it their conscious task, for whatever reason, to do
things that would be deemed good. Time aonewould give him the answer to that. But still Joseph found
himsdlf hoping that he would discover, as he entered adulthood, that in fact he was fundamentally good,
not smply pretending to goodness, and that everything he did would be for the best, not just for himself
but for others.

Having done indisputably good deeds here in this village, the one thing Joseph feared more than anything
else now was that they would not want to let such apowerful heder out of their grasp. But that was not
how the minds of these people worked, evidently. In another few days his own healing had progressed to
the point where he was able to walk with only adight limp. Removing the bandage, he saw that the
swelling was gresatly reduced and the discoloration of his flesh was beginning to fade. Shortly Ulvas came
to him and said they had awagon ready to take him, now, to Ludbrek House.

It was asimple vehicle of the kind they used for hauling farm produce from place to place: big wooden



wheels set on awooden axle, an open cabin in back, a seat up front for the driver, ateam of squat
broad-shouldered yaramirs tethered to the shafts. The planked floor of the cabin in which Joseph rode
had borne a cargo of vegetables not long before, and the scent of dark moist soil was still on the wood,
and subtle smdlls of rotting leaves and stems. Two Indigenes whose names Joseph did not know sat up
front to guide the team; another two, Ulvas and Cuitha, who seemed to have been gppointed his specid
attendants, sat with him in back. They had given him apile of fursto st on, but the cart was not built for
pleasure-riding and he felt every movement of the creaking irregular whedls againgt the ancient uneven
road below.

Thiswas no longer forest country, here, the ruggedly beautiful north country that was, or had been, the
domain of House Getfen. Thiswas farmland. Perhapsit was shared by Indigenes of severd villageswho
came out from their settlementsto work it. Most of it was perfectly flat, though it was broken in places
by rolling meadows and fields, and Joseph could see low hillsin the distance that were covered with stiff,
close-sat ranks of dender treeswith purplish leaves.

His geography textbook might tell him something about the part of the country that he was entering. But
snce leaving Getfen House he had not so much as glanced &t the little hand-held reader on which dl his
textbooks were stored, and he could not bring himsalf to take it out now. He was supposed to study
every day, of course, even while he was up there in High Manza on holiday among his Getfen coudns: his
science, hismathematics, his philosophy, his sudiesin languages and literature, and most particularly his
history and geography lessons, designed to prepare him for his eventua role asaMaster anong Magters.
The geography book described Homeworld from pole to pole, including things that he had never
expected to experience at the close range he was seeing them now. The history of Homeworld was
mainly the history of its great families and the regime that they had imposed on the Folk who had come
here before them, although hislessonstold him aso of the first Homeworld, the ancient one called Earth,
from which al humans had come once upon atime, and whose own history must never be forgotten,
shadowy and remote though it was to its descendants here, because there were sorry aspects of that
history that those descendants must take care never to recapitulate. And then there were dl the other
subjectsthat he knew he should be reading, even without Balbus here to direct him. Especially without
Balbus hereto direct him.

His energies had been focused on sheer surviva during the days that had just gone by, though, and while
he was wandering in the forest it seemed dmaost comically incongruousto sit huddled under some shelter
of boughs reading about the distant past or the niceties of philosophy when at any moment some band of
rebellious Folk might come upon him and put an end to hislife. And then, later, when he was safe at the
Indigene village, any thought of resuming his studiesimmediately brought to Joseph’ s mind the image of
his tutor Balbus lying sprawled on his back in the courtyard of Getfen House with histhroat cut, and it
became too painful for him to proceed. Now, jolting and bumping aong through thisManzafarm
country, reading seemed impossible for other reasons. Joseph smply wanted to reach Ludbrek House as
quickly as possible and return at long last to the company of his own people,

But Ludbrek House, when they cameto it after athree-day journey, stood devastated atop its hilltop
ridge. What was |ft of it was no more than a desolate scar across the green land. The burned roofless
wadlls of the estate house stood out above cold dark heaps of rubble. Its mighty structural memberswere
laid bare, charred and blackened timbers, spars, joists, beams, like the great skeleton of some giant
prehistoric beast rising in a haunting fragmentary way from the matrix that enclosed it. Therewasthe
bitter ugly smell of smoke everywhere, old smoke, dead smoke, the smoke of fierce firesthat had cooled
many days ago.

Therest of the huge estate, so far as Joseph was able to see from where he stood, was in equaly sorry
condition. House Ludbrek, like House Getfen and House Keilloran, like any of the Great Houses of



Homeworld, was the center of an immense sphere of productive activity. Radiating outward from the
manor-house and its fields and gardens and parks were zone after zone of agricultural and industria
compounds, the farms and the homes of the farmers over here, the factories over there, the millsand
millponds, the barns, the stables, the workers' quarters and the commercia sectorsthat served them, and
everything e se that went to make up the virtualy saf-sufficient economic unit that was a Great House. It
seemed to Joseph from where he stood looking out over the Ludbrek lands from his vantage point atop
thishill that all of that had been given over to ruination. It was asickening sight. The landscapewasa
nightmarish scene of wholesde destruction, long stretches of burned buildings, trucks and carts
overturned, machinery smashed, farm animals dain, roads cut, dams broken, fields flooded. An
oppressive stillness prevailed. Nothing moved; no sound could be heard.

Through him as he scanned the devastation from east to west and then from west to east again, gradually
coming to termswith the redlity of it, ran astorm of emation: shock, horror, fear, sadness, and then,
moments later, disgust and anger, aburst of fury at the stupidity of it al. There was no way at that
moment for Joseph to step away from his own identity asaMaster: and, asaMaster, heraged at the
idiotic wastefulness of the thing that had been done here.

What had these people believed they were accomplishing when they put not only Ludbrek House but
House Ludbrek itsdlf to the torch? Did they imagine they were striking ablow for freedom? Liberating
themsavesfindly, after thousands of years of davery, from the crud grasp of the tyrannica overlords
who had dropped down out of the starsto thrust their rule on them?

Wl yes, Joseph thought, that was surely what they believed they were doing. But what the Folk here
had actually achieved was to destroy their own livelihoods: to wipe out in one brief orgy of blood and
flame the fruits of centuries of careful planning and building. How would they support themsalves now
that the factories and mills were gone? Would they go back to tilling the soil astheir ancestors had done
before thefirst Masters arrived? If that was too much for them, they could smply scrabble in the woods
for mud-crawlers and roots, as he himsdf had done not long before. Or would they just wander from
province to province, begging their food from those who had not been so foolish asto torch their estates,
or possibly just taking it from them? They had not given any thought to any of that. They had wanted only
to overthrow their Masters, no doubt, but then when that was done they had been unable to halt their
own juggernaut of destructiveness, and they had dlowed it to go mindlessly on and on and on beyond
that until they had completely broken, surely beyond any hope of repair, the very system that sustained
their lives.

Hisfour Indigenes stood to one sde, silently watching him. Their ditted eyes and thin expressonlesslips
gave Joseph no clueto what they might be thinking. Perhaps they werethinking nothing at al: he had
asked them to take him to this place, and they had done so, and here they were, and what one group of
humans seemed to have done to the property of the other group of humanswas no affair of theirs. They
were waiting, he assumed, to find out what he wished them to do for him now, sinceit was plain that he
would find nothing of any useto him here.

Whatdid he want them to do for him now? Whatcould they do for him now?

He moistened hislipsand said, “What is the name of the next Great House to the south? How far isit
from here?’

They made no reply. None of them reacted to Joseph’s question in any way. It was dmost as though
they had not understood hiswords.

“Ulvas? Cuithal?’ He shot adirect glance at them thistime, aMaster’ s glance, and put adight sharpness
in histonethistime. For whatever that might be worth, aMaster speaking to Indigenes, for whom his



datusasaMadter very likely had no very important significance. Especidly now, here, amid theseruins.
But probably not under any other circumstances, either. Whatever respect for him they might have was
founded on his deeds as a hedler, not on the rank he might hold among humans.

Thistime, though, he got an answer, though not a satisfying one. It was Ulvas who spoke. “Master
Joseph, we are not ableto say.”

“And why isthat?’

“Because we do not know.” Thistime the response came from Cuithd. “We know House Getfen to the
north of us, beyond the forest. We know House Ludbrek to the south of us. Other than those two, we
know nothing about the Great Houses. There has never been need for usto know.”

That seemed plausible enough. Joseph could not claim any redl sKkill in interpreting the shades of meaning
in an Indigene stone of voice, but there was no reason to think they would lie to him about amatter of
merefact, or, indeed, about anything whatever. And it might well bethat if he got back into the wagon
and asked them to take him on toward the south until they came to the domain of another Great House,
they would do so.

The next House, though, might be hundreds of milesaway. And might well turn out to bein the same
sorry shape asthis one. Joseph could not ask these Indigenes, however devoted to him they might be, to
travel on and on and on with him indefinitely, taking him some unstipul ated distance beyond from their
own villagein the pursuit of so dubious aquest. But the only other dternative, short of his continuing on
aone through thiswrecked and probably dangerous province, wasto return to the village of the
Indigenes, and what use was there in that? He had to keep on moving southward. He did not want to end
his days serving astriba witch-doctor to avillage of Indigenes somewherein High Manza.

They stood perfectly ill, waiting for him to speak. But he did not know what to tell them. Suddenly he
could not bear their silent stares. Perhaps he would do better going a short distance off to collect his
thoughts. Their proximity was digtracting. “ Stay here,” Joseph said, after along uncomfortable moment.
“I want to look around a bit.”

“Y ou do not want us to accompany you, Master Joseph?’
“No. Not now. Just stay here until 1 come back.”

He turned away from them. The burned-out manor-house lay about a hundred yardsin front of him. He
walked dowly toward it. It was afrightful thing to see. Was thiswhat Getfen House looked like this
morning? Keilloran House, even? It was painful just to draw abreath here. That bleak, stale, sour stink
of extinct combustion, of ashesturned cold but still imbued with the sharp chemica odor of fast
oxidation, jabbed at his nogtrils with palpable force. Joseph imagined it coating hislungs with dark
specks. He went past the gaping fagade and found himself in the ash-choked ruins of agrand vestibule,
with a series of even grander rooms opening before him, though they were only the jagged crusts of
rooms now. He stood at the lip of avast crater that might once have been aballroom or afestival-hal.
Therewas no way to proceed here, for the floor was mostly gone, and whereit still remained the fallen
timbers of the roof jutted upward before him, blocking the way. He had to move carefully, on account of
hisinjured leg. Going around to the I eft, Joseph entered what might have been aservants gation, leading
to alow-roofed room that from the looks of it had probably been away-kitchen for the reheating of
dishes brought up from the main kitchens below. A hallway behind that took him to rooms of a grander
nature, where blackened stone scul ptures stood in alcoves and tattered tapestries dangled from the walls.

The splendor and richness of Ludbrek House was evident in every inch of the place, even now. This
chamber might have been amusic room; this, alibrary; thislong hdl, agdlery of paintings. The



destruction had been so monstroudy thorough that very little was left of any of that. But aso the very
mongtrosity of it numbed Joseph’ s mind to what he was seeing. One could not continue endlesdly to react
in shock to this. The capacity to react soon was exhausted. One could only, after awhile, absorbitina
state of calm acceptance and even with a certain cool fascination, the sort of reaction one might have
while visting the excavated ruins of some city that had been buried by aflood of volcanic lavafive
thousand years before.

By one route and another, bypassing places where there had been serious structural collapses, Joseph
came out at last on abroad flagstone terrace that |ooked down into the main garden of the estate. The
garden had beenlaid out in abroad bowl-shaped depression that doped gradually away toward a
wooded zone beyond, and, to Joseph’ s surprise, it bore scarcely any trace of damage. The velvety lavns
were green and unmarked. The avenues of shrubbery wereintact. The marble fountains that flanked the
long string of reflecting pools still were spouting, and the pool s themsel ves gleamed like newly polished
mirrorsin the midday light. The winding pathways of crushed white stone were as nest asif gardeners
had come out this very morning to tidy them. Perhaps, he thought, surprised at himself for being able to
summon even an atom of playfulness amidst these terrible surroundings, it was the estate’ s gardenerswho
had organized the uprising here, and they had taken care to have the attack bypass the grounds to which
they had devoted so much of their energy. But more probably it had smply been more effective to break
into the manor-house from the opposite side.

He stood for atime clutching the cool marblerail of the terrace, looking out into the immaculate garden
and trying to focus on the problems that now confronted him. But no answers came. He had come up
north to Getfen House for what was supposed to be a happy coming-of-age trip, a southern boy learning
new ways far from home, making new friends, subtly forging aliancesthat would stand him in good stead
inhisadult life ahead. 1t had dl gone so well. The Getfens had gathered him in as though he were one of
their own. Joseph had even quietly falenin love, dthough he had kept al that very much to himself, with
his beautiful gentle golden-haired cousin Kesti. Now Kesti and al the Getfens were dead; and here he
was at Ludbrek House, where he had hoped he would find an exit from the tumult that had engulfed this
land, and everything was ruined here too, and no exit wasin sight. Truly acoming-of-age trip, Joseph
thought. But not in any way that he had imagined it would be.

And then as he stood there pondering these things he thought he heard a sound down toward hisleft, a
creaking board, perhaps, athump or two, asif someone were moving around in one of the lower levels
of the shattered building. Another thump. Another.

Joseph gtiffened. Those unexpected creaks and thumps rose up over theicy deathly slencethat prevailed
here as conspicuoudy as though what he was hearing was the pounding of drums.

“Whoisit?’ hecdled ingantly. “Who' sthere?” And regretted that a once. He redlized that he had
unthinkingly spoken in Magter: an addlepated mistake, possibly afatal oneif that happened to be arebe
sentry who was marching around down there.

Quickly dl was slent again.

Not asentry, no. A straggler, hethought. A survivor. Perhaps even afugitive like himself. It had to be.
There were no rebelsleft here, or he would have caught sight of them by thistime. They had done their
work and they had moved on. If they were still here they would be openly patrolling the grounds, not
skulking around in the cdllarslike that, and they would not recail into instant wary silence at the sound of
ahuman voice, either. A Master’ svoice at that. Rebels would be up here in amoment to see who was

gpesking.
So who wasit, then? Joseph wondered if that could be one of the Ludbreks down there, someone who



had managed to survive the massacre of his House and had been hiding here ever since. Was that too
wild athing to consider? He had to know.

Checking it out alone and unarmed, though, was a crazy thing to do. Moving faster than wasredly good
for hisinjured leg, he doubled back toward the front of the gutted house, following hisown trail in the
ashes. As he emerged from the vestibul e he beckoned to the Indigenes, who were waiting where he had
left them and did not seem to have moved at al in his absence. They were unarmed aso, of course, and
inherently peaceful people aswell, but they had great physica strength and he was sure they would
protect him if any kind of trouble should manifest itsdlf.

“There ssomeone dive here, hidden away below the building,” Joseph told them. “1 heard the sounds he
was making. Come hep mefind him.”

They followed unquestioningly. He led them back through the dark immensities of the ruined house and
out onto the terrace, and jabbed a pointing finger downward. “ There,” Joseph said. “Under the terrace”

A curving stone staircase linked the terrace to the garden. Joseph descended, with the Indigenes close
behind. There was awhole warren of subterranean chambers benegth the terrace, he saw, that opened
out onto the garden. Perhaps these rooms had been used for the storage of tables and utensiisfor the
lawn parties that the Masters of Ludbrek House had enjoyed in days gone by. They were mostly empty
now. Joseph stared in.

“Over there, Master Joseph,” Ulvas said.

The Indigen€e s eyesight was better adapted to darkness than his. Joseph saw nothing. But as he moved
cautioudy inward he heard a sound—alittle shuffling sound, perhaps—and then acough, and then a
quavering voice was addressing him in amuddled mixture of Folkish and Magter, imploring him to be
merciful with apoor old man, begging him to show compassion: “I have committed no crimes. | have
done nothing wrong, | promise you that. Do not hurt me, please. Please. Do not hurt me.”

“Come out where | can seeyou,” Joseph said, in Magter.

Out of the musty darkness came a stooped s ow-moving figure, an old man indeed, sixty or perhaps even
seventy years old, dressed in rags, with coarse matted hair that had cobwebsin it, and great smudges of
dirt on hisface. Plainly he was of the Folk. He had the thick shoulders and deep chest of the Folk, and
the broad wide-nostrilled nose, and the heavy jaw. He must have been very strong, once. A fied-serf,
Joseph supposed. Hisframe was till powerful. But now he looked haggard and feeble, hisface grayish
benegath al the dirt, his cheeks hanging in loose folds as though he had eaten nothing in days, dark
shadows below his haunted red-stresked eyes. Blinking, trembling, terrified-looking, he advanced with
uncertain wavering steps toward Joseph, hated afew feet away, sank dowly to hisknees before him.

“Spareme!” he cried, looking down at Joseph'sfeet. “1 am guilty of nothing! Nothing!”

“You arein no danger, old man. Look up a me. Yes, that' sright. —I tell you, no harm will cometo
yw.ll

“You aretruly aMaster?’ the man asked, as though fearing that Joseph were some sort of apparition.
“Truly I am.”

“Y ou do not look like other Masters | have seen. But yet you speak their language. Y ou have the bearing
of aMaster. Of which House areyou, Master?’

“HouseKelloran.”



“House Kellloran,” the old man repeated. He had obvioudy never heard the name before.

“Itisin Hikis,” said Joseph, till speaking in Magter. “ That isin the south.” Then, thistime using Folkish,
he said: “Who are you, and what are you doing here?’

“I am Waernaof Ludbrek. Thisismy home.”
“Thisisnobody’ s home now.”

“Not now, no. Not any more. But | have never known any other. My homeis here, Master. When the
others|eft, | stayed behind, for wherewould | go? What would | do?” A distraught look cameinto the
bloodshot brown eyes. “ They killed al the Masters, do you know that, Master? | saw it happen. It was
in the night. Master Vennek was the first to die, and then Master Huist, Master Seebod, Master Graene,
and dl thewives, and the children dso. All of them. And even their dogs. The wives and children had to
watch while they killed the men, and then they were killed too. It was Vaniyewho did it. | heard him say,
‘Kill them dll, leave no Magter dive.’ Vaniyewho was practicaly like ason to Master Vennek. They
killed everyone with knives, and then they burned the bodies, and they burned the house dso. And then
they went away, but | stayed, for wherewould | go? Thisismy place. My wifeislong dead. My
daughter aswell. | have no one. | could not leave. | am of Ludbrek House.”

“Indeed you are dl that remains of Ludbrek House,” said Joseph, barely able to contain the sadness he
fdt.

The old man’ steeth were chattering. He huddled miserably into himsdlf and agrest convulsive quiver
went rippling through him. He must beright at the edge of starvation, Joseph thought. He asked the
Indigenesto fetch some food for him. One of the two drivers went back to the wagon and returned with
smoked mest, dried berries, alittle flask of the milky-colored Indigene wine. Waerna contemplated the
food with interest but also with a certain show of hesitation. Joseph thought it might be because Indigene
food was unfamiliar to him, but that was not it at dl: it was only that he had not esten anything in so long
that his ssomach was rebelling at the mereideaof food. The old man nibbled at the fruit and took a
tentative dp of the wine. After that it was easier, and he ate steedlily, though not greedily, one bite after
another until everything before him was gone.

Some color was returning to his cheeks, now. He seemed aready to be regaining his strength. He looked
up at Joseph and said, amost tearfully, “Y ou are very kind, Magter. | have never known Magtersto be
anything but kind. When they killed the Masters here, | felt asthough they were ripping my own heart out
of my body.” And then, in adifferent tone, anew thought suddenly occurring: “ But why are you here,
Master? Thisisno place for you to vigt. It isnot safe for you, here.”

“I am only passing through these parts. Traveling south, to my homein Helikis”
“But how will you do that? If they find you, they will kill you. They arekilling Masters everywhere.”
“Everywhere?” said Joseph, thinking of Keilloran.

“Everywhere. It wasthe plan, and now they have doneit. The Masters of House Ludbrek and those of
House Getfen and those of House Siembri for certain, and | heard House Fyelk aso, and House Odum,
and House Garn. It wasthe plan to rise up againgt dl the Great Houses of Manza, and burn the buildings,
and kill dl the Magters. As| saw done here. And they have doneit, this| know. Dead, dead, everyone
dead in dl the Houses, or nearly so. Roads have been closed. Rebd patrols search for those who
escaped the daughter.” Waernawas trembling again. He seemed on the verge of tears.

Joseph felt asudden terrifying flood of despair himsdlf. He had not left room in his spirit for this



disappointment. Having from the beginning of hisflight into the woods expected to find succor at
Ludbrek House, an end to his solitary travail and the beginning of hisreturn to hishome and family, and
discovering instead nothing but ashes and ruination and this shattered old man, he found himsdlf struggling
to maintain equilibrium in hissoul. It was not easy. A vision rose before him of achain of charred and
desolate manor-houses stretching dl the way south to the Isthmus, triumphant Folkish rebels controlling
the roads everywhere, the last few surviving Masters hunted down one by one and given over to desth.

Helooked toward Ulvas and said, speaking in Indigene, “Hetels methat al the Houses everywherein
Manza have been destroyed.”

“Perhapsthat is not so, Master Joseph,” said the Indigene gently.

“But what if itis?What am | to do, if it is?’ Joseph’ s voice sounded weirdly shrill in hisown ears. For the
moment hefelt as helpless and forlorn as old Waerna. Thiswas new to him, thisweakness, thisfear. He
had not known that he was capable of such fedings. But of course he had never been tested in thisway.
“How will I manage? Wherewill | go?’

As soon as the shameful words had escaped hislips, Joseph wanted passionately to call them back. It
wasthe first time since the night of the massacre at Getfen House that he had dlowed any show of
uncertainty over the ultimate success of hisjourney to break through into the open. “Y ou must never
deceive yoursdf about the difficultiesyou face,” Babus had often told him, “but neither should you let
yourself be taken prisoner by fear.” Joseph had known from the start that it would be no easy thing to
find hisway aone acrossthis unfamiliar continent to safety, but he had been taught to meet each day’s
challenges asthey arose, and so he had. Whenever doubts had begun to come drifting up out of the
depths of his mind he had been able to shove them back. Thistime, confronted with the harsh redity of
the gutted Ludbrek House, he had alowed them to master him, if only for amoment. But, he told himself
gernly, he should never have let such thoughtstake form in hismind in thefirst place, let done voice them
before Indigenes and aman of the Folk.

The moment passed. His outburst drew no response from the Indigenes. Perhaps they took his anguished
guestions asrhetorica ones, or elsethey smply had no answersfor them.

Quickly Joseph fdt hisusua calmness and sdlf-assurance return. All this, he thought, is part of my
education, even when | let mysdlf give way to the weakness that is within me. Everyone has some area of
weakness within him somewhere. Y ou must not let it rule you, that isall. What is happening hereisthat |
amlearningwho | am.

But he understood now that he had to abandon hope, at least for the time being, of continuing onward to
the south. Maybe Waernawas correct that al the Grest Houses of Manza had fallen, maybe not; but
either way he could not ask Ulvas and his companionsto risk their livestrangporting him any farther, nor
did it seem to make much sense to set out from here by himself. Asde from al the other problems he
might face as he made hisway through the rebel-held territory to the south, hisleg was not well enough
hedled yet for him to attempt the journey on hisown. The only rational choice that was open to him was
to go back to the Indigene village and use that as his base while trying to work out his next move.

He offered to take Waerna aong with him. But the old man would not be removed from this place.
Ludbrek House, or what was | €ft of it, was his home. He had been born here, he said, and he would die
here. There could be no life for him anywhere else.

Probably that was s0, Joseph thought. He tried to imagine Waernaliving among the rebelswho had killed
the Magters of this House, those Masters whom Waerna had so loved, and brought destruction to their
properties, to the upkeep of which Waerna had dedicated hiswhole life. No, he thought, no, Waerna



had done the right thing in separating himsalf from those people. He was Folk to the core, aloyal
member of a system that did not seem to exist anymore. Thustin had been like that too. There was no
place for the Waernas and the Thustinsin the strange new world that the rebels were creating herein
Manza

Joseph gave Waerna as much food as Ulvas thought they could spare, and embraced him with such
warmth and tenderness that the old man looked up at him in disbelief. Then he set out on hisway back
north. Hewould not let himself dwell on the fact that every rotation of the wagon-whedswastaking him
farther from hishome. Probably it had been folly al aong to imagine that hisjourney from Getfen House
to Keilloran would be asimple straight-line affair down the heart of Manzato Helikis.

The weather was starting to change, he saw, as he headed back to the village: a coolish wind was
blowing out of the south, asign that the rainy season was on itsway.

Joseph wished he knew more of what to expect of the weather of High Manza, now that therewas ared
possibility that he might till be here as winter arrived. How cold would it get? Would it snow? He had
never seen snow, only pictures of it, and he was not particularly eager to make its acquaintance just now.
Widl, he would find out, he supposed.

The Ardardin did not seem greatly surprised to see Joseph returning to the village. Surprise did not
appear to be acharacterigtic that played avery important role in the emotiona makeup of the Indigenes,
or else Joseph smply did not know how they normaly expressed it. But the matter-of-fact greeting that
Joseph received from the Ardardin led him to think that the tribal |eader might well have expected from
the beginning to be seeing him again before long. He wondered just how much the Ardardin actualy
knew about the reach and success of the Folkish uprising.

The Ardardin did not ask him for details of his expedition to Ludbrek House. Nor did Joseph volunteer
any, other than to say that he had found no one a Ludbrek House who could give him any assistance. He
did not fed like being more specific with the Indigene chieftain. For the moment it was al too painful to
gpesk about. Ulvas and the others who had accompanied him would surely provide the Ardardin with
details of the destruction.

Once he was established again in the room that had been his before, Joseph tried once more to make
contact viacombinant with Kellloran. He had no more hope of success than before, but the sight of
devastated Ludbrek had kindled afierce desirein him to discover what, if anything, had been taking
place on the other continent and to let hisfamily know that he had not perished in the uprising that had
broken out in Manza

Thistime the device produced a strange sputtering sound and adim pink glow. Neither of thesewasin
any way anormal effect. But at least the combinant was producing something, now, whereasit had done
nothing whatever since the night of the burning of Getfen House. Perhaps some part of the system was
working again.

Hesaid, “1 am Joseph Master Keilloran, and | am calling my father, Martin Master Kellloran of House
Keilloranin Helikis.” If the combinant was working properly, that statement alone would sufficeto
connect him ingtantly. He stared urgently into the pink glow, wishing that he were seeing the familiar blue
of afunctioning combinant instead. “ Father, can you hear me? Thisis Joseph. | am somewherein High
Manza, Father, ahundred miles or so south of Getfen House.”

He paused, hoping for areply.
Nothing. Nothing.



“They havekilled everyone in Getfen House, and in other Houses too. | have been to Ludbrek House,
which issouth of the Getfen lands, and everything isin ruinsthere. An old serf told methat dl the
Ludbreks are dead. —Do you hear me, Father?’

Usdless pink glow. Sputtering hissing sound.

“I| want to tdll you, Father, that | am dl right. | hurt my leg in the forest but it’ s healing nicely now, and the
Indigenes arelooking after me. I'm staying in the first Indigene village due south of the Getfens. When my
leg isbetter, I'm going to start out for home again, and | hope to see you very soon. Pleasetry to reply to
me. Please keep trying every day.”

The thought came to him then that what he had just said could have been very rash, that perhapsthe
combinant system of Manzawasin rebe hands, in which case they might have intercepted hiscal and
possibly could traceit to this very village. In that case he could very well have doomed himsalf just now.

That was a chilling thought. It was becoming abad habit of his, he saw, to speak without fully thinking
through al consequences of hiswords. But, once again, there was no way he could unsay what he had
just said. And maybe this enterprise of his, thisimmense trek across Manza, was doomed to end in
failure sooner or later anyway, in which case what difference did it make that he might have just called the
rebels down upon himself? At least there was a chance that the call would go through to Keilloran, that
hiswordswould reach hisfather and provide him with some comfort. The message might even setin
motion the forces of rescue. It was arisk worth taking, he decided.

He undid his bandages and examined hisleg. It till looked bad. The swelling had gone down, and the
bruises had diminished considerably, the angry zones of purplish-black now amilder mottling of
brownish-yellow. But when he sat on the edge of his bed of furs and swung the leg carefully back and
forth, his knee made adisagreeablelittle clicking sound and hot billows of pain went shooting dong his
thigh. Perhaps there was no permanent damage but he was scarcely in shape for along trek on hisown
yet.

Joseph asked for abasin of water and washed the leg thoroughly. Ulvas provided him with afresh length
of cloth so that he could bandage it again.

For the next few daysthey left him largdly to hisown devices. Thefaithful Ulvas brought him food
regularly, but he had no other visitors. Now and then village children gathered in the hall outside the open
door of hisroom and studied him intently, as though he were some museum exhibit or perhapsa
sdeshow freak. They never said aword. There was aflinty Seadfast intensity to their little ditted eyes.
When Joseph tried to speak with them, they turned and ran.

Heresumed hisstudies, findly, after the long interruption, calling up his geography text and searching it
for information about the climate and landscape of the continent of Manza, and then going into his history
book to read once again the account of the Conquest. It was important to him now to understand why
the Folk had suddenly turned with such violence againgt their overlords, after o many centuries of years
of quiescent acceptance of Magter rule.

But the textbook offered him no real guidance. All it contained was the traditiona account, telling how the
Folk had come to Homeworld in the early days of the colonization of the worlds of space and taken up a
amplelife of farming, which had degenerated after a couple of centuriesinto abare subsistence existence
because they were adull, backward people who lacked the technical skillsto exploit the soil and water
of their adopted world properly. At least they were intelligent enough to understand that they needed
help, though, and after atime they had invited people of the Master stock here to show them how to do
things better, just afew Masters at first, but those had summoned others, and then, asthe steadily



increasing Masters began to explain to the Folk that there could be no real prosperity here unlessthe
Folk allowed the Masters to take control of the means of production and put everything on a properly
businesdike basis, a couple of hotheaded |eaders appeared among the Folk and resistance broke out
againg Master influence, which led to the brief, bloody war known as the Conquest. That was the only
ingtancein al of Homeworld's history, said the textbook, of friction between Folk and Masters. Once it
was over the relationship between the two peoples settled into a stable and harmonious rhythm, each
group undergtanding its place and playing its proper rolein the life of the planet, and that was how things
had remained for avery long time. Until, in fact, the outbreak of the current uprising.

Joseph understood why atruly dynamic, ambitious race would object to being conquered that way. He
could not imagine the Magters, say, ever accepting the rule of invaders from space: they would fight on
and on until al Homeworld was stained with blood, asit was said had happened in the time of the
empires of Old Earth. But the Folk were in no way dynamic or ambitious. Before the Masters came, they
had been dipping back into an amost prehistoric kind of life here. Under the rule of the Magtersthey
were far more prosperous than they could ever have become on their own. And it was not as though they
were daves, after dl. They had full rights and privileges. No one forced them to do anything. It wasto
their great benefit, aswell asthe Masters, for them to perform the tasks that were dlotted themin the
farms and factories. Master and Folk worked together for the common good: Joseph had heard his
father say that athousand times. He believed it. Every Master did. So far as Joseph knew, the Folk
believed it too.

Because the system had aways seemed to work so well, Joseph had never had any reason to look upon
his own people as oppressors, or on the Folk as victims of aggression. Now, though, the system was not
working at al. Joseph wished he could discuss the recent eventsin Manza with Balbus. Were the rebels
mere bruta killers, or could there be some substance to their resentments? Joseph could see no
judtification, ever, for killing and burning, but from the rebels point of view those things might well have
seemed necessary. He did not know. He had lived too sheltered alife; he had never had occasion to
question any of its basic assumptions. But now, suddenly, everything was called into question. Everything
. He was too young and inexperienced to wrestle with these problems on his own. He needed someone
older, someone with more perspective, with whom to discuss them. Someone like Balbus, yes. But
Babuswas gone.

Unexpectedly Joseph found himsdlf drifting, afew dayslater, into aseries of conversations with the
Ardardin that reminded him of his discussonswith hislate tutor. The Ardardin had taken to visiting him
often in the afternoons. Now that Joseph had taken up residence in the village once more, his services as
aheder were needed again, and the Ardardin would come to him and conduct him to the village
infirmary, where some villager with arunning sore, or athrobbing painin hishead, or amysterious
swelling on histhigh would be waiting for Joseph to cure him.

Joseph did not even try to struggle againgt his unwanted role as a hedler now. 1t no longer embarrassed
him to be engaging in such pretense. If that wasthe role they wanted him to play, why, he would play it
aswell ashe could, and do it with astraight face. For one thing, his ministrations often seemed to bring
about cures, even though he had only the most rudimentary of medica technique and no redl notion of
how to cope with most of the ailments that were presented to him. These Indigenes gppeared to be a
suggestible people. They had such faith in hisskillsthat amere laying on of hands, a mere murmuring of
words, frequently did the job. He became accustomed to seeing such inexplicable things happen. That
did not indtill in him any belief in hisown magical powers, only an awarenessthat faith could sometimes
work miracles regardless of the cynicism of the miracle-worker. And hismagical curesjudtified his
presence among them in his own eyes. He was egting these peopl€ s food and taking up spacein their
village as he hobbled around waiting for hisleg to hedl. The least he could do for them wasto give them
succor for their ills, so long asthey fdlt that such succor was within his power to give. What he had to



waich out for was beginning to believein theredlity of hisown powers.

Another thing that troubled him occasiondly was the possibility that hismedical services were becoming
of such vaueto the villagersthat they would keep him among them even after he was strong enough to
get on hisway. They had no reason to care whether he ever returned to his home or not, and every
reason to want to maintain him in their midst forever.

That was not a problem he needed to dedl with now. Meanwhile he was making himself of use here; he
was performing aworthwhile function, and that was no trivid thing. The whole purpose of thistrip to the
northern continent had been to prepare him for the tasks that someday would be his as Magter of House
Keilloran, and, though hisfather certainly had not ever imagined that ministering to the medica needs of a
village of Indigeneswould be part of that preparation, it was clear enough to Joseph that that was
something entirely appropriate for aMaster-in-the-making to undertake. He would not shirk his
respongbilities here. Especialy not for such an unworthy reason. The Indigeneswould let him go, hewas
sure, when thetime came.

The more doctoring he did, the more adventuresome he became about the things he would try that could
be regarded by him as genuine medicine, and not just mere faith-healing. Joseph did not fed ready to
perform any kind of major surgery, and did not ever think he would be; but, using the few smpletools he
found in his utility case, he sarted stitching up minor wounds, now, and lancing infections, and pulling
decayed teeth. One thing he feared was that they would ask him to ddliver achild, atask for which he
lacked even the most basic knowledge. But they never did. Whatever processit was by which these
people brought their young in the world continued to be a mystery to him.

He began to learn something about Indigene herba medicine, o, and used it to supplement the kind of
work he was dready doing. It puzzled him that the Indigenes should have developed the use of such a
wide range of drugs and potions without aso having managed to invent even the smplest of mechanica
medical techniques. They could not do surgery, they could not suture awound, they could not set a
fracture. But they had succeeded in finding natura medicines cgpable of reducing fever, of easing pain, of
unblocking ajammed digestive tract, and much more of that sort. Their ignorance of the mechanicd side
of medicine, amounting dmost to indifference, was one more example, Joseph thought, of their dien
nature. They are simply not like us. Not just their bodies are different, but their minds.

Hisingructor in the use of Indigene herbs was a certain Thiyu, the village' s master in thisart. Joseph
never found out whether Thiyu was male or female, but it was certain, at leadt, that Thiyu wasold . You
could seethat in the faded tone of Thiyu’ s bronze skin, from which al the orange highlights had
disappeared, and from the dack, puffy look of Thiyu'sthroat-pouch, which seemed to have lost the
capacity to inflate. And Thiyu’ svoice wasthin and frayed, like adelicate cord just at the verge of
sngpping in two.

In Thiyu's hut behind the infirmary were ahundred different identical-looking ceramic jars, dl of them
unmarked, each containing adifferent powder or juice that Thiyu had extracted from some native plant.
How the Indigene knew what drug was contained in which jar was something Joseph never understood.
Hewould describe to Thiyu the case he was currently working on, and Thiyu would go to the collection
of jars and locate an appropriate medicine for him, and that was that.

Aware that knowledge of these drugs was vauable, Joseph made a point of asking Thiyu the name of
each one used, and its properties, and adescription of the plant from which it was derived. He carefully
wrote al these things down. Bringing thisinformation to hisfellow Masters, if ever he returned to hisown
people again, would be part of the service that a Master must render to the world. Had any Master ever
bothered, he wondered, to study Indigene medicine before?



He and Thiyu never spoke of anything but herbs and potions, and that only in the briefest possible terms.
There was no conversation between them. Nor was there with any of the others, not even Ulvas. The
Ardardin was the only Indigenein the village with whom Joseph had anything like afriendship. After
Joseph had done hisday’ swork in theinfirmary the Ardardin often would accompany him back to his
room, and gradudly it fdl into the habit of remaining for awhileto tak with him.

The themes were wide-ranging, though aways superficid. They would speak of Helikis, a place about
which the Ardardin seemed to know almost nothing, or about the problemsthe Ardardin’s people had
had this summer with their crops, or the work Joseph was doing in the infirmary, or the improving
condition of hisleg, or the westher, or the Sghting of some rarely seen wild anima in the vicinity of the
village, but never about anything that had to do with Indigene-human relationships, or the civil war now
going on between Magters and Folk. The Ardardin set the pace, and Joseph very swiftly saw which
kinds of topics were appropriate and which were out of bounds.

The Ardardin seemed to enjoy these talks, to get definite pleasure from them, asthough it had long been
garved for intelligent company in this village before Joseph’ s arrival. Joseph was surprised to find that
they weretalking as equass, in asense, Sitting face to face and exchanging ideas and information on a
one-to-one basis, although he was only a haf-grown fugitive boy and the Ardardin was a person of
sature and authority, the leader of the village. But maybe the Ardardin did not realize how young Joseph
realy was. Of course, Joseph was a Master, a person of rank among his own people, the heir to agreat
estate somewhere far away. But there was no reason why the Ardardin would be impressed by that.
Wasit that he was functioning asthetribal doctor? Maybe. Morelikdy, though, the Ardardin was smply
extending to him the courtesy that it felt one adult intelligent creature owed another. There was, at any
rate, a certain sense of equality for Joseph in their talks. He found it flattering. No one had ever spoken
to Joseph in that way before. He took it as ahigh compliment.

Then the nature of his conversations with the Ardardin began to change. It was an dmost imperceptible
transformation. Joseph could not say how the change began, nor why the talks now became fixed on a
sngle dally subject, which wasthe religious bliefs of the Indigenes and the light that those beliefs cast on
the ultimate destiny of all the creatures of Homeworld. The result was adigtinct ateration of the parity of
the meetings. Now, once more, Joseph was back in the familiar role of the student listening to the magter.
Though the Ardardin seemed to be treating him as a scholar seeking information, not asanovice
stumbling about in the darkness of his own ignorance, Joseph had no illusions about the modification of
ther raionship.

Perhaps it was areference that the Ardardin made one afternoon to “the visible sky” and “the rea sky”
that had started it.

“But thevisble kyis thered sky,” said Joseph, mydtified. “Isthat not s0?’

“Ah,” said the Ardardin. “The sky that we seeisatrivia smplething. What hastrue meaning isthe sky
beyond it, the sky of the gods, the celestid sky.”

Joseph had problemsin following this. He was fluent enough in Indigene, but the abstract concepts that
the Ardardin was dedling in now involved himin alot of new terminology, ideas that he had never had to
deal with before, and as the discussion unfolded he had to ask for frequent clarifications. Bit by bit he
grasped the distinction that the Ardardin was making: the universe of visible phenomena on the one hand,
and the much more significant universe of celestid forces, where the gods dwelled, on the other. It was
the godswho dwelled in thereal sky, the one that could not be seen by mortal eyes, but that generated
the power by which the universe was held together.

That the Indigenes should have gods came as no surprise to Joseph. All peoples had gods of some sort.



But he knew nothing whatever about theirs. No texts of Indigene mythology had ever come hisway. In
Keilloran there were Indigenesliving al around; you constantly encountered them; and yet, Joseph saw
now, they were so much taken for granted as part of the landscape that he had never paid any red
attention to them, other than to learn the language, which was something that every Master was required
to do. Hisfather collected ther artifacts, yes. But you could fill entire storehouses with pots and

scul ptures and weavings and still not know anything about apeople’ ssoul. And though Balbus had said
that Martin had studied Indigene philosophy aswell, he had never shared asyllable of hisfindingswith his
on.

Joseph strained to penetrate the mysteries that the Ardardin was expounding now, wondering whether
these were the things that his father supposedly had studied. Perhaps not. Perhaps they had never been
shared with a person of human blood before.

The world that surrounds us, the Ardardin said, its mountains and seas and rivers and forests, its cities
and fidds, its every tangible aspect, isthe terrestrial counterpart of the celestial world in the sky. That
world isthe world of the gods, thetrue world, of which theworld of living beingswasamere palid
imitation. Everything we see about us, said the Ardardin, represents the crude attempts of mortal beings
to replicate the gods own primordial act of creating their own world.

“Doyoufollow?’ the Ardardin said.
“Not exactly,” said Joseph.

The Ardardin did not appear troubled by that. It went on speaking of things that were completely new to
Joseph, the sacred mountain at the center of the world where the visble world and the invisible one come
together, the axis upon which al things spin, the place where mundane time and mythica time mest,
whichisthe navel of theworld. The distinction between the time-scheme of living things and the
time-scheme of the gods, worldly time and godly time, was obvioudy very important to the Indigenes.
The Ardardin made it seem as though the world of ordinary phenomenawas amerefilm, an overlay, a
gencil, ashdlow and trivia thing athough linked by the most powerful bonds to the divine world where
fundamentd redlity dwelled.

All thiswasfascinaing in itsway, though Joseph’s mind did not ordinarily tend to go in these
metaphysicd directions. There was acertain strange beauity to it, the way a mathematica theorem has
great beauty even if you could not see any way of putting it to practical use. After each conversation with
the Ardardin he would dictate notesinto his recorder, setting down al that he had been told whileit was
dill freshin hismind. By so doing hereinforced in his own mind the belief that he would somehow get out
of Manzadive, that he would return to Helikis and share with others the remarkable fund of dien
knowledge that he had brought back with him.

Even the mogt abstruse mathematical theorem, Joseph knew, represents one valid way of describing the
universe, at least to those capable of comprehending it. But Joseph could not help looking upon what the
Ardardin wastelling him asamere collection of fables, quaint primitive myths. One could admire them
but on afundamenta level one could not believe them, certainly not in the way one believesthat seven
and six arethirteen, or that the square on the hypotenuse equals the sum of the squares on the other two
sdes. Those thingswere inherently, incontrovertibly true. The taesthe Ardardin told were metaphors,
ingeniousinventions. They described nothing redl. That did not make them any the lessinteresting, Joseph
felt. But they had no relevance to him, so far as he could see, other than as curiogities of an dien
cvilization.

Histalks with the Ardardin had gone on nearly aweek before the Indigene abruptly stepped behind the
legends and drew the astonished Joseph into the entirely unexpected realm of political redlity.



“Y our people cal yourselves Magters,” the Ardardin said. “Why isthat? What isit that you are masters
of?’

Joseph heditated. “Why, theworld,” hereplied. “Thisworld, | mean. To use your terms, thevisible
world.”

“Very good, yes. Magters of the visible world. Do you see, though, that to be masters of the visible
world isathing that has very little actud importance?’

“Tousit does” said Joseph.

“Toyou, yes. But not to us, for the visbleworld itsdf is nothing, so what valueisthere in being masters
of it?1 mean no discourtesy here. | wish only to put before you something that | believe you should
consder, which isthatyour people do not hold possession of anything real. You cal yoursdf Magters,
but in truth you are masters of nothing. Certainly notour masters; and from the way things seem, perhaps
not even the masters of the people you cal the Folk, any more. | cannot speak of those people. But to
us, Magter Joseph, you Masters have never had any sgnificant existenceat dl.”

Joseph was logt. “ Our cities—our roads—"
“Vigblethings. Temporary things. Not godly things. Not truly redl.”

“What about thework | do in the infirmary? People are sick. Their painisreal, would you not say? |
touch asick person with my hands, and that person gets better. Isn't that real ? Isit only somekind of
illuson?

“Itisasecondary kind of redlity,” said the Ardardin. “Welivein thetrue redlity here. Theredlity of the
gods”

Joseph'’ s head was swimming. He remembered Babustelling him that there was something in the
Indigene religion that had dlowed them to regard the presence of human settlers among them as
completely unimportant—as though Masters and Folk had never come herein thefirst place. They
smply shrugged it off. It seemed clear that the Ardardin was approaching that area of discourse now. But
without Balbus, he was|ost. These abstractions were beyond him.

The Ardardin said, “I do not mean to minimize the things you have done for us since your arriva in our
village. Asfor your people, it istrue that they seem to have the powers of gods. Y ou fly between the
sarslike gods. Y ou came down like gods among us out of the heavens. Y ou talk across great distances,
which seemsmagical to us. Y ou build cities and roads with the greatest of ease. Y ou have way's of
hedling that are unknown to us. Y es, the things that you Masters have achieved on our world are great
thingsindeed, in their way. Y ou could have every reason to think of yoursalves as gods. But even if you
do—and | don't say that that is so—do you think that thisisthe first time that gods, or beingslike gods,
have come among us?’

Bewildered, Joseph said, “ Other visitors from space, you mean?’

“From the heavens,” said the Ardardin. “From the sky beyond the sky, the celestid sky, the true sky that
isforever beyond our reach. In the early days of time they came down to us, minor gods, teaching-gods,
the oneswho showed us how to construct our houses and plant our crops and make tools and utensils.”

“Y es. Culture-heroes, we cdl them.”

“They did their work, and then they went away. They were only temporary gods, subordinate gods. The
true gods of the celestial sky are the only enduring gods, and they do not alow usto see them. Whenever



it is necessary to do so, the high gods send these subordinate godsto usto revea godly waysto us. We
do not confuse these gods with the real ones. What these lesser gods do isimitate the thingsthe high
gods do in the world that we are unable to see, and, whereit is suitable, we learn those things themselves
by imitating the lesser gods that imitate the greater ones. Y ou who cal yoursaves Masters: you are just
the latest of these emissaries from the high gods. Not thefirst. Not the last.”

Joseph’ s eyes widened. “Y ou see us as no more than a short-term phenomenon, then?’

“How can you be anything dse? It isthe way of theworld. Y ou will be herefor atime and then you will
pass from the scene, as other gods like you have done before you. For only the true gods are eternal. Do
you begin to see, Master Joseph? Do you start to understand?’

“Yes Yes, | think | do.”
It was like agreet door swinging open before him.

Now he comprehended the passivity of the Indigenes, their seeming indifferenceto the arrival of the
Magters, and of the Folk before them. We do not matter to them, except insofar as we reflect the will of
the gods. We are only shadows of the true redity, he thought. We are only transent reflections of the true
gods. Thisisour little moment on this planet, and when it is over we will pass from the scene, and the
Indigeneswill remain, and the eternd godsin their heaven will remain aswell.

Our time may be passing dready, Joseph thought, seeing the blackened ruins of Ludbrek Houserising
before him in hismind. And he shivered.

“ So the fact that we came down among you and took control of great sectors of your world and built our
dams and our highways and dl the rest is entirely unimportant to you,” he said. “We don’'t matter to you
inany way. Isthat it?’

“Y ou misunderstand, Master Joseph. Whatever the gods seefit to do isimportant to us. They have sent
you to usfor a purpose, though what that purposeis has not yet been made clear. Y ou have done many
good things, you have done some bad things, and it is up to usto discern the meaning of your presence
on our world. Which wewill do. We watch; we wait; we learn. And one day wewill know why it was
that you were sent to us.”

“But we'll be gone by then.”
“Surely so. Y our cyclewill have ended.”
“Our cycle?’

“The world passes through a series of cycles. Each followsthelast in apredetermined order. We are
living now in aperiod of destruction, of disintegration. It will grow worse. We seethe signsaready. As
the end of the cycle comes upon us, the year will be shortened, the month will diminish, and the day will
contract. Therewill be darkness and fire; and then will come rebirth, anew dawn, the sart of the new
cyde”

Thiswas more than indifference, Joseph redlized.

Thiswas asupremely confident dismissdl of al thelittle petty pretensons of his people. Masters, indeed!
To the Indigenes, Joseph saw, nothing mattered on thisworld except the Indigenes themsel ves, whose
godslay hidden in an invisible sky and comported themsdves in dtogether mysterious ways. The humans
who had taken so much of this peopl€e' sland were just one more passing nuisance, akind of annoying
natural phenomenon, comparable to a sandstorm, aflood, a shower of hail. We think we have been



building anew civilization here, he thought. Wetry to behave kindly toward the Indigenes, but we look
upon this planet as ours, now, no longer theirs: our Homeworld, we call it. Wrong. In the eyes of the
Ardardin and hisrace we are amere short-term phenomenon. We are instruments of their unknown
gods, sent hereto servetheir needs, not our own.

Strange. Strange. Joseph wondered whether he would be able to explain any of thisto hisfather, if ever
he saw Keilloran House again.

He could not alow himsdf the luxury of these discursive conversations much longer, though. It wastime
to begin thinking serioudy again of moving on toward the south. Hisleg was nearly back to normal. And,
though it was pleasant enough to beliving in thisfriendly village and engaging in fine philosophica
discussonswith its chieftain, he knew he must not let himself be deflected from his essentia purpose,
which wasto get home.

The stuation beyond the boundaries of the Ardardin’ s village was continuing to worsen, apparently.
Indigenes from other villages passed through here often, bringing reports on the troubles outside. Joseph
never had the opportunity to spesk with these visitors himself, but from the Ardardin helearned thet all
Manza had by now turned into awar zone: agreat many Houses of the Masters throughout the northern
continent had been destroyed, roads were closed, rebel troops were on the march everywhere. It
appeared also that in certain parts of the continent the Masters were counterattacking, although that was
gtill unclear. Joseph got the impression that fighting was going on between different groups of Folk;, too,
some loyd to the Magters, others sworn to uphold the rebellion. And bands of refugees were straggling
south in an attempt to reach the I sthmus of Helikis and the safety that lay beyond. These must be
surviving Masters, Joseph thought. But the Ardardin could not say. It had not seen aneed to go into such
adegree of detall with itsinformants.

None of this chaos seemed to cause much of a problem for the Indigenes themsalves. By now Joseph
had come to see how completely their liveswere bound up in their villages, and in the tenuous ties that
linked one village to the next. So long as nobody’ s troops came swarming acrosstheir fields and thelr
harvests went well, the struggles of Masters and Folk were matters of little import to them. His
discussonswith the Ardardin had made it clear to him why they had that attitude.

Commerce between the Indigene villages, therefore, still was proceeding as though nothing unusua were
going on. The Ardardin proposed to turn that fact to Joseph’ s benefit. Other villages down the linewould
surely have need of Joseph’s services as ahealer. Now that he was capable of traveling, they would
convey him to one of the nearby villages, where he could take care of whatever medica problems might
need his attention there, and then those villagers would take him on to the next village, and so on and so
on until he had reached a point from which he could cross over into the safety of Helikis.

Joseph, remembering hisfearsthat the Ardardin’s people might not dlow himto leave at dl, felt aburst
of chagrin, and gratitude aso for the Ardardin’ skind willingnessto help him adong hisway likethis.

But it occurred to him that it might be just aswrong to imagine kindness here asiit had been to fear
endavement erlier. It was amistake, he redized, to ascribe conventiond human fedings—atruism,
sdfishness, whatever—to Indigenes, indeed to interpret their motivationsin any way ana ogous to human
thinking. He had been guilty of that again and again in his dedlings with the Ardardin and the villagers, but
he knew by thistime that it was something to avoid. They were dien beings. They had followed awholly
different evolutionary path for millions of years. They wak on their hind legslike us, he thought, and they
have alanguage with nouns and verbsin it, and they know how to plant and harvest crops and fashion
pottery, but that did not make them human in any essential way, and one had best take them on their own
termsor else not try to takethem at dl.



He had another taste of that when it wastime for him to go. He had imagined that there might be afairly
emotiond farewell, but the silliness of that bit of self-deception quickly became evident. The Ardardin
expressed no regret whatever at Joseph'’ s departure and no hint that any sort of friendship had sprung up
between the two of them: not a syllable of thanksfor hiswork in the infirmary, nonefor their afternoon
conversaions. It amply stood looking on in silence while Joseph climbed into the wagon that would take
him once again toward the south, and when the wagon pulled out of the village compound the Ardardin
turned and went inside, and that was as much of afarewell as Joseph had.

They are not like us, Joseph thought. To them we are mere transient phenomena.

3

ONCE MORE HE RODE IN A WAGON DRAWN BY A TEAM OF DULL-EY EDyaramirs, and
once more Ulvas traveled with him, aong with two other Indigenes whose names were Casqui and Paca.
Joseph had no idea of the route he would be traveling now. There did not seem to be any word in
Indigenefor “map,” and the Ardardin had not offered him much verba information about the location of
the next Indigene village.

Thefirst part of the journey took him aong the same dow, winding road, cobblestoned and narrow, that
they had used in the trip to Ludbrek House. An old Indigene road, no doubt. Very old. Five thousand
years? Ten thousand, even? It was suitable only for clumsy cresking wagonslikethis. In dl the centuries
and tens of centuries since thisroad had been built, probably nothing in it had been changed but for the
replacement of aloose cobble every oncein awhile. It wasjust aquiet country road; the Indigenes had
never seen any reason to transform it into amgjor highway.

It occurred to him that for the Indigenestime must seem to stand virtudly still. They looked at everything
under the auspices of eternity, the invisble sky, the hidden gods. Their gods were not much interested in
change, and therefore neither were they. They made even adeepy people like the Folk seem ferociousy
energetic. And the Folk themselves, he thought grimly, were not behaving al that deepily these days.

Ason his previous journey, acool southern wind was blowing, stronger than it had been before and
moist now, an unmistakable token of the coming rainy season that was still somewhere to the south of
them but aready sending its harbingers north. It never seemed to let up. Joseph turned sidewaysin the
wagon to avoid its unending direct thrust.

The second day of plodding travel found them still moving along the road that led toward Ludbrek
House. Joseph hoped they were not going to take him back there. He had no desire to see that sad
ravaged place again. But that afternoon a second road appeared to their left, aroad just as humble asthe
one they had been on, and the wagondriver Casqui swung the vehicle onto it with a couple of sharp
gyllablesto the yaramirs.

Though their direction was easterly now rather than southerly, the countryside had not changed much. It
wasthe sameflat farmland as before, broken only by gently rolling meadows and, farther away, the
purple humps of modest hills.

In late afternoon abig modern highway cameinto sight in the distance. It ran from north to south and thus
lay squardly athwart their route. “ Get under the furs,” Ulvastold him. * Sometimes now they check the
wagonsthat go by.”



“Who does?’ Joseph asked. “Masters, or Folk?’

Ulvas made the crossed-arms gesture, the Indigene shrug. “Whoever might be checking thingsthat day.
It does not matter, doesit?’

The Indigene road, Joseph saw, ran right up to the great highway that the Masters had designed and the
Folk had congtructed. It halted at the edge of the highway and, he assumed, resumed on the other side.
The broad smooth road was like awall cutting across the land, marking a place where the native culture
of thisworld and the culture of the Masters met. What had the Indigenes thought when these highways
began sprouting on their land? Nothing at al, replied Joseph to his own question. Nothing at al. The
highways meant nothing to them; the Masters meant nothing to them; thisworld itsaf meant nothing to
them. Thisworld was only afilm lying over theinvisbleworld that wastrueredlity.

Trucks, big trucks newly repainted in drab military-looking colors, were moving at abrisk pacein both
directions on the highway. Rebd trucks, most likely. There were not enough Magtersin thiswhole
continent to staff areal army. The much more numerous Folk seemed to have conjured one up and
equipped it with dl theindustrid and commercia vehiclesin Manza, though. Just as he had on hisfirst
day in the Getfen forest, Joseph trembled at the thought that the rebels—the Folk, the supposedly obtuse
and doltish Folk—had been able very quietly to plan thisformidable insurrection and put it into operation
while the vastly superior intellects of the dominant Masters had somehow failed to detect that anything
unusua was going on. And he wondered for what grim purpose it was that thisroaring convoy of trucks
was heading across the land.

An overpass spanned the highway here to handle cross-traffic like this Indigene wagon. Joseph nestled
down benegth the thick stack of sour-smelling fursin the back of the wagon, and Ulvas tucked them
around him to hide him from view. He would not have thought apile of furs could have so much weight.
They pressed down hard againgt him, and the one nearest to his face was jammed againgt his mouth and
nostrils so closdy that he gagged at the stale leathery odor of its underside. Getting sufficient air to
breathe was no smpletrick, either. He wondered how long the highway crossing was going to take.
Another minute or two and he would have no choice but to stick hishead out for agulp of air, and it
would be unfortunate to find himself staring at arebe crossing-guard when he did.

But the wagon quickly descended the doping overpass, and on thefar Sde, once it wastoiling avay on
the cobblestones of the Indigene road again, Ulvas pulled the furs from him. None too soon it was, either.
Joseph wasjust about at the point of nausea.

“How much longer to the village?’ he asked.
“Soon. Soon.”

That could mean anything: an hour, aday, amonth. Twilight was coming on. He saw lightsin the
distance, and hoped they were the lights of the village; but then, in another few moments, he was
dismayed to redlize that what he was seeing were the lights of more trucks moving along yet another
highway.

How could they have come to another highway so soon, though? Thisonewas just as big astheladt,
and, likethelast one, ran at right anglesto their own route. In thisthinly populated countryside there was
no reason to build two such highways running on parale courses such a short distance apart.

Nor had any such thing been done, Joseph redlized moments later. The markingstold him that thiswas
the same highway as before, that the Indigene road must have gone wandering around thisway and that
and now was crossing the highway for a second time, in some other place. He could see from the
deepening darknessto hisright that they had returned to a southerly route. Once again Ulvas hastened to



pull the stack of hides over him.

But thistime there was a checkpoint of some sort at the approach to the overpass. The wagon cameto a
hat; Joseph heard muffled voices somewhere above him, discussing something in alanguage that
sounded like amixture of Folkish and Indigene, though through the pile of furs he could not make out
more than an occasiona individua word; and then came the unmistakable sound of booted feet very
close by. They were ingpecting the wagon, it seemed. Yes. Yes.

Why, he wondered, would anyone, rebel or Master, fed the need to search an Indigene wagon?
Certainly anyone who had much knowledge of Indigeneswould havelittle reason to think that the a oof,
indifferent Indigenes would get so involved in human affairs asto be trangporting anything that might be of
interest to one set of combatants or the other.

Joseph lay absolutely motionless. He debated trying to hold his breath to keep from giving his presence
away, and decided that that was abad idea, that it would lead inevitably to the need to suck air into his
lungs, which might revedl his presence under here, or else to make him cough, which certainly would. It
seemed wiser to take very smal, shalow bregths, just enough to keep himsdlf supplied with oxygen. The
horrible reek of the furs was another problem: he fought againgt the nausea, gagging. He bit down hard
on hislip and tried not to notice the smell.

Someone was thumping around out there, poking this, checking that.

What if they pulled the hides off and found him lying there? How long would it take for them to identify
him asafugitive Master, and what was likely to happen to aMaster, even one from the other continent,
who fdll into rebe hands?

But the thumping stopped. The voices faded. The wagon began to roll once more.

What seemed like ten years went by before Ulvas pulled the furs off him again. Night had falen. Stars
were glistening everywhere. Two moonswerein the ky, thelittle ones, Mebrid and Kevidl. He heard
the sounds of the busy highway, growing faint now, somewhere behind him.

“What happened?’ Joseph asked. “What did they want? Were they looking for refugees?’

“They werelooking for wine,” Ulvastold him. “They thought we might be carrying that as our cargo and
they wanted some. The nights are becoming long thistime of year and the soldiers a the checkpoints
become bored.”

“Wine,” Joseph said. “Wine!” A flood of relief came over him and he brokeinto laughter.

The wagon continued onward until the highway sounds could no longer be heard. Then they halted and
camped for the night, and one of the wagondrivers prepared a med for them. Afterward Joseph tried to
deep, but he was too keyed up to manage it, and eventualy he abandoned the attempt.

For hours helay staring upward, studying the stars. It was aclear night, the constellations sharply
delineated. He picked out the Hammer, the Whirlwind, the Mountain, the Axe. There was the Goddess
plainly visble, her long flowing hair, her breasts, her broad dazzling hips, the bright triangle of starsthat
marked her loins. Joseph remembered the night hisfather first had showed her to him, the naked woman
inthe sky. It is something aman likes to show his son when his son reaches a certain age, hisfather had
said. Joseph had been twelve, then. He had seen real naked women since then, oncein awhile, not often
and usualy not at very closerange. They aways were fascinating sights, although for him they could not
begin to equa the voluptuousness of the starry goddess overhead, whose magnificent overflowing body
spanned so many parsecs of the sky.



Hewondered whether he would ever hold awoman in his arms, whether he would ever do with her the
thingsthat men did with women.

Certainly the opportunity for that had been there for him adready if he had wanted it. None of the Folkish
girls of the House would have dared refuse ayoung Master. But Joseph had not wanted to do it with a
girl of the Folk. It would be too easy. There seemed something wrong about it, something cheap and
brutd and crud. Besides, it was said that dl the Folkish girls began to make love when they were deven
or twelve, and thus he would be matching hisinnocence against some girl’ svast experience, which might
lead to embarrassment for him and perhaps even for her. Asfor girls of hisown kind, no doubt there had
been plenty of those around the estate too who would have been willing, certain flirtatious friends of his
sster’s, or Anceph’s pretty daughter, or the long-legged red-haired one, Balbus s niece. And at Getfen
House he knew he had entertained fantasies of embracing Kesti, dthough he knew the dangersthat could
come from an attempt by the son of the Master of one Great House to enter into acasua affair with the
daughter of the Master of another.

He did not want a casud affair, anyway. He was not sure what he did want. Some sort of fastidiousness
within him had held him back from doing anything with any girl. There would always be plenty of timefor
that, he had thought.

Now he could no longer be sure of any such thing. He might have died thisvery night, if the rebel officer
searching the wagon for Indigene wine had found a hidden Master instead.

Helay looking straight up at the Goddess, and imagined himsdlf reaching into the sky and putting his
hands over her breasts. The thought brought asmileto hislips. And then the third moon moved into view,
big ruddy Sanivark, and the Goddess could no longer be seen. Joseph dozed then, and soon morning
came, and they made a quick breakfast of dried meat and berries and moved dong.

The landscape began to change. There were no longer any farms here, just broad fields of scrubby
second-growth trees, and plateaus thick with rank sedge and clumps of briar. The soil looked bad, dry
and pebbly, cut again and again by deep ravines that displayed white and red striations, layers of sand,
layersof clay.

Then the land began to improve again and on the third day they came at last to the Indigene village that
wasther destination. It waslaid out much like the village where Joseph had been living before, tall
conica buildings made from mud that had been thickly but irregularly plastered over aframework of
interlaced laths and twigs, al of them set cheek by jowl in tight curving rows surrounding acentra plaza
that contained ceremonid buildings, with an agricultural zone forming aring around the entire settlement.
The layout was so Smilar to that of the previous village that Joseph half expected the Ardardin to come
out and greet him here. But in place of asingle chieftain this village seemed to have atriumvirate of rulers:
at leadt, three dignified-looking older Indigenes, each of them clad in the same sort of painted lesther
cape and seashell-decorated | eather skirt that the Ardardin had worn, presented themselves as Joseph
was getting down from the wagon, and stood in doof, somber slence, watching hisarriva inakind of
blesk attentiveness, saying not aword.

The other villagers were considerably more demondtrative. Dozens of them, children and adults both,
came running forward to swarm around Joseph. There was an endearing innocence to this unexpected
enthusiasm. They pressed up close againgt him, narrow tubular heads butting at him like hammers, boldly
bringing their faceswithin inches of his own, noseto nose. Their throat-pouches fluttered and swelled in
flurries of spasmodic agitation. A few of the most courageous hesitantly put their hands for amoment or
two to the dangling strips of hisragged clothing and lightly pulled at them, as though they found them
amusing. Asthey encircled him they murmured excitedly to one another, but what they said wastoo
inditinctly enunciated and too thickly colloquid for Joseph to be able to comprehend more than the



occasiona word.

One of them, carrying alittle bag of woven cloth that contained aglossy black powder, solemnly poured
someinto the pam of its hand, dipped thetips of two long pliant fingersinto it, and dowly and carefully
rubbed acircle of the stuff onto each of Joseph’s cheeks. Joseph tolerated this patiently. He noticed now
that the faces of most of the others were smilarly adorned with patterns done in the black pigment, not
just circles but in some cases whorls, triangles, crosses.

Ulvas, meanwhile, had entered into a conversation with avillager of substantial size and presence who,
from the looks of things, was an important minister in the government of the triumvirs, though it was not
clad in any of the symbols of authority itself. Joseph could not hear what they were saying, but it began
gradualy to become clear to him that what was taking place was not so much a conversation asa
negotiation; Ulvas was the sdller, the big villager was the prospective purchaser, and the primary topic of
the conversation was the price that would have to be paid.

Asfor the commodity being sold, that, Joseph swiftly redlized, was himsdlf.

He was not meant to be a party to the transaction. The entire interchange was being carried on in low
tones and quickly exchanged phrases, most of them words that were unfamiliar to him and dl of it so
rapid and cryptic that Joseph had no hope of following it. A good dedl of the process was purely
gestural. After each set of offers and repliesthe villager would go acrossto the triumvirate and report the
details. Thisled to further palaver anong the four of them, after which asigna would be given by one of
the ruling three, and humbler citizens of the village came forth bearing merchandise: furs, beaded
necklaces, bowls containing dried seeds and berries. Ulvas gppeared to dismiss each offer asinsufficient.
New negotiations ensued, leading to new discussions between the rulers and their minister, and even
more goods would be brought out: molded balls of vegetable meal, abrown bundle of dried mest, the
blanched skull of some horned beast of the forest.

Ulvaswas holding out for a steep price, it seemed. At one point there appeared to be atota breakdown
of the dealings, huffy turning of backs, foreheads touched with splayed fingersin the emphatic gesture that
meant negation. But perhaps dl that wasasignad of aclimax in the negotiations, not a collgpse; for dmost
immediately afterward came gpparently conciliatory postures, Sgns of agreement, a series of new
gestures clearly indicating that adeal had been struck. That seemed to be the case. Ulvas, Casqui and
Paca began |oading the wagon with the things that stood stacked al about in the center of the plaza.

The big minister signdled to Joseph in an unmistakable way. He belonged to them, now.

And now he knew just how little dtruism, if indeed there had been any at dl, therewasin the Ardardin’s
decision to pass him aong to this neighboring village. The Ardardin had correctly seen that Joseph would
be leaving its village as soon as he could; there was need of Joseph’s medical services at other Indigene
villages dong the route south; no doubt it had seemed merely efficient, rather than in any way moraly
virtuous, to provide awagon to take Joseph on hisway and smultaneoudy to turn anice profit by selling
him to the next village in the chain instead of just bestowing him upon them.

Ulvas and Casqui and Paca departed without aword to him. But Joseph had dready learned not to
expect sentimental |eavetakings from these people.

His new hosts—hisowners , Joseph corrected himsa f—showed him to his dwelling-place, aroom much
smaller than the one he had had before, and even more musty and dimly lit, with only a couple of
tatty-looking fur rugsfor his bed. On the other hand they had set out a generous medl for him, two bowls
of their milky wine, an assortment of berries, stewed meats, and cooked grain, and atray of knobby
greenish-purple fruits of akind he had never seen before. They were sour and tangy, not unpleasant,



athough after eating a couple he observed that the thick red juice of them had |&ft his tongue puckered
and the entire interior of hismouth very dry. He let the rest of them go untouched.

This settlement, too, had abacklog of medica tasks awaiting hisattention in an infirmary set alittle way
gpart from the village core. There were the usua sprained limbs and minor infections, which Joseph dedlt
with in the ways that had by now become familiar to him. One case, though, was more complicated.
There had been ahunting accident, it seemed—the only other explanation, which he found too
implausible to consider, was that one Indigene had actualy attacked another—and the patient, ayoung
male, had asmall projectile point embedded in the upper right side of his back. Apparently this had
happened some time ago, for the wound, though infected, had partly healed. No attempt had been made
to extract the point. Joseph wondered how deep it was. The patient wasin obvious distress: weak,
feverish, bardly coherent when Joseph questioned him. Joseph held his hand lightly over the wound and
felt an ingstent pounding throb benesth, as of something in there that must be let out.

Very well, hethought. | will operate.

Joseph had come to accept his own medica masguerade so thoroughly that he felt no compunction about
taking this project on. The man lying before him must dready bein great discomfort, which would only
increaseif nothing were done, and finaly the infection would spread to some vital zone and cost him his
life. Joseph asked for and received the assistance of the village' s master of herbal remedies, who a
Joseph’ s direction administered a steep dose of the pain-deadening drug to Joseph’ s patient. He laid out
hispitiful little collection of medica instruments, and cleansed the wound with apiece of cloth dippedin
wine, which he hoped would have some antiseptic properties, and gently parted the healed section of the
opening so that he could insert thetip of hisknifeblade asa probe.

The patient did not seem to complain as Joseph ventured into the golden interior tissues. He wondered
how deeply he dared to go; but the essentid thing was to seem confident and composed, and that was
surprisingly easy for him to achieve. Perhaps in these weeks among the Indigenes he had begun to
acquire some form of their overriding indifference to thetrivid redities of the visble world. Under the
pressure of hisblade blood had begun fredly to flow, scarlet blood with emerald highlights. Theblood is
only anilluson, Joseph told himsdlf. Theknifel useisanilluson aso. Whatever pain the patient may be
feding isillusory. The wegpon-point that I'm seeking is another illusion.

His hand was steady. His conscience remained clear.

He touched something hard within. Wasit the point, or wasit abone? He wiggled the knifeblade and
thought he felt motion againgt itstip. A bone would not move, he thought. It must be the wespon-point.
Coolly hewidened the opening. A hint of something dark inside there, wasit? He washed away the
blood and took acloselook. The point, yes. Deep in the meat of the Indigene' s back.

Now came the hard part, for him, for his patient. He beckoned to two of the Indigene onlookers.

“Hold him down,” Joseph said, using the grammatica mode of adirect command, not asupplication. He
was the most important person in thisroom, right now. He did not need to beg for the assistance that was
required. “Y ou, put your hand here, and you, hold him over here. Don’t let him move.”

There was no kindly way to do this. He inserted the blade, listened for the little scraping sound as it made
contact with the hidden point within, made atwisting motion with hiswrigt, brought the tip of the blade
upward, involuntarily biting hislip ashedid so. A great shudder went through the Indigene, who lay face
down on the pile of rugs before him. The two villagers who were holding him did not waver.

“Thereitis,” Josgph said, asthe head of the point cameinto view.



He eased it farther upward, bringing it out of the Indigene s flesh with one smooth motion, and caught it
for amoment in his hand, showing it around exultantly to his audience. Then hetossed it aside. Blood
was flowing more heavily now than before. Covering the wound with his hand, he watched quizzically as
it welled up between hisfingers. He stanched, laved, stanched again. The flow began to dacken. Wasit
safeto closetheincision at this point? He held the sides of the wound together, contemplated them,
nodded thoughtfully, just as someone who redlly knew what he was doing might do.

“Hand that to me,” Joseph said, indicating the little machine from his utility case that served to stitch
wounds. Hewas gtill not entirely certain how to operateit, but he had enough of arough ideato make
the attempt worthwhile.

Three stitches seemed to do the job.

He prescribed rest for the patient, and the pain-killing drug, and then, an inspired thought, some wine
also. The Indigenes were passing the extracted weapon-point from hand to hand around the room. They
were staring at him with what certainly must be looks of awe. Joseph wondered, as he had before,
whether thistime he might not have played the role too well; he wanted these people to move him aong
to the next village dong hisroute south, after al, not lay clam to him as apermanent village treasure. But
once again he had migudged the way their minds worked. They kept him only until he had had the
opportunity to examine every sick person in the village; and then, two or three weekslater, when he had
et thingsto rights as much as possible, they let him know that the time had come for him to be sent
onward.

He was not going to missthis place. Joseph had made a point of introducing himsdf by nameto the chief
minister and the herbdist and severd others, but they had absorbed the information with no evident show
of interest, and during his entire stay in the village no one had ever called him by name. He had no
relationship there smilar to the one he had had with the Ardardin, or even with Ulvas. It was strangely
depersonalizing. He fdt asthough he had no existence for these people other than asapair of skilled
hands. But he saw areason for that: he had cometo thefirst village as arefugee, and they had taken him
in the way they would take in aguest. But here he had been purchased. He was considered mere

property. At best adave, perhaps.

The route to the next village took Joseph through adigtrict of abandoned farms. There were no
indications of any Great House in the vicinity; this seemed to be one of the regions, common dsoin
Hdlikis, where the Masters were absentee landlords and the farms were operated in their name by balliffs
who were themselves of Folkish blood. But the Folk who farmed here must have been loydigts, for the
destruction that had been worked was complete, the rebel s striking against their own kind with the
vindictiveness and vehemence that el sewhere they had reserved for the Masters. Joseph saw the same
sort of ruination he had looked upon at Ludbrek House, a sorry wasteland of burned houses, wrecked
carts, dead animals, drowned fields. Seven such farmslay dong onefifteen-mile stretch of road, al of
them shattered in the samefashion. There was no sgn of life anywhere.

It rained for thefirst time that season on the day they passed the last of the dead farms. Thethree
Indigenes who were trangporting him took no notice whatever asit sarted. They said nothing, they made
no attempt to cover themsalves. But Joseph, riding unprotected in the back of the open wagon, was
caught by surprise when the sky, which had been an iron gray for days, turned black and then silver and
abruptly began pelting him with cold, hard, fierce rain. He was drenched amost before he knew what
was happening. He managed to improvise alittle shelter for himsdlf out of some of the many fur mats that
were lying about in the wagon and afew of the sticks that were there aso, but it was aflimsy
congtruction that did very little to keep therain out, and he was soaked aready anyway.

Therewasno letup intherain dl day, or on the one that followed. Joseph knew that rain in the eastern



half of the northern continent was a highly seasona thing, adry season followed by awet one, with the
annua rains beginning in the south and working their way north to High Manza, but he had imagined the
change from one to the other would be more gradud. Thiswas like the tipping of abucket over lands
that had been parched for months, avast bucket whose contents were infinite, inexhaustible. He had
never felt so cold and wet in hislife. He had not known that such discomfort was possible.

At firgt the rain disgppeared into the ground as soon asit struck. But by the second day the land, whichiin
these parts was coarse sandy gray stuff that had looked asif it had not felt rain for centuries, had been
saturated by the downpour, was glutted by it, ceasing now to absorb it. Freshets and rivulets were
beginning to make their way aong the old dry watercourses that ran in multitudinous furrows across the
doping plains. Already little ponds were forming. Another few days of this, Joseph thought, and there
would belakesand rivers.

He wondered how the mud-and-waittle buildings that the Indigenes of thisterritory favored could stand
up to such an ondaught. Rainfd| like this ought to send them duicing away. But they were hardly likely to
build with such stuff if it came apart under theimpact of the first rain, and indeed the village toward which
they had been traveling, another one of conical towers crowded tightly together around a centrd plaza,
was doughing off the watery bombardment as easily as though its buildings were made of sted and
concrete. They must add something to the mud to make it water-resistant, Joseph thought. The juice of
one of their herbs, maybe. The entire science of these people appeared to be constructed out of a
knowledge of the chemica properties of the plant life that grew about them. They had no physics, no
astronomy, no technology, no real medicine other than the use of potions. But they could build houses out
of twigsand mud that would stay intact in digbolicd rainfdl likethis.

News of Joseph’s healing powers had preceded him here. The villagers seemed prepared to pay aheavy
bounty for him, for they had filled one entire room of abuilding on the plaza with treasuresto offer: not
just the usud fur mats and beaded necklaces, but great branches of blue cora from the eastern sea, and
pouches of polished turquoise stones, and the vivid blue-and-red feathers of birds of sometropic land far
away, and agreat deal more. Even 0, the negotiations went on for an extraordinarily long time, and they
did not seem to be going smoothly. Though they were conducted, as before, mostly with gestures, aided
by quick spurts of conversation in what seemed to be acommercial patois using words unknown to
Joseph, he could tell by the tone of voice and the looks of unmistakabl e exasperation that no meeting of
minds was occurring. Huddling soaked and miserable while his soon-to-be former owners, Indigenes
whose names he had never learned, bargained with these new Indigenes who sought possession of him
over the price of his services, Joseph thought at one point that his current masters had found even this
enormous pile of goods inadequate. 1t looked very much as though they were going to break off the
discussion and set out for some village other than this before he had even had achanceto get dry.

Well, if they did, so beit, aslong asthe village that they would be taking him to was one that brought him
closer to hishome. But what if—it was his old, constant fear—they smply hauled him back to their own
town and kept him as a permanent fixture there?

That did not happen. As abruptly asthe dry season had given way to the rain, the contending hagglers
reached an agreement and Joseph’ s transfer was consummated. Staggering under mats and necklaces
and cord branches and dl the rest, his sdlerswent off in therain to their wagon and his buyers crowded
round him for what was becoming the familiar triba welcome.

These people wanted Joseph not only to heal their sick but to bring holy blessingsto the food supplies
that they had stored away during the harvest season. In akind of weird pantomime they led him to their
granaries and acted out a description of what it was they wanted him to do, until at last he said
impatiently, “You can say it inwords. | do understand your language, you know.”



But that seemed to bewilder them. They continued to point and nod and jerk their heads at him.
“Can’'t you understand what I'm saying?’ he asked.

Maybe they spoke some didect here so different from the Indigene he had learned in Keilloran that they
regarded him as speaking some foreign language. But he saw he was wrong: he heard them talking
among themselves, and the words they were using were, in generd, understandable enough. Findly he
did succeed in getting them to address him directly. It was as though they did notwant to speak with him.
Hisusing their language made them uncomfortable. Thisvillage must not have had much contact with
Magters, or with Folk ether, for that matter, and looked upon him as some sort of dien thing, which had
comether way asakind of gift of the gods but which was not to be regarded in any way asfit to hold
converse with. It was another step in his depersonalization, Joseph thought. As he moved southward he
was getting farther and farther from the sort of existence he had had in the village of the Ardardin. Back
there he had not had any such sense of solitude, of lostness, of thing ness, as he was beginning to fed
down here.

But it was important to bear in mind that he was getting closer to home al the time, though he knew that
Keilloran and its House were till atremendous distance away.

He had no objection to blessing their food supply, if that was what they wanted him to do. Joseph had
long since ceased to care what sort of hocus-pocus he performed for the sake of earning his passage to
the Southland. Just as at the beginning, in that time only afew months earlier when he was much more
naive than he had since become, he had fdlt it was some obscure violation of his honor asaMaster to
pretend to know anything about medicine, and that had very quickly ceased to be an issuefor him, so too
now, if the folk here wanted him to play the role of ademigod, or of ademon, or of anything ese that
might suit their needs, he was quite willing to do it. Whatever got him homeward: that was his new motto.

And s0 he let himsdlf be taken into their sorage-houses, to their bins of grain and berries and their
hanging sides of drying meat and their casks of wine and dl the rest that they had laid down for their use
in the coming winter, and he threw back his shoulders and raised his head toward the heavens and held
up hishandswith hisfingers outspread, and he cried out anything that came into hismind. “Cailin,
Rickard, and Eitan, blessthisfood! In the name of Kesti and Wykkin and Domian, may virtue enter this
food! | call upon Balbus! | call upon Ancepht! | call upon Rollin!” He caled upon the grest ones of Old
Earth, too, Agamemnon and Caesar and Genghis Khan, Napoleon and Gilgamesh. What harm did it do?
These bins of grain would be none the worse for it. And thisvillage had paid ahigh price for him: he must
try to make them fed they had had their money’ sworth.

| am becoming aterrible hypocrite, Joseph thought.
And then he thought, No, | am smply growing up.

He examined that little interchange with himsdlf often during the long rainy days ahead, as he twisted
didocated joints back into place and soothed sprains and stitched cut flesh together and made
important-looking holy passesin the air over the progtrate forms of Indigenes who were suffering from
almentsthat he could not diagnose.l am simply growing up. Throughout much of his adolescence he
had wondered what it would be like to be grown up. He knew that he would change, of course. But
how? What would he learn? What would he forget? How much of his present self would he remember,
when hewas aman like hisfather, carrying the responsibilities that men like hisfather carried? Would he
become hard and crud, like so many of the adults he had observed? Do foolish things? Make needless
enemies?

Widl, now hewas growing up very fast, and growing up seemed to involve putting asde dl the lofty



Master idedlsthat hisfather had taught him by example and Balbus by direct precept, and smply doing
whatever he had to do, day by day, in order to survive. Otherwise, he was not going to get to grow up at
al. However much future he was going to have would depend to agreet extent on how resourceful he
showed himself to be on this strange, unexpected journey across unknown Manza.

It rained virtually every day, the whole time he wasin thisvillage. By the time they decided they had
earned back the price they had paid for him and were ready to sell him to the next tribe down the road,
rivers were legping their banks and meadows had turned to marshes. But therain did hold off on the day
of hisnext transfer. Once again he rode in an open cart down a cobbled Indigene road.

The gray sky gave him little clue to the position of the sun, but he seemed to be going south: &t least, he
hoped 0. Joseph had long ago lost track of how much time had passed since the wild night of his escape
from Getfen House, nor did he have any notion of the distance he had covered in this series of jolting
cart-ridesfrom village to village. He hoped that he was out of High Manza by now and somewhere down
inthe centra part of the continent, but the Indigenes neither would nor could give him any helpin
determining that, and the reference books he had with him afforded no useful information, other than to
tell him that the centrd part of the continent was mountainous.

That was good news, because he did seem to be coming into higher country. He saw bare serrated hills
off to the west, and what seemed like higher peaks behind them. The air was colder, too. Each day was
alittle chillier than the one preceding. Joseph had never experienced redlly cold wegther before. In his
region of the Southland akind of eternal mild springtime prevailed, al the year round. He had managed to
obtain new linen robes from one of the Indigene villages to replace the shredded and tattered clothes he
had been wearing since the start of hisjourney, but Indigenes did not appear to be very senditive to
changesin temperature, and the fabric waslight stuff, ill suited to awinter journey. Speaking in the
grammar of asupplicant, he was able to get them to give him more, but, even wearing double and triple
thicknesses, hefound himsdf shivering most of thetime.

He had grown very thin, also. He had always been active and athletic, and his build was naturally
long-limbed and dender, but the privations of histrip and adiet made up mostly of meat and fruit had
melted from him whét little fat there was, and he was beginning to worry about the loss of muscle and
bone. When he pinched his skin he fet nothing between hisfingers but the skin itself. The various villages
did not begrudge him food, but it did not appear to put any flesh on him. He had no accessto mirrors
here, but he could fee what was happening to hisface, the cheeks becoming gaunt and drawn, the bones
standing out sharply. He was gaunt al over, mere skin and bones. He knew he must look like awild man.
Though he attempted periodicaly to trim his hair, snce Masters did not wear their hair long, he knew it
must by now be an uncouth shaggy mane. His beard, which he adso tried ineffectudly to trim, had turned
coarse and thick, ablack pelt that covered most of hisface to apoint high up on his cheeks. No one
would recognize him, he knew, if he were to be miraculoudy transported back to Keilloran Houseright
now. They would run from himin fright, screaming.

The odd and disturbing thing was that as he grew thinner, his appetite, which had dways been so
voracious, seemed to be diminishing. Herardly felt hungry any more. Whatever they gave himto est
seemed to suffice. He had to force himsdlf to swallow more than he redlly wanted, and sometimes,
againg al logic, he did not succeed. He had become light, very light, so light that hefdlt it would be no
great task to kick himsdlf free of the ground and go floating up into the sky, drifting like an untethered
balloon above the clouds. That was an interesting fantasy, but it was aso abad sign that such thoughts
were entering his mind. They wereasign of hdlucinatory delusion, perhaps. He needed to keep his
strength up, to build himself back toward whatever might be the minimum level hewould need to carry
him acrass the thousands of milesthat stood between him and home.



Two moretrades and he was in the foothills of what unquestionably must be the mountains of theregion
known as Middle Manza. It was till the rainy season, and there was a coating of snow on the distant
pesks. The air was not only cooler but thinner here, so that his heart worked harder with every step he
took and quickly began to pound, and he often had to pause to catch his breath as he moved about in a
village. There were dizzy spdlls, too. One time Joseph thought he was going to faint. How much of his
present weakness and lack of appetite was the result of the dtitude and how much from loss of weight,
he could not say.

When | come down out of these mountains, he promised himself, | will try to est more and regain my
grength. Whatever it isthey give meto eat, | will eat dl of it, and then | will ask them to let me have
some more.

Theworld of Magters and Folk seemed very far away in these hilly parts. The kinds of farming that were
practiced in the lowlands were difficult if not impossiblein thisharsh rocky terrain, and though occasiona
settlements had been attempted, it looked as though most of the region had been left untouched. There
were no modern highways here, no dams, no cities, no Great Houses. Sometimes Joseph would catch
sght of curling white plumes of smoke far away, risng from what he suspected were the chimneys of a
Folkish village dong the edge of some high dope. He had heard that in remote rurd digtrictslike these
there had always been placeswhere the Folk il lived gpart from the modern world, lived as they had
before the Conquest, smple farmers and hunters unaffected by the presence of Magters. They might
occasionaly have contact with outsiders but had never become part of the world' s economic system.
Joseph never was brought close enough to any of those smoke-plumes to determine whether his guess
was correct, though. For the most part the foothill zone, where it wasinhabited at al, wasinhabited by
Indigenes, dwdlling asadwaysin little widdly separated villages.

Hewas shifted from one village to another every few weeks. Each shift brought him into higher territory:
the air was no longer cool but cold, amost painfully so, and white cloaks of snow now could be seen not
just on far-off peaks but aong the summits of the hills overlooking the villages themselves. There seemed
to berdatively lesswork for him to do here than in the lowlands, asif, perhaps, these mountain Indigenes
were ahardier breed than their cousins below. The price that was being paid for him diminished as he
was shuffled aong through the mountains: afew handfuls of beads and some mangy mats were enough
now to buy him. But hisbuyersdid still seem to understand that he was ahuman being in transit, that they
were supposed to keep him for only alittle while and then pass him aong to the next tribe to the south.

They rarely spoke to him, in these villages. The farther Joseph got from the Indigenes of the north, who
had lived in the territory between House Getfen and House Ludbrek and were at least accustomed to
having glancing contact with Masters, the less respongive the villagers became to him in generd. 1t was
inescapably clear that he was smply acommodity to them, an itinerant medicine-man, something to be
traded from village to village according to the rhythms of the villagers' own needs. They did not perceive
themsalves as having any direct transaction with him. He barely seemed even to exist for them. Somehow
he had lost human statusin their eyes, whatever human status might actualy mean to them. It had actualy
been interesting to live among the northern Indigenes, not just afugitive but so an observer studying the
folkways of thisintelligent and appedling race, but that was over, now. He had passed into some new
redlm of being in which he was practicaly inanimate, athing to be bought and sold like astack of furs. It
made for astark, frighteningly londly existence. More than once Joseph awoketo find himsdlf in tears.

Most of their communication with him, dwaysminimal a best, was carried out by means of gestures.
More and more they gave him theimpression that they did not expect him to understand their language,
and even when he showed them that he did, that impression did not appear to be dispelled. Hiswords
barely registered on them, and they would go right back to using gestures the next time. But otherwise
most of them treated him reasonably wdll, giving him plenty of food and decent lodgings. In one village,



when they saw how badly he was taking the chill of the mountain air, they provided him with amantle of
dark fursto wrap around himsdlf, and let him keep it when they sold him onward to the adjacent tribe a
littlewhile afterward.

Thetrouble wasthat he did not think he was moving southward any longer. The weather was till s0
rainy, or sometimes snowy, that Joseph rarely got aclear enough view of the sky to work out much sense
of thedirection he wastraveling in. But it ssemed to him now that they had begun to sdll him sdewise,
shuttling him back and forth over the crest of these hills according to the lie of their own villages rather
than in accordance with any need of his own, and his cal culations appeared to show that there was never
much changein latitude.

“I am going south,” hetold them, when histime was up & the next village. “I am returning to my family in
the southern continent.” But where he happened to want to go was no concern of theirs. “Do you
understand me?’ he said. “I must go south.” They crossed their ams at him. They understood what he
was saying, perhaps; but they did not care. Thiswas the other side of that placid Indigene indifference.
They fdlt no resentment over the conquest of their entire world by humans, perhaps, but they owed no
obeisance, either. The next day, when they set out with him to take him his newest home, the route that
the wagon followed led unmistakably east.

Not to be going forward was the same thing as to be diding backward. So Joseph knew that this phase
of hisjourney, the phasein which he had tried to make his way back to hishome across Manzaasthe
chattel of helpful Indigenes, was coming to an end. They had ceased to be helpful, now. He would never
reach Hdlikisif they went on shipping him around the centrd highlands forever inthislatera way. He saw
that he was going to have to break away from them and proceed on his own.

But he hesitated to take the step. The notion of setting out through these mountains alone, in winter, with
cold rain faling every day and now and then snow, was atroublesome one. What would he eat? Where
would he deep? How would he keep from freezing to death?

And aso he wondered whether it might anger thelast villagersin the sequenceif he wereto dip away
from them before they had had achance to strike adedl for him, thus cheating them of the opportunity to
turn aprofit, or a theworst break even, on their temporary ownership of him. Would they go in pursuit
of him?He had never heard of Indigenes becoming angry over anything. But these Indigenes of the
mountains were very little like the ones he had known in Keilloran, or in the Manzalowlands. They might
not take his disappearance lightly. It was entirely possible that he would become the first Master to bea
fugitive not just from rebe Folk but from Indigenesaswell.

| will wait alittle longer, he told himsalf. Perhaps the winter will end soon, or they will start selling me

southwards again, or at least | will be sent the next time to some village in the foothills, so that when |

escape | will be ableto find my way down into the lowlands, whereit iswarmer and | will have some
hope of foraging for food.

And indeed it began to seem asif they were moving him south again. There were two big legps, onelong
ride that took him to a mountaintop village gripped by such terrible cold that not even snow would fall
and the ground was locked in an iron rigidity and seemed to clang when you walked on it, and then
another down the far dopeto an easier place of leaping brooks and green gulliesthick with ferns; and
each of these places, the frostbound one and the ferny one, appeared to be well south of its predecessor.
Joseph took heart from that. Two more such leaps and he might be out of the mountains dtogether.

But he had rejoiced too soon. When heleft the Indigenes of the fern-gully village, it was by way of a
winding route up and up into the ridge above their sheltered district and down the other side, and then, all
day long on aday of clear crigp weather and a second day just like it following, dong astraight road with



the sun sitting in the southern sky behind them like agreat mocking eye. Joseph waited for the road to
swing about, but never once did it deviate from that northward bearing. When at last they handed him
over to his newest purchasers, he noted that the village to which he had been brought lay in adoping
saddle facing west, with mist-shrouded lowlandsin the valley below, and alofty chain of pesksrising like
awall behind him to the east. So he had gained alittle by getting closer to the western side of the high
country, where he expected that the descent into the lowlands would be easier, but he had lost agreat
deal through backtracking northward, and who was to say where they would send him after this? The
earlier 9dewise shuttling had been bad enough; but now hewas going in circles. Regardless of therisks, it
wastime for him to take mattersinto hisown hands.

It was the evening of Joseph’sthird day in thislatest village. There was very little medica work for him
here: acase of what looked like frosthite, and an inflamed jaw, and an infected hand. In generd he found
the place cheerless and unwelcoming. It was asmdl village and its people seemed sullen and morose,
athough Joseph had seen often enough before the unwisdom of trying to interpret the postures and facid
expressions of Indigenes according to what he understood of human postures and expressions. He
reminded himsdlf that these people were not human and it was wrong to think of them as though they
were.

But it was hard to regard them as anything but unfriendly. They never said anything to him except out of
necessity, aswhen informing him of things he had to know in order to find hisway around the village. Nor
did they seem ever to look directly at him; instead they turned their heads sideways and gave him oblique
ditted glances. They did appear to have some curiosity about him, but not of the kind that would lead to
any sort of real communication between him and them. Perhaps they had never seen ahuman before, in
thisremote, isolated place. He was nothing but a freakish anomaly to them, an intruder from a part of the
world they wanted nothing to do with. Well, that madeit dll the easier for him to leave with aclear
conscience.

He thought he would try the combinant one more time before setting out. Joseph had not so much as
touched it for many weeks, but it had navigationd functions aswel as being acommunications device,
and he had some hope that it might work better at this atitude than it had in the lowlands. He activated it
and it gave him the same odd pink glow and meaningless sputtering sounds that he had been getting from
it sncethe village of the Ardardin. But as he started to put it back in his pack along double-jointed hand
reached out from behind him and gently but firmly took the device from him.

He had not heard them comein, but three Indigenes had entered his room. Joseph thought he recogni zed
the one who had taken the combinant from him as the head man of the village, but he was not sure, snce
they were so uncommunicative here; village chieftainsin this region wore no specid regaia, and it was
too soon after Joseph’ sarriva for him to have learned to tell one villager from another.

It was holding the combinant in the palm of its hand and was prodding its buttons carefully with two
fingers of the other.

“That' sacommunicationsdevice,” Joseph said. “But it hasn't been working right for along time.”

The Indigene continued to poke at the combinant’s control panel. It was as though Joseph had not said
anything at dl. Apparently the Indigene was trying to replicate the pink glow that Josgph had drawn from
it.

“Do you want meto show you how to do it?" Joseph asked, holding out his hand. He did not think it was
wiseto try to take the device from the Indigene by direct action.

But the Indigene had found the right button. The pink glow appeared, and the sputtering began. That



seemed to interest it very much. It brought the combinant up within a couple of inches of itsflat-feastured
face and sudied it with what looked like keen fascination; then it turned and displayed the little machine
to itstwo companions, and then it began to turn the thing over and over initshand, asif searching for
someway to makeit do something else besides glow and spuitter.

Thisisvery atypica of you, Joseph thought. Y ou people are not supposed to have any interest in our
machines. Indeed you scorn them, isthat not so?'Y ou regard them astheillusory products of anillusory
race.

But either he had misunderstood some of the things the Ardardin had been telling him, or it was an error
toimaginethat dl Indigenes had the same set of philosophicd beliefs, or e se this mountaineer smply
thought the combinant was a particularly pleasing trinket. The three of them were passing it around, now,
each taking aturn at pushing its buttons. Joseph felt uneasy about that. The combinant had not been
working properly for along while, either because it wasitsdlf broken or the entire worldwide
communications system had been brought down, and in any case he doubted that these people could do
any further harm to it. But he did not like to see the device in their hands. Y ou were told not to make any
artifacts of human technology available to Indigenes. That wastherule. It had been explained to him,
once: doing so might tend to dilute the purity of their culture, or some such thing. Although Joseph could
not see how |etting the inhabitants of this remote village play with abroken combinant could do any harm
to the purity of Indigene culture, some vestige of his sense of himsdlf asaMaster recoiled from this
violation of custom.

Besides, the combinant washis . He had little enough |ft of the life that once had been hisin the days
when he had been Joseph Master Keilloran. What if they found the device so interesting that they
decided to keep it—looking upon it, say, as one additiona benefit that they were getting in return for the
trade-goods they had given the fern-gully people for Joseph?

And that was exactly what they seemed to intend. The three Indigenes turned and started to go from the
room, taking the combinant with them.

“Wait aminute,” Joseph said. “ That ingrument ismine. Y ou may not haveit.”

They paused by the door and looked back at him. Their expressions, insofar as he could interpret them
at al, appeared to register surprise that he had said something. They did not show any indication that they
had understood what he said, although he was sure that they had.

Heheld out hishand. “Giveit to me,” he said, using the supplicatory mode. “I have need of it.”

What an Indigene of the Ardardin’ s village would have replied, was, dmost certainly, “I recognize your
need,” and then it would have handed the combinant over. But these people recognized nothing. Once
more they turned to leave.

“No,” Joseph said. “I must haveit. Giveit to me.” Not using the supplicatory any more: thiswas adirect
request. And, when he saw that they were paying no heed, he followed it with the same statement
phrased in the rardly used mode reserved for outright commands, which in this context might well be
construed asinsulting. It made no difference. They did not care about his grammar; probably they were
amazed that he could utter intelligible words at dl. But hiswishes, his pleas, hisorders, were equaly
unimportant to them. They went from the room and his combinant went with them.

Let them haveit, Joseph thought sullenly, when hisfirst surge of anger and frustration had died away. It
was broken anyway.

Although he knew it meant leaving the combinant behind, he was il resolved to make his escape. The



dry wegther of recent dayswas il holding. It was sensdessto stay among the Indigenes any longer.
Not aday, not an hour, not amoment. He would depart this very night.

With asense of growing excitement, even jubilation, he made his preparations, stuffing his pack with as
much dried megt and berries asit would hold, filling with fresh water the wine-flask from Getfen House
that had served as his canteen during his daysin the forest, rolling up the mantle of dark fursan earlier
village had given him and tying it around hiswaist. He looked into the corridor. No one seemed to be on
guard out there,

The night was clear and cold, though not as cold as some recent nights had been. The ars of the Manza
sky, which once had looked very strange to him but by now were only too familiar, wheeled overhead.
The only moon that was vishle was fast-moving little Mebrid, hardly brighter than agtar itself. A dull red
glow in the east, behind the mountains, told Joseph that big Sanivark would probably be coming over the
horizon soon, lighting everything up with its brick-red beams, but he hoped to have this place well to his
rear before that happened.

A bonfirewas burning in the village plaza. The sound of singing voices drifted through the air. The
Indigenes seemed to gather there most nights after dark, heedless as ever of the cold. Joseph turned and
headed in the other direction, down past the infirmary and the town midden. Earlier that day he had seen
apath that went behind the midden and seemed to lead on downd ope into the woods that lay west of
town.

He passed a couple of shadowy figures as he went. They gave him quick glances, but no one stopped
him, no one questioned him. He was not a prisoner here, after all. And the barrier of reserve that existed
between these people and him protected him now. Still, he wished he had not been noticed. If his
disappearance bothered them when they found him gonein the morning, thiswould givethem aclueasto
the direction he had taken.

The path was steegper than he had expected. The village s entire Site doped sharply to the west a
something like atwenty-degree grade before the far sde of the saddle-shaped valley in which the town
was contained turned upward again, but the grade was irregular, flattening out in some places and
dropping sharply in others. More than once Joseph found himsdf struggling down the side of what was
essentidly ahuge ravine. The path quickly deteriorated too, now that he was some distance from town,
so that in the moonlit darkness he could barely find it among al the brambles and woody briars that were
encroaching on it, and on two occas ons he wandered from it altogether and had to grope hisway back.
At dl timeshe picked hisway carefully, mindful of hisagonizing sumblein the Getfen forest. Haste could
be disastrous. Histwisted knee had long since healed, but he knew that another such injury, out here by
himsdlf in these frosty woods, would mean the end of him.

Crestures hooted in the night. There were rustlings and cracklings al around him. Heignored dl that. He
forced himsdlf steadily onward, moving asfast as he dared, guiding himsdlf by abig icy-looking star that
lay dead ahead. The only thing that mattered right now was putting distance between himsalf and the

Indigenevillage.

It was hard work. Though Joseph had grown accustomed to the dtitude after so many weeksin the
mountains, hefdt the strain of it nevertheless: his heart boomed in his chest and his bresth came short,
and for long stretches he found himsdlf panting, which dried out his mouth and tempted him to dip into his
precious water supply. He fought the temptation back. In this mountain saddle the drainage patterns were
al wrong for streams, and he could not say when or where he would find his next source of fresh water:
on the other side of the dope, no doubt.

But then the path showed signs of beginning to turn upward, and the ascent became a continuous one,



which told him that he had finally reached the far side of the saddle, the shallow western rise that
separated the village from the lowlands beyond. With his god so close, Joseph stepped up his pace,
pushing himsdf to the limits of his strength. The warmth of his own exertions protected him againgt the
cold. He could fed streams of sweet running down the sides of his rib-cage, not an unpleasant sensation,
as he forced himsdf up the steep trail. Therewould betimeto rest later. He prayed for an easy descent
into the lowlands once he was over the summit of the western ridge.

By the time Joseph attained it, though, he could see that no such easy descent was going to be granted
him. Sanivark, emerging at last above the top of the mountains of the east with little Kevid trailing aong
behind, gleamed like ared lantern over his head, showing him the disheartening sight of a second saddle
rolling just to the west of him, and what looked very much like athird one westward of that. Neither one
had been visble from the village. He would have to cope with both of them, and who knew what
obstacles beyond those, before he reached the lowlands.

He did not seem to be the object of any pursuit, at any rate. The village was only dimly visible,
gratifyingly far behind him to the east—the smoke of its bonfire, the lights of afew of its houses—and
there was no sign that anyone was moving toward him through the scrubby woods between there and
here that he had just traversed. So he was free, no longer acommodity, no longer trade-goods being
passed on from villageto village. Hisonly problem now was staying dive in these wintry woods.

He crouched for atime to the leeward of the saddle-top, catching his breath, letting his sweet dry,
nibbling abit of dried meat, studying the terrain ahead. But there was not going to be any rest for him.
When he had stayed there long enough so that he was starting to fed the cold again, Joseph picked up
and moved along, scrambling down into the second saddle and onward into the third, which turned out to
be alow flattened basin offering no real challenge. Thetrail had given out, or else he had lost it, but that
scarcey mattered. He wasfully in the rhythm of it. He moved on and on. There were no moreridges: it
was adraight downhill glide now into the misty lands below.

He thought severd times of stopping to deep, but no, he wanted to be out of the high country, entirely
out, before he permitted himself to halt. Sanivark went sailing past him overhead, moving into the western
sky and showing him hisgoa, ashrouded realm of drifting whiteness. The mists thinned as he went down
toward it, and just asthe pale strands of firgt light began coming over his shoulder he saw agreen
meadow not far below him, and astream or perhgpsasmall river, itsdf nearly invisble but outlined by a
long bank of fog that clung to it like cotton batting.

Thiswas asfar as he could go without resting. At the place where the last stretch of highland forest
shaded into the meadow bordering the riverbank he found a deserted campsite that probably had been
used by huntersin the autumn, and settled into it. There was alittle cave that someone had roughly
excavated out of the side of the hill, a stone fireplace with cold charcod ill in it and the charred bones of
some fair-sized anima scattered about nearby, and astack of firewood perhaps awaiting use by the
returning hunters in the spring. Joseph dined on dried mest and berries and crawled into the cave just as
thelast few stars were disgppearing from the rapidly bluing sky. He unwrapped his fur mantle and curled
it around himsdlf, tucked his hands into his robes, and closed hiseyes. Segp rolled over him likea
tumbling boulder.

He awoke at midday. A great silence enfolded him, broken only by the screeching caws of the dark birds
that were whirling in enormous circles above him in the cloudless Sky. The mists had lifted and the sun
was bright overhead. He dutifully said hismorning prayers and breakfasted sparingly and sat for along
whilelooking back at the mountains out of which he had come, thinking about his zigzag route through the
highlands these past weeks or months and wondering whether in dl that time he had succeeded in getting
sgnificantly closer to the Southland. He doubted it. Certainly he was somewhat farther south than on the



day when he had stood staring at the dismal blackened remains of Ludbrek House, but a map, he
suspected, would show him that he had traveled no more than afinger’ s breadth of the total distance
separating him from hisfather’ sdistant lands.

By thistime there would be no reason for anyone at hometo think that he was till dive. The Keillorans
were basically optimistic people, but they were not fools, and such adegree of optimism would be
nothing if not foolhardy. He was here, and they were there, and there was so much territory between that
he knew he might just aswell sart thinking of himself asirretrievably lost, which was not quite the same
thing as being dead, but not al that far fromit.

| am the only onein the world who knowswhere | am, hethought. And dl | know isthat | anhere,
though | have no way of knowing wherehere is.

Joseph looked up at the blank blue screen that was the sky.

“Father!” he cried, setting up echoes as his voice reverberated off the mountains from which he had just
descended. “ Father, it sme, Joseph! Can you hear me?|I’m in Manza, Father! I'm on my way home!”

That was at least as useful astaking into abroken combinant, he told himsalf. And it was good to hear
the sound of ahuman voice again, evenif it washisown.

He went down to the stream, stripped, bathed. The water was so cold it felt like fire against his skin, but
he had not been able to bathe very often in the mountain villages, and he forced himsdlf through an
elaborate ablution. He washed his clothes aso, and set them out to dry in the sunlight, Sitting naked
besde them, shivering but strangely happy in the silence, theisolation, the brightness of the day, the fresh
Clear air.

And then it was timeto get going. There was nothing like aroad here for him to follow, not even a
footpath, but the land wasflat, and after his nighttime scramble through the mountain foothillsthis seemed
amost preposteroudy easy. Just put one foot forward and then another, on and on, keep the mountains
to your left and the stream to the right and the sun shining on your nose, and you will find that you are
heading toward home, getting closer with every step you take.

No one seemed to livein this digtrict. He wondered why. The soil seemed fertile enough, there was
plenty of fresh water, the climate was probably dl right. Y et he saw no sign that the Folk had farmed
here, and none of the claimstones that would mark land belonging to one of the Great Houses, and no
trace of a settlement of Indigenes, even. But of course thiswas alarge continent and much of it, even
after al these centuries of the human presence on Homeworld, was till asit had been when the first
Folkish explorers had landed here.

A strange concept, Folkish explorers . Joseph had never examined the glaring contradictionsin theterm
before. The Folk were such stolid, unadventurous, spiritless, passve people, or at least that was how he
had always regarded them. Everyone did. One did not think of people like that as explorers. It was hard
to imaginethat any of them could have had enough fervor of the soul to get themselves out into
gpaceships and travel across the empty light-years and discover Homeworld, and yet they had. Hadn't
achieved much once they got here, no, but they had managed to go looking for it, and find it, and settleit.

And yet, stolid and unadventurous and spiritless and passive though they might be, they had aso found
enough fervor within themsalves just now to rise up herein the northern continent or perhaps throughout
the entireworld and kill most or al of the Masters, and set fire to their houses, and wreck their estates.
That was something worth thinking about. Perhaps we have never understood much about the Folk at al,
Joseph told himself. Perhapsthey are dmost as dien to us as the Indigenes or the noctambul os, or the
dien racesthat live on the other worlds of the galaxy.



He went dong steadily, marching from sunrise to sundown, stopping to est whenever hefdt hungry,
finding some cave or burrow or other sort of shelter for himsdf at night. The weather grew better every
day. Sometimes there were brief rainstorms, mild and pleasant, nothing like the hard chill downpours of
the high country. He often took off his clothes and stood naked in the rain, enjoying the sensation of cool
clean water sriking hisskin.

Thiswas beautiful country, still completely devoid of any sort of settlement. There was aspringtime fed

to the air. Green new growth was gppearing everywhere. Dazzling carpets of tiny flowers, some pink,
some yellow, sprang up after each rain-shower. They seemed to come straight out of the ground, without
any leaves. Joseph made no attempt to keep track of the passing of the days. He il clung to the fantasy
that if only he kept walking at this steady pace, ten miles aday, fifteen, however much he might be ableto
cover, he would come to the bottom of this continent sooner or later and cross over into Helikis, where,
he wanted to believe, there had been no Folkish uprising and he would find people to help him get the
rest of the way home.

He knew there was some eement of folly in the belief that he had been clinging to dl this while—without
ashred of evidenceto support it—that everything was till norma in Helikis. If there had been no
rebellion in the southern continent, why had the southern Masters not sent aid to their beleaguered
cousinsin the north? Why were no military planes roaring northward overhead? Why no armies marching
swiftly to set thing to rights? But he wanted to think that al waswell in the Southland, because thiswhole
long march of hiswould be pointless, otherwise. Joseph told himsdlf that he had no knowledge about
what was going on in most of the world, anyway. In al these months of wandering he had covered only a
tiny areaof the planet. There might be atremendous civil war under way on a hundred different

battl efields even now, while he, cut off from everything and everyone, plodded southward day by day in
solitude through this quiet uninhabited region.

Uninhabited by Masters and Folk and Indigenes, at any rate. There was plenty of animd life. Joseph did
not recognize any of the creatures he encountered as he went along, though some of them seemed to be
northern variants of animasthat were native to the southern continent. There was a plump round beest,
quite large, with coarse red fur and afat little comica tail, that seemed surely to be areative of the
benevongs of the south. There was another, cat-sized, with huge restless eyes and aformidable cloak of
twitching blue spines, that beyond much doubt was thelocal version of the shy, easly frightened thorkins
that he had sometimes seen digging for tasty roots along the banks of country streams. But the rest were
completely new to him: asquat, broad-nosed climbing anima with brown and yellow spots; and abig,
loose-jointed, thick-thighed creature whose tiny, pointed head seemed to have been borrowed from a
much smdler animd; and alow-dung snuffling thing, long and deek, that moved acrossthe land in tightly
clustered packs.

None of these showed the dightest fear of him, not even the one that looked like athorkin. A thorkin of
the Southland would have turned and bolted at the first Sgn of ahuman, but thisanima smply stood its
ground and stared. The deek pack-creatures, who appeared to be browsing for insect nestsin the
ground, went right on about their businesswithout paying heed to him &t dl. The big shuffling beast with
the smdl head actualy seemed to want to be friendly, wandering up so close that it was Joseph who
backed uncertainly away.

One day he stumbled into a small encampment of poripharsin aclearing at the edge of agrove of
handsome little white-barked trees, and understood why there were no Indigene villagesin these parts.

I ndigenes would not trespass on the territory of other inteligent beings, and poriphars, like noctambulos
and mdliots and acouple of other native species, qudified asintdligent, if only just margindly. They were
mere naked nomadic beasts, but it was known that they had alanguage; they had atriba structure of
some sort; they were advanced enough technologically to have the use of fire and smpletools. That was



about al Joseph knew about them. A few wandering tribes of poripharswere found in Helikis, but they
were mainly anorthern species.

He came upon them suddenly, and they seemed as uncertain of how to regard the strange being who had
materialized among them as Joseph was to ded with them. There were about a dozen of them, graceful
impressive-looking creatures about his own size, with taut, muscular bodies that were densely covered
with thick black-and-white-striped fur. Their long, narrow, leathery feet ended in powerful curving claws,
their black, glossy hands were equipped with small, efficient-looking fingers. They had triangular faces
with jutting wolfish snouts terminating in shiny black noses. Their eyes, large and bright and round, a deep
blue-black in color, were protected by heavy brow-ridges.

The poriphars were gitting in acircle around a crude oven made of rocks, roasting spitted fish over the
flames. When Joseph stepped out from behind agreat gray boulder into their midst, very much to his
surprise and theirs, they reacted with immediate uneasiness, moving closer to one another, bodies going
tense, nodtrils quivering. Their eyeswerefixed closgly on him, werily, asthough a solitary human being,
traveling on foot and carrying no visible wegpons, might actually pose some threst to this band of strong,
Surdy animas.

Sowly and clearly Joseph said, speaking in Indigene, “1 an atraveler. Thereisno oneesewithme. | am
going southward.”

No response. The same wary glances.
“I am hungry. Can you give me some food?’
The same keen stares, nothing more.

Thearomaof the roasting fish was overwhelming. It filled the air. Joseph felt famished, amost dizzy with
hunger. He had eaten nothing but dried meat and berries for days, in decreasing quantities as his supplies
began to run low. He had practicaly none left by now.

“Can you understand me?’ he asked. He patted his abdomen. “Hunger. Food.”
Nothing.

He had often heard that al the variousintelligent life-forms of Homeworld were able to spesk Indigene,
but perhaps that was not true. Without much hope Joseph tried Folkish and then Master, with the same
result. But when he patted his ssomach again and pointed silently to one of the skewers of fish, thento his
own lips, and pantomimed the act of chewing and swallowing, they seemed to comprehend at once. A
brief debate ensued among them. Their language was one of rapid clicks and buzzing drones, probably
impossiblefor human vocal apparatusto imitate.

Then one of the poriphars stood—it was a head taller than Joseph; it probably could have killed him with
one swipe of those snewy arms—and yanked a skewer of fish from thefire. Carefully, using those agile
little fingers with an amost finicky precision, it pried athick dab of pae pinkish meat from the fish and
handed it to him.

“Thank you,” Joseph said, with great gravity.

He performed an eaborate salute, touching hisforehead and his chest and bowing. Mot likely the
gesture had no meaning whatever for the poriphars, but it was the best he could do. He wished he had
something to offer them in return, but he doubted that his remaining berrieswould interest them, and there
was nothing else he could spare.



The temptation to cram the fish into his mouth and bolt it al down at once was ahard thing to res<, but
Joseph ate as dowly as he could. It had a sweet, smoky flavor, heartbreakingly delicious. The poriphars
remained quite motionless while he ate, watching him. Occasionally one of them made aclicking, buzzing
comment. They gill seemed uneasy. Ther restiveness was an dmost pal pable thing.

Joseph had been alone for so many daysthat he wanted to stay for awhile, somehow to talk with them,
to tdl them about himsdlf and learn things about them, perhaps to find out about the nature of the route
that lay ahead, or even about the civil war. But of course dl that wasimpossible. There was no way to
communicate. And he did not need adegree in alien psychology to understand thet they had no interest in
making his acquaintance, that the only thing they desired from him wasthat he remove himsdlf from their
presence without further delay.

Which hedid, after making afina brief speech in Indigene on the off chance that they might indeed know
something of that language. He apologized for having disturbed them and told them how grateful he was
for their kindnessin feeding alone hungry wanderer, how he would if in any way he could repay their
hospitdity at another time. To thisthey made no reply, or showed any indication that they had
understood. He walked away from them without looking back.

A couple of days|ater he saw a plane pass high overhead—the first manifestation of the outside world
since he had fled from the Indigenes. Joseph stood staring up, wondering whether he was experiencing
some hallucination brought on by hunger. The plane was so far above him, amere dark winged speck in
the sky, that he could hardly hear it at dl, nothing more than adistant faint humming sound such asan
insect might have made, nor could he identify it in any way. It wastraveling in anorthwesterly direction.
Whose plane wasit? Wasit possble that they still could have regular commuter service between Helikis
and Manza?

It seemed like athousand years ago that he had made his own flight northward. Ten thousand; amillion.
Theairgtrip at Kellloran; the excitement of departure; hisfather and brothers and sistersloading him
down with giftsto bring the Getfens, Anceph and Roallin climbing aboard with the luggage, and then
Babus, beckoning to him to follow. Theflight had taken eeven hours, the longest flight of hislife. How
cresky he had felt when he disembarked at the Getfen airstrip! But then, hisfair-haired laughing Getfen
cousinsdl around him, sturdy Wykkin and bright-eyed Domian and lovely fragrant Kesti, and dark,
stocky Gryilin Master Getfen behind them, hishosts for the summer, his new friends, the companions of
his coming-of-age year—

Tenmillion yearsago. A billion.

The planeg, if aplaneindeed was what it was, vanished from sight in the northern sky. Now that it was
gone he began to doubt that he had redly seen it. There must not be any planes flying any more, hetold
himsdlf. If you wanted to go from one continent to another these days you would haveto do it on foot, a
journey that would take three years, or five, or forever. We have become prehistoric here. Something
terrible has happened on Homeworld and a great silence hasfalen over everything, he thought. The
rebdllious Folk have risen up in wrath and hurled the world back into medieva times—but not even the
medieva time of Homeworld, but that of Old Earth, the time of candlelight and horses and tournaments
of chivary. What actudly had horses been? he wondered. Something like bandars, Joseph guessed, swift
high-spirited animals that you rode from place to place, or set against one another in races.

The plane, rea or not, had reminded him of how easy it once had been to travel from one placeto
another on Homeworld, and how difficult, how well-nigh impossible, it had become. Heartsick, he
thought of the vast curving breast of the world that lay before him, the grest impossible span of distance.
What madnessit had been to think he could ever walk from Getfen to Keilloran! Joseph sank down
againg the ground, forehead pressing againgt his knees. His head swam with despair.



Up, hetold himsdf sternly.
Up and get yourself moving. One step and another and another, and someday you will be home.
Perhaps.

But the last of the food he had brought with him from the Indigene village was gone. Joseph found himsdlf
thinking longingly of the stewed meat they ate in those villages, the porridges, the milky wine. He had not
much liked the wine then, but now hetasted it in hismind and it seemed heavenly, thefinest tastein the
universe. Heimagined aslvery shimmering inthe air before him and aflask of thewine miraculoudy
dropping out of nowhere at hisfeet, and perhaps a pan of the braised illimani meat too. That did not
happen. All the euphoria of those early springtime days when he had first come down out of the
mountains had disappeared. The carpets of pretty pink flowers, the green blush of new foliage, the sweet
fresh spring rain falling on his naked body—that was al so far behind him, now, that it seemed like
something he had dreamed. | am going to starve to death, Joseph thought.

He dug dong stream-banks in the hope of finding mud-crawlers, but mud-crawlersdid not ssemto live
here. He did find roots and bulbs that |ooked as though they might be safe to eat, and nibbled on them
experimentaly, making mental notes about which oneswent down easily and which upset his ssomach.
He chewed the tender new shoots of bushes for their sweet juice. He brokeinto anest of sash-weevils
and coolly, methodicaly, ate the little yellow grubs. They had amost no taste; it was like egting bits of
straw. But there had to be some nourishment in them somewhere, for they wereliving things.

Y ou must not let yourself die of hunger, hetold himsdf. Y ou are Joseph Master Kellloran and you are on
your way hometo your family, and you need to maintain your strength for the long journey thet lies
ahead.

He no longer bothered to wash very often. The fresh, sparkling water of the streams fdlt too cold against
his skin, now that there was so little flesh on his bones. His skin began to bresk out with little
white-tipped red eruptions, but that seemed the least of his problems. He stopped washing his clothing,
too, but for adifferent reason: the fabric had grown so threadbare and tattered that Joseph was afraid the
robewould fall gpart entirely if he subjected it to the stress of washing it.

Hethrew rocks at basking lizards, but never once did he hit one. They aways seemed to come awake
the moment heraised hisarm and go scurrying away with astonishing speed. He ripped the bark from a
tree and discovered brightly striped beetles undernegth, and in akind of wondering amazement at his
own boldness—or perhaps, Joseph decided, it was only his own desperation—he put them into his
mouth, one a atime. He ate ants. He broke a branch from alittle tree and swung it through the air, trying
to bat down insectswith it, and actualy caught some that way. He was surprised to observe how eesily
he could adapt to eating insects.

Hetalked to the anima s that he met as he went dong. They came out and stared at him without fear, and
Joseph nodded to them and smiled and introduced himself, and asked whether they had heard anything
about the war between Folk and Masters, and invited them to advise him on the edibility of the plants
that grew nearby. Since they were creatures that were below the threshold of intelligence, they neither
understood nor replied, but they did pause and listen. 1t occurred to Joseph that he should be trying to
catch and kill some of them for their meat instead of holding these nonsensica conversations with them,
but by thistime he was too dow and wesk to try that, and it seemed impolite, besdes. They were his
friends, companions of the way.

“I am Joseph Master Keilloran,” hetold them, “and | would be most grateful if you would send word to
my family that | am on my way hometo them.”



Hefelt very giddy much of thetime. Hisvision often became blurry. Hunger, he knew, was doing
something to his brain. He hoped the damage would not be permanent.

One night Joseph was awakened by a blazing brightness on the horizon, alovely red-and-ydlow dome
that quickly eongated to become ariver of light climbing into the sky. Slowly he came to understand that
it was agreat fire somewhere very far off, and he wondered if the civil war was till going on, and, if so,
who was attacking whom, and where. The brightness gave way to black smoke, and then he could see
nothing a dl.

Much later that same night, not long before sunrise, the thought came to Joseph as helay in mazy
suspens on somewhere between deep and wakefulnessthat if he wereto hold histoesturned inward ina
certain way as he walked he would be able to move two or even three times asfast as he usudly did, and
might even be able to leave the ground atogether and skate homeward two or threefeet up intheair. It
was an exciting idea. He could hardly wait for day to arrive, so he could put it to atest. But when he
remembered it after he arose he saw the absurdity of it a once and was frightened to think that he had
been able to entertain such alunatic notion more or less serioudy, even though he had not been fully
awake a thetime.

Whole days went by when Joseph found nothing to eat but ants. He did not even attempt to throw rocks
at lizards any more, although they were abundant al around him, plump green oneswith spiky red crests.
Their meat, he imagined, was wonderfully succulent. But they were much too fast for him. And though he
spent agreet ded of time crouching beside streams trying to catch smal darting fisheswith his hand, they
eluded him with ridiculous ease. He had stopped digging up roots or pulling green shoots from plants by
thistime, for he had begun to think they were poisoning him and was afraid to egt them.

He began to have headaches. His tongue seemed swollen and had a coppery taste. He could hear the
blood pounding insistently in histemples. He shook constantly and walked with his arms wrapped tightly
about his body as though he were still contending with the cold rain of the wintry highlands, though by dl
the outward signs he could tell that the days were growing steadily warmer, that it must be getting
practicaly to be summer. Sometimes when Joseph had walked no more than half an hour he found it
necessary to St down and rest for ten or fifteen minutes, and occasiondly longer. And then came aday
when he could not continue at al after one of those rest-periods, when he smply settled down under a
bush and | et the time stretch on and on without getting up.

Ashelay there hetried to conjure up amed for himsalf out of nothing more than hisimagination, aplate
of swest river-crabs followed by roast haunch of heggan in mint sauce, with baked compolls on the side,
and asteaming brishil pudding afterward. He had amost managed to delude himslf into believing that he
hed really doneit, that he had just enjoyed arich, tasty dinner and was fedling much the better for it,
when he regained enough clarity of mind to redlize that it had been nothing more than a pleasant fantasy,
that his ssomach was still empty, that in fact he was on the verge of dying of starvation. He knew hewas
dying and amost did not care.

Helay back and closed his eyes. It sesemed to him then that he heard the sounds of rumbling wheels
nearby, of swiftly moving vehicles, asthough there might be a highway just beyond the hedge acrossthe
way. But that had to be a delusion too. He had walked through this beautiful countryside for days,
weeks, maybe even months, without ever finding any trace of civilized life other than the hunters camp
that he had come upon on hisvery first day down from the mountains. The nearest settlement of any kind
was probably sill ahundred milesaway. Hewould not liveto seeit.

Heredlized then that he did care, at least alittle, that hislife was reaching its end.

How embarrassing it is, Joseph thought, to be dying like this, not even sixteen years old, the heir to



House Kéllloran transformed into aragged bundle of skin and boneslying under a bush in some unknown
corner of Middle Manza. He had always been so competent, so very good at looking after himself. What
were they going to think back in Keilloran when the newsfinally reached them of what had happened to
him? Martin would not weep, no. One quick wince, perhaps. that would be al the outward sign of
emotion he would permit himsalf to show. Hisfather had not even wept when his own beloved wife had
died, so suddenly and senselesdly, of the bite of that harmless-looking little red toad that had fallen from a
tree and landed on her arm. Probably he had never wept in hislife. But Joseph knew what her death had
doneto hisfather ingde, and he knew what his own desth would do to him, too.

And his brother Eitan, who was Six years younger than Joseph was and had aways worshipped
him—Eitan would smply not be able to believe that his wondrous brother Joseph had perished in this
idiotic way. Eitan would deny the news, he would be angered by it, he would pound the messenger
furioudy with hisfists, hewould turn to hisfather and say in that solemn old-man manner of his, “Thisis
not true, Joseph would never have allowed such athing to befal him.”

And Rickard, three years older than Eitan—he would be angry too, but not for the same reason.

Rickard, who now would have to become the heir to House Keilloran: how he would boil with rage a
the redlization that those responsbilities were unexpectedly going to be dumped upon him! Rickard was
not the sort to run a Great House: everyone knew that, Rickard best of al. He was a clever boy, too
clever for hisown good, so bright that hisintelligence worked againgt him. Rickard could alwaysfind
waysto avoid handling anything difficult. Either he would Sdestep any red chalenge or he would Ssmply
alow it to flow around him like water around a boulder in ariverbed, whichever was easier. But it had
never been necessary for him to be otherwise. He was only the second son. Joseph was the heir; Rickard
knew he could look forward to alife of ease.

Perhaps Rickard would change, now that there was no Joseph and he was going to bethefirst inlineto
inherit. Now that he could see the duties that went with being the Master of House Kellloran heading
toward him like an avalanche. Joseph hoped so. Perhaps Cailin would help him. She was fourteen, old
enough to understand these things, old enough to show Rickard that it would no longer sufficefor himto
dide by on mere cleverness, that he must take the trouble now to put that cleverness of histo responsible
uses, inasmuch as his older brother was dead and he would someday be the Master of the Housein his
own right. Shewasawise girl, Cailin, much undervalued by everyone, as girlstended to be. He wished
now that he had treated her better.

Of course Joseph thought of hisfather, too, that stern, serious, studious man whom Joseph had never
come to know as closaly as he would have liked to. He never would, now. One thought led to another
and he saw other and more ghostly members of hisfamily standing before him, his mother the Misiress
Wireille, who had betrayed them al by dying so young, and then hisfather’ sfather, old Magter Eirik,
who had aways seemed so forbidding of mien with his great white beard and jutting nose and
tight-clamped scowling lips, but who actualy had been the warmest and most kindhearted of men, the
ruler of the House for sixty years and beloved by dl. Joseph remembered how fond his grandfather had
been of telling tales of the Keilloran Masters of times gone by, thewholelong line, an earlier Joseph and
an earlier Martin and an earlier Eirik, far back into the first days of the Masters of Homeworld, the same
names over and over, bold visonary men who had carved out the family domain in the bounteous
subtropica Southland and ruled it with wisdom and foresight and justice. Joseph, only asmall boy then,
had felt an enormous sense of pride at hearing those stories, a knowing that he was descended from that
long line of Keillorans, that one day he would sit where they had sat, and would discharge the awesome
duties of hispost in away that showed that he was worthy of hisinheritance, and would in histurn
continue the line by engendering the Masters who would follow him—

“Easy with him,” someone was saying. “Will bregk in piecesif you handle him too rough, that one.”



“No meat on’s bones, none. None. Half dead, heis.”
“Half and more. Easy, now. Up with him. Up.”

Hismind was il full of thoughts of his grandfather, and of his grandfather’ s grandfathers back through
time. 1t ssemed to him that one of the voices he was hearing, a deep, gruff one, was his grandfather’s
voice, thevoice of Eirik Master Kellloran, who had made a specia journey to Middle Manzato rescue
his errant grandson. Could that be? His grandfather was dead these ten years past, was he not? Perhaps
not. Perhaps that was he, right here, now, hisfather’ sfather, that wonderful fierce-looking old man. Who
would scoop him up, take him in hisarms, stride easily from province to province with him until he was
homeaganin Kelloran.

“Grandfather?’ Joseph said. He did not open hiseyes. “Isthat redly you, grandfather?’
There was no answer. Hewas not at al sure that he had actually spoken aloud.

But it definitely wastrue that he was being lifted, carefully, very carefully, cradled like adangling cloak
across someone' s outstretched arms. The tirring of fresh air around Joseph’ s head brought him back a
little way into conscious awareness, and he opened his eyes a bit, peering out through ditted lids. There
were two men, neither of them his grandfather, though one, the one with the deep, gruff voice, was
indeed old and bearded. But his beard was an untidy straggling thing and he was ashort, heavy-set man
wearing atight yellow jerkin and loose-fitting trousersthat flared at the cuffs, Folkish clothes, and his
face, framed by hislong unkempt grayish hair, was a pure Folkish face, coarse-featured, heavy-jawed,
bulbous-nosed. The other man, the one who was carrying him, looked much younger, and Folkish dso.
And Folkish was what they were speaking, though it was a strangely durred Folkish, very nasdl, not &t all
familiar.

Joseph redized that he himsalf, when he had cried out amoment ago to his grandfather, would surely
have spoken in Magter. So if hereally had spoken aoud they must know what hewas, and thusall of his
months of strenuous travail had been in vain. He had been captured by the rebels anyway, and now, he
assumed, they were going to put him to death.

Widl, what did that matter? He would not have lived more than another day or two anyhow, even if they
hed not found him. But if they meant to kill him, why were they going to al the trouble of picking him up
and carrying him somewhere? They could finish him off with one quick twist of his skinny neck, theway
the noctambul o had killed the mud-crawlersin the Getfen forest.

Perhaps he had not redlly said anything out loud, then. So they had no hint of who or what he might be,
other than some pathetic starving wretch adeep under abush, alost soul in need of help. For thefirst

time sincethe redly serious weekness and dizziness had come over him Joseph felt afaint glimmering
hope that he might actudly survive alittle longer.

They were both holding him, the older man gripping him by the ankles, the other under hisarms, asthey
swung him upward and gently lowered him into a vehicle of some sort, not an open wagon of thekind he
had grown accustomed to during histravels between one Indigene village and the next, but an actud
truck. They tucked him in so that he was sitting upright. Joseph leaned back and drew shdlow breaths
and waited for the next thing to happen.

“Have abit of bread, will you?’ the older one asked.

Joseph only nodded. His mind felt so muzzy that he did not want to attempt framing asentencein Folkish
just yet, and he was afraid to answer in Master.



The other one took Joseph’ s hand and pressed something into it: atorn-off chunk of bread, it was, hard,
grayish, much the same sort of rough peasant stuff that the Getfen woman—uwhat was her name? Joseph
was unable to remember, though he remembered her clearly enough—had given him the night that all this
began. Hungry as he was, Joseph stared at it along while before he put it to hislips. He was not sure that
he could get it down. The thought came to him of that old Folkish man he had found cowering in the
subcellars of Ludbrek House—Waerna, that was his name, he could at least remember that one—and
how, offered food and drink for what perhaps was the first timein many days, the old man had looked at
it timidly, afraid to try to eat. Now he was as close to starvation as Waerna had been then, floating in a
dreamy half-world where swallowing a bite of bread was, perhaps, an impossible task. He knew he had
to try. Histwo Folkish rescuers were softly urging him, in their odd, durred Folkish, to have alittle. But
when Joseph attempted it he was unable to manage even one bite. The bread seemed as hard as stone
againg thetips of histeeth, and when he touched histongueto it, purely to fed theflavor of it, disgust
rosein him and something squirmed within hisgut like awild anima struggling to bresk free. Joseph
turned his head asde, wincing.

“Very thirdy,” hesaid. “ Drink—first. Can’t—eat.”

Hesaid it in Folkish. Did they understand him? Yes. Yes. The older one put aflask to hislips. Water, it
was. Joseph drank, cautioudy at first, then more deeply. That was better. Once again he attempted the
bread, and was able thistime to take atiny bite. He chewed at it unendingly, got it down &t last, felt it
amost immediately trying to come back up. Somehow he held it down. Had another bite. Another.
Better, yes.

The younger onesaid, “A bit of mesat, now?’

The mere idea made Joseph fed ill. He shook his head.

“Y ou wouldn't be wanting wine just now either, then.”

“No. No.”

“They can see dfter himintown,” the older one said. “We needs be going now.”

Joseph heard the sound of the truck’ s engine starting up. He remembered then the things he had been
carrying, hisfew possessions, his pack, his utility case, the fur mantle that he had brought with him from
the Indigene village. He did not want to leave those things behind, forlorn and abandoned under that
bush. “Walit,” Joseph said. “ There were some things of mine there—my belongings—"

The younger man grunted something and jumped down from the truck. When he returned, only afew
moments later, he was carrying everything with him. With curious ddicacy he spread Joseph’s mantle out
over hisknees, and gave him the other things, not without a puzzled frown as he handed over the utility
case. Then the truck started up.

Joseph redized from the swiftness of the man’ sreturn that his recent resting-place must have been no
more than afew yards off the road that they were traveling now. The traffic-sounds that he had heard
whilelying in his stupor had been no illusions, then. He had managed to make hisway nearly back to
civilization, or civilization's edge, anyway, though the last of hisenergy had |eft him before he had actudly
reached it, and he would have died under that bush if these men had not found him. They must have gone
off ashort way into the underbrush to relieve themselves, Joseph thought, and by that little happenstance
alone had hislife been saved. If indeed it had been saved. Hisweakened body might not recover, he
knew, from the stresses of hislong solitary march. And even if he did regain some measure of hedlth, it
was dill not at al clear what was going to happen to him now, afugitive Master who hasfdleninto the
hands of the Folk.



THEY DROVE FOR WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN HOURS. JOSEPH(drifted in and out of
consciousness. From time to time he heard one of the men speaking to him, and he answered aswell as
he could, but it was hard for him to remember, a moment later, what they or he had said. Had they asked
him where he was heading? Had he told them? He hoped that they were going south, in any event, and
tried to reckon their direction from the position of the sun as he glimpsed it through the truck’ slittle sde
window.

Hewas not sure at first how to interpret what he saw. The sun seemed to be in front of them asthey
journeyed down the highway, and that felt wrong, somehow. But then Joseph reminded himsdlf that in
this hemisphere the sun was supposed to be in the southern part of the sky. So that was dl right. If they
were traveling toward the sun, they must be going south. He could seeit out of the right-hand window,
which meant that this must be afternoon, since the sun moved across the sky from east to west, and west
had to beto theright if they were going south. Y es? Y es. Hismind fdt very clear, icy-cold, and yet it
was S0 very hard to think properly: everything was aterrible effort. | have damaged mysdf through lack
of food, Joseph told himself again. | have made mysdlf stupid, perhaps permanently so. Eveniif | do get
back to House Keilloran eventualy | will no longer be qudified to do aMagter’ swork, and | will haveto
step asde and let Rickard inherit the House, and how he will hate that! But what elsecan | do, if | have
become too stupid to govern the estate?

It was apainful thing to consider. He let himself glide into deep, and did not awaken again until the truck
had cometo ahat and the two men were lifting him out of it, treating him as they had before, asthough
he were very fragile, asthough any but the gentlest handling might shatter him.

Joseph could barely stand. He leaned againgt the younger of histwo rescuers, locking hisarm insdethe
man’s, and tried aswell as he could to stay upright, but he kept swaying and beginning to topple, and had
to be pulled back again and again to a standing position.

They had reached avillage: aFolkish village, Joseph supposed. Itslayout was nothing like thet of the
Indigene villagesin which he had lived for so many months. Thiswas no dense, dark warren in the
Indigene style, tight rows of conica mud-and-wattle houses crowded together in hivelike fashion around
acentrd plazaof ceremonid buildingswith the village' s communa growing-fields beyond. Here Joseph
saw scatterings of smal squarish wooden buildings with thatched roofs and stubby stone chimneysrising
above them, set widely apart, each house with alow picket fence around it and its own pleasant little
kitchen-garden in front and what |ooked like stables for domestic animalsto the rear. Untidy grassy strips
ran between thevillagers dwellings. Dusk was beginning to descend. Burning stakes set into the ground
provided illumination. To one sderan acanal, spanned here and there by arching wooden bridges. Off
the other way there was abig domed building standing by itself that was surmounted by the Folkish holy
symbol, the solar disk with rays of sunlight streaming from it, marking it asthe village' s house of worship.
The closest thing to amain plazawas the expanse of bare, skinned ground where the truck had halted,
but this was a mere parking areathat could not have had any ceremonid significance. Vehiclesof all
kinds were scattered about it, wagons and carts and trucks and harvesting-machines.

Hisarriva, he saw, was causing atir. Little groups of curious villagers came out of the houses to ingpect
him. Most of them hung back, pointing and murmuring, but one, a short, praddle-legged man with the
widest shoulders Joseph had ever seen, scarcely any neck, and a blunt bullet-shaped head, came right up
to him and gave him along moment of intense, piercing scrutiny. “Thisis Stappin,” whispered the man



who was holding him up. “ Governor of the town, heis.” And indeed Joseph was readily able to discern
the aura of authority, strength, and imperturbable saf-confidence that this man radiated. They weretraits
that he had no difficulty recognizing. Hisfather had them—the Master of any Grest House would—and
Joseph had seen them in the Ardardin, too, and in some of the other Indigene chieftains along the way.
They were necessities of leadership. The am of Joseph’ s entire education had been to enable him to
develop thosetraitsin himsdif.

“Why, isjust aboy!” Stappin said, after studying Joseph for atime. “Looks old, he does. But those are
young eyes. —Who are you, boy? What are you doing here?’

Joseph dared not admit that he was a Master. But he had failed to prepare himself for this moment. He
sad thefirgt thing that legped into his mind, hoping that it wasthe right thing: “1 am Waerna of Ludbrek
House”

There was no reason why they would ever have heard that name dl the way down here. But if by some
chance they had, and said that they knew Waerna of Ludbrek House and he was an old man, Joseph
intended smply to tell them that he was the grandson of the Waernathey knew, and had the same name.

Stappin did not react to the name or hisimplied claim of Folkish blood, though. Joseph went on, “When
the estate where | lived was destroyed in the rebellion, | fled into the mountains. Now | have no home at
al”

Thewords drained the last of his stamina. His knees turned to water and he dumped down, sagging
againg the man who held him. Everything became unclear to him after that, until he opened hiseyesand
discovered that he wasinside one of the cottages, lying in an actual bed—no piles of furry skins
here—with an actual blanket over him and a pillow under hishead. A Folkish woman was |ooking down
at him with motherly concern. By the sputtering light of candles set in sconces againgt the walls Joseph
saw four or five other figuresin the room, aboy or youngish man, agirl, and severa otherslost inthe
shadows.

Thewoman said, “Will you take some tea, Waerna?’

He nodded and sat up. The blanket dipped away, showing him that they had removed his clothes: he saw
them now, hisfilthy Indigene robes, lying in ahegp beside the bed. It appeared that they had bathed him,
too: hisskin had afresh, coal feding that it had not had in many days.

The woman put amug of warm teain his hand. Joseph drank it dowly. It was very mild, faintly swest,
easy to swallow. Afterward the woman watched him for atime, to see how well he kept it down. Hewas
managing it. Something was cooking in another room, some soup or sew Ssmmering over afire, and the
amel| of it made him alittle uneasy, but the tea seemed to have settled his ssomach fairly well.

“Would you like something eseto eat?’ the woman asked.

“I think s0,” Joseph said. The woman turned and said something to the girl, who went out of the room.
Joseph was afraid that she was going to bring him whatever it was they were cooking in there, which he
knew he would not be able to deal with, but when she came back alittle while later she was bearing two
dices of bread on aplate, and amug of warm milk. She knelt beside the bed to offer them to him, smiling
encouragingly. He nibbled at the bread, which was soft and airy, much easier to get down than the hard
crust he had been offered in the truck, and took asip or two of the milk. The girl kept looking a him, till
smiling, holding out the plate of bread in case he should fedl capable of esting more.

Heliked the way she smiled. It was a pretty smile, he thought. She looked quite pretty herself, as Folkish
girlswent: her face very broad, asthey all tended to be, strong bones, awide nosg, full lips, but her skin



was pale and clear and her hair, straight and cropped short, was a soft golden color. So far ashewas
ableto tell she was about his age, or perhaps ayear or two older. | must be fedling better dready even to
be noticing these things, hetold himsdif.

It troubled him that when he sat up like this the whole upper part of hisbody was bared to her, and she
could see how scrawny he had become. That embarrassed him. He looked like a dead man, a skeleton
that somehow il was covered with skin. But then he shivered, and the woman—was shethegirl’s
mother?—noticed that at once and put awrap around his shoulders, awoolen thing, coarse and heavy,
that felt unpleasantly scratchy againgt his skin but did at least hide his shrunken arms and hollow chest
from view aswdl as keeping him warm. He took afew more bites of the bread and finished the milk.

“More?’ the woman asked.
“I think not. Not just yet.”

They were being very kind to him. Didn't they suspect, from his dender build and finely formed features
and whatever hints of aMaster accent in his voice he was unable to conced, that he was a member of
the enemy race? Apparently not. They would know nothing of what a southern Master accent sounded
like here, anyway; and asfor hislong limbs and histapering nose and histhin lips, well, there had been
more than alittle interbreeding down through the centuries, and it was not al that uncommon for
members of the Folk to show some physica traits of the ruling class. It did seem that they accepted him
for what he claimed to be, ayoung man of their own kind, arefugee from afar-away destroyed House.

“Y ou should rest again now,” the woman said, and they al went out of the room.

He wandered off into adreamless dozing reverie. Later, he could not possibly have said how much later,
the boy or young man who had been in hisroom before came in with abowl of the stuff they had been
cooking and a plate of a grayish mashed vegetable, and Joseph tried without successto eat some. “I'll
leaveit in case you want it,” the boy said. Again Joseph was aone.

Sometime later he awvoke with afull bladder, ssumbled out of bed in the darkness with no good idea of
where he ought to go, and tripped over some smal piece of furniture, sending himself sprawling with a
crash into something else, alittle bedside table on which they had left apitcher of water for him. The
pitcher, landing on what seemed to be a stone floor, made a sound asit broke that he was certain would
wake the whole household, but no one came. Joseph crouched where he had falen, trembling, dizzy.
After afew moments he rose unsteadily and tiptoed out into the hall. Because they had left him naked
below thewaist, and he did not want to reved his emaciated thighs and belly to anyone he might
encounter out there, especidly not the girl, he took the coverlet from hisbed and wrapped it around his
hips. In the hallway there wasjust enough moonlight coming in so that he could see other bedrooms, and
hear the sound of snoring coming from one or two of them. But he could not find anything that might bea
lavatory.

He needed very badly to go by thistime. A door presented itself that turned out to be the main door of
the house, and he went outside, into the yard, moving steadily but with an invaid’ s dow, cautious pace.
All wasslent out there. The whole village seemed to be adeep. The night waswarm, the air very lill.
Thetwo smaller moonswerein the sky. A big brown dog lay curled up against the picket fence. It
opened one yellow eye and made a soft, short growling sound, but did not otherwise react to Joseph’s
presence. Hewaked past it, following aong the line of the fence until he judged he was sufficiently far
from the house, and opened the coverlet and urinated againgt abush. Because dl of hisbodily functions
had become so deranged, it took him an incredibly long timeto do it, what seemed like hours. How
strange, he thought, to be standing here like thisin the yard of a Folkish house, peeing outdoors by
moonlight, peeing dowly and endlesdy the way an old man does. But dl of thisisadream, isit not? It



must be. It mugt.

Hefound hisway back to his own bedroom without incident and dropped at once into deep deep, the
first redly sound deep he had had in more weeks than he could remember. When he awoke, it waslong
after daylight: floods of golden sunshine were pouring into the room. Someone had comein while he
dept, picked up the overturned table, removed the fragments of the broken pitcher. The bowl of stew
and the plate of mashed vegetables were il Stting on the cupboard where the boy who had brought
them had |eft them. A stab of hunger pierced through him suddenly and he sprang from the bed, or tried
to, but dizzinessingtantly overcame him and he had to St again, trembling alittle, racked by little
shuddering spasms. When the shuddering stopped he got up again, very carefully thistime, dowly
crossed the room, ate afew spoonfuls of the vegetables, sipped at the stew. He was not as hungry as he
had thought he was. Still, he was able to keep the food down, and after alittle while he managed to eat
some more of it.

They had put out clothing for him, good honest Folkish dress—brown cotton leggings, asinglet of gray
wool, aleather vest, apair of open sandas. Nothing fit him very well: the leggings were too short, the
snglet too tight, the vest too loose across the shoulders, the sandals too small. Probably most or al of
these things belonged to the boy of the house. But wearing them, ill-fitting or not, was better than going
about naked, or wrapping himsdf in his bedsheet, or trying to get back into hisfilthy Indigene robes.

The woman who had cared for him last night came into the room. He saw that she wasforty or so,
plump, with weary dark-shadowed eyes but awarm, ingratiating smile. The girl and the young man who
had been in the room last night were with her again. “1 am Saban,” the woman said. “My daughter
Thayle. Vek, my son.” Velk appeared to be eighteen or twenty, short, strongly built, dull-eyed, probably
not terribly bright. Thayle did not seem as pretty as she had last night, now that Joseph could seethe
Folkish stockiness of her frame, but she looked sweet and cheerful and Joseph liked her smooth clear
skin and the bright sheen of her yellow hair. He doubted that she was any older than sixteen, perhaps
even ayear or two younger; but it was very hard to tell. The Folk alwayslooked older than they redly
were to him, because they tended to be so sturdily built, so deep-chested and thick-shouldered. Saban
indicated athird person standing in adiffident douch farther back in the room and said, “ That ismy man,
Simthot.” About fifty, shorter even than his son, aburly man with powerful arms and shoulders, deeply
tanned skin, the creases of alifetime of hard work furrowing his expressonlessface. “You areaguest in
our house aslong as you need to stay,” said Saban, and Simthot nodded emphatically. He appeared to
be accustomed to letting hiswife do the talking for him.

“| fedd much better thismorning,” Joseph told her. “It was good to deep in acomfortable bed again, and
to be ableto eat alittle food. | thank you for al your kindnesses.”

Was that too formd, too Master-like? Even though he spoke in Folkish, hewas afraid of betraying his
aristocratic origins by expressng himsdlf too well. He wondered if aFolkish boy of fifteen or Sixteen
would ever be as articul ate as that.

But Saban showed no sign of suspicion. Shetold him only that she was pleased that the night’ srest had
done him good, and warned him not to try to recover too quickly. The town governor, she said, would
come herelater in the day to speak with him. Meanwhile, she suggested, he ought to get back into bed.

That seemed wise to him. He no longer felt as though he were on the brink of degath, but he knew he had
along way to go before he had some semblance of vigor again.

Thayle brought him teawith honey in it, and stood by his bedside while he drank it. When he was done
Joseph asked her for more of the bread she had given him the night before, and she brought that too, and
watched him inakind of placid satisfaction as he nibbled at it. Like her mother, she appeared to be



taking an dmost maternd interest in hiswelfare.

He needed to urinate again, and perhaps even to move his bowels, something he had not succeeded in
doing in many days. But he till did not know where to go. Though Joseph would not have hesitated to
ask aservant for thelocation of the nearest privy, if he were aguest in some Great House, hefelt oddly
inhibited about asking the girl. He was not even sure of the word for it in Folkish; that was part of the
problem. But he knew he was being ridiculous. After atime he said, fedling heat rise to his cheeks,
“Thayle, | haveto—if you would please show me—"

She understood immediately, of course. Hewould not Iet her help him rise from the bed, though there
was abad moment of vertigo when hedid, and he refused her arm as they went from the room. The
lavatory was at the back of the house. Because he knew she was waiting for him outside to guide him
back to hisroom, hetried to be as quick about things as he could, but his body was till not functioning
normally, and he could not look her in the eye when hefindly emerged along time afterward. All she sad
was, “Would you like to go outsde for some fresh air and sunshine?’

“I'd like that very much, yes” hetold her.

They emerged into the kitchen-garden. The warm sunlight felt good againgt hisface. She stood very close
beside him, as though afraid he might be too wesk to stand on his own for long. The firm curve of her
breast was pressing into his side. Joseph was surprised to observe how much heliked that. He was
actually beginning to find her attractive despite or perhaps even because of her Folkish look, which was
somewhat unsettling, though in an interesting way. | suppose | have been away from my own peopletoo
long, hethought.

He guessed that it was probably about noon. Very few townsfolk were around, just some very small
children playing in the dust and afew old people busy on the porches of their houses. The rest were
working in thefields, Joseph assumed, or accompanying their herds through the pastures. A peaceful
scene. The dog that had been deeping out here last night was till curled up on the ground, and again it
gave him aquick one-eyed ingpection and a soft little growl before subsiding into deep. It was not easy
to believe that e sawhere on Homeworld abloody war was going on, estates being pillaged and burned,
people driveninto exile.

“What isthisvillage called?’ Joseph asked, after alittlewhile.
“It' satown, not avillage,” Thaylesad.

Evidently that was an important digtinction. “Thistown , then.”
“You don't know? Its nameis Eysar Haven.”

“Ah. Eysar Haven.”

“Origindly it was called something el se, though that was so long ago that nobody remembers what. But
then the name was changed to Eysar Haven, because he actualy came here once, you know.”

“He? Eysar, you mean?’

“Yes, of course, Eysar. Who else? Hewas really here. Some people don't even believe that Eysar truly
existed, that he' sjust amyth, but it isn't so. He was here. He stayed for weeks and weeks, while he was
making the Crossing. We know that to be afact. And after he left the town was named for him. It's
wonderful to think that we wak on the very same ground that Eysar’ sfeet once touched, isn't it?”

“Yes. It certainly is” said Joseph carefully.



Hefdt that he wasin dangerousterritory here. There was a note of reverence and awe in Thayl€ svoice.
Eysar must be some great Folkish hero, whose name was known to one and al in the Folkish world. But
Joseph had never heard of him.He stayed for weeks and weeks, while he was making the Crossing .
What could that mean? A Magter’ s education did not include agreat dedl of Folkish history, nor Folkish
mythology, for that matter. For al Joseph knew, Eysar had been agreat Folkish king in the days before
the Conquest, or the leader of the first Folkish expedition to land on Homeworld, or perhaps some sort
of charismatic wonderworking religious leader. The thought that the Folk once had had great kings of
their own, or glorious heroes, or revered religious leaders, and that they till cherished the memory of
those great men, was alittle sartling to him, smply because it had never occurred to him before. And
certainly it would not do at al for Thayleto find out that he had no knowledge of who this Eysar was, or
the Crossing, or, for that matter, of any sgnificant datum of Folkish life or culture.

He searched for away to change the subject. But Thayle did the job for him.
“And whereisit you come from?’ she asked. “Ludbrek House, you said. Whereisthat?’
“Up in the north. On the other side of the mountains.”

“That far? Y ou' ve come avery great distance, then. It'shard to believe anyone could travel asfar asthat
on foot. No wonder you suffered so much. —That’ s a strange name for atown, Ludbrek House.”

“That’ s not the town name. It’ s the name of the Great House that ruled the district.”
“A Mager-house?’ Thayle sad. “Isthat what you mean?’

She spoke as though the system of Great Houses with satdllite towns of Folk around them was nearly as
unfamiliar to her asthe deeds of Eysar wereto him.

“A Magter-house, yes,” he said. “We al belonged to Ludbrek House, many hundreds of us. But then the
rebelsburned it and | ran away. Y ou don't belong to any House here, then, isthat right?’

“Of course not. Y ou are among cuylings here. Y ou mean you didn't redize that?’

“Yes—yes, of course, | don’t know what | could have been thinking—"

Cuylings.

That word was new to him aso. It must refer to free Folk, Folk who had managed to stay clear of the
rule of the Magters, holding themsalves somehow apart from the dominant economic structure of the
world. Again Joseph saw how little he knew of these people, and what risks that posed for him. If he
alowed this conversation to go on much longer she was bound to find out that he was an impostor. He
needed to interrupt it.

He shook his head as though trying to clear it of cobwebs, and swayed, and gave adeliberate little lurch
that sent him stumbling into her. As he came up againg her he began to let himsdlf fdl, but she caught him
esdly—hewas 50 light, so flimsy—and held him, her arm encircling hisrib-cage, until he had found his
footing again. “ Sorry,” Joseph muttered. “Very dizzy, al of asudden—"

“Maybe we should goinsde,” shesaid.
“Yes. Yes. | guess|’m not strong enough yet to spend this much time on my feet.”

Heleaned on her shameesdy as they returned to the house. She would be more likely to overlook his
little Iapses of knowledgeif she could ascribe them to his general State of debilitation and exhaustion. He



clambered gladly into his bed. When she asked him if he wanted anything to eat, Joseph told her that he
did, and she brought him some of last night’ s stew, which he ate with steadily increasing enthusiasm. Then
hetold her that he wanted to deep for awhile, and she went away.

But hewaswide awake. Helay there thinking over their conversation—Eysar, cuylings, the
Crossing—and remembering, <o, theinteresting sensations that the pressure of Thayl€' s breast against
his sde had evoked in him. He enjoyed her company. And she seemed eager to make hersdlf responsible
for hiswdfare. Joseph saw that it would be only too easy to give himsdf away, though. There were only
great gulfs of ignorancein his mind where the most dementary facts of Folkish life and history ought to

be.

Stappin, the town governor, came to Joseph late that afternoon. Joseph was il in bed, Sitting up staring
idly at nothing at dl, wishing he dared to take one of his books from his pack and read it, when the
intense little man with the astonishingly broad shoulders and the bullet-shaped head entered hisroom.
Joseph wasingantly ill at ease. If he had come so closeto reveding the truth about himself to Thaylein
the course of the most casua sort of conversation, what chance did he have of concedling it from this
hard-eyed, ruthless-looking man, who plainly had come herefor the purpose of interrogating him? And
what would happen to him, he wondered, once Stappin discovered his secret?

The governor had been doing alittle research, too. He wasted no time on pleasantries. And helet it be
known right away that he had his suspicions about Joseph’s story. “Ludbrek House, that is where you
came from, iswhat you told us yesterday. How can that be? There are people here who have heard of
that place. They tell methat Ludbrek Houseis such avery great distance from here. Beyond the
mountains, itis”

“Yes,” Joseph said impassvely. He met the stony little eyes with an even stare. | am Joseph Master
Kellloran, hetold himsdlf, and this man, formidable as heiis, isonly the governor of a Folkish town. With
alittle care he would get through this. “ On the other sde, in High Manza.”

With alittle care, yes.

But he had let thewords“High Manza’ dip out without thinking. He regretted that at once. Did the Folk,
he wondered, really use that term for the northern third of the continent, or wasthat in fact purely a
Master designation?

With hisvery first satement he had quite possibly placed himsalf in peril. He saw that he must be more
gparing in hisreplies. Thelesshe said, thelesslikely wasit that he would stumble into some blunder that
would disclose the truth about himsdlf. It had been a mistake to remind himsalf amoment ago that he was
Joseph Master Keilloran: right now he was Waerna of Ludbrek House, and he must be Waernadown to

hisfingertips.
But Stappin did not seem to be bothered by the phraseitsdlf, only by the improbability of the journey. All

he said was, “That is many hundreds of miles. It waswinter. It rains up there in the winter, and sometimes
thereis snow, aso. Thereislittle to eat. No one could survive such ajourney.”

Joseph indicated his emaciated form, hiswild tangled beard. “Y ou can seethat | very nearly did not.”
“No. You could not have survived, not on your own. Someone must have helped you. Who was that?’
“Why, it was the Indigenes,” Joseph said. “1 thought you knew that!”

Stappin appeared genuinely startled. “They would not have done that. The Indigenes are concerned only
with the Indigenes. They will have nothing to do with anyone dse”



“But they did,” Joseph said. “ They did! Look, ook there—" He indicated the ragged Indigene robes that
he had been wearing when he arrived in Eysar Haven. Saban or Thayle had washed them and stacked
them, neatly folded, in acorner of theroom. “That cloth—it is Indigene weave. Look at it, Governor
Stappin! Touch it! Can it be anything other but Indigene weave? And that fur mantle next to it. They gave
it to me. They took mein, they fed me, they moved mefrom villageto village.”

Stappin spent some time digesting that. It wasimpossible to tell what was going on behind those cold,
hard eyes.

Then, unexpectedly, he said, “Why isit you speak so strangely?’

Joseph compelled himsdlf to meet the governor’ s gaze steadily, unflinchingly. “What do you find strange
about my speech, Governor Stappin?’

“Itisnot like ours. Y our tone of voice. Theway you put your words together.”

Cam, hethought. Stay cam. “I am of Ludbrek House in High Manza, and thisis the way we spesk
there. Perhaps alittle of the Masters' way of speaking has come into our speech and changed it. | could

not say.”
“Yes. Yes | forget: you are stendlings, there.”

Another new word. From the context Joseph guessed it was the antithesis of “cuyling,” and
meant—what? Serf? Save? Vassa? Something on that order.

He smply shrugged. He was not going to get into a discussion of aword whose meaning was uncertain
tohim.

“And how cameit to pass,” Stappin said, and there was still an ugly little suspicious edge to hisvoice,
“that you and the Indigenes became such greet friends?’

“The uprising happened,” Joseph said. “ That wasthe first thing.”

He studied Stappin carefully. By now Joseph had concluded that these cuyling Folk of Eysar Haven not
only had taken no part in the rebellion, but that they must know very little about it. Stappin did not
question hisuse of theterm. He did not react to it in any way. He remained standing ashewas,
motionless beside Joseph’ sbed, legsfar gpart, hands balled into fists and pressing againgt his hips,
wating.

“It wasinthe night,” Joseph said. “ They cameinto the Great House and killed al the Mastersthere.” He
searched about in hismemory for the names old Waerna had mentioned, the dead Masters, the leader of

the rebels, but he could not remember them. If Stappin queried him about that, he would have to invent
the names and hope for the best. But Stappin did not ask for names.

“They killed everyone, the men and the women both, and even the children, and they burned their bodies,
and they burned the house aso. The placeisacomplete ruin. There is nothing left there but charred
timbers, and al of the Masters of Ludbrek House are dead.”

“Didyou hdptokill them?’

“I?No, not I!” 1t was easy enough to sound genuinely shocked. “1 must tll you, Governor Stappin, |
was of the Folk of Ludbrek House. | could never have struck ablow againgt the Masters of the House.”

“A stendling, yes,” Stappin said. Histone did not seem so much one of contempt as of smple



acknowledgment; but, taken either way, it left Joseph with no doubt of the word’s meaning.

“It would not be in my nature to turn against my Mastersthat way,” Joseph said. “If that isamark against
me, | am sorry for that. But itistheway | am.”

“I say nothing about that.” And then, with an odd little flicker of hiseyes. “What work did you do, when
you were a Ludbrek House?’

Joseph was unprepared for that. But he did not hesitate to answer. | must not lose my way, hetold
himsdlf. “1 wasin the sables, dr,” he said, improvising dauntlessly. 1 helped care for the bandars and the

ganuilles”
“And where were you while they were killing the masters and burning the house?”

“I was hiding, sir. Under the porch that faces the garden. | was afraid they would kill metoo. | have
heard that many Folk who were loyd to their Houses were killed by the rebels, everywherein High
Manza, and el sewhere too, perhaps.”

“When the killing was over, what did you do then?’

“Therewasno onein sight when | came out. | fled into the forest and lived on my own for afew days.
Then | met anoctambulo in the woods who took meto anearby village of Indigenes. | had hurt my leg
and was unable to walk, and the Indigenes took mein and helped me.”

There till was obvious skepticism in the governor’ s expression. These stories must seem like children’s
fary-taesto him, Joseph thought. Since everything Joseph wastelling him now was the absolute truth,
though, he began to fedl that he had passed a critical stagein the interrogation. So long as he had been
making things up, or borrowing pieces of the other Waerna' s account of the uprising, there was aways
the risk that Stappin would catch him out in alie. But from this point on he would not be making things
up. Sooner or later Stappin would have to accept his narrative as the truth.

Hesaid, “When | recovered, | went into the service of the Indigenes. That may sound strange, yes. But |
have some skills at hedling the sick, from my work with the stables. When they discovered thet, the
Indigene villagers used me as adoctor for their own peoplefor atime.” Joseph went on to explain how
they had sold him, finally, to others of their kind, and how he had been passed from villageto villagein
the high country while the winter rainy season came and went. Here, too, the governor would not be able
find any chink of falgty in histade, for it wasdl true. “At last,” hesaid, “1 grew tired of living among the
Indigenes. | wanted to be back among my own people. So | escaped from the village where | was, and
came down out of the mountains. But | did not know that the land down here was as empty asit proved
to be. There were no Great Houses, no villages of the Folk, not even any Indigenes. | used up thefood |
had brought with me and after atime | could find nothing anywhere to eat. There were many dayswhen |
ate nothing but insects, and then not even those. | made mysdlf ready for death. Then | wasfound by two
men of Eysar Haven, and the rest you know.”

He sat back, wearied by the long speech, and tried to ready himself for what Stappin was likely to ask
him next, which he supposed would be a question about what he planned to do now. It would hardly be
prudent to say that he was heading south, for what reason would he have for wanting to go in that
direction? The best thing to reply, he guessed, wasthat he had no plan at dl, that with his House
destroyed he was without affiliation, without purpose, without direction. He could say that he had not
taken the time to form any plan yet, since he would be in no shape to go anywhere for weeks. L ater,
when he was hedlthy again, he could dip away from Eysar Haven and continue on hisway to Hdlikis, but
that was nothing he needed to tell Governor Stappin.



The question that he had been expecting, though, did not come. Stappin confronted him againin
inscrutable slence for atime, and then said, with atone of findlity in hisvoice, asthough he had reached
some sort of verdict within himsalf, “Once again your luck has held, young Waerna. There will be ahome
for you here. Saban and Simthot are willing to give you shelter in their house as amember of their own
family. Y ou will work for them, once you have your strength again, and in that way you will pay them
back the cost of your lodging.”

“That seems quitefair, Sir. | hope not to be aburden on them.”

“We do not turn starving strangers away in Eysar Haven,” said Stappin, and began to move toward the
door. Joseph, thinking that the interview was at its end, felt asudden grest relief. But the governor was
not done with him yet. Pausing at the threshold, Stappin said suddenly, “Who was your grandfather,

boy?'
Joseph moistened hislips. “Why, Waernawas hisname aso, sir.”

“IsaFolkish name, Waerna. | mean yourreal grandfather, the one whose blood runsin your veins.”
“Sr?’ sad Joseph, baffled and alittle frightened.

“Don't play with me. There’'sMaster blood in you, isit not So? You think | can't see? Look at you! That
nose. Those eyes. Smal wonder you stayed loyd to your House when the uprising came, en? Blood calls
out to blood. As much Master blood in you asthereis Falk, I'd venture. Sendlings!” Therewasno
doubting the contempt in hisvoice thistime.

And then he was gone, and Joseph sank back againgt his pillow, numb, empty.

But he was safe. Despite their suspicions, they had taken him in. And in the daysthat followed, his
strength began quickly to return. They fed him well; Joseph felt guilty about that, knowing that he would
never stay herelong enough to repay Saban and Simthot for what they were providing for him, but
perhaps he could do something about that when, if, he reached his homeland again. Meanwhile hisonly
consderation must be to make himsalf ready for a continuation of hisjourney. As Joseph grew
accustomed to regular meals again, he ate more and more voracioudy each day. Sometimes he ate too
much, and went off by himself to hide the nausea.and glut that his greed had caused in him. But hisweight
was returning. He no longer looked like awalking skeleton. Thayle trimmed his hair, which was shaggy
and matted and hung down to his shoulders, now, cutting it back to the much shorter length favored by
the people of Eysar Haven. Then Vek brought him amirror and a scissors, so that Joseph could trim his
beard, which had become a bedraggled disorderly black cloud completely enveloping his face and throat.
He had not seen his own reflection in months, and he was horrified by what the mirror showed him, those
knifeblade cheekbones, those crazily burning eyes. He scarcely recognized himsdlf. He looked five years
older than he remembered, and much transformed.

No one said anything to him, yet, about working. Once he was strong enough to go out on hisown, he
spent his days exploring the town, usudly by himself, sometimes accompanied by Thayle. Hefound it
very pleasant to be with her. Her strapping Folkish physique, the breadth of her shoulders and her wide
gtaunch hips, no longer troubled him: he saw that he was adjusting hisidedls of feminine beauty tofit the
circumstances of his present life. He did indeed find her attractive, very much so. Now and again, ashe
lay waiting for deep, he let hismind wander into thoughts of what it would be liketo presshislips against
Thayl€'s, to cup her breastsin his hands, to dide himself between her parted thighs. Theintensity of these
fantas es was something utterly new to him.

Not that he attempted at al to indicate any of thisto Thayle. Thisjourney had changed him in many ways,
and the uncertainties he once had had about girls now struck him as aquaint vestige of his childhood; but



gtill, it seemed very wrong to him to be taking advantage of the hospitality of his hosts by trying to seduce
the daughter of the household. Histimes aone with Thayle were infrequent, anyway. Like her father and
brother and sometimes her mother, she went off for hours each day to work in thefamily fields. It was
high summer, now, and the crops were growing quickly. And gradualy Joseph learned that Thayle was
involved with one of the young men of the town, acertain Grovin, who was dmost certainly her lover and
possibly her betrothed. That was something elseto consider.

Joseph saw him now and then in the town, alean, dy-faced sort, perhaps eighteen or nineteen,
quick-eyed, mean-looking. Hewas not at al surprised, though he found it alittle embarrassing, to find
himself taking adidike to Grovin. But he had no direct encounters with him.

Thetown itsalf was amodest little place, no more than two or three thousand peoplein al, Joseph
guessed, dthough spread out over afairly extensive area. All the houses werein one place, dl the public
buildingsin another, and the farmland was beyond—the entire town holdings divided into small
family-held plots, nothing communally operated as among the Indigenes, though Joseph gathered that all
the townsfolk worked together a harvest-time, moving in teamsfrom plot to plot.

This must have been the way the Folk lived before we came here, Joseph thought. A smplelife, aquiet
life, raise your crops and look after your cattle and have your children and grow old and give way to the
next generation. That was the way the Folk of the Great Houses lived aswell, he supposed, but
everything they did was done in the service of their Masters, and although awise Master treated his Folk
well, the fact remained that they spent their livesworking for their Masters and only indirectly for
themsdves

Sendlings. A whole planet of sendlingsiswhat we have turned them into, paring only these few cuyling
towns here and there in the outback. Joseph till could not see that there was anything seriously wrong
with that. But obvioudy Governor Stappin and the citizens of Eysar Haven might have something different
to say on that subject.

Therewasagtatuein the middle of thelittle group of public buildings that formed the center of the town:
aman of middle years, avery Folkish-looking man, thick-thighed and heavy-chested with hishair coming
down over hisforehead in bangs, carved from gray granite atop a black stone pedestal. He had not been
very deftly portrayed, but there seemed to be wisdom and benevolence and much warmth in his
expression as he stood there eternaly looking out over the heart of the town.

Joseph could find no inscription on the base of the statue to indicate the identity of the man whom it
represented. He did not dare ask any of the people strolling nearby. But certainly this must be Eysar,
Joseph thought, since thistown is named for him. Everyone would know what Eysar looked like: it isnot
necessary to put alabel on his statue. He wondered if he would ever find out who Eysar was.

These were warm, lazy days. Joseph felt almost strong enough to set out for home once more, but the
concept of “home” had become such avague, remote thing in his mind that he saw no urgency in
resuming histrek. Who could tell what new hardships awaited him once he took hisleave of Eysar
Haven? He knew what it was like, now, to starve. Here he was fed well, he had a soft place to deep, he
felt acertain warmth toward Saban and her family. It struck him as quite aplausible choiceto remain
here awhilelonger, working with Thayle and Velk and Smthot in the family fields, heping with the
harves, living as though he were really and truly the Folkish boy Waerna of Ludbrek House, now
adopted into citizenship & the cuyling town of Eysar Haven.

The Master within him knew that this was foolishness, that it was his duty to get out of here as soon as he
was cgpable of it and take himsalf onward toward Helikis, toward Keilloran House, toward the father
and brothers and sisters who probably had never ceased mourning the loss of him and whose liveswould



be brightened beyond al measure by hisreturn. It was only the weariness in him speaking, the damage
that histime of eating roots and ants had caused, that made him think of lingering here. It was asign that
he was not yet hedled.

But he let the days dide easily by and did not force himself to wrestle with the problem of becoming
Joseph Magter Kellloran again. And then, one warm humid summer evening at dusk, when hewas
walking through the fidlds with Thayle, amidst the ripening heads of grain, the whole thing was abruptly
thrust upon him once more, out of nowhere, striking like asudden lightning-bolt, an earthquake, a
cataclysmic volcanic eruption.

Hehad just said, “L ook how full these heads are, Thayle, how dark. It will be harvest-timein another
month or so, won't it? I’ [l be able to help you with it by then.”

Towhich shereplied sweetly, “Will you be staying here that long, then, Waerna? Are you not beginning
to think of returning to your own people?’

He gave her apuzzled look. “My people? | have no people anymore. The Folk of Ludbrek House have
scattered in every direction, those that are il dive. | don’'t know where anyoneis.”

“I'm not talking about the Folk of Ludbrek House. | mean your real people.”
The quiet statement rocked him. Hefdt like asmal boat suddenly adrift in astormy sea.

“What?’ said Joseph, as casudly as he could. He could not make himsdlf ook at her. “I’m not surethat |
understand what—"

“I know what you are,” Thayle said.
“What | am?’

“What you are, yes.” She caught him by the deeve and pulled him around to face her. She was smiling.
Her eyeswere shining strangely. “ Y ou're aMadter, aren't you, Waerna?’

Theword struck him with explosive force. Hefdt his heart starting to race and his breath came short. But
Joseph struggled to permit nothing more than alook of mild bemusement to appear on hisface. “Thisis
crazy, Thayle. How could you possibly think that I' m—"

Shewas gtill smiling. She had no doubt at al of the truth of what she wastelling him. “Y ou have aMaster
look about you. I’ ve seen some Masters now and then. | know wheat they look like. Y ou'retal and thin:
do you see anybody tal and thin in Eysar Haven? And darker than we are. Y ou have the darkest hair
I’ve ever seen. And the shape of your nose—your lips—"

Her tone of voice was agentle one, dmost teasing. As though this were some sort of game. Perhaps for
her it was. But not for him.

“So | have some Master blood in me.” Joseph kept hisvoice level, which was not an easy thing to
manage. “ Stappin said something about it to me, weeks ago. He noticed it right away. Well, it’ s probably
true. Such things have been known to happen.”

“SomeM aster blood, Waerna?Some? ”
“Some, yes.”

“Y ou know how to read. | know that you do. There are books in that pack you were carrying when you



came here, and one night when | was outside the house very late | looked in your window and you were
awake and reading one. It'saMaster book. What else could it be? And you werereading it. Y ou look
likeaMagter, and you read like aMaster, and you have alittle case that’ sfull of Master tools. I've
looked at them while | was cleaning your room. I’ ve never seen anything like them. And your books. |
held the book-thing right in my hand and pressed the button, and Master words came out on the screen.”

“I dwelled among Magters at L udbrek House. They taught meto read so | could serve them better.”
Shelaughed. “Taught a stable-boy to read, so he could be a better stable-boy?’

“Yes. And the utility case that you saw—I stole that when | fled from Ludbrek House. The books, too. |
swear to you, Thayle, by whatever god you want me to swear by—"

“No.” She put her hand over hismouth. “Don't lie, and don't blaspheme. That’ Il make everything worse.
| know what you are. It hasto betrue. Y ou hadn’'t ever heard of Eysar, and you don’t know the names
of our holidays, and there are athousand other things about you that just aren’t right. | don’t know if
anyone esehere has seeniit, but | certainly have.”

Hewas stymied. He could bluff al heliked, but nothing he could ever say would convince her. She
thought that she knew what he was, and she was sure that she was right, and shewas right, and Joseph
would have to be the best actor in the world to make her believe now that he was of the Folk. Even that
might not be good enough. She knew what he was. Hislife wasin her hands.

He wondered what to do. Run back to the house, collect histhings, get himsdlf away from this place
while he till could? He did not fed ready for that, not now, not so suddenly. Night was coming on. He
had no ideawhich way to go. Hewould haveto live off the land again, a atime when hewas ill not
entirely recovered from hislast attempt at that.

Thayle said, asthough reading hismind, “Y ou don’t need to be afraid of me, Waerna. I’'m not going to
tell anyone about you.”

“How can | be sure of that?’

“It would be bad for you, if | did. Stappin would never forgive you for lying to him. And he couldn’t let a
runaway Master live among us, anyway. You' d haveto leave here. | don't want that. | like you,
Waerna”

“You do? Eventhough I'm aMaster?’

“Yes. Yes. What does your being aMaster have to do with it?” That strange glow wasin her eyes again.
“I won’t say aword to anyone. Look, I'll swear it.” She madeasignintheair. She uttered afew words
that Joseph could not understand. “Well?” she said. “Now do you trust me?’

“I' wish | could, Thayle”

“Y ou can say athing like that, after what you just heard me swear? I’ d be furious with you, if you were
Folk. But what you just said would tell meyou' re aMaster if nothing else | knew about you did. You
don’t even know the Oath of the Crossing! It'sawonder no one e se here has caught on to you before
this” Joseph redlized that somewhere in the last moments Thayle had taken both his handsin hers. She
stood up on tiptoe, so that her face was very closeto his. Softly she said, “Don’t be afraid of me,
Waerna. | won't ever bring you harm. Maybe the Oath of the Crossing doesn’t mean anything to you,
but I'll proveit to you another way, tonight. Y ou wait and see.”

Joseph stared at her, not knowing what to say.



Then shetugged at him. “Let’sgo back, al right?It’ s getting near timefor dinner.”

His mind was swirling. He wanted very much to believe that she would not betray him, but he could not
be sure of that. And it was deeply troubling to redlize that his secret wasin her hands.

The evening med was atense business for him. Joseph ate without saying aword, looking down into his
plate most of the time, avoiding the glances of these people with whom he had lived for weeks, people
who had taken him in, cared for him, bathed him when he was too wesk, fed him, clothed him, treated
him as one of their own. He was convinced now that they al knew the truth about him, had known it a
long while, not just Thayle but her brother dso, and Simthot, and Saban. He must have given himsdlf
away ahundred times aday—whenever hefailed to recognize some reference that any of the Folk from
anywhere on Homeworld would have understood, whenever he said something in what he hoped was
idiomatic Folkish that was actualy phrased in away that nobody who wastruly of the Folk would ever
phraseit.

So they knew. They had to know. And probably they were in constant anguish over it, debating whether
to tell Stappin that they were sheltering a member of the enemy race here. Even if they wanted to protect
him, they might fear that they were endangering their own safety by holding back on going to the
governor and reporting what they knew. Suppose Stappin had aready worked out hisrea identity also,
and was smply waiting for them to come to him and report that the boy they were harboring was actually
afugitive Master? The longer they waited, the worse it would be for them, then. But possibly they were
just biding their time until some gppropriate moment, some specid day of the Folkish year that he knew
nothing about, when you stepped forward and denounced the liars and impostors in your midst—

In the evenings Saban and Smthot, and sometimes Velk aswell, would settle in the front parlor to play a
game called weriyel, which involved making patterns with little interl ocking pieces of carved boneon a
painted board. Joseph had explained, early on, that this game had not been known to himin hisdays at
Ludbrek House, and they had seemed to take that at face value; Vek had taught him the rules, and some
evenings he played with them, although he had not yet developed much skill &t it. Tonight he declined to
join them. He did not want to remind them of how badly he played. He was sure that his lack of
knowledge of the rules of weriyel was one more bit of evidence that he was no true man of the Folk.

Thayle never took part in the weriyel games. Most evenings she went out—to be with her lover Grovin,
Joseph assumed. He did not really know, and he scarcely felt free to ask her. Lately he had taken to
imagining the two of them going off to some secluded grove together and falling down to theground ina
frenzied embrace. It was not athought that he welcomed in any way, but the harder hetried torid his
mind of it, the moreingstently it forced itself upon him.

Though darkness was dow to come on these summer nights and it was much too early to think about
going to deep, Joseph, uncomfortable now in the company of his hosts, retired early to hisroom and
sprawled glumly atop his bed, staring upward, hands locked behind his head. Another night he might
have spent the time reading, but now he was fearful of that, not wanting Saban or Velk to comein
without warning, asthey sometimes did, and find him with the little reader in hishands. It was bad enough
that Thayle, spying on him late at night through the window—and why had she done that?—had seen him
reading. But it would be the end of everything for him hereif one of others actudly walked in and caught
himatit.

Joseph saw no solution for his predicament other than to leave Eysar Haven as soon as possible.
Tomorrow, even, or perhapsthe day after: pack his belongings, say hisfarewells, thank Saban and her
family for their hospitality, head off down the road. There was no need for him to snesk away, as he had
done when leaving the Indigenes. These people did not own him. He was merely aguest in their midst.
And, though Joseph had agreed to repay them for hislodgings by helping them with the harvest, they



would very likely be happy enough to see him get on hisway without waiting around for harvest-time,
susgpecting what they surely did about hisred identity. It wasthe only sensible thing to do: go, go quickly,
before the anomaly of aMaster dwelling in a Folkish town became too much for anyoneto tolerate.

Findly it was dark enough to try to deep. He got under the covers. But hewas till all awhirl within, and
helay iffly, hopeesdy awake, shifting from one position to another and finding noneto hisliking. There
was not going to be any deep for him at al this night, Joseph decided.

But he must have falen adegp somewhere along the way, because he heard the door of hisroom opening
and sat up, groggy and confused as one is when one is abruptly awvakened, with the fragments of an
exploded dream il floating through his mind. Someone had comein. Joseph could see very little, what
might have been afigure at histhreshold, amere outline, darkness against darkness. “Who'sthere?” he
asked.

“Shh! Quiet!”
“Thayle?
“Shhi”

Footsteps. A rustling sound, as of garments being thrown aside. Thiswasbeyond al bdlief. | am ill
adeep, Joseph thought. | am dreaming this. He was aware of movements close by him. His coverlet
being drawn back. Shewasjoining himin bed. A warm body up against hisflesh, too warm, too red, to
be a phantasm of the night.

“Thayle—what—?’

“I told you I’ d show you tonight that you could trust me. Now be quiet, will you? Pleasel” Her hands
were moving boldly over hisbody. Joseph lay still, astonished, wonderstruck. So it was going to happen
at last, heredlized, the thing that he had read about in so many books and plays and stories and poems,
the thing that he knew he would experience eventudly, but which he had not thought would be coming to
him so soon, here, now, tonight. Perhapsit had been inevitable that hisfirst time would be with agirl of
the Folk. He did not care about that. He did not care about anything, just now, except what was
unfolding in this bed. Her touch drew shivers from him. He wished he could see her, but there were no
moons tonight, not even much starlight, and he dared not break the flow of eventsto light alamp, nor did
he think she would want him to.

“You cantouch me,” shesad. “It' salowed.”

Joseph waas hesitant about that for amoment, but only for amoment. His hand hovered over her,
descended, found her. A thigh, thiswas. A hip. That sturdy body, that strong wide-hipped Folkish body,
here againgt him, naked, willing. The fragrance of her flesh, ddighting him, dizzying him. He did hishand
upward, meeting no discouragement, until he found her breasts. Carefully he closed hisfingers over one
of them. It was afirm, heavy, reslient globe; it filled his entire hand. He could fed the little hard node of
her nipple pressing againgt his pam. So that iswhat breastsfed like, Joseph thought. He had expected
them to be softer, somehow, but perhaps the softness happened later, when awoman was twenty or
twenty-five, and had had some babies. He wriggled around to a better position and glided acrossthe
valey of her chest to the other breast, and caressed them both for awhile. She seemed to likeit that he
was touching her breasts. Her lips sought his, and found them, and he was astounded to find her tongue
dipping between hislips. Isthat what people did when they kissed? Tongues? He felt impossibly
innocent. Surely she must redize, by thistime, how totally innocent he was. But that was dl right, Joseph
thought, so long as she does not laugh, so long as she leads me along step by step, so long as she teaches
me what to do. As she was doing.



On hisown initiative he moved his hand lower, diding it down her body, reaching her belly, now, the
deep indentation of her nave, hating there, running the hand from side to side, from one hard upjutting
hipbone to the other. Then, emboldened, he went onward, found the soft, dense patch of hair at the
mestingplace of her thighs, touched it, stroked it. She seized two of hisfingers and thrust them inward.
Hefdt moisture. Warmth.

And then everything was happening very quickly. He was on her, searching, thrusting, suddenly insde
her, enveloped in that moist softness, the tender velvety secret place between her legs, moving. It wasan
astounding sensation. No wonder, no wonder, that themes of desire and passion were so central to all
those books, those plays, those poems. Joseph had aways supposed it would be something
extraordinary, the act itsdlf, but he had never redlly imagined—how could he?>—the actua intensity of the
fedling, that sense of being ingde another human being, of being so intimately linked, of having these
exquiste ecstatic fedings spreading outward from hisloinsto the entirety of hisbody. They built and built
with irresstible force, sweeping him away within moments: he wanted to hold back, to savor al thisa
little longer, but there was no way he could do that, and as the spasms rocked him like a series of
detonations Joseph gasped and shuddered and pressed his face down beside Thayl€' s cheek and clung
to her strong sturdy body until it was over, and then he was lying stunned againg her, limp, sweety,
drained, trembling, ashamed.

Ashamed?

Y es. Inthat first moment of return from his climax it astonished him how quickly he had traveled from
unthinkable ecstasy to dark, exhausted, bewildered guilt. The whole descent had taken mere instants.
Now that Joseph was able to think coherently again, histhoughts al were bleak ones. He had not
expected that. There had been no chance to expect anything. But now, now, in the surprisingly harsh and
chilly aftermath, looking back at that frenzy of eager grappling, he could not help but focus on the
question of what sort of pleasure there could have beeniniit for her. Could there have been any, any at
al? She had merely served asthe instrument of hisown ddight. He had smply entered her, moved
quickly, used her for his own gratification. Master and peasant girl, the old, old story, disgusting,
shameful. He had never hated himsalf so much asin that moment.

Hefdt impelled to say something, and could not, and then did. “It al went so fast,” Joseph said, speaking
into his pillow, hisvoice rough and frayed, sounding unfamiliar in hisown ears. “I’'m sorry, Thayle. I'm
sorry. | didn’t want—"

“Shh. It wasfine. Bdieve me, Waerna.”
“But | would rather have—I would have liked to—

“Shhi Be dtill, and don’t worry. It wasfine. Fine. Just lie here beside me and relax.” Soothingly she
stroked Joseph’ s back, his shoulder, hisarm. “In alittle while you'll be ready to go again.”

And hewas. Thistimeit al went much lessfrenziedly for him. There was none of the crazy heedless
swiftness of before. Hefelt dmost like an expert. He had adways been aquick learner. He knew now
what to expect, had a better understanding of how to pace himself, how to hold himsalf back. Thayle
moved sKkillfully beneath him, asteady pumping rhythm, delightful, amazing. Then the rhythms grew more
irregular and she dug her fingertips hard into his shoulders, clung to him, rocked her hips, arched her
back, threw back her head, and he knew that something was happening within her, something awesome,
something convulsive, dthough he was not entirely sure whét it was, and aweird throaty sound emerged
from her, deep, throbbing, not even really a human sound, and Joseph knew that her big moment must
have arrived. Somewhere within it he had his own, not as overwheming as before, not nearly, but
nonethel ess an immensdy powerful sensation.



Therewas no guilt or shame thistime, none of the terrible bleskness of that earlier aftermath. Hefelt only
acam sense of accomplishment, of achievement, an awareness of pleasure given and received. It
seemed to Joseph that he had crossed some border in this past hour, stepping over into astrange and
wonderful new land from which there would be no returning.

They lay tangled together, spent and sticky, breathing hoarsdly, saying nothing for along while.
“Itwasmy firg time” hesad finaly.

“I know.”

“Ah. Wasit that easy to tell, then?’

“Everybody hasafirst time sometime. It' s not anything you need to explain. Or to gpologizefor.”
“I just want to thank you,” Joseph said. “1t was very beautiful.”

“Andfor medso. | won't ever forget it.” She giggled. “ Grovin would kill meif hefound out. He thinks he
ownsme, you know. But no one ownsme. No one. | do asl please.” Shedrew alittle playful lineadong
Joseph’ sjaw with the tip of one finger. “Now we each have a secret against each other, do you see? |
could tell Stappin that you' re aMagter, but | won't. And you could tell Grovin that I’ ve been to bed with
you.”

“But | won't.”

“No. Neither of uswill say anything to anybody. W€ ve put each other in each other’ s hands. —But now
tell me your real name. Y ou can’t be aWaerna. Waernaisn't aMaster name.”

“Joseph,” hesaid.
“That' sastrange name.Joseph .Joseph . I've never heard aname like that before.”

“It' san ancient name. It goes back to Old Earth. My father has an Earth name too: Martin.”

“Joseph. Martin.”

“I’'m not from Ludbrek House, either. Not from Manzaat al. I'm Joseph Master Keilloran of House
Kelloranin Helikis”

It was strange and somehow wonderful to spesk the full name out loud, herein thislittle Folkish town, in
this Folkish house, lying here naked in the arms of this naked Folkish girl. It wasthe find nakedness, this
last stripping away of al conceament. Thayle had never heard of House Kellloran, of course, had barely
heard of Hdlikisitself—afar-off land, that was dl she knew, somewhere down in the southern part of the
world—Dbut she said the name three or four times, Joseph Master Kellloran of House Keilloran in Helikis,
Joseph Magter Kellloran of House Keilloran in Helikis, as though the words had some magical potency
for her. She had some difficulty pronouncing Joseph’ s surname correctly, but he saw no point in
correcting her. Joseph felt very drowsy, very happy. Idly he stroked her body in atender but nonsexua
way, hishand traveling lightly along her flanks, her belly, her cheeks, apurely esthetic enjoyment, smply
enjoying the smoothness of her, the firmness of her skin and the taut flesh and muscle benegth it, the way
he might stroke afinely carved statuette, or athoroughbred racing-bandar, or a perfectly thrown
porcelain bowl. He did not think there was any likelihood that he could fed desire again just yet, not so
soon after those two cataclysmic couplings. But then his hands were going to her breasts, and then to her
thighs, and to his surprise and ddlight he felt himself awakening to the pull of her body one moretime, and
she made alittle chuckling sound of approva and drew him down into her once more.



Afterward she kissed him gently and wished him pleasant dreams, and gathered up her scattered clothing
and went out. When she was gone Joseph lay awake for awhile, reliving dl that had taken place, playing
it back in hismind with the utmost vividness, watching it al in wonder, amazement, even disbelief. He
tumbled then into deep asinto a crevasse on some lofty snowy mountain dopeand waslogtiniit,
dreamless, insensate, until morning.

Therewas no possbility after the experiences of that night of hisleaving Eysar Haven of hisown valition,
regardless of therisksinvolved in his staying. Thayle had tied him to it with unbreakable silken bands. His
only thought now was of when she would enter hisbed again.

But that did not happen immediately. Often in the days that followed Joseph would glance toward her
and seethat she was covertly looking at him, or that she was smiling warmly in hisdirection, or even
winking and blowing him akiss; but though he lay awake for along while each night hoping for the sound
of the opening door, the footsteps approaching his bed, the rustle of clothing being shed, four nights went
by before shefindly did come back. It was an eternity. “I thought you were never going to be with me
again,” hesaid, as his hands moved toward her breasts. She said something about needing to take care
that her parents did not discover what was going on under their own roof. No doubt that was so. But
aso it had occurred to Joseph that Thayle probably wasin the habit of spending severa evenings aweek
with Grovin, and would not want to come to him while her body was till sweaty and dippery from
another man’ s passions. He tried not to think about that; but it was atime of agony to him, those nights
that hewaited in vain for her, imagining that at this very moment she might be with Grovin, doing with him
the same things that he so desperately wanted her to be doing once more with him.

Twice during those days his path and Grovin's crossed in town, and both times Grovin gave him hard,
sour looks. Joseph asked Thayle about that, wondering whether Grovin suspected something, perhaps
the truth about Joseph’ sidentity or €l sethe possbility that he and Thayle were taking advantage of his
presencein her family’s house to do the very thing that they werein fact doing. But she assured him that
neither could betrue. “If he so much as dreamed you were aMagter, he' d have taken it up with Stappin
aready. And asfor suspecting you and me—no, no, he’' s so confident of himsdlf that it would never
occur to him. If he thought anything was going on between us he d have let me know about it by now.”

“Then why does he look at me that way?’
“Helooks at everybody that way. It'sjust theway heis.”
Maybe s0. Still, Joseph did not much likeit.

The summer days floated along in agolden haze of mounting heat. The harvest season gpproached.
Joseph lived for the nights of Thayl€ svisits. Helikis might have been a continent on another planet for all
that it entered hismind.

They werefriends aswell aslovers, by thistime. In the intervas between their bouts of lovemaking they
talked, lying side by side looking toward the celling instead of at each other, sometimesfor hours. She
reveded alively, questing intelligence: that came as a surprise to Joseph. It fascinated Thayle that he
should be aMadter. Inthisdigtrict of cuyling Folk, where the nearest Great Houses were far off beyond
the mountains, Masters were unfamiliar, exotic things. She understood that most of the rest of the world
was divided up into huge feudd estates on which her people had for many hundreds of yearslived,
essentidly, as property, until the recent outbreak of violent revolution. She had heard about that, anyway.
But she seemed to have no inward grasp of what it waslike. “Y ouown the Folk who live on your land?’
she asked. “How isthat, that one person can own others?’

“We don't exactly own them. We provide for them; we make sure everyone is housed, that nobody goes



hungry, that there’ swork for everybody, that good medical careisavailable. And in return for that they
work the lands, and look after the livestock, and do what needs to be donein the factories.”

“But everyoneis housed herein Eysar Haven, and everyone has work to do, and nobody goes hungry,
and dl of that. Why would we need Masters here?’

“Youdon't, | suppose. But the Folk of other places aren’t as sdlf-sufficient as the people of the cuyling
townsare”

“Y ou mean, they cameto your ancestors and said, ‘ Please rule us, please be our Masters? Theywanted
your peopleto take charge of their livesfor them?”

“Well, inamanner of spesking—"

“No. Actudly they were conquered, weren’t they? There was a thing cdled the Conquest, when the
Masters came out of the sky and seized the land andforced everyone to submit to them. Except for afew
like us, off in places of the world that nobody seemed to want to bother conquering. Isn't that so,

Joseph?”

He could not deny that. He would not even try. It would not be known as the Conquest, he thought, if it
had not been aconquest. And yet—yet—it had always been his understanding that the Masters had
imposed the system of Great Houses upon the Folk for the good of the Folk themsalves, not just for their
own, and that the Folk had learned to see the wisdom of that system. It had been his understanding, too,
that the Folk were an inherently weak breed, nothing more than creatures of a docile domesticated sort
that had been waiting for leadership to be provided for them.

But it wasimpossible for Joseph to say any of that to her. How could he let this girl—this woman,
really—for whom he now felt such desire, such need, such love, even, and from whom he had received
such delights and hoped to receive more, think that he looked upon her not as ahuman being but asa
kind of domesticated beast? Not only would telling her that be a hideousimpaossible insult, but he knew it
was not even true. Everything about her demonstrated that. Everything he had seen about Eysar Haven
demongtrated that. These people were quite capable of functioning on their own. And perhaps that had
been true of al the other Folk, too, once upon atime, back before the Conquest.

It was clear to him now that the Conquest had been a conquest indeed, in fact aswell as name. The Folk
had been doing well enough before the first Masters came to Homeworld. They lacked the force and
drive of Masters, perhaps, but was that asin? Had they deserved to lose control of their own lives, their
own world, for such failings? The Masters hadsubjugated the Folk. There was no other applicable
word. Evenif the bloody rebellion that had driven Joseph himsdf into these wanderings across the face of
the continent of Manza had not taught him by now how resentful of Master rule the Folk were, or some
of them, anyway, thisstay in Eysar Haven and these late-night conversations with Thayle would have
shown him that. It al seemed obvious enough to him now; but it was devastating to him to be forced to
see how much he had smply taken for granted, he with hisfine Master mind, hiskeen, searching intellect.

She chdlenged him in other aress, too.

“Y our father, the Master of House Keilloran—how did he get to be the Master of the House?” She dtill
could not pronounce the name correctly, but Joseph et that go. “ Did everybody who livesthere choose
him for that?’

“Hisfather was Master of the House before him,” Joseph told her. “And hisfather before that, going
back to the beginning. The eldest son inheritsthetitle.”



“That'sdl?” Thaylesaid. “Heisdlowed to govern thousands and thousands of people, Masters and
Folk aike, smply because he' s hisfather’s son? How strange. It ssems very foolish to me. Suppose
there' s someone el se better suited to govern, somebody who's smarter and wiser and more capablein
every way. Everyone can seethat, but he won't be allowed, will he? Because he' s not the €ldest son of
the edest son. That' sastupid system, | think.” Joseph said nothing, and Thayle was silent amoment,
too. Then she said, “What happensiif there’ s more than one son? That wouldn't be very unusual, would
it?’

“The eldest son dwaysinherits.”

“Evenif the second or even third son is plainly better quaified. Or the second or thirddaughter |, for that
matter. But | suppose daughtersdon’t figureinto this.”

“Only the ddest son,” Joseph said. “He s specidly trained for the job from childhood on. Sinceit’'s
known that he' s going to inherit, they seeto it that he' s been properly taught to do what must be done.”

“But no matter how wdll they teach him, heisn't necessarily the smartest member of hisfamily, ishe?
Evenif it isagreed that you haveto limit thetitleto asingle family just because that family happensto
have grabbed power firgt, you could have generation after generation where the new Master isn't even
the best qudified person among his own people. Do you think that’s so good, Joseph?”

Thisisagirl of the Folk who is asking me these questions, he said to himsdlf. Thisisadocile, ignorant
creature, a peasant, a person incapable of serious thought.

There was another long silence.

Thayle said then, “ Are you the €l dest son, Joseph?’

“Yes. Yes | am”

“Youwill inherit thetitle, then, and be Master of House Kellloran. By right of birth done, nothing ese”

“If I liveto get home, yes. Otherwise my brother Rickard will be. Hewon't like that, if things happen that
way. He never expected to rule and he' s not well prepared for doing it.”

“But he' Il become the Master anyway, because he' |l be the eldest available son.”
“Y$I Y$”
“By right of birth aone. Not necessarily because he'll be agood Master.”

Hewished she would stop pounding a him. “Rickard will be agood Master if thetitle comesto him,”
Joseph said stubbornly. “1’'m sure that he will. | know that hewill.” But he could not hide the lack of
conviction in hisvoice. He was amazed a how, within the space of fifteen minutes, Thayle had
undermined every assumption he had ever held about the relationship of Magter to Folk, about the
method by which the Great Houses chose their leaders, about the merit of his own automatic succession
to the powers of head of the House. He fdt as though this bed on which the two of them were lying had
turned somehow into aflimsy raft, on which he was being borne down some turbulent river toward a
steep cataract that lay only a short distance ahead.

Joseph let the silence stretch and stretch until it was nearing the breaking-point, but till he could not bring
himself to spesk. Whatever he might say would be wrong.

“Areyou angry withme?’ Thayle asked him findly.



“No. Of course’m not.”
“I've offended you. Y ou thought | was criticizing you.”
“Y ou have adifferent way of looking at things, that’sdl. | wasjust thinking about everything you said.”

“Don’t think too much. Not now.” She reached acrossto him. Gratefully he surrendered to her embrace.
They began to move in theway that was aready beginning to become familiar to them. Joseph was glad
to be ableto lose himsdlf in the unthinking pleasuresthat her supple body offered.

The next morning after breakfast, the hour when nearly everyone had gone off to the day’ swork in the
fields and Joseph was done in the house, he was startled to hear her voice, caling to him from outside, a
low, sharp whisper: “ Joseph! Joseph!”

That surprised him, that she should be caling him by hisred name. But at thistime of the day therewas
no one around but old people and small children to hear her doit.

And the fact of Thayl€ s presence here a thistime of day made his heart leap. She must have sneaked
back from the fields so that they could be together. 1t was exciting to think that she would want him that
much. And there was another thing: they had never made love by daylight. That would be something new,
different, wonderful, arevelation.

He rushed out onto the porch to greet her and lead her to his bedroom.

But then he saw her. How she looked. “ Thayle?’ he said, inasmall, bewildered voice. “What happened,
Thayle? Was there an accident?’

“Oh, Joseph—oh—oh, Joseph—"

She looked horrifying. Her clothing was torn and dirty. One deeve dangled by threads. Thayle hersalf
looked bruised and hurt. Her lower lip had abloody cut on it and it was beginning to turn puffy. Another
narrow trail of blood ran down from one of her nogtrils. Her left eye was swelling shut. She held her hand
pressed to her cheek: that seemed to be swelling up aso. One of her sandals was missing. Her
expression was a strange one: blank, frozen, dazed.

Joseph gathered her in without asking questions, held her close against himself, gently stroked her back
and shoulders. She began to sob quietly. For afew moments she accepted the comfort he was offering
her, and then she pulled back from him, looking up into his eyes, searching for words. “Y ou haveto
leave,” she said. “Right now. There sno timeto wagte.”

“But what—what—"?"
“Grovin. He knows. He was hiding outside your window last night. He heard us. . . everything.”

“And he beat you?’ Joseph asked, incredulous. “He did this?’ It had never occurred to him that aman
would strike awoman, any woman, let aone hisown lover. But then he reminded himsdlf that these
people were Folk, and that not very long ago the Folk had risen up and daughtered their Masters asthey
sat in their manor-houses, and plenty of their own kind aswell.

“Hedidit, yes” She made it sound amost unimportant. “Come on, Joseph! Comeon . Get your things.
I’ve taken atruck. We need to get you away from here, fast. | told you he’ d kill meif he found out | was
going to bed with you, and hewill, hewill, if you stay here any longer. And he'll kill you too.”

It was dill hard for Joseph to get hismind around dl that Thayle wastelling him. Hefdt likea



deepwaker who has been unceremonioudy awakened. “Y ou say he overheard us?’ he asked. “The
lovemaking, you mean, or the things we were discussing, too? Do you think he knows’m aMagter?’

“He knows, yes. Not because he overheard our conversation. | told him. He suspected that you were,
you know. He' s suspected al dong. So he asked mewhat | knew about you, and then he hit me until |
told him the truth. And hit me again afterward. —Oh, please, Joseph, don't just stand therein that idiotic
way! Y ou haveto get moving. Now. Thisvery minute. Before he brings Stappin down on you.”

“Yes Yes” The stassthat had enfolded him these past few minutes began to lift. Joseph rushed into his
room, grabbed up hisfew possessions, bundled them together. When he emerged he saw that Thayle
had had the presence of mind to assemble alittle packet of food for him. He was going to be done again
soon, heredized, trekking once more through unknown regions of thisunfriendly continent, living off the
land.

The thought of parting from her was unbearable.

What was running through his mind now were thoughts not of the dangers he would be facing out there,
or of the trouble Grovin could cause for him before he managed to leave, but only of Thayle slips,
Thayl€ s breasts, Thayl€ s open thighs, Thayl€ s heaving hips. All of which had been histhisbrief while,
and which now he must leave behind forever.

When they emerged from the house they found Grovin waiting outsde, standing squardly in their path.
Hisface was cold and mean, atight, pinched-looking, furiousface. He glared a them, looking from
Thayle to Joseph, from Joseph to Thayle, and said, “ Going somewhere?’

“Stopit, Grovin. Let us pass. I'm taking him to the highway.”

Heignored her. To Joseph he sad, icily, fiercely, “Y ou thought you had aswest little dedl, didn’t you?
They fed you, they gave you a soft place to deep, and they gave you something soft to deep with, too.
Waan't that nice? But what are you doing here, anyway, you lazy parasite? Why aren’'t you dead like the
rest of your kind?’

Joseph stared. Thiswas hisrival, the man who had hurt Thayle. What was he supposed to do, hurt this
man in return? Something within him cried out that he should do it, that he should beat Grovin to his
kneesfor having dared to take his hand to her. But nothing in his education had prepared him for doing
anything like that. Thiswas not like punishing an unruly field-hand, which any Master would do without
thinking twice about it; this was something else, a private quarrd over awoman, between two people
who also happened to be of two different races.

Nothing in his education had prepared him, either, for the spectacle of an angry Folker hurling abuse at
him thisway. That was not athing that ought to be happening. It was a phenomenon on the order of
water running uphill, of the sun rising in the west, of snow falling in the middle of summer. Joseph did not
know what to say or do. It was Thayle, instead, who took it upon hersdlf to step forward and push
Grovin out of the way; but Grovin merely grinned and seized her by onewrist and flung her easily from
him, sending her spiraling down into a hegp on the ground.

That could not be alowed. Joseph dropped the things he was carrying and went toward him, not sure of
what he was going to do but certain that he had to do something.

He had fought before, roughhousing with other Master boys his age, or even with Anceph or Rollin, but it
had been clearly understood then that no one would be hurt. Thiswas different. Joseph clenched his hand
into afist and siwung a Grovin, who dapped thefist aside asthough it were agnat and punched himin
the pit of the somach. Joseph staggered back, amazed. Grovin came after him, growling, actudly



growling, and hit him again, once on the point of hisleft shoulder, once on the Sde of hischest, once on
the fleshy part of hisright arm.

Being hit like thiswas as surprising asfirst sex had been, but not at dl in the sameway. Theflying fidts,
the sudden sharp bursts of pain, the absolutewrongness of it all—Joseph was barely able to comprehend
what was taking place. He understood that it was necessary to fight back. He could do it. Grovin was
dightly built, for a Folker, and shorter than Joseph besides. Joseph had the advantage of alonger reach.
And hewas angry, now, thinking of what Grovin had dared to do to Thayle.

He struck out, once, twice, swinging hard, missing thefirst time but landing asolid blow on Grovin's
cheekbone with the second blow. Grovin grunted and stepped backward as though he had been hurt,
and Joseph, heartened, came gtriding in to hit him again. It was an error. He managed to hit Grovin once
more, abadly placed punch that went diding off, and then the other, crouching before him like a coiled
gpring, came back a him suddenly with abaffling flurry of punches, striking here, here, there, spinning
Joseph around, kicking him as he was turned about, then hitting him again as Joseph swung back to face
him. Joseph staggered. He moved his arms wildly, hoping somehow to connect, but Grovin was
everywhere about him, hitting, hitting, hitting. Joseph was helpless. | am being beaten by a Folker, Joseph
thought in wonder. Heisfaster than | am, stronger than | am, in every way a better fighter. He will smash
meinto the ground. He will destroy me.

He continued to fight back aswell as he could, but his best was not nearly good enough. Grovin danced
around him, hissing derisively, laughing, punching at will, and Joseph made only the foggiest of responses.
He was fdtering now, lurching and tegtering, struggling to keep from faling. Grovin took him by the
shoulders and spun him around. And then, as Joseph turned groggily back to face him and began gamely
winding up for one last desperate swing, Grovin was no longer there. Joseph did not seehim at dl. He
stood blinking, bewildered.

Thayle was a Joseph’ s side. “Hurry, Joseph! Hurry, now!”

Her eyeswere bright and wild, and her face was flushed. In her hand she was gripping athick, stubby
piece of wood, aclub, redly. Shelooked &t it, grinning triumphantly, and tossed it away. Joseph caught
sght of Grovin ashort distance off to the left, knegling in a huddled moaning hegp, shoulders hunched,
head down, rocking his head from side to side. He was holding both hands clapped to hisforehead.
Blood was streaming out fredly between hisfingers.

Joseph could not believe that Thayle had done that to him. He could not have imagined awoman
clubbing aman like that, not under any circumstances, any & al.

But these people are Folk, Joseph reminded himsdlf. They are very different from us.

Then he was scooping up his discarded possessions and running, battered and dizzy and aching ashe
was, dongside Thayle toward the truck that was parked at the edge of the clearing, atruck much like the
oneinwhich histwo rescuers had brought him to Eysar Haven many weeks before. He jJumped in beside
her. She grasped the steering-stick and brought the truck to aroaring dart.

Neither of them spoke until they were well outside the town. Joseph saw that it was not easy for Thayle
to control the vehicle, that it took al her concentration to keep it from wandering off the road. Plainly she
was not an experienced driver. But she was managing it, somehow.

It did not seem to him that the fight had caused him any seriousinjury. Grovin had hurt him, yes. There
would be bruises. There would be painful placesfor some daysto come. But his disorientation and
bewilderment in thefinal stages of the baitle, that weird hel plessness, he saw now, had been the result
more of smply finding himsdf persondly involved in violence, finding himsdf in actud hand-to-hand



combat, than of any damage Grovin had been ableto inflict. Of course, it might all have become much
worse very soon. If Grovin had succeeded in knocking him down, if Grovin had begun to kick him and
stomp on him, if Grovin had jumped on him and started to throttle him—

Thayl€ sintervention had saved hislife, Joseph redized. Grovin might well havekilled him. That might
even have been what he was trying to do.

The truck rolled onward. Joseph was the first to break the long silence, with a question that had been
nibbling at his soul since they had boarded the truck. “ Tell me, Thayle, are we going to stay together?”

“What do you mean, Joseph?’ She sounded very far away.

“Just what | said. Y ou and me, together, on the whole drive south. To the Isshmus. To Helikis, you and
me, thewholeway.” He stared urgently at her. “ Stay with me, Thayle. Please.”

“How can | dothat?’ That same distant tone, drawing all the life out of him. Her hand went idly to the cut
and bruised places on her face, touching them lightly, investigating them. “I can take you asfar asthe
crossroads.” They had dready |eft the town behind, Joseph saw. They were back in forested territory
again, on atwo-lane road, not well paved. “Then | haveto go back to Eysar Haven.”

“No, Thayle. Don't.”

“I haveto. Eysar Haveniswherel live. Those are my people. That ismy place.”
“You'll go back tohim 7’

“Hewon't touch me again. I'll seetothat.”

“| want you to comewith me,” Joseph said, more ingstently. “Please.”

She laughed. “Yes, of course. To your great estate in the south. To your grand home. To your father the
Master of the House, and your Master brothers and sisters, and al the Folk who belong to you. How
can | do that, Joseph?’ She was speaking very quietly. “ Ask yoursdlf: How can | possibly do that?’

It was an unanswerable question. Joseph had known from the start that what he was asking of her was
madness. Come grolling into Kellloran House after thislong absence, blithely bringing with him aFolkish
girl, hiscompanion, his bedmate, his—beloved? There was no way. She could see that even more clearly
than he. But he had had to ask. It was a crazy thing, an impossible thing, but he had had to ask. He hated
having to leave her.

A second road had appeared, as roughly made as the one they were on, running at right anglesto it.
Thayle brought the truck erraticaly to ahdt. “That’ s the road that runs toward the south,” shetold him.
“Somewhere down that way isthe place where your peoplelive. | hope you have asafe journey home.”
There was something terribly calm and controlled about her voice that plunged him into an abyss of
sadness.

Joseph opened the door and stepped down from the truck. He hoped that she would get out too, that
they could have one last embrace here by the side of theroad, ahug, at least, so that he could know
once more the fedling of her strong body in hisarms, her breasts pressing up againgt him, the warmth of
her on his skin. But she did not get out. Perhaps that was the very thing that she wanted to avoid: to be
drawn back into the whole unworkable thing, to have him reawaken in her something that must of
necessity be alowed to deep. She leaned across, ingtead, and took his hand and squeezed it, and bent
toward him so that they could kiss, abrief, awkward kiss that was made dl the more difficult for them by
the cut on her lip, and that was al there was going to be.



“I won't ever forget you,” Joseph said.
“Nor 1,” shetold him. And then she was gone and he was alone again.

He stood looking at the truck as it swung around and disappeared in the distance, praying that she would
change her mind, that she would hat and come back and invite him to clamber up dongside her and drive
off toward Helikiswith him. But of course that did not happen.

Soon the vehiclewas logt to view. He was done in the stillness here, the frightening quiet of this empty
place.

5

LOOKING OFF TOWARD THE BLANKNESS ON THE HORIZONwhere the dark dot that was
the truck had been before it passed from sight, Joseph felt as though he had just awakened from a
wonderful dream, where only bits and pieces of recollection remain, and shortly even those are gone,
leaving only avague glow, an aura. Fate had taken him to Eysar Haven; fate had put him into the house
where Thayle lived; fate had sent her into his bed, and now he was changed forever. But al that was
behind him except the memories. Hewas on hisown again in unfamiliar territory, with the same
inconceivable journey of thousands of milestill ahead of him, even after having come al thisdistance
since his escape from Getfen House.

Hetook stock of the Situation in which he found himself now: dense woodlands, late summer, the air hot
and torpid, no sign of ahuman presence anywhere around, no houses, no cultivated fields or even the
remnants of them, nothing but the poorly maintained road a ong which he was waking. Were there other
cuyling towns nearby? He should have asked her while he had the chance. How far was he from the
Isthmus? From the nearest Great House? Would he find encampments of the rebels ahead? Was the
rebellion gill going on, for that matter, or had it been quelled by armies out of Hdlikiswhile he was
gpending the summer mending in Eysar Haven? He knew nothing, nothing &t dl.

Well, hewould learn as he went, as he had been doing dl dong. The important thing now was smply not
to let himsdf sarve again. He knew only too well what that waslike.

And the provisions Thayle had thrown together for him would last him no more than aday or two, he
guessed. After that, unless he could learn to turn himsdlf into an effective hunter or found anew set of
hospitable hosts, it would be back to eating ants and beetles and bits of plants again.

He started off at a swift pace, but soon realized he could not maintain it. Although he had returned nearly
to full strength during histimein Eysar Haven, he had aso softened there from inactivity. Hislegs, which
had turned to iron rods during the endless days of his solitary march down from the mountains, were
mere muscle and bone again, and he felt them protesting. 1t would take time for them to harden once
more. And he was beginning to fed gtiff and sore, dready, from the besting that Grovin had given him.

Theland changed quickly as Joseph proceeded south. He was not even aday’ swak beyond the place
where Thayle had left him and he was no longer in good farming territory, nor did his new surroundings
offer the possibilitiesfor shelter that aforest might provide. The woods thinned out and he began to
ascend asort of shalow plateau, hot and dry, where little twisted shrubs with deek black trunks rose out
of red, barren-looking soil. It was bordered to east and west by low, long black hillswith ridges sharp as
blades, and streaks of bright white aong their tops, blindingly reflective in the midday sun, that looked



like outcroppings of salt, and perhaps actually were. The sky was a bare, dazzling blue rind. There were
very few streams, and most of those that he found were brackish. Hefilled hisflask at one that was not,
but he redlized that it would be wise to use hiswater very sparingly in thisregion.

Therewas avag, resounding quietude here. It was not hard to think of himsdlf asbeing dl doneinthe
world. No family, no friends, not even any enemies; no Masters, no Folk, no Indigenes, no noctambul os,
nothing, no one: only Joseph, Joseph, Joseph, Joseph dl done, walking ever onward through this empty
land. It was completely new to him, this solitary kind of life. He could not say that he didiked it. There
was astrange music toit, akind of poetry, that fascinated him. Such great isolation had a mysterious
purity and smplicity of form.

Despite theincreasing bleskness of the landscape, Joseph moved through hisfirst hoursinitin an easy,
amogt automatic way. He barely took notice of its growing harshness, or of the growing weariness of his
legs; hismind was till occupied fully with thoughts of Thayle. He thought not only of the warmth of her
embrace, the smoothness of her skin, the touch of her lips againg his, and the wondrous sensations that
swept through him as he did deep within her, but also of their discussions afterward, the things she had
sad to him, the things she had forced him to think about for thefirst timein hislife.

He had dways assumed—unquestioningly—that there was nothing remarkable about his being a member
of theruling class by mereright of birth. That was smply how thingswerein the world: either you werea
Master or you were not, and it had been hisluck to be born not only aMaster but a Master among
Masters, the heir to one of the greatest of the Great Houses. “Why are you aMaster?” Thayle had asked
him. “What right except right of conquest allows you to rule over other people?’ Those were not things
that one asked onesdlf, ordinarily. Onetook them for granted. Oneregarded one' srank inlifeasa
matter of having been endowed by a stroke of fate with certain greet privilege in return for awillingness
to shoulder certain great responsibilities, and the inquiry stopped there. “Y ou are Joseph Master
Keilloran,” they had told him as soon as he was old enough to understand that he had such athing asa
name and arank. “Those people are the Folk. You are aMaster.” And then he had devoted the
succeeding years of his boyhood to the study of the things he would have to know when he came—by
inheritance done, by smpleright of birth—into the duties of the rank for which destiny had chosen him.

Out here everything was different. The identity that had been automaticaly hisfrom the hour of his
coming into the world had been taken from him. For these past months he had been only what he could
make of himsdf—first afugitive boy searching frantically for safety and gladly accepting the aid that a
passing noctambul o offered him; then avaued triba healer and the friend, no less, of an Indigene
chieftain; then afugitive again, apathetic one, living dong the desperate borderlands of starvation; then
the welcome guest of a Folkish family who nursed him back to health as though he were of their own
blood, and the lover, even, of the girl of that family. And now he was afugitive again. He was created
anew every day out of the context of that day.

How upside-down everything has become, Joseph thought. At home | never had to worry about where
my next meal would come from, but | was aware congtantly that when | grew up and succeeded my
father | would have to bear the enormous responsibilities of running a Great House—instructing the
overseers on what needed to be done, and by whom, and checking the account books, and looking after
the needs of the Folk of my House, and many such things like that. Out here there are no responsibilities
to think about, but there is no assurance that | will have anything to eat the day after tomorrow, either.

It was adizzying business. There once had been atime when hislife had been dl certainty; now it wasa
thing of perpetua flux. Y et hedid not redlly regret the transformations that had been worked upon him.
He doubted that many Masters had been through experiences such as he had had on thisjourney. He
had had to cope with unexpected physical pain and with severe bodily privation. His stay among the



Indigenes and his conversations with the Ardardin had taught him things about that race, and the
relationship of the Magtersto it, that would stand him in good stead once he returned to civilization.
Likewise histime at Eysar Haven, both the things he had learned in Thayl€' s eager ams and the things
she had forced him to confront asthey lay side by side quietly talking afterward. All that had been
tremendoudy vauable, initsway. But it will have been amere waste, Joseph told himsdlf, if | do not
surviveto return to House Keilloran.

Darkness came. He found aplace to deep, ahollow at the sde of alittle hill. It would do. He looked
back nogtalgicaly to hisbed at Eysar Haven, but he was amazed how quickly he could become
accustomed to deegping in the open again. Lie down in the softest place you can find, though it isnot
necessarily soft, curl into your usua deeping position, close your eyes, wait for oblivion—that was al
therewastoit. A hard day’ swaking had |eft him ready for anight’ s deep deep.

In the morning, though, hislegs ached al the way up to his skull, and he was aching from the effects of
Grovin'sblows, besides. Not for another two dayswould any of that aching cease and his muscles begin
to turn to iron again. But then Joseph felt himself beginning to regain the hardnessthat had earlier been his
and before long he felt ready to walk on and on, forever if need be, to Helikis and beyond, clear off the
edge of the world and out to the moons.

The road he had been following veered sharply Ieft, vanishing in the east, adark dwindling line. He let it
go. South is my direction, Joseph thought. He did not care what lay in the east. And he needed no road:
one step at atime, through glade and valey, past hill and dale, would take him where he wanted to go.

Asthefood Thayle had given him dwindled toward its end, he began to think more serioudy about the
newest metamorphosisin his steady sequence of reinvention, the one that must transform himinto a
hunter who lived off theland, killing for hisfood.

Though he wastraveling now through a harder, more chalenging environment than any he had
encountered before, it was by no means an empty one. Wherever he looked he saw an abundance of
wild animals, strange beasts both large and smdll, living asthey had lived for millions of yearsin this
unaccommodeating land for which neither Masters nor Folk nor Indigenes had found any use. Inaglade
of spiky gray trees he saw atroop of long-necked red-striped browsing beasts that must have been thirty
feet tall, munching on the twisted thorny leaves. They looked down a him with sad, gentle gray eyesthat
betrayed little sgn of intdligence. A brackish lake contained a population of round shaggy wading animals
that set up arhythmic dapping of the surface of the water with their flat, blunt, hairlesstails, perhaps
because they were annoyed by his presence, as he passed them by. There was asquat, heavy,
ganuille-like beast with an incongruous nest of blunt horns sprouting aboveits nogtrils, and small, frisky,
diff-tailed tawny animalswith dainty, fragile legs, and dow-moving big-headed browsers nibbling on the
unpromising saw-edged reddish grassthat grew here, and paunchy, jowly, furry creatures with ominous
crests of spikesaong their spines, creatures that walked upright and, judging by the way they paused in
their wanderings to contemplate the stranger in their midst, might very well be a the sameleve of menta
ability asthe poriphars, or even beyond it.

Joseph knew that he would have to kill some of these creaturesin order to survive. The noctambulo was
not here now to do his hunting for him. Nor were there any streams conveniently provided with
mud-crawlers, or with those tasty white tubers he remembered from his earliest days on the run, and it
was not very likely that he would be able to find any of the smal scrabbling creatures the noctambul o had
50 easily snatched up with quick swipes of its scooplike paws.

So hewould haveto doit himsdf. He had no choice. Theideaof killing anything bigger than a
mud-crawler seemed disagreeable to him, and he wondered why. At home and at Getfen House he had
hunted al manner of animals greet and small, purely for pleasure, and had never given the rights and



wrongs of it athought; here he must hunt out of necessity, and yet something within him balked at it.
Perhapsit was because this was no hunting preserve, but the homeland of wild creatures, into which he
was coming uninvited, and with murder on hismind. Well, he had not asked to find himself here. And he,
just like any of the animals here that fed on the flesh of other beasts, needed to est.

That night, camping among some many-branched crooked-trunked trees that had covered the ground
with adenselitter of soft discarded needles, Joseph dreamed of Thayle. She was standing glorioudy
naked before him by moonlight, the white light of Kevidl, that made her soft skin gleam like bright satin
and cast its cool glow on the heavy globes of her breasts and the mysterious triangular tangle of golden
hair at the base of her belly, and she smiled and held out her hands to him, and he reached for her and
drew her down to him, kissing her and stroking her, and her breath began to come in deep, harsh gusts
as Joseph touched the most intimate places of her body, until at last she cried out to him to comeinto her,
and hedid. And waited to go swimming off to ecstasy; but somehow, maddeningly, he awoke insteed,
just asthe finest moment of al was drawing near, Thayle disappearing from his grasp like a popping
bubble.

“No!” hecried, till on the threshold between dreaming and wakefulness. “ Come back!” And opened his
eyesand sat up, and saw white Keviel indeed crossing the sky overhead, and realized that he wasin fact
not aone. But his companion was not Thayle. He heard alow snuffling sound, and picked up asmell that
was both sharp and musty at the same time. Elongated reddish-green eyes were staring at him out of the
moonlit darkness. He could make out alongish thick-set body, aflattened bristly snout, tall pointed ears.
The creature was no more than seven or eight feet away from him and dowly heading hisway.

Joseph jumped quickly to hisfeet and made shooing gestures at the beadt. It halted at once, uncertainly
swinging its snout from side to side. His eyes were adapting to the night, and he saw that hisvisitor was
an animal of asort he had noticed earlier that day, fairly big, dow-moving grazing beasts with thick furry
coats reminiscent of a poriphar’s, black with broad white stripes. Unlike the poriphars they had seemed
harmless enough then, in al likelihood mainly herbivorous, equipped with nothing that looked dangerous
except, perhaps, the strong claws that they used, most likdly, for scratching up their food out of the
ground.

Groping in his utility case, Joseph located his pocket torch and switched it on. The animal had settled
down on its haunches and was looking at him in amatter-of-fact way, asthough it were puzzled & finding
Joseph here, but only mildly so. It did not seem like a particularly quick-witted creature. “Y ou aren’t by
any chance an intdligent life-form, are you?’ Joseph said to it, speaking in Indigene. It continued to stare
blandly at him. “No. No. | didn’t really think you were. But | thought it was agood ideato check.”
Probably thiswas one of its preferred feeding areas, a place whereit liked to dig by night for nuts hidden
beneath the falen needles, or insects that dwelled just underground, or some other such easy prey.

“Am | inyour way?’ Joseph asked. “I’'m sorry. | just needed aplaceto deep. If this place belongsto
you, I'll go somewhereese, dl right?”’

He expected no reply, and got none. But the animal did not leave, ether, and asit began to resumeits
snuffling search for dinner Joseph saw that he was going to have to find another camping-ground for
himsalf. Hewas hardly likely to be ableto fall adeep again here, not with athing thissize, beit harmless
or not, prowling around so close by him. Gathering up his belongings, he moved a dozen yards away and
settled down again, but that was no better; soon the anima was coming in his direction once more. “Go
away,” Josephtoldit. “1 don’t want to be your friend. Not right now, anyway.” He made the shooing
motions again. But it was hopeless. The anima would not leave, and Joseph was wide awake, probably
irreparably so, besides. He sat up unhappily the rest of the night, watching the beast poking unhurriedly
about among the needles.



Dawn seemed to take forever to arrive. From timeto time hefell into alight doze, not redlly deep.
Somewherein the night, he redlized, the striped beast had wandered away. Joseph offered amorning
prayer—he ill did that, though he was not sure any longer why he did—and sorted through his bag of
provisions, caculating how much he could alow himsdf for breskfast. Not very much, he saw. And the
remainder would go at lunchtime. Thiswas the day when he would have to start hunting for hisfood, or
scratch around in the needles on the ground for whatever it was that the striped cresture had been
looking for, or else prepare himsdf for anew descent into famine,

Hunting it would be. Barren-looking though the land appeared, there were plenty of animas roaming
hereabouts, awhole zoo’ sworth of them, in fact. But he had nothing with him in theway of ared
weapon, of course. What did castaways without weapons do when they needed to catch something to
eat?

A sharpened stake in a pit, he thought. Cover it with branches and let your quarry tumble down onto it.

It seemed an absurd idea even as Joseph thought of it, but as he set about contemplating it as a practical
matter it looked sllier and sillier to him. A sharpened stake? Sharpened with what? And dig apit? How,
with hisbare hands? And then hope that something worth eating would obligingly drop into it and neetly
skewer itself? Even as he looked around for something he could use as a stake, he found himsdif laughing
a hisown foolishness.

But he had no better ideas at the moment, and a stake did turn up after alengthy search: adender branch
about five feet long that had snapped free of anearby tree. One end of it, the end where it had broken
off, was jagged and sharp. If only he could embed the stake properly in the ground, it might actualy do
thetrick. But now he had to dig a hole as degp as he wastall, broad enough to hold the anima he hoped
to catch. Joseph scuffed experimentaly at the ground with the side of his sandd. The best he could
manage was afaint shalow track. The dry, hard soil would not be easy to excavate. Perhaps he could
find some piece of stone suitablefor digging with, but it would probably take him amonth to dig the sort
of pit he needed. He would starve to death long before that. And he had wasted the whole morning on
this ridiculous project, without having moved so much as an inch closer to his destination.

Thelast of hisfood went for his midday meal, as he knew it would. A prolonged search afterward for
edible nuts or even insects produced nothing.

What next? He reached once moreinto hisrecollection of old boys adventure books. String asnare
between two trees, he supposed, and hope for something to get entangled init. He did have ared of
metallic cord in his utility case, and he spent acomplicated hour rigging it between two saplings a short
distance above the ground. The black-and-white burrowing anima of the night before came snuffling
around while he worked. Joseph wasfairly sure it wasthe same one. By daylight it looked larger than it
had seemed in the night, a short-legged, fleshy, well-built creature that weighed at least asmuch ashe
did. Itsthick white-striped pelt was quite handsome. The animal seemed entirely unafraid of him, coming
aurprisingly close, now and then pushing itsflat bristly snout against the cord that Joseph wastrying totie
to the saplings and making the task harder for him. “What isthis?’ Joseph asked it. “Y ou want to help?|
don’t need your help.” He had to shoveit out of the way. It moved off a short distance and looked back
sadly a him with aglassy-eyed stare. “ Y ou' d like to be my friend?’ Joseph asked. “My pet? | wasn't
redlly looking for apet.”

Findly the job of fashioning the snare appeared to be done. Joseph stepped back, admiring his
handiwork. Any animd that ran into it with sufficient velocity would find itsdlf caught, he hoped. Those
lively little tawny-skinned animal s that went frisking swiftly around the place in groups of five or six: they
were just reckless enough, possibly, to be taken that way.



But they were not. Joseph hid himsalf behind a big three-sided boulder and waited, an hour, two hours. It
was getting on toward twilight now. In this early dusk his snarewould surely beinvisible: he could barely
seeit himsdlf, looking straight toward the place where he knew it to be. From his vantage-point behind
the boulder he caught aglimpse of hisfurry striped friend browsing around nearby, scratching up large
rounded seeds out of the ground and munching on them in anoisy crunching way. But he doubted that
that would bother thelittle tawny animals. And at last they came frolicking dong, agood-sized herd of
them, adozen or morethistime, tails held stiffly erect, ears pricked up, nogtrilsflaring, small hooves
clacking asthey skipped over the rocky soil. They were moving on apath that seemed likely to take
them straight toward Joseph’ strap. And indeed it was s0. One by one they danced right up to it, and one
by one asthey reached it they launched themsdlvesinto the air in elegant little legps, soaring prettily over
the outstretched cord with two or three feet to spare and continuing on beyond, switching their tails
mockingly a him asthey ran. They went over his snare like athletes legping hurdles. Scarcdly believingit,
Joseph watched the entire troop pass by and prance out of sight.

Hewaited haf an hour more, hoping some less perceptive anima might come by and fdl victimto the
share, one of the many wandering beasts of these unpromising fields. That did not happen. Darkness was
coming on and he had nothing whatever to eat. In the morning things would be no better. He was looking
at starvation again, much too soon. None of the parched, gnarly plantsthat grew in thisdry land looked
edibleto him, though the grazing animas plainly did not mind them. He could not bring himsdif to eet the
three-sided saw-edged blades of tough red grassthat grew in sparse clumps everywhere around. There
were no likely roots or tubers, no snails, perhaps not even ants. Somewhere beyond those white-edged
hills there might be aland of tender fruits and sweet, succulent, dow-moving land crabs, but he might not
livelong enough to reachit, if indeed any such place existed. Nor could he hope that Folkish rescuers
would come conveniently to his rescue a second time when he collgpsed once again by the waysidein the
lagt stages of hdlucinatory exhaustion.

| must find something that | can kill and eat, Josgph thought, and find it quickly.
Therewasafamiliar snuffling sound off to hisleft.
No, Joseph thought, aghast. | can’'t! And then, immediately afterward: Yes! | must!

Hisnew friend, his self-appointed companion. This dow-moving musky-smelling seed-eating thing, so
trusting, S0 unthreatening. It was not just any animal; somehow thisday it had turned into an animd that
hefelt he knew. That is sheer imbecility, hetold himsalf. An animd isan animd, nothing more. And he
wasin dire need. But could hekill it, thisharmless, friendly cresture? He must. There was nothing else.
Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. It was a horrifying idea, but so too was starving. He had experienced
Sarvation once aready, and once was more than enough: the steady melting away of hisflesh, the
shriveling of his muscles, the weakening of his bones, the blurring of hisvision, the swollen tongue, the
taste of copper in histhroat, the quivering legs, the headaches, the giddiness, the craziness.

He picked up awedge-shaped rock, alarge one, the biggest one that he could hold. The animal was
looking at him in avagueincuriousway. Clearly it did not have the dightest awareness of Joseph's
intentions. Joseph prayed that there waslittle or no intelligence behind those dull eyes. Did you ever redly
know how intelligent any creature might be? No. Y ou never did, did you? He thought of the poriphars
who had shared their food with him beside that stream in the lovely springtime country just below the
mountains. No one doubted that they were intelligent beings. Stand this creature on its hind legs and it
would look alittle like a poriphar, Joseph thought: adistant cousin, possibly. He hoped it wasonly a
coincidental resemblance. “Forgiveme,” he said foolishly, taking a deep breath, and raised the rock in
both hands and brought it down as hard as he could across the striped animd’ swide flat forehead.

The impact barely seemed to register onit. It stared stupidly at Joseph and took a couple of wobbly



uncertain steps backward, but did not undertake any redl retreat. Joseph hit it again, and again. And
again. Hewent on and on, to little apparent avail. The animal, taggering now, made a sorrowful rumbling
noise. | must be unrdenting, Joseph told himsdlf, | must beruthless, itistoo late to stop. | must carry this
through to the end. He struck it once more and thistime the thing fell, toppling heavily, landing onitsside
and moving itsfeet through the air inadow circular path. The rumbling continued. There was a breathy
whimper now, too. The reddish-green eyes remained open, peering at him, so Joseph thought, with a
reproachful stare.

Hefdt sick. It was one thing to hunt like a gentleman, with aweapon that spat death cleanly and quickly
from adistance. It was another thing entirely to kill like a savage, pounding away brutishly with arock.

He went to his utility case and found hislittle knife, and knelt, siraddling the cregture, feding strong
gpasms of some sort going through its back and shoulders, and, weeping now, drove the blade into the
animd’ sthroat with all his strength. The rear legs began to thrash. But the knife was barely adequate to
thetask and it al took very much longer than Joseph expected. | must be unrelenting, Joseph told himself
asecond time, and clung to the animd, holding it down until the thrashing began to diminish.

Herose, then, bloodied, sobbing.

Gradudly he grew cam. Theworst part of it isover, he thought. But he was wrong even about that,
because there was gtill the butchering to do, the pedling back of the thick pelt with the knife that was
scarcely more than atoy, the ditting of the belly, the lifting out of the glistening abdomind organs, red and
pink and blue. Y ou had to get the interna organs out, Anceph had taught him long ago, because they
decayed very quickly and would spoil the meet. But it was afrightful task. He was shaken by the sight of
theanimd’ sinwardness, dl that moigt shining internd machinery that had made it aliving, metabolizing
thing until he had picked up hisrock and begun the ending of itslife. Now those secret thingswerelaid
bare. They dl came spilling forth, organs he could not begin to identify, the sacred privateness of the
creature he had killed. Joseph gagged and retched and turned away, covered with sweet, and then turned
back and continued with what he had to do. Twice more he had to pause to retch and heave as he went
about the work, and the second time the nausea was so intense that it was necessary for him to hat for
some five or ten minutes, shaking, swegting, dizzied. Then he forced himself to continue. He had
arrogated unto himself the right to take thisinnocent creature slife; he must make certain now that the
killing had not been without purpose.

When he was done he was dathered with gore, and there was no stream nearby in which he could bathe
himsdf. Unwilling to squander hissmall supply of drinking-water, Joseph rubbed himsdlf with gritty
handfuls of the sandy soil until his hands and arms seemed sufficiently clean. Then he searched in his utility
casefor hisfirestarter, which he had not used in such along time that he was not at dl sureit still worked.
The thought that it might be necessary for him to eat the meat raw brought Joseph to the edge of nausea
again. But the firestarter worked; he built alittle bonfire of twigs and dried leaves, and skewered asteak
and roasted it until the juices dripped from it; and then, the culminating monstrous act, he took hisfirst
bite. The meat had something of the same sharp and musky taste that he had smelled in the anima’ s pelt,
and swdlowing it involved him in amighty struggle. But he had to eat. He had to egithis . And he did. He
atedowly, sadly, chewing mechanicaly, until he had hed hisfill.

It was dark, now, and time for deep. But he did not want to use the same campsite that he had used the
night before. That would summon too many memories of the animal that had visited him there. Instead he
settled down not far from the dying ashes of hisfire, though the ground was bare and uneven there. While
he lay waiting for deep to take him Joseph remembered atime he had gone with Anceph on athree-day
hunting trip in GaryonaWoods, he and Rickard and some of their friends, and on the second morning,
awakening at daybreak, he had seen Anceph crouching over thefaintly glowing coas of their campfire,



garing & smal plump animals, vivid red in color, that seemed to be legping around and across them.
“Ember-toads,” Anceph explained. “Y ou find droves of them in the morning whenever there safire
burning down. They like the warmth, | suppose.” He was holding alittle net in one hand; and, as Joseph
watched, he swept it swiftly back and forth until he had caught adozen or more of the things. * Plenty of
good sweet meet on their legs,” said Anceph. “We Il grill em for bregkfast. You'll like the way they
taste.” Hewasright about that. Rickard refused indignantly even to try one; but Joseph had had hisfill,
and recalled to this day how good they had been. He wondered if there would be ember-toads hopping
about what wasleft of hisfirein the morning, but he did not think there would—they werefound only in
Helikis, so far as he knew—and indeed there was nothing but white ash in hisfire-pit when hewoke. No
ember-toads, not here, and the body of good-natured Anceph, who knew so much about hunting and all
manner of other things, lay in some unmarked grave far to the north at Getfen House.

The task for this morning was to cut and pack however much of the striped creature’ s meat he could
carry with him when he resumed his march. Joseph could not say how long the meat would last, but he
wanted to waste aslittle of it as necessary, and perhapsin thisdry climate it would be dow to spoil.

He got down to the job quickly and in abusinessike manner. It did not make him suffer asthekilling and
thefirst stage of the butchering had made him suffer: this part of it wasjust so much work: unpleasant,
messy, dogging work, nothing more. He was greetly relieved not to fed any but the faintest vestige of last
night’sgrief and shame over thekilling of that harmless, friendly anima . Everything hasto die sooner or
later, Joseph told himsdlf. If he had hurried the event along for the striped animd, it was only because his
own life would have been imperiled if he could not quickly find food, and in thisworld those who are
quicker and stronger and smarter end up eating those who are not: it wasthe rule, the inflexible rule of the
inflexible universe. Even Thayle, who thought it was wrong that the Magters should have set themsdves
up asoverlords over the Folk, did not see anything wrong with eating the flesh of the beasts. It wasa
normd, natura thing. He had eaten plenty of mest in hislife, just like everyone el se, without ever once
weeping over it before; the only difference thistime was that the act of daughtering it himsdlf had brought
him that much closer to the bloody redlity of what it meant to be acarnivore, and for amoment in his
solitude here he had let himsdlf give way to fedlings of guilt. Some part of him, the Master part that had
been so rardly in evidence these recent days, found that unacceptable. Guilt was not aluxury he could
afford, out herein thislondy wilderness. He must put it aside.

Joseph spent thefirgt haf of the morning cutting the meat up into flat Strips, letting dl resdua blood drain
away, and carefully wrapping them in the thick, leathery leaves of atree that grew nearby. He hoped that
that might preserve it from decay for another few days. When he had loaded his pack with al that it
could hold, he roasted what was | ft of the meat for his midday meal, and set out toward the south once
more. After afew dozen steps something impelled him to look back for onelast glance at his campsite,
and he saw that two scrawny yellow-furred beasts with bushy tails were rooting around busily in the
scattered entrails of the anima he had killed. Nothing goes to waste, Joseph thought, at least not in the
world of nature. Manisthe only animal that countenances being wasteful.

The day was uneventful, and the one after that. Though there was no actua path for him to follow, the
land was gently undulating, easy enough to traverse. Far off in the distance he saw mountains of
condderable sze, purple and pink in the morning haze, and he wondered whether he was going to have
to cross them. But that was not something to which he needed to give much thought at the moment. The
immediate terrain presented no problems. Joseph’ sthighs and calves had shed the stiffness of afew days
before, and he saw no reason why he could not cover twenty milesaday, or even thirty, now that he was
intherhythm of it.

He was pleased to see that the territory through which he was passing grew less forbidding as he
continued onward: before long the soil became blacker and richer, the vegetation much more lush. Soon



the ominous sharp-ridged salt-encrusted black hills dropped away behind him. There was more moisture
intheair, and better cloud-cover, so that he did not have to endure the constant pounding presence of
the summer sun, athough by mid-morning each day the heat was consderable. He found water, too, a
thin white sheet of it that came duicing down over amica-speckled rock-face from some clifftop spring
high above, collecting in ashalow basin at the foot of the dliff; he stripped gladly and washed himsdlf
from head to toe, and drank deep, and refilled his flask, which had gone so low that he had been
permitting himself only the most niggardly sips at the widest possibleintervals. A bush not far away was
bowed down under heavy clusters of fat, lustrous, shining golden berriesthat |ooked too attractive not to
be edible. Joseph tried one and found it full of sweet juice, soft as honey. He risked a second, and then a
third. That had become hiswildernessrule, three berries and no more, see what happens next. By the
time he had built afireto roast hisevening mest, no harmful effects had manifested themsalves, so he
alowed himsdf another dozen with his mea. When he resumed hisjourney after breskfast he took three
big clusterswith him, but later he saw that the bush was common al dong his path, wherever asource of
water was to be found, and he did not bother carrying such alarge supply. Within acouple of days,
though, the berry-bushes were nowhere to be seen, and when he tried asmaller, harder red berry froma
different bush it burned his mouth, so that he spat it quickly out. Even that one taste was enough to keep
him awake hdf the night with atroublesome griping of the albdomen, but he felt better in the morning.

An hour into his morning march Joseph came up over agentlerisein the land and saw aroad cutting
through the valey beow him, looping down from the northeast and digning itsdf with the route thet the
position of the sun told him he must take. Quite possibly it was the same road that Thayle had left him on,
the one that he had abandoned when it seemed to turn eastward. It did at least look smilar to that one,
rough and narrow and badly in need of maintenance. There was no traffic on it. He had never redlized
how sparsely populated so much of the northern continent was.

After only afew days back in the purity of the wild Joseph felt a strange reluctance to set foot again on
anything so unnaturd as an asphat highway. But the road did seem to run due south from where he was,
and therefore was probably his most direct course toward the Isthmus. There was no harm in following it
by day, he thought. He would go off into the bush each evening when it came to be time to settle down
for the night.

It was not pleasing to be walking on a paved surface again, though. The highway felt harsh, even brutdl,
againgt his sandaled feet. He was tempted to go take the sandals off and go barefoot oniit. | am
becoming a creature of nature, he thought, awild thing, abeast of thefields. My identity asacivilized
being isdropping away from me day by day. | have become ashaggy animd. If | ever do get home, will |
be able to turn mysdf back into aMagter again? Or will | dip away from House Keilloran when no oneis
looking, and go off by mysalf to forage for berries and rootsin the wilderness beyond the etate?

There weretracesin thisdistrict of former settlement: a scattering of smal wooden houses of the sort he
had lived in a Eysar Haven, but isolated ones, set one by one at goodly distances from each other at the
sde of theroad. They were the homes of individua Folkish farmers, he supposed, who had not wanted
tolivein avillage, not even acuyling village. None of them was occupied, though there was no sign of
any destruction: apparently their owners had just abandoned them, he could not tell how long ago.
Perhaps the war had come thisway, or perhaps those who had lived here had just gone away: it was
impossibletotell.

Joseph prowled around in one that had awire bird-coop aongside the main building, the sort in which
thestrins or heysir would have been kept. There was at least the possibility that some remnants of the
farmer’ sflock might sill bein residence there. His supply of meat was nearly at its end and it would be
splendid to dine on roast thestrin tonight, or even an omelet of heysir eggs. But Joseph found nothing in
the coop except empty nests and a scattering of feathers. Insde the farmhouseitself athick layer of dust



coated everything. The building had been emptied of virtualy al it had once contained except for some
old, shapdless furniture. Joseph did discover a single incongruous unopened bottle of wine standing at the
edge of akitchen counter. He had nothing with which to openit, and finally smply snapped its neck
againg the sde of the rust-stained sink. The wine wasthin and sour and he left most of it unfinished.

That night alight rain began to fal. Joseph decided to deep insde the house, but he didiked the confined
fedling that deeping indoors produced in him, and the drifting clouds of dust that he had stirred up were
bothersome. He dept on the porch instead, lying on some bedraggled old pillows that he found, listening
to the gentle pattering sound of the rain until deep took him.

The morning was bright, clear, and warm. He dlowed himself aquick, minimal breakfast and set out
early, and soon was beyond the last of the abandoned farmhouses. He was moving into aterrain that was
neither forest nor meadow, dominated by immense stately trees with steeply upturned branches, each
gtanding in splendid isolation, far from its nearest neighbor, amidst afield of dense, rubbery-looking
pink-leaved grass. A myriad of smal round-bodied hopping creatures with fluffy grayish fur moved about
busily below the trees, probably searching for seeds.

The dght of them in such amultitude made Joseph, who had begun to see that he would need to restock
hisfood supply in another day or two, fed aburst of sudden hunger. He yearned for arifle. The best he
could hopefor, though, wasto try to bring one down with awell-aimed rock. But as he crept up on one
group of them with what he hoped was something like stedlth they melted away before him like winter fog
in the bright morning sun, easily and unhurriedly drifting out of hisrange as Joseph approached them, and
resumed their explorations at the far side of the field. A second group did the same. Joseph gave the
enterprise up without casting asingle stone.

His mood was cheerful, nevertheless. Thiswas an inviting kind of countryside and he did not doulbt that
he would find something to eat somewhere, sooner or later, and his body felt so well tuned now, so
smoothly coordinated in every function, that there wasred joy to be had from striding dong down the
empty road at abrisk pace. The sun stood high in the sky before him, showing him the way to Helikis.
Joseph felt that it did not matter if it took him another whole year to get home, three years, ten years. this
was the great adventure of hislife, the unexpected epic journey that would shape him forever, and
however much timeit required would be the span that his destiny had marked out for it to last.

Then he came around acurvein theroad, till moving jauntily aong, whistling, thinking pleasant thoughts
of hisnightswith Thayle, and discovered that the road just ahead was full of military-looking vehicles,
perhaps half adozen of them, with acrowd of armed men standing dongside them.

A roadblock, Joseph realized. A checkpoint of some kind. And he had walked right into it, or nearly so.

Had they seen him? He could not tell. He hated quickly and turned about, meaning to dip back the way
he had come, thinking to hide himself in the woods until they moved adong, or, if they didn't move dong,
to take up alatera trail that would get him around them. He succeeded in covering about a dozen paces.

Then avoice from somewhere above him, acrisp, flat, nasd voice, said in Folkish, “Y ou will stay exactly
whereyou are. Y ou will lift your hands above your head.”

Joseph looked up. A stocky helmeted man in adrab uniform stood on the hillside overlooking the
highway. He had ariflein his hands, amed at the middle of Joseph’s chest. Several other meninthe
same sort of uniform were jogging around the bend in the road toward him. They were armed aso.

Any movement other than one of surrender would be suicidal, Joseph saw. He nodded to the man on the
hillside and held up his hands.



They came up to him and formed alittle cluster about him. Rebel soldiers, he supposed, five of them
atogether. Not one came up much higher than his shoulders. All five had the same flat broad noses,
narrow grayish eyes, yellowish hair that looked as though it had been cut by snipping around the edges of
an inverted bowl. They might amost have been five brothers.

He heard them chattering quickly in Folkish, arguing over him, trying to decide who and what he was.
The prevailing belief among them seemed to be that he was a spy, dthough for whom they thought he
might be spying was not something Joseph was able to determine. But one of them thought hewasa
wandering wild man of the woods, a harmless crazy smpleton. “ Only acrazy man would come dong this
road right now,” he said. “And look how filthy heis. Did you ever see anyone who looked asfilthy asthis
one?’ Joseph took some offense at that. It was only afew weeks since he had last trimmed his beard and
his hair, and not agreat many days had gone by since he had last washed himsdlf, either. He thought he
appeared respectable enough, considering his recent circumstances. Y et these soldiers, or the one who
had said it, at least, saw him quite differently. Thislatest sojourn in the wilderness must have left him far
more uncouth-looking than he suspected.

He said nothing to them. That seemed the wisest policy. And they made no attempt whatever to
interrogate him. Perhaps at their level of authority they had no responsibility for questioning prisoners.
Instead they merdly bundled him unceremonioudy into one of the vehicles parked by the side of theroad
and headed off with him toward the south.

A sprawling encampment lay ten minutes down the road: wire-mesh walls encircling dozens of
flimsy-looking, hastily flung-up huts, with scores of Folkish soldiers wearing the rebe uniform moving
around bugly within it. At the gate Joseph'’ sfive warders surrendered him, with amuttered explanation
that Joseph could not hear, to two others who seemed to be officers of ahigher rank, and they gestured
to Joseph to follow him within.

Silently, he obeyed. Any kind of resistance or even ashow of reluctance to cooperate was likely to
prove foolhardy. They conveyed him down an inner avenue between rows of thelittle huts and delivered
him to one of the larger buildings, which, Joseph saw, was provided with an attached and fenced-in yard
of considerable size: acompound for prisoners, he supposed. Wordlesdy they directed him within.

It was along windowless structure, akind of dormitory, dark insde except for afew feeble lamps. The
ar ingdewas stde-smdling and ifling. Smple iron-framed cots were arranged aong the walls. Most
were empty, though half adozen were occupied by Folk, al of them men, most of them stting dumped
on the edges of their cots staring off into nothingness. Joseph saw no one among them who might have
been aMaster. A door on theright led to the fenced-in outside area.

“Thiswill beyours,” said one of hisguards, indicating an empty cot. Wordlesdy he held out his hand for
Joseph' s pack, and Joseph surrendered it without offering objection, though he bitterly regretted being
parted from his utility case and everything e se that had accompanied him through al these many months
of wandering. He owned so little that he could carry it al in that Single pack, and now they were taking it
away from him. The officer sniffed a the pack and made aface: thelast of the wrapped mest was within,
probably beginning to go bad. “ They will cometo speak with you in alittlewhile,” the guard said, and
both men turned and went out, taking the pack with them.

Not asingle one of the dump-shouldered Folkish men sitting on the cots looked in hisdirection. They
seemed asincurious about him as the cots themsalves. Joseph wondered how long it was that they had
been interned here, and what had been done to them during their stay.

After alittle while he went out into the adjoining yard. It was ahuge, barren, dreary place, nothing but
bare dusty sun-baked ground, not even ablade of grass. At the far end Joseph saw what looked like a



brick-walled washhouse and alatrine. There were some more Folkish men in the yard, each one keeping
off by himsdf in alittle zone of isolation, holding himsdlf apart from any of the others, immohile, looking at
nothing, dmost as though he was unaware that anyone else was with him out there. All of them stood ina
manner that gave them the same odd dumped, defeated |ook as the men on the cotsinside. Joseph was
surprised to see three Indigenes dso, alittle silent group huddled together in one corner. He wondered
how thisincomprehensible civil war could have managed to involve Indigenes. He understood nothing.
But he had been on his own for more than ayear, he ca culated: from mid-summer in High Manzato late
summer, or even early autumn, wherever he was now. A great deal must have happenedin dl that time,
and no one here was going to explainit to him.

There seemed to be no harm in trying to find out, though. He went up to the nearest of the Folkers, who
paid no more attention to the gpproaching Joseph than a blind man would, and said softly, “Pardon me,
M_ﬂ

The man glared at Joseph for an ingtant, only an ingtant, aquick, hot, furious glare. Then he turned away.

“I’'m sorry,” Joseph said bewilderedly. It did not seem at al remarkable to him just then to be apologizing
to aFolker. “1I’m new here. | only wanted to ask you afew things about—"

The man shook his head. He seemed both angry and frightened. He moved away.

Joseph got the same reaction from the next two men that he tried. And when he went toward the trio of
Indigenes, they drifted silently away from him the way those little hopping cregturesin thefiedd had. He
gavethe project up at that point. It is not the done thing here, Joseph redlized, to have conversations with
your fellow inmates. Perhaps conversation was prohibited; perhapsit was just risky. Y ou never knew
who might be a spy. But again he wondered: spying for whom? For whom?

Noon came and went. In early afternoon three Folkish orderlies arrived with food for the prisoners
medls, carrying it in big metal tubs dung between two sticks: cold gluey grue, some sort of stewed
unidentifiable mest that had the flavor of old cardboard, hard musty bread that was mostly crust. The
inmates lined up and sparse portions were ladled out to them on tin plates. They were given wooden
spoonsto use. Hungry as hewas, Joseph found it hard to eat very much. He forced himself.

The hourswent by. The sun was strong, the air humid. He saw armed sentries marching about outside the
wire-mesh fence. Within the compound no one spoke aword to anyone el se. At sundown one of the
guards blew awhistle and everyone who wasin the yard went shuffling inside, each to his own cot.
Joseph had forgotten which cot was his. he picked one at random in arow of empty ones, haf hoping
that someone el'se would challenge histaking of it so that he could at least hear the sound of ahuman
voice again, but no one raised any objection to his choice. He sprawled out on it for awhile; then, not
finding it comfortable to lie on the thin, hard mattress, he sat up like the others, dumped on the edge of
his cot. When it was dark the orderlies returned with another meal, which turned out to be the same
thingsasin the earlier one only in smaler portions. Joseph could not bring himsdif to eat very much of it.
Hehardly dept at all.

The second day went by very much like thefirst. Thefood was, if anything, just alittle worse, and there
was evenlessof it. Theslencein theyard grew so intense that it began to resound within Joseph’ s head
like atrumpet-cdl. For hour after hour he paced aong the fenced border of the compound, measuring off
itsdimensionsin footsteps. He envisioned his spending the next thirty years, or the next fifty, doing
nothing but that. But of course he would not last fifty years on the sort of food that they served the
prisoners here.

The question is, Joseph thought, will | starve to death before | go insane, or afterward?



It seemed foolish even to think of attempting to escape. And trying to stand upon hisrights asaMagter
was an even sillier idea. He had no rights asa Magter, certainly not here, perhaps not anywhere any
more. More likely than not they would kill him outright if they found out who heredlly was. Better to be
thought to be avagabond lunatic, he thought, than the scion of one of the Great Houses of Helikis. But
why was he here? What was the point of rounding up vagabond lunatics? Did they mean ssimply to intern
their prisoners purdly for the sake of interning them, so that they would not intrude on whatever military
action might be going on in this part of the world? Why not just shoot us, then? he wondered. Perhaps
they would; perhapsthey were merdly waiting for the order to come from some other camp. Joseph
began to think he might almost prefer to be shot to having to spend an indefinite length of time here.

But on the third morning a guard entered the compound and indicated, in the curt wordless way that
seemed to be the usua way of communicating with prisonersin this place, that Joseph wasto follow him.

The guard marched him up the middle of the camp, turned left down an aide of important-looking
structures that were guarded by strutting sentries and appeared more solidly constructed than those
Joseph had seen so far, and ddivered him to asmdlish building at the end of the row.

A Folkish officer with an air of great confidence and power about him that reminded Joseph of Governor
Stappin of Eysar Haven was sitting behind a desk that had the contents of Joseph’s pack spread out on
it: hisutility case, hisbooks, hisflask, and dl the rest. His shoulders were immensely broad, even as
Folkish shoulders went, and he had his shirt open to thewaist in the muggy hedt, revealing adense,
curling thatch of reddish-gold hair. The hair of the officer’ s head was of the same color and curling
texture, but it was receding badly, laying bare the great shining dome of hisforehead.

“Well,” he said, glancing from Joseph to the assortment of objects on his desk, and then to Joseph again.
“Thesethings are very interesting. Where did you get them?’

“They were given to me,” said Joseph.

“By whom?’

“Different people. It' s hard to remember. I’ ve been traveling so long.”

“Traveing from where?’

“From the north,” Joseph said. He hesitated a moment. “From High Manza,” he added.
The officer’ s gaze rested coldly on Joseph. “From wherein High Manza, exactly?’

“A place called Getfen House, it was.” It was Joseph'’ sintention to tell asfew lies as possble, while
reveding aslittle as he could that might be incriminating.

“Y ou came from a Great House?’
“| wastherejugt alittlewhile. | was not apart of House Getfen at all.”

“I see” The officer played with the things on the desk, inattentively fondling Joseph’ storch, his
cutting-tool, his book-reader. Joseph hated that, that this man should be touching his beloved things.
“And what isyour name?’ the officer asked, after atime.

“Joseph,” Joseph said. He did not add histitle or his surname. It would not do to try to masguerade as
Waernaof Ludbrek House any longer, for that had not worked particularly well at Eysar Haven and was
unlikely to do any better for him here, and he preferred to use hisred name rather than to try to invent
anything else. They would not necessarily recognize “ Joseph” asaMagter name, he thought, not if he



held back “Master” and “Keilloran” from them.

But the name did seem odd to the Folkish officer, aswdll it should have. He repeated it a couple of
times, frowning over it, and observed that he had never heard aname like that before. Joseph shrugged
and offered no comment. Then the officer looked up at him again and said, “ Have you taken part in any

of thefighting, Joseph?’
“No.”

“None?Noneat al?’

“I am not a part of thewar.”

The officer laughed. “How can you say that? Everyoneis part of the war, everyone! Y ou, me, the
Indigenes, the poriphars, everyone. Theanimasin thefidds are part of thewar. Thereisno hiding from
thewar. Truly, you have not fought at al?’

“Not at dl, no.”
“Where have you been, then?’
“Intheforests, mosily.”

“Yes. Yes, | can seethat. You have awild look about you, Joseph. And awild smell.” Again the officer
played with the things from the utility case. He ran hisfingertips over them, dmost lovingly, and smiled.
“These are Magter things, some of them. Y ou know that, don’t you, Joseph?” Joseph said nothing. Then
the officer said, switching for the first time from Folkish to Master, and with asudden ferocity entering his
voice, “What you areisaspy, are you not, Joseph? Admit it. Admit it!”

“That isnot so,” said Joseph, replying in Folkish. There was no harm in revedling that he understood
M aster—there was no Folker who did not—but he would not speak it here. “It isjust not so!”

“But what else can you be but a spy?’

“Itisnot s0,” Joseph said again, more mildly. “I am not in any way aspy. | told you, | am not apart of
thewar. | know nothing whatever about what has been going on. | have been in the forests.”

“A merewanderer.”

“A wanderer, yes. They attacked Getfen House, where | was staying, and | went into the forests. | could
not tell you what has happened in the world since.”

“You did not fight, and you are not aspy,” the officer said musingly. He drummed on his desktop with
the fingers of one hand. Then he rose and came around the desk to where Joseph was standing. He was
surprisingly tdl for aFolker, just afew inches shorter than Joseph, and theimmense width of his
shoulders made him seem inordinately strong, formidably intimidating. He stared at Joseph for an
interminable moment. Then, amost casudly, he placed his right hand on Joseph’ s right shoulder and with
steady, inexorable pressure forced Joseph to his knees. Joseph submitted without resisting, though he
was boiling within. He doubted that he could have resisted that force anyway.

The Folkish officer held him lightly by hisear. “ At last, now, tell mewho you are spying for.”

“Not for anybody,” Joseph said.
Thefingersgripping his ear tightened. Joseph felt himsalf being pushed forward until his nosewas closeto



thefloor.

“I have other thingsto do today,” the officer said. “Y ou are wasting my time. Tell mewho you're
working for, and then we can move dong.”

“I can't tel you, because I’m not working for anyone.”

“Not working for the traitors who come in the night and attack the camps of patriots, and strive to undo
all that we have worked so hard to achieve?’

“I know nothing about any of that.”
“Right. Just an innocent wanderer in theforests.”

“I wanted no part of the war. When they burned Getfen House | ran away. | have been running ever
snce”

“Ah. Ah.” It wasasound of annoyance, of disgust, even. “Y ou waste my time.” Now he was twisting the
ear. [t was an agonizing sensation. Joseph bit hislip, but did not cry out.

“Go ahead, pull it off, if you like,” hesaid. “I till couldn’t tell you anything, because | have nothing to
tdl.”

“Ah,” said the officer one moretime, and released Joseph'’ s ear with asharp pushing motion that sent him
flat on hisface. Joseph waited for—what, akick? A punch? But nothing happened. The man stepped
back and told Joseph to rise. Joseph did, somewhat uncertainly. He was trembling al over. The officer
was garing a him, frowning. His lipswere moving faintly, asthough he were framing further questions,
thefata onesthat Joseph was dreading, and Joseph waited, wondering when the man would ask him
what he had been doing at Getfen House, or what clan of the Folk he belonged to, or which towns and
villages he had passed through on hisway from High Manzato here. Joseph did not dare answer thefirgt
question, could not answer the second, and was unwilling to answer the third, because anything he said
linking him to Eysar Haven or the Indigene villages might lead to his unmasking asaMadter. Of course,
the man could smply ask him outright whether he was a Master, considering that he looked more like
onethan like any sort of Folker. But he did not ask him that, either: he did not ask any of those obvious
things. A course that seemed obvious to Joseph was apparently not so to him. The officer said only,
“Wéll, we are not torturers here. If you' re unwilling to speak, we can wait until you are. We will keep
you here until you beg usto question you again, and then you will tdll us everything. Y ou can go and rot
until then.” And to the guard waiting at the door he said, “ Take him back to the enclosure.”

Joseph did not bother counting the days. Perhaps aweek went by, perhaps two. He was feverish some
of the time, shaking, sometimes uncertain of where he was. Then the fever |eft him, but he till felt wesk
and sickly. The strength that he had regained at Eysar Village was going from him again, now that he had
to depend on the miserable prison-camp food. He waslosing what little weight he had managed to put on
intheweeksjust past. Familiar sensations reasserted themsalves: giddiness, blurred vision, mentdl
confusion. One afternoon he found himsalf once again quite serioudy considering the proposition that as
the tarvation proceeded he would become completely weightless and would be able to float up and out
of here and home. Then he remembered that some such thought had crossed his mind much earlier inthe
trek, and he reminded himsdlf that no such thing must be possible, or ese he would surely have attempted
it long before. And then, when he fdlt alittle better, Joseph was amazed that he had alowed himsdlf even
to gpeculate about such anidiotic thing.

Severd times on his better days he approached men in the enclosure to ask them why they were here,
who their captors were, what was the current state of the civil war. Each time they turned coldly away



from him as though he had made an obscene proposal. No one ever spoke to anyonein this compound.
He called out to the three Indigenes that he was afriend of the Ardardin and had worked as a doctor
among the people of the mountains, but they too ignored him, and one day they were removed from the
enclosure and he never saw them again.

| will dieinthis place, he thought.

It isan absurd end to my journey. It makes no sense. But what can | do? Confessthat I'm aspy?| am
not aspy. | could give them no useful information about my spying even if | wanted to.

| supposethat | can confessthat | am aMaster, Joseph thought, and then they can take me out and
shoot me, and that will be the end. But not yet. | am not quite ready for that. Not yet. Not yet.

Then one morning aguard camefor him, very likely the same one who had come for him that other time,
and gave him the same wordless gesture of beckoning as before, and led him up thelong aide of
important-looking structures to the office of the burly man with thinning reddish-gold hair who had
interrogated him earlier. Thistime the man’s desk was bare. Joseph wondered what had become of his
possessions. But that probably did not matter, he thought, because thistime they would ask him the fatal
questions, and then they would kill him.

The officer said, “Isyour name Joseph Magter Kilran?’
Joseph stared. He could not speak.
“Isit?'You may aswell say yes. We know that you are Joseph Master Kilran.”

Joseph shook his head dazedly, not so much to deny the truth, or almost-truth, of what the man was
saying, but only because he did not know how to react.

“You are. Why hideit?’
“Are you going to shoot me now?’

“Why would | shoot you? | want you to answer my question, that’sal. Areyou Joseph Master Kilran?
Yesorno.”

It would be easy enough to answer “No” with a straight face, since hewasin fact not Joseph Master
Kilran. But there could be no doubt that they were on to the truth about him, and Joseph saw no
advantage in playing such games with them.

He wondered how they had found him out. Were descriptions posted somewhere of dl the missing
Masters, those who had escaped being dain when the Great Houses of Manzawere destroyed? That
was hard to believe. But then he understood. “Kilran” was his clue: Thayle had never managed to
pronounce his surname accurately. This man must have recognized al along that he was aMadter.
Probably in the past few days they had sent messengersto the people of dl thetownsin the vicinity,
including the people of Eysar Haven, asking them whether any fugitive Masters had happened to come
their way lately. And so they had learned his name, or something gpproximating his name, from Thayle. It
was adisquieting thought. Thayle would never have betrayed him, he was sure of that: but he could easily
picture Grovin betrayingher , and Governor Stappin forcing aconfession out of her, by violent meansif

necessay.
It wasdl over now, in any case.

“Keilloran,” Joseph said.



“What?’
“Keilloran. My name. ‘Kilran' isincorrect. | am Joseph Magter Kellloran, of Kellloran House in Helikis.”
The officer handed Joseph awriting-tablet. “Here. Put it down on this.”

Joseph wrote the words down for him. The officer stared at what Joseph had written for along moment,
pronouncing the wordswith hislips aone, not uttering any of it doud.

“WhereisHouse Keilloran?’ he asked, finaly.

“In the southern part of central Helikis”

“And what was aMaster from the southern part of central Helikis doing in High Manza?’
“| wasaguest at Getfen House. The Getfens are distant kinsmen of mine. Were .”

“ After Getfen House was destroyed, then, what did you do, where did you go?’

Joseph told him, aquick, concise summary, the flight into the forest, the aid that the noctambulo had
given him, the sojourn as a hedler among the Indigenes. He did not care whether the officer believed him
or not. Hetold of his escape in the mountains, of histrek back to the lowlands and histime of starvation,
of hisrescue by theinhabitants of afriendly cuyling town. He did not name the town and the officer did
not ask himfor it. “Then | left them and was heading south again, till hoping to find my way back to
Hélikis, when | was captured by your men,” Joseph concluded. “ That' s the whole story.”

The officer, tugging obsessively at the receding curls of hisforehead, listened with an gpparent show of
interest to dl that Joseph had to say, frowning most of the time. He took extensive notes. When Joseph
fell slent helooked up and said, “ Y ou tell methat you are avisitor from afar-off land who happened by
accident to bein Manza at the time of the outbreak of the Liberation.” It wasimpossible for Joseph not
to hear the capita letter on that last word. “But why should | accept thisastrue?’ the man asked. “What
if you are actudly a surviving member of one of the Great Houses of Manza, aspy for your people, lying
to me about your place of origin? One would expect aspy tolie”

“If I'mfrom one of the Great Houses of Manza, tell me which one,” said Joseph. He had started
speaking in Magter, without giving it athought. “And if I'm aspy, what kind of spying have | been doing?
What have | seen, except some Indigene villages, and one town of free Folk who were never involved in
your Liberation at dl?Where sthe evidence of my spy activities?” Joseph pointed to the officer’ s desk,
where his belongings once had lain. “Y ou confiscated my pack, and | assume you' ve looked throughiit.
Did you find the notes of aspy init? My records of troop movements and secret strategic plans? You
found my school textbooks, | think. And somethings | wrote down about the philosophica beliefs of the
Indigenes. Nothing incriminating, was there? Was there?’

The officer was gaping at him, big-eyed. Joseph redized that he was swaying and about to fal. In his
weakened condition an outburst like thiswas a great effort for him. At the last moment he caught hold of
the front of the officer’ sdesk and clung to it, head downward, his entire body shaking.

“Areyouill?’ the officer asked.

“Probably. I’'ve been living on your prison-camp food for | don’t know how many days. Beforethat |
was foraging for whatever | could find in thewilderness. It samiraclel’ m sill ableto sland on my own
feet.” Joseph forced himsalf to look up. His eyes met the officer’s. —”Proveto methat I'm aspy,” he
sad. “Tel mewhich House |l come from in Manza And then you can take me out and shoot me, |
suppose. But show me your proof, fird.”



The officer was dow to reply. He tugged at hishair, chewed hislower lip. Finaly hesaid, “1 will haveto
discussthiswith my superiors.” And, to the guard who had brought him here: “Return him to the
compound.”

Shortly past midday, before Joseph had even had a chance to confront whatever unsavory stuff they
intended to give the prisoners for their afternoon meal, he was back at the big officer’ s headquarters
again. Two other menin officers uniform, senior ones, from the looks of them, were there aso.

One, ahard-looking man who had aterrible scar, long healed but till vivid, running across hisjutting
cheekbone and down to the corner of his mouth, pushed a sheet of paper toward Joseph and said,
gpeaking in Magter, “ Draw me amap of Helikis. Mark the place where you comefromoniit.”

Joseph made a quick sketch of the continent, and drew a cross alittle past midway down to indicate the
location of Keilloran House.

“What isyour father’ s name?’
“Martin Magter Keilloran.”
“And hisfather?’

“Eirik Magter Keilloran.”

“Y our mother’ sname?’
“Wireille. Sheisdead.”

The scar-faced officer looked toward the other two. Something passed between them, some sign, some
wordless signd, that Joseph was unable to interpret. The officer who had twice interrogated him gave a
sngle forceful nod. Then the second man, the oldest of the three, turned to Joseph and said, “ The free
people of Manza have no quarrd with the Masters of Helikis, and they are not interested in starting one
now. Assoon asit ispractica you will be taken to the border, Joseph Master Keilloran, and turned over
to your own kind.”

Joseph stared. And blurted: “Do you serioudy mean that?”

At once he saw the flash of anger in the scar-faced officer’ seyes. The ugly scar stood out in a blaze of
red. “We of the Liberation have no time for jokes.” The words were spoken, thistime, in Folkish.

“| ask you to forgive me, then,” Joseph said, in Folkish also. “I’ ve been through a great ded this past
year, very little of it good. And | was expecting you to say that you were sentencing me to desth.”

“Perhapsthat iswhat we should do,” the scar-faced man said. “But it is not what wewill do. As| said:
you will be taken to the border.”

Joseph il had difficulty in believing that. It was dl some daborate ruse, he thought, a ploy intended to
soften him up so that they could come a him in some unexpected way and extract the truth from him
about his espionage activities. But if that was S0, they were going about it in avery strange way. Hewas
transferred from the prisoners: compound to abarracks at the other side of the camp, where, athough he
was gtill under guard, he had asmal room to himself. His pack and everything that had beenin it were
restored to him. Instead of the abysmal prisoner food he was given medsthat, although hardly lavish,
were at least nourishing and sound. It was the quality of the food that led Joseph at last to see that what
was going on was something other than atrick. They did not want to send him back to Hdlikisasa
creature of skin and bone. They would fatten him up alittle, firgt, to indicate to the Masters of Helikisthat



the free people of Manzawere humane and considerate persons. Perhaps they would even send the
camp barber into cut his hair and trim his beard, too, and outfit him with asuit of clothes of the sort a
young Master would want to wear, too. Joseph was amost tempted to suggest that, not in any serious
way, to one of hisjailers, ayoung, easy-going Folker who appeared to have taken aliking to him. But it
was not agood idea, he knew, to get too cocky with his captors. None of these people had any love for
him. None would be amused by that sort of presumptuousness.

Thefact that they were calling their uprising the Liberation told Joseph what their redl attitude toward him
was. They hated Masters; they looked upon the whole race of them astheir enemies. They were not so
much offering him assistance in getting back to his home asthey were merely spitting him out. Hewas no
concern of theirs, this strayed Master out of the wrong continent, and very likely if al this had been
happening Sx or eight months before they would smply have executed him the moment they had redized
what hewas. It was only by grace of whatever political Situation currently existed between the liberated
Folk of Manza and the Masterswho must till bein power in Helikis that he had been alowed to live.
And even now Joseph was still not fully convinced of the sincerity of the scar-faced man’ swords. He did
not plan to test them by trying to enter into any sort of easy intimacy with those who guarded him.

Four dayswent by thisway. He saw no one but hisjalersin al thistime.

Then on thefifth morning he wastold to make himself ready for departure, and haf an hour later two
soldiers, uncongenid and brusque, came for him and escorted him to awaiting car, whereathird manin
Liberation uniform was a the controls. Histwo guards got in beside him. Hewas not riding in any clumsy
jolting wagon thistime, no open wooden cart, no farm truck. The vehicle was a smooth, deek car of the
sort that a Master might use, and probably once had.

The road went due westward, and then allittle to the north. Joseph was in the habit by thistime of
determining his course by the position of the sun. Neither of his guards said aword, to each other or to
him. After severd hoursthey stopped for lunch at an ordinary public roadhouse: he was leaving the
wilderness world behind, reentering the one he had once known, prosperous-looking farms on al sides,
fiddsawaiting harvest, farm vehicles moving up and down the roads, everything seeming quite asit
should but obvioudy under Folk control, no sign of aMaster presence anywhere. The guards, silent as
ever, watched him closely while they ate; when he asked to go to the restroom, one of them went with
him. Joseph clearly saw that they had been ordered to prevent him from escaping, if that was what he
had in mind, and probably they would shoot him if they thought that that was what he wastrying to do.
S0, just ashe dill did not completely believe that he was being released, they did not completely believe
that he was not aspy.

An hour more of driving, after lunch, brought them to an airfield, asmalish one that nevertheless must
have been a reasonably important commercia field before the Liberation but now looked somewhat run
down. A solitary plane, with dull-toned Liberation emblems painted over whatever inggniait had borne
before, was waiting on the runway. The sight of it was another powerful reminder for Joseph of the
modern civilized world that was somewhere out there, that he once had lived in and would be returning to
now. He wondered how easy it was going to beto fit himsalf back in. Hisguardsled him aboard, taking
him to a seat in the front of the cabin, where he could not see any of hisfellow passengers.

Joseph wondered if thiswas actudly aflight to Helikis. Could that be possible? Had everyone on
Homeworld dready settled into such a complacent acceptance of the new order of thingsin liberated
Manzathat normal air traffic between the continents had resumed?

He had his answer soon enough. The plane took off, soared quickly to its cruising dtitude, moved off on
asoutherly course. Joseph, sitting in the middle of agroup of three seets, leaned forward acrossthe
guard a hisright to stare out the window, looking hopefully for the narrowing of theland below that



would tell him that they were nearing the sea and gpproaching the Isthmus, thelittle bridge of land that
separated the two continents. But he saw no coastline down there, only an immense expanse of terrain,
mogt of it divided into cultivated patches, reaching to each horizon. They were still in Manza. And now
the plane was garting to descend. Theflight had lasted perhaps two and ahaf hours, three a most. They
had gone only ardatively short distance, at least as aerid journeys went, though Joseph knew now that it
would have taken him severd lifetimesto cover that relatively short distance on foot, as he had with so
much bravado intended to do. And he was gill along way from home.

“Where are we landing?’ Joseph asked one of his guards.
“Eivoya,” the guard said. The name meant nothing to Joseph. “It iswherethe border is.”

It hardly seemed worthwhile to seek amore detailed explanation. The plane touched down nicely.
Another car waswaiting for Joseph at the edge of the runway. Once again the two guards took seats on
either sde of him. Thistime they drove about an hour more: it was getting to be late in the day, and
Joseph was growing very tired, tired of thislong day’ straveling, tired of Sitting between these two
uncommunicative men, tired of having things happen to him. He redlized that he was probably as closeto
home as he had been in over ayear, and that this day he had covered agreater distance toward that goal
than he had managed to cross by his own effortsin dl the time since the burning of Getfen House. Yet he
felt no sense of mounting jubilation. He till did not know what further obstacleslay between him and
Keilloran. He might not even get there at al. And he was weary to the bone. Thisiswhat it fedsliketo
be old, he thought. To ceaseto care, even about things that you have sought to achieve. | have aged
seventy yearsin just these few months.

The car pulled up at the edge of what looked like an untilled field. There was nothing in view anywhere
around, no farms, no buildings. He saw afew trees along way off. There was a scattering of gray clouds
overhead.

“Thisiswhereyou get out,” said the guard to hisleft. He opened the door, stepped out, waited.
“Here?’ Joseph asked.
The guard nodded. He scowled and made an impatient backhanded gesture.

It made no sense. Here, in the middle of nowhere? Thisforlorn weedy field looked like exactly the sort of
place where you would choose to take a prisoner to be executed, but if al they had wanted to do was
kill him, why had they bothered to go through dl thisinvolved business of loading him on cars, flying him
south, driving him around in the countryside? They could much more easily have shot him back at the
camp. It would have caused no stir. Tens of thousands of Masters had been massacred in Manza
aready; the death of one more, even astranded visitor from Helikis, would hardly make much difference
inthe generd scheme of things.

“Out,” theguard said again. “ Thisiswadting time.”

Very well, Joseph thought. Whatever they wanted. He was too tired to argue, and begging for hislife
was unlikely to get him anywhere.

The Folker pointed out into thefield. “ There' sthe border marker, out there ahead of you. Now run. Run
asfast asyou know how, inthe direction that I’m pointing. | warn you, don’t go in any other direction.
Go! Now!”

Joseph began to run.



They will shoot mein the back before | have gone twenty paces, he told himself. The bolt will passright
through my pack, into my body, my lungs, my heart, and | will fal down on my face herein thisfidd, a
dead man, and they will leave me here, and that will be that.

“Run!” the guard cdled, behind him.” Run!”

Joseph did not ook back to seeif they were aming at him, though he was sure that they were. Heran,
ran hard, ran with al the determination he could summon, but it was atough sprint. The ground was
rough beneath hisfeet, and not even these last few days of decent meals had brought him back to
anything like asemblance of strength. He ran with his mouth open, gulping for air. Hefdt hisheart
working too quickly and protesting it. Severd times he nearly tripped over the extended ropy stem of
some treacherous low-growing shrub, lurched, staggered, barely managed to stay upright. He thought
back to that time, what seemed like a hundred years ago, when he had lurched and staggered and
stumbled and fallen in the forest near Getfen and had done that terrible injury to hisleg. He did not want
that to happen again, though it was strange to be fretting about anything so minor as an injured leg when
two men with guns might be taking aim at him from behind.

But the shot that he had expected did not come. A few moments more and he ascended alittlerisein the
field, and when he came down the far side he saw a broad palisade standing before him, arow of stout
logstightly lashed together set in the ground, and he redlized that he had arrived at the dividing point that
st the two worlds gpart, the boundary between the territory of the Liberation and that which must ill
remain under the sovereignty of hisown people.

There was a gate in the palisade and aguard-post above it. The grim faces of four or five men were
looking out a him. Joseph thought he saw the meta face of agun facing him aso.

Bringing himself to astumbling halt afew dozen yards before the palisade, he raised hisarmsto show that
he intended no harm. He hoped that they were expecting him.

“Magterd” hecried, in hisown language, with what was nearly hislast gasp of breath. “Help me! Help!
Hep!”

Then the ground came rushing up toward him and Joseph seized it and held it, because everything was
whirling around. He heard voices above him, saw booted feet standing beside him. They werelifting him,
carrying him through the gate.

“What placeisthis?’ he asked, speaking through athin mist of exhaustion.
“House Eivoya,” someone sad.

“You are Magters?’

“Magters, yes”

Hewaslying in abed, suddenly. There were bright lights overhead. They were washing him. Someone
was doing something to his arm, attaching something to it. Someone el se was wrapping akind of collar
around hisleft ankle. Joseph had the impression that they were explaining to him the things that they were
doing to him, step by step, but none of it made much sense, and after atime he gave up trying to follow it.
It was easier to go to deep, and he did. When he awoke, deep still seemed the easier choice, and he
glided back into it. The next time he awakened there were two people in the room, aman and awoman,
older people, both of them, watching him.

The woman, he discovered, was his doctor. The man introduced himself as Federigo Master Eivoya, of



House Eivoya “ And what isyour name?’ the man said.

“Joseph. Joseph Master Keilloran. Am | till in Manza?’

“Southern Manza, yes. Just north of the Issthmus. —Can you tell me your father’ s name, Joseph?’
“Youdon't believe| amwho | say | an? Or are you just trying to see whether my mind still works?’
“Please”

“Martinishisname. Martin Master Keilloran. My mother was Mistress Wirellle, but she' sdead. My
brothers names—"

“Youdon't needto goon.”
“So you believe me?’
“Of course we believe you. We needed to know, and now we do.”

Thewoman said, “You |l want to rest for awhile. You're haf starved, you know. They treated you very
badly in that prison camp, didn’t they?’

Joseph shrugged. “1 wasin pretty bad shape when | got there. They didn’t make things any better for me,
though.”

“No. Of course not.”

She gave him something to make him deep again. He dreamed of Thayle, tiptoeing into the room,
climbing naked into the bed beside him, taking histhin ruined body into her arms;, holding him against the
warmth of her, her firm abundant flesh. He dreamed he wasin the village of the Ardardin, discussing the
difference between the visble world and theinvisible one. At last it al was clear to him. He understood
what the Ardardin meant by the axis of the worlds upon which al things spin, and the place where
mundane time and mythical time meet. He had never redlly managed to grasp that before. Then hewas
back in the forest with the noctambul o, who was reciting noctambul o poetry to himin alow monotonous
voice, and then hewasin hisown room at Keilloran House, with his mother and his father standing
beside his bed.

When he woke his mind was clear again, and he saw that there was a tube going into his arm and another
into histhigh, and he knew that this must be ahospital and that they were trying to repair the various
kinds of damage that hislong journey had inflicted on him. A younger man who said hisnamewas
Reynado waswith him. “1 am Federigo’s son,” hetold Joseph. “If you have things to ask, you can ask
me.” He was about thirty, dark-haired, smooth-skinned, as handsome as an actor. Joseph had thingsto
ask, yes, but he hardly knew where to begin. “Did the Folk conquer al of Manza?’ he said, after a
moment’ s hesitation. That seemed like as good a starting-point as any.

“Most of it, yes,” Reynaldo said. “All but here.” He explained that the Masters had been able to hold the
line a Eivoya, that the rebel forcesin the far south had not been strong enough to break through it and
eventudly they had abandoned the attempt and worked out an armistice acknowledging the continued
sovereignty of the Masters over the southern tip of Manza. The rest of the northern continent, he said,
was in Folkish hands, and he supposed that most or al of the Great Houses had been destroyed. The
fighting had ended, now. Occasiona siraggling survivors from the north till made their way down here,
said Reynaldo, but they were very few and far between these days. He said nothing about any plansto
reconquer the territory that had been lost, and Joseph did not ask him about that.



“And Helikis?" Joseph said. “What happened there?’
“Therewasno rebelionin Hdlikis,” said Reynddo. “Everything in Hdikisis asit dways has been.”
“Isthat the truth, or are you just telling me that to make mefed better?’

“Y ou should have no reason to distrust me,” Reynaldo said, and Joseph let the point drop, though he
realized that what Reynaldo had told him had not exactly been areply to what he had asked.

Heknew that hewasvery ill. In his struggle to survive, going again and again to the brink of starvation, he
must have consumed most of hisbody’ s resources. Perhaps he had been operating on sheer force of will
aone, most of the time since he had left Eysar Haven. At hisage he was till growing; hisbody needed a
constant rich supply of fuel; instead it had been deprived, much of thetime, of even abasicinput of
nourishment. But they were kind to him here. They knew how to heal him. He was back among his own,
or amost so. Joseph had never heard of House Eivoya, but that did not matter: he had never heard of
most of the Houses of Manza. He was grateful for its existence and for his presence at it. He might not
have been able to survive much longer on hisown. It was possible to take the position that his being
captured by those rebel troops was the luckiest thing that had happened to him during hisjourney.

Once again Joseph began to recover. Heredlized that the innate resilience of his body must be very
great. They took out the tubes; he began to eat solid food; soon he was up, walking about, leaving his
room and going out on the balcony of the building. It appeared that the hospital was at the edge of a
forest, avery ancient one at that, dark, primordia, indomitable giant trees with their rootsin the
prehistory of Homeworld standing side by side, green networks of coiling vines embracing their
mammoth trunks to creste an impenetrable barrier. For amoment Joseph thought that when he left hereit
would be necessary for him to enter that forest and crossit somehow, to solve al the terrible riddles that
it would pose, the next great chdlenge on hisjourney, and the thought both frightened and excited him.
But then he reminded himself that he had reached sanctuary at last, that he would not have to wander in
dark forests any longer.

“Someoneishereto seeyou,” Reynaddo told him, aday or two later.

She cameto hisroom, atall dark-haired young woman, dender, elegantly dressed, quite beautiful. She
looked astonishingly like his mother, so much so that for one startled moment Joseph thought that shewas
his mother and that he must be having hallucinations again. But of course his mother was dead, and this
woman was too young, anyway. She could not have been more than twenty and might even be younger.
And only then did it occur to Joseph that she must be hissister.

“Calin?’ heasked, inasmal, tentetive voice.
And she, just as uncertainly: “ Joseph?’
“Y ou don’t recognize me, do you?’

She smiled. “You look so good with abeard! But so different. Everything about you is so different. Oh,
Joseph, Joseph, Joseph, Joseph—"

He held out hisarmsto her and she came quickly to him, rushing into the embrace and then drawing back
alittlefrom it asthough pausing to consder that he was ill very fragile, that a hug that had any fervor to
it might well break him into pieces. But he clung to her and drew her in. Then he released her, and she
stepped back, studying him, staring. Though she did not say it, Joseph could see that she ill must be
searching, perhaps dmost desperately, for some sign that this gaunt bearded stranger in front of her was
infact her brother.



He too was searching for signsto recognize her by. That she was Cailin he had no doubt. But the Cailin
that he remembered had been agirl, tal and alittle avkward, dl legs and skinny arms, just barely come
into her breasts, her face still unformed. This one—ayear and ahdf later, two years?—was awoman.
Her arms, the whole upper part of her body, had become fuller. So had her face. She had cut her long,
wondrous cascade of black hair so that it reached only to her shoulders. Her chin was stronger, her nose
more pronounced, and both changes only enhanced her beauty.

They were little more than ayear apart in age. Joseph had adways been fond of her, fonder than he was
of any of the others, though he had often showed hisliking for her in perversdy heartlessways, cdlous
pranks, little boorish cruties, al manner of things that he had come to regret when it wastoo late to do
anything about them. He was glad that she, rather than Rickard or one of the House servants, had come
for him. Still, he wondered why she was the one who had been chosen. Rickard would be old enough to
have made the journey. Girls—and that was what she redlly was, till, a girl—were not often sent on such
extended trips.

“Iseverything dl right at Keilloran? I’ ve heard nothing—nothing—"

She glanced away, just for the merest ingtant, but it was arevealing glance none the less. And she paused
to moisten her lips before answering. “ There have been—afew problems,” she said. “But we can talk
about that later. It' syou | want to talk about. Oh, Joseph, we were so sure you were dead!”

“The combinant was broken. | tried to get in touch, the very first night when they attacked Getfen House,
but nothing would happen. Not then or later, and then | [ost it. It was taken away from me, | mean. By an
Indigene. He wanted it, and | had to let him haveit, because | belonged to them, | wasa sort of davein
their village, their doctor—"

Shewas saring a him in amazement. He covered his mouth with his hand. He wastelling her too much
too soon.

“Communications were cut off for awhile,” Cailin said. “ Then they were restored, but not with the part of
Manza where you were. They attacked Getfen House—but you got away, and then what? Where did
you go? What did you do?’

“It' sacomplicated story,” he said. “It’ |l take me quiteawhileto tell it.”
“Andyou'redl right now?’

“Oh, yes. Yes. Thinner. A few scars, maybe. Some changes here and there. It was adifficult time.
—How isRickard? Eitan? The girls?’

“Fine. Fine, al of them fine. Rickard had adifficult time too, thinking you were dead, knowing that he
was going to have to be the Magter of the House eventualy in your place. Y ou know what Rickard is
like”

“Yes. | know what Rickard islike.”
“But he’ s been coming around. Getting used to the idea. HE salmost cometo likeit.”

“I"'m sorry to be disappointing him, then. —And Father?” Joseph said, the question he had been holding
back. “How ishe? How did he takeit, the newsthat | was probably dead?’

“Poorly.”
Joseph redlized that he had asked two questionsin one breath, and that Cailin had given him asingle



anawer.

“But he rode with the shock, didn’t he? The way he did when Mother died. Theway hetaught usal to
do.”

She nodded. But suddenly she seemed very far away.
Something iswrong, he thought. Those “problems’ to which she had dluded. He was afraid to ask.

And she wanted to talk about him, anyway, where he had been, the things that had befallen him. Quickly
he told her as much as he could, leaving out only the most important parts. That he had lived among a
family of Folkersasaguest in their house, dependent on their mercy, not asaMaster but asaweary
hapless wayfarer whom they had taken in, and thus that he had discovered things about the Folk that he
had never understood before. That he had accepted aid aso in hiswanderings from even humbler races,
noctambul os, Indigenes, poriphars, and had come to see those beingsin new waystoo. That he had
eaten insects and worms, and that he had been brought to the verge of madness more than once, even
death. And that he had dept with aFolker girl. He was not ready to tell her any of that. But Joseph did
describe his gaudier adventuresin the forests, his perils and his escapes, and some of his hardshipsand
injuries, and his strange new career asatriba doctor, and hisfina captivity among the rebels. Cailin
listened openmouthed, awed by dl he had been through, amazed by it. He saw her still studying him, too,
asif not yet fully convinced that the stranger behind this dense black beard was the brother she
remembered.

“I must betiring you,” shesaid, when a last helet hisvoicetrail off, having run through dl the easy things
he could tell her and not willing yet to attempt the difficult ones. “I'll let you rest now. They say you'll be
ready to leave here in another two or three days.”

He wanted to go sooner, and told Reynaldo that. He insisted that he was strong enough to travel again.
The doctors thought so too, Reynaldo told him. But the plane on which Cailin had arrived had aready
gone back to Hdlikis, and the next one would not be getting here until the day after tomorrow, or
possibly the day after that, no one was quite certain. Joseph saw from that thet the lives of the Masters of
Homeworld must be far more circumscribed than they had been before the uprising, that evenin
supposedly untouched Helikis certain cutbacks had become necessary. Perhaps a good many of the
planesthat at one time had constantly gone back and forth between the continents had fallen into rebel
hands and now served only the needs of the Liberation. But there was nothing to do except wait.

It turned out that the plane from Helikis did not arrive for five days. By then Joseph was able to move
about asfredy as he wished; he and Callin left the building and wa ked across the hospitd’ s broad
gleaming lawn to the place where the lawn ended and the forest abruptly began, and stood silently, hand
inhand, peering in at that dim, primordia world, wonderstruck by its salf-contained forbiddingness, its
amost dien strangeness. There was no way to enter it. The strangler vinesthat ran from tree to tree made
entry impossible. A thin grayish light lit it from within. Bright-feathered birds fluttered about its perimeter.
Sharp screeching noises came from the forest depths, and the occasiona degp honking of some unknown
creature wallowing in some muddy |ake. Joseph found himsdlf thinking that that gigantic, brooding,
immemorid forest, forever untouched and untouchable by human hands, reduced dl the little quarrels of
the human world, Masters and Folk, Folk and Magters, to utter inggnificance.

He did not take up with his sster the question of whatever it was that had happened at House Keilloran
in his absence. He dmost did not want to know. She volunteered nothing, and he asked nothing. Instead
hetold her, day by day, bit by bit, more about hisjourney, until at last he came to the part about Thayle,
which he related quickly and without grest detail, but leaving no doubt of what had actudly taken place.
Color cameto Cailin’sface, but her eyes were aglow with what seemed like unfeigned delight for him.



Shedid not seem in any way shocked that he had yielded up his physical innocence, or that he had
yielded it to aFolkish girl. She smply seemed pleased for him, and even amused. Maybe she knew that it
was acommon thing for Master boysto go to the girls of the Folk for thefirst time. He had no idea of
what she might know about any of this, or of what she might have experienced herself, for that matter. It
was not asubject he had ever discussed with her. He did not see how he could.

The plane from Hdlikis arrived. It stayed overnight for refudling, and in the morning he and Cailin boarded
it for thereturn journey.

Joseph was carrying his pack. “What isthat?” Cailin asked, and he told her that a Folkish woman had
givenit to himthe night of hisflight from Getfen House, and that he had carried it everywhere ever snce,
his one constant companion throughout his entire odyssey. “It smelsterrible,” she said, wrinkling up her
nose. He nodded.

The flight south took much longer than Joseph expected. They were over the Ishmus quickly—Eivoya,
Joseph saw, wasin the very last broad part of Manza before the narrowing of the land began, which told
him just how little of the continent remained in Master control—and then, quite soon, he found himself
looking down on the great brown shoulder of northern Helikis, that parched uppermost strip that marked
the beginning of the otherwise green and fertile southern continent, and athough he knew a Master was
not supposed to weep except, perhaps, in the face of the most terrible tragedy, he discovered that a
moistness was cregping into hiseyes now at thisfirg glimpse of his native soil, the continent that he had
S0 often supposed he might never liveto see again.

But then the stops began: at Tuilieme, at Gheznara, at Kem, at Dannias. Hardly did the plane take off and
reach a decent dtitude but it started to enter a pattern of descent again. Passengers came and went;
freight was loaded aboard bel ow; meals were served so often that Joseph lost track of what time of day
it was. The sky grew dark and Joseph dozed, and was awakened by daybreak, and another landing, and
the arrival of new passengers, and yet another takeoff. But then came the announcement, just when he
had begun to think that he was fated to spend the rest of hislife aboard this plane, that they were
approaching Toronid Airport, the one closest to the domain of House Keilloran, and Joseph knew that
the last and perhaps most difficult phase of hisjourney was about to commence.

Rickard was waiting at the airport with a.car and one of the family drivers, asharp-nosed man whose
name Joseph did not remember. He was startled to see how much his brother had grown. He
remembered Rickard as aboy of twelve, plump, pouty, soft-faced, short-legged, sill achild, though an
extremdy intdlligent child. But he had comeinto thefirst spurt of his adolescent growth in Joseph's
absence. Hewas hdf afoot tdler, at leadt, just afew inches shorter than Joseph himself, and al that
childish fat had been burned away in the process of growing: Rickard was gawky, now, even spindly, the
way Cailin had been before him. His face was different, aso: not only leaner but with afar more serious
expression about the eyes and lips, as though Joseph’ s absence and presumed death had sobered him
into afirst awareness of what life now was going to be like for him as an adult, asthe future Master of
House Keilloran. Joseph felt alittle shiver go traveling down his back at the sight of this new, changed
Rickard.

They embraced in acareful, brotherly way.
“ Joseph.”

“Rickard.”

“I never thought to seeyou again.”

“I never doubted I’ d come back,” said Joseph. “Never. Oh, Rickard, you' ve grown!”



“Havel?Yes, | supposel have. You look different too, you know. It's been practically two years. That
beard—"

“Doyoaulikeit?
“No,” Rickard said. He gestured toward the car. “We should get in. It salong drive.”

Y es. Joseph had forgotten just how long it was. Thiswas not Keilloran territory here, not yet. The airport
was in the domain of House Van Rhyn. They drove off toward the west, through the broad savannahs
thick with purplish quivergrass that Joseph had loved to set trembling, and through the immense grove of
blackleaf palmsthat marked the boundary between Keilloran and Van Rhyn, and past hills of pale
lavender sand that marked the ancient sea-bed where Joseph and Cailin had sometimes gone hunting for
littlefossls. Then they cameto thefirgt of the cultivated fields, fallow at thistime of year, aseries of neat
brown rectangles awaiting the winter sowing. Even now it was agood distance to the Inner Domain and
the manor-house itsdlf. Rickard asked just afew questions of Joseph during the drive, the barest basic
inquiries about the rebelion, hiswanderings, the current state of his health. Joseph replied in an amost
perfunctory way. He sensed that Rickard did not yet want the complete narrative, and he himsdlf was not
a the moment in the mood for telling it yet again. A great dedl of chatter seemed ingppropriate now
anyway. Once they had settled into the car there was an air of reserve, even of melancholy, about
Rickard that Joseph neither understood nor liked. And about Cailin too: she scarcely spoke at al.

Now they were in the Inner Domain, now they were going past the Blue Garden and the White Garden
and the Garden of Fragrance, past the gaming-courts and the stables, past the lagoon, past the statuary
park and the aviary; and then the airy swoops and arabesques of Keilloran House itsdlf lay directly
before them, rising proudly on the doping ridge that formed a pedestal for the great building. Joseph saw
that the Folk of the House had come out to welcome him: they were arrayed in two lengthy parallel rows,
beginning at the front porch and extending far out onto the entrance lawn, hundreds and hundreds of
them, the devoted servants of the clan. How long had they been waiting like this? Had some signa been
given fifteen minutes before that the car bearing Master Joseph had entered the Inner Domain, or had
they lined up in this formation hours ago, waiting here with Folkish patience for him to arrive?

The car hated on the graveled coachgrounds adong the border of the lawn. Flanked by Rickard and
Cailin, Joseph set out down the middle of the long lines of waiting Folk toward the house.

They werewaving, grinning, cheering. Josegph, smiling, nodding, waved back at them with both hands.
Some he recognized, and helet his eyeslinger on their faces amoment; most of them he had forgotten or
had never known, though he smiled a them also as he passed them by.

His smileswere manufactured ones, though. Within his soul he felt none of the jubilation that he had
anticipated. In hisfantases in the forests of Manza, whenever helet his mind conjure up the longed-for
moment of hisreturn to Keilloran, he had imagined himsalf skipping down this path, Snging, blowing
kisses to shrubs and statues and household animal's. He had never expected that he would fedl so somber
and withdrawn in the hour of his homecoming asin fact he was. Some of it, no doubt, wasthe
anticlimactic effect of having achieved something for which he had yearned for so many months, and
which had so often appeared to be unattainable. But there was moreto it than that: therewas Rickard's
mood, and Callin’'s, their silences on the drive, the questions that they had not answered because he had
not had the courage to ask them.

Hisyoungest brother Eitan was waiting &t the door, and his other two sigters, the little ones, Bevan and
Rheena. Eitan was till only asmall boy—ten, now, Joseph supposed, still round-faced and
chubby—and he was staring at Joseph with the same worshipful 1ook as ever. Then tearsburst into his
eyes. Joseph caught him up, hugged him, kissed him, set him down. He turned to the girls—virtua



strangersto himin the time before his departure for High Manza, they had been, one of them five, the
other saven, forever busy with their dolls and their pets—and greeted them too with hugs and kisses,
though he suspected they scarcely knew who hewas. Certainly they showed little excitement over his
return.

Whereis Father? he wondered. Why is Father not here?

Callin and Rickard led him inside. But as the three of them entered the house Rickard caught him by the
wrist and said in alow voice, amost as though he did not want even Cailin to hear what he was saying,
“Joseph? Joseph, I’'m so tremendoudy glad that you' ve come back.”

“Yes. Youwon't haveto be Magter here after dl, will you?’

It was acrud thing to say, and he saw Rickard flinch. But the boy made a quick recovery: the hurt look
went from his eyes amogt as swiftly asit had come, and something more stedly replaced it. “ Yes,”
Rickard said. “That' strue: | won't haveto. And I’ m happy that | won't, although | would have been
ready to take charge, if it cameto that. But that’ s not what | meant.”

“No. | understand that. I'm sorry | said what | did.”

“That'sdl right. Weal know | never wanted it. But | missed you, Joseph. | was certain that you had
been killed in the uprising, and—and—it was bad, Joseph, knowing that I’ d never seeyou again, it was
very bad, first Mother, then you—"

“Yes. Yes. | canimagine.” Joseph squeezed Rickard’ s hand. And said then, offhandedly, “I don’t see
Father. Ishe off on atrip somewhereright now?’

“He singde. We retaking you to him.”
Strange, the sound of that. He did not ask for an explanation. But he knew he had to have one soon.

There were more ddlaysfirgt, though: a plethora of key household officidswaiting in theinner hdl to
greet him, chamberlains and stewards and bailiffs, and old Margen, who helped hisfather keep the
accounts, and formidable Sempira, who had come here from the household of Joseph’ s mother’ sfamily
to supervise dl domestic details and till ran the place like atyrant, and many more. They each wanted a
chance to embrace Joseph, and he knew it would take hours to do the job properly; but he summoned
up ahit of thetraining he had had from Balbus, and smilingly moved through them without stopping,
cdling out names, waving, winking, showing every evidence of extreme ddlight at being among them dl
once more, but keeping in constant motion until he was beyond the last of them.

“And Father—?" Joseph said, ingstently now, to Rickard and Cailin.
“Updairs. Inthe Great Hall,” said Rickard.

That was odd. The Great Hall was aplace of high formdity, hisfather’ shal of judgment, his seet of
power, virtualy histhrone-room, adark place full of echoes. It was not where Joseph would expect a
long-lost son to be welcomed. But hisfather was, after dl, Martin Master Keilloran, the lord of this
estate these many years past, and perhaps, Joseph thought, many years of lordship will teach one certain
ways of doing thingsthat he wasin no position yet to comprehend.

Joseph and his brother and his sister went up the grand central staircase together. Joseph’smind was
spilling over with thoughts: things he would ask, once he had told hisfather the tale of his adventures, and
things he must say.



Hehad it in mind to resign hisrights asthe heir to House Kellloran. It was an ideathat had been lurking
at the corners of hismind for days, only half acknowledged by him; but it had burst into full power ashe
came down that double row of smiling, waving, cheering Folk of the House. He would abdicate, yes. He
would rather go to live among the Indigenes again, or as a peasant-farmer among the cuylings of Manza,
than rule here as Master of the House, rule over the Folk of Kellloran like aking who haslogt dl yearning
to be king. By what right do we rule here? Who says we are to be the masters, other than ourselves, and
by what right do we say it? Let Rickard have the task of ruling. Hewill not likeit, of course. But Rickard
does not deny that we have theright, and he clamsto beready for it: he said that with hisown lips, just a
few minutes before. It ishis, then, whenever the time comesfor it. Let him be the next Magter, the
successor to their father, the next in the great line that went back so many centuries, when the time came.

“Inhere” Rickard said.
Joseph glanced at him, and at Cailin, whose eyes were cast down, whose lips were tightly clamped.

Therewas atwilight dimnessin the Great Hall. The heavy damask draperies were closed, here on this
bright afternoon, and only afew lamps had been lit. Joseph saw hisfather seated at the far end of the
room in his huge ornate chair, the chair of state that was dmost like athrone. He sat in astrange
unmoving way, as though he had become a statue of himsdlf. Joseph went toward him. As he came close
he saw that theright side of hisfather’ s face sagged strangely downward, and that hisfather’ sright arm
dangled like amannequin’sarm at hisside, alimp dead thing. He looked twenty years older than the man
Joseph remembered: an old man, suddenly. Joseph hated, horror-stricken, stunned, twenty feet away.

“Joseph?” came the voice from the throne. Hisfather’ s voice was athick, durred sound, barely
intdligible, not the voice that Josegph remembered a al. “ Joseph, isthat you, findly?’

So thiswasthelittle problem that Cailin had dluded to when Joseph wasin the hospitd a Eivoya.
“How long has he been thisway?’ Joseph asked, under his breath.

“It happened amonth or two after word reached here of the attack on Getfen House,” Cailin whispered.
“Go to him. Take him by the hand. Theright hand.”

Joseph approached the great seat. He took the dead hand in his. He lifted the arm. Therewas no
drength init. It was like something artificia that had been attached recently to hisfather’ s shoulder.

“Fathe—"

* Josgph—Joseph—~

That durred sound again. It was dreadful to hear. And thelook in hisfather’ s eyes: afrozen look, it was,
dien, remote. But he was smiling, with the part of his mouth over which he il had control. Heraised his
left hand, the good one, and put it down over Joseph's, and pressed down tightly. That other arm was
not weak at dl.

“A beard?” hisfather said. He seemed to be trying to laugh. “Y ou grew abeard, eh?’” Thickly, thickly:
Joseph could barely understand the words. “ So young to have abeard. Y our grandfather wore a beard.
But | never had one.”

“I didn't mean to, not redlly. It just wasn't easy for me to shave, in some of the placeswhere | was. And
then | kept it. | liked theway it looked.” Hethinks |’ m still aboy, Joseph redized. How much of hismind
was |eft at al? Suddenly Joseph was wholly overcome with the sadness of what he saw here, and he
drew hisbreath inward in alittle gasping sound. “ Oh, Father—Father, I’m so sorry—"



Hefelt Rickard kick himin the hed from behind. Rickard made atiny hissing noise, and Joseph
understood. Pity is not being requested here. My little brother isteaching me the proper way to handle
this, he thought.

“I'likeit,” hisfather said, very dowly. Again the twisted smile. He gppeared not to have noticed Joseph's
little outburst. “ The beard. A new fashion among us. Or an old one revived.” Joseph began to redize that
hisfather’ smind must gill beintact, or nearly so, even if hisbody was no longer under its control.

“Y ou’ ve been gone such along time, boy. Y ou look so different, now. Y ou mustbe so different, eh?’

“I’ve been in some unusua places, Father. I’ ve learned some strange things.”

Martin nodded dowly. That seemed to be asupreme effort, that dow movement of his head. “I’ ve been
in some unusud placestoo, lately, without—ever—leaving—Kaeilloran—House.” He seemed to be
struggling to get the words out. “ And I—| ook—different—to0,” he said. “Don’'t |7’

“Y ou look fine, Father.”

“No. Not true.” The dark, hooded eyes drilled into him. “Not—fine—at—all. But you are here, finaly. |
canrest. You will be Master now, Joseph.”

“Yes. If that' swhat you wish.”

“Itis. Youmust. You areready, aren’'t you?’
“I will be,” Joseph said.

“Youare. You are.”

He knew it was s0. And knew aso that he could not possibly think of abdication, not now, not after
seeing what hisfather had become. All thought of it had fled. It had begun to fade from hismind the
moment he had entered this room and looked upon hisfather’ sface; now it was gone entirely. Now that
you are back, | can rest , iswhat hisfather was saying. That wish could not be ignored or denied him.
The doubts and uncertainties that had been born in Joseph during the months of hiswanderings were till
there; but till with him, too, was that inborn sense of his obligation to hisfamily and to the people of
House Kellloran, and now, standing before the one to whom he owed his existence, he knew that it was
not in him to fling that obligation back in the face of this stricken man. Rickard had not been trained for
this. He had been. He was needed. He could not say no. When histime came to be Master, though,
Joseph knew he would be Master in away that was different from hisfather’s.

The hand that was holding his pressed down harder, very hard indeed, and Joseph saw that there was
gill plenty of strength in what remained of Martin Master Keilloran. Not enough, though, to perform the
tasksthat the Master of the House must perform, and which, he saw now, would—in a month, six
months, whenever—devolve upon him.

“But we need to talk, Father. When I’ ve been home alittle while, and when you fed uptoit. Thereare
things | need to ask you. And things | need to say.”

“We'll talk, yes,” hisfather said.

Cailin nudged him. She sgnalled with aroll of her eyesthat it wastime for Joseph to go, that thiswasthe
limit of their damaged father’ s endurance. Joseph gave her abarely perceptible nod. To Martin he said,

“I haveto leave, now, Father. I've had along journey, and | want to rest for awhile. I'll cometo you
again thisevening.” He squeezed the dead right hand, lifted it and kissed it and set it carefully down again,
and he and Cailin and Rickard went from the room and down the hdl, and into the family wing, and to



the suite of rooms that had been his before histrip to Getfen, and where everything seemed to have
remained completely ashe had l€ft it.

“WEe Il leaveyoutorest,” Calin said. “Ring for uswhen you' re ready, and we can talk.”
“yYes”

“That was hard, wasn't it?’

“Yes” Joseph said quietly. “Yes, it was”

He watched his brother and sister going down the hall, and closed the door, and was alonein hisown
bedroom once again. He sat down on the edge of the bed, his old bed that seemed so small, now, so
boyish. As he sat there, letting the facts of his return wash over him, the bed became all the placesthat
had been bed for him as he made hisway across Manza, the rough hollowsin the forest floor where he
dept on bundles of dry leaves, and the stack of musty fursin the Ardardin’ svillage, and the hard cot,
sharp as bone, in the prisoner compound, and the place under the bush where he had drifted into the
hallucinations of starvetion that he untroubledly believed heralded the end of hislife, and thelittie bed in
Eysar Haven that had taken on the fragrance of Thayle' swarm breasts and soft thighs, and dl the rest of
them aswell, dl flowing into one, thisbed here, thelittle bed of hisboyhood, the boyhood that now was
donewith and sedled.

In the morning, Joseph thought, he would go out and walk about the estate and reacquaint himsdf with its
land and with its people. He would pull itsair degp into hislungs. He would reach down and dig his
fingersinto its soil. He would vist the farms and the factories and the stables. He would look at
everything, and he knew that there would be much that he would be seeing as though for thefirst time,

not just because he had been away s0 long but because he would be seeing it al through the eyes of a
different person, one who had been to far-off places and seen far-off things. But al that was for the next
day, and for the days to come. For the moment he just wanted to lie here atop his own bed in hisown
room and think back through al that had befalen him.

I’ve had a long journey, and | want to rest for a while.

A long journey, yes, ajourney which had begun in thunder that had brought no rain, but only endless
thunder. And now it was over, and he was home, and some new sort of journey wasjust beginning. He
was not who he had been before, and he was not certain of exactly what he had become, and he was not
a al surewho hewas going to be. Hewasfull of questions, and some of those questions might never
have answers, though he wanted to think he would go on asking them, over and over, nevertheless. Well,
time would tell, or maybe not. He was home, at any rate. He had come by the longest possible route, a
journey that had taken him deep into the interior of himself and brought him out in some strange new
place. He knew that it would take time for him to discover the nature of that place. But there was no
hurry about any of that. And at least he was home. Home. Home.

Speculative Fictions: An Interview with Robert Silverberg

By David Horwich

Editor’ s note: Speculative Fiction — herein abbreviated as“ SF” — includes severd types of genre
literature, including science fiction and fantasy. Robert Silverberg, whose career spans haf acentury, is



one of the foremogt writerswithin this tber-genre. Thisinterview was originaly published in adightly
different forminStrange Horizons , www.strangehorizons.com, December 11, 2000.

I nterviewer: Y ou ve had animpressively prolific career asawriter. How do you maintain ahigh leve of
creativity and productivity? Do you have particularly disciplined working habits?

Robert Silver ber g: Absolutely. When I'm working, it'sMonday to Friday, week in and week out, a
my desk at 8:30 and finished at noon, never any deviation. | work flat out al that time, no phone calls, no
digtractions. Thisis my schedule from November to April; | rarely work at al between April and
November, but when | do, in some specia instance, | maintain the same steady daily schedule until the
jobisdone. Until 1971 | worked alonger day — nine to noon, one to three— and my output was
accordingly greater, but after that year | saw no need to push myself quite that hard. But even now, when
I’m relatively inactive as awriter compared with my furious pace of decades ago, | fed no aternative but
to keep to the steady schedule while I’'m working: | smply know no other comfortable way to work.

I nter viewer : Have you ever run into writer’ sblock?

Robert Silver berg: There are plenty of dayswhen I’ d rather not go to the office and write. | write
anyway, on such days. Once | get started, the reluctance usually disappears.

In 1974, after years of prolonged overwork, | found that | smply didn’t want to write any more at dl.
How much of thiswas due to changing reader tastes (the tilt toward comic-booky stuff likePerry
Rhodan ), how much to smplefatigue, how much to various upheavasthat were going onin my
non-writing life, | can't say. | hedtateto cal it awriter’ sblock, because | define such blocks asthe
inability to write when the writer genuingly wantsto write, and | Smply didn’t want to write anymore.
After four and ahalf years, however, | felt | wanted to return to work and | sat down on November 1,
1978 and startedLord Valentine' s Castle without any difficulty at al, and continued on for the Sx
months needed to write the book as though there had been no intermission at all.

| fed lessand less like writing these days, but | don’t think of that aswriter’ sblock, either — just asa
desireto makelife easer for myself as| get into my senior years. Whenever it seems easer on meto
write than not to write | dways have the option of writing something, which I’ll be doing in acouple of
weeks when | start anew nove, The Longest Way Home .

I nterviewer: You vewrittenin avariety of genres— what draws you to speculative fiction?

Robert Silverberg: It lit me up asasmal boy and I’ ve wanted ever since to contribute important work
to the genre that meant so much to me as| was growing up. It's more than light entertainment in my mind;
it seemsto methe thing | was put here to create, and though | have indeed done an inordinate | ot of
writing in many genres, I’ ve dwaysfet | was dabbling, rather than redlly pursuing a career god, when
working at anything that wasn't speculdivefiction.

One exception was the archaeol ogicd writing | did [e.g.,Akhnaten: The Rebel Pharaoh , 1964].
Archaeology seeming to me the reverse sde of the coin from SF— exploration into the mysterious past
instead of the unknowable future. And I’ ve crossbred alot of my archaeological work with my SF[eg.,
The Gate of Worlds , an dternative-history novel, published in 1967 and set in the 1980s, in which the
civilizations of the Aztecs and the Incas are among the dominant world powers|.

I nter viewer : Which writers have had the greatest influence on you?

Robert Silverberg: Within SF, Jack Vance, Philip K. Dick, Robert Sheckley, Henry Kuttner, C.M.
Kornbluth, Robert Heinlein. Plus others, but those are the obvious names. Outside SF, Joseph Conrad
and Graham Greene comefirst to mind.



I nter viewer : How does the process of collaboration compare to writing solo?

Robert Silverberg: | redly haven't collaborated that much. When | wasjust starting out | did a
multitude of storieswith Randall Garrett, who was living next door to me. His skills complemented mine.
He was good at plotting and had an extensve scientific education, but couldn’t stay sober long enough to
get much work finished. | had greater insight into character and command of style, and better writing
discipline, but lacked his scientific knowledge. We worked together for a couple of years, 1955-57, and
then never again. My subsequent work has been virtualy al solo except for acouple of stories| wrote
with Harlan Ellison as alark, and the three Assimov-Silverberg novels, inwhich | did nearly dl of the
writing because of the deteriorating state of Isaac’ shedth. | don't particularly like collaborating and am
not likely to do any again.

I nterviewer: TheMajipoor Cycle represents adifferent direction in your work — an ongoing series that
explores one enormousworld, in contrast to the tightly constructed novels and stories that characterize
much of your speculativefiction. Did you plan to write acontinuing series, or did it grow in thetelling?

Robert Silverberg: Origindly | intended to write onlyLord Valentine' s Castle, though | was aware that
| had ended it with the question of Shapeshifter unrest unresolved. A year or two later | began writing the
gtories that made upMajipoor Chronicles to dedl with various bits of Mgipoor history that | thought
were worth exploring, because it bothered me that there had been no occasion to deal with themin the
original novel, and then, findly, | decided to do the actua sequd toCastle, Valentine Pontifex, to
handlein aredistic way the questions | had raised in the first book.

Asthe series became popular | felt the temptation to return to Mgjipoor, and, since there was materia in
one of theChronicles stories that seemed to call out for examination in detail, | concelved the idea of the
second trilogy, which in fact takes place athousand years beforeCastle.

Interviewer : The story of Gilgamesh gppearsin anumber of your works. What specia significance does
thistade havefor you?

Robert Silverberg: It' sthe oldest known story we have, and it deals with the most profound of issues
— theredlity of desth— aswell asthe question of the respongbilities of kings. These are matters|’ve
often wrestled with and the figure of Gilgamesh neetly encapsul ates them in metaphorical mode.

I nter viewer : The novelaGilgamesh in the Outback isanironic version of this story, with the action
taking place in the afterlife and the respongbilities of kings being essentidly irrdlevant. What were you
trying to convey with thistwist? Incidentaly, did the portraya of Robert E. Howard in thisnovellacreate
any controversy?

Robert Silver berg: No specid agenda. | was smply registering adifferent take on the Gilgamesh
material. | don't recal any controversy over my Howard portrait. The fans, who might be the most likely
to take offense at any dight to their hero, awarded me aHugo for the story [in 1987, histhird of four].

I nter viewer : Many of your works have mortdity and spiritudity as central themes. What bringsyou
back to these themes?

Robert Silverberg:I’m going to die one of these days, and | don't liketheideaat al. One of the things
that drew meto sciencefiction as ayoung reader was my hopethat through it I’ d get some sort of
glimpse, however imaginary, of the future that | knew | would not liveto see. In my ownwriting | keep
dedling with the problem of thefinite life pan again and again. Asfor spiritua matters, well, | am painfully
aware of the ultimate solitude in which we dl live, and | have searched for some sense of connectivity
with auniversa entity, while at the sametime | am utterly unable to connect with any sort of conventiona
religiousfaith. The gulf between those two problems has been afertile ground for fictiond exploration for



me
I nterviewer : Can you talk alittle bit about the role of erotic or sexua themesin your work?

Robert Silver ber g: There was a strong erotic component to my SF from 1966 or so on, but only
because it seemed appropriate to the kind of fiction | wanted to write that | include sex among the
functions of living beings. At thetime what | waswriting seemed quite daring in relation to traditiona SF,
though everybody caught up to melater on.

I nter viewer : To take a specific example, The World Inside imaginesasociety in which casud
extramaritd sex isafundamental socia custom. Are such depictions of different cultura values meant to
serve as critiques of our contemporary standards?

Robert Silverberg: It'snot aconscious thing on my part. | have no intention of trying to remedy
society’ sillsthrough writing sciencefiction. In most of my writing I’'m smply trying to explore the
narrative consequences of my own premises. if this, then that. It isn’'t asthough I’'m trying to peddle a
message; I’ m just following down aline of reasoning. And in particular trying to examine varying culturd
vauesjust to see where the examination will lead.

I nterviewer : How do you view your eroticain the context of your work? Does it have any reation to
your speculativefiction, or isit something separate? Has having written in thisgenre, even
pseudonymoudly, ever caused you any difficulty?

Robert Silver berg: The other erotical did, the Don Elliott books, etc., was undertaken at atime when |
was saddled with a huge debt, at the age of twenty-six, for asplendid house that | had bought. There
would have been no way to pay the house off by writing science fiction in that long-ago era, when $2500
was alot to earn from anove that might take monthsto write, so | turned out adew of quick sex novels.
| never concedled the fact that | was doing them; it made no difference at al to me whether people knew
or not. It wasjust ajob. And it was, incidentdly, ajob that | did very well. | think they were outstanding
erotic noves.

I nterviewer: Y ou ve had awide range of experience in SF, asawriter, anthologist, and as past
president of the SFWA [Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers of Americal. What are your thoughts on
the current state of speculaivefiction?

Robert Silverberg: It seemsto meto bein gresat trouble these days — the chalenging, speculative kind
of SFthat | grew up thinking was the real stuff appears to be wholly sivamped by the debased
mass-culture product now favored by publishers and al too many readers. But | am no longer aclose
observer of thefield, having drawn back in horror some years ago, and my opinion may beincorrect. |
certainly hope so.

I nterviewer : What sort of “debased mass-culture product” do you havein mind, and why do you think
it''s become predominant? |s the amount of unimaginative or derivative writing in SFtoday proportionally
greater than it wasin the past?

Robert Silverberg: 1 think there’'salot of terribly written materid being published today, and neither
writers nor editors nor readers seem aware of that. Thusthe premium on literary accomplishment, which
carried such writers as Bradbury and Sturgeon and Leiber to fame, has been devalued. If no one can tell
junk from gold these days, gold isworth no more than junk. But we' ve ways had bad writing, and it
hasn’t mattered in the case of really powerful storytellers— van Vogt, say. What redly bothers meisthe
eagerness of people to buy huge quantities of books patched together out of dumb or recycled idess, or
out of stale concepts trand ated from mediocre Hollywood products that have
lowest-common-denominator audience gods.



I nter viewer : What can you tdll us about any upcoming projects?

Robert Silverberg: I’'m going to be starting arelatively short book, caledThe Longest Way Home, ina
couple of weeks. It' sthe story of an adolescent boy who finds himself stranded on the wrong side of his
planet when acivil war breaks out, but it'll be anything but ajuvenile novel. Next year | plan to assemble
my variousRoma Eterna stories into a book, adding agood deal of new materid. No plans beyond that
asyet. I'minmy mid-sixties now, have been writing professonaly for forty-five years, wouldn't mind a
holiday lasting the next few decades, but somehow | doubt thet Il allow mysdlf that luxury. Nevertheless
I’ ve been reducing my writing schedule gradually over the past five years and expect to hold to that
dower pace from here on out.

David Horwich isa Consulting Editor for Strange Horizons .
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