file:///G)/Program%20Fil es’eM ul e/l ncoming/Sheri %20S.%20T epper%20-%20Ji nian%20Footseer.txt

This is a work of fiction. AH the characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and
any resenbl ance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental
FOREWORD

JI NI AN FOOTSEER

A CORA BOXK 0 552 13189 X

First publication in Great Britain

PRI NTI NG HI STORY

Corgi edition published 1988

Copyright © 1985 by Sheri S. Tepper This book is set in 10/11pt Pal atino

Corgi Books are published by Transworld Publishers Ltd., 61-63 Uxbridge Road, Eaiing, London W
5SA, in Australia by Transworid Publishers (Australia) Pty. Ltd., 15-23 Helles Avenue, Mdorebank
NSW 2170, and in New Zeal and by Transworld Publishers (N.Z.) Ltd., Cnr. Mselle and Wi pareira
Avenues, Henderson, Auckl and.

Reproduced, printed and bound in Great Britain by
Hazel | Watson & Vmey Linited

Member of BPCC plc

Ayl esbury Bucks

FOREWORD

| began to wite this account upon the Wastes of Bleer, by firelight as others slept, sure | would
die upon the norning. | was there because of |ove, and ny own youthful fool hardi ness. Even now,

thi nking back on it, I would not have wanted to be anywhere el se.

I had cone to that place with Peter - and with Silkhands and King Kelver of the Dragon's Fire
Denesne, with Chance and Vitior Vul pas Queynt. Six of us. Upon that barren hei ght Peter had raised
up the Ganesnen of Barish - he had carried themin his pocket for several years - enbodying them
once nore in their own flesh. Eleven of them plus Barish hinself. W were eighteen.

And agai nst us was coning a horde, a nultitude, a vast arny of living and dead, live flesh and
dead bone, which none anong us thought we could wi thstand. Seeing our fear, Queen Trandilar had
beguiled us with tales of glory so that our apprehension was allayed. Al had fallen asl eep except
ne.

It wasn't nmy battle. | had not sought it except that | had sought Peter, deternmined to be with him
no matter what should cone. It would be fair to say | didn't care nuch about the battle. Huld, the
monster, VWHS nothing to ne. | had not been harassed and tortured by himas Peter had. Hell's Maw
was nothing In nme. | had not seen it. | was sixteen and in |ove and ibout to die. The one | |oved
was asl eep, snoring gently, his face like a child's in the dimlight of the fire. So - | Took pen
and paper and began to wite, thinking perhaps that someone mght find the pages, |ong Afterward,
and renenber nme for a nonent. A tenuous
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kind of immortality, but the best | could hope for then

No.

That is not entirely true.

There was nore to it than that. | know the story of nmy life up until then was no stirring account
of battles and quests as Peter's was. | had not sought adventure; | had nerely fallen into
adventure of a dirty, laborious kind with little glory init. Still, when my |abor was done and ny
taskm stresses satisfied with the result, I had nore than calluses on ny hands to show for it. |
had a great, world-terrifying nystery by the tail, a nystery | thought not nmany ot hers had any
inkling of. It was nore inportant than | was. Soneone had to know. | knew Peter's fam |y would

cone after the battle and search for our remains. H s nother was Mavin Manyshaped. She woul d cone.
O the Wzard Hi naggery, his father. And ny account would be there for themto find. One of them
| thought, would go on where | had left off. They were that kind of people.

So, | wote, alnost until dawn. And | ater, when we did not die in that battle (as you know, if you
have read Peter's account of it), | went on witing, adding to the account as tinme went by.

I amcalled Jinian Footseer by sone. By sone, Jinian Star-eye. And by sone, the Wzard Jinian. One
or two call me Dervish daughter. But | think of myself nost often still as merely Jinian, an

unl oved daughter of Stoneflight Denesne, who found love later in a strange way. It is that Jinian
| wote of first, there in that horrid night, and that Jinian | nust wite of at |ast.

6
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When | was quite young, not nore than five or six, my older brother Mendost used to amnuse hinself
by making ne wet ny pants. He had conme into his Talent of Levitation - Flying, as we say - sone
years before, and he thought it fun to pick nme up by whatever appendage offered itself and haul ne
a few manheights into the air before threatening to drop me. He was, | suppose, twenty or so at
the tinme: a big, brutishly handsome nman with red, wet lips. H's -our- father, Garz, sonetines
observed these occasions with bel-lowed | aughter and | oud advice as to which cobbl e-stones Mendost
m ght best drop ne on. Garz and Mendost were not unlike in nature.

One afternoon - | will never forget it, not the snell of the air or the way the wind curled down
the low hills to rise about us or the crazy spinning of the courtyard bel ow where the cobbl es
waited to splatter me - as 1 was about to faint from conbined fear and fury, something snapped.
Sonething cold and old sat up inside ny head and remarked, It may be better to die than to live
like this. | went linp, then. No nore scream ng, struggling , grabbing at him | sinply went |inp
with my eyes wide open as | waited to die. My treacherous sphincters stayed shut. Mendost jounced
and hollered as he always did, but | sinply hung there, waiting for the end. After a tine he tired
of it and put me down. There were only a few attenpts after that, each ending in sulky yelling on
his part, 'Dead body Jinian, dead ass, dead ass.' Soon he gave it up and let ne al one.

Al'l Denesnes have sone pensioned-off ol dsters
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about, Ganesnen or pawns useful for running errands or watchi ng babies. There was one old wonan -
Murzem re Hornl oss, her nanme was - who had come to Stoneflight Denesne from soneplace to the north
when | was a babe. She pulled nme over to her after Mendost put nme down that first tine, w ping ny
hot face with a bit of rag and patting nmy hand. 'Th'art a Wze-ard, chile' she said. It was the
first time | had heard the word, the first tinme anyone had said anything to nme indicating | was
nmore than an unnecessary inpedi nent to the business of the Denesne. | never forgot it.

Mendost was the ol dest of us children, all of the sane nother but with varying inheritance from
mal e progenitors. Mther, Eller of Stoneflight, was scarce nore than a child, fifteen or so when
she bore him One father begat Mendost and ne - first and last, as Mdther used to say (and | had
my doubts about it, even then) - but Garz had been absent for many years in between and at | east
two ot her men begat ny three brothers, Jeruval, Poreny, and Flot. |I don't believe we ever knew

whi ch man begat which brother, and since both Ganesnmen had gone el sewhere in the | ands of the True
Gane, it didn't nuch matter. Mendost's father, who was al so supposed to be nmine, was an Arniger, a
Fl yer, as Mendost was. The other two had been an Afrit and a Pursuivant. Mther, though of
Ganesnan caste, seened to have no Tal ent of any kind. She was so beautiful she did not need to be

anything else. | hid sonetimes behind hangings or in the orchard when she was sunning there, just
to look at her. | thought | would | ook like that when | grew up, and did not ruch consider that
she had no Talent else. | fully expected to become an Armiger in ny tinme, like Garz. It seened a

| ogi cal expectation. Though | was the only girl in the famly, it never occurred to ne that the
matter of sex would nmake any difference, and | nmade no separate prognostication on that account.
8

There were many other children in the Denmesne. Bram Ilronneck, Modther's ol dest brother, and her
other brothers had fathered a nunber of them Their nothers occupied various apartnents in and
around the place, and | had plenty of opportunity to observe themand the children. | forned the
conclusion that while nost nothers behaved with remarkable simlarity toward | heir offspring,
that is, with a certain baffled forebearance nasking a persistent affection, this rule sinply did
not apply to ny own nother

Mot her had very linmted forebearance and seened to have no affection for me at all, though her
attitude | oward Mendost bordered upon idolatry. As younger siblings sonetinmes do, | attributed
this to the fact he was oldest. O dest, and a son, and Garz's child to boot. Though | was supposed
to be Garz's child as well, and that fact earned ne no rides on the Festival Horse, Even Garz
seemed unaware of it, never calling ne 'chile'" or' Jinian'. | was always 'her' or 'thingy' to him
"Send thingy down to the stables with a nessage for Flitch.' '"Tell her to get out of here with

that mess.' On the few occasions he addressed ne directly, it was likely to be with a kick and a
pointed finger. 'Qut.'

As a result of this treatnment, | learned early to escape the Denesne whenever things | ooked to get
storny anong the inhabitants. | had a pony, M squick, so called for her habit of stunbling when
she tried to hurry, and a |ong-1legged, neutered fustigar naned G onpozzle, Gomy for short. Both
of these creatures were nmine by virtue of the fact that no one else wanted them and | ooki ng back
upon their propensities, | can quite see why. It was our habit when the day's schooling was done -
Braminsisted we know witten | anguage and cal culating in addition to cartography and the | ndex,
one of the few sensible things he insisted upon - and when not otherw se occupied or forced into
uncongeni al | abors by older relatives, to take ourselves as far from Mendost and Jeruval as
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possi bl e.
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Poremy and Fl ot were never as pernicious as the ol der boys, but at that tine | never sought their
conmpany, though much [ater we were to becone fairly good friends. |If departure seemed prudent and
there wasn't tinme to ride away into the hills, there were other places where one could hide
successful ly.

If I wasn't going off sonmewhere by nyself, sonmeone el se might take nme. It was al nbst a season
after Mendost stopped tormenting ne that the same old woman, Murzenmire, came to ne one evening as
I was hiding in a rainhat bush along the stream listening to the water and throw ng w ndf al
berries to hear them splash. She asked if | would cone with her on an errand to the village. |
recal |l going along happily enough. There was a sweet-shop in the village, and al so the house of a
wood carver who nade toys for children. Even if it were not a Festival day, one could watch him
carving the toys and think about receiving one, perhaps, when a Festival day came al ong, though
that had never happened to ne in the past.

The village was part of the famly Denesne, of course, but quite outside the walls of the famly
place. It was not a fortress. It was a strong Demesne, since nmother's three brothers were all in
residence and Garz lived there as well. BramlIronneck, an Elator, had recruited still others to
our banner, making the place secure and well founded. W had plenty of pawns on the land and in
the village and had never felt the need for walls. Anyway, old Mirzy took ne along with her into
the village, and we went a twisty way. | don't renenber ever seeing before the house we cane to.
It was a sinple cottage, with a paling fence in front and a garden full of herbs. The door was
pai nted bl ue, as many doors are in our part of the world. It is supposed to be a color favored by
the old gods and nuch avoi ded by ghost pieces.

I nside the house were three or four old wonen not unlike Mirzy herself. They gave nme cookies, and
10

honey-sweet ened tea, and tal ked to ne about many things. They asked ne odd questions, too, which
were exciting to think about, and | was sorry when Murzy told me we nust go back to the famly
place. As we loft, one old dam Tess Tinder-ny-hand, handed ne a silvery trinket on a bit of thong

and told ne to keep it by ne. | have it still. It is a pendant in the shape of a star with an eye
inits mddle, the pupil and cornea of the eye set in black and green stones, the whol e polished
flat. | heard the old wonan telling Mirzy to keep an eye on ne (at the time | supposed the eye
that was to be kept on ne was the one they had given ne) and bring ne back fromtine to tine to
see whether the wi ze-art would cone to me. | overheard this and asked Murzy about it, "WII it
cone to me, will it?" not knowing what it was that was to cone.

She told me to be patient, that it was a slowgift, long in the conmng. | escaped to that cottage

hundreds of tinmes over the succeeding years, but after the first fewtines tried to put the whol e
busi ness of the gift out of mind, resolved not to ask again whether it would cone for fear the
asking m ght queer the gift, slow or not.

-2-

Once | had decided | would rather die than care what Mendost did to ne any longer, it was not |ong
bef ore he stopped bothering me rmuch. It was no fun for himif | did not screamor beg. Thus, once
I had stopped fighting him he soon stopped |ofting ne high above our Denesne, and it was only two

or three tinmes nore | got to see the world from above. | suppose Armigers get used to it and no
| onger see the wonder
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of flight. |I know that the day | realized | would not be an Armiger was bitterly sad for ne, for

had hoped to see the world often as a bird sees it.

That isn't the thing | neant to speak of, however. On one of those last times Mendost had ne
dangling by one foot high above the Denesne, with nme sinply hanging, refusing to be frightened,

| ooked away northeast and saw a city there, upside down, hanging against the ceiling of the world
i ke candl e drippings. Wen | had been put down again and had tinme to do so, | went to old Mirzy
and asked her what | had seen.

"Acity, chile? she asked. 'Not off there. Nothing there but roones.'

It was a short forever before |I |earned what 'roones' were. That happened thisw se.

One of ny favorite rides was to go down through the samrit fields to the much eroded badl ands at
the northwestern edge of the Denesne where the flood-chucks were at work. Long in the past,
according to Murzy, there had been no flood-chucks at all, but there had been two totally
different creatures, one a dambuilder and the other a dry-land digger. The great ancestors had
sonmehow bred themtogether - don't ask me how. What the great ancestors had the power to do is
qui te beyond my power to explain - to cone up with flood-chucks, great fluffy brown beasts who
love to cut trees and brush and build danms across gullies where water m ght one day run
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destructively. | liked to watch themwork. If one bowed to them they would Iine up to return the
bow, the head-chuck first in line, each one in the line bending a bit nmore deeply than the one
before. Very cerenoni ous beasties they were, and they liked ne, which won ne to them conpletely.
They |iked me and horses |iked ne. Sonmetines the stablemen would ask nme about the horses. 'What
ails the mare, Jinian? D ya think she had a gutache, or what?" And | would say, 'She's been into
the startle-flower, Roggle. Gve her sonme charcoal and
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she'll be fine.' Like as not, she would turn out to be just that. Horses were funny. No other

ani mal we used had so many little sicknesses, alnobst as though they found the world not totally to
their IiKking.

Anyway, on this particular afternoon, after a day particularly filled with Garz's bluster and

Mot her's screanming - Mdther was a screaner; Garz would | ease her about it sonetines, calling her

Eller the Yeller - Msquick, Gomy, and | set off down along | lie flood-chuck works, pausing
there only |l ong enough for a long, nutually satisfying bow ng session, then turned away into the
hills north of the Denesne. | had taken ny canp kit and the usual provisions, enough tor half a

day's wandering, and had not figured on being late to return

However, a storm cane up; M squick, frightened by the thunder, tried to gallop back to her
confortabl e stable and ended sliding down a nuddy sl ope into knee-deep water and thence into a
kind of tw sty canyon which no one of us could find our way out of again. G ommy at once went
foraging, the one thing he was good at, and brought us three fresh bunwits. | lound table roots
growi ng al ong the stream and M s-quick nade up for losing us by locating a sizable patch of giant
wheat. A little bashing with a stone, a little chopping with a knife, and we had a stew to share
between Gommy and ne and plenty of grain for Msquick. N ght came on, and we sheltered in a half-
cave, feeding the fire through the night and setting out at first light to find our way horne.

We followed the twisty canyon so far as it would | ake us, then clinbed up a crunbly path to a | ow
saddl e of the mountain which I thought mght give us sone sense of direction. If nothing else, we
could wait there until dark and get some sense fromthe stars. As it was, however, we had no
sooner cone upon the saddle than we were set upon by a tribe of half-naked, |eather-lean creatures
I did not at first take for hunan
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so hairy they were, and so given to showing their teeth. They took us off, G omy by a rope,

M squi ck by her bridle, and ne over the shoul der of one of themto the very city | had seen from
the air. There were crunbling walls and dones with great holes fallen through, a |ine of street

hal f - obscured beneath fallen stone, and other buildings reduced to fang-sharp protrusions of

metal . The doors that went through the ancient walls were a strange shape, narrow at the bottom
and wide at the top, and the walls thenmsel ves were great, thick things. Inside a few of the nost
anci ent buildings were statues; idols, | suppose could be said, though it was hard to tell what
the stones mi ght have been carved to represent, so worn with weat her they were and polished by the
hands of the hairy people. There was one all lunpy that |ooked rather |like a nole, and one with

wi ngs, and one that |ooked like a tangled pile of rope. A d' bor, probably. Several were star-
shaped, like nmy star-eye, and | nmade the star sign reverently. One never knew what m ght be

| ooki ng.

I guessed they mght have sonething to do with the old gods. In our part of the world, Mirzy said,
the evidence of themwas often found, here and there, though nostly anmong ruins. Then | realized
that 'roones' were 'ruins', and that this was the ancient city | had often heard of but never seen
before, dd South Road City.

If this were AOd South Road City, then the people in it were the blind runners, and this brought a
new kind of fear. The blind runners were said to eat children. That virtue was claimed for them by

every nursenai d who ever was, and every harassed nother as well. 'Be still, now, or |I'Il have the
blind runners cone eat you up!' I'd heard it over and over until | was old enough to | eave the
nursery. | think children hear it still, all over the world, whether their ninders have ever seen
a blind runner or not. As | was only about
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nine years old, it occurred to nme that | might still be of an appetizing age.

They did not inmediately offer to eat ne, however, md by the tine | thought of it again, it was
obvi ous

they ate nostly fungus and roots and gi ant wheat. They did not even gesture a sharp stone toward
Ms-gq u ick, and she was fat and juicy as any animal ever was.

They sat ne down among them M squick beside ne and Gomy at ny feet, while they garbled and
how ed as though they had been wangl ebats. It was sonme time before | perceived the howing to be
mel odic and the garbling intelligible, but once it cane to ne
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that they were singing, | recognized the intent well enough. They were singing 'On the Road, The
A d Road,' which is a children's junprope song, or a song to go with playing jax, or even a nuch-
tag song. One of the younger ones fingered the amulet | had been given by Mirzy's oldsters, crying
out sone '|ooky here' or other, and then they were all staring at ny front, where the little star
hung, its green-and-black eye peering back at them

' Foot seer?' one asked of another, and the next thing I knew they were blindfol ding ne and taking
off ny shoes. Then | was whirled and whirled, as in a gane of blind nan's grab, and set down in a

sudden silence. | felt a tingle in one toe and reached tentatively toward it, setting ny foot down
on sonething hard that tingled nore - not in pain, you understand, but a tickly, pleasurable
feeling.

I went toward it, until both feet were on it, and found that by continuing to nove, the tingling
woul d go on, though if | sinply stood still, it stopped after a nonent. So | wandered nyself,
quite happily, hummng as | went, until a great cry went up fromthe assenbled crowd, 'Footseer!’
and they took the blind-told away. | had been following a line of half-buried slones, part of an
anci ent roadway, and had done it without seeing it at all.
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After that we had sone food and drink with much garbling and good cheer, and one of themtook ne
back to a road I knew. | went to find Murzy to ask her about them and she said they were the
blind runners - blindfolded runners - indeed, those who | ooped through all the |ands of the True
Gane on the Od Road. Od South Road City was the place they began from and while not all the
runners lived there year round, it was there they gathered to begin the journey. 'Chile,' she said
in the confortable nursery dialect she always used with ne then, "it's as well tha cane on them
when tha did, for they are nore or less sane this time of year. Wen the tine of stornms cones,
then | ooky out. They begin to foam and ful mi nate on the road, blind as gobbl enol es, stopping for
no man nor his master.’

"Wiy do they do that, Murzy?' | asked her. The ones | had seen had been sane enough, certainly,
and not bad hosts, either. They had a kind of seed cake made with honey that was as good as
anyt hi ng from our kitchens.

"Story is, chile, they'll run the road until they find the tower. Tower, if tha sees it, sucks tha
up by the eyes. Tower, if tha sees it, eats tha up. So, they go running, running, thinking they'l
run into it full tilt, blind and safe, and rescue the bell fromthe shadows.' 'Wat bell is that,
Mur zy?'

"The only bell, chile. Dtha grow big and get the wize-art and tha'll maybe find what bell. 'Tis
the one bell, the two bell, that cannot ring alone. The old gods' bell.' And that was all she
woul d say, no matter how | begged. 'Why did they look at nmy star and call me a footseer?' | asked,
dangling it before her on its string. 'It's a seer dangle, sure enough, and no secret about that,

with the eye on it plain as plain. But don't flourish it out for the world to see.' So | tucked it
into the neck of ny shirt, abashed, not knowi ng why. She had not understood ny question
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Alter that, | would often go off into the woodland to the line of stones that marked the O d Road
shut ny eyes, and wal k along the roadway, feeling it in my toes. After atine, | was able to run
full tilt along the way, never losing it for a monment, rejoicing in the thrummng tingle, a kind
of wild, exhilarating feeling which grew wilder and better the faster | ran. Wen the Season of
Stornms approached, however, Miurzy told nme to stay away fromthe road. 'They care not who they
trample, chile, or what. Tha or tha pets or tha kin Mendost would all be the sane to them' So
took to hiding in the trees and watching. Sure enough, they began to cone running by, bunches and
hundreds of them all running with their hooded heads up, as though in answer to a sunmons no one
but they could hear. If one crept close to the Od South Road City, one could hear them how ing -
singing, as it were - through the dark. "On the road, the O d Road, a tower made of stone. In the
tower hangs a bell which cannot ring alone.' Wen we junped rope to that, two would cone in at the
‘cannot ring alone' and junp, counting together, hands on waists. 'Shadow bell rings in the dark
Daylight Bell the dawn. In the tower hung the bells, now the tower's gone.' At 'gone' one would
run out of the rope, leaving it slapping behind, and then to and fro through it, on the swi ng, as
many counts as one could do. That's only one rope tune, of course. There's one about the first

El even, and one about Larby Lanooly and a dozen nore. Now that | am grown, wherever | go in the
world, | hear children winging jax tunes or bounce-ball tunes or junprope tunes, and they are the
sanme in a dozen different tongues, the sane all over the world.

Stories, too. They used to tell ne stories, the old dans. Especially Mirzy. The one about Little
Star and the Daylight Bell. She learned it when she was a girl froman old damin Betand, but that
story is told everywhere. How Little Star went wandering? You
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renenmber? And he cane to the gobblernmole, draggling in the earth. And he asks the gobbl enol e what
he's druggling for, and the nole says, 'I'mdruggling for the Daylight Bell.' Then when Little
Star starts to druggle, too, Ml e catches himand binds himup. And Little Star tricks himinto
getting | oose, and binds himup, and demands a boon to let himgo again. Renenber the story? After
the nole, he neets a d' bor wife grodgeling the water, and then a flitchhawk grinbling and
grambling the air, and each of themis tricked into a boon. | loved that story. Al children do.
It was soon after the visit to the blind runners that | got sick. Cat Candl eshy, one of the dans,
said later it was probably sone di sease the runners had anong them that our people had no
resistance to. After a day or two of it, with me no better, and the fever burning hotter with each
passi ng hour, old Murzy demanded a Heal er be sent for. Through the haze of fever and pain, |
renenber Mother standing at the foot of nmy cot, her hair wild and lovely in the Iight fromthe

wi ndow, saying inpatiently, 'There's no need, Miurzenmire. She'll get better or she won't, and
that's all anyone can expect.' Wen they had shut the door behind her, Mirzy cuddled nme tight and
said to hold on, she herself was going to Mp for the Healer. It seens she did, going conpletely
on her own and sneaking the Heal er back with her. She, the Healer, said she'd been fetched just in
time. My lungs wheezed and sucked, and |I couldn't get air into them She put her hands on ne and
reached down inside - | could feel it - to twist sonething or untwist it, whichever. It hurt. |
renenber yelling, partly fromthe pain, partly fromthe relief at being able to breathe again.

She had to do it again, the day after, and it hurt again, but then | began to inprove and the
Heal er nmerely sat by ny bed, telling nme stories about bodies. She told ne of bones, and how the
heart punps the bl ood 'round, and of the network of nerves from
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toetop to headtop, with tiny Elators flicking on the network to deliver nessages. 'Electrical,"
she said, shaking her head in wonder at it all, 'and chemi cal. Like Iightning.'

I renenber sleepily asking her what they were calle'd, the little Elators. She shook her head,

| aughi ng.

"l call themnerve transmitters,' she said. 'You might call themnerve Elators, if you like.'
After that, | often thouht of the little Elators in ne, swift as storm carrying their nessages
bet ween ny head and nmy fingers or toes.

During ny slow recovery, |  renenbered what

Mot her had said to Murzy. 'She'll get better or she

won't, and that's all anyone can expect.' There was

not hi ng unusual in her attitude or tone, neither nore

nor less interest about me than m ght have been there

at any tine previously. It was just then, every sense

shar pened by the fever and the pain, that | understood

the nmeaning of it. The neaning was, 'Jinian will die or she won't, and who cares?

I think | cried over this. There's a vague nmenory of Mirzy holding me on her lap in the rocking
chair - me, a big girl of nine or ten - as though | were an infant. Later it didn't seem so
inportant. It was just the way things were, as thunder is loud or |ightning unselective. No point
arguing with the thunder or threatening the lightning. Just seek cover and wait. that's probably
how nany young ones survive chil dhood. Seek cover and wait.

The next thing | renenber especially is when Mirzy | ook me on an expedition. Al the old danms were
going out to pick herbs and fungi, bitty here, bitty there, to last us the cold season when
not hi ng woul d be growi ng. Qur teacher was off on a trip to visit his relatives up near Harbin. The
boys were off into the hills, and when Mirzy suggested to Mdther | be let go with them she said,
"Ch, take her, Dam Murzy. Take her |or heaven's sake. Now if Garz and Bram woul d get
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t hensel ves of f, we'd have sone peace around here.' Considering Mther was the one who usually

di st urbed what ever peace anyone el se nmight have, | thought this was a bit overstated and started
to say so. | hadn't been disrupting anything and was in a nood for considerable self-justification
toward this wonan who had not even cared whether | died. Mirzy, however, caught ne by the back of
my jerkin and bore ne out of the roomon a flood of 'Thank you, nma'ams. Next thing | knew | was
in the wagon with six dans and the horses clattering us off down the road to the forest.

It's a bit difficult to tell just what happened next, because it was and it wasn't nuch. W went
on for a bit on the road, with the old ones singing the funny song about two lovers in a briar
patch and all the odd rhymes to the last line, 'And he scratched it!' Then we turned into the
forest road and they fell quiet. Three of them got down fromthe wagon. We canme to the forest

bri dge.

Forest bridge is a small hi gh wooden one, curving up fromone rocky nossy wall to another rocky
nmossy wall over the tinkly torrents of Stonybrook. There are ferns in the walls, and a cool, wet
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snell even on hot afternoons. So ..

One old woman, | think it was Tess Ti nder-ny-hand, whispered sonmething into the air, then set foot
on the bridge, stamping her foot", so, just a little. Bridge drumed, bowom Second old woman

whi spered, set her foot, bom bom bowom Third old woman set foot on the bridge, bom bom bowom

wommmmm  And then quiet. Horses quiet. Wagon quiet. Al the old wonen quiet, waiting. | crept down
fromthe wagon, bunwit still, sneaky, crept out onto that bridge. Od wonen set their feet, bom
bom bowom wonmmm and just when the echo was starting to come up frombelow | set ny foot down

qui ck, and the echo came wom wom bawom bom bomwith a sound of laughter init. | kept right stil
then, listening while the | aughter
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went on. There was sonething living down there, under the bridge. Then the ol d wonen began si ngi ng
about Larby Lanooly, and old Miurzy shook up the horses to come over the bridge, in a ruma-ruma-
rum of hooves, and we got back in the wagon and that was that.

When we came to the groves, though, old Muirzy | ook me by the hand to each of the old wonen,
putting my hand in each one's old hand, saying, 'WlIlcome our sister, our child, for today she
begi ns upon the Way.' Wen 1'd done it with all six of them she took nme aside, speaking to nme for
the first time without the baby-talk 'tha's, as she would to a grown-up person. 'Jinian, girl,"'
she said, 'you've the wize-art. In part, at |east, and none know whet her the whole will cone unti

it cones. Now you nust prom se nme sonmething or the sisters and I'll be gone conme night and cone
not nigh you again.'

"Where will you go?" | remenber | asked this, nore curious about that than about what she m ght
say next.

"Away,' she said flatly, and | believed her. '"Now listen. What we tell you is secret. Wiat we
teach you is secret. What you learn fromus is secret. You do not talk about it. Not to your
nmot her, not to any in the Denesne. Not to your |over, come that time, or your husband or child,

conme that tine as well. To one of us, yes, if you see the star-eye and hear the proper words.

O herwi se, never.'

Well, | had no lover, that was sure. And | wasn't inclined to tell anyone at the Demesne anyt hing
i mportant, nor Mther anything at all, inportant or not. So | gave her ny hand and proni sed, she

putting the little star into it as | did so.

"Always keep this safe, Jinian. It is a sign to tell any Wze-ard anywhere that you are one of us,
a sister in the Way, but nost tines you don't go dangling it out where the world can see it and
ask questions. Long
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time ago it was called the Eesty sign, and sone still call it that. So, if one of us asks are you
W ze-ard, or are you star-eye, or do you carry the Eesty sign, it all neans the same thing. Do you
hear ne, Jinian?

| said | did. It nade Tess's gift nore precious than ever, and | took to polishing it every night
on ny nightgown when | went to bed. However, just then | wanted to know about what had just
happened.

"What was it, there at the bridge? | asked.

"Bridge magic, child. Calling up the deep dwellers. One of the ten thousand nagics, and not the
sinplest. W learn a sinpler one today, herbary, and see you pay attention.

I did ny best. | certainly never forgot what they taught me that afternoon. Rainhat root, pounded
with the seeds of shivery-green, when the seeds are still in the pod and the root taken on the
same day, will bring a sleep no power is proof against - no, not even Healing. 'A day, a drop,’
said old Tinder-ny-hand. ' Two days, two drops. Drink a flagon of it, and a man will sleep a year

and starve while asleep, for in this sleep he will not swallow nor shit nor pee nor aught but
barely breathe, girl."'

"It sounds ... dangerous,' | said.

"It sounds useful,' she corrected ne. 'May cone a tine you'd |ike Mendost to be asleep for a few
days? Well? But never for anything snmall, girl. W don't use the wi ze-art for snall things.'

So | learned the formula for sleep, and another very conplicated one for naking people or
creatures fall in love - that one had sixteen ingredients that had to be mixed in the right order

and the right quantities - and yet another for reducing tenper. Mirzy caught ny eye and remn nded
me, 'Not for anything small, Jinian. Put that thought right out of your head,' so | stopped

thinking of putting it in Mdther's tea. Still, it would have been an i nprovenent.
Herbary isn't really secret. There are books, often
22

not even hi dden away, where you can find out about it. So it doesn't matter if | say sonme things
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about it. You'll notice | don't tell what the sixteen ingredients are. Murzy says it wouldn't be
wize at all. But |I can tell the story without telling the truly secret things. Besides, some of
themaren't truly secret anynore since the changes.

After that, | spent a great deal of tine with the sisters. Mirzy. Tess Ti nder-ny-hand. Margaret
Fox-mitten. Bets Battereye. Cat Candl eshy. And Sarah Shadowsox. And Jini an Footseer. Seven of us,
whi ch is the usual nunber. | have tal ked of them as though they were all equally old, but Tinder-
my- hand was ol dest, white-haired and frail, forgetful a bit at tines and at others so quick it

surprised you. Mirzy and Bets were next ol dest, alike enough to be sisters, both full of bustle
and no-nonsense. Cat was dignified and knife sharp, dark hair drawn up in a braid crown. Sarah had
wild red-brown hair and eyes like a nountain zeller, all soft caution. They were about m ddl e-
aged, | suppose, thirty or so. Margaret Foxnmitten was tall and thin as a whip and not nuch ol der

t han Mendost, and she coul d be nore beautiful than Eller when she chose, but there was sonething
forbiddingly elderly about her, for all her soft skin and shining hair. Wen she sat in the dust

of the courtyard, husking fruit or chopping grain, no one would have | ooked at her twice. It was a
ki nd of disappearing, of invisibility, and Mirzy suggested | would do well to learn it. | seened
to be disturbingly visible whenever | was present, and | decided | was just too young to bring it
of f.

Time went on. Jeruval got his Talent - | 've honestly forgotten what it was. Pursuivant, | think.
He went off, then, to Gane with sone Denesne or other until he got tired of it or got Kkilled.
Porenmy still had a year or so to go before he could expect to get his Talent, if any, and Fl ot
perhaps two years. It cones, usually,
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around the fifteenth or sixteenth year, though |I've been told Wtchery cones earlier than that and
Sorcery much later. | was about thirteen years old, just getting ny breasts and wonan-ti nes.

That's when Murzy told ne to get nyself ready for a trip.
| heard her talking to Mot her

Over hear d.

Wll, listened. It was on a teetery branch of a tall tree outside the tower wi ndow, so | guess you
couldn't say 'overheard'. | just happened to be there. Looking for birds' eggs.

Mirzy was saying, 'My ol dest sister, ma'am Not nuch longer in this life, | shouldn't think, and
it would be nice to spend Festival together. So, a couple of the dans and | decided - with your
perm ssion, of course, ma'am- we'd go on up to Schooltown and spend a few days with her. 1'd be

happy to take young Jinian with us, too. Get her off your hands. The girl's got a good heart, but
heaven save us, she's always into m schief '

M schief! | was into no such thing, and started to say so, but the branch cracked under ne and
decided to be still.

Mot her fingered the crystal she had on a chain around her neck. Mendost had given it to her, and
she always wore it. '"Children are a trial," she said. That was nothing new. She often said it,
especially to ne.

"They are that, ma'am’' That was new. Murzy always said to ne that children are one of life's
great joys, so | knew she was up to sonmething. 'I think any conscientious nother needs a rest from
time to tine.'

"You're right.' Mther sighed. You would have thought fromthat sigh she didn't have two hundred
pawns around to do whatever they were told, plus all the kinfolk, plus Garz and Bram Fromthat
sigh, you'd have thought the whole weight of the Denesne was on her head. 'They wanted ne to make
a Dervish of her, you know, Dam Murzy. | wouldn't do it to a child
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of mine, but |I've wondered since if it wouldn't have been best for her. Wth her nature and all.’
"A Dervish? My, ny. Wiat a thing that would have been to be sure.' Mirzy's voice was all choked.
She shook her head, and | tried to think what Mther could possibly have neant by that. 'Well,
taking the child away may relieve your burdens just a little

And, of course, Mdtther said yes. | so admred the way old Mirzy did it, | didn't even fuss at her
about saying | got up to mischief. | hardly ever did. Mschief, 1 nean. | didn't renmenber to ask
about the Dervish business, either.

"So why are we really going? | asked her. 'Not just to visit your old sister, I'll warrant.'
"I"mvery fond of Kate,' she said, somewhat stiffly. '"And we will visit her, you may be sure.'
"But,' | begged her. 'But?

"But we're going, at least partly, to continue tha education. And to amuse ourselves. Now, don't
ask any nore questions. Trust old Miurzenmire. She hasn't done you wong yet, has she?
She hadn't. Not once. Besides, | wasn't sure | wanted to know why we were goi ng anywhere. Sone of
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the things | already knew were very heavy in ny mind fromtinme to time. Having something else in
there even heavier didn't attract ne. Learning nore was nerely ordinary to ne, but traveling -
that was a wonderful treat

At least so | thought until we had done sone of it. Then it turned out that traveling was doing
everything one had to do at hone with none of the conveniences for doing it. | was kept very busy
gathering wood for the cookfire, and checking the horses' hooves for stones, and rubbing them down
and watering them and arrangi ng the wagon, and washing our clothes in the streanms. It is a |long
way from our Denesne to Schooltown, a |long slow way when one travels so as to avoid getting
involved in Gane on the way. There was
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nothing interesting on the way but scenery, and by the tine we arrived | was heartily surfeited
with scenery and very glad to see walls once nore. W stayed at an inn, thank the Hundred Devil s,
one owned by sister Kate. She | ooked nowhere near to dying to ne, and she had her own servants to
fetch wood and water. As a child of Ganmecaste, | thought | would not have to do anything at all

In which | was m staken. The day after we arrived, all seven of us were back in the wagon going
of f through Schooltown and into the countryside to an old, tunbly building with noss all over its
rocks and its walls gaping up at the sky like teeth. There was a broken tower and steps that wound
up and around onto old roofs and down and around into old dungeons. | |ooked about nme doubtfully
whil e the others unloaded their picnic lunch and their work-baskets and then traipsed up the
stairs to a confortable ropmin the tower. It had a fire, cushions to sit on, translucent shutters
over the wi ndows, and the six of themsat down there |ike brood hens, Mirzy waving ne off.

"Expl ore, Jinian. The whol e pl ace. Cone back when tha feels hungry.'

So | did. Up to the roofs and down to the cellars, then below the cellars to the dungeons, old and
slimy and full of things that squeaked. It wasn't fearsone, that place, just old. So | wandered it
and wandered it, and got tired and went back for a bite of lunch, then wandered it again. Come
dark we got in the wagon and went back to the inn. Next day, back to the place again. Mirzy and
the dans had been teaching nme to use ny senses, and | used them as best | knew how, but about the
third day, | began to be bored with it. "All right," | said to themall, hands on ny hips. 'Wuat's
it all about?

Murzy put down her needl e and pointed to the window in the tower. 'There's bridge magic, Jinian
And wi ndow magi ¢
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I couldn't think what she was tal king about. | stood there, staring at the wi ndow. Then |I wal ked
out into the corridor and stared at anot her wi ndow. Then back into the tower room where the six
of themchatted and clucked |ike hens. And then, quite suddenly, | began to get a glimer.

A stone wall: which inplied a builder, which inplied a closed space, which inplied protection from
an outer world, or retreat fromthat world, or hiding fromthat world. And a wi ndow cut through:
wide, with a welconming sill, on which one might curl up on pillows to dream away a norning or |ong
eveni ng, |ooking out at the light nmaking patterns beneath the trees. A wi ndow was a kind of
joining, then. A kind of |inkage between worlds. And a wind would conme in, and |light could cone
in, with tough, translucent shutters standing wi de but ready to shut against bitter blast or hard
rain. Gray of stone, blue of sky, with the bright green of new | eaf bl owi ng against it. Hardness
of stone, softness of air. Shadows noving across the window. A nenory of firelight, with soft
breezes noving fromthe windowto the fire. And in this room welconme. Mirzy nodded to ne, picking
up her needl e again.

Breat hl ess with what | thought | knew, | left the roomand ran away down the stone corridor
finding the hidden entrance to the stair that twi sted down inside the tower. At the third curve
was a wi ndow, a narrow slit cut through the wall to peer down at the castle gate from an
unsuspected angle, high and secret, hidden in the shadow of the tower. Suspicion. Fear. Stone
within and without, the broken gravel of the hard road maki ng on obdurate angle at the edge of the
wal |, edged with nore stone, the spears of the raised portcullis making fangs at the top of the
gate. Not joining, but separation

I nodded to nyself, fleeing downward once nore, through the hidden door at the bottom and then
down ancient ways to the enpty dungeons at the bottom of
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the keep. There was one where a slit window at the ceiling fed a narrow beam of pale |ight
reflected froma slinmy pond outside. The wall sweated noisture, a dank smell of deep earth and old
mold lay in the place, and a green ooze covered the wall. Here the light lay upon the ceiling,

refl ected upward, wavering, a ghost light, gray and uncertain, lighting only the stone in a

ceasel ess, agitated notion, without peace.

| looked at that watery light for a long tine before clinbing back up to the room where they
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wai ted. Miurzy nodded to nme once nore, not failing to notice the stains of slinme on ny hands,
falling into the common folk nursery talk they often used when it suited them

"Tha's been adown the deeps? Nasty down there.’

"I've been discovering wi ndow nagics, Mirzy. It canme to ne all at once.'

"Well, if it comes at all, it conmes all at once.
| sat down at Murzy's feet, suddenly adrift fromthe possession of knowi ng, the certainty of
action. | knew, yes, but what was it | knew? 'Different,' | said to her, feeling ny way.

"Different wi ndows. Magic, because they have an out and an in, because they are |inkages of
di fferent kinds. Because they are built. Because they are dreaned through and | ooked through. But -
sonet hing nore, | guess ...'

"Well, there's actually going through a window, isn't there? O calling sonmeone through a w ndow.
O sumoni ng.

" Summoni ng?' | thought about that. Summoning. Through wi ndows. O course. 'If one sumoned t hrough
a window - if one did - what answered the sumons woul d be different, depending on the w ndow,
wouldn't it? | wasn't sure about this, and yet it nmade a certain kind of sense. | mght have

sunmoned sonething into the dungeon very different froma thing I could sumon into this room now.
"Think of calling to a lover,' said Margaret Foxmitten

28

dream |y, her needle flashing in the sun. "Calling fromthis room Think of calling something from
t he dungeon. Think of summoning a presence. Into this room Into the dungeon.'

"Ah,' | said, getting sone nisty idea of what they were getting at. "If I ... if | wanted to
sumon sonet hing frightening or horrid, 1'd call sonething out of the dungeon through that high
watery window. And | would lead it in again through the open portcullis.'

"You could do that,' said Bets. 'Or you could find the tiny, square w ndow which | ooks out through
an iron grille over the pit where ancient bones were dropped. You night call sonmething in through
that wi ndow nore dreadful still.'

"But,' said Miurzy, 'suppose you wanted to sumon VWere O d Gods Are?" Where A d Gods Are was the
nanme of a very powerful spell they had taught me.

"I would summon t hrough this window, here,' | said, opening the shutters and | ooki ng out on the
peaceful pastures and the bl owi ng green of | eaves.

'Good,"' said Murzy, packing up her work. 'Think about that.'

| thought about it for sone tine, putting bits and pieces of it in place in nmy head. Not all of it
connected to other things |I knew, but sone of it did. By that tine it was dark, so we returned to
School t own and the Festival.

So, cane Festival norning and they decked ne out |ike the Festival Horse, all ribbons. Mirzy had
given me a new blue tunic with a cape to match, and Bets Battereye spent nost of the previous
evening braiding my hair wet so it would wave. 'W want you to be a credit to us,' she said,
yanking bits of hair into place. | thought it unlikely 1'd be nuch credit to thembald, which is
what it felt like, but 1'd |l earned that uncom pl aining silence was best in dealing with the dans.
Come norning, the hair was brushed out into a wavy
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cloud, then they dressed nme up and told ne to stay in the roomand stay clean until they came for
me. So | pulled a chair over to the sill, and opened the case nents wide. | could see people going
by, and it put me in a fever of anticipation, but nothing would hurry themso | spent the tine
practicing sunmmons and di straints.

It was a good wi ndow for sunmoning, broad and low, with a wide sill overhanging a fountain-
spl ashed courtyard. Snell of water on the stones - that's inportant for some summons. You know t he
snel | ? That first smell of water on dry earth or dry stone? That's the grow snell. Water, earth,

and grow srell nake one of the ngjor triads of the Primary Extension of the Arcanum That's not
secret. Everyone knows that. Gardeners use it all the tine. Beneath the wi ndow was a herb garden
with the shatter-grass, berganot, lady's bell triad. There were five other triads within sight or

snell, too, including two other najors, naking seven all together. Not bad for a nere | earner, and
nore than enough to call up sonething fairly powerful if 1'd Iiked.

Sarah brought me a hot nutpie. 'I know you're starving, but patience a bit longer, chile. W' ve
called the Healer for Tess. Poor thing, she's no younger than she was yesterday, and it tells upon
her. Still, give us a bit and we'll be ready to go festivate with the rest of the town.

At which | fidgeted, sighed, cut a slice of ny pie, and laid out the summoni ng tools once nore.
Mirzy said there was no such thing as practicing too nmuch.

What would | practice this time? Lovers Cone Cal-ling, that's what. The wi ndow was perfect for
Lovers Come Calling, so | would have wi ndow nagi ¢ and the sumons reinforcing one another. First
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the Pattern. Two hairs fromny head. Mrror. Bell. Coal fromthe fire. Spidersilk for w nding

bi ndi ng. Spidersilk? Mirzy's sister Kate kept her place entirely too clean.
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Finally I found sone at the corner of the chimey. Then lay it all out in proper form Wisper the
words . . . Pause. Ring the bell. Pause. The words agai n. Pause

There was a brown, round little man in a clean cook's apron passing bel ow the wi ndow, herding half
a dozen boys before him He | ooked up just then and called, 'Happy Festival to you, |lassy.' And

t he boys stopped, |ooking up. Stocky boys. Jeruval and Flot boys. Odinary boys. Meani ng not hi ng
to me at all. They paused and went on incuriously, while one of themremai ned behind, nouth open
staring up at ne. He was snall, snmaller than I, one of those boys who get their growh late, with
his shoul ders just beginning to widen. H's face was serious and quiet with ruddy hair in one thick
wave across his forehead. Hi s eyes dug deep at ne, as though he woul d understand everything they
saw by sheer determination. The |ast of the words of Lovers Come Calling was. still on ny Iips.
Only then | realized what | had done. | had called. He had conme. There was sonething el se
necessary, sone final thing. | struggled with it. The spell was not conplete until sonething was
gi ven between the two. A token. Sonething given as a token. Wthout thinking, | |eaned out the

wi ndow to put the warmslice of nutpie in his hand. He took it, bit it, smled a small, rather
puzzled smile, and then was dragged away by the little brown nan.

And | sat as one |lost forever, betrayed by what | had done.

Margaret Foxmitten came in behind me, stood there. | could feel her eyes exanining the Pattern on
the sill. "Did | see soneone |eave? she asked. 'Just now?

I nodded, unable to speak

"Who was it?

‘I don't know,' | croaked. 'l don't know, Margaret.'

'The nore fool you,' she said. 'Now you're trapped
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and no way out of it. You ve done Lovers' Call and sonmeone's conme in answer. Think of that.' She
went out into the corridor, calling for Sarah to conme hear what Jinian had done. I was too sunk in
msery to listen. Msery and delight, of course. | was in love. Only thirteen, but in |ove.
wonder ed who he was.

I wondered if | would ever see himagain. For if | did not, likely this |ove would haunt me until

| died. No one could break the call unless we were both present and consenti ng.
" Now what ' ve you done!' demanded Murzy, bustling into the room 'What's this?

"I was practicing," | said lanely. "And | practiced Lovers Cone Calling. And he cane.

She just stood there |ooking at ne, a very curious expression on her face, alnpbst as though she
had known al ready what | had done, or perhaps what | was likely to do. 'Wll,' she said at |ast.
"W'll go out into the town. If you see himagain, tell one of us right away. At least we can find
out who he is.

But, of course, |I didn't see himagain. | don't renmenber much about Festival. W had sone good
food, I do renmenber, and there were fireworks. Mdst of the tinme | spent thinking about the boy,

reconsi dering his appearance and his snile, wondering what his nane was and where he m ght be
found. The nmorning after, we were in the wagon headed home once nore, and | said to Murzy - trying
hard to sound plaintive, though | was really put out that so little had been nade of the whole
thing - 'Mirzy, why did | do such a silly thing?

"Wll, chile. You' ve made sone difficulty for yourself, truly. Wich is sonething we all do, so no
sense fretting overnmuch about it. Take it as a | esson and profit therefrom as G andma used to
say.' She sounded so righteous and solid. It made ne angry.

| funed about that for a time, deciding at last that it wasn't worth getting huffy about. As one
of Gamesman
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caste, | ranked the lot of them and could have nmade their lives mserable when we returned hone. |
considered doing this, but I knew it would end naking mne worse. So, in the end | only asked,
"What do | do now?'

Murzy considered this seriously. 'Well, for a few years, nothing nmuch. Keep close to us, Jinian
You'll go on with your schooling fromus this next few years. By the tine you're grown, we'll know
nore. We'll find sonething out '

And that was the total | could get out of themon that subject, however nuch | tried.

Later, however, as | considered the matter, | realized that when one practices the w ze-art, one

shoul d stop sonmewhere short of the last word or phrase. O sonething should be m ned rather than
done. Or One nust use an inert ingredient rather than an active one. It was not the very worst way
to learn such a |l esson - death would have been that. But it was not a confortable way, for now
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was haunted by the boy, the small, serious boy with the narrow, searching face. Wen | lay down to
sl eep, | thought of him Wen | woke, | reached for the cool space in the bed as though he should
be sleeping there. In the night he touched ne, nmaking nme flame and start awake. When | | ooked into
the mrror, | saw his face behind ny owmn. W night have been brother and sister, both fair and
ruddy- hai red, as unlike Mendost and dark-1ovely Mdther as could be. As tine went by, | felt nore
and nore akin to him to this stranger, this unknown boy, this mys-lerious, lost boy. Ch, he was
ny true love, no question about that, but it would have been better not to have known it for sone

years yet - until | was old enough to do something about it.

33

-3-

Margaret and | got to talking on the way honme. She wasn't that nuch older than |, and she seened

nore synpathetic than the others, so | had soneone to talk to about him W rode along, ne
tal ki ng, sighing, she nodding. The thing that worried me nost was that it would be a | ove

unreturned, for such is the power of Lovers Cone Calling that it will sumon one who is |oved but
who has no feeling at all in the matter

When Margaret had taught ne the spell, she told me she had seen it happen. An Arm ger cane to a

W ze-ard wonan in the Northern Marshes - it was Mar garet's kinswonman, and Margaret was there at
the tine - saying he had found no maid to suit himin all his flights and wanderings, for none was
so bright and pure and kind as his dreamtold himnaids should be. So he paid well, in gold, and

the Wze-ard laid out the Pattern on the doorstep of her place and sumobned up who shoul d cone.
And there were noises in the wood of a horse, crippled and dragging a foot, and cane fromthe wood
a maid | eadi ng her nount, pure and pale and kindly as the sun. And it was the true | ove the

Arm ger had longed for, so that his heart started out of himand he turned blue as ice in the heat
of the day.

But she was betrothed to King Froggnott of the Marshes, so said Margaret, and cared no whit for
the Armiger's pleas. And so he could do nothing but serve forever in sight of her and suffer; or
go el sewhere in the wide world and suffer; or take his life and love to the world beyond, which he
did, falling to his death froma great hei ght upon her doorstep. 'At which,
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said Margaret, 'she cared not at all except for the ness it caused the servants.'

Oh, she had used to tell nme that story and we had giggled together at the foolishness of that

Armiger. | did not now. | understood how the Arm ger felt, and how evil a thing it would be to
love in that way one who loved not at all in return. And yet, one would have to accept it at the
end and do what one could to go on living.

Except, | vowed to nyself as we jogged al ong, one could nmake a potion. A potion to guarantee he
would love ne, truly and forever. | vowed to do it if necessary, chanting to nyself the list of

i ngredients of the love potion Miurzy had taught nme to nmake until | knew themas well as my tongue
knew ny teeth.

- 4-

My thoughts on that trip home nade me wonder why it was that Murzy and Margaret and the others
were all pawns. Wien | asked Margaret, she said, 'Jinian, Ganesnen are all panoplied up with their
banners and helms, fringes flying and Heral ds announcing themto all and his cousins. They attract
a lot of attention and they die by the dozens. Stupid pawns stunble in where they're not wanted or
worse, where they are, and they die by the hundreds. But pawns who are never around when you're

| ooki ng for someone to do sonet hi ng dangerous; pawns who seem gray and dull and quite a bit

boring, why, Jinian, no one even sees themand they live practically forever.'

| began to understand. Though | was Ganesman caste in the Denesne, there would come a tine | could
| eave it and perhaps could becone as hard to see as Miurzy herself.

35

By the tine we reached home, | had resolved to be a good student, to be invisible as the wind, and
to get away fromthe Denesne as soon as possible. Al these good resolutions nerited nme a great,
joyous surprise. Mendost had gone away! He had gone Armigering for sone Denmesne north - Dragon's
Fire, Mother said - and was likely not to be back again for many |ong seasons. It was |ike
Festival all over again. Wthout Mendost to put themto deviltry, both Poreny and Flot were fairly
decent. Wthout Mendost to upset her, Mdither was, if not exactly reasonable, at least unlikely to
fly into screanming fits w thout any reason at all. She wandered about a lot, not seenming to see
anyt hi ng, and drank far nore wine at table, passing into sodden sleep instead of into her rages.
Garz left for sonme reason or other. Bram Ironneck was, as always, renpte, and often sinply gone.

El ators have that habit, I"'mtold. If I could flick fromone place to another, any place | had
ever been or could see in ny head, | would not stay in one place, either
It was the best tine | could renenber in the De nesne. Everyone let me alone. | spent nost of the
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days with one of the dans |earning one or nore of the nagics or stories of the old gods or songs
or verses or matters of practical value. At the end of a few seasons | had only dipped the tip of
my tongue in the brew, as Miurzy said, but it nade nme thirsty for great gulps of it. There seened
no end to the wize-art, and yet it went on all around us, all the tine, as everywhere as air, and
as little regarded.

Natural ly, just when | was beginning to be really happy, sonething had to happen to spoil it all.
Men dost cane hone. He cane hone, not alone, bringing with hima Negotiator fromthe Dragon's Fire
De nesne, seeking to ally our Demesnes through narriage between King Kelver and Jinian, the only
sister Men dost had to offer. It did not seemto nmatter to himat all that | was barely fourteen

years ol d.
36
Naturally, | said no.

Predi ctably, Mendost threatened to kill nme painfully if | didn't do what he and Garz and Mot her
were agreed was a good idea. Mother had a fit at what she called nmy 'intransigent stubbornness
and hit me hard across the face in front of the whole fam |y and assorted hangers-on

Murzy found me in nmy tower room half-nelted in tears, staring at the fancy dress | had been told
to put on for the betrothal feast. Mendost must have brought it with him for |I had no such

garments. Since | had no Talent yet and was a virgin girl, it was a pale ivory dress trimed with
green and purple ribbons at the waist and wists. 'Do not Game agai nst' col ors.
"I'd Iike to know what col ors nean "Do not marry",' | sobbed, wadding the dress into a bundle and

throwing it under the bed.

Murzy dragged it out, brushed it off, and hung it neatly on a hook in nmy guardarobe. 'Marrying
tonor row, are you?'

"Nooo,' | bellowed, sounding |like a waterfox cow. 'Nooo. Never would be too soon.'

Margaret Foxmitten came in behind Mirzy, an ex pression of pain on her face. 'Do be still, Jinian
You' re behavi ng pawni shly.

Well, that set me up. 'Pawnishly,' | said dangerously. 'Well, you ought to know.'

"Stop it,' demanded Murzy. 'You're upset. Don't compound the difficulty by insulting Margaret. You
are behavi ng pawni shly, just when you need the wi ze art. Now hush. Breathe deep. Consider fire.'
Considering fire - or water - was sonmething they often had ne do when | was in a state. It didn't
mean anything, but it was very quieting. So | considered it for a while. '"I'"msorry,' | said to
Margaret. 'But hardly anyone gets married except pawns. Wiy does this stupid King want to get
marri ed? And why ne!’

"That's all right, Jinian. | would probably be very

37

upset, too, but you really haven't time for a tantrumjust now. | don't know why the King chooses
to marry, but he seens to prefer it. In fact, he has a wife now'

"Now? Can he have nore than one? | didn't know that was ever done.' | found the idea very

sur pri sing.
It wasn't done, at |least not often, and not by Ganmes-nmen of good repute, Margaret told ne at great
| ength. "And not w thout sone overriding purpose. So, in order to find out what all this is about

"We' ve been cosseting the Negotiator's servants with drink and baked goods,' said Mirzy.

"Nut pi es.' Sarah giggled, nost unlike her shy self. (I think she'd been drinking as part of the
cosseting.)

"It seens King Kelver already has a wife,' continued Margaret. 'Queen sonebody or other. A Seer
however, has told the King she will not have a long life. She sought to keep her children by her
rather than send themto a School somewhere, but the King was in one Gane after another and al

his children were | ost but the youngest. It's true, says one of the groons, that she isn't well
and the Healer has told the King it is her mind that is ill, not her body. Which, since no one
knows where M nd Healer Talley is, neans nothing nuch can be done to help her. So perhaps the King
| ooks far ahead. Far ahead, Jinian. Years, perhaps.

"It doesn't explain why he would want ne,’' | snarl ed.

"That's true,' said Tess Tinder-ny-hand, who had cone in while |I was having ny tantrum 'I| wonder
what |ies Mendost told himabout you?

Now t hat was a thought, one that opened ny nouth and put no words in it. Mrzy |aughed, and Cat
Candl eshy actual ly snickered, rare for her. She was usually hunorless as an owl. What had the King
been tol d about ne?

‘Now t hat we have your attention,' said Murzy, 'let's think this out a bit while tha dress

t hasel f."'

"We have | earned the details of the contract,' said
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Cat. 'Mendost offered you in return for ten years' alliance. One thing we nmay be sure of, Mendost
be lieves he can continue to dom nate you no natter where you are ...'

"Dominate ne,' | sputtered. 'He can not!'’

"He thinks he does,' Cat went on calmy. 'Mendost is not |long on thinking, but he has a clear
picture of hinself as he believes he is. He believes he dom nates you, and your nother, and Garz.
He intends to con tinue doing what he believes he already does. W understand why Mendost m ght
want an alliance -any alliance. He fears King Prionde of the H gh De nesne, as who does not

The Hi gh Demesne was sout heast of us, a goodly distance by foot, but no distance at all for an
Arm ger or Elator. King Prionde was known as a suspi cious, narrow man, who went so fearful through
life he would attack first and determ ne ennmty later. Worse, so it was said, was his sister-wife
Queen Val earn. Some years before, she had | ost her eldest son, Valdon, a boy she nuch doted on,
and this loss drove her to becone an Ogress, a strange, reclusive creature fromwhomno child in
all the southlands was safe, a beast nore raging than the King hinself. Ch, the nursery tales told
about Val earn made the blood stop in your veins. Yes, Mendost's desire for an alliance could be
under st ood.

Cat was still explaining. 'But the Dragon's Fire De nesne is far to the north. Wiy it shoul d want
an alliance this far south and west, we do not know. Perhaps it is some Geat Gane King Kelver has
pl anned - in fact, we think it likely. Nonetheless, he is willing to take you, but he already has
a wife. So, you have a bit of bargaining roomif you are wise ...'

' Bar gai ni ng roon?' | asked doubtfully. | had never had much |uck bargaining with Mendost, and as
for Mot her

"Wth the Negotiator,' said Cat in her firm sel dom
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used scholar's voice. "W all knowit would do no good to talk to Mendost or Garz. W believe

' She ges tured at the gathered dans, all of whomwere in ny room by now, having sneaked in
invisibly, by ones and twos. 'W believe the King does not want you, not now. W believe he does
want the alliance, and takes this way of getting it. W believe he woul d consider allow ng you to
do sonething else for the next few years. Perhaps School ? I n Xammer?
"Xanmmer! It would cost a fortune!' Everyone knew that Xammer was terribly expensive. Mst Schools
were, of course, but Xanmer!
"Not only Xammer,' Cat continued calmy, 'but Vor-bold s House.
"You're crazy,' | said, forgetting to be respectful. Cat glared at me, and Murzy noved in with a
qui eti ng gesture.
"Now, now. Cat's right. If tha think to ask for sone thing, always ask for the best. Tha nmay not

get it, but tha never will if tha don't ask. And tha'll have to be firmabout it, Jinian.'
"l don't know anything about Vorbold s House,' | said sulkily. '"It's probably awful .’
"Vell, for one thing,' said Bets, 'Mendost would not be allowed to get at you there. Not ever

Whi ch would neatly elimnate that part of his schene, whatever it is. And Eller wouldn't be likely
to make the trip, as you well know. '

It was true. | didn't think Mother would bother. 'Neither would you,' | argued. 'And ny
School i ng's bei ng done by you dans, by us seven.

"Wait a bit, wait a bit. W' ve tal ked that over. No reason we have to stay here. An old pawni sh
damis an old pawni sh dam Not nuch val ue, not much missed, isn't that what they say? | figure two
of us could go with you. Even Eller wouldn't be so silly as to send you off to Xamrer wi thout
servants. Mst of the students have two or three housed in the town.

40

Margaret could go, and Sarah. They're the youngest. That's two.'

"l would sneak away soon after,' said Tinder-ny-hand, "with Cat. We'l|l not be m ssed.' She sounded
al nost wistful, and | thought how boring it nust be for her in the Demesne. Invisibility was al
very well, but sonetimes it nust become wearing. 'Since Mirzy has been nost useful around here and

m ght be sought for, she mght have to delay a bit. Perhaps she could take to her bed with a
fever, down in town

"Which will go on and on,' said Bets. 'l would be needed to nurse her, of course. It'd be a season
bef ore anyone woul d come | ooking for us, wondering if we lived or died."'

"So," | said, considering it. "Still, the time would cone ny Schooling woul d be done. Then the
King m ght expect me to be ... available.’

"That's later,' said Margaret Foxmtten. 'Later we can worry about it. Now s tine to figure out
how you're going to get the King's Negotiator to agree.' And they began a | ong session of quite
specific instructions about that. Finally Mirzy sighed and shooed all of them away.

"One way or another, chile. One way or another. Now, wash tha face, put on this pale dress, and
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let me conb that hair. Tha'll never be a beauty, and that's all to the good. Invisibility's hard
for beauties. In this case, though, tha're on show, so we have to make the best of what's there.'
Whi ch she did, with rouge pots and dark stuff on ny |ashes to nake ny eyes | ook greener, and a
pum ce stone to rub the brown calluses off ny hands. My hair had never been so clean, and she

brushed it until it gleaned |ike polished, ruddy wood. She was right: | was not beautiful, but on
that occasion | was not difficult to | ook at.

She did a small spell casting, too. Inward Is Quiet was the spell, sonething very cal mng. Enough
that I went down to dinner in full conmmand of myself,

41

intent on being graceful and quiet and well mannered. | sat beside the Negotiator, determned to

be charming. O course, Mther drank too nmuch, got into a violent whispered argument with
Mendost, and threw a tantrum you coul d have heard in Schooltown hal fway t hrough the soup, but Garz
and Poremy covered it up and | pretended not to notice. The Negotiator's name was Joramal Trandl e,
and he gave ne several boring gifts and one nice one and sone well -thought-out conplinents.

Mar garet and Miurzy had thought up a couple for me to return, and by the tine they brought in the

cakes,, we were getting along very well. | told himthen that | nust speak with himprivately,
after the neal, in the gardens, and he agreed, though he did | ook puzzl ed.

So, later in the evening he insisted on talking to ne privately in the garden - which Mendost, did
not like at all. After | thanked himfor the third time for the scent bottle carved out of
greenstone in the shape of a frog, | remarked that it would have been nice if Men dost had cared
enough about nme to ever be kind to ne. It would have made ne feel nore secure in the current
situation - nore sure that | would be treated well in future. This was said rather wistfully while

batting ny eyel ashes the way Margaret had showed ne. Joranal turned a little pink, then white, and
I knew he was trying to figure out how he was going to tell King Kelver that Mendost's sister
certainly wasn't Mendost's friend. Though if the King had any sense, he would al ready have figured
out that Mendost didn't have any friends.

"l amsure King Kelver will not want an unwilling wife?" | asked, smiling. "Umwilling allies are
so danger ous to one during Gane.' | had practiced this line twelve tinmes in front of the mrror
with Cat sitting beside ne, coaching ne.

"The, umm King,' he umed, 'desires willing and, unm enthusiastic allies. Um O course.

42

"As you have noticed, | amvery young.' This was demure. It is not easy being denmure. | had wanted
to say, 'I'mtoo dam young to get married, and | don't want to,' but ol der heads had prevail ed.
Instead, | |ooked down, twined ny fingers together, and tried to evoke pallor. 'Ah,' Joranel said.
"Yes.'

‘"l do not feel that marriage - or even guest status within the King's Denmesne while he has yet a
living wife - would be appropriate. It would be beneath the King's honor. | ama nere child, after
all. Wthout Talent. O Schooling. No. It would not be honorable.' 'Ah, no,' he said.

| |1 ooked up. Now was time for the firm friendly |ook. 'However, if | were to attend School in
Xamer for a few years - Vorbold' s House would do - then the King's honor woul d not be questioned.

Nor could | question his ... friendship.'

He smiled at ne, really smiled, with a definite twinkle behind it. 'Young woman, | would be happy
to accede to this request on the King's behalf. It would, quite frankly, anmeliorate certain
aspects of this alliance which neither the King nor his Negotiator have found ... becoming.' He

gave nme a long, level |ook, and | knew we understood one another. The King was playing sonme Game
or other, and Mendost was an unsuspecting part of it, but the King did not wish to Gane agai nst
me. Good. The dans had, as usual, been right.

| gave Joranal Trandle my hand, and we agreed. | told himl| could not possibly go to Xamer

wi thout nmy two servants and ny pony, M squick - even though the pony was not a mount that |ent ne
much dignity. He was very grave about this, agreeing only after an appropriate anmount of

consi deration to show he took the matter seriously. | told himmy servants were Margaret and
Sarah, stressing that Mdther sone tinmes forgot the proprieties. He nade a note of their

43

nanes, right there in the garden, so | thought we would have no difficulty about that.

And when Mendost canme up to ne afterward with a bloody word in his nouth, ready to smack ne if
things hadn't gone his way, | sniled sweetly at himand told himI| thought traveling with Joranal
Trandl e woul d be i mrensely enjoyable. Joranal was beside me, ears quivering as Negotiators' always
are. They nust see and hear everything and use it for the benefit of their patrons. Mendost didn't
dare say anything at all, nuch | ess haul ne heavenward by ny left foot. | caught the Negoti ator

| ooking at me out of the corner of his eye, watching ne and Mendost together, as though he wanted
to know a great deal nore about that particular relationship
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I continued to be charm ng throughout the evening, though | had begun to feel a little odd because
of the wine. It had begun by naking nme warm and rel axed, but as the evening waned it gave ne a
sad, weepy feeling. Miurzy's spell was wearing off, and | felt a little sick. Wen the party ended,
Mot her went up the stairs just ahead of ne, and | foll owed her as she turned al ong the corridor

| eading to her own suite, not out of any plan - after all, everything was said and done except the
contract itself - but nore out of that sadness, as though | were about to | ose sonething ephenera
and wonderful that | could never have again. So | went after her, slipping into the room behind
her, saying, 'Mother ...

I"'msure it was a whiny little voice. She turned on ne, her hair billowed out around her head |ike
a cloud, her favorite jewel held against her lips, her eyes lit up with a kind of bleary

i mpati ence.

"Vell, and what is it now, girl! Have you some other conplaint?

"No," | said. "It's just that 1'lIl be gone. And we nay not see one another again ...’

"No great loss,' she told me very cheerfully.

44

I could not let it rest. "I ... | think it is. | mean ... | know you haven't been very satisfied
with me. | know you |ike the boys better. But still and all, you're nmy nother, and | want-'

"Qut,' she said in a flat, toneless voice, as though she were ordering the fustigars fromthe
kennel s. 'I've had enough of your maundering. Do you think I haven't seen you all evening, playing
up to that fool Joranal, trying to get out of it? Well, you'll not get out of it. You'll get init
and do as you're told. Now out. The contract will be done after breakfast tonorrow, and you're to
be there. After which you'll be no trouble of mine and I'll need listen to no nore whine of Mther
this and Mother that. | would as soon have nothered a kitchen pawn.'

She shoved me out, not gently, and shut the door in ny face.

I went up to ny room waking Mirzy where she sat by ny fire ready to undo ny laces, and | said not
a word to her about it. It cane only as a confirmation, not as hurtful as one mght think - at

| east not where | could feel it, though | had a sense sonething deep had been nortally wounded. No
matter. The deep things stay buried unless one stirs themup. | had been feeling a little guilty
about maneuvering Joranmal the way we had, but there was no nore guilt. There was only a kind of
cold, hurt calmat the center of things which lasted ne all night and on the foll ow ng day
throughout the reading of the contract. It let me enjoy the faces on Mendost and Mot her when the
matter of Xammer was read out. There was anger there, sone |large, private anger, and | knew covert
pl ans of theirs had i ndeed been upset by ny personal negotiations. It was too late for themto do
anyt hi ng about it, however, and the cerenony proceeded during which Mdther -white-Iipped and angry-
looking - formally turned me over to Joramal Trandle as surrogate for the King. Fromthat tinme on,
by Gane law, | belonged to King
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Kel ver for at least the period of the alliance. My fanily no |onger had any claimon ne

what soever. Then | went up to nmy roomand cried for an hour. It was very refreshing. After which
considered fire for a while, then went to sleep wondering if travel with the Nego tiator would be
like traveling with the dams. In which j case | would get very little rest.

We were making ready to |l eave the followi ng day I when someone realized | had no clothes. There
was then a delay while the seanstresses outfitted ne. | had been wearing sone cast-off things of
Poreny's and had only the one gown. | think Mirzy may have said sonething in Mendost's hearing
about Jinian being a | aughing stock in Xanmer because she had no clothes. At any rate, Mendost and
Mot her had a screaming match over it, but | did get some clothing. Except for the betrothal gown,
they were the first things | had ever had made for ne. | was anazed to learn that girls'
underdrawers are made differently, though when | stopped to think about it, it did nmake sense.
"What happens when | outgrow then?' | asked Cat. She was watchi ng Sarah take the bastings out of
my favorite suit. Red leather riding trousers and a gray-and-red-striped tunic top with a red hal f
cape. The way |I'mgoing, | won't be able to wear this nore than three or four seasons.

"l understand that Vorbold' s House provides,' Sarah said, rolling up bits of threads. 'Wen the
Ki ng pays your way there, he pays for everything, and they see that you're properly clothed for

any occasion. It isn't just a School, Jinian. It's - well, it's a special place. Only for girls,
you know. '
I hadn't known. | wished | didn't know. Sonething that was only for girls had a sound to it |

didn't like. "Way?' | asked. 'Wiy only for girls?

'Because it's for young wonen of families who seek alliances,' Cat said in her tart fashion. 'To
get them out of Ganes' way, for heaven's sake. This Denesne coul d
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get involved in some Geat Gane tomorrow - and knowi ng your brother Mendost, that's likely. It's
only we're so remote from anyt hing or anyone has kept us peaceful so long. If you were here during
Ganme, you could be taken hostage, or killed, or set up in the Gane sone way. Xamrer i s neutra
territory. No one Ganes in Xamrer. Grls can grow up there, find their Talent - if any - and nmke
sonme decent or useful choices when they're old enough to do so.'

| didn't know she was speaking prophetically, or | might have paid nore attention. As it was, |
only nodded and hunphed. | still didn't like the "girls only' aspect, but | had to admt it
sounded sensible. Mirzy had gone to some pains to describe Game to ne in terns that were anything
but attractive or exciting. Many Ganesnen and -wonen seemed to end up dead very young, Or worse
"Besides,' Miurzy interjected, 'you'll learn a good deal. Not the kind of thing we've been teaching
you, but useful stuff" nonetheless.' She held up the cape with satisfaction. 'W'Il need to put a
student's knot on this.' She neant the green and purple ribbons that students or pregnant wonen or
schol ars wear to show they are on neutral business and should not be involved in Gane.

"Don't,' | begged. 'We can put it on later, just before we leave. It will clash with the red, and
I want to wear it to ride Msquick today." | had it in mnd that G onpozzle and M squi ck had never
seen ne in new clothes, proud and Ganesmanli ke, and it would be fun to ride out in sonething
besides the tattered trews and |l eather shirt | always wore. | was far too big to ride M squick at
all. However, though our Denesne raised horses that were sold all over the world, | had never been
given a nmount other than the pony. | was allowed to work with the horses, but not to ride them

thi nk Mot her and Mendost nade that rule just to be annoying. At any rate, | would have a last ride
on the
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poor pony, just to say good-bye. Joramal, after seeing Msquick, had carefully hidden a snile and
pronmised nme a nore fitting nount. 'Wen | get back,' | urged Murzy. She agreed. Well. How could

she have known? How could I?

So, just before noon |I packed a |unch, whistled up G onpozzle, saddl ed Msquick, and nade off for
the hills, waving to Murzy as | clattered through the courtyard. | didn't intend to go far. There
wasn't time, and | didn't really have the heart for visiting favorite places much. This was nore
in the nature of a nostalgic farewell, full of bitter-sweet nenories, very self-dramatized and
all. | had a nmental picture of me in the new clothes that probably |ooked as little |ike the real
me as Gronpozzle | ooked like a real hunting fustigar. | noticed a horsenman on the |ine of western
hills as we set out, but | thought nothing of it. The forest east belonged to Stoneflight, or so
we say, as far as the ridge line. North is the Od South Road City of the blind runners, and south
is only badl ands. But the forest west of the Denesne is open country and full of gane, so riders
are seen there often enough. | headed north. The Season of Storns was notine near, and if |
encountered a runner, he would only give nme honey cake and send nme hone. They and | had becone
fairly friendly over the past several years. Once | asked a runner how they got started on the
road. He gargled at me for a long tinme, and | gathered some great-great-ancestor far back had been
sumoned to run the road, particularly the bad spots where it was all broken. That's why they

val ued the footseeing so, to find the broken places between the stretches anyone coul d see. They
were a very strange peopl e.

Several tines as | rode, | saw the sane rider on the western ridge. After a tine, it began to nmake
me nervous, so | left the open trail and reined Msquick into the trees where we couldn't be seen

Where we couldn't have been seen if 1'd been wearing ny old
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clothes. 1'd forgotten the bright red cape, the red leather trews. Well. Nothing to do about that.
The three of us wended our way around a little hill and down into a little valley beyond.

There was a rider east of me, on the skyline.

| didn't know whether he'd seen me or not, nor could | tell what Talent he might have. If he were
a Denmon or sone of that line who could Read minds, he could tell where | was easy enough. Though
why anyone should want to know was beyond ne. It seened prudent fo head for the Demesne, so

M squick and | turned about and nade for home. | kept it slow, renmenbering times when M squick had
tried to hurry and ended up in trouble.

There were two nounted nen waiting at either side of the trail, just inside the hollow Two ahead
of me, plus one to the west and one to the east. Al of themwere on tall, fast-I|ooking horses,

and it was silly to think of outrunning them | pulled Msquick up and sat, waiting. They didn't
| eave me in any doubt at all

One of the nen was | arger than the others with him He had a long face with a heavy jaw, w de,
sneering lips; eyes that brooded at ne fromunder heavy lids as though they did not see ne
directly but through sone veil. They were not quite focused on ne. | had an uneasy feeling that |
was soneone else to him sone different inage he had al ready seen and di sni ssed
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"You'd be Jinian,' he said, getting the name right first try as he took hold of M squick's bridle.
'Mendost's sister.'’

I thought of lying about it, but it was obvious they knew. 'Yes,' | said. One thing Miurzy had
drumed into me was to say no nore than necessary.
' Good enough,' he snorted. 'Then you'll conme along with us, girl. You won't be hurt if you don't

try anything silly.'

I had no intention of trying anything, silly or not, so | whistled to G onpozzle, who cane

sl avering up,
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offering to lick the hands of nmy captors in his usual indiscrininating style. Then we went off to
the northwest, over the ridge and away, noving a good deal faster than M squick was accustomed to
movi ng under the best of conditions. As we pushed under a webwil-low tree, | caught a handful of
twi gs and then dropped all but three. The three | stuffed into the saddl ebag, in the bag with ny
I unch. Then M squick did just what |'d thought she would, stumble, slid hal fway down a bank, and

ended up mred in a nmudhole. 'She can't go that fast,' | said apologetically. 'She's not very
surefooted."'

"I'lIl take the girl,' the large man said, the only one who had done any talking at all. 'Leave the
pony here.’

| objected, to which they paid no attention at all, but |eaving M squick was what | wanted to do

She woul d head for hone as soon as she settled down, carrying the saddl ebag, which the men didn't
thi nk of taking. When Murzy saw the twigs in the pocket, she would know | was in trouble - that's
what three of anything put where it doesn't bel ong neans. Three stones in a shoe, three twigs in a
pocket, three feathers under a saddle. Then the danms woul d know as nuch as | did. That is, if

Murzy or one of the dans saw the saddl ebag first. Well, 1'd done all | could, so | put it out of
ny mnd.

"Would you mind telling ne who you are, or what

this is all about? | asked.

"My nanme is Porvius Bloster,' he said. 'Traganor. This is about Gane. We announce Game agai nst Men-
dost of Stoneflight Denesne.'’

"But, but ...' | sputtered, 'I'ma student. |I'mgoing off to Xanmer tonorrow. |'m Gane exenpt.'
"You're not wearing exenpt colors,' he snorted. 'VWhich | was careful to deternine before accosting
you. You should have worn the dress you wore that night you were wandering around the garden

tal king foolishness with that friend of your brother's.'

50

| didn't want to tal k about clothes. This whole thing was too silly for words. 'Wat kind of Gane
is this?" | pursued the subject. The kind of Game could be very inportant.

"This is Death Ganme,' he snarled. 'For | amweary of your brother's perfidy. Twice |I've had him
chal | enged, and twice he's slipped by me. He's a dishonorable Ganesnman ..."' Wich wasn't telling
me anything | didn't know 'W have taken this step to guarantee he stands to Gane.'

"You' re expecting Mendost to stand Death Gane with you in order to save ny lifel' My honest
amazenent nust have cone through to him however slightly.

'O course. For the honor of the Demesne.' He was very nuch the nmature Ganesman enlightening the
child. The man took ne for an utter fool

| pleaded with him 'You' ve said yourself that Mendost is dishonorable. Wrse than that, |I'm not
even Mendost's concern anynore. | was betrothed to King Kelver of Dragon's Fire Denesne three days
ago!'’

"You?' He burst out l|aughing, which didn't nake ne feel any better about the whole thing. 'You're
a child!'

| had never felt nore the child. For a blinding nonent, | wanted a Talent, any Talent, so |long as
it was strong and destructive and could get back at this nmuscle and little-wit holding on to ne
who did not seemto see ne as a person at all. He was like a man reciting a role, uttering
speeches he had rehearsed. | tried to get his attention, explain to him "I know |I'mvery young.

Ki ng Kelver is having ne School ed at Xammer. As part of an alliance ...' The nore | tried to
explain the circunstances, the nore he sniled into the air, not seeing nme, disbelieving ne.
"You've a good inagination, girly,' he said at last. 'A very good inmagination. If you live to get
ol der, nmaybe they'll put you to work neking dreamcrystals. O ' being a Seer. Myst of what they
tell you they nake up
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out of their heads. | don't believe them either. So, we'll take you along to the place we've got
ready, then we'll send our nessage and wait 'til Mendost shows up.'

"He won't show up,' | said hopel essly.
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"For your sake, girly, he'd better.'

"Woul d you ask ranson®?' | suggested, hoping that King Kelver might see fit to increase his

i nvestnment. He had al ready gone to consi derabl e expense and might not mind a little extra.

"The Gane is between Mendost and nme,’' he said offhandedly. 'Wy should | want ranson? Ransom wi | |
not avenge ny honor. Mendost struck me w thout warning. He did not announce Gane before striking
ne.'

"If he'd been drinking,' | said, '"it wasn't Gane at all. It was just bad tenper.'’

"I'f it wasn't Gane for Mendost then, he must learn it is Game now,' he said, turning the horse
through a screen of trees and down into a hidden holl ow where a canp had been set up. 'The Herald
has delivered ny denmands by now. He was on his way to your gate when we picked you up.' Porvius
Bl oster sounded so self-satisfied, so ponpous, | knew there would be no reasoning with him Wich
i s probably why Mendost hit himin the first place. If you are ever captured by soneone, pray it
is not a stupid, ponpous nman who sees the whole world through a haze of his own preconceptions. As
| anal yzed the situation, it seemed fairly hopel ess that he would ever believe me. He was not
living in the same world | was. He was sinply too sure he was right.

There was a tall, greasy-looking post at one side of the canp, and | saw with alarmit had been
fitted up with a tether and harness. Sure enough, they put the harness on ne, hooked up behind
where | couldn't reach it, and the tether went to the top of the post where | couldn't reach that
end, either. There was a
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smal |l tent nearby where | could sleep. | could get into the thicket if | needed to go. They
weren't going to torture me or anything. In fact, as they went about their business, it was
obvious they weren't very interested in ne at all. | sat in the entrance of the tent, getting

famliar with the canp, thinking. It seened to me the best thing to do was to becomne invisible.
Now the first rule of invisibility is that you have to be where you can be seen. You sort of blend
into the scenery. Never hide. If you hide, people wonder where you are and what you're doing, so
you don't hide. You do whatever you're doing right out in front of everyone, but it's what you do
all the time. So | began to wander around, into the thicket and out. Anong the trees and out. Into
the tent and out. Over near the fire to get warm then away. Down to the little pool to get a
drink. Pick up a few sticks and put them down near the fire. Pick a rainhat berry and eat it.

Rai nhat berry. Still wal king aimessly around, | set nyself to search for shivery-green. It wasn't
common. Not nearly as common as the rainhat bush. Thinking of that, | picked a couple of |eaves
and put them beside the tent. If it rained, | could use themto replace the rain cape in the

saddl ebag M squi ck had taken hone.

I didn't find any shivery-green that day. Ni ght cane. They gave ne sone food, not very good. They
sat in the light of their fire, munbling to one another. Porvius Bloster had a chain about his
neck with a pendant on it. | had noticed it during the day several tinmes and now it was even nore
noticeable in the light of the fire. He fingered it now, turning it in his fingers. Wen the
others lay down to sleep he sat there, turning it, turning it, at last laying it upon his tongue
and sucking upon it as a baby does a sugar tit.

I knew what it was then. 1'd never seen one before that | knew of, though there was tal k of them
in the Denesne, as there is always talk of things exotic and strange. It was a dreamcrystal. If
what | had heard
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about themwas true, it was no wonder he could not deal with the reality around him He had

al ready dreaned this occasion, dreaned its progress and conclusion. Nothing | could say woul d

di srupt the dream Too nuch confusion between the dreamand the reality woul d unbal ance hi m

conpl etely, and who knew what he mi ght do then

| waited, scarcely breathing until he let the thing fall fromhis nouth and wandered toward the
tent. The tent the nen slept in was out of reach of ny tether, so | couldn't sneak in on themin
the night. | could get up very, very early, however, and start nmy wander once nore. It took until
noon to find a plant of shivery-green. Only one plant of it, trenbling |like a little enerald
fountain between the buttress roots of a great tree, with three little seed clusters noddi ng at
the tips of the stems. So. Now the location of it was known, if one could only figure out what to
do about it.

| began to be ubiquitous around the fire. Wien and if the rainhat roots and the shivery-green
seeds were put together, the juice would have to get into their food somehow. Once they were
asleep for sone little tinme, the tether could be pounded on a rock until it frayed through. Then I
could get a knife off one of themand cut the harness. King Kelver's gift was in ny pocket, the
scent bottle in the shape of a frog. That would hold a | ot nore of the juices than was needed.

I nvisible. | began bashing up some bark into strips to make a basket. Ri ght away Porvius sent one
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of the nen over to see what was going on, and | ignored himwhile threading webw Il ow tw gs and
bark pieces together. It wouldn't have fooled a damfor a mnute. Any child knows you can't make
basket of webwi |l ow bark, for it breaks as it dries. Wt, however, it |ooked all right, and he
went munbling back to the fire, while | went on bashing, interrupting it fromtine totine to

wander about and dig roots. In the late afternoon when it began to get dark, | picked the shivery-
green
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seeds and bashed themup with the rainhat root on the sane hollow rock |I'd been bashing things on
all day. A piece of rainhat |eaf nade a spoon and a funnel, all in one, and the juice went in the

scent bottle, which had been previously enptied in the thicket. It made the thicket snell better
which by that tinme it needed.

Now t here was enough juice to put themto sleep for a season, about. Wl l, for ten days at |east,

| thought, not realizing how nuch webw | I ow pul p and fragnents had renai ned on the rock to
adulterate nmy brew. My own ignorance saved ne. An experienced herbalist mght not have tried it

wi t hout better equi pnent.

I was just getting ready to go over to the fire once nore, this tine to put the juice in their
stew - 1'd have to go without eating anything tonight nyself - when there was a hail fromthe
mountain and | | ooked up to see a Herald in full panoply and two people with blindfolds on. It was
Joramal Trandl e and Murzy, but not Mendost. Bloster was swearing in a tight, ugly voice.

Anot her thing Murzy had told nme about invisibility. If you do what you al ways do when ot her people
are distracted, they sinply won't see you. So | kept right on noving toward the fire, scent bottle
in hand, reached for the stew spoon, and took a bite - burning ny nmouth - then dunped the juice in
it as the spoon went back. All the nen were watching the Heral d. None of them was watching ne.
"Let all in sound of ny voice give heed,' cried the Herald. 'Mendost of Stoneflight Denesne,

Arm ger, agai nst whom Gane has been called by Porvius Bloster, Traganor, denies any interest in
the person of Jinian, sister, person of Stoneflight Demesne-'

"l told you so,' | nuttered

- and denies challenge to Gane, saying let Porvius do to the person Jinian what Porvius will, for
he cares not. However, on hearing of the abduction of Jinian of
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St oneflight Demesne, did one Joramal Trandle, Negotiator for King Kelver of the Dragon's Flight
Demesne, assert right of interest in the dispute. | bring here Joramal Trandl e and one Mirzy,
servant to the person Jinian.'

"That coward!' yelled one of the nen. Porvius didn't say anything. He had a confused | ook on his
face, as though he couldn't track what was happening. Well, 1'd tried to tell him It occurred to
me then that the dams and | might have outwitted ourselves. Perhaps ny private negotiations with
Joranmal had ruined any value | might have had to Mendost. Certainly he had wanted to use ne for
sonet hi ng, some bargaining point. Well, nowit was up to Joramal

Joramal called, a little uncertainly, 'If we nay have the blindfolds renmoved, we would Negotiate
for the person Jinian.'

"It's a bluff,' snarled Porvius, turning to glare at ne.

"Truly, Ganesnan, it is not,' | said, trying to | ook neek and inconspi cuous and not worth Kkilling.
" Mendost sinply doesn't care what you do to ne. He wouldn't care if you killed the whole fanily.'
He hadn't sucked on the dream crystal since the night before, not that |1'd seen. Perhaps the

ef fect had weakened enough to let himdeal with reality. | crossed ny fingers and prayed to
several newy invented deities.

He snarled and swore, but after a few minutes he allowed the blindfolds to come off. Joramal went
with Porvius into his tent, and Murzy was allowed to conme about a manhei ght from ne. Not close
enough to give ne anything, though she'd brought a bundle. Looking at her face, | was mightily

di stressed. | had never seen Mirzy this upset before, but she was really frightened. |I couldn't
tell whether it was because of ny predicament or sonething else, but whatever it was, it nade ne
pay very close attention to what she said.

"Jinian,' she began softly, fixing me with her eyes. 'This is a dreadful thing to have happened."
56

The man who was |istening yawned and took a step or two away, never taking his eyes off her

"1've brought you sone warner clothes,' she said, pointing to the bundle. 'Mre suitable.' There
was a | ong pause. Then, 'You know how inportant it is for you to go to Xamrer, don't you?

"Yes, Murzy,' | said. There was a nmessage there. | didn't understand it, but | jotted it down in
menory. 'What have you been doing to pass the tinme?' she asked in a grandnotherly voice.
"Ch,'" | said, 'l found some rainhat twi gs and sone bark of shivery-green, and |'ve been naking a

basket,' pointing at the half-finished webw Il ow basket next to the holl ow stone.
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She gave nme a | ook that said she understood what |'d been up to. 'It's good to keep busy,' she
said. 'Your task should be finished as soon as possible, Jinian. You should keep in practice.'
Then there was yelling fromthe tent and Joramal stunbled out, very white and with his nouth
narrowed to a tight line. 'Tell Mendost he has until dawn!' screaned Porvius. 'Until dawn. Then
this one dies, and her head will be carried to Stoneflight Denesne as chall enge of G eat Gane upon
all who dwell there!’

"You understand that King Kelver may bring Ganme agai nst you,' Joranmal was saying. 'Against you and
yours. This is his betrothed...'

Murzy was saying quietly, under the other noise, 'The Denesne is not a healthy place just now, not
for me or mne, tha or thine. The east is safer than the south.'

"No King of honor would betroth a child!' Porvius screamed, naking little stones |eap around under
Joramal's feet. 'This is another of Mendost's dishonorable, craven tricks. Put the blindfolds back

on them and get themout of here.'" Well, he was back in his own dream of events again
Murzy, however, was not distracted. She tapped her
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chest several tinmes, nysteriously, then was blindfolded and | ed away. G ommy went w th her
treacherously abandoning ne, and | wasn't sad to see himgo. That was one less thing to worry
about. | sat down quietly before my own tent and waited for the nen to eat their dinner

They did everything el se. They tal ked, argued, stanped around. Porvius nmade a small earthquake,
just to illustrate his displeasure, during which I lay down and whinpered. If |'d appeared poised,
it would have made himangrier, |I figured. At last they filled their bows, giving me none; since
Porvi us said soneone being beheaded in the norning didn't need dinner. Then they ate. Then they
sat, and drank, and tal ked, and tal ked, and tal ked. | was wondering what |'d done wong. Wre the
seeds not ripe? Had | dug up the wong roots by mstake? Had | ... Not for the first tine, |

I onged for a Talent. For the first time | began to wonder if | would ever get one. Not an early
one, certainly. | was already past that age.

At |last there were snores fromthe canpfire, and | sighed, only then realizing how inpure the

m xture must have been, which nmeant, of course, there was no telling how nuch time | had before

t hey woke.

| did a spell, Mthw ngs Go Spinning, picking a rainhat berry out of the bush and sending it
circling, wider and wider, tilting and tunbling. 'Touch all," | nuttered under ny breath, keeping
it up until it banged Porvius Bloster on the head where he lay, himand then his henchrmen. Any
Traganor could have done the sane with his Talent, but this was a novenent spell and according to
Sarah | could do it very well, better than nost Wze-ards. | |iked the spell because it took no
paraphernalia, only certain words and a few small, precise gestures to pick up any smallish thing

and send it flying. So | banged upon Bl oster and his nmen enough to be sure they were soundly

asl eep, then picked up a rock and began bashing at the | eather tether.
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It seened to take hours. The |leather was tough. Al it wanted to do was crush, not cut. Finally it
canme apart. | took a knife fromPorvius's belt, considered killing all four of thembut couldn't
quite get up the gunption to do it, picked up the bundle Mirzy had brought for ne, and nade for
the horses. | had never ridden anything that size before, but | wasn't about to take off on foot
and have themfollowing ne. | tied all four horses together, then led the first one over to a tal
stunp and clinbed on top. He was well school ed, thank the old gods, and didn't act up. It was a
cloudy night; | had no idea which way was home; the inmportant thing seemed to be to get gone.

So, | got.

-5-

It was dark and very misty when | left. There was a |ong, straight canyon which appeared to be the
shortest way out of the place. It seened to go generally east, though | couldn't see beyond the
first gentle curve. The horses and | went that way and kept going until |ight, during nost of
which time it rained. | hoped the rain would wash away the hoofprints. Wen it got a little bit
light, I took one horse over a ridge and turned himloose. He went off into the slush very nicely.
Horses and | had al ways understood each other very well, and he was probably thinking about hay
and a warm stable. The other three of us went a bit farther, then another one went |oose, and the
| ast one just before noon. It nay have been noon. There was a sort of general |ightness at the top
of the sky which mght have neant that. O it m ght have neant the clouds
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were thinner there, who knows. If anyone were following ne - if they weren't Seers or Pursuivants
or sone other finder kind of Gamesman - they might follow one of the | cose horses instead of the
one | was on.

The | ast horse and | went on together a bit nore, but by that tine it was really difficult to stay
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on. No sleep to speak of for two nights was nore than |I could manage. The rain was letting up, and

it seemed a good opportunity to rest. | slid off the horse, wal ked back a way, and found that the
hoof pri nts were di sappearing in the muck. So, we were |ost'but not trackable. That was hopeful. It
left only one mgjor worry - that we'd been traveling in a circle and woul d cone trotting back into
Porvius's canp just as he woke up. There wasn't any point in considering that, really. |1'd done ny
best to hold a straight line, and that's all anyone can do.

We found a dry place under a great needly tree. Horse stood on one side of the tree, and | |ay
down on the other. Mirzy had packed some food, a rain cape, and some warmcl othes, still dry
inside the oilskin pack. Alnost, | said to nyself, as though she knew I'd be off on my own in the

rain. That set nme to thinking about that strange interview we'd had. Watever el se her nysterious
talk had inplied, it had certainly neant | was not to try and get back to Stoneflight. She had
said to hurry, which | had. She had tapped her chest over and over. | tapped mne, sonething
beneath ny fingers biting into my skin. The star-eye. Tap, tap. She wanted nme to remenber the star-
eye? What did that mean? | gave up, ny mouth full of bread and cheese. Wien | woke in the night,
there were still bits of bread and cheese between ny teeth, so no tine had been lost in
wakef ul ness.

The sky had cleared and was full of stars. It was easy to tell which direction was south, and

sl eepily marked the trunk of the tree with the knife before rolling over
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and goi ng back to sleep. Wien | woke again, it was half-light. Thinking tine.

The fact was, | did not know where | was. Stoneflight Denesne night have been east, or south, or
west of ne. The Traganor's canp had probably been northwest of the Demesne, but the canyon | had
followed when | left had curved back and forth, and | could have been al nbst anywhere.

During the night, Mirzy's nessage had cone clear, however. She had nmeant, 'Get the hell out of
here; try to get to Xamrer as quickly as possible; stay away fromthe south - the H gh Denesne and
the Ogress Valearn - use the wize-arts and be sensible.' That sounded |ike Mirzy, though she had
not exactly sounded l|ike herself during that |ast conversation. It mght be that Mendost had
threatened her or one of the other danms. It would have been like him Not healthy for ne or m ne
she had said, and Mendost often nade places unhealthy for people. So - on to Xanmer.

Which lay far, far to the east. That was the one direction of which | was certain.

The town of Mp lay northwest of our Demesne, down the canyon and across the nountains and down
into the valley of the Dourt. If | had gone in Joranal's wagon, we woul d have gone from M p, up
the river to its confluence with the Haws, then up the nountain road to the Banner, down the
Banner to the Gathered Waters, and down the Gathered Waters to River Reave, to Gaywater, and
thence east to Xanmer. That's nore or less the way we had gone to Schooltown | ong before, and it
woul d have taken a long time to get there.

O one could put a canoe in Stonybrook, followit down to the falls, carry it down the old stone
stairs into the canyon below, thence into Long Valley and the great open fields above Lake Yost.
Then, if one didn't wi sh to paddl e upstream on the Reave and the
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Gaywat er, one would wal k to Xanmer, the whol e business taking twenty days or |ess.

So | had two perfectly logical routes to Xanmer, east or west. If | kept going west, | couldn't
fail to run into River Dourt. If | went east, | couldn't fail to encounter Stonybrook - which

becane Stonywater |ower down - or the walls of the great canyon. According to Cat Candl eshy, once
past the falls, Stonywater was cal m and easy enough in contenplation, though |I had never done it.
Despite Miurzy's warni ngs about the Hi gh Denesne, | had no real fear of coming upon it. There was
all of Long Valley between our nountains and Tarnost - the Denesne of King Prionde and Val earn the
Qgress. | was far enough north not to fear fromthe Qgress of Tarnost. | thought. It did not occur
to me then that she might go el sewhere

Well, tic-tac, front or back, dark or bright, left or right, fast or slow, here we go. | picked
east. It seened shorter.

So warned, rested, fed, we set out. Though |I had never been allowed to have a real horse before,
could mark definite advantages over M squick. This one didn't stunble, didn't fall down, and
didn't stand with his head down refusing to nove the way M squick often did. He | ooked
intelligently at the way we were headed and picked a sinple, sure-footed way along it. | thanked
himfor this, which seenmed to please him and we went sedately along. Wiich left ne free to think
about ot her things.

I chose to think about the old gods. Pronpted by Mirzy's chest tapping, probably. The star-eye was
a synbol of one of the old gods, one of the elder people of the world. Not the True Gane worl d,
the whol e world, which went on beyond the boundaries of the True Gane in all directions, to the
Southern Sea, the distening Sea, the jungles of the north, and even beyond those. Tess Ti nder-ny-
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hand had an old, old rhyne:
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Bri ght the Sun Burning,
Ni ght WII| Cone Turning,
Warm Fire |'s Sparkening,
Sl eep Brings a Darkening,
Bitter Tears Falling,
Lovers Come Calling,
Egg in the Holl ow,

Hat ching to Fol |l ow,

Mot hwi ngs Go Spi nni ng,
End and Begi nni ng,

Inward |'s Quiet,

Dream Chains to Tie It,
Si |l ence and Shadow,

Musi ¢ and Meadow,

Eye of the Star,

Wiere A d Gods Are.

Each Iine of the verse was a spell. Egg in the Hollow was a hiding spell. Misic and Meadow was a
sunmmoni ng of the deep dwellers used in bridge or tree nagic sonetinmes. There were hundreds of
couplets if one knew themall. Some weren't used often. Hatching to Foll ow was a pregnancy spell
for instance, and it wasn't often used. Though each line is a spell, there's nore to it than that.
It has nmeaning in groups of lines - if you look at different groups, you can see how they fit
together - and as a whole, too. Taken as a whole, Tess said it meant the old gods held it al
together, in balance, so that everything had a place: fire, water, life, death, earth, and sky -
everything. And everyone. | used to confort nyself with that sometines at ni ght when everyone had
been after me all day and it didn't seemthere was any place for ne at all. Then |I'd sing,

"Sil ence and Shadow, Misic and Meadow, Eye of the Star/ to nyself until | went to sleep

So, | had said, if it had all been so nicely bal anced
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when the old gods were around, where were they now?

"Lost,' said Sarah, sadly.

'Betrayed,' said Margaret.

"Inprisoned,’ said Cat. "The deep | ookers and far studiers say that. Inprisoned. Locked up. No one
knows wher e.

"I'f | were a god,' | had said to Cat Candleshy, 'I would not allow nyself to be | ocked up.'
"Perhaps they didn't know what was happening until it was too late,' said Cat. 'Perhaps they were
great, slow beings who did not imagine that any creature woul d do such a thing. And perhaps those
who did it didn't know it was gods they were shutting up. Each time they may have thought it was
sonmething else, like a hurricane or a thunderstormor even a plague of gobblenoles. | rather think
things like that were the ... the vocabulary of the old gods. As well as being their identity.

Cat talked like that sonetines. Margaret said sonething once about Cat having been a Gamesm stress
in a School, though she could not have neant exactly that. One woul d have to be Ganesman caste to
be a Ganesm stress. Perhaps Margaret meant another kind of teacher. Wen | asked her, though, she

refused to discuss it. | did ask Cat about something that confused me, however. 'Cat, |'ve never
heard anyone speak about ol d gods except the dans. | never heard anyone in the Denesne speak of
it, nor anyone in Schooltown when we went there.

She puckered her nouth as though she wouldn't answer ne at all, but then said, 'It's part of the

wi ze-art, Jinian. W hear certain things and draw certain inferences fromthat. Oten inferences
are all we have. W hesitate to pass themon |lest they acquire an unmerited currency, but anong
oursel ves we speak of it. Now, ask no nmore. You'll learn in tine.'

Don't you hate it when people tell you you'll learn

intin? Cbviously, the tine to learn is when you're interested! There was no use arguing with
Cat, though, so | had to let it go. Now, on the nountainside, going east with the sun on ny
forehead and ny stonmach saying it was tine for lunch, it would have been nice if she'd told ne
nore. Perhaps she was thinking the sanme thing!

Lunchtime came and went. Sonetinme about mnid-afternoon it began to occur to nme that Stonybrook or
the edge of the canyon shoul d have appeared sone tinme ago. W went from Stoneflight to Stonybrook
every summer to get rushes for baskets, sonetinmes several times during the summer. It wasn't a
long trip even in a slow, bunpy wagon. Even if | had been at the extreme western edge of the table-
mount ai n, right above the valley of the River Dourt, | should still have conme upon Stonybrook by
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now. VWhich neant ... what?
Which neant |1'd crossed it? No. Couldn't have. Crossed no stream Which neant | was so far north,
I'"d missed it conpletely, as well as the great east-west canyon it fell into.

Possi bl e. Probable! If so, horse and | were on the north side of Longbow Mountain and woul d
shortly arrive at Pouws! W clinbed the slope to the right, |ooking for a place with a view east
and north. |If Pouws were anywhere near, there'd be snoke. And | knew people from Pouws. There was

agirl alittle older than I, Lunette. She had an older brother. 1'd forgotten his name. They had
guested with us at Stoneflight after being caught on the road by storm oh, five or six years ago
at least. | had been only eight or nine at the tinme. The ol der brother had ended up chall engi ng
Mendost to Gane of Two, and Bram had had to put a stop to it by forcing Mendost to apol ogi ze for
breaki ng guest privilege. Mendost and Dorto - that was his nane! - had been unfriends ever since,
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t hough neither of them had taken it further

There was snoke! Hi gh, curling over a frowning ridge of stone, black, roiling snmoke. No cookfire
snoke, that. Horse cocked his ears forward, made a little uneasy sound in his nose, then he and
went farther up the nountain. When we cane to the foot of a tall, sentinel stone, | left himthere
and cl anbered up the back of it Iike a tree rat, lying on top ratrug flat the way they do. Bel ow
me in the valley lay the Demesne of Pouws with Pouwstown on beyond it and a few farnms scattered
beyond that. Wat was burning was quite a large grain storage barn, and who was burning it was a
Sentinel | knew very well because he was Mendost's man. There was a Heral d down there, too, and
two or three others who were quite famliar to ne. The situation was easy to read. Mendost, having
made an alliance with King Kel ver, was now setting out to even old scores. Wich for Mendost neant
decl ari ng Gane agai nst everyone within six days' ride of us in any direction. Including Dorto of
Pouws.

Not precisely the time for ne to ride into Pouws Denesne and ask for help. Sister of an attacker
betrothed to his ally. Lovely! Thus far | had kept ny spirits up, planning each step ahead, but
now | wanted to cry. Wth Mendost on a ranpage, there would be no friends within reach. Behind ne
somewhere was Porvius Bloster, who was just stupid and prideful enough to declare Gane agai nst ne
personal |y because 1'd outwitted him Bel ow ne were Mendost's nen, dangerous as vipers. Al |

could do was keep riding east, staying well away fromthe conflict. | tried to recall what | knew
about the country east of here. Al | could remenber was that there were no travel ed roads.

No roads.

No roads because at the east end of Longbow Mountain is the Forest of Chi merdong, where nobody
goes.

I renenbered the chant:
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Tearful the nusic, full of woe,

In the stone deep, fern steep woods of Zoe.

But a stranger voice sings a sadder song

In the sorroww I d Forest of Chi mmerdong.

"By all the old gods,' | said to horse when | had cone back down the rock, '"this is the dirtiest
trick Mendost has played ne yet.' Knowing even as | said it that Mendost had not thought of ne at
all - never had, much.

When we had passed all but one of the outlying farns, | rode up to the |ast farmhouse and traded
with the little farmnwife there. My suit of red clothing -which | had worn only once, | assured her
- for whatever food she could spare that would travel well. She | ooked over the wet red trews and
the striped tunic, brushing it off, admiring it. There was a youngster playing out back who woul d
look well init in a year or two, and | told her so. She asked if 1'd stolen it, and | said |'d be
glad to put it on to prove it had been made for me, but she smiled and said no. She said | seened
young to be out on such a large horse, and | said the horse was younger than |I. At which she

| aughed. We ended making a bargain, and | took enough dried neat, roadbread, and dried fruit away
to last ne for several days, as well as a | eather-covered flask full of beer. The beer woul dn't

| ast long, but the bottle could be filled at any stream | told her sonmeone mi ght cone |ooking for
me, in which case | would be mightily thankful if she said |I'd gone northward. She frowned, not at

me, nodded, and said she would i ndeed. She had done well by ne, so as | left | turned and offered
to sign the place friendly to the wize-art. | don't know what made ne offer it. Wen it canme from
my mouth, | expected her not to understand what | was saying, but instead she cane up to nme, knelt

down, and took ny hand, clutching it tightly.

"Art Wze-ard?' she begged ne.
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"Learning,' | answered her honestly. 'I'mlearning.' 'Bless this house, then,' she said, and
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did, taking the star-eye out of ny blouse and turning it so that it saw every part of the house
and the land about it. 'Under the Eye of the Star,' | cried, 'whether forest or meadow, under
sunlight or shadow. Wrman or nan, elder or child. Bless all here.' Then nothing would do but she
run back in the house and bring ne out a sweet cake to eat on ny way.

I did not need to worry about the forest for two days, for that was how long it took to cone to
the end of Longbow Mountain, through the pass between it and the Tits - two huge, rounded
protruberances to the north - and stand at last at the top of that pass |ooking downward on the
endl ess bl ack fur of the forest. Looking at it, |I felt like a tick, like a flea about to burrow
onto a very large fustigar. Looking at it, | knewtinme had cone for me and horse to separate.
There were no trails. Branches grew | ow over the ground. | could wal k under those trees fairly
well. | could not

ride.

So | unsaddl ed the good creature, smacked hi mupon his runp, and sent himback the way we had
conme. | hoped he would conme to the farmhouse and stay with the farmwife. | hoped Mendost woul dn't
find him | hoped Porvius wouldn't, either, for |I could sense that Traganor's anger still behind
me and coming after nme. Perhaps only fantasy, but | thought not.

The truth was far worse than | inmmgi ned.
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-6-

Even with the food I'd traded for, my pack wasn't heavy. | had no gear at all except a knife and
firelighter. Not even extra boots. | don't know how many tines Miurzy had told ne never to go
anywhere w thout extra boots. And underwear. Well, it was her doing. If she'd wanted ne to have
them she should have packed them

So thinking, | strolled down the rock-strewn slope to the trees. The edge of the forest seened a
little msty, but it didn't worry me rmuch. Ponds, | thought, giving off a veil of vapor. Then, as
| got closer, | sawit wasn't mst at all but something else. A grayness. A vagueness. The trees
| ooked not quite solid, rather like the reflection you see in a pane of glass |ooked at sidew se
Qdd. When | cane beneath the nearest tree, | reached out to feel it.

My hand went into it. Not far. Not like into soup or nud, but nore like into - oh, really punky
wood. The ki nd you can squash between your fingers. A harder push, and ny fingers went in farther
Wien they cane out, a great hunk of the tree came with them The tree creaked and gul ped. Like
sonmeone does who's been crying for a long time and tries to catch his breath. Sad. Then | forgot
the sorrowful forest, for ny hand began to burn like fire, and then my lungs, as though they were
full of smoke. | coughed, hacked, turned about, finally ran fromthe forest to recover nyself
after sone tinme lying flat on the grassy slope. Not good, Jinian. Not a good place to be. There
had to be sone other way in, even if one had to go all around the outside of it.
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But something was calling, in that sad, sad voice. Wanting. Begging. | could hear it, not with
ears, but inside. As a |loving nother mght hear a child in trouble when it was too far away to
really hear. O so | told nyself.

| tried again, and was driven out again. Then | began to think and plan sensibly. The gray area
wasn't deep. There was darker, healthy-I|ooking forest beyond it. The burning sensation was
strongest beneath the punky trees, so they should be avoided. Al up and down the edge | went,
hearing that sad pleading, finally finding a place where there were no trees at all, nerely a
long, flat waste of deadly gray. | rinsed out ny kerchief in a nearby stream tied it around ny
face, and ran for it.

It seened endless. For atine | was sure I'd die there, in the nmddle of the gray, |ungs burned

out by whatever it was, but in what was actually a very short time, | fell onto the grass at the
ot her side, heaving, eyes flooding, telling nyself | would Iive, |ooking back the way | had cone.
The grass and bushes were slinmy gray. Only the rocks were hard, and the soil. Up to the place ny

toes touched the earth, everything was this pale, soft, alnost fungus kind of forest, and then

qui te suddenly, as though to a line drawn by a great pen, the trees were all right again.

| did not understand it; there was nothing | could do about it. | put it out of my head and
starting wal ki ng east.

I'd been in forests before. For the first half-dozen breaths wal ki ng under the healthy trees, |
still believed that. Then it was clear | had never been in a forest before, not until Chi mmerdong.
It's not that it was dark. It wasn't as dark, for exanple, as the woods down the north-south
canyon behind Stoneflight where the sun only reaches for an hour a day. It's not that it was
silent. It was nuch
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qui eter on the back side of Longbow Mountain. The thing was that the forest seemed to be aware of
itself. That sounds silly. It sounded silly to me, too, when | first thought it, but this is what
happened.

There was a bunch of blue flowers, little bells, alnost Iike lady bells with silver centers. They
stood in a shaft of sunlight, against a nbssy stone. And the tree above them noved a branch, just
alittle, so that the sun would go on shining on that bunch of flowers. No wind. No. It wasn't
wind. And it wasn't a tree rat or sone other small dweller pushing or pulling. The tree sinply did
it. It liked the feel of the flowers in the sun, so it noved.

Well, | had been standing there, watching the flowers, and | noticed all at once that the shadow
of the rest of the tree had noved, but that one branch's shadow had stayed quite still. So, being
sensi bl e, as Murzy had suggested, | nmarked that down in ny mnd and went on ny way, being very
careful where | stepped.

Then there was the waterfall. | heard it long before | sawit, gurgling to itself in a melody that
repeat ed, over and over, five notes in different order but that five over and over in a

mel ancholy, satisfied little gurgle. As | canme to the fall, a cone dropped froma tree right into

it, wedging itself tightly on a stone. The nusic changed, a sixth, gargly note added. And all at
once a wave canme down the stream- nowthis is a tiny brooklet |I'mtalking about, no w der than ny
armis long - and this wave came down and di sl odged the cone and the little fall went back to
singing its tune. One wave. Like a horse, twitching its hide when it has a troublesonme fly. Twitch
- well, that fixes that - then back to whatever it was doing. That particul ar brook sang that
particul ar sorrowful song, and it didn't wish to be interrupted.

Things went on in this way generally, as | wal ked deeper and deeper in, the sun gradually noving
up overhead and then falling behind nme. There was no
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attenpt whatsoever to interfere with ne. | nunched sone roadbread as | went, sharing the crunbs
with a tree rat and a bunwit that cane beggi ng, then went on wal king, talking to the animals in a
soft voice, amazed that they came along even after the food was gone. There were ups and downs,
none of themvery steep or long. There were streanlets and small clearings. There were | eaping
bunches of small horned aninals with bright gol den behi nds, perhaps a kind of forest zeller, and
flocks of nournful birds which followed ne for half the afternoon. Nothing threatening at all
Except that the forest was quite aware | was in it and woul d deci de what to do about ne.

Well, think about it. Trees that can nove their branches, and streans that can make waves. |If such
thi ngs decided they didn't want me where | was, there were twenty ways they could get rid of me
qui ckly and quietly without so much as a bl oody splash. | should have been frightened to death but
wasn't. The star-eye was hanging on its thong, visibly bobbing against nmy chest. That, | was sure,
was what Mirzy had neant.

Eventual ly, it began to get dark. There was a nossy stretch of ground surrounded by small trees,
edged by bunches of the blue, silver-centered bells and with a tiny clear pool in a rock basin. No
poi nt | ooking further. The place m ght have been nade for ne.

There was dried fruit and bread to eat, water to drink. There was the rain cape to lie down and
roll up in. Sleep cane at once, as though sonmeone had given ne shivery-green, then there was a
conpl i cated dream about the old gods and | wakened up to find that ny bed was taking nme sonewhere.
The smal |l trees around the noss bed had raised up the nosses, stepped out on their roots, and were
goi ng somewhere. In the starlight, the little pool tilted silver into ny eyes. The flower bells
swung. W noved al ong under branches, anong big trees, the noss bed rocking gently as we went.

W ze-ard, | cautioned
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nyself. Either the thing knew | was there or it didn't. If it did, my making a fuss woul d not

i mprove matters. If it didn't, remaining quiet mght keep it in ignorance of ny presence. As Mirzy
and Ti nder-ny-hand had so often counseled, | remained invisible. We rolled on through the forest,
a curiously hypnotic novenent, not at all threatening. | may have fallen asleep for a while. Wen
I noticed the notion next we were clinbing down into a deep round hollow. The trees around us were
| arger than any | have ever seen, |ike huge castle towers. Down we went, and down again, and at

| ast cane to rest in the very bottomof the hollow, the little pool quivering then becoming still
to reflect one star at ne as in a nmrror. | stayed right where | was wi thout nmoving. It was warm
dry, and still dark. No sense roam ng around in the night.

"Person,' said a voice, whispering. 'Person?

"Child?" asked the - another? - voice, also whispering.

"Child person?' said the first. 'Star-eye?

It would have been inpolite not to answer. 'I amhere,' | said, leaving it at that. Least said,
Mirzy often told ne. Least said, |east pronised.
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Al this time, | was | ooking about for the source of the voice or voices, up and down, peering
into the shadows. The starlight was very bright, the shadows very dark. Wen | saw the face at
last, | didn't believe | was seeing it. Then the lips noved, and | heard the whisper.

"Are you there?

"Yes,' | breathed, open-nobuthed, staring at the face. It was nmade up of |eafy branches agai nst the
sky. Each eye had a star reflecting init. The lips were two twi sty branches. It was all there,
even a cascade of leafy hair above and to the sides. Each time it spoke, the nmouth noved, the eyes
blinked. 'Can you tell me what you are? If it's not inpolite to ask? | whispered.

"I ..." whispered the voice
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"W ...' whispered another one. | |ooked over ny shoul der to confront another face, then saw that
| was surrounded by them There were at |east a dozen. 'It!' asserted a third. "All," said a
fourth. 'Forest.' 'This forest? | asked. 'I ..." "W ...' 'Every ...’

"All forest,' the first repeated. 'Broken. All, all forest.' The stars that reflected its eyes

glittered in dark, leafy hollows. It was through these eye hollows | saw t he shadow cone |i ke sone
great sea creature, all tentacles and flow, reaching out of the dark, covering the stars, covering
the Iight. Suddenly the face was obscured, the stars of its eyes put out. The face vanished. Its
conmponent parts were still there, but it was |like a cloud face which vani shes when you | ook away,
all the subtle nodelings changed, deranged, |ost.

"Hel p ..." | heard a whisper, so softly | could hardly hear it, the forest vanishing in shadow.
"Hellllp ..." Alast, faint hiss of the |eaves, crying such sorrow that I wanted to weep.

The shadow fl owed, coiled, sent its tentacles down searching for something. At which point | |ay
down, rolled up in nmy rain cape once nore, and pretended to be any tiny, furry thing that cane to
m nd. The small trees picked up ny noss bed and slithered it between the giant trunks, up the
slope, and into the nore ordinary forest. Behind us in the hollow, | could feel the shadow

gat hering, darker than dark, filling the hollow, | ooking for something. For ne? For whatever had
spoken fromthe forest?

The forest had wanted to talk to me. Sonething el se had prevented it.

Now what woul d a Wze-ard do about that? The very young Wze-ard, ne, did nothing at all unti

nmorning. | fretted a bit, but only a bit, because
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t he shadow kept lurking about and it seened safer not to think at all. Considering water instead
of thinking put me to sleep. Wen norning came, the shadow was gone, but so was any sense of the
forest presence that had been there the night before. | ate ny boring breakfast and thought very
har d.

Soret hi ng here. Something |I'd never heard of. Sonmething vast and ... well, hel pless. Helpless.

Unable to help itself. Well now.
If I were unable to help nyself, needing soneone else to do sonething for ne, it would be to do

sonmething | could not do nyself. Self-evident. Right? Right, | assured myself. Now, what could one
young person - child person - do that a forest could not? A forest that could nove its own
branches and nake waves in its own streans. | thought about that, Iying there on nmy back, staring

up at the sun dapple. Al around ne was growth and green. All around ne was birdsong and rustle as
little things noved here and there. The tree rat sat on ny foot to beg crunbs. Seeing this, a gray
bird wafted over on silent wings and demanded a share, which the bunwit disputed. He and tree rat
owned me. No mi stake about that. Crunb sources were not that easy to come by. Al about nme was
bright, growing, green - and sad. Overlaid with a terrible nelancholy that was al nbst nore than
one coul d bear

What could | do?

I could leave. | could nmove out of the forest and go el sewhere. | could go away, taking the

knowl edge with nme that sonething here needed help. After |engthy consideration, that was all |
could come up with.

| said, noderately loudly, "I'll do what | can to help, but you have to realize, |I'mnot sure
what's needed, and it may take a long tine.' | waited.

The hush was unbroken. Sighing, | got up, put on ny pack, and turned eastward once nore.
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-7-

A brown bird gave the warning, erupting fromtheir path before | heard themnyself. First a bird
scream then feathers diving past nme to make ne stop right where | was, hardly breathing, then the
sound of voices and sonething |arge blundering about in the woods.

'"Fine tracker you are,' growl ed a voice. Porvius Bl oster

‘I amnot a tracker,' hissed the other. Ch, what a cold hiss. 'As you know. No Pursuivant was
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avail abl e.’

"Basilisk, then,' Porvius said unwillingly. 'Fine Basilisk you are. Here we are, lost in this
wi | derness, and you keep saying the girl is here. Were? W' ve been wandering for a day!’

Anot her voice, this one recogni zable. One of the three men who had been with Porvius when he'd
captured ne. 'No trail down that way, Bloster. Want ne to try up the strean®

"Well, Basilisk? Porvius sneered. 'Shall he try up the strean®

They were separated fromne by a screen of trees, close set, their branches tangl ed together with
briar. | stayed frozen in place, not thinking, only listening, letting nyself be as silent and

i nvisible as possible. Basilisks have the Tal ents of Reading, Beguilenent, and Shifting. | have
heard the Readi ng and Begui |l ement are strongest when the creature is in its lizard shape, and
strongest of all if it can fix you with its eyes, but that did not nean it could not Read ne now
if it stopped arguing with Porvius and scanned the
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area around. Away past the men several tree rats started a violent quarrel, throw ng nuts and
chittering at each other. Under cover of that noise, | slipped to the ground and lay there

imagining | was vegetation. 'Yes, try up the stream' the Basilisk hissed. 'And you, Kinsnan
Porvius, put sweeter words in your mouth or |I'mback to the Denesne to have a few words with your
sister while letting you hunt your quarry on your own.'

"So far I mght have done as well,' said Bloster. "Twas you said the girl was not with her brother
Mendost. | still think we'll find her there.'

"The farmwi fe had seen soneone |ike her,' the Basilisk hissed. 'Seen her not |long before. And in
the child's mnd the picture was clear of the girl riding east toward this forest. And in the
woodman's mind the menory of a | oose horse, conming fromthis direction. Wat nore would you,
Porvius Bloster? A map? A chart? The creature is here.' 'Then why haven't we found her?' 'Because
all around is a confusion of thought, small things, aninmals, birds, a constant conmotion. Once we
find a quiet glade, once night comes and the small creatures sleep - why, then we will find her
Then | will enjoy the hunt.' | could inmagine the thing licking its |ips.

By Towering Tanor, | could not help thinking, but they nmust have been on ny trail only hours after
I had gone if Bloster had had to get hinself to sone Denesne to find this Basilisk, then backtrack
the way | had conme. They had not dallied!' He nust want ne very badly to have ridden so hard,
thought. While | was anbling along the side of Longbow Mountain, he nust have been | athering his
horses to get sonewhere. '\Why bother with her?' one of the men asked, echoing nmy thought. 'It's
Mendost you're after.’

" Mendost was ny Ganme,' he growl ed. 'Mne and no others'. But when | returned to the Denesne,

found a
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message awaiting me there concerning this Jinian. It seenms she has becone |arger Gane than | knew.
There are those - we will not mention nanes - who want her dead. They want her gone. They want her

head sent up to themto verify | tell themno tales. There are those - still naneless - to whom |
have sworn certain allegiances, |let us say.
"Even if this were not so, | would have sufficient cause for personal ennmity. If you are asked

why, say because she poi soned ne!'’
He lied. | had done no such thing, though |I could have killed himwhile he lay there. Had he

t hought of that? Certainly not! | heard the Basilisk draw a hissing breath and realized | had been
thinking - clearly, angrily.

Consi der water, | told nyself desperately. Linpid, cool, gently sloshing to and fro in a pool

sl osh, ripple, slosh, cool, sliding, slosh

"l thought for a nonment | sensed her,' the creature said, '"but it was only sone fish ...' And then

t hey noved away, up the stream where | knew the forest had opened a path for them Lovely forest,
trying to protect ne. How far could it go in doing things w thout draw ng the shadow to
investigate? Little as | wanted to fall to that Basilisk, still less did | like the idea of that
shadow.

I learned how far the forest would go when the voices retreated past hearing. There was suddenly a
daft bunwit at ny side tugging at ne, whunping off a few paces, then turning to tug at ne again.
As clear a gane of followne as had ever been played. This was nmy own, crunb-fed bunwit; | had no
fear of himnor any now of the forest, but much fear of that creature which had gone hissing off
up the rivulet, so | followed. W went back toward that same deep, hidden holl ow of huge trees,

this time nme on ny own two feet struggling down the slope. '"Miurzy,' | nunbled, 'I wish you were
here.' She woul d have sonme common-
78

sensical thing to tell me that woul d nake things go nore snmoothly. Tess Tinder-ny-hand woul d give
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me a little lecture, possibly irrelevant. Cat would be silent and urge nme to be the sane. Bets and
Sarah woul d argue about what to do next. And Margaret Foxmitten would smile a secret smle. It was

my owmn style to grunble, so | grunbled. | can admit it now The grunbling covered fear. Even when
Mendost used to threaten to drop ne fromgreat heights, | had been no nore afraid than of that
Basi | i sk.

The hol | ow bottom was no | ess nysterious by day. The trees were great towers, lunging upward unti
all their tops drew to one point, a tiny circle of distant sky. G ant rocks stood anpong them
tilted centerward |ike heads of listeners, and dark |lay deep and gentle anong them all

Tug, went bunwit. Tug, tug, hop. W went between two of the |arge rocks, turned |left, and found

oursel ves confronted with a | adder. Very neat it was, sides straight as string, little steps al
inarow fading upward into invisibility, becom ng no nore than a spider's web agai nst the great
trunk far above. Bunmp, went bunwit against my bottom Up, it was saying. | couldn't believe it.

Resol ving to be unafraid when haul ed al oft by Mendost and one can do nothing about it is one
thing. Resolving to clinb a | adder that | ooks like spidersilk into a height so nonstrous even an

Armi ger mght take fright is something el se again. | stood where | was, unnoving. Bunp, went the
bunwit again, inpatiently. | stood, nouth open

Far back in the forest a noise was building, |oud shouts and calls, rather the sound of nen on a
hunt. | knew the Basilisk had caught scent of ne sonehow. Perhaps sone nental trace |'d been

unabl e to cover. Perhaps they had bl undered across a place | had actually been, and fromthere it
woul d be like a fustigar trailing prey. Part of nme knew this. The other part
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stood at the foot of the |adder, paralyzed. Bunp, went bunwit yet again, frantic.

Far up the trunk a speck energed fromthe foliage and began to run down the trunk toward ne. When
it cane very close, | sawit was a tree rat, running head downward as they do, all its teeth
exposed as it chit-tered at me. It bit at ny hair, tugged upward, growing angrily between its
teeth. The bunwit pushed once nmore from bel ow, desperately, and near in the forest came the sound
of a horn.

The paral ysis broke. | scranbled for the |adder, realizing it would be far better to fall to a
splattery death than into the hands of the Basilisk - or of Porvius Bloster. Below nme the bunwt
leapt into the circling trees, and | heard hi m bl undering away, thrashing about, making a great
deal of noise. Above me the tree rat chittered and growl ed, tugging fromtinme to time, noving
below me to nip ny behind when | seenmed to | ag. W approached the first linb, and I foolishly

| ooked down, only to lean into the |adder, clasping it like a lover, mouth open and dry. The tree
rat woul d have none of this. It bit me, quite hard, and cursed at nme in an al nost recogni zabl e

| anguage. In another nonment we canme to a hollowin the trunk, and I was urged within. There was a
slithery, scraping noise, and the |adder noved in front of the hollow going up. Wen the bottom
of it reached the level of my feet, it stopped.

It was no mechani cal thing, that |adder, but sonething grown by the forest itself. Even while

lay in the tree hollow, panting, heart thubbing away like a drum | knew the forest had grown the
| adder for sone purpose of its own. Then the sound of shouts cane up frombelow, and |I risked a
peek over the edge, half-nmasked by a leafy spray. Setting his mghty claws into the bark of the
tree was the Basilisk. Even fromthis distance | could see his long tongue dart out to taste the
air. He tasted ne. Those red, burning eyes were
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| ooki ng up, here, there, wanting me to look into themso he could Read ne, Beguile me, bring ne
into his jaws ... | started to go out and clinb down.

The tree rat bit ne again. It was getting to be a game with him or he had acquired a taste for
me. Chittering, he threatened ne onto the | adder and we clinbed once nore, this tine the |adder
nmoving up with us on it, a slow, easy glide into the heights. After a time | nerely clung, too
tired to clinb, the tree rat deciding it, too, preferred to ride. W ascended together, branches
and | eaf clusters passing us by: great, pale bunches of flowers circled by flimsy green-w nged
flying things, rising into view and then dropping below. Fromfar, far down the trunk shouts rose
up, then a great howing hiss. 'Zzzt,' said the tree rat, beginning to clinb again. Evidently the
Basi |l i sk had gai ned the bottom branches.

At last we canme to the end, a place where the | adder curved over and di sappeared into a hollow in
the tree, presumably dropping its incredible I ength down inside. W noved onto a branch that

zi gged, and another that zagged, clinbing upward al ways, toward the sun. The w nd was maki ng gusty
noises. | realized this for sonme tine before noticing that the gusts did not nove the | eaves. The
tree rat prudently fell behind, nipping at ne to show | was to go on. There was no earth any

| onger, only this cloud of |eaves with the sky above. A gust cane again, loudly, and | thrust ny
head above the | eaves to be buffeted over the head by a feather
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It knocked ne down. There was a great 'Keerawl' and the wing the feather belonged to noved aside
CGol den eyes the size of washtubs | ooked down at me, and one great talon nmoved to hold nme tightly
to the branch. It was not necessary. | was holding quite tightly on ny own.

The thing - the thing was a flitchhawk, really. One the size of a snall keep or a large barn, with
wi ngs |ike roofs flapping. The thing reached out with its left foot
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and grabbed at a passing cloud, then the sane with its right foot. Then again. Renenber the old
story | told you of, the one Tnder-ny-hand had | earned froma woman i n Betand, many years ago, and
told to ne? The one about Little Star and the flitchhawk? |I couldn't help it. |I had to say, 'Wat
are you doing, flitchhawk, grinbling and granbling that way?

And the flitchhawk said, 'Ginbling and, granbling to find the Daylight Bell, Little Star.'

Well, what could I do? | nean, the story was what the story was. The next line was what it was,
and so | said it. '"Well then, let me help you, flitchhawk, and I'Il grinble and granble, too.' So
| stood up on that branch and grabbed for the clouds that went by, left hand, right hand, and as
soon as | was standing up, the flitchhawk grabbed ne.

"Now |'ve got you, Little Star!' it screaned. Well, it certainly did. O course, he'd had ne the
whole tinme, so to speak, so | went on with the story as though it had been a nursery play, trying
not to remenber how far down was.

"Now why did you do that, old flitchhawk?' | cried, giving it the next line. 'Just when you
grabbed me, | caught sight of the Daylight Bell right there, behind that cloud." My voice trenbl ed
terribly, but the flitchhawk didn't seemto notice

"Where? Wiere?' he cried, just as though it wasn't exactly what he was supposed to say. 'Let ne
see,' as he sat nme down on the branch. Wll, | had no rope, no nothing to tangle himin, and he
was too big for that anyhow, so | took the star fromny neck and wapped the thong around one
talon, shouting at the top of my lungs, 'Now |I've got you, flitchhawk. Daylight Bell in treetop
can't be. Tricksy lie brings tricksy tie, now give ne boon or else you die!" Wich was about as

silly a thing as | have ever said under any circunstance. This whole thing was not sensible. | was
quite aware of that, even at the tine. One mi ght have
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thought it was a kind of nmagic, perhaps, with the exact words having sone esoteric neani ng, but
that was not the sense of it. It was rather nore like a play in which the players are required to
know the cues and give the correct responses before they can nove on to the next act. So, | nerely
went on with it in a kind of delirium not learning until a long tine later that it made a
terrible kind of sense if one only knew what was really going on

"What boon will you have, child?" asked the flitchhawk, and it sounded to ne simlar to the voice
of the forest, rather sorrowful and very quiet. It had quit grinbling and granbling and was

standi ng very still, great w ngs outstretched, the sun com ng down through them He didn't need to
ask me tw ce.
"Please, sir or ma'am' | begged, 'will you take ne out of here and save ne from Porvius Bl oster

and the Basilisk?
Whi ch explains how | cane to be delivered to Vor-bold's House in Xammer in a nmanner that nade ny
life there sonewhat a problem for the next several years.

-8-
As Miurzy said to nme fromtine to time, "Alittle ponp is no great matter, but ostentation should
be avoided.' And then you will recall her counsel on the matter of invisibility. And finally, you
may know sonething | did not of the nature of girls. |I net girls for the first tinme at Xamrer.

I was delivered at dusk on the roof of Vorbold' s place by the giant flitchhawk. Because it was
dusk and because it was the roof, only a few people sawit. One was the gatekeeper, who cane
lurching up the stairs,
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out of breath and furious, to berate the person responsible for such an outrage. Such deliveries
were inproper. During her attenpt to say so, she was knocked down by a departing stroke of the
flitchhawk's wi ng. She then dragged ne before Queen Vorbold herself, who denanded to know the nane
of the Ganesman - Dragon or Col ddrake, she presuned - who had broken custom by Gaming, that is,
Shapeshi fting, in the town of Xamrer.

I told her honestly that so far as | knew, the creature that had brought ne to Xamer was only
itself, a pure flitchhawk of giant kind, no Ganesman in Shifted shape. Wen she pursued the

question, | told her sonething of nmy adventures - leaving out quite a lot, including anything
about the forest asking for ny help, as | realized even then she would not understand it and woul d
much resent that fact. | did |leave in sone parts about Porvius Bloster. That coul d be checked. The

Col | ege of Heral ds keeps a record of every official challenge, and the business between and anong

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Sheri%20S.%20Tepper%20-%20Jinian%20Footseer.txt (30 of 84) [10/16/2004 5:25:41 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Fil es’eM ul e/l ncoming/Sheri %20S.%20T epper%20-%20Ji nian%20Footseer.txt

Por - vi ous, Mendost, and Dorto of Pouws shoul d have been open, public, and official enough for
anyone's notice.

Seeing no dimnution of the disbelief in her face, |I thought to give her a convenient way out. 'Cf
course, Ganeswonan,' | said, 'soneone may have taken that shape without nmy knowl edge. | amonly an
ignorant girl. That could have been possible, but if so, it was wthout my know edge.

Since she could think of no other questions to ask, she drew herself up and denanded, 'Were is
your baggage?

I'"'mafraid that made me disgrace nyself by crying. It was precisely the right thing to have done,
for unlike girls who arrived in flitchhawk talons at the supper hour, girls who arrived in tears
wi t hout baggage were fanmiliar ground to Queen Vorbol d. She arranged for ne to have clothing and a
room at once,
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and for a nessage to be sent to King Kelver and another to Joramal Trandle.

So far, no occasion for dismay. However, ny arrival had been seen by one or two others, and from
them runor spread throughout the School. Jinian had been delivered by Dragon fromDragon's Fire
Denesne, King Kel ver disdaining the custons of Xammer. Jinian had been delivered by a tane beast
froma circus, since she was actually the daughter of a pawni sh acrobat by sone Ganesman of note.
She had been dropped out of a cloud by a Wzard, reason unspecified. It didn't matter what the
story was. Whatever story was told nmade ne an object of specul ation, sonething bizarre and

questi onabl e. Any such thing could be either interesting or suspect.

They woul d have been even nore interested had they been present to hear the words of the
flitchhawk as it set me down. 'This has been a snmall boon, child," it said. 'I will owe you

anot her. The ways of the sky are mine, treetop and cloud, sunlight and starlight, wind and rain
If you have need there, call on nme.' Watever the girls of Vorbold' s House night have said of ny
arrival, they had not heard that. | was not sure | believed it nyself.

At any rate, that was the way in which | entered Vorbol d' s House.

What can | tell you about the place? It was quite |uxurious. W were panmpered with good food and
clean laundry, excellent wi nes and occasional entertainnent. The classes - well, conpared to what
the dans had been teaching ne, the classes were not nuch. After only a few days, | realized they
were not supposed to fit us to take any major part in Gane.

We were taught crafty things, calligraphy and flower arranging; costume design and stitchery - we
needed to be able to supervise the naking of all the clothes needed in a Denesne, including al
the Gane costunes involved - and then howto walk and sit in the
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costunes we had desi gned. And conversation. Hours and hours of conversation. W spent ages
| earning to nake graceful conplinments, and | was renmi nded of Cat Candleshy drilling me before ny

talk with Joranal .

W | earned precedence and protocol, who would walk first in procession, who would sit by whom at
dinner. We learned the Index. W learned a | ot of cartography, the names and | ocati ons of
Denesnes, which ones were allied with which and which should be avoided. (At all costs stay away
fromthe Dukedom of Betand, the H gh Denesne, and a new Denesne northeast of Betand ruled by the
Wtch Huldra.) We | earned a good bit about contracts, since nost of us would be contracted for in
one way or anot her

There was a class called The Way of Prudence, which | assuned to be sonething literary (we were
encouraged to read books, since it kept us out of trouble) but found to be the study of all the
vari ous ways one m ght duck for cover. Things |ike determ ni ng whet her a dangerous | evel of
tension existed and getting oneself out of it - excusing oneself to go to the privy, for exanple.
And how to appear so stupid and generally inadequate that enenmies would pay no attention to one.
And how to set up a ransomfund for oneself as part of a contract, just in case prudence didn't
work. Part of this class was dedicated to things |ike stopping bleeding or fixing broken bones
tenporarily until a Healer could be found.

And, surprisingly, we had a class in babies. | hadn't thought of such a thing at all until | came
to Vorbold' s House, but it nade as nuch sense as nany of the other things we | earned. Queen
Vorbol d got the babies fromthe town around. | very quickly adopted one for nyself whom no one

el se wanted. He reninded nme of Gronpozzle in a way - that same sad-aninal |ook to his eyes.

think his own marma whapped himentirely too much for his good, but we got along quite well. It was
expected we would all have babies as part of
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what ever alliance we had, so we were taught sone few useful things about that - including an

absol ute prohibition against using mdw ves. Mdw ves can see into the future of the babies they
deliver, and those who will not get a soul, they do not allowto |ive. The great Denesnes do not
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care much for souls; they care nore for power. | marked that down to ask Miurzy about. If | had a
child who woul d never have a soul, | think 1'd not want it to go on living, contract or no
contract. | determned to use a mdwife if the need arose, prohibition or not.

None of it was very ... well, intellectually challenging. | wanted to know about the dangerous new
al liances, and who Hul dra was, and what we night choose to do if we didn't make an alliance for
ourselves. | was politely hushed and told none of that was relevant to my future. It was no wonder
the girls occupied thenselves with silliness. There was certainly nothing very serious for themto

tal k about. None of it was the kind of thing the danms were teaching me. That had reach to it. Even
the easiest kinds of magic have oddly curled edges to them places where the understandi nhg goes
away i nto sone other dinension and one has to intuit nmeaning and draw simlarities from
complexity. This is called sinply 'connecting', and it is anything but sinple.

Sone of the girls, whatever they may have heard about ny arrival, offered ne politeness, which |
respected. None offered friendship, which | understood. Mst of these girls had been in schoo
since they were four or five. They had no experience of the world at all. Their ideas of reality
were oddly at variance with the world I knew, sonetines nore romantic and notional, other tines
nmore brutal. Al their opinions were forned by others, not by thenselves, and so they suspended
their attitudes toward ne, waiting for someone to tell them whether | should be accepted or not.
None of them decided for themselves. They were in Xamer to
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renove themfromthe Gane until some good alliance could be nade, and each of them would take her
own positions eventually through some Ganesman or other. So, all their intelligence was bent on
capturing or holding the interest of a najor Ganesman, and the talk of the powers of this one or
the Talents of that one and the wealth of sonme other one occupied all their tine and attention
Sone of them had Talents of their own, which they were forbidden to use in Xanmer and di scour aged
from maki ng nuch of wherever they mnight be, for nost Gamesnen woul d val ue them as subject allies
or breeders but would reject themas Gameswonen. Still, many of them had Talents. | had none. It
did not make nme feel any nore secure.

I didn't realize all this at once or even very soon after arriving. Much of it | did not put
together until much later when | was older. It was all strange, this place, and | knew not hing at
all. | was gauche. | broke the customevery tinme | opened nmy nmouth or took a step. | asked 'why'
in class instead of "who'. | said things were 'interesting' rather than 'potent'. (That was a
favorite word at Vorbold' s House that year, 'potent'.) | ate because | was hungry, whether or not
the foods being served were in fashion. | refused a taste of a dreamcrystal that Banila of
Clourne offered me - she had a case of them all colors, which had been given her by a ki nswonman.
It seenmed to ne then, and now, a dangerously stupid gift for a girl, but then, Banila was a
dangerously stupid girl. And once the novelty of having clothes of ny owmn wore off, | couldn't

mai ntain much interest in the narrow distinctions of dress that the girls occupied thensel ves
with. | couldn't make nyself believe it was inportant to wear stockings that were enbroidered with
nanes of prom nent Ganesnen! O draggle ny hair over ny ears in rattails. | thought it nmade them
|l ook like fools, but they all didit.

I m ght have been considered nerely an oddity who
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was not worth cultivating. However, ny gauchery was not the reason - or not the whole reason - the
first half year in Vorbold s House was very |onely.

That was occasioned by the arrival, soon after ny own, of Dedrina-Lucir, daughter of a Denesne
must have passed cl osely in approachi ng Chi mrerdong Forest. It lay just east of the Tits (which
were called, according to Dedrina-Lucir, Mther Massif) and a little north of the route | had
taken. | had never heard of it before. Daggerhawk Dermesne, it was called. Its device was a
flitchhawk inpaled by a blade. The manner of ny arrival came to Dedrina-Lucir's attention early -
| had sone reason to suppose that she had arrived already aware of it - and she remarked that in
Dagger hawk they saw fit to make flitchhawks the prey rather than the other way 'round. 'Rather
than be dangled |like a dead bunwit,' were her exact words. This led to sonme interesting ni cknanes
for me, ending at last in the one everyone adopted, 'Dangle-wit'. My place of origin was called
"Dangl e-wit Denmesne', and ny betrothed' s place was known as ' Dangl e-fire Denmesne'.

Needl ess to say, Dedrina-Lucir never put a foot wong. She knew instinctively what utensil to use
at table, which wine to praise and which to deprecate - or, if she did not, everyone preferred
what Dedrina preferred, so it made no difference. \Wat Dedrina wore becane the fashion, and what
Dedrina said becanme the rule. Dedrina, | soon |earned to ny anger and confusion, had rul ed that
Jinian was to be the butt of all their little jokes and pranks. Jinian was the eneny. They were
‘us', and Jinian was 'her'.

It was nore or less the sane kind of treatment |'d had at hone, but that didn't stop ny crying
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into my pillow Thank all the gods old and new that Vorbold s House set a premi umon privacy and

we all had roons of our own. My roomhad no visitors; it was mne alone. | preferred it that way,
and as | settled into it 89
and becane quieter in nmy mnd, | realized Dedrina was naking it necessary for ne to do what |

shoul d have done anyhow. follow Miurzy's advice and becone truly invisible

To go about one's business, Mirzy had said, in such a manner that no one noti ces.

Sinmply not to hear the nicknanes and hawk calls. Sinply not to notice the nimicking behind the
back, the faces and sneers. Sinply not to react .. .*

To dress so that no one notices. To arrange one's hair so that no one notices. To study the
classroom matter so that every answer could be calm correct, and w thout any excitenent

what soever. To show the Ganesm stresses precisely the right shade of deference to prevent
resentment without one jot nore to provoke fondness. To eat whatever was offered, w thout conmment.
| could hear Cat Candl eshy reading off the recipe for invisibility, her |low, cal mvoice going on

and on, repeating; never tiring, never nmoving as she spoke. | could see Bets Battereye's hands
gesticul ating, her rubbery face showing nme proper facial expressions as she told ne how, when
under what conditions to wear each one. | could hear Miurzy saying, 'There, there, chile. "Tis only

atine, and a tinme. Nothing pernmanent.

And | worked at it. The first month or two were very hard, for there were falsities presented as
truths and idiocies got up in the guise of facts, both by the girls and by the Ganesni stresses.
kept wanting to shout or argue or bite soneone, but as | worked at it nore and nore intensely, it

becanme easier. Not only easier, but fascinating. There were shades to it, |ike shades of green and
blue and gray in water, shifting, none one could put nane to. So there were shades to ny
invisibility, naneless shades, varying states of unnoticeabil-ity. And success, as well.

I knew the first success one day at nidday neal. W were always seated with some cerenony at the
dai sed
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tables in the great hall in order to learn to eat gracefully in public, since nost of us would
have to do that in our future lives as hostesses to sonme Denesne or other. | was | ooking across
the roomwi th a pleasant, neaningl ess expression on ny face, one that would attract no eye, evoke
no response fromanyone. There was a tight feeling at the back of ny neck, and |I |ooked up to
catch Dedrina-Lucir's eyes fixed on me, her face blind with fury. Not nmerely ill-tenper or the

spiteful -ness | had noticed anobng many of the girls. No. Fury. Rage.
I had done nothing to her to occasion such anger; therefore she had brought it with her when she

canme. Later that evening, | asked one of the Ganesm stresses, casually, as though it didn't
matter, if Dedrina-Lucir were not related to Porvius Bloster. Ch yes, | was told. Dedrina was his
sister's daughter. H's thal an

' Dagger hawk Denesne, then,' | said, 'is Bloster's place?

Oh, yes, yes, indeed it was.

So. Mendost had slipped the Gane of Dedrina's thalan, Bloster. Then the girl had come prepared to
fight nme, but through acting invisible, I was slipping her Game. O nore accurately, | had slipped
her Gane thus far. | wondered how far this magic of invisibility would take me and was not such a
fool as to inmagine there would be no further challenge. There was no mistaking the intent on her
face. Though Ganming was forbidden in Xamer, Dedrina-Lucir would Gane when it suited her

Lonel i ness, | thought, had been spiced w th danger
However | ong the danger might go on, nmy tinme of |oneliness was at an end. At the supper hour
shortly thereafter, | was given a visitors chit. The visitors roons were off the courtyard, and we

m ght neet there with wonen relatives or friends. You can inmagine ny feelings when | found the
room occupi ed by Margaret Foxmitten, her beautiful face glowing in the
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| anpl i ght, and Sarah Shadowsox, |ooking up when | entered with her alert, startled expression

whi ch al ways renmi nded me of some small forest creature. They were there! They had arrived! Little
got said and | ess decided. Al they did was hold ne, pat ny shoul ders, and say ' There, there.' Al
the tears | had bottled in half a year cane out.

Thereafter we nmanaged nuch tal k. Cat and Tess Tinder-ny-hand were on their way to Xamrer. It was
expected that Murzy and Bets Battereye would nanage to get there before the Season of Storns.

Mar garet and Sarah had already found a house in the town; both had infornmed Vorbol d s House that
they were the servants of Jinian. As such, they could cone to me - or | to themunder certain
circunstances - privately and without trouble. Sone such fiction was necessary. Best of all, | was
no | onger al one.

"Joranal Trandl e was furious that Mendost left you to Bloster that way,' said Margaret, her eyes
sparkling at the menory. 'He said things to Mendost which woul d have burned your ears to hear
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Mendost, of course, was scarcely troubled by it, but it did many of the rest of us good. Joranal

has offered us a stipend to stay in Xanmer to serve you, and he will visit you in due course to
see that all is well with you. And now, you rnust tell us the truth of how you came to Xamer!'
Which | did. Wich they disbelieved.

So | told it again, in exhaustive detail. | don't think they really believed it then, either

t hough there was sonething about the tale that inplied sonmething to themit didn't nean to ne.
They asked over and over about the giant flitchhawk, and | told them

"Why?' | said at last. 'What do you think it means?

Mar garet shook her head. 'Too soon to say, Jinian Footseer. The story of Little Star and the

Daylight Bell is a wize-art story, a seven-dam story, passed down and passed down, and to have it
cone true in that way, well ... Mirzy may have sone idea about it. If
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not, we may be told.' But they would not say when, or by whom

Margaret and Sarah had brought a horse with them a horse for me. A real horse. A better horse
than the one | had borrowed from Porvius Bloster. Joramal Trandle had sent it. It did not trip or
stunble, and | inmediately naned it Surefoot. Having the animal neant | could ride out through the
town of Xammer, even into the surrounding area, which was beneath the Gane ban. School servants
were always within sight whenever the students rode, but they were there for our protection

Dedri na, seeing me enjoying nmyself, sneered that | nust take care: Basilisks were said to frequent
the fields where | had been riding. | smled and thanked her, pronptly reporting her remark to
Queen Vorbold, together with a quiet comment concerning the School's negligence in tolerating
vermn in the area. She took me to nmean Basilisks, which in one sense | did. | had been careful to
attribute the runor to its originator, so for a tine after that, Dedrina was quieter, and angrier
At last, coincident with the first storms of the season, Murzy and Bets arrived, Mirzy with her
gray hair in tangles and her shawl every which a way, Bets as busy and bustling as ever, and we
were seven once nore. W celebrated ny fifteenth year with a cakes-and-w ne party, and Mirzy
demanded a strict accounting of the year | had been w thout her. She did not seem di spl eased when
she had heard it.

"Well, chile, we will believe that bit about the flitchhawk until soneone proves it not so. | fee
it was not a Ganesman in Shifted shape, though we may not discount that idea entirely. Sone great
Shifter could have done it. |'ve heard of those that could.’

"VWhat about the Schooling? said Bets. 'How does it go?

So | told her what | had | earned, and they nmade faces at nost of it. | told them about Banila's
dream
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crystals, and they were horrified, so | tal ked about classes. W did have a good Ganesnistress to
teach cartography, mannish and gruff though she was, and | had | earned much about the world of the
True Game, and even sone things - though no one would vouch for their accuracy - of the world
beyond. Wen | spoke of Dedrina, however, Mirzy gave the others a cross | ook and said, 'This isn't
necessary, nowis it, danms?

"It's all right, Murz,' | said. 'l can handle her. Truly. | just get quieter and quieter, and she
gets nmadder and nmdder.'

"I know,' said Murzy, frowning.

" Such increasing anger is dangerous, Jinian,' said Cat. 'Dedrina-Lucir comes froma line of

Basili sks. The one you saw in the forest was probably near kin. Al the females of that |ine have
been Basilisks of great power for seven generations. W have reason to think she has cone into her
Tal ent | ong since.'

| thought it over. She had certainly Beguiled the girls and mistresses in the School. She had not
done any Reading of others' minds that | knew of, but Reading was both forbidden in Xamer and
easy to detect, whereas sinple Beguilement was often inpossible to tell fromnatura
attractiveness. 'She warned me to be careful where |I ride, for Basilisks roamthe fields outside
the town.'

"Ah,' said Murzy thoughtfully. 'So she warned you, did she? And | suppose sone at the School have
heard of this warning.'

"The girls before whomit was said, and Queen Vorbold,' | said, wondering now whether | should
have tol d the Housemi stress.

Murzy nerely nodded. 'The fields outside the town, but still inside the ban?

"Ch, vyes," | replied. "Still inside the ban.’

"Then | think we may expect an attack,' said Mirzy, not seenming greatly troubled. ' Dedri na-
Lucir was
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announci ng covert Gane agai nst you, Jinian Footseer.' 'She's been Gami ng agai nst ne ever since she
arrived,' | conplained. 'Wthout announcenent.'

"Wl |, perhaps. And perhaps what she has done up till now could be considered only girlish tenper?
Ah? O nere human nature? But if she does as | expect she will, then it is truly Gane, and know ng
her people, | doubt it will be done in accordance with honor. She will Gane you to death, but she
will not tell you why, and | think Bloster's quarrel with Mendost is not sufficient reason. Wl
and well, Jinian Footseer. Let ne think on it a bit nore.'

Then is when | should have told her of Bloster's words in Chinrerdong, but to tell the truth they
had slipped nmy m nd. What had conme i medi ately after had been so wildly strange as to drive other
t houghts away, so | did not remenber. Instead, | left her to her cogitations, and went back to ny
cl asses, a good bit nore secure and happy than | had been in sone tinme, though sonewhat troubl ed,
too, remenbering that | ook in Dedrina' s eyes.

-9O-

When next | met with the six dans, they told ne their considered opinion: Cat, |aconically;
Margaret, calmy; Sarah, shyly; Bets, at some length and in great detail; Tess Tinder-ny-hand,

with honely exanpl es and nenories of ancient tines - well, older tines, to be sure - nodding her
white head and | osing track of what she was saying; and Murzy, firmy, expecting no nonsense. The
sense of all their talk was that | nust bring nmatters to the boil. Nothing would be served by

del aying tactics. W needed to find out why Dedrina-
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Lucir and the whol e of Dagger hawk Denesne seemed intent upon the demi se of one insignificant girl.
So, we plotted a bit, and I went back to the School, riding nmy gift horse and feeling kindly about
King Kelver for sending him though | knew it was probably Joranal's idea. When | arrived, | went
straight to ny own Ganesnistress - each of us had one assigned to assist us with personal natters;
m ne was Ganmesmi stress Armiger Jounerie, the geographer - and told her | would like to be

reassi gned at table.

"And why is that, Gameswoman?' she demanded. 'Have you suffered sone fancied slight at the nouths
of your table mates? It so, we can resolve the matter.'

"Not at all, Ganesmistress,' | said, staying as cool and unenotional as possible. 'I have becone
aware of an unGanesmanli ke tension between Dedrina-Lucir and me. As is natural, the students are
taking sides. This distracts themfromtheir studies, and needless to say, it distracts ne from

m ne. During the day, we have no reason to neet. It is, rather, avoided between us. Thus we have
little chance to work out whatever the difficulty may be. | thought if we were forced into close
proximty at a tinme when honorable and nerely social discourse is-'

'Stop, stop,' she shushed nme, waving her hands. Gamesni stress Jounerie was a very |arge wonan,
with great shoulders and breasts. | have never been able to imagine her as an Armiger, Flying, and
per haps she had grown too heavy for it. She was very fornmidable, however. 'Stop. You go on and on
with this el oquence, which all boils down to what?

"If we're forced to sit at table together, maybe |I can find out what the problemis.’

"Well, why in the name of the Hundred Devils didn't you say so? I'l|l speak to her table m stress.
So, in a day or two, there was a general reassignnent of tables, and | found nyself at the sane
one as Dedrina-Lucir. She had been stripped of some of her
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closest followers in the reassignnent and sone new students had been included, so we started on
nmore or |ess equal footing.

I had thought she mght wait a day or two before attacking, but evidently her anger would not |et
her. At the end of the first neal, she slitted her eyes at nme over the fruit and said, 'You're the
girl they call Dangle-wit, aren't you?

"I amthe Ganeswonan you call Dangle-wit,' | replied quietly, smling at the pawm who was serving
the soup. 'Though it is a discourteous thing to call any fellow student by other than her correct
nane. | amsure you will learn that, however, if you stay here at Vorbold' s House | ong enough
They are excellent teachers of courtesy and Ganesmanli ke behavior.' | then smled at her, a very
open, friendly smle, one | had practiced with Bets for at |east an hour. That smle was
faultless, and | made sure the table nistress sawit.

Dedrina's eyes narrowed. | saw the lizard for a nonment. Almost | heard the hiss. 'I thought it was
your name,' she said. 'Everyone uses it.'

' Everyone you have Beguiled to do so uses it,' | said. 'Though |I'm sure you have not intended to
influence themin this way. | understand it is terribly difficult not to use one's Tal ent when one
is accustoned to it. Being a Basilisk nust be very difficult for you. Not having any Tal ent

mysel f, | can only accept what | amtold by others.'

These wel | -rehearsed words were triple-edged. It told those at table she was Basilisk, though she
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had chosen to wear no device. It reminded themnot only that using Talent in Xamrer was forbi dden
but that using it against a student who had not yet showed Tal ent was considered plain un-Ganely.

She flushed. | saw it and so did two of her hangers-on, who | ooked puzzl ed and sonewhat ashamed at
her disconfiture. I, however, nerely smled again and got into conver-
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sation with the newly arrived student across fromnme. | had been astonished to find | knew her. It

was Lunette of Pouws, and | wanted to be sure she knew ny standing, or rather lack of it, in the
Gane between Pouws and Stoneflight.

"I was contracted to King Kelver as part of an alliance,’" | told her in nmy nost sincere voice as
soon as | had rem nded her who | was. 'I've never net the King, and since he has a living wife,
may not neet himfor nmany years. | did not seek the betrothal, or the alliance, though | nust say

it was one way to escape from Stoneflight Denesne ..
"I renenber your nother,' she said, making a little face. 'W stayed at Stoneflight once.

renenmber Men-dost, as well. He tried to get me into his bed, though | was only a child, and Dorto
obj ected to his behavi or.

Lunette was chilly, but not hostile, and under the circunstances | considered her behavior

gener ous.

‘Mendost is inpossible,' | nurnured. '"He will end by getting hinself killed, but only after he has
sacrificed every other inhabitant of Stoneflight Denesne. |If you speak to your brother, Dorto,
tell himfromne to trust no settlenment or negotiati on which Mendost brings.'

"Way woul d you tell me this? she nmurnured, under cover of the dishes being cleared. 'You are his
si ster '

"l have as much reason to hate Mendost as you do,' | answered. 'But | have no reason to dislike
Pouws, or any person fromthat Denesne. | offer you ny friendship, Lunette. Take it if you will.
If you will not, at |east know that | amno part of Mendost's Ganme.' Then, | could not forebear
addi ng, ' And watch out for Dedrina-Lucir. She will draw you in and use you if she can.

"l heard you say Basilisk,' she nurnured behind her napkin. 'Was that true?

"Watch her, and meke up your own mind.' W rose then, | to go off to the courtyard visitors room
Dedri na-
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Lucir went who knows where, but very pale she went and burning with rage. The table nistress had
rebuked her for discourtesy, and for one of that proud nature, it nust have felt like the bl ow of
a sword.

"Wel | ?7* asked Bets, eyes shining, wanting to hear every detail. | told them what had happened.
"She'll bite.' Tess Tinder-ny-hand nodded, her white hair waving. 'She'll bite. She's too angry to
do anything else. By Mother Didir, she will.'

"I fear for Jinian,'" whispered Sarah. 'Have we gone too far?

' Danger ous,' Margaret Foxmitten agreed, 'but necessary. We nmust bring her out into the open.' She
bent above sone needl ework she was doing, hair shining in the lanplight. | wondered why Margaret
stayed without a man. In sone lights, in sonme tines she was so beauti ful

My thoughts were interrupted by Murzy. 'You're right, Margaret. She'll bite. But the teeth will be
sharp. Wiich nmeans we nust be ready. Now, what shall it be? Herbary? Field magi c? Sumoni ng?
Casti ng?'

"It cannot be Talent. It must not be wize-art,' said Cat. 'Jinian may be questioned about it.'

It was true. |f something happened to Dedrina, | mght be asked. | might be asked by a Denon. W
had at | east one Denbn Ganesmi stress who could Read what | had for breakfast yesterday after | had
forgotten what it was nyself. |If there were sufficient reason, the ban agai nst use of Talents in
Xamer woul d be set aside.

"Stones,' said Cat, suddenly.

The rest were silent, thinking. | had no idea what Cat nmeant. | had | earned no stone nmagic. They
| ooked as puzzled as | did.

'Footseer,' Cat said inpatiently. 'O d Road." 'O d Road here?" asked Sarah, her face full of
wonder. 'In Xamer?'

"Just outside,' | said. Ganesmi stress Jounerie had
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pointed it out during sone |esson or other. A lengthy chunk of O d Road ran just east of Xanmer
parallel to the Great North Road. 'But what of it? What use is it?

"Basilisks can't see in the dark, no nore than you or |I,' said Cat. 'On the A d Road, Footseer
can.'

They started plotting, and arguing, and plotting nore. At last | had to | eave them for the hours
for visiting were done.
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"M nd, now,' said Murzy. 'You don't ride or walk or go anywhere alone until this is planned out.'

"Yes, Murzy. No, Miurzy,' | agreed. 'l won't.' Renmenbering my former encounter with a Basilisk, |
wasn't at all eager to meet another
10

The next evening, Margaret Foxmitten cane to visit, and we strolled about the courtyard quite
openly, she giving nme instructions in a quiet voice between |ouder bits.

'Say you are going riding tonmorrow after dark,' she instructed.

" Tonmorrow night, Margaret, | amgoing riding after dark. It is very lovely in the fields in the
nmoonl i ght .’

"It will rain tonorrow,' she said loudly. "Don't go out. It will be black as char.' Then, in a
softer voice, 'Tell ne you're sure it will clear later on.'

"Ch, it will clear later on, ' | said carelessly, then nurmured, 'Wat in the name of the Hundred
Devils is going on, Margaret?

'"Ride out at dusk, barefoot,' she said. 'Be sure you find the AOd Road and di smount before it gets

conpl etely dark. Lead your horse. You'll see two red lights, lanterns, north and south. Position
your sel f
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about m dway between. You'll know when to run. Let go of the horse, we'll get himlater, and run

toward the northern light Iike a bunwit - a long-legged bunwit. Be sure you stay on the O d Road
It makes two or three sharp little swerves right there, so be sure you stay on it. Wen you pass

the red lantern, Murzy will be there with a wagon. She'll have some shoes for you, and one of us
will bring the horse up.

"But, but, but,' | sputtered. 'Wat's going to happen? What am| doing it for? Wiy do |-’

"Just do it,' said Margaret. Then, loudly, '"Well, if you won't listen, you won't listen, Jinian
Mark ny words, if you go out after dark, you'll be sorry.

As | returned to ny room | saw a skirt flick away around a corner. | recognized it as bel ongi ng

to wetched Banila, the stupid little girl fromsone tiny Demesne behind Three Knob. Dedrina's
particular follower. She'd been listening to ne, and now she was going to report. As Margaret had
undoubt edly counted upon. | shook nmy head. One of these days the dans would start telling ne
things first.

So, the night went by, and the day went by, and after supper | saddled up Surefoot and we went out
into the dusk. The School servants were there, as usual, and | knew they expected ne to return
wel|l before total darkness. So, | went east of town, seeing the little red | anterns gl owi ng before
me as it got darker and darker. | heard one of the School nen calling ne, then there was a shout as
though his horse tripped. | slipped ny shoes off, putting themin the saddl ebag, then headed for a
poi nt mi dway between the two ruddy |ights.

Bet ween the lights was a ghostli ke pal eness agai nst the ground, [ong chunks of the white stone of
which the O d Road was nade. | disnpbunted, feeling for it. Ch, it was strong here, nuch stronger
than near the dd South Road City. | turned, facing north, and began to pace slowy along, |eading
the horse. The
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worl d was very quiet. There were yells off sonewhere to the west, and a flicker of |ight.
Evidently the School servants were about to nount a search for nme ...

Then | heard it. A hiss. A long, shuddering hiss that reached deep into ny self and grabbed
sonething there, winging it, twisting it into a fearful, terrorized tangle. H ss. Again. Going on

and on until it seened nothing could have enough breath to continue that sound. 'Turn around,"' it
said. 'Turn around. Look nme in the eye.'

Margaret had said, 'You'll know when to run.' Alnbst | was too paralyzed to run, but Surefoot had
no such difficulty. He reared back, jerking the reins fromny hand. That rel eased ne fromthe
spell. | ran. Light-footed, quick-footed, feeling the road tingle in nmy feet.

Behind me the hiss came again in fury. Again the command to turn around, to look in the eye. Then
I heard the slithering, scraping of the scaled beast blundering after ne. It had four |egs and
only two. It could run as fast as a horse, so |I'd been told, but ny feet knew where | was going

and its feet didn't. | lengthened ny stride and prayed that Margaret knew what she was doi ng.

The road swerved. | swerved with it. Behind me the scraping and slithering slowed as the creature
listened, finding me again. Then it was behind nme once nore. The road straightened, and | with it,
and the pursuer gained. Alnpst | could feel its breath on ny heels. | was beginning to tire.

Runni ng was not sonething we did a lot of in Xamrer, and | knew | could not run as fast nor as far
as | had done at Stoneflight. | would have given nmy ears then for the Talent of an Armger to Fly,
the Talent of an Elator to be anywhere else at all. The Talent of a Sorcerer to turn and blast the

creature behind me with stored power. Any, any Talent at all to save nme. Surely the creature could
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follow nmy sound now, for | panted, heaving as | ran

102
Then anot her swerve. | alnost didn't feel it in ny weariness, but the flat-footed plop as ny right
foot dropped off the road told ne | was awy. | swerved, curving away in a sudden swoop, follow ng

the road, actually nmoving away fromthe red lantern just a bit. The slithering behind ne didn't
stop. It had seen ne naking for the red light and it was going straight to that place, faster than
I could run.

Then the sound of its follow ng wasn't there anynore.

Trickery! | told nmyself. Don't believe it. | didn't believe it. |I went on running, panting,
heaving, until | could see Mirzy seated beside the red lantern. | plodded toward her.

"Gracious, chile," she said. 'Tha's all out of breath.'

I was too out of breath to be pert with her, which | nmuch wanted to be. In a few nonents, Sarah
Shadow sox brought Surefoot back, |athered and rolling-eyed, a badly frightened horse. Somewhere
there was tal k ing, a wagon noving about.

"When you are asked,' said Cat, coming out of the darkness. 'You nust tell the precise truth. You
went out for a ride. You were wal king, |eading the horse. You were frightened. The horse reared.
You began to run. After a time, you cane to sone friends who caught your horse for you. Only the
truth.' She sniled one of her rare snmles at ne, and hel ped nme up on Surefoot, who danced this way
and that, unsure he wanted to carry anyone or go anywhere that evening. | rode toward the gates of
Xammrer, and in a few nonents the School servants found me and gave me quite a tongue-Ilashing for
having |l ost them | apologized in a properly subservient nmanner and they were in a better nobod
when we got back to Vorbold's House. | was not even |ate for bed check

In the norning, | learned that Dedrina-Lucir had di sappeared. By noon, there was a general alarm
and search. By evening, certain of the students were being questioned. Perhaps one of them

menti oned ne. Per-
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haps Ganesm stress Jounerie did so. In any case, | found nyself before Queen Vorbold with a tight-
faced Denon seated at her side

"Jinian, do you have any idea where Dedrina is?'

| said, truthfully, | had not.

"Would you mind telling me where you were | ast evening?

"Not at all, Gamesmistress,' | said, seating nyself confortably and folding nmy hands in ny |ap
"After supper last night, | went out for aride. | rode east. It became quite dark, and | don't
really know where I was. | saw a light north of me and began to wal k that way, |eading ny horse,
when suddenly there was a terrible hiss. My horse reared, tearing the reins frommny hand. | ran to

the light, and found sone people | knew. One of them caught the horse for me, and | returned to
t he House.'

"You did not purposely avoid the School guard?

| said, truthfully, | had not.

"M chael says he was wayl aid by a woman he has seen with you.

"Wayl ai d, Gamesmi stress? Assaulted?” M chael was one of nmy favorite guards. | would have hated to
have him hurt.

‘"Not at all, Jinian. Merely stopped and asked a question by a very pretty wonan. Did you know
about that?

| said, truthfully, that | did not. |I guessed, however, it had been Margaret Foxmitten

Queen Vorbold turned to the Denon; the Denon shook her head; and I was di m ssed. The Denon woul d
have told her that | told the exact truth
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11

"All right," | said to Murzy. 'Were is she?

"Where is who, chile? she asked nme, all innocence. 'Don't ask ne anything tha shoul dn't know.'
She neant that havi ng been questioned once with a Denon present didn't nean they might not do it
again. | hunphed about, but | didn't ask her again. Instead, | said, 'Is there anything you can
tell me, Murzy, about Dagger hawk Denesne? Anything useful ?'

To which she replied, 'Not yet, chile, but I'msure we'll learn many interesting things in tine.'
And | had to be content with that. The only things the Denon could find in ny head, assuning she
was still | ooking, was that | had been badly frightened by sonething that hissed at ne. Hissed,

and tried to get ne to turn around. That would indicate 'Basilisk' to anyone who had studied the

I ndex even slightly, and Queen Vorbold woul d renenber what | had said to her earlier about
Basilisks. Well. Very soon she called ne in again. Denon was there. So was a forei gn Pursuivant, a
Ganesnan, one |'d never seen before. Evidently Daggerhawk Denesne was bringing sonme pressure to
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bear .

"Jinian. This is Pursuivant Chol ore, sent by Daggerhawk Demesne to assist in the search for
Dedrina-Lucir. W know you will want to help us.

"I will help you, Ganesm stress, if | can, though | do not want to and do not care what has
happened to Dedrina-Lucir. She was nost un-Ganely with ne, and | have no reason to care for her.'
This made the Pursuivant blink. Wich, in turn, nmade the Denon turn on himsharply, snarling

bet ween her teeth.
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"What Ganme is this, Pursuivant? Your mnd betrays ill intent toward this girl Jinian.

The Pursuivant put up his hands, shaking his head. 'Only suspicion, Denon. Truly. Wy, | nust be
suspicious of all here or I could not seek the answers | have been told to seek.'

| kept carefully quiet and as invisible as | have ever been. Queen Vorbold wasn't accepting any of
this, and they got into a three-way wangle with ne outside any of it. The Pursuivant obviously
had a great deal nore than suspicion, as the School Denon i mediately confirmed. Queen Vorbold was
havi ng none of that. She cane abruptly to herself and snarled at ne, 'Qutside, student! This is
evidently not the time to ask you anything."'

The tine was the follow ng norning, but the Pursuivant wasn't present. This tine there was only
one question. Wiy woul d Dedrina-Lucir or any other nenber of the Daggerhawk Denesne hold enmity
toward me sufficient that they m ght have breached the ban in Xamrer? Question

Answer. | don't know. But wouldn't | like to have known!

Truth. | didn't. The Denobn shrugged, gestured, and they sent ne away agai n. About noon they were
back. Did | think the flitchhawk that had delivered nme to Xamer was in any way connected with
hawk as in Dagger hawk Denesne?

This surprised nme. | had not really thought of this connection, but when one stopped to consider
the matter, it was curious. Curious, | nean, that Daggerhawk shoul d be so near to Chi merdong

Forest. Curious that a particularly giant flitchhawk seenmed to frequent that forest. Curious that
the Denesne seened to find some special significance in the killing of a hawk. | nentioned these

curiosities to Queen Vorbold and the Denpon, and they | ooked at ne in a bad-
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tenpered way. Cbviously they wanted answers, and all | was giving themwere enigmatic suggestions.
They couldn't be angry with nme, however, for | was trying to be helpful, and the Denon knew it.
They sent me away again. Two days later they found a woman's body out in the fields east of
Xamrer. The face was maul ed and unrecogni zable. There were Basilisk bites on her arms and hands.
The body was presuned to be that of Dedrina-Lucir. Fromthe School tower, | saw the Pursuivant
riding away west. He would have no good news for those at Dagger hawk Denesne. | wondered if Mirzy
woul d have any news for ne.

I think she did.

But she refused to tell me anything about that.

Actual ly, she refused at first, but then she and Cat and Margaret got into an argunment in the
kitchen that | overheard. Mirzy was saying sonething about 'trust' and 'conpl ete confidence', and
Cat was being firmas any Ganesmi stress about 'the rules' and 'the covenants'.

I was sitting with a book in nmy |ap when they cane back, and Murzy told ne, with sone
consternation and head shaking, that there was certain information vital to ne. That | mnight have
it if | were truly a nenber of a seven. That | was not yet really a nenber of a seven. That there
were certain oaths, certain vows, certain initiatory rites ..

"By Trandilar the orious,' | said, peevish enough al ready over the whole thing, 'stop this
muggl i ng and nubbling and tell nme what you want to tell ne!’

"You'll have to take an oath of celibacy, Jinian,' said Margaret in her usual cal mvoice. 'Mirzy's
worried about that.'

"Vell, | should think so.' | thought it over. Wiile it wouldn't be a problemjust now, the thought
of the boy in Schooltown still turned ny insides soft, and
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while he certainly was sone years from being concerned with nmy virginity, still ... 'Forever?'

asked, ny voice wavering a little.

"Three years,' said Cat. '"Fromthe tinme of the oath taking. And it's not a vow can be broken.'

"It seens a little silly," | said. 'Mther always said it was nuch fuss over not hing.

"That's not the point,' snapped Cat, annoyed. 'The point is that for three years from oath taking
the maxi mum possible tinme and attention needs to be on the art. There is sinply no tinme for

| ol gaggi ng."'
"And you won't tell me until ... unless ...’
"W can't,' said Cat. 'It would be dangerous for us.'
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That was their final word on that.

Three years. | would be eighteen. | couldn't really inagine wanting to ... needing to ... before
was ei ghteen. So, | thought about it for a day or two, then told themI|'d do whatever needed to be
done. At which Mirzy sighed deeply, and they all went into Tess's bedroom (she wasn't really able
to be up nuch anynore) and got into one of their six-way conversations with me on the outside.
The first thing that needed to be done was get ne out of Xanmer for ten days.

It wasn't easy, especially not right after the Dedrina-Lucir affair, which was still boiling.
Dagger hawk had threatened to decl are Gane agai nst Vorbol d's House. Vorbold' s House had replied
very stiffly through the Referees. Schools were sinply not Ganeabl e, and everyone knew it. Fines
could be assessed on behal f of Schools, however, and that's what Vorbold's had requested - a fine
agai nst Dagger hawk for sending soneone to School under false pretenses. According to Cat, if the
Referees did their usual concentrated job of consideration, no decision would be offered for
several years.

The fact that a student had | ately di sappeared and a body had been found was of imredi ate concern
Al the security around the place was doubled up, and it

108

becane i npossible to get in or out wi thout six people asking for your pass or your reasons.
Finally, after we'd tried several other things, Mirzy gave nme sone fever-leaf, and | retired to ny
bed.

The Heal er cane, of course, and fixed nme up. The next day | was in bed again. And the Heal er cane
again. The third time, Queen Vorbold herself canme to visit the invalid, considerably annoyed. She

was begi nning to suspect, | think, that Jinian of Dragon's Fire was nore trouble than she was
wort h.

"Well, Jinian,' she said. 'Wat seens to be the trouble?

"I think it's Breemfever, Ganesworman,' | said. 'If you will let old Murzy cone nurse nme for a few
days, I'msure it will pass.'

"W don't allow outsiders in the School, girl. As you well know Which is why we have three tines
sent the School Healer to you. Little good has it done.'

| shook ny head sadly. '"I'Il be glad to go down to town, ma'am |I'msure it will pass, given a
little time. And at far | ess expense to the School than these constant Heal er visits.

‘"No doubt,' she said dryly. The Heal er cane yet again, but, when |I still had the fever the
followi ng day, | got a pass to go down to Miurzy's place 'until sufficiently recovered to engage in

normal student activities'. Mirzy shook her head over ne and said it |ooked |like BreemHlls
fever, which was endemc in our part of the world. She said she thought | would be fully recovered
in about ten days, and the School servants who brought ne accepted this. As soon as they were out
of sight, we started packing for a journey. Mirzy, Cat, and Margaret were going with me. Sarah
Tess, and Bets Battereye were staying behind, partly to cover for me and partly because Tess
couldn't travel. She was beconming very feeble, and I'd heard Sarah saying that we might be seeking

anot her seventh soon. | didn't like to hear that. Tess Ti nder-ny-hand
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had given ne the star-eye, and fed ne cookies, had told nme many fascinating and wonderful things.
| went to the kitchen and cried about it for a while, then put it out of ny mnind as | lay in the

bottom of the wagon with the other three as Bets and Sarah drove it out of Xanmer, across the
bridge to the south, and then away southeast. After a tinme, they let us out and returned to
Xanmmer .

We proceeded on foot, down the south fork of the Gaywater, which energed fromthe walls of a
narrow canyon that we soon entered. There was a good path, though not w de enough for two of us to
wal k abreast. Ot her paths fed into it, paths comi ng down fromthe heights and fromlittle, w ndy
si de canyons. Cautioned by Murzy, | did not say anything when the first fellowtravel er cane down
the path and joi ned our procession. Silence was the rule on the canyon wal k. O hers canme, from
time to time. When it grew dark, we lighted |l anterns, and the others who cane down the paths
carried them al so. Looking ahead, one could see a procession of fireflies wi nding along the
canyon, the lights reflected in the still waters of the river, which lay utterly quiet between the
rocky walls.

Just as | was beginning to feel both terribly hungry and thirsty, | saw the fireflies disappearing
into the rock wall ahead. When we canme to the place, it |oomed open, a great nouth in the side of
the wall, carved around with vine | eaves and grain and starshapes, birds and beasts and little
moons. At the top of the door was a pair of lips, a long, carved dagger thrust through themto
shut them | took this sign as was intended, as a warning.

We went in. To our |left a hooded woman was busy taking small sacks of grain fromthe travelers. W
each carried one, which we turned over to her without a word. Next was a stop at a rack where
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robes and hoods hung in long, dark array, arranged fromlong to short. W put these on over our
cl othes. While the hoods
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didn't hide our faces, they did shadow them and | had the feeling no one was supposed to pay much
attention to faces while we were here. | wanted to ask. | didn't.

Finally there was a journey down a long corridor lined with doors. Al of themwere open that we
passed. When we canme to the first one shut, we turned back and took the next two, closing the
doors to the corridor and opening the one between after bolting the connecting doors on each side.

"Now,' said Murzy, 'if you're starving, |'ve brought sone fruit, which is allowed. Qher than
that, you'll get only the porridge they serve norning and night.'
| was starving. | took nmy fruit and | ay down on one of the cots, wondering what was coni ng next

and not certain | should ask. Miurzy, neantine, was at the door |ooking at a printed sheet posted
there, one | had not even noticed.
"AH right,' she said, 'anyone have anything on the Eesties? Shadow tower? Storm G ower? The

questionabl e alliances? Daylight Bell? That's you, Jinian. Roomfour oh five, second bell in the
norni ng. Ah. Let's see. Chi nmerdong, Chi merdong. Nothing. It will be under M scel |l aneous Topics,
| guess. Cat, you and Margaret go to two oh three at the third bell tonmorrow. 1'Il be in
initiation application all norning. Fourth bell, we can all gather here.’

"What do you nean, "That's you, Jinian''?" | conplained. 'Wat's ne?

" The topics under investigation as part of the w ze-art are posted here.' She pointed to the list.
'New ones are added fromtine to tine, and old ones renoved. Each day, there will be soneone -
sonetimes one of them- at a particular tinme, in a particular room Anyone with new information is
asked to cone there and give information. That's all.'

'"So how cone |'m Daylight Bell? How cone |I'm not Chi nmer dong?
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"Wll, you could be either. We're going to be here for several days, and the Auditor who hears you
tonmorrow may ask you to speak to sonmeone el se about Chi merdong | ater on. Cat and Margaret have
sonme ot her information about Chi merdong gleaned from... ah, soneone we knew. So. You go al ong
and tell whonever about acting out Little Star and the Daylight Bell and about the giant
flitchhawk. That'll be new to them One interview nmay | ead to another. Then, there are sone
reports on new things that have been discovered - listed here under State of the Art. There are
one or two of those that might be interesting. W may not need to stay | onger than a day or two,
or we mght be here for eight or nine. |I've never had to be here I onger than that, not even going
to every lecture | could sit through.

"And that's all?" | said, unbelieving. 'That's all there

istoit?

Cat snorted, Margaret made a shushing noise, and Mirzy stared them both down. '"Now. It's the first
time for the chile. You may have forgotten how you both reacted, but | haven't.' Margaret flushed

alittle, snmled, and turned away to hide her face. 'No, | haven't forgotten about you, either
Cat Candl eshy, though it was twenty years ago, alnobst. You just relax, Jinian. W'Il| get sone

sl eep, now, and at the second bell tonorrow, I'll show you howto find the room...'

Late as it was, and tired as we all were, | forgot to ask about 'them . | was, therefore, utterly
unprepared to neet one of 'them in the norning.
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-12-

The first bell rang in pitch darkness. O course it did, we were underground. | heard Margaret

stunbl e out of bed, saw the hall door open and light comng in. She brought back a spill to |ight
the Ianterns, and we dressed by lantern |ight before going on to the privies and wash pl aces, al

of which were very clean and steany and crowded with wonen and quiet. Ch, there was noise. Shuffle
and splash and a voi ce saying, 'Excuse ne.' That was about it. Then down to a vast, cavernous
refectory, where we shuffled in a long line to get our porridge bows, then in another long line
to |l eave them off again. After which Cat showed ne where the stairs were, and how the roons were
arranged, and whispered to me to wait outside room405 until the bell rang, then go in.

"There may be sone other people there as well,' she said. 'In that case, you'll all go in at once.
The person or persons inside will tell you to wait, or sit down and |listen, as they choose.'

| did as directed, all by lantern light, beginning to feel nore and nore |ike sone burrow ng,

night-living creature, like sone gobbl enol e, perhaps. The bell rang, and | went in.

There was a top spinning in the room Hunming. Quietly twirling. Silver. | backed agai nst the door
and waited, wondering what to do next. Gradually it slowed, slowed, and | saw it was a person
Long silver fringes covered it fromthe edge of its wide hat to its toes. | could not see its
face. | knew what it was, of course. No one who had received a first in Index could not have
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known. It was a Dervish.

I have heard many strange things about Dervishes.
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Oh, they say things about Wzards, too. 'Strange are the Talents of Wzards.' Mstly that's a joke
W ze-ards namde up anpong thensel ves. \Whenever we do sonething egregiously wong, or silly, we say,
"Wll, strange are the Talents of Wzards!' and everyone | aughs. But the things they say about
Dervi shes are not nerely jokes of the trade, so to speak. Wen peopl e speak of Dervishes - even
when Gamesmen speak of Dervishes - it is with awe and nmystery. They have the Talents of the Flesh
Shapeshi fting, and Power Holding. | have read, also, that some of them have Seeing the Future,
though that is not in any Index. So they are said to do strange things to others. To change

ot hers, perhaps.

They are, in short, frightening. Wen | realized | was alone in a roomwith one, | wanted to wet
ny

pants.

However, | took a deep breath, rem nded nyself

that Miurzy woul d do not hi ng dangerous for ne, and

bowed. That seened prudent, under the circunstances.

"You may sit down,' said the Dervish in an absolutely

tonel ess voice. 'Over there.'

Over there was a hard bench. The Dervish did not sit down; nerely stood concealed in its fringes,
like a silver colum. 'You have sonmething to tell about the Daylight Bell.' It wasn't a question
It was a statenent. 'You may begin.

So | told about going into Chinnmerdong, about the edge of the forest turning to nush, about the
flower in the sun, the cone in the brook, the bed that nmoved, and finally about the bunwit and
tree rat who took ne into the great tree. Then | told the Dervish about the story, the way we had
played it out, the flitchhawk and |I. And then | sat very quietly, waiting, because the Dervish
didn't nove, didn't say anything. | wasn't sure it was breathing, even.

At last it trenbled, as a tree mght trenble in the tiniest breeze. 'Your nane?' it whispered.
This time it was a question
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"Ji nian Footseer,' | said.

The figure before me started. 'Footseer? Explain?

So | expl ained, about the blind runners, and the honey cookies, and running on the O d South Road
when | was no nore than a baby hardly.

Then not hi ng, not hi ng.

Then,' Jinian Footseer, you nay go.'

I went.
| went very quietly down the stairs, and very quietly along the corridor to the roons we occupi ed,
and very quietly in to curl up on the cot and wait. | heard the third bell ring. Not |ong after

that, Cat and Margaret came in. And just after the fourth bell rang, Mirzy cane.
"Ch,"' she said. 'You' ve seen one of them'

"Not merely one,' said Cat. 'I think it was Bartelny.'

"Bartelny of the Ban? The one who ... ?'

'Yes. That one.'

| heard her, but | didn't nove. | didn't ask, 'The one who what?' even though later I was to w sh
| had. After a time they went away. Later they canme back, bringing a nmug of sonething hot and
strange tasting. | drank it. My insides began to settle sonewhat, though they still felt tw sted.
"It....she ..."l said.

'The Dervish,' pronmpted Cat.

"The Dervish did ... something to ny insides.'

"No. Really not, Jinian. It may feel like that, but the Dervish really didn't. And you nay say
"she'. Al Dervishes are female. Sort of.’

' Then what nmade ne feel that way?' | asked, beginning to recover. 'l felt sick, and dizzy, and as
though | wanted to crawl into a hol e sonewhere.'
"You' ve been | ooked at, very thoroughly, is all. Rather as a Healer mght, but with nore attention

to nental things.'

"That's exactly it. Someone's been rummagi ng t hrough ne!’
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"Don't say rummmage.' Cat smiled. 'Not about a Dervish. One of them would never do anything so
di sorderly. Well. How do you think you did?

"Did what ?'
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"Do you think you told her sonething new? Something that will earn you initiation? As a Wze-ard?
I had no idea. There was that tiny shiver, and when |I told them about that, they seemed al nost
excited. About that time, a bell rang, and they all went off to hear sonething new about the
Eesties, or maybe about the Shadowpeople, |I'mnot sure which. | curled up again and went to sleep
and didn't wake up until they roused ne for evening porridge. By that tinme, ny nane had been
posted as approved for initiation, which pleased them and ne.

"What woul d you have done if I'd not passed? | asked, half-teasing, certainly not expecting the
answer | got.

"There are Forgetters here,' said Margaret. 'You would not have renmenbered anything at all about
the place. And we woul d have sought another seventh. That's all."’

That was quite enough

-13-

The Forgetter | was introduced to at ny initiation took ny hand and said, '|I hope you will never
be brought before ne, Jinian Footseer. Hold your tongue and keep your nmenories - for now -
dedicating themto the wize-art.' The threat was explicit.

Whi ch was neither here nor there. My initiation was quiet, alnost private. There was one Dervish

present,
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the one who ... or sonme other one. There was the Forgetter, and the dans as w tnesses. And there
was the tall, frightening presence of a male Wzard in full regalia, a friend of Mirzy's, who
adm ni stered the oaths. Then we wal ked in still procession down endl ess ranps and stairs to a

pl ace hidden in the secret heart of a cavern |it by a thousand candl es. At the center of these
lights was a circular pool with a raised, star-shaped curbing. Very still, that pool, |ike sone

forest ponds | have seen when there is no wind, full of mlKky, silvery stuff. W knelt around it,
all of us, staring at it. At first | thought nothing was there, but then | saw the bits of shadow,
coal escing, separating, coiling. And bits of light. Shaping, unshaping. In endl ess notion. Wthin
the pool. Still ... so still. | know ny head fell forward, because Mirzy reached out and touched
me to bring me to nyself.

' The shadow grows,' whispered the tall Wzard, his voice twisting off into the cavern to raise a
flock of sibilant echoes, like restless birds in the dark

Those assenbled said, 'And yet there is light," in firm conforting unison

The Wzard took a pair of long, curving tongs into his hand. The Dervish held out a shall ow bow .
Everyone breathed in, a quiet kind of gasp.

He took a grayish flat fragnment of sonmething fromthe bow, holding it up in the tongs so everyone
could see before dipping it in the pool, carefully not touching the pool with his hands.

There was a thin, high singing when it touched the pool. Then he drew the fragment out and laid it
on the curb before ne.

"Take it,"' whispered Cat.

| picked it up, feeling it slip into ny fingers like a knife into a sheath, a flat, triangular

pi ece of sonething with one curved edge, about as long as ny niddle finger. Then we all stood up
and proceeded out of the place in absolute silence. The whol e cerenony had
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taken only a little tine. Wien we got back to our roons, Mirzy gave ne a kind of |ocket to put the
fragment in so it would hang safely around nmy neck. 'Or you can carry it wapped in a cloth in
your boot, or sewn into your garment,' she said. 'Just so it is always by you and you never | ose

it.” "Wiat is it? | demanded. "Wiat's it for?" 'It's a synbol. It shows you have been initiated
It puts sonme of the life of the pool in a formyou can carry always, to rem nd yourself who you
are.' 'But what is it? Wat is the pool? 'Nothing we've nade,' said Cat. 'The pools were here

before nen cane, you may be sure of that. Large ones and tiny ones. The |large ones are rare, and
hi dden. Sonme say they are eyes which look into the heart of the world. Sone say they are eyes

whi ch | ook out. And we say as long as the light noves in the star-eye, the shadow has not
conquered.' 'Religion? | asked doubtfully. 'One nmight say,' said Cat.

We stayed two days nore while all of us went to 'lectures', which were actually kind of story-
telling sessions given by people who thought they nmight have | earned sonet hing new. The procedure
istotell an Auditor first (someone |ike the Dervish who heard ne) and then, if the Auditor
agrees, tell all the Wze-ards who are interested. Since | was new, they did not ask ne to tel
about Chi mrerdong and the flitchhawk, but Mirzy said the Dervish had done so. It was all so newto
me, | didn't renenber very nuch of what | heard, and note taking was not allowed as it was in
Xammrer. One |istened and one renenbered. | |istened as best | could, but there were no hooks in ny
head to hang nuch of it on

Then we were | eaving, taking off the robes and hangi ng them up, going silently away down the

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Sheri%20S.%20Tepper%20-%20Jinian%20Footseer.txt (43 of 84) [10/16/2004 5:25:42 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Fil es’eM ul e/l ncoming/Sheri %20S.%20T epper%20-%20Ji nian%20Footseer.txt

canyon until we canme to the plains once nore. Sarah was waiting with the wagon. She and Bets had
been trading
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days to cone wait for us, and we all got aboard. Only when | was settled into the wagon did
realize how exhausted | was. | felt beaten, and old, and as though | had run thousands of mles.
"Well," said Muirzy when we were all settled, '"it's time to tell you what happened with the
Basili sk, Jinian. Now don't interrupt me with questions until |I'mfinished. I know you, and you
can't keep your mouth shut for anything.'

So chal l enged, of course | had to be absolutely still, even though it griped ne i mensely.

"W had sone nen fromone of the farns dig us a pit, right in the curve of the dd Road,' she
began. When you ran, you swerved, but the Basilisk didn't. It was a deep, straight-sided pit, the
Basilisk fell directly into it, and we backed a wagon over it at once, so it couldn't get out or
be seen.

"Then we began asking the Basilisk certain questions. It hissed and snarled and didn't answer, of
course, but our Denpbn could Read the answers ...

"Denon!' | couldn't stop nyself. 'Wiere did you get a Denon?

Murzy just |ooked at nme, pressing her |ips together until | subsided, then she turned and nodded
at Cat. 'That's our Denon, fool-girl ... Always has been.'

Cat! A Dernon! | thought suddenly of the times | had congratul ated nyself that | was Ganecaste and
they were merely pawns and was suddenly hideously enbarrassed. Were the rest of them... ?

"We've all got Talents of one kind or another,' said Cat. 'W don't play with them that's all. W
don't Gane. So far as the world knows, we six are pawns only. W say so for our own protection
Sone of the Wze-ards choose to call thenselves Wzards, sone call thenselves other things, and

sone call thenmselves nothing at all. It's all in what one is trying to acconplish. And we coul dn't
tell you until you were one of us. Listen now, and don't interrupt.'
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"Qur Denon,' Mirzy went on unperturbed, 'learned that the Daggerhawk Denesne has a very ancient

rule of enmty agai nst Chi merdong Forest.' She let nme think about that for a noment, seeing | was
about to explode. 'They call thenselves the Keepers of Chi merdong. Since the giant flitchhawk is
a ... Wiat would you say, Cat? Resident? Nunen?'

" Perhaps numen,' said Cat. 'Friend. Guardian. My own guess is, it's one of the old gods. It is
certainly a being which is interested in the forest, which cares about it. You hinted at that,
Ji ni an, when you said the voice of the flitchhawk sounded rather |ike the voice of the forest. The
Dervi shes agreed that it was an interesting possibility for investigation.

"Yes. It was that which got you initiated, Jinian. They didn't know either of those things, not
about Chi nmerdong and the flitchhawk or about Dagger hawk Denesne.

"Wl l, we asked our questions, received no answers, but got our answers anyhow. The creature was
down bel ow the wagon in the dark, so it couldn't Beguile us with its eyes. It tried with its

voi ce, but we're old birds, well school ed agai nst Beguil enment

"I wasn't,' | said, annoyed. 'If it hadn't been for Surefoot rearing, | mght not have run in
time.'

"Well, chile,' she said, '"if you hadn't run in time, you wouldn't have been one we wanted for a
seventh, woul d you?

That shut ne up, in several ways.

"W found, also, that those at Daggerhawk have bonded thenselves in service to some northern
power. Dedrina-Lucir did not know much about this; it seens to be a covert kind of arrangenent.
Her thal an, Porvius Bloster, and her nother, Dedrina Dreadeye, are the ones through whomthe
orders cane. Dedrina-Lucir had the idea that this liege of theirs, whoever it may be, was al so
interested in your disconfiture or death. So - you have Porvius as an eneny because you
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wi t nessed his enbarrassnent at the hands of Mendost and then escaped from him you have the
Dagger hawk Deresne because of your friendship with Chi nmerdong; and you have this unknown northern
power for sone unknown reason.

"When we had found out everything the Basilisk knew, we were going to let it loose, telling it we
woul d act against it if any harmcanme to you, Jinian. However, when we arrived to turn it |oose,
we found it gone. It had dug its way out one end of the pit. Since the body they found had
Basilisk bites on its hands and arms, we assume it was so enraged during the digging that it bit
itself and died of its owmn venom - though Basilisks are somewhat i mmune to their own bites. Wen
it was dead it nust have changed back to human shape ...’

A sudden terror hit me, and | shivered. '"No,' | said. 'l think not.'

T saw the body,' said Cat.
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"Did you notice whether the third fingers were as long as the nmiddle fingers? | asked. 'Dedrina
had odd hands. | watched her enough to know.'

They | ooked at each other uncertainly.

"You might try to find out,' | said a little bitterly. 'The body won't have reached Dagger hawk

yet. |Is there an El ator anong you?
There wasn't.

"There's at least a possibility she's still alive," | said. 'l feel she is, somehow. Who the dead
worman is, | doubt we'll ever know. Sonme trader, perhaps. Sone pawn fromthe town. We could ask
around, see if anyone is mssing." | had no real hope for this. People canme and went all the tinme.
"Gnelords,' said Murzy. 'If she's still alive, she's back at Daggerhawk by now, and she nmay know
who we are and that we're on to them W won't only have her to contend with, but her nother and
aunts as well, and there's a plague of them you may be sure. Basilisks
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are clanny and poi sonous. | don't like this.'

"Be wary, Jinian,' said Cat. 'Sinply be wary. They are not particularly subtle Ganesnmen, and in
the beast formthey lose intelligence, though they may fool you. It should be good enough sinply
to be very careful where you go.'

I had no intention of going anywhere. 'I'd like to know what all this is about!"’

"It's difficult even to nake a guess,' said Cat. 'O course, no one is supposed to enter

Chi mrer dong except the Keepers. No one ever does. They've circulated all kinds of stories about it
to frighten people off. They don't want anyone wandering around who has been in Chi mrerdong. Not
only have you gone in, but you ve comunicated with the forest and cone out again. Ch, | don't
know how nmuch that has to do with it, but it has sonme part. O that |'msure.’

| renenbered then, and started to tell her; what Bloster had said to the Basilisk in the forest,
but just then we drew up at the house in Xamer and Bets canme running out to tell us that Tess was
much worse. W all went to her bedroom where Tess Tinder-my-hand was |ying, |ooking very old and
sl eepy, though peaceful. 'Ah, chile,' she whispered. 'So you' re our seventh. I'mglad. | would

| ook upon the pool once nore.'’

Murzy put her hand on ny shoul der, keeping me fromsaying anything. Al around the roomthe others
were finding their fragnents, digging themout of hems or out of boots. | took m ne out of the
neck of my tunic, laying it on the table as the others did. Tess | eaned fromher bed, trenbling,
to put her own there. She had been holding it in her hand.

Then each of the six pushed her fragnent into alignment, points together, curved line on the

outside. Together, they made a circle. Wen only one wedge was enpty, | pushed mne in as well and
the separate fragnents suddenly becane a pool, seening as deep
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as the one in the cavern, as round though smaller, flicking with the same |ight and shadow. Muirzy
hel ped Tess out of bed and we knelt there, peering down into the pool where the Iights and shadows
swam

"Still time," old Tess nmurnmured. 'Not yet the shadow.'
'Not yet the shadow, Tess,' said Cat. 'Wiy, see, there is light there yet, swinmmng in forever
Never fear, old friend. W'll balance it yet, we Wze-ards.'

Then Tess shivered, cried out a little cry, and | eaned back, her hand to her chest. They al
rushed to help her, leaving me frozen over the little pool. Sonething had noved there, but | was
the only one who saw. The only one who saw the shadow start at one edge of it and swi m across the
whol e thing, black as char, deep as night, leaving at last only a thin, tiny edge of light. From
i nside that darkness, sonething flapped within the pool and seened to | ook out at ne.

I blinked, unsure of what | was seeing. The shadow flicked away. Then the dams were all around,

pi cking up their pieces, putting themaway, putting Tess's fragnent in her hand.

She died that night with the fragment held tight. Wien I went in to kiss her good-bye, | saw it
was only a bit of metal, gray and dim with neither light nor shadow in it. Wthout Tess, we were
si x again. None of us could look on the pool we carried until we were seven. W had been seven for
a very short tine.

There was no way to verify what | thought | had seen. | was sent back to classes. My study group
had spent nost of the time | had nmissed on Index review, and as | already knew the |ndex very
well, | didn't mss nuch. We had a new Ganmesmi stress, a Heal er nanmed Sil khands. She seened very
pl easant, not much ol der than nost of the students, but with a weary air about her that intrigued
me. W started to make friends. | could do that now that Dedrina-Lucir was gone. Wthout her
things were conparatively peaceful

In the nights imediately follow ng ny return,
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however, | several tines woke nyself with nuffled screans, starting straight up in bed, sweating
and cold at once, thinking | had heard the horrid hissing of Basilisks or the sly flapping of

wat chf ul shadows.

-14-

The fourth or fifth night I wakened deep in the dark hours, | was rem nded of nyself as a child,
beari ng Mendost's abuse and deciding | would rather die. Perhaps it would be better to die now
than to wake in this terror at the sound of flapping. My roomwas high in one of the towers.

Per haps the sound had a cause; perhaps sonething was really there. Wapped in a heavy robe agai nst

the cool of the night, | left the roomsilently and went up the cupped stones of the w nding tower
stairs to the roof.
As | clinmbed, | becane convinced the sound had not been nerely a dream Dream yes, but not nerely

that. Dream grafted upon reality, perhaps, as the gardeners of the House graft bl oom ng stock upon
hardy roots, the lesser reality upon the greater. This was a nuddy thought, and | took time to
untangle it, lost in netaphor, hardly realizing the sound | heard was a sound as real as nmy own
heartbeat. Flap, flap, hiss. Not the hiss of Basilisks; the hiss of wind on feathers. It cane from
above me, and | turned face up to see giant wings fleeing across the stars.

‘I amhere,' | called, as | had called once before in the forest, not loudly, fearful, yet not
fearful enough to be
silent.

Wngs lifted and fol ded. The flitchhawk stooped, down, down, wi ngtips canted to guide its flight,
talons stretched before it. Just as it would have dropped
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upon ne, the wings scooped air, and the giant canme to rest before ne, opening its beak to | et out
a rush of air scented with the breath of pines.

"What is it you eat to have a breath so sweet, flitchhawk? | said, alnmost in a whisper

"What is it you eat to have words so sweet, Star-eye?' and there cane the puffed, creaking sound
of hawk | aughter.

"I told the Dervish about you, flitchhawk.'

"W knew you woul d. "

"What is it you want now?'

"You promised the forest, girl.'

"l promised to do what | could, when | knew what to do, flitchhawk. | haven't any idea, yet. They
have nade ne a Wze-ard, and I'"'mno wiser than | was

"Then you must do out of ignorance, girl. You must help the forest

"l said | would, when | knew how, but there's been no tine.'

"No tinme,' agreed the flitchhawk in his creaky voice. '"No tine, Jinian Footseer. Now. Now is the
time. This nonent.'

He reached for me with one talon. | stanped ny foot, really angry. 'I will not be dangled,' |
said. 'l was dangled last time. It has caused nme no end of embarrassment, and | will not be
dangl ed agai n.

He stepped back. If a beak can be said to express astonishnent, then the beak on that bird face
did. However, the eyes were not angry. Reflective, perhaps. Amused, perhaps, but not angry. 'Wat

woul d you suggest?' he asked. '| cannot have you on ny back, for there is no room between nmy w ngs
on the upstroke.'
"Wait,' | cried, noved by sudden inspiration. 'One nonment:' | ran down the stairs again, peeling

off the robe and gown as | went, covering half the last corridor bare as a willow twig. There were
stout boots in ny roomand | eather trousers, a heavy jacket and sone
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"tunics not woven of the thistledown we usually wore. My knife and pack were there as well. | left
a nessage.

' Take this message to Murzenire Hornl oss, house at the corner of CGoldstreet and the Hill. "Mirzy,
the flitchhawk has come for ne and will not delay. | will return. Make my peace with Vorbold's
House.'"

There, | thought. That ought to cause sonme consternation. | could inagine its being well read by
Vorbol d's House before ever it was taken to Murzy. Still, she would get it in tine. Soneone had to
explain to King Kelver and Joramal. | thought Queen Vorbold would duck that duty if she coul d.

Then back up the stairs, stopping at the end of the corridor for one of the great woven baskets
that collected our dirty bedclothes and towels. It had |ong straps because the nmen who gathered
themup carried themon their backs down Laundry Street, am d all the steans and snokes and sounds
of washerwonen shouting. | thrust the thing before ne onto the tower roof to find the flitchhawk
stalking this way and that, peering over the edge fromtine to tine |ike an oW seeking sone snall
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prey. The thought made nme shiver. | was the prey in this case.

"Here," | told him "I can sit in this, and you can carry the straps in your claws. It will be
easier for both of us.'" And it would. The high sides of the basket would allow nme to breathe, at

| east, which I could not renenber having done during the trip to the tower dangled fromthose sane
cl aws.

"In, then, Jinian Footseer,' he creaked, and | plunged down into the basket, thankful there were
already a few sheets in the bottomto soften it. The thing jerked, swayed, soared, and | was
flying once again high above Xanmer, above the towers, the walls, |ooking down on the ancient

bridges, the quiet streets. | could see the corner of CGoldstreet and the Hll. There were lights
in the windows. So |ate? Were their faces at the wi ndow? How could there be? Still, | |eaned from
t he
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basket at risk of ny life and waved. Perhaps they knew, or had been told by their nysterious

i nformant who seenmed to know everyt hi ng.

Then the town was behind us and we noved south along the river, then west toward the hei ghts. They
| ooned before us. Flitchhawk began to circle, catching sone warner air fromtine to tine, though
he | abored with his wings to clinb and | knew it was nore difficult at night than when the sun
warnmed the earth and nade great updrafts to carry him W crossed the w de expanse of Mddle
River, silver glinting on its waves. Lake Yost gleanmed to the north. Then cane the soft, velvet
depths of Long Valley and at last the cliffs, falling away |i ke a sweep of carved wood, gl eam ng
under the knife of the stars. There the forest was before us, trees taller than any | had ever
seen or inmagined. Leafy tops shifting. Smaller wings circling. A scented breath rising, like the
flitchhawk's breath: field mint and pine; berganot and rose; webw ||l ow and shatter-grass. Sweet,
spicy, catching the breath in one's throat with nmenories of |ost childhood anong the grasses at

t he brookside. 'Chinmerdong,' | cried, unable to help nyself. ' Chi merdong.

"Jinian," | imagined the forest calling in return. 'Jinian.'

The flitchhawk fol ded his great wings and took hold of a treetop, rocking there. 'Here,' he
creaked. 'Here. The | adder is beneath you in the tree.'’

I had clinbed out onto the branch and was taking inventory of nyself, somewhat wi ndbl own but
otherwi se intact. 'See here,' | said, 'you' ve got to tell ne sonething. |'ve been dragged from
housedoor to cellar, fromkingpost to rooftree without a word of explanation. Now, what's going on
here, and what am | supposed to do about it?

' Dagger hawk Demesne is killing the forest. You'll know what to do, Jinian Footseer. Use your eyes
your ears, your feet.' H's wi ngs came down, knocking ne
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flat on the branch as usual, and he was up and gone. Far off at the edge of the world | saw the
rimof the sun and knew he had not wanted light to disclose himupon the forest roof. Nor did

want to be seen there. | plunged into the leafy wilderness, scranbling about until | found the

| adder. It carried ne down as it had carried me up. No i medi ate course of action presented
itself. The first thing to do would be to find out what was goi ng on. Perhaps the next thing would
be to talk to the forest again. If I could. If it could. If the shadow would allow. Hows and

per hapses kept nme thoughtful the entire journey down, and | was utterly unsurprised to find both a
bunwit and a tree rat at the bottomof the [adder waiting for nme. My sane ones or other ones? My

sanme ones, | thought. They sat there propped on their hind | egs the way they do, bunwit with his
pointy ears and tree rat with his round ones, bunwit gray and white, tree rat black and copper
both with round, curious eyes fixed on ne as though |I had answers. 'I've got no answers, beasts,’
| told them 'But if you know where sonething is going on, | suggest you show ne.

Tree rat started for nme. | picked up a branch. 'Just for the record, rat, if you bite ne even a
little, even one tine, there will be one dead rat.' He backed off, surprised. | still had teeth

marks on ny rear fromlast tine.
They | ooked at each other, conferring, | thought. Perhaps they did. At any rate, we went off
through the trees at an easy pace, one or the other scouting ahead, then com ng back to be sure

still followed. It was not |ong before we heard a sound. Both of them cane back, close to ne,
pressing against ny |egs.

"That it?' | asked. They pressed cl oser, ears cocked toward the noise. It was a whuffling,
snorting, growing noise, with crashes and smashes in it.

We were on a rounded hill with an abrupt rocky | edge above a clearing. W peered between the
rocks,
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seei ng not hing but shrubs and grasses. The noi se was near, perhaps behind a screen of trees.
Not hi ng. Then a glitter, as of sun on polished bone. Then again. Crash of branches. Gouts of soi
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and turf flying, a small tree toppled, snorting, and then ...

| said, half to nyself, 'Wat in the nane of the Hundred Devils is that? The beasties only pushed
closer to nme, not answering.

The thing had cone into the |ight. Great snout over curved tusks. Little pig eyes. Sharp pig

hooves. It cane and kept coning. Three pairs of legs, four, five. | counted silently, in awe, not
even aware | was counting. When | got to fifty, | stopped counting. The thing had at |east a
hundred legs, like a centipede. 'Centipig,' | breathed to my cowering beasties, watching the turf
fly in solid, nuddy slabs. Chanmping and whuffling, the centipig ravaged its way out of the
clearing and down the hill. 'By Deal pas, the Doleful,' | hissed to nyself.

Fam liar voices followed the pig-path into the clearing. Porvius Bloster. In a monent he was
beneat h nme, he and another nan, both carrying tanks with hoses and tubes. W use simlar tanks in
the Stone-flight Demesne to spray the sammit seedlings with water. Both carried outlandish, pig-
snhout ed masks in their hands.

"Gve it a year,' Porvius shouted, waving his hands at the destruction around him 'Gve it a year
and it will have flattened half of Chi mrerdong.’

"I't would be faster and surer if you had nore than one,' the man with himsaid. At first | had not
recogni zed him but then | realized it was the pursuivant who had corne to Vorbol d' s House seeking
Dedri na-Lucir. Cholore? If he were Reading, he would find ne. Not |ikely, though. Wwo woul d expect
Jinian to have left the luxury of Vorbold' s House to return to this nuddy, tangled place? | eased
up one eye, peering through a crack.

The price for this one was high enough. It was
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expensive. Twelve little girls fromthe Denesne, two of themoffspring of my own. Plus nuch ore
fromthe hills, as well as fruit and herbs and rarities. Still, the Magicians will make ne anot her
i f needed.'

"It is nmechanical, then? A device?

"No, it lives. The Magici ans make such things in their secret place to the west. Mnsters. In
their nonster |abs. That's what they call the place, you know. A nonster |ab.'

" And when the nonster is finished with Chimerdong,' said the Pursuivant in an insinuating voice,
"how do you get rid of it? | would not want that roami ng the edges of the Daggerhawk. It is |ong
since you have repaired the walls.'

Porvi us shrugged, a trifle unconfortably, | thought. 'Ch, they will give us a thing. Perhaps

anot her pl ague, like the forest edge plague. The monster will not cross that plague. They wl|
give us sonmething to kill it with.'

"And then another thing to kill the thing that kills it, no doubt,' said the Pursuivant in his sly
voi ce. 'For another dozen girl-children fromthe Denesne. For nore ore. For nore herbs and

rarities. Ch, | have heard of these Magicians. Gfters, aren't they? If one can survive their
gifts.'

"No one has died of the forest plague,' Bloster said. 'I told you it was perfectly safe to use.’
"You told me, Bloster. Just as you told Bankfire, the Sentinel, and Warlock Wanbly. And the famly
who farnmed at the northern fringes. Still, they're all dead, aren't they.

'Di sease. Sone disease, is all.'

"A disease the Healers couldn't fix. Ch, I'll help you spray your forest edge plague, Bloster. It

hasn't killed you, yet. But don't ask ne to stay about where it's been.'

The two of themwent off, we three quiet creatures sneaking al ong behind. W canme to the edge of
t he
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forest quite soon. Here the nushy, fungus |ook of the forest edge had been encroached upon by a
lively green. Bloster and the Pursuivant put on their nmasks and began to spray sonmething fromthe
tanks upon the new growth, something oily, glistening, which settled in a deadly filmon the
green, smoking slightly, turning it black in the instant. Wen they were done, the two of them
turned back the way they had conme. | didn't follow Instead, the bunwit and |I approached the
sprayed places and sniffed at them It was a dead snell, acrid as burned netal. Al the places
they had sprayed snoked thinly, and the forest trenbled at the edge as though wounded.

| wal ked aside fromthe place and pl opped nyself down on a green hillock. 'Well now ' | advised

t he beasties, they being the only audience | had. 'W have one hugeous pig. W have sone stuff
that's been sprayed at the forest edges. Forest is hurt, no question of that. The stuff at the
edges holds the forest in, eh, bunwit? That's clear. It makes an edge. A dam A dike. Humte
dundun. '

The probl em seened to have no corner | could get a finger under. Kill the pig? Possible,

supposed, but then what? Porvius Bloster would nerely conme again with another pig, a |longer pig, a
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mllipig, perhaps. He would sell a hundred little girls fromhis Denmesne (and at this thought I
shivered, well able to imgine nyself one of them sold into some unknown horror at a tender age)
to buy another, nore nonstrous creature.

Coul d one kill Porvius Bloster? Possibly. It would not solve the matter, however. The Basilisks of
Dagger hawk woul d, presumably, send soneone el se. Their reasons would still be unknown, their
notivations -for pig and Bloster both - dimand uncertain. In this sane forest a year before,

Bl oster had said there was Gane agai nst e, personally, directed by another than hinself. Wo

m ght that be? And why? | wondered if it had anything at all to do with the forest.

131

| needed nore understandi ng of what was going on here. The flitchhawk had not been hel pful. The
dans had told nme nothing of reasons - indeed, | doubted they knew any. Soneone, somewhere, knew
more. O this | was certain. That person had not hel ped nme, however. Perhaps that person did not
know | needed help. O knew and did not care. O knew, | said to nyself, and cared, but was

prohi bited from hel pi ng ne

"Ch, Jinian,' | said to nyself, annoyed with this endl ess round of speculation. 'Wat matter who
knows what? They, whoever they are, are not here and Jinian Footseer is. Now get on with it.'

The question was, what? Even if | were to figure out something to do, | could not be certain it
woul d be the right thing or a good thing unless | knew nore. Even as | told nyself this, |I had no

doubt at all that the forest knew what needed to be done, if the forest were allowed to speak
Well now, what did | have to use? Eh? Door mmgi c. Wndow magi c. Bridge magic. Herbary. Sunmoni ng
Conme now. | sat in the mdst of the forest and could not think of a thing. No doors. No w ndows.
No bridges. Herbary all around and sinply not useful. Sunmoning, yes. | could use Were A d Gods
Are. Assuming that category applied to the forest. That could be done, but | needed sonething to
control what answered the summons and keep the shadow out. W ndow nmagi ¢ once agai n?

"Was ever a dwelling in this forest, bunwit? Eh? Castle, keep, |odge, stable? Ever any dwelling
here, great or hunble? Any bridge, any structure? Eh? Two stones on top of each other?

Bunwit had his head cocked as though listening. Since he couldn't be understanding ne, he nust
have been getting his information from el sewhere. Not about castles or keeps, no. About whereness.
Abruptly he turned and began hoppi ng away through the trees,
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so quickly it was hard for me to keep up
"Easy, bunwit,' | called. '"I've only got two legs,' at which he gave nme an astonished look. |I'd

forgotten, so had he. At least, only two used to hop with. We whipped off through the trees, up

sl ope and down, underbrush tangling ny legs and ferns crushing in nmy path. W canme to a place. It
had that | ook about it, you know, as though sonething had been there, that slightly unnatural | ook
as of ancient stones, buried. | knelt to scrape at the surface, disclosing pale stones beneath the
nmoss. The pile stretched away on either side, higher at the center

What had it been, once? | wal ked around it, init, onit, feeling a kind of tingle, not unlike the

feeling in ny feet when walking the Od Road. | lay down in the nmiddle of it and shut ny eyes.
Tingle. | listened. |I half shut ny eyes and peered at it and out of it at other things.

There was a very minor nagic to use in cases like this. Taking a deep breath, | turned nyself in
the proper whirl, made the proper gestures - catching a glinpse of astonished bunwit in the
process - shut ny eyes, and did the 'deep look'. | wasn't very good at deep |ooking then. | got
better later on. Margaret was the best anobng us seven. She could see inside nountains to the ore,
Mirzy said. Well, no matter. | deep |ooked, tilting the | ook backward the way Bets Batter-eye had

tried to show ne, back, back ..

To catch a glinpse, only a glinpse, of a strange building, doors w der at the top, high-doned,
with sweet-snelling snoke rising inside, and a | ong wing under the trees where travelers m ght
rest, and funny ... funny-looking travelers conming and going ... not people. O hers.

It was gone. VWhat had | seen? A kind of tenple? An inn? An inn, perhaps. Nothing ininical
certainly. Nothing hurtful. A restful place. A quiet one. So.

The pile of earth-covered stone before nme was | ow,
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| ong, obviously deep-buried. | had no idea whether | could nove enough of it to see the structure.
The beasties seenmed to have sone understandi ng of what | needed, so | tried that. 'Bunwit, | need
hel p. | need diggers. Builders. Handy creatures. Do you think you could find sone?

He had his head cocked again, listening. One could have thought he understood ne, so intense was
hi s appearance of concentration. However, he did not offer to go find several Traganors for ne. |
estimated it would take three or four, at least, to get the stones nmoved. Wth a Sorcerer or two
standi ng by to hold power for them

Sighing, | turned away and began to shift uncovered stones. Many of themwere too large for nme to
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move at all, but | could lever the smaller ones where | wanted them and each one noved away gave
access to others beneath. In order to use wi ndow magic to control Wiere A d Gods Are, there would
have to be at least two standing walls and a wi ndow. Actually, four walls would be better, and it
woul d need a roof. Wndow nmagic, even with ruined wi ndows, required the sense of enclosure, a
thing built that opened upon a world not built. There are nore Wze-ardly words to describe it,
but the sense of it is that. Wth everything tunbl ed, npbss-grown, and earth-covered, it was very
difficult to find corners.

Bunwi t had gone. They are not notable for their building skills, though they are good diggers.

Per haps he was tired, or hungry. | went on noving rocks. | thought I had found a corner hidden
under a tunble of shards that | ooked as though a heavy roof of tiles had fallen in
Then | heard sounds around ne. | wi ped sweat out of my eyes and | ooked at them a dozen furry

bodi es at the center of the ruin, pushing and shoving with many heaves and grunts. Fl ood-chucks!
Geat, fluffy flood-chucks, noving earth for all they were worth.
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"Fl ood-chuck a chuck a chuck,' | called to them bowi ng. Al of them stopped what they were doing
with a chuckle of appreciation, lining up to bowin return Then we got back to work. They wat ched
what | did and did |ikew se, digging out stones and earth fromthe old roons, uncovering the old
walls. Bunwit sat on the top of an earth pile, supervising. | waved a thank-you at himand went on
wor ki ng.

About m dafternoon we stopped diggi ng and wandered about the place, peering through the openings.
We had found half a dozen rooms and doors. One of them had an al nost conplete fireplace as well,
with an intact hearth and three walls hal f-standing around it, so we had concentrated on that. The
chucks were experinenting with dry stone courses to raise the walls higher. One of the walls had a

wi ndow, al nost conplete, with sill, sideposts, lintel. It |ooked out one side of the ruin onto a
qui et glade where lily flowers bl oomed. W were unlikely to do better
"Here,' | called, gesturing around ne. 'Here. Roof. Walls. Floor.' Gesturing, sketching with ny

hands. Bunwit squeaked and ran to get out of the way.

The fl ood-chucks built the walls higher, cursing in their own grunting tongue as they worked,
telling jokes to one another, pausing to laugh and scratch their bellies, |like fat wonen who had
just taken off tight clothing. They grinned at nme when | thought so, showing two great chisel-

bl ade teeth. Wen the walls were high enough, they gnawed small trees down and dragged them over
the walls to make the roof. Tree rat cane down with several friends to weave thatch. |'m not sure
how raintight it mght have been, but it |ooked very roofish when they were finished. The fl ood-
chucks cleared the roomdown to the stone floor, and I swept that with a bunch of straw bound to a
sti ck.

I rigged a sapling rod above the wi ndow and hung ny rain cape on it as a curtain. For a tinme, |

t hought
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we woul d have to build a door, but bunwit found one buried under a section of roof, virtually dry
and un-rotted. We propped it in its place and gathered arm oads of wood to pile beside the hearth.
Then the fl ood-chucks bowed at ne, and | at them and yet again, while bunwit fidgeted on his
mound, until at last, surfeited by these courtesies, they departed, chatting with one another as

t hey went.

| had been surprised - and, admttedly, annoyed - when | had | earned that nuch of any magic is
sinmple hard work. Miuscle and sweat, no different fromany pawn digging in a field to grow grain.
"All magics nmust have a starting place,' Mirzy had adnoni shed nme. 'Did you think it an easy

thing?" | had thought it an easy thing and was ashanmed to adnit it. Wze-ardry in all the old
tales seens a fine and effortl ess exercise, |like the soar of a flitchhawk, w thout |abor and
certainly without sweat. During those early years, | had assunmed a day would cone when | could

stand back fromthe work and say to nyself, 'Now the fun begins.'

Not so, according to Murzy. 'All nagics build upon sonething, one's own work or the work of
others,' she had said in that firm unequivocal voice. "Wall, w ndow, door, roof, bridge or floor
garden or field, each has its yield." So we say, we Wze-ards. And we do not destroy what we find
already built for our use. There are those who will destroy the work - or the lives - of others to
make their own magi cs, but we do not speak of themunless we nust.'

Vel 1, though I'd received sone help, |1'd done a great deal of it nyself and destroyed nothing in
the process. | had earned nmy wi ndow nagi ¢ and sunmoni ng.

Dusk had come and | was starved. Bunwit arrived with a cheekpouch full of fruit and nuts. Tree rat
showed up with nore, and they cheeked at each other about who should feed ne. Finally, dark cane
and they went off into it, |eaving ne alone.
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"All right, forest,' | whispered to nyself. 'Let's give it a try.'

Leaving the curtain open, | built a fire upon the hearth. Certain things frommy pack were laid
out there, in a certain form A pattern was drawn on the windowsill. Then | leaned fromthat sill
and called, '"Cone into the light, the warm Cone into confort. Cone where fire is. Conme where no
shadow nay cone. Cone in such guise as you choose, such shape as you will. Cone, forest, cone.

Where O d Gods Are, a suppliant waits.'
Then | sat down to feed the fire. The sunmmoni ng was done. It was not |ong before something began

to gather at the window | fed the fire and kept very still. It was sonething pale, | think, and
tremul ous. Sonmething a little clamy, |ike the night. Sonething tw g-gish, |eafish. Wich reached
across the sill and found purchase in the room Wich entered. Wich shook itself into shape and
stood up, a little taller than I. Tw ggi sh. Yes.

Staying very quiet and calm | went past it to the window and closed the curtain carefully,
closing every gap, laying small stones on the bottomof it to hold it in place.

"Come nigh the fire," | whispered. 'Yet not too nigh.' It sat down near me, cross-|egged, holding
its hands to the fire inimtation of mne. 'You are the forest,' | whispered. 'Aren't you?
"Forest,' said the twiggy thing in a breeze voice, scarcely articulated. It turned its |eafy head
to the window behind it. If it had had eyes, it would have | ooked at the curtain there.

"By the law of dwelling, the shadow cannot enter here.' It was true. Only what was sumoned mi ght
enter dwelling when fire was present if w ndows and doors were shut and the proper words
pronounced. So all the Wze-ards of the world believed. So | trusted. 'Gathers,' it said, noving
its hands as wi ndtossed branches nove. 'CQut there.
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"Qut there, Not here.' It was silent for a time, then said, 'Hears.' 'No. It cannot hear.' | was
| ess certain about this, but it seemed logical. | had laid a closure upon the w ndow when the

curtain was closed, a closure upon the roof when the tree rats had finished with it, as well as
one on the door when we had propped it in place. 'No. It cannot hear.'

Still the thing sat, shifting its shape slightly as its |eaves noved, as its parts nmoved. It was
one thing nostly, but could easily be another. And it did not speak. Wen | had been here | ast,
the forest had spoken clearly. Wy, now ... ?

As though it read nmy thought, it pointed to itself. "Small,' it said.

| nodded. Yes. It was small. It had to be snmall to avoid notice, perhaps.

It pointed at the window. 'Large, out there.' 'Yes,' | agreed, beginning to get the drift. 'Small
words,' it said, gesturing at itself once nore. 'Ah.' So the forest had sent a messenger, but the

thing it had separated fromitself was only a part. A small part. Wth snmall understanding, small
wor ds.

"Damation,' | nmuttered at nyself. Mre riddl es and conundruns, nore quips and oddities. Wy
couldn't soneone in the world sinply tell me what was going on? The creature reached a finger - a
woody protuberance, sharp, pointed - to touch ny face, drawing it away with a tear hanging from
it. 'Sad?'" it asked.

"Confused,’' | whispered, astonished at its synpathy. One does not expect that froma ... whatever
it was. 'l only get pieces of things. You don't tell ne. The Wze-ards don't tell ne. Dervishes
don't tell anyone anything. Al this nysterious, weird stuff going on, and | don't understand any
of it.'

"Shhh.' It reached to nme again, touching the |ocket that hung at ny throat, next to the star-eye.
' Pl ease
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I clutched at it. The fragnent? Please what? | didn't want to take it off, but | did, opening the
| ocket. The thing | eaned forward, as though it had eyes. 'Please, Star-eye. Look.'

| looked. It was what it was, a silvery fragnent with no ... Wait. The twi ggy finger touched it.
The forest touched it. Touched it and it swamwith light. A pattern. A circle of black. Inside
that, a circle of light. Upon that, a design of such brilliance it nade ny eyes hurt. A cross -
not a regular one, nore like a letter 'Y with a center post through it. No, flatter than that.
The top branch was forked at the edge. The brilliance ran through the dark circle. Qutside the
dark circle was a gray m xture, grains of dark and |ight m xed, sw mm ng together

It pointed to the brilliant design with its very pointed finger, then reached down to touch ny
foot. The voice cane like a tiny wind. 'Same. Uncover it, Star-eye. Fix it.

And then it was gone. Ch, | don't nean it left. There were tunbl ed branches and fragments of noss
upon the floor, still shivering fromthe suddenness of their collapse. Qutside sonething huge and
om nous gathered, listening with all its attention, but there was no |l onger anything for it to
listen to. | put the fragnment back around nmy neck, then slowy, slowy fed the |eafy branches to
the fire. Even this, my teachers would have told ne, has neaning. When you think an event is
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ended, | ook past it. The things that happen i mediately following - or sonetines, just before -

have great meaning. Fire, | nused. Branches to the fire.
I went to the window, pulled the makeshift curtain to one side, only a crack, draw ng back as
t hough stung. Sonething cold had |ashed at nme. | replaced the stones and crept to the fire, first

hunmi ng, then singing to drown out that feeling of terrible disquiet. The song wasn't nuch. A | ove
song. Conme to ny fireside and shelter, nmy love, and so forth and so on. Gradually the silence
turned to evening sound: birdsong, snall
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animals calling, the rush of a quick rain. Wen only the sound of the forest was there, | took the
rain cape down fromthe wi ndow, wapped nyself in it, and went to sleep. Just before doing so,
however, | took one of the charred branches and drew on the stone hearth the design the forest had
showed ne in nmy fragnent. | wanted to renmenber it in the norning, to look at it again in the
light.

When | woke, bunwit and tree rat were there with breakfast, both of them stepping quietly aside
fromthe design | had drawn, bringing ny attention to it with their feet. WII, | had renenbered
it correctly. Aradiant three-branched tree, the top branch forked, set on a circle of light,
surrounded by a circle of dark. Qutside of which was the mxture of light and dark. | marked it in
with the charred stick and stood |l ooking at it, chewing on a stalk of rootcane. It was sweet and
crisp, gnawed only slightly with bunwit teeth marks. Which was still far better than having to dig
nmy own.

The desi gn neant something. Wiat it neant, | didn't know But the forest had said. "Fix it.’
Uncover it?

Well, so nuch was clear. The gray sline that Bl oster had sprayed at the edge of the forest was
obviously part of what had to be fixed. In so doing, we would uncover the forest and fix it, in a
sense. If the gray circle were broken ... Wait. | |ooked at the design again. If the dark circle
represented the sliny circle arount the forest, then the light circle represented the forest
itself. And by breaking the gray circle, the forest would not be cut off any |onger. The rest of
the design coul d be deci phered | ater

"Away out, ninny,' | said to nyself. "This forest is shut in, disconnected, and it needs a way
out. Al right, then. Try to figure a way to get rid of that filthy gray slush they' ve sprayed al
over.'

Bunwit stiffened and whinpered. Of in the trees | heard a snorting whonp, whonp. Centipig was

tearing
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up the shrubbery again. 'And at the sane tine,' | pronised nyself with determ nation but no idea
at all how to begin. "No. First we deal with that pig.'

-15-

W spent five days following the centipig, trying to find out where it went, what it ate, when it
drank. The results were very discouraging. It went everywhere, ate everything, and drank every
time it crossed a stream In the five days, it crossed its own trail a hundred tinmes but did not
establish any habits whatsoever. Trapping a thing that size w thout any habits one can count on
woul d be inpossible. This caused me sonme tears of frustration and a sl eepless night or two until |
t hought of Dedrina-Lucir. They had trapped the Basilisk by digging a pit for it to fall into as it
chased sonething else. So if we could get the pig to run after something, we could perhaps put a
pit inits way.

Next day we tried to get centipig to chase the bunwit, or tree rat, or even ne. | had the npst

| uck, but even that couldn't be called successful. It would cone after ne, eyes burning, tusks
flashing, but the mnute sonething el se noved, bird or beast, it would forget ne and take off
after the other thing. |I tried standing in front of it, waving nmy arns and shouting insults, but
it merely stared at me, unable to decide whether | or the bird flitting across the clearing made
the nost appetizing target. \Watever nonster shop they had made it in, they had forgotten to put
in any brains.

I learned when it did chase ne that one way to escape was to run downhill. Going downhill, its

| egs got tangled and it would sonetinmes fall over. None of
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this hel ped, however. The thing was too big to tie up. There nay be ropes strong enough somewhere,
but they were not where |I could get themin Chi mrerdong Forest. Meantime, centipig destroyed great
stretches of beautiful woods, |leaving ugly, tangled nmesses behind it, piled with tranpled
greenery.

| considered putting it to sleep, but naking enough potion to keep a thing that size asleep for
very long would have taken pots and kettles and a | arge-size root nasher. There was none of those
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avail able, either. At last, out of desperation, | decided to try a |ove potion. Love potions work
no matter what the size of the creature involved, and all the ingredients | needed were in
plentiful, proximate supply. Bunwit and I went back to the ruined inn and stayed two days while
gathered the sixteen herbs and earths. Bow -fruit were ripe, so | even had bow s and containers in
whi ch to neasure and conpound the nmixture. | nade it just as | had nenorized it on the way from
School town, |ong ago. When | was finished, | had a neatly corked holl ow bow fruit full of potion
anot her one in reserve, and a pretty good idea where the centipig was, since it had been whuffling
and snorting within earshot nost of the afternoon.

W sneaked up on it, managed to get in front of it, then | tossed the bow fruit directly into its
path. Piglike, it whuffled and snorted and kicked the fruit aside, thundering through the woods
with its wicked little eyes gleaming. Bunwit retrieved the bow and we tried again

My idea had been that bunwit should be the first thing centipig saw after eating the bow of

potion. 1'd thought it out very carefully, and that seened best. Bunwit was very fast on his feet
and couldn't possibly be overtaken even at centipig's fastest. But after nine tries to get the pig
to eat the bow, | ... well, | becanme careless. Anticipating still another failure, | was |eaning
against a tree waiting for the pig to kick the bow away
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for the tenth time when it whoffled it up in one gulp and turned its piggy eyes straight on ne.
They were full of rage and fury, just as always, but as | looked into them| saw them change. The

only thing I can think of as a conparison would be the expression on Gronpozzle's face when he
used to cone |icking ny hands and begging for biscuits. It was a nuch nore frightening expression
than the beast-destruction look it had worn before. This was truly horrifying. A kind of sucking,

i ntense desire. An unthinking hunger. | knew what |1'd done in a nonent. The thing was so big that,
wi t hout even thinking about it, |I'd nade enough potion for any hundred persons. |'d forgotten that
size doesn't matter with love potions. 'Size doesn't matter,' Mirzy had said. 'It's not like a

sl eeping drug.' Well, 1'd remenbered her saying it, but I'd forgotten it in the doing.

It cane for me, ready to eat nme out of love, ready to pursue ne forever, and |I screamed as though
Basilisks were biting ne and got out of there. Enough sense renained to renenber to run downhi l
and then away. It bleated horribly, then began to track ne. By the El even and the Hundred Devil s,
it had never tracked anything before, but nowit was tracking ne.

"Water!' | screaned to bunwit. 'Get us to running water.' And we screeched along, first one in
front and then the other, with the crashing behind us com ng closer and cl oser

We got to water just in time, a deep, slowflowing stream | dived in and swam underwater, com ng
out on the other side a |long way downstream It was some tine before bunwit found nme, and | knew
he'd had forest help to do it. It was inpossible to go back to the ruined inn. My snell was al
around that place. The only safe place to spend the night was in a very large tree - one too big
even for centipig to knock down - while the shadow crept and prow ed

Next norning we sneaked away to the northwest,
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to the edge of the forest nearest Daggerhawk Demesne, and got the flood-chucks to cone help dig a
pig pit. It was a narrow pit, very deep, very steep sided. It had to be |Iong enough to hold the
whol e pig, steep-sided at the front and sides so he couldn't clinb out, narrow so he couldn't turn
around. Then it had to be roofed over with a net of branches and tw gs strong enough to bear ny
wei ght since I'd be running directly across it. During the time they dug it out, | sat to one
side, nmy ears up like a bunwit's, alternately shivering and sweating. Fromtinme to time, |'d fall
into a sickly doze only to wake with ny heart pounding. At the tine | thought the expression on
the centipig' s face had given nme nightnmares. Being | oved by a centipig was |i ke being |oved by a
Ghoul, rather. A mindless passion that could as easily kill as kiss. | sat and shivered and

wat ched the fl ood-chucks working with their usual deliberation. It took themall day and was then
too late to try the pursuit. Another unconfortable night in a

| arge tree.

And sonething nore than disconfort. A kind of sickness taking hold of ne. By the mddle of the
night it was clear that this malady was not sinply a pig problem Sonething other than that was
wong, but there was no tine to figure out what.

For norning had cone, a rainy norning with slick footing. I had to decide whether it would be
better to wait for good weather or get it over with. The thought of waiting seemed worse to
contenplate than the terrible footing.

So, bunwit, tree rat, and I went off to find the pig. Wien we found it, | showed nyself, w shing
there were sone other way and trying very hard not to see its face. Had to see its face, of
course. Had to see that long, |ong tongue cone slavering, dangling out, those eyes fix and bore
into ne, hear that sound, part whine, part growl, part bleat, part grunt. Then it was after ne and

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Sheri%20S.%20Tepper%20-%20Jinian%20Footseer.txt (53 of 84) [10/16/2004 5:25:42 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Fil es’eM ul e/l ncoming/Sheri %20S.%20T epper%20-%20Ji nian%20Footseer.txt

| away.

We did it in short pieces. Sonehow it was possible
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for metorunonly alittle at atine. W did a piece ending in a hillside, and | got away. Then
we did a piece ending in the river, and | got away again. Each time | saw that face it drained
nore strength away. That kind of bestial, blind adoration sucks at you. It was as though the pig

drank ne up every tine he saw nme. Even then, though, | knew it was something nore. A rea

si ckness.

The third race alnost ended it for Jinian Footseer. | stunmbled and fell with the pig so close
could feel the breath fromhis mouth. | screaned silently, begging for help. Bunwit flashed across
in front of himin a long, zigzaggy bound, and that distracted centipig just |ong enough for ne to
limp into a rock tangle where he couldn't follow | sat down and cried. Bunwit and tree rat cone
in after me, snuggling close, warm ng ne up. There was only one nore piece to go, but no person
around to do it. Jinian was |ost somewhere else, gone. Centipig was still whonpi ng around, but

shortly he would | ose interest and nove away and we woul d have lost all the effort we had nade.
After alittle tine, bunwit hopped away, returning quickly with a few ripe berries of an
unfam liar kind. They were purple, with a green bl oomupon the skin. He ni bbled one to show ne

they were all right. | ate one, then another. Warnth ran into me and ny head steadied. Wll, |
t hought, that's one | need to tell Mirzy. | had never seen them before, and had | known how rare
they are, | night have saved one to prove they exist.

So, it was back into the forest again, and showi ng nyself to the pig again, and letting it run
after me one last tinme, blundering, thundering, with its hooves cutting up great chunks of turf
and all the flowers pounded into nush where it went. Bunwit flashed ahead, finding the path for
me. Tree rat chittered from above, saying, Cose, closer, there it is. And there it was, the nat
of branches | had watched the flood-chucks |ay down.

Careful, careful I went. Slow ng. One step, two.
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Don't let the foot fall between the branches. Set the feet down. Careful, careful. Centipig canme
on behi nd, heedl ess, not knowi ng, not caring, the whole thing shaking and heaving |ike a boat on
the sea. The branches at the head of the pit were stronger, to take the weight until the whole
beast was on it. | ran on, feeling the structure begin to trenble beneath ne. It was weaker here
Then | was at the end, stopping, turning, letting it see nme plainly.

It cane on and on. Its face was fixed on mne, eyes wide, a horrible anticipation there. | thought
the branches woul d not break. W had built themtoo strongly, built too well, oh, it was com ng on
and | was not far enough back. | stepped back, stunbled over bunwit, who was at ny ankles, and
spraw ed on ny back as that hideous face | oomed over ne.

And then a cracking, crashing, and the whole thing went down in an instant. There was centi pi g,

horri-bleating in the bottomof the pit, and there was I, safe above, shaking like a tree in storm
as though I would never stop. | sat down and hugged bunwit for sone little time, crying as though

I had been a tiny child.

"Maybe we' |l ask the tree rats to feed it," | whispered into the wide, furry ears. 'Maybe we'l]|
want it for sonething. Ri ght now, though, I'mgoing to sleep for a day and a night.'

We returned to the ruin, | stunbling and weaving while the animals held ne up until | could get to

the leafy bed and into sleep as one falling into a well.

The centipig pursued me into sleep

| sat in the window of a high tower and the pig rooted at the foundations far bel ow, | ooking
upward now and then with a glance of devotion, drool falling in long droplets fromits nmouth as it
stared. It adored ne, and that adoration slinmed ny skin as though it had licked nme with its

tongue. It loved ne and would destroy ne if it could, out of love. | wept in the tower, longing to
escape, but the blind passion
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of the pig shut me in. There was no way out, no way around. Soon the very foundations would begin
to shake

My snmal |l boat floated in a shall ow pond and the pig wandered on the shore, calling to ne

ceasel essly, casting his offal in nmy direction with his hooves, a filthy offering, deeply sincere.
Soon he would begin to drink, and the pond would go dry ..

The cave trenbled and | within it, as the pig strove mghtily with the stones that conposed it,
grunting a paean of adoration for ny beauty. 'Love,' grunted the pig. 'I will prove ny love!' His
great boar's prick waggled as he rooted at the stones. Al ready nost were rolled away, soon the
others would follow ...

And | woke. Fromfar off in the woods came the sound of the trapped pig, squealing at the sky,
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demanding his love with brute virility. | sat up, screaming. 'Come,' | called to the beasties

besi de ne. 'What one potion can do, another can undo.' And | ran into the darkness, they after ne,
before | realized | would need a torch to find what | needed and returned shanefaced to get it.

It was only after the pig was dead that | began to shiver and vonit, sick at heart and soul
eventual |y exhausting nyself. And only as | drowsed toward sleep did | consider why Mirzy had

said, 'Never for anything small, chile. Never for anything small.' Then to renenber with revul sion
the decision | had nade long before as I'd left Schooltown after a Festival. | had thought, then
if he did not love nme, | would make him |l ove ne.

I gagged on hot bile, choking on it.

However else | might win the love of the nysterious boy, it would not be with a potion. How

di shonorabl e and vile the creature who would force |love fromanother. | had | ooked on the face of
that kind of love, a pig |love which cared not what it did to that it |oved.
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How could it? How shameful and sickening to have one's affections raped away. | would not be that
| ow and woul d not bring that kind of shame upon him And so resolved, the horror in me quieted at
| ast and | slept.

-16-

| dreanmed again. | was very ill. Mirzy was holding ne in the rocking chair. Someone said, 'Either
she'll get well or she won't. That's all one can expect.'

Murzy said, 'Nonsense. She'll get well just as soon as she knows how sick she is. She's only

nmovi ng out of habit
There was a sound then. In the dreamit seemed that the foundations of nmy world were being

destroyed, and | woke in the chill day of Chimerdong to a continuing blast of nuttering thunder
rolling ceasel essly out of the sky.
The dreamremained, a clear renminder of ny illness, even as | clinbed a tall tree in lethargic

spasns of effort, getting above the | ower roofs of Chinmerdong to peer toward the west. Pillars of
vasty cl oud and needles of lightning played there in fitful dark as the sound beat upon us. |
clung raglike to the branch, linply absorbing the fury of the sky, growi ng soggy and droopy with
it, clinbing down at last to lie at the foot of the tree |ike an overfull sponge, o00zing

resent ment at havi ng been wakened, too weary for surprise, too depressed for wonder.

' Sonet hi ng happened there,' | said to bunwit. 'Sone very large thing.' That was all | could
manage. Later, of course, when | |earned what had happened, that the
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lair of the Magicians had been destroyed in that one nonstrous cataclysm | felt sorry not to have
known, not to have cared. At the nonent, however, there was no energy with which to care.

crawl ed back into bed to sink into my dark core of sleep. There are aninmals that sleep in that
fashi on, spending a whole sunmer, a whole storm season, lost in kindly darkness. | wanted to sleep
that way, so deeply that no dreans would cone at all, so well that nothing could wake nme. | could
no | onger ignore the sickness that had cone upon ne. After the forest visited nme. Before the pig
was trapped. Between those two events sone essential link within me had been corroded by this
creeping disorder, and | could not repair it. | did not even know it had been eaten away.

The sleep would not last, however. In a tine | awdke, suddenly, preternaturally alert, as though
by sone efficacious drug that sharpened sight and sound and intellect and energy, all in one dose.
This was nore of the sane illness. This wild energy was no | ess abnormal than the |ethargy that
had preceded it. Briefly, | wondered what the name of this cyclic disorder might be. It was a
passi ng wonder .

| rose, jigging in place, feeling the tingle on ny bare feet which said remants of the dd Road
were there beneath nmy toes. Wth no notivation at all beyond a need to use this hectic excess of
enterprise, | began to walk along it, here, there, first in one direction then another. Sometines
the road was there and sonetinmes not. Parts were buried under nountains of nud and rock with huge
trees grown up in it. In some places a river ran where the road should run, and wherever the road

entered the sline it sinply disappeared. | couldn't tell whether it was underground or gone. It
gave no sign of being there, and even digging down a little - oh, what a stench when that ground
was dug into - disclosed nothing. Reason said perhaps the road was still there, but eyes, ears,
fingers, feet said nothing.
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From the northernnost edge of the forest, when | reached that point, | could see Dagger hawk
Denesne squatted like a toad on the top of a rock, glaring down at me froma dozen gl assy eyes. It
was hypnotic, that place. | found nyself staring at it, open-nouthed, w thout noving while the sun
slid over the sky. | shook nyself, nmuttered angrily, only to begin staring at it again. They were

there, the Basilisks, the nother and nother's sisters of Dedrina-Lucir, probably De-drina-Lucir
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herself, the vengeful, the threat to ny safety, to ny life. Porvius Bloster was there, ny eneny,
my captor, my adversary. Those who hated ne and opposed ne were there, all there, and | felt a red
gl ow of anger kindle deep inside at the sight of the place.

Eventually | left it there to wander a nearby path whi ch wound anong groves of green-trunked trees
to end in a stretch of neadow around a house.

A house. | had been alone in the forest for a long tine, aware of no other occupant, yet now
stood in baffled confusion, confronting someone standi ng before a house.

"My dear,' called the person, 'l did hope you' d feel free to stop by. Do bring the darling aninmals
and cone in.

He - she? It? This stout, nuch painted and powdered person, with rosy circles drawn upon its
cheeks and | ong di anonds of black paint drawn vertically through its eyes; this clown, acrobat,
actor, pawni sh perforner of sonme kind or other, invisible within its robes and nakeup; this
incredible visitant posed in the door of the dwelling and beckoned to me as sone merchant m ght
summon reluctant customfromthe street. Thoughts of wi cked Wtches, of the Ogress of Tarnost, of
Trolls, and Ghouls, cane to m nd and were di scarded. Wiatever this person was, it was not
precisely that. There was nenace, but a nenace nore subtle than that; terror, but a terror nore
insidious. Had all nmy will not been paralyzed by the strange

150

illness that had cone upon ne, | would have fled. As it was, | approached, nouth gaped |ike any
sinmpleton at a fair.

T wanted to thank you, ny dear, for disposing of the pig. Mnstrous great thing. | can't inmagine
what they were thinking of. Daggerhawk, | nean. They've never been known for sensitivity, but

rel easing a thing of that magnitude into a closed system- and |I'msure you'd be the first to
agree that Chi merdong has been nost dreadfully closed of late - sinply begs for disaster.'

"I think that was their intention,' | said, mouth going on where wits were absent. 'They seened
det ermi ned upon destruction.'’

"No! You don't say so. Well, Porvius Bloster was a nasty little boy who al ways picked his nose at
parties, but I didn't think he'd grow up to be |like that. H's sister, of course, we used to call -
behi nd her back, | do assure you, ny dear, she'd have been livid - the Lizard Duchess because of
her cold, reptilian nature (one duplicated, so | understand, in her daughter), but | did think
Porvius had a hint of warnth to him'

The person fanned itself for a noment, |ooking off into the distance with a smile in which
satisfaction and a certain cynicismwere blended. Then it turned to ne with its fal se, painted
smle.

"Ch, ny dear, |I'mforgetting ny manners entirely. Just see what a little stress will do to
nornmal Iy wel | - behaved people. Now, where were we? Ch, yes. Allow ne to introduce nyself. | amthe
Oracle. Not only am but have been for the renenbered past.' It gestured toward the door. 'Please.

Do cone in. You nust be very tired after all that road trotting, and | have sone soup warmni ng on
the fire.'

I had already snelled it. It was the one thing that could have tenpted nme into the house. | told
nmysel f a rogue and devil mght mmc good hunor and kindliness, and nost of them do, but surely no
one coul d connive the snell of good soup. For a nonent the
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smell lifted my depression, taking me back to the good snmells of kitchens when | was a child. W
went in, bunwit, tree rat, and I, and the Oracle seenmed not unkindly disposed toward any of us.

That person was now standi ng against a wall of its room taking bows froma cupboard and wi pi ng
themon a corner of its fantastic robe. This was nade up of straps in bright colors, purple and
blue and gold, all depending fromornanental strips that went fromwist to shoul der, across over
the ears and head, and down the other side. Except for the long, pale hands, the creature was

totally covered with fabric or paint. 'I haven't nmet an Oracle before,' | said, struggling to be

polite, to make conversation. Even this minor effort was al nost beyond ne, and | silently cursed

the dangerous extent of ny debilitation. | had a brief, petulant vision of nyself reduced to

per manent catal epsy, unable to nove at all.

"Wl l, ny dear young person, | should think not,' it said in astonishnment. 'I may be the only one
at all. In fact, that is entirely likely. It is certain there is no Oacle in the Index. |I've had

the matter | ooked into. That has been, in fact, part of the problem They have their Seers by the
dozens, all with the pretty little nothw nged masks, avail able on any street corner. Wy shoul d

they seek an Oracle! Hml | ask you. And, of course, I'll answer you, too, mny child. Because the
Oacle really knows. That's why. Tell themthat, and what do they say? They snort, or nock. So.
I've given up talking to themat all. |I know That's all. Let themfunble.' It declained this

| ast, waving the soup spoon with sufficient force to throw droplets around the room One |anded on
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nmy lips, and | licked it up. It was, indeed, very flavorful soup

"Do you really know?' The endless whirl within me spun into silence. Oh, to have answers, to have
the realities. To hold in one's hands the keys, the cure! 'Everything? And could you tell ne?
152

"Well, of course | could. WIIl |? That depends, doesn't it. On whether you have the price. No
freebies. Doesn't do to dispense freebies. Persons of consequence don't respect you. High prices
mean hi gh respect. Wuld your bunwit |ike some soup as well?

I munbl ed somet hi ng about the bunwit 1iking anything | eafy, or one of the fruits | could see on
the table. It took a proffered vegetable, nmunching away watchfully while the Oracle gave ne soup
and bread with soft yell ow cheese

"You see,' | said at last, driven to it by the silence and the desperate need to fasten upon sone
subj ect, sone perception of actuality. 'I've been asked to rescue the forest. And | really have
very little idea how to be successful at it '

"Well, of course you will do it, my dear. Quite unmi stakably. You' re the heroine type. A survivor.
When it cones to matters like that, one always wants a heroine type.'

"Well, this heroine type doesn't know how to proceed,' | gritted between ny teeth, wanting only to

be away fromthere, curled on ny leafy bed in the ruin. Not thinking of anything. |I bit ny lip
until the bl ood cane, ashamed to show this incredible weakness. 'How cone you stay in the forest,
here, by the way? You can't get nuch conpany.'

It shrugged, blinking its dianond-painted eyes so they squinched into four-pointed stars, then
opened again. 'At one time there were quite enough. That was before Bloster's forebears decided to

cut the forest off, of course. Stupid nmen. | don't know what they thought they were doing.'

"You don't?" | asked. 'An Oracle should know, shouldn't one?

It waved a spoon at me in nock chastisenent. '"Silly girl. | don't nean | don't mean | don't know,
I mean to make conversation. | mean, conversationally, that it seens ridiculous for themto have
done so. Doesn't it?
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"Not fromwhat | know about Bloster and his kin, no," | replied, struggling to set words together
What ever the creature was before nme - and a good cook was certainly part of it - it was no
giggling schoolgirl, much though it talked Ilike one. "It seems entirely in keeping with knavery

and lying and bad Ganesmanshi p. Bloster took ne captive when | was a student, not even Ganeabl e.
Then he switched Game to ne when | evaded him Then he sent his thalan, a Basilisk named Dedri na-

Lucir, to kill me, a task which she failed, in Xamer, a Schooltown which had been held free from
Gane by every Referee ever. Exactly the kind of man who would kill off a forest for the sheer joy
of it." My words dwi ndled away into silence, the spoon falling from ny hand.

"Ch, ny dear child, how you have suffered,' it said, seeming to push its top |ip down under its

|l ower teeth in that expression of sympathy which | detest. 'Such a brave little girl.

"Not hing of the kind," | whispered. Though | had been thinking exactly that. Some deep, sad vein
had been opened to bl eed exactly such suffering thoughts. | was choking on them | could not admt
it. "Annoyed little girl. Increasingly angry little girl, if you like.'

"Well, yes,' agreed the Oracle with irrepressible gaiety. 'That, too.' It offered ne nore bread
and cheese, which | refused. '|I wonder if you could cone up with ny fee. It mght be worth it to
you, considering the way you're feeling.'

"How nuch?' | murmured. 'How nuch, Oracle? In what coin?

"Well, it would depend on how many questions, wouldn't it. How many do you think you have?

I sighed. Al ny gut turned and tunbled in that sigh, nausea noving with it, sickness rising like
atide. | sat very still, tasting the bitterness of bile, willing it away. 'One,' | said,

begi nning the enuneration, 'why did my nother love ne so little that she
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cared not whether | died? Two: Why did ny brother Mendost share this dislike of me? Three: Wiy am
| here, alone, faced with sone task | do not understand? Four: How may that task be acconplished?
"Five: Who is it directs Porvius Bloster to Gane against ne to the death? Six: How could | be sure
to make soneone | ove ne w thout using potion or spell?

Question six had not been one of those | had thought to ask, though it had obsessed ne since the
killing of the pig.

'Seven,' said the Oracle, '"is there only this one task for you to do, or are there other things,
greater and nore? | will answer that one for you. There is nuch nore, Jinian. Mich nore indeed.'
It giggled, a high, hunorless sound rasping |like a file.

My throat was full of tears. The thought of nore of anything nade ne weep.

Oracle gave ne an arch look. 'Interesting questions, those,' it said. 'Very interesting.' It
hummed, did a little dance, turning around and around |like a wheeling moth. 'Have nore bread, dear
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child. See, the bunwit likes it very nuch. | made the cheese nyself. Wuld you credit it? Wth
these very own soft, white fingers. Not at all what one was brought up to do, but then tines
change, tinmes change.'

" Thank you.' | nodded, unable to nove. We sat in nuffled silence, the very air around ne heavy
with my own nal ady. The Oracle had fed ne well, though it had eaten nothing itself. | did not
wonder about that, being too busy wondering whether the Oracle was going to set ne a price or not.
Perhaps it was thinking about it. | began wondering whether the creature was nmale or fenale, and
it gave ne such a | ook!

"I thought better of you, dear child. Really | did.

"I was just ...' | nade an equivocal gesture. | didn't care, really.

"Wl ! Whatever, whichever, no one cares but me and nmine. Keep your mnd decent and the rest of
you
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will follow, so ny Geat-Gandma Acquackabby is said to have said.’

"WAs she an Oracle, too?

"No doubt,' it said, nouth twisted in anusenent. 'No doubt. Well. |'ve decided. I'mgoing to give
you an answer. Not a freebie. You can owe ne for it. I'lIl think of a price |ater on when our heads
are clearer. |'ve decided to answer ques.tion nunber six. That's the one you care nopst about,
child, and we both knowit. Six is a |ovely nunber. | have a passion for easily divisible nunbers.
So nice to deal with. Besides, it has been ny experience that petitioners often know the answers
to nost questions before they ask, so I'll answer the one question you can't answer and trust you
for payment. If | may say so, ny dear, you do seemtrustworthy.

'How can you assure that soneone will |ove you w thout potion or spell. Well, you do that by
letting himsave your life a time or two. There is a problemwith it, of course. It would be
better to be sure you don't get killed in the process. | see sonething nasty by way of groles or
Ghoul s in your future, perhaps both. Saving you will require a risk, and it m ght happen both of
you will be lost. O, it could happen' - and it |ooked at ne here with that terrible sidel ong

gl ance which seenmed to say things no ears should hear - '"it mght be he would be killed and you

woul d be quite safe.’
It et me think about that, let the picture of it penetrate ny disordered brain, let ne begin to
shudder at the thought. Even through the fog of depression, the thought of his death brought tears

bubbling out of ny eyes. | bit nmy lip as the Oracle went on, 'You could guarantee his safety and
your own, of course, if you had the Dagger of Daggerhawk Denesne in your possession.'’

"What dagger is that?" | nunbled through the fog. 'l have a copy of it here,’ the Oacle said,
taking it
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fromthe same cupboard in which the bows were stored. 'It anused ne to make the copy once when

t hought of stealing the original. The people at Dagger-hawk had annoyed me. Dedrina Dreadeye, her
sisters, her daughter. Bloster. Annoyed ne greatly. Al their power cones fromthe Dagger, and
thought that renoving it w thout their know edge m ght be a proper punishnment. However, after a
time | cooled.' It laughed, a high, tinkly |laugh w thout anusenent. 'Here. Ugly, isn't it?

The wings of an inpal ed hawk made up the guard, a coiled Basilisk the handle of the weapon. | took
it cautiously in a hand that trenbled beneath the weight. 'Couldn't | use this one to protect
nysel f ?'

"It's only a copy, child. It has none of the powers of the real one.' The Oracle's face swelled
and receded, like a face in delirium like a Festival balloon. | wanted to |augh but could not.
"Which are?

"Death, death to the person touched by it in anger. Death to any creature touched by it in anger.
A ghost raised fromthe grave woul d be returned therein by the Dagger of Daggerhawk.'

" A dangerous thing to handle,' | said.
"Not at all. It will not harmone to whomit is given, or one who steals it. Only one agai nst whom
it is used in anger, dear girl. On consideration, | decided | was not angry enough to use it for

anything.' The Oracle | aughed again. Perhaps it was not anger but some other dark enotion behind
that laughter, sonething | did not care to exanmine nore closely. Instinct told ne to | eave the

pl ace, then, at once, with no further conversation

Instead, | heard nyself asking, 'Were's the real one?

"On the wall of the council hall of Daggerhawk Denesne. Wiere any good thief could have it down in
a mnute. And nost of the power of the Basilisks with it.'
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"And you say it would protect ne - ne and the one | love - if need be?" To which the creature only
sm | ed.
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And | lost track, then, of what was said. It went away, | think. \Wen next | |ooked about ne it
was gone, though I held the fal se dagger still in ny hand. Sone of the bread and cheese remained
upon the table, but the place was enpty and echoing otherwi se. | would have preferred, sonehow,
that the Oracle remain in one place. The thought of it roaming the forest inits own or sonme other
gui se was disquieting. Enervating. | crawl ed out upon the doorstep to sit in the sun. Al that
talk had been to no purpose. | would not have energy to steal anything at all, even to save ny own
life.

When night canme, | built a fire and curled up beside it, retreating into sleep fromforest and
flitchhawk, fromduty and desire, from endl ess expectations, hoping, | think, not to waken. For a
tinme the fiery core of Iife and hope burned | ow.

Bodi es are stubborn. M nds are stubborn, too. Cane norning and ny own nmind and body sat up once
nmore, burning with purpose once nore, full of a dreamin which | fed branches to a fire, brimmng
with hectic initiative.

I would steal the Dagger from Daggerhawk Demesne. | would clear the sline fromthe edge of the
forest. | would do both at once, with fire. By feeding branches to the fire.
The day went by in a rush of effort, dragging branches into a pile that grewinto a hill just

i nside the screen of forest. Above, Daggerhawk Denesne squatted on its cliff, glaring down from
mal i gn sunset eyes, red and furious. Then dark cane, the eyes shut, and sonehow the snall nountain
of wood was noved out onto the gray. Just there the gray was thin, worn away, not as choki ng or
burni ng as el sewhere. Perhaps the Basilisks had wal ked there often enough to scatter the
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gray dust. Perhaps there had never been as much of it in that spot. Whatever the cause, we were
able to work there without dying. Once | was noving, it was easier to go on noving than to decide
to quit, even as ny forceful ness gradually left ne.

'Yes,' sonething whispered to ne, 'but what will you do when the pile is noved? Then you'll have
to run, leap, exert yourself. You're too tired. Too exhausted fromtrapping the centipig. Better
lie down now, Jinian. Get some rest.' | heard the voice but disregarded it. It was no different
fromthe voice | had heard sonetimes in Vorbold s House, selling despair, selling |oneliness.

The voice nade it easier to work up a little anger. | would lie down when | felt like it. Unti
then, | would pile wood.

We began the pile at the edge of the healthy forest, dead wood, fallen branches, bits of dried
brush, all in a long, heaped line across the gray. It was dark, but | kept catching glinpses of
things | couldn't identify, tw ggy things, npssy things, besides plain tree rats and nore bunwits
and sonething that | ooked very nmuch like a long green dragon. | didn't ask questions. | was too
busy. Purpose had | ong since begun to fail. | did not want to do any of this. | wanted only to lie
down and stop being. Nonetheless, | went on. W had to have the pile in place by dawn.

When the fal se Iight appeared along the edge of the sky, we stuffed dried grasses in all the
chinks along the bottom It would have to go up all at once, before Daggerhawk coul d conme put it

out. Still, they would have to try. Wth what little time remained, we built a few nore |ines of
dried wood out into the gray, anong the fungusy trees. Though there was probably a Sentinel on
wat ch, he might be asleep. Once we lit the pile it nmust still be dark enough for the fire to show

up, yet late enough that soneone woul d be awake and sure to see it. Finally, there was no tinme to
wait | onger.

Then | lighted a dozen torches with ny firelighter
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and gave all but one to the bunwits, who took them nervously. They are not accustomed to using
fire. W set out along both sides of the long pile, lighting the fuses of grass. Then the bunwts

scanpered back into the forest, and | scranbled into the half-dark of the dawn, straight up the
hill toward the squatting toad of Daggerhawk.

I wanted to turn around and watch the fire but didn't dare. Wen Daggerhawk saw it, | had to be
nearby. Close. So close | could see who went and who stayed. As it was, | alnost didn't make it.
I heard the alarm sound while clinmbing the last little bit of rock to the north of the main gate.
There's a cleft in the rock there, full of dark. They nust have had a Herald on the ranparts,
because he let go full voice, '"Let all give ear; let all give ear; fire. Fire. Fire.' It was an
efficient alarm Lights went on in every wi ndow, and the uproar started right away. Everyone was
| ooki ng down at the forest. No one was | ooking at the gate.

The portcullis was down. It didn't matter. It would have stopped a nan on horseback, | suppose,
but not a skinny girl. Slender. Queen Vorbold says we nmust refer to ourselves as slender. Sl ender
then. The bars were no barrier, nor was the door of the little roomwhere the rope that draws the
portcullis winds around its nmachine. Wiat do they call it? Capstan? Or is that on a ship?

What ever they called it, someone cane at it very quickly, half-dressed and dragging on his
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trousers. He set to work hauling up the gate, never glancing into the shadowy corner of the
ceiling where | was crouched on a beam Wen the gate was up, he locked the roller down with a

| ever and went running back the way he had cone, |eaving the door for ny spy post. They all went

by nme, not one manhei ght away, Bl oster and the Pursuivant and dozens of nen and wonen, al

carrying buckets and flails. Buckets and flails would not help them nuch. We had built a pile that
woul d burn fast
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and hot as tinder, and there was no streamnearby. Still, let themtry, let themtry. Let them get
out of there.

And at | ast the ones |I'd been watching for. A group of wonen, all of whom | ooked nuch |ike Dedrina-

Lucir, all with that same reptilian grace. Dedrina herself, | thought, and nother and aunts,
sl ouchi ng across the courtyard as though they did not care who ni ght be watching. Wen they had
gone after the others | waited only a little longer. Surely the place was enpty. | ran across the

courtyard. The central keep was off to the left a little, located long since froma treetop in the
forest. If it was |ike nost such places, the way to it would not be direct. W all try to nake our
hone places confusing for invaders - Elators, for instance. If they cannot see where they are
going, it nakes it nore difficult for themto get in.

So | cast about, finding ny way. If everyone was not at the fire, those left behind were at

wi ndows where they could see the fire. | saw no one except a bare-bottomed baby lying in a basket
on nmy way to the great flight of stairs with the heavy door at the top of them

Quickly then, puffing alittle, for it had been a long clinb, |I found the council hall. Found it.
Stared into it in dismy.

The room was huge, square, and lofty. Across fromthe door, two high wi ndows | ooked out onto

not hi ngness, a wide gulf of air above the forested valley. On the right-hand wall was a firepl ace
with a nonstrous, carved mantel high on the wall, and above that the Dagger hanging in |lonely
significance, a tiny dot upon that stone. To either side was an arras, which may have covered
other doors. To nmy left was a dais with a table, two doors behind it, and down the center of the
room between ne and the w ndows another |ong, heavy table with a |ine of chairs down either side
It would have taken an Arniger to reach the Dagger

161

O a dragon. O a bird. | despaired, biting my lip, feeling the tears gather. Then | saw that the
hi gh chairs beside the table had | adder backs hi gher than my head. They were not so heavy that |
could not wal k one of themover to the hearth. Then | could scurry up the back, clinb onto the
mant el , take the Dagger, and hide it under ny cape while substituting the false one the Oracle had
gi ven ne.

It was done al nbst as quickly as thought of; | canme down the chair and wal ked it back to its place
by the table. It was a chair fromthe end nearest the hearth, the side nearest the w ndows. It
slid beneath the table with a silken, hissing sound, a sound infinitely prolonged, a sound that |
only gradually realized cane not fromthe chair but fromthe doorway through which | had entered,
a sound | had heard before in the dark night outside Xanmer. The Basilisk's sound.

In the doorway stood Dedrina-Lucir. Not dead. Not even injured. The Denesne had not been enpty
after all. Those who had gone had done so only to trick ne.

"When we ssssaw the fire in the foressst, we knew it wasss a trick,' she hissed at nme. 'My auntsss
and |.'

Gods. One of the doors on the dais swing open as a blunt reptilian head cane through it. Across
the room an arras noved, and the sound of slithering came from behind that. Had they been here
when | cane in? O had they only now arrived? Did they know? Ch, gods, if they already knew | had
the Dagger, they would give ne no chance. Only if they thought

‘Il cane for that, Dedrina,' | said, trying to sneer, trying to sound cocky, noving toward the
dagger on the wall

"You may not have that,' hissed a voice frombehind the arras, the heavy body thrashi ng across the
floor to get between nme and the hearth. There were three of them Was that all? | stepped away
toward the wi ndow to see the whole room There were only the three. Between nme and the way out.
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'Havi ng you ever sssseen ssssoneone bitten by a Basssilisssk?' This fromthe one between nme and
the fal se dagger, a fully lizard shape, a high crown of spines rising between its eyes, eyes as
lucent and glorious as jewels fixed on me and ne on them on them on them | wenched ny face
away, remenbering alnost too late that | could not ook at them at any one of them

"I have heard the filth of a Basilisk's bite is worse than a Harpy's nouth,' | said, still trying
to sound unafraid. | wanted themunthinking, if possible. Mirzy had said - soneone had said; Cat? -
that they were not subtle. Sonmeone had been fairly subtle here; nore subtle than |I. But, Cat had
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said, in beast shape they lost sone of it. Oh, gods, let themnot be subtle. 'I had heard it cones
fromthe filthy nature of the beast, whether in the shape of it or not.'

"And why did the idiot Dangle-wit come to steal ?" she hissed, every sibilant drawn out in her
serpent's voice, long and om nous. 'Wiat would it try to do with the eidolon of Dagger hawk?
Dedrina didn't know, they didn't know

It was the only advantage | had.

Still, there was no way at all that one slender girl could physically fight three giant Basilisks
and come out victor, even with the Dagger of Daggerhawk Demesne hidden in one hand.

'Have you cone to declare Gane agai nst usss?' She threw back her head and | aughed, a ki nd of
racki ng laughter, |ike hammers on flesh. W had never heard that |augh in Vorbold' s House.

"Sinpl eton. Hawk bait. Dangle-wt!'

‘"l need not declare Ganme,' | said as firmy as possible, noving away fromthe chair so they

woul dn't start thinking about its |addery back. 'Game was decl ared by your thal an, Porvius

Bl oster. And you decl ared Gane agai nst nme, Dedrina-Lucir. The Ganme is yours. | need not declare.'
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"Need not!' she spat at ne. 'Need not. |Indeed, need not. Need not ever again, need not breathe, or
nmove, or speak. Need not see or taste or hear. Need not live, Dangle-wit. Need not again.'

And then she began to change.

First the claws at the ends of her fingers came out, long and yellow as dirty ivory. The hands
turned greeny brown, |eathery and scaled, and this crept up her arms, the arms swelling and her
clothing ripping to fall away. The eyes grew wi der, rounder, noved out to the side of her head so
that she turned it a little to keep ne in sight, and those eyes burned, spoke, 'Look at ne, | ook
at me.' | could feel the paralysis creeping. Her aunts hissed. 'Yes, Jinian. Look at her, at us,
at the Basilisks. Cone to us, Jinian. Foolish child. Stupid girl." Down in the forest | had been
stirred into a little volition. Now | could feel the last of that snall purpose |eaving ne.

And | was glad of the loss. It would be nice not to have to nove. Not to worry that | had no
Talent. Not to be concerned about the past, the future. Mother, Men-dost, King Kelver - all. Al
woul d vani sh in sone venoned haze that would last only a noment and be gone. No nore seeking
answers that never canme clear. No nore frustration. No nore sensel ess demands by curious
creatures.

She shoul d have kept still. | could not have opposed her. My will was gone, but still Dedrina went
on speaki ng.

"First you, Dangle-wit. Then your friends from Xanmer, the old wonen.' She |aughed again. 'M

nmot her is not here. She has gone north for a tine. She will regret mssing our amussssenent with
you and your friends. Alittle bite to nake the dying | ast, Dangle-wit. From Dangle-flight
Denesne. '

I knew that voice well. | had heard it too often in the courtyard of Vorbold' s House, had heard
too often that epithet thrown at me from behind ny back. | had
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heard that sane hiss in the fields outside Xanrer. Her words recalled msery and | oneliness, and |
felt rage rising up, turning me away fromthose eyes. 'No, ugly lizard,' | whispered with a thick
tongue. 'I will not |ook at you.'

Perhaps this infuriated her. She was not conpletely changed. Her head and upper body were changed,
but the ower part of her was still shifting, the legs and tail were only partly there. Still, she

fell belly down and came withing across the floor at nme, faster than | woul d have thought
possible. If Dedrina had been able to see nme in the fields outside Xanmer, if she had noved like

this then, | would not have lived to tell of it. Jaws were gaped w de behind a fog of venoned
breath. | backed away fromthe carved table and drew the Dagger fromny tunic, hiding it from her
Wth every novenent, | grew angrier, for she would not stop hissing her vile words.

"Dangle-wit. Achild without Talent? A girl w thout ability? You shoul d have been born here,
Dangle-wit. We sell your kind to the Magicians. They need no wits, there. Only soft young bodi es.
Betrothed to Dangle-fire, is it not? To sone witless, defornmed King? Wi nust betroth his w ves
young or will not get themat all. Loving sister of the foul Mendost, the foul, un-Ganely Mendost

The two at the sides closed in. Dedrina cane toward the table that separated us, reptilian head
high to peer across it. | knew she would drop that head to slither beneath when the others had
conme cl ose enough, thrusting her way among the chairs. | was backed agai nst the w ndow, nowhere to
go, no tine to do anything ... anything but ... Her head went down.

" Mot hwi ngs Go Spinning,' | said, laying the Dagger upon one palm It was heavy. Heavier than
anything | had ever noved. 'Eutras,' | nmurnured, nmaking a quick gesture with nmy left hand.
"Bintomar. Sheilsas. Favian. Up. Up. Touch all. Mthw ngs Go Spinning!' And
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bent all nmy intention on it, noved by the swelling anger the Basilisk's words kept burning.

The Dagger trenbled on ny hand, trenbl ed, shook, rose, began to spin. Ch, so slowy, rocking
unsteadily upon the air. Seeing the Dagger, the Basilisks to either side had begun to scranbl e,
their hard nails slipping on the polished floor, panting like fustigars, nouths gaped wi de.
‘Mot hwi ngs,' | gasped, 'Go Spinning!' It noved faster, whirling, circling, nmoving out. | noved
away fromthe wall to give it nmore roomas it circled out and around nme, tilted my left hand to
guide it down, and out, and down. Hi gh behind ne, lowin front, tilting, whirling.

Still she was not silent. Still she went on invoking Mendost's nane, the foul, un-Ganmely Mendost.
Mendost was foul and di shonorable, and perhaps Eller was no better, but it had nothing to do with
me save to infuriate ne. | had not designed either one of themnor clung to themfrom affection
The Dagger, sensing ny rage, spun faster. 'Mdthwi ngs Go Spinning,' | cried, w dening the gesture
"Eutras. Bintomar. Sheilsas!' | realized they were nanmes | was calling. Names of what? Who? Did it

matter? ' Favian! Up. Up. Touch all!’

And the spinning Dagger touched the Basilisk to ny left. It did not scream Cane a hiss |ike some
great engi ne under pressure, a howing hiss, garglng in the throat as from sonething al ready dead,
but it stayed where it was, the eyes glazing over, still erect, jaws wide, as though it yet lived.
Across the wide-flared nostrils lay a little line of blood, like a thread. That is all, one
threadlike |line.

Fromny right a screamas the second |lizard saw what had happened to the first. Ch, they were not
subtle. I would have retreated, but it did not. It came on as | tilted nmy hand to the right,
sendi ng the Dagger down on that side like a toy whirled on a string. It crossed the Basilisk's
eyes, only touching them Only
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touching, yes, but | was red with rage. Again the howing hiss, again the creature frozen in place
with dull eyes. And now was only Dedrina-Lucir before me, beneath the table. The Dagger coul d not
reach her, but neither could she see what had happened.

"Now, my nother's sistersss,’ she was saying, 'we will ssslowy take this Dangle-wit, this stupid
girl. Ssslowy, ssslowmy.' And she noved out from beneath the table.

My eyes dropped and were caught by the deadly net of the Basilisk's gaze, feebly struggling as a
fly struggles. She licked her nmouth with a horrid anticipation and noved toward ne as the Dagger
rel eased frommy spell, fell onto the floor between us. She | ooked down for an instant, surprised
at the clatter, nmore surprised to see what lay there. Her head cane around to | ook up at the wall
where the fal se dagger hung.

It was all the tine | had, all that | needed.

"Eutras, Favian,' | munbled through a dry throat. 'Touch all.' The dagger lifted fromthe floor
only briefly, wobbling in its flight.

It was enough. She was not subtle; she did not think; she put out a great taloned paw to catch it
and the point spun across the scales, cutting them She had tine to turn that head toward ne again
for one glance of horrible conprehension, and then was frozen in pl ace.

I was | eft al one anpong the bodi es of these great beasts. Anbng the bodi es of these wonen.

One of themwas tall and nuscul ar and not beautiful, though young. So, all the beauty had been
Beguil e-nent, the Basilisk's Talent. As tall and well-rmuscled were the other two, but their hair

was gray. Al the lizard eyes were dull and dead. My eyes were as dull. | could feel the rage

dwi ndling, the anger departing, the shadowy bl ankness com ng back again. What was to be done now?
If | were to go on living, | would want to keep this
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Dagger for reasons of ny own, | told nyself, not caring whether it would happen or not.

And yet, if Bloster or his kin found these bodies, so little wounded, scarcely scratched, all dead
- he would know. He would cone hunting with others of the kindred, and they would find nme soon
enough, for ny little rage had burned out and | could not nove at all. And they would find the
dams, for they knew about the dams. These | had killed were not the only Basilisks of Dagger hawk
Denesne. Dedrina Dreadeye had not been here. She was el sewhere, alive. Soon she would be full of

vi ndi ctive anger.

| did not care what happened to me, not then, but | did not want Murzy to suffer. Nor Margaret.
There was a wi ndow at the side of the room It |ooked out over sheer walls to the valley beyond.

If I leaned fromit a little, |I could see the line of fire and tiny black figures battling it.
Mostly, however, it | ooked out upon air.

In a kind of dull, fatalistic haze, | opened ny belt pouch and took fromit those things needed
for a sumoning, laid themout upon the wide sill while | nunbl ed the powering words. There was no

power in me, only in the words | had | earned, but such is the efficacy of those words that they
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carry their own power.

Then | said, 'Flitchhawk; nunen of the skies, enter this place to take up a burden, for it is your
burden nore than mne.’

| stood waiting in the wi ndow, head down.

Not hi ng.
The tiny black forms in the valley were giving up in disgust. Already sone of them were hal fway
back up the hill. Wre there oubliettes, dungeons where bodi es could be hidden? | thought of

draggi ng themthere, giving up the notion in the instant. One, perhaps. Not three. | thought
vaguely of stabbing themall again to nake it appear they had died fromnore serious wounds.
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Then at last, when | had given up expectation - never having felt hope - the sound of wi ngs. The

wi ndow was | arge but scarcely |large enough. His mighty talons gripped the sill, and his beak
jutted in as he spoke.

"Wl |, Jinian Footseer. Have you sunmoned nme for the boon | pronised you?

"No, flitchhawk. Not for a boon for nyself. For you and the forest, perhaps. Here is the Dagger of
Dagger-hawk.' | held it so he could | ook upon it, so he could see it clearly. Wen he saw t he

i mmge of the hawk inpal ed upon it, sonething went hard and icy in his eyes.

I went on wearily, 'If these bodies are found here, flitchhawk, they will come for ne. And for the
forest. And perhaps for you. | cannot carry themaway. | cannot carry nyself.'

"A boon for nme indeed,' the bird whispered, a high, keening whistle that set ny hair on end. 'And
what of you, Jinian? Do you still refuse to be dangl ed?

"I will be dangled,' | whispered, hearing shouts fromthe courtyard below. 'There is no tinme for
anyt hi ng el se.'

So, | was dangl ed once again. Only as far as the bottomof the hill, behind a stony scarp, where

we could not be seen. Then the hawk was away, the corpses of Dedrina-Lucir and her aunts tucked up
beneath himin one nmighty foot like bunwits in the talons of an ow. The thought did not bear
following to its |logical conclusion, so | thought of nothing as I hid the evil Dagger away and
trudged down into the gray, thence into the green, thence along the edge of the forest to the

pl ace we had set the fire.

It was still burning, spreading into the surrounding gray, which snoked with a sullen, creeping
glow, like charcoal, stinking as it snoldered. The forest had drawn its skirts, away fromthe
fire. Atree pulled up its roots and wal ked back anong its fellows, three bushes and a clunp of
silver-bells following its exanple.
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"Perhaps it will burn forever,' | said to nyself in a dull, lifeless voice, not recognizing it as
my own when | heard it.

"Oh, dear child,' said the Oacle frombehind ne, 'I shouldn't be at all surprised if it did. What
a stench. Not that one wouldn't have done it, even knowing what a snell it would cause.' It was
standi ng under the shelter of the trees, |eaning against one of them its fantastic face shadowed
by the | eaves. 'Do you have news for ne, dear girl? Ch, | so hope so.'

I shivered. 'Yes.' There seened no point in saying nore than that. Undoubtedly the Oracle already
knew. | took the thing fromny tunic and displayed it, only briefly. 'I will not put it into your

hands. | will not tenpt you with it.
"Ch, ny dear girl, how sensitive of you. But then, the heroine type would be, wouldn't she. Better
you keep it, dear child. To protect yourself with. You and your love ... if it should conme to that

The voice faded back into the trees. The feeling was strong even then that | hadn't heard the | ast
of it, though it was sone tine before | saw the Oracl e again.

17

The grayness burned and went on burning as though it had contai ned some volatile nmaterial that
coul d not be extinguished. Though it rained in the night, on the norning the grayness continued to
snoke, sending long, ugly coils of black into the air to be blown away toward the east. | thought
of those in Xamer, |ooking to the west only to see all these snelly vapors.
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I could not get near the place we had put the woodpile. There was too much snoke and ash. So while
the fire burned itself farther away on either side, east and west, bunwit, tree rat, and

wander ed about, doing nothing, with ne someti nes spending | ong hours sitting at the foot of trees,
believing I was thinking. Looking back, there was no thinking going on. It was a nere, nushy
grayness in ny head, no whit different fromthe plague of Chi merdong. It surrounded ne and held
me in. | had not the wits to knowit. Once tree rat chivied ne up the |ladder tree to spy upon
Dagger hawk. A nounted party rode out in the md-norning, returning late that afternoon. There
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seermed to be sone shouting going on. Near evening, | saw Porvius Bl oster cone down the road from
the fortress, the Pursuivant at his side. Tree rat and | went down, he headfirst, | less
ebulliently. We hid in a copse and |i stened.

"You could not find Dedrina-Lucir while she was held captive, now you cannot find her or ny
sisters. Cholore, perhaps your tine of service to our Denesne is at an end.

"Ch, do not bluster so! | amno neophyte to be accused in this fashion!' The Pursuivant turned a
harsh face upon Bloster, chopping the air with his hand. 'l can find what is to be found, but you
know as well as | that things can be hidden where no Pursuivant, no Rancel man, no finder of any
kind can cone upon them Your thalan was hidden fromne for a tinme. She and two of your sisters
have been hidden from me now, or have hidden thensel ves for sone purpose of their own. You have
other sisters. Soon Dedrina Dreadeye will return fromthe north. Perhaps she knows.'

' Those two woul d not have |left the Denmesne without the Dagger. Dedrina-Lucir would not have left.
Not voluntarily.'
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'So, they were abducted. You will receive Ganme declaration from some Ganesman soon enough
offering them for ransom Perhaps from Mendost of Stoneflight, whomyou so nuch detest. Perhaps
fromsonme other you have offended. Whatever. One would think you had no experience of such
things.' He turned away, disgusted.

' Somehow, ' said Porvius, eyeing the greenery around himwi th a suspicious glare, 'I think not.' He
ventured toward the fiery place only to be driven back as | had been by the choki ng snoke. 'We
will have to spray this again when the fire burns itself out ...°

"Whay?' the Pursuivant asked in irritation. 'Wiy this obsession with Chi mrerdong, Bloster? | know
t he peopl e of Dagger hawk have call ed thensel ves the Keepers of Chi merdong, but why? It seens a
futile, useless task.'

" A bargai n made when the world was young, Cholore. The Denesne, the power we have held - all given
us i n exchange for guarding Chi merdong and keeping it inside the circle. This was an end nuch
desired by the Magicians.

" Your Demesne has been close to the Magici ans?

'Cl ose! Who can say cl ose? Who knows what Magicians think or want? They send nessages by their
traders, we send nmessages in return. Who knows if the traders tell themwhat we have really said,
or tell us what the Magicians really desire?

"And it is they who want that girl Jinian killed? The Mgici ans have sone reason to want her
dead?’

" The Magi ci ans? | doubt they know she exists. No. That order cane from others. The ones who gave
us the Dagger. Them You know. Fromup north.' These words were in such a portentously gloony
tone, they caught my attention even through the | ethargy. Porvius Bloster was stroking the dream
crystal which hung on his chest.

" Then? Dream M ner? Storm G ower? What brought
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you into their indenture, Bloster? | did not know you were addicted to the Mner's wares.

t hought you snarter than that.'

I was surprised to see the Pursuivant pale as he spoke, this Ganesnan who had seened beyond any
feeling.

"What they want, they find ways to get. And they grow stronger as tine passes.' Porvius snarled as
he turned toward the road once nore. "They know nore than any Seer, see deeper than any Denon. The
future, the past, all are one to them and they nove us |ike pieces on a ganeboard. If they have
decided on this girl's ruin or death, it is for reasons they consider sufficient. Better her ruin
than mne, and better you not speak of themat all.'’

Porvius, like his sister, should have talked |l ess. If he had cone and gone silently, | would not
have had energy to oppose him | could barely find intention enough to feed nyself. This tal k of
mysterious persons in the north who woul d gi ve casual orders about nmy life or death, however, was
an irritation. Though | felt strangely little curiosity about it, anger was raised in ne again.
Only a little anger, but enough to make ne vengeful. That night bunwit and | slipped into the
fortress and set fire to the storehouse where the sprayer things and the cans of gray stuff were
kept. Just as the forest burned, so that storehouse burned, with a nmighty, hot mal evol ence that
kept all at Daggerhawk busy for sone days.

When the fire was out at last, the place was beyond habitation. It was filthy w th snmoke, stinking
of greasy ash, and where one set bare skin, blisters erupted that refused to heal. Tree rat and I
wat ched fromthe treetop as they |l eft the Denesne, wagon and cart, horse and fustigar, going
north. Much later | realized | should have paid attention to that direction. At the time, it neant
not hi ng.
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At the head of the procession rode Porvius Bl oster,
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head down and chin dragging, a lean, reptilian woman at his side. Wen all of them had gone, |
went to the place, wapping ny boots with | eaves and vines, careful to touch nothing. The false
dagger was stuck through some papers into the top of the great table. Evidently they had tried its
powers, for there was a pawn in the corner, wounded slightly on the arm then stabbed through the
heart. Perhaps, with Dedrina's nmother in the north, Dedrina herself gone, and two other pf the
Basi |l i sks mi ssing, Bloster had attenpted sonme cerenony of allegiance to hinself. If he had, his
denonstration of the dagger's power had failed. Now it served only to pin a docunent to the table.
I looked at it without curiosity, a thing of swirling black letters upon parchnent, the letters
| eaping out at me in fragmented phrases. My own nanme. 'The girl called Jinian is ...' 'Daughter of
" '"Must be elimnated ..." The formof the letters thenselves brought an uncontrollable terror
| shuddered, fleeing the place. Good sense did not prevail until rmuch |ater, but when | returned
to the place, the papers were gone, renoved by what? Or whon®? No living thing could have wal ked
unscat hed am d that ash unless protected as | was. It had been no bird or snall beast collecting
paper for a nest, of that | was certain.
By this time, the fire had burned a swath of considerable width. One could walk fromthe edge of
the forest outward, through the circle the gray had made to the fields once nore. Mived by an

unconsi dered habit of tidiness, | swept at the ashes with a broomof dried grass. One pale stone
appeared, then two. Then another, then a line. | wished for creatures with broony tails. Neither
tree rat nor bunwit had any. Wile wi shing, | kept on sweeping. A road was there, under the ash,
not whol e, broken in places, but not badly. | noved stones, swept ash, got filthy. Once the ashes
were swept away, rocks could be noved w thout burning the skin. | sonetines renoved ny shoes to
feel
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where the stones could be found. At the end of a |long day, one could | ook down the |line of pale
stones fromthe forest's edge to the | and beyond. Whatever wi shed to enter or |eave Chi nmerdong
upon that road could do so. | had intended only to break the gray ring, but in doing so | had
uncovered a road. In the slow, endless days that followed, the beasts and | went on uncovering it
as far as the ruin, a silver thread |eading to the world outside.

Then even that slight excuse for activity was gone. Al anger been used up, all old pains mned
out for what rage they could supply. There was nothing nore to use. | sat on the tailings of mny
di scontent, staring out the w ndow, thinking nothing. Time went by unmeasured, dark and |ight. How
I ong? Very long. Perhaps. No one counted the tinme. Nothing mattered.

Sound canme. Rain, perhaps. A pattering. No. Wnd? OQdd. The sound was sonehow fam liar. Curiosity
brought ny head up and ny feet under me. The renote, uncaring person inside nme watched sonme other
Jinian get herself outside the ruins where she nmight listen

More a whirring sound. Like a giant top, spinning.

Then of course | remenbered even before | saw the shape cone spinning down the road fromthe
north, the road I had unburdened. A Dervish. Perhaps the Dervish - Bartelny of the Ban. The one
who ...

It cane to a stop before ne, the fringes settling into their disturbing stillness. 'Jinian

Footseer,' it said to ne in that tonel ess, enotionless voice. 'The road is open. Wl done.'
"That is true,'" | said.' Aroad is open." My voice was as toneless as the Dervish's. Truth to
tell, |I didn't even care about the Dervish

"When one is open, workers nmay cone in,' she said. 'Wen one is open, workers will cone in.
Traganors, perhaps, to nove great hills? Sorcerers to hold power for thenf'
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| did not answer. What was there to say?

"What have you to tell nme?" it asked then, still not noving, as though we had all day and night to
stand there and tal k before the ruins. | wanted to sit down.

"WIIl you conme in?" | offered. It was only studied politeness, the habit learned froma year and a
bit at Vorbold' s House.

"Stand,' it said. It wasn't a preference. It was an order. | stood. 'Tell ne.' ,

| munbl ed a bit about summoning the forest, about the Oracle, the Dagger, the Oracle again. The
Dervi sh hissed, not like the Basilisk but like a tea kettle, full of hot annoyance. | had not

t hought they ever becane annoyed.
"The Oracle! Here! Were is the Dagger?

"I have it," | said dully. "I will use it, if need be. | learned | will need it, as the answer to
one of ny questions.'
An angry buzz then, like a whole hive of warnets. A cry alnost of pain. 'Ch, Jinian, what
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guestions did you have!'

Sonet hi ng snapped in ne. "Alot!' | screaned at her. 'A hell of a lot! Nobody tells nme anything!
Wiy don't | have any Talent? That's one question! How cone Mdther and Mendost were al ways so

hat eful ? That's anot her! How cone Miurzy keeps things fromnme? How cone I'mall alone out here in
the m ddl e of nowhere with everybody, including you, coming at me fromall sides! Wat the hell am

| supposed to do!' Then | sobbed. | don't know where the pain and tears cane from all at once,
out of nowhere. | thought |I had used themall, but there were nore ..
The Dervish trenbled. | saw it even through nmy own tears, feeling as surprised at that as | did at

my own uncontrolled enotions. The Dervish trenbled like a tree in wind, as though it wanted to
nmove - toward ne? away fromne? - but could not. A sound cane fromit. If | had not known better
| woul d have
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said it was an angui shed sound. Not from a Dervish, though. Never

Per haps never. Wen it cane, the voice was still tonel ess, unenotional, but it held a tinbre as of
conceal ed sorrow. 'I will come into your dwelling, Jinian Footseer. | will answer your questions,
those I can.' She spun once nore and noved through ny ancient doorway. | saw with astoni shnent

that the door was shaped correctly for it, narrow at the bottom w de at the top, as though the
creatures that had cone here in the far past m ght have been like this one who cane here now.

And | followed to bend over the hearth where a small fire burned. Habit nade ne offer the Dervish
tea, a quiet, mnty brew nade of plants Murzy had showed nme. The pot was always full of it. It was

all | had eaten or drunk for a long time. The Dervish accepted a cup and stood there, pillar
still, with the hand and cup beneath the fringes as she drank, her face invisible. The cup cane
down enpty in a wide hieratic gesture, like a ritual. | thought suddenly of thirst endured for its

own sake, of hunger endured for its own sake. O endless, whirling hours spent in concentration
O never sitting, seldomlying dowmn. O becomnmi ng sonething other than oneself. In that nonment |
t hought all those things and knew t he Dervish thought them too.

"You don't care that you have done a good thing,' she said at last. 'You don't feel at all." '"I'm
sorry,” | munbled. 'l try to care, but | can't.' "'Ah,' she said. 'Wen did this unfeeling begin?

| tried to think. It had begun before |I had trapped the pig, for this deadly |ethargy had al nost
killed ne then. | had never noticed it until after talking with the forest. Perhaps then. \Wen the
shadow had gathered. My body had continued to nove for a while, out of habit, then for a tinme out
of anger. | said this. She nodded, slowy. 'You went to the w ndow and
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pulled the curtain aside, only a crack, but that which waited outside needed only a crack. It

| ashed within as a whip |ashes. It touched you. It needs only touch, no nore than that. | have

seen it before. The vital web which controls your body and connects it to your mnd has been
broken. Your mnd thinks, but your body will not nobve. O perhaps it nmoves wldly, wthout
control. Sometines you sit for hours, oppressed by a weariness so deep there is no relief fromit.

Sl eep does not cure, it nerely postpones. |Instead of standing poised within the flow of all, you
have fallen belowit, into depression, into subsidence. There is no hope in you.'

She was right. | didn't care, but | knew she was right.

"l have seen sone persons so sunk in shadow they do not nove for years,' she said. 'Standing |ike
stones. | have rescued sone such. Perhaps you have sone immnity to it, for you have managed to go
on living. Pay attention now ' She reached for me, touched ne.

She hurt rme.

She hurt ne and went on hurting me.

It was worse than the tinme the Heal er had cone when | was a child. Wrse than the time at the

ci tadel when she had | ooked at me in the Dervish way. Wirse than anything |'ve ever felt. Wrse
than the pain of thorn or bruise or insect bite. Fire running down every nerve, neeting
obstruction, then | eaping across that obstruction in an expl osion of heat and color that was felt,
not seen. Bridge! ny mnd screamed, agonized. Bridging broken places with fire. Ch, stop, stop

Ch, gods, stop. Please. | babbled. | twitched, fell down, the Dervish's hand com ng with ne. Back
ribs, chest, arnms, then down into nmy groin, nmy legs, every toe, liquid fire running everywhere.
How do | describe pai n? Everyone knows pain. The bitter conpanion, the hated protector. | |earned
in that one, endless instant to know pain. And when it was over, to value it. But not until |ater
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'There,' breathed the Dervish over ny sobbing, thrashing body. The shadow breaks all webs,
shatters all nets. The shadow disrupts all continuity. | have bridged the places that were broken
It is painful, for the broken places nust be shocked into awareness, realigned and reconnected.
Now they are alert again.

She nade me | ook at her, nade ne follow her pointing finger with nmy eyes. 'Shhh. Settle now It is
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over. You have done a similar thing yourself, Jinian. There.' And she pointed to the length of
road, clear to the north. 'You, too, have bridged the broken places. Consider whether there my
have been pain when you did so.'

I looked at the pale line of road in shocked amazenent, suddenly granted an insight which | cursed
mysel f for a fool that | had not seen before. The tingle I felt when | wal ked upon the road.
Dissimlar only in intensity to that | had just felt.

"You see.' She nodded at the charcoal pattern upon ny hearth, pointing it out with that preenptory

finger. 'There is a pattern of the roads of Chi merdong, and there' - the finger directed ny
attention out through the open door - "there is the reality. There' - indicating the swept white
line I eading away north - '"there is the reality restored. Now you see.' She stood away from ne.

" And now you nust decide which pain you will bear. That of being as you were. O that of being as
you are.'

| brought nyself up to ny knees. That was as far as | could get. The hand that had held the teacup
appeared again, a full cup init, the steamrising into ny nose. | gulped it, interrupting the
gul ps with sobs. 'Pain of being as | anf? | don't understand.'

"But of course you do. The pain of curiosity unsatisfied, of anbition unfulfilled. The pain of

| ove unreturned, of devotion undeserved. The pain of friendship rejected, of |eadership ridiculed.
The pain of loneliness and labor. Silly child. Did you think living was easy?
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Well, | had, of course. Not really easy, perhaps, but easier than this. | guess all children
expect life to be easy. It seenms easy, just looking at it fromoutside. Being half-dead as | had
been for the past while was easier than this.

"It's easier to be dead,' she said, seenming to Read ne. 'Al ways.'

"I think | would rather be alive,'" | managed to say. 'Even if it hurts.'
"As it will,' she said firmy, standing back fromme to becone the silver pillar once nore. 'Now,
Ji ni an Footseer, you had questions. You ask what it is you are to do. | will try to answer that.

'Long ago when our people came here - that is, when human people came here - there were creatures
al ready here governing this world. They were not sinple beasts or people. That nmuch we can infer.
They were not discrete things with edges and centers, brains, hands, feet. They were different
fromthat

"And our people were arrogant. What they did not understand or perceive easily, they either
attenpted to kill or dispose of. And so they did with these old entities.

"dd gods?" | asked wonderingly. 'Gods?

The Dervi sh pondered. 'That is what sone of the Wze-ards call them What are gods, after all? Do
we know? Call themold gods if you like. And say our peopl e wounded them or inprisoned them
though | do not believe we succeeded in killing themor any one of them'

"How coul d they inprison a god?' | demanded. | didn't think it could be true.

"As you were inprisoned, Jinian, alive in your own body, only mnutes ago. Reduced to snal
volition. Living fromlittle rage to little rage. Wth your nerves cut. So your brain mght |ive
and your lungs punp and your heart beat, but you would be isolated, inprisoned in your own skull
hel pl ess. Separated. Cut

180

off fromthe world, as our people cut off these old ones. As they did here, in Chimerdong.'

" The rui ned roads?'

' The ruined roads. And those that ran them those who carried the nmessages to and fro. They were
cut off so that forest was sequestered. And nmountain, or great tree, or river. O beast. AH the
great old entities. All, we believe, but one.' She fell silent for so long | thought she had
forgotten ne.

"One?' | pronpted her at |ast.

" AH but shadow. W& do not know what it is. W call it shadow because we can see only the darkness
it draws about itself. Even that is not easy to see. W can infer it was not so great before we
came. Wthout the other forces to balance it, however, it seens to have grown.'

'l sawit in the forest. Mre than once.'

'Most of our kin have seen it. Seen it near the O d Road where the blind runners go. Seen it near
t he shadow tower where | have seen it often nyself. Ch, yes, we have seen it. Studied it as best
we coul d, though that is a dangerous occupation. And fromwhat we have inferred about its nature,
we believe there nust once have been sonething to control it. Those you call the ol d gods,
perhaps. W have been searching for themfor a very long tine.

"l should think they would want to be found,' | said.

"Want to be found? By us? Wunded al ready by us? Hurt? Untrusting of man? Go into the great

mar shes of Firth, Jinian, seeking a wounded zeller in the linmtless swanps. It would be easier to
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find that zeller than to find a wounded god who has no reason to trust us.

"Still, over the centuries, we have | earned sone things. Those who could feel the O d Road seened
to have an advantage i n understanding, so we bred for that. Those who are tough and resilient

| earned nore, so we bred for that. Wnen | earned nore than nen nost times, so we built the sevens
nostly and the
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Dervi shes entirely of wonen. And increment by increment we |earned, tiny inference piled upon tiny
i nference."'

"What do you truly know?' | begged, afraid she would not tell ne.

"What do we know firmy? Wthout question? There are creatures called Eesties,' she said. 'Anmong
themis at |least one of the old entities. The Shadowpeopl e know of it. It is called Ganver. There
is an old entity in Chinmrerdong,' and you tell ne you have spoken with it. There are others. W
have not seen them but we know they nmust exist. Perhaps you have spoken with one of them also?
I thought of the flitchhawk and nodded. Perhaps | had.

"W know the roads are the key to understanding, and on this key we have based our existence, our
future, our destiny. And we believe, for very ancient songs and chants speak of it, that there is
a shadow naster sonewhere. Sonething that controls and gui des what we call the shadow. It may have
sonmething to do with the ancient tower the blind runners sing of. | nay have seen that sane tower.
O hers have seen what | saw. Himaggery the Wzard. Chanferton the Wzard. Mavin Manyshaped, the
Shifter.

"And there is sonething in | egend called the Daylight Bell ...

"Little Star and the Daylight Bell. The story I played with the flitchhawk!

"Avery old story. There are truths in these old tales, Jinian. They persist. The very words
persist, century after century. Like rituals. Not nmerely tales for anusenment, but rituals of
truth. Perhaps the thing itself exists. And those are the things we know, Jinian Footseer. Little
enough, you may say, for some hundreds of years at the task of learning nore. That is the task we
were given by our founder: to learn nore yet. To await the renewal of the roads. To prepare for
the destiny of the Dervishes.'
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Cane a long silence then. There were many things | should have asked her. About Porvius Bl oster
and the things he had said. About the Dream M ner and Storm G ower, which - who? - had ordered ny
death. About the enmity of the Basilisks, so deadly and so unexpl ai ned. About the Oracle, who or

what it was, and why | had sensed malice fromit, and danger. So many things. | asked none of
them | was so awed to think I had talked with an old god that | couldn't think of anything nmuch
to say. | noved a finger, tentatively. It felt good to nove. It had not felt good to nove for a
very long tine. | rose on ny toes, wiggled my arns. The silver Dervish stood, watching ne.

At last, however, the sight of that still, silver pillar became oppressive and | murnured, 'l
thank you, Dervish. | confess | did not think one of your kind would tell me anything, and though
I do not know why you have treated me so kindly, | thank you for it.'

"You are ny child,' she said.

The words were sensel ess. They mi ght have been spoken in gnarlibar grow or bunwit squeak for all
t he meani ng they had.

"You are ny child,' the Dervish repeated. | saw one arm quiver, as though she wanted to reach out
and could not. 'We cannot bear as others bear. The way we are reared makes our bodies ..
different. We have not sone of the essential parts for bearing. So, we beget, but we do not bear.
We choose healthy, strong wonen to bear for us, and we pay them well

"My nmother?' | asked. ' Not?

"The wonman in Stoneflight Demesne, not.' It was a final word. Odd as it was, what she had j ust
said, | did not doubt it, not for an instant. 'Wen we cane for you, she would not let you go.
Soneti mes wonen do that out of |ove for that which they have carried. It was not |love with her
She demanded ot her payment, of a kind we could not nmake. W could have forced her. But one of our
ki nd | ooked deep and told us better not.
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Good would cone if we did not, she said. "Let the child growin this hostile soil," she said, "for
her own strengthening. Send her help, and love, and let her grow." So we did, Jinian Footseer.'
"Sent me ... what?

"Qur servants. Qur friends. Miurzemre Hornloss, the Seer. Cat Candl eshy, Denon. Sarah Shadowsox,
Sorceress. Bets Battereye, Traganor. Margaret Foxmitten, glorious Queen, Tess Tinder-ny-hand,

M dwi fe. She who delivered you

"The old dams.' | was struck dumnb.

"Yes, Jinian Footseer. The old danms.' Was there, could there be anusenent in that voice? ' The Wze-
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ards.’
| took up the cup, then set it down, noting that it was al nbst enpty, feeling the wet on ny
trousers where | had spilled it. 'Then Mendost ... Mendost knew. Garz, he knew? They all knew I

was not of Stoneflight Denesne?

"Of course they knew. How could they not know? Was Eller of Stoneflight Denmesne a wonman who
conceal ed her feelings? Was she secretive, quiet, sly?

I remenbered Mdther's rages, her loud furies, during which she would scream anything that entered
her head. Those at Stoneflight had kept it fromme, yes. They had not wanted nme to know. But Garz
and Mendost had known.

The Dervish went on, 'W bid her be silent. W paid her well. But if she would not honor one
agreenment with us, why would she honor the other? In this case we did not judge well whom we
chose. The time closed about ne, and there had been recent ... distractions.'

Sonething in ne hurt. 'Wen you do that, how do you know, how can you say who is nother and who is
not ? Whose child anyone is? How do you know '

"Intent,’ she said. One word. It tolled like a bell. "Intent, Jinian Footseer. It was ny intent to
beget and

184

rear a child, and that nmade the child nmine. Before ever you were conceived, there was that intent.
And so, no matter howit is done, the intent is all that matters. And if there is not that intent,
until that intent, nothing else matters, for the child, however begat or born, belongs to no-one
and has no parent.'

I thought back to childhood. Humliation and pain. Loneliness assuaged with wandering in forest

pl aces. Beast and bird and tree and flower. The Od South Road City. G onpozzle. Msquick. Mirzy.
The old dans. Things and bits, places and tinmes. Had it been ... had it been dreadful? O nerely
unconfortable fromtine to time? Wuld | have changed it? Beconme soneone el se? Not myself as | had
| earned to be?

"It's all right," |I said at last, anazed to find that it was perfectly true. 'I would not be other
than I am'

"Even wi thout known Tal ent?' The Dervish had turned away fromne to peer out the w ndow where the
lily flowers swng in the sunlight. They woul d have chined had they been bells. A nbst one could
hear them

"Even ... even without Talent can | still be Wze-ard?

"Most certainly. Many without other Talent are.’

I took a deep breath. On the turf the lily bells swung, up and down, tossing their heads. They had
no Talent, either. They nerely were. So.

"I will be content,' | said. 'I will be content.

' And cease weeping?'

I wondered how she knew, not realizing nmy face bore tracks and tracks of it, dirt and tears mi xed.

"I will cease weeping, Dervish.'

"And get on with your work. Now that you know the nature of the illness here, there is nuch
healing to be done.'

‘"I's this task truly mne? | |ooked out upon the road I could see, realizing how much of it was

hidden. It was a very great task. A great burden

"Yours and none other. Perhaps this is what was
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foreseen by ny ki nsworman. Perhaps sone ot her purpose is served here, but you feel, as do we, it is
a purpose for good. Yes. It is your task. In that, the Oracle spoke true. If you neet the Oracle
agai n, Jinian Footseer, renenber that it always speaks the truth, but never all the truth, and
that its speaking cones nost often to pain, and nalice, and death for soneone. Renenber that.'

There was pain in the Dervish's voice. | wondered if she would touch nme. | thought not. Could she
touch anyone w t hout bringing that pain? She trenbled once nore, saying, 'In future tine, | wll
come to you again. In future tine, you will come to ne.'

She did not touch nme. | think she would have said sonething nore but could not. Then she spun

spun, and spun away, whirling down the road to the north, the open road, the road | had built
again. There were so many things | should have asked Bartel ny of the Ban. Things, perhaps, a girl
nm ght ask her nmother. And | had asked nothi ng. Not hi ng.

There was a pool nearby. | wanted to see who | was now and went there to be astonished at this
ashy, red-eyed creature with the tangled, dirty hair. | stared at it for along tine. It was not
I, not Jinian Footseer. So, | set about turning it into nmyself. There was soaproot in the marsh.
There were warm springs there as well. There were sandy-bottoned pools, and | had a conb in ny
kit. Clothes dried in the sun. Boots dried by the fire. Steamand snell of wet hair. Al in a

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Sheri%20S.%20Tepper%20-%20Jinian%20Footseer.txt (69 of 84) [10/16/2004 5:25:42 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Fil es’eM ul e/l ncoming/Sheri %20S.%20T epper%20-%20Ji nian%20Footseer.txt

dream that said, "Watever you are, you are Jinian. So be her.
And at |ast another look in the pool to see whether she had returned. And she had, clean and

neatly conbed, hair braided into coils as Murzy had braided it when | was a child. | was not quite
confortable with the eyes. They were still very red and did not | ook accustoned to thensel ves, not
yet.

Very well, Jinian, | told nyself at last. You are what you are, now get on with it. On ny hearth
was the
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design | had drawn, the one the forest had showed ne. A road fromthe south to the north, one
slanting off west, one slanting off east, and | had cleared only the nearest end of the northern
branch. As | had been wounded and brought to life again, so | nust bring this forest to life
again. It was ny task to do

| turned to tree rat and said with great severity, half to nmyself, needing the severity to

convince nyself that this was real, '|I need all the flood-chucks in the forest, tree rat. | need
any that are within reach. W have nuch road to restore, and | cannot do it alone.’

Then, to bunwit, 'If one actor fromthe old tale was here, bunwit, why should not the others be?
need the | argest gobblenole in the forest. Now lead ne.' | fully expected bunwit to | ook at ne
with that nmaddening, listening | ook, and then go dig roots. He did |look at ne with the naddeni ng
| ook, but then he hopped away, rather slowy for him waiting for me to foll ow

"Well," | said to nyself. 'He got something of that.' | thanked the forest for telling himwhat |
needed.

W went southwest, into a part of the forest we had never wandered through. There were vast open
tracts there, wide to the sky, neadows of the sort the gobblenoles prefer, where their draggling

can be through soft soil. W saw nmany, but the bunwit didn't stop. None of them was above average
size. | heard sound fromthe final clearing before ever we cane to it, a kind of scrape-chunk
scrape-chunk. Fromthe edge of the trees we could see the earth flying, high on either side of a
| ong, deep trench. It was a great, blind gobblemole, the |argest |I have ever seen. | cane out of

the woods to clinb upon the draggl ed bank, remenberi ng what Bartelny of the Ban had said. Truth in
old tales. Rituals of truth.

"What are you draggling away there for, old gobblenole? | cried, clutching the star-eye in ny
hand |i ke sone | uck- pi ece.

"Draggling for the Daylight Bell, Little Star,' he
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runbl ed, spewing bits of soil all over ne. H's fur was as close and tight, black as m dni ght dark
velvet all but his snout and those hard, horn claws. 'Draggling for the Daylight Bell.

"Well then, I'1l help you druggle,' | said, letting go the star-eye to clinb down into the trench
It was deep and noist, full of crawy things and ends of root. | pushed in beside the nole and
began to druggie, throwing tiny handfuls of earth on either side. | was conveniently placed for

him He caught me in one foot, the horny claws bending around nme |ike so many curved swords, not
touchi ng yet, but sharp as any bl ade m ght be.

"Now |'ve got you, Little Star,' his voice drummed at ne. As he very well did. As the flitchhawk
had had ne before.

This time | nanaged a tone of petulance. 'Now why did you do that, old gobbl enole! just when you
caught ne there, | caught a glinpse of the Daylight Bell. Right there where you were druggling!'
Then was a | ong pause, as though the nole didn't know the words. A long, |ong pause while Jinian
t hought she had m scal culated. A long, long tine when nothing happened at all and | thought the
tale had gone awry or | had not spoken ny lines aright.

| was about to give up and resolve to die when it said, 'Were, where,' dropping me and starting
to druggle again as it had before.

So | put the thong about a back foot and cried out. 'Daylight Bell in earthways wan't be; Daylight
Bell in treetop can't be. Tricksy lie brings tricksy tie, now give me boon or else you die!’

And it said, just as the flitchhawk had, 'Wat boon will you have, child?

So | told it what needed doing.

"That is not nuch boon, Footseer,' it runbled at ne. Its eyes were so buried in its thick fur |
wondered if it saw ne at all, but its claws around nme were not
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threateni ng. They were huge, hard as stone, and | |eaned agai nst them exhausted, | ooking up into
the great gobblenole face to see a glint of light in those hidden eyes. 'W will do as you ask,

but a boon is still owed you. Earthways are mne, and things old and buried. If you need help with

such things, call on ne.'
Then it set nme down, and turned back to its druggling, |eaving me staggering there, uncertain of
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my footing or my senses. Bunwit and | went back to the ruin. Next norn early | went to | ook, and
there were a thousand gobbl enpl es druggling up the earth that covered the road, throwing it to

ei ther side, nmaking huge nounds, and | eaving the road beneath as clean as old bone. What they
didn't get, the flood-chucks got, and as the days went by, | could walk farther and farther on the
O d Road without losing it or having to go barefoot to feel it. It was slow work. The covering
hills were nonstrous big, but we progressed.

Days woul d go by during which we got great stretches of the road uncovered, and then a norning
woul d corme when the shadow | ay everywhere. On every clot of earth. On every stone. Nothing noved
in the forest then. No bird, no bunwit. Nothing. The flood-chucks woul dn't cone near us, nor the

nmol es. Everything stopped. On those days, | would lie close to the hearth, the wi ndow shuttered, a
small fire built, and say the protection words over and over to nyself with bunwit and tree rat
huddl i ng cl ose at nmy side and not a sound fromthe forest. | knew what the shadow could do if it

touched nme, and | did not want it to happen again.

Then, a nmorning would dawn with the shadow gone, and we woul d resume the work as though not hing
had happened. After a tinme, | began to think of the shadow as a kind of travel er which could not
be everywhere. So, it cane and stopped everything, but while it was here, it could not be

el sewhere, and eventually it had to go stop what was happeni ng
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sonewhere el se. Wien it went, we would go on. This was a conforting thought.

The weat her turned cold. The Season of Storms canme on. Tree rat and his friends put on another
roof over the first one, and I built a pair of shutters for the wi ndow. Soneone left ne a thick
bl anket woven of nobss, and bunwit carried in stacks of soft, dried grass for ny mattress. | didn't
go hungry. Tree rat and bunwit seened to have a bottom ess cache of dried fruits and nuts. Sone
bird Ieft ne eggs every day or so. There were edible fungi and roots. The gobbl enpl es were stil
wor ki ng on the southern road. The eastern one was clear. The flood-chucks had started on the
western one. There were a couple of problens, not |least the river to the south and west which ran
right over where the road shoul d go.

At first it didn't occur to ne to finish up the story. The third creature in the story is a d' bor
wi fe. D bor are ocean creatures, though sonetines found in very large | akes. They are not river
creatures. They are very fearsone, a wild, unfamliar kind of beast, neither furry nor feathered

I did not like the thought of the d bor wife. Still, there was that river running half around the
forest where it had no business being. Finally, after many many days had gone by, | sat bunwit
down and put the problemto him

‘I don't suppose there are any d' bor in the forest,' | said. Bunwit went on chew ng, paying no
attention.

"Are there any d' bor?" | asked. It |ooked at me. | sighed.

‘Take me to the d' bor wife,' | said at last, fatalistically. He would or he wouldn't. Trying to

hol d back wasn't doing nme any good.

I wasn't really surprised when he hopped off in his usual errand-running manner. Southeast. Into
the deep chasns of that part of Chi mmerdong. Dangerous terrain. Leg-breaking terrain, and no
Heal er closer than Lake Yost. W slipped and slid. N ght cane on, and
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we sl ept under a tree. It was col der than confortable. Mrning canme, di munder black clouds. W
went on slipping and sliding.

M dday, | heard the sound. A waterfall. Sizable. A constant turmult of water into sone deep

forlorn place. W were coming to it along the bottomof a canyon. The canyon opened out, w der and
wi der, and there the pool was before us. Mdre than a pool, a lake. Across it the pillars of stone
| oonmed up to the top of the sky and water fell in a strong, crashing flow.

And at the edge of the pool, grodgeling in the shallow waters, was a d' bor wife. She was slick and
bl ack and hi deous. Her flappers were long and hard, shaped like coffin lids. Her one eye peered at
me out of her tentacled head, and her jaws clashed their beaky plates together. | stood where

was, going no closer at all, and cried, 'Wiy are you grodgeling away there, d' bor wfe?

She gargled at nme. It took a little tine before | understood the words. Story words. Ch, yes.
Grodgeling to find the Daylight Bell. The | ake spray tasted salt. Mght be, | thought, it was tied
t hrough underground ways far and far to the Wstern Sea or the Southern Sea or even the distening
Sea, far to the east. | did not want to go near her. Her nouth snelled of blood.

"Well then,' | cried, voice trenbling so | could hardly understand nyself, '"I'lIl grodgel with you
d bor wife." And | stunbled forward to bend above the shall ow waters and begin grodgeling at it,
spl ash, spl ash.

And | saw it, there, just sinking away beneath the waters, just the edge, the very edge, gol den as
dawn, curved, unm stakable, a bell sinking beneath the waves of the |ake ..
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So when she took me up, | screaned in real surprise and anguish. 'l sawit! | sawit! Just then
when you took ne up, d bor wife, | saw the Daylight Bell, sinking beneath the water

There was no tinme to be frightened. She dropped
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me then, at once, and began trying to find it. | forgot the thong, forgot it all. Only after a
long tine, as she whuffed away in the water did | conme to nmyself enough to slip the thong around a
back tentacle and cry, hoarsely, through ny tears, 'Daylight Bell in water shan't be; Daylight
Bell in earthways wan't be; Daylight Bell in treetop can't be. Tricksy lie brings tricksy tie, now
give ne boon or else you die!" For | knewthen it was too late. W had al nost found it, the d' bor
wife and I, but we had lost it.

When | told her the boon, she gargled, deep bubbling sounds like fountains at the bottom of the
ocean. Her hide was dark as char and hard, half leather, half shell. Her tentacles wove spells
before ny eyes, and the suckers on them opened and closed like hungry little nouths. 'Not a great
boon,' she gargled. 'I will owe you a boon nore, ground-child. The things of the deep are mne

all things washed by ocean or sea. |If you have need in such places, call on ne.'

Well, you know the way of these stories. The river that blocked the Od Road was changed in its
course, for the d bor wife grodgeled it back where it bel onged as her boon to nme. The nol es
finished their work, and the flood-chucks. Each road was opened once nore to the gray, and we set
fires there that burned and burned in ever-w dening arcs. Wen the Season of Storns was done, so
was |. The Forest of Chi merdong was open to the world on every side.

| sat in my roomin the ruin and sumoned forest, expecting the small twi ggy creature to return. |
had not thought, truthfully. It had been a long task, a dirty, endless task, with | eagues run

every day to spy out all the edges of the road and clear themall. So | summoned, glad it was
done, not thinking nuch, not expecting nuch.

It cane. | was thrust back against the wall, breathless, as all leaf canme into the room al
tendril, all bark, ramfications of trunk and twig, fortresses of root,
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everything in one, in itself, enornous yet contained, all snells, all light, rain and sun, m st

and noonlight, stargleam on pond, dawn on marsh, noon on brook, sparkle and splash. Mirnur of w nd
was there, and how of storm Quiet of evening was there, and rattle of hail on high Iinbs against

the sky. Mss, fern, tracery of forest, lip of blossom whir of wing, cry of beak, all, all, all.
Field mnt and berganot, rose and startle-flower, lady lily, zeller flower, Healer's balm sweet
grass.

Rustle in the underbrush, crash of fleeing prey, how of predator, shriek of watcher, hum of
unconcerned bee creature in the hollow of a stunp. All. Wngs folding, unfolding |like gens; rise
of fish fromthe deeps to nake the single, opening ripple that reached, reached, reached outward.
Ni ght, norning, noon. Hi gh cry of the hawk on gold, |ow croak of the froggy marsh wal ker, j oined,
joined, nusic, nelody, fromtop to bottom of being, speaking, saying - what?

"Wl done ...

Bel ow hearing. Above hearing.

"Vell done ...'
I could not breathe, did not care, died and did not care. Upon ny breast the fragment burned
within its locket, a heart of fire upon my own. Then it went away all at once, and | lay on the

floor where | had fallen, sucking in air |ike a beached fish. A forest is a very large thing to
come into a roomthat size

Perhaps | had not really believed in the old gods, not until then.

And yet, though it had been huge, i mense, beyond conprehension in its size and conplexity, stil

I had had the feeling it was not a whole thing. A thing made whol e, yes, but not a whole thing.
There was nore, el sewhere. After much thought | decided it was rather as though ny foot had spoken

to me, a good useful foot without blenmish or ill, and yet only a foot for all that. Not a person
entire.
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And what | thought | neant by that, | was not certain an hour later. On ny breast an arrow of fire
remai ned, the skin red and burned. It left a scar there when it heal ed, but there was never any
pai n.

On the norning after that, as though carefully timed for nmy task's conpletion, the old dans cane
singing down the road in the wagon, all five of them wth a cheerfully plain girl of about twelve
sitting on the seat beside Cat Candl eshy. 'Sister,' Cat said, 'greet Dodie, who joins us upon the
way. '

I knew we were soon to be seven once nore.

18
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| said hello to Dodie, politely. She greeted me a good bit nore eagerly than that, and | | ooked
her over, approving of her. A slightly unconfortable silence fell.

| broke it. 'You took a long tinme finding ne," trying to keep a whine out of it.

"Well, chile,' said Murzy, 'we had word you were doing well enough. Coming to grips, you know, the
way we all nust. Seened best to | eave you at it.

"But now,' said Margaret, putting her arms around me and her cheek next to mine, turning the full
bl aze of Beguil enent on ne so that she glowed with it like a little furnace and me with it,

warm ng, 'we nmust be with you to cel ebrate your sixteenth year.

That was surprising, but of course a year had gone since we'd had cakes and wi ne in Xamrer. More
than two years since Joramal had cone to Stoneflight Denmesne. Three years since | had been to
School t own. Ah. The thought caught ne all at once and | breathed in with a sob, as though I'd been
hurt.

"Way, chile, chile, what is it?" Mrzy was hugging
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me and listening to me breathe as though sonething were broken inside.

"WIl you want nme still?" | asked. 'The Dervish says one can be Wze-ard even w thout Talent, but
oh, | did want sonething ...'

"Bartelnmy!' nuttered Cat.

"All the sensitivity of an icicle,' murmured Sarah. 'We shoul d have known.

" Ch, shush,' said Murzy. 'Bartelny is what she can be. Now. You've had a hard time, chile, but
that's no excuse for feeling sorry for yourself. O course we would want you, Talent or no. Once a
seven, always a seven, 'til death breaks us. That's the way of it, and that's all.’

' However,' interrupted Cat, 'there is no question of that. You have a Talent, according to
Bartel my. A very strong, unusual one. And, quite frankly, | amsurprised that a girl as
intelligent as you should not have realized it. No!' She held up her hand as Margaret started to
speak. 'Let her figure it out for herself. It may give her several hours or days - or, by all the
ol d gods, weeks, if her current silliness continues - of honest bew | dernment. Which is always good
for the soul. Now, |et us have supper.

So we had supper. Snoked fow and bread and candied fruit from Xamer. And wine. And nuts as a
gift fromtree rat, and fresh fruit as a gift frombunwit. To all of which | paid no attention at
all, lost in wonder what ny Tal ent was that Bartel ny should have known of and | not.

My preoccupation did not stop the celebration. There were gifts. A pair of gloves hand-stitched.
'Tess made them' said Murzy quietly. 'Before she died. It was she who birthed you, she who took
word to Bartelny that the wonan woul d not keep her bargain and relinquish you. She grew to | ove
you dearly, Jinian. Renenber her kindly.'

There was a strange package, w apped up with coils

195

of twine and a tough parchnment layer within. Inside was a worked | eather scabbard of a size to
hol d the Dagger. On the parchnent, a note. 'The Oracle told true that the Dagger woul d protect
you. It will threaten you as well. Be sure of your anger before you use it. It is safer in the
scabbard than outside it. Renenber me kindly.'

It was signed with a scribble, as though she had started to wite one word, then substituted

anot her. 'Bartelny.'

' Everyone shoul d be renmenbered kindly,' | said, perhaps a little bitterly.
"Being a Dervish is not easy. They sacrifice nmuch.' This was Sarah, soft-voiced and synpathetic as
always. 'If the woman at Stoneflight had given you to themas she was paid to do, you woul d have

been one of them Jinian, and would have felt loneliness for its own sake, because you chose it,
and the | esson of the shadow, because you would have had to know it. So, you felt it w thout
choosing it and | earned the | essons as you woul d have done anyhow. Do not think Bartel ny has not
yearned over you, even though she is not allowed to show it.

There were assorted other gifts. Including a book fromJoramal on the history and geography of
Dragon's Fire Denesne.

'Then King Kel ver cleaves to his bargain.' | sighed, wondering what | would do about this.

"He does. And his wife died not a season ago.' This from Cat.

"We have conme to return you to Vorbold' s House. Queen Vorbold has agreed to say nothing to the
Ki ng about your |engthy absence. Provided that you | eave for Dragon's Fire soon.' Bets Battereye,
very busy maeking plans. 'That is, ostensibly we cane for that.

"And what are we going to do about that? |I have no intention of marrying King Kelver, you know.'
196

"W know.' Sarah sighed. 'We haven't decided yet what is best to do.'

So we tal ked, and plotted, and drank wi ne, and cane to no conclusions. And | tal ked, and drank
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wi ne, and wondered what ny Tal ent was. And night came on. They brought nmattresses and bl ankets out
of the wagon into ny dwelling, and we built another little fire there and tal ked, still, into the
dark hours.

And Cat Candl eshy said, 'Quf, but that wine has nmade ne thirsty. Wiere is the pool you drink from
Ji ni an?'

And |, deep in conversation with Murzy, said, 'Ask the bunwit. He'll show you.'

And then silence came down, with all of themlooking at ne, and Sarah trying not to |augh while
Margaret did | augh

"How woul d you suggest | do that?' asked Cat.

And ny nouth canme open, then shut, then open again. Because, of course, she couldn't. No nore

could I, except that | did. Because it had not been the forest all along that spoke to the aninals
for me; it had been nme, nyself.

"What is it?" | breathed, afraid to say it out loud for fear it would go away. 'Wiat is it

call ed?

"Not in the Index,' said Mirzy. 'Nowhere. Reading, sone, | should think. Perhaps sone power of the
Fl esh. Who knows? Bartelny thinks it has something to do with your being born Dervish, but not
reared Dervish. One nust be reared to Dervishdomwith all its special rites and foods to becone a

Dervish truly. But your Talent is not like theirs. It is yours. No one else's. Bartelny says it is
nost unusual .

"Way did she ask nme, then, about having no Talent?' | shouted. 'Wy?

' Shhh,' said Cat. 'She probably asked you about not having a known Tal ent, Jinian. An unknown

Tal ent m ght be, in sone cases, |ike having none. \Wat
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i nsignia would one wear? What is the costune of the type? Ah? W said to Bartel ny when she found
us upon the road that it would not natter to you, for you had learned the first | esson well. She

asked you only to satisfy herself.'

The first lesson. O course. The lesson of invisibility. As the old dans were invisible. Their

Tal ents mattering not, except when they needed them So what was |? A Beast-tal ker. Jinian

Foot seer, Beast-talker. | said it out loud. G ggling.

Then we were all giggling, even Dodie, who had watched all this with w de, wondering eyes, and the
ni ght closed in around us peacefully, the fire went out, and we slept. During the night bunwt

came in and snuggled next to ne. In the norning he was still there. Wndered, just for a tine,
could he come along with us. Decided not. He would be easy prey for any hungry Ganesnman, and his
life was in Chimerdong. Still, when | left himthere, it was harder than | eaving Gonpozzle of

M squi ck had ever been. They had helped ne little, but the bunwit had hel ped ne nuch. | kissed him
on his nose. | don't know what he nmade of that.

Slow, the wagon in its way back to Xammer. A long road, that, twisting down fromthe heights to
the ford of the north fork of the Stonywater. Down Long Vall ey, easy, anong fields as bright as
jewels with the horses nmuttering in their noses and | telling them what good, biddable beasts they
were. Talking to geese. Talking to strange bunwits in hedges. Singing to birds in the air or on
treetops, sonetimes out |oud and sonetines silently. Made no difference to the beasts. They heard

me, either way. | was beginning to hear them back, nore clearly every day. It was enbarrassing to
realize that bunwit and tree rat had been talking to me the whole tine | was in Chi mrerdong.

T don't suppose there are d' bor in Chimerdong,' | had asked.
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"Ch, yes, ma'am' had said bunwit.

"Are there any?' | had asked, cursing himfor not answering ne in the first place.

T told you, yes,' he would have said, hurt. 'You never |isten!

Li ke one deaf, |I. No longer. No, | sang and tweeted and muttered up nmy nose |like any horse. Cat

told me at last to cease naking such noises, as it sounded like a zoo. It didn't trouble her
really. She was only cautioning ne for the future.

Because there was a future. Ch, yes, indeed, indeed.

Ferry across the Mddle River. Then a bit faster down the good road to Gaywater, across and into
the town. Wien we cane to Vorbold's House, the Queen was there to greet us. She did not | ook
angry. Merely firm

"Your friends have advi sed you? Good. You will depart soon for Dragon's Fire. | have decided to
send one of the Ganesnistresses with you. Silkhands, the Heal er. She needs a break in duty; you
need soneone to keep an eye on you, Jinian.' That was all. She started to go in before ne, then
tur ned.

"I'd al nost forgotten. Your nother and brother have asked to neet with you as soon as you return
The visit will be chaperoned, of course. They are in the town now. | wll have word sent.'
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I felt my face turn cold, knew it was pale, for the pallor reached deep within. |I started to say
no, reached out as though to stop her, then held ny hand. Mendost. And Mendost's nother. Not m ne
Garz was Mendost's father. Not m ne. And Mendost was not ny brother. Good. So | et them cone.

Murzy took ne by the shoulder. 'Tha'll be awight, chile.’

"I know. Don't worry, Seer Miurzemre. Your seventh will take care of herself. |If worse conmes to
worst, | have a certain Dagger.

"Oh, chile, don't even think of that unless you nust.
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It's a wi cked weapon, to be sure. Renenber always that those of the wize-art do not use great
powers for small things. And great weapons, we use those only for great need.'

But | had thought of it. If | had not thought of the Dagger, it would have been inpossible to face
the two of them- not even with the School servant sitting only a little way away, as he woul d,
where he coul d see anything untoward that might happen

I went to the Queen. Somehow she was not so forbidding as | had renenbered.

1 have learned | amthe daughter of a Dervish," | told her, giving no preanble. 'You will know how
Dervi sh daughters are born, though | did not.'

She blinked, flushed, started to say sonething, then was quiet. Finally she nodded for ne to go
on.

' The woman they paid to bear ne is no blood kin to ne. The child she had borne earlier, Mendost,

is no kinto ne at all. They have asked to see me, and though they are not kin, I amwlling to
see them But not like this!' | gestured at nyself. Tattered | eather trews. A new, clean shirt,
but it was too small. Miurzy hadn't known how nuch I'd grown. My boots were full of holes. 'I ama
Dervish's child," | said again. 'I will neet themwhen | |ook like a Dervish's child.

"You are ... a Dervish?" She was very curious about this, and | realized that no Dervish daughter
woul d ever be Schooled in a place like this.

"What Talent | have is nmy own affair. | do not ask for the fringes of a Dervish. | ask nerely for

dignity suiting my station. | amthe betrothed of a King and a Dervish's daughter.' \Wat station
that m ght be was subject to some bitter conjecture. Only in this false world did it have
i mportance. To nme, what did it nmean to be a Dervish daughter?

That night and the follow ng day, for the first and only time at Vorbold' s House, | took advantage
of the tiring wonmen and the bath attendants and all the rest
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of it. My hair was cut and curled. My nails were trimred and polished - and a hard time the woman
had of it, too. There were ashes beneath ny nails that had been there for two seasons. They made
my dress gray, like a Dervish's dress, with fringes that would rem nd one of a Dervish's fringe,
but of an iridescent fabric, glistening |like a seashell, with a flowi ng cape and train and a cl ose
headdress with a veil. | was asked if | would wear a device, and | told themyes. Beasts

enbroi dered in an endl ess procession on the hemof the cape. | think six sewing wonen stayed up
all night to finishit. | refused to be ashanmed. It would go with nme to Dragon's Fire if |I had to
go to Dragon's Fire. It was not too nmuch to ask in return for what the King had paid. After all
Vor bol d's House had not had to feed or clothe nme for nobst of a year

And on the norrow | went to the visitors roomoff the courtyard, letting themwait a good tine for
me before | showed nysel f.

She, Eller, was snmaller than | remenbered. As a child | thought her beautiful, longing to be |like
her, enough like her to be loved by her, perhaps; but now | saw the deep lines fromher nose to
the corners of her mouth and her eyes darting at me, quick and away, qui ck and away, |ike sone

predat or seeking prey. Mendost had grown fatter, with piggier eyes, but then | had not had
centipig to conpare himto before. His expression and hers had not inproved. They were hot and
avid both, Eller with a fine bead of noisture on her forehead. | noved to ny chair quietly,
regarding themin silence. The School servant was one | knew well, M chael, bigger even than
Mendost. He sat quietly in one corner, nerely being there in case he was needed. Except for
meetings with femal e servants and kin, sone such servant - strong, discreet, very well paid - was
al ways present at neetings between students and the world outside. Only if King Kelver hinself
came calling could | be alone with him Mendost
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| ooked at him and shifted uneasily, hitching his chair closer to nine

'Leave the chair where it is, Ganesnman,' runbled Mchael. | snmiled at him Mendost did not.
"Jinian,' said Mother - what do | say now? un-Mther? Not-Mther? 'Jinian. W have quite longed to
see you.'

"Ch?' | asked politely. | nmoved ny armso the gray fringes swng. She saw the fringes but did not

understand. Her forehead creased as it had used to do before a tantrum but she bit her lip,

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Sheri%20S.%20Tepper%20-%20Jinian%20Footseer.txt (75 of 84) [10/16/2004 5:25:42 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Fil es’eM ul e/l ncoming/Sheri %20S.%20T epper%20-%20Ji nian%20Footseer.txt

turning to Mendost, those tiny beads of sweat glistening above her brow

"W have thought ... perhaps we did not do well to ally you to Dragon's Fire,' he said, all in a
rush.

"You didn't ally ne," | reminded him 'You sold ne. It was you who were allied. O are. If the

al liance has not been broken.' | knew in that nonent that they wanted to break it. They had sought
to use King Kelver, but he had turned the Game on them and used them i nstead.

"No, it hasn't been broken. But ... but you were very young ...

"I believe | remarked so at the tine.
"Well, at the time perhaps we didn't give that fact sufficient weight. But .. .°

"But, Jinian,' said un-Mther, 'we've thought it over since. It wasn't fair to you. I'msure if
you were to tell the King you are unwilling ... too young ... he would consider breaking the
contract.'

"After all,' interrupted Mendost, 'He already has a living wife.'

"Had,' | said, giving themtinme to think that out. 'Had a living wife.'

Mendost recovered first. 'Even so. You are still very young ...

"I amsixteen,' | said, 'O those who narry, many do so at that age.'

"You could stay here at Xamer until you are twenty
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sone odd. Though you have no Talent, Stoneflight Demesne woul d pay ..
"As we shoul d have done, dearest daughter. As we should have done.' Mther was patting the air
with her hands, gul ping, aware that a tantrum would not answer, a fit would not acconplish, but
unabl e to come up with nuch else in the way of response. Wat nonstrously inportant thing nust
have brought her here that she controlled herself like this! '"Nowthat Garz is gone, there would
be no objection ..." As though Garz had ever objected to anything she or Mendost had wanted. As
though Garz had been solely responsible for their treatment of ne!

Enough of this, | said to myself.

"Way woul d Stoneflight Demesne pay for a Dervish's daughter? | asked them

Un- Mot her started up fromher chair, face chalk white, hands rai sed agai nst nme as agai nst a ghost
pi ece. Mendost growed in his throat, turning red, and I saw his hands clench. Now, if the servant
had not been there, he would have hit ne. | pretended not to notice.

I went on, 'I amgrown now. | have nmet ny true nother. She is not pleased that Eller of

St oneflight Demesne broke contract with the Dervishes. Perhaps Stoneflight Denesne shoul d consider
what it will do if the Dervishes declare Game against it. A broken contract with them can be very
dangerous, | understand.' | stood up, turning to nake the gray fringes swirl and flow. Let them
thi nk what they would about ny true inheritance. Let themfear it. Let themfear lest | choose to
return to Stoneflight Denesne. Let themfear to return there thensel ves.

"They wouldn't ...' Mendost.

"It was long ago ..."' Un-Mther.

"It was that same sixteen years,' | pointed out, 'which you say is not |ong. No, no, Mendost. If |
am very young, then sixteen years is a short tinme. If sixteen years is not a short tinme, then | am
not young.'
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"Why woul d they?' he blustered. 'After all this time.'

| pretended to consider this. 'It may have been concern for ny safety which has held them unti

now. Once Stoneflight Denesne sold ne to King Kelver, however, ny safety was no | onger a concern.
Now t he Dervishes will do as they like." | said this idly, as though | didn't care, staring out

the window into the courtyard the while. The Dervishes would do exactly as they liked, of course,
and ignoring Stoneflight entirely would probably be part of it. No matter. The two of themdidn't
know t hat .

When | turned back to them | wore the expression | believed Dervishes m ght wear. Remote and cold
as ice. Wiatever the reality, my pretense was good enough. They could not answer it. Could not
speak to it. They had found guilt enough in thenselves to tally over for a season or two, seeking
where the danger to thenselves mght Iie. They had not thought of that when they had cheated the

Dervi shes. They had not thought of that when they cheated ne. Well, let themthink of it now

I had intended to let it go, coldly, as a Dervish nmight. The sight of themthere, so avid, so
intent upon their own needs, stirred me to a baffled fury. 'VWhy?' | demanded of her. 'Why didn't
you |l et them have me? Why didn't you let me go anong ny own kind, where | would have been ... been

cared about? You didn't care about ne, and they'd paid you

' Not enough,' she cried, shaking her hair into a circling cloud, noved by sone wild imagining to
beconme for an instant as mist-eyed and lovely as | had dreaned her as a child. 'Ch, not enough. W
had a dreamcrystal, Mendost and I. It showed us. There's a thing the Dervishes can do. To be
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young again. New bodies. | wanted one.' And she reached to Mendost, clinging to him so | sawin
his face that mixed repul sion and |lust toward her which | had seen so often in his face w thout
understandi ng until that nonent.
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Mendost and his nother. Lovely Eller and her son. | had seen that bal ance changi ng, too, over the
years as the dreamcrystal dwi ndled and the lust faded and the revul sion increased.

A dream crystal! Fools, oh, fools. Every sinple School girl knew the dangers of that. Every pawn,
every half-wit. Wat of thenselves had they sold to buy a dream crystal ? What of thensel ves had

they sold to suck it together, like two avid children with a lolly? And such dreans! Fal se,
foolish, corrupt. Oh, gods, why had I let themcone here at all?

'Dervishes can't do that,' | said flatly, telling her what Cat had told ne w thout caring whether
they woul d understand it or not. 'The Dervishes can't do that. They can only prolong their own
lives through such self-denial as you would not subnmit to for a nonment, but that is all. The
crystal was false. Mdst of themare false, | understand. Long ago there were true ones, but no

nmore. You' ve sold your safety for a fal se, obscene dream And now the dreamis dead.'

So he sat |ooking at her with an expression | could not define. Was it pity mxed with horror?

thi nk perhaps. And she at him a kind of haggard terror. And both at both, hideous and hellish.
knew t hen that their crystal was gone, sucked to a shard, to nothingness, that the dream which had
hel d them had faded.

"M chael ,' | said, sickened, 'show these people out.'

And that was the end of ny tie to Stoneflight. The Denesne did not l|ast |ong. Poreny and Fl ot cane
to Xammer a few days later, stopping to see ne, telling ne they were going to Dragon's Fire.
Evidently they had struck up a friendship with Joranal and had been won away to the banner of the
King. They did not know we were not kin, and | did not tell them They were not bad boys.

Mendost did what | assumed he woul d, Ganed so ardently on his own behal f that he died soon
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thereafter. His rages were already | egendary, but his life was brief. | didn't find out for sone
ti me what happened to Eller. Truth to tell, I did not ask.

After that one dramatic, self-indulgent scene, | went back to invisibilty. The gorgeous dress was
hung away in dust sheets. From somewhere they found half a dozen sinple gowns and suits for ne. |
went back to classes feeling like a | arge goose in gosling school. | knew - oh, | knew things they
did not. The classes seened not only irrel evant but childish. Wat did they have to do with the
real world in which old gods wal ked and the shadow | oonmed? Only in this false little world of

Xammrer, this false little world of the Game ... Well. No matter
| talked often with Silkhands. She knew sonething of the real world and she was only a few years
older than I. If soneone had reached her in tine, she might have joined a seven, | think. Now her

mnd was full of other things. Coming as she did froma nuch frequented Denesne on a main road
she knew a | ot of what was going on in the world. She whispered of the strange alliances that were
runored in the north, those even the sevens had worried over. 'Huld the Denon,' she said, 'and
Prionde, King of the Hi gh Denesne! One would think Prionde would have | earned from Bannerwel | not
to trust the Denon.' | told her | had heard of Prionde, and of his sister-wife, Valearn, the

Qgr ess.

"Val earn!' she said. 'Another strange alliance. Valearn is reputed to have gone north of Betand
and joined there with Huldra, Huld's own sister-wife. So the two nmen stand together at Hell's Maw
and the two wonen farther north under the protection of the Duke of Betand, so it is said!'

I did not know what to make of this. '"I'msorry, Silkhands. Should I know of this or be

concer ned?'

"Know of it? Not necessarily. Huldra has scarcely been heard of since her son, Mandor, was born

If you
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renenmber nmy words at all, Jinian, sinply renenber to give w de berth where any of these are: Huld
or Huldra, Prionde or Valearn, or the Duke of Betand. Where they are, trouble and death are,

al so.' She shook her head, her face full of sad renenbering. | nentally added Dedri na Dreadeye to

the list and committed it to nenory.

Si | khands, too, had suffered at the hands of those who shoul d have been nost dear. Brother
sister, one dead, the other lost, partly through the connivance of that same Hul d. Sonetimes she
was very sad, and we sat together in the sun, conmiserating. | think it hel ped us both. She told
me of her friends, the Wzard H maggery and the Shifter Peter, and all their adventures. It was
then | learned that the lair of the Mgicians was no nore, that her friend Peter was responsible
both for its destruction and for thwarting Huld's plans for it. | marked her warnings in nmy mnd,
not really thinking | would need to pay attention to them Dragon's Fire Denesne was far east of
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Betand. It was not likely |I would encounter the dangers she nmentioned.
Ti me waddl ed on. So |ong as the weather renmained unsettled we were in no hurry to depart. The old

danms still had nuch to teach ne, and | spent all the tine with theml| could. They had not yet
deci ded whether to travel north with ne when I went there, but all seened agreed that | was to go
for sone reason or other. Not to marry King Kelver, but for some other thing. | renenbered the

cal mgong of the Dervish's voice, ringing in the forest. 'Mirzem re Hornloss, the Seer,' she had
said. Murzy, who evidently saw nore and further than | had ever given her credit for. She, too,
spoke of ny going north.

"There's many a seven separates for years,' she said quite calmy, while leaving ne in no doubt as
to her affection. 'Sone neet only at long intervals. And there's others tight together as flea on
fustigar. No nmatter where you go, you'll conme to us or we to you. No
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matter where any of us be, you'd find us.' They did not seemworried by it, as though Mirzy had
some Seer's vision that reassured them Long ago | had given up asking. They would tell nme when
they felt it wise or appropriate and not until

The season wore on to the tine of the song conpetition at Xammer.

The song conpetition is a tradition in Xamer. There are contests at all the Houses, though
Vorbold's is probably the nobst prestigious. It goes on for ten days. Each of the first seven days
there is a topic assigned, and all the songwiters nmust cone up with something on that topic to be
sung at banquet. During the last three days, the entrants sing their own sel ections. Students
partici pate by choosing the topics or by subnmitting songs.

The final three days are nost interesting - both nmusically and for the content of the lyrics - as
the best songs are sung then, old or new, including sone the nusicians have witten. Those who
receive the prizes are those who pl ease the audi ence nost each night at banquet - and the judges,
of course. Ad Vorboldians, all of them brought back through what they call the 'old girls' net'.
So, since it was a splendid affair, | chose to wear ny fringed dress and was not out of place to
do so. There were those present who wore ten different dresses, one each night of the gala, but
they were the girls who were being approved by some Negotiator or Diplomat or even by the Ganesman
who was seeking alliance hinself. | renenber Lunette of Pouws being very nervous at conpetition
tinme. Her brother was trying to make an alliance with the Black Basilisks of Breem - though
under st ood that no Basilisks had been born in Breemfor fifty years. It was nostly a Denesne of

El ators, now, though there was a strong strain of Traganorians running in the people there.
Lunette seened well content with the idea of alliance, so | did
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not speak against it. There was a hard-faced man representing Burnor of Breem who cane to di nner
each night and stared at her.

I had no such worries. Silkhands had told me we would | eave for the north soon after the
conpetition was over. There was nothing | could do about that, not at the nmonent, so | was
extraordinarily rel axed and anused by the whol e thing.

The final night cane. The favorite singer, Rupert sonething or other, was to present sonething
entirely new that no one had heard before. There were nany giggles and little squeals fromthe
younger girls, who tal ked of himas though he had been sone nmmj or Ganesman rather than a nere

pawn, however skilled. | was to be at Silkhands' table.

See it, if you will. The great arched doorway is carved all about with | eaves and fruit, two
stories high, and the massive doors that swing in it are carved also in massive fornms that shine
like oil in the light of the chandeliers, crystal and silver, holding one thousand candl es when
they are filled. During the conpetition they are filled and every candle |ighted. Geat fat
candles, too, to last out the evening. A long bal cony runs around four sides of the hall, and on

three sides of this are guest tables, laid in white cloths and silver, with crystal shining and
nore candl es. Eight steps down fromthis to the floor, where the daises are raised up five steps
again, each with its table. And between the tables the servants go, below the |evel of our eyes,
so we do not see them

The great doors open on the fourth side of the bal cony, where no tables are. So the guests
assenbl e and are shown to their tables on the bal cony. Then the great bell rings, and a trunpet
sounds, and a Herald shouts, 'All present give ear, all present give ear.' Druns, nore trunpets,
and we cone in, glittering like frangi-flies, all jewels and draperies, to descend the stairs to
the floor, then up once nore to the proper
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dai s, where we sit on backless chairs in order that the view of us not be inpeded.

| had done it hundreds of tinmes.

That night | did it again, remenbering ny train and draperies, which weren't normal attire with
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me, but it was the tenth night 1'd worn the dress and | was getting used to it. The guests were
assenbled at their tables. Odinarily, | paid very little attention to them Their voices were
only a low, masculine runble under our usual sounds. Mstly | was thinking about the dinner
because | was very hungry.

He was sitting directly across fromthe entrance, only two tables away from Sil khands'

| stopped at the top of the stairs, all ny breath gone in one explosion of disbelief, and was
pushed from behind by Lunette, who said, 'WIIl you nove it, Jinian? |I'm standing on your train!'
So | noved, in shock, not breathing, somehow getting around the dais and into nmy chair. He had not
seen ne. He was | ooking at Sil khands, who was now coming into the room lovely as a flower. It was
all there in his face: fondness, affection, lust. | wanted to cry. | had known himat once. The
hair was the sanme, and the eyes, though he was taller now, taller than I, and with broad shoul ders
and narrow hi ps.

"Whom are you staring at?' whispered Lunette. 'Your nouth is w de open.'

I snapped it shut. 'The young Gamesman at the middle table,'" | said. 'The ruddy-haired one. Ah, |
think I knew himback in Stoneflight.

"You think you did?

"Ah, we were children. He's grown.'

"Wll, do you or don't you?
"l don't know. Lunette, would you go over there during the interval ? Find out who he is?
"What' Il you give?

Fri endshi p, Lunette.'’

|I"ve already got that.' She giggled. 'Wat else?
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| didn't have nuch. 'My scent bottle shaped |ike a frog that King Kelver sent ne,' | said at |ast.
I loved that bottle, but the other was nore inportant.

Lunette | ooked at me with her weighing expression. 'That's all right, Jinian. If it's that
inmportant, 1'll do it for nothing.'

After the interval, Lunette returned. "Hi s nane is Peter,' she told me. '"A friend of Silkhands.
think he cones fromthe Bright Denesne.'

So this was Peter, of whom Sil khands had spoken so nuch. So this was Peter, whom | had given a
nutpi e in School town, years ago. So this was Peter, whom | had dreanmed over since, |usted over,

| onged over, loved Wth a passion beyond ny years and an intensity that had not waned. | tried to
think. The Bright Denesne was a Wzard Denesne! Was it possible we shared ... 'Wzard? | asked.
She shook her head.

"I think not, Jinian. Sonething else. He's wearing no insignia at all, but he's unm stakably

Ganmesman. Besides, he talks like a Gamesmaster. He told ne all about Ephenera.'

"You al ready know about Ephenera. W all do.'

"Wll, he didn't seemto know that."'

Then there was a rather strange occurrence.

The favorite singer sang, and was |oudly appl auded. To whi ch he responded by singi ng sonething
new, very strange, and seeming to direct it at Silkhands and at her friend. 'Healer,' he sang.
"Heal the wind. Gamesnman, find the wind.' It was a strange song, with much longing init, chill as
a wind itself and personal as a blow. | saw their faces, Silkhands' and Peter's. Theirs | ooked as
m ne nust often have | ooked in the Forest of Chi merdong; confused by a strange voice that seened

to sumon themto a task ill understood at best, with unknown linits. So they | ooked, baffled yet
intrigued. Wien the song ended, Peter |ooked across at Silkhands and she at him then his eyes
fell on me. Ch, | knew those eyes. | had known those eyes for three years. No
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matter how he woul d change, ever, | would know those eyes. And as he | ooked at ne, his face showed

curiosity, a touch of bew | dernment, as though he knew ne, recognized nme, but could not renmenber
when or where.

The song had not been nuch appreciated by the rest of the audience. The singer quickly went to
sonet hing el se, and the conpetition went on

At |ast the judges spoke, the prizes were given, and the dinner was over. He, Peter, left by the

front door which led fromthe bal cony to the courtyard steps; | fromthe great door which |ed
innvard to the living areas and classroons. | would never see himagain. | wanted to scream and
faint, and carry on. | wanted to have a tantrum

Instead, | went to Silkhands' room She didn't mnd the students com ng to see her occasionally.

'The singer sang directly to you and sonme young Ganmesnan, Sil khands. Wat was that about?
"I wish | knew, Jinian. He's been singing about wind and Heal ers and such nonsense all week. |
hear himfirst thing in the nmorning.' She gestured to her w ndow, which overl ooked the courtyard.
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"Infuriating!
"And you have no idea what it's about?

‘None. Peter may, of course. I'll have to ask him'

"Was that your friend? At the mddle table?

"Friend? Peter? Ch ... well, yes. | suppose. Isn't that funny. Peter is a friend, of course, but
|'ve always thought of himas a kind of brother. Perhaps to take the place of the one I lost.' And

she smiled at nme, her own sweet, trermulous smile. And | sniled at her, my own gl eeful, dangerous
smle.

Brot her, was he? Ch, glorious. Still.

"He's very good | ooki ng.

‘"Isn't he! He's grown so this past year. It quite surprised ne. Not a little boy anynore.'
"Where does he cone fron®

"Bright Denmesne. The W zard Hi naggery's Denesne. At the upper end of Lake Yost.'
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"And is he a Wzard?

"No. Shifter. Thank the El even.' O course. She had tal ked of himbefore. | just hadn't nade the
connection. Shifter. | began to renenber the stories she had told ne. She had gone to Bannerwel |
in his behalf and had been held there, threatened with death by Prince Mandor and the Denon Hul d.
Peter, Shifter, had saved her. It all popped into ny head. Strange. When she had told nme those
tales, it had been like hearing stories told by the old dans. | had not thought of them as real
"He's the one who conquered Bannerwell,' | said.

"Yes. And after | came here, he went into the north-lands to find his nother - have | spoken of
her? Mavi n Manyshaped? A very strange person, Jinian, very strange indeed - and while there was
instrumental in destroying the place of the Magicians. O course we all saw that! Wo did not?
Srmoke rising hal fway up the sky and ash which nade the sun turn red! That was while you were in
the Forest of Chi nmerdong.

"Ah,' | said intelligently. 'l heard something or other about great Ganmesnen held by the
Magi ci ans. '
"A hundred thousand of them' she said pronptly. Well, then she had been in touch with soneone

near to Peter to know all this. '"A hundred thousand great Ganesnen held frozen under the nountain.
And no one knows how to restore them A terrible tragedy. Hi nmaggery is quite distraught over it.'
And she went on then to tell me nmore about them and Peter, and Wndl ow the Seer, until | felt |
had all his history tight in ny m nd.

So I knew who he was. And where he lived, at least fromtime to time. And now | had only to figure
out howto bring nyself to his attention. He m ght be a bit taken with Silkhands just now - and
she was very lovely, that | will adnit - but she obviously thought of himas a sibling.

In an instant, nmy conplacency was shattered, for
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she said, 'I'mglad you dropped in, Jinian. There are new runors of trouble in the northlands.
Bef ore things get any worse, we should get ourselves to Reavebridge. | thought we'd start within

the next few days, and | wanted to ask if you need any help getting ready to | eave."'

Next few days. Next few days. What matter that | knew where he mght live, or his nane, if we were
to go north day after tomorrow? What could | say? | nodded, nute, feeling nyself falling away into
thin shreds, as she went on

"It would be good to have Peter with us on the trip. Perhaps he will be going in that direction
O perhaps | can inveigle himto join us. You' d like that, Jinian. He's a good conpanion.'

| took it for a promse, slipping away early the next norning to give the dans the news. Mirzy
qui rked her lips at nme, snmling with her eyes. Cat |ooked slantwi se, tight-1ipped, as though to
consign all love and lovers to sonme far-off pit, shaking her head the while. Margaret rejoiced
with ne.

'So you know who he is! And what he is, and that a proper Ganesman. Well, and to think of it.
Strange that he, too, is going north.

‘"Not strange,' snarled Cat. 'Part of the Pattern. Jinian sumobns Peter with Lovers Cone Calling.
Kel ver summons Jinian with an alliance. Jinian sumons Sil khands to acconpany her. Sil khands
sunmons Peter. A kind of round dance. Though what it dances 'round still eludes us, there in the
nor t hl ands sonmewher e

Her words brought back sonething | had forgotten until that instant. Bl oster, heading away north
with all that was |eft of Daggerhawk Denmesne. Bloster's words at the edge of Chi nmerdong. 'Do any
of you know anyt hi ng about the Dream M ner and the Storm G ower?'

They becane very still, in the nanner of creatures so startled they do not nove for fear of
attracting
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attention. After a silence, Cat said, 'Shhh. Jinian, don't speak of theml|oudly. Not even here.'
"Who or what?' | demanded, though nore quietly. 'They plot ny death!’

They hesitated, even Murzemre Hornl oss, who seldom suffered tongue loss. It was Cat who spoke at

| ast. 'We have spoken of those Wzards who destroy in order to gain power. The things they choose
to destroy sonetines appear randomy chosen. As are the things we choose to build with - they,

too, - woul d appear randomy chosen to those unfanmiliar with our art. Wuld a | aynan know why we
lay an oW 's feather upon a black stone? Wy we set our heels upon a bridge sonetines, or place a
stem of maiden bells beneath the spray of a fall? W have a reason. So, if Dream M ner and Storm
G ower have marked you for destruction, they have a reason. It is said they dwell in the north. If
they plot your death, they do not do it idly and you will be walking toward it.' She |ooked at the
others. Grave faces all around.

"But that is where Peter is going." As | recall, | said it calmy, without foreboding. But then, |
have never been thought to have a Seer's Tal ent.

Murzy did, and what she said was, 'Wiy nust Storm Grower and Dream M ner have everything their own
way? Perhaps we have wal ked in fear of themtoo |ong."'

Silence. Finally a sigh fromCat. 'True, Mirzemire. Though the very thought chills ne.'

Margaret | ooked at ne with love in her face. 'Go, Jinian. Return to us when you can. O perhaps we
will find you first.'

"I wish there were tine to see to your clothes before you go,' said Bets predictably, conpletely
destroying the nelancholy nood we had all fallen into.

Dodi e was out in the countryside learning herbary with Sarah, so | could not even tell them

farewel|. Those who were there, | kissed good-bye, not really understanding the separation was to
start at once.
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We |eft a few days later, after such a flurry of preparation as left ne no tine to see the dans
again. The words of the Oracle had not been forgotten. Nothing pertaining to Peter was ever
forgotten so far as | was concerned. 'Let himsave your life a tine or two,' the Oracle had said.
"l see sonething unpleasant in the way of groles or Ghouls.' Goles | had not seen. Chouls | had.
| preferred not to see one again, but this trip northward m ght be the opportunity the Oracle had
in mnd. In which case Peter's life, and nine, mght be endangered.

| strapped Bartelny's gift scabbard to ny thigh, high beneath my skirts, where it could be reached
through a slit pocket, then stood for a long time |ooking at the weapon it would hold. It was an
ugly thing still, breathing with a pal pabl e menace, a hard, horrid chill. But ... but | had

| abored hard for the Dagger of Daggerhawk Demesne, risked ny life for it, been dangl ed and
threatened, all to have the tool to save Peter's life and ny own should it be needed. Wuld it be
needed? | had only the Oracle's word, and the Oracle never told all the truth.

At last | slipped it into the scabbard, recoiling as the pomel touched ne. It lay angrily against
my skin, an intimate hostility. After a few hours, | grew accustoned to the feeling. It was never
| ess than disconfort.

And in the brightness of a norning Silkhands and | got into the light carriage that was to carry
us north, waved farewell to Queen Vorbold (on whose face | read definite indications of relief),
and were trotted out onto the road north.
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Peter |ater wote an account of that tinme. | have read it, being alternately anazed and anused. |
do not renenber saying sone of the words he attributes to ne. And though in the main it is an
accurate enough account, frommy point of view, things were not quite as Peter recorded them
Since this trip was to offer an opportunity for Peter to save ny life, it was obvious that | had
to be carel ess enough to put my life at risk. | knew from Sil khands' chatter that Peter was being
harassed by some eneny, possibly that sane Huld who had caused himso much trouble in the past.
Bot h Sil khands and | knew t hat someone out in the wide world very nuch wanted ne dead and gone.
Despite this, neither of us spoke to Queen Vorbold about it, and we set out in a light carriage
with only two guardsnen, both of themold, ready for retirement, and hal f-blind.

This was not unlike Silkhands. Healers tend to be a bit casual about security. |, however, | ooked
t he guards over cynically when we left, hoping they would not be victins in what was likely to
occur.

As it happened, when the Ghoul came out of the woods, with a great troupe of staggering dead, the
guards could make only a token resistance; both were injured i nmedi ately, one may have been
killed. Silkhands was a Healer, not a fighter, and despite all ny plots and plans, | was so
surprised and horrified that | had all | could do to keep ny hand away from the Dagger. Since the
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Ghoul made no i Mmedi ate nmove to harmus, however, | concentrated on what was happeni ng; counted
the liches; and menorized the CGhoul's face in the event | should neet hi m again.
Just as | was about to decide that using the Dagger woul d be prudent inasmuch as this wasn't the

occasion the Oacle had in nmnd, | heard Peter screanming - his voice always cracked when he was
excited; it went on doing it until he was well into his twenties - screaning, 'Ghoul's Ghast

Ni ne.' And then he swooped up the
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two of us, Silkhands and ne, and carried us off to a treetop.
Unfortunately, he had used the last of his power in that swoop, while the Ghoul had plenty in
reserve. We clung and kicked and cursed a bit, and finally Peter got a grip on one of the tiny

Ganesnen he carried in his pocket - Buinel the Sentinel, it was - who stirred up a fire which
burned up the Ghoul and the liches and very near barbecued us in the process. | didn't, quite
frankly, think it was terribly good planning on Peter's part. Still, he had saved ny life as the

Oracl e had suggested. Since he had saved Sil khands, too, however, it did not produce the desired
ef fect.

We went on. Sone of his enenmies caught up with himin Three Knob, and | was able to suggest a
stratagemthat didn't require his using the Gamesnmen of Barish. | thought he m ght act nore
prudently and consistently if he were not used to calling on themall the tine. Loving Peter was
sonmetimes like loving a conmittee. He often went into these odd, silent conferences with hinself,
them |eaving one very nmuch on the outside. It was obvious he would not be able to | ove anyone by
hinself as long as he carried the Gamesnen in his pocket and in his head. Finding a solution to
their presence would have to come soon. It could not come soon enough, so far as I was concerned
King Kelver turned out to be a strikingly handsone nman, younger than | had expected. The first

monent he set eyes upon us, | knew he preferred Silkhands to ne. Part of that was ny own doi ng.
had not wanted himto Iike ne nuch. Still, it was a bit crushing to find one had succeeded so
well. H's feelings seenmed to be returned by Sil khands. She | ooked at himin a way she had never

| ooked at Peter.
I considered them both, Silkhands and the King, and tw ddled ny thunbs thinking of Mirzy's

warni ng. ' Never for anything small, chile,' she used to say. So far as | was concerned, it was not
for anything small. |
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found the sixteen ingredients for the love potion with some trouble, found privacy with which to
mx themwith a little nore trouble, and then - then threw themout, threw nmyself down on the bed,
and cried for an hour or so. It was no good. Renenbering the centipig, that horrible, wtless

lusting that was conpelled rather than felt, | could not do it to either of them Things would
just have to take their course. After only a few days, | knew no potion was necessary. She was
quite besotted with him Seeing themtogether, | wondered how often potions were used between two
who mni ght have | oved anyhow. Well, no matter. King Kel ver would obviously not object to breaking
the contract.

And once Sil khands was di sposed of in such a friendly fashion, | all owed another occasi on on which
Peter could save ny life. | had to appear to do a very foolish thing, of course, and had it not
been for my special Talent, it would have been a foolish thing in truth. |I was shut up in a
housenut that was being eaten out by groles. This tinme was actually nuch | ess dangerous than the
previous time, since groles are beasts and quite responsive to being talked to. | kept themwell

away fromnme until the |last mnute, though when Peter arrived they were chewi ng away at ny perch
with every appearance of eating ne imminently. He rescued ne very nicely, held nme as though I were
precious to him realizing for the first tine that | was fenale.

Had it not been for Peter's old friend Chance, grunphing away in the background, nmy oath of
celibacy m ght have been forgotten right then. Fromthat point on, Peter began to have feelings

for me. They were troubled feelings, yes. Uncertain feelings. Still, | thought in tinme he would
come to love me a good deal. The whole matter might have been | ess conplicated if there had not
been that oath which still had two years to run.

We found the solution to the Ganesnmen of Barish
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upon the heights of Bleer. Though he fought against it, Peter did the right thing. He and

Si | khands raised themup, restoring themto thenselves, and | was not even jeal ous. Silkhands
saved his life in the process, so we all seemed even up with nothing owi ng to anyone

A nice conclusion to the tale, his and mine. A good place to leave it, is it not? Al of us
properly paired off, loving couples or with sone hope of being, having achieved great things. Many
of the old stories end in such a way. 'And then they lived happy all their lives.'

And so with us, except that our lives were to be short ones lasting at nost only a few hours from
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that time. As it was, we few stood al one upon the Wastes of Bleer waiting for too short a tine to
pass before we died. It was then and there |I began this tale.

From what | have said, you know we did not die. The way of our salvation was this.

We stood together then upon the Wastes of Bleer, the great convoluted forns of the Wnd's Bones
all around us, eleven Ganmesnen plus Barish-Wndlow, and five of us who had cone there, seventeen

inall, while against us nmarched an arny of bones stretching fromone side of the horizon to the
other. | had reconciled to dying, alnost, and the others as well. W would die, but we would

fight. W would die, but we would die honorably - and | considered the distinction with some wy,
nordant cheer. A false distinction, but better than none under the circunstances. | had cried and

scri bbl ed one night away, sorry | could not have forgotten the oath for that last night. It seened
such a futile thing if | were to die, never to have loved himfully. But then |I thought if | were
to die, better to die true to nyself than false. And who knows, making | ove under such conditions

nm ght not have been very wonderful the first tine. | understand it often isn't. Margaret expl ai ned
that to me. So, | stood there facing
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the marching horde, the Dagger in ny hand, hoping | would have a chance of letting one of the
human novers of that horde feel the edge of it, grieving a little.

Then there was no nore tine to grieve over |lost loving, for the arnmy of bones was upon us. Peter
had Shifted into a grole, ready to eat as many of the eneny as he could. The rest of us were ready
to fight, knowing it would be futile against that array, about to be overrun

And then ... in the mddle of that great tumult | felt Peter trying to raise up the Wnd's Bones,
those great buried hulks that lay all about us, trying to link with the Ganesnmen as he had so
often in the past, trying to use their strength to bring the great old bones of the world to our
defense. They were too nonstrous, too deep, too heavy, too far buried. He could not. They quivered
only slightly, shifting reluctantly in their age-old bed. And yet, they had been beasty things

after all, no matter how huge. Things of the earth, | thought hal f-hysterically as the marching
skeletons cane in their white rattling thunder toward us. Buried things, old things ..
The words rang in ny head like a bell. 'Earthways are mne, and things old and buried. If you need

hel p with such things, call on nme.' The boon | had been promi sed by the gobbl enol e.
There was no tinme to do what | did! Tinme slowed around ne as | ducked into a hidden place between
the stones, set out the articles, drew the design, said the words of sunmoning and the boon

requested, all in one great gust of breath as though | would not have a nmonent in which to finish.
Never before, and not often since, have | felt the power of word, gesture, and intent unified into
an irresistible sutmons as it was in that monment. | did not see old gobblenole, but | could fee

him feel himin the way the great bones heaved up all at once, higher and higher, nonsters of
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ancient tinmes tranmpling up into the daylight with the nold still falling fromthem Bones to fight
bones. Dead things to fight dead things. The dead things of this world to fight the dead things
that had cone from anot her worl d.

Gobbl enol e held themin hinself, of course, just as forest held every tree and silver-bell, just
as flitchhawk held every darter's wing, just as d' bor wife held every m nnow O d gods, hol ding
all their kind in their mnds, marvel ous and mghty. And | heard them speaking as if they were
beasts alive once nore, heard their subterranean fury swell fromthe clinging soil to burst with
shattering ferocity upon the skeletons of nen: 'Adown the false, foul, outlander bones. Adown the
brittle, breaking, wildly shaking skeletons fromthe afars. Adown the interloper, stranger, alien

horde. Adown themall, all, into dust, sand, soil, stone ...’
And in the end, as you know, they were indeed adown, into dust upon the wi nd, blots upon the
stone, while the great old beasts tranpled still, only falling to the stones once nore when the

| ong day was done. Wen it was over, we felt like rags, sodden and linp, the sweat drying clamy
on us, unable to raise a finger. It was tinely to see Peter's folk come down at us out of the sky,
bearing little help for what we had been through but rmuch confort and food and cheer now that it
was over.

In the quiet that came at last, | set ny feet upon the ground to feel the tingle there where the
A d Road still ran.

They shut up the old gods, Bartelmny the Dervish had said, shut themup. Wunded t hem

"I would not allow nyself to be shut up,' | had said to Cat once, knowi ng nothing about it at all

It had seemed a sinple thing.

It was not that sinple, neither the shutting up nor the turning |oose. Certainly the towering
anger that came in answer to ny sumobns was not a sinple
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thing. There was wath beneath ny feet, vengeful ness, a great force that m ght be | oosed agai nst
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all things not of this world. As | was not. As Peter was not. Though it came to nmy call, that was
no guarantee it hated me less than it had hated the bones. No. It was not a sinple thing to shut
up an old god. So were ny thoughts, nonmentarily.

There was no tinme to runinate upon it. | wal ked anong the Ganesnen of Barish, |ooking them over as
others were doing, wondering to find nyself here anong | egends and al nost-gods. | heard themtalk
with one another, with Mavin and H naggery, heard them plan for a new age, a better tine, plotting
to raise up a hundred thousand great Ganesnen to achieve their purposes. There was Tanor, Arniger;
Deal pas the Heal er. There was Thandbar, the first Shifter, forebear of Peter and his nother. There
was Trandilar, great Queen, m stress of Beguilement, cosseting Peter in a tone that turned nme red
and eager, not with envy but with sonme hot feeling it was not easy to put down. Sorah was there,
the great Seer of ancient tines, pretending to have a vision for him

Then | saw her face change and the vision becane a real one. She was sayi ng. 'Shadownaster. Hol der
of the key. Storm Grower. The Wzard holds the book, the light, the bel

And | did not consider it. | laughed, with Peter, both of us red-faced and a little enbarrassed,
and we forgot it. The terror was over. Al either of us could think of was the fernenting,
bubbling joy of being alive, of having a future. Nothing el se seened inportant. | knew nothi ng
then about the shadowraster except what Bartelmnmy had told nme. | did not care to hear nore about
Storm Grower. | had only seen one edge of the bell - had | really seen it at all? - and knew
not hi ng of the book or light. | was only a young girl. | was alive, who had thought she woul d be
dead. | was in love

I did not give nmuch thought to Bartelny's words, or
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those of the Oracle who tells only part of the truth - not then. Peter had invited nme to go with
him northward still, to see the world we had not seen before.

There were things ... things nmy head wanted. And |I'Il confess it, even then a faint fata

curiosity was beginning to brew.

But Peter had asked me to go with himnorthward.

And for that little tine, that was enough.

THE END

NOTE:

The events leading up to the great Battle of the Bones on the Wastes of Bl eer are recounted by
Peter in Wzard's Eleven, the third volume of his own adol escent nmemoirs, the first two of which
are King's Blood Four and Necromancer N ne.

The life of Mavin Manyshaped, Peter's nother, and her encounter with the shadow, is recounted in
t hree vol unes, The Song of Mavin Manyshaped, The Flight of Mavin Manyshaped, and The Search of
Mavi n Manyshaped.

Jinian's own story continues in Dervish Daughter and Jinian Star-eye.
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