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CALDE OF THE LONG SUN
by Gene Wl fe

Chapter 1 -- The Slaves of Scylla

As unruffled by the disturbances shaking the city as by the furious
thunderstormthat threatened with every gust to throw down its
shiprock and return its nmud brick to the parent nud, H s Cogni zance
Pat era Quetzal, Prolocutor of the Chapter of This Qur Holy
City of Viron, studied his present sere and sallow features in the
pol i shed belly of the silver teapot.
As at this hour each day, he swng his head to the right and
contenpl ated his nearly nosel ess profile, made a simlar inspection
of its obverse, and elevated his chin to display a | engthy and notably
wri nkl ed neck. He had shaped and col ored face and neck with care
upon arising, as he did every norning; neverthel ess, there renmai ned
the possibility (however renpte) that sonething had gone awry by
ten: thus the present amused but pai nstaking sel f-exam nation
"For | ama careful man," he nuttered, pretending to snmooth one
thin white eyebrow
A crash of thunder shook the Prolocutor's Palace to its
foundations at the final word, brightening every light in the roomto a
glare; rain and hail drummed the w ndowpanes.
Pat era Renora, Coadjutor of the Chapter, nodded sol emmly.
"Yes indeed, Your Cognizance. You are indeed a nost--ah--advertent man."
Yet there was always that possibility. "I'mgrowi ng old, Patera.
Even we careful nen grow old."
Renora nodded again, his long bony face expressive of regret.
"Al as, Your Cogni zance."
"As do many other things, Patera. Qur city... The whorl itself
grows ol d. When we're young, we notice things that are young, |ike
ourselves. New grass on old graves. New | eaves on old trees."
Quetzal lifted his chin again to study his bul ging reflection through
hooded eyes.
"The gol den season of beauty and--um-el egi acs, Your Cogni zance."
Renora's fingers toyed with a dainty sandwi ch.
"As we notice the signs of advancing age in ourselves, we see them
in the whorl. Just a few chens today who ever saw a man who saw a
man who renenbered the day Pas nade the whorl."
Alittle bewildered by the rapid riffle through so many generati ons,
Renora nodded agai n. "lndeed, Your Cogni zance. |ndeed
not." Surreptitiously, he w ped jam from one finger
"You becone conscious of recurrences, the cyclical nature of
myth. When first | received the baculus, | had occasion to survey
many ol d docunents. | read each with care. It was ny customto
devote three Hi eraxdays a nonth to that. To that alone, and to
i nescapabl e obsequies. | gave ny prothonotary the straitest instructions
to nake no appointnments for that day. It's a practice | recomend, Patera."
Thunder rattled the roomagain, |lightning a dragon beyond the w ndows.
"I will, um reinstitute this wi se usage at once, Your Cogni zance."
"At once, you say?" Quetzal |ooked up fromthe silver pot,
resolved to repowder his chin at the first opportunity. "You may go
to young Incus and so instruct him if you want. Tell hi m now,
Patera. Tell himnow "

"That is--ah--unfeasible, | fear, Your Cognizance. | sent Patera
I ncus upon a--um-errand Ml psday. He has not--um-rejoined us."
"I see. | see." Wth a trenbling hand, Quetzal raised his cup unti

its gilt rimtouched his lips, then lowered it, though not so far as to
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expose his chin. "I want beef tea, Patera. There's no strength in this.
I want beef tea. See to it, please."

Long accustoned to the request, his coadjutor rose. "I shal
prepare it with nmy own hands, Your Cogni zance. It will--ah--occupy
only an, um trice. Boiling water, an, um roiling boil. Your

Cogni zance may rely upon ne."

Slowy, Quetzal replaced the delicate cup in its saucer as he
wat ched Renpra's retreating back; he even spilled a few drops
there, for he was, as he had said, careful. The neasured cl osing of
the door. Good. The clank of the latchbar. Good again. No one
could intrude now w thout noise and a slight delay; he had desi gned
the | at chi ng nechani sm hi nsel f.

Wthout |eaving his chair, he extracted the puff froma drawer on
the other side of the roomand applied flesh-toned powder delicately
to the small, sharp chin he had shaped with such care upon ari sing.
Swi nging his head fromside to side as before, frowning and smiling
by turns, he studied the effect in the teapot. Good, good!

Rai n beat against the windows with such force as to drive trickles
of chill water through crevices in the casenents; it pooled invitingly
on the mlkstone windowsills and fell in cataracts to soak the carpet.
That, too, was good. At three, he would preside at the private
sacrifice of twenty-one dappl ed horses, the now posthunous offering
of Councillor Lermur--one to all the gods for each week since
Thin nore substantial than a shower had bl essed Viron's fields. They
coul d be convened to a thank offering, and he would so convert them

Woul d the congregation know by then of Lenur's dem se?

Quet zal debated the advisability of announcing the fact if they did

not. It was a question of sone consequence and at length, for the
tenmporary relief the act afforded him he pivoted his hinged fangs
fromtheir snug grooves in the roof of his nouth, snapping each
gratefully into its socket and grinning gleefully at his distorted inage.

The rattle of the latch was. nearly lost in another crash of thunder,
but he had kept an eye on the |atchbar. There was a second and
| ouder rattle as Renobra, on the other side of the door, contended
with the inconveniently-shaped iron handle that woul d, when its
bal ky rotation had been conpleted, laboriously Iift the clunsy bar
clear of its cradle.

Quet zal touched his |ips alnmost absently with his napkin; when he
spread it upon his lap again, his fangs had vani shed. "Yes, Patera?"
he inquired querulously. "What is it now? Is it time already?"

"Your beef tea, Your Cognizance." Renora set his small tray on
the table. "Shall |--um-decant a cup for you? | have, er, obtained a
clean cup for the purpose.”

"Do, Patera. Please do." Quetzal smiled. "While you were gone,
was contenpl ating the nature of hunor. Have you ever considered it?"

Renora resuned his seat. 'i fear not, Your Cognizance."

"What's becone of young Incus? You hadn't expected himto be
gone so | ong?"

"No, Your Cognizance. | dispatched himto Lima." Renora spooned beef salts
into the clean cup and added water fromthe snmall copper kettle he had
brought, producing a fine plune of steam "I am-ah--noderately
concerned. An, um nodicumof civil unrest last night, eh?" He stirred
vigorously. "This--ah--stripling Silk. Patera Silk, alas. | know him"

"My prothonotary told ne." Wth the slightest of nods, Quetza
accepted the steanming cup. "I'd have thought Lima would be safer.”

"As would I, Your Cognizance. As did I|."

A cautious sip. Quetzal held the hot, salty fluid in his nouth,
drawing it deliciously through fol ded fangs.

"I sent himin search of a--ah, um-individual, Your Cognizance
A, er, acquaintance of this Patera Silk's. The Cvil Guard is
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searching for Patera hinself, hey? As are, er, certain others.
O her--ah--parties. So | amtold. This norning, Your Cognizance,
di spatched still others to |ook for young Incus. The rain, however,
ah, necessitous, will hanper themall, hunf"
"Do you swim Patera?"
"I, Your Cognizance? At the--um-|akeside, you nmean? No. O
east, not for nmany years.
"Nor |."
Renora groped toward a point he had yet to discern. "A healthfu
exerci se, however. For those of, um unaugnented years, eh? A hot
bath before sacrifice, Your Cogni zance? O --1 have it!--springs.
There are, er, reborant springs at U bs. Healing springs, nost
heal thful. Possibly, while--affairs are so--ah--unsettled here, eh?"
Quet zal shook hinself. He had a way of quivering like a fat man
when he did that, although on the few occasi ons when Renora had
been obliged to lift himinto bed, his body had in fact been light and
si nuous. "The gods..." He smled.
"Must be served, to be sure, Your Cognizance. | would be on the
spot --ah--ensuring that the Chapter's interests were vigilantly
saf eqguar ded, hey?" Renora tossed | ank black hair away fromhis
eyes. "Each rite carried out with--um-"
"You nust recall the story, Patera." Quetzal swayed fromside to
side, perhaps with silent mirth. "A-man and W-man |i ke rabbits in
a garden. The--what do you call then?" He held up a thin,
bl ue-vei ned hand, pal m cupped.
"A cobra, Your Cogni zance?"
"The cobra persuaded W-nman to eat fruit fromhis tree, niracul ous
fruit whose taste conferred wi sdom"
Renora nodded, wondering how he might reintroduce the

at

springs. "l recollect the--um-allegory."
Quet zal nodded nore vigorously, a wi se teacher proffering praise
to a small boy. "It's all in the Witings. O nearly all. A god called

Ah Lah barred W-nman and her husband fromthe garden." He

ceased to speak, apparently wandering anong thoughts. "W seem
to have |l ost sight of Ah Lah, by the way. | can't recall a single
sacrifice to him No one ever asks why the cobra wanted W-nman to
eat his fruit."

"From sheer, er, wickedness, Your Cognizance? That is what |
had al ways supposed.”

Quet zal swayed faster, his face solemm. "In order that she would
ditrib his tree, Patera. The man |ikew se. Their story's not over
because they haven't clinbed down. That's why | asked if you had
consi dered the nature of humor. |s Patera Incus a strong sw mer?"

"Why, |'ve--ah--no notion, Your Cognizance."

"Because you think you know why the wonman you sent himto
|l ook for visited the lake with our scanp Silk, whose nane | see on
wal | s. "

"Why, er, Your Cognizance is--ah--great penetration, as always."
Renora fidgeted

"I saw it scratched on one five floors up, yesterday," Quetza
continued as though he had not heard, "and went wide."

"Di sgraceful, Your Cognizance!"

"Respect for our cloth, Patera. | nyself swimwell. Not so well as a
fish, but very well indeed. Or | did."

"I'mpleased to hear it, Your Cognizance."

"The jokes of gods are long in telling. That's why you ought to sift
the records of the past on Hieraxdays, Patera. Today's Hi eraxday.
You'll learn to think in new and better ways. Thank you for ny beef
tea. Now go."

Renora rose and bowed. "As Your Cogni zance desires."

Hi s Cogni zance stared past him lost in speculation
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Greatly daring, Renora ventured, "I have often observed that
your own way of thinking is somewhat--ah--unlike, as well as nuch
nmore, um select than that of nobst nen."

There was no reply. Renobra took a step backward. "Upon every--ah--topic
what soever, Your Cogni zance's information is quite, um marvel ous."

"Wait." Quetzal had nmade his decision. "The riots. Has the
Al anbrera fall en?"

"What's that? The Al anbrera? Wiy--ah--no. Not to ny
know edge, Your Cogni zance."

"Tonight." Quetzal reached for his beef tea. "Sit down, Patera.
You' re always junpi ng about. You nake ne nervous. It can't be
good for you. Lermur's dead. Did you know it?"

Renora's nouth gaped, then snapped shut. He sat.

"You weren't. It's your responsibility to learn things."

Renora acknow edged his responsibility with a shanefaced nod.
"May | inquire, Your Cognizance--?"

"How | know? In the sane way | knew the woman you sent | ncus
after had gone to Lake Limma with Patera Calde Silk."

"Your Cogni zance!"

Once again, Quetzal favored Rernora with his lipless smle. "Are

you afraid I'll be arrested, Patera? Cast into the pits? You' d be
Prol ocutor, presumably. 1've no fear of the pits." Quetzal's |ong-skulled,
conpl etely hairl ess head bobbed above his cup. "Not at ny
age. None."
"None the less, | inplore Your Cognizance to be nore--ah--circunspect."”

"Way isn't the city burning, Patera?"

Caught by surprise, Renpra glanced at the cl osest w ndow.

"Mud brick and shiprock walls. Tinbers supporting upper floors.
Thatch or shingles. Five blocks of shops burned |ast night. Wiy isn't
the whole city burning today?"

"I't's raining, Your Cognizance," Renora sumopned all his courage.
"It's been raining--ah--forcibly since early this norning."

"Exactly so. Patera Calde Silk went to Lima on Ml psday with a
worman. That same day, you sent Incus there to |look for an
acquai ntance of his. A wonan, since you were reluctant to speak of
it. Councillor Loris spoke through the glass an hour before lunch."

Renora tensed. "He told you Councillor Lermur was no | onger
anong us, Your Cogni zance?"

Quet zal swung his head back and forth. "That Lenmur was stil
alive, Patera. There are runors. So it would appear. He wanted ne
to denounce themthis afternoon.”

"But if Councillor Loris--ah--assures--"

"Clearly Lenmur's dead. If he weren't, he'd speak to ne in person
O show hinself at the Juzgado. Or both."

"Even so, Your Cogni zance--"

Anot her crash of thunder nade conmobn cause with Quetzal's
thin hand to interrupt.

"Can the Ayuntam ento prevail w thout hin? That's the question,
Patera. | want your opinion."

To give hinself tinme to consider, Rernora sipped his now tepid
tea. "Munitions, the--ah--thews of contention, are stored in the
Al anbrera, as well as in the, um cantonment of the G vil Guard,
cast of the city."

"I know that."
"It is an, er, conplex of great--um-redoubtability, Your
Cogni zance. | aminfornmed that the outer wall is twelve cubits

in--ah--laterality. Yet Your Cognizance anticipates its surrender
tonight? Before venturing an opinion, may | enquire as to the
source of Your Cogni zance's i nformation?"

"I haven't any," Quetzal told him "I was thinking out loud. If the
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Al anbrera doesn't fall in a day or so, Patera Calde Silk will fail.
That's my opinion. Now | want yours."

"Your Cogni zance does ne honor. There is also the--um-dornmant arny
to consider. Councillor Lemur--ah--Loris will undoubtedly issue
an--ah--call to arns, should the, um situation,
in his view, beconme serious."

"Your opinion, Patera."

Renora's cup rattled in its saucer. "As long as the--ah--fidelity of
the Givil Guard remains--um-unbl em shed, Your Cogni zance," he
drew a deep breath, "it would appear to ne, though | am assuredly
no--um-master hand at nmatters nilitary, that--ah, um-Patera
Cal de cannot prevail."

Quet zal appeared to be listening only to the storm for perhaps
fifteen tickings of the coffin-shaped clock that stood beside the
door, the howing of the wind and the lash of rain filled the room
At | ast he asked, "Suppose that you were to learn that part of the
Guard's gone over to Silk already?"

Renora's eyes w dened. "Your Cogni zance has--?"

"No reason to think so. My question's hypothetical."

Renora, who had nuch experience of Quetzal's hypothetica
questions, filled his lungs again. "I should then say, Your Cogn
zance, that should any such unhappy circunstance--ah--circunstances
eventuate, the city would find itself anongst--ah--perilous

waters. "

"And the Chapter?"

Renora | ooked dol eful. "Equally so, Your Cognizance. if not
worse. As an augur, Silk could well, ah, proclaimhinmself Prolocutor,

as well as calde.”

"Really. He Il acks reverence for you, ny coadjutor?"

"No, Your Cognizance. Quite the, um contrary."

Quet zal sipped beef tea in silence.

"Your Cogni zance--ah--intends the Chapter to support the--um-host
of, er, Patera Cal de?"

"I want you to conpose a circular letter, Patera. You have nearly
six hours. It should be nore than enough. |I'Il sign it when we're
through in the Grand Manteion." Quetzal stared down at the
stagnant brown liquid in his cup

"To all the clergy, Your Cogni zance?"

"Enphasi ze our holy duty to bring confort to the wounded and
the Final Fornula to the dying. Inply, but don't say--" Quetza
paused, inspired.

"Yes, Your Cogni zance?"

"That Lenur's death ends the claimto rule the councillors had in
the past. You say you know Patera Cal de Sil k?"

Renora nodded. "I conversed with himat somne--ah--extensively
Scyl sday eveni ng, Your Cogni zance. W discussed the financial--um-trials
of his manteion, and--ah--various other matters."

"l don't, Patera. But |'ve read every report in his file, those of his
instructors and those of his predecessor. Thus mny recomrendation
Diligent, sensitive, intelligent, and pious. Inpatient, as is to be
expected at his age. Respectful, which you now confirm A tireless
worker, a point his instructor in theononmy was at pains to enphasize.
Pliable. During the past few days, he's becone i nmensely
popul ar. Shoul d he succeed in subjugating the Ayuntamni ento, he's
apt to renmain so for a year or nore. Perhaps nuch |onger. Chartera
governnent by a young augur who'll need seasoned advisors to
remain in office..."

"I ndeed, Your Cognizance." Renora nodded energetically. "The
sane--ah--intuition had occurred tone."

Wth his cup, Quetzal gestured toward the nearest w ndow. "W
suffer a change in weather, Patera."
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"An, um profound one, Your Cogni zance."

"W nust acclimate ourselves to it. That's why | asked if young
Incus swam |f you can reach him tell himto strike out boldly. Have
I made nysel f cl ear?”

Renora nodded again. "I will, um strive to render the Chapter's
whol ehearted endorsenent of an--ah--lawful and holy gover nnent
apparent, Your Cogni zance."

"Then go. Conpose that letter."

"If the Al anbrera doesn't--ah--hey?"

There was no indication that Quetzal had heard. Renpra left his
chair and backed away, at length closing the door behind him

Quet zal rose, and an observer (had there been one) m ght have
been nore than a little surprised to see that shrunken figure grown
so tall. As if on wheels, he glided across the room and threw open
the broad casenent that overl ooked his garden. admtting poundi ng
rain and a gust of wind that nade his mul berry robe stand out
behind himlike a banner

For some while he renmained before the wi ndow, notionless,
cosnetics streaming fromhis face in rivulets of pink and buff, while
he contenpl ated the tamarind he had caused to be planted there
twenty years previously. It was taller already than many buil di ngs
called lofty; its glossy, rain-washed | eaves brushed the w ndowfrane
and now even, by the width of a child's hand, sidled into his
bedchanber like so many timd sibyls, confident of welcone yet
habi tual ly shy. Their parent tree, nourished by his own efforts, was
of nore than sufficient size now, and a fount of joy to him a
sheltering presence, a nenorial of hone, the highroad to freedom

Quet zal crossed the roomand barred the door, then threw off his
sodden robe. Even in this downpour the tree was safer, though he
could fly.

The | oom ng presence of the cliff slid over Auk as he sat in the bow,
and with it a final whistling gust of icy rain. He glanced up at the
beetling rock, then trained his needler on the augur standing to the
halyard. "This time you didn't try anything. See how flash you're
getting?" The storm had broken at shadeup and showed no signs of

sl ackeni ng.

Chenill e snapped, "Steer for that," and pointed. Chill tricklings
fromher linp crinmson hair nerged into a rivulet between her ful
breasts to flood her naked I oins.

At the tiller, the old fisherman touched his cap. "Aye, aye,

Scal din' Scylla."

They had | eft Lima on Mol psday night. From shadeup to
shadel ow, the sun had been a torrent of white fire across a dazzling
sky; the wind, fair and strong at norning, had veered and di ed away
to a breeze, to an occasional puff, and by the tinme the market
cl osed, to nothing. Mst of that afternoon Auk had spent in the
shadow of the sail, Chenille beneath the shelter of the half deck; he
and she, |ike the augur, had gotten badly sunburned just the sane.

Ni ght had brought a new wind, foul for their destination.
Directed by the old fisherman and conmanded to hol d ever closer
by the nmj or goddess possessing Chenille, they had tacked and
tacked and tacked again, Auk and the augur bailing frantically on
every reach and often sick, the boat heeling until it seened the
gunnel must go under, a lantern swinging crazily fromthe masthead
and crashing into the nast each tine they went about, going out half
a dozen tinmes and leaving the three weary nmen below in deadly fear
of ramm ng or being rammed in the dark

Once the augur had attenpted to snatch Auk's needler fromhis
wai st band. Auk had beaten and ki cked him and thrown hi mover
the side into the churning waters of the |ake, fromwhich the old
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fisherman had by a miracle of resource and luck rescued himwith a
boat hook. Shadeup had brought a third wind, this out of the

sout heast, a stormwi nd driving sheet after gray sheet of slanting
rain before it with a lash of |ightning

"Down sail!" Chenille shrieked. "Loose that, you idiot! Drop the
yard!"

The augur hurned to obey; he was perhaps ten years senior to
Auk, with protruding teeth and snmall, soft hands that had begun to
bl eed al nost before they had left Lima.

After the yard had crashed down, Auk turned in his seat to peer
forward at their destination, seeing nothing but rai nwet stone and
evoki ng i ndi gnant squawks fromthe neager protection of his |egs.
"Come on out," he told Silk's bird. "W're under a cliff here."

"No out!"

Dry by conparison though the foot of the cliff was, and shiel ded
fromthe wind, it seened colder than the open |ake, rem nding Auk
forcibly that the new sumrer tunic he had worn to Li ma was
soaked, his baggy trousers soaked too, and his greased riding boots
full of water.

The narrow inlet up which they glided becane narrower yet,
danmp black rock to left and right rising fifty cubits or nore above
the masthead. Here and there a freshet, born of the storm
descended in a slender line of silver to plash noisily into the quiet
water. The cliffs united overhead, and the iron mast-cap scraped stone.

"She'll go," Chenille told the old fisherman confidently. "The
ceiling' s higher farther in."

"I'd "preciate ter raise up that mains'l ag'in, ma'am" the old
fi sherman remar ked al nost conversationally, "an' undo themreefs.
It'Il rot if it don't dry."

Chenille ignored him Auk gestured toward the sail and stood to
the halyard with the augur, eager for any exercise that m ght warm
hi m

Oreb hopped onto the gunnel to | ook about and fluff his danp
feathers. "Bird wet!" They were gliding past inpressive tanks of
white-painted nmetal, their way nearly spent.

"A Sacred Wndow _ It _is!_ There's a Wndow and an al tar
_right there! Look!" The augur's voice shook with joy, and he rel eased
the halyard. Auk's kick sent himsprawing.

"Got ter break out sweeps, ma'am if there's nore channel."

"M nd your helm Lay al ongside the Wndow." To the augur
Chenill e added, "Have you got your knife?"

He shook his head m serably.

"Your sword then," she told Auk. "Can you sacrifice?"

"I've seen it done, Surging Scylla, and | got a knife in my boot.
That m ght work better." As daring as Renora, Auk added, "But a
bird? | didn't think you liked birds."

"That ?" She spat into the water
A fender of woven cordage thunped, then ground agai nst stone.

Their side lay within a cubit of the natural quay on which the tanks
and the Wndow stood. "Tie us up." Chenille pointed to the augur
"You, too! No, the stern, you idiot. He'll take the bow "

Auk made the halyard fast, then sprang out onto the stone quay.
It was wet, and so slined that he nearly fell; in the watery |ight of
the cavern, he failed to nake out the bhig ironring at his feet until he
stepped on it.

The augur had found his ring sooner. He straightened up. "I--1I

_am_an _augur_, Savage Scylla. |'ve sacrificed to you and to al
the Nne many tinmes . |'d be _delighted , Savage Scylla. Wth his
knife..."

"Bad bird," Oeb croaked. "Gods hate." He flapped his injured
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wing as if to judge how far it might carry him

Chenill e bounded onto the slippery stone and crooked a finger at
the old fisherman. "You. Come up here."

"l oughter--"

"You ought to do what you're told, or I'll have ny thug kill you
straight off."

It was a relief to Auk to draw his needler again, a return to
fam |liar ground.

" Scylla! " the augur gasped. "A _human bei ng?_ Really--"

She whirled to confront him "Wat were you doing on ny boat?
"Who sent you?"

"Bad cut," Oreb assured her

The augur drew a deep breath. "I amH his _Eninence's_
prothonotary." He snoothed his sopping robe as if suddenly conscious of his
bedraggl ed appearance. "H his E-e-eminence desired ne to _|-locate_

a particular y-y-young wonman--"

Auk trained his needler on him

"Y-you. Tall, red hair and so forth. I _didn't_ know it was you,
Savage Scylla." He swall omed and added desperately, "H his interest
was ha-wholly friendly. Hhis Eninence--"

"You are to be congratul ated, Patera." Chenille's voice was
smoot h and al nost courteous; she had an al arning habit of remaining
imobile in attitudes no nere human bei ng coul d have nmi ntai ned for
nmore than a few seconds, and she did so now, her pivoting
head and gl ari ng eyes seemingly the only living pans of her |ush
body. "You have succeeded splendidly. Perhaps you identified the
previ ous occupant? You say this woman," she touched her chest,

"was described to you?"

The augur nodded rapidly. " _Yes , Savage Scylla. Fiery hair
and--and s-skill with a _knife_ and..."

Chenille's eyes had rolled backward into her skull. until only the
whites could be seen. "Your Em nence. Silk addressed himlike that.
You attended ny graduation, Your Em nence."

The augur said hurriedly, "He wished me to _assure_ her of our
submission. O the Chapter's . To offer our _advise_ and

_support _, and declare our _loyalty . Information H his Em nence
had received indicated that--that you'd g-gone_to the lake with
Patera Silk. His Enminence is Patera's _superior_. He--1--we
decl are our _undying_ |loyalty, Savage Scylla."

"To Kypris."

There was that in Chenille's tone which rendered the words
unanswer abl e. The augur could only stare at her

"Bad man," Oreb announced virtuously. "Cut?"

"An augur? | hadn't considered it, but..."

The old fishernman hawked and spat. "If'n you're really Scaldin
Scylla, ma'am 1'd like ter say sonmethin' ." He w ped his grizzled
must ache on the back of his hand.

"I am Scylla. Be quick. W mnust sacrifice nowif we're to sacrifice
at all. My slave will arrive soon."

"l been prayin' and sacrificin' ter you all nmy life. You an' your pa's
the only ones us fishernmen pay mind to. I'mnot sayin' you owe ne
anythin'. | got ny boat, an' | had a wife and raised the boys. Al ways
made a livin'. What |'mwantin' ter say is when | go you'll be losin'
one of your own. It's goin' ter be one less here for you an' ol' Pas.
Maybe you figure | took you 'cause the big feller's got his stitchin
gun. Fact is, I'd of took you anywheres on the | ake soon as | knowed
who you was."

"I must reintegrate nyself in Mainfrane," Chenille told him
"There may be new devel opnents. Are you through?"

"Pretty nigh. The big feller, he does anythin' you want him just
like what 1'd do in his britches. Only he b'longs ter H erax, nma'am"
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Auk started.

"Not ter you nor your pa neither. He maybe don't know it hisself,
but he do. His bird an' that needler he's got, an' the big hangersword,
an' his knife what he tells he's got in his boots, they all show
it. You got ter know it better'n ne. As fer this augur you're gettin
set ter offer nme up, | fished himout O the |lake last night, and t'other
day | seen another fished up. They do say--"

"Describe him™"

"Yes'm" The old fisherman considered. "You was down in the
cuddy then, | guess. Wien they'd got himout, | seen him]l ook over
our way. Lookin' at the bird, seened like. Pretty young. Tall as the
big feller. Yeller hair--"

"Silk!'" Auk excl ai ned.

"Pul | ed out of the water, you said?"

The fisherman nodded. "Scup's boat. |'ve knowed Scup thirty year."

"You may be right," Chenille told him "You nay be too val uabl e
to sacrifice, and one old man is nothing anyway."

She strode toward the W ndow before whirling to face them
again. "Pay attention to what | say, all three of you. In a nonent,
I"lI'l depart fromthis whore. My divine essence will pass from her
into the Sacred Wndow that | have caused to be put here, and be
reintegrated with nmy greater divine self in Miinfranme. Do you
understand ne? Al of you?"

Auk nodded nutely The augur knelt, his head bowed.

"Kypris, ny nortal eneny and the eneny of ny nother, ny
brothers, and ny sisters--of our whole famly, in fact--has been
m schi ef -making here in Viron. Already she seens to have won to
her side the neager fdol this idiot--Wat's your nanme, anyhow?"

"Incus, Savage Scylla. I-1"mPatera _Incus_."

"The fool this idiot calls His Eminence. | don't doubt that she
intends to win over ny Prolocutor and ny Ayuntam ento too, if she
can. The four of you, | include the whore after I'mthrough with her,
are to see to it that she fails. Use threats and force and t he power of
my nanme. Kill anyone you need to, it won't be held against you. If
Kypris returns, do sonething to get ny attention. Fifty or a hundred
children should catch ny eye, and Viron's got plenty to spare.”

She glared at each man in turn. "Questions? Let's hear them now,
if there are any. (bjections?"

Oreb croaked in his throat, one bright black eye trained warily

upon her.

"Good. You're ny prophets henceforth. Keep Viron |loyal, and
you'll have ny favor. Believe nothing Kypris nay tell you. My slave
shoul d be here shortly. He'll carry you there, and assist you. See the
Prol ocutor and talk to the comm ssions in the Juzgado. Tel
everyone who' Il listen about nme. Tell themeverything |I've said to
you. |'d hoped that the Ayuntam ento's boat would be in this dock
It usually is. It isn't today, so you'll have to see the councillors for
me. The old man can bring you back here. Tell them | nean to sink
their boat and drown themall in ny lake if ny city goes over to Kypris."

I ncus stammered, "A th-theophany, S-savage S-s-scylla, wwould--"
"Not convince your councillors. They think thensel ves too wi se.
Theophani es may be useful, however. Reintegrated, | may consider them"

She strode to the danp stone altar and sprang effonlessly to its top
"I had this built so your Ayuntam ento might offer private
sacrifices and, when | chose, confer with ne. Not a trace of ash
They' || pay for that as well.
"You." She pointed to Auk. "This augur Silk's plotting to overthrow
them for Kypris. Help him but show himwhere his duty lies.
If he can't see it, kill him You' ve ny permssion to rule yourself as
my Calde in that case. The idiot here can be Prol ocutor under
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simlar circunstances, | suppose.”

She faced the Wndow and knelt. Auk knelt, too, pulling the
fi sherman down. (lncus was kneeling already.) Cearing his throat,
Auk began the prayer that he had bungl ed upon the Pilgrins' Wy,
when Scylla had reveal ed her divine identity. "Behold us, lovely
Scylla, woman of the waters--"

Incus and the fisherman joined in. "Behold our |ove and our need
for thee. Ceanse us, O Scyllal"

At the nane of the goddess, Chenille threw high her arms with a
strangl ed cry. The dancing colors called the Holy Hues filled the
Sacred Wndow with chestnut and brown, aquamarine, orange,
scarlet, and yellow, cerulean blue and a curious shade of rose
brushed with drab. And for a nonent it seened to Auk that he
glinpsed the sneering features of a girl a year or two from
womanhood.

Chenille trenbled violently and went linp, slunping to the altar
top and roiling off to fall to the dark and sliny stone of the quay.

Oeb fluttered over to her. "God go?"

The girl's face--if it had been a face--vanished into a wall of

green water, like an onrushing wave. The Holy Hues returned, first

as sun-sparkles on the wave, then clainmng the entire Wndow and
filling it with their whirling ballet before fading back to | um nescent
gray.

"I think so," Auk said. He rose, and discovered that his needler
was still in his hand; he thrust it beneath his tunic, and asked
tentatively, "You all right, Jugs?"

Cheni | | e noaned.

He Iifted her into a sitting position. "You banged your head on the
rock, Jugs, but you're going to be all right." Eager to do sonething
for her, but unsure what he should do, he called, "You! Patera! Get
some water."

"She t hr ow?"

Auk swung at Oreb, who hopped agilely to one side.

" Hackun®"

"Yeah, Jugs. Right here." He squeezed her gently with the arm
that supponed her, conscious of the febrile heat of her sunburned skin.

"You came back. Hackum |I'mso glad."

The ol d fisherman coughed, striving to keep his eyes from
Chenille's breasts. "Mebbe it'd be better if me an' him stayed on the
boat awhil e?"

"We're all going on your boat," Auk told him He picked up
Chenille.

Incus, a battered tin cup of water in his hand, asked, "You intend
to _di sobey? "

Auk dodged. "She said to go to the Juzgado. W got to get back to
Lima, then there's wagons to the city."

"She was sendi ng soneone, sending her slave she said, to take us

there." Incus raised the cup and sipped. "She also said | _was to be
_Prolocutor_."
The old fishernman scow ed. "This feller she's sendin', he'll have a

boat o' his own. Have ter, ter git out here. What becones 0' mine if
we go off with hin? She said fer ne ter fetch the rest back ter see
them councillors, didn't she? How m| s'posed ter do that if | ain't
got ny boat ?"

Oeb fluttered onto Auk's shoulder. "Find Silk?"

"You got it." Carrying Chenille, Auk strode across the quay to eye
the open water between it and the boat; it was one thing to spring
fromthe gunnel to the quay, another to junp fromthe quay to the
boat while carrying a wonan taller than nost. "Get that rope," he
snhapped to Incus. "Pull it closer. You left too nuch slack."

Incus pursed his lips. "W cannot _possibly disobey the instructions
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of the goddess."
"You can stay here and wait for whoever she's sending. Tell him

we'll neet up with himin Limma. Me and Jugs are going in Dace's
boat . "

The ol d fisherman nodded enphatically.

"If _you_ wsh to disobey, ny son, I _wll not attenpt to prevent

you. However--"

Sonething in the darkness beyond the last tank fell with a crash,
and the scream of netal on stone echoed fromthe walls of the
cavern. A new voice, deeper and | ouder than any nerely human
voice, roared, "_| bring her! Gve her to ne! "

It was that of a talus larger than the | argest Auk had ever seen; its
virescent bronze face was cast in a grinmace of hate, blinding yell ow
light glared fromits eyes, and the oily black barrels of a flaner and a
pair of buzz guns jutted fromits open nouth. Behind it, the bl ack
dark at the back of the cavern had been replaced by a sickly greenish
gl ow.

" | bring her! Al of you! Gve her to ne! " The talus extended a
|l engthening armas it rolled toward them A steel hand the size of
the altar from which she had fallen closed about Chenille and
pl ucked her from Auk's grasp; so a child m ght have snatched a
smal | and unloved doll fromthe arns of another doll. " _Get on ny
back! Scylla commands it! "

A half dozen widely spaced rungs of bent rod | addered the talus's
metal flank. Auk scranbled up with the night chough flapping
ahead of him as he gained the top, the talus's huge hand deposited
Chenille on the sloping black netal before him

"Hang on!"

Two rows of bent rods nuch |ike the steps of the |adder ran the
Il ength of the talus's back. Auk grasped one with his left hand and
Chenille with his right. Her eyelids fluttered. "Hackun?"

"Still here."

I ncus's head appeared as he clanbered up; his sly face | ooked sick
in the watery light. "By--by Hierax! "

Auk chuckl ed.

"You--You--Help me _up_."

"Hel p yourself, Patera. You were the one that wanted to wait for
him You won. He's here."

Bef ore Auk had fini shed speaking, Incus sprang onto the talus's
back with astonishing alacrity, apparently inpelled by the nuscul ar
arm of the fisherman, who cl anbered up a nonent later. "You'd
make a di nber burglar, old man," Auk told him

"Hackum where are we?"

"I'n a cave on the west side of the |ake."

The talus turned in place, one wi de black belt crawling, the other
| ocked. Auk felt the thunp of machi nery under him

Puf fs of black snoke escaped fromthe joint between the upright
thorax and | ong wagon-I|i ke abdonmen to which they clung. It rocked,

j erked, and skewed backward. A sickening sidew se skid ended in a
geyser of icy water as one belt slipped off the quay. Incus clutched at
Auk's tunic as their side of the talus went under, and for a dizzying
second Auk saw the boat tossed higher than their heads.

The wave that had lifted it broke over themlike a blow, a
suffocating, freezing whorl that at once drai ned away; when Auk
opened his eyes again Chenille was sitting up screani ng, her
dripping face blank with terror

Sonet hi ng bl ack and scarlet |anded with a thunp upon his
soppi ng shoul der. "Bad boat! Sink."

It had not, as he saw when the talus heaved itself up onto the quay
again; Dace's boat lay on its side, the mast unshi pped and tossing
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like driftwood in the turbul ent water
Huge as a boul der, the talus's head swi veled around to gl are at
them revolving until it seenmed its neck nust snap. " _Five ride!l The
smal | may go! "
Auk gl anced fromthe augur to the fisherman, and fromhimto
the hysterical Chenille, before he realized who was nmeant. "You can
beat the hoof if you want to, bird. He says he won't hurt you if you do."
"Bird stay," Oreb nuttered. "Find Silk."
The talus's head conpleted its revolution, and the talus |unged
forward. Yellow |ight glared back at them reflected fromthe
curved white side of the Iast tank, |eaving the Sacred W ndow enpty
and dead | ooki ng behind them Sallow green lights wi nked into
bei ng just above the talus's hel neted head, and the still-tossing
wat ers of the channel congeal ed to rough stone as the cavern
dwi ndl ed to a di mtunnel
Auk put his armaround Chenille's waist. "Fancy a bit of conpany, Jugs?"
She wept on, sobs lost in the wind of their passage.
He rel eased her, got out his needler, and pushed back the
sideplate; a trickle of gritty water ran onto his fingers, and he blew
into the nmechanism "Should be all right," he told Oreb, "soon as it

dries out. | ought to put a couple drops of oil on the needles,
t hough. "

"Good girl," Oreb informed himnervously. "No shoot."

"Bad girl," Auk explained. "Bad nman, too. No shoot. No go away,
either."

"Bad bird!"

"Lily." Gently, he kissed Chenille's inflaned back. "Lie down if
you want to. Lay your head in nmy |lap. Maybe you can get a little
sl eep. "

As he pronounced the words, he sensed that they cane too |ate.
The tal us was descendi ng, the tunnel angling downward, if only
slightly. The nouths of other tunnels flashed past to |eft and right,
darker even than the danp shiprock walls. Drops of water clinging
to the unchanging ceiling gleanmed |ike dianbnds, vani shing as they
passed.

The tal us slowed, and sonething struck its great bronze head,
ringing it like a gong. Its buzz guns rattled and it spat a tongue of
blue fire.

Chapter 2 -- Silk's Back

"I't would be better,’
"if youdidit, sib."
Maytera Mnt's small nouth fell open, then firmy closed.
oedi ence neant obeying, as she had told herself thousands of tines;
obedi ence was nore than setting the table or fetching a plate of
cookies. "If you wish it, Maytera. Hi gh H erax knows | have no
voi ce, but | suppose | nust."
Maytera Marble sighed to herself with satisfaction, a hish from
the speaker behind her lips so soft that no ears but hers could hear it.
Maytera M nt stood, her cheeks aflane al ready, and studied the
congregation. Half or nore were certainly thieves; briefly she
wonder ed whet her even the images of the gods were safe.
She nounted the steps to the anbion, acutely conscious of the
murnmur of talk filling the mantei on and the steady drum of rain on
its roof; for the first time since early spring, fresh snelling rain was
st abbi ng through the god gate to spatter the bl ackened altartop--though
there was | ess now than there had been earlier.

Maytera Marble nmurnured to Maytera Mnt,
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Mol pe, she prayed, Marvel ous Mol pe, for once |l et ne have a
voi ce. "Some--" Deep breath. "Some of you do not know ne...'

Few so much as | ooked at her, and it was apparent that those who
did could not hear her. How ashanmed that gallant captain who had
showed her his sword woul d be of her now

Pl ease Kypris! Sabered Sphigx, great goddess of war

There was a strange swelling beneath her ribs; through her mnd a
swirl of sounds she had never heard and sights she had not seen: the
rumbl i ng hoof beats of cavalry and the booning of big guns. the
terrifying roars of Sphigx's lions, the silver voices of trunpets, and
the sharp crotaline clatter of a buzz gun. A worman with a bl oodstai ned
rag about her head steadied the line: _Formup! Form Up!

Forward now Forward! Follow ne!

Wth a wide gesture, little Maytera Mnt drew a sword not even
she could see. " Fr_iends!" Her voice broke in the niddle of the word.

Louder, girl! Shake these rafters!

"Friends, sonme of you don't know who | am | am Maytera M nt, a.
sibyl of this nmanteion." She swept the congregation with her eyes,
and saw Maytera Marbl e appl auding silently; the babble of severa
hundred voi ces had stilled altogether

"The laws of the Chapter permt sacrifice by a sibyl when no augur
is present. Regrettably, that is the case today at our manteion. Few
of you, we realize, will wish to remain. There is another manteion
on Hat Street, a nanteion well loved by all the gods, |'m sure,
where a holy augur is preparing to sacrifice as | speak. Toward the
mar ket, and turn left. It's not far."

She waited hopefully, listening to the pattering rain; but not one
of the five hundred or so |lucky enough to have seats stood, and none
of the several hundred standers in the aisles turned to go.

"Patera Silk did not return to the manse |ast night. As many of you
know, Cuardsmen cane here to arrest hi m&l51"

The angry nutter fromher listeners was |like the grow of sone
enor nous beast .

"That was yesterday, when Kind Kypris, in whose debt we shal
al ways be, honored us for a second tine. Al of us feel certain that
there has been a foolish enor. But until Patera Silk comes back, we
can only assunme that he is under arrest. Patera Cub, the worthy
augur Hi s Cogni zance the Prol ocutor sent to assist Patera SilKk,
seens to have left the manse early this norning, no doubt in the
hope of freeing him™"

Maytera M nt paused, her fingers nervously exploring the
chi pped stone of the ancient anbion, and gl anced down at the
attentive worshi pers crouched on the floor in front of the forenost
bench, and at the patchy curtain of watching faces that filled the
nart hex arch.

"Thus the duty of sacrifice devol ves upon Maytera Marbl e and
me. There are dozens of victins today. There is even an unspotted
white bull for Great Pas, such a sacrifice as the G and Mantei on
cannot often see." She paused again to listen to the rain, and for a
glance at the altar.

"Before we begin, | have other news to give you, and nost
particularly to those anobng you who have conme to honor the gods
not only today but on Scyl sday every week for years. Many of you
will be saddened by what | tell you, but it is joyful news.

"Qur bel oved Maytera Rose has gone to the gods. in whose
service she spent her long |ife. For reasons we deem good and
proper, we have chosen not to display her nortal renmains. That is
her casket there, in front of the altar

"W nmay be certain that the imortal gods are aware of her
exemplary piety. | have heard it said that she was the ol dest
bi ochemical person in this quarter, and it may well have been true.
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She belonged to the | ast of those fortunate generations for which
prosthetic devices renmi ned, devices whose principles are | ost even
to our w sest. They sustained her life beyond the |ives of the
children of many she had taught as children, but they coul d not
sustain it indefinitely. Nor would she have wi shed themto. Yester
day they failed at |ast, and our beloved sib was freed fromthe
sufferings that old age had brought her, and the toil that was her
only sol ace. ™

Sone nmen standing in the aisles were opening the wi ndows there;
little rain if any seened to be blowing in. The stormwas over,
Maytera M nt decided, or nearly over.

"So our sacrifice this norning is not nerely that which we offer to
the undyi ng gods each day at this time if a victimis granted us. It is
our dear Maytera Rose's last sacrifice, by which | nean that it is not
just that of the white bull and the other beasts outside, but the
sacrifice of Maytera hersel f.

"Sacrifices are of two kinds. In the first, we send a gift. In the
second, we share a neal. Thus ny dear sib and | dare hope it will
not shock you when | tell you that ny dear sib has taken for her use
some of the marvel ous devices that sustained our bel oved Maytera
Rose. Even if we were disposed to forget her, as | assure you we are
not, we could never do so now. They will rem nd us both of her life
of service. Though I know that her spirit treads the Aureate Path, |
shal | always feel that sonething of her lives onin ny sib."

Now, or never.

"W are delighted that so many of you have cone to honor her, as
it is only right you should. But there are many nore outside, nen
and wonen, children too, who would honor her if they could, but
were unable to find places in our manteion. It seens a shame, for
her sake and for the gods' as well.

"There is an expedient, as some of you nust stirely know, that can
be adopted on such occasions as this. It is to nove the casket, the
altar, and the Sacred Wndow itself out into the street tenporarily."

They woul d | ose their precious seats. She half expected themto
riot, but they did not.

She was about to say, "I propose--" but caught herself in tine; the
deci sion was hers, the responsibility for it and its execution hers.
"That is what we will do today." The thick, |eather-bound Chrasnol ogic
Witings lay on the anbion before her; she picked it up
"Horn? Horn, are you here?"

He waved his hand, then stood so she could see him

"Horn was one of Maytera's students. Horn, | want you to choose
five other boys to help you with her casket. The altar and the Sacred
W ndow are both very heavy, | imagine. W will need volunteers to

nmove t hose. "

Inspiration struck. "Only the very strongest nen, please. WII
twenty or thirty of the strongest nen present please cone forward?
My siband I will direct you."

Their rush nearly overwhelnmed her. Half a minute later, the altar
was afloat upon a surging stream of hands and arns, bobbi ng and
rocking like a box in the | ake as a human current bore it down the
aisle toward the door.

The Sacred W ndow was nore difficult, not because it was
heavi er, but because the three-hundred-year-old clanps that held it
to the sanctuary floor had rusted shut and bad to be hamered. Its
sacred cables trailed behind it as it, too, was carried out the door, at
times spitting the crackling violet fire that vouched for the i nmanent
presence of divinity.

"You did wonderfully, sib. Just wonderfully!" Maytera Marbl e had
foll owed Maytera M nt out of the manteion; now she laid a hand
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upon her shoul der. "Taking everything outside for a viaggiatory!
However did you think of it?"

"I don't know. It was just that they were still in the street, nopst of
them and we were in there. And we couldnn't let themin as we
usual |y do. Besides," Maytera Mnt sniled inpishly, "think of all the
bl ood, sib. It would ve taken us days to clean up the nanteion
afterward. "

There were far too nmany victinms to pen in Maytera Marble's little
garden. Their presenters had been told very firmy that they would
have to hold themuntil it was time to lead themin, with the result
that Sun Street | ooked rather like the beast-sellers quarter in the
mar ket. How many woul d be here, Maytera M nt wondered, if it
hadn't been for the rain? She shuddered. As it was, the victinms and
their presenters | ooked soaked but cheerful, steaming in the sunshine
of Sun Street.

"You're going to need sonething to stand on," Maytera Marble
warned her, "or they'll never hear you."

"Wy not here on the steps?" Maytera M nt inquired.

"Friends..." To her own ears, her voice sounded weaker than
ever here in the open air; she tried to imagi ne herself a trunpeterl
then a trunpet. "Friends! | won't repeat what | said inside. This is
Maytera Rose's |ast sacrifice. | know that she knows what you've

done for her, and is gl ad.

"Now ny sib and her helpers are going to build a sacred fire on the
altar. W will need a big one today--"

They cheered, surprising her

"We'll need a big one, and sone of the wood will be wet. But the
whol e sky is going to be our god gate this afternoon, letting in Lord
Pas's fire fromthe sun."

Li ke so many brightly-colored ants, a straggling line of little girls
had al ready begun to carry pieces of split cedar to the altar, where
Mayt era Marbl e broke the snall est pieces.

"It is Patera Silk's customto consult the Witings before sacrificing.
Let us do so too." Maytera Mnt held up the book and opened it at random
<bl ockquot e>
Whatever it is we are, it is alittle flesh, breath, and the ruiing
part. As if you were dying, despise the flesh; it is blood, bones, and
network, a tissue of nerves and veins. See the breath al so, what
kind of thing it is: air, and never the sane, but at every noment sent
Qut and drawn in. The third is the ruling part. No longer let this part
be enslaved, no longer let it be pulled by its strings like a
mari onette. No | onger conplain of your Iot, nor shrink fromthe future.
</ bl ockquot e>
<spacer Type='horizontal' Size=32>
"Patera Silk has told us often that each passage in the Witings
hol ds two neani ngs at least." The words slipped out before she
realized that she could see only one in this one. Her m nd groped
frantically for a second interpretation

"The first seens so clear that | feel foolish explaining it, though it
is my duty to explainit. Al of you have seen it already, |I'msure. A
part, two parts as the Chrasnologic witer would have it, of our dear
Mayt era Rose has perished. W nust not forget that it was the baser
part, the part that neither she nor we had reason to value. The
better part, the part bel oved by the gods and by us who knew her,
will never perish. This, then, is the message for those who nmourn
her. For ny dear sib and ne, particularly."

Hel p me! Hierax, Kypris, Sphigx, please help!

She had touched the sword of the officer who had cone to arrest
Silk; her hand itched for it, and sonething deep within her, denied
until this nonment, scanned the crowd.

"I see a man with a sword." She did not, but there were scores of
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such nen. "A fine one. WIIl you cone forward, sir? WIIl you |lend
me your sword? It will be for only a nonment."

A swaggering bully who presunmably believed that she had been
addr essi ng hi m shoul dered a path through the crowd. It was a
hunting sword, alnost certainly stolen, with a shell guard, a stag
grip, and a sweepi ng doubl e-edged bl ade.

"Thank you." She held it up, the polished steel dazzling in the hot
sunshine. "Today is Heraxday. It is a fitting day for final rites. |
think it's a neasure of the regard in which the gods held Maytera
Rose that her eyes were darkened on a Tarsday, and that her | ast
sacrifice takes place on Hieraxday. But what of us? Don't the
Witings speak to us, too? Isn't it Hi eraxday for us, as well as for
Mayt era? We know they do. W know it is.

"You see this sword?" The deni ed self spoke through her, so that
she--the little Maytera M nt who had, for so many years, thought
herself the only Maytera Mnt--listened with as nuch amazenent as
the crowd, as ignorant as they of what her next word nmight be. "You
carry these, many of you. And knives and needlers, and those little
| ead clubs that nobody sees that strike so hard. And only Hierax
hi nsel f knows what el se. But are you ready to pay the price?"

She brandi shed the hunting sword above her head. There was a
white stallion anbng the victins; a flash of the blade or sone note in
her voice made himrear and paw the air, catching his presenter by
surprise and lifting himoff his feet.

"For the price is death. Not death thirty or forty years from now,
but death now! Death today! These things say, _|I will not cower to
you! Jamno slave, no ox to be led to the butcher! Wong nme, wong
the gods, and you die! For | fear not death or you! "

The roar of the crowd seened to shake the street.

"So say the Witings to us, friends, at this manteion. That is the
second neaning." Maytera Mnt returned the sword to its owner
"Thank you, sir. It's a beautiful weapon."

He bowed. "It's yours anytine you need it, Maytera, and a hard
hand to hold it."

At the altar, Maytera Marbl e had poised the shall ow bow of
pol i shed brass that caught falling light fromthe sun. A curl of snoke
arose fromthe splintered cedar, and as Maytera M nt watched, the
first pale, alnobst invisible flame.

Hol ding up her long skirt, she trotted down the steps to face the
Sacred Wndow with outstretched arns. "Accept, all you gods, the
sacrifice of this holy sibyl. Though our hearts are torn, we, her
siblings and her friends, consent. But speak to us, we beg, of tines
to cone, hers as well as ours. Wiat are we to do? Your |ightest word
will be treasured."

Maytera M nt's mnd went blank--a dramatic pause until she
recal l ed the sense, though not the sanctioned wordi ng, of the rest of
the invocation. "If it is not your will to speak. we consent to that,
too." Her arms fell to her sides.

From her place beside the altar, Maytera Marbl e signaled the first
presenter.

"This fine white he-goat is presented to..
Mnt's nenory failed her

"Kypris," Maytera Marble suppli ed.

To Kypris, of course. The first three sacrifices were all for Kypris.
who had electrified the city by her theophany on Scyl sday. But what
was the nanme of the presenter?

Maytera M nt | ooked toward Maytera Marble, but Maytera
Mar bl e was, strangely, waving to soneone in the crowd.

"To Captivating Kypris, goddess of |ove, by her devout
supplicant--?"

Once again, Maytera
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"Bream " the presenter said.
"By her devout supplicant Bream" It had cone at |ast, the

monent she had dreaded nost of all. "Please, Maytera, if you' d do
it, please...?" But the sacrificial knife was in her hand, and
Maytera Marble raising the ancient wail, metal |inbs slapping the

heavy bonbazi ne of her habit as she danced.

He- goats were supposed to be contunaci ous, and this one had
| ong, curved horns that |ooked dangerous; yet it stood as quietly as
any sheep, regarding her through sleepy eyes. It had been a pet, no
doubt, or had been raised |ike one.

Maytera Marbl e knelt beside it, the earthenware chalice that had
been the best the manteion could afford beneath its neck

I"1l shut ny eyes, Maytera Mnt pronised herself, and did not.
The bl ade slipped into the white goat's neck as easily as it mght
have penetrated a bale of white straw. For one horrid nonent the
goat stared at her, betrayed by the humans it had trusted all its life;
it bucked, spraying both sibyls with its |ifeblood, stunbled, and
rolled onto its side.

"Beautiful," Maytera Marbl e whispered. "Wy, Patera Pike
couldn't have done it better hinself."

Maytera M nt whi spered back, "I think I'mgoing to be sick," and
Maytera Marbl e rose to splash the contents of her chalice onto the
fire roaring on the altar, as Maytera M nt herself had so often

The head first, with its inpotent horns. Find the joint between the
skul'l and the spine, she remi nded herself. Good though it was, the
knife could not cut bone.

Next the hooves, gay with gold paint. Faster! Faster! They would
be all afternoon at this rate; she wi shed that she had done nore of
t he cooki ng, though they had sel dom had much neat to cut up. She
hi ssed, "You nust take the next one, sib. Really, you nust!"

"W can't change of f now"

She threw the last hoof into the fire, |eaving the poor goat's |egs
ragged, bloody stunps. Still grasping the knife, she faced the
W ndow as before. "Accept, O Kind Kypris, the sacrifice of this fine
goat. And speak to us, we beg, of the days that are to come. Wat
are we to do? Your lightest word will be treasured." She offered a
silent prayer to Kypris, a goddess who seened to her since Scyl sday
al nrost a larger self. "Should you, however, choose otherw se..."

She let her arnms fall. "W consent. Speak to us, we beg, through
this sacrifice."

On Scyl sday, the sacrifices at O pine's funeral had been
ill-omened to say the least. Maytera M nt hoped fervently for better
i ndi cants today as she slit the belly of the he-goat.

"Kypris blesses..." Louder. They were straining to hear her
"Kypris blesses the spirit of our departed sib." She strai ghtened up
and threw back her shoul ders. "She assures us that such evil as
Maytera di d has been forgiven her."

The goat's head bunt in the fire, scattering coals: a presage of
vi ol ence. Maytera M nt bent over the carcass once nore, struggling
frantically to recall what litfie she knew of augury--remarks
dropped at odd nonents by Patera Pike and Patera Silk, half-hearted
| essons at table from Maytera Rose, who had spoken as
much to disgust as to teach her.

The right side of the beast concerned the presenter and the augur
who presided, the giver and the performer of the sacrifice; the |eft
the congregation and the whole city. This red liver foretold deeds of
bl ood, and here anobng its tangled veins was a knife, indicating the
augur - -t hough she was no augur--and pointing to a square, the
square stemof mint alnost certainly, and the hilt of a sword. Was
she to die by the sword? No, the blade was away from her. She was
to hold the sword, but she had al ready done that, hadn't she?
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In the entrails a fat little fish (a bream presunmably) and a junble
of circular objects, necklaces or rings, perhaps. Certainly that
interpretation would be wel coned. They lay close to the bream one
actually on top of it, so the tine was very near. She nounted the
first two steps.

"For the presenter. The goddess favors you. She is well pleased
with your sacrifice." The goat had been a fine one, and presunably
Kypris would not have indicated wealth had she not been gratified.

"You will gain riches, jewels and gold particularly. within a short
time."

Ginning fromear to ear, Bream backed away.

"For all of us and for our city, violence and death, from which
good will cone." She gl anced down at the carcass, eager to be
certain of the sign of addition she had glinpsed there; but it had
gone, if it had ever existed. "That is all that | can see in this victim

though a skilled augur such as Patera Silk could see nuch nore, |I'm
sure."

Her eyes searched the crowd around the altar for Bream "The
presenter has first claim If he wishes a share in this neal, let him

cone forward."

Al ready the poor were struggling to get nearer the altar. Maytera
Mar bl e whi spered, "Burn the entrails and |ungs, sib!"

It was wise and good and customary to cut snall pieces when the
congregation was large, and there were two thousand in this one at
| east; but there were scores of victins, too, and Maytera M nt had
little confidence in her own skill. She distributed haunches and
quarters, receiving delighted smles in return

Next a pair of white doves. Did you share out doves or burn them
whol e? They were edible, but she remenbered that Silk had burned
a black cock whole at Orpine's last sacrifice. Birds could be read,
al t hough they sel domwere. Wuldn't the giver be of fended,
however, if she didn't read these?

"One shall be read and burned," she told himfirnmy. "The other
we will share with the goddess. Remain here if you would like it for
yoursel f."

He shook his head.

The doves fluttered desperately as their throats were cut.

A deep breath. "Accept, OKind Kypris, the sacrifice of these fine
doves. And speak to us, we beg, of the tines that are to conme. Wat
are we to do? Your lightest word will be treasured."” Had she really
killed those doves? She risked a peek at their |ifeless bodies. "Should
you, however, choose otherw se..."

She let her arnms fall, conscious that she was getting nore bl ood
on her habit. "W consent. Speak to us, we beg, through this
sacrifice."

Scrapi ng feathers, skin, and flesh fromthe first dove's right
shoul der bl ade, she scanned the fine lines that covered it. A bird
wi th outspread wings; no doubt the giver's nane was Swan or
sonet hing of the sort, though she had forgotten it already. Here was
a fork on a platter. Wuld the goddess tell a man he was going to eat
di nner? Inpossible! A mnute drop of blood seened to have seeped
out of the bone. "Plate gained by violence," she announced to the
presenter, "but if the goddess has a second nmessage for ne, | amtoo
ignorant to read it."

Mayt era Marbl e whi spered, "The next presenter will be ny son
Bl oody. "

Who was Bl oody? Maytera Mnt felt certain that she should
recogni ze the nane. "The plate will be gained in conjunction with
the next presenter," she told the giver of the doves. "I hope the
goddess isn't saying you'll take fromhim"
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Mayt era Marbl e hissed, "He's bought this manteion, sib."

She nodded without conprehension. She felt hot and si ck,
crushed by the scorching sunlight and the heat fromthe bl aze on the
altar, and poisoned by the fumes of so much bl ood, as she bent to
consi der the dove's |eft shoul der bl ade.

Li nked rings, frequently interrupted.

"Many who are chained in our city shall be set free," she
announced, and threw the dove into the sacred fire, startling alittle
girl bringing nore cedar. An old woman was overjoyed to receive
t he second dove.

The next presenter was a fleshy man nearing sixty; with himwas a
handsonme younger one who hardly canme to his shoul der; the
younger nman carried a cage containing two white rabbits. "For
Maytera Rose," the older man said. "This Kypris is for love, right?"
He wi ped his sweating head with his handkerchi ef as he spoke,
rel easi ng a heavy fragrance.

"She is the goddess of |ove, yes."

The younger nman snirked, pushing the cage at Maytera M nt.

"Well, roses stand for love," the older man said, "I think these
shoul d be all right.

Maytera Marble sniffed. "Victins in confinenment cannot be
accepted. Bl oody, have himopen that and hand one to ne."

The ol der man appeared startl ed.

Maytera Marble held up the rabbit, pulling its head back to bare
its throat. If there were a rule for rabbits, Maytera M nt had
forgotten it; "We'll treat these as we did the doves," she said as
firmy as she could.

The ol der nan nodded.

Wiy, they do everything | tell them she reflected. They accept
anything | say! She struck off the first rabbit's head, cast it into the
fire, and opened its belly.

Its entrails seemed to nelt in the hot sunshine, beconming a
surging line of ragged men with slug guns, swords, and crude pikes.
The buzz gun rattled once nore, sonewhere at the edge of
audi bility, as one stepped over a burning rabbit.

She nounted the steps again, groping for a way to begin. "The
message is very clear. Extraordinarily clear. Unusual."

A murmur fromthe crowd.

"We--nostly we find separate nessages for the giver and the
augur. For the congregation and our city, too, though often those
are together. In this victim it's all together."

The presenter shouted. "Does it say what my reward will be from
t he Ayunt am ent 0?"

"Death." She stared at his flushed face, feeling no pity and
surprised that she did not. "You are to die quite soon, or at |east the
presenter will. Perhaps your son is neant."

She raised her voice, listening to the buzz gun; it seenmed strange
that no one else heard it. "The presenter of this pair of rabbits has
renminded ne that the rose, our departed sib's nameflower, signifies
|l ove in what is called the | anguage of flowers. He is right, and
Conmely Kypris, who has been so kind to us here on Sun Street, is
the aut hor of that |anguage, by which |l overs nmay converse with

bouquets. My own naneflower, nmint, signifies virtue. | have always
chosen to think of it as directing ne toward the virtues proper to a
holy sibyl. | mean charity, hunility, and--and all the rest. But

_virtue_is an old word, and the Chrasnologic Witings tell us
that it first nmeant strength and courage in the cause of right."
They stood in awed silence |listening to her; she herself |istened
for the buzz gun, but it had ceased to sound if it had ever really
sounded at all.
"I haven't nuch of either, but I will do the best | can in the fight to
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conme." She | ooked for the presenter, intending to say sonething
about courage in the face of death, but he had vani shed into the
crowd, and his son with him The enpty cage | ay abandoned in the
street.

"For all of us," she told them "victory!" Wat silver voice was this,
ringi ng above the crowmd? "We nust fight for the goddess! W will
win with her help!"

How many remmi ned. Sixty or nore? Maytera Mnt felt she had
not strength enough for even one. "But | have sacrificed too |ong.
I"mjunior to nmy dear sib, and have presided only by her favor." She
handed the sacrificial knife to Maytera Marbl e and took the second
rabbit from her before she coul d object.

A black lamb for H erax after the rabbit; and it was an indescribable
relief to Maytera Mnt to watch Maytera Marble receive it and
offer it to the untenanted gray radi ance of the Sacred Wndow, to
wai | and dance as she had so many tines for Patera Pi ke and Patera
Silk, to catch the lanb's blood and splash it on the altar--to watch
Maytera cast the head into the fire, knowi ng that everyone was
wat chi ng Maytera too, and that no one was wat ching her

One by one, the lanb's delicate hoofs fed the gods. A swift stroke
of the sacrificial knife laid open its belly, and Maytera Marbl e
whi spered, "Sib, cone here."

Startled, Maytera Mnt took a hesitant step toward her; Mytera
Mar bl e, seeing her confusion, crooked one of her new fingers.

"Pl ease! "

Maytera M nt joined her over the carcass, and Maytera Marble
murmured, "You'll have to read it for ne, sib."

Maytera M nt glanced up at the senior sibyl's netal face.

"I mean it. | know about the liver, and what tunmors nean. But |
can't see the pictures. | never could."

Cl osing her eyes, Maytera M nt shook her head.

"You must!"

"Maytera, I'mafraid."

Not so distant as it had been, the buzz gun spoke again, its rattle
foll owed by the dull boom of slug guns.

Maytera M nt straightened up; this time it was clear that people
on the edge of the crowd had heard the firing.

"Friends! | don't know who's fighting. But it would appear--"

A pudgy young man in bl ack was pushing through the crowd,
pracfically knocki ng down several people in his hurry. Seeing him
she knew the intense relief of passing responsibility to soneone el se.
"Friends, neither nmy dear sib nor | will read this fine lanb for you
Nor need you endure the irregularity of sacrifice by sibyls any
| onger. Patera Gulo has returned!"

He was at her side before she pronounced the final word,
di shevel ed and sweating in his wool robe, but transported with
triunph. "You will, all you people--everybody in the city--have a
real augur to sacrifice for you. Yes! But it won't be ne. Patera Silk's
back!"

They cheered and shouted until she covered her ears.

@Qulo raised his arns for silence. "Maytera, | didn't want to tel
you, didn't want to worry you or involve you. But | spent npbst of
the night going around witing on walls. Talking to--to people.
Anybody who'd listen, really, and getting themto do it, too. | took
a box of chalk fromthe palaestra. _Silk for calde! Silk for
cal de! Here he conmes! "

Caps and scarves flewinto the air. "_SILK FOR CALDE!' "

Then she caught sight of him waving, head and shoul ders
energing fromthe turret of a green Civil Quard fl oater--one that
threw up dust as all floaters did, but seened to operate in ghostly
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silence, so great was the noise.

" | amcone?_" the talus thundered again. "_In the service of Scyll al
M ghti est of goddesses! Let ne pass! O perish!_" Both buzz guns
spoke together, filling the tunnel with the wild shrieking of ricochets.

Auk, who had pulled Chenille flat when the shooting began,
cl asped her nore tightly than ever. After a half mnute or nore the
right buzz gun fell silent, then the left. He could hear no answering
fire.

Ri si ng, he peered over the talus's broad shoul der. Chens littered
the tunnel as far as the creeping lights illumnated it. Several were
on fire. "Soldiers," he reported.

"Men fight,” Oreb anplified. He flapped his injured wi ng uneasily.
“I'ron nmen."

"The Ayuntam ento,"” Incus cleared his throat, "nmust have called
out the _Arny_." The talus rolled forward before he had finished, and
a soldier cried out as its belts crushed him

Auk sat down between Incus and Chenille. "I think it's time you
and ne had a talk, Patera. | couldn't say rmuch while the goddess
was around. "

Incus did not reply or neet his eyes.

"l got pretty rough with you, and | don't like doing that to an
augur. But you got ne nad, and that's how | am"

"CGood Auk!" Oreb nmintained.

He smiled bitterly. "Sonetimes. What |'mtrying to say, Patera, is
I don't want to have to pitch you off this tall ass. | don't want to have
to | eave you behind in this tunnel. But | will if I got to. Back there
you said you went out to the |ake |ooking for Chenille. If you knew
about her, didn't you know about me and Silk too?"

I ncus seenmed to expl ode. "How can you sit here tal ki ng about
_nothing_ when _nen_ are _dying_ down there!"

"Before | asked you, you | ooked pretty cal myourself."

Dace, the old fisherman, chuckl ed.

"I was _praying_ for them"

Auk got to his feet again. "Then you won't mnd junping off to
bring 'emthe Pardon of Pas."

I ncus blinked.

"VWile you' re thinking that over," Auk frowned for effect and felt
hi nsel f grow genui nely angry, "maybe you could tell ne what your
jefe wanted with Chenille."

The talus fired, a deafening report froma big gun he had not
realized it possessed; the concussion of the bursting shell followed
wi t hout an interval

"You're _correct_." Incus stood up. Hs hand trenbled as he jerked a
string of ranling jet prayer beads from a pocket of his robe. "You're
right, because Hierax has _pronpted_ you to recall _me_ to ny duty.

l--1 _go_."

Sonet hi ng gl anced off the talus's ear and ricocheted down the
tunnel, keening like a grief-stricken spirit. Oeb, who had perched
on the crest of its helmet to observe the battle, dropped into Auk's
lap with a terrified squawk. "Bad fight!"

Auk ignored him watching Incus, who with Dace's hel p was
scranbli ng over the side of the talus. Behind it, the tunnel stretched
to the end of sight, a narrow ng whorl of spectral green varied by fires.

When he caught sight of Incus crouched beside a fallen soldier,

Auk spat. "If | hadn't seen it... | didn't think he had the salt." A
volley pelted the talus |like rain, drowning Dace's reply.

The talus roared, and a gout of blue flane fromits nmouth lit the
tunnel like lightning; a buzz gun supported its flamer with a |ong,
staccato burst. Then the enornmous head revolved, an eye enitting a
pencil of light that picked out Incus's black robe. " Return to ne!_
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Still bent over the soldier, Incus replied, although Auk coul d not
make out his words. Ever curious, Oeb fluttered up the tunne
toward them The talus stopped and roll ed backward, one of its
extensil e arns reaching for |ncus.

This time his voice carried clearly. " I'Il_ get back on if you take
him, too."

There was a pause. Auk gl anced behind himat the nmetal mask
that was the talus's face.

" _Can he speak! _

"_Soon_, | hope. I'm_trying_to repair him"

The huge hand descended, and | ncus noved aside for it. Perched
on the thunb, Oreb rode jauntily back to the talus's back. "Stil
livel™

Dace grunted doubtfully.

The hand swept downward; Oreb fluttered to Auk's shoul der
"Bird honer'

Wth grotesque tenderness fingers as thick as the soldier's thighs
deposi ted hi m bet ween bent handhol ds.

"Still live?" Oeb repeated plaintively.

Certainly it did not seemso. The fallen soldier's arns and | egs, of
pai nted nmetal now scratched and lusterless, lay notionless, bent at
angl es that appeared unnatural; his nmetal face, designed as a nodel
of valor, was filled with the pathos that attaches to all broken things.
Singled out inquiringly by one of Oreb's bright, black eyes, Auk
coul d only shrug.

The talus rolled forward again as |Incus's head appeared above its

side. "I'mgoing to--he's not dead ," the little augur gasped. "Not
conpletely.™

Auk caught his hand and pulled hi mup.

"I was--was just reciting the _liturgy_ you know. And | saw--The
gods provide us such graces! | |ooked into his wound_, there where

the chest plate's sprung. They train us, you know, at the schola, to
repair Sacred W ndows."

Afraid to stand near the edge of the talus's back, he craw ed
across it to the notionless soldier, pointing. "I was quite good at it.
And--And |'ve had occasion since to--to _help_ various chens.
_Dying_ chenms, you understand."

He took the gammadi on from about his neck and held it up for
Auk's inspection. "This is Pas's voided cross. You've seen it many
times, |'msure. But you can undo the catches and open up a chem
with the pieces. Watch ."

Deftly he renoved the sprung plate. There was a ragged hol e near
its center, through which he thrust his forefinger. "Here's where a
flechette went in."

Auk was peering at the mass of mechani snms the plate had

concealed. "I see little specks of light."
"Certainly you do!" Incus was triunphant. "Wat you're seeing is
what _|_ saw under this plate when _|I_ was bringing himthe Pardon of

Pas. H s primary cable had been severed, and those are the ends of
the fibers. It's _exactly as if your spinal cord were cut."

Dace asked, "Can't you splice her?"

"_Indeed! _" Incus positively glowed. "Such is the nercy of Pas! Such
is his concern_ for us, his adopted sons, that here upon the back of
this valiant talus is the one man who can _in actual fact_ restore himto
health and strength."

"So he can kill us?" Auk inquired dryly

Incus hesitated, his eyes wary, one hand uprai sed. The talus was
advandng even nore slowy now, so that the chill wind that had
whi stl ed around them before the shooting began had sunk to the
merest breeze. Chenille (who had been lying flat on the slanted
plate that was the talus's back) sat up, covering her bare breasts with
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her forearns.

"Way, ah, no_," Incus said at last. He took a dimnutive bl ack
device rather like a pair of very small tongs or |arge tweezers froma
pocket of his robe. "This is an opticsynapter, an _extrenely_ val uable
tool. Wth it--wWell, look there."

He pointed again. "That black cylinder is the triplex, the part
corresponding to _your_heart. It's idling right now, but it pressurizes
_his_working fluid so that he can nove his |inbs. The primary cable
runs to his mcrobank--this big silver thing below the triplex--conveying
instructions fromhis postprocessor."

Chenille asked, "Can you really bring himback to |ife?"

I ncus | ooked frightened. "If he were _dead , | could not, Superlative
Scylla--"

"I''mnot her. I"'mne." For a nonent it seened that she m ght
weep again. "Just nme. You don't even know ne, Patera, and | don't
know you. "

"l don't know you either," Auk said. "Renenber that? Only I'd
like to neet you sonetinme. How about it?"

She swal | owed, but did not speak

"Good girl!" Oeb informed them Neither Incus nor Dace
ventured to say anything, and the silence becane oppressive.

Wth an arm of his gammadi on, |Incus renoved the soldier's skul
plate. After a scrutiny Auk felt sure had taken half an hour at |east,
he worked one end of a second ganmma between two thread-like wres.

And the soldier spoke: "K-thirty-four, twelve. A-thirty-four,
ni nety-seven. B-thirty-four..."

I ncus renoved the gamm, telling Dace, "He was scanni ng, do
you follow ne? It's as if _you were to consult a physician. He m ght
listen to your chest and tell you to cough.”

Dace shook his head. "You nake this sojer well, an' he could kil
all on board, like the big feller says. | says we shoves himover the
side."

"He won't_." Incus bent over the soldier again.

Chenille extended a hand to Dace. "I'm sorry about your boat,

Captain, and I'msorry | hit you. Can we be friends? |I'm Chenille."

Dace took it in his own large, gnarled hand, then released it to tug
the bill of his cap. "Dace, ma'am | never did hold nothin' agin you."

"Thank you, Captain. Patera, |'mChenille."

I ncus glanced up fromthe soldier. "You asked whether | could
restore life_ , ny daughter. He isn't dead, merely unable to actuate
those parts that require fluid. He's unable to nove his head, his
arns, and his legs, in other words. He can _speak , as you've heard. He
_doesn't _ because of the shock he's suffered. That is ny _considered_
opi nion. The problemis to reconnect all the severed fibers correctly.

O herwise, he'll nove his _arns_ when he _intends_to take a
step." He tittered.

"I still say--" Dace began

"In _addition_, I'Il attenpt to render him _conpliant_. For our safety.
It's not legal , but if we're to do as _Scylla_ has conmanded..." He

bent over the recunbent sol dier again.

Chenille said, "H, Oeb."

Oreb hopped from Auk's shoul der to hers. "No cry?"

"No nore crying." She hesitated, nibbling her lower lip. "CQher
girls are always tellirig nme how tough I am because |'mso big. |
think I better start trying tolive up toit."

I ncus glanced up again. "Wuldn't you like to borrow ny robe,
my daughter?”

She shook her head. "It hurts if anything touches nme, and ny back
and shoul ders are the worst. |'ve had nen see ne naked | ots.

Usually 1've had a couple, though, or a pinch of rust. Rust nakes it
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easy." She turned to Auk. "My nane's Chenille, Bucko. |I'm one of
the girls fromOchid' s."
Auk nodded, not knowi nhg what to say, and at length said, "I'm

Auk. Real pleased, Chenille."

That was the last thing he could renenber. He was |lying face down
on a cold, danp surface, aware of pervasive pain and soft footsteps
hastening to inaudibility. He rolled onto his back and sat up, then
di scovered that blood fromhis nose was dribbling down his chin.

"Here, trooper." The voice was unfam liar, netallic and harshly
resonant. "Use this."

A wad of whitish cloth was pressed into his hand; he held it
gingerly to his face. "Thanks."

From sonme di stance, a woman called, "Is that you?"

"Jugs?"

The tunnel was alnpbst pitch dark to his left, a rectangle of black
relieved by a single renote fleck of green. To his right, something
was on fire--a shed or a big wagon, as well as he coul d judge.

The unfam liar voice asked, "Can you stand up, trooper?"

Still pressing the cloth to his face, Auk shook his head.

There was soneone nearer the burning structure, whatever it
was: a short stocky figure with one armin a sling. Qhers, men with
dark and strangely variegated skins... Auk blinked and | ooked
agai n.

They were soldiers, chems that he had sonetimes seen in parades.

Here they | ay dead, their weapons beside them eerily lit by the
fl anes.

A small figure in black materialized fromthe gl oomand gave him
a toothy grin. "_|I_ had sped you to the _gods_, ny son. | see _they_
sent you back."

Through the cloth, Auk managed to say, "I don't renenber
meeting any," then recalled that he had, that Scylla had been their
compani on for the better part of two days, and that she had not
been in the | east as he had i magi ned her. He risked renoving the
cloth. "Come here, Patera. Have a seat. | got to have a word with you."

"Aadly. _|I_ rmnmust speak with _you , as well." The little augur | owered
hinself to the shiprock floor. Auk could see the white gleamof his teeth.

"Was that really Scylla?"

" _You_ know better than _I _, ny son."

Auk nodded slowy. His head ached, and the pain made it
difficult to think. "Yeahl only I don't know. Was it her, or just a
devi |l pretendi ng?"

Incus hesitated, grinning nore toothily than ever. "This is rather
difficult to explain."

"Il listen." Auk groped his wai stband for his needler; it was still in
pl ace.

"My son, if a devil were to _personate_ a goddess, it woul d becone
that goddess, in a way."

Auk raised an eyebrow.

"Or that _god_. Pas, let us say, or _Herax_. It would run a grave risk
of merging into the total god. O so the science of _theodai mony_
teaches us."

"That's abram" His knife was still in his boot as well, his hanger at
hi s si de.

"Such are the _facts_, my son." Incus cleared his throat inpressively.
"That is to say, the facts as far as they can be expressed in purely
_human_ terns. It's there averred that devils do not often dare to
personate the gods for _that very reason_, while the inmortal gods, for
their part, _never_ stoop to personating devils."

"Hoi nbuss,"” Auk said. The man with the injured armwas circling
the fire. Changing the subject, Auk asked, "That's our talus, ain't it?
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The soldiers got it?"

The unfamiliar voice said, "That's right, we got it."

Auk turned. There was a soldier squatting behind him

"I'"'m Auk," Auk said; he had reintroduced hinself to Chenille with
the sane words, he renenbered, before whatever had happened
had happened. He offered his hand.

"Corporal Hamrerstone, Auk." The soldier's grip stopped just
short of breaking bones.

"Pl eased." Auk tried to stand, and would have fallen if Hammerstone
had not caught him "Guess I'mstill not right."

"I'ma little rocky myself, trooper."

"Dace and _that young worman_ have been after nme to have
Cor poral Hammerstdne carry you, my son. |'ve resisted_ their
importunities for his sake. He would gladly do it if | asked. He and |
are the best of friends ."

"More than friends," Hammerstone told Auk; there was no hint of
hunor in his voice. "Mdre than brothers."

"He would do _anything_ for me. I'"'mtenpted to denonstrate_ that,
though | refrain. | prefer you to think about it for a while, always
with sonme el enent of _doubt . Perhaps |'mteasing you, nerely
_blustering . Wiat do you think?"

Auk shook his head. "What | think don't natter.

"Exactly. Because you _thought_ that you could throw ne fromthat
filthy little boat with _inpunity . That I'd _drown_, and you woul d be
well rid of me. W see now_, don't we, how _m sconceived_ that was.
You have fodeited any right to have your opinions heard with the
_slightest_ respect."

Chenille strode out of the darkness carrying a | ong weapon with a
cylindrical nmagazine. "Can you wal k now, Hackun? W've been
wai ting for you."

From his perch on the barrel, Oeb added, "Al right?"

"Pretty soon," Auk told them "What's that you got?"

"A launcher gun." Chenille grounded it. "This is what did for our
talus, or that's what we think. Stony showed ne how to shoot it.

You can | ook, but don't touch."

Al t hough pain prevented Auk from enjoying the joke, he managed,
"Not till 1| pay, huh?"

She grinned wi ckedly, making himfeel better. "Maybe not even
then. Listen here, Patera. You too, Stony. Can | tell all of you what
' ve been thinking?"

"Smart girl!" Oreb assured them

I ncus nodded; Auk shrugged and said, "I'mnot getting up for a
while yet. Cnere, bird."

Oreb hopped onto his shoul der. "Bad hol e!"

Chenille nodded. "He's right. W heard sone real funny noises
while | was back there | ooking for sonething to shoot, and there's
probably nore soldiers farther on. There's nore lights up that way
too though, and that m ght help."

Hanmmer stone said, "Not if we want to dodge their patrols."

"l guess not. But the thing is, Oreb could say what he did about
anypl ace down here, and he wouldn't be wong. Auk, what | was
going to tell you is | used to have a cute little dagger that | strapped
onto ny leg. It had a bl ade about as long as ny foot, and | thought it
was just right. | thought your knife or your needler or whatever
should fit you, l|ike shoes. You know what |'m sayi ng?"

He did not, but he nodded nevert hel ess.

"Remenber when | was Scyl |l a?"

"I't's whether you remenber. That's what | want to know. "

"I do alittle bit. | renenber being Kypris, too, maybe a little
better. You didn't know about that, did you, Patera? | was. | was
them but underneath | was still ne. | think it's Iike a donkey feels
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when sonebody rides him He's still him Snail or whatever his

nane is, but he's you, too, going where you want to and doi ng what
you want to do. And ifhe doesn't want to, he gets kicked till he does
it anyhow. "

Oreb cocked his head synpathetically. "Poor girl!"
"So pretty soon he gives up. Kick himand he goes, pull up and
he stops, not paying a lot of attention either way. It was |ike that

with me. | wanted rust really bad, and | kept thinking about it
and how shaggy tired | was. And all at once it was like |I'd been
dreaning. | was in a manteion in Lima, then up on an altar in a

cave and fit for sod. And | didn't renenber anything. or if | did |
woul dn't think about it. But when | was bunping out to the
shrine, up on those high rocks, stuff started com ng back. About
bei ng Kypris, | nean."

Incus sighed. " _Scylla_ mentioned it, ny daughter, so | did know.
Sharing your body wth the goddess of love! How |l _envy_ you
It must have been _wonderful! "

"I guess it was. It wasn't nice. It wasn't fun at all. But the nore |
think, the nore | think it really was wonderful in a abramsort of
way. |'mnot exactly like | used to be, either. | think when they left,

the goddesses nust have | eft sone crunbs behind, and maybe they
took some with them too."

She picked up the launcher, running her fingers along the pins
protruding fromits nagazine. "What | started to say was that after
the talus got hit | saw |'d been wong about things fitting, ny dagger
and all that. This stuff isn't really like shoes at all. The smaller
sonebody is, the bigger a shiv she needs. Scylla left that behind,
think, or maybe sonething | could use to see it nyself.

"Anyway, Auk here plucks a dinber needler, but | doubt he
needs it nmuch. If | lived the way he does, and | chose to do, |'d need
it just about every day. So | found this |auncher gun, and it's bigger
It was enpty, but | found another one with the barrel flat where the

talus had gone over it, and it was full. Stony showed nme how you
| oad and unload them"
Auk said, "I think I'"lIl get something nmyself, a slug gun, anyhow.

There's probably a bunch of "emlying around."

I ncus shook his head and reached for Auk's waist. "You' d better
allow ne to take your needler this tinme, ny son.”

At once Auk's arns were pinned frombehind by a grip that was
quite literally of steel

Wth evident distaste, Incus lifted the front of Auk's tunic and
took his needler fromhis wai stband. "This woul dn't harm Cor pora
Hamrer stone, but it would kill_ ne, | suppose." He gave Auk a
toothy smle. "Or _you , ny son."

"No shoot," Oreb nuttered; it was a nonent or two before Auk
under stood that he was addressing Chenille.

"If you see himwith a slug gun_, Corporal, you're to take it from
himand break it _imediately . A slug gun or any other such
weapon. "

" _Ahoy! Ahoy there! " The old fisherman was shouti ng and wavi ng,
sil houetted by orange flames fromthe burning talus. " He says he's
dyin'! Wants to talk to us!_"

Silk lifted hinmself until he could sit alnbst confortably upon the
turret, then waved both hands. His face was sneared with the mnud
of the storm nud that was cracking and falling away now, the gaudy
tunic that Doctor Crane had brought himin Linmma was daubed with
mud as well, and he wondered how nany of those who waved and
cheered and junped and shouted around the floater actually
recogni zed him

_SI LK FOR CALDE! _
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_SILK FOR CALDE! _

Was there really to be a calde again, and was this new cal de to be
hinself? Calde was a title that his nother had nentioned occasionally,
a carved head in her closet.

He | ooked up Sun Street, then stared. That was, surely, the
silver-gray of a Sacred Wndow, nearly lost in the bright sunshine--a
Wndow in the mddl e of the street.

The wind carried the fam liar odor of sacrifice--cedar snoke,
burning fat, burning hair, and burning feathers, the m xture stronger
than that of hot netal, hot fish-o0il, and hot dust that w apped
the floater. Before the silver shimrer of the Wndow, a black sleeve
slid down a thin armof gray nmetal, and a nonent | ater he caught
sight of Maytera Marble's shining, beloved face bel ow t he waving,
flesh-1ike hand. It seenmed too good to be true.

" Maytera! " In the tunult of the crowd he could scarcely hear his
own voice; he silenced themwith a gesture, arns out, palns down.

" Quiet! Quiet, please! "

The noi se di m ni shed, replaced by the troubled bleating of sheep
and the angry hissing of geese; as the crowd parted before the
floater, he located the aninmals thensel ves.

"Maytera! You're holding a viaggiatory sacrifice?"

"Maytera Mnt is! |I'm hel ping!"

"Patera!" @ulo was back, trotting alongside the floater, his black
robe fallow with dust. "There are dozens of victinms, Patera! Scores!"

They woul d have to sacrifice alternately if the cerenony were not
to be prolonged till shadel ow-whi ch was what Gul o want ed, of
course; the glory of offering so many victins, of appearing before so
| arge a congregation. Yet he was not (as Silk rem nded hinself
sharply) asking for nore than his due as acol yte. Furthernore, Qulo
could begin imediately, while he, Silk, would have to wash and
change. "Stop," he called to the driver. "Stop right here." The floater
settled to the ground before the altar

Silk swung his legs fromthe turret to stand at the edge of the deck
before it, adnoni shed by a twinge fromhis ankl e.

" Friends! " A voice he felt he should recognize at once, shrill yet
thrilling, rang fromthe walls of every building on Sun Street. "This is
Patera Silk! This is the man whose fame has brought you to the
poorest manteion in the city. To the Wndow t hrough which the
gods | ook upon Viron again!"

The crowd roared approval

"Hear him Recall your holy errand, and his!"

Silk, who had identified the speaker at the fourth word, blinked
and shook his head, and | ooked again. Then there was silence, and
he had forgotten what he had been about to say.

An antlered stag anong the waiting victins (an offering to
Thel xi epei a, the patroness of divination, presumably) suggested an
approach; his fingers groped for an anbion. "No doubt there are
many questions you wish to ask the gods concerning these unsettled
times. Certainly there are many questions | need to ask. Mst of all
I wish to beg the favor of every god; and nost of all to beg Stabbing
Sphi gx, at whose order arm es march and fight, for peace. But
before | ask the gods to speak to us, and before | beg their favor, |
must wash and change into suitable clothes. 1've been in a battle,
you see--one in which good and brave nen died; and before
return to our manse to scrub ny face and hands and throw t hese
clothes into the stove, | nust tell you about it."

They listened with upturned faces, eyes wide.

"You nust have wondered at seeing ne in a Guard floater. Sone
of you surely thought, when you saw our floater, that the Quard
i ntended to prevent your sacrifice. | know that, because | saw you
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drawi ng weapons and reaching for stones. But you see, these
Guardsnmen have endorsed a new government for Viron."

There were cheers and shouts.

"Or as | should have said, a return to the old one. They wish us to
have a cal de--"

" Silk is calde! " someone shout ed.

"--and a return to the forns laid down in our Charter. |
encountered sone of these brave and devout Guardsmen in Lima,
and because | was afraid we m ght be stopped by other units of the
Guard, | foolishly suggested that they pretend | was their prisoner.
Many of you will have antici pated what happened as a result. O her
Guardsnen attacked us, thinking that they were rescuing ne." He
paused for breath.

"Renmenber that. Renmenber that you nust not assune that every
Guardsman you see is our eneny, and renenber that even those
who oppose us are Vironese." H s eyes sought out Maytera Marble
again. "lI've lost ny keys, Maytera. |s the garden gate unl ocked?
shoul d be able to get into the manse that way."

She cupped her hands (hands that night have belonged to a bio
worran) around her mouth. "I'Il open it for you, Patera!"

"Patera Qul o, proceed with the sacrifice, please. I'll join you as
soon as | can."

Clunsily, Silk vaulted fromthe floater, trying to put as nuch
wei ght as he could on his sound left |eg; at once he found hinself
sunounded by wel | -wi shers, sone of themin green Gvil Guard
uni forms, sone in nottled green conflict arnor, nost in bright
tunics or flowi ng gowns, and nore than a few in rags; they touched
hi mas they m ght have touched the i mage of a god, in speeches
blurted in a second or two decl ared t hensel ves his discipl es,
parti sans, and supporters forever, and carried himalong |ike the
rush of a rain-swollen river.

Then the garden wall was at his el bow, and Maytera Marble at the
gate waving to himwhile the Guardsnen swung the butts of the slug

guns to keep back the crowd. A voice at his ear said, "I shall cone
with you, My Calde. Al ways now, you nust have soneone to
protect you." It was the captain with whom he had breakfasted at

four in the nmorning in Lima.

The garden gate banged shut behind themy on the other side
Maytera Marble's key grated in the lock. "Stay here," the captain
ordered a Guardsman in arnmor. "No one is to enter." He turned
back to Silk, pointed toward the cenoby. "lIs that your house, M
Cal de?"

"No. It's over there. The triangular one." Belatedly. he realized
that it did not appear triangular fromthe garden; the captain would
think himmad. "The snaller one. Patera Gulo won't have | ocked
the door. Potto got mny keys."

"Councillor Potto, My Cal de?"

"Yes, Councillor Potto." Yesterday's pain rushed back: Potto's
fists and el ectrodes, Sand's bl ack box. Scrupul ous answers that
brought further blows and the el ectrodes at his groin. Silk pushed
the nmenories away as he |linped along the gravel ed path, the
captai n behind himand five troopers behind the captain, passing the
dying fig in whose shadow the animals that were to die for Opine's
spirit had rested, the arbor in which he had spoken to Kypris and
chatted with Maytera Marble, her garden and his own bl ackberries
and wilting tomato vines, all in less time than his mind required to
recogni ze and | ove them

"Leave your nen outside, Captain. They can rest in the shade of
the tree beside the gate if they like." Wre they dooned, too? From
the deck of the floater he had tal ked of Sphigx; and those who
perished in battle were accounted her sacrifices, just as those struck
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by lightning were said to have been offered to Pas.

The kitchen was exactly as he recalled it; if @Gulo had eaten since
nmoving into the manse, he had not done it here. Oreb's water cup
still stood on the kitchen table beside the ball snatched from Horn.
"If it hadn't happened, the big boys would have won," he nurnured.

"l beg pardon, My Cal de?"

"Pay no attention--1 was talking to nyself." Refusing the captain's
offer of help, he toiled at the punp handle until he could splash his
face and disorderly yellow hair with cold water that he coul d not
hel p i magi ning snmelled of the tunnels, soap and rinse them and rub
themdry with a dish towel.

"You'll want to wash up a bit, too, Captain. Please do so while
change upstairs.”

The stair was steeper than he renenbered; the nanse, which he
had al ways thought small, smaller than ever. Seated on the bed that
he had | eft unnmade on Mol pseday norning, he lashed its wrinkl ed
sheets with Doctor Crane's w apping.

He had told the crowd he would burn his tunic and | oose brown
trousers, but although soaked and nuddy they were still practically
new, and of excellent quality; washed, they m ght clothe sone poor
man for a year or nore. He pulled the tunic off and tossed it into the
hanper .

The azoth he had filched from Hyacinth's boudoir was in the
wai st band of the trousers. He pressed it to his lips and carried it to
the window to examne it again. It had never been Hyacinth's, from
what Crane had told him Crane had nmerely had her keep it, feeling
that her roons were less likely to be searched than his own. Crane
hinsel f had received it froman unnaned |Idlanumin Trivigaunte
who had intended it as a gift for Blood. Was it Blood's, then? If so,
it nust be turned over to Blood without fail. There must be no nore
theft from Bl ood; he had gone too far in that direction on Phaesday.

On the other hand, if Crane had been authorized to dispose of it
(as it seened he had), it was his, since Crane had given it to himas
Crane lay dying. It mght be sold for thousands of cards and the
nmoney put to good use--but a nonent's sel f-exam nation convinced
hi mthat he could never exchange it for noney if he had any right to
it.

Soneone in the crowd beyond the garden wall had seen him
standi ng at the wi ndow. Peopl e were cheering, nudging each other,
and pointing. He stepped back, closed the curtains, and exan ned
Hyacinth's azoth again, an object of severe beauty and a weapon
worth a conpany of the Civil Guard--the weapon with which he had
slain the talus in the tunnels, and the one she had threatened him
with when he would not lie with her

Had her need really been so great? O had she hoped to nmake
himlove her by giving herself to him as he had hoped (he
recogni zed the kernel of truth in the thought) to nmake her love him
by refusing? Hyacinth was a prostitute, a woman rented for a night
for a few cards--that was to say, for the destruction of the m nd of
sonme forsaken, howing nonitor like the one in the buried tower.

He was an augur, a nmenber of the highest and holiest of professions.
So he had been taught.

An augur ready to steal to get just such cards as her body sold for
An augur ready to steal by night fromthe nan from whom he had
already bullied three cards at noon. One of those cards had bought
Oreb and a cage to keep himin. Wuld three have bought
Hyaci nt h? Brought her to this old three-sided cage of a manse, wth
its bolted doors and barred w ndows?

He placed the azoth on his bureau, put Hyacinth's needler and his
beads beside it, and renoved his trousers. They were nuddi er even
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than the tunic, the knees actually plastered with nud, though their
color nade their state | ess obvious. Seeing them it struck himthat
augurs m ght wear black not in order that they might eavesdrop on
the gods whil e conceal ed by the color of Tartaros, but because it
made a dramatic background for fresh bl ood, and masked stains

that could not be washed out.

Hi s shorts, cleaner than the trousers but equally rain-soaked,
followed theminto the hanper.

Rude people called augurs butchers for good reason, and there
was but chery enough waiting for him Leaving aside his proclivity
toward theft, were augurs really any better in the eyes of a god such
as the Qutsider than a wonman |i ke Hyacinth? Could they be better
than the people they represented before the gods and still represent
then? Bi os and chens alike were contenptible creatures in the eyes
of the gods, and ultimately those were the only eyes that nattered.

Eyes in the foggy little mirror in which he shaved caught his. As
be stared, Micor's deathly grin coal esced below thenm in a travesty
of coquetry, she sinpered, "This isn't the first time |'ve seen you
with no clothes on."

He spun around, expecting to see her seated on his bed; she was
not there.

"I wanted to tell you about my wi ndow and ny father. You were
going to tell himto lock ny window so | couldn't get out and bother
you any nore."

By that tine he had recovered his poise. He got clean undershorts
fromthe bureau and pulled themon, then shook his head. "I wasn't.
| hoped that | wouldn't have to."

From beyond t he bedroom door: ' My Cal de? "

"Il be down in a nonment, Captain."

" | heard voices, My Calde. You are in no danger? "

"This manse is haunted, Captain. You may cone up and see for
yourself if you like."

Micor tittered. "lIsn't this how you talk to then? In the gl asses?"

"To a nonitor, you nean?" He had been thinking of one; could
she read his thoughts? "Yes, it's very nmuch like this. You nust have
seen them™

"They don't | ook the same to ne."

"l suppose not." Wth a considerable feeling of relief, Silk pulled
on cl ean bl ack trousers.

"I thought I'd be one for you."

He nodded in recognition of her consideration. "Just as you use
your wi ndow and the gods their Sacred Wndows. | had not thought
of the parallel, but I should have."

Unrefl ected, her face in his mirror bobbed up and down. "I
wanted to tell you it's no good any nore, telling ny father to | ock
my window. He'll kill you if he sees you, now. Potto said he had to,
and he said he would."

The Ayuntam ento had | earned that he was alive and in the city,
clearly; it would learn that he was here soon, if it had not already. It
woul d send | oyal menbers of the Guard, m ght even send sol diers.

"So it doesn't matter. My body will die soon anyway, and |I'I| be
free like the others. Do you care?"

"Yes. Yes, | do. Very nuch. Wiy will your body die?"

"Because | don't cat. | used to like it, but I don't any nore. |'d
rat her be free."

Her face had begun to fade. He blinked, and nothing but the
hol | ows that had been her eyes remained. A breath of wind stirred
the curtains, and those hollows, too, were gone.

He said, "You nust eat, Micor. | don't want you to die." Hoping
for areply, he waited. "I know you can hear ne. You have to eat."

He had intended to tell her that he had wonged her and her father
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That he woul d nake amends, although Blood might kill him
afterward. But it was too |ate.

W ping his eyes, he got out his last clean tunic. H s prayer beads
and a handkerchi ef went into one trouser pocket, Hyacinth's
needl er into the other (He would return it when he could, but that
probl emati ¢ noment at which they m ght neet again seened
agoni zingly renote.) His waistband clainmed the azoth; it was
possi bl e that augury woul d provide sone hint of what he ought to do
with it. He considered selling it again, and thought again of the
how i ng face that had been so like Micor's in his mnor, and
shudder ed.

Clean collar and cuffs on his second-best robe would have to do.
And here was the captain, waiting at the foot of the stair and
| ooking nearly as spruce as he had in that place--what had it been
called? In the Rusty Lantern in Li ma.

"I was concerned for your safety, My Cal de."

"For ny reputation, you nean. You heard a wonman's voice."

"A child's, | thought, My Calde."

"You may search the upper floor if you wish, Captain. If you find
a wonan--or a child, either--please |let ne know "

"H erax have ny bones if | have thought of such a thing, My
Cal de!"

"She is a child of Herax's, certainly."

The Silver Street door was barred, as it should have been; Silk
rattled the handle to make certain it was |ocked as well. The w ndow
was shut, and | ocked behind its bars.

"l can station a trooper in here, if you wish, My Calde."

Sil k shook his head. "W'l|l need every trooper you have and
more, |'mafraid. That officer in the floater--"

"Maj or Civet, My Cal de.

"Tell Major Civet to station nmen to give the alarmif the
Ayuntanm ento sends its troopers to arrest ne. They should be a
street or two away, | suppose.”

"Two streets or nore, My Calde, and there nust be patrols
beyond them"

"Very well, Captain. Arrange it. I'mwlling to stand trial if | nust,
but only if it will bring peace."

"You are willing, My Calde. W are not. Nor are the gods."

Sil k shrugged and went into the sellaria. The Sun Street door was
| ocked and barred. Two letters on the mantel, one sealed with the
Chapter's knife and chalice, one with a flane between cupped
hands; he dropped theminto the | arge pocket of his robe. Both the
Sun Street wi ndows were | ocked.

As they hurried through the garden again and into the street, he
found hinself thinking of Micor. And of Blood, who had adopted
her; then of Hi ghest Hierax, who had dropped fromthe sky a few
hours ago for Crane and the sol emm young trooper wi th whom he
and Crane had talked in the Rusty Lantern. Micor wanted to die, to
yield to Herax; and he, Silk, would have to save her if he coul d.
Had it been wong of him then, to call her a child of Hierax?

Per haps not. Wonen as well as nmen were by adoption the
children of the gods, and no other god so suited Micor

Chapter 3 -- A Tessera for the Tunne

"Bad thing," Oeb nuttered, watching the burning talus to see
whet her it could hear him Wen it did not react, he repeated nore
| oudly, "Bad thing!"

"Shut up." Auk, too, watched it warily.
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Chenille addressed it, stepping forward with her |auncher ready.
"We'd put out the fire if we could. If we had bl ankets or--or
anything we could beat it out with."

" | die! Hear ne! "

"I just wanted to say we're sorry." She gl anced back at the four
men, and Dace nodded.

" | serve Scylla! You nust! "

Incus drew hinself up to his full height. "You nmay rely upon ne to
do everything in ny power to carry out the goddess's will. | speak
here for ny friend Corporal Hammerstone, as well as for nyself."

" The Ayuntami ento has betrayed her! Destroy it! "

Hamrer st one snapped to attention. "Request permission to
speak, Talus."

The sl ender black barrel of one buzz gun trenbled and the gun
fired, its burst whistling five cubits above their heads and sendi ng
screaming ricochets far down the tunnel

"Maybe you better not," Auk whispered. He raised his voice,
"Scylla told us Patera Silk was trying to overthrow them and
ordered us to help him W will if we can. That's Chenille and ne,
and his bird."

" Tell the Juzgado! "

"Right, she said to." Dace and | ncus nodded.

A tongue of flanme licked the talus's cheek. "_The tessera! Thetis!
To the subceltar..._" An interior explosion rocked it.

Needl essly, Auk shouted, "Get back!" As they fled down the
tunnel, fire veiled the great netal face.

"She's done fer now She's goin' down!" Dace was sl ower even
than Auk, who tottered on | egs weaker than he had known since
i nfancy.

A second nuffled expl osion, then silence except for the sibilation
of the flames. Hanmerstone, who had been matching strides with
Auk, broke step to snatch up a slug gun. "This was a sleeper's," he
told Auk cheerfully. "See how shiny the receiver is? Probably never
been fired. |I couldn't go back for mine 'cause | was supposed to
wat ch you. M ne's had about five thousand rounds through it." He
put the new slug gun to his shoul der and sighted down t he barrel

O eb squawked, and Auk said, "Careful there! You might hit Jugs."

"Safety's on." Hanmerstone | owered the gun. "You knew her
bef ore, huh?"

Auk nodded and sl owed his pace enough to allow Dace to catch
up. "Since spring, | guess it was."

"I had a girl nyself once," Hanmerstone told him "She was a
housenai d, but you'd never have guessed it to |ook at her. Pretty as

a picture."
Auk nodded. "What happened?"
"I had to go on reserve. | went to sleep, and when | woke up |

wasn't stationed in the city any nore. Maybe | shoul d' ve gone
| ooking for Moly." He shrugged. "Only | figured by then she'd found
sonebody el se. Just about all of them had."

"You'll find sonmebody, too, if you want to," Auk assured him He
paused to | ook back up the tunnel; the talus was still in view but
seened renpte, a dot of orange fire no larger than the closest |ight.
"You could be dead," he said. "Suppose Patera hadn't fixed you up?"

Hanmer st one shook his head. "l can't ever pay him | can't even
show how much | love him really. W can't cry. You know about that?"

"Poor thing!" Oreb sounded shocked.

Auk told him "You can't cry either, cully."

"Bird cry!"

"You neat heads are al ways tal ki ng about how good us chens
have it," Hammerstone continued. "Good neans not being able to
eat, and duty seventy-four, maybe a hundred and twenty, hours at a
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stretch. Good neans sl eeping so long the Worl _changes, and you
got to |l earn new procedures for everything. Good neans seven or
eight tinpots after every woman. You want to try it?"

"Shag, no!"

Dace caught Auk's arm "Thanks for waitin' up."

Auk shook himoff. "I can't go all that fast nyself."

More cheerfully Hamrerstone said, "I could carry you both, only

I'"'mnot supposed to. Patera wouldn't like it."

Dace's grin revealed a dark gap fromwhich two teeth were
m ssing. "Mama, don't put nme on no boat!"

Auk chuckl ed.

"He means well," Hammerstone assured them "He cares about
me. That's one reason |'d die for him"

Auk suppressed his first thought and substituted, "Don't you
thi nk about your old knot any nore? The other sol diers?"

"Sure | do. Only Patera comes first."

Auk nodded.

"You got to consider the whole setup. Qur top conmander ought
to be the calde. That's our general orders. Only there isn't one, and
that neans all of us are stuck. Nobody's got the right to give an
order, only we do it 'cause we've got to, to keep the brigade
runni ng. Sand's ny sergeant, see?"

"Uh- huh. "

"And Schist and Shale are privates in our squad. He tells ne and
tell them Then they go sure, Corporal, whatever you say. Only
none of us feels right about it."

"Grl wait?" Oeb inquired. He had been eyeing Chenille's distant,
naked back.

"Sooner or later," Auk told him "Snuff your jaw. This is interesting."

"Take just the other day," Hammerstone continued, "I was
wat ching a prisoner. A flap broke and | tried to handle it, and he got
away fromne. If everything was right, 1'd ve lost ny stripes over
that, see? Only it's not, so all | got was a chew ng out from Sand and
double fromthe major. Wiy's that?" He |level ed a pipe-sized finger
at Auk, who shook his head.

"Il tell you. "Cause both of them know Sand wasn't authorized to
gi ve anybody orders in the first place, and | could' ve told him
dee-dee if |1'd wanted to."

"Dee-dee?" Oreb peered quizzically at Hamrerstone.

"You want the straight screw? | felt pretty bad when it happened,
but it was a | ot worse when | was talking to them Not 'cause of
anything they said. |1've heard all that till | could sing it. 'Cause they
didn't take ny stripes. | never thought I'd say that, but that's what it
was. They could' ve done it, only they didn't 'cause they knew t hey
didn't have authority fromthe calde, and | kept thinking, you don't
have to tell ne to wipe themoff, I'll w pe themoff nyself. Only that
woul d just have nade them feel worse."

"I never |iked working for anybody but ne," Auk told him

"You got to have sonebody outside. O anyhow | do. You feeling
pretty good now?"

"Better'n | did."

"l been watching you, 'cause that's what Patera wants. And you
can't hardly wal k. You hit your head when the talus bought it, and
we figured you were KIA Patera sort of liked it at first. Only then,
not so nuch. H's essential nobility of character com ng out. Know
what |' m sayi ng?"

Dace put in, "That big gal cryin an' yellin' at him"

"Yeah, that too. Look here--"

"WAit a minute," Auk told them "Chenille. She cried?"

Dace chuckled. "I felt sorrier fer her than fer you."
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"She wasn't even there when | woke up!"

"She run off. | was over talkin' ter that talus, but | seen her."

"She was around when | cane to," Hamrerstone told Auk. "She
had that |auncher, only it was enpty. There was anot her one, al
smashed up, where we were. Maybe she brought it, | don't know.
Anyhow, after | talked to Patera about you and a coupl e ot her
things, | showed her how to disarmthe bad one's nmgazi ne and | oad
the SSMs in the good one."

Di ce told Hanmerstone, "She got her'n up the tunnel whilst the
augur was fixin' you. This big feller, he was off watch, and didn't
nobody know rightly how bad he'd got hurt. Wen she cone back
an' seen he wasn't comin' ‘'round, she foundered."

Auk scratched his ear

"You' ve broke your head-bone, big feller, don't |et nobody tel
you no different. | seen it afore. Feller on ny boat got a rap from
the boom He laid in the cuddy couple nights 'fore we could fetch
hi m ashore. He'd open the point an' talk, then sheer off down

weat her. We fetched himthe doctor an' | guess he done all he was
able but that feller died next day. You're in luck you wasn't hit no
wor se. "

"What nakes it good | uck?" Hamrerstone asked him

"Why, stands ter reason, don't it? He don't want ter be dead, no
nore' n me!"

"Al'l you neatheads talk like that. Only look at it. No nore
trouble and no nore work. No nore patrols through these tunnels
| ooki ng everywhere for nothing and lucky to get a shot at a god. No
nore--"

"Shot god?" Oreb inquired.

"Yeah," Auk said. "Wat the shag are you tal king about ?"

"That's just what we call them" Hanmerstone expl ai ned.

"They're really animals. Kind of Iike a dog, only ugly where a rea
dog's all right, so we say it backwards."

"I've never seen any kind of shaggy ani mal down here."

"You haven't been down here long, either. You just think you
have. There's bats and big blindworms, out under the | ake especially.
There's gods all around here, only there's five of us and ne a
soldier, and quite a fewlights on this stretch. Wen we get to
somepl ace dar ker, watch out."

"You don't mind dyin'," Dace renminded him "That's what you
says a little back."

"Now | do." Hammrerstone pointed up the tunnel to Incus, a
hundred cubits ahead. "That's what | was trying to tell you. Auk said
he didn't need an outfit or a |leader |like Patera, or anything like that."

"I don't," Auk declared. "It's the shaggy truth."

"Then sit down right here. Go to sleep. Dace and me will keep

going. You feel pretty sick, | can tell. You don't |ike walking. Well
there's no reason you've got to. I'Il wait till we're about to | ose sight
of you, then I'Il put a couple slugs in you."

"No shoot!" Oreb protested.

"Il wait till you' ve settled down, see? You won't know it's
comng. You'll get to thinking I'mnot going to. What do you say?"

"No thanks."

"Al'l right, here's what | been trying to get across. It doesn't
sound that good to you. If | kept on about it, you'd say you had to
take care of your girl, even when you're hurt so bad you can't
hardly take care of yourself. O maybe | ook out for your talking
bird or sonething. Only it'd all be gas, 'cause you really don't
want to, even when you know it makes nore sense than what
you' re doing."

Si ck and weak, Auk shrugged. "If you say so."

"It's not like that for us. Just sitting down sonewhere down here
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and letting everything slow down till | go to sleep, and sleeping, wth
nobody ever coming by to wake nme up, that sounds pretty good. It

woul d sound all right to nmy sergeant, too, or the major. The reason

we don't is we're supposed to | ook out for Viron. That neans the

cal de, 'cause he's the one that says what's good for Viron and what's

not."

"Silk's supposed to be the new calde,” Auk remarked. "I know
him and that's what Scylla said."

Hamrer st one nodded. "That'l|l be great if it happens, but it hasn't
happened yet and maybe it never will. Only |I've got Patera now,

see? Right now !l can walk in back of himlike this and keep | ooking
at himjust about all the time, and he isn't even telling me not to
|l ook Iike he did at first. So | don't want to sit down and die any nore
than you do."
Oreb bobbed his approval. "Good! Good!"

Farther along the tunnel, Incus asked with some asperity, "Are you
_sure_ that's all, my daughter?”
"That's everything since Patera Silk shrived ne, like | said,"

Chenill e declared, "everything that | remenber, anyhow. " Apol ogetically
she added, "That was Sphi xday, so there wasn't tinme for a lot, and you
said things | did when | was Kypris or Scylla don't count."

"Nor _do_they. The gods can_do no evil. At least, not on _our_ |evel."
Incus cleared his throat and made sure that he was hol ding his
prayer beads correctly. "That being the case, | bring to you, ny

daughter, the pardon of all the gods. In the name of _Lord Pas_, you

are forgiven. In the name of _Divine Echidna_, you are forgiven. In

the glorious ever-efficacious_ nane of _Sparkling Scylla, |oveliest_ of
goddesses and firstborn of the Seven and ineffable patroness_ of _this_,
our--"

"I'"'mnot her any nore, Patera. That's lily."

I ncus, who had been seized by a sudden, though erroneous,
presentinment, relaxed. "You are forgiven. In the nane of Ml pe_,
you are forgiven. In the nanme of _Tartaros_, you are forgiven. In the
nane of Hierax_ , you are forgiven."

He took a deep breath. "In the name of _Thel xi epeia_, you are
forgiven. In the name of _Phaea_, you are forgiven. In the nane of
_Sphigx_, you are forgiven. And in the name of _all |esser gods_,
you are forgiven. Kneel now, ny daughter. | nust trace the sign of addition
over your head."

"I'"d sooner Auk didn't see. Couldn't you just--"

" Kneel! " Incus told her severely, and by way of nerited discipline
added, " Bow_your head!" She did, and he swung his beads forward
and back, then fromside to side

"l hope he didn't see ne," Chenille whispered as she got to her
feet, "I don't think he's junp for religion."

"I dare say _not_." Incus thrust his beads back into his pocket. "Wile
you _are_, ny daughter? If that's so, you've deceived ne nost
conpletely. ™

"I thought 1'd better, Patera. Get you to shrive ne, | nmean. W
coul d' ve been killed back there when our talus fought the soldiers.

Auk just about was, and the soldiers could have killed us afterwards.
I don't think they knew we were on his back, and when he

caught fire they were afraid he'd blow up, naybe. |f they'd been
right, we'd have got killed by that."

"They will return for their _dead , eventually. | nust say the
prospect _concerns_ ne. Wiat if we _encounter_ thenf"

"Yeah. We're supposed to get rid of the councillors?"

I ncus nodded. "So _you , possessed by Scylla, instructed us, ny
daughter. We are to displace His Cognizance_ as well." Incus pernitted
hinself a smle, or perhaps could not resist it. "I amto have the office."
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"You know what happens to people that go up agai nst the
Ayunt ami ento, Patera? They get killed or thrown in the pits. Al of
them | ever heard of."

I ncus nodded gl oomily.

"So | thought I'd better get you to do it. Shrive ne. |'ve got a day
| eft, maybe. That's not a whole lot of tine."

"Wbnen, and _augurs_, are usually spared the ignom ny of execution
my daughter.”

"When they go up against the Ayuntanmiento? | don't think so.
Anyhow, |1'd be locked up in the Alanbrera or tossed in a pit. They
eat the weak ones in the pits."

Incus, a full head shorter than she, |ooked up at her. "You've
_never _ struck ne as _weak , ny daughter. And you _have_ struck ne,
you know. "

"I"'msorry, Patera. It wasn't personal, and anyhow you said it
doesn't count." She gl anced over her shoul der at Auk, Dace, and
Hamrer st one. "Maybe we'd better slow down, huh?"

"dadly!" He had been hard put to keep up with her. "As | said,
my daughter, what you did to ne is not to be accounted _evil. Scylla_
has every right to strike ne, as a nother her child. Contrast that
with that man _Auk's_ behavior toward nme. He seized nme _bodily_ and
cast ne into the | ake."

"I don't remenber that."

" Scylla_did not order it, my daughter. He acted upon his own _evi
impulse , and were | to be asked to shrive himfor it _again_, | am far_
fromconfident | could bring nyself to do so. Do you find him
attractive?"

"Auk? Sure."

"I confess | _thought hima fine specinmen when | first saw him His
features are _by no neans_ handsone, yet his _nuscular masculinity_ is
both real and inpressive." Incus sighed. "One _dreans ...l nean _a

young woman_ such as yourself, ny daughter, not infrequently
dreans of such a man. _Rough , yet, one hopes, not entirely |acking
inner _sensitivity . Wen the _actual object_is encountered, however,
one is _invariably disappointed."

"He lunped ne a couple of tinmes while we were hoofing out to
that shrine. Did he tell you about that?"

"About visiting a _shrine? " Incus's eyebrows shot up. "Auk and
yourself? No _indeed ."
"Lunping ne, | nmeant. | thought maybe... Never mind. Once

sat down on one of those white rocks, and he kicked ne. Kicked ny
| eg, you know. | got pretty sore about that."

I ncus shook his head, dismayed at Auk's brutality. "I should
i mgine so_, ny daughter. |, for one, amdisinclined to criticize you
for it."

"Only by-and-by | figured it out. See, Kypris had--you know,
what Scylla did. It was at Opine's funeral. Opine's a dell | used to
know." Transfering the | auncher to her other hand, Chenille w ped
her eyes. "l still feel really bad about her. | always will."

"Your grief does you credit_, ny daughter."

"Now she's lying in a box in the ground, and I"'mwalking in this
one, only mne's a whole | ot deeper. | wonder whether this is what
bei ng dead seens |ike to her? Maybe it is."

"Her _spirit_ has doubtless united itself with the gods in Minfrane,"
I ncus said kindly.

"Her spirit, sure, but what about her? What do you call this tunne
stuff? They nmake houses out of it, sonetines.

"The ignorant say _shiprock , the learned navislapis_."

"A big shiprock box. That's what we're in, and we're just as
buried as O pine. Wat | was going to say is Kypris never told Auk,
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Patera. Not |ike Scylla. She told himright away, but he thought
Kypris was nme, and he liked her a lot. He gave ne this ring, see?
Then she tal ked to people in Lima and went in the mantei on and
went away. Went clear out of ne and left nme all alone in front of the
Wndow. | was scared to death. | had sonme nmoney and | kept buying
red ribbon--"
"Brandy, ny daughter?"
"Yeah. Throwing it down, trying to pretend it was rust because it's
about the sane color. It took a |lot before | got over being scared,

and then | still was, alittle, way back in ny head and deep down in
my tripes. Then | saw Auk, this was still in Lima, so | hooked him
because | was out of gelt, and I was just sonme drunk, sone old

drunk trull. So naturally he lunped nme. He never did lunp ne as

hard as Bass did once, and |'msorry | |unped you. Aren't the gods

supposed to care about us, Patera?"
"They _do_, ny daughter.”
"Well, Scylla didn't. She could've kept ne out of the sun and kept
my clothes so | wouldn't get so burned. W got hot when | was
running for her and they got in our way, so she just tore them off
and threw them down. My best winter gown."

Incus cleared his throat. "I have been neaning to speak to you
about _that_, ny daughter. Your _nudity . Perhaps | ought to have
done so when | shrove you. | foresaw, however, that you m ght
m sunderstand. |, _nyself_, am sunburned, and nudity _is_ wong,
you know. "

"I't gets bucks hot. Mne does, | nmean, or Violet. | saw a buck

practically junmp the wall once when Violet took off her gown, and
she wasn't really naked, either. She had on one of those real good
bandeaus that hike up your tits when they | ook Iike they're just
shovi ng t hem back."

" Nudity , ny daughter," Incus continued ganely, "is wong not
only because it engenders concupi scent thoughts in weak nen, but because it
is often_ the occasion of _violent_ attacks. Concupi scent thoughts
are wong in thensel ves, as | suggested, though they are not _seriously_
evil. Violent _attacks_, on the other hand, _are_ seriously evil
In the matter of concupi scent thoughts, the fault lies with you when by
_intentional _ nudity you give rise to them In that of _violent
attacks_, the fault lies with the _attacker_. He is obliged to _restrain_
hinsel f, no matter _how severe_a provocation is offered him But |
ask you to consider, ny daughter, whether you wish _any_ human spirit to
be rejected by the immortal gods."

"Getting beat over the head the way they do," Chenille said
positively, "that's the part 1'd really hate."

I ncus nodded, gratified. "There is _that , as well. You nust consider
that the nmen_ nost inclined to these attacks are _by no neans_ the nost
nobl e of ny sex. To the _contrary! You might actually be killed_.

Worren frequently are ."
"l guess you're right, Patera."

"Ch, | _am, ny daughter. You nmay rely wupon it. In our present
conpany, your hudity does _little harm | would say. | _, at |east, am
_proof_ against it. So is the soldier whose life |, by the grace and aid of
_Fairest Phaea , contrived to save. The captain of our boat--"

"Dace. "

"Yes, _Dace . Dace is _also_ proof against it, or nearly_ so, | would

i magi ne, by virtue of his advanced age. _Auk , of whom | had
entertai ned the gravest fears for your sake has _now_, by the
i ntercession of _Divine Echidna_, who ever strives to safeguard the
chastity of your sex as well as _ny own_, been so severely injured that
he is nost unlikely to attack you or--"

"Auk? He woul dn't have to."

Incus cleared his throat again. "I forbear to dispute the matter, ny
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daughter. Your reason or nmne, though | _greatly prefer _ny own_. But
consider this, _also . W are to enter the Juzgado , using the tessera
the talus supplied. Once there--"

"I's that what we're supposed to do when we get back? | guess it is,
but | haven't been thinking about it, just about getting Auk to a
doctor and all that. | know a good one. And sitting down and getting
sonmebody nice to wash ny feet, and sonme powder and rouge and
sonme decent perfune, and drinks and sonething to eat. Aren't you
hungry, Patera? |I'mstarving."

"I amnot wholly_ unaccustonmed to fasting, nmy daughter. To
_revert_to our topic, we are to enter the Juzgado, or so that _talus_
informed us as the claws of Hi erax closed upon him His
instructions were _Scylla's , he said, and | credit him He told us
the Ayuntam ento nust be _destroyed , as Scylla _herself_ did upon
that _unforgettabl e occasi on when she announced that she has
chosen nme_ her Prolocutor. The _talus_ indicated that we were to
announce her decision to the conm ssioners, and provided a
_tessera_ by which we are to _penetrate_ the subcellar for that
purpose. | must confess | _ had not known that such a subcell ar
exi sted, but presumably it does. _Consider_ then, ny daughter, that
you will soon--"

"Thetis, that was it, wasn't it? | wondered what he neant when he
said that. Does it work like a key? |I've heard there are doors like
that."

" Ancient _ doors," Incus infornmed her. "Doors constructed by G eat
Pas at the tinme he built the whorl. The _Prolocutor's Pal ace_ has such
a door. Its tessera is known to ne, though | may not reveal it."

"Thetis sounds like a god's nane. Is it? | don't really know very
much about any of the gods except the Nine. And the Qutsider
Patera Silk told me a little about him"

"It is _indeed_." Incus glowed with satisfaction. "In the Witings_ , ny
daughter, the nechani sm by which we augurs are chosen is
described in _beautiful _though _picturesque_terns. It is there said..."

He paused. "I regret that | cannot _quote_ the passage. | nust

paraphrase it, I"'mafraid. But it is witten there that _each_ new year

Pas brings is like a fleet . You are famliar with boats, ny daughter.

You were upon that wetched Ilittle fishing boat with ne , after all."
"Sure."

"Each year, as | have indicated, is likened to a fleet of boats that
are its days, _gallant_craft |oaded with the _young nen_ of that year.
Each of these day-boats is obliged to pass _Scylla_ on its voyage to
_infinity . Sone sail very near to her, while others renain at a greater
_distance_, their youthful crews crowding the side nost distant_from
her | oving enbrace. None of which _signifies_ . Fromeach of these
boats, she selects the young nen who nost please_ her."

"I don't see--"

" But_," Incus continued inpressively, "howis it that these boats_
pass her at all? Wiy do they not remain safe in harbor? O sai
_sonepl ace else?_ It is because there is a mnor goddess whose
function it is to direct themto her. Thetis_is that goddess, and thus a
nost suitable tessera for us. A _key , as you said. A ticket_ or _inscribed
tile_that will admit _us_to the Juzgado, and incidentally _release_us from
the cold and dark of these _horrid_ tunnels.”

"You think we m ght be close to the Juzgado now, Patera?"

I ncus shook his head. "I do not know, ny daughter. W traveled
_sonme distance_ on that _unfortunate_ talus, and he went
_very_ fast. | dare _hope_we are beneath the city now "

"I doubt if we're nuch past Limma," Chenille told him

Auk's head ached. Sonetines it seened to himthat a wedge had
been pounded into it, sometimes it felt nmore like a spike; in either
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case, it hurt so nuch at tines that he could think of nothing else,
forcing hinmself to take one step forward |i ke an autonaton, one
nore weary step in a progression of weary steps that woul d never be
over. \Wen the ache subsided, as it did now and then, he becane
aware that he was as sick as he had ever been in his |ife and mni ght
vomt at any nonent.

Hamrer st one st al ked beside him his big, rubber-shod feet
maki ng | ess noi se than Auk's boots as they padded over the danp
shi prock of the tunnel floor. Hamrerstone had his needl er, and
when the pain in his head subsided, Auk schenmed to recover it,
illusory schemes that were nore |ike nightnmares. He woul d push
Hamrerstone froma cliff into the | ake, snatching his needler as
Hamrerstone fell, trip himas they scaled a roof, break into
Hamrer st one' s house, find himasleep, and take his needler from
Hamrer st one' s strong room .. Hamrerstone falling headl ong,
sonersaulting, rolling down the roof as he, Auk, fired needle after
needl e at him viscous black fluid spurting fromevery wound to
pai nt the snowy sheets and turn the water of the | ake to black bl ood
i n which they drowned.

No, Incus had his needler, had it under his black robe; but
Hamrer st one had a slug gun, and even soldiers could be killed with
sl ugs, which could and often did penetrate the nud-brick walls of
houses, the thick bodies of horses and oxen as well as nen, slugs
that left horrible wounds.

Oeb fluttered on his shoulders, clinbing with talon and crinson
beak fromone to the other. Peering though his ears Oeb glinpsed
his thoughts; but Oreb could not know, no nore than he hinself
knew, what those thoughts portended. Oreb was only a bird, and
Incus could not take himfromhim no nore than his hanger, no
nmore than his knife.

Dace had a knife as well. Under his tunic Dace had the old
t hi ck- bl aded spear-pointed knife he had used to gut and fillet the
fish they had caught fromhis boat, the knife that had worked so
qui ckly, so surely, though it | ooked so unsuited to its task. Dace was
not an old man at all, but a flunky and a toady to that old knife, a
thing that carried it as Dace's old boat had carried themall when
there was nothing inside it to make it go, carrying themas they
m ght have been carried by a child's toy, toys that can shoot or fly
because they are the right shape though hollow and enpty as Dace's
boat, as crank as the boat or solid as a potato; but Bustard would see
to Dace.

Hi s brother Bustard had taken his sling because he had sl ung
stones at cats with it, and had refused to give it back. Nothing about
Bustard had ever been fair, not his being born first though his nane
began with B and Auk's with _A, not his dying first either. Bustard
had cheated to the end and past the end, cheating Auk as he al ways
did and cheating hinself of hinself. That was the way life was, the
way death was. A man |lived as | ong as you hated himand di ed on
you as soon as you began to like him No one but Bustard had been
abl e to hurt himwhen Bustard was around; it was a privilege that
Bustard reserved for hinself, and Bustard was back and carrying
him carrying himin his arns again, though he had forgotten that
Bastard had ever carried him Bustard was only three years ol der,
four in winter. Had Bustard hinself been the nother that he,
Bustard, professed to renmenber, that he, Auk, could not? Never
could, never quite, Bustard with this big black bird bobbing on his
head |ike a bird upon a wonan's hat, its eyes jet beads, tw tching
and bobbing with every novenent of his head, a stuffed bird
nmocking life and cheating deat h.

Bustards were birds, but bustards could fly--that was the Lily
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truth, for Bustard's nother had been Auk's nother had been Lily
whose name had neant truth, Lily who had in truth flown away with
Hi erax and | eft them both; therefore he never prayed to Hierax, to
Death or the God of Death, or anyhow very seldom and never in his
heart, though Dace had said that he bel onged to Hi erax and
therefore Hi erax had snatched Bustard, the brother who had been a
father to him who had cheated himof his sling and of nothing else
that he coul d renenber.

"How you feelin', big feller?"

"Fine. I'mfine," he told Dace. And then, "I'mafraid |I'mgoing to
puke."

"Figure you night wal k some?"

"It's all right, 1'll carry him" Bustard declared, and by the tinbre

of his harsh baritone reveal ed Hanmerstone the soldier. "Patera
said | could."
"I don't want to get it on your clothes," Auk said, and Hamerstone
| aughed, his big netal body shaking hardly at all, the slug gun
sl ung behind his shoulder rattling just a little against his netal back
"Were's Jugs?"
"Up there. Up ahead with Patera."
Auk raised his head and tried to see, but sawonly a flash of fire, a
thread of red fire through the green distance, and the flare of the
expl odi ng rocket.

The white bull fell, scarlet arterial blood spilling fromits immuacul ate
neck to spatter its gilded hooves. Now, Silk thought, watching

the garl ands of hothouse orchids slide fromthe gold | eaf that

covered its horns.

He knelt beside its fallen head. Now if at all

She came with the thought. The point of his knife had begun the
first cut around the bull's right eye when his own glinpsed the Holy
Hues in the Sacred Wndow. vivid tawy yellow iridescent with
scal es, now azure, now dove gray, now rose and red and thunderous
bl ack. And words, words that at first he could not quite distinguish,
words in a voice that mght al nost have been a crone's, had it been
| ess resonant, less vibrant, |ess young.

"Hear ne. You who are pure.”

He had assumed that if any god favored themit would be Kypris.

Thi s goddess's unfam liar features overfilled the Wndow, her
burning eyes just below its top, her nmeager lower |ip disappearing
into its base when she spoke.

"Whose city is this, augur?" There was a rustle as all who heard her
knel t.

Al ready on his knees beside the bull, Silk contrived to bow "Your
el dest daughter's, G eat Queen." The serpents around her face--thicker
than a man's wist but scarcely larger than hairs in proportion
to her nmouth, nose, and eyes, and pallid, hollow cheeks--identified
her at once. "Viron is Scalding Scylla's city."

"Remenber, all of you. You nost of all, Prolocutor."

Silk was so startled that he nearly turned his head. Was it possible
that the Prolocutor was in fact here, sonewhere in this crowd of
t housands?

"l have watched you," Echidna said. "I have listened."

Even the few remaining aninmals were silent.

"This city must remain my daughter's. Such was the will of her
father. | speak everywhere for him Such is my will. Your remaining

sacrifices must be for her. For no one else. Disobedience invites
destruction.”

Silk bowed again. "It shall be as you have said, G eat Queen.”
Monentarily he felt that he was not so nuch honoring a deity as
surrendering to the threat of force; but there was no tine to anal yze
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the feeling.
"There is one here fit to |l ead. She shall be your |eader. Let her

step forth."
Echi dna' s eyes, hard and bl ack as opals, had fastened on Mytera
M nt. She rose and wal ked with small, al nost nincing steps toward

the awful presence in the Wndow, her head bowed. Wen she
stood beside Silk, that head was scarcely higher than his own,
t hough he was on his knees.

"You long for a sword."

If Maytera Mnt nodded, her nod was too slight to be seen

"You are a sword. Mne. Scylla's. You are the sword of the Eight
G eat Cods."

O the thousands present, it was doubtful if five hundred had
been able to hear nobst of what Maytera Marble, or Patera Gulo, or
Silk hinself had said; but everyone--frommen so near the canted
altar that their trouser |egs were speckled with blood, to children
hel d up by nothers thensel ves scarcely taller than children--could
hear the goddess, could hear the peal of her voice and to a linmted
degree understand her, Geat Echidna, the Queen of the Gods, the
hi ghest and nost proximal representative of Tw ce-Headed Pas. As
she spoke they stirred like a wheatfield that feels the com ng storm

"The all egiance of this city nmust be restored. Those who have

suborned it nust be cast out. This ruling council. Kill them Restore
my daughter's Charter. The strongest place in the city. The prison
you call the Alanbrera. Pull it down."

Maytera M nt knelt, and again the silver trunpet sounded. "I wll,
Great Queen!" Silk could hardly believe that it had emanated from
the small, shy sibyl he had known.

At her reply the theophany was conplete. The white bull |ay dead
besi de him one ear touching his hand; the Wndow was enpty
agai n, though Sun Street was still filled with kneeling worshippers,
their faces blank or dazed or ecstatic. Far away--so distant that he,
standi ng, could not see her--a wonan screaned in an agony of rapture.

He rai sed his hands as he had when he had stood upon the
floater's deck. "People of Viron!"

Hal f, perhaps, showed sone sign of having heard.

"W have been honored by the Queen of the Whorl! Echidna

hersel f--"
The words he had planned died in his throat as a searing
i ncandescence snmashed down upon the city like a ruinous wall. Hi's

shadow, blurred and di ffused as shadows had al ways been under the
beneficent radi ance of the long sun, solidified to a pitch-black
sil houette as sharp as one cut from paper

He blinked and staggered beneath the wei ght of the white-hot
gl are; and when he opened his eyes again, it was no nore. The dying
fig (whose upper branches could be seen above the garden wall) was
on fire, its dry | eaves snapping and crackling and sending up a
col umm of sooty snoke

A gust fanned the flanes, twisting and dissolving their snoke
colum. Nothing el se seenmed to have changed. A brutal -1 ooking
man, still on his knees by the casket before the altar, inquired,
"Wwas that nore word fromthe gods, Patera?"

Silk took a deep breath. "Yes, it was. That was word froma god
who i s not Echidna, and | understand him?"

Maytera M nt sprang to her feet--and with her a hundred or
nmore; Silk recognized Gayfeather, Cavy, Qill, A oe, Zoril, Horn
and Nettle, Holly, Hart, Cont, Aster, Macaque, and scores of
others. The silver trunpet that Maytera Mnt's voi ce had becone
sunmoned all to battle. "Echidna has spoken! W have felt the
wath of Pas! To the Al anbrera!"”

The congregati on becanme a nob.
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Everyone was standing now, and it seenmed that everyone was
tal king and shouting. The floater's engi ne roared. Guardsmnen,
sonme nounted, nost on foot, called, "To ne, everyone!" "To nme!"

"To the Alanbrera!” One fired his slug gun into the air.

Silk | ooked for Gulo, intending to send himto put out the burning
tree; he was already sone distance away, at the head of a hundred
or nore. Ghers led the white stallion to Maytera Mnt; a man
bowed with cl asped hands, and she sprang onto its back in a way
Sil k woul d not have thought possible. It reared, pawi ng the wi nd, at
the touch of her heels.

And he felt an overwhel ming sense of relief. "Maytera! _Maytera! _
Shifting the sacrificial knife to his left hand and forsaking the dignity
augurs were expected to exhibit, he ran to her, his black robe
billowing in the wind. "Take this!"

Silver, spring-green, and bl ood-red, the azoth Crane had given
himflashed through the air as he flung it over the heads of the nob.

The throw was high and two cubits to her left--yet she caught it, as
he had somehow known she woul d.

"Press the bl oodstone,” he shouted, "when you want the bl ade!"

A nmonent | ater that endl ess aching blade tore reality as it swept
the sky. She called, "Join us, Patera! As soon as you've conpleted
the sacrifices!"

He nodded, and forced hinself to smle.

The right eye first. It seemed to Silk that a lifetime had passed
bet ween the nonment he had first knelt to extract the eye fromits
socket and the nmonent that he laid it in the fire, nmurmuring Scylla's
short litany. By the tinme he had conpleted it, the congregation had
dwindled to a few old nen and a gaggle of snmall children watched by
el derly wonen, perhaps a hundred persons in all

In a |low and tonel ess voi ce, Maytera Marbl e announced, "The
tongue for Echidna. Echidna has spoken to us."

Echi dna herself had indicated that the remaining victinms were to
be Scylla's, but Silk conplied. "Behold us, G eat Echidna, Mther
of the Gods, |nconparable Echidna, Queen of this Worl--" (Wre
there others, where Echidna was not Queen? Al that he had
| earned in the schola argued against it, yet he had altered her
conventional conplinent because he felt that it mght be so.)
"Nurture us, Echidna. By fire set us free."

The bull's head was so heavy that he could lift it only with
difficulty; he had expected Maytera Marble to help, but she did not.
Vaguel y he wondered whether the gold | eaf on the horns would
merely nelt, or be destroyed by the flames in sone way. It did not
seem likely, and he made a nental note to make certain it was
sal vaged; thin though gold |eaf was, it would be worth sonething. A
few days before, he had been planning to have Horn and sone of
the others repaint the front of the palaestra, and that woul d nean
buyi ng pai nt and brushes.

Now Horn, the captain, and the toughs and decent fanmily nmen of
the quarter were assaulting the Alanbrera with Maytera M nt,
together with boys whose beards had not yet sprouted, girls no
ol der, and young not hers who had never held a weapon; but if they
lived...

He anmended the thought to: if some lived.

"Behol d us, lovely Scylla, wonderful of waters, behold our |ove
and our need for thee. Ceanse us, O Scylla. By fire set us free."

Every god clainmed that final |ine, even Tartaros, the god of
ni ght, and Scylla, the goddess of water. Wile he heaved the
bull's head onto the altar and positioned it securely, he reflected
that "by fire set us free" must once have bel onged to Pas al one. O
perhaps to Kypris--love was a fire, and Kypris had possessed
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Chenille, whose hair was dyed flam ng red. Wat of the fires that
dotted the skyl ands beneath the barren stone plain that was the
belly of the Worl?

Mayt era Marbl e, who shoul d have heaped fresh cedar around the
bull's head, did not. He did it hinself, using as nuch as they woul d
have used in a week before Kypris cane.

The right front hoof. The left. The right rear and the left, this |ast
freed only after a struggle. Doubtfully, he fingered the edges of his
bl ade; they were still very sharp

Not to read a victimas large as the bull would have been
unt hi nkabl e, even after a theophany; he opened the great paunch
and studied the entrails. "War, tyranny, and terrible fires." He
pitched his voice as | ow as he dared, hoping that the ol d people
woul d be unable to hear him "It's possible |"'mwong | hope so.

Echi dna has just spoken to us directly, and surely she would have
warned us if such calamties awaited us." In a corner of his mnd,
Doctor Crane's ghost snickered. Letters fromthe gods in the guts of
a dead bull, Silk? You're getting in touch with your own subconsci ous,
that's all _.

"More than possible that I1'mwong--that |I'mreading ny own
fears into this splendid victim®" Silk elevated his voice. "Let ne
repeat that Echidna said nothing of the sort." Rather too late he
realized that he had yet to transmt her precise words to the
congregation. He did so, interspersing every fact he could recal
about her place at Pas's side and her vital role in superintending
chastity and fertility. "So you see that Great Echidna sinply urged
us to free our city. Since those who have left to fight have gone at
her behest, we may confidently expect themto triunph."

He dedicated the heart and liver to Scyll a.

A young nman had joined the children, the old wonen, and the old
men. There was sonething fam liar about him although SilKk,
nearsi ghtedly peering at his bowed head, was unable to place him
A small man, his prinmrose silk tunic gorgeous with gold thread, his
bl ack curls gleanm ng in the sunshine.

The bull's heart sizzled and hissed, then burst |oudly--fulnnated
was the euchologic term-projecting a shower of sparks. It was a
sign of civil unrest, but a sign that cane too late; riot had becone
revolution, and it seened entirely possible that the first to fall in this
revol ution had fallen already.

I ndeed, | aughing Doctor Crane had fallen already, and the
sol emm young trooper. This norning (only this norning!) he had
presuned to tell the captain that nonviol ent neans coul d be
enpl oyed to oust the Ayuntam ento. He had envisioned refusals to
pay taxes and refusals to work, possibly the Civil Guard arresting
and detaining officials who remained obedient to the four remaining
councillors. Instead he had hel ped unl eash a whirlwi nd; he
rem nded hinself gloomly that the whirlwind was the ol dest of Pas's
synbol s, and strove to forget that Echidna had spoken of "the Eight
G eat Cods."

Wth a last skillful cut he freed the final flap of hide fromthe
bul | 's haunch; he tossed it into the center of the altar fire. "The
benevol ent gods invite us to join in their feast. Freely, they return to
us the food we offer them having made it holy. | take it that the
giver is no longer present? In that case, all those who honor the gods
may cone forward."

The young nman in the prinrose tunic started toward the bull's
carcass; an old worman caught his sleeve, hissing, "Let the children
go first!" Silk reflected that the young man had probably not
attended sacrifice since he had been a child hinself.

For each, he carved a slice of raw bull-beef, presenting it on the
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poi nt of the sacrificial knife--the only neat nany of these children
woul d taste for sone tinme, although all that remained woul d be
cooked tonorrow for the fortunate pupils at the pal aestra.

If there was a tonorrow for the palaestra and its pupils.

The last child was a snmall girl. Suddenly bold, Silk cut her a piece
substantially thicker than the rest. If Kypris had chosen to possess
Chenill e because of her fiery hair, why had she chosen Maytera

M nt as well, as she had confided to himbeneath the arbor before
they went to Lima? Had Maytera M nt |oved? Hi s nind rejected
the notion, and yet... Had Chenille, who had stabbed O pine in a

ninmety of terror, |oved sonething beyond herself? O did self-Iove
pl ease Kypris as nuch as any other son? She had told Orchid flatly
that it did not.

He gave the first old woman an even |arger slice. These wonen,
then the old nen, then the I one young man, and finally, to Maytera
Marbl e (the only sibyl present) whatever renmi ned for the pal aestra
and the cenoby's kitchen. Were was Maytera Rose this norning?

The first old man nunbl ed thanks, thanking himand not the
gods; he renenbered then that others had done the sanme thing at
Opine's final rites, and resolved to talk to the congregati on about
that next Scylsday, if he remained free to talk.

Here was the last old man already. Silk cut hima thick slice, then
gl anced past him and the young man behind himto Maytera
Mar bl e, thinking she night di sapprove--and abruptly recogni zed
t he young man.

For a nonent that seened very long, he was unable to nove
O hers were noving, but their notions seened as | abored as the
struggles of so many flies in honey. Slowy, Mytera Mrble inched
toward him her face back-tilted in a delicate smile; evidently she
felt as he did: palaestra tonorrow was worse than probl ematical
Slowy, the last old man bobbed his head and turned away, guns
bared in a toothless grin. Ardently, Silk's right hand | onged to enter
his trousers pocket, where the gol d-pl ated needl er Doctor Crane
had gi ven Hyacinth awaited it; but it would have to divest itself of
the sacrificial knife first, and that woul d take weeks if not years.

The flash of oiled netal as Musk drew his needl er blended with
the duller gleamof Maytera Marble's wists. The report was
drowned by the screech of a wobbling needl e, unbal anced by its
passage through the sl eeve of Silk's robe.

Maytera Marble's arnms | ocked around Musk. Silk slashed at the
hand that grasped the needler. The needler fell, and Musk shri eked.
The ol d wonen were hurrying away (they would call it running),
sonme herding children. A srmall boy dashed past Silk and darted
around the casket, reappearing with Miusk's needl er precariously
clutched in both hands and ridicul ously trai ned upon Miusk hi nself.

Two insights came to Silk sinultaneously. The first was that Villus
m ght easily fire by accident, killing Musk. The second, that he,
Silk, did not care.

Musk' s thunb dangl ed on a rag of flesh, and blood from his hand
mngled with the white bull's. Still trying to conprehend the
situation, Silk asked, "He sent you to do this, didn't he?" He
pictured the flushed, perspiring face of Miusk's enployer vividly,
al though at that nonent he could not recall his nane.

Musk spat thick, yellow phlegmthat clung to Silk's robe as
Maytera Marble westled himtoward the altar. Horribly, she bent
hi m over the flames. Musk spat again, this time into her face, and
struggled with such desperate strength that she was lifted off her feet.

Villus asked, "Should I shoot him Maytera?" Wen she did not
answer, Silk shook his head.

"This fine and living man," she pronounced slowy, "is presented to
me, to Divine Echidna." Her hands, the bony bl ue-veined hands of a
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el derly bio, glowed crinson in the flanmes. "Mther of the Gods.

I nconpar abl e Echi dna, Queen of the Worl . Fair Echidna! Smle
upon us. Send us beasts for the chase. Great Echidna! Put forth thy
green grass for our kine..."

Musk npaned. His tunic was snoking; his eyes seened ready to
start fromtheir sockets.

An old woman tittered.

Surprised, Silk |Iooked for her and fromher death's-head grin
knew who wat ched t hrough her eyes. "Go hone, Micor."

The old wonman tittered again.

"Di vine Echidna!" Maytera Marble concluded. "By fire set us free."

"Rel ease him Echidna," Silk snapped.

Musk's silk tunic was burning; so were Maytera Marble's sl eeves.

"Rel ease him"

The perverse self-forged discipline of the Oilla broke at |ast;
Musk screaned and continued to scream each pause and gasp
foll owed by a scream weaker and nore terrible. To Silk, tugging
futilely at Maytera Marble's relentless arns, those screans seened
the creakings of the wings of death, of the black w ngs of High
Hi erax as he fl apped down the whorl from Mainfranme at the East
Pol e.

Musk' s needl er spoke twice, so rapidly it seemed al nost to
stammer. Its needles scarred Maytera Marble's cheek and chin, and
fled whinpering into the sky.

"Don't," Silk told Villus. "You mght hit nme. It won't do any good."

Villus started, then stared down in astonishnment at the dusty
bl ack vi per that had fastened upon his ankle.

"Don't run," Silk told him and turned to cone to his aid,
thereby saving hinself. A larger viper pushed its blunt head from
Maytera Marble's collar to strike at his neck, nmissing by two
fingers' w dth.

He jerked the first viper off Villus's ankle and flung it to one side,
crouching to mark the punctures made by its fangs with the sign of
addition, executed in shallow incisions with the point of the
sacrificial knife. "Lie dowmn and stay quiet,” he told Villus. Wen
Villus did, he applied his lips to the bl eedi ng crosses.

Musk' s screans ceased, and Maytera Marble faced them her
bl azi ng habit slipping fromher narrow shoul ders; in each hand she
brandi shed a viper. "I have sumobned these children to me fromthe
al l eys and gardens of this treacherous city. Do you not know who | anP"

The fam liarity of her voice left Silk feeling that he had gone nad.
He spat a nout hful of bl ood.

"The boy is mine. | claimhim Gve himto ne."

Silk spat a second tinme and picked up Villus, cradling himin his
arns. "None but the nost flaw ess may be offered to the gods. This
boy has been bitten by a poi sonous snake and so is clearly
unsui tabl e. "

Twi ce Maytera Marbl e waved a vi per before her face as if
whi sking away a fly. "Are you to judge that? O am | ?" Her burning
habit fell to her feet.

Silk held out Villus. "Tell ne why Pas is angry with us, O Geat Echidna."

She reached for him saw the viper she held as if for the first tineg,
and raised it again. "Pas is dead and you a fool. Gve ne Auk."

"This boy's nane is Villus," Silk told her. "Auk was a boy like this
about twenty years ago, | suppose.” Wien she said nothing nore, he
added, "I knew you gods coul d possess bios like us. | didn't know
you coul d possess chens as well."

Echi dna whi sked the withing viper before her face. "They are
easi er what nean these nunbers? Wiy should we let you...? MWy
husband. . ."

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%20...2002%20-%20Calde%200f%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (45 of 189) [1/17/03 3:59:37 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gene%20Wol fe/Wolfe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62002%20-%20Ca de%6200f %20the%20L ong%20Sun. txt

"Di d Pas possess soneone who di ed?"

Her head sw veled toward the Sacred W ndow. "The prine
calcula... His citadel."

"Get away fromthat fire," Silk told her, but it was too |late. Her
knees woul d no | onger support her; she crunpled onto her burning
habit, seeming to shrink as she fell.

He laid Villus down and drew Hyacinth's needler. H's first shot
took a viper behind the head, and he congratul ated hinsel f; but the
ot her escaped, lost in the scorching yellow dust of Sun Street.

"You're to forget everything you just overheard," he told Villus as
he dropped Hyacinth's needl er back into his pocket.

"I didn't understand anyway, Patera." Villus was sitting up, hands
tight around his bitten | eg.

"That's well." Silk pulled her burning habit fromunder Mytera
Mar bl e.
The old woman tittered. "I could kill you, Silk." She was hol ding

the needl er that had been Musk's nuch as Villus had, and ainming it

at Silk's chest. "There's councillors at our house now They'd like that."
The toothless old man sl apped the needler fromher hand with his

dri pping slab of raw beef, saying sharply, "Don't, Micor!" He put his

foot on the needler.
As Silk stared, he fished a gammadi on bl azing with gens from

beneath his threadbare brown tunic. "I ought to have made ny
presence known earlier, Patera, but |1'd hoped to do it in private.
I'"man augur too, as you see. |'m Patera Quetzal."

Auk stopped and | ooked back at the last of the bleared green |ights.
It was like leaving the city, he thought. You hated it--hated its nasty
ugly ways, its noise and snmoke and nost of all its shaggy shitty itch
for gelt, gelt for this and gelt for that until a man couldn't fart
wi t hout paying. But when you rode away fromit with the dark
closing in on you and skyl ands you never noticed much in the city
sort of floating around up there, you nmissed it right away and pull ed
up to l ook back at it fromjust about any place you could. Al those
tiny lights so far away, |ooking just like the | owest skylands after the
mar ket cl osed, over where it was ni ght already.

From the bl ack darkness ahead, Dace called, "You conin' ?"

"Yeah. Don't get the wind up, old man."

He still held the arrow sonmeone had shot at Chenille; its shaft was
bone, not wood. A couple long strips of bone, Auk decided,
running his fingers along it for the tenth or twelfth time, scarfed and
gl ued together, nost likely strips fromthe shin bone of a big aninal
or maybe even a big man. The nock end was fletched with feathers
of bone, but the w cked barbed point was hanmered netal
Country people hunted with arrows and bows, he had heard, and
you saw arrows in the market. But not arrows |ike this.

He snapped it between his hands and let the pieces fall, then
hurried down the tunnel after Dace. "Were's Jugs?"

"Up front ag'in with the sojer." Dace sounded as though he was
still some distance ahead.

"Well, by Hi erax! They al nbst got her the first time."

"They very nearly killed _me_." Incus's voice floated back through
the dar kness. "Have you forgotten _that? "

"No," Auk told him "only it don't bother me as nuch.”

"No care,” Oeb confirned from Auk's shoul der.

Incus giggled. "Nor do _you_ bother _me_, Auk. Wen |I sent Corpora
Hamrer st one ahead of us, ny _first_ thought was that you would
have to acconpany him Then | realized that there was no harmin
_your _ | aggi ng behind. Hamerstone's task is not to _nurse you_, but to
protect _nme_ fromyour _brutal_ treatnent."

"And thresh me out whenever you decide | need it."
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"Indeed. Ch, _indeed . But _nmercy_ and _forbearance_are much dearer
to the _immortal gods_ than sacrifice, Auk. |If you wish to stay where
you are, |_will not seek to prevent you. Neither will my tall friend,

who is, as we have seen, so much stronger than _yourself_.
"Chenille ain't stronger than ne, not even now. | doubt she's
much stronger than you."
"But she possesses the best weapon_. She insisted for _that_ reason
For my own part, | _was glad to have her _and_ her weapon near the
_redoubt abl e_ corporal, and renote from _yourself_."
Auk kicked hinself nmentally for having failed to realize that the
| auncher Chenille carried would flatten Hamerstone as effectively
as any slug gun. Bitterly he numbl ed, "Al ways thinking, ain't you."
"You refuse to call me Patera_ , Auk? Even now_, you refuse ne ny
title of respect?"
Auk felt weak and dizzy, afraid for Chenille and even for hinself;

but he nanaged to say, "It's supposed to nean you're ny father, |ike
Maytera neant this teacher | used to have was ny nmother. Anytine
you start acting like a father, 1'll call you that."

Incus giggled again. "W _fathers_ are expected to curb the violent
behavi or of our offspring, and to teach them-I _do_ hope you'l

excuse a trifling bit of vulgarity--to teach themto wipe their _dirty,
snotty little noses_."

Auk drew his hanger; it felt unaccustomedly heavy in his hand,
but the weight and the cold, hard metal of the hilt were reassuring.
Hoarsely, Oreb advised, "No, no!"

I ncus, having heard the hiss of the blade as it cleared the

scabbard, called, " Corporal! "

Hanmmer stone' s voice canme froma di stance, echoing through the
tunnel. "Right here, Patera. | started droppi ng back as soon as
heard you and himtal king."

"Hamerstone has no light , | fear. He tells ne he lost it when he

was _shot_. But he can see in the dark better than _we_, Auk. Better
than _any_biological person, in fact."

Auk, who could see nothing in the pitch blackness, said, "I got
eyes like a cat."
" Do_you really. Wiat have | in my hand , in that case?"

"My needler." Auk sniffed; there was a faint stench, as though
sonmeone were cooking with rancid fat.

"You' re guessing." Hammerstone sounded closer. "You can't see
Patera's needl er 'cause he's not holding it. You can't see ny slug
gun either, but | see you and | got it aimed at you. Try to stick
Patera with that thing, and I'll shoot you. Put it up or I'll take it
away fromyou and bust it."

Faintly, Auk heard the big soldier's rapid steps. He was running,
or at least trotting.

"Bird see,"” the night chough nuttered in Auk's ear

"You don't have to do that," Auk told Hamrerstone. "I'm putting
it up." To Oreb he whispered, "Were is he?"

"Come back. "

"Yeah, | know. |Is he as close as that shaggy butcher?"

"Near nen. Men wait."

Auk cal |l ed, "Hammerstone! Stop. Watch out!"

The running steps halted. "This better be good."

"How many nen, bird?"

"Many." The ni ght chough's bill clacked nervously. "Gods too.

Bad gods!"

"Hamer stone, |isten up! You can't see nmuch better'n Patera. |
know t hat . "

"Spit oil!"

"Only | can. Between you and him there's a bunch of culls,
wai ting quiet up against the wall. They got--"
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The sound that filled the tunnel was half snarl and half how . It
was followed by a boom from Hanmmerstone's slug gun, and the ring
of a hard bl ow on netal

"Ht head," Oreb explained, and el aborated, "Iron man."

Hamrer stone fired twi ce in quick succession, the echoing thunder
succeeded by a series of hard, flat reports and the tortured
shri ekings of ricocheting needl es.

"Get down!" Auk reached for a place where he thought Dace
m ght be, but his hand net only air.

A scream Auk shouted, "I'mcom ng, Jugs!" and found that he
was running al ready, sprinting sightless through darkness thicker
than the darkest night, his hanger bl ade probing the bl ackness
before himlike a beggar's white stick

Oreb fl apped overhead. "Man here!"

Auk sl ashed wildly again and again, half crouched, still advancing,
his left hand groping frantically for the knife in his boot. H's
bl ade struck sonething hard that was not the wall, then bit deep into

fl esh. Someone who was not Chenille yel ped with pain and surprise.

Hamrer st one' s sl ug gun booned, close enough that the flash lit
the vicinity like lightning: a naked skeletal figure reeled backward
with half its face gone. Auk sl ashed again and again and again. The
third slash nmet no resistance.

"Man dead!" Oreb announced excitedly. "Cut good!"

"Auk! Auk, help nme! Help!"

"I'"'mcom ng!"

"Watch out!" Oreb warned, _sotto voce . "lron man."

"CGet outta ny way, Hamerstone!"

Fromhis left, Oreb croaked, "Cone Auk."

Hi s bl ade rang upon netal. He ducked, certain Hanmerstone
woul d swing at him Then he was past, and Oreb exclaimng from
sonme distance, "Here girl! Here Auk! Big fight!"

"Auk! Get himoff ne!"

A new voice nearly as harsh as Oreb's demanded, "Auk? Auk
fromthe Cock?"

"Shag yes!"

"Pas piss. Wait a minute."

Auk halted. "Jugs, you all right?"

There was no reply.

Soneone npbaned, and Hamerstone fired again. Auk yell ed,

"Don't fight unless they do, anybody. A d man, where are you?"

H's own fighting frenzy had drai ned away, |eaving hi mweaker
and sicker than ever. "Jugs?"

Oreb seconded him "Grl say. Al right? No die?"

"No! I"'mnot all right." Chenille gasped for breath. "He hit ne with
sonet hi ng, Auk. He knocked ne down and tried to... You know.

Get it free. I"'mpretty beat up, but I'mstill alive, | guess."

The darkness faded, as sudden as shadeup and as faint. A dozen
stades along the tunnel, one of the crawing lights was slowy
rounding a corner. As Auk watched fascinated, it cane into ful
view, a gleamng pinprick that rendered plain all that had been
conceal ed

Chenille was sitting up sonme di stance away. Seeing Auk, the
naked, starved-looking nan standing over her raised both hands
and backed off. Auk went to her and tried to help her up,

di scovering (just as Silk had a nonent before) that his hand was
encunbered by his knife. Gitting his teeth against pain that seened
about to tear his head to bits, he stooped and returned the knife to
hi s boot .

"He grabbed ny | auncher in the dark. Ht me with a club or
sonet hing. "
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Exam ning her scalp in the dimlight, Auk decided the dark

spl otch was a bl eeding bruise. "You' re shaggy lucky he didn't kill you."
The naked man smirked. "I could of. | wasn't tryin' to."
"I ought to kill you," Auk told him "I think | will. Go get your
| auncher, Jugs."
Behi nd Auk, Incus said, "He intended to take her by force , | dare
say. | warned her on that _very point. To force any wonman i s w ong,
my son. To force yourself upon a _prophetess --" Striding forward, the

little augur | eveled Auk's big needler. "I _too_ amof half a nind to kil
you, for _Scylla's_sake.

"Patera got both gods," Hammerstone announced proudly. "A
coupl e of you neat heads, too."

"WAit up, Patera. We got to talk to him" Auk indicated the naked
man by a jab of his gory hanger. "Wat's your nanme?"

"Urus. Look, Auk, we used to be a dinber knot. Renemnber that
sweatin' ken? You went in through the back while | kept the street
for you."

"Yeah. | renenber you. You got the pits. That was--" Auk tried
to think, but found only pain.

"Only a couple nmonths ago, 'n | got lucky." Wus edged closer,
hands supplicating. "If 1'd of knowed it was you, Auk, this whole |ay
woul d of gone different. We'd of helped you, ne 'n ny crew Only |
never had no way to know, see? This cully Celada, all he said was
her 'n him" He indicated Chenille and Incus by quick gestures. "A
tall piece out of the piece pit 'n a runt cull with her, see, Auk? He
never said nothin' about no sojer. Nothin' about you. Soon's
twi gged the sojer walkin', | was fit to beat hoof, only by then he was
goin' back."

Cheni |l e began, "How cone--"

"Because you ain't got anything on, Jugs." Auk sighed. "They take
their clothes before they shove "emin. | thought everybody knew
that. Sit down. You too, Patera, Hanmmerstone. A d man, you com ng?"

Oreb added his own throaty summons. "Ad nan!"

There was no reply fromthe ebbi ng darkness.

"Sit down," Auk told themagain. "W're all tired out--shaggy
Hi erax knows | am-and we've probably got a long way to go before
we find dinner or a place to sleep. | got a few questions for U us
here. Most likely the rest of you got sone too."

" 1 _do, certainly."

"Al'l right, you'll get your chance." Auk seated hinself gingerly on
the cold floor of the tunnel. "First, | ought to tell you that what he
said s lily, but it don't nean a lot. | know maybe a hundred culls
can trust a little, only not too nuch. Before they threw himin the
pits, he used to be one of '"em and that's all it ever was."

I ncus and Hanmerstone had sat down together as he spoke;
cautiously, Urus sat, too, after receiving a pernissive nod.

Auk | eaned back, his eyes shut and his head spinning. "I said
everybody' d get their chance. | only got this one first, then the rest
of you can go ahead. Were's Dace, Urus?"

"Who' s that?"

"The old nan. W had a old nman with us, a fishernman. Hi s nane's
Dace. You do for hinP"

"I didn't do for anybody." Urus m ght have been a | eague away.
Hamrer st one' s voice: "Wiy'd they throw you in the pit?" Chenille's:
"That doesn't matter now. What are you doing here, that's
what | want to know. You're supposed to be in a pit, and you
thought I'd been in one. Was it no clothes, |ike Auk said?" I|ncus:
"My son, | have been _considering_ this. You could _hardly_ have
foreseen that |, an augur, would be _arned ." "I didn't even know you
was one. That cully CGelada, he said there was this long nort, and a
little cull with her. That's all we knew when we started pullin' lights
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down." "It was this _Celada_ who shot the bone arrowat ne , | take it."
"Not at you, Patera. At her. She had a | auncher, he said, so he shot,
only he mssed. He's got this bow pasted up out of bones, only he's

not as good with it as he thinks. Auk, all | want's to get out, see?

You take ne up, anyplace, 'nthat's it. I'll do anythin' you say."

"I was wondering," Auk murnured.

Incus: "I _fired_ twenty tinmes at |east. There were _beastly aninals_,
and nen_ as well." Chenille: "You could ve killed all of us, you know
that? Just shooting Auk's needler like that in the dark. That was
abram" Hammerstone: "Not ne." "If | had _not_, ny daughter, | m ght
very well have died nyself . Nor was | firing at _random. | _knew _
Though | might as well have been blind . That was _wonderful . Truly
_mracul ous. Scylla_ nust have been at ny side. They rushed_ upon ne
to kill nme, all of them but I killed them instead."

Auk opened his eyes to squint into the darkness behind them
"They killed Dace, maybe. | dunno. In a mnute |'mgoing to see."

Chenille prepared to rise. "You feel awful, don't you? I'Il go."

"Not now, Jugs. It's still dark back there. Urus, you said your culls
took down lights. That was to make a dark stretch here so you could
get behind us, right?"

"That's it, Auk. Getada got up on ny shoulders to pull four down,
"n Gaur run them on back. They spread out |ookin' for dark. You
know about that ?"

Auk grunted.

"Only they don't go real fast. So we figured we'd wait flat to the
side till you went by. Her, | nean, 'n this runt augur cully. That's al
we figured there was." "And junp on nme fromin back!" "Wuat'd you
of done?" (Auk sensed, though he could not see, Urus's outspread
hands.) "You shot a rocket at Gelada. If it hadn't been for the bend,
you coul da done for our whole knot." "Bad man!" (That was O eb.)

Auk opened his eyes once nore. "Three or four, anyhow.

Hamrer st one, didn't you say sonething about a couple aninals
Pat era shot ?"

"Tunnel gods," Hanmerstone confirmed. "Like dogs, like |I told
you, only not nice |ike dogs."
"l got to go back," Auk nuttered. "I got to see what's happened to

the old man, and I want to have a | ook at these gods. Urus, you're
one, and | did for one, so that nakes two. Hamrerstone says Patera
got a couple, that's four. Anybody el se do for any?"

Hamrer st one: "Me. One. And one Patera'd shot was still flopping
around, so | shot himagain."

"Yeah, | think | heard that. So that's five. Urus, don't give ne
clatter, I"'mtelling you. How nany'd you have?"

"Six, Auk, 'n the two bufes."

"Counting you?"

"That's right, countin' ne, 'nthat's the lily word."

"I'"mgoing back there," Auk repeated, "soon as the lights get there
and | feel better. Anybody that wants to cone with ne, that's al
right. Anybody that wants to go on, that's all right, too. But I'm
going to |l ook at the gods and see about Dace." He closed his eyes again.

"Good nan!"

"Yeah, bird, he was." Auk waited for soneone to speak, but no
one did. "Uus, they threw you in the pits. Do they really throw
then? | al ways wondered. "

"Only if you get their backs up. If you don't, you can ride down in
t he basket."

"That's how they feed you? Put your slumin this basket and let it
down?"

"N water jars, sonetines. Only nostly we got to catch our own
when it rains."

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%20...2002%20-%20Calde%200f%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (50 of 189) [1/17/03 3:59:37 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gene%20Wol fe/Wolfe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62002%20-%20Ca de%6200f %20the%20L ong%20Sun. txt

"Keep tal king."
"It ain't as bad as you think. Anyhow nine ain't. Mstly we get
al ong, see? 'N the new ones conmn' in are stronger."

"Unl ess they get thrown. They'd have broken legs and so forth, | guess"
"That's lily, Auk."
"Then you kill "emright off and eat "emwhile they're still fat?"

Soneone (I ncus, Auk decided) gasped.

"Not all the time, 'nthat's lily. Not if it's sonebody that sonebody
knows. W& woul dn't of et you, see."

"So you got stuck in a pit, riding down in this basket, and you're a
bully cull, or used to be. Found out they'd been digging, didn't
you?" Auk opened his eyes, resolving to keep them open

"That's it. They neant to dig out, see? Over till they fetched the
big wall, then down underneath, deep as they had to. Qurs is about
the deepest, see? One of the real old "uns 'n one that's near the wall
They'd dig with bones, two culls at once, 'n nore carryin' it out in
their hands. The rest'd watch for Hoppy 'n tranp it down when it
was scattered 'round. They told ne all about it."

Hamrer st one asked, "You hit this tunnel when you went to go
under the wall ?"

Urus nodded eagerly. "They did, that's the right of it. They told
me. And the shiprock--it's shiprock there, it is in lots of place--it
was cracked, see? 'N they scraped the dirt out, hopin' to get
through, 'n saw the lights. They got wild then, that's what they said.
So they fetched rocks 'n chipped away at the shiprock, just a
snowf | ake, like, for your wap, fill you can w ggle through."

I ncus grinned, exposing his protruding teeth nore than ever. "I
_begin_ to conprehend your plight, nmy son. Wien you had _accessed_
these horrid tunnels, you found yourself _unable_ to reach the _surface_.
Is that not correct? The fact of the matter? Pas's_ justice on you?"

"Yeah, that's it, Patera." Wth an ingratiating grinmace, Uus
| eaned toward | ncus, appearing alnbpst to abase hinself. "Only | ook
at it, Patera. You shot a couple friends of mine just a m nute ago,
didn't you? You didn't Iend "emno horse to Mainframe, did you?"

I ncus shook his head, plunp cheeks quivering. "I thought it best
to let the gods judge for _thenselves_ in this instance, ny son. As |
would in _yours , as well."

"A'l right, I was fixin" to kill you. That's lily, see? I"'mnot tryin' to
bilk you over it. Only now you 'n nme ought to forget about all that,
see Patera? Put it right behind us |ike what Pas'd want us to do. So
how about it?" Urus held out his hand.

"My son, when you possess such a needler as this , | shall consent
to a truce _gladly_."

Auk chuckl ed. "How far you gone, Urus? Looking for a way out?"

"Pretty far. Only there's queer cheats in these tunnels, see? 'N
there's various ones, too. Sone's full of water, or there's cave-ins.
Sone ends up agai nst doors."

Chenille said, "I can tell you sonething about the doors, Hackum
next tine we're alone.”

"That's the dandy, Jugs. You do that." Painfully, Auk clanbered
to his feet. Seeing that the blade of his hanger was still fouled with
bl ood, he wiped it on the hemof his tunic and sheathed it. "Things in
these tunnels, huh? What kinds of things?"

"There's sojers like himdown this way." Uus pointed to
Hamrer stone. "They'll shoot if they see you, so you got to keep listenin
for "em That was how | knowed he was a sojer in the dark, see?

They don't make nuch noi se, not even when they're marchin', but

they don't sound like you 'n ne, neither, 'n sonetinmes you can hear
when their guns hit up against 'em Then there's bufes, what he calls
gods, 'n they can be devils. Only this cull Eland caught a couple
little "uns 'n kind of taned 'em see? W had 'emwi th us. There's
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bi g machi nes, sonetines, too. Sone's tall asses, only not all. Sone
won't row you if you don't rouse 'em"™

"That all?"

"Al'l | ever seen, Auk. There's stories 'bout ghosts 'n things, but I
don't know. "

"All right." Auk turned to address Incus, Hammerstone, and
Chenille. "I'mgoing to go back there and have a | ook for Dace, |ike
| said."

He strolled slowy along the tunnel toward the |ingering darkness,
not stopping until he reached the point at which the nmen and beasts
shot by Incus lay. Squatting to exam ne them nore closely, he
contrived to glance toward the group he had |l eft. No one had
followed him and he shrugged. "Just you and ne, Oeb."

"Bad things!"

"Yeah, they sure are. He called 'embufes, but a bufe's a
wat chdog, and Hammrerstone was right. These ain't real dogs at all."

A crude bl udgeon, a stone |lashed with sinewto a fire-blackened
bone, lay near one of the convicts Incus had shot. Auk picked it up
to look at, then tossed it away, wondering how cl ose the man had
gotten to Incus before he fell. If Incus had been killed, he, Auk,
woul d have gotten his needl er back. But what m ght Hanmerstone
have done?

He exami ned nore curiously the one he had cut down with his
hanger. He had stolen the hanger originally, had worn it largely for
show, had sharpened it once only because he used it now and then
to cut rope or prize open drawers, had taken two | essons from
Mast er Xi phias out of curiosity; now he felt that he possessed a
weapon he had never known was his.

The radi ance of the creeping lights was noticeably di mer here; it
woul d be sone tine before the section in which he had left the old

fisherman was well lit. He drew his hanger and advanced cauti ously.
"You sing out if you see anything, bird."

"No see.”

"But you can see in this, can't you? Shag, | can see, too. | just

can't see good."

"No nen." Oreb snapped his bill and fluttered from Auk's ri ght
shoulder to his left. "No things."

"Yeah, | don't see much either. | wish | could be sure this was the
spot . "

Most of all, he wished that Chenille had cone. Bustard was
wal ki ng beside him big and brawny; but it was not the sane. If
Chenill e had not cared enough to cone, there was no point going--no
poi nt in anything.

How d you get yourself into this, sprat, Bastard wanted to know.

"l dunno," Auk nuttered. "I forget."

G ve nme the pure keg, sprat. You want ne to wi ndow you out? If
I"mgoing to help, | got to know.

"Well, | liked him Patera, | nean. Patera Silk. | think the
Ayuntanmiento got him | thought, well, I'Il go out to the | ake
tonight, meet "emin Lima, and they'll be glad to see ne for the

gelt, for a dinber dinner and drinks, and maybe a coupl e uphil
roons for us after. He won't touch her, he's a augur--"

"Bad tal k!"

"He's a augur, and she'll have a couple with her dinner and fee
like she owes ne for it and the ring, owes for both, and it'll be nice."

What'd | tell you about hooking up with sone dell, sprat?

"Yeah, sure, brother. \Watever you say. Only then he was gone
and she was fuddled, and | got hot and |unped her and went |ooking. Only
everybody say's he's going to be calde, the new cal de--Patera. That
woul d be sonebody to know, if he pulls it off."
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"Grl cone!"

Never mind that. So now you're going back here, back the way we
cone, for this Silk butcher?

"Yeah, for Silk, because he'd want ne to. And for him too, for
Dace, the old man that owned our boat."

You' ve snaffled a sackful |ike him You don't even have his
shaggy boat.
"Patera'd want ne to, and | liked him"

Thi s much?

"Hackun? Hackum "

He's waitin', you know That buck Gelada's waitin' for us in the
dark next to the old man's body, sprat. He had a bow. Didn't any of
em back there have no bow.

"Grl conme," Oeb repeated.

Auk swung around to face her. "Stand clear, Jugs!"

"Hackum there's sonething |I've got to tell you, but |I can't yell it."

"He can see us, Jugs. Only we can't see him Not even the bird can
see himfromhere where it's brighter, looking into the dark
Where's your | auncher?"

"I had to leave it with Stony. Patera didn't want ne to go. | think
he thought | nmight try to kill themwith it once | got off a ways."

Auk gl anced to his right, hoping to consult Bustard; but Bustard
had gone.

"So | said, we're not going to do anything |ike that. W don't hate
you. But he said you did."

Auk shook his head, the pain there a crimson haze. "He hates ne,
maybe. | don't hate him"

"That's what | told him He said very well ny daughter--you
know how he tal ks--leave that_ with us, and | shall believe you. So
did. | gave it to Stony."

"And came after me without it to tell nme about the shaggy doors."

"Yes!" She drew nearer as she spoke. "It's inportant, really
i nportant, Hackum and | don't want that cully that knocked me
down to hear it."

"I's it about what the tall ass said?"

Chenill e halted, dunbfounded.

"l heard, Jugs. | was right there behind you, and doors are ny
busi ness. Doors and wi ndows and walls and roofs. You think I'd
nm ss that?"

She shook her head. "I guess not."

"l guess not, too. Stay back where you'll be safe." He turned away,
hopi ng she had not seen how sick and dizzy he was; the darkening
tunnel seemed to spin as he stared into its black maw, a pi nwhee
that had burned out, or the high rear wheel of a deadcoach, al
ebony and black iron, rolling down a tarred road to nowhere. "I
know you're in there, Celada, and you got the old man with you
You listen here. My nane's Auk, and |'ma pal of Urus's. |'m not
here for a row Only I'ma pal of the old man's, too."

Hi s voice was trailing away. He tried to collect such strength as
remai ned. "What we're going to do pretty soon now, we're going to
go back to your pit with Urus."

"Hackum "

"Shut up." He did not bother to look at her. "That's 'cause | can
get you through one of these iron doors down here that you can't

solve. I'mgoing to talk to "emin your pit. |I'mgoing to say anybody
that wants out, you come with me and I'll get you out. Then we'll go
to that door and I'Il open it, and we'll go on out. Only that's it. |
ain't comng back for anybody."

He paused, waiting for sonme reply. Oreb's bill clacked nervously.

"You and the old nan cone here and you can cone with us. O let
hi m go and head back to the pit yourself, and you can cone al ong
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with the rest if you want to. But I'mgoing to look for him"
Chenille's hand touched his shoul der, and he started.
"You in this, Jugs?"
She nodded and put her armthrough his. They had taken perhaps
a hundred nore steps into the deepeni ng darkness when an arrow
whi zzed between their heads; she gasped and held himnore tightly
t han ever.
"That's just a warning," he told her. "He could have put it inus if
he'd wanted to. Only he won't, because we can get himout and he
can't get out hinself."
He raised his voice as before. "The old nman's finished, ain't he,
Gel ada? | got you. And you think when I find out, it's all in the tub.

That's not howit'll be. Everything | said still goes. W got a augur
with us, the little cull you saw with Jugs here when you shot at her
Just give us the old man's body. We'll get himto pray over it and
maybe bury it sonmewhere proper, if we can find a place. | never

knew you, but maybe you knew Bustard, ny brother. Buck that
nabbed the gol d Mol pe Cup? You want us to fetch Urus? He'll cap

for me."
Chenille called, "He's telling the truth, Gelada, really he is.
don't think you're here any nore, | think you ran off down the

tunnel. That's what |'d have done. But if you are, you can trust
Auk. You must have been down in the pit a real long tinme, because
everybody in the Oilla knows Auk now. "

"Bird see!" Oeb muttered.

Auk wal ked slowy into the deepening twilight of the tunnel. "He

got his bow?"

"Got bow "

"Put it down, Gelada. You shoot ne, you're shooting the |ast
chance you'll ever get."

"Auk?" The voice fromthe darkness m ght have been that of
Hi erax hinself, holl ow and hopel ess as the echo froma tonb. "That
your nane? Auk?"
"That's me. Bustard's brother. He was ol der than ne."
"You got a needler? Lay it down."
"l don't have one." Auk sheathed his hanger, pulled off his tunic,
and dropped it to the tunnel floor. Wth uplifted arns, he turned in
a conplete circle. "See? | got the whin, and that's all | got." He drew
his hanger again and held it up. "I'mleaving it right here on ny
gi pon. You can see Jugs don't have anything either. She left her
| auncher back there with the soldier.” Slowy he advanced into the
dar kness, his hands di spl ayed.
There was a sudden glinmrer a hundred paces up the tunnel. "I got
a darkee," Celada called. "Burns bufe drippin's.”
He puffed the flanme again, and this tinme Auk could hear the soft
exhal ati on of his breath, "I should' ve figured," he nmuttered to
Cheni l | e.
"We don't like to use 'umnuch." Gelada stood, a stick figure not
much taller than Incus. "Keep 'um shut up nostly. Wck 'bout
snuffed. Culls bring "umdown 'n | eave 'um"™
When Auk, wal king swiftly through the dark, said nothing, he
repeated, "Burn drippin's when the oil's gone."
"I was thinking you'd nake 'em out of bones," Auk said
conversationally. "Maybe tw st the wicks out of hair." He was cl ose now, near
enough to see Dace's shadowy body |lying at Gelada's feet.
"W do that sonetines, too. Only hair's no good. W braid
out o' rags."
Auk halted beside the body. "Got him back there, didn't you? His
ki cks are nessed sone."
"Dragged 'imfar as | could. "E's a grunter."

urn
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Auk nodded absently. Silk had once told him as the two had sat
at dinner in a private roomin Viron, that Bl ood had a daughter, and
that Bl ood's daughter's face was like a skull, was like talking to a
skul I though she was living and Bustard was dead (Bustard whose
face really was a skull now) was not like that. Her father's face,

Bl ood' s fl abby face, was not |ike that either, was soft and red and
sweat i ng even when he was saying that this one or that one nust
pay.

But this Gelada's too was a skull, as if he and not Blood were the
mort Mucor's father, was as beardl ess as any skull or nearly, the
grayish white of dirty bones even in the stinking yellow light of the
dark lantern--a talking cadaver with a little round belly, el bows
bigger than its arns, and shoulders |ike a towel horse, the dark
lantern in its hand and its small bow, like a child s bow, of bone
wound with rawhide, lying at its feet, with an arrow next to it, with
Dace' s broad-bl aded ol d knife next to that, and Dace's old head, the
old cap it always wore gone, his wild white hair like a crone's and
the clean white bones of his arm hal f-cl eaned of flesh and whiter
than his old eyes, whiter than anything.

"You crank, Auk?"

"Yeah, a little." Auk crouched besi de Dace's body.

"Had the shiv on "im" Stooping swiftly, Celada snatched it up
"I'''mkeepin' it."

"Sure." The sleeve of Dace's heavy, worn blue tunic had been cut
away, and strips cut fromhis forearmand upper arm O eb hopped
from Auk's shoul der to scrutinize the work, and Auk warned him
"Not your peck."

"Poor bird!"
"Had a couple bits, too. You can have 'um when you get me out."
"Keep 'em You'll need '"emup there."

Fromthe corner of his eye, Auk saw Chenille trace the sign of
addition. "Hi gh Hi erax, Dark God, God of Death..."

"He show much fight?"

"Not much. Got behind 'im Got ny spare string 'round 'is neck
There a art to that. You know Mandrill?"

"Lit out," Auk told himwi thout |ooking up. "Palustria s what |
heard. "

"My cousin. Used to work with 'im How 'bout El odia?"

"She's dead. You, too." Auk straightened up and drove his knife
into the rounded belly, the point entering belowthe ribs and
reachi ng upward for the heart.

CGel ada' s eyes and nmouth opened wide. Briefly, he sought to
grasp Auk's wist, to push away the bl ade that had already ended his
life. His dark lantern fell clattering to the naked shiprock with
Dace's ol d knife, and darkness rushed upon them

"Hackum "

Auk felt Gelada's weight come onto the knife as Gelada's | egs
went linp. He jerked it free and wi ped the bl ade and his right hand
on his thigh, glad that he did not have to | ook at Gel ada's bl ood at
that nmonent, or neet a dead nman's enpty, staring eyes

"Hackum you said you wouldn't hurt him"

"Did I? | don't renenber.”

"He wasn't going to do anything to us."

She had not touched him but he sensed the nearness of her, the
femal e snell of her loins and the nusk of her hair. "He'd already
done it, Jugs." He returned his knife to his boot, |ocated Dace's
body with groping fingers, and slung it across his shoulders. It felt
no heavier than a boy's. "You want to bring that darkee? Could be
good if we can figure away to light it."

Chenille said nothing, but in a few seconds he heard the tinny
rattle of the lantern
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"He killed Dace. That'd be enough by itself, only he ate him
some, too. That's why he didn't talk at first. Too busy chewi ng. He
knew we'd want the old nan's body, and he wanted to fill up."

"He was starving. Starving down here." Chenille's voice was
barely above a whi sper.

"Sure. Bird, you still around?"

"Bird here!" Feathers brushed Auk's fingers; Oreb was riding atop
Dace's corpse

"If you were starving, you m ght have done the sane thing,
Hackum "

Auk did not reply, and she added, "Me, too, | guess."

"It don't signify, Jugs." He was wal king faster, striding al ong
ahead of her.

"l don't see why not!"

"Because | had to. He'd have done it too, like | said. W' re going
to the pit. | told himso."

"I don't like that, either." Chenille sounded as though she were
about to weep.

"l got to. | got too many friends that's been sent there, Jugs. If
sone's in this pit and | can get "emout, | got to do it. And
everybody in the pit's going to find out. Maybe Patera wouldn't tel
"em if | asked nice. Maybe Hamrerstone wouldn't. Only Urus
woul d for sure. He'd say this cull, he did for a pal of Auk's and ate
him too, and Auk never done a thing. Wien | got '"emout, it'd be
all over the city."

A god | aughed behind them faintly but distinctly, the neaningless,
hunor| ess | aughter of a lunatic; Auk wondered whet her
Chenille had heard it. "So | had to. And | did it. You would've too,
in my shoes."

The tunnel was growing lighter already. Ahead, where it was
brighter still, he could see I ncus, Hamrerstone, and Urus stil
seated on the tunnel floor, Hammerstone with Chenille's |auncher
across his steel lap, Incus telling his beads, Urus staring back up the
tunnel toward them

"A'l right, Hackum"

Here were his hanger and his tunic. He |aid down Dace's corpse,
sheat hed t he hanger, and put on his tunic again.

"Man good!" Oreb's beak snapped with appreciation.

"You been eating off hin? | told you about that."

"CGther man," Oreb explained. "My eyes."

Auk shrugged. "Wy not?"

"Let's get out of here. Please, Hackum" Chenille was already
several steps ahead.

He nodded and pi cked up Dace.

"I'"ve got this bad feeling. Like he's still alive back there or
sonet hing. "

"He ain't." Auk reassured her

As they reached the three who had waited, Incus pocketed his
beads. "I would gladly have brought the Pardon of Par_to our late
conrade. But his spirit has flown ."

"Sure," Auk said. "W were just hoping you'd bury him Patera, if
we can find a place."

"It's _Patera_ now?"

"And before. | was saying Patera before. You just didn't notice,
Patera."

"Ch, but I _did_, nmy son." Incus notioned for Hanmerstone and
Uus to rise. "I would do what | _can_ for our unfortunate conrade in

any case. Not for your sake, ny an, but for _his_.
Auk nodded. "That's all we're asking, Patera. Gelada's dead.
Maybe | ought to tell everybody."
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I ncus was eyei ng Dace's body. "You cannot bear such a wei ght
_far_, nmy son. Hammerstone will have to carry him | suppose."”

"No," Auk said, his voice suddenly hard. "Urus will. Cone're,
Uus. Take it."

Chapter 4 -- The Plan of Pas

"I"'msorry you did that, Micor," Silk said mldly.

The ol d woman shook her head. "I wasn't going to kill you. But I
coul d' ve."

"Of course you could."

Quet zal had picked up the needler; he brushed it with his fingers,
then produced a handkerchief with which to wipe off the white bull's
bl ood. The old woman turned to watch him her eyes wi dening as
her death's-head grin faded.

"I"'msorry, ny daughter,” Silk repeated. "I've noticed you at
sacrifice now and then, but | don't recall your nane.”

"Cassava." She spoke as though in a dream

He nodded solemly. "Are you ill, Cassava?"

B I

"It's the heat, ny daughter."” To salve his conscience, he added,
"Perhaps. Perhaps it's the heat, in part at |least. W should get you
out of the sun and away fromthis fire. Do you think you can wal k,
Villus?"

"Yes, Patera."

Quet zal held out the needler. "Take this, Patera. You nay need
it." It was too large for a pocket; Silk put it in his waistband beneath
his tunic, where he had carried the azoth. "Farther back, | think,"
Quetral told him "Behind the point of the hip. It will be safer there
and just as convenient."

"Yes, Your Cognizance."

"This boy shouldn't wal k." Quetzal picked up Villus. "He has
poison in his blood at present, and that's no little thing, though we
may hope there's only a little poison. May | put himin your manse,
Pat era? He should be lying down, and this poor woman, too."

"Wbnmen are not--but of course if Your Cogni zance--"

"They are with my perm ssion," Quetzal told him "I give it. |I also
permit you, Patera, to go into the cenoby to fetch a sibyl's habit.
Maytera here," he gl anced down at Maytera Marble, "may regain
consci ousness at any noment. W nust spare her as nuch enbarrassnent
as we can."” Wth Villus over his shoul der, he took
Cassava's arm "Come with me, ny daughter. You and this boy wll
have to nurse each other for a while."

Silk was al ready through the garden gate. He had never set foot in
the cenoby, but he thought he had a fair notion of its plan: sellaria,
refectory, kitchen, and pantry on the |ower floor; bedroons (four at
| east, and perhaps as many as six) on the upper floor. Presumably
one woul d be Maytera Marble's, despite the fact that Maytera
Mar bl e never slept.

As he trotted along the graveled path, he recalled that the altar
and Sacred Wndow were still in the mddle of Sun Street. They
shoul d be carried back into the mantei on as soon as possi bl e,
al t hough that would take a dozen men. He opened the kitchen door
and found hinself far fromcertain of even that necessity. Pas was
dead--no | ess a divine personage than Echidna had declared it--and
he, Silk, could not imagine hinmself sacrificing to Echidna again, or
so much as attending a sacrifice honoring her. Did it actually matter,
save to those gods, if the altar of the gods or the Wndow t hrough
whi ch they so rarely condescended to comuni cate were ground

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%20...2002%20-%20Calde%200f%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (57 of 189) [1/17/03 3:59:37 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gene%20Wol fe/Wolfe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62002%20-%20Ca de%6200f %20the%20L ong%20Sun. txt

beneath the wheels of dung carts and tradesnen's wagons?

Yet this was bl aspheny. He shudder ed.

The cenoby kitchen seened al nost familiar, in part, he decided,
because Maytera Marbl e had often nentioned this stove and this
woodbox, these cupboards and this larder; and in part because it
was, although cleaner, very nmuch like his own.

Upstairs he found a hall that was an enlarged version of the
I anding at the top of the stair in the manse, with three faded pictures
decorating its walls Pas, Echidna, and Tartaros bringing gifts of
food, progeny, and prosperity (here mawki shly synbolized by a
bouquet of marigolds) to a wedding; Scylla spreading her beautiful
unseen nmantle over a traveler drinking froma pool in the southern
desert; and Mol pe, perfunctorily disguised as a young wonan of the
upper cl asses, approving a rmuch ol der and poorer wonman's feeding
pi geons.

Monentarily he paused to exam ne the |ast. Cassava mght, he
deci ded, have posed for the old wonan; he reflected bitterly that
the flock she fed could better have fed her, then remi nded hinself
that in a sense they had--that the closing years of her life were
bri ghtened by the know edge that she, who had so little left to give,
could still give something

A door at the end of the hall was smashed. Curious, he went in.
The bed was neatly nade and the fl oor swept. There was water in a
ewer on the nightstand, so this was certainly Maytera Mnt's room
or Maytera Rose's, or perhaps the roomin which Chenille had spent
Scyl sday night. An icon of Scylla's hung on the wall, nuch darkened
by the votive lanps of the snmall shrine before it. And here was--yes
what appeared to be a working glass. This was Maytera Rose's
room surely. Silk clapped, and a nonitor's bl oodl ess face appeared
inits gray depths.

"Why has Maytera Rose never told nme she had this glass?" Silk
denmanded.

"l have no idea, sir. Have you inquired?"

"Of course not!"

"That may well be the reason, sir."

"I'f you--" Silk rebuked hinself, and found that he was sniling.
What was this, conpared to the death of Doctor Crane or Echidna's
t heophany? He nust learn to relax, and to think

When the mantei on had been built, a glass nust have been
provided for the use of the senior sibyl as well as the senior augur;
that was natural enough, and in fact praiseworthy. The senior
augur's glass, in what was now Patera Gulo's room was out of order
and had been for decades; this one, the senior sibyl's, was stil
functioning, perhaps only because it had been less used. Silk ran his
fingers through his disorderly yellow hair. "Are there nore glasses in
this cenoby, ny son?"

"No, sir."
He advanced a step, wishing that he had a wal king stick to | ean
upon. "In this nanteion?"

"Yes, sir. There is one in the manse, sir, but it is no |onger
sunmonabl e. "

Silk nodded to hinself. "I don't suppose you can tell ne whether
the Al anbrera has surrendered?"

I medi ately the nonitor's face vani shed, replaced by the turreted
building and its flanking walls. Several thousand people were
mlling before the grimiron doors, where a score of nmen attenpted
to batter their way in with what seened to be a building tinber. As
Si | k wat ched, two Guardsnen thrust slug guns over the parapet of a
turret on the right and opened fire.

Maytera M nt gall oped into view, her black habit billow ng about
her, | ooking no bigger than a child on the broad back of her rnount.
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She gestured urgently, the newfound silver trunpet that was her

voi ce apparently sounding retreat, although Silk could not distinguish
her words; the terrible discontinuity that was the azoth's bl ade
sprang from her uprai sed hand, and the parapet exploded in a

shower of stones.

"Anot her view," the nonitor announced snoothly.

From a vantage point that appeared to be fifteen or twenty cubits
above the street, Silk found hinself |ooking down at the nob before
the doors; sone turned and ran; others were still raging against the
Al anbrera's stone and iron. The sweating nmen with the tinber
gathered thensel ves for a new assault, but one fell before they
began it, his face a pul py mask of scarlet and white.

"Enough," Silk said.

The nonitor returned. "I think it safe to say, sir, that the
Al anbrera has not surrendered. If | may, | might add that in ny
judgenent it is not likely to do so before the arrival of the relief
force, sir."

"Arelief force is on the way?"

"Yes, sir. The First Battalion of the Second Brigade of the G vi
Guard, sir, and three conpanies of soldiers." The nonitor paused. "I
cannot | ocate themat the nonment, sir, but not |ong ago they were
mar ching along Ale Street. Wuld you care to see it?"

"That's all right. |I should go." Silk turned away, then back. "How
were you--there's an eye high up on a building on the other side of
Cage Street, isn't there? And another over the doors of the
Al anbr er a?"

"Precisely, sir."

"You nust be famliar with this cenoby. Wich roomis Maytera
Mar bl e' s?"

"Less so than you may suppose, sir. There are no other glasses in
this cenoby, sir, as | told you. And no eyes save mne, sir. However,
fromcertain remarks of ny mstress's, | infer that it nay be the
second door on the left, sir."

"By your mstress you nean Maytera Rose? Were is she?"

"Yes, sir. My mstress has abandoned this land of trials and
sorrows for a cline infinitely nore agreeable, sir. That is to say, for
Mai nframe, sir. My |lanented mistress has, in short, joined the
assenbly of the immortal gods."

"She' s dead?"
"Precisely so, sir. As to the present whereabouts of her remains,
they are, | believe, somewhat scattered. This is the best | can do,

sir.”

The nonitor's face vani shed again, and Sun Street sprang into
view the altar (fromwhich Misk's fire-blackened corpse had
partially fallen); and beyond it, Maytera Marble's naked netal
body, sprawl ed near a coffin of softwood stained bl ack

"Those were her final rites,"” Silk nuttered to hinself. "Maytera
Rose's | ast sacrifice. | never knew "

"Yes, sir, | fear they were." The nonitor sighed. "I served her for
forty-three years, sir, eight nonths, and five days. Wuld you care
to view her as she was in life, sir? O the last scene it was ny
pl easure to display to her? As a species of infornmal nenorial, sir? It
may consol e your evident grief, sir, if | may be so bold."

Si | k shook his head, then thought better of it. "Is sone god
pronpting you, ny son? The CQutsider, perhaps?"

"Not that |I'maware of, sir.

"Last Phaesday | encountered a very cooperative nonitor," Silk
explained. "He directed ne to his mstress's weapons, sonething
that | wouldn't--in retrospect--have supposed a nonitor would
nornmal |y do. | have since concluded that he had been ordered to
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assi st me by the goddess Kypris."

"Acredit tous all, sir."

"He woul d not say so, of course. He had been enjoined to silence.
Show nme that scene, the last your mistress saw. "

The nonitor vani shed. Choppy blue water stretched to the
hori zon; in the md-distance, a small fishing boat ran cl ose-haul ed
under a lowering sky. A black bird (Silk edged closer) fluttered in
the rigging, and a tall woman, naked or neariy so, stood beside the
hel msman. A novenent of her |eft hand was acconpani ed by a
faint crinmson flash.

Silk stroked his cheek. "Can you repeat the order Maytera Rose
gave you that |ed you to show her this?"

"Certainly, sir. It was, 'Let's see what that slut Silk foisted on us is
doing now.' | apologize, sir, as | did to ny mistress, for the neager
i mge of the subject. There was no nearer point fromwhich to
display it, and the focal length of the glass through which | viewed it
was at its maxi num"

Hearing Silk's approach, Maytera Marble turned away fromthe

Wndow and tried to cover herself with her new hands. Wth averted
eyes, he passed her the habit he had taken froma nail in the wall of
her room saying, "It doesn't matter, Maytera. Not really."

"I know, Patera. Yet | feel... There, it's on."

He faced her and held out his hand. "Can you stand up?"

"I don't know, Patera. |--1 was about to try when you cane.
VWhere is everyone?" Harder than flesh, her fingers took his. He
heaved with all his strength, reawakening the half-heal ed wounds
left by the beak of the white-headed one.

Mayt era Marbl e stood, al nost steadily, and endeavored to shake
the dust from her long, black skirt, nurnuring, "Thank you, Patera.
Did you get--? Thank you very much."

He took a deep breath. "lI'mafraid you nust think |I've acted
i mproperly. | should explain that H s Cogni zance t he Prol ocutor
personal |y authorized me to enter your cenoby to bring you that.

Hi s Cogni zance is here; he's in the nanse at the nonment, | believe."

He waited for her to speak, but she did not.

"Perhaps if you got out of the sun."

She | eaned heavily on his armas he | ed her through the arched
gateway and the garden to her accustomed seat in the arbor.

In a voice not quite |ike her own, she said, "There's something
should tell you. Sonething | should have told you |l ong ago."

Sil k nodded. "There's sonmething | should have told you | ong ago,
too, Maytera--and sonmething new that | nust tell you now Please

let me go first; | think that will be best."
It seemed she had not heard him "1 bore a child once, Patera. A
son, a baby boy. It was... Ch, very long ago."

"Built a son, you nmean. You and your husband."

She shook her head. "Bore himin bl ood and pain, Patera. G eat
Echi dna had blinded me to the gods, but it wasn't enough. So |
suffered, and no doubt he suffered, too, poor little mte, though he
had done nothing. W nearly died, both of us."

Silk could only stare at her snooth, netal face.

"And now sonebody's dead, upstairs. | can't remenber who. It
will come to ne in a noment. | dreamt of snakes |ast night, and
hate snakes. If | tell you now, | think perhaps | won't have that

dream again. "

"l hope not, Maytera," he told her. And then, "Think of something
else, if you can."

"It was... WAs not an easy confinenment. | was forty, and had
never borne a child. Maytera Betel was our senior then, an excellent
worman. But fat, one of those people who | ose nothing when they
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fast. She becanme horribly tired when she fasted, but never thinner."
He nodded, increasingly certain that Maytera Marbl e was possessed
agai n, and that he knew who possessed her
"W pretended | was becoming fat, too. She used to tease ne

about it, and our sibs believed her. |I'd been such a small wonan
before. "

Watching carefully for her reaction, Silk said, "I would have
carried you, Maytera, if | could; but | knew you'd be too heavy for
me to lift."

She ignored it. "A few bad peopl e gossi ped, but that was all. Then
my time cane. The pains were awful. Maytera had arranged for a
worman in the Orilla to care for ne. Not a good worman, Maytera
said, but a better friend in time of need than many good wonen.

She told nme she'd delivered children often, and washed her hands,
and washed nme, and told me what to do, but it would not cone
forth. My son. He wouldn't cone into this world, though | pressed
and pressed until | was so tired | thought | nust die."

Her hand--he recogni zed it now as Maytera Rose's--found his.
Hoping it woul d reassure her, he squeezed it as hard as he coul d.

"She cut me with a knife fromher kitchen that she dipped in
boiling water, and there was bl ood everywhere. Horrible! Horrible!
A doctor cane and cut me again, and there he was, covered with ny
bl ood and dripping. My son. They wanted nme to nurse him but |
woul dn't. | knew that she'd blinded me, Ophidian Echidna had
blinded me to the gods for what |1'd done, but | thought that if I
didn't nurse it she mght relent and let me see her after all. She
never has."

Silk said, "You don't have to tell ne this, Mytera."

"They asked me to name him and | did. They said they'd find a
famly that wanted a child and would take him and he'd never find
out, but he did, though it must have taken hima long while. He
spoke to Marble, said she nmust tell nme he'd bought it, and his nane.
When | heard his name, | knew. "

Silk said gently, "It doesn't matter any nore, Mytera. That was
| ong ago, and now the whole city's in revolt, and it no | onger
matters. You must rest. Find peace.”

"And that is why," Mytera Marble concluded. "Wy ny son
Bl oody bought our nanteion and nade all this trouble."

The wind wafted snoke fromthe fig tree to Silk's nose, and he

sheezed.

"May every god bl ess you, Patera." Her voice sounded nor nal
agai n.

"Thank you," he said, and accepted the handkerchi ef she of fered.

"Coul d you bring ne water, do you think? Cool water?"

As synpathetically as he could, he told her, "You can't drink
wat er, Mytera."

"Pl ease? Just a cup of cool water?"

He hurried to the nanse. Today was Hi eraxday, after all; no
doubt she wished himto bless the water for her in H erax's nane.
Later she would sprinkle it upon Maytera Rose's coffin and in the
corners of her bedroomto prevent Maytera's spirit fromtroubling
her agai n.

Cassava was sitting in the kitchen, in the chair Patera Pi ke had
used at meals. Silk said, "Shouldn't you lie down, ny daughter? It
woul d nmake you feel better, |I'msure, and there's a divan in the
sellaria."

She stared at him "That was a needler, wasn't it? | gave you a
needler. Wiy'd | have a thing like that?"

"Because soneone gave it to you to give ne." He smled at her
"I"'mgoing to the Al anbrera, you see, and |'ll need it." He worked
the punp-handl e vigorously, letting the first rusty half-bucketfu
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drain away, catching the clear, cold flood that followed in a tunbler
and presenting it to Cassava. "Drink this, please, ny daughter. It
shoul d make you feel better."

"You called me Mucor," she said. "Micor." She set the untasted
turmber on the kitchen table and rubbed her forehead. "Didn't you
call nme Micor, Patera?"

"l mentioned Miucor, certainly; she was the person who gave you
the needler to give to ne." Studying her puzzled frown, Silk decided
it would be wise to change the subject. "Can you tell ne what has
becone of Hi s Cognizance and little Villus, ny daughter?"”

"He carried himupstairs, Patera. He wanted himto |ie down, |ike
you wanted ne."

"Doubtl ess he'll be down shortly." Silk reflected that the
Prol ocutor had probably intended to bandage Villus's | eg, and | ost sone
time searching for nedical supplies. "Drink that water, please. |I'm
sure it will nmake you feel better." He filled a second tunbler and
carried it outside

Maytera Marble was sitting in the arbor just as he had | eft her.
Pushi ng asi de the vines, he handed her the tunbler, saying, "Wuld
you like me to bless this for you, Maytera?"

"It won't be necessary, Patera."

Water spilled fromthe lip; rills laced her fingers, and rain
panered upon the black cloth covering her netal thighs. She smiled.

"Does that nmake you feel better?" he asked,

"Yes, much better. Mich cooler, Patera. Thank you."

"I''"ll be happy to bring you another, if you require it."

She stood. "No. No, thank you, Patera. 1'll be all right now, I
t hi nk. "

"Sit down again, Maytera, please. I'mstill worried about you, and
I have to talk to you."

Rel uctantly, she did. "Aren't there others hurt? | seemto
renenber ot hers--and Maytera Rose, her coffin,”

Silk nodded. "That's a part of what | nust talk to you about.

Fi ghting has broken out all over the city."

She nodded hesitantly. "Riots."

"Rebel | i on, Maytera. The people--sone at |east--are rising
agai nst the Ayuntam ento. There won't be any burials for severa
days, I'mafraid; so when you're feeling better, you and | nust carry
Maytera's coffin into the nanteion. Is it very heavy?"

"I don't think so, Patera."

"Then we should be able to nanage it. But before we go, | ought
to tell you that Villus and an old wonan naned Cassava are in the
manse with Hi s Cognizance. | can't stay here, nor will he be able to,
I"msure; so |l intend to ask himto allow you to enter to care for
them "

Mayt era Mar bl e nodded.

"And our altar and Wndow are still out in the street. | doubt that
it will be possible for you to get enough help to nove them back
inside until the city is at peace. But if you can, please do."

"I certainly will, Patera."

"I want you to stay and | ook after our nmantei on, Maytera.

Maytera M nt's gone; she felt it her duty to |lead the fighting, and
she answered duty's call with exenplary courage. |1'Il have to go
soon as well. People are dying--and killing others--to make ne
calde, and | nust put a stop to that if I can."

"Pl ease be careful, Patera. For all our sakes."

"Yet this manteion is still inportant, Maytera. Terribly
important." (Doctor Crane's ghost |aughed aloud in a corner of Silk's
mnd.) "The Qutsider told me so, renmenber? Soneone nust care
for it, and there's no one left but you."
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Maytera Marbl e's sl eek netal head bobbed hunbly, oddly

mechani cal wi thout her coif. "I'Il do ny best, Patera.”

"I know you will." Refilled his lungs. "I said there were two things
| had to tell you. You may not recall it, but | did. Wien you began
to speak, | found there were a great nmany nore. Now | nust tell you
those two, and then we'll carry Maytera into the manteion, if we
can. The first is something | should have said nonths ago. Perhaps
did; | knowl've tried. Now | believe--1 believe it's quite likely I

may be killed, and | must say it now, or be silent forever."
"I'"'manxious to hear it, Patera." Her voice was soft, her netal
mask expressionl ess and conpassi onate; her hands clasped his, hard
and wet and warm
"I want to say--this is the old thing--that | could never have stood
it here if it hadn't been for you. Maytera Rose and Maytera M nt
tried to help, | know they did. But you have been ny right arm

Maytera. | want you know that."

Maytera Marbl e was staring at the ground. "You're too Kind,
Patera."

"I'"ve |loved three woren. My nother was the first. The third..."
He shrugged. "It doesn't matter. You don't know her, and | doubt
that I'Il ever see her again." A pillar of swirling dust rose above the
top of the garden wall, to be swept away in a nonent

"The second thing, the new one, is that | can't remain the sort of
augur |'ve been. Pas--Geat Pas, who ruled the whole Worl like a

father--is dead, Maytera. Echidna herself told us. Do you renenber that?"

Mayt era Marbl e sai d not hing.

"Pas built our whorl, as we learn fromthe Witings. He built it, |
believe, to endure for a long, long tine, but not to endure
indefinitely in his absence. Now he's dead, and the sun has no
master. | believe that the Fliers have been trying to tane it, or
perhaps only trying to heal it. A man in the market told ne once
that his grandfather had spoken of them saying their appearance
presaged rain; so all ny life, and ny nother's, and her parents', too,
have been lived under their protection, while they westled the sun."

Silk peered through the wilting foliage overhead at the dwi ndling
gol den line, already narrowed by the shade. "But they've failed,
Maytera. A flier told ne yesterday, with what was al nbst his fina
breath. | didn't understand then; but | do now, or at |least | believe
may. Sonet hing happened in the street that nade it unni stakable.

Qur city, and every other, nmust help if it can, and prepare for worse
times than we've ever known."

Quet zal's tremul ous ol d voice cane from outside the arbor
"Excuse nme, Patera. Maytera." The wilting vines parted, and he
stepped inside. "I overheard what you said. | couldn't help it, it's so
quiet. You'll pardon ne, | hope?"

"OfF course, Your Cognizance." Both rose.

"Sit down, ny daughter. Sit, please. May | sit beside you, Patera?
Thank you. Everyone's hiding indoors, | inagine, or gone off to
join the fighting. |I've been upstairs in your nmanse, Patera, and
| ooked out your wi ndow. There isn't a cart in the street, and you can
hear shooting."

Silk nodded. "A terrible thing, Your Cognizance."

"It is, as | overheard you say earlier, Patera. Maytera, you are,
fromall 1've heard and read in our files, a woman of sound sense. A
worman out standi ng for that valuable quality, in fact. Viron's at war
with itself. Men and wonen, and even children, are dying as we
speak. They call us butchers for offering animl blood to the gods,
though they' re only aninmals and die quickly for the highest of
pur poses. Now the gutters are running with wasted human bl ocod. |f
we' re butchers, what will they call thenselves when it's over?" He
shook his head. "Heroes, | suppose. Do you agree?"
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Mayt era Marbl e nodded nutely.

"Then | ask you, how can it be ended? Tell ne, Maytera. Tell us
both. My coadjutor fears ny hunor, and | nyself fear at tinmes that |
overindulge it. But | was never nore serious."

She nmuttered sonething inaudible.

"Louder, Maytera."

"Patera Silk must becone our cal de."

Quet zal | eaned back in the little rustic seat. "There you have it.
Her reputation for good sense is entirely justified, Patera Cal de."

"Your Cogni zance!"

Mayt era Marbl e nade Quetzal a seated bow. "You're too kind,

Your Cogni zance. "

"Maytera. Suppose | mmintain that yours isn't the only solution
Suppose | say that the Ayuntam ento has governed us before and
can govern us again. W need only submit. Wiat's wong with that?"

"There'd be another rebellion, Your Cognizance, and nore riots."
Maytera Marble would not neet Silk's eyes. "Mre fighting, new
rebellions every few years until the Ayuntam ento was overthrown.
I'"ve watched di scontent grow for twenty years, Your Cogni zance,
and now they're killing, Patera says. They'll be quicker to fight next
time, and quicker again until it never really stops. And--and..."

"Yes?" Quetzal notioned urgently. "Tell us."

"The soldiers will die, Your Cognizance, one by one. Each tine
the people rise, there will be fewer soldiers."”

"So you see." H's head swung about on its winkled neck as he
spoke to Silk. "Your supporters nust win, Patera Calde. Stop
wi ncing when | call you that, you' ve got to get used to it. They nust,
because only their victory will bring Viron peace. Tell Loris and the
rest they can save their lives by surrendering now Lenur's dead,

did you know t hat?"

Swal | owi ng, Sil k nodded.

"Wth Lermur gone, a few smacks of your quirt will make the rest
trot anywhere you want. But you nust be cal de, and the people
nust see you are."

"If 1 may speak, Your Cogni zance?"

"Not to tell nme that you, an anointed augur, will not do what |
your Prolocutor, ask you to, | trust."

"You' ve been Prol ocutor for many years, Your Cogni zance. Since
| ong before I was born. You were Prolocutor in the days of the |ast
cal de. "

Quet zal nodded. "I knew himwell. | intend to know you better,
Pat era Cal de. "

"I was a child when he died, Your Cognizance, a child just
| earning to wal k. A great many things nust have happened then that
I"ve never heard of. | nention it to enphasize that |I'm asking out of
i gnorance. |If you would prefer not to answer, no nore will be said
about the matter."

Quet zal nodded. "If it were Maytera here inquiring, or your
acol yte, let's say, or even ny coadjutor, | mght refuse exactly as
you suggest. | can't imagi ne a question asked by our calde that |

wouldn't feel it was ny duty to answer fully and clearly, however.
What's troubling you?"

Silk ran his fingers through his hair. "Wen the cal de died, Your
Cogni zance, did you--did anyone--protest the Ayuntam ento's
deci sion not to hold an el ection?"

Quet zal nodded, as if to hinmself, and passed a trenbling hand
across his hairless scalp, a gesture simlar to Silk's yet markedly
different. "The short answer, if | intended nothing nore than a
short answer, would be yes. | did. So did various others. You
deserve nore than a short answer, though. You deserve a

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%20...2002%20-%20Calde%200f%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (64 of 189) [1/17/03 3:59:37 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gene%20Wol fe/Wolfe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62002%20-%20Ca de%6200f %20the%20L ong%20Sun. txt

conpl ete explanation. In the neantime, that |ucky young man's
body lies half consumed on the altar. | saw it fromyour w ndow.
You indicate that you're not inclined to plead your office to
excuse di sobedience. WIIl you follow me into the street and help
me do what can be done there? Wien we're finished, I'll answer
you fully."

Crouched behind the remaining wall of a fire-gutted shop, Mytera

M nt studi ed her subordinates' faces. Zoril |ooked fearful, Line
stunned, and the big, black-bearded man (she found she had
forgotten his nane, if she had ever heard it) resolute. "Now, then,"
she sai d.

Wy it's just like talking to the class, she thought. No different at
all. I wish | had a chal kboard,

"Now then, we've just had news, and it's bad news, | don't intend
to deny that. But it isn't unexpected news. Not to me, and | hope to
none of you. We've got Guards penned up in the Al anbrera, where
they're supposed to pen up other people.”

She sm | ed, hoping they appreciated the irony. "Anyone woul d
expect that the Ayuntam ento would send its people help. Certainly
| expected it, though |I hoped it wouldn't be quite so pronpt. But it's
come, and it seenms to ne that we can do any of three things." She
held up three fingers. "W can go on attacking the Al anbrera,
hopi ng we can take it before they get here." One finger down. "W
can withdraw. " Another finger down. "Or we can | eave the Al anbrera
as it is and fight the reinforcenents before they can get inside."

The last finger down. "Wat do you suggest, Zoril?"

"If we withdraw, we won't be doi ng what the goddess said for us to."

The bl ack- bearded man snort ed.

"She told us to capture the Alanbrera and tear it down," Maytera
Mnt reminded Zoril. "We've tried, but we haven't been able to.

What we' ve got to decide, really, is should we go on trying unti
we're interrupted? O rest awhile until we feel stronger, know ng
that they'll be stronger too? O should we see to it that we're not
interrupted. Line?"

She was a | ank woman of forty with ginger-colored hair that
Maytera M nt had deci ded was probably dyed. "I don't think we can
think _only_ about what the goddess said. If she just wanted it torn
down, she could have done it herself. She wants us to do it."

Maytera M nt nodded. "I'min conpl ete agreenent."”

"We're nortals, so we've got to do it as nortals." Linme gulped. "l
don't have as nmany people following me as the rest of you, and nost
of mne are wonen."

"There's nothing wong with that,"'

Maytera M nt assured her. "So

aml. So is the goddess, or at |least she's female |like us. W know
she's Pas's wife and seven times a nother. As for your not having
lots of followers, that's not the point. I'd be happy to listen to

somebody who didn't have any, if she had good, workable ideas."
"What | was trying to say--" A gust of wind carried dust and

snoke into their council; Lime fanned her face with one |long, flat
hand. "Is nost of mne don't have nmuch to fight with. Just kitchen
knives, a lot of them Eight, | think it is, have needlers, and there's

one who runs a stable and has a pitchfork."
Maytera M nt nade a nental note.
"So what | was going to say is they're feeling left out. D scouraged,

you know?"
Maytera M nt assured her that she did.
"So if we go home, | think some will stay there. But if we can beat

these new Hoppies that're coming, they could get slug guns. They'd
feel better about thenselves, and us, too."
"A very valid point."
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"Bi son here--"

Maytera M nt nade anot her note: "Bison" was clearly the bl ack-bearded
man; she resolved to use his nane whenever she could unti
it was fixed in her nenory.

"Bi son thinks they won't fight. And they won't, not the way he
wants themto. But if they had slug guns, they'd shoot all day if you
told themto, Maytera. O if you told themto go sonepl ace and
Hoppies tried to stop them"

"You're for attacking the relief colum, Line?"

Li e nodded.

Bi son said, "She's for it as |ong as sonebody el se does the
fighting. I'mfor it, too, and we'll do the fighting."

"The fighting among oursel ves, you mean, Bison?" Mytera M nt
shook her head. "That sort of fighting will never bring back the
Charter, and I'mquite sure it isn't what the goddess intended. But
you're in favor of attacking the relief colum? Good, so aml! |I'm
not sure | know what Zoril wants, and |'mnot sure he knows. Even
so, that's a clear majority. Wiere would you suggest we attack it,

Bi son?"

He was silent, fingering his beard.

"We'l'l | ose sone stragglers. | realize that. But there are steps we
can take to keep fromlosing many, and we m ght pick up sone new
people as well. Zoril?"

"l don't know, Maytera. | think you ought to decide."

"Sodol, and | will. But it's foolish to nake decisions without
listening to advice, if there's tine for it. | think we should attack

right here, when they reach the Al anbrera.”

Bi son nodded enphati cally.

"In the first place, we don't have nuch tinme to prepare, and that
will give us the nost."

Bi son said, "People are throwi ng stones at themfromthe roof-tops.
The nmessenger told us that, too, remenber? Maybe they' Il kil
a few Hoppies for us. Let's give thema chance."

"And perhaps some of their younger men will cone over to us.
We ought to give themas nmuch opportunity as we can to do that."
Inspired by the menory of ganes at the pal aestra, she added,
"When sonebody changes sides, it counts twice, one nore for us and
one fewer for them Besides, when they get here the Guards in the

Al anbrera will have to open those big doors to let themin." Their
expressi ons showed that none of them had thought of that, and she
concluded, "I'mnot saying that we'll be able to get inside ourselves.

But we might. Now them how are we going to attack?"

"Behi nd and before, with as many nmen as we can," Bison runbl ed.

Li nre added, "W need to take them by surprise, Maytera."

"Whi ch is another reason for attacking here. Wen they get to the
Al anbrera, they' |l think they've reached their goal. They may rel ax
alittle. That will be the tine for us to act."

"When the doors open." Bison drove a fist into his palm

"Yes, | think so. What is it, Zoril?"

"I shouldn't say this. | know what everybody's going to think, but
t hey' ve been shooting down on us fromthe walls and the high
wi ndows. Just about everybody we've lost, we've lost like that." He
wai ted for contradiction, but there was none.

"There's buildings across the street as high as the wall, Mytera,
and one just a little up the street that's higher. | think we ought to
have people in there to shoot at the nmen on the wall. Sone of mine

that don't have needlers or slug guns could be on the roofs, too,
throwi ng stones |ike the nmessenger tal ked about. A chunk of
shiprock falling that far ought to hit as hard as a slug, and these
Hoppi es have got arnor."

Maytera M nt nodded again. "You're right. |I'mputting you in
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charge of that. Get sone peopl e--not just your own, sone of the

ol der boys and girls particularly--busy right away carryi ng stones

and bricks up there. There nust be plenty around after the fires.
"Lime, Your wonen are no |longer fighters unless they've got

needl ers or slug guns. W need people to get our wounded out of

the fight and take care of them They can use their knives or

what ever they have on anyone who tries to interfere with them And

that woman with the pitchfork? Go get her. | want to talk to her."
A fragnent of broken plaster caught Maytera M nt's eye. "Now,

Bi son, |l ook here." Picking it up, she scratched two wi dely spaced

lines on the fire-blackened wall behind her. "This is Cage Street."

Wth speed born of years of practice, she sketched in the Al anbrera

and the buildings facing it.

There was still a good deal of cedar left, and the fire on the altar had
not quite gone out. Silk heaped fresh wood on it and let the wind fan
it for him sparks streaking Sun Street.

Quet zal had taken charge of Musk's corpse, arranging it decently
besi de Maytera Rose's coffin. Maytera Marbl e, who had gone to the
cenoby for a sheet, had not yet returned.

"He was the nost evil nman |'ve ever known." Silk had not
i ntended to speak al oud, but the words had cone just the sane.

"Yet | can't help feeling sorry for him and for all of us, as well,
because he's gone."

Quet zal murnured, "Does you credit, Patera Cal de," and w ped
the bl ade of the nmanteion's sacrificial knife, which he had rescued
fromthe dust.

Vaguel y, Silk wondered when he had dropped it. Mytera Rose
had al ways taken care of it, washing and sharpening it after each
sacrifice, no matter how ninor; but Maytera Rose was gone, as
dead as Muisk.

After he had cut the sign of addition in Villas's ankle, of course,
when he had knelt to suck out the poison

When he had net Bl ood on Phaesday, Bl ood had said that he had
proni sed soneone--had prom sed a woman--that he would pray at
this manteion for her. Suddenly Silk knew (without in the |east
under st andi ng how he knew) that the "woman" had been Miusk. Was
Musk's spirit lingering in the vicinity of Misk's body and pronpting
himin some fashion? Wispering too softly to be heard? Silk traced
the sign of addition, knowi ng that he should add a prayer to
Thel xi epei a, the goddess of mmgi ¢ and ghosts, but unable to do so.

Musk had bought the manteion for Blood with Blood' s noney;
and Musk nust have felt, in sone deep part of hinself that all his
evil actions had not killed, that he had done wong--that he had by
hi s purchase offended the gods. He had asked Blood to pray for
him or perhaps for themboth, in the manteion that he had bought;
and Bl ood had pronmised to do it.

Had Bl ood kept his pronise?

"If you'd help with the feet, Patera Cal de?" Quetzal was standing
at the head of Maytera Rose's coffin.

"Yes, of course, Your Cognizance. W can carry that in."

Quet zal shook his head. "W'Il lay it on the sacred fire, Patera
Calde. Cremation is allowed when burial is inpractical. If you
woul d. .. ?"

Silk picked up the foot of the coffin, finding it lighter than he had
expected. "Shouldn't we petition the gods, Your Cognizance? On
her behal f ?"

"I already have, Patera Calde. You were deep in thought. Now
then, as high as you can, then quickly down upon the fire. Wthout
dropping it, please. One, two, _three! "

Silk did as he was told, then stepped hurriedly away fromthe
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| engt heni ng fl anes. "Possibly we ought to have waited for Maytera,
Your Cogni zance. "
Quet zal shook his head again. "This way is better, Patera Calde. It
woul d be better for you to keep fromlooking at the fire, too. Do
you know why coffins have that peculiar shape, by the way? Look at
me, Patera Cal de."
"To allow for the shoul ders, Your Cogni zance, or so |'ve

heard. "
Quet zal nodded. "That's what everyone's told. Wuld this sibyl of
yours need extra room for her shoul ders? Look at ne, | said."

Al ready the thin, stained wood was bl ackeni ng honestly, charring
as the flanes that licked it brought forth new flanmes. "No," Silk said,
and | ooked away again. (It was strange to think that this bent, bald
old man was in fact the Prolocutor.) "No, Your Cognizance. Nor
woul d nobst wonen, or nany nen."

There was a stench of burning flesh.

"They do it so that we, the living, will know at which end the head
lies, when the lid' s on. Coffins are sonetines stood on end, you see.
Pat era!"

Silk's gaze had strayed to the fire again. He turned away and
covered his eyes.

"I woul d have saved you that if | could," Quetzal told him and
Maytera Marble, arriving with the sheet, inquired, "Saved himfrom
what, Your Cogni zance?"

"Saved me from seeing Maytera Rose's face as the flanes
consuned it," Silk told her. He rubbed his eyes, hoping that she
woul d t hink he had been rubbing them before, that he had gotten
smoke in them

She held out one end of the sheet. "I'msorry | took so | ong,
Patera. 1--1 happened to see ny reflection. Then | | ooked for
Maytera Mnt's mrror. My cheek is scratched."

Silk took corners of the sheet in tear-danpened fingers; the w nd
tried to snatch it fromhim but he held it fast. "So it is, Maytera.
How did you do it?"

"I have no idea!"

To his surprise, Quetzal lifted Miusk's hal f-consunmed body easily.
Clearly, this venerable old nan was stronger than he appear ed.
"Spread it flat and hold it down," he told them "W'Ill lay himon it

and fold it over him"

A nmonent nore, and Miusk, too, rested anong the flanes.

"It's our duty to tend the fire until both have burned. W don't
have to watch, and | suggest we don't." Quetzal had positioned
hi nsel f between Silk and the altar. "Let us pray privately for the
repose of their spirits.”

Silk shut his eyes, bowed his head, and addressed hinself to the
Qut sider, wi thout much confidence that this npbst obscure of gods
heard himor cared about what he said, or even existed.

" And yet | knowthis ." (H s |ips noved, although no sound issued
fromthem) " You are the only god for nme. It is better for ne that
shoul d give you all nmy worship, though you are not, than that |
shoul d worshi p Echidna or even Kypris, whose faces | have seen
Thus | inplore your nmercy on these, our dead. Renenber that I,
whom once you signally honored, ought to have | oved them both but
could not, and so failed to provide the inpetus that m ght have
brought themto you before Hierax clained them Mne therefore is
the guilt for any wong they have done while they have known ne. |
accept it, and pray you will forgive them who burn, and forgive ne
al so, whose fire is not yet lit. Obscure Qutsider, be not angry with us,
t hough we have never sufficiently honored you. Al that is outcast,
di scarded, and despised is yours. Are this nan and this woman, who
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have been neglected by ne, to be neglected by you as well? Recall the
m sery of our lives and their deaths. Are we never to find rest? | have
searched ny conscience, Qutsider, to discover that in which | have
di spl eased you. | find this: That | avoi ded Maytera Rose whenever |
coul d, though she might have been to ne the grandnother | have
never known; and that | hated Musk, and feared hi mtoo, when he
had not done ne the | east wong. Both were yours, Qutsider, as
now see; and for your sake | should have been | oving w th both.
renounce ny pride, and | will honor their menories. This | swear.
My life to you, Qutsider, if you will forgive this man and this woman
whom we burn today ."

Opening his eyes he saw that Quetzal had already finished, if he

had ever prayed. Soon Maytera Marble raised her head as well, and
he inquired, "Wuld Your Cogni zance, who knows nore about the

i nmortal gods than anyone else in the whorl, instruct me regarding
the Qutsider? Though he's enlightened ne, as | infornmed your
coadjutor, | would be exceedingly grateful if you could tell ne
nore."

"I have no information to give, Patera Cal de, regarding the
Qut sider or any other god. What little | have learned in the course
of along life, regarding the gods, | have tried to forget. You saw
Echi dna. After that, can you ask me why?"

"No, Your Cognizance." Silk | ooked nervously at Mytera
Mar bl e.

"I didn't, Your Cognizance. But | saw the Holy Hues and heard
her voice, and it nade ne wonderfully happy. | renenber that she
exhorted all of us to purity and confirnmed Scylla's patronage,
not hing el se. Can you tell me what el se she said?"

"She told your sib to overthrow the Ayuntam ento. Let that be
enough for you, Maytera, for the present."

"Maytera M nt? But she'll be killed!"

Quet zal ' s shoul ders rose and fell. "I think we can count on it,
Maytera. Before Kypris nanifested here on Scyl sday, the W ndows
of our city had been enpty for decades. | can't take credit for that, it

wasn't ny doing. But |'ve done everything in ny power to prevent
t heophanies. It hasn't been rmuch, but |'ve done what | could. |
proscri bed human sacrifice, and got it nmade |aw, for one thing.
admt |I'mproud of that."
He turned to Silk. "Patera Cal de, you wanted to know if |
protested when the Ayuntamiento failed to hold an election to
choose a new cal de. You were right to ask, nore right than you
knew. If a new cal de had been el ected when the last died, we
woul dn't have had that visit from Echidna today."
"If Your Cognizance--"
"No, | want to tell you. There are nmany things you have to know
as calde, and this is one. But the situation wasn't as sinple as you
may think. Wiat do you know about the Charter?"
"Next to nothing, Your Cognizance. W studied when | was a boy--that
is to say, our teacher read it to us and answered our questions.
I was ten, | think."
Maytera Marble said, "W're not supposed to teach it now. It was
dropped fromall the | esson plans years ago."
"At ny order," Quetzal told them "when even mentioning it
becane dangerous. W have copies at the Pal ace, however, and |'ve
read it many tines. It doesn't say, Patera Calde, that an election
must be held on the death of the calde, as you seemto believe. Wat
it really says is that the calde is to hold office for life, that he may
appoi nt his successor, and that a successor is to be elected if he dies
wi t hout havng done it. You see the difficulty?"
Uneasily, Silk glanced up and down the street, seeing no one near
enough to overhear. "I'mafraid not, Your Cognizance. That sounds
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quite straightforward to ne."
"It does _not_ say that the cal de nmust announce his choice,

you'll notice. If he wants to keep it secret, he can do it. The reasons are
so obvious | hesitate to explain them™
Silk nodded. "I can see that it would put themboth in an

unconf onabl e position.”

"I'n a very dangerous one, Patera Cal de. Partisans of the successor
m ght assassinate the calde, while those who'd hoped to becone
cal de would be tenpted to nmurder the successor. \Wen the |ast
calde's will was read, it was found to designate a successor. |
renenber the exact wording. It said, 'Though he is not the son of
my body, ny son will succeed ne.' Wat do you nake of that?"

Silk stroked his cheek. "It didn't nanme this son?"

"No. |'ve given you the entire clause. The cal de had never
married, as | should have told you sooner. As far as anybody knew,
he had no sons."

Maytera Marble ventured, "I never knew about this, Your
Cogni zance. Didn't the son tell thenP"

"Not that | know of. It's possible he did and was killed secretly by
Lemur or one of the other councillors, but | doubt it." Quetza
sel ected a long cedar split and poked the sinking fire. "If they'd done
that, 1'd have heard about it by this tine. Probably nuch sooner. No
publ i ¢ announcenent was nmade, you understand. If there'd been
one, pretenders would have put thensel ves forward and nade
endl ess trouble. The Ayuntam ento searched in secret. To be frank,
| doubt that the boy would have lived if they'd found him™"

Si | k nodded reluctantly.

"If it had been a natural son, they could' ve used nedical tests. As
it was, the only hope was turn up a record. The nonitors of every
gl ass that could be | ocated were queried. Od docunents were read
and reread, and the calde's relatives and associ ates interrogated, al
wi thout result. An election should have been held, and | urged one
repeatedly because | was afraid we'd have a theophany from Scyl |l a
unl ess sonethi ng was done. But an el ecti on woul d have been illegal,
as | had to admt. The cal de had desi gnated his successor. They
simply couldn't find him™"

"Then I'lIl have no right to office if it's forced on ne."

"Hardly. In the first place, that was a generation ago. It's likely
the adopted son's dead if he ever existed. In the second, the Charter
was witten by the gods. It's a docunment expressing their wll
regardi ng our governance nothing nore. It's clear they're displ eased
with the present state of things, and you're the only
alternative, as Maytera told you."

Quet zal handed the sacrificial knife to Maytera Marble. "I think
we can go now, Maytera. You nust stay. Watch the fire until it goes
out. Wien it does, carry the ashes into your nmanteion and di spose
of them as usual. You nmay notice bones or teeth anong them Don't
touch them or treat themdifferently fromthe rest of the ashes in

any way."
Mayt era Mar bl e bowed.
"Purify the altar as usual. If you can get people to help you, take it

back into the manteion. Your Sacred W ndow, too."

She bowed again. "Patera has already instructed ne to do so,
Your Cogni zance. "

"Fine. You're a good sensible wonman, Maytera, as | said. | was
glad to see that you had resuned your coif when you went back to
your cenoby. You've ny permssion to enter the manse. There's an
old woman there. | think you'll find she's well enough to go hone.
There's a boy on one of the beds upstairs. You can | eave himthere
or carry himinto your cenoby to nurse, if that will be nore
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convenient. See to it that he doesn't exert hinself, and that he
drinks a lot of water. Get himto eat, if you can. You m ght cook
sone of this neat for him"

Quetzal turned to Silk. "I want to look in on himagain, Patera,
while Maytera's busy with the fire. I'malso going to borrow a spare
robe I saw up there, your acolyte's, | suppose. It |ooked too short

for you, but it should fit me, and when we neet the rebel s--perhaps
we should call them servants of the Queen of the Worl, sone such
Whien we neet them it may help if they know who | amas well as

who you are."

Silk said, "I feel certain Patera Gul o would want you to have
anyt hing that can be of any assistance whatsoever to you, Your
Cogni zance. "

As Quetzal tottered away, Maytera Marble asked, "Are you going
to help Maytera Mnt, Patera? You'll be in frightful danger, both of
you. I'Ill pray for you."

"I'"'m much nore worried about you than about nyself," Silk told
her. "More, even, than | am about her--she nust be under
Echidna's protection, in spite of what H s Cogni zance said."

Maytera Marble lifted her head in a slight, tantalizing smle.
"Don't fret about ne. Maytera Marble's taking good care of nme."

Unexpectedly, she brushed his cheek with warmnetal lips. "If you
shoul d see ny boy Bloody, tell himnot to worry either. 1'll be all
right.”

"I certainly will, Mytera." Silk took a hasty step back. "Good-bye,
Mayt era Rose. About those tomatoes--I'msorry, truly sorry about
everything. | hope you' ve forgiven ne."

"She passed away yesterday, Patera. Didn't | tell you?"
"Yes," Silk munbled. "Yes, of course.”

Auk lay on the floor of the tunnel. He was tired--tired and weak
and dizzy, he admitted to hinmself. When had he slept |ast? Dayside
on Ml psday, after he'd left Jugs and Patera, before he went to the
| ake, but he'd slept on the boat a dog's right before the storm Her
and the butcher had been tired, too, tireder than himthough they
hadn't been knocked on the head. They'd helped in the storm and
Dace was dead. Urus hadn't done anything, would kill himif he got
the chance. He pictured Urus standing over himw th a bl udgeon

like the one he had seen, and sat up and stared around him

Urus and the soldier were talking quietly. The soldier called, "I'm
keepi ng an eye out. Go back to sleep, trooper.”

Auk | ay down again, though no soldier could be a friend to
somebody |i ke him though he'd sooner trust U us though he didn't
trust Uus at all.

VWhat day was it? Thel xday. Phaesday, nost l|ikely. Gim Phaea,
for food and healing. Gimbecause eating neans killing stuff to eat,
and it's no good pretending it don't. Stuff like Gelada'd killed Dace
with his bad armand the string around his neck. That's why you
ought to go to manteion once in a while. Sacrifice showed you
showed the gray ramdying and its blood throwm in the fire, and
poor peopl e thanki ng Phaea or whatever god it was for "this good
food." Gimbecause healing hurts nore than dying, the doctor cuts
you to make you well, sets the bone and it hurts. Dace said a bone in
hi s head was broken, was cracked or sonething, he was cracked for
sure and it was probably true because he got awful dizzy sonetines,
couldn't see good sonetimes, even stuff right in front of him A
white ram Phaea, if | get over this.

It shoul d' ve been a black ram He'd prom sed Tartaros a bl ack
ram but the only one in the market had cost nore than he had, so
he'd bought the gray one. That was before last tine, before Kypris
had promi sed themit'd be candy, before the ring for Jugs, the
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ankl et for Patera. It had been why his troubles started, naybe,
because his ram had been the wong color. They dyed those bl ack
rai ns anyhow. ..

Up the tree and onto the roof, then in through the attic w ndow, but
he was dizzy, dizzy and the tree already so high its top touched the
shade, brushed the shaggy shade with dead | eaves rustling, rustling,
and the roof higher, Urus whistling, whistling fromthe corner
because the Hoppies were practically underneath this shaggy tree
now.

He stood on a linb, wal ked out on it watching the roof sail away
with all the black peaked roofs of Limma as the old man's ol d boat
put out with Snarling Scylla at the helm Scylla up in Jugs's head not
taking up roombut pulling her strings, jerking her on reins, digging
spurred heels in, Spurred Scylla a gamecock spurring Jugs to nake
her trot. Alittle step and another and the roof farther than ever,
hi gher than the top of the whol e shaggy tree and his foot slipped
where Gel ada's blood wet the slick silvery bark and he fell

He woke with a start, shaking. Sonething warm|lay beside him
dose but not quite touching. He rolled over, bringing his |legs up
under her big soft thighs, his chest against her back, an arm around

her to warm her and it, cupping her breast. "By Kypris, | |ove you,
Jugs I'mtoo sick to shag you, but | love you. You're all the woman
Il ever want."

She didn't talk, but there'd been a little change in her breathing,
so he knew she wasn't asleep even if she wanted himto think so.
That was di nber by him she wanted to ook at it and he didn't
bl ane her, wouldn't want a woman who woul dn't | ook because a
worman |i ke that got you nabbed sooner or later even if she didn't
nean to.
Only he'd | ooked at it already, had | ooked all that he'd ever
need to while he was rolling over. And he sl ept beside her quite

content.
"l shocked you, Patera Calde. | know | did. | could see it in your
face. My eyes aren't what they were, I'mafraid. I'mno | onger good

at readi ng expressions. But | read yours."

"Somewhat, Your Cognizance." Together, they were wal king up a
deserted Sun Street, a tall young augur and a stooped old one
side-by-side, Silk taking a slow step for two of Quetzal's |ane and
unst eady ones.

"Since you |l eft the schola, Patera Cal de, since you cane to this
quarter, you've prayed that a god would conme to your W ndow,

haven't you? | feel sure you have. Al of you do, or nearly all. Wo
did you hope for? Pas or Scylla?"

"Scylla chiefly, Your Cognizance. To tell the truth, |I scarcely
t hought about the minor gods then. | nean the gods outside the
Ni ne--no god is truly minor, | suppose. Scylla seened the npst

probable. It was only on Scyl sdays that we had a victim for one
thing; and she's the patroness of the city, after all."

"She'd tell you what to do, which was what you wanted." Quetza
squinted up at Silk with a toothless snile he found di sconcerting.

"She'd fill your cash box, too. You could fix up those old buil dings,
buy books for your palaestra, and sacrifice in the grand style every
day. "

Rel uctantly, Silk nodded.

"l understand. Onh, | understand. It's perfectly nornal, Patera
Cal de. Even commendabl e. But what about nme? Wat about ne,
not wanting gods to cone at all? That isn't, is it? It isn't, and it's
bot hering you."
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Sil k shook his head. "It's not ny place to judge your acts or your
wor ds, Your Cogni zance."

"Yet you will." Quetzal paused to peer along Lanp Street, and
seened to listen. "You will, Patera Calde. You can't help it. That's

why |'ve got to tell you. After that, we're going to talk about
sonet hing you probably think that you | earned all about when you
were a baby. | nmean the Plan of Pas. Then you can go off to Maytera
what ' sher nane. "

"M nt, Your Cognizance.

"You can go off to help her overthrow the Ayuntami ento for
Echidna, and I'll be going off to find you nore people to do it with,
and better weapons. To begin--"

"Your Cogni zance?" Silk ran nervous fingers through his haystack
hair, unable to restrain hinself any |onger. "Your Cognizance, did
you know Great Pas was dead? Did you know it already, before she
told us today?"

"Certainly. We can start there, Patera Calde, if that's troubling
you. Whuld you have tal ked about it fromthe anbi on of the G and
Manteion if you'd been in ny place? Made a public announcenent ?
Conduct ed cerenoni es of mourning and so forth?"

"Yes," Silk said firmy. "Yes, | would."

"I see. What do you suppose killed him Patera Cal de? You're an
intelligent young fellow You studied hard at the schola, | know.

Your instructors' reports are very favorable. How could the Father
of the Gods die?"

Faintly, Silk could hear the boom ng of slug guns, then a | ong,
concerted roar that mght al nost have been thunder

"Building falling," Quetzal told him "Don't worry about that now.
Answer my question."

"I can't conceive of such a thing, Your Cognizance. The gods are
imortal, ageless. It's their imortality that nmakes them gods,
really, nore than anything el se."

"A fever," Quetzal suggested. "We nortals die of fevers every day.
Per haps he caught a fever?"

"The gods are spiritual beings, Your Cogni zance. They're not
subj ect to disease."

"Kicked in the head by a horse. Don't you think that could have
been it?"

Silk did not reply.

"I'"'m nocki ng you, Patera Calde, of course | am But not idly.

My question's perfectly serious. Echidna told you Pas is dead,
and you can't help believing her. I've known it for thirty years,
since shortly after his death, in fact. How did he die? How could he?"

Silk conbed his disorderly yellow hair with his fingers again.

"When | was nmade Prol ocutor, Patera Calde, we had a vase at the Pal ace
that had been thrown on the Short Sun Worl, a beautiful thing. They told me
it was five hundred years old. Al nost inconceivable. Do you agree?"

"And priceless, | would say, Your Cognizance."

"Lemur wanted to frighten ne, to show ne how ruthless he could
be. | already knew, but he didn't know | did. | think he thought that
if I did|I"'d never dare oppose him He took that vase fromits stand
and smashed it at ny feet."

Silk stared down at Quetzal. "You--you're serious, Your Cogni zance?
He actually did that?"
"He did. Look, now That vase was imortal. It didn't age. It was

proof agai nst disease. But it could be destroyed, as it was. So could
Pas. He couldn't age, or even fall sick. But he could be destroyed,
and he was. He was nurdered by his famly. Many nen die |ike that,
Pat era Cal de. Wen you're half ny age, you'll knowit. Now a god
has, too."

"But, Your Cogni zance..."
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"Viron's isolated, Patera Calde. Al the cities are. He gave us
floaters and animals. No big machines that could carry heavy | oads.
He thought that woul d be best for us, and | dare say he was right.
But the Ayuntamiento's not isolated. The cal de wasn't either, when
we had one. Did you think he was?"

Silk said, "I realize we have diplomats, Your Cogni zance, and
there are traveling traders and so forth--boats on the rivers, and
even spies.”

"That's right. As Prolocutor, I'"'mno nore isolated than he was.
Less, but I won't try to prove that. I'min contact with religious
| eaders in Ubs, Wck, and other cities, cities where his children
have boasted of killing Pas."

"I't was the Seven, then, Your Cogni zance? Not Echi dna? Was
Scyl l a invol ved?"
Quet zal had found prayer beads in a pocket of Gulo's robe; he
ran themthrough his fingers. "Echidna was at the center. You've
seen her, can you doubt it? Scylla, Molpe, and H erax were in it.
They' ve said so at various tines."
"But not Tartaros, Thel xi epeia, Phaea, or Sphigx, Your Cognizance?"
Silk felt an irrational surge of hope.
"l don't know about Tartaros and the younger gods, Patera
Cal de. But do you see why | didn't announce it? There woul d
have been panic. There will be, if it becones w dely known. The
Chapter will be destroyed and the basis of norality gone
Imagine Viron with neither. As for public observances, how do
you think Pas's nurderers would react to our nourning hinP"
"We--" Sonething tightened in Silk's throat. "W, you and |
Your Cogni zance. Villus and Maytera Marble, all of us are--were
his children too. That is to say, he built the whorl for us. Ruled us
like a father. I..."
"What is it, Patera Cal de?"
"I just renmenbered sonething, Your Cognizance. Kypris--you
must know there was a theophany of Kypris at our nmanteion on
Scyl sday. "
"I'"ve had a dozen reports. It's the talk of the city."
"She said she was hunted, and | didn't understand. Now | believe | may."

Quet zal nodded. "I inmmgine she is. The wonder is that they
haven't been able to corner her in thirty years. She can't be a tenth
as strong as Pas was. But it can't be easy to kill even a m nor goddess

who knows you're trying to. Not like killing a husband and fat her
who trusts you. Now you see why |'ve tried to prevent theophanies,
don't you, Patera Calde? If you don't, I'Il never be able to nake it
clear."

"Yes, Your Cogni zance. O course. It's--horrible. Unspeakabl e.
But you were right. You are right."

"I"'mglad you realize it. You understand why we go on sacrificing
to Pas? W nust. |'ve tried to downgrade hi m sonewhat. Make him
seem nore renpbte than he used to. |'ve enphasized Scylla at his
expense, but you're too young to have realized that. O der people
conpl ain, sonetines."

Silk said nothing, but stroked his cheek as he wal ked.

"You have questions, Patera Calde. O you will have when you' ve
digested all this. Don't fear you may offend ne. |I'mat your disposa
whenever you want to question nme."

"I have two," Silk told him "I hesitate to pose the first, which

ver ges upon bl aspheny. "

"Many necessary questions do." Quetzal cocked his head. "This
isn't one, but do you hear horses?"

"Hor ses, Your Cogni zance? No."

"I must be imagining it. Wat are your questions?"
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Silk wal ked on in silence for a few seconds to collect his thoughts.
At length he said, "My original tw questions have becone three,
Your Cogni zance. The first, for which | apol ogi ze i n advance, is,
isn'"t it true that Echidna and the Seven |ove us just as Pas did? |'ve
al ways felt, somehow, that Pas |oved them while they |ove us; and

if that is so, will his death--terrible though it is--nake a great dea
of difference to us?"

"You have a pet bird, Patera Calde. |'ve never seen it, but so |'ve
been told."

"l had one, Your Cognizance, a night chough. I've lost him |'m

afraid, although it may be that he's with a friend. |I'm hoping he'l
return to me eventually."

"You shoul d have caged him Patera Calde. Then you'd still have him"

"I liked himtoo nuch for that, Your Cognizance."

Quetzal's small head bobbed upon its |long neck. "Just so. There
are people who | ove birds so nuch they free them There are others
who | ove them so nmuch they cage them Pas's |ove of us was of the
first kind. Echidna's and the Seven's is of the other. Wre you going
to ask why they killed Pas? |Is that one of your questions?"

Sil k nodded, "My second, Your Cognizance."

"I've answered it. Wat's the third?"

"You indicated that you wi shed to discuss the Plan of Pas with ne,
Your Cogni zance. If Pas is dead, what's the point of discussing his
pl an?"

Hoof beat s sounded faintly behind them

"A god's plans do not die with him Patera Calde. He is dead, as
Serpentine Echidna told us. W are not. W were to carry Pas's plan
out. You said he ruled us as a father. Do a father's plans benefit
hin? O his children?"

"Your Cogni zance, | just renenbered sonethi ng? Anot her god,
the Qutsider--"
" Pateras! " The horsenan, a lieutenant of the Cvil Guard in

mottl ed green conflict arnor, pushed up his visor. "Are you--you
there, Patera. The young one. Aren't you Patera Sil k?"

"Yes, ny son," Silk said. "I am"

The lieutenant dropped the reins. H s hand appeared slow as it
jerked his needler fromthe holster, yet it was much too quick to
permit Silk to draw Musk's needler. The flat crack of the shot
sounded an instant after the needle's stinging blow

Chapter 5 -- Mail

They had insisted she not |ook for herself, that she send one of them
to do it, but she felt she had already sent too many others. This tinme
she woul d see the eneny for herself, and she had forbidden themto
attend her. She strai ghtened her snowy coif as she wal ked, and held
down the wi nd-tossed skirt of her habit--a sibyl smaller and younger
than nmost, gowned (like all sibyls) in black to the tops of her worn
bl ack shoes, out upon sonme holy errand, and renmarkable only for
bei ng al one.

The azoth was in one capaci ous pocket, her beads in the other;
she got them out as she went around the corner onto Cage Street,
wooden beads twi ce the size of those Quetzal fingered, smpothed
and oiled by her touch to gl ossy chestnut.

First, Pas's gammadi on: "_Great Pas, Designer and Creator of the
Whorl|, Lord Guardi an of the Aureate Path, we --"
The pronoun shoul d have been _|I _, but she was used to saying them

with Maytera Rose and Maytera Marble; and they, praying together
in the sellaria of the cenoby, had quite properly said "we." She
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thought: But |I'mpraying for all of us. For all who may die this
afternoon, for Bison and Patera Gul o and Bream and t hat nan who

Il et nme borrow his sword. For the volunteers who'll ride with ne in a
m nute, and Patera Silk and Line and Zoril and the children
Particularly for the children. For all of us, Geat Pas.

_We acknow edge you the suprene and sovereign_ ..."

And there it was, an arnored floater with all its hatches down
turning onto Cage Street. Then another, and a third. A good big
space between the third and the first rank of marchi ng Guardsnen
because of the dust. A nounted officer riding beside his troopers.
The soldiers would be in back (that was what the nessenger had
reported) but there was no tinme to wait until they canme into view,

though the soldiers would be the worst of all, worse even than the
floaters.

Beads forgotten, she hurried back the way she had cone.

Scl eroderma was still there, holding the white stallion's reins. "I'm

com ng too, Maytera. On these two | egs since you won't |let ne have
a horse, but I'mcomng. You're going, and |I'm bigger than you."

Whi ch was true. Scleroderna was no taller, but twi ce as wide
"Shout," she told her. "You're blessed with a good, |oud voice. Shout
and nmake all the noise you can. If you can keep them from seeing
Bi son's people for one second nore, that may decide it."

A giant with a gape-toothed grin knelt, hands clasped to help her
mount; she put her left foot in themand swng into the saddl e, and
al though she sat a tall horse, the giant's head was |l evel with her
own. She had chosen himfor his size and feroci ous appearance.
(Distraction--distraction would be everything). Now it struck her
that she did not know his nane. "Can you ride?" she asked. "If you
can't, say so."

"Sure can, Maytera."

He was probably lying; but it was too late, too late to quiz himor
get sonebody el se. She rose in her stirrups to consider the five
riders behind her, and the giant's riderless horse. "Mst of us will be
killed, and it's quite likely that all of us will be."

The first floater would be well along Cage Street already, halted
per haps before the doors of the Al anbrera; but if they were to
succeed, their diversion would have to wait until the nmarching nmen
behind the third floater had closed the gap. It might be best to fil
the tine.

"Shoul d one of us live, however, it would be well for him-or her--to
know t he nanmes of those who gave their lives. Scleroderma, |
can't count you anobng us, but you are the nost likely to live. Listen
careful ly."

Scl eroder ma nodded, her pudgy face pale.

"Al'l of you. Listen, and try to renenber."

The fear she had shut out so effectively was seeping back now.
She bit her |ip; her voice nmust not quaver. "I'm Maytera Mnt, from
the Sun Street manteion. But you know that. You," she pointed to
the rearnost rider. "G ve us your name, and say it loudly."

" Babi rousa! "

"Good. And you?"

"Goral !"

"Ki ngcup!" The worman who had supplied horses for the rest.

" Yapok! "

"Marnot !

"G b fromthe Cock," the giant grunted, and mounted in a way
that showed he was nore accustoned to riding donkeys.

"I wish we had horns and war druns," Maytera Mnt told them
"We'l'l have to use our voices and our weapons instead. Renenber,
the idea is to keep them the crews of the floaters especially, |ooking
and shooting at us for as long as we can."
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The fear filled her mind, horrible and colder than ice; she felt sure
her trenbling fingers would drop Patera Silk's azoth if she tried to
take it from her pocket; but she got it out anyway, telling herself
that it would be preferable to drop it here, where Scl eroderma coul d
hand it back to her.

Scl er oder ma handed her the reins instead.

"You have all volunteered, and there is no disgrace in reconsidering.
Those who wi sh may | eave." Deliberately she faced forward, so
that she woul d not see who di snmount ed

At once she felt that there was no one behind her at all. She
groped for sonething that would drive out the fear, and canme upon
a naked woman with yellow hair--a wild-eyed fury who was not
herself at all--welding a scourge whose | ashes cut and tore the gray
sickness until it fled her m nd.

Per haps because she had urged himforward with her heels,
per haps only because she had | cosed his reins, the stallion was
roundi ng the corner at an easy canter. There, still streets ahead
t hough not so far as they had been, were the floaters, the third
settling onto the rutted street, with the marching troopers closing

behind it.

"For Echidna!" she shouted. "The gods will it!" Still she wi shed for
war druns and horns, unaware that the drumm ng hooves echoed
and re-echoed from each shiprock wall, that her trunpet had shaken

the street. "Silk is Calde!"

She jamed her sharp little heels in the stallion's sides. Fear was gone,
replaced by soaring joy. " Silk is Calde! " At her right the giant
was firing two needlers as fast as he could pull their triggers.

" Down the Ayuntanmiento! Silk is Calde! "

The shimrering horror that was the azoth's bl ade coul d not be
held on the forenpbst floater. Not by her, certainly not at this
headl ong gal |l op. Sl ashed twi ce across, the floater wept silvery netal
as the street before it erupted in boiling dust and stones expl oded
fromthe gray walls of the Al anbrera

Abruptly, Yapok was on her right. To her left, Kingcup flailed a
| eggy bay with a | ong brown whip, Yapok bell ow ng obscenities,

Ki ngcup shrieking curses, a nightmare witch, her |oosed black hair
stream ng behi nd her.

The bl ade again, and the forenost floater burst in a ball of orange
flane. Behind it, the buzz guns of the second were firing, the flashes
fromtheir nuzzle nere sparks, the rattle of their shots lost in
pandenoni um "Form up," she shouted, not know ng what she
meant by it. Then, " _Forward! Forward! "

Thousands of armed nen and woren were pouring fromthe
bui | di ngs, crowdi ng t hrough doorways and | eaping from wi ndows.

Yapok was gone, Kingcup sonehow in front of her by half a |l ength.
Unseen hands snatched of f her coif and plucked one flapping bl ack sl eeve.

The shimrering bl ade brought a gush of silver fromthe second
floater, and there were no nore flashes fromits guns, only an
expl osion that blew off the turret--and a rain of stones upon the
second floater, the third, and the Guardsnen behind it, and |ines of
sl ug guns boom ng fromrooftops and hi gh wi ndows. But not
enough, she thought. Not nearly enough, we nust have nore.

The azoth was al nbost too hot to hold. She took her thunb off the
denmon and was abruptly skyborn as the white stallion cleared a slab
of twisted, snoking nmetal at a bound. The guns of the third floater
were firing, the turret gun not at her but at the nen and wonen
pouring out of the buildings, the floater rising with a roar and a
cloud of dust and sooty snoke that the w nd snatched away, unti
the bl ade of her azoth inpaled it and the floater crashed on its side,
at once pathetic and comc
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To Silk's bewi |l dernment, his captors had treated himw th considerati on,
bandagi ng his wound and letting himlie unbound in an

out si zed bed with four towering posts which only that norning had

bel onged to some bl anel ess citizen.

He had not | ost consciousness so much as will. Wth nmild surprise,
he di scovered that he no | onger cared whether the Al anbrera had
surrendered, whether the Ayuntam ento renmained in power, or
whet her the |Iong sun would nourish Viron for ages to cone or burn
it to cinders. Those things had mattered. They no |longer did. He
was aware that he might die, but that did not matter either; he
woul d surely die, whatever happened. If eventually, why not now?

It would be over--over and done forever.

He i magi ned hinmself mingling with the gods, their hunbl est
servitor and worshipper, yet behol ding themface-to-face; and found
that there was only one whom he desired to see, a god who was not
anong t hem

"Well, well, well!" the surgeon exclaimed in a brisk, professiona
voice. "So you're Silk!"
He rolled his head on the pillow "I don't think so."

"That's what they tell ne. Sonebody shoot you in the arm too?"

"No. Sonmething else. It doesn't matter." He spat bl ood.

"It does to ne: that's an old dressing. It ought to be changed." The
surgeon left, returning at once (it seened) with a basin of water and
a sponge. "lI'mtaking that ultrasonic diatherm c wapping on your
ankle. We've got nen who need it a lot nore than you do."

"Then take it, please,” Silk told him

The surgeon | ooked surprised.

"What | nmean is that 'Silk' has beconme soneone a great dea
bigger than | am-that |I'mnot what is nmeant when peopl e say,
"Silk.""

"You ought to be dead," the surgeon informed hi m sonewhat
|ater. "Your lung's collapsed. Probably better to enlarge the exit
wound instead of going in this way. I'mgoing to roll you over. D d
you hear that? I'mgoing to turn you over. Keep your nose and
mouth to the side so you can breathe.”

He did not, but the surgeon noved his head for him

Abruptly he was sitting al nost upright with a quilt around him
whil e the surgeon stabbed himw th another needle. "It's not as bad
as | thought, but you need blood. You'll feel a lot better with nore
bl ood in you."

A dark flask dangled fromthe bedpost like a ripe fruit.

Soneone he could not see was sitting beside his bed. He turned his
head and craned his neck to no avail. At |ast he extended a hand
toward the visitor; and the visitor took it between his own, which
were |large and hard and warm As soon as their hands touched, he
knew.

You said you weren't going to help, he told the visitor. You said
wasn't to expect help fromyou, yet here you are

The visitor did not reply, but his hands were clean and gentle and
full of healing.

* * *

"Are you awake, Patera?"

Silk wiped his eyes. "Yes."

"l thought you were. Your eyes were closed, but you were crying."

"Yes," Silk said again.

"I brought a chair. | thought we mght talk for a mnute. You
don't m nd?" The nman with the chair was robed in bl ack

"No. You're an augur, like ne."
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"W were at the schola together, Patera. |'m Shell--Patera Shel
now. You sat behind ne in canonics. Renenber?"
"Yes. Yes, | do. It's been a long tinme."

Shel |l nodded. "Nearly two years.
smal |l shy smile made his face shine.

"I't was good of you to cone and see nme, Patera--very good." Silk
paused for a nmonent to think. "You're on the other side, the
Ayuntami ento's side. You nust be. You're taking a risk by talking

He was thin and pale, but his

tonme. I'mafraid."
"I was." Shell coughed apol ogetically. "Perhaps--1 don't know,
Patera. I--1 haven't been fighting, you know. Not at all."

"COf course not."
"1 brought the Pardon of Pas to our dying. To your dying, too,

Patera, when | could. Wen that was done, | helped nurse a little.
There aren't enough doctors and nurses, not nearly enough, and
there was a big battle on Cage Street. Do you know about it? I'll tel

you if you like. Nearly a thousand dead."

Silk shut his eyes.

"Don't cry, Patera. Please don't. They've gone to the gods. Al of
them fromboth sides, and it wasn't your fault, I'msure. | didn't see
the battle, but | heard a great deal about it. Fromthe wounded, you
know. |f you'd rather talk about sonething else--"

"No. Tell me, please."

"l thought you'd want to know, that | could describe it to you and
it would be sonmething that | could do for you. | thought you m ght
want me to shrive you, too. W can close the door. | talked to the
captain, and he said that as long as | didn't give you a weapon it
woul d be all right."

Sil k nodded. "I should have thought of it nyself. |'ve been
i nvolved with so nmany secul ar concerns lately that |'ve been getting
lax, I'mafraid." There was a bow wi ndow behi nd Shell; noticing that
it displayed only black night and their own reflected inmages, Silk
asked, "lIs this still H eraxday, Patera?"

"Yes, but its after shadelow. I1t's about seven thirty, | think
There's a clock in the captain's room and it was seven twenty-five
when | went in. Seven twenty-five by that clock, |I nmean, and

wasn't there long. He's very busy."
"Then | haven't negl ected Thel xi epeia's norning prayers."
Briefly, he wondered whether he could bring hinmself to say them

when norning canme, and whether he should. "I won't have to ask
forgiveness for that when you shrive ne. But first, tell ne about the
battle."

"Your forces have been trying to capture the Al anbrera, Patera.
Do you know about that?"

"I knew they had gone to attack it. Nothing nore."

"They were trying to break down the doors and so on. But they
didn't, and everybody inside thought they had gone away, probably
totry to take over the Juzgado."

Si | k nodded agai n.

"But before that, the government--the Ayuntaniento, | nean--had
sent a lot of troopers, with floaters and so on and a conpany of
soldiers, to drive themaway and help the Guards in the Al anbrera.”

"Three conpanies of soldiers," Silk said, "and the Second Bri gade
of the Guard. That's what | was told, at any rate."

Shell nearly bowed. "Your information will be nuch nore accurate
than mine, |I'msure, Patera. They had trouble getting through
the city, even with soldiers and floaters, although not as nuch as
they expected. Do you know about that?"

Silk rolled his head fromside to side

"They did. People were throwing things. One man told nme he was
hit by a slop jar thrown out of a fourth-floor w ndow " Shel
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ventured an apol ogetic |laugh. "Can you inagi ne? What will the
peopl e who live up there do tonight | wonder? But there wasn't

much serious resistance, if you know what | nean. They expected
barricades in the street, but there was nothing like that. They

mar ched through the city and stopped in front of the Al anbrera.

The troopers were supposed to go in while the soldiers searched the
bui |l di ngs al ong Cage Street."

Silk allowed his eyes to close again, visualizing the colum
described by the nonitor in Maytera Rose's gl ass.

"Then," Shell paused for enphasis, "General Mnt herself charged
them down Cage Street, riding like a devil on a big white horse.
Fromthe other way, you see. Fromthe direction of the market."

Surprised, Silk opened his eyes. " General _ Mnt?"

"That's what they call her. The rebel s--your people, | nean."
Shell cleared his throat. "The fighters loyal to the Calde. To you."

"You're not offending ne, Patera."

"They call her General M nt and she's got an azoth. Just imagine!
She chopped up the GQuard's floaters horribly with it. This trooper |
tal ked to had been the driver of one, and he'd seen everything. Do
you know how the Guard's floaters are on the inside, Patera?"

"I rode in one this norning." Silk shut his eyes again, striving to
renenber, "l rode inside until the rain stopped. Later | rode on it,
sitting on the... Up on that round part that has the hi ghest buzz
gun. It was crowded inside, not at all confortable, and we'd put the
bodies in there--but it was better than being out in the rain, perhaps."”

Shel | nodded eagerly, happy to agree. "There are two nen and an
officer. One of the nmen drives the floater. He was the one | talked
to. The officer's in charge. He sits beside the driver, and there's a
glass for the officer, though sone don't work any nore, he said. The
of ficer has a buzz gun, too, the one that points ahead. There's
anot her man, the gunner, up in the round thing you sat on. It's
called the turret."

"That's right. | renenber now. "

"General Mnt's azoth cut right into their floater and killed their
of ficer, and stopped one of the rotors. That's what this driver said.
It had seened to nme that if an azoth could do that, it could cut right
through the doors of the Alanbrera and kill everyone in there, but
he said they won't. That's because the doors are steel and three
fingers thick, but a floater's arnor is alum num because it couldn't

lift that much. It couldn't float at all, if it were made out of iron or
steel . "

"I see. | didn't know that."

"There was cavalry following General Mnt. About a troop is what
he said. | asked how many that was, and it's a hundred or nore. The

others had needl ers and swords and things. His floater had fallen on
its side, but he crawl ed out through the hatch. The gunner had

al ready gotten out, he said, and their officer was dead, but as soon
as he got out hinself, someone rode hi mdown and broke his arm
That's why he's here, and w thout the gods' favor he woul d' ve been
killed. Wien he got up again, there were rebels--1 nean--"

"l know what you nean, Patera. Go on, please."

"They were all around him He said he woul d have clinbed back
intheir floater, but it was starting to burn, and he knew that if the
fire didn't go out their ammunition would explode, the bullets for
the buzz guns. He wasn't wearing arnor |ike the troopers outside,
just a helnmet, so he pulled it off and threw it away, and the--your
peopl e thought he was one of them nobst of them He said that
sonetinmes swords would cut the nen's arnor. It's polyneric, did
you know that, Patera? Sonetines they silver it, private guards and
so on do, like a glazier silvers the back of a mrror. But it's stil
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pol yneric under that, and the troopers' is painted green |like a

soldier."
"I't will stop needles, won't it?"
Shell nodded vigorously. "Mstly it will. Practically always. But

sonmetines a needle will go through the opening for the man's eyes,

or where he breathes. when it does that, he's usually killed, they
say. And sonetinmes a sword will cut right through their arnmor, if it's
a big heavy sword, and the nman's strong. O stabbing can split the
breastplate. A lot of your people had axes and hatchets. For

firewood, you know. And sone had clubs with spikes through them

A big club can knock down a trooper in arnor, and if there's a spike
init, the spike will go right through." Shell paused for breath.

"But the soldiers aren't like that at all. Their skin's all netal, stee
in the worst places. Even a slug froma slug gun will bounce off a
sol di er sonetines, and nobody can kill or even hurt a soldier with a
club or a needler."

Silk said, | know, | shot one once, then realized that he had not
spoken aloud. |I'mlike poor Manelta, he thought--1 have to

remenber to speak, to breathe out while | nove ny |ips and tongue.

"One told ne she saw two nen trying to take a soldier's slug gun
They were both holding onto it, but he lifted themright off their feet
and threw them around. This wasn't the driver but a wonman | tal ked
to, one of your people, Patera. She had her washing stick, and she
got behind himand hit himwth it, but he shook off the two nen
and hit her with the slug gun and broke her shoulder. A lot of your
peopl e had gotten slug guns fromtroopers by then, and they were
shooting at the soldiers with them Sonebody shot the one fighting
her. She woul d' ve been killed if it hadn't been for that she said. But
the soldiers shot a ot of them too, and chased them up Cheese
Street and a | ot of other streets. She tried to fight, but she didn't
have a slug gun, and with her shoul der she couldn't have shot one if
she'd had it. A slug hit her leg, and the doctors here had to cut it
of f."

"I''ll pray for her," Silk prom sed, "and for everyone el se who's
been killed or wounded. |If you see her again, Patera, please tell her
how sorry | amthat this happened. Was Maytera--was Genera
M nt hurt?"

"They say not. They say she's planning another attack, but
nobody really knows. Were you wounded very badly, Patera?"

"l don't believe I"'mgoing to die." For seconds that grewto a
mnute or nore, Silk stared in wonder at the enpty flask hangi ng
fromthe bedpost. Was life such a sinple thing that it could be
drained froma man as red fluid, or poured into hinP Wuld he
eventual |y discover that he held a different |life, one which |onged
for a wife and children, in a house that he had never seen? It had not
been his own bl ood--not his own life--surely. "I believed | was, not
| ong ago. Even when you canme, Patera. | didn't care. Consider the
wi sdom and nercy of the god who nade us so that when we're about
to die we no |onger fear death!"

"If you don't think you're going to die--"

"No, no. Shrive nme. The Ayuntami ento certainly intends to kil
me. They can't possibly know |'mhere; if they did, |I'd be dead

already." Silk pushed aside his quilt

Hurriedly, Shell replaced it. "You don't have to kneel, Patera.
You're still ill, terribly ill. You' ve been badly hurt. Turn your head
toward the wall, please."

Silk did so, and the fam liar words seened to rise to his lips of
their ow volition. "C eanse ne, Patera, for | have given offense to
Pas and to other gods." It was conforting, this return to ritua
phrases he had nenorized in childhood; but Pas was dead, and the
wel | of his boundl ess nercy gone dry forever
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"I's that all, Patera?"

"Since my last shriving, yes."

"As penance for the evil you have done, Patera Silk, you are to
performa neritorious act before this tinme tonmorrow. " Shell paused

and swal |l owed. "I'm assuning that your physical condition wll
permit it. You don't think it's too much? The recitation of a prayer
will do."

"Too much?" Wth difficulty, Silk forced hinself to keep his eyes
averted. "No, certainly not. Too little, |I'msure."

"Then | bring to you, Patera Silk, the pardon of all the god--"

O _all_ the gods. He had forgotten that aspect of the Pardon, foo
that he was! Now the words brought a huge sense of relief. In
addition to Echidna and her dead husband, in addition to the N ne
and truly minor gods like Kypris, Shell was enpowered to grant
amesty for the Qutsider. For all the gods. Hence he, Silk, was
forgiven his doubt.

He turned his head so that he could see Shell. "Thank you, Patera.
You don't know-you can't--how nmuch this nmeans to ne."

Shell's hesitant snile shone again. "I'min a position to do you
anot her favor, Patera. | have a letter for you fromH s Cogni zance. "
Seeing Silk's expression, he added quickly, "It's only a circular
letter, I'mafraid. All of us get a copy." He reached into his robe.
"When | told Patera Jerboa you had been captured, he gave ne
yours, and it's about you."

The fol ded sheet Shell handed hi m bore the seal of the Chapter in
mul berry-col ored wax; beside it, a clear, clerkly hand had witten:
"Silk, Sun Street."

"It's a very inportant letter, really," Shell said.

Sil k broke the seal and unfol ded the paper
<bl ockquot e>
_30th Nenesis 332_<br>
To the Clergy of the Chapter, <br>
Both Severally and Col | ectivel y<br>
G eetings in the nane of Pas, in the nane of Scylla, and in
the names of all gods! Know that you are ever in ny
t houghts, as in ny heart.

The present disturbed state of Qur Sacred City obliges us
to be even nore conscious of our sacred duty to mnister to
the dying, not only to those amongst them w th whose recent
actions we may synpathize, but to all those to whom as we
apprehend, Hierax may swiftly reveal his conpassionate
power. Thus it is that | inplore you this day to cultivate the
per petual and indefati gabl e--
</ bl ockquot e>
Pat era Renora conposed this, Silk thought; and as though Renora
sat before him he saw Renora's long, sallow, uplifted face, the tip

of the quill just brushing his lips as he sought for a conplexity of
syntax that would satisfy his insatiate |onging for caution and
preci si on.

<bl ockquot e>
The perpetual and indefatigable predisposition toward
mercy and pardon whose conduit you so frequently nust be.
Many of you have appeal ed for gui dance in these nost
di sturbi ng days. Nay, nany appeal so still, even hourly.
Most of you will have |l earned before you read this epistle of
the | anented demi se of the presiding officer of the Ayuntani ento.
The late Councillor Lenur was a man of extraordinary
gifts, and his passing cannot but |leave a void in every heart.
How | long to devote the renmi nder of this necessarily
curtailed missive to nourning his passing. Instead, for such
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are the exactions of this sad whorl, the whorl that passes, ny
duty to you requires that | forewarn you w t hout del ay

agai nst the basel ess pretexts of certain vile insurgents who
woul d have you to believe that they act in the late Councill or
Lemur' s name.

Let us set aside, ny beloved clergy, all fruitless debate
regarding the propriety of an intercal dean caesura spanning
sonme two decades. That the press of unhappy events then
rendered an interval of that kind, if not desirable, then
unquestionably attractive, we can all agree. That it represented,
to judgenents not daily schooled to the nice discrimnations
of the law, a severe strain upon the elasticity of
our Charter, we can agree |ikew se, can we not? The
argunent is wholly historical now. O beloved, let us resign it
to the historians.

What is inarguable is that this caesura, to which I have had
reason to refer above, has attained to its ordained cul m nation.
It cannot, O ny beloved clergy, as it should not,
survive the grievous loss which it has so recently endured.
What, then, we may not illegitimately inquire, is to succeed
that just, beneficent and ascendant governnent so sadly
t er m nat ed?

Bel oved clergy, let us not be unm ndful of the w sdom of
the past, wisdomwhich lies in no |l ess a vehicle than our own
Chrasnol ogic Witings. Has it not declared, " Vox poputi,
vox dei _"? which is to say, in the will of the nmasses we may
di scern words of Pas's. At the present critical nonment in the
| engthy epic of Qur Sacred City, Pas's grave words are not to
be m staken. Wth many voices they cry out that the tine has
arrived for a precipitate return to that Charteral guardianship
whi ch once our city knew. Shall it be said of us that we
stop our ears to Pas's words?

Nor is their nessage so brief, and so | ess than ni stakable.
From forest to |ake, fromthe proud crown of the Palatine to
the hunbl est of alleys they proclaimhim O ny bel oved
clergy, with what i ncommunicable joy shall | do so additionally.
For Suprene Pas has, as never previously, espoused for
our city a calde fromw thin our own ranks, an anointed
augur, holy, pious, and redolent of sanctity.

May | name hin? | shall, yet surely | need not. There is
not one anongst you, Beloved Cergy, who will not know
that nane prior to mine overjoyed acclamation. It is Patera
Silk. Again | say, Patera Sil k!

How readily here mght | inscribe, |let us welcone himand
obey him as one of ourselves. Wth what delight shall |
inscribe inits place, let us welcone himand obey him for he
is one of ourselves!

May every god favor you, bel oved clergy. Blessed be you
in the Mbst Sacred Nanme of Pas, Father of the Gods, in that
of Gradous Echidna, H's Consort, in those of their Sons and
their Daughters alike, this day and forever, in the nane of
their eldest child, Scylla, Patroness of this, Qur Holy Cty of
Viron. Thus say |, Pa. Quetzal, Prolocutor
</ bl ockquot e>

As Silk refolded the letter, Shell said, "H s Cognizance has cone
down conmpl etely on your side, you see, and brought the Chapter

with him You said--1 hope you were mistaken in this, Patera, really

| do. But you said a nmnute ago that if the Ayuntam ento knew you
were here they'd have you shot. If that's true--" He cleared his
throat nervously. "If it's true, they'll have H s Cogni zance shot too.

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%20...2002%20-%20Calde%200f%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (83 of 189) [1/17/03 3:59:38 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gene%20Wol fe/Wolfe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62002%20-%20Ca de%6200f %20the%20L ong%20Sun. txt

And- - and sone of the rest of us."

"The coadjutor,"” Silk said, "he drafted this. He'll die as well, if
they can get their hands on him" It was strange to think of Renora,
that circunmspect diplomatist, tangled and dead in his own web of
i nk.

O Renora dying for him

"l suppose so, Patera." Shell hesitated, plainly ill at ease. "I'd cal
you--use the other word. But it might be dangerous for you."

Si |l k nodded slowly, stroking his cheek

"H s Cogni zance says you're the first augur, ever. That--it cane
as a shock to--to a lot of us, | suppose. To Patera Jerboa, he said.

He says it's never happened before in his lifetinme. Do you know
Pat era Jerboa, Patera?"

Sil k shook his head.

"He's quite elderly. Eighty-one, because we had a little party for
himjust a few weeks ago. But then he thought, you know, sort of

getting still and pulling at his beard the way he does, and then he
said it was sensible enough, really. Al the others, the previous--the
previ ous--"

"l know what you nean, Patera."

"They' d been chosen by the people. But you, Patera, you were
chosen by the gods, so naturally their choice fell upon an augur,
since augurs are the people they' ve chosen to serve them"

"You yourself are in danger, Patera,"” Silk said. "You're in nearly
as nmuch danger as | am and perhaps nore. You nust be aware of it."

Shell nodded m serably.

"I"'msurprised they let you in here after this."

"They--the captain, Patera. |--1 haven't..."

"They don't know. "

"I don't think so, Patera. | don't think they do. |I didn't tell them"

"That was wise, |'msure." Silk studied the wi ndow as he had
before, but as before saw only their reflections, and the night. "This
Pat era Jerboa, you're his acolyte? Wiere is he?"

"At our manteion, on Brick Street."

Sil k shook his head.

"Near the crooked bridge, Patera."

"Way out east?"

"Yes, Patera." Shell fidgeted unconfortably. "That's where we are
now, Patera. On Basket Street. Qur manteion's that way," he
poi nted, "about five streets."”

"I see. That's right, they lifted me into sonething--into sonme sort
of cart that jolted terribly. | renmenber |ying on sawdust and trying
to cough. | couldn't, and ny nouth and nose kept filling with
blood." Silk's index finger drew small circles on his cheek. "Were's
my robe?"

"I don't know. The captain has it, | suppose, Patera.”

"The battle, when General Mnt attacked the floaters on Cage
Street, was that this afternoon?"

Shel | nodded agai n.

"About the time | was shot, perhaps, or alittle later. You brought
the Pardon to the wounded. To all of then? Al those in danger of
death, | nean?"

"Yes, Patera."

"Then you went back to your manteion--?"

"For something to eat, Patera, a bite of supper." Shell | ooked
apol ogetic. "This brigade--it's the Third. They're in reserve, they
say. They don't have much. Sonme were going into people's houses,
you know, and taking any food they could find. There's supposed to
be food com ng in wagons, but | thought--"

"OF course. You returned to your nmanse to eat with Patera
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Jerboa, and this letter had arrived while you were gone. There
woul d have been a copy for you, too, and one for him"

Shell nodded eagerly. "That's right, Patera."

"You woul d have read yours at once, of course. My copy--this
one--it was there as well?"

"Yes, Patera."

"So soneone at the Palace knew | had been captured, and where
I'"d been taken. He sent my copy to Patera Jerboa instead of to ny
own nanteion in the hope that Patera Jerboa could arrange to get to
me, as he did. Hi s Cognizance was with me when | was shot; there's
no reason to conceal that now. While ny wounds were being

treated, | was wondering whether he had been killed. The officer
who shot me may not have recognized him but if he did..." Silk
| et the thought trail away. "If they don't know about this already--and

I think you're right, they can't know yet, not here at any rate--they're
bound to find out soon. You realize that?"

"Yes, Patera."

"You nust leave. It would probably be wise for you and Patera
Jerboa to | eave your nmanteion, in fact--to go to a part of the city
controlled by General Mnt, if you can."

"I--" Shell seemed to be choking. He shook his head desperately.

"You what, Patera?"

"I don't want to | eave you as long as | can be of--of help to you
O service. It's ny duty."

"You have been of help,"” Silk told him "You' ve rendered

i nval uabl e service to ne and to the Chapter already. |'lIl see you're
recogni zed for it, if I can." He paused, considering
"You can be of further help, too. On your way out, | want you to

speak to this captain for nme. There were two letters in a pocket of
my robe. They were on the mantel this norning; my acol yte nust

have put themthere yesterday. | haven't read them and your giving
me this one has rem nded ne of them" Sonmewhat tardily, he thrust
the letter under his quilt. "One had the seal of the Chapter. It may
have been anot her copy of this, though that doesn't seemvery
likely, since this one has today's date. Besides, they wouldn't have
sent this to Patera Jerboa this evening, in that case."

"l suppose not, Patera."

"Don't mention themto the captain. Just say |I'd like to have ny
robe--all of my clothes. Ask for ny clothes and see what he gives
you. Bring themto ne, ny robe particularly. If he mentions the
letters, say that 1'd like to see them |f he won't give themto you, try
to find out what was in them If he won't tell you, return to your
mant ei on. Tell Patera Jerboa that |, the calde, order himto get
hi nsel f and you--are there sibyls, too?"

Shell nodded. "There's Maytera Wod--"

"Never mnd their names. That you and he and they are to | ock up
the manteion and | eave as quickly as possible.™

"Yes, Patera." Shell stood, very erect. "But | won't go back to our
mant ei on strai ght away, no matter what the captain says. |--1'm
com ng back. Back here to see you and tell you what he said, and try
to do sonething nore for you, if | can. Don't tell me not to, please,
Patera. 1'll only disobey."

To his surprise, Silk found that he was smiling. "Your disobedience
is better than the obedience of many people |'ve known,

Patera Shell. Do what you think right; you will anyway, | feel
certain.”

Shell left, and the room seened enpty as soon as he was out the
door. Silk's wound began to throb, and he made hinsel f think of
sonet hing el se. How proudly Shell had announced his intention to
di sobey, while his lip trenbled! It renminded Silk of his nother, her
eyes shining with teamof joy at sone only too ordinary chil dhood
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feat. Oh, Silk! My son, ny son! _That was how he felt now. These
boys!
Yet Shell was no younger. They had entered the schol a together,
and Shell had sat at the desk in front of his own when an instructor
i nsisted on al phabetical seating; they had been anointed on the sane
day, and both had been assigned to assist venerable augurs who
were no longer able to attend to all the demands of their nanteions.
Shel |, however, had not been enlightened by the CQutsider--or
had not had a vein burst in his head, as Doctor Crane woul d have
had it. Shell had not been enlightened, had not hurried to the
mar ket, had not encountered Bl ood..
He had been as young as Shell when he had tal ked to Bl ood and
pl ucked three cards out of Blood's hand, not know ng that sonewhere
bel ow a nonitor was nmad and howl ing for want of those cards--as young
or nearly, because Shell m ght have done it, too. Again
Silk snmelled the dead dog in the gutter and the stifling dust raised by
Bl ood's floater, saw Bl ood wave his stick, tall, red faced, and
perspiring. Silk coughed, and felt that a poker had been plunged
into his chest.

Sonewhat unsteadily, he crossed the roomto the wi ndow and rai sed

the sash to let in the night wind, then surveyed his naked torso in the
m nor over the bureau, a nmuch |arger one than his shaving mrror

back at the manse.

A dressing half concealed the multicolored bruise left by Miusk's
hilt. Fromwhat little anatony he had picked up fromthe victins he
had sacrificed, he decided that the needl e had nissed his heart by
four fingers. Still, it nust have been good shooting by a nounted nan.

Wth his back to the mirror, he craned his neck to see as nuch as
possi bl e of the dressing on his back; it was larger, and his back hurt
nmore. He was conscious of a weak w ongness deep in his chest, and
of the effort he had to nmake to breathe.

Clothing in the drawers of the bureau: underwear, tunics, and
carel essly folded trousers--under these |ast, a worman's perfuned
scarf. This was a young man's room a son's; the couple who owned
the house woul d have a bedroom on the ground floor, a corner
roomw th several w ndows.

Chilled, he returned to the bed and drew up the quilt. The son
had | eft w thout packing, otherw se the drawers woul d be hal f
enpty. Perhaps he was fighting in Maytera Mnt's arny.

Some part of Kypris had entered her, and that fragnent had nade
the shy sibyl a general--that, and Echidna's comand. For a
monent he wondered what fragnent it had been, and whet her
Kypris herself had known she possessed it. It was the el ement that
had freed Chenille fromrust, presumably; they would be part and
parcel of the same thing. Kypris had told him she was hunted, and
H s Cogni zance had called it a wonder that she had not been killed
| ong ago. Echidna and her children, hunting the goddess of |ove,
must soon have | earned that love is nore than perfuned scarves and
thrown flowers. That there is steel in |ove

A young woman had thrown that scarf from a bal cony, no doubt.
Silk tried to visualize her, found she wore Hyacinth's face, and
thrust the vision back. Blood had wi ped his face with a peach-col ored
handker chi ef, a handkerchi ef nore heavily perfuned than
the scarf. And Bl ood had said..

Had said there were people who could put on a man |ike a tunic.
He had been referring to Micor, though he, Silk, had not known it
t hen--had not known that Micor existed, a girl who could dress her
spirit in the flesh of others just as he, a few nonents before, had
been considering putting on the clothes of the son whose roomthis
was.
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Softly he called, "Micor? Miucor?" and |istened; but there was no
phant om voi ce, no face but his own in the mrror above the bureau
Closing his eyes, he conposed a long formal prayer to the CQutsider,
thanking himfor his life, and for the absence of Bl ood's daughter
When it was conplete, he began a simlar prayer to Kypris.

Beyond t he bedroom door, a sentry sprang to attention with an
audi bl e cl ash of his weapon and click of his heels.

Shadeup woke Auk, brilliant beans of the |long sun piercing his
tassel ed awni ngs, his gauze curtains, his rich draperies of puce
velvet, and the grinmed glass of every wi ndow in the place, slipping
past his lowered blinds of split banmboo, the warped ol d boards
soneone el se had nailed up, his colored Scylla, and his shut and
bolted shutters; through wood, paper, and stone.

He blinked twice and sat up, rubbing his eyes. "I feel better," he
announced, then saw that Chenille was still asleep, Incus and Urus
bot h sl eepi ng, Dace and Bustard sound asleep as well, and only big
Hamrer st one the sol dier already up, sitting crosslegged with Oeb
on his shoul der and his back against the tunnel wall. "That's good,
trooper," Hanmerstone said.

"Not good," Auk explained. "I don't mean that. Better. Better

than | did, see? That feels better than good, 'cause when you're
feeling good you don't even think about it. But when you feel the
way | do, you pay nore attention than when you' re feeling good.
I''ma di nberdanber nanny ni pper." He nudged Chenille with the

toe of his boot. "Look alive, Jugs. Time for breakfast!"

"What's the matter with _you? " Incus sat up as though it had been
he and not Chenille who had been thus nudged.

"Not a thing," Auk told him "I'mright as rain." He considered the
matter. "If it does, I'll go to the Cock. If it don't, I'lIl do sone
business on the hill. Slept with ny boots on." He seated hinself
besi de Chenille. "You too? You shouldn't do that, Patera. Bad on
the feet."

Untying their laces, he tugged off his boots, then pulled off his
stockings. "Feel how wet these are. Still wet fromthe boat. Wke
up, old man! Fromthe boat and the rain. If we had that tall ass
again, |I'd make himsquirt fire for me so | could dry '"em Phew" He
hung the stockings over the tops of his boots and pushed them away.

Chenille sat up and began to take off her jade earrings. "Ooh, did
| dream " She shuddered. "I was | ost, see? Al alone down here, and
this tunnel | was in kept going deeper both ways. |'d wal k one way
for along, long while, and it would just keep going down. So |I'd
turn around and wal k the other way, only that way went down, too,
deeper and deeper all the time."

"Recollect that the _immortal gods_are always with you, mny
daughter," Incus told her.

"Uh- huh. Hackum 1've got to get hold of sone clothes. MWy
sunburn's better. | could wear them and it's too cold down here
wi thout any." She grinned. "A bunch of new cl othes, and a doubl e
red ribbon. After that, I'Il be ready for hamand half a dozen eggs
scranbl ed with peppers.”

"Watch out," Hammerstone warned her, "I don't think your
friend' s ready for inspection."”

Auk rose, laughing. "Look at this," he told Hanmerstone, and
ki cked Urus expertly, bending up his bare toes so that Urus's ribs
received the ball of his foot.

Urus blinked and rubbed his eyes just as Auk had, and Auk
realized that he hinmself was the |ong sun. He had awakened hi nsel f

with his own light, light that filled the whole tunnel, too dazzlingly
bright for Uus's weak eyes.
"The way you been carrying the old nman," he told Urus, "I don't
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like it." He wondered whether his hands were hot enough to burn
Urus. It seened possible; they were ordinary when he wasn't

| ooking at them but when he did they glowed |ike nolten gold.

St oopi ng, he flicked Urus's nose with a forefinger, and when Urus
did not cry out, jerked himto his feet.

"When you carry the old man," Auk told him "you got to do it |ike
you |l ove him Like you were going to kiss him" It mght be a good
idea to make Urus really kiss him but Auk was afraid Dace m ght
not like it.

"All right," Urus said. "All right."

Bustard inquired, How you feelin', sprat?

Auk pondered. "There's parts of ne that work all right," he
declared at length, "and parts that don't. A couple |I'mnot set about.
Rermenber ol d Mar bl e?"

Sur e.
"She told us she could pull out these lists. Qut of her sleeve, |ike.
What was right and what wasn't. Wth ne, it's one thing at a tine."

"l can do that," Hamrerstone put in. "It's perfectly natural."
Chenille had both earrings off, and was rubbing her ears. "Can
you put these in your pocket, Hackun? | got no place to carry them"
"Sure," Auk said. He did not turn to | ook at her
"I could get a couple cards for themat Sard's. | could buy a good
wor sted gown and shoes, and eat at the pastry cook's till | was ready
to split."
"Li ke, there's this dinber punch,” Auk explained to Urus. "I
| earned it when | wasn't no bigger than a cobbler's goose, and
always did like it a lot. You don't swi ng, see? Culls always talk

about swinging at you, and they do. Only this is better. I'mnot sure
it still works, though."

His right fist caught Urus square in the nouth, knocking him
backward into the shiprock wall. Incus gasped.

"You sort of draw your armup and straighten it out," Auk
expl ai ned. Urus slunped to the tunnel floor. "Only with your weight
behind it, and your knuckles level. Look at them" He held them
out. "If your knuckles go up and down, that's all right, too. Only it's
a different punch, see?" Not as good, Bustard said. "Only not as
good, " Auk confirned.

I kin walk, big feller, he don't have to carry ne, nor kiss ne
nei t her.

The dead body at his feet, Auk decided, nust be sonebody el se.

Urus, maybe, or GCel ada.

Maytera Marble tried to decide how long it had been since she had
done this, entering _roof and when that evoked only a flood of
dripping ceilings and soaked carpets, _attic_.

A hundred and ei ghty-four years ago.

She could scarcely believe it--did not wish to believe it. A
graceful girl with |aughing eyes and industrious hands had cli nbed
this sanme stair, as she still did a score of times every day, wal ked
along this hall, and halted beneath this odd-|ooking door overhead,
reaching up with a tool that had been | ost now for nore than a century.

She snapped her new fingers in annoyance, producing a |oud and
em nently satisfactory clack, then returned to one of the roons that
had been hers and rumuaged t hrough her odds-and-ends drawer
until she found the big wooden crochet hook that she had sonetines
plied before di sease had deprived her of her fingers. Not these
fingers, to be sure.

Back in the hall, she reached up as the girl who had been herself
had and hooked the ring, wondering whinsically whether it had
forgotten how to drop down on its chain.

It had not. She tugged. Puffs of dust energed fromthe edges of
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the door above her head. The hall would have to be swept again.
She hadn't been up there, no one had--

A harder tug, and the door inclined reluctantly downward,
exposi ng a band of darkness. "Am | going to have to swing on you?"
she asked. Her voice echoed through all the enpty roons, |eaving
her sorry she had spoken al oud.

Anot her tug evoked squeal s of protest, but brought the bottom of
the door | ow enough for her to grasp it and pull it down; the folding
stair that was supposed to slide out when she did yielded to a hard pull.

I"lI'l oil this, she resolved. | don't care if there isn't any oil. I'll cut
up sonme fat fromthat bull and boil it, and skimoff the grease and strain
it, and use that. Because this _isn't_the last tinme. It is _not_.

She trotted up the folding steps in an energetic flurry of black bonbazi ne.

Just | ook how good ny leg is! Praise to you, Geat Pas

The attic was nearly enpty. There was never nuch |left when a
si byl died; what there was, was shared anong the rest in accordance
with her wi shes, or returned to her famly. For half a mnute,

Maytera Marble tried to recall who had owned the rusted trunk next
to the chimey, eventually running down the whole |list--every sibyl
who had ever lived in the cenoby--without finding a single tin trunk
arnong the associated facts.

The little gable wi ndow was cl osed and | ocked. She told herself
that she was being foolish even as she westled its stubborn catch
What ever it was that she had glinpsed in the sky while crossing the
pl ayground was gone, nust certainly be gone by this tine if it had
ever exi sted.

Probably it had been nothing but a cloud.

She had expected the window to stick, but the dry heat of the |ast
ei ght nonths had shrunk its ancient wood. She heaved at it with all
her strength, and it shot up so violently that she thought the gl ass
must break.

Silence followed, with a pleasantly chill w nd through the w ndow.
She |istened, then | eaned out to peer up at the sky, and at | ast
(as she had planned the whole tinme, having a lively appreciation of
the difficulty of proving a negative after so many years of teaching
smal | boys and girls) she stepped over the sill and out onto the thin
ol d shingles of the cenoby roof.

Was it necessary to clinb to the peak? She decided that it was,
necessary for her peace of mind at |east, though she wondered what
the quarter would say if sonebody saw her there. Not that it
mattered, and nost were off fighting anyhow. It wasn't as noisy as it
had been during the day, but you could still hear shots now and
then, like big doors shutting hard far away. Doors shutting on the
past, she thought. The cold wind flattened her skirt against her |egs
as she clinbed, and woul d have snatched off her coif had not one
hand clanped it to her snmooth netal head.

There were fires, as she could see easily fromthe peak, one just a
few streets away. Saddle Street or String Street, she decided,
probably Saddl e Street, because that was where the pawnbrokers
were. More fires beyond it, right up to the market and on the other
side, as was to be expected. Darkness except for a few lighted
wi ndows up on Pal atine Hill

Wi ch neant, nore surely than any runor or announcenent, that
Maytera M nt had not won. Hadn't won yet. Because the H Il would
burn, would be |ooted and burned as predictably as the sixth termin
a Fi bonacci series of ten was an eleventh of the whole. Wth the
Cvil Quard beaten, nothing--

Bef ore she could conplete the thought, she caught sight of it, way
to the south. She had been | ooking west toward the market and
north to the Palatine, but it was over the Orilla... No, |eagues
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south of that, way over the |lake. Hanging |ow in the southern sky
and, yes, opposing the wind in sone fashion, because the wi nd was
in the north, was bl owi ng cold out of the north where night was new,
because the wi nd nust have cone up, now that she cane to think of
it, only a few m nutes before while she had been in the pal aestra
cutting up the last of the neat and carrying it down to the root
cellar. She had cone upstairs again and found her hoarded w appi ng
papers bl own all over the kitchen, and shut the w ndow.

So this thing--this huge thing, whatever it night be--had been
over the city or nearly over it when she had glinpsed it above the
back wall of the ball court. And it wasn't being bl own south any
nmore, as a real cloud would be; if anything, it was creeping north
toward the city again, was creeping ever so slowy down the sky.

She watched for a full three minutes to make sure.

WAas creeping north like a beetle exploring a bow, |osing heart at
times and retreating, then inching forward again. It had been here,
had been over the city, before. O alnpbst over it, when the wi nd had
ri sen--had been taken unawares, as it seened, and bl own away over
the lake; and now it had collected its strength to return, wind or no w nd.

So briefly that she was not sure she had really seen it, sonething
flashed fromthe nonstrous dark flying bulk, a minute pinprick of
Iight, as though soneone in the shadowy skylands behind it had
squeezed an igniter

What ever it might be, there was no way for her to stop it. It would
cone, or it would not, and she had work to do, as she always did.
Water, quite a lot of it, would have to be punped to fill the wash
boil er. She picked her way back to the gabl e, wondering how mnuch
addi ti onal damage she had done to a roof by no means tight to begin with.

She woul d have to carry wood in, enough for a big fire in the
stove. Then she could wash the sheets fromthe bed she had died in
and hang themout to dry. If Maytera M nt came back (and Maytera
Mar bl e prayed very fervently that she woul d) she coul d cook
breakfast for her on the sane fire, and Maytera M nt night even
bring friends with her. The men, if there were any, could eat in the
garden; she would carry one of the |long tables and sone chairs out
of the palaestra for them Luckily there was still plenty of nmeat,

t hough she had cooked sone for Villus and given nore to his famly
when she had carried hi m hone.

She stepped back into the attic and cl osed the w ndow.

Her sheets woul d be dry by shadeup. She could iron them and put
t hem back on her bed. She was still senior sibyl--or rather, was
agai n senior sibyl, so both roons were hers, though she probably
ought to nobve everything into the big one.

Descendi ng the fol ding steps, she decided that she would | eave
them down until she oiled them She could cut off some fat and boi
it in a saucepan while the wash water was getting hot; the boiler
woul dn't take up the whole stove. By shadeup, the thing in the air
woul d be back, perhaps; if she stood in the nmddle of Silver Street
she night be able to see it quite clearly then, if she had tine.

Auk felt sure they had been tranping through this tunnel forever,
and that was funny because he coul d renenber when they had
turned off the other one to go down this one that they had been
goi ng down since Pas built the Worl, Urus spitting bl ood and
carrying the body, hinmself behind themin case Uus needed
Wi hnowi ng out, Dace and Bustard so they could talk to him then
Patera with the big soldier with the slug gun who had told them how
to wal k and made himdo it, and last Chenille in Patera's robe, with
O eb and her launcher. Auk would rather have wal ked with her and
had tried to, but it was no good.

He | ooked around at her. She waved friendly, and Bustard and
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Dace had gone. He thought of asking Incus and the sol dier what had
become of them but decided he didn't want to talk to them and she
was too far in back for a private chat. Bustard had nost |ikely gone
on ahead to | ook things over and taken the old man with him It
woul d be like Bustard, and if Bustard found sonething to eat he'd
bring hi mback sone.

Pray to Phaea, Maytera Mnt instructed him Phaea is the food
goddess. Pray to her, Auk, and you will surely be fed. He grinned at
her. "Good to see you, Maytera! | been worried about you." My
every god smle upon you, Auk, this day and every day. Her smile
turned the cold danp tunnel into a palace and replaced the watery
green glow of the crawing light with the golden flood that had
awakened him Wy should you worry about nme, Auk? | have
served the gods faithfully since | was fifteen. They will not abandon
me. No one has |less reason to worry than |I. "Maybe you coul d get
sone god to cone down here and wal k with us," Auk suggested.

Behind him Incus protested, " Auk , ny son!"

He made a rude noi se and | ooked around for Maytera M nt, but
she was gone. For a minute he thought she might have run ahead to
talk to Bustard, then realized that she had gone to fetch a god to
keep hi m conpany. That was the way she'd al ways been. The | east
little thing you happened to nmention, she'd junp up and do it if she
coul d.

He was still worried about her, though. If she was going to
Mai nframe to fetch a god, she'd have to pass the devils that nmade
trouble for people on the way, telling lies and pulling themoff the
Aureate Path. He should have asked her to go get Phaea. Phaea and
maybe a couple pigs. Jugs would |like some ham and he still had his
hanger and knife. He could kill a pig and cut it up, and di sh up her
ham Shag, he was hungry hinself and Jugs couldn't eat a whole pig.
They' d save the tongue for Bustard, he'd always |iked pig s tongue.
It was Phaesday, so Maytera would nost |ikely bring Phaea, and
Phaea general ly brought at |east one pig. Gods generally brought
what ever animal theirs was, or anyhow, pretty often

Pigs for Phaea. (You had to get themall right if you wanted to
| earn the new stuff next year.) Pigs for Phaea and |ions or anyhow
cats for Sphinx. Wio'd eat a cat? Fish for Scylla, but sone fish
woul d be all right. Little birds for Ml pe, and the old 'un had |imnmed
perches for 'em salted 'em and nade sparrow pi e when he'd got
enough. Bats for Tartaros, and ow s and nol es.

Mol es?

Suddenly and unpleasantly it struck Auk that Tartaros was the
under ground god, the god for mines and caves. So this was his
pl ace, only Tartaros was supposed to be a special friend of his and
| ook what had happened to him down here, he had made Tart aros
shaggy mad at hi m sonehow because his head hurt, his head wasn't
right, sonmething kept sliding and slipping up there Iike a needler
that woul dn't chanber right no matter how much you oiled it and
made sure every |last needle was as straight as the sun. He reached
under his tunic for his, but it wasn't right at all--was so wong, in
fact, that it wasn't there, though Maytera M nt was his nother and
in need of himand it.

"Poor Auk! Poor Auk!" Oreb circled above his head. The w nd
fromhis laboring wings stirred Auk's hair, but Oreb would not
settle on his shoul der, and soon flew back to Chenille.

It wasn't there any nore and neither was she. Auk wept.

The captain's salute was nmuch smarter than his torn and soil ed

green uniform "My nen are in position, My General. My floater is
patrolling. To reinforce the garrison by stealth is no | onger possible.
Nor will reinforcenent at the point of the sword be possible, unti
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we are dead."
Bi son snorted, tilting back the heavy oak chair that was tenporarily his.
Maytera M nt smiled. "Very good, Captain. Thank you. Perhaps
you had better get sone rest now. "
"I have slept, My General, though not long. | have eaten as well,
as you, | amtold, have not. Now | inspect ny nen at their posts.
When ny inspection is conplete, perhaps | shall sleep another hour,
with ny sergeant to wake ne."
"I"'d like to go with you," Maytera Mnt told him "Can you wait
five m nutes?"

"Certainly, My General. | am honored. But..."
She | ooked at himsharply. "Wat is it, Captain? Tell me, please."
"You yoursel f nust sleep, My CGeneral, and eat as well. O you
will be fit for nothing tonorrow "
"I will, later. Please sit down. W're tired, all of us, and you nust

be exhausted." She turned back to Bison. "W have a principle in the
Chapter, for sibyls like me and augurs like Patera Silk. Discipline,
it's called, and it comes froman old word for pupil or student. I|f
you're a teacher, as | am you nust have discipline in the classroom
before you can teach anything. If you don't, they'll be so busy
tal ki ng anong t hensel ves that they won't hear a thing that you say,
and draw pictures instead of doing the assignnent."

Bi son nodded.

Recal ling an incident fromthe year before, Maytera Mnt sniled
again. "Unless you've told themto draw pictures. If you' ve told
themto draw, they'll wite each other notes."

The captain snoothed his snmall nustache. "My CGeneral. W have
di scipline also, we officers and nmen of the Cvil Guard. The word is

the sane. The practice, | dare say, not entirely different."
"I know, but | can't use you to patrol the streets and stop the
looting. | wish | could, Captain. It would be very convenient, and no

doubt effective. But to many people the Guard is the eneny. There
woul d be a rebellion against our rebellion, and that's exactly what
we cannot afford."

She turned back to Bison. "You understand why this is needed,
don't you? Tell ne."

"We're robbing ourselves," he said.

His beard nade it difficult to read his expression, but she tried
and deci ded he was unconfortable. "Wat you say is true. The
peopl e whose houses and shops are being | ooted are our people,
too, and if they have to stay there to defend them they can't fight
for us. But that isn't all, is it? Wat else did you want to say?"

"Not hi ng, General ."

"You nust tell me everything." She wanted to touch him as she
woul d have touched one of the children at that nonent, but decided
it might be msconstrued. "Telling me everything when I ask you to
is discipline as well, if you like. Are we going to let the Guard be
better than we are?"

Bi son did not reply.

"But it's really nore inportant than discipline. Nothing is nore
important to us now than ny knowi ng what you think is inportant.

You and the captain here, and Zoril, and Kingcup, and all the rest."

When he still said nothing, she added, "Do you want us to fail, so
you won't be embarrassed, Bison? That is what is going to happen if
we won't share concerns and information: we will fail the gods and
die. Al of us, probably. Certainly | will, because | will fight unti
they kill me. What is it?"

"They're burning, too," he blurted. "The burning's worse than the
looting, a lot worse. Wth this wind, they' Il burn down the city if we
don't stop them And--and..."

"And what?" Maytera M nt nibbled her underlip. "And put out the
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fires that are raging all around the city already, of course. You're
right, Bison. You always are." She glanced at the door. "Teasel ? Are

you still out there? Cone in, please. | need you."
"Yes, Maytera."
"We're telling one another we should rest, Teasel. It seens to be

the convention of this night. You're not exenpt. You were quite il
only a few days ago. Didn't Patera Silk bring you the Peace of Pas?"

Teasel nodded solemly; she was a slender, pale girl of thirteen,
with delicate features and lustrous black hair. "On Sphi xday,
Maytera, and | started getting better right away."

"Sphi xday, and this is Hieraxday." Maytera M nt glanced at the
bl ue china clock on the sideboard. "Thelxday in a few hours, so we'l]l
call it Thel xday. Even so, |ess than a week ago you were in
i mm nent danger of death, and tonight you're running errands for
me when you ought to be in bed. Can you run one nore?"

"I'"'mfine, Mytera."

"Then find Lime. Tell her where | am and that | want to see her
just as soon as she can get away. Then go hone and go to bed.

_Home , | said. WII you do that, Teasel ?"
Teasel curtsied, whirled, and was gone.
"She's a good, sensible girl," Maytera Mnt told Bison and the

captain. "Not one of mine. Mne are older, and they're off fighting
or nursing, or they were. Teasel's one of Maytera Marble's, very
likely the best of them"

Bot h men nodded.

"Captain, | won't keep you waiting nmuch |longer. Bison, | had
begun to talk about discipline. I was interrupted, which served ne
right for being so long-winded. | was going to say that out of twenty

boys and girls, you can nake ei ghteen good students wi th discipline.
I can, and you could too. In fact you would probably be better at it
than | am with a little practice." She sighed, then forced herself to
sit up straight with her shoul ders back
"Of the remmining, two one will never be a good student. He
doesn't have it in him and all you can do is stop himfromunsettling
the others. The other one doesn't need discipline at all, or at |east
that's howit seens. Pas's own truth is that he's already disciplined
hi nsel f before you ever called the class to order. Do you understand nme?"
Bi son nodded.
"You're one of those. If you weren't, you wouldn't be ny
surrogate now. which you are, you know. If I amkilled, you nust
take charge of everything."
Bi son grinned, big white teeth flashing in the thicket of his black
beard. "The gods |ove you, Ceneral. Your getting killed' s one thing
| don't have to worry about."
She waited for a better answer.
"H erax forbid," Bison said at last. "I'll do ny best if it happens."”
"I know you will, because you always do. Wat you have to do is
find others like yourself. W don't have enough tine to establish
real discipline, though I w sh very nuch that we did. Choose nen
with needlers, won't need slug guns for this--older nmen, who won't
| oot thensel ves when they're sent to stop looters. Organize themin
groups of four, designate a | eader for each group, and have to tell--
"Don't forget this, it's extrenely inportant. Have themtel
everyone they neet that the | ooting and burning have to stop, and
they'll shoot anyone they find doing either."

She rose. "We'll go Captain. | want to see how you' ve arranged
this. 1've a great deal to learn and very little tine to learn it in.
Horn and Nettle, he with a captured slug gun and she with a

needl er, had stationed thenmsel ves outside the street door
"Horn, go in the house and find yourself a bed," Maytera M nt
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told him "That is an order. Wen you wake up, cone back here and
relieve Nettle if she's still here. Nettle, |I'mgoing around the
Al anbrera with the captain. |I'll be back soon."

The wind that chilled her face seened al nost supernatura
after so many nonths of heat; she nurnured thanks to Ml pe,
then recalled that the wind was fanning the fires Bison feared,
and that it might--that in some cases it npbst certainly woul d--spread
fire fromshop to stable to manufactory. That there was a
good chance the whole city would burn while she fought the
Ayuntami ento for it

"The Ayuntam ento. They aren't divine, Captain."

"l assure you, | have never imagined that they were, MW
General ." He guided her down a crooked street whose nane she
had forgotten, if she had ever known it; around its shuttered store
fronts, the wind whispered of snow.

"Since they aren't," she continued, "they can't possibly resist the
will of the gods for long. It is Echidna's will, certainly. | think we
can be sure it's Scylla's too."

"Also that of Kypris," he rem nded her. "Kypris spoke to nme, My
General, saying that Patera Silk nust be calde. | serve you because
you serve him him because he serves her."

She had scarcely heard him "Five old men. Four, if Hi s Cogni zance
is right, and no doubt he is. What gives themthe courage?"

"l cannot guess, My General. Here is our first post. Do you see it?"

She shook her head.

"Corporal!" the captain called. Hands clapped, and |ights ki ndl ed
across the street; a gleanm ng gun barrel protruded froma second-fl oor
wi ndow. The captain pointed. "W have a buzz gun for this
post, as you see, My General. A buzz gun because the street offers
the nost direct route to the entrance. The angle affords us a
| ongitudinal field of fire. Down there," he pointed again, "a step or
two nore, and we could be fired upon from an upper w ndow of the
Al anbrera. "

"They could cone down this street, straight across Cage, and go
into the Al anbrera?"

"That is correct, My CGeneral. Therefore we will not go farther
This way, please. You do not object to the alley?"

"Certainly not."

How strange the service of the gods was! \Wen she was only a
girl, Muytera Mckorange had told her that the gods' service meant
m ssing sleep and neal s, and had nade her give that response each
time she was asked. Now here she was; she hadn't eaten since
breakfast, but by Thel xi epeia's grace she was too tired to be hungry.

"The boy you sent off to bed." The captain chuckled. "He wll
sleep all night. Did you foresee that, My General ? The poor girl wll
have to remain at her post until norning."

"Horn? No nore than three hours, Captain, if that."

The alley ended at a wider steet. MII| Street, Maytera Mnt told
hersel f, seeing the forlorn sign of a dark coffee shop called the MII.
MIIl Street was where you could buy odd | engths of serge and tweed cheaply.

"Here we are out of sight, though not hidden fromsentries on the
wal | . Look." He pointed again. "Do you recognize it, My General ?"

"I recognize the wall of the Al anbrera, certainly. And | can see a
floater. Is it yours? No, it can't be, or they'd be shooting at it, and
the turret's mssing."

"It is one of those you destroyed, My General. But it is mine now
| have two men init." He halted. "Here | |eave you for perhaps three
mnutes. It is too dangerous for us to proceed, but | nust see that al
is well with them"

She et himtrot away, waiting until he had al nost reached the
di sabl ed fl oater before she began to run herself, running as she had
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so often pictured herself running in ganes with the children at the
pal aestra, her skirt hiked to her knees and her feet flying, the fear of
i npropriety gone who could say where

He junped, caught the edge of the hole where the turret had
been, pulled hinself up and rolled over, vanishing into the disabl ed
floater. Seeing him she felt | ess confident that she could do it too.

Fortunately she did not have to; when she was still half a dozen
strides away, a door opened in its side. "I did not think you would
remai n behind, My General," the captain told her, "though | dared
hope. You nust not risk yourself in this fashion."

She nodded, too breathless to speak, and ducked into the floater
It was cranped yet strangely roofless, the crouchi ng Guardsnen
clearly ill at ease, trained to snap to attention but conpressed by
circunstance. "Sit down," she ordered them "all of you. W can't
stand on formality in here."

That word _stand_ had been unwi sely chosen, she reflected. They
sat anyway, with nuttered thanks.

"This buzz gun, you see, My General," the captain patted it, "once
it belonged to the commander of this floater. He missed you, so it is
yours."

She knew not hi ng about buzz guns and was curious despite her
fatigue. "Does it still operate? And do you have," at a | oss, she

waved a vague hand, "whatever it shoots?"
"Cartridges, My General. Yes, there are enough. It was the fue
that exploded in this floater, you see. They are not |ike soldiers,
these floaters. They are like taluses and nust have fish oil or
pal mnut oil for their engines. Fish oil is not so nice, but we enpl oy
it because it is less costly. This floater carried sufficient amrunition
for both guns, and there is sufficient still."
"I want to sit there." She was |ooking at the officer's seat. "May |?"
"Certainly, My General." The captain scranbled out of her way.
The seat was astonishingly confortable, deeper and softer than
her bed in the cenoby, although its scorched uphol stery snelled of
snoke. Not astonishing, Maytera Mnt told herself, not really. To
be expected, because it had been an officer's seat, and the Ayuntam ento

treated officers well, knowing that its power rested on
them that was sonmething to keep in mnd, one nore thing she nust
not forget.

"Do not touch the trigger, My General. The safety catch is
di sengaged. " The captain reached over her shoul der to push a snall
lever. "Now it is engaged. The gun will not fire."

"This spider web thing." She touched it instead. "Is it what you cal
the sight?"

"Yes, the rear sight, My General. The little post you see at the end
of the barrel, that is the front sight. The gunner aligns the two, so
that he sees the top of the post in one or another of the small rectangles."”

"l see."

"Hi gher rectangles, My General, if the target is distant. To left or
right if there is a strong wind, or because the gun favors one side or
anot her."

She | eaned back in the seat and allowed herself, for no nore than
a second or two, to close her eyes. The captain was saying
sonet hi ng about night vision, short bursts hitting nore than | ong
ones, about fields of fire.

Fire was eating up sonebody's hone while he tal ked, and Line
(if Teasel had found her quickly and she hadn't been far) was
| ooking for her right now, going fromsentry post to post to post to
post. Looking for her and asking people at each post whether they
had seen her, whether they knew where the next one was and
whet her they woul d take her there because of the fires, because
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Bi son had known, had rightly known that the fires nust be put out

but had been afraid to say it because he had known his people

couldn't do it, could not, men and wonen who had fought so |ong

and hard already all day, fight fires tonight and fight again tonorrow.

Bi son who nade her feel so strong and conpetent, whose thick

and curling black beard was | onger than her hair. Mytera Mckorange

had warned her about going w thout her coif, which was not

just against the rule but stimulating to a great nany nen who were

aroused by the sight of wonen's hair, particularly if |ong. She had

| ost her coif sonmewhere, had gone without it though her hair was

short, though it had been cropped short on the first day, all of it.
She fled Maytera Mockorange's anger down dark cold halls full of

sudden turnings until she found Auk, who reninded her that she

was to bring himthe gods.

"I am Col onel Qosik, Calde," Silk's visitor informed him He was a
big man, so tall and broad that Shell was hidden by his green-uniformed bul k.
"The officer who directs this brigade," Silk offered his hand. "In
command. |s that what you say? |'m Patera Silk."
"You have faniliarized yourself with our organization." Oosik sat
down in the chair Shell had carried in earlier.
"Not really. Are those ny cl othes you have?"
"Yes." Qosik held themup, an untidy black bundle. "W will
speak of them presently, Calde. If you have made no study of our
organi zation charts, howis it you know ny position?"
"l saw a poster." Silk paused, remenbering. "I was going to the
| ake with a woman naned Chenille. The poster announced the
formation of a reserve brigade. It was signhed by you, and it told
anyone who wanted to join it to apply to Third Bri gade Headquarters.
Patera Shell was kind enough to |l ook in on nme a few m nutes
ago, and he happened to nention that this was the Third Bri gade.

After he had gone, | recalled your poster.”
Shell said hurriedly, "The colonel was in the captain's room when
I got there, Patera. | told themI'd wait, but he made nme cone in

and asked what | wanted, so | told him"

"Thank you," Silk said. "Please return to your mantei on at once,
Patera. You've done everything that you can do here tonight."
Trying to freight the words with significance, he added, "It's already
late. Very late."

"l thought, Patera--"

"Go," Oosik tugged his droopi ng nustache. "Your cal de and
have delicate matters to discuss. He understands that. So should you."

"1 thought--"

"Go!" Oosik had scarcely raised his voice, yet the word was |ike
the crack of a whip. Shell hurried out.

"Sentry! Shut the door."

The nustache was tipped with white, Silk observed; Oosik wound
it about his index finger as he spoke. "Since you have not studied our
organi zation, Calde, you will not know that a brigade is the
command of a general, called a brigadier."

"No." Silk admitted. "I've never given it any thought."

"In that case no explanation is necessary. | had planned to tel
you, so that each of us would know where we stand, that though |
am a nere colonel, an officer of field grade," Qosik released his

must ache to touch the silver osprey on his collar, "I comand ny
bri gade exactly as a brigadier would. | have for four years. Do you
want your cl ot hes?"

"Yes. I'd like to get dressed, if you'll let nme."

Qosi k nodded, though it was not clear whether his nod was mneant
to express pernission or understanding. "You are nearly dead,
Cal de. A needl e passed through your lung."
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"Nevertheless, |1'd feel better if | were up and dressed." It was a
lie, although he wished fervently that it were true. "I'd be sitting on
this bed then, instead of Iying init; but |'ve got nothing on."

Qosi k chuckl ed. "You w sh your shoes as wel|?"

"My shoes and ny stockings. My underwear, ny trousers, ny
tunic, and ny robe. Please, colonel."

The corners of the nustache tilted upward. "Dressed, you might
easily escape, Calde. Isn't that so?"

"You say |'m near death, Colonel. A man near death mi ght
escape, | suppose; but not easily."

"W have handl ed you roughly here in the Third, Calde. You
have been beaten. Tortured."

Sil k shook his head. "You shot nme. At |east, | suppose that it was
one of your officers who shot ne. But |'ve been treated by a doctor
and installed in this confortable room No one has beaten ne."

"Wth your |eave." Oosik peered at him "Your face is bruised.
assuned that we had beaten you."

Si | k shook his head, pushing back the nenory of hours of
i nterrogation by Councillor Potto and Sergeant Sand.

"You do not wish to explain the source of your bruises. You have
been fighting, Calde, a shaneful thing for an augur. O boxing.

Boxi ng woul d be pernissible, | suppose."

"Through ny own carel essness and stupidity, | fell down a flight of
stairs," Silk said.

To his surprise, Oosik roared with |aughter, slapping his knee.
"That is what our troopers say, Calde," he wiped his eyes, stil
chuckling, "when one has been beaten by the rest. He says he fel
down the barracks stairs, alnobst always. They don't want to
confess that they've cheated their conrades, you see, or stolen
fromthem"

"In ny case it's the truth." Silk considered. "I had been trying to
steal, though not to cheat, two days earlier. But | really did fal
down steps and bruise ny face."

"I am happy to hear you haven't been beaten. Qur men do it

sonmetines without orders. | have known themto do it when it was
contrary to their orders, as well. | punish themfor that severely, you
may be sure. In your case, Calde," OQosik shrugged. "I sent out an

of fi cer because | required better information concerning the
progress of the battle before the Al anbrera than ny glass could give
me. | had nmade provisions for wounded and for prisoners. | needed

to | earn whether they would be sufficient.”

"l understand."

"He cane back with you." Oosik sighed. "Now he expects a nedal
and a pronotion for putting me in this very difficult position. You
under stand ny probl em Cal de?"

"I'"'mnot sure | do."

"W are fighting, you and |I. Your followers, a hundred thousand
or nore, against the Cvil Guard, of which | ama senior officer, and
a few thousand soldiers. Either side may win. Do you agree?"

"l suppose so," Silk said.

"Let us say, for the nonment, that it is mne. | do not intend to be
unfair to you, Calde. W will discuss the other possibility in a
monent. Say that the victory is ours, and | report to the Ayuntam ento
that you are ny prisoner. | will be asked why | did not
report it earlier, and | nmay be court-nartialed for not having
reported it. If | amfortunate, ny career will be destroyed. If | am
not, | may be shot."

"Then report it," Silk told him "by all means."

Qosi k shook his head again, his big face gl oonier than ever
"There is no right course for ne in this, Calde. No right course at all
But there is one that is clearly wong, that can lead only to disaster,
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and you have advised it. The Ayuntam ento has ordered that you be
killed on sight. Do you know t hat?"

"I had anticipated it." Silk discovered that his hands were cl enched
beneath the quilt. He made hinsel f rel ax.

"No doubt. Lieutenant Tiger should have killed you at once. He
didn't. May | be frank? | don't think he had the stomach for it. He
denies it, but | don't think he had the stonmach. He shot you. There
you lay, an augur in an augur's robe, gasping like a fish and bl eedi ng
fromthe nouth. One nore shot would be the end." OQosi k shrugged.

"No doubt he thought you would die while he was bringing you in.
Most men woul d have."

"I see," Silk said. "He'll be in trouble nowif you tell the
Ayunt am ento that you have ne, alive."

"1 _wll beintrouble.” Oosik tapped his chest with a thick

forefinger. "I will be ordered to kill you, Calde, and | will have to do
it. If we lose after that, your woman M nt will have nme shot, if she
doesn't |ight upon sonething worse. If we win, | will be marked for

life. I will be the man who killed Silk, the augur who was, as the city

firmy believes, chosen by Pas to be calde. If it is wise, the
Ayuntam ento will disavow ny actions, court-martial ne, and have
me shot. No, Calde, | will not report that | hold you. That is the |ast
thing that | will do."

"You said that the Guard and the Arny--1've been told there are
seven thousand soldiers--are fighting the people. Wiat is the
strength of the Guard, Colonel?" Silk strove to recall his conversation
wi th Hammerstone. "Thirty thousand, approxi nately?"

"Less."

"Some Quardsnen have deserted the Ayuntam ento. | know that
for a fact."

Qosi k nodded gl oomi |y.

"May | ask how many?"

"A few hundred, perhaps, Calde."

"Wbul d you say a thousand?"

For half a mnute or nore, Qosik did not speak; at last he said, "I
amtold five hundred. If that is correct, alnost all have conme from
my own brigade. "

"l have sonething to show you," Silk said, "but | have to ask you
for a promse first. It's sonething that Patera Shell brought ne,
and | want you to give nme your word that you won't harm himor
the augur of his manteion, or any of their sibyls. WIIl you prom se?"

Qosi k shook his head. "I cannot disobey if | amordered to arrest
them Patera."
"If you're not ordered to." It should give themanple tine to

| eave, Silk thought. "Promise ne that you won't do anything to them
on your own initiative."

Qosi k studied him "You are offering your information very
cheaply, Calde. W don't bother you religious, except under the
nost severe provocation."

"Then | have your word as an officer?"

Oosi k nodded, and Silk took the Prolocutor's letter from under
his quilt and handed it to him He unbuttoned a shirt pocket and got
out a pair of silver-rimed glasses, shifting his position slightly so
that the light fell upon the letter

In the silence that followed, Silk reviewed everything Oosik had
sai d. Had he made the right decision? Oosik was anbitious--had
probably volunteered to take charge of the reserve brigade as well
as his own in the hope of gaining the rank and pay to which his
position entitled him He mght be, in fact he al nbst certainly was,
underestimating the fighting capabilities of soldiers |ike Sand and
Hamrer st one; but he was sure to know a great deal about those of
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the Gvil Guard, in which he had spent his adult life; and he was
considering the possibility that the Ayuntanmi ento would | ose. The
Prolocutor's letter, with its inplications of increased support for
Maytera M nt, might tilt the bal ance.

O so Silk hoped.

Oosi k | ooked up. "This says Lenur's dead."

Si | k nodded.

"There have been runors all day. What if your Prolocutor is
sinply repeating then"

"He's dead." Silk nade the statement as forceful as he coul d,
fortified by the know edge that for once there was no need to hedge
the truth. "You' ve got a glass, Colonel. You nust. Ask it to find
Lenmur for you."

"You saw hi m di e?"

Si | k shook his head, saying, "I saw his body, however," and Oosik
returned to the letter

Too nuch bol dness could ruin everything; it would be worse than
useless to try to make Oosi k say or do anything that could be
brought up against himlater.

Qosi k put down the letter. "The Chapter is behind you, Calde. |
suspected as much, and this nmakes it very plain."

"I't is now, apparently." Here was a chance for Qosik to declare

hinself. "If you suspected it before you read that letter, Colonel, it
was doubly kind of you to let Patera Shell in to see ne."

"I didn't, Calde. Captain Gecko did."

"l see. But you'll keep your prom se?"

"I ama man of honor, Calde." Qosik refolded the letter and put it
in his pocket with his glasses. "I will also keep this. Neither of us

woul d want anyone else to read it. One of my officers, particularly.”
Sil k nodded. "You' re welconme to."
"You want your clothes back. No doubt you would |ike to have
the contents of your pockets as well. Your beads are in there,
think. | imagine you would Iike to tell themas you lie here."
"I would, yes. Very much."
"There are needlers, too. One is like the one with which you were
shot. There is also a snmaller one that seens to have bel onged to a
woman naned Hyacinth."

"Yes," Silk said again.

"I see | know her, if she is the Hyacinth I'mthinking of. An
am able girl, as well as a very beautiful one. | lay with her on
Phaesday. "

Silk shut his eyes.

"I did not set out to give you pain, Calde. Look at ne. I'"'mold

enough to be your father, or hers. Do you imagi ne she sends ne
| ove letters?"
"I's that...?"
"What one of the letters in your pocket is?" Oosik nodded
solemmly "Captain Gecko told nme the seals had not been broken
when he found them Quite frankly, | doubted him | see that |
shoul d not have. You have not read them"
"No," Silk said.
"Captain CGecko has, and |I. No one el se. Gecko can be discreet
if | order it, and a man of honor nmust be a man of discretion, also.
O herwi se he is worse than usel ess. You did not recogni ze her seal ?"
Sil k shook his head. "I've never gotten a letter from her before.
"Cal de, | have never gotten one at all." Oosik tugged his
must ache. "You would be well advised to keep that before you. Many
letters fromwonen over the years, but never one fromher. | say
again, | envy you."
"Thank you," Silk said.
"You | ove her." Qosik |eaned back in his chair. "That is not a

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%20...2002%20-%20Calde%200f%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (99 of 189) [1/17/03 3:59:38 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gene%20Wol fe/Wolfe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62002%20-%20Ca de%6200f %20the%20L ong%20Sun. txt

question. You may not know it, but you do." H's voice softened. "I
was your age once, Calde. Do you realize that in a nonth it may be
over ?"

"In a day it may be over," Silk admtted. "Sonetines | hope it will be."

"You fear it, too. You need not say so. | understand. | told you
knew her and it gave you pain, but I do not want you to think, later,
that | have been | ess than honest. | am being equally honest now.
Brutally honest with nyself. My pride. | amnothing to her."

"Thank you again," Silk said.

"You are welcone. | do not say that she is nothing to ne. | am not
a man of stone. But there are others, several who are nuch nore
To explain woul d be of fensive."

"Certainly you don't have to go into details unless you want ne to
shrive you. May | see her letter?"

"In a noment, Calde. Soon | will give it to you to keep. | think so,
at least. There is one further matter to be dealt with. You chanced
to nention a wonan called Chenille. | know a woman of that nane,

too. She lives in a yellow house."

Silk smled and shook his head.

"That does not pain you at all. She is not the Chenille you took to
t he | ake?"

"I was amused at nyself--at my stupidity. She told me she had
entertai ned colonels; but until you said you knew her, it had never
entered ny mnd that you were alnobst certain to be one of them
There can't be a great many."

"Seven besides nysel f." Oosik rummged in the bundl e of clothing
and produced Miusk's big needler and Hyacinth's small, gol d-plated
one. After holding themup so that Silk could see them he laid them
on the w ndowsil |

"The little one is hers,” Silk said. "Hyacinth's. Could you see that
it's returned to her?"

Qosi k nodded. "I shall send it by a nutual acquai ntance. Wat
about the | arge one?"
"The owner's dead. | suppose it's mne now "

"I amtoo well mannered to ask if you killed him but | hope he
was not one of our officers.”
"No," Silk said, "and no. | confess | was tenpted to kill himsevera
times--as he was undoubtedly tenpted to kill ne--but | didn't. I've
only killed once, in self-defense. May | read Hyacinth's |l etter now?"
"If 1 can find it." QOosik funbled through Silk's clothes again, then
held up both the letters Silk had taken fromthe mantel in the manse
that norning. "This other is from another augur. You have no
interest init?"

"Not as nmuch, I'mafraid. Wwo is it?"
"I have forgotten." Qosik extracted the letter fromits envel ope
and unfolded it. "' Patera Renpbra, Coadjutor.' He w shes to see

you, or he did. You were to conme to his suite in the Prolocutor's
Pal ace yesterday at three. You are nore than a day | ate already,
Cal de. Do you want it?"

"l suppose so," Silk said; and Qosik tossed it on the bed.

Qosi k rose, holding out Hyacinth's letter. "This one you will not
wish to read while | watch, and | have urgent nmatters to attend to.
may | ook in on you again, later this evening. Mich later. If | amtoo
busy, | will see you in the norning, perhaps." He tugged his
mustache. "WIIl you think me a fool if |I say | w sh you well, Calde?
That if we were no | onger opponents | should consider your
friendship an honor?"

"I'"d think you were an estinable, honorable man," Silk told him
"which you are.”

"Thank you, Calde!" Oosik bowed, with a click of his booted heels.
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" Col onel ?"
"Your beads. | had forgotten. You will find themin a pocket of
the robe, | feel sure." Qosik turned to go, but turned back. "A

matter of curiosity. Are you famliar with the Pal ati ne, Cal de?"

Silk's right hand, holding Hyacinth's letter, had begun to trenble;
he pressed it against his knee so that Cosik would not see it. "I've
been there." By an effort of will, he kept his voice al nost steady.
"Why do you ask?"

"COften, Cal de?"

"Three times, | believe." It was inpossible to think of anything but
Hyacinth; he could as easily have said fifty, or never. "Yes, three
times--once to the Pal ace, and twice to attend sacrifice at the Gand
Mant ei on. "

"Nowhere el se?"

Si | k shook his head.

"There is a place having a wooden figure of Thel xi epeia. As an
augur, you may know where it is."

"There's an onyx inmage in the Grand Mantei on--"

Qosi k shook his head. "In Ermine's, to the right as one enters the
sellaria. One sees an arch with greenery beyond it At the rear,
there is a pool with goldfish. She stands by it holding a mrror. The
lighting is arranged so that the pool is reflected in her mrror, and
her mirror in the pool. It is nmentioned in that letter." Oosik turned
upon hi s heel

"Col onel, these needlers--"

He paused at the door. "Do you intend to shoot your way to
freedom Calde?" Wthout waiting for Silk's reply he went out,
| eaving the door ajar behind him Silk heard the sentry cone to
attention, and Qosik say, "You are disnissed. Return to the
guardroom i mredi atel y. "

Silk's hands were still shaking as he unfol ded Hyacinth's letter; it
was on stationery the color of heavy cream scrawed in violet ink,
with many flourishes.
<bl ockquot e>
O W Darling We Flea:

I call you so not only because of the way you sprang from
my w ndow, but because of the way you hopped into ny
bed! How your |onely bloss has |onged for a note from you!!

You ni ght have sent one by the kind friend who brought you
my gift, you know
</ bl ockquot e>

That had been Doctor Crane, and Doctor Crane was dead--had
died in his arns that very norning.

<bl ockquot e>

Now you have to tender ne your thanks and so much nore,
when next we neet! Don't you know that little place up on
the Pal ati ne where Thel x holds up a mirror? _Hieraxday._.
<p cl ass=r>Hy

</ bl ockquot e>

Silk closed his eyes. It was foolish, he told hinmself. Uterly foolish
The sem literate scribbling of a wonan whose education had ended
at fourteen, a girl who had been given to her father's superior as a
househol d servant and concubi ne, who had scarcely read a book or
witten a letter, and was trying to flirt, to be arch and girlish and
charm ng on paper. How his instructors at the schola woul d have sneered!
Utterly foolish, and she had called himdarling, had said she
|l onged for him had risked conprom sing herself and Doctor Crane
to send himthis.
He read it again, refolded it, and returned it to its envel ope, then
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pushed aside the quilt and got up

Qosi k had intended himto go, of course--had intended himto
escape, or perhaps to be killed escaping. For a few seconds he tried
to guess which. Had Oosik been insincere in speaking of friendship?
Qosi k was capabl e of any quantity of double-dealing, if he was any
j udge of nen.

It did not natter.

He took his clothing fromthe chair and spread it on the bed. If
Qosi k intended himto escape, he nust escape as Qosik intended. If
Qosi k intended himto be killed escaping, he nust escape just the
same, doing his best to remain alive

H's tunic was crusted with his own bl ood and conpletely
unwear abl e; he threw it down and sat on the bed to pull on his
undershorts, trousers, and stockings. Wen he had tied his shoes,
he rose and jerked open a drawer of the bureau

Most of the tunics were cheerful reds and yell ows; but he found a
bl ue one, apparently never worn, so dark that it night pass for black
under any but the closest scrutiny. He laid it on the pillow beside the
letters, and put on a yellow one. The closet yielded a small traveling
bag. Slipping both letters into a pocket, he rolled up his robe,
stuffed it into the bag, and put the dark blue tunic on top of it.

The nagazi ne status pin of the big needler indicated it was
| oaded; he opened the action anyway trying to recall how Auk had
held his that night in the restaurant, and remenbering at the |ast
moment Auk's adjuration to keep his finger off the trigger. The
magazi ne appeared to be full of |ong, deadly-Iooking needles, or
nearly full. Auk had said his needler held how many? A hundred or
nmore, surely; and this big needler that had been Miusk's nust hold at
| east as many if not nore. It was possible, of course, that it had been
di sabled in sone way.

There was no one in the hall outside. Silk closed the door, and
after a nmonment's thought put the quilt against its bottom and shut
t he wi ndow, then sat down on the bed, sick and horribly weak.

When had he eaten |ast?

Very early that nmorning, in Lima, with Doctor Crane and that
captai n whose nane he had never |earned or had forgotten, and the
captain's nmen. Kypris had granted anot her theophany, had
appeared to them and to Maytera Marble and Patera Gul o, and
they had been full of the wonder of it, all three of themnewy conme
to religious feeling, and feeling that no one had ever cone to it
before. He had eaten a very good onel et, then several slices of hot,
fresh bread with country butter, because the cook, roused from
sl eep by a trooper, had popped the | oaves that had been rising
overnight into the oven. He had drunk hot, strong coffee, too;
coffee lightened with creamthe color of Hyacinth's stationery and
sweet ened with honey froma white, blue-flowered bow passed to
hi m by Doctor Crane, who had been putting honey on his bread.

Now Doct or Crane was dead, and so was one of the troopers, the
captain and the other trooper nost |likely dead too, killed in the
fighting before the Al anbrera

Silk lifted the big needler

Sonmeone had told himthat he, too, should be dead--he coul d not
renenber whether it had been the surgeon or Col onel Qosi k.

Perhaps it had been Shell, although it did not seemthe sort of thing
that Shell woul d say.

The needler would not fire. He tugged its trigger again and
returned it to the windowsill, congratulating himself on having
resolved to test it; saw that he had left the safety catch on, pushed it
off, took aimat a |arge bottle of col ogne on the dresser, and
squeezed the trigger. The needler cracked in his hand like a
bul lwhip and the bottl e exploded, filling the roomwi th the clean
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scent of spruce.

He reapplied the safety and thrust the needler into his waistband
under the yellow tunic. If Misk's needl er had not been di sabl ed,
there was no point in testing Hyacinth's snall one, too. He nade
sure its safety catch was engaged, forced hinself to stand, and
dropped it into his trousers pocket.

One thing nore, and he could go. Had the young nman whose
bedroom this was never witten anything here? Looking around, he
saw no witing materials.

What of the owner of the perfunmed scarf? She would wite to
him al nost certainly. A wonman who cared enough to drop a silk
scarf fromher wi ndow would wite notes and letters. And he would
keep them concealing them sonmewhere in this roomand replying in
notes and letters of his own, though perhaps |less frequently. The
study, if there was one, would belong to his father. Even a library
woul d not be sufficiently private. He would wite to her here,
surely, sitting--where?

There had been no chair in the roomuntil Shell brought one. The
occupant could only have sat on the bed or the floor, assum ng that
he had sat at all. Silk sat down again, imagined that he held a quill,
pushed aside the chair Shell had put in front of the little night table,
and pulled it over to him Its shallow drawer held a packet of
not epaper, a discolored scrap of flannel, a few envel opes, four
quills, and a small bottle of ink

Choosing a quill, he wote:
<bl ockquot e>
Sir, events beyond ny control have forced ne to occupy
your bedchanber for several hours, and | fear | have broken
a bottle of your cologne, and stained your sheets. In extrene

need, | have, in addition, appropriated two of your tunics
and your snmmllest traveling bag. | amheartily sorry to have
i mposed on you in this fashion. | amconpelled, as
i ndi cat ed.
When peace and order return to our city, as | pray that
they soon will, | will endeavor to | ocate you, nake restitution,
and return your property. Alternately, you may apply
to ne, at any tine you find convenient. | amPa. Silk, of Sun Street

</ bl ockquot e>

For a | ong nonent he paused, considering, the feathery end of the
gray goose-quill tickling his lips. Very well

Wth a final dip into the ink, he added a comma and the word
_Calde_ after "Sun Street," and wi ped the quill.

Restoring the quilt to the bed, he opened the door. The hall was
still enmpty. Back stairs brought himto the kitchen, in which it
appeared at | east a conpany had been foraging for food. The back
door opened on what seemed, from what he coul d see by skylight,
to be a small formal garden; a white-painted gate was held shut by a
si mpl e hook.

Qut si de on Basket Street, he stopped to | ook back at the house he
had left. Mst of its windows were lit, including one on the second
fl oor whose lights were diming; his, no doubt. Distant expl osions
i ndicated the center of the city as well as anything coul d.

An officer on horseback who night easily have been the one who
had shot him gal | oped past without taking the |east notice. Two
streets nearer the Palatine, a hurrying trooper carrying a dispatch
box touched his cap politely.

The box might contain an order to arrest every augur in the city,
Sil k mused; the galloping officer might be bringing Qosik word of
anot her battle. It would be well, might in fact be of real value, for
himto read those di spatches and hear the news that the gall oping
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of ficer brought.

But he had al ready heard, as he wal ked, the npbst inportant
news, news pronounced by the nuzzles of guns: the Ayuntam ento
did not occupy all the city between this renpote eastern quarter and
the Pal ati ne. He would have to make his way along streets in which
Guardsnmen and Maytera M nt's rebels were sl aughtering each
other, return to the ones that he knew best--and then, presunably,
cross anot her di sputed zone to reach the Pal ati ne.

For the Guard would hold the Palatine if it held anything, and in
fact the captain had indicated only that norning that a full brigade
had scarcely sufficed to defend it Ml psday ni ght. Conbatants on
both sides would try to prevent him he mght be killed, and the
exertions he was naking this nonent might kill himas surely as any
slug. Yet he had to try, and if he |lived he would see Hyacinth tonight.

Hi s free hand had begun to draw Musk's needler. He forced it
back to his side, reflecting grimy that before shadeup he m ght
| earn sonme truths about hinself that he would not prefer to
i gnorance. Unconsciously, he increased his pace.

Men t hought thensel ves good or evil; but the gods--the Qutsider
especi al l y--nust surely know how nuch depended upon circunstance.
Woul d Musk, whose needl er he had nearly drawn a few
seconds before, have been an evil man if he had not served Bl ood?

M ght not Blood, for that natter, be a better man with Misk gone?
He, Silk, had sensed warnth and generosity in Blood beneath his
cunning and his greed, potentially at |east.

Sonet hi ng dropped fromthe sky, lighting on his shoul der so
heavily he nearly fell. "Lo Silk! Good Silk!"

"Oreb! Is it really you?"

"Bird back." Oeb caught a lock of Silk's hair in his beak and gave
it a tug.

"I'"'mvery glad--inmensely gl ad you' ve returned. \Were have you
been? How did you get here?"

"Bad place. Big hole!"

"It was | who went into the big hole, Oeb. By the lake, in that
shrine of Scylla's, renenber?”

Oreb's beak clattered. "Fish heads?"

Chapter 6 -- The Blind God

Oreb had eyed Dace's corpse hopefully when Urus let it fall to the

tunnel floor and spun around to shout at Hammrerstone. "Wy we

got to find hinP Tell ne that! Tell me, an' |I'll look till I can't shaggy
wal k, till | got to craw--"

"Pick it up, you." Wthout taking his eyes off Urus, Hammerstone
addressed Incus. "All right if I kill him Patera? Only | won't be able
to carry them both and shoot."

I ncus shook his head. "He has a point_, ny son, so |let us consider
it. _Qught_ we, as he inquires, continue to search for our friend Auk?"

"I''l'l leave it up to you, Patera. You're smarter than all of us,

smarter than the whole city'd be if you weren't living there. 1'd do
anything you say, and I'll see to it these bios do, too."
" _Thank_ you, ny son." Incus, who was exceedingly tired already,

| owered hinmself gratefully to the tunnel floor. "Sit _down_, all of you
We shall discuss this."
"I don't see why." Tired herself, Chenille grounded her |auncher
"Stony there does whatever you tell himto, and he could do for ne
and Urus like swatting flies. You say it and we'll do it. W'Ill have to.
"Sit _down_. My daughter, can't you see how very _illogical_vyou're
bei ng? You _maintain_ that you're forced to obey in _all things_,
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yet you will not oblige even the sinplest request."

"Al'l right." She sat; and Hamrentone, |aying a heavy hand on
Urus, forced himto sit, too

"Where Auk?" Oreb hopped optimstically across the danp gray
shi prock. "Auk where?" Although he could not have put the feeling
into words, Oeb felt that he was nearer Silk when he was with Auk
than in any other conpany. The red girl was close to Silk as well, but
she had once thrown a glass at him and Oeb had not forgotten

" Where_ indeed?" Incus sighed. "My daughter, you invite ne to be a
_despot _, but what you say is true. | might lord it over you both if I
chose. | need not lord it over our friend. _He_ obeys ne very wllingly,
as you have seen. But | am _not_, by inclination, training, or _native
character_inclined toward despotism A holy augur's part is to |ead
and to advise, to _conduct_ the laity to rich fields and _unfailing_
springs, if | may put it thus _poetically_.

"So let us_ review our position and take _council _, one with another
Then | will lead us in prayer, a fervent and _devout prayer, let it be,
to all the Nine, _inploring_ their guidance."

"Then we' |l decide?" Urus denmanded.

"Then _I_ will decide, nmy son." By an effort, Incus sat up straighter

"But first_, allowme to dispel certain fallacies that have already crept
into our deliberations." He addressed himself to Chenille. "_You_, ny
daughter, seek to accuse ne of despotism It is _inpolite_ , but
courtesy itself nmust at tinmes give way to the _sacred duty_ of
_correction_. May | renmind you that you , for the space of nearly two
days, tyrannized_us all aboard that m serable boat? Tyrannized _ne_
| argely by neans of our unfortunate friend, for whomwe have
al ready searched, as | would think, for nearly half a day?"

"I'"'mnot saying we ought to stop, Patera. That was him" She

pointed to Urus. "I want to find him"

"Be quiet , nmy daughter. | amnot yet finished with _you . | shal
come to him_ soon enough. Wiy , | inquire, did you so tyrannize us? |
say--"

"I was possessed! Scylla was in ne. You know that."

"No, no, ny daughter. It won't do . It is what you have _naintained_,
deflecting all criticismof your conduct with the same _shabby
defense. It shall serve you no |onger. You were _doni neering,

oppressive , and _brutal . Is that characteristic of _Qur Surging Scylla?_ |
affirmthat it is _not_. As we have trudged on, | have reviewed all that
is recorded of _her , both in the Chrasnologic Witings_ and in our
traditions |ikew se. _Inperious?_One can but agree. _|npetuous_ at
times, perhaps. But _never_ brutal, oppressive, or _domineering_." |ncus
si ghed again, renoved his shoes, and caressed his blistered feet.

" Those_evil traits, | say, ny daughter, _cannot_ have been _Scylla's_.
They were present _in you_when she arrived, and so deeply rooted
that she found it, | dare say, quite inmpossible to _expunge_ them

_Some_ there are, or so | have heard it said, who actually _prefer_

dom neering wonen, _unhappy_ nmen tw sted by nature beyond the

natural . Qur poor friend Auk, with all his nmanifest excellencies of
_strength_ and manly_courage, is one of those unfortunates, so it
would seem | am not_, ny daughter, and | thank Sweet Scylla for it!
Understand that for ny_ part, and for our tall friend' s here, as | dare
to say, we have not sought Auk for your sake, but for _his own ."

"Talk talk," Oreb nuttered.

"As for _you ," Incus shifted his attention to Urus, " _you_appear to
believe that it is only because of ny loyal friend _Hanmerstone_ that
you obey nme. It that not so?"

Urus stared sullenly at the tunnel wall to the left of Incus's face.

"You are _silent_," Incus continued. "Talk and nmore talk, conplains
our srmall feathered_ conpanion, and again, talk, talk and _talk . Not
i mpossi bly you concur. No, ny son, you _deceive_ yourself, as you
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have deceived yoursel f throughout what | feel _certain_ nust have

been a nost unhappy life." Incus drew Auk's needler and leveled it

at the silent Uus. "I have but little need_ of ny tall friend
Hamrer st one, where _you_ are concerned, and should this endless talk_ that
you conplain of end, you may find yourself |ess pleased than ever_

with that which succeeds it. | invite a coment ."

Urus shook his head. Hammrerstone clenched his big fists, clearly
itching to batter himinsensible.

"Nothing? In that case, ny son, | amgoing to take the opportunity
to tell you sonmething of nyself_ because | have been pondering that,
with many other things, while we wal ked, and it will bear upon what
I nmean to do, as you will see

"I was born to poor yet _upright_ parents, their fifth_ and final_ child.
At the time they were wed , they had nade _solemn pledge to Echidna
that they would furnish the immortal gods with an augur or a sibyl,
the ripest fruit_of their union and the nost perfect_of all _thank
offerings_ for it. OF ny older brothers and sisters, | shall say not hing.
_Nothing , that is to say, except that there was nothing to be hoped for
from _them. No nore _holy piety was to be discovered in the four of
themthan in four of those _horrid beasts_w th which you, ny son
proposed to attack us. | was born sone _seven years_ after ny
youngest sibling, Fenur. Conceive of ny parents' _delight , | invite
you, when the passing _days, weeks, nmonths_, and _years_ showed ever
nmore plainly my predilection_ for alife of _holy contenplation_, of

_worship_and _ritual _, far fromthe _bothersone exigencies_that trouble
the hours of nobst nmen. The schola, if | nay say it, wel coned ne

with arns outspread . Its warnmth_ was no |less than that with which |
inm turn, rushed to _it_. | was together pious_and _brilliant_, a
conbi nation not often found. Thus endowed , | gained the friendship

of _older nmen_ of tastes like to _ny own_, who were to extend
thenselves wthout stint_in nmy behalf followi ng ny designation_.

"I was infornmed, and you nay conceive of ny rapture_, ny _delight_,
that no less a figure than the _coadjutor_ had agreed to nmake nme his
prothonotary. Wth all ny heart | entered into nmy duties_ , drafting
and summari zing letters and depositions, stanping, filing, and
retrieving files, managing his _cal endar of appointnents , and a
hundred |i ke tasks."

Incus fell silent until Chenille said, "By Thel xi epeia | could sleep
for a week!" She | eaned back against the tunnel wall and cl osed her eyes.

"Where Auk?" Oreb demanded, but no one paid himthe | east attention

"We are all _exhausted , ny daughter. | not _less_than you, and
perhaps with nore _reason_, because ny legs are not so _long , nor am
I, by a decade and nore_, so young, nor so well fed."

"I"'mnot even a little bit well fed, Patera." Chenille did not open

her eyes. "I guess none of us are. | haven't had anything but water
since forever."

"When we were on that wetched Ilittle fishing boat, you _appropriated_
to yourself what food you w shed , and _all_that you wi shed, ny

daughter. You left to _Auk_and Dace, and even to _nme_, an anointed
augur, only such _scraps_ as you di sdai ned. But you have forgotten_

that, or say you have. | wish that | nmght forget it, too."
"Fi sh heads?"
Chenill e shrugged, her eyes still closed. "All right, Patera, I'm
sorry. | don't suppose we'll ever find any food down here, but if we
do, or when we get back hone, 1'll let you have first pick."
"I would refuse_ it, ny daughter. That is the point_| am striving_to
make. | becane His Emi nence's prothonotary, as | said. | entered the

_Prolocutor's Palace , not as an awestruck _visitor_, but as an _inhabitant .
Each norning | sacrificed _one squab_in the Private chapel  bel ow the
reception hall, chanting ny prayers to enpty chairs. Afterward, | enjoyed
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that same bird_at nmy luncheon. _Upon a nonthly basis , | shrove Patera
Bull, H s Cogni zance's prothonotary, as _he ne_. That was the whol e conpass
of my duties as an augur.

"But fromtinme to time, Hi s Eminence assigned to _nme_ such
errands as he felt, or feigned to feel, overdifficult for a boy . One
such brought me to that niserable village of _Lima_, as you know. |

was to search for _you , ny daughter, and it was nmy _ill luck_ to
succeed. Your own life, | suppose, has been, | will not say
_adventurous_, but _tumultuous . |Is that not so?"

"It's had its ups and downs," Chenille conceded.

" _Mne_ had not, with the result that | had assumed nyself
_incapable_. Had some god inforned nme," Incus paused to thrust
Auk' s needl er back into his waistband, then contenplated his
scabbed hands, "that | should be forced to serve as the _entire crew_ of
a fishing vessel, _bailing, nmaking sail, reefing_, and all the rest, and
this during a _tenpest_ as severe as any the Worl has ever seen, |
shoul d have called it _quite inpossible , declaring roundly that |
should die_ wthin an hour. | would have informed this wholly
supposititious divinity that | was a man of _intellect , now largely
affecting to be a man of prayer, for ny early piety had | ong since
given way to an advancing _scepticism. Had he suggested that | night

_yet becone a nman of action, | would have declared it to be _beneath_
me, and thought nyself profound."”

Urus said, "Well, if you didn't have a needler 'n this big chem
we'd see.”

I ncus nodded his agreenent, his round, plunp little face serious
and his protuberant teeth giving himsonething of the | ook of a
resol ute chiprnunk. "We would _indeed_. Therefore, | shall _kill_ you,
Urus ny son, or order Hammerstone to, whenever it appears that |
amliable to | ose either.”

"Bad man!" It was not inmmediately apparent whether O eb
i ntended | ncus or Urus.

Chenille said, "You don't really nean that, Patera."

"Ch, but | do, my daughter. Tell them Corporal. Do | mean what | say?"

"Sure, Patera. See, Chenille, Patera's a bio like you, and bios like
you and himare real easy to kill. You can't take chances, or him
either. You got a prisoner, he's got to toe the |line every ninute,
cause if you let himget away with anything, that's it. If it was up to
me, I'd kill himright now, and not chance sonething happening to Patera."

"W need himto show us how to get to the pit, and that door that
opens into the cellar of the Juzgado."

"Only we're not going to either one now, are we? And | know
where the Juzgado is if | can get nyself |located. So why shouldn't |
qui et hi mdown?" As if by chance, Hammerstone's slug gun was
pointing in Uus's direction; his finger found its trigger.

"W _have not_ been going to the pit, | amhappy to say," Incus told
them "It was _Auk_ who wi shed to go there, for no good reason that | _
coul d ever understand. _Unfortunately , we haven't been going to the
Juzgado, _either_, though it was to the Juzgado that Surging Scylla

directed us. | _amthe sole person present who _recollects_ her
instructions, possibly. But | _assure you_ it is so."
"Al'l right," Chenille said wearily, "I believe you."

"As you _ought , ny daughter, because it was _through your mouth_
that Scylla spoke. That very fact_brings me to another point. She
made Auk, Dace, and _myself_ her prophets, specifying that | amto
replace H s Cogni zance as _Prolocutor . Dace has _departed_this whorl,

so grievously infected by evil, for the richer life of Minfrane.
Succoring Scylla nmight recall him_if she chose_, perhaps. | _cannot_. If
our search for Auk_is to be given up, or at |east _postponed , and
confess there is _nuch_ that appeals to ne in that, only | _remain of

Scylla's three.
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"Earlier, _bedeviled by nmultiple interruptions, | _strove_ to explain
my position. Because neither of you has _patience_ for that explanation,
though it would occupy but a few nonents_ at nost, | shall _state_
it. Pay _attention_, both of you."

I ncus's voice strengthened. "I have awakened to nyself , both as
_man_ and as augur. A servant of Men, if you will. A servant of the

_gods_, nost particularly. You are three. One loves, two _hate ne. |
am not unaware of it."

"I don't hate you," Chenille protested. "You |l et me wear this when
I got cold. Auk doesn't hate you either. You just think that."

"Thank you, ny daughter. | was about to remark that from what
I"ve | earned fromny brother augurs concerni ng nanteions, the
proportion inplied is the one nost frequently seen, though our
_congregation_ is so nuch | ess nunerous. Very well, _nmy good people_,
| accept it. | shall do my best for each and for all, nonetheless,
trusting in a reward fromthe east."

"See?" Hammerstone nudged Chenille. "What'd | tell you? The
greatest man in the Worl ."

Oreb cocked his head at I|ncus. "Were Auk?"

"Nowhere to be found in that shining city we nane _Reason_, |
fear," Incus told himhalf hunorously. "He hail ed sonmeone. | _ saw
himdo it, though there was no one to be seen. After saluting this
_unseen being_, he dashed away. Qur good corporal pursued him as
you saw, but lost himin the _darkness ."

"These green lights don't work the way people think, see,
Chenille. People think they just crawl around all the tine and don't
care where they're at, only they're not really like that. If it's bright
one way and dark the other, they'll head for the dark, see? Rea
slow, but that's how they go. It's what keeps them spread out."

Chenill e nodded. "Urus said sonething about that."

"Inalittle place, they get everything worked out anong thensel ves
after a while and don't hardly nove except to get away from
the windows in the daytine, but in a big place like this they don't
ever settle down conpletely. Only they don't ever go down nuch
‘cause if they did, they' d get stepped on and broken real fast."

"Lots of these tunnels slope down besides the one Auk ran down,"
she objected, "and |'ve seen lights in them"

"Depends on how dark it is down there, and how steep the sl ope
is. If it's too steep, they won't go in there at all."

"It was pretty steep," Chenille conceded, "and we went down it
quite a ways, but later we took that one that went up, renenber? It
didn't go up as steep as the dark one went down, and it had lights,
but it clinbed Iike that for a long tine."

"I _think_, ny daughter--"

"So what |'ve been wondering is would Auk have gone back up
like we did? He was kind of out of it."

"He was _deranged ," Incus declared positively. "I would hope that
condition was only tenporary, but tenmporary or _not_, he was not
_rational ."

"Yeah, and that's why we took the tunnel that angl ed back up that
I was tal king about, Patera. W're not abram and we knew we
wanted to get back up to the surface, besides finding Auk. But if
Auk was abram .. To let you have the lily word, all you bucks
seem pretty abramto nme, nostly, so | didn't pay nuch attention
Only if he was, maybe he'd just keep on goi ng down, because that's
easier. He was running like you say, and it's pretty easy to run
downhi ll."

"There _may_ be sonething in what you suggest, ny daughter. W
must keep it in mnd, _if_ our discussion concludes that we should
continue our pursuit.
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"Now, may | _sumup? The _question_ is whether we are to continue,
or to break off our search, _at least tenporarily , and attenpt to return
to the sufface. Allow nme, please, to state both cases. | shall strive
for _concision_. If any of you has an _additional point_, you are free to

advance it when | have _concl uded_.
"I't would seemto ne that there is only one _cogent_reason to
_protract__ our search, and | have touched upon that _already_.
It is that Auk is one of the _triune prophets_ commi ssioned by
_Scylla . As a _prophet_he is a _theodidact_ of _inestinmable_ value, as

was Dace. It is for that reason, and for it alone, that | _instructed_

Hamrer stone to pursue himfollowi ng his precipitate departure. It is for that
reason _solely that | have prolonged the pursuit so far. For _| _, also, am
such a prophet. The only such prophet renmaining, as | have said."

"He's one of us," Chenille declared. "I was with himat Lima
before Scylla possessed nme, and | renenber hima little on the boat.
We can't just go off and | eave him™"

"Nor do | _propose to do so, ny daughter. Hear ne out, | beg you
W are _exhausted and fami shed_. Wen we return to the _surface_ with
Scylla's nmessages, in _fulfillnent_ of her will, we can gain rest and

food. Furthernmore , we can enlist others in the search. W will--"
Urus interrupted. "You said we could put in stuff of our own,
right? All right, how about ne? Do | get to talk, or are you goin' to
have the big chem shoot me?"
Incus smiled gently. "You nust understand, mnmy son, that as your

spiritual guide, I _love_ vyou no |less and no nore than the others.
have threatened your life only as the _|aw_does, for your correction.
_Speak_."

"Well, | don't love Auk, only if you want to get himback it |ooks

to ne like you're goin' about it wong. He wanted us to go to the pit,
renmenber? So maybe now that he's gone off by hinself that's
where. We could go 'n see, 'n there's lots of bucks there that know

these tunnels as well as ne, so why not tell 'em what happened 'n
get '"emto | ook too?"

I ncus nodded, his face thoughtful. "It is a suggestion worthy of
consi deration."

"They' || eat us," Chenille declared.

"Fish head?" Oreb fluttered to her shoul der

"Yeah, like you'd eat a fish head, Oreb. Only we'd have to have
fish heads to do it."

"They won't eat nme," Hammerstone told her. "They won't eat
anybody | say not to eat, either, while |I'm around."

"Now let us pray ." Incus was on his knees, hands clasped behind
him "Let us petition the _inmmrtal gods_, and Scylla _particularly_, to
rescue both Auk and _ourselves , and to guide us in the ways they
woul d have us go."

"I twigged you don't buy that any nore."

"I have _encountered_Scylla," Incus told Uus solemly. "I have seen
for myself the nmjesty and _power_ of that very great goddess. How
could I lack belief now?" He contenplated the voided cross suspended

fromhis prayer beads as if he had never seen it before. "I
have suffered, too, on that wetched boat and in these _detestable_
tunnels. | have been in terror of ny life. It is hunger and fear that
direct us toward the gods, ny son. | have |learned that, and | wonder
that _you , suffering as you clearly have, have not turned to them | ong
ago.

"How do you know | haven't, huh? You don't know a shaggy
thing about nme. Maybe |I'mholier than all of you."

Tired as she was, Chenille giggled.

I ncus shook his head. "No, ny son. It won't do. | ama _fool _,
per haps. Beyond di spute | have not infrequently been a fool. But
not such a fool as that." Mre loudly he added, "On your _knees_. Bow
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your heads."

"Bird pray! Pray Silk!"

Incus ignored Oreb's hoarse interruption, his right hand nmaki ng
the sign of addition with the voided cross. "Behold us, |ovely Scylla,
_wonderful of waters_ . Behold our |ove and our need for thee. O eanse
us, O Scyllal" He took a deep breath, the inhalation loud in the
whi spering silence. "Your prophet is bew ldered and di smayed,

Scylla. Wash clear ny _eyes as | inplore you to cleanse ny _spirit_.
GQuide nme in this confusion of darkling passages and obscure
responsibilities."” He | ooked up, nouthing: " C eanse us, O Scylla_."

Chenille, Hamrerstone, and even Urus dutifully repeated, "Cd eanse us, O
Scylla.™"

Bored, Oreb had flown up to grip a rough stone protrusion in his
red claws. He could see farther even than Hammrer st one through
the yellowgreen twilight that filled the tunnel, and clinging thus to
the ceiling, his vantage point was higher; but |ook as he m ght, he
saw neither Auk or Silk. Abandoning the search, he peered hungrily
at Dace's corpse; its half-open eyes tenpted him though he felt sure
he woul d be chased away.

Bel ow, the black human droned on: "Behold us, fair Phaea, _|ady
of the larder_. Behold our |ove and our need for thee. Feed_ us, O
Phaea! Fam shed we wander in need of your nurture."” Al the
humans squawked, "Feed us, O Phaea!"

"Talk talk," Oreb nuttered to hinself; he could talk as well as
they, but it seened to himthat talking was of snmall benefit in such
situations.

"Behold us, fierce Sphigx, _wonan of war_. Behold our |ove and
our need for thee. _Lead_us, O Sphigx! W are |lost and di smayed, O
Sphi gx, hemmred _all about_ by danger. Lead us in the ways we shoul d
go." And all the humans, "Lead us, O Sphigx!"

The bl ack one said, "Let us now, with heads bowed, put ourselves
in _personal conmunion_with the Nine." He and the green one and
the red one | ooked down, and the dirty one got up, stepped over the
dead one, and trotted softly away.

"Man go," Oeb nmuttered, congratulating hinmself on having hit on
the right words; and because he |iked announci ng things, he
repeated nore |oudly, "Man go!"

The result was gratifying. The green one sprang to his feet and
dashed after the dirty one. The bl ack one shrieked and fluttered
after the green one, and the red one jiggled after them both, faster
than the bl ack one but not as fast as the first two. For as long as it
m ght have taken one of his feathers to float to the tunnel floor,
Oreb preened, weighing the significance of these events.

He had |iked Auk and had felt that if he remained with Auk, Auk
would lead himto Silk. But Auk was gone, and the others were not
| ooking for himany nore.

Oreb glided down to a conveni ent perch on Dace's face and
di ned, keeping a wary eye out. One never knew. Good came of bad,
and bad of good. Humans were both, and changeable in the
extrene, sleeping by day yet catching fish whose best parts they
generously shared.

And--so on. His crop filled, Oreb neditated on these points
while cleaning his newly-bright bill with his feet.

The dead one had been good. There could be no doubt about
that. Friendly in the reserved fashion Oreb preferred alive, and
del i ci ous, dead. There was another one back there, but he was no
| onger hungry. It was tine to find Silk in earnest. Not just |ook
Really find him To leave this green hole and its living and dead hunmans.

Vaguel y, he recall ed the night sky, the gl eam ng upsi de-down
country over his head, and the proper country bel ow.
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The wind in trees. Drifting along with it |ooking for things of
interest. It was where Silk would be, and where he coul d be found.
Wiere a bird could fly high, see everything, and find Silk.

Flying was not as easy as riding the red one's |auncher, but flying
downwi nd t hrough the tunnel pernitted rests in which he had only
to keep his wings wide and sail along. There were tw nges at tinmes,
rem nding himof the blue thing that had been there. He had never
under stood what it was or why it had stuck to him

Downwi nd along this hole and that, through a little hole (he
| anded and peered into it cautiously before venturing in hinself)
and into a big one where dirty humans stretched on the ground or
prow ed like cats, a hole lidded |ike a pot with the renenbered sky
of night.

Sword in hand, Master Xiphias stood at the wi ndow | ooking at the
dark and enpty street. Go home. That was what they'd told him

Go home, though it had not been quite so bluntly worded. That
dunce Bison, a fool who couldn't hold a sword correctly! That dunce
Bi son, who seemed in charge of everything, had cone by while he
was arguing with that inmbecile Scale. Had smled like friend and
admred his sword, and had only pretended--pretended!--to
bel i eve hi mwhen he had stated (not boasting, just supplying a plain,
straightforward answer in response to direct, uninvited questions)
that he had killed five troopers in arnmor in Cage Street.

Then Bi son had--the old fencing nmaster grinned gl eefully--had
gaped |li ke a carp when he, X phias, had parted a thunbthick rope
dangling fromhis, Bison's, hand. Had admred his sword and waved
it around like the ignorant boy he was, and had the gall to say in
many sweet words, go hone |ike Scal e says, old man. W don't need
you tonight, old man. Go hone and eat, old man. Go hone and
sl eep. Get sone rest, old man, you' ve had a big day.

Bi son's sweet words had faded and bl own away, |ighter and nore
fragile than the | eaves that whirled up the enpty street. Their
import, bitter as gall, remmined. He had been fighting--had been a
famous fighting man--when Bi son was in diapers. Had been fighting
before Scal e's nother had escaped her kennel to bunmp tails with
some filthy garbage-eating cur.

Xi phias turned his back to the wi ndow and sat on the sill, his head
in his hands, his sword at his feet. He was no | onger what he had
been thirty years ago, perhaps. No | onger what he had been before
he lost his leg. But there wasn't a man in the city--not one!--who
dared cross bl ades with him

A knock at the front door, floating up the narrow stair fromthe
fl oor bel ow

There woul d be no students tonight; his students would be
fighting on one side or the other; yet sonebody wanted to see him
Possi bly Bison had realized the gravity of his error and come to
impl ore himto undertake some al nost suicidal mssion. He'd go,
but by H gh Hi erax they'd have to beg first!

He picked up his sword to return it to its place on the wall, then
changed his nmind. In times |like these--

Anot her knock.

There had been sonebody. A new student down for tonight,
came with Auk, tall, left-handed. Had studied with sonebody el se
but wouldn't admit it. Good though. Talented! Gfted, in fact.
Couldn't be here for his |l esson, could he? Wth the city like this?

A third knock, almpst cursory. Xiphias returned to the w ndow
and peered out.

Sil k sighed. The house was dark; when he had been here before, the
second floor had blazed with light. He had been foolish to think that
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the old nman night be hone after all

He knocked for the last tine and turned away, only to hear a
wi ndow t hrown open above him "It's you! Good! Good!" The
wi ndow banged down. Wth speed that was al nost comic, the door
flew wide. "Inside! Inside! Bolt it, will you? Is that a bird? A pet
bird? Upstairs!" Xiphias gestured largely with a saber, his shadow
| eapi ng beside him whipped by the night wind, his wild white hair
seenmed to possess a life of its own.

"Master Xiphias, | need your help."

"CGood man?" Oreb croaked.

"A very good man," Silk assured him hoping he was right; he

caught the good man's armas he turned away. "I know | was
supposed to cone toni ght for another |esson, Mster Xiphias.
haven't. | can't, but | need your advice."

"Been called out? Have to fight? What did | tell you? Wat
weapons?"

"I"'mvery tired. Is there a place where we can sit down?"

"Upstairs!" The old man bounded up them hinself just as he had
on Sphixday night. Wearily, Silk followed.

"Lesson first!" Lights kindled at the sound of the old man's voice,
bri ghtened as he beat the wall with a foil

The traveling bag now held only the yellow tunic, yet it seenmed as
heavy as a full one; Silk dropped it into a corner. "Master X phia--"

He snatched down another foil and beat the wall with that as well.
"Been fighting?"

"Not really. In a manner of speaking | have, | suppose.”

"Me too!" Xiphias tossed Silk the second foil. "Killed five. Ruins
you, fighting! Ruins your technique!"

Oreb squawked, "Look out!" and flew as Sil k ducked.

"Don't cringe!" Another whistling cut, this one rattling on the
banboo bl ade of Silk's foil. "What do you need, |ad?"

"A place to sit." He was tired, deadly tired; his chest throbbed and
his ankl e ached. He parried and parried again, sickened by the
realization that the only way to get this mad old man to listen was to
defeat himor lose to him and to lose (it was as if a god had
whi spered it) tonight was death: the thing in himthat had kept him
alive and functioning since he had been shot would die at his defeat,
and he soon after.

Feinting and lunging, Silk fought for his life with the banboo sword.

Its hilt was just |long enough for himto grip it with both hands,
and he did. Cut right and left and right again, beating down the old
man's guard. He was still stronger than any old man, however
strong, however active, and he drove hi mback and agai n back,
sl ashing and stabbing with frenzi ed speed.

"Where'd you learn that two-handed thrust, |ad? Aren't you
| ef t - handed?"

Di sl odged from his wai stband, Miusk's needler fell to the mat. Silk
kicked it aside and snatched a second foil fromthe wall, parrying
with one, then the other, attacking with the free foil, right, left, and
right again. A vertical cut, and suddenly Xiphias's foot was on his
right-hand foil. The blunt tip of Xiphias's foil thunped his wound,
bringi ng excruciating pain.

"What' || you charge, lad? For the |l esson?"
Sil k shrugged, trying to hide the agony that |ightest of blows had
brought. "I should pay you, sir. And you won."

"Silk win!" Oeb proclained fromthe grip of a yataghan

Silk die, Silk thought. So be it.

"I learned, lad! Know how long it's been since | had a student who
could teach nme anything? 1I'll pay! Food? You hungry?"

"I think so." Silk | eaned upon his foil; in the sane way that faces
fromhis childhood swaminto his consci ousness, he recalled that he
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had once had a wal king stick with the head of a |lioness carved on its
handl e--had | eaned upon it like this the last tinme he had been here,
al t hough he coul d not renenber where he had acquired such a thing

or what had becone of it.

"Bread and cheese? W ne?"

"Wonderful ." Retrieving the traveling bag, he followed the old
man downstairs

The kitchen was at once disorderly and cl ean, glasses and dishes
and bowl s, pots and | adl es anywhere and everywhere, an iron
bread-pan already in the chair Xiphias offered, as if it fully expected
to join in their conversation, though it found itself banished to the
woodbox. M smat ched gl asses crashed down on the table so violently
that for a nonent Silk felt sure they had broken

"Have sonme? Red wine fromthe veins of heroes! Care for sone?"

It was already gurgling into Silk's glass. "Got it froma student! Fact!
Pai d wi ne! Ever hear of such a thing? Swore it was all good! Not so!
What do you think?"

Silk sipped, then half enptied his glass, feeling that he was indeed
drinking fromthe flask that had dangl ed fromhis bedpost, drinking
new |ife.

"Bird drink?"

He nodded, and when he could find no napkin patted his nouth
with his handkerchief. "Could we trouble you for a cup of water,
Mast er Xi phias, for Oreb here?"

The punp at the sink wheezed into notion. "You been out? Cty
in an uproar! Dodgi ng! Throw ng stones! Haven't thrown stones
since | was a sprat! Had a sling! You too? Better arned!" Crysta
wat er rushed forth like the old man's words until he had filled a
battered tankard. "This new cull, Silk! Going to show 'em W'|
see... Fighting, fighting! Threw stones, ducked and yelled! Five
with ny sword. | tell you? Know how to nake a sling?"

Si | k nodded again, certain that he was being gulled but unresentful

"Me too! Used to be good with one!"™ The tankard arrived with a
cracked green plate holding a shapel ess |unmp of white-rinded cheese
only slightly smaller than Silk's head. "Watch this!" Thrown from
across the room a big butcher knife buried its blade in the cheese.

"You asked whether I'd been out nuch tonight."

"Think there's any real fighting now?" Abruptly, X phias found
hinself siding with Bison. "Nothing! Nothing at all! Snipers shooting
shadows to keep awake." He paused, his face suddenly thoughtful
"Can't see the other man's blade in the dark, can you? Interesting.
Interesting! Have to try it! A whole new field! Wat do you think?"

The sight and the rich, corrupt aroma of the cheese had awakened

Silk's appetite. "I think that 1'll have a piece," he replied with sudden
resol ution. He was about to die--very well, but no god had
condemmed himto die hungry. "Oreb, you |like cheese, too, | know.

It was one of the first things you told ne, renenber?"

"Want a plate?" It came with a quarter of what nust have been a
gargantuan | oaf on a nicked old board, and a bread knife nearly as
| arge as Auk's hanger. "All 1've got! You eat at cookshops, nostly?
do! Bad nowi Al shut!"

Silk swallowed. "This is delicious cheese and wonderful w ne. |
thank you for it, Master Xi phias and Feasting Phaea." I|npelled by
habit, the |l ast words had left his |lips before he discovered that he did
not mean them

"For ny lesson!" The old nan dropped into a chair. "Can you
throw, |lad? Knives and whatnot? Like | just did?"

"l doubt it. I've never tried."

"WAnt ne to teach you? You're an augur?"

Si | k nodded again as he sliced bread.
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"So's this Silk! You know Bison? He told ne! Told us all!"

Xi phias raised his glass, discovered he had neglected to fill it, and
did so. "Funny, isn't it? An augur! Heard about hinP? He's an
augur too!"

Al't hough his nouth watered for the bread, Silk managed, "That's
what they say."

"He's here! He's there! Everybody knows him Nobody knows
where he is! Going to do away with the Guard! Half's on his side
al ready! Ever hear such nonsense in your life? No taxes, but he'l
dig canal s!'" Master Xiphias nmade a rude noise. "Pas and the rest!
Could they do all that people want by this tinme tonorrow? You
know t hey couldn't!"

Oreb hopped back onto Silk's shoul der. "Good drink!"

He chewed and swal | owed. "You shoul d have sone of this cheese,
too, Oreb. It's marvel ous."

"Bird full."

Xi phias chortled. "Me too, Oreb! That's his nane? Ate when | got
honme! Ever see a shoat? Like that! Al the meat, half the bread, and
two apples! Wiy'd you go out?"

Silk patted his lips. "That was what | came to talk to you about,
Master Xi phias. | was on the East Edge--"

"You wal ked?"

"Wal ked and ran, yes."

"No wonder you're linping! Wanted to sit, didn't you? | renenber!"

"There was no other way by which | mght hope to reach the
Pal ati ne," Silk explained, "but there were CGuardsnen all al ong one
side of Box Street, and the rebels--General Mnt's peopl e--had
three tines as many on the other, young nen nostly, but wonen
and even children, too, though the children were nostly sl eeping. |
had trouble getting across."

“I'"1l lay you did!"

"Mayt era--General Mnt's people wanted to take me to her when
they found out who | was. | had a hard tine getting away from
them but | had to. | have an appointnent at Ermine's."

"On the Palatine? You should' ve stayed with the Guard! Thousands
there! Know Ski nk? Tried about suppertinme! Took a pounding! Two brigades
Tal uses, too!"

Silk persevered. "But | must go there, without fighting if |I can. |
must get to Ermine's." Before he could rein in his tongue he added,
"She might actually be there."

"See a wonan, eh, lad?" Xiphias's untidy beard rearranged
itself inasnile. "Wat if | tell old whatshisname? O d man,
purpl e robe?"

"l had hoped--"

"I won't! | won't! Forget everything anyhow, don't |? Ask
anybody! W going tonmorrow? Need a place to sleep?”

"Day sleep," Oeb advised.

"Tonight," Silk told the old nan miserably, "and only | am goi ng.
But it has to be tonight. Believe nme, | would postpone it unti
morning if | could."

"Drinking wine? No more for us!" Xiphias recorked the bottle and
set it on the floor beside his chair. "Watch your bird! Watch and
| earn! Knows nore than you, |ad!"

"Smart bird!"
"Hear that? There you are!" Xi phias bounced out of his chair.
"Have an apple? Forgot 'em Still a few " He opened the oven door

and banged it shut. "Not in there! Had to nove 'em Cooked the
meat! Where's Auk?"

"I"'ve no idea, I'mafraid." Silk cut hinself a second, snualler piece
of cheese. "I hope he's honme in bed. May | put that apple you're
| ooking for in ny pocket? | appreciate it very nuch--1 feel a great
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deal better--but | nust go. | wanted to ask whether you knew a

route to the Pal atine that m ght be safer than the principal street--"
"Yes, lad! | do, | do!" Triunphantly, X phias displayed a bright

red appl e snatched fromthe potato bin.

"Good nan!"
"And whet her you could teach nme a trick that m ght get ne past
the fighters on both sides. | knew there nust be such things, and

Auk woul d certainly know them but it's a long way to the Oilla,
and | wasn't sure that 1'd be able to find him It occurred to ne that
he'd probably | earned many from soneone el se, and that you were a
likely source.”

"Need a teacher? Yes, you do! dad you know it! \Were's your
needl er, |ad?"

For a nmonent Silk was nonplussed. "My--? Right here in ny
pocket." He held it up nuch as Xiphias had the apple. "It isn't
actually m ne, however. It belongs to the young worman |I' mto neet
at Ermine's."

"Big one! | sawit! Fell out of your pants! Left it upstairs! Want ne
to get it? Eat your cheese!"

Xi phias darted through the kitchen door, and Silk heard him
clattering up the stair. "W nmust go, Oeb." He rose and dropped
the apple into a pocket of his robe. "He intends to go with us, and
can't permt it." For a second his head spun; the walls of the kitchen
shook like jelly and revolved |ike a carousel before snapping back
into place.

A dark little hallway beyond the kitchen door led to the stair, and
the door by which they had entered the house. He steadi ed hinself
agai nst the newel post, half hoping to hear the old man on the floor
above or even to see himdescendi ng again, but the old house could
not have been nore silent if he and Oreb had been alone init; it
puzzled himuntil he recalled the canvas mats on the floor of the salon

Unbol ting the door, he stepped into the enpty, skylit street. The
tunnel s through which he had trudged for so many weary hours
presumably underlay the Pal atine, as they seened to underlie
everything; but they would al nost certainly be patrolled by soldiers
like the one from whom he had escaped. He knew of no entrance
except Scylla's | akeshore shrine in any case, and was glad at that
monent that he did not. A big hole, Oeb had said. Was it possible
that Oreb, also, had wandered in those dread-filled tunnels?

Shuddering at the nmenories he had awakened, Silk |inped away
toward the Palatine with renewed deternmination, telling hinself
that his ankle did not really hurt half so nmuch as he believed it did.
Hi s gaze was on the rutted potholed street, for he knew that despite
what he mght tell hinself, twisting his ankle would put an end to
wal ki ng; but regardless of all the self-discipline he brought to bear,
hi s thoughts threaded the tunnels once nore, and hand-in-hand with
Manel ta reentered that curious structure (not unlike a tower, but a
tower thrust into the ground instead of rising into the air) that she
had called a ship, and again beheld below it enptiness darker than
any night and gl eaming points of light that the Qutsider--at his
enlightennent!--had indicated were whorls, whorls outside the
whorl, to which dead Pas and deat hl ess Echi dna, Scylla and her
si blings had never penetrat ed.

You was goin' to get me out. Said you would. Prom sed

Auk, who could not quite see CGelada, heard himcrying in the
wind that filled the pitch-black tunnel, while Gelada's tears dripped
fromthe rock overhead. The two-card boots he had al ways kept
wel | greased were sodden above the ankle now. "Bustard?' he called
hopeful I y. "Bustard?"

Bustard did not reply.
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You had the word, you said. Get ne out O here. "I saw you that
time, off to one side."” Unable to renenber when or where he had
said it last, Auk repeated, "I got eyes like a cat."

It was not quite true because CGel ada had vani shed when he had
turned his head, yet it seemed a good thing to say. Cel ada mi ght
wal k wide if he thought he was bei ng wat ched.

Auk? That your nanme? Auk? "Sure. | told you." Were's the
Juzgado, Auk? Lot o' doors down here. Wich '"uns that 'un, Auk?

"l dunno. Maybe the sane word opens 'emall."

This was the wi dest tunnel he had seen, except he couldn't see
it. The walls to either side were lost in the dark, and he m ght, for
all he knew, be walking at a slant, might run into the wall
slantwise with any step. Fromtine to tine he waved his arnms,
touchi ng nothing. Oreb flapped ahead, or nmaybe it was a bat, or

not hi ng.
(Far away a worman's voice called, " Auk? Auk?_ ")
The tunnel wall was agl ow now, but still dark, dark with a

pecul i ar sense of light--a |um nous blackness. The toe of one boot
ki cked sonething solid, but his groping fingers found not hi ng.

"Auk, ny noctolater, are you | ost?"

The voice was near yet renote, a man's, deep and | aden with sorrow.

"No, | ain't. Wo's that?"

"Where are you going, Auk? Truthfully."

"Looking for Bustard." Auk waited for another question, but none
canme. The thing he had kicked was a little higher than his knees, flat
on top, large and solid feeling. He sat on it facing the | um nous
dark, drew up his legs, and untied his boots. "Bustard's my brother,
ol der than ne. He's dead now, took on a coupl e Hoppies and they
killed him Only he's been down here with ne a lot, giving ne

advice and telling ne stuff, | guess because this is under the ground
and it's where he lives on account of being dead."
"He left you."

"Yeah, he did. He generally does that if | start talking to
sonebody el se." Auk pulled off his right boot; his foot felt col der
than Dace had after Celada killed him "Wat's a noctol ater?"

"One who worships by night, as you worship ne."

Auk | ooked up, startled. "You a god?"

"I am Tartaros, Auk, the god of darkness. | have heard you
i nvoke ne many tines, always by night."

Auk traced the sign of addition in the air. "Are you standi ng over
there in the dark talking to ne?"

"I't is always dark where | stand, Auk. | amblind."

"I didn't know that." Black rans and | anbs, the gray ram when
Patera Silk got hone safely, once a black goat, first of all the pair of
bats he'd caught hinself, surprised by day in the dark, dusty attic of
the pal aestra and brought to Patera Pike, all for this blind god.
"You're a god. Can't you nmake yourself see?"

"No." The hopel ess negative seened to fill the tunnel, hanging in
the bl ackness long after its sound had faded. "I aman unw lling god,
Auk. The only unwilling god. My father made nme do this. If, as a
god, | mght have healed nyself, | would have obeyed very
willingly, | believe."

"l asked ny nother... Asked Maytera to bring a god down here
to walk with us. | guess she brought you."

"No," Tartaros said again; then, "I cone here often, Auk. It is the
ol dest altar we have."

"This I"'msitting on? 1'll get off."

(Again the woman's voi ce: "_Auk? Auk?_ ")

"You may remain. | am also the sole hunble god, Auk, or nearly."

"If it's sacred..."
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"Whod was heaped upon it, and the carcasses of animals. You
profane it no nore than they. Wen the first people canme, Auk,
they were shown how we desired to be worshi ped. Soon, they were
made to forget. They did, but because they had seen what they had
seen, a part of themrenmenbered, and when they found our altars
on the inner surface, they sacrificed as we had taught them First of
all, here."

"I haven't got anything," Auk explained. "I used to have a bird,
but he's gone. | thought | heard a bat a little while ago. I'Il try to
catch one, if you'd like that."

"You think ne thirsty for blood, like my sister Scylla."

"l guess. | was with her awhile." Auk tried to renenber when that
had been; although he recalled incidents--seeing her naked on a
white stone and cooking fish for her--the days and the ninutes
sl i pped and slid.

"What is it you wish, Auk?"

Suddenly he was frightened. "Nothing really, Terrible Tartaros."

"Those who offer us sacrifice always wi sh sonething, Auk. Oten,
many things. Rain, in your city and nmany others."

"I't's raining down here already, Terrible Tartaros."

"1 know, Auk."

"I'f you're blind..."

"Can you see it, Auk?"

He shook his head. "It's too shaggy dark."

"But you hear it. Hear the slow splash of the falling drops Kkissing
the drops that fell."

"I feel it, too," Auk told the god. "Every once in a while one goes
down the back of ny neck."

"What is it you wish, Auk?"

"Not hing, Terrible Tartaros.
hi s own arns.

Shi vering, Auk wrapped hinmself in

"Al'l men wish for sonething, Auk. Mst of all, those who say
they wi sh for nothing."

"I don't, Terrible Tartaros. Only if you want ne to, I'Il wi sh for
sonmething for you. I'd like sonething to eat."

Sil ence answered him

"Tartaros? Listen, if this's a altar I'"'msitting on and you're here
talking to me, shouldn't there be a Sacred W ndow around here
sonepl ace?"

"There is, Auk. You are addressing it. | amhere."

Auk took off his left boot. "I got to think about that."

Maytera M nt had taught himall about the gods, but it seenmed to
himthat there were really two kinds, the ones she had told about,
the gods in his copybook, and the real ones like Scylla when she'd
been inside Chenille, and this Tartaros. The real kind were a | ot
bi gger, but the ones in his copybook had been better, and stronger
sonehow, even if they were not real

"Terrible Tartaros?"

"Yes, Auk, ny noctolater, what is it you w sh?"

"The answers to a couple questions, if that's all right. Lots of tines
you gods answer questions for augurs. | know |I'm not no augur. So
is it all right for ne to ask you, 'cause we haven't got one here?"

Si |l ence, save for the ever-present splashings, and the wonan's
voi ce, sad and hoarse and very far away.

"How come | can't see your Wndow, Terrible Tartaros? That's
my first one, if that's all right. | nmean, usually they're sort of gray,
but they shine in the dark. So am| blind, too?"

Silence fell again. Auk chafed his freezing feet with his hands.
Those hands had gl owed |ike nolten gold, not |ong ago; now they
were not even warm

"l guess you're waiting for the other question? Well, what |
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wanted to know is how cone | hear words and everything? At this

pal aestra | went to, Maytera said when we got bigger we woul dn't

be able to make sense out of the words if a god ever cane to our

Sacred W ndow, just sort of know what he neant and naybe catch a

couple of words once in a while. Then when Kypris canme, it was just
like what Maytera'd said it was going to be. Sonmetines | felt like |
could practically see her, and there was a couple words she said that

| heard just as clear as | ever heard anybody, Terrible Tartaros. She said
_love_and _robbery , and | knewit. | knew both those words. And

I knew she was telling us it was all right, she loved us and she'd
protect us, only we had to believe in her. But when you talk, it's |ike
you were a nan just like nme or Bustard, standing right here with ne."

No voice replied. Auk let out his breath with a whoosh, and put
his freezing fingers in arnpits for a nonent or two, and then began
to wing out his stockings.

"You yoursel f have never seen a god in a Wndow, Auk ny noctol ater?"

Auk shook his head. "Not real clear, Terrible Tartaros. | sort of
saw Kindly Kypris just a little, though, and that's good enough for ne."

"Your humlity becones you, Auk."

"Thanks." Lost in thought, Auk reflected on his own |life and
character, the linp stocking still in his hand. At length he said, "It's
never done ne a lot of good, Terrible Tartaros, only | guess | never
really had much."

"If an augur sees the face and hears the words of a god, Auk, he
sees and hears because he has never known Wonan. A sibyl, also,
may see and hear a god, provided that she has not known Man
Chi l dren who have never known either may see us as well. That is
the law fixed by my nother, the price that she demanded for
accepting the gift ny father offered. And though her | aw does not
function as she intended in every instance, for the nost part it
functions well enough.™

"Al right," Auk said.

"The faces we had as nortals have rotted to dust, and the voices
we once possessed have been still for a thousand years. No augur,
no sibyl in the Worl , has ever seen or heard them What your
augurs and sibyls see, if they see anything, is the self-inmage of the
god who chooses to be seen. You say that you could nearly nake
out the face of ny father's concubine. The face you nearly saw was
her own i mage of herself, her self as she inmagines that self to
appear. | feel confident that it was a beautiful face. | have never net
any wonman nore secure in her own vanity. In the sane fashion, we
sound to them as we concei ve our voices to sound. Have | nade
nmysel f clear to you, Auk?"

"No, Terrible Tartaros, 'cause | can't see you."

"What you see, Auk, is that part of me which can be seen. That is
to say, nothing. | cane blind fromthe wonb, Auk, and because of it
I amincapable of fornulating a visual inmage for you. Nor can | show
you the Holy Hues, which are ny brother's and ny sisters' thoughts
before they have coal esced. Nor can | exhibit to you any face at all,
whet her lovely or terrible. You see the face |I envision when | think
upon nmy own. That is to say, nothing. Wen | depart, you will
behol d once nore the | um nous gray you nention."

"I'"d rather you stayed around awhile, Terrible Tartaros. If

Bustard ain't going to conme back, | |like having you with ne." Auk
licked his lips. "Probably | oughtn't to say this, but | don't nmean any
harmby it."

" Speak, Auk, ny noctolater.”

"Well, if | could schene out sone way to help you, I'd do it."

There was silence again, a silence that endured so | ong that Auk
feared that the god had returned to Mai nframe; even the distant
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woman' s voi ce was silent.
"You asked by what power you hear ny words as words, Auk, ny noctolater."
He breathed a sigh of relief. "Yeah, | guess | did."
"I't is not uncommon. My nother's |aw has lost its hold on you,
because there is sonething anmiss with your mnd."
Auk nodded. "Yeah, | know | fell off our tall ass when he got hit
with a rocket, and | guess | nust've landed on ny head. Like, it
don't bother nme that Bustard's dead, only he's down here talking to

me. Only | know it would ve in the old days. | don't worry about
Jugs, either, like | ought to. | love her, and nmaybe that cull Urus's
trying to junmp her right now, but she's a whore anyhow " Auk
shrugged. "I just hope he don't hurt her."

"You cannot live in these tunnels, Auk, ny noctolater. There is
no food for you here."
"Me and Bustard'll try to get out, soon as | find him" Auk prom sed.

"If 1 were to possess you, | might be able to heal you, Auk."

"Go ahead, then."

"W woul d be blind, Auk. As blind as |I. Because | have never had
eyes of my own, | could not | ook out through yours. But | shall go

with you, and guide you, and use your body to heal you, if | can.
Look upon ne, Auk."
"There's nothing to see," Auk protested.
But there was: a stammering light so filled with hope and pl easure
and wonder that Auk would willingly have seen nothing else, if only
he coul d have watched it forever

"If you're actually Patera Silk," the young woman at the barricade
told him "they'll kill you the minute you step out there."

"No step," Oreb muttered. And again, "No step."

"Very possibly they would,"” Silk conceded. "As in fact they al npst
certainly will--unless you're willing to help."

"If you're Silk you wouldn't have to ask me or ny people for
anything." Uneasily she studied the thin, ascetic face reveal ed by the
bright skylight. "If you're Silk, you are our comuander and even
General M nt must answer to you. You could just tell us, and we'd
have to do whatever you said."

Sil k shook his head. "I am Silk, but | can't prove that here. You
woul d have to find soneone you trust who knows ne and can
identify me, and that would consune nore time than | have; so I'm
beggi ng you instead. Assune--though | swear to you that this is
contrary to fact--that | amnot Silk. That | am-this, of course, is
entirely factual --a poor young augur in urgent need of your
assistance. If you won't help ne for ny sake, or for that of the god
serve, do so for your own, | inplore you."

"I can't launch an attack w thout an order from Brigadi er Bison."

"You shouldn't," Silk told her, "with one. There's an arnored
fl oater behind those sandbags. | can see the turret above them If
your people attacked, they would be advancing into its fire, and |I've
seen what a buzz gun can do."

The young woman drew herself up to her full height, which was a
span and a half less than his owmn. "We will attack if we are ordered
to do so, Calde.”

Oreb bobbed his approbation. "Good girl!"

Looking at the sleeping figures behind the barricade, children
of fifteen and fourteen, thirteen and even twelve, Silk shook his head.

"They're pretty young." (The young worman coul d not have been
more than twenty herself.) "But they'll fight if they're led, and |']I

|l ead them " When Silk said nothing, she added "That's not all. |'ve
got a few men, too, and sonme slug guns. Mst of the women--the
ot her woren, | ought to say--are working in the fire conpani es.

You were surprised to find ne in conmand, but General Mnt's a woman."
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"I amsurprised at that, as well," Silk told her

"Men want to fight a male officer. Besides, the wonen of
Trivigaunte are fanous troopers, and we wonen of Viron are in no
way inferior to them"

Recal ling Doctor Crane, Silk said, "I'd like to believe that our
men are as brave as theirs, as well."

The young wonman was shocked. "They're slaves!"

"Have you been there?"

She shook her head.

"Neither have |I. Surely then it's pointless for us to discuss their
custons. A nonment ago you called me Calde. Did you nean
that...?"

"Lieutenant. |'m Lieutenant Liana now. | used the title as a
courtesy, nothing nore. If you want my opinion, | think you' re who
you say you are. An augur wouldn't lie about that, and there's the
bird. They say you've got a pet bird."

"Silk here," the bird inforned her.

"Then do as | ask. Do you have a white flag?"

"For surrender?" Liana was offended. "Certainly not!"

"To signal a truce. You can nmake one by tying a white rag to a
stick. I want you to wave it and call to them on the other side. Tel
themthere's an augur here who's brought the pardon of Pas to your
wounded. That's entirely true, as you know. Say he wants to cross
and do the same for theirs."

"They' Il kill you when they find out who you are.”

"Perhaps they won't find out. | promise you that | won't vol unteer
the information."

Li ana ran her fingers through her tousled hair; it was the same
gesture he used in the grip of indecision. "Wy ne? No, Calde, |
can't let you risk yourself."

"You can," he told her. "Wat you cannot do is maintain that
position with even an appearance of logic. Either | amcalde or I am
not. If | am it is your duty to obey any order | give. If I'"'mnot, the
life of the calde is not at risk."

A few ninutes later, as she and a young nman cal |l ed Li nsang
hel ped himup the barricade, Silk wondered whet her he had been
wi se to invoke |ogic. Logic condemmed everything he had done since
Oosi k had handed him Hyacinth's letter. Wen Hyaci nth had
witten, the city had been at peace, at least relatively. She had no
doubt expected to shop on the Palatine, stay the night at Ernmine's,
and return--

"No fall," Oeb cautioned him

He was trying not to. The barricade had been heaped up from
anyt hing and everything: rubble fromruined buil dings, desks and
counters from shops, beds, barrels, and bales piled upon one
anot her wi thout any order he could discern

He paused at the top, waiting for a shot. The troopers behind the
sandbag redoubt had been told he was an augur, and ni ght know of
the Prolocutor's letter by this time. Seeing Oeb, they m ght know
whi ch augur he was, as well.

And shoot. It would be better, perhaps, to fall backward toward
Liana and Linsang if they did--better, certainly, to junp that way if
they m ssed.

No shot cane; he began a cautious descent, slightly inpeded by
the traveling bag. Oosik had not killed himbecause Oosi k had taken
the long view, had been at |east as much politician as trooper, as
every hi gh-ranking officer no doubt had to be. The officer conmandi ng
the redoubt woul d be younger, ready to obey the orders of
the Ayuntam ento without question

Yet here he was.

Once invoked, logic was like a god. One might entreat a god to
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visit one's Wndow, but if a god came it could not be dism ssed, nor
could any nessage that it vouchsafed manki nd be ignored, suppressed,
or denied. He had invoked logic, and logic told himthat he

should be in bed in the house that had becone Qosik's tenporary
headquarters--that he should be getting the rest and care he needed
so badly.

"He knew I'd go, Oreb." Sonething closed his throat; he coughed
and spat a soft lunp that could have been nucus. "He'd read her
| etter before he cane in, and he's seen her." Silk found that he could
not, even now, bring hinself to nention that Oosik had lain with
Hyacinth. "He knew |'d go, and take his problemwth nme."

"Man watch," Oreb informed him

He paused agai n scanni ng the sandbag wall but unable to
di stinguish, at this distance, rounded sandbags from hel neted
heads. "As long as they don't shoot," he muttered.

"No shoot . "

This stretch of Gold Street had been lined with jewelers, the
| argest and richest shops nearest the Palatine, the richest of al
clinging to the skirts of the hill itself, so that their patrons could
boast of buying their bangles "uphill." Mst of the shops were enpty
now, their grills and bars torn fromtheir fronts by a thousand ar s,
their gutted interiors guarded only by those who had di ed def ending
or looting them Beyond the redoubt, other richer shops waited, stil
intact. Silk tried and failed to imagi ne the children over whose
recunbent bodi es he had stepped | ooting them They would not, of
course. They would charge, fight, and very quickly die at Liana's
order, and she with them The l|ooters would follow-if they
succeeded. This body (Silk crouched to examine it) was that of a boy
of thirteen or so; one side of his face had been shot away.

He had not been on CGold Street often; but he was certain that it
had never been this long, or half this w de.

Here a trooper of the Guard and a tough-I ooki ng man who mni ght
have been the one who had questioned himafter Kypris's
t heophany | ay side-by-side, their knives in each other's ribs.

"Patera!" It was the rasping voice that had answered Liana's hail.

"What is it, my son?"

"Hurry up, will you!"

He broke into a trot, though not without protest fromhis ankle.
When he had feared a shot at any nonment, this | owest slope of the
Pal ati ne had been very steep; now he was scarcely conscious of its grade.

"Here. Grab ny hand."

The Guard's redoubt was only half the height of the rebe
barricade, although it was (as Silk saw when he had scranbled to the
top) rather thicker. Its front was nearly sheer, its back stepped for
the troopers who would fire over it.

The one who had hel ped himup said, "Conme on. | don't know
how long he'll last."

Sil k nodded, out of breath fromhis clinb and afraid he had torn
the stitches in his lung. "Take ne to him"

The trooper junped fromthe sandbag step; Silk followed nore
circunspectly. There were sleepers here as well, a score of arnored
Guardsmen lying in the street wapped in bl ankets that were
probably green but | ooked black in the skylight.

"They going to rush us, over there?" the trooper asked.

"No. Not tonight, |I'd say--tonorrow norning, perhaps.”

The trooper grunted. "Slugs'll go right through a lot of that stuff in
their fieldwrk. | been lookin' it over, and there's a lot of furniture
in there. Boards no thicker than your thunb in junk like that. I'm
Sergeant Eft."

They shook hands, and Silk said, "I was thinking the sane thing as
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I clinmbed over it, Sergeant. There are heavier things as well,
t hough, and even the chairs and so forth nust obstruct your view"

Eft snorted. "They got nothin' | want to see."

That could not be said of the Guard, as Silk realized as soon as he
| ooked past the floater. A talus had been posted at an intersection a
hundred paces uphill, its great, tusked head (so |like that of the one
he had killed beneath Scylla's shrine that he coul d have believed
them brothers) swiveling to peer down each street in turn. Liana
woul d have been interested in it, he thought, if she did not know
about it already.

"I'n here." Eft opened the door of one of the dark shops; his voice
and the thunp of the door brightened |lights inside, where troopers
stripped of parts of their arnmor and nore or | ess bandaged | ay on
bl ankets on a terrazzo floor. One npaned, awakened by the noise
or the lights; two, it seened, were not breathing. Silk knelt by the
nearest, feeling for a pul se.

"Not him Over here."

"All of them" Silk said. "I'mgoing to bring the Pardon of Pas to all of
them and | won't do it en nasse. There's no justification for that."

"Most's already had it. He has."

Silk | ooked up at the sergeant, but there was no judging his

truthful ness fromhis hard, ill-favored face. Silk rose. "This man's
dead, | believe."
"A'l right, we'll get himout of here. Conme over here. He's not."

Eft was standi ng beside the nan who had npaned.

Silk knelt again. The injured man's skin was cold to his touch
"You' re not keepi ng hi mwarm enough, Sergeant."

"You a doctor, too?"

"No, but | know sonething about caring for the sick. An augur mnust."

"No hurt." Oreb hopped from Silk's shoulder to the injured nan's
chest. "No bl ood."

"Leave him alone, you silly bird."

"No hurt!" Oreb whistled. "No bl ood!"

A bald man no taller than Liana stepped from behind one of the
enpty showcases. Although he held a slug gun, he was not in arnor
or even in uniform "He--he isn't, Patera. Isn't wounded. At |east
he doesn't--1 couldn't find a thing. | think it nust be his heart."

"Get a blanket," Silk told Eft. "Two bl ankets. Now "

"I don't take orders from any shaggy butcher."

"Then his death will be on your head, Sergeant." Silk took his
beads from his pocket. "Bring two bl ankets. Three wouldn't be too
many. The nen watching the rebels can spare theirs, surely. Three
bl ankets and cl ean water."

He bent over the injured man, his prayer beads dangling in the
approved fashion fromhis right hand. "In the nanes of all the gods
you are forgiven forever, ny son. | speak here for Great Pas, for
Di vi ne Echidna, for Scal ding Scylla, for Marvel ous Ml pe..."

The nanes rolled fromhis tongue, each with its sonorous
honorific, nanes enpty or freighted with horror. Pas, whose Pl an
the CQutsider had endorsed, was dead; Echidna a nonster. The
ghost that haunted Silk's mnd now, as he spoke and swung his
beads, was not Doctor Crane's but that of the handsome, bruta
chem who had believed hinself Councillor Lenur.

"The nmonarch wanted a son to succeed him" the fal se Lemur had
said. "Scylla was as strong-willed as the nonarch hinsel f but fenale.
Her father allowed her to found our city, however, and many
others. She founded your Chapter as well, a parody of the state
religion of her owmn whorl. H s queen bore the nmonarch anot her
child, but she was worse yet, a fine dancer and a skilled nusician,
but fermale, too, and subject to fits of insanity. W call her Mol pe.
The third was nmale, but no better than the first two because he was
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born blind. He becane that Tartaros to whom you were reconmendi ng
yoursel f, Patera. You believe he can see without light. The

truth is that he cannot see by daylight. Echidna conceived again,

and bore another nale, a healthy boy who inherited his father's

virile indifference to the physical sensations of others to the point of
mania. W& call himH erax now-"

And this boy over whom he bent and traced sign after sign of
addition was nearly dead. Possibly--just possibly--he mght derive
confort fromthe liturgy, and even strength. The gods whom he had
wor shi ped m ght be unworthy of his worship, or of anyone's; but the
worship itself nust have counted for sonething, weighed in sone
scal es sonewhere, surely. It had to, or else the Wiorl was nad.

"The Qutsider |ikew se forgives you, ny son, for | speak here for
him too." Afinal sign of addition and it was over. Silk sighed,
shivered, and put away his beads.

"The other one didn't say that," the civilian with the slug gun told
him "That |ast."

He had waited so long in fear of sone such remark that it cane
now as an anticlimx. "Many augurs include the Qutsider anobng the
m nor gods," he explained, "but | don't. H's heart? Is that what you
sai d? He's very young for heart problens."

"His name's Cornet Mattak. His father's a customer of mne." The
little jeweler | eaned closer. "That sergeant, he killed the other one."

"The ot her--?"

"Patera Moray. He told nme his nane. We chatted awhil e when
he'd said the prayers of the Pardon, and I--1-- And I--" Tears
fl ooded the jewel er's eyes, abrupt and unexpected as the gush from
a broken jar. He took out a blue handkerchi ef and bl ew his nose.

Sil k bent over the cornet again, searching for a wound.

"I said |I'd give hima chalice. To catch the blood, you know what | nean?"

"Yes," Silk said absently. "I know what they're for."

"He said theirs was yell ow pottery, and | said--said--"

Silk rose and picked up the small traveling bag. "Were is his
body? Are you certain he's dead?" Oeb fluttered back to his shoul der

The jewel er wi ped his eyes and nose. "lIs he dead? Holy Hierax! If
you'd seen him you wouldn't ask. He's out in the alley. That
sergeant cane in while we were tal king and shot him In ny own
store! He dragged himout there afterward."”

"Show himto ne, please. He brought the Pardon of Pas to all
these others? |Is that correct?"

Leading Silk past enpty display cases toward the back of the
shop, the jewel er nodded.

"Cornet Mattak hadn't been wounded t hen?"

"That's right." The jewel er pushed aside a black velvet curtain,
revealing a narrow hallway. They passed a padl ocked iron door and

stopped before a simlar door that was heavily barred. "I said when
all this is over and things have settled down, |'Il give you a gold one
I was still enptying out ny cases, you see, while he was bringing

them the Pardon. He said he'd never seen so nuch gold, and they
were saving for a real gold chalice. They had one at his manteion, he
sai d, before he cane, but they'd had to sell it."

"l understand."

The jewel er took down the second bar and stood it against the wall.
"So | said, when this is over I'll give you one to renenber tonight by.
I"ve got a nice one that |I've had about a year, plain gold but not plain
| ooki ng, you know what | nean? He smiled when | said that."

The iron door swuing open with a creak of dry hinges that
rem nded Silk painfully of the garden gate at the manse

"l said, you come into the strong roomwith ne, Patera, and |']|
show it to you. He put his hand on ny shoul der then and said, ny
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son, don't consider yourself bound by this. You haven't sworn by a
god, and--and--"

"Let me see him" Silk stepped outside into the alley.

"And then the sergeant came in and shot him" the jeweler
finished. "So don't you go back inside, Patera.”

In the chill evil-smelling darkness, someone was nurnuring the
prayer that Silk hinmself had just conpleted. He caught the nanes of
Phaea and Sphigx, followed by the conventional closing phrase. The
voi ce was an old man's; for an eerie nonent, Silk felt that it was
Pat era Pike's.

Hi s eyes had adjusted to the darkness of the alley by the tine the
kneeling figure stood. "You're in terrible danger here," Silk said,
and bit back the stooped figure's title just in tine.

"So are you, Patera," Quetzal told him

Silk turned to the jeweler. "Go inside and bar the door, please.
must speak to the--to ny fellow augur. Warn him"

The jewel er nodded, and the iron door closed with a crash,
| eaving the alley darker than ever.

For a few seconds, Silk assuned that he had sinply |ost sight of
Quet zal in the darkness; but he was no |onger there. Patera Mray--of
an age, height, and wei ght indeterm nable without nore light--Iay
on his back in the filthy nud of the alley, his beads in his hands
and his arns neatly folded across his torn chest, alone in the fina
solitude of death.

Chapter 7 -- Were Thelx Holds Up a Mrror

Silk stopped to | ook at Erm ne's inposing facade. Erm ne's had

been built as a private house, or so it appeared--built for sonmeone
with a bottom ess cardcase and a deep appreciation of pillars,

arches, friezes, and cornices and the like; features he had previously
seen only as fading designs painted on the otherwi se stark fronts of
shi prock buildings were real here in a jungle of stone that towered
fully five stories. A polished brass plaque of ostentatiously nodest
proportions on the wi de green front door announced: "Ermne's

Hotel . "

Who, Silk wondered al nost idly, had Erm ne been? Or was he
still alive? If so, mght Linsang be a poor relation--or even a rich
one who had turned agai nst the Ayuntam ento? And what about
Patera Gul 0? Stranger things had happened.

Though he felt cold, his hands were clamy; he groped for his
robe before remenbering that it was back in the borrowed traveling
bag with the borrowed blue tunic, and wi ped his hands on the yell ow
one he was wearing instead.

"Go in?" Oreb inquired.

"In a mnute." He was procrastinating and knew it. This was
Erm ne's, the end of dreans, the shadeup of waking. If he was
| ucky, he woul d be recognized and shot. If he was not, he would find
Thel xi epeia's image and wait until Ermine's closed, for even
Erm ne's nmust cl ose sonetine. An inmensely superior servant
would informhimicily that he would have to | eave. He woul d stand,
and | ook about himone last tine, and try to hold the servant in
conversation to gain a few nonments nore

After that, he would have to go. The street would be gray with
mor ni ng and very cold. He would hear Ermine's door shut firmy
behind him the snick of the bolt and the rattle of the bar. He would
| ook up and down the street and see no Hyacinth, and no one who
could be carrying a nmessage from her.

Then it woul d be over. Over and dead and done with, never to
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live again. He would recall his longing as sonething that had once
occupi ed an augur whose nane chanced to be his, Silk, a nanme not
common but by no neans outlandi sh. (The old cal de, whose bust his
nmot her had kept at the back of her closet, had been--what? Had he
been Silk, too? No, Tussah; but tussah was another costly fabric.)
He woul d try to bring peace and to save his nanteion, fail at both,
and die.

"Go in?"

He wanted to say that they were i ndeed going in, but found
hinsel f too dismayed to speak. A man with a pheasant's feather in
his hat and a fur cape nuttered, "Pardon ne," and shoul dered past.
A footman in livery (presumably the supercilious servant envisioned
a few seconds before) opened the door fromi nside.

Now. Or not at all. Leave or send a nessage. Preserve the illusion
"Are you coming in, sir?"
"Yes," Silk said. "Yes, | am | was wondering about ny pet,

though. If there are objections, I'll |eave himoutside."

"None, sir," Afaint, white smle touched the footman's narrow
lips like the tracery of frost upon a wi ndowpane. "The |adi es not
infrequently bring animals, sir. Boarhounds, sir. Mnkeys. Your
bird cannot be worse. But, sir, the door..."

It was open, of course. The night was chill, and Ernmine's would
be confortably warm rebellion or no rebellion. Silk clinbed the
steps to the green door, discovering that Liana's barricade had been
nei t her hi gher nor steeper

"This is your first visit to Ermne's, | take it, sir?"
Silk nodded. "I'mto neet a |l ady here."
"I quite understand, sir. This is our anteroom sir." There were

sofas and stiff-1ooking chairs. "It is principally for the renoval of

one's outer garments, sir. They are left in the cloakroom You may

check your bag there, if you so desire. There is no hospitality here in
the anteroom sir, but one can observe all the guests who enter or depart."”

"CGood man?" Oreb studied the footman through one bright, black
eye. "Like bird?"

"Tonight, sir," the footman | eaned nearer Silk, and his voice
becane confidential, "I might be able to fetch you sonme refreshnent
mysel f, however. We've little patronage tonight. The unrest."

"Thank you," Silk said. "Thank you very nuch. But no."

"Beyond the anteroom sir, is our sellaria. The chairs are rather
nmore confonable, sir, and there is hospitality as well. Sone
gentl enen read."

"Suppose | go into your seilaria and turn to the right," Silk
i nquired, "where would | be then?"

"In the Cub, sir. O if one turns less abruptly, in the @ asshouse,
sir. There are nooks, sir. Benches and settees. There is hospitality,
sir, but it is infrequent."

"Thank you," Silk said, and hurried away.

Strange to think that this enornous room a roomthat held fifty
chairs or nore, with half that many dimnutive tables and scores of
potted plants, statues, and fat-bellied urns, should be called by the
same nanme as his nusty little sitting roomat the manse. Swerving to
his right he wound anong them worrying that he had turned too
abruptly and feeling that he wal ked in a dreamthrough a house of
giants--while politely declining the tray proffered by a deferential
waiter. Al the chairs he saw were enpty; a table with a glass top
scarcely bigger than the seat of a nmilking stool held wads of
crunpl ed paper and a sheet half covered with script, the only signs
of human habitati on.

A wall | oomed before himlike the face of a nountain, or nore
accurately, like a fog bank through rents in which nmight be glinpsed
scenes of unrelated luxury that were in truth its pictures. He veered
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left, and after another twenty strides caught sight of a marble arch
fram ng a curtain of |eaves

It had been as warm as he had expected in the sellaria; passing
through the arch he entered an at nosphere warner still, hum d, and
freighted with exotic perfunmes. A noth with mauve-and-gray w ngs
|larger than his palnms fluttered before his face to |ight on a purple
flower the size of a soup tureen. A path surfaced with what seened
preci ous stones, narrower even than the gravel ed path through the
garden of his manteion, vanished after a step or two anbng vi nes
and dwarfish trees. The nusic of falling water was everywhere.

"Good place," Oreb approved.

It was, Silk thought. It was stranger and nore dreamli ke than the
sellaria, but nore friendly and nore hunman, too. The sellaria had
been a vision of opul ence bordering on nightmare; this was a gentler
one of warnth and water, sunshine and lush fertility, and though
this glass-roofed garden m ght be used for vicious purposes, sunshine
and fertility, water and warnth were things in thensel ves
good; their desirability could only be illustrated nore clearly by the
proximty of evil. "I like it," he whispered to Oreb. "Hyacinth nust
too, or she wouldn't have told nme to neet her here, where all this
woul d surely dimthe beauty of a woman | ess lovely."

The sparkling path divided. He hesitated, then turned to his right.
A few steps nore, and there was no |ight save that fromthe skyl ands
floating above the whorl. "Hi s Cogni zance would |ike this as nmuch as
we do, | believe, Oreb. I've been in his garden at the Pal ace, and
this reminds ne of it, though that's an open-air garden, and this
can't be nearly as large."

Here was a seat for two, masterfully carved froma single block of
myrtle. He halted to stare at it, longing to sit but restrained by the
fear that he would be unable to stand again. "W have to find this
i mge of Thel xi epeia,"” he nmuttered, "and there nust be places to sit
there. Hyacinth won't cone. She's at Blood's in the country, she's
bound to be. But we can rest there awhile."

A new voi ce, obsequious and affected, nurnured, "I _beg_ your
pardon, sir."

"Yes, what is it?" Silk turned.

A wai ter had conme up behind him "I'mrather enbarrassed, sir. |
really don't know quite how to phrase it."

"Am | not supposed to be in here now?" As Silk asked, he
resolved not to |leave without a fight; they m ght overwhel m him
with a nob of waiters and footnen, but they would have to--no
mere order or argument woul d suffice

"Ch, no, sir!" The waiter |ooked horrified. "It's quite all right."

The desperate struggle Silk had visualized faded into the m st of
unactual i zed eventualities.

"There is a gendenan, sir. A very tall gentleman, sir, with a | ong
face? Rather a sad face, if | may say so, sir. He's in the Cub."

"No go," Oreb announced firmy.

"He would not give ne his name, sir. He said it was not relevant."
The waiter cleared his throat. "He would not give your name either,
sir, but he described you. He said that | was to say nothing if you
were with soneone, sir. | was only to offer to bring you and anyone
who mi ght be in your conpany refreshnment, for which he would
pay. But that if |I found you alone, | was to invite you to join him"

Si |l k shook his head. "I have no idea who this gentleman is. Do
you?"

"No, sir. He is not a regular patron. sir. | don't think |I've ever
seen him before."

"Do you know the figure of Thel xiepela, waiter? Here in the
3 asshouse?"
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"Certainly, sir. The tall gentleman instructed nme to | ook for you
there, sir."

Col onel Oosik was tall, Silk reflected, though so nassive that his
hei ght had not been very noticeable; but Oosik could scarcely be
called | ong-faced. Since only he and Captain Gecko had read
Hyacinth's letter, the |ong-faced nan was presunably Gecko. "Tel
himl can't join himin the dub," Silk said, choosing his words.
"Express ny regrets. Tell himl'll be at the figure of Thel xi epeia. and
I"malone. He may speak to nme there if he chooses."

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. May | get you anything, sir? | could
bring it there."”

Sil k shook his head inpatiently.

"Very well, sir. | will deliver your nessage."
"Wait a nonent. What time is it?"
The waiter | ooked apologetic. "I have no watch, sir."

"OfF course not. Neither do I. Approximtely."

"I looked at the barman's clock, sir, only a mnute or two before
came here. It was five until twelve then, sir."

"Thank you," Silk said, and sat down on the carved wooden seat
wi t hout a thought about the difficulty of getting up.

_Hieraxday , Hyacinth's letter said. He tried to recall her exact
words and failed, but he remenbered their inport. She had
mentioned no tine, perhaps intending |ate afternoon, when she
woul d have fi ni shed her shopping. The barman's clock was in the
Cl ub, no doubt; and the C ub would be a drinking place, primarily
for men--a rich man's version of the Cock, where he had found
Auk. The waiter was unlikely to have glanced at the barnman's cl ock
after speaking to the |ong-faced nman, whoever he was; so it had
probably been ten minutes or nore since he had noticed the tine.
H eraxday was past. This was Thel xday, and if Hyacinth had waited
for him (which was highly unlikely) he had not cone.

"Hel l o, Jugs," Auk said, enmerging fromthe darkness of a side
tunnel. "He wants us to work on Pas's Plan."

Chenille whirled. "Hackum |'ve been |ooking all over for you!"
She ran to him surprising him threw her arns around him and
wept .
"Now, " he said. "Now, now, Jugs. Now, now." She had been
unhappy, and he knew it and knew that in sone ill-defined and
troubling way it was his fault, although he had meant her no harm
had wi shed her well and thought of her w th ki ndness when he bad
thought of her at all. "Excuse," he nmuttered, and let go of Tartaros's
hand to enmbrace her with both arns.

When at | ast she ceased sobbing, he kissed her as tenderly as he
could, a kiss she returned passionately. She w ped her eyes, sniffled,

and gul ped, "Oh, Hierax! Hackum | m ssed you so much! |'ve been
so | onesone and scared. Hug me."

This baffled him because he already was. He tried, "I'msorry,
Jugs,"” and when it seemed to do no good, "I won't ever |eave you
agai n unl ess you want ne to."

She nodded and swallowed. "It's all right, as long as you keep

com ng back."

He noticed her ring. "Didn't | give you that?"

"Yeah, thanks." Stepping back, she held it up to show it off better,
al t hough the bl eared greenish lights could never do it justice. "I |ove
it, but you can have it back anytime if you need the gelt."

"I'"'mflush, but | gave it to you?"

"You forget, huh?" She | ooked at him searchingly. "On account of
hitting your head. O maybe a god got you like Kypris did me? It's
still pretty hard for ne to renenber lots of things that happened
when she was boss, or Scylla.”
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Auk shook his head, and found that it no |onger ached. "I've
never had no god bossing ne, Jugs, or wanted to either. That's lily.
I never even knew about Kypris, but you were a lot different when
you were Scylla."

"Some of that was ne, | think. Hold nme tighter, won't you? |I'm
really cold."

"Your sunburn don't hurt any nore?"

She shook her head. "Not nuch. I'mstarting to peel a little.
The bird was pulling on the peels before he left, only | nmade him
stop. "

Auk | ooked around. "Were is he?"

"Wth Patera and Stony, | guess. That Urus beat the hoof and they
took off after him M, too, only we canme to a split in the tunnel,
you know?"

"Sure. |I've seen a lot of them™

"And then | thought, they're not going to |look for Auk anynore,
and that's what | want to do. So |I sort of slowed down, and when
they went one way | went the other. | guess the bird went with
t hem "

"That was you | heard calling ne."

Chenill e nodded. "Yeah. | yelled until my pipe gave out. Onh,
Hackum 1'mso glad | found you!"

"W found you," he told her seriously. "Way | ran off, Jugs..."
He fell silent, nassaging his big jaw

"You saw sonebody, Hackum O anyhow you thought you did.
coul d see that, and Patera said so, too."

"Yeah. My brother Bustard. He's dead, see? Only he was down

here talking to me. | was going to say he wasn't really, | just sort of
dreaned it, only now |I'mnot so sure. Maybe he was. Know what | nean?"

The gray shiprock walls seened to press in upon her. "I think so,
Hackum "

"Then he went away, and | mssed hima lot, just |like when he
died. So then when | saw himagain, maybe it was a couple, three
hours later, | waved and yelled and tried to catch up, only | never
did. Then | got lost, but | didn't care because | was | ooking for
Bustard, and he coul d've been anywhere. Then | ran into this god.
Into Tartaros. Mstly | call himTerrible Tartaros, 'cause | can't say
the other right."

"You nmet a god, Hackun? Like you'd neet sonebody in the
street, you nean?"

"Sort of." Auk sat down on the tunnel floor. "Jugs, will you sit on
my lap, the way you used to do in the old days? I'd like that."

"Al'l right." She did, laying her launcher flat, crossing her |ong
| egs, and |l eaning back in his arms "This is really better, Hackum
It's a lot warnmer Except | don't do it nuch any nore because
know | 'ma pretty good load. Ochid says |'mgetting fat. She's been
telling me for a couple of nonths now. "

He held her closer, reveling in her softness. "She's fat. Real fat.
Not you, Jugs."

"Thanks. This god you net. Tartaros, right? He's for you |like
Kypris is for us."

"Yeah, except he's one of the Seven."

"l know that. Tarsday."

"He's got a whol e bunch of stuff besides us. The main thing is, he's
the night god. Anywhere it's dark, that's a special place for him
Sl eep and dreans, too. | nean, any god can send a dreamif he
wants to, but the regular kind that seemlike nobody sent 'emare
his. | call himTerrible Tartaros 'cause you had to say terrible or the
other, or Maytera'd stonp you. |I'd lay he could cut up rough, but
he's been a bob cull with me. He came along to show how to find
you and get out of here, and all that. He's next to us right now, only
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you can't see him'cause he's blind."

"You nean he's here with us?" Chenille' s eyes were w de.

"Yeah, he's sitting right here with ne, only I wouldn't try to reach
over and feel. Maybe he woul dn't do anything--"

She had al ready, waving her free armthrough the enpty space on
Auk's right.

He shook her, not roughly. "Don't, Jugs. | told you."

"He's not there. There's nothing there."

"Al'l right, there's nothing there. | was shaving you."

"You shouldn't do that." She got up. "You don't know how shaggy
scared | am down here, or how shaggy hungry."

Auk rose too. "Yeah, it wasn't very funny, | guess. |'msorry,
Jugs. | won't do it again. C non."

"Where are we goi ng?"

"Qut."

"Real |y, Hackun?"

"Sure. You're hungry. So aml. W're going to go out and get a
di nber dinner, probably at Pork's or one of those places. After that,
we can rent a roomand get a little rest. He says | got to rest. After
that, maybe we'll do what Scylla said, only | don't know. I'll have to
ask him"

"Tartaros? That's who you're tal king about? You really net hinP"

"Yeah. It's real dark in there and pretty wet. Water's sort of
rai ning through the roof. If you saw it, you probably didn't go in,

but there's nothing in there that'll hurt you. | don't think so,
anyhow. "

"I've still got this lantern that Gelada had, Hackum only there's
no way to light it."

"W don't have to," he told her. "It's not very far."

"You said we were going out."

"I't's on our way." He stopped and faced her. "Only we'd be going
even if it wasn't, 'cause he's got sonething to show us. He just told
me, see? Now |isten up."

She nodded, drawi ng Incus's robe around her

"This's a real god. Tartaros, just like | told you. My head's not
right 'cause | got a bruise in there and a big gob of blood, too, he
says. He's trying to fix it, and | been feeling better ever since he
started. Only we got to do |ike he says, so you're comng if | got to
carry you."

"Wod girl," Oeb called. "Here girl!"

Silk sat up; the '"girl' might be Hyacinth. If there was the |east
chance, one in a thousand or ten mllion--if there was any chance at
all--he had to go. He nade hinsel f stand, picked up the bag,
coughed, spat, and stunbled away. The path wound right then left,
dropped into a tiny vale, and forked. Wite as ghosts, enornous
bl ossonms dripped noisture. "lI'mconming, Oeb. Tell her I'mconing."

"Here, here!"

The bird sounded very near. He stepped off the glittering path,
his feet sinking in soft soil, and parted the |eaves; the face that
stared into his own night have been that of a corpse, holl ow cheeked
and dul | -eyed. He gasped, and saw its bloodless lips part. Oeb flew
to him becomnmi ng two birds.

He advanced anot her step, sparing the crowding plants as nuch
as he could, and found hinsel f standing upon red stones that
bordered a clear pool no bigger than a tablecloth, which a path
approached fromthe opposite side.

"Here girl!" Oreb hopped to the wooden figure's head and rapped
it smartly with his beak.

"Yes," Silk said, "that's Thel xi epeia." No other goddess had those
tilted eyes, and a carved marnoset perched upon the figure's
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shoul der. He tapped his reflected face with a finger and cl apped his

hands, but no nonitor appeared in the silvered gl obe she held. "It's
just a mrror," he told Oeb. "I hoped it mght be a glass--that
Hyacinth might call me onit."

"No cal |l ?"

"No call on this, alas.” Wth help froma friendly tree, he wal ked
the stony rimof the pool to a swinging seat facing the water. Here,
as Oosi k had said, one saw the pool reflected in Thel xi epeia's
mrror, and her mrror reflected init.

H er axday had been the day for dying and for honoring the dead.
Crane had died; but he, Silk, had done neither. Today, Thel xday,
was the day for crystal gazing and casting fortunes, for tricks and
spells, and for hunting and trapping animals; he resolved to do none
of those things, |eaned back in the swing, and closed his eyes.
Thel xi epei a was at once the cruel est and ki ndest of goddesses, nore
mercurial even than Ml pe, though she was said--it would be why
her inmage was here--to favor lovers. Love was the greatest of
enchantments; if Echidna and her children succeeded in killing
Kypris, Thel xi epei a woul d no doubt, would doubtl ess..

_Becone the goddess of love in a century or less , said the Qutsider
standing not behind Silk as he had in the ball court, but before
him-standing on the still water of the pool, tall and wi se and kind, with a
face that nearly cane into focus. _| would claimher in that case, |ong
before the end. As | have so many others. As | amclainmng Kypris
even now because | ove al ways proceeds fromne, real |ove, true |ove.
First ronmance_.

The Qutsider was the dancing man on a toy, and the water the
pol i shed toy-top on which he danced with Kypris, who was Hyacinth
and Mother, too. _First romance_, sang the Qutsider with the nusic
box. _First romance_. It was why he was called the Qutsider. He was
out si de- -

"I, er, hope and--ah--trust |I'mnot disturbing you?"

Silk woke with a start and | ooked around wildly.

"Man come,"” Oreb remarked. "Bad man." Oreb was perched on a
stone beside Thel xi epei a's pool; when he had concl uded his
remar ks, he pecked experinentally at a shining silver mnnow that
darted away in terror.

"Nanmes are not--um-requisite, eh? I know who you are. You
know nme, hey? Let that be enough for both of us."

Silk recognized his swaying visitor, started to speak, and assimlating
what had been said renai ned silent.

"Capital. I--ah--we are taking a risk, you and |I. An--ah--rash
ganble. Sinply by, urp, being where we belong. Here on the hill, eh?"

"Wn't you sit down?" Silk struggled to his feet.

"No. |I--ah--no." His visitor belched again, softly. "Thank you.
have been waiting in the--ah--bar. Were, unp, | have been
conpel l ed to buy drinks. And--um-drink. Standing' s best. Um at
present, eh? I'lIl just, er, lean on this, if | may. But please--ah--be
seated yourself, Pa--" He covered his nouth with his hand. "Seated
by all neans. It is | who should--and | do. I, um am As you see, eh?"

Silk resuned his place in the swing. "May | ask--"

His visitor raised a hand. "How | knew | should find you here? | did not,
Pa--Did not. Nothing of the sort. But while | was--rup!--sitting in
that, er, whatchamacallit, | observed you to enter the
room Not the--um-one | sat in, that, ah, darksone and panel ed
drinking place, hey? The other. The outer room nuch bigger."

"The sellaria," Silk supplied.

"Ah--quite. I, um went to the door. Spied upon you."
The visitor shook his head in sel f-reproach
"I't was excusabl e, surely, under the circunstances. | have recently
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done far worse things."

"Good of you to say so. |--um-waylaid that waiter. You spoke
with him"

Si | k nodded.

"I had, um observed you to pass under--ah--through the arch. |
had never had the, er, pleasure nmyself, eh? I, ah, apprehended that
it was--ah, is--some sort of garden, however. | inquired about it.
He, um indicated that it was--is, | surm se--enployed for, um
di scussi ons of a--ah--amorous nature.”

"You knew that | would be here, at this particular spot." Silk
found it extremely inconvenient to be unable to say _Your Em nence_.
"You told himto | ook for nme here."

"No, no!" Hi s visitor shook his head enphatically. "I, ah, anticipated
you might, um possibly have an appointnment. As he had,
um inadverted. But |--ah--in addition, um however, abh,
consi dered that you nmight wish to, um petition the imortal gods.
As |, ah, nyself. | inquired about such a place in this, um
conservatory. He nentioned the present, ah, xylograph." The visitor
smiled "That's the spot, | told him That's where you'll find him
Wuld you mind if I, um sat nyself, now? There by you? |I'm-ah--quite
fatigued."

"Pl ease do." Hastily, Silk noved to one side.

"Thank you--ah--thank you. Mst thoughtful. | have had no

supper. Hesitated to order anything in--ah--that place. Wth the
wi ne. Parsinony. Foolish--ah--inbecile, actually."

"Catch fish," Oreb suggested.

Silk's visitor ignored him "I've funds, eh? You?"

"No, nothing."

"Here, Pa--My boy. Hold out your hands." Col den cards
showered into Silk's lap. "No, no! Take theml O hers--ah--nore.
Wiere they cane from eh? Wait for the waiter. Buy yourself a bit

of food. For nme, ah, in addition. I am um in need. O help. O--ah--succor
Such is, um the long and short of it. | cast nyself--um
Qursel ves. |--we--cast ourselves upon your--ah--conmm seration."

Sil k | ooked searchingly at Thel xi epeia, who returned his look with
wooden apl onb. WAs this enchanted gold that would (figuratively at
| east) nelt at a touch? If not, what had he done to earn her favor?
"Thank you," he managed at last. "If | can be of any service to Your--to
you, | will be only too happy to oblige you." He counted them by
touch: seven cards.

"They cane to the Palace. To the--ah--Palace itself, if you can,
um credit that." His visitor sat with his head in his hands. "I was,
um dining. At dinner. In cane a, ah, page, eh? One of the boys
who runs with nessages for us, hey? You do that?"

"No. | know of them of course.”
"Some of us did, eh? |, nyself. Many years ago. We--ah--nmatricul ate
to schola. Ah--afterwards. Sone of us. Fat little boy.
Not |. He was. |Is. Said they'd arrest nme. Arrest Hi s Cogni zance! |
sai d, ah, bal derdash. Ate ny sweet, eh? They--um-arrived.
Unannounced. O ficer--um-captain, |ieutenant, something.

Troopers with him Guardsnen everywhere, eh? Looked everywhere for
Hi s Cog--Turned the whol e pl ace upsi de down. Coul dn't
find himthough. Took me. Bound nmy hands. Me! Hands tied
behi nd ne under ny robe."

"I"'mvery sorry," Silk said sincerely.

"They, er, carried ne to the headquarters of the Second Bri gade.
A tenporary headquarters. Do | make nyself--ah--intelligible?
Brigadier's house. No nore--ah--titular generals in the G vi
Guard, hey? No generalissinmb any nore. Only this, er, brigadiers.
Qui zzed nme, eh? Hours and hours. Absolutely. Od Quetzal's
letter, hey? You know about it?"
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"Yes, |'ve seen it."

"l --ah--conposed it. | didn't--ah--informthe brigadier, eh?
Didn't 'fess up. Wuld have shot nme, eh? We--ah--1'd expected
trouble. Labored to phrase it softly. H s--He wouldn't hear of it."
His visitor |ooked around at Silk with the expression of a whipped
hound, his breath thick with wine. "You apprehend whom I --ah--intend?"

"Of course."

"He sent it back. Twice. Hadn't happened in years, eh? The third
stuck. '"How readily here might |, ah, inscribe--' Yes, inscribe. Ah,
"Let us wel come himand obey himas one of ourselves. Wth what
delight do--shall | inscribe inits place, |et us welconme himand, unp,
obey him for he is one of ourselves!" That's what got the third draft past
Hi s--ah--past the person known to us both, eh? So |--um-presune.

Proud of it, hey? Still am Still am™

"Wth reason," Silk told him "But the Cvil Guard can't have
cared for it. I"'msurprised they let you go." He yawned and rubbed
his eyes, discovering that he felt somewhat better, refreshed by his
few nmonents of sl eep.

"Tal ked my way out, hey? Eloquent. No one speaks of ne |like
that. Dull at the anbion, eh? What they say. | know, | know.

El oquent tonight, though. Swimor sink, and | did Pa--1 did. Go

bet ween. Peacemaker. End rebellion. Used their glass to talk to
Councillor Loris. Harm ess, unp! Let himgo. Bad feeling in the

ranks, hey? Augurs shot, eh? A sibyl, too. The--um-nissive. Lay
clothing, as you, er, wise. Fearful still. Terribly frightened. Not, er,
shanmed by the accusation--adm ssion. Still afraid, sitting in there

si ppi ng. Looking over ny shoul der, hey? Afraid they'd cone for

me. Sprang up like a rabbit when a porter dropped sonething in the
street."”

"l suppose that every nan is frightened when his life is threatened.
It's very much to Your--to your credit that you are willing to admt it."

"You will--ah--assist ne? If you can?"
Oreb | ooked up fromhis fishing. "Watch out!"
"I'mtired and very weak," Silk said, "but yes, | will. WII we have

to wal k far?"

"Wn't have to walk at all." Hs visitor thrust his hand beneath his
creamcolored tunic. "lI've, ah, inforned you it wasn't nme they
want ed, eh? After old Quetzal, actually. The Prolocutor. H's
Cogni zance. Signed the letter, hey?"

Si | k nodded.

"They' d have shot him eh? Earlier. Earlier. \Wen they--ah--constrained
me. That was then, hunf? This is--er--the present
instant. After midnight. Nearly one, eh? Nearly one. Late when
they released ne. |'ve said it? Suppertine--after suppertine,
really. They know your--um-profession. Vocation, hey? Mnt's a
sibyl. You take my neani ng?"

"Of course," Silk said.

His visitor produced an el egant ostrich-skin pen case. "On the
other side, old Quetzal is, hey? Unnistakable. The letter shows it.
And there is that--ah, um-other matter. Vocation, eh? Brigadier
thinks he and I m ght arrange an--urp--hiatus in hostilities. A
truce, hey? H s word. Been one alread, eh? So why not?"

Sil k strai ghtened up. "There has? That's wonderful!"

"Little thing, eh? Few hundred involved. Didn't |ast. But an augur--see
the connection? This augur, one of our--ah--of the Chapter's
own, crossed the lines. One side to the other, eh? Got themto stop
shooting so he could. Colonel's son, wounded. Nearly dead. This--ah--holy
augur brought himthe Pardon. So far so good? Rebel s--ah--tendered an
extension. Both sides, um sweep up bodies. Caim
their dead, hey? They did. So why not |longer? Od Quetzal night
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do it. Respected by both sides. Man of peace. You foll ow me?"

Si | k nodded to hinself.

"If your, ah, supporters learn the brigadier sent ne, eh? \Wat
t hen? Shoot, eh? Possibly. Very possibly. So | require sone, um
docunent fromyou, Pa--From ah, you. Signed," the visitor's voice
faded to a whisper, "with your--ah--as the--um-your civi

title. "

"I see. Certainly."

"Capital!" He took a sheaf of paper fromthe pen case. "These, um
fanci ful |eathers are not--ah--conducive to penmanshi p. But the
paper should help, hey? I'Il hold the ink bottle for you. Brief, ah,

i nconsi derabl e. Concise. The, um bearer, eh? Respect his--ah--um.."
"No shoot," Oreb suggest ed.
He handed Silk a quill. "Point suit you? Not too fine, eh? My
prot honotary, Pa--1ncus. You know hi n®?"
"I met himonce when | was trying to see you."
"Ah? Hm"
The pen case braced on both knees, Silk dipped the quill.
"He--ah--Incus. He points themfor ne. Had himdo it, ah,
Mol psday. Too fine, though. Hairsplitters. | shall rid myself of
I ncus, ah, presently. Could be dead this nonent. 'Mongst the gods,
eh? Haven't laid eyes on himfor days. Gave him a--um-errand.
Never cane back. All this unrest."”
Bent above the paper, Silk hardly heard him
<bl ockquot e>
To General Mnt, her officers and troopers.
The bearer, Patera Rernora, is authorized by ne and by..
</ bl ockquot e>

Silk | ooked up. "To whom di d you speak? Who was this brigadier
who rel eased you?"

"Brigadier, er, Erne. Signed for me, too, eh? H's side."
<bl ockquot e>
Brigadi er Erne to negotiate a truce. Please show him every
courtesy.
</ bl ockquot e>

The wavering tip of the quill stopped and began to blot; there
seened to be no nore to say. Silk forced it to nove on

<bl ockquot e>

If the whereabouts of H's Cognizance the Prolocutor are

known to you, please conduct the bearer to himin order that
he may assist H's Cogni zance in conducting negoti ations.

</ bl ockquot e>

O eb dropped a struggling goldfish and pinned it with one foot. "No
shoot," he repeated. "Man hide."
<bl ockquot e>
I hold you responsible for the safety of the bearer, and that
of Hi s Cogni zance. Both are to be permitted to pass
unharnmed. Their movements are not to be restricted in any
fashi on.

A truce nade and kept in good faith is greatly to be
desi red.

I am Pa. Silk, of Sun Street, Calde
</ bl ockquot e>

"Capital! Yes, capital, Pa--Thank you!"

Wth his beak pointed to the glass roof, Oeb gul ped down a
mor sel of gol dfi sh and announced | oudly, "Good man!"

"There is a--um-dispenser in here soneplace." The visitor
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retrieved his pen case and took out a silver shaker. "If you require
sand, eh?"

Si | k shuddered, added the date, blew upon the paper, then spat
congeal ing blood into the noss at his feet.

"I thank you. | have--ah--so expressed nyself, um previously. |
er, recognize. | am um in your, ah, books, eh? Your debtor."

Sil k handed hi mthe safe-conduct.

"I, ah, surmise that | can stand now, er, walk. Al the rest.
Taken a bit dizzy there, eh? For an, er, nonmentarily." He
clinmbed to his feet, holding tightly to the chain fromwhich their

seat was suspended. "I shall partake of an, er, norsel of food,
believe. An, um collation. Mich as | should like--ah--may be
i nprudent ... "

"I had a good supper," Silk told him "and it night be dangerous
for us to be seen together. 1'Il stay here."

"I, um consider it would be best nyself." H's visitor rel eased the
chain and smiled. "Better, hey? Be all right with a bite to eat. Too
much wine. |--ah--concede it. Mre than | ought. Frightened, but
the wine nade it worse. To think that we, unp, we pay--" He fel
silent. Slowy his snile widened to a death's-head rictus. "Hello,
Silk," he said. "They made ne find you."

Sil k nodded wearily. "Hello, Micor."

"I't'"s smoky in here. Al snoky."

For a nonent he did not understand what she neant.

"Dark, Silk. Like falling down steps."

"The fumes of the wine, | suppose. Who nmade you find ne?"

"The councillors will burn me again."

"Torture, unless you do as they say?" Silk tried to keep the anger
he felt out of his voice. "Do you know their nanes, these councillors
who threaten to burn you?"

The visitor's grinning head bobbed. "Loris. Tarsier. Potto. My
father said not, but the soldier nade himgo."

"l see. His Eminence--the man you're possessing--told nme he'd
talked with Councillor Loris through a glass. |Is that why you
possessed hi m when you were sent to | ook for nme?"

"I had to. They burned ne |ike Miusk."

"Then you were right to obey, to keep from bei ng burned again. |
don't blane you at all."

"We're going to kill you, Silk."

Fol i age besi de the pool shook, spraying crystal droplets as warm
as blood; a white-haired man stepped into view. In one hand be held
a silver-banded cane with which he had parted the | eaves. The ot her
poi sed a saber, its slender blade pointed at the visitor's heart.

"Don't!" Silk told him

"No stick," Oreb added with the air of one who clarifies a difficult
si tuati on.

"You're Silk yourself, lad! You're him"

"I"'mafraid I am |If you left your place of conceal nent to protect

me, | would be sonewhat safer if you didn't speak quite so loudly."
Silk turned his attention back to the death-mask that had suppl ant ed
his visitor's face. "Micor, how are you supposed to kill ne? This
man has Musk's needl er now, he followed nme here to return it to
me, | inmagine. Do you--does the man you're possessi hg have a
weapon?"

“I'1'l tell them and they'Il comne."

"l see. And if you won't, they'll burn you."

The visitor's head bobbed again. "It brings nme back. | can't stay

gone when they burn nme."

"W nust get you out of there." Silk raised the ankle he had
broken junping fromHyacinth's wi ndow and rubbed it. "I've said
you're like a devil--1 told Doctor Crane that, | know. | thought it,
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too, when | saw the dead sl eepers; | forgot that devils, who tornent
others, are thenselves tornented."

The saber inched forward. "Shall | kill him [|ad?"

"No. He's as good a chance for peace as our city has, and | doubt
that killing himwould ensure Miucor's silence. You can do no good
here. "

"l can protect you, lad!"

"Before | left you, | knewthat I'd neet Herax tonight." Silk's face
was sonber. "But there's no reason for you to die with ne. If you' ve
tracked ne through half the city to return the needler | dropped,
give it to nme and go."

"This, too!" He held out the silver-banded cane. "Lane, aren't
you? Lane when we fought! Take it!" He threw the cane to Silk,
then drew Musk's needler and tossed it into Silk's |lap as well
"You're the calde, |ad? The one they tell about?"

"l suppose | am"

"Auk told nme! Howd | forget that? Gave your nane! | didn't

know until this augur said it. Councillors! Loris? Going to kill you?"
"And Potto and Tarsier." Silk laid Misk's needl er aside, thought
better of it, and put it into his waistband. "I'mglad that you brought

that up. 1'd lost sight of it, and it strains probability. Micor, do you
have to return to Loris right away? I'd like you to do ne a favor, if
you can."

"All right."

"Thank you. First, did Councillor Loris tell you about the man

you' re possessing? Did he ask you to find hinP"

"I know him Silk. He talks to the man who's not there."

"To Pas, you nean. Yes, he does, |I'msure. But Loris told you
Did he say why?"

The visitor's head shook. "I have to go soon."

"Go to Maytera Mnt first--to General Mnt, they're the sane
person." Silk's forefinger traced a circle on his cheek. "Tell her
where | am and that they'll cone here to kill ne. Then tell Maytera
Mar bl e- - "

"Grl go," Oeb renarked.

The corpse-grin was indeed fading. Silk sighed again and rose.
"Sheath that sword, please. W've no need of it."

"Possession? That's what you call this, |ad?"

"Yes. He'll cone to hinself in a nmonment."

Silk's visitor caught hold of the chain to steady hinself. "You
proferred a corment, Pa--? | was taken, ah, vertigi nous again, |
fear. Please accept ny--um-unreserved apol ogy. This--ah--gentleman
is..."

"Mast er Xiphias. Master Xiphias teaches the sword, Your Em nence.
Master Xi phias, this is Hi s Em nence Patera Renora,

Coadj utor of the Chapter."

"Real Iy, ah, Patera, you m ght be nore circunspect, hey?"

Sil k shook his head. "W're past all that, |'mafraid, Your
Em nence. You're in no danger. | doubt that you ever were. My
own is already so great that it wouldn't be nuch greater if you
and Master Xiphias were to run up to the first Guardsman you
could find and declare that Calde Silk was at Ermne's awaiting arrest.”

"Real ly! 1--ah--"

"You spoke to Councillor Loris, so you told ne, through Brigadier
Erne's gl ass."

"Wy, er, yes."

"For a nonent--while you were dizzy, Your Em nence--|
thought that Loris might have told you where to find ne; that a
certain person in the household he's visiting had told himthat |
m ght be here, or had confided in soneone el se who did. It could
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have cone about quite innocently--but it can't be true, since Loris
sent someone to you in order to locate me. Clearly the information
travel ed the other way: you knew that | might come here tonight. |
doubt that you actually told Loris that you knew where to find ne;
you coul dn't have been that certain I'd be here. You said sonething
that led himto think you knew, however. In his place, |I'd have
ordered Brigadier Erne to have you foll owed. Thanks to sone
carel ess remarks of nine Tarsday, he didn't need to. WIIl you tel
me- - qui ckly, please--how you got your information?"

"l swear--warrant you, Patera--"

"We'll have to talk about it later." Silk stood up less steadily than
Renora had, |eaning on the silver-banded cane. "A nonent ago
told Master Xiphias not to kill you; I'"'mnot certain it would have

been wong for ne to have told himto go ahead, but | don't have
time for questions--we nmust go before the Guard gets here. You,
Mast er Xi phias, nust return honme. You're a fine swordsman, but
you can't possibly protect me froma squad of troopers with slug
guns. You, Your Eninence, nmust go to Maytera M nt. Don't bother
filling your belly. If--"

"Grl conme!"™ Oreb flewto Silk's shoulder, fluttered his wi ngs, and
added, "Cone quick!"

For a wasted second, Silk stared at Renora, searching for signs of
Mucor in his face. Hyacinth was in sight before he heard the rapid
pattering of her bare feet on the path of false gens and saw her
mout h open and dark eyes bright with tears above the rosy
confusion of a gossaner dishabille, her hair a mdnight cloud behind
her as she ran.

She stopped. It was as if the sight of himhad suspended her in
anber. "You're here! You're really here!"

By Thel xi epeia's spell she was in his arns, suffocating himwth
kisses. "I didn't--1 knew you couldn't cone, but | had to. Had to, or
I'd never know. |'d always think--"

He ki ssed her, clunsy but unenbarrassed, trying to say by his kiss
that he, too, had been forced by sonething in hinself stronger than

hi nsel f.
The pool and the miniature vale that contained it, always dark,
grew darker still. Looking up after countless kisses, he sawidling

fish of nottled gold and silver, black, white, and red, hanging in air
above the goddess's uprai sed hand, and for the first tinme noticed
light streaming froma lanp of silver filigree in the branches of a
stunted tree. "Were did they go?" he asked.

"Was- - sonebody- - el se here?" She gasped for breath and snil ed,
giving himsweeter pain than he had ever known.

"Hi s Em nence and a fencing nmaster." Silk felt that he shoul d | ook
around him but would not take his eyes from hers.

"They nust have done the polite thing," she kissed himagain, "and
left quietly."

He nodded, unable to speak

"So should we. |'ve got a roomhere. Did | tell you?"

He shook his head.
"Asuite, really. They're all suites, but they call themroons. It's a
ganme they play, being sinple, pretending to be a country inn." She
sank to her knees with a dancer's grace, her hand still upon his arm
"WIl you kneel by the pool here with ne? | want to | ook at nyself,
and | want to |ook at you, too, at the same tine." Abruptly. the tears

overflowed. "I want to look at _us_."
He knelt beside her
"I knew you couldn't come," a tear fell. creating a tiny ripple, "so

have to see us both. See you beside ne."
As in the ball court (though perhaps only because he had
experienced it there) it seemed that he stood outside tine.
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And when they breathed again and turned to kiss, it seened to
himthat their reflections remained as they had been in the quiet

wat er of the pool, invisible but forever present. "We--1 have to

go," he told her. It had taken an enornous effort to say it. "They

know I'm here, or they soon will if they don't already. They'l

send troopers to kill ne, and if you're with ne, they'Il kill you, too."

She | aughed, and her soft |aughter was sweeter than any nusic.
"Do you know what | went through to get here? What Blood will do
tonme if he finds out | took a floater? By the time | got onto the hill,
past the checkpoints and sentries--Are you sick? You don't | ook at
all well."

"I'monly tired." Silk sat back on his heels. "Wen | thought about
having to run again, | felt... It will pass." He believed it as soon as
he had said it, hinself persuaded by the effort he had nade to
conpel her belief.

She rose, and gave himher hand. "By the tine | got to Ernmine's,
thought I'd been abramto cone at all, drowning in a glass of water.

I didn't even look in here," happy again, she sniled, "because
didn't want to see there wasn't anyone waiting. | didn't want to be
rem nded of what a putt |1'd been. | got ny roomand started getting
ready for bed, and then | thought--1 thought--"

He enbraced her; froma perch over the filigree lanp, Oeb
croaked, "Poor Silk!"

"What if he's there? What if he's really down there , and |I'mup
here? 1'd unpinned nmy hair and taken off ny nmakeup, but | dived
down the stairs and ran through the sellaria, and you were here, and
it's only a dreambut it's the best dreamthat ever was."

He coughed. This tinme the bl ood was fresh and red. He turned
aside and spat it into a bush with | avender flowers and enerald
| eaves and felt hinself falling, unable to stop

He | ay on noss beside the pool. She was gone; but their reflections
remained in the water, fixed forever

When he opened his eyes again, she was back with an old man
whose nane he had forgotten, the waiter who had offered him
wine in the sellaria, the one who had told himof Renobra, the
f oot man who had opened the door, and others. They rolled him
onto sonet hing and pi cked himup, so that he seened to float
sonewhere bel ow the |l evel of their waists, |ooking up at the belly
of the vast dark thing that had conme between the bright skylands
and the glass roof. His hand found hers. She sniled down at him
and he smiled too, so that they journeyed together, as they had
on the deadcoach in his dream in the conpani onabl e silence of
two who have overcone obstacles to be together, and have no
need of noisy words, but rest--each in the other

Chapter 8 -- Peace

Maytera Marble snmiled to herself, lifting her head and cocking it to the
right. Her sheets were clean at last, and so was everything el se--Mytera
Mnt's things, a workskirt that had been badly soiled at the
knees, and the smelly cottons she had dropped into the hanper
bef ore dyi ng.

After strenuous punping, she rinsed themin the sink and w ung
them out. Her dipper transferred nost of the sink water to the wash
boil er before she took out the old wooden stopper and | et the rest
drain away; when it had cool ed, the water in the wash boiler could
be given to her suffering garden.

Wth her clever new fingers, she scooped the white bull's congealing
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fat fromthe saucepan. A rag served for a strainer; a chipped cup
received the seniliquid grease. Wping her hands on another rag,
she considered the tasks that still confronted her: grease the folding
steps first, or hang out this wash?

The wash, to be sure; it could be drying while she greased the steps.
Very likely, it would be dry or nearly dry by the tine she finished.

Beyond t he doorway, the garden was black with storm That
woul dn't do! Rain (though Pas knew how badly they needed it)
woul d spot her clean sheets. Fuming, she put aside the wi cker
cl ot hes- basket and stepped out into the night. a hand extended to
catch the first drops

At least it wasn't raining yet; and the wind (now that she came to
think of it, 